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            A NOTE TO READERS

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Welcome to Kypria, where darkness is power!

      

        

      
        Beginnings is a stand alone origins novella that will introduce you to the Kyprian Prophecy that is highlighted in a related series.

      

        

      
        It is set two hundred years before the Kyprian Prophecy series and Book 1 – The Firemaster’s Legacy, but this novella can be read at any stage.

      

        

      
        Please note, some prior events are briefly mentioned in this book that don’t impact the storyline. Those events will be fully explored in an upcoming series featuring the characters from Beginnings.

      

        

      
        I hope you enjoy your time in Kypria.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PROLOGUE

          

        

      

    

    
      How hadn’t she seen this? How, after all these years in exile with nothing to do but relive the memories of everything that had been taken from her…How hadn’t she known?

      Yes, she was far from her homeland, her powers weakened, but she could still see things…and this was no ordinary thing. This was something that should have been ingrained on her very soul. It must have taken the most powerful Kengian magic to mask it from her all this time.

      Like every Kengian, she had been born with magic in her veins. With the right training and dedication, Kengians could become one with nature and with every living object’s lifeforce, or kira. They could use their understanding of kira to weave a complex dialogue with the natural elements. They could harness the power within nature, performing feats such as making crops flourish in once barren lands.

      Then there were the silver-eyes, who were even more attuned to nature. They could hear and understand the gurgling voice of a waterfall. The air’s whispers in the wind. The creaking greeting of a bamboo forest. Some could even perform simple tricks, like moving a stone without touching it, and one silver-eyes in every generation of the Kengian royal family was gifted with extraordinary elemental magic. They had the power to bend nature to their will – magnifying it, manipulating it and moulding it to their own needs.

      Those Kengians not born to wield magic learnt it. There were Shamans, who could meld their minds with animals and catch glimpses of the past and possible futures, and there were Scholars – those who studied science and spells that captured and shaped the essence of kira.

      She was all of these things and none of them. She was much more.

      Not only could she be at one with a creature, she could transform herself into one. She didn’t just see occasional visions of what may happen; she could divine the future and prophesise on command. She saw the invisible threads that bound every lifeforce in this world and could call on them to do her bidding. She was the light and darkness itself.

      So only she could understand that the most powerful magic in all of Kypria was in play, and only she knew who was capable of conjuring up the spell to conceal this from her…The only other living Firemaster.

      And now that she did know, she and all those she loved would be avenged.

      A new future must be forged.
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      ‘What do you think?’

      The Kengian Princess’s silver eyes danced as she twirled in front of Laha. Her silver-and-blue brocade gown caught the morning light that streamed through the shutters.

      ‘I think you would look just as good, and be more comfortable, if you weren’t wearing those ridiculous Lamorian fashions,’ Laha grumbled, much preferring her simple Kengian tunic and wide-legged pants over corsets and hoop skirts.

      And if Laha was being honest with herself, she didn’t want to dress like Mary for reasons other than practicality. She would always be a poor imitation of the Princess. They were both silver-eyes, but that was where their similarities ended. Mary was tall, polished and graceful, while Laha was petite and had a disordered look about her that one might describe as wiry, if they were being kind, or downright wild if they were being truthful.

      Princess Mary ignored Laha’s barb and examined herself in a mirror. She whirled her fingers over her head, her air magic creating a shimmering halo before strands of hair curled and fixed themselves in place.

      ‘Ha!’ she cried. ‘Looks like my powers are returning.’

      ‘Good for you,’ Laha muttered.

      Mary’s face fell as she seemingly realised that Laha may not be as thrilled as she was about her powers returning. She changed the subject. ‘You can’t tell me you aren’t even a little excited about this – the joust is the best part of the festivities,’ she said, overly brightly.

      Laha crossed her arms. Her monkey friend, Chaos, who stood on her shoulders, mimicked her. ‘That’s exactly what I’m saying. It’s just another tournament. They seem to have them every second week around here.’

      ‘That’s not true. The last one was the victory celebration almost a year ago, and the time before that was when we first came here…a lifetime ago.’

      Princess Mary and her companion Laha had first arrived at the Lamorian Court with the Kengian King and Queen. The Kengian royal family had been visiting Lamore to negotiate a formal peace and trade agreement between the two neighbouring kingdoms. They couldn’t have known that their visit – or more specifically, Laha’s actions on that visit – would precipitate a deadly invasion that threatened all of Kypria. Now that there was peace again, Mary and Laha remained in Lamore to cement the alliance. One might think that Laha would prefer to be back in Kengia, but she didn’t belong there…She didn’t belong anywhere.

      ‘I don’t see the point of these things,’ she whined. ‘All the puffed-up pageantry. Swordplay with blunted blades. Firing arrows at targets made of straw.’ Laha rolled her eyes. ‘And don’t even get me started on jousting…I mean, what is even the point of that? It’s not like anyone turns up at a battle with ridiculously long pointed sticks and starts poking each other with them.’

      ‘So it’s not exciting enough for you – not like fighting for our lives?’ Mary replied.

      Exciting was one word for what had happened. Exhilarating and thrilling were the other words Laha would use. She was the one who had accidentally opened a portal to another world. She and Mary, wielding their Kengian magic, and the Lamorian Princes, Emberto and Alfred, using temporarily acquired powers, had defeated the invaders, and life had gone back to normal…or become exceedingly dull, in Laha’s view.

      ‘Now that you mention it, yes, that was exciting. No pretend battles. It was real. We had real adventures!’

      Chaos leapt from Laha’s shoulder onto a settee and started throwing air punches.

      ‘That’s the difference between you and me,’ Mary said. ‘I’d prefer boring old tournaments over nearly dying. Boring old tournaments mean we’re at peace. And that’s something we can really celebrate…with events like these.’

      ‘Blah, blah, blergh!’ Laha shook her head. ‘You’re talking like a Queen already. I can’t believe you’re going to marry that bore.’

      Mary pursed her lips. ‘I know you don’t mean that. Alfred is a good man.’

      Alfred and Laha made a habit of butting heads. She thought he was a goody-two-shoes and he thought she was a ‘foolhardy troublemaker’. Yes, they’d fought side-by-side, but he’d made it clear that he didn’t fully trust her – or the unpredictable darkness that lived inside her.

      ‘A man now, is he?’ Laha went on. ‘What, because he’s turned eighteen?’

      ‘He’s man enough to have saved both of our lives more than once.’

      Laha snort-laughed. ‘I think you’ll find we saved the stuck-up royal jackass just as many times.’

      Mary took a deep breath. ‘Look, we’re not getting married for another twelve months or more, so you’ll have time to…get used to it. And I’m not marrying him because I have to, I’m marrying him because I want to. I love him.’

      Never had the two-year age gap between them felt so vast. ‘I suppose there’s no accounting for taste,’ Laha replied.

      ‘Why do you make it so…’ Mary’s voice rose angrily. ‘So hard for people to—’ She bit her lip.

      ‘Like me? Love me?’ Laha yelled. ‘That’s what you were going to say, wasn’t it?’

      Laha hated fighting with Mary. The Princess was her closest friend – had been her only friend for so long, but she was angry. Furious, in fact, that Alfred was taking Mary from her. It didn’t help that Laha had lost all of her powers and had no idea if they would ever return. And where did that leave her? Who was she without Mary, without her magic – with nothing but the darkness to sustain her?

      She was nothing now but a royal companion, sentenced indefinitely to a monotonous and ordinary life of service at court.

      ‘I’ll see you at the tournament,’ Mary said in a weary voice, and left the room.

      Laha swung open the doors and yelled after her. ‘You’ll see me. I’ll be the one dying of boredom.’

      She stomped back to the settee, where Chaos yawned and pretended he was falling asleep.

      ‘You get me. You love me, don’t you, Chaos?’

      ‘It’s not just him,’ came a familiar voice behind Laha.

      She spun around to see Prince Emberto – or Bertie, which was what Laha insisted on calling him.

      ‘What did you say?’

      Bertie’s eyes widened. ‘I mean, I get you…not love you,’ he stammered. ‘Well, not like that…I mean—’

      ‘I should think not. Love! Who’s got time for that rubbish?’ Laha forced a laugh. It wasn’t like she was in love with Bertie, but she liked him above anyone, except perhaps Mary when they weren’t fighting. So she couldn’t say that his comment hadn’t hurt a little.

      Bertie gave a relieved smile, oblivious to Laha’s conflicted feelings. ‘You’re not dressed for the tournament,’ he said.

      ‘Yes I am.’

      He grinned. ‘Well, I think you look marvellous.’

      Chaos jumped up and down, making a squeaking noise. He was wearing a purple velvet waistcoat – the colour of royalty. Laha had made it for him as a joke. Everyone assumed Chaos was a pet, but he was much more to Laha. Ever since she had broken him out of the Lamorian King’s private zoo, Chaos had become her confidant, her connection to the animal world and the Shamanic powers she’d once had.

      ‘Yes, yes, you too, Chaos,’ Bertie addressed the monkey. ‘You look mighty fine.’

      Chaos bowed.

      ‘You looking forward to today?’ Laha asked.

      Bertie sighed. ‘I know he’s my brother and I should want to celebrate his birthday and his betrothal, but I find the whole thing…I don’t know…boring.’

      Laha nodded her agreement. Bertie got her. He got everything about her, and wasn’t scared of her…not even of her darkness.

      She remembered what he had been like when she’d first met him. The awkward younger Prince who was desperate to prove he was as good as his brother. He’d spent his whole life in Alfred’s shadow, unable to match his brother’s athleticism, strength or even his social skills. But Laha had showed Bertie there was more to life than wanting to be someone else, and had helped him leverage his own unique gifts, which included a perfect memory. She had introduced him to adventure. After she’d opened the portal, Bertie had been given the ability to see across space and time, but he had lost that power too.

      Laha could tell by the lost look in his eyes that he didn’t know where he fit in this new world, either. She wanted to cheer him up.

      ‘Not to worry. We’ll go together and I’ll keep you entertained with witty commentary and scathing appraisals of the fashions at court.’

      Bertie laughed – a genuine laugh that went all the way to his dark eyes. ‘Agreed.’
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      Tournaments in Lamore were an impressive sight…to most. The week-long events, which included swordfighting and archery, were open to all Lamorians to attend. But it was the joust that attracted the most interest.

      The tiltyard, an empty field of dirt on any other day, was bursting with activity. The competitors’ armour shone in the silver sun’s morning light. Squires and pages raced here and there, fetching shields, weapons and horses. Colourful banners from each noble house marked the edges of the field. Hundreds of spectators lined each side of the tiltyard. The nobility sat in tents or pavilions, while other Lamorians sat in wooden stands or on the ground. Between the tiltyard and the castle were rows of market stalls. Chaos jumped from Laha’s shoulder as she and Bertie approached a stall selling honey cakes. He snatched a cake from the surprised stallholder before scurrying away.

      ‘Oi!’ the stallholder shouted after them.

      Bertie shot Laha a warning look.

      ‘He was hungry,’ she said by way of explanation.

      Bertie shook his head before returning to apologise to the stallholder and pay for the cake.

      ‘Delicious?’ Laha asked the monkey, and Chaos nodded with a grin.

      Bertie ran to catch up just as Laha reached the tiltyard. ‘You can’t let that monkey run wild like that.’

      ‘It’s not like I can control him…not anymore.’

      Over the last year, Laha had learnt how
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