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    Thony winced. 


“NOT. I'm not interested in anyone, guy 
    or girl. 


I don't have the right to be interested,” he
    began.



    “Your Big Quest,  yadda, yadda, yadda,” Daffyd rolled his eyes. “It's to
    find someone to marry  you, right?”



    “A princess,” Thony clarified. “Whose dad will
    lend me his army to protect  Aldyrwald.”



    “Someone,” Daffyd corrected. “And how much of an 'army' do you need
    anyways? A dozen  knights and maybe a couple hundred regular troops? Or the
    equivalent?”



    Thony blinked. He  hadn't actually thought about numbers.



    “About that, I  suppose,” he admitted, after thinking about it for a moment.
    “More wouldn't  hurt, though.”



    It wasn't likely  there was anyone in the Mountain-Region who would know how
    to manage terribly  large forces.



    “You think too  much,” Daffyd said as Thony ruminated on these new ideas.



    And then Thony  found himself being kissed without asking. Again.



    And it was still  the same problem. He didn't want to hurt Daffyd.
    He just wanted to be asked.



    (Well, and for  his 'no' to be properly respected.)
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  Prologue



(a recap of Pathremir’s history as we know it –  according to Thony)





   THE FABLED LAND OF PATHREMIR – whose name means Vengeance in their
    most  ancient tongue – sits high in the Misty Mountains on a broad plateau.



    In  the very long distant past, the Pathremiri claim to be descended of
    dragons and  Mist-Maidens
    
        (which are apparently some kind of fairy-people and are  also 
        known as ‘Snow-Fairies’).
    
    Supposedly they were super-chill back then. No  wars, no fighting at all,
    just small family-groups that stayed by themselves  and only got together to
    hang out for major festivals.



    They  called the place the Land of Mists, maybe because it was actually
    mistier than  it is now or maybe because of those Mist-Maidens who were
    their ancestors. Or  maybe both.



    In  the not-quite-so-distant past (like, three thousand years ago)
    the  ancient Pathremiri people welcomed a bunch of refugee strangers into
    their  land. Sometime thereafter
    
        (either months or years, or possibly even  decades,   depending on
        whom you talk to)
    
    the refugees – who called themselves the Líonar  –took over and
    turned the original Pathremiri people into thralls
    
        (which  seems to be their word for  seriously  downtrodden
        peasants).
    



    They  named the land Loptheim, which means ‘Land of Clouds’ in
    their language. (Or maybe ‘Land of Mists.’) And they introduced
    agriculture and drained  some swamps and stuff, which might be why it’s not
    all that ‘misty’ anymore.



    There  also weren’t a great number of these refugee types around, and
    possibly not a  great many of the original Pathremiri people either. So,
    everybody got all  mixed up together. Weirdly, both sides seemed to kind of
    make almost a religion  out of not being kin to the other ones,
    although that probably isn’t  likely to be true for anybody by now.



    After  about a thousand years of being thralls, the original Pathremiri
    people
    
        (or  at least the thralls who were more descended of those people than
        of the Líonar)
    
    got their act together and managed to throw out the ‘invaders.’
    
        (A  little hard to still call people who’ve been living there for a
        thousand years ‘invaders’...)
    



    Most  of the Líonar-types went east and mixed it up with the people
    living  down on the coast. Those people were more organized and ready for it
    
        (apparently,  they’d been paying attention to the politics next door).
    
    Instead of being  conquered by force, they sort of mixed it up on purpose,
    even though the Líonar-types managed to take over the upper
    echelons of society there, too.



    
        (Well,  sort of managed to. There seems to be a different viewpoint from
        the  descendants of those other people.)
    



    That  country to the east is called Selavan.



    A  small number of the Líonar-types fled to the west instead. That
    included  their king and his sons. The older son apparently died while
    helping his father  and younger brother – and a number of their people –
    escape.



    The  king and his younger son – who was now his Heir – settled down just
    over the  peaks that surround the Pathremiri plateau and supposedly spent
    the rest of his  life pining for his wife and daughters.
    
        (Who had been the ones to lead the  uprising and overthrow him...)
    
    He and his people never really went very far  away, and eventually
    established themselves on the west side of the mountains,  with the stated
    ambition of returning ‘home’ to ‘Loptheim.’



    Which  made for some rather tricky relations with the newly-named
    ‘Pathremir.’



    They  called their ‘temporary’ residence on the mountainside
    ‘Mountainmeadow’ (possibly  because that’s all that it was) and
    spent the next thousand years trying to  come back.
    
        (Or possibly the entire last two thousand years. Again, it  depends on
        whom you talk to.)
    
    Eventually, however, they kind of gave up and  became part of a larger
    kingdom called ‘Dawil,’ farther to the west and down on  some plains.



    Oh,  and there are these little groups of people living at the very
    highest-but-still-livable places on the actual mountain peaks. They’re
    supposed  to be mostly Líonar-types, though they apparently keep
    inter-marrying  with the people down on the Pathremir plateau, so they’re
    maybe not exactly Líonar . It seems like it’s mostly the women in
    these ‘clan-enclaves’ marrying  Pathremiri guys,who are probably
    pretty relieved to get out of the  rather extreme matriarchy of Pathremir.



    The  ‘clan-enclaves’ are run by seeresses – women who can magickally see the
    future  – so it’s still matriarchal, but it can’t possibly be as extreme as
    in  Pathremir, where they flipped the extreme patriarchy that the Líonarhad 
    setup on its head and guys aren’t allowed to do hardly anything
    without  a woman supervising.



    There’s  trade between all these places – Pathremir, Selavan, and Dawil 
    (or  Mountainmeadow). And there’s a famous university on the border
    between  Dawil and Pathremir, which means even more people passing through.
    But otherwise,  the three places seem to try to ignore each other as much as
    possible...
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  Chapter ONE


 Relatively Simple  Problems





   “I  THOUGHT HE CALLED ME and Daffyd his niece and nephew,”
    Amanita  grumped over breakfast.



    Thony  was already regretting agreeing to eat with her instead of in his
    rooms.



    But  he was trying to be a supportive friend, so...



    “Did  you get any sleep last night?” he asked.



    The  girl shrugged. “Not much. Vathir made me go to bed eventually – I think
    he made  Môthir go to bed, too. Which left all my grandparents
    still talking  or... whatever.”



    She  winced.



    Thony  rolled his eyes, but he tried not to let his friend see.



    They’d  arrived in the Queen’s City – the capitol of Pathremir – yesterday.
    The night  before they’d stayed at an inn just outside the city so that a
    Proper Triumphal  Return of the Lost Princess could be orchestrated. Puck
    had – wisely, Thony had  thought at the time and with a certain wistful
    jealousy – made himself scarce  to avoid going through the nonsense.



    They’d  had a huge military escort
    
        (all made up of those short, dark, fierce-looking  women – though Thony
        had been told men  were  allowed to serve... just not  in
        ceremonial duties nor were they promoted past a certain rank).
    



    People (women and girls, with a few guys way far back) had actually
    lined  the streets to wave little Pathremiri flags and cheer for
    Amanita.



    And  somebody had gone all-out and decided to include trumpets.



    There  had been a big, fancy, formal greeting by Queen Namarina
    
        (Amanita and Daffyd’s  grandmother),
    
    Princess-Heir Ytheril and Prince-Consort Naeel (their  parents), and
    Eldest-Princess Reyalla (their other grandmother).



    And  then they had all gone inside the palace. Well, the travelers had, not
    the  adoring crowds or most of the girl-guards.



    There  had been time for some recriminations
    
        (from the Eldest-Princess; the rest of  Amanita and Daffyd’s family
        seemed pretty cool)
    
    and to freshen up before  dinner.



    And  dinner was where it had gotten a little crazy.



    The  Eldest-Princess had gotten snotty about how they’d stopped Valderon
    Raven’sWing’s  war with pranks. Okay, not exactly with pranks, but
    by convincing a lot  of people that pranks could maybe actually
    work to do that... which had  made Puck – who had turned out to be the
    honest-to-goodness demi-God of  Pranks and Mischief – strong enough
    to break Raven’sWing’s spell blocking the  Fairy Wood. And then Puck had let
    Lady Opalsinger and Lord Aspenheart and the  other elves free to take out
    Shalladra Stillheart, the miscreant Dark-elf who  was at the root of all the
    problems.



    Eldest-Princess  Reyalla hadn’t believed any of it.



    Daffyd  had gotten sick of his grandmother
    
          (that  grandmother, not the Queen)
    
    dissing their story, and he’d inadvertently summoned Puck.



    None  of them had known that Puck could be summoned by saying his name three
    times in  a row.



    Also, none of them – including Princess-Heir Ytheril – had known
    that the  Princess-Heir’s father was Puck. Who was better
    known around here  as ‘Prince Skiftglow’ – the son of Queen Snowmistral of
    the Snow-Fairies... Who  just happened to also be the Goddess
    Sylphara of the Mountain-Breezes,  the ‘Lady of Blizzards and Gales.’



    It  was complicated, for sure. Thony had ended up drawing a bunch of charts
    in his  journal last night to try to keep track of all this stuff: who was
    related to  whom and how.



    Apparently,  Pathremiri Queens and Princesses didn’t need to get married in
    order for their  kids to be legit and all. Or even say who the father of
    their kids was.



    All  that extreme matriarchy stuff, Thony supposed. Which sort of made a
    certain  amount of sense. After all, if women ruled and guys didn’t matter,
    why worry  about it? You could always tell who a baby’s mother was.



    Not  that he’d mention that to Amanita.



    She’d  get that smug look of hers and probably start pontificating at him
    about how  their system was so superior.



    And  right now, he really was just trying to be a good friend.



    It  was probably pretty weird to discover that one of your best friends was
    also  your grandfather.



    And  Puck didn’t look old enough to be anyone’s dad, let alone 
    grandfather.  Presumably that was because he was a Snow-Fairy. Or a
    demi-God.



    Not  that Queen Namarina looked old enough to be anyone’s grandma either.
    She looked  about as old as Thony’s Mama, who was about forty.



    
        (Which  was  old,  and even ‘grandma old’ when he stopped to think
        about it. Papa  had ‘rescued’ Mama when she was sixteen, as was proper.
        Joanna had turned up  shortly thereafter. If Prissy hadn’t been born
        with the bushy, black tail,  Joanna would have been ‘rescued’ and
        married at sixteen as well, so... Mama  would have had at least one
        grandchild by now. Probably more, since Jo would  have been married
        eight or nine years by now. Whoa.)
    



    Anyways,  when Puck appeared, Queen Namarina and he had got all ooey-gooey
    and started  kissing each other.



    It  was... a little embarrassing, to be honest.



    Daffyd  and Thony had booked it after they finished their dinners. Amanita
    and her mom  and her other grandmother (the Eldest-Princess) were all
    arguing – it wasn’t  clear with whom, since Puck and the Queen had
    been ignoring all of them.  Amanita and Daffyd’s dad had gotten stuck
    sitting there in the middle of it  all, but he’d indicated to the boys that
    they could go.



    There  were some other advantages to a matriarchy – or being a guest. They
    neither  needed nor wanted either of the boys there, so they had
    gotten some  sleep.



    Or  at least Thony had, after he’d stayed up a while writing and drawing
    those  charts. He had no idea what Daffyd had done after they’d parted ways.
    Since the  Pathremiri prince hadn’t shown up for breakfast, it was possible
    he’d stayed up  all night stewing, too.



    Amanita  was still looking sour. And like she expected a response.



    “Does  it bother you?” Thony asked her. “Puck being your grandfather, I
    mean.”



    She  shrugged and looked away. “I don’t know. Not really, I guess. And I
    suppose it  explains why Môthir doesn’t really look like anyone else. She
    doesn’t really  look Líonar, but... everyone always sort of assumed she was
    a... a throwback. Because, like Kyrista and Inga mentioned back in
    Selavan,” she added with an  unhappy look, “we do have Líonar blood
    in our family. Even if it’s all  the way back to Queen Varella’s daughters.”



    And  various people had mentioned that no one took the quiet Princess-Heir
    very  seriously.



    Thony  supposed that looking like you were a member of the group everyone
    hated...  wouldn’t do you a lot of favors. Considering that he
    seemed to be  getting the side-eye from people around here – though it could
    be because he’d  shown up with Amanita, rather than because he was pale and
    red-headed with blue  eyes – he could totally sympathize with Princess
    Ytheril’s situation.



    Or  with Amanita’s, as Ytheril’s daughter.



    He  gave his friend a sympathetic look. “Would this ‘everyone’ have mostly
    been  your other grandmother?”



    Amanita  made a face. “I wish. No, she’s awful, but it really was
    
        everyone
    
    everyone.”  The girl sighed. “Well, at least one good thing will come of
    this. If Puck will  stick around as Prince Skiftglow for awhile and
    let everyone see him and  my Grandmother-the-Queen together, it’ll be
    obvious that Môthirlooks like a Snow-Fairy. And that’s a
    respectable lineage to anyone and  everyone.”



    “Though  we may have to remind everyone that Snow-Fairies are Mist-Maidens.”
    Daffyd had  just come into the breakfast room.



    He  was rubbing a hand through his hair and looking sleepy, but his clothes
    looked  neat. A little snug here and there and short at the cuffs, but
    otherwise they  were starched and pressed everything. And they didn’t look
    like any of the  things Thony had seen him wearing the last couple of
    months.



    Thony  assumed these were clothes that had been left here when the
    Pathremiri prince  went looking for his little sister and that he’d grown in
    the intervening  months. Daffyd had sort of hunched a bit during all the
    introductions yesterday  as if trying to hide the change in his height.



    Amanita  glared at him, then wilted a bit and nodded as Daffyd sat down.
    “Yeah. I don’t  imagine everyone else has their nose rubbed in our
    history all the time,  like we do.”



    So,  the common people of Pathremir weren’t as vengeance-obsessed as their
    undersized princess? That was interesting to know.



    “Get  a good night’s sleep in your own bed?” Thony asked his friend with a
    touch of  envy. He missed his own bed in his own room back
    home in  Aldyrwald rather more than he would like to admit.



    Daffyd  shrugged as a servant brought him over a laden plate of food. He
    thanked the  woman politely before answering. “Sort of. I mean, we don’t
    usually spend that  much time here, so this isn’t the room – or the bed –
    I’m most used to.”



    Thony  raised his eyebrows. “You don’t live in the palace most of the time?”



    Daffyd  shook his head and pointed to Amanita with his fork as he chewed on
    a piece of  bacon. He was late enough to the meal that the bacon had chilled
    down from  perfectly crispy to slightly leathery. It still tasted good,
    though.



    “We  – Daffyd, Vathir, Môthir, and I – live mostly at an estate outside the
    city. It’s  only about an hour’s ride – Môthirhas to go back and
    forth pretty  regularly after all – but it’s far enough that we don’t have
    to deal with...  certain people all the time.” Amanita made another face.



    That  seemed a little weird to Thony. There had never been a question that
    Joanna and  Roger – and eventually Thony and his bride – would live in
    Castle Devinthal  with Mama and Papa. Prissy and Jeremy only lived outside
    the castle because  Jeremy was a centaur; his sister kept rooms in the
    castle still, to store her  gowns and princessy things.



    On  the other hand, even Great-Uncle Sir Eddie was easier to deal with than
    Eldest-Princess Reyalla. Who was almost certainly the ‘certain people’
    Amanita  meant.



    Since  that was her version of ‘discreet,’ he couldn’t ask directly...



    But  there was another question he wanted to know the answer to.



    “Why  do you all call your father’s mother ‘Eldest-Princess’?” Thony asked
    them. “She  looks Pathremiri, but if she was your eldest princess
    from the last  generation, wouldn’t she be the queen now? Is she from
    somewhere el–”



    He  let his voice trail off because both Amanita and Daffyd were looking
    rather  pained.



    “We  really should explain,” the girl said uncomfortably, looking at her
    brother.  “Before he, like, says something really dumb out in public and it
    turns into a  Big Deal. Because you know
    Grandmother-Eldest-Princess Reyalla will make it a Big Deal.”



    Daffyd  winced and nodded. “You explain, sis. I’m still
    eating.”



    He  shoveled in a huge forkful of scrambled eggs as if to make the point.



    Or  maybe not. Daffyd’s eyes were doing little checks on the serving staff
    who were  stationed at the edges of the room, and Thony remembered that the
    Pathremiri  prince had told him that some of the people here were trying to
    keep Daffyd  from growing by shorting him food. Tallness being associated
    with the Líonar,  and therefore to be avoided.



    Amanita  glared at Daffyd, then sighed. “She’s... ugh. There’s no good way
    to say this. Môthirand Vathir are first cousins–”



    “Half first cousins,” Daffyd broke in, with the punctiliousness of
    someone who is  embarrassed and trying to bury the embarrassment in details.
    “Which is really more like second cousins.”



    Amanita  shrugged a little. “Yeah, I suppose. And with Puck being our
    grandfather, I  suppose there’s no real problems with them being
    too closely related. We  haven’t had Snow-Fairies – or Mist-Maidens – in our
    heritage for thousands of  years.”



    That...  didn’t really explain anything.



    Thony  gave them both a blank look. “It’s clear I’m missing something.
    You’re not  saying your grandmothers are...” He paused as they both winced.
    “You are. They’re  sisters.”



    “Half sisters,” Amanita clarified. “They had different dads.”



    Thony  frowned. “So... she really is or... was the
    ‘Eldest-Princess,’  then?”



    Amanita  nodded while Daffyd continued to stuff himself.



    “Older  than, um, your other grandmother?”



    Amanita  nodded again.



    Thony  frowned in confusion. “Shouldn’t she be Queen then?”



    “She certainly thinks so,” Daffyd remarked dryly as he worked
    through a pile of  sausages. He was going for the denser, more protein-rich
    foods first, Thony  noted.



    Amanita  sighed. “We do things a little differently here, Thony. The first
    one of the  Queen’s daughters to have a daughter herself becomes the
    Princess-Heir. It’s  supposed to ensure the line-of-succession for the next
    two generations.”



    Thony  thought about that. “So... your mom made your grandmother – er,
    
        her
    
    mom  – the Heir to the Throne?”



    He  got another set of nods.



    And  that made something else click in his head.



    “And you made your mom the Heir? Um, Amanita?” Thony added
    on a little  belatedly as he realized he could have been addressing either
    of them and  should clarify so they knew that he knew what they were talking
    about.



    Amanita  nodded again as Daffyd looked up from his food with a sardonic
    glint in his  eye.



    Thony  frowned. “But your mom is an only child, right? Who else
    
        could
    
    the  throne go to, if not her?”



    “One  of our aunts,” Amanita explained. “The daughters of the princesses who
    didn’t  get to be queen. We call them ‘fal-princesses’ in order to
    distinguish  them from the main line-of-succession.”



    “What  about you?” Thony wanted to know. “Your mom doesn’t have any
    sisters, so  what happens if you don’t have some daughters of your
    own? Eventually.”



    Daffyd  snickered, and Amanita gave him a dirty look.



    “The  problem doesn’t seem to have arisen in the past,” the Pathremiri
    prince  explained as his sister shoved eggs and cheese around on her plate,
    staring  hard at it. “There have been a few occasions where a queen had only
    one  daughter, but never for two generations straight. There’s no real
    precedent.  Previously, when the Princess-Heir was Named to the succession,
    her female  cousins would lose their titles and become simply ‘lady
    whatever’.”



    “That  didn’t happen after I was born,” Amanita told her plate. “Instead,
    Grandmother-Eldest-Princess Reyalla insisted that her daughters –
    Vathir’ssisters retain their titles. And that their
    daughters should be considered for  the succession if...”



    She  bit her lip, but Thony could see where she was going with this.



    One  of her cousins – a daughter of one of her father’s sisters – could take
    the  place she’d been born to if she didn’t hop to it and have enough babies
    to be  sure that one of them would be a girl. And didn’t she say it
    was the first princess to have a daughter who became Heir? It
    probably wasn’t clear if  Amanita had to beat her cousins on this...



    Given  her frequently-expressed opinions on the subject of love and marriage
    and  babies, Thony wondered if...



    No,  Amanita might hate what she was going to have to do, but she was really
    attached to her country. She had been raised – and born – to be Queen of
    Pathremir  someday, just like Thony had been born and raised to be King of
    Aldyrwald. It  wasn’t something either one of them could easily give up.



    “Vathir’s  sisters are all really nice people, at least,” Daffyd said
    softly, his eyes on  his sister. “None of this is their idea.”



    “Not  that it matters,” Amanita said a little bitterly. “And none of this
    would be a Thing if Môthir and Vathir weren’t so closely related.
    Grandmother-Eldest-Princess  Reyalla has made her arguments based on that.
    She claims that our aunts – Vathir’s sisters – should be considered
    Môthir’s sisters rather than sisters-in -law.”



    Daffyd  sighed. “And she’s never forgiven our Vathir for being a boy. He’s a
    couple  months older, so if he’d been a girl...”



    “She’d  have been queen,” Thony finished for him. He looked at both of them.
    “Wow. That’s...  a bit of a mess. How old are your cousins, anyways?
    
        Are
    
    some of them  girls?”



    Daffyd  chuckled, though it sounded a little forced. “That’s... actually
    what makes it  even worse from... Grandmother-the-Eldest-Princess’
    perspective. After our Vathir  was born, she had four daughters. And each of
    them has had only daughters so far. The oldest one would
    be Lady Rena of Ilseador – she’s almost fourteen.”



    Thony  relaxed a little. “Well, that’s good. That gives you some time, I
    would think.”



    Daffyd  lifted a horizontal hand and tipped it back and forth. “Maybe. Maybe
    not.”



    The  Pathremiri prince kept his eyes on Amanita as he continued to explain.
    “The  Eldest-Princess hasn’t been pushing for Amanita – or any of her other
    granddaughters – to marry and start trying to have daughters early. She’s–”



    “She’s  ‘complained’ for years about Grandmother-the-Queen having had
    Môthirat sixteen and Môthir having had Daffyd at
    seventeen,” Amanita  interjected. “She claims that’s why neither one of them
    could manage more than  one daughter.”



    Daffyd  nodded. “While you were gone, she was actually campaigning to bring
    Aunt Fala  home from Ilseador,” he told Amanita, “even if Rena has to stay
    there as her  father’s Heir. Aunt Fala – fal-Princess Falmyra – has four
    daughters so far,”  he explained to Thony, “And she might be pregnant
    again.”



    He  rolled his eyes. “I don’t know why they’re having so many kids. They
    surely don’t  have enough lands to endow each of them. And it’s not like
    here, where a  princess has as many daughters as she can in order to
    maximize her chance of  one of them having a daughter if she makes it onto
    the throne. For that matter  – and I love my aunts – I’m not sure why
    Grandmother-Eldest-Princess Reyalla  had four daughters. Once Môthirwas 
    born, she knew she didn’t have a  chance at the throne.”



    Thony,  who was used to seeing families of twelve or thirteen royal children
    in the  Mountain-Region, was less surprised. And he could think of at least
    one reason  why the Eldest-Princess might have thought she’d had a chance to
    stake her  claim.



    How  many assassination attempts had Daffyd and Amanita’s mom – or Amanita,
    for that  matter – managed to survive?



    “Davril  said something about that,” Amanita told her brother. “But Aunt
    Fala can’t come  back. She’s Bound to the land of Ilseador.”



    Daffyd  shrugged. “And there’s her three sisters here, so I don’t know why
    it ever  really came up, especially if they’re willing to leave Rena where
    she belongs.  Alicia is only ten, which isn’t older than Aunt Tana’s Divya.”



    Thony  felt his eyes starting to cross. Clearly, he needed to go draw up
    some more  charts. “How do you guys keep all of this straight?”



    Amanita  rolled her eyes at him. “I saw some of those genealogical charts
    you were  putting together to figure out which princesses you could marry
    back on your world, Thony. This isn’t really any harder than that.”



    “Not mine,” the runaway Crown Prince averred. “Those were
    
        Mama’s.
    
    I  had just, er, borrowed them. To, um, see what she was thinking
    about.”



    “And  that’s why I found you burying them in the freshest pile of
    stable-sweepings,”  Amanita snickered half-heartedly.



    Thony  sighed. “All right, fine. It takes some effort to re-construct those
    things. I  was hoping she wouldn’t want to admit to losing them and send to
    Roger’s mother  or someone for new ones. Then she’d have to do it all by
    going back over the  Royal Archives to figure out who married who when.”



    Not  that slowing Mama down would really have helped anything when
    it was Papa who was arranging a marriage for Thony. And it was less
    about producing  offspring than figuring out how to make a peaceful transfer
    of power to a  neighboring king... and maybe even preventing all-out civil
    war in the region.
    
        (Stupid  name for it. There was nothing  civil  about war.)
    



    “It  was one of my less brilliant ideas,” Thony conceded.



    Amanita  gave him a wry grin that lacked most of, well, everything. “So,
    yeah, that’s our mess.”



    And  there was really nothing anyone could say to that.
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    Also by Mangala McNamara



    Fantasy  in the World of the Living Gods

 Three exciting series of Epic Fantasy with a Helping of Sugar and a Spoonful of Spice!

 Three (so far) interlinked series...



		The Prankster Prince series!
		
		
 Click here to see
				 the series


		
	


		The Knightess of the Realm Saga
		
		
 Click here to  see the series
		
 

	


		The Chronicles of Ilseador
		
 Click here to see the series
		


	

		
		
		And MORE Fantasy coming soon...
		
 Click here to see what's up next!
	
	







[image: Comedy/tragedy mask (half happy, jlf sad) with scarves flying off the sides, the symbol of the Prankster Prince series]


The Prankster Prince series!


    Click  here for the most current list of books!



	
    Thony and the  Much-Anticipated Adventure: 






		
	The Raven War Saga (3 books)
	





	
    Thony Goes  Astray! (in the Deep, Dark, and Dangerous Fairy Wood)
    


	
     So You Want to  Be a Hero?


	
     How Thony Stopped a War (and Fixed a Friendship)








		
	The Pathremiri Problem
	




	
    Diary of a Runaway Prince Bold Questing Hero
    



	
A Court of Mists and Misadventure 
 Book Six of the Prankster Prince







Return to top or scroll down for more adventure and spicier stories!
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The Knightess of the Realm Saga!


    Click here for the most current list!


Karana must become the first woman knight in generations - or be sacrificed to the Evil Wizard who killed her parents... all while running a merchant empire and falling in love with her knight-Companions!



ANd if that weren't enough, the Gods themselves are scheming to have her restore Dragons to the Realm!



	
    A  Not-So-Sacrificial Maiden




	
    Out of the  Woods… Hopefully (a Prequel Novella)
Now available ONLY as a FREE eBook to Rising Dragon newsletter subscribers!




	
    Turns of a Page (a Prequel Story Collection)


	
   Scaredy Cat 
(A Knightess of the Realm Holiday Prequel Novella)




	
The Heir’s Journey (3-book sub-series)





	
    A Not-So-Simple  Mission


	
    An  Entirely-Unexpected Revelation


	
    An All-Too-Surprising Homecoming









	
The Secrets of Dragon Mountain mini-series





	
    An Altogether-Curious Altercation


	
   An All-Too-Obvious Choice 






Return to top or scroll down for more adventure and even spicier stories!
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The Chronicles of  Ilseador!

Click     
here  for the most current list of titles!



Damien has inherited the throne of Ilseador from his grandfather - an Evil WIzard and tyrant-king... But his heart has always called out for...



Genevieve is the Rebel Duchess who had vowed to bring down the Evil King... She has a strange connection to...



Jason the Perfect Knight, sworn to protect his young king... but he also feels that connection despite being in love with...



Adam the pragmatic, cynical knight who schemed to set Damien on his throne... and whose caring heart is hidden beneath a prickly exterior.




	
    The Rebel  Duchess: Book One




	
The Prydeen Prophecy Cycle





	
    The King's  Champion: Book Two 


	
    The Pirate-King: Book Three


	
    The Pale Sorceress: Book Four


	
	
	The UnCaptive King: Book Five
	








		
	The Heart of Ilseador Saga
	




	
	A Lovely Mess: Book Six
	
 







Return to top or scroll down for more adventure and upcoming stories!










    More  Fantasy coming soon…






	
An Entirely-Rational(ized) Decision 
 Book Three of the Secrets of Dragon Mountain 
(A Knightess of the Realm Novel)

(April 2025)





	
Piled Higher and Deeper 
 Book Two of the Heart of Ilseador 
 (A Chronicles of Ilseador Novel)

(A Knightess of the Realm Novel)

(May 2025)






	
A School for Pranks & Dragons 
 Book Seven of the Prankster Prince

(First book of  Dragons & Damage Control)

(June 2025)








Return to top
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