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Join the Newsletter


Hello Dear Reader! 
Here's a fun fact for you—the first book in the Kingdom Legacy series, Heir of Amber and Fire, was inspired by a character in a Dungeons and Dragons campaign that I never got to play. Even though the game never happened, the character's backstory stayed with me, and became the basis of Jennica's story. 
Since the first book had such strong ties to tabletop gaming, a friend suggested I create a campaign set in the world of the Kingdom Legacy series. And so The Mysterious Magical Emporium was born, and I'd love to send you a FREE copy! Just sign up for my newsletter at www.rachanee.net/newsletter, and your new campaign will be sent to you right away.
So grab your friends, grab some dice, and grab a copy of The Mysterious Magical Emporium, and get ready to spend some time in the kingdom of Calia with your new friends, Jennica, Beyan, and Taryn! 
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Prologue


Night descended on Shonn, quiet and peaceful. The silent stars watched over the kingdom, as they always did. 
But tonight the stars weren't the only thing keeping an eye on the kingdom.
Since the death of King Finvarra and Queen Oona of Faerie at Samhain, the kingdom of Shonn had been on edge. For Shonn, the easternmost kingdom in the Gifted Lands, was the one with the strongest ties to the otherworldly realm. The Veil, that magical border that separated Faerie and the Gifted Lands, was just outside Shonn's capital city, and many of the Fae mingled, married, and did business with the humans there. 
But with the sudden and violent death of the Faerie royals, relations between the two areas had been strained, at best. Just little things—a broken contract between Fae and human merchants, an engagement between a human groom and his Fae bride being called off. Outright violence was unlikely, as Valdonne's Treaty would keep the Fae from retaliating in physical or magical harm against the citizens of Shonn for the murder of their leaders—even though no one in Shonn was responsible for it. To be a human in Shonn at this point meant being watchful and wary. 
And sad, over losing dear friends due to politics beyond anyone's control.
It was now Midwinter, a day of thankful celebration that the winter would soon be over. In the evening, when the festivities were done, the citizens of Shonn settled into their homes. Only when all the occupants of a home were asleep would a household Fae make their appearance, as was their nightly custom. Most households had a brownie who took pride in keeping their chosen home clean, and a pixie who loved keeping their home's garden well-tended.
Once the moon had risen and all was quiet, Keela the brownie popped up from her favorite hiding spot and sniffed the air. All were asleep. Time to get to work. Whistling a jaunty tune to herself, she bustled to the side window and waved at her friend outside. The pixie smiled and waved back, then turned and put a hand on the cold, hard ground, mouthing something Keela couldn't hear. It was still too early for their humans to plant any seeds, but singing to the earth helped prepare it for that time.
Keela grabbed a broom and started sweeping. Out of the corner of her eye, she noticed something passing by the front window. She stared, but nothing seemed to be there. She shrugged and kept working. The night wasn't getting any younger.
Wait. There it was again. What was it? It shouldn't be any of her humans; they were all asleep, worn out from the day's festivities. Maybe it was her humans' dog. That animal was sweet—a little silly, sometimes, but still quite sweet—but she didn't want it inside, getting underfoot. And worse, tracking dirt all over her nice, newly cleaned floors.
But then again, she didn't want the poor creature to freeze out there….
Sighing, she went over to the door and opened it. "Here—" What was the dog's name, again? She could never remember. She only ever heard her humans refer to it as "boy." What an odd name for a dog. "Here, boy! Come here, boy!"
A chill swept over her, but it wasn't from the night air. Even though she called for the dog once more, it didn't appear. Well, she couldn't stand here all night. She had work to do. She closed the door, shivering, but not knowing why.
She turned. A short, wordless scream escaped her lips as she felt her mind and body go numb. A presence settled within her, taking control of her. Stiffly, she walked over to the shelf and started pulling books and knickknacks down, tearing out pages and breaking as many decorations as she could. She overturned tables and chairs, raking her sharp nails down the wooden surfaces. The fire in the hearth had gone out. She swept ashes from the hearth into the room, streaking the curtains and walls with soot.
Then Keela walked into the kitchen, opening up the pantry and pulling bread and cheese from the shelves, shredding the food as she did so. She grabbed some eggs that lay in a bowl on the table and threw them, watching the yolk streak yellow down the walls. It was still cold enough that her humans could store milk just outside; she opened the door and grabbed the full pitcher, dashing it against the floor. A huge white puddle soon formed at her feet. That would certainly stink in the morning. 
Keela kept up her destructive whirlwind. Her brownie magic ensured that no matter how much noise she made cleaning, her humans wouldn't hear. So they wouldn't be alerted to this—unless she wanted them to be.
The pixie in the garden peeked into the house, wondering at the noise from inside. Red eyes met her blue ones. She gasped, and suddenly knew no more. 
Within moments, the garden lay in ruins, the earth turned up and scattered, and bits of shattered pots everywhere.
The pixie lay near one of the pot shards, unmoving.
Inside the house, her brownie counterpart sprawled, face down, in the milk puddle. She did not stir either.
Its purpose fulfilled, the grey apparition floated away in search of its next victim.
In the morning, Keela's humans awoke to find two strange creatures dead in their home, one in the garden and one near the hearth. They'd never seen their household Fae before, although they were aware of their presence, so it took a few moments before they realized who the poor things were. 
Sad, truly. But strange as well—for all around Shonn, other households were waking up to find that their household Fae had also perished in the night. And even stranger, just like in Keela's home, it looked like the household Fae had destroyed the homes they had once lovingly kept, before dying inexplicably.
What had happened? Who had done this? Would it come for the humans next?
And with the death of more Fae in the kingdom of Shonn, would more blame fall on the people of the Gifted Lands?
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Chapter One


“So, when’s the big day?” 
I paused, pointing my bow with its nocked arrow down at the ground. My hand relaxed slightly as I pondered Queen Jennica’s question.
Truthfully, I hadn’t given much thought to planning my wedding. I assumed, like so many other things about my relationship with my betrothed, that things would just fall in place somehow and I wouldn’t have to worry about it too much.
I shrugged, shaking my head so the wisps of my lavender hair would fall away from my face. My hair was pulled back in its usual braid, but it had an annoying habit of coming loose and getting in the way. “I’m not sure. I mean, Rhyss and I have only been engaged for a few months.”
Jennica laughed as she raised her own bow, surveying the target ahead. “It may only have been a few months, but it took you two over a decade to finally get together.” 
I chuckled as well. She had a point. My friend—now fiancé—Rhyss and I had practically grown up together in the predominantly Seeker kingdom of Orchwell. Our love was built on a solid foundation of friendship and exasperation, and I wouldn’t have had it any other way. “You’re right. We should probably get going on getting married. Otherwise, it will be another ten years before we actually walk down the aisle.”
I raised my bow again and let the arrow fly. It landed with a satisfying thud in the wooden target several yards away. My arrow landed a few inches shy of the center. I nodded, satisfied. 
Jennica took a deep breath and released her own arrow, which hit the target in the top right hand corner. She smiled ruefully and wiped her brow. Some tendrils of her dark hair clung to her cheek, and she pushed them away. “It might be a while before I get to your level of proficiency, Farrah. Maybe I should just stick with magic.”
“No, no, Your Majesty. You’re actually doing quite well. And besides, you only just started your archery three weeks ago. I’ve been doing this for years.” 
Jennica smirked. “Okay, now I know I’m bad at this. You only call me ‘Your Majesty’ when you’re teasing me.”
I laughed. “You can always use your magic to make the arrow shoot perfectly.”
The queen gave a mock gasp of horror. “That would be cheating. I am determined to learn this archery thing correctly.” She giggled. “But I’ll keep it in mind as a last resort.”
I put my bow down on the nearby small wooden table and poured a glass of lemon-and-honey water from the glass pitcher that sat on it. A servant had just delivered the pitcher and two glasses, and I wanted a drink while it was still fresh. 
“Ready to take a break?” I said, holding the full glass out to Jennica.
“Yes.” She spoke so readily I had to laugh again. The archery lessons were apparently harder than the queen wanted to admit.
I poured the second glass for myself, then took a sip and looked around. King Beyan of Calia, Jennica’s husband and my friend and former employer, had had a small corner of the castle grounds set up as a private archery range when his wife had expressed an interest in learning. In theory, she could have practiced with the Calian soldiers at their training grounds, and any of the guards would have been happy to instruct their queen. In theory. 
Calia didn’t have a standing army, which also meant they didn’t have a place for soldiers to train. Wherever the Calian army—such as it was—sparred, it was somewhere outside of the kingdom’s capital where it wouldn’t have been wise or safe for the queen to go.
Not that Jennica usually had to worry about her safety. As a master level magician, she could hold her own against all but the strongest mages. And with her ability to shapeshift into a fire-breathing dragon, she could easily wipe out an army—and had, on the occasions when her country was threatened.
So she didn’t really need to learn how to use any weapons. But when I had asked her why, she had said, “Because even magic fails sometimes, and if something should happen and I couldn’t transform into a dragon … well, it’s a good idea to have a backup plan.”
But now I was beginning to think she wanted to learn archery as a not-so-subtle way to question me. 
“Have you begun any sort of planning?” Jennica asked, after taking a long sip of her lemon-and-honey water. 
I shrugged. “Not yet. I think until we know where we’re having the wedding, we can’t really hammer out any other details.”
“Where will you have the wedding?”
I sighed. “That’s really the question, isn’t it? Rhyss and I both live in Orchwell, but our dearest friends—you and Beyan—live here in Calia.” 
Orchwell, the kingdom directly south of Calia, wasn’t so far away that Jennica and Beyan wouldn't be willing to travel to it, but—knowing they couldn’t leave their royal duties for too long—Rhyss and I didn’t want them to be inconvenienced. 
“Rhyss doesn’t have any other family left in Bomora?” Jennica asked, naming Rhyss’s home kingdom. 
“No, his only family—his cousin Enlar—is here in Calia now. And after our last trip there, I don’t think Rhyss is too keen to return.” 
Recently, Rhyss and I had traveled west to Bomora to rescue Queen Jennica and King Beyan’s newborn baby boy, who had been kidnapped by a power-hungry secret society. While the adventure had helped put some painful parts of Rhyss’s past to rest, it had also stirred up those sad memories to begin with, and I knew Rhyss would be happy if he never had to return there. 
“What about Shonn?” Jennica raised her eyebrows. “Or are there bad memories back there, too?”
I took a long sip of my sweetened water, trying to figure out what to say. Shonn, a kingdom in the far eastern part of the Gifted Lands, was where I had been from originally. Although I had been about six or seven when I left, so honestly, I considered Orchwell more my home than Shonn ever was.
Still, Shonn had left its mark on me. In the form of my half Fae blood, and the innate magic that came to those of Faerie.
“Well, I just sent word to my mother back in Shonn about the engagement,” I said. “I’m sure she’ll have some opinions on our wedding plans.”
Jennica snorted, still sounding surprisingly queenly despite the rude sound. “Fortunately, my mother was too busy with her own wedding and honeymoon to fuss too much over mine. And I think, after the Prince Anders debacle, she was just as happy to stay away from anything wedding-related.”
I chuckled. A few years ago, Jennica had been betrothed—against her will—to Anders, and the match had ended in a rather spectacular fashion. 
“I understand he lives in Shonn now with his wife.” I grinned wickedly. “If we decide to hold the wedding in Shonn, I could invite him.”
Jennica groaned good-naturedly. “I’ll make sure to come to the wedding in dragon form, then. And stay in it.”
The idea of Jennica attending my wedding as a big golden dragon caused me to double over in laughter for several minutes. “Oh, dear. I don’t know if we’ll be able to find a church big enough.”
Jennica grinned. “Shonn shares a magical border with Faerie, doesn’t it? Maybe you should ask the Fae, perhaps their court would be willing to let you marry on their side of the border. With their magic, they’d definitely be able to accommodate a dragon.”
Now it was my turn to groan as I picked up my bow. “No, thank you. I want my wedding to be as drama-free as possible.”
“Tell you what.” Jennica waved her bow in the air. “We’ll shoot for it.”
I smirked. “If you insist.”
At Jennica’s wave, I nocked my arrow and sighted. Taking a deep breath, I drew my bow and released the arrow. It flew straight and true, hitting the wood with a loud thump, a mere finger’s length from center.
I gave Jennica a self-satisfied smile and dipped into a curtsey. “Your turn, Your Majesty.”
She chuckled, shaking her head at my antics. “You be careful. Pride goes before a fall, and all that.”
I crossed my arms, smirking. Jennica took aim, then loosed her arrow.
My eyes widened and my jaw dropped as the smirk fell from my face.
Queen Jennica’s arrow, for once, had flown just as true as mine. And it had embedded itself in the exact center of the target.
The queen turned to me, eyebrows raised and a smile quirking her lips.
“Beginner’s luck,” she said modestly.
“Very well done,” I commended her. 
Jennica laughed. “You don’t have to talk to the Fae, you know. It was just a joke.”
“Oh, I know.” I eyed Jennica’s perfect bullseye again. Even though we had made the wager in jest, I couldn't shake the feeling that I had lost more than just a bet.
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 Chapter Two


Queen Jennica led me back inside the castle, which was thankfully cool after the heat of the noon sun. 
“Are you sure you don’t want to stay and eat?” she asked.
“It’s tempting—and it’s obscenely hot out—but we do need to get back to Orchwell,” I said. 
Jennica addressed a page who was waiting just inside the castle entryway. “Do you know where the King and Lord Rhyss are?”
The page said, “I believe they’re in the nursery, Your Majesty.”
Jennica blinked, surprised. I raised my eyebrows, equally surprised. I had thought the two men would be walking the grounds, or out for a ride, or similar.
Not sitting around drinking tea, minding a child.
Jennica smiled. “Please have the kitchens wrap up some of the midday meal, and bring it to the front of the castle.”
The page nodded and started off, even as I said, “Oh, thank you, but it’s not necessary—”
Jennica waved away my protests. “Nonsense. I know you need to get home, but I also know Rhyss’s appetite.” 
We headed down a stone hallway. Paintings of various sizes lined the walls on both sides, a history of the Calian royal family immortalized in art. 
Just past the king and queen’s suite of rooms, Jennica opened the door that led to Crown Prince Coran’s nursery. The room, decorated in cheery shades of yellow and purple, also boasted two overstuffed chairs, perfect places for the queen to nurse her baby in comfort.
I giggled as I got a good look inside the nursery. I had been wrong about the tea, but the scene before Jennica and me was just as good.
Toys and some items of baby-sized clothing were strewn around the room. A sleeping King Beyan sprawled in one of the chairs, head lolling to the side. My intended, Rhyss, sat in the other chair, bouncing baby Coran on his lap and murmuring nonsense words at him. Coran gurgled and smiled, but the moment he caught sight of his mother, he instantly held his little chubby arms out to her.
After exchanging quick greetings with Rhyss, Queen Jennica scooped up her son. Coran turned his big brown eyes on me. When I wiggled my fingers at him, he grabbed one and stuffed it in his mouth.
“My, he’s getting big,” I said. “Imagine what kind of dragon you’ll be one day!” This to the baby, who was quickly turning my finger into a sticky, wrinkly mess.
Jennica tried to gently pry Coran from my finger, but to no avail. “I do wonder what he’d look like as a dragon. If he can even transform into one. Maybe he’ll get Beyan’s abilities.”
“Or both. That would be interesting.” I managed to extract my finger and wiped it on my skirt. “I wonder when he will start showing his powers?”
“If it’s Seeker ability, then probably around five or six,” Jennica said. “As far as shapeshifting—most likely the same age, maybe younger. I apparently showed signs when I was little, but without someone to teach me properly, I couldn’t transform until I was an adult. But that shouldn’t be the case with Coran.”
Rhyss stood up and stretched. Jennica turned to him. “Thank you for watching over Coran. It looks like he was quite a handful today.” She indicated the mess around the room.
Rhyss gave me a quick kiss on the forehead, then put his arm around me. “It was no trouble. I wanted to spend some time with my godson before I had to leave today.”
I smiled. I never would have thought I’d see the day that Rhyss got all sentimental over a baby. My betrothed was a live-in-the-moment, act first, ask questions later kind of man. While he’d always been kind and happy-go-lucky, I’d never seen this softer side of him until a few months ago, when King Beyan and Queen Jennica asked him to become Crown Prince Coran’s godfather and regent of Calia. Surprisingly, Rhyss took to his new role and responsibility quite well, and he actually enjoyed his new duty.
Thinking about that, I sighed inwardly. Along with our upcoming wedding, it was one more thing we’d have to figure out—where to live, eventually. Thanks to his new status as Coran’s godparent, Rhyss received a sizable allowance from the Calian crown. He didn’t have to continue his job as a mercenary-for-hire to the Seekers of Orchwell, and he had told me he had plenty of money to cover my expenses as well, but we both enjoyed the work. And while Rhyss didn’t have to live in Calia, it would be wise to stay nearby in case—gods forbid—anything happened to Beyan and Jennica, and Rhyss had to step in as regent. 
Gods forbid. Ha. After all these years, it’s being engaged to the man that has me sounding like him. 
Well, there’d be plenty of time to think about that future stuff later. 
“Shall we get going?” I asked Rhyss. He nodded, then turned to the still-sleeping Beyan. 
“Beyan.” Rhyss nudged the King, who groaned in his sleep but didn’t wake up. Rhyss reached over and shook our friend’s shoulder. “Beyan!”
Beyan came awake all at once, jerking violently and swatting at the air. “What? What’s happened?”
“Rhyss and Farrah are going back to Orchwell,” Jennica said as she bounced the baby on her hip.
Beyan slumped back against the chair, sighing. “Oh my goodness. I thought we were under attack or something.”
“We'd better not be,” Jennica said. “I just want a few quiet months, with no magical or mundane plots to take over Calia. It doesn’t seem like too much to ask.”
Beyan got up, and as our group walked toward the front of the castle, I said, “Perhaps we should have the wedding in Shonn. Then you two could get out of Calia, have a vacation of sorts.”
Jennica laughed. “You never get a vacation from running a country. Still, though, the idea has merit.”
“Wait, what’s this?” Rhyss asked me. “We’re getting married in Shonn?”
Now it was my turn to laugh. “Not unless you want to. It was just something Jennica and I were discussing during archery.”
We said our goodbyes, with promises from Rhyss and me to return to Calia soon. Rhyss and I rode off, settling in for the journey back to Orchwell.

      [image: image-placeholder]Once we reached Orchwell, at the gate that led into the capital city, Rhyss and I also said our farewells. 
“I’ll see you in a few hours,” I laughed as Rhyss kissed me again. “You’re coming over for dinner, after all.”
“I know,” he said. “But still …”
I gave him one last quick kiss. “If you don’t get your errands done now, then you’ll be late for dinner. And if I don’t get my errands done, there won’t be any dinner to speak of. So get going!”
Rhyss chuckled and, with a small wave, headed into the city's center.
I smiled as I watched him go, then turned and headed the opposite way, toward the capital’s residential area. We had stayed in Calia for five days visiting Beyan and Jennica, and I definitely had things to attend to at home. Even though traveling to Calia took less than a day on horseback, we often just stayed there for several days when visiting our friends. And ever since Rhyss’s appointment as Coran’s godfather, as well as our engagement, it felt like we spent more time in Calia these days than we did in Orchwell.
I reached the street of brick row houses that included my modest home. I quickened my pace, eager to get home, unload my bag, and relax a little before I had to leave again to shop in the marketplace before it closed for the day. I suppose I could have joined Rhyss on his trip to the market—that’s where he had been headed when we parted ways—but part of me craved some time to myself.
My steps slowed as I neared my home. A little grey sphere leaned against my door, small enough that it would escape most people’s notice. And even if it hadn’t, most people would have taken it to be a rock, probably left there to serve as a convenient door stop.
But I had a feeling I knew what it was.
And as I scooped up the little ball and rolled it around in my fingers, I was sure: someone had sent me a magical message.
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Chapter Three


“So, what’s for dinner?” 
I pointed at the center of the table as Rhyss sat down, sniffing the air expectantly. He looked at the table, then up at me. Some dishes and silverware sat to one side, along with a bottle of mead and two glasses. But in the middle of the table, between Rhyss and me, was the grey spell ball. “That’s odd. I could have sworn I smelled roast chicken, but perhaps I was mistaken.”
I smirked. “Well, I could have saved it for after dinner, but I knew once I mentioned it, you’d want to open it right away. So we might as well get it over with so we can eat.”
“Or lose our appetite entirely,” Rhyss said, but he poked at the magical message ball curiously. A small spark shot out. 
“Hey!” He pulled his finger back and shook it, then examined his finger. He stuck his finger in his mouth. “Darn thing zapped me. I thought you said it was a magical object.”
“It is,” I said, picking up the grey sphere. “And don’t talk with your mouth full.”
He removed his finger from his mouth, sticking his tongue out at me in the process. “Magic isn’t supposed to affect me, since I can’t use it. Or so I thought. Okay, now I’m cranky and hungry. Let’s listen to your message so I can eat, already.”
I laughed, shaking my head at him. Then I quieted down, closing my eyes and concentrating, focusing on the cool ball in my hands. 
You could send messages any number of ways in the Gifted Lands, from the mundane—letters, carrier pigeons, word of mouth—to the magical. Queen Jennica and I often communicated by a magic calling spell, and we had even worked out a way to infuse an object with the spell so non-magicians could use the calling spell as well. 
But all of those ways were susceptible to being intercepted. Letters could be tampered with, word of mouth could be misconstrued. You could be overheard when using the calling spell.
So if you wanted to be sure that your message would get to its intended recipient intact and remain private, then you sent it via a magic message ball. Or you paid a magician to create one for you. They were expensive little things, but worth it. Only the person the message was meant for could open the sphere, and anyone else who tried would be roundly denied. 
As poor Rhyss had just found out.
I opened my eyes. The sphere cracked open, and both grey halves fell away. 
I expected to find a note tucked in one of the halves, but instead, a cool white light filled the space in front of me. A voice, deep and liquid and warmly familiar, filled the room.
“Darling, I was overjoyed to learn about your engagement. Rhyss is a wonderful young man, although it took him long enough to propose—” I smirked at my betrothed, who rolled his eyes at me “—and we’re looking forward to welcoming him into the family. And speaking of family …”
My breath hitched as my mother’s voice trailed off momentarily. In the message, Mother also took a deep breath, steeling herself for whatever she would say next.
“My darling, there is an important matter in regards to our family—and your future—that we must discuss, and soon. It would be best if you could come to Shonn where we can talk with each other in person, instead of relying on unreliable messages, whether they be through magic or mundane means. Please return home soon. I eagerly await your reply, or even better, your visit. All my love.”
The light dimmed, then winked out completely. Rhyss and I sat across from each other in my dining room, stunned into silence.
The sound of Rhyss’s growling stomach broke the quiet.
“Sorry,” Rhyss said sheepishly. 
I laughed, standing. “I get the hint.” 
I walked into the kitchen and grabbed the roast chicken where it was beginning to cool on the counter. In my short absence, Rhyss had set the table and poured us two glasses of mead. I nodded my thanks as I placed our dinner on the table.
Rhyss carved up the chicken. After we both had been served, he sat back and took a bite. “Mmm. Delicious.”
“And you thought I couldn’t cook,” I smirked.
“I know you can cook. It’s just that I cook better,” he said around a mouthful of meat.
“Don’t you worry. You’ll get your chance to show off your cooking skills again soon.”
Rhyss looked at me quizzically. “What are you talking about? We don’t have any Seeker jobs lined up, at least that I know of.”
When any of the Seekers in Orchwell hired Rhyss and me for help on the road, it was usually for my healing skills and Rhyss’s sword. And often Rhyss served as camp cook as well. Over the many years we had worked together, he had proven to be surprisingly adept at making delicious dishes from whatever we could find while traveling. A fact he enjoyed lording over me whenever he could. 
I grimaced. “I wish we did. I think battling bandits would be preferable, honestly. No, you heard my mother’s message. We need to go to Shonn.”
“We do?” He sighed. “I was kind of hoping to stay close to Orchwell for a while.”
I understood Rhyss’s reluctance to leave Orchwell again, so soon after returning. The last few months had been filled with constant travel—first to Calia for Crown Prince Coran’s christening, then to Bomora and back to save the baby prince. Even after things had settled, we had gone back and forth several times from Orchwell to Calia to visit King Beyan and Queen Jennica. 
And that didn’t even count for the days or weeks we’d have to spend on the road eventually, actually working. 
I smirked. “I never thought I’d see the day that you’d want to be settled and stay in one place.”
Rhyss blushed but shrugged, trying for nonchalance. “Guess that’s how you know we’re getting older.”
“Well, before I buy you a cane and a rocking chair, we’ll have to go to Shonn. We don’t have to get married there, but we definitely have to travel there before we get married.” I eyed the two halves of the broken message ball. “Something about what she said … I hope I’m wrong, but something seemed off.”
“Don’t worry,” Rhyss reassured me. “We’ll head to Shonn as soon as we can. It will be nice to see your family again. It’s been a while.”
I nodded, relieved. I had hoped Rhyss would agree to accompany me without an argument. Because, honestly? I had also been looking forward to spending some time in Orchwell. But my mother’s vague message left me feeling uneasy. I would relax—maybe—once I knew what it was about.
Sighing, I smiled at Rhyss. “I wish we could just elope.”
“I’d be fine with that.”
I toyed with the food on my plate. “It could be any number of things, but if she wants to see me in person … I’m worried it might have something to do with my father.”
I fell silent, lost in thought about my estranged father. The man who had loved my mother and then broken her heart by disappearing one day, without a hint of a reason why or where he had gone. I had barely known him, but he had given me my lavender hair and Fae heritage and the innate Fae magic that flowed through my veins.
Rhyss stuck a piece of chicken in his mouth and chewed thoughtfully. “I haven’t encountered the Fae much, except for you. Any of our commissions with Beyan that took us to Shonn kept us in the wilderness, going after elemental dragons, not wandering into Faerie. Is dealing with the Fae really that bad?”
“You can’t even imagine,” I said wryly.
Rhyss shrugged, a teasing gleam in his eyes. “Well, they do say relations with your in-laws can be tough.”
I didn’t respond. Instead, I downed my mead in one swallow and poured myself another glass. It was paltry fortification, but I was going to need all the courage I could get.
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Chapter Four


Rhyss and I stayed in Orchwell for two more days, just long enough to get our affairs in order and stock up on provisions before we had to travel again. Shonn wasn’t far—less than a week’s travel going roughly straight east—but it was mostly unclaimed wilderness between the two kingdoms. So, no roadside inns with hearty meals and soft beds for us. Instead we could look forward to days of foraging and camping at night. 
Among other, more worrying things.
I sought out the person who had delivered my mother’s message ball. A dark-haired, dark-eyed man just a little older than Rhyss and me, it was easy enough to find him—word had spread of a handful of travelers newly arrived from out east. 
When I asked him if he was in Orchwell to hire a Seeker, he nodded. “I would have sent a message, but I knew it would take longer than usual to get a reply. Very few who leave Shonn right now are willing to return immediately. Not unless you can travel with a companion, or better yet, several. The roads have gotten treacherous. The gangs of roaming bandits have gotten bolder, attacking travelers more frequently. The kingdom has its hands full trying to keep them in check. So that’s allowed the wild animals to get worse, too.”
“Not to mention the Fae,” said a blue-haired lady who had traveled with the messenger. “Ever since their king and queen died, they’ve been acting against humans more often. You have to be careful when traveling through the forests. And be especially careful if you have to bathe, or clean your clothes, or refill your waterskins in one of the lakes or rivers.”
I nodded soberly and thanked them both, then left to finish my other errands around Orchwell. I visited shops and made my purchases a bit distractedly, mulling over what the man and woman from Shonn had told me.
My half Fae heritage gave me a little bit of immunity from the tricks my full Fae counterparts liked to play on unwary travelers. At the very least, it allowed me to see through their glamours and be more aware of Fae magic. But my human side still attracted them to me, to see if they could catch me off guard. And Rhyss, fully human, would definitely be a target.
I also mulled over the news the blue-haired lady had shared—that the Fae were not afraid to harm humans in the wake of the deaths of their king and queen. The Faerie royals had died a few months ago, at the hands of a Bomorran human. I had assumed that the Seelie Court had already appointed new monarchs, especially since time flowed differently in that magical realm. Our “few months” could be several years to the Fae, or vice versa. 
But if the Fae living in human lands were actively harming humans—something that was forbidden, thanks to Valdonne’s Treaty, enacted after the Great War had nearly decimated all of the humans and Fae of the Gifted Lands—then that meant the Fae were leaderless. For only the Faerie king and queen could keep that lot of tricksters in check. 
Or worse, what if the land of Faerie did have a new king and queen—and the new rulers sanctioned the blatant breaking of Valdonne’s Treaty?
I shook my head, as if that could clear it of its troubling thoughts, and hurried home. No sense in worrying about it right now, I reasoned. I’d find out the state of affairs in Faerie—and in Shonn—soon enough. 
But that night, my thoughts returned to my conversation with the travelers in the marketplace. As I drifted off to sleep, I couldn’t decide which was worse: dealing with bandits, dealing with the Fae, or dealing with my upcoming wedding.
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Chapter Five


Our horses’ hooves clop-clopped steadily on the hard-packed dirt road as Rhyss and I rode out of Orchwell. Soon the Gifted Lands would welcome spring in earnest, but in certain places, winter still held on stubbornly with its chilly grip. 
Camping in cold weather had never bothered me—we had gotten used to traveling under all sorts of conditions with Beyan and other Seekers—but, in light of the travelers’ news from last night, I did worry about things like making fires at night. I said as much to Rhyss, after relaying what I had learned.
“It’ll make travel much slower, that’s for sure,” he said. “But there’s no way around it. It’s still cold enough that we need a fire at night, or we could possibly freeze to death.”
“We’ll have to take turns keeping watch,” I said. “Too bad no one else was going out this way. It would have been nice to have an extra pair or two of eyes to help out.”
Rhyss shrugged. “We’ve dealt with worse. I’m not worried.”
Well, I was glad that at least he wasn’t worried. 
I sighed, looking up at the sky as two large shadows temporarily blotted out the sun. A pair of ice dragons winged overhead, their cool blue scales appearing nearly translucent in the light. I smiled at the sight. Pretty soon all the ice dragons would either migrate to the far north, beyond the Gifted Lands, or retreat to their caves and hibernate through the end of spring into late fall, avoiding the hottest parts of the year.
In our initial hours on the road, we saw many travelers headed in the opposite direction from us, going to Orchwell. It wasn’t odd to see people traveling on the east-west road between Shonn and Orchwell, but it was unusual to see such a large amount of people only heading one way.
Some of the travelers gave us funny looks, as if wondering why we were going east. I looked down the road behind us. Rhyss and I were the only ones heading toward Shonn, it seemed.
“Do you get the sense everyone knows something we don't?” Rhyss said to me in a low voice as a large group of travelers, the third in so many hours, appeared on the road in front of us.
“There is something strange about it,” I mused, trying not to stare too openly at the group on the opposite side of the road. “These travelers don’t look like the regular sort. They’re carrying way too much. They look a bit like—”
“Refugees?” 
The group was nearly upon us. I nodded, not wanting them to overhear our conversation.
As we approached this new group, I finally got a better look at them. I doubted they were adventurers—while there were several adults in the party, they lacked any kind of armor or weapons, and they traveled with three small children who walked alongside their wagon. Their tired, sad faces and haunted eyes hinted at some recent and severe troubles.
“Ho, travelers!” One of the men called out to us, holding up his hand in greeting. “Are you heading to Shonn, by any chance?’
Rhyss and I halted our horses. Rhyss greeted the man in return. “Greetings to you as well, good man. We are, indeed, traveling to Shonn.” His eyes swept over the group. “Is there any reason we shouldn't go there?”
One of the children darted forward, his small hand outstretched to pet Rhyss’s horse. A woman—presumably his mother—reached out and grabbed the child before he could potentially startle the horse. “Please pardon my son,” she said. “He loves animals.”
“It’s all right,” Rhyss reassured the little boy. He gestured to his horse. “Thistle is quite tame.” He slackened the reins, allowing the little boy to reach the horse’s head as his mom cautiously let her son move toward Thistle again.
“We had to sell or set free most of our animals before we left Shonn,” the mother said, watching her son happily stroke Thistle’s nuzzle. She spoke matter-of-factly, but I could hear the tinge of sadness in her words.
“You're not going back?” Rhyss must have also picked up on the woman’s sadness, because his tone was gentle.
The man who had hailed us spoke up. “Not for a long while. Perhaps not ever. There’s nothing left there for any of us.” 
"What do you mean?" I asked.
"There's been strange doings lately," the man said. "More Unseelie sightings, and they're quite bold in their tricks against us. As far as the Seelie go—they've been carefully neutral since the death of their rulers, but now there's hardly any left. They've been bowing out of any dealings with humans, some going so far as to leave Shonn entirely. And a few weeks ago we woke up the day after the Midwinter celebration to find that all our household Fae were dead."
"Dead?" I found that impossible to believe. The Fae tended to be long-lived, and any of the household Fae in Shonn would have served several generations of a certain family. 
And the news that the Unseelie were acting up was unsettling. The realm of Faerie was divided into two Courts: the Seelie, of which the late King Finvarra and Queen Oona oversaw, and the Unseelie. While both groups favored trickery in their dealing with humans, the Seelie tended to have better relations with us, even intermingling with us sometimes. The Unseelie Fae were wild, lawless, and malevolent, but kept in check by the Seelie's favoritism toward us. If the Seelie were leaving Shonn …
The man nodded. "Yes. And even stranger, it looked like they had all destroyed the homes they kept before dying."
I frowned, but before I could ask another question, the man sighed and eyed the position of the sun in the sky. “We must get going. We still have a long way to go. Most of the others who left planned to settle in Orchwell, since it’s so close. We’re going to travel on to Annlyn, where hopefully it will be less crowded. Best of luck to you, travelers. If you’re headed to Shonn, you’ll need it.”
He nodded his head at us, then called to the woman and the boy, who was still petting Thistle. The boy seemed disinclined to leave, and when his mother finally was able to pry him away from the horse, there were tears shining in the child’s eyes.
The group of refugees continued on their way to Orchwell. Rhyss and I exchanged a loaded look, but stayed silent as we clicked at our horses to start moving again. 
As the day wore on, the large groups of travelers began to thin out. We came across a few stragglers here and there, but by the afternoon Rhyss and I were the only ones on the road. 
Soon the sun hung low in the sky, and, without even needing to say it aloud, we both started looking for a place to camp. As we set it up, I reflected on how well Rhyss and I knew each other. After years of traveling together and fighting side-by-side, I suppose it would be surprising if we didn’t. 
I glanced at Rhyss surreptitiously. What if there ever came a time when we weren’t so in harmony with each other?
“What?” Rhyss’s voice startled me out of my thoughts.
“What, what?” I asked.
“You’re staring at me.”
Suddenly embarrassed, I didn’t voice my actual thoughts. Instead, I said, “First the pair of travelers in Orchwell, then the families we saw on the road today. I’ve never seen so many people eager to leave my home kingdom. What do you think we’ll find when we reach Shonn?”
Rhyss shrugged, his arms full of firewood. “Who knows? It doesn’t seem like there’s anybody left.”
I frowned, looking toward the road. “I wonder how long it’s been happening. We’ve been on the road so much ourselves recently, you’d think we’d have noticed.”
“Not necessarily.” Rhyss dropped the bundle of wood he was carrying on the ground, near our packs. “We spent most of our time in the west. People aren’t keen to move to Bomora or Rothschan.” 
He had a good point. Of all the kingdoms in the Gifted Lands, Rothschan, the strict military kingdom to the southwest, and Bomora, the seaside kingdom in the far west that was home to pirates, thieves, and other unsavory sorts, were places that most casual visitors avoided. 
“And,” Rhyss continued as he started to build a fire, “if we weren’t out west, then we were in Calia. We barely spent any time in Orchwell. So we probably missed seeing the groups of refugees coming into the kingdom. And it sounds like some of them have continued on to Annlyn in the south. So we definitely would have missed them, in that case.”
“Perhaps.” I turned my frown on Rhyss. “Should we be making a fire?”
Rhyss didn’t pause in his work. “We’ve talked about this already. There’s no way around this, not unless we want to freeze overnight.” He looked up at me. “Can you set a ward?”
“I can, but it won’t protect us from physical, mundane attacks.” I yawned, already feeling so weary, even though night hadn’t fallen yet. 
Rhyss looked at me sympathetically. “I’ll make dinner, then you go to sleep. I can take first watch.”
I yawned again. “You sure?” 
He laughed. “You’re about to fall asleep on your feet. Yes, I’m sure.”
The rest of the night passed uneventfully. Rhyss made a wonderful dinner—which he was quick to point out, eliciting an eye roll from me—and I fell asleep right after. Nothing happened during my watch, either, and I was happy to tell Rhyss in the morning that no trouble had found us that night.
Most of our travel also remained trouble-free. Occasionally we'd catch a flash of something in the trees, or hear high-pitched giggling nearby. Neither Rhyss nor I felt any inclination to investigate, as we both knew the stories of the Fae luring unwary travelers. During the night we would hear phantom riders and see strange bobbing lights, but nothing tested the magical wards I set, and nothing approached us.
One sobering thing, however, was seeing the husks of abandoned farms dotting the landscape as we got closer to Shonn. While some had fallen into rot and ruin due to time or weather, others had been deliberately burned or destroyed. I stared, horrified, at the sight. 
Shonn, a small kingdom, didn’t have any towns other than its capital city. The area farmers were often the first ones to welcome visitors and put travelers up for the night. Very few people tried to take advantage of a Shonn farmer’s hospitality. Despite Valdonne’s Treaty—or perhaps because of it—the citizens of Shonn and those of Fae held a deep respect for one another, and even a little protectiveness. The two worlds often intermingled here. I was proof of that.
So to act against a citizen of Shonn was nearly akin to acting against a citizen of Faerie. And the Fae did not take kindly to one of their own being hurt or swindled, unless it was done fairly.
Passing by these sad, decrepit buildings, I wondered, who had destroyed them and driven the farmers away? 
And why had the area Fae not stepped in to protect them?





OEBPS/cover.jpeg
RACHANEE LUMAYNO

SPECTRES

KWNGDOM LEGACY BOOK FIVE





OEBPS/images/af4d26b7-283e-4928-a26b-f129fcab25af.png





OEBPS/images/847941a0-cab8-4d74-b58e-a7ebf96e4fb9.png
RACHANEE LUMAYND

HEIR
SECRETS

AND

SPECTRES

OOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO





OEBPS/images/8e54d62a-03df-41ba-89ec-43a394e8fa99.jpeg
ical

The Mysterious Mac

RACHANEE LUMAYNO





OEBPS/images/873db720-ee3f-4658-8c0d-b99603d4d50d.png







