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CHAPTER ONE
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The box was too cramped. Every muscle hurt and I dreamed of standing up and stretching out to my full six foot height. Someday I would make Gunther and Shamus pay for stuffing me in this box and sending me out to sea, but for now I was much more focused on staying alive. It had been two days since they pushed me into the ocean and I had been fortunate enough not to sink, but the box was slowly filling up with water. I was hungry and thirsty and in pain. 

I shook my hand out, ignoring the painful tingles and then smacked myself in the face. I am a warrior. I am one of the last Amas alive, the last Ama Princess and I would not disgrace my ancestors who were all fierce warriors and who had at one point ruled the entire continent. Amas do not cry. Amas do not lose. Amas fight, win, and die and nothing else is acceptable. 

I bet my hair was a knotted mess and my skin was dry and scaly looking from the constant contact of sea water. A hot springs bath would be a miracle, as would a slave to brush out my hair for me. Not that I had ever had slaves. I had been a slave for one of the Tons, the new leaders of the continent, for many years. They were an ugly bunch, mostly fat and rude with no sense of self-worth, only self-entitlement.

The box started picking up speed and then it began tumbling over and over and over. I took deep breaths in case I was submerged and tried not to vomit what I had left in my stomach as I was turned upside down repeatedly. The box hit something hard and slid and then came to rest. I held my breath, waiting for the next movement, but nothing came. I leaned my head against the top corner of the box and peered out the small hole. Beach! I was on a beach! I had finally made it to land! I would have jumped for joy if I had been able to. 

I tried to jump up and break the box open, but it was too strong and I was too weak after two days without food or water. I kicked the one leg I had feeling in, but that only made pins and needles race up and down my body. Even though it was against everything I had ever been taught by my grandmother and mother, I opened my mouth and screamed for help.

“Please! Help me! Anyone! Help! Help me!” I screamed. 

No answer came.

I hit the top of the box with the heel of my hand as hard as I could, but it stayed in one solid piece.

“Help!” I begged. “Please!”

I peered out the hole and saw nothing but sand. Could I have washed up on an uninhabited island? I tried to readjust myself into a slightly more comfortable position now that the box wasn’t moving and hit the box lid in the corner with the heel of my hand. I continued to hit it again and again, hoping to loosen the nails at some point. Even if it took me another day, I would get out of the box.

The day turned into night as I continued to hit the box lid and still no one came and the lid refused to budge. Tears brimmed in my eyes, but I took a deep breath and blinked them away. I could not cry. Crying meant that you had given up and I would never give up. Until all of my strength was gone I would try to break out of this box. I would not be defeated by wood and nails!

I closed my eyes and napped to restore some of my strength. The sound of birds calling to each other from on top of the box woke me. The sun was out again which meant I had overslept. I hit the top again and started calling out, “Help! Help!”

The temperature rose as I continued to hit the lid and sweat began to seep down my arms and back. I probably smelled like a dead fish. I could just see the Tons faces if I walked past them smelling and looking as I must at this moment. They would turn their noses up and summon the police to have me taken away for being insane. I laughed and switched arms, hitting the lid again.

The birds all flew away and the sound of footsteps in the sand made my heart leap for joy. I hit the lid with renewed vigor and yelled, “Help me! Please! Please help me!”

The footsteps came closer and then a big nose inhaled beside the box. I wasn’t afraid as most would have been. If it was a bear it might break open the box to get to me, which would free me. I could take a bear, although not very well in my current state, I could still survive. If it was a lion or tiger I would be in more trouble, but I was a survivor. I would not be killed by a mere animal. 

A faint voice spoke, but the language was not familiar to me. “Please, please help me out of this box,” I begged as loud as my hoarse voice would allow. I hit the lid again. “I’m trapped. Please help.”

A human eye appeared on the other side of the hole and I met its gaze. “Please,” I whispered.

The person, man judging by the voice, spoke in shock and then he began pushing and hitting the lid of the box. 

“Thank you,” I whispered, glad that I was dehydrated so that the tears that were trying to escape would not fall down my face.

He said something else and then the footsteps moved away from my box. “Don’t leave!” I screamed. “Please don’t leave me!”

He did not respond and the sound of the footsteps faded into nothingness. I screamed in fury and thrashed against the box. Why would he leave me here? Had Gunther or Shamus drawn something on the box to scare him away? Where was I even at?

I hit the box again and again, but it would not give. I slumped in the box, defeated and exhausted and sobbed tearlessly thanks to my dehydration. After an hour or so my sobs stopped and I collapsed into a tight ball in the box, beaten and finally broken. I slept on and off and even dreamed that I heard several sets of footsteps and voices, but paid it no mind.

My breathing became ragged and I knew I was dying. My resolve to live had been all that had been keeping my alive and now I had let it go. I closed my eyes and welcomed death. I welcomed dying and having my soul join my other ancestors. Even if I escaped the box I knew I would never see my family again, they were all dead and I would never find another Ama. What good was it to be a princess when you had no people to be princess for?

Something cracked above me and I waited, expecting a tree to fall and put me out of my misery. “I’m sorry, Grandmother. I never became the princess you wanted me to be,” I whispered, “I only hope you will welcome me in death.”

“Don’t give up yet,” a male voice said, “I’ve almost got you out.”

“What?” I asked in shock, opening my eyes. 

“Look up, girl.”

I turned my neck sideways and looked above me. Two of the boards were broken and the light was shining through them. Sunlight on my skin! A man stood over the box with a thick piece of metal and looked down at me. “Thank you,” I whispered.

“Don’t thank me yet, we still have four more boards,” he said with a smirk.

My stomach convulsed, causing me to double over in pain. I grunted in pain and the blood rushed out of my head.

“Hey! Girl! Don’t die! Hold on!” the man yelled at me.

I smiled despite the pain, glad that my last moments weren’t filled hating the human race. Glad that a man had shown me kindness for the first time ever. I closed my eyes and floated into nothingness. 
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Chapter Two
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“How long will she stay unconscious?” the man who had been breaking the box asked.

“Until her body is healed enough to let her waken,” an unfamiliar male voice answered.

“It’s been two days,” the man said. “She has to eat to gain strength.”

“Saoden Dai, these things take time, but I must warn you, some do not wake. Some perish.”

The man growled. “She will live.” Something warm was laid against my face and the man whispered into my ear. “You must live. I must know who you are.”

“Audraline. My name is Audraline,” I whispered and then slept again.
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Dai
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For two days I had not eaten nor drank nor slept. It had been two days and still I had no information about the mysterious girl who had washed ashore in a box, except for her name. Audraline. Such a strange and beautiful name.

My father was worried that she was a spy, but what kind of civilization would send a spy locked inside of a box? 

“Is she a criminal?” My mother had asked.

It was a strong possibility, but why not just execute her? Plus, she did not seem the criminal type to me. Not that I could really tell since all she had done was sleep since I got her out of the box, but her eyes had been so honest and frightened when she looked at me that I could not believe her a criminal.

I knew I needed to eat something or go to my house. I really shouldn’t have stayed in the healer’s hut to begin with. I should have done and not done a lot of things, but I sat on the chair beside her bed and sang the lullaby my mother had sung to me and my five siblings when we were sick. Somehow it felt right.
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Audraline
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He had sung to me two days in a row at night. If I had not been so hungry I would have stayed asleep to hear him sing those foreign words in that beautiful voice a third night, but I was famished. I opened my eyes and found him sitting in the chair beside my bed again, asleep and snoring softly. He was very handsome and I was in his debt for rescuing me from that damn box. I took a deep breath and sat up slowly, trying not to wake him up. Something tugged on my arm and I screamed in fear at the strange vine growing into my arm.

He bolted up out of the chair, sword drawn and eyes wide as he searched for the danger.

“Get it out of me!” I screamed at him and tugged at the vine.

He sheathed his sword and wrapped his hand around my hand to prevent me from ripping it out. “Easy,” he whispered, “It’s what has kept you alive the past four days.”

I looked at the pulsing vine and felt slightly squeamish. “What?”

He gently pushed my shoulder, guiding me back to sit on the bed and pointed at a weird bulb in a giant bowl of water. “It pushes the water into your vein to keep you hydrated. When we feed it, it also gives you nutrients.”

I didn’t fully trust the strange plant, but I did leave it alone. “Where am I?” I asked him.

“The healer’s hut.”

I shook my head. “What city? What continent?”

He smiled and said, “I figured you were not from here. This dialect is not often used here. Would you like to take a walk to get some food?”

He had avoided answering my question, but the fact that my dialect was not used was not a good sign. How far had that storm sent me?

“I am hungry,” I admitted.

He walked over to the plant and ran his finger along the back of it. The vine withdrew from my hand and disappeared into the plant’s body. I rubbed my hand, trying not to act freaked out and stood up. My body however was not completely ready for that and I fell forward.

He ran to me and caught me right before I hit the floor. “Perhaps you should let me carry you?”

I pushed off of him, standing to my full height and fought the dots in my sight. “Thank you, but I can walk on my own.” I wasn’t sure how far I could walk on my own, but I would not allow whoever was in this place to see me as vulnerable. I had already shown too much vulnerability here.

He smiled and bowed elegantly, motioning at the door across the room. “As the lady wishes. We must walk from the healer’s hut about a quarter of a mile though.”

A quarter of a mile?! I did not let the shock show on my face and simply took one step after another until I reached the door. “We best start walking then.”

He opened the door and my mouth dropped open before I could stop it. “Welcome to Ca’ar.”

The sky was purple, the sun was orange and there were tiny dragons flying in the sky like birds. What the hell had happened? Was I still dreaming? Surely this could not be real? This could not be on the same planet as Ton.

“What is wrong?” he asked.

“Everything,” I whispered. I stepped out of the healer’s hut and walked down the road past other houses and past people staring at me in shock. Unlike the Tons these people were short, most only five foot five and all had black hair and pale skin. I must have looked like a freak to them.

“Don’t be offended by their stares,” he whispered, “They have never seen an outsider before.”

“You don’t get visitors often?” I asked.

“No, you are our first in over a century,” he said with awe. I turned and looked at him and was surprised to discover that he was as tall as I was. 

I had much more to ask him, but I was too hungry to think straight so I just walked faster. I was on the verge of fainting when we made it to a very large stone building with two guards standing in front of what appeared to be the
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