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Realms Book # 15

By J. Risk

Soren’s hand started to tingle. She glanced at it and then checked her AMI. The tingling moved up her hand into her arm. It began to burn. It was where Tor had touched her. She looked at Bastian. “Something is wrong.”

He cocked his head to the side. “With Daxx?”

Soren shook her head. “Tor. Something is wrong.” She clutched the hand that was now burning against her chest. “I can feel it.”

Trendan looked from her to Bastian and then pulled out his phone. “I’ll get an address,” he said.

Bastian was still looking at her like she’d grown tentacles. He blinked and then turned around. “Quinton. We’re going to need a fast port to Interealm.”

The large man didn’t question him. Just nodded and stuffed the rest of his snack into his mouth.

“Ren...”

Soren shook her head at Art. “I’m going.”
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​Chapter One
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As soon as she saw him coming toward her, Soren had the same reaction she did every time. Guilt. He really was nice, Prince Artesiam, her half-brother. Too often, she blamed him because he had privileges, she didn’t have. It wasn’t his fault. It was their father’s. How had he found her? She was on the most remote slice of land in their realm. No one came here.

Turning back to the little pond, she held her hand over it and lifted some of the water in the air. Wiggling her fingers, it sprinkled back down like a tiny rain cloud was above it. The fish swam up to the surface to investigate. 

“That’s a cute trick.”

Art stopped beside her and smiled down at her. 

Soren studied his face while he looked at the water. He looked tired.

“It’s relaxing.” She sat down on the rock beside it. No one was around, so she didn’t have to bow her head and be respectful to the future king.

Art squatted, put his fingers in the pond, and moved them around. Small wakes of minute waves spanned out from his hand, causing the fish to swim back down out of sight. 

Leaning over, she looked at her reflection. Her long, dark hair appeared to be wavy because of his actions. She smiled, then sobered quickly before he saw it. 

“How’s the training? Any good prospects with the last year students?”

He was referring to the teens she worked with. It was her job to teach them, over a three-year period, how to hone their ability to manipulate water. Her job because of the royal part of her blood, she was that good. She had skills greater than most others double her age, but that was still not good enough to give her another position in the palace. “Two have the natural ability to do well.” She flipped her hair back behind her shoulders. “The rest will get by with competent skill.” She hated saying it that way because she knew she had just handed them a sentencing that would have them doing menial tasks in Veiltide for the rest of their lives. She, better than anyone, knew how depressing that was.

“Send them to Elgar. He will get them into guard training. If they don’t have the stomach for that, we can always use help with Interealm and their constant water issues.” He sighed. “We’re going to need as many guards as can be readied.”

Soren turned and looked at him. “What’s going on?” She already knew some of it. She was very good at not being seen and overhearing things.

Glancing over his shoulder like anyone might be there. Sitting down, he sighed again, and his whole body slumped. “So much, I don’t think I can put it all into words.” He looked at her, amusement shone in his eyes. “Do you still lurk in the old escape tunnels around the palace?”

She bit her lip so she wouldn’t laugh. He’d been the one to show her those tunnels when she was five and he fifteen. Squeezing her lips together, she nodded. 

“Okay. Then you know how serious things are right now.”

“I know quite a bit.” She looked around, even though no one would ever come out this far from civilization. She leaned closer. “Is someone really trying to end the realms?” She had spent days pondering it when she’d heard him speaking with Elgar about it. How was that even possible?

He nodded.

“I don’t see the sense in it, Artie. Everything, in all, would cease to exist.”

He grinned. “No one said the perpetrators of this madness were above average intelligence.”

“You’re working with the other realms to stop it?” She already knew he was. 

“Trying. Each time one piece is found, ten more come to light.” He took a deep breath and then exhaled. “Listen, I need your help. I can’t spare guards, and I just don’t have the time to do it now. I trust you to do it right.”

What pathetic task was he going to ask her to do this time? She knew most of them were their father’s wishes, but she would still end up resenting her brother for asking her. His facial expression changed several times as if he was trying to puzzle out how to ask her. “How bad can it be?” She put a hand on his arms. “Just say it, Artie. I won’t blame you.” Not forever, at least. With both of their mothers gone, they’d only had each other over the years. For over twenty years, they’d turned to one another when things got bad. 

He patted her hand. “It’s not the kind of bad you’re thinking.” Closing his eyes, she could see the strain of everything on his face. He opened them and looked at her. “I don’t know how to explain it all to you.” He snorted. “To anyone.”

Soren searched his eyes and was surprised she saw there. Behind the exhaustion and confusion was fear. “What was going on?”

~
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“Ren? Are you all right?” 

She held up her hand, needing more time to process.

“Soren? You asked...”

“I know.” Shaking her head, Soren looked at him. “I was okay with everything you said because I’ve heard parts of it—” She looked at the pond and then shook her head again. “—until you got to the mixed DNA and Gemini—” She looked at him. “What are they called?”

“Gemini League.”

“Gemini League.” She nodded her head slowly. “I watched your face as you told me because, at first, you were making it up.”

“Is it really that hard to believe?” He lifted his hand in the air, and the water rose. “Our entire realm and existence is about water, Ren.”

She rolled her eyes. “I know that.” Puffing her cheeks out, she blew the air out of her mouth. “Okay, so there are fourteen women with mixed DNA who can do crazy things, crazier than Elgar and witches. And one evil one who’s the twin of one of the good ones who had insane powers.”

“Yes.”

“And the ones that are trying to end all the realms want them because, without them, they can’t be stopped?”

“They as well as all the others from Alterealm, some of ours—” he motioned in the air. “Some from each realm.”

“Okay. Big team effort. Got it.” She leaned closer and zeroed in on his eyes before she asked the next thing. “Part angel? Seriously?”

“Yes.”

He wasn’t kidding. It wasn’t a lie. He was telling the truth. 

“Do I have water squirting out of my ears? Because I think my brain has sprung a leak.”

He chuckled. “No leaks.”

Soren got up and walked over to the edge of the small island, looking out at the vast water. “Father knows all this?” she glanced over her shoulder.

“He does.”

Turning back to the water, she tried to sort everything he’d just told her, and then her spine stiffened, and she turned around. “So, what is this thing you need me to do?” After all of that, it had better be good because she knew most of what he’d just shared with her was going to have to be a secret, and it was going to be a hard one not to run around and tell everyone because it was huge, fantastic and so incredibly hard to believe. 

He stood up and came over to her. “With the Gemini ladies having such mixed genes, some may have abilities they’re unaware of. A few, so far that I know of, have Veiltide blood in their veins, including the next Queen of Solrelm...”

“I’m sorry. Of Solrelm? She has Veiltide blood but will be the queen of another realm?”

Art rubbed his hand over his face. “It’s complicated, but yes, Solrelm because she is the other, the mate of Prince Trendan of Solrelm.”

“Holy tidal wave. For real?”

“This is very real.” He nodded.

“Okay, I’m following, mostly.” She opened her hand and motioned, telling him to continue.

“As I was saying, with the mixed genes, any with Veiltide may be able to manipulate water, and we need to know if they can.”

“Right. All the help is good. I understood that part.”

Art nodded and then glanced out across the water. She turned to see what had his attention. The Whales were moving. “I need you to go to Interealm...”

“Yes.” Her whole body stiffened with excitement.

“I haven’t finished. I need you to go to Interealm and...”

“Yes. When do I leave?”

His smile was slow, but he eventually understood that she had never been anywhere but here. “There will be guards. You will be safe, but find out if any of these women possess our abilities. Jerika, the one who will be queen, also has human, FaTerra and Solrelm in her, but she was able to stop a river from flowing and part it.”

Soren’s eyes widened. “Without training?”

“Without training, although,” He paused and frowned. “Someone was trying to drown them by magically manipulating the water at the time...”

“My head is turning into a sprinkler now and leaking all over. This is so—” She sucked in a breath and then spit it out all at once. “I get to do something.” She nodded. “When do I leave?”

“I will arrange it. I just need to focus on finding Sem and somehow prevent the use of any more of the clay used to make our vessels.”

She frowned. “Sem the snake?”

“The one and only.”

She chuckled. “Good luck there. What about the clay?”

“Sem, I know it’s him. He was making vessels out of our clay so it could be used in other realms, thus allowing these maggots trying to do all of this to communicate without detection.”

Soren was almost regretting asking. “Get Elgar to place one of those spells things around it.” She made a face. “I know it’s a huge area, but he should be able to come up with something. Have only the authorized workers be allowed near it—” She stopped talking and shrugged, because it was not in her skill set to problem solve.

“I’ll see what he says.” He heaved a sigh of relief. “Come find me after I meet with Father, and I’ll take you over to Interealm.” He turned and took a step and then stopped. “Oh, you’ll have a porter bracelet from Alterealm that will allow you to go back and forth on your own.”

“For real?” If this was some kind of dream, she was going to be very upset when she woke up.

“Very real.” He grinned and then walked off the island and was gone from her sight. 

Soren turned around and looked at the slice of earth and then shook her head. She was getting out of Veiltide. She didn’t care the reason, just that it was happening.  
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​Chapter Two
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Tor flipped it again and tried to catch it—by the handle this time. Jerking his hand away at the last second, the knife hit the floor with a thunk, the tip sticking in the tile. He looked at the other twenty marks left from failed attempts. He was going to need an area rug for this part of the room and would have to rearrange the furniture so the rug didn’t look stupid. 

Pulling the knife out, he glared at it. Queen Daxx made it look so easy, as did Princesses Kara and Autumn. What was he missing? Maybe it was the wrong type of knife to try this with. They did say something about balance. 

Sighing, he set it on the counter. He’d observed numerous wars and countless uprisings and survived gang territories in his lifetime. You would think he’d know how to be a fighter.

His phone chirped. Grabbing it, he checked to see it was Bas. He answered. “Yeah?”

“Where are you?”

Tor looked around the room. “In my quarters. Why? Are you going somewhere?” Since his prince had shared his soul with Nova, he had free time and had no idea what to do with it. His entire adult life, a very long one, had been spent keeping Prince Bastian out of trouble. He looked at the floor again. Clearly, he needed a hobby or something else to do.

“No. I’ve been sentenced to being a royal today, like yesterday and the day before that.” Bas sighed. “These claims for traveling to the other realms are getting out of hand.”

Tor grinned. “I don’t do paperwork.”

“Neither do I, but my lovely other believes a personal touch needs to happen for each and every request and they all need to be thoroughly considered.”

“Wait. Other realms? As in all of them? Is that safe right now?” 

“Not in the tiniest fraction of a fraction. We can’t approve any of them, but we...”

“Can’t tell all of Solrelm that everything is going to hell in a handbasket.” Tor frowned. What did that even mean? He had no idea. Humans had such funny sayings.

“There isn’t even a basket free to use. They’re all full.”

“So, you called me to whine?” He grinned. Bas would love that.

“I am not whining. I am explaining why I am stuck here.”

Tor put the sharp blade back into the leather case. “Why did you call?”

“I need you to take turns with the others, mostly from Alterealm, and keep an eye on the Gemini building.”

“You think they’ll try something again? That Fauna is all mated up now.”

“Nova thinks they’ll try for others. Something about desperation and taking chances.”

Tor turned in a full circle, looking at his space. “I have nothing else to do, so yeah, I’ll do it.”

“It wasn’t really a request.”

Tor snorted. “You stopped giving me orders a few centuries ago. That didn’t work out for you.”

“Leaving me stranded at a nunnery for hours was not pleasant or entertaining in any way.”

“It was a convent.”

“What is the difference?”

Tor shrugged. “No idea.” 

“Nova requires my attention.” Bas sounded happier all of a sudden.

Tor stared at the marks on the floor. He was happy for him; he just didn’t need to hear or see it. “I’ll go over the Gemini’s.”

“Yes. Yes. Oh, you’re on duty at the same time.”

Tor looked at his link on the table. “What happened to...”

“Baby time.”

He couldn’t be mad about that. “All right. I’ll cover it.”

“Have fun, or whatever.” Bas hung up. 

“Going over applications, my ass.” He grinned. At least he had something to do now. 
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​Chapter Three
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Soren looked around. There was no soil, no water. She turned and looked in the other direction. There was no plant life. All she could see from here were buildings—endless human buildings. Going over to the closest one, she put her hand on it. She could sense water, but there was barely a trace. 

“I did warn you it was very dry here.”

Pulling her hand away, she looked at her brother. “I thought you were exaggerating. Is the entire realm like this.”

Crossing his arms over his chest, he shook his head. “No. This is a city. An old one. There are areas of fields, forests, and many waterways.”

Soren took a deep breath. The air was stale and dry; all she tasted was dust. “I don’t know how they live like this.” She motioned to the building where a few women stood. How am I supposed to see if they hold any skill without water when there’s no water?”

Art chuckled and motioned for them to walk. “They have water. You just have to turn on a tap to access it.”

Soren watched her boots with each step on the hard, unnatural surface. It was human-made and old, judging by the cracks that ran along it. “This is what?” She pointed to it.

“Asphalt. It’s made from stone, sand, and other natural ingredients.”

She looked at it. Natural? It didn’t look natural. Stopping, she squatted and put her hand on one of the cracks. It was hot and rough. She could feel a trace of water and wondered if the earth was fighting back against the covering humans had put on it that blocked the rain and sun. Getting up, she made a mental note to look up what else was used in Interealm to hide the earth.

When they reached the woman, the one with long dark hair smiled at Art. “The girls are quite excited about this.”

Art inclined his head to her.

Soren sighed internally. He was back in royal representative mode. 

“This is—” He looked at her. “—Soren, she’s going to help Jerika and any others that have Veiltide genes.”

Soren. Not my sister. She nodded once to the woman.

“I’m Capri.” She glanced tot eh other two women. “This is Ava and Jerika.”

“Jeri is fine.” The one with the red hair said. 

Soren studied her. Other than her eyes being a mix of colors, she didn’t look unusual.

Art looked over at the man standing by the corner of the building and gave him a nod. Soren couldn’t help but stare. He was huge. 

“That’s Bart, our guard of the hour.” Ava scoffed and then turned and went into the shop. 

“Tor will be here soon. He just had to make a stop first,” Jeri said.

Soren watched Ava go over to a motorcycle and was torn between standing where she was or following. In Veiltide, there were very few machines like that because there wasn’t a lot of connecting land to ride them on, but she’d always wanted to try. 

“I’m going to tell the Alterealm guard that Tor will be coming to help him.” Art walked away. 

Alterealm. His size made sense now. Her caregiver used to tell her stories about the realm of giants. 

“What do you require to do this?”

Soren turned back to Capri. 

“Other than water.” Capri smiled.

Soren looked around. Was she expected to do it here on this dried-out, unnatural surface? “I’m not sure. I usually work with students at a lake or other waterway.”

“Use Flora’s rain barrels on the roof,” Ava said without looking away from what she was doing.

“Rainwater is very natural.” Soren nodded.

“Does it make a difference?” Jeri played with a pendant lying against her skin. “If it’s natural?” She glanced at Capri. “After the river, I tried with water in the sink, and I couldn’t manage it.” She grimaced. “Except with a pail of water during a fight, I can’t seem to do it.”

Soren wanted to ask about that but didn’t want Art to think she wasn’t capable of completing this task. “A natural source of water is easiest to connect with.”

“Maybe it’s the water treatment chemicals that interfered.” Capri looked inside the shop as a door opened. 

“Chemicals?” Why would they put that in their water?

Capri watched three women come outside and then nodded. “Yes, to clean the water.”

They cleaned their water. Soren looked over to see Art walking toward them. What weirdness had he volunteered her for?

A young woman appeared out of nowhere. She was suddenly there. With her was a very large, very intimidating red-haired man. The woman didn’t pause; she just rushed in their direction. 

Art stopped beside the man.

“Hi. I’m Crissy.” She smiled and then held out her hand. “Here’s the porter.” Her eyes rounded. They were so full of excitement that Soren was worried they might pop out. “I was in Veiltide.” She blinked several times, “to program this.” She held it out again. “How can it be both? That doesn’t make sense.” She looked at the ground. 

Art and the man came over. The man took the bracelet out of her hand and held it out to Soren. “Your porter. It is programmed to bring you here or near the palace bridge in Veiltide.”

Soren took it but was too busy trying to estimate how tall this man was. Her whole life, she’d been told she was too tall for a woman like she had a choice in her height. This man was at least two heads taller than her. 

“I’m sorry.” He inclined his head. “I am Prince Victor of Alterealm.” He looked at Crissy, who was still looking at the ground and whispering. No one seemed concerned by this. “This is my mate, Cristy.”

Her head snapped up, and she looked at him. “How can water and fire be the same, Vic?”

“They cannot, heart.”

“Right.” She blinked and then smiled at Soren. “I saw it when I came over to you.” She looked away and then back to her and nodded. “I think it’s you.” She smiled. “I need to research how fire and water are one.” She disappeared. Before anyone could speak, she reappeared. “I forgot to say Bye.” She sighed. “Bye.” As she nodded, she was gone from sight once more.

No one looked surprised by what had just happened or even paused. 

“Fire and water could be interesting.” Jeri turned to Capri. “I hope I’m not there for it.”

Capri nodded.

Soren glanced to see the amused look in Art’s eyes. Had he asked her to do this because no one else would? They were going to have to have a conversation about this later.

“I’ll let the ladies explain, Crissy.” He smiled at her, a playful look in his eyes, and then turned and walked away. 
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​Chapter Four
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Tor had no problem finding the location. The smell of death was programmed in his brain, and it acted like a beacon to him. The entire building smelled. It was a hospice, a human way of collecting those near death in one place. It wasn’t a new thing; people had been doing it since the fourth century. Only the name of the place ever changed. 

A door was open, making his job easier. If it hadn’t been, then he would have two options. Open it himself. A hand visible with no body tended to cause panic and screaming, and he usually tried to avoid that. The other option was a window. Why they go through glass and not any other material, he didn’t know. He continued until he was in the hallway. He actually had to focus in situations like this. His senses told him there was more than one soul that was going to need him. 

Finding the trail for the one closest to passing, he went into the room and then paused. Generally, in a place such as this, the room would be filled with relatives and those who loved the dying person. There was no one here. The room was empty except for a man lying in a bed and monitors blinking. 

Tor went over to the bed and looked down at the man. He was struggling to breathe, yet seemed comfortable. Even in medicated or unconscious states, a person’s brow always revealed if they were suffering. He was quite old by human standards. Tor wondered about his life. What had this man done in the time his body had been given that placed him here with no one to sit with him? Or mourn him. Humans could spend a lifetime ignoring someone but still flock to their deathbed as if they couldn’t live a second without them. He didn’t understand human beings. 

Tor studied him further. His soul didn’t scream of hideous crimes. There was no dark at all. Moving closer, he leaned over him as if looking at his face was going to give him answers. 

The urge to hold the man’s hand popped into his mind. Tor shook his head and straightened up. He would be visible if he did that, and if anyone walked in, well, he’d have to offer some explanation that he couldn’t give. 

The man’s eyes opened. Tor froze. He saw acceptance and even joy in the pale green eyes. Normally there was pain and regret displayed for his kind to see. 

Leaning back away from him, he watched those green eyes track him. He paused and focused, checking that he was still invisible. He hadn’t accidentally revealed himself, he was still in the state of being unseen, yet, he turned back to the man; he was still looking at him. 

The man opened his mouth, and his breathing rasped. “Take me—”

Tor frowned and leaned closer. Had he heard that right?

A long stream of air feathered from the man’s lungs. “—to my Gabby.”

Tor straightened away from him. Those eyes held him for a moment more and then slowly closed. He had been talking to him. He’d been able to see him. It wasn’t unheard of, but Tor had never experienced it for himself. Not in all the centuries he’d been doing this had a human seen him.

The soul was wavering inside the expiring body. Pulling out his wand, Tor held it beside him. Maybe it would find the man’s Gabby in the next life. Holding the wand next to the wrinkled skin on his neck, he captured the soul in the transporting container inside. The machines attached to the body stopped beeping, and then it emitted a long, steady tone. 

Tor took a deep breath and let it out slowly. Assignments like this one always left him questioning things in the human world that he couldn’t possibly find answers for. 

Going back into the hallway, he quickly stepped out of the way of a nurse hurrying into the man’s room. Turning, he looked down the hall. There was one more in this hall that had need of him right now. He glanced at the door, and then the little note card inside the clear pouch adhered to the wall. It said Peter V. “Until the next life, Peter V.” Tor whispered.

Turning on his heel, he walked toward the stench of near death. 
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​Chapter Five 
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She was on a roof in Interealm with five women who were proof of everything Art had told her. Soren looked around at the plants that were growing along the one edge of the roof. Flora, she’d been told, was the woman responsible for them, as well as the barrels of rainwater. It wasn’t as pure as it was at home, but it was water. 

Focusing was difficult because she was in another realm with women who weren’t human. She held her hand over one barrel and then looked at Capri as she guided the water from one barrel to the other. She was in charge of these women. There was no question about it. She watched each one of the females with love. Her being the leader also meant she must be the twin of the evil one doing all of the horrible things. How did one go about coping with something like that?

“Well, you make it look easy.” Jeri grinned and looked at the woman, Sym. 

“All of you have Veiltide genes?” Soren released the water, taking care that it landed in the barrel. 

Ava shook her head. “I’m just here for the show.” She patted the pendant resting against her throat. “No magic anything for me.”

Soren didn’t understand, and it must have shown because Ava grinned. “My DNA is unique, and trust me, as long as I’m wearing this, everyone is safer.”

Crystal scoffed. “It’s to help you stay in one place, not prevent you from being you.”

“Can you still use your wings when you wear it?”

Wings? Soren looked back at her. She was the one that was part angel.

Ava’s mouth quirked as she studied her. “Yes, she said wings. I thought Art would have told you things.”

Soren nodded. “He did, but it was a lot to take in.”

Karma laughed. “That’s an understatement.” She motioned to the barrel. “Do your thing, and we’ll fill in the blanks with real facts.”

Real facts implied her brother hadn’t been truthful. That wasn’t like him at all.  

“I’m sure Prince Art only covered the basics.” Capri went over to the closest barrel and looked down at it. “There’s so many pieces to all of this; we can’t keep track.” Her hair started to move, but Soren didn’t feel any breeze against her skin.

“Are you using magic?” Crystal moved closer to Capri.

Capri held her hand over the barrel. “I don’t think I have a choice but to.”

Soren looked at Jeri, who gave her an understanding glance. “Capri has DNA from all the realms. She can even use it where no one else can use theirs.”

“Where is that?” Was what she could do classified as magic? She didn’t think so.

“Circle of stones.” Karma crossed her arms over her chest and watched her leader.

“The circle of stones?”

Capri dropped her hand. “You said to feel the water, but I don’t. I could move it easily enough, but I don’t feel it.”

This was not going to be like the first lesson with the teens at home. Soren went over to the barrel and dipped her fingers in it. She could feel the pollution lurking in the liquid but kept that to herself. She motioned to Jeri. “Everyone, place your fingers in it.”

Ava moved closer but just stood there watching. 

Soren glanced at Karma.

Karma shrugged. “Who knows, maybe I have some Veiltide in me.”

Crystal came over to stand beside Soren. “I don’t, but I’m looking for help with magic until one of the witches from Alterealm can help me.”

Soren motioned to the water so she would place her hand in it. “I can’t help with magic, but I can with water.”

“Do you have witches in Veiltide?”

Soren nodded slowly. “Some. Elgar teaches those with magic.”

“The sorcerer, dude?”

Soren grinned. “Yes.”

“I’m glad you’re our teacher and not him. He gives me the creeps.”

Soren had known him since she was small. “He does that on purpose. He’s not a fan of others being close.”

Ava snorted but made no comment.

Soren put her hand back in the water. “This is the easiest way to make a connection at first.” She lifted her hand and let a few drops drip from her fingers. Holding her hand flat, she stopped the next drops from falling. They were suspended in the air. “Later, you will feel the water when it’s close. For some it’s a vibration that moves through them, other’s it’s a tingle or cooling sensation. I imagine because you’re not from Veiltide, you’ll have to consciously focus to feel it.” She released the water and looked at the women as they removed their hands from the water. She smiled at Crystal. “You may need some sort of incantation inside your head to do this.”

Crystal nodded and then focused on her hand. 

“I just feel wet,” Sym said.

Soren held her hand over hers and moved the water to sit on the top of her hand instead of allowing it to drip off. She made a circle with her finger and the water copied her motion over Sym’s skin.

“Oh. I feel it now.” Sym nodded and put her hand back in the barrel. 

Soren watched Jeri. She was focusing so hard that she was almost straining. She needed to distract her. “So, what hasn’t my brother told me?”

The lesson was forgotten as all eyes stared at her. 

“You’re Prince Art’s sister? So, you’re a princess?”

Soren laughed and then abruptly stopped and shook her head. “Half-sister. My mother wasn’t ritually joined to my father, the king. So, I am the best-kept secret the entire realm knows about but pretends they don’t.”

“He’s fond of you.” Capri smiled. “Art. You can see it in his eyes when he looks at you.”

Soren sighed. “We’re close when no one is looking. The rest of the time, he has the royal house’s reputation to uphold.”

“He seems like a decent man,” Jeri spoke softly and put her hand back in the water.

“I hear you’re going to run a royal house in the future.”

Jeri moved just her eyes to look at her. “I still feel like a fraud, but for the most part, I have been accepted.”

“Be wary of those that don’t fall into that most part category,” Soren said and then watched the drops of water stop falling from Jeri’s hand.

“I did it.” The drops fell. “How did I do it?” Jeri turned to her.

Soren gently pushed her hand back into the barrel. “Your ability relies on your emotion or state of mind.”

“My state of mind is swampy lately.”

Soren offered a quick smile. “I don’t think you’re alone in that.” She was still trying to process everything she’d been told. There were a few sounds acknowledging it to be true.

“When I was being drowned, my state of mind was panic mostly.”

Soren nodded. “And I heard you parted and stopped the water, so that comes from determination or anger.” She shrugged. “Tell me about the pail of water in the fight.”

Jeri withdrew her hand from the barrel. “Desperation was the feeling right then.”

Soren held her hand over the water, pulling some up, and wiggled her fingers. “Make it personal. When you’re trying to manipulate it.” The water rained down as a fine mist back into the barrel. “Don’t focus solely on the water.”

Jeri took a deep breath and exhaled. “Okay, I’ll try that.”

Soren watched Sym lift a few drops of water without touching it. These women had the ability. They just needed to find a way to access it. Karma was scowling at the water. All reactions she was used to dealing with each first class every year as a student came of age. “With everything Art told me, how do you even know where to begin with all of it?”

Sym was smiling as she lifted the water higher. 

“That’s a hard call.” Karma put her hand back into the barrel and held it there. “I think the fathers and families affected by what Solrelm did is a pretty big priority.”

Jeri nodded. “It’s a work in progress, finding everyone and undoing the magic.” She made the water rise and smiled.

“Finding that anchor is a top priority, I believe.” Capri was standing back, watching the other women. 

Soren wondered if she’d want to do it privately, one on one. “The anchor that’s responsible for the magic, or spells—” Soren looked at her. “I’m not sure what Art said about it now, it was a lot of information
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