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Book 3: Sacrifice

Episode 5: Arrow

There are three ways you can read The Unfinished Song Series. Why? Some readers like to savor a story a spoonful at a time, dolloped out over weeks or months. Others prefer their sagas served in big, meaty chunks, devoured in one delicious banquet. How do you prefer to read?

Right now, you are reading the fifth episode of the third novel, Sacrifice. Each week, a new episode will be available.

If you prefer to read the entire third novel, you can find Sacrifice (The Unfinished Song, Book 3) on the online site where you found this episode.

You can also find the entire first trilogy sold as three-book set.

The complete series will consist of twelve full length novels.

Even better, you can request a review copy by emailing me: tara@taramayastales.com, or my publisher, editor@misquepress.com.

Episode Five

Arrow

Brena

Brena aimed the Black Arrow at Rthan’s heart.

She had been the huntress for her family ever since her husband left and she knew her way around a bow and arrow. She reckoned on the wind, and the arc of sky the arrow would need to climb before it fell again to hit her prey.

Just as she released the arrow, the canoe shifted. She cursed. The tiny slip altered the arc the arrow traveled. Breathlessly, she scanned its progress, whispering to it under her breath, Fly true!

It did not fly true.

The arrow rose and fell just west of Rthan, where it plunged into the breast of the sea and vanished.

An anguished cry emerged from the water. For a moment, Brena harbored the wild hope that the arrow had hit the Blue Lady, and now that faery bitch might feel some of the pain she inflicted on helpless mortals. No such luck. The one crying was the Golden Lady, who let go of the rope she had been pulling. The canoe wobbled when the forward motion stopped, then rocked when the seal jumped inside. The seal glowed, reformed and became the beautiful blonde woman. Her injured leg bled copiously. Blood stained the bilge water deepening red.

“Lady,” whispered Brena, “I have failed you.”

“And I you, my champion.” The faery squeezed Brena’s hand.

Rthan’s canoe did not slow down, and, with white water spewing in his wake; he pulled his boat up along beside hers. He had his own bow notched with an arrow. Brena knew he had much more experience shooting while sailing than she. He would not miss.

However the arrow did not fly.

He stared at her in shock.

Even after he recovered from his surprise at seeing her, he did not shoot. Instead, he switched his bow for a grappling hook. He hooked her canoe like a big fish, and tugged her behind him until he was able to beach his boat. Then he reeled her canoe to shore. His magnificent muscles bulged as he worked the rope. Although she knew he would probably kill her when she reached him, she admired the sight. A curious numbness had set in after she lost the Black Arrow. If the Golden Lady died, Brena’s people would die. Possibly, if what the faery had told her were true, the world would die. Brena’s own death hardly seemed to matter.

“Will he be able to see you?” Brena asked the Golden Lady.

“No.”

“I know he can’t see Yellow, but he is the Blue Lady’s henchman.”

The Golden Lady shifted in the canoe, winced, and rubbed her leg. “The only advantage of being touched by Death is that it renders me nearly invisible to my fellow fae. I don’t know if I am completely invisible to them yet or not, but as I grow closer and closer to the wound in the world, I will pass beyond their ken.”

“Then flee, before he takes me captive!”

“I am too weak, Brena.”

Brena glanced toward the shore, and Rthan, both growing closer. Quickly, opened the flap of her rucksack.

“Climb in,” she told the Golden Lady. “Hide.”

The Golden Lady sparkled and diminished, until she became a pixie no taller than a finger. She hid inside the rucksack.

The bottom of the canoe scraped against sand. Rthan waved his battle-ax in unspoken threat.

“I hope you’re not going to try anything stupid, Brena.”

“What do you want, Rthan?” she asked coolly. “That I should kneel meekly for you to bash in my head?”

“I’m not going to kill you if I don’t have to.”

She smiled without humor. “Perhaps you want to take me home as your slave wife.”

“Step out of the boat.”

“Let me take my rucksack.” Her words sounded forced to her own ears. Fa, I shouldn’t have mentioned it at all. Now I’ve called attention to it.

If so, however, he did not show it. He ignored the pack and focused only on her. His eyes bore into hers as if they were drilling to ignite a fire.

“That bastard,” Rthan muttered. “I know why he sent you.”

“I volunteered.”

“I bet. But it was his plan, you can be sure of it. I’ll kill him when I meet him next.”

“Vultho didn’t send me.”

“I meant Kavio.” Rthan scowled. “Don’t worry. I’ll kill Vultho too.”

“He is my War Chief now.”

“I know damn well who he is, what he is and what he’s done.”

The way he said it sent a chill up her back. “Do you mean that Vultho was the one...?”

“Who burned my wife and daughter alive? Yes.”

“Rthan.” She touched his shoulder. I’m sorry.

She did not say it aloud. But he seemed to hear. He inclined his head. Gruffly, he said, “I must bind you, Brena. Turn around, take off the sack.”

She hesitated a moment too long. Impatiently, he yanked it off her and threw it into his own canoe. Then he pinned her wrists together behind her back and tied them. The knot felt snug without biting. Rthan lifted her into the back seat of his canoe, pushed off and returned his oars to water. No magic super-speeded his boat, so he rowed at a human pace. Thanks to the girth he pushed into each stroke, that was a decent clip.

At sunset, he beached the canoe and set up a simple camp against a ridge of large rocks and driftwood. He kept Brena lashed to a stake in the ground while he fed driftwood into a fire and roasted several fish, but he untied her so she could eat.

“Rthan...”

“There’s nothing to say,” he said.

She fell silent. He was right.

The salty wind whistled along the beach. The breeze carried a pungent smell. Brena did not recognize it, but Rthan, instantly alert, braced himself in a fighter’s stance.

Five humans, four men and one woman, all equally gaunt and savage, rushed over the pile of rocks. Rovers! Men and women without a home, a clan, or tribe, often exiled because they had practiced hexcraft or broken taboos, they preyed on isolated travelers. These had the mad glee of the most far gone, those who hunted and devoured human flesh, especially of Tavaedies, to gain illicit power they could not dance for themselves. They held crude spears that were nothing more than fire-hardened sharpened sticks, but large and heavy. They exuded a vile, electric energy, magic in some color that Brena could not see, but could feel like a burn on her skin, as if she stood near a strike of lightening.

The fire exploded.

“Watch out!” Rthan threw himself over her to protect her from the ball of flame. He slashed the ropes binding her, hissing, “Run!”

Brena scrambled out of the way as Rthan faced the five assailants. Three of the Rovers screeched and launched themselves at him. The other two attacked Brena.

Rthan knifed one Rover in the eye, and ducked under the spear thrust of another. He grabbed the spear on the downswing and used the momentum to flip the Rover onto his back. Rthan smashed the man’s skull with the butt of the spear. The third Rover rushed him from behind, but Rthan jabbed the spear backward without turning around, gutting the man in the belly.

Meanwhile, the taller of two Rovers who attacked Brena lifted her into the air. The shorter Rover—it was the female—cackled and bit into Brena’s leg. The Rover she-wolf had sharpened her teeth to shark-like points. The bite hurt like a knife-wound. Brena kicked as hard as she could. The male and female did not seem to have coordinated their attack, at least. He jogged away, indifferent to his comrades’ fate, only intent on stealing Brena for himself.

Rthan ran after the kidnapper, tackled him and knocked him to the sand.

Brena rolled away. The female howled and attacked her again.

Brena’s world narrowed to keeping the female Rover’s claws and teeth out of her face. The bitch fought like a madwoman. Behind her, Brena could hear the thud and grunt of Rthan’s battle with the other Rover. Sand sprayed the back of her knees. The female Rover gripped her around the neck and pressed. Brena drew her arms up and out, breaking open her stranglehold, then kicked the woman in the chest. The woman backflipped and ran back at Brena, caterwauling.

Lunatic.

Brena kicked her again, this time in the throat.

Then fast again in the stomach.

A third time in the nose.

The woman staggered backwards. Her nose bone had been driven into her brain and she died.

A male screech behind her. Brena whirled around. The last Rover was the most powerful giving Rthan a fight worth sweating for. The air around him crackled and sparked, as it had during the first rush.

Brena shouted, “Watch out!”

She shoved Rhtan out of the way, landing on top of him.

Where Rthan had stood, the sand shot up in a geyser that spit rock at the sky.

For a moment, Rthan met her eyes and something wordless passed between them.

Rthan rolled over her and jumped back to his feet. He lifted a piece of driftwood and shattered the Rover’s skull with a blow from behind.

The only sound now was Rthan’s panting breath and the laps of the waves. His lip curled as he surveyed the five dead Rovers.

He glared at Brena, as if the attack had been her fault.

“Are you happy now?” he snarled at her. “These scum would have killed you!”

“Don’t think I owe you a lifedebt!” she snapped. “I would not have been in danger if you had not tied me up!”

“You miss my point,” he said. “They were Shunned. More beasts than men. They didn’t know or care that you were a captive, a woman, or an ally. They simply wanted to tear out your throat and eat your flesh. This is what you and your people would unleash on us. You are wandering our tribeland, rousing these beasts to battle, and this, this, is the result.”

“Not all Shunned become Rovers!”

“No, but all would if they could.” He kicked the corpse. “Beasts.”

She shook her head. “I thought I knew you, Rthan. But you are just as ignorant and cruel as the rest of your tribe.”

“Fool woman!” Rthan stomped over to her. He clutched her by the shoulders and shook her.  “Do you hear nothing I say? They would have killed you!”

“And instead, now you will,” she said coolly.

His fingers felt hot on her shoulders. He stared down at her, his breath still fast and fierce. She arched her back to look up into his eyes, challenging him. Her whole body tingled in awareness of his strength and masculinity.

“I have killed,” he said gruffly. “As have you. I must dance Blue to purify myself, and if I recall correctly, your people also purify yourselves after battle.”

“Yes,” she said. “But I have no one to dance Blue for me.”

He glared at her again. “Of course you do. If I can fight for you, I can dance for you. Or do you say I am no longer good enough for you?”

He still held her. Brena did not try to free herself, but she stroked his muscular chest, where a shallow gash oozed blood.

“You may dance Purity for me if you let me dance Healing for you.”

He inclined his head.

Rthan dragged the bodies into the fire pit and burned them. It had to be done, though the stench of roasting flesh made Brena sick. By unspoken agreement, only after the bodies had turned to char did they begin their tama.

They






















Dindi



































Kavio










































Dindi



























Kavio
















Dindi


































































Kavio







Dindi




















































Kavio












Dindi












Tamio



































Brena

















Gwenika























































Kavio






















Dindi















Vessia

























































Dindi























d2d_images/cover.jpg
m’{hed Song: Book 3






