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ABOUT THE STORY 

Sometimes the safest place is in the midst of danger.

Darkmages die.

Everyone knew this.

Everyone accepted it…except her.

Meet Valentina, the last member of the Forza bloodline, a darkmage and granddaughter of Alfonse Forza—one of the most powerful and infamous Darkmages to walk the earth.

Until he disappeared without a trace.

The last known location of the Eclipse was inside the Mage Directorate Headquarters. She must now infiltrate the Directorate, locate the missing Eclipse, and somehow escape with her life.

Everything was going as planned, until her plan ran into Xander Ashford—Enforcer Xander Ashford, who has sworn to kill darkmages.

Now, Valentina must unleash her dormant darkmage powers, find and recover the Eclipse all while evading the Directorate, and Inquisitor Emery, the lead mage who controls a relentless group of mage enforcers who follow only one law when it comes to darkmages.

Darkmages die.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Three new worlds. Download three novellas for free.
https://BookHip.com/PZWGAVV


“Never fear the darkness, for in it lies the power to create.”

—Brandon Sanderson

“Don’t be afraid of what lies in the darkness, because sometimes, the things hidden in the dark are our greatest allies.”

—Israh Azizi


 

DEDICATION 

This one is for the Fathers,

who become so

by blood,

by choice,

by circumstance.

 

For Le Guin, Gaiman, and Pratchett.

Like wise and good teachers, you showed me the path, gave me a map, and then challenged me to create my own way.

 

Thank you.


 

AN INVITATION 

An Invitation

 

An indie author writes with the hope and goal to share their worlds with their readers. I invite you to subscribe to my list for three FREE stories and my latest publishing news.

 

https://dl.bookfunnel.com/236fj6wv3f


 

ONE 

New York City

Winter - 1925

Sid

 

A blast of frigid air cut through the streets.

I held onto her small hand, as she looked up at me through the fat flakes that had just begun falling. With a small smile I realized, that, like everything else in my life, timing was essential, and the context was decisive.

I looked down at my chronograph.

Any moment now.

We were several blocks away from our destination, but I knew we had been followed. The Directorate would have picked up on the same anomaly I was tracking when I first arrived on this plane.

They would send a triad to investigate, they would pick up on her signature, and I would be waiting to convince them it was a bad idea to apprehend and kill a child.

They would refuse to listen to reason, refuse to walk away. They would insist what the Directorate always insists.

Darkmages die.

It would be the worst and last day of their lives.

“Are they coming?” she asked in a small voice. “The bad men?”

I nodded, but refrained from turning around. There was no time for that, no time for fear.

No time at all.

“Yes, but I’m here now. We need to get you safe,” I said, feeling anything but sure of myself. There were so many variables, tangents, and timelines. All of them jockeying for position, vying for preeminence.

This entire origin point in time was in flux.

“No time like the present,” I said, sensing their energies coalesce around us. “Stay close.”

The three mages materialized around us as we walked in the night. One in front and two behind—a typical triad formation.

They all wore the usual attire that distinguished the Mage Directorate from every other mage. Black combat armor, with their red sword in a crown insignia emblazoned over the left side of their chests.

Their black and red helms covered their faces, providing a method of keeping the mages’ identities hidden.

In their hands, they held black and red neural batons, weapons designed to disrupt a mage’s brain function by interrupting the central nervous system with a burst of energy, rendering the target mage ineffective and unable to form words, much less cast.

It was clear they were not anticipating much of a threat—these three were low-level mages, probably the lowest in the Directorate.

It was a mistake they would never repeat after tonight.

“No powers,” I said under my breath as I gently squeezed her hand to get her attention. “Understand?”

“Yes,” she said, examining the mage in front of us. There was no fear in her eyes, only a certain inevitability that the outcome had been decided. “You will stop them.”

It wasn’t a question, but a foregone conclusion.

I nodded and whispered a word of power unknown to the three mages around us. The subtle shift of power in the air around us went unnoticed, as expected.

“Give us the girl,” the mage standing before us demanded. “Cooperate and you will be shown mercy.”

“Really?” I said. “The mercy of a swift death?”

“More than a traitor like you deserves,” said one of the mages behind us. “She’s a darkmage and you’re protecting her.”

“Darkmages die,” said the other mage behind us. “Everyone knows this…except you, it seems.”

“Darkmages die,” repeated the mage standing in front of us. The streets around us were strangely deserted as I glanced around. “I promise her death will be painless. I can’t say the same for you.”

“How merciful of you,” I said, glancing down at the young girl next to me. “I’m sorry to inform you that she’s not mine to give to you, and I will have to refuse your request tonight. However, I do have a counter offer.”

“A counter—?” the lead mage sputtered, clearly not accustomed to rebellion. “Do you know who you are speaking to?”

“The Mage Directorate,” I said. “From the looks of you three—a triad tasked with bringing in low-level renegade mages—you never expected to encounter a darkmage tonight, am I right?”

From the silence and the look of uncertainty on the lead’s face, I knew I was right. I almost pitied them, until I remembered that they were prepared to erase and kill the young child holding my hand.

My pity quickly transformed into a seething, barely controlled fury.

“Comply or we will end you where you stand,” the lead mage said. “There is no escape. Do the right thing.”

“End?” I said, keeping my rage in check. “You will end me? How sanitized. Why don’t you call it what it is…murder. An unjustified, unprovoked killing.”

“We’re following our orders,” he said. “You are in violation of statute one, section one. Fail to comply and we will respond with deadly force.”

“Do you know who you’re talking to?” I asked. “Do you know who I am?”

“I know all I need to know,” the lead mage replied. “A traitor who would stand against the Directorate to defend a darkmage. You’re scum, lower than scum, for protecting that abomination.”

“I’ve been called worse,” I said as they activated their batons. I glanced at her again. “Stay next to me.”


 

TWO 

With another whispered word of power, I shattered time around us, bringing it to a stop. With a gesture, I formed three silver orbs, while the mages around us froze in place.

“You froze them?” she asked. “I thought you said no powers?”

“For you,” I said, focused on the orbs hovering in the air before me. “I’ll be gone before they assemble a group of mages strong enough to deal with what they’re picking up right now.”

“What did you do?” she asked. “They’re not frozen with ice, but they can’t move.”

“I don’t freeze the way you do, little fox,” I said. “They are frozen in time. Right now, if we were counting, they would be stuck between the one and the two.”

“Oh,” she said, looking intently at the mages around us, but remaining close to me. “Will you unfreeze them?”

“Yes, but not now,” I said. “Those orbs will send them to a different when.”

“A different when?”

“A moment in time earlier than this one,” I explained. “I will send them back in time about an hour. I don’t dare do more—that would attract too much attention.”

“You won’t kill them?” she asked, her voice hard and her eyes steel. “You will let them live? Why?”

I crouched down in front of her.

“If you remember anything from tonight, I want you to remember this,” I said, taking both her hands in mine and staring into her eyes. “Just because you can wield your power, doesn’t mean you should. Do you understand?”

She nodded and glanced at the three mages again.

“They wanted to kill me.”

“Yes,” I said. “If you kill them now, you become no better than these mindless pawns following the twisted dictates of an antiquated order, and you…you are so much better.”

Let me get my hands bloody now. Yours should remain clean for as long as possible; once you begin, the bloodshed will be staggering.

She nodded.

I truly hoped she understood.

I released the orbs and they gently collided with the three mages simultaneously. In moments, they vanished from sight.

“That’s going to get some real attention,” I continued. “We need to go…now.”

We ran for several blocks until I was sure we had arrived at the safe house that would be her home.

“Here?” she asked when I drew us up short in front of the newly constructed townhouse. “Is this it?”

“This will be your new home,” I said, touching several of the symbols on the walls of the townhouse. The runes on the door flared to life with orange energy as the door opened. “Inside, quickly.”

We stepped into the townhouse. I closed the door behind us and activated the nullification runes. For all intents and purposes, we were now invisible to all mages seeking our signatures.

“How long do we have to stay here?” she asked. “Are they coming?”

“You’re safe now,” I said. “You will stay here for some time. I will not be staying long.”

“You’re leaving me here alone?”

“Alone? Never,” I said. “I will leave you in the very secure hands of your Guardians. One of them will be here shortly.”

I glanced down at my chronometer.

He would be arriving in two minutes.

The second Guardian would take some coaxing, and if I botched the introduction, he could very easily shred us to small parts in a fit of anger.

No pressure.

“Why don’t you take off your coat and wait in the main room,” I suggested. “He will be here soon.”

She shrugged off her coat and hung it on one of the hooks provided in the space just off the entrance. She made her way to the adjoining room while I waited for the first of my guests.


 

THREE 

Fen

 

I walked the frigid streets of New York in the dead of night.

My old bones protested at the cold, and I cursed myself for accepting the invitation. I looked at the address I was given—41 Commerce Street—and matched it to the building I currently stood in front of.

The property was heavily runed and I wondered what game the Traveler was playing.

I knocked several times.

The runes on the door bloomed to life and then dimmed. The door opened and remained ajar several moments later.

I looked in tentatively.

“Hello?” I called out. “Anyone home?”

“In here,” a familiar voice called out. “Come in!”

I entered the home, thankful for the warmth. The foyer led to a short hallway which led to a large sitting room where I saw the Traveler and a young girl.

She was seated behind a large table on the other side of the room, next to the Traveler, who held a large mug of steaming liquid.

One sniff told me it was coffee.

Dark, rich, delicious coffee.

I gazed into her deep, penetrating gaze. Her hazel eyes shone with a latent power, and I cursed.

Nothing good could come of this.

If I were smart, I would turn around this very moment and walk out the door.

But I couldn’t.

I owed him.

With a sigh of resignation, I took off my coat and hung it up before venturing farther into the sitting room. I looked across at the Traveler and scowled. He smiled back, before taking another sip from his steaming mug.

He pointed to a mug on the table, indicating it was for me. I took hold of it and drank, warming my body, and savoring the potent taste.

The coffee was excellent.

I took a seat at the table and gazed at the Traveler and the girl. Whatever this was, I had a feeling deep in my bones that it was dangerous and potentially lethal.

“You’re looking good, Fen,” he said. “How long has it been?”

I remained silent for a few moments, as I stared at him.

“Three decades, give or take,” I said. “You look the same.”

“I have a tendency to do that,” he said, dismissing my words with a wave. “Thank you for accepting my invitation.”

“I don’t mean to sound rude,” I said warily. “Why am I here?”

He leaned back in his chair and stared at me. His usual black peacoat hung off the back of his chair, and he wore a white dress shirt, blue jeans, and brown boots. He ran a hand through his unruly hair and smiled again.

“Her,” he said, cocking his head in the little girl’s direction. “She is the reason you’re here.”

“Say again?” I asked, looking at the little girl closer now. “What are you saying?”

The little girl looked down at her hands, avoiding eye contact with me. She wore a thick dress with edges of fur, boots, and a defiant look. Her black hair was pulled back into a tight ponytail and her pale skin shone with a subtle inner light. My instinct informed me this child was dangerous.

My instinct was never wrong.

She snuck a few glances at me. I could tell from her looks that she didn’t fear me, which was a surprise.

I usually scared everyone.

“She needs your help.”

“Are you actively trying to get me killed?” I asked. “That is not a rhetorical question.”

“How many times has that been attempted?” he asked, the smile never leaving his face. “I mean I tried at least five times. Given your circle of enemies, I’m certain it’s more than that.”

“I stopped keeping count after twenty.”

“Yet here you sit,” he said, motioning to me with his mug. “Is there a way to do it?”

“A way to do what?”

“Kill you?”

I gave him a glare.

“I’m not immortal,” I said. “Of course there’s a way.”

“Care to share?”

“I said I’m not immortal, I didn’t say I was an idiot,” I growled back. “Why in the name of everything unholy am I in this godforsaken country enduring this cold?”

“As I said earlier, she needs your help.”

I gave the young girl another long look.

“No,” I said, my voice firm, shaking my head. “I’m not a babysitter and I don’t like children, any children.”

“Nevertheless, she needs your help,” he said. “You are the perfect choice.”

“Didn’t you hear what I just said?” I asked, glancing at her again. “No. Where are her parents?”

“Indisposed…permanently.”

I scowled. I knew what that meant.

The child was an orphan.

“Then the answer is hell no,” I said, getting to my feet. “No offense, child. Sid, thank you for the coffee and having me come here in the winter to freeze my as—my nether regions off,” I amended with a glance at the child.”

“You’re welcome.”

“Whatever this is,” I said as I waved an arm at the two of them, “I don’t want any of it.”

Black energy formed around the girl, shimmering in the air around her body, as strands of her black hair transformed to a bright white.

I extended my left hand and forced my will into my arm, materializing my blade—Darkdrinker.

“I would advise against that course of action, my friend,” he said. “Please, sit.”

“Bleed me dry, she’s a darkmage?” I said, sitting and staring at the girl now. “Darkmages die. You know this. I know this. Everyone knows this. The Mage Directorate will crucify me if I let her live. That is not a metaphor.”

“I thought they tried crucifixion already?”

“It didn’t take,” I said, eyeing the child warily. “What is it?”

“She is a child that needs your help,” he said. “Every timeline where she is alone, she ends up dying. I need her alive. This world needs her alive. The only way to facilitate that is to get her a Guardian, so I got her two. You are one of them.”

“Is she really a child?”

“Well,” he said, glancing at her, “she ages very slowly as most mages do, but I can assure you, she is very much a child at this present moment.”

“How old is she, exactly?” I asked, glancing at the child and keeping my distance. “Real years.”

“What year are we currently in?”

“You don’t know what year it is?”

“On this plane?” he said, shaking his hand. “It all gets a little wibbly-wobbly, timey-wimey.”

“Very scientific description there,” I said, shaking my head. “It’s currently 1925 on this plane.”

“Hmm,” he said, rubbing his chin and glancing at the child. “She has been kept secure by some of my associates since she was born.”

“Kept secure? Why would she need to be kept secure?”

“We’ll get to that in a minute,” he said, raising a finger. “That was at the turn of the century, so around twenty five years ago, but since she’s a mage her aging is considerably delayed.”

“She’s twenty-five years old?” I asked, mildly shocked. “She doesn’t look a day over five.”

“Mages age slowly,” he said. “I did mention this, yes?”

“I’m aware, I just didn’t think it would be that slow.”

“The ratio of apparent age to true age is a direct reflection of the power of the
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