
SECRETS OF THE DEEP

Shay Price

Secrets of The Deep 

Copyright © 2018 Shay Price

All rights reserved under International Copyright Conventions.  Published in the United States by Shadow Portal Books, USA. 

No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, graphic, electronic, or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or taping, or by any information storing or retrieval system, without written permission from Shadow Portal Books. 

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author's imagination and are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental. 

Cover Art provided by: Fantasia Covers 

––––––––

SHADOW PORTAL BOOKS


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

CHAPTER ONE

CHAPTER TWO

CHAPTER THREE

CHAPTER FOUR

CHAPTER FIVE

CHAPTER SIX

CHAPTER SEVEN

CHAPTER EIGHT

CHAPTER NINE

EPILOGUE

Sign up for Shay Price's Mailing List

Further Reading: State Of Grace

Also By Shay Price

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER ONE
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Dark storm clouds dropped sheets of rain from a sky which only moments before was clear and blue. Liese ran, one hand clutching a satchel of herbs to her chest. A heavy gloom had fallen over the woods, forcing her to squint against the murky light. Chilled wind lashed low hanging branches against her face. In daylight, she knew these woods as well as she knew the halls of her own mind, but it was as if in a blink day had been turned to night and left her utterly without her normal sense of direction.

Liese broke free of the woods and staggered to a stop as her feet touched sand. Beyond the shoreline, froth capped waves rose and fell. Wet tangles of hair blown free of their braid clung to her cheeks.

Lightning lit up the sky, revealing a body sprawled out on the beach. Liese wiped a hand across her eyes and took a uncertain step forward. A glance back at the woods. Familiarity behind. Uncertainty ahead. Already the thunder was starting to fade, the rain to lessen. Soon the sun would peek out from the clouds and the way would be clear once again. She could be safe and warm at home, and send back someone to deal with this body on the beach.

Only suppose it wasn’t merely a body, but a person injured and in need of her help? Liese bit her lower lip, standing there, wavering in her indecision. With a soft sigh, Liese made her way to the stranger’s side. The rain ceased in its entirety, and the ocean winds began their work of chasing the storm clouds over the horizon. 

With muted sunlight slowly coaxing the day back from the night, Liese knelt beside the man. The first thing she took note of were the strange markings on his arms, neck, and chest, the like of which she had never seen before. Next, the lack of any obvious wounds.

She reached out and laid two fingers along the side of his neck. Though his skin was much too warm to her touch, the beat of his heart was steady. And as she gazed down at his face, the strangest sensation swept over her. As if she had been here in this moment before, or else one very similar. The more Liese stared at the stranger’s face, the more it seemed almost familiar, like a shadow of some unremembered dream lingering in the back of her mind.

It made no sense, and she knew that, but there it was all the same. “I don’t who you are,” she whispered, “or what this is. But I’m going to help you. Somehow—” She raised her head at the sound of voices in the woods. Voices calling her name. Liese let out small sigh. “There comes help. Now then,” she stood and shook the sand from her wet skirts, “let’s get you home.”
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Shane sat up with a gasp, reaching for the cutlass by her bed. She blinked at the steady beam of sunlight shining through the porthole. “What ...” She shook her head to try and clear it, to no effect.

Swinging her bare feet over the side of the bed, Shane planted them firmly on the wooden planks, knocking over a few rum bottles as she did. Ah, yes, rum. That explained the hazy brain, and the taste of old socks at the back of her throat. But she couldn’t recall the last time she’d been so knackered as to pass out. 

She rested her cutlass across her knees and pressed the heel of her hand to her left eye. A mighty throbbing had started up there, the kind that makes your teeth ache. 

Something niggled at the back of her mind. Something important. Something she was surely forgetting. If only she could ... Her head snapped up, eyes gone wide. “Gods be damned.”  

Slamming open the door of her cabin, Shane climbed the short flight of stairs to the deck, cutlass in hand. As she expected, her crew was in much the same shape as she, all of them blinking themselves awake and staring about like newborn seal pups.

“Mercer!” Shane shouted the name of her First Mate as she strode across the deck. 

He was slumped against the mast, hat tipped near to covering his eyes. An empty bowl lay upside down beside him. “Captain.” Mercer struggled to rise, holding out a hand to steady himself. “I ... I don’t know ... I ain’t been at the drink, I swear.” 

Shane made a face. “Well, I have and your whining is like to set my teeth on edge.” She glared around at everyone in general. “It’s not just you. He got the lot of us.” 

“He?” Mercer asked, blinking stupidly.

“Farrell, you dunce,” Shane snapped. “He drugged us up and escaped. Abyss take him.” Her fingers tightened around the hilt of her cutlass. “That son of a bitch played me like a fine fiddle.” She noted Mercer staring at her. “What?” 

“Um,” he cleared his throat. “Don’t you think you’re a mite underdressed for the deck, Captain?” 

Shane glanced down at the only article of clothing she wore, a long sleeved shirt half buttoned up the front, the bottom of which barely brushed the tops of her thighs. A serpent on a silver chain rested in the spot between her breasts. Slowly she raised her head to meet the gaze of her First Mate. “Would you like a good piece of advice, Mercer?” 

He gulped. “Yes, Captain.” 

“Stop gaping at me like a feckless twat and find our bearing before I use your guts for a garland!” Her voice echoed across the ship, encouraging the rest of the crew to speed up their recovery from whatever had laid them out. 

Mercer scrambled past her to the helm, where the charts, scopes, and various other direction finding apparatus were scattered. Shane followed, and not a single man they passed commented on her lack of attire. 

After several moments of scrambling around as Shane impatiently tapped the blade of her cutlass against her bare leg, Mercer finally came to a conclusion as to their whereabouts. 

“Uh.” He rubbed the side of his nose with a dirty finger. “You’re not going to like this, Captain.” 

“Just spit it out.” 

He licked his lips, staring down at the map rather than looking at her. “By my judging we’re no more than three days journey from Senegal.” 

“What?” Shane shoved him aside and stared down at the map. Not that she could read the damnable thing. “That’s impossible.” 

“It’s for sure and certain.” 

Shane scowled. Useless as he was in most cases, one thing Mercer did have a gift for was marking charts and stars. If he said they we were near to Senegal, than that was exactly where they were, despite the fact that the night before they still had a good month’s travel to go. 

“Farrell.” Shane slammed her fist down on the map, making the instruments on the table jump. “I didn’t know he had the skill for such a thing. Damn his hide.” 

“What would you have us do, Captain?” 

“Hold for the moment.” Shane stepped away from the helm. “I’ll be in my cabin. See no one disturbs me.” 

“Aye, Captain.” 

Once back in her cabin, Shane tossed the cutlass onto the rumpled sheets, and stood for a moment, hands on her hips, scowling at the room in general. An empty ink bottle tipped over in a puddle on the floor, a trail of its former contents followed backward up the side of her desk to a scatter of blotchy papers, next to an object draped with a black cloth. One of Farrell’s boots lay on its side by the door, while the toes of the other peeked out from under her bed. 

Shane raked both hands back through her hair and took a deep steadying breath, before taking a seat at the desk. She lifted the cloth to reveal a clear glass orb resting on a silver pedestal shaped like claw. She flicked a switch at the base of the pedestal and clouds billowed up inside the orb, swirling as they filled the glass. 

When it cleared, Shane found herself staring at a chair made of dark wood and red velvet cushions. Beyond the chair, a shelf lined with leather bound books and the occasional priceless artifact.  

A chime sounded three times on the other side. The sound had scarcely faded before Eathen took his seat. “Shane, I wasn’t expecting to hear from you. Something amiss?” 

“Farrell’s gone.”

“I see.” Eathen folded his hands on the desk. The silver band on his right hand winked brightly against his bronze skin. “And how did he manage to escape in the middle of the ocean with a collar around his neck?” 

“Isn’t it obvious?” Senna’s voice approached from the other side of the room. “I told you she would make a mess of things.” Her face appeared close to the glass as she leaned over to peer inside. “You just couldn’t help yourself, could you?” 

Shane huffed a breath through her nose. “I was drugged.” 

“Really? Is that why you’re half naked?” 

“Enough.”  Eathen reached out to grasp Senna by the upper arm, and she stepped instantly back to his side. All the while, his gaze remained locked on Shane. “I’m disappointed in you. Truly.”

“I made a mistake,” she said, keeping her tone carefully neutral. “I can fix it. I don’t know exactly how, but just give me the chance.”

Eathen gazed thoughtfully beyond the orb. “Perhaps our bargain has come to its inevitable conclusion.”

“No.” Shane leaned slightly forward. “We had a deal. I’ve kept up my end of it. You can’t take your word back because I slipped.” 

“Can’t I?” His cool gaze settled on hers. “I think you forget where the balance of power in this relationship lies.”

Shane hands clenched, but down at her sides and out of his sight. She sat back in her seat. “My apologies, my liege.” The words left such a bitter taste on her tongue it was a wonder she didn’t choke on them. “What would you have me do?” 

“Come back to Senegal,” he said. “Perhaps you can convince me you’re still worth my time.” The orb went cloudy once more.

With a low growl, Shane grabbed a bottle from the shelf  and shattered it against the wall. And then she sat there a moment, breath heavy in her lungs, glaring at the now clear glass. She started to reach toward it, then switched direction and grabbed up the black cloth to drop it over the orb once again.

She hastily pulled on a pair of pants and a jacket, and then stormed her way up to the deck. “Mercer!” 

Her First Mate snapped to attention. “Aye, Captain?” 

“Keep our course.” Shane scowled. “We’re going home.” 
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Varan was perched in the window seat, sharpening a boning knife against a handheld whetstone, when the chimes sounded. He lifted his head and frowned at the cloudy orb in the corner of the living room. 

He set the knife and stone aside and limped to the door. “Amara, the king is calling.” 

She entered the house dusting dirt from her hands onto her apron. “You should not frown so, dear heart. It is not a good look on you.”

“How can I help but frown when Eathen can evade our home any time it pleases him?” Varan said in low tones. He leaned against the doorframe, well within earshot but out of Eathen’s line of sight. 

Amara’s smile lit her eyes as she crossed the room to stand before the orb. “Good day, your Majesty.” She curtsied. “How may I serve?” 

“Shane has lost Farrel,” Eathen said. “I’ll need you to find him again, and, if my suspicions are correct, locating him may prove more difficult this time.”

“The spirits will guide the bones in your favor, of that I am certain,” she said. 

The scuffle of a footstep had Varan looking over his shoulder to find Olen had come up behind him in the doorway. He hung back, watching Amara, brow furrowed.

“You best see that they do that,” Eathen said. “I’m in no mood to be disappointed twice.” 

“Of course, your Majesty,” Amara said. “You need not worry. All will be as you wish. I will be awaiting your emissary.” The orb turned cloudy again.

“I hate that you must always be at his beck and call,” Varan said. “That you have to go to that place.”

Amara turned to face him. “He is the king.” 

“King.” Varan snorted. “He’s a usurper. A slithering serpent that came in with the tide. Someone should put a bullet between his eyes and be done with it.” 

“Bold words to say, brother.” Orlen clasped his shoulder. “But best to keep them to yourself when you’ve no means of backing them up.” He crossed the threshold and entered the house. 

“Everyone makes out as if he’s some mythic figure,” Varan said. “But I’ve seen him in the dirt. I know he can bleed.” 

Orlen shook his head. “You’d not get within ten feet of him and you’d find yourself in chains again. And this time there may be no bargain to make to get you out of them again.” He slipped his arm around Amara’s waist. “We need you here, not off getting yourself killed on some fool’s errand. Isn’t that right love?” He kissed the side of her head. 

Varan quickly looked away. “You’d be better off without me.”

“Nonsense,” Amara said. “You are our family, and family must stand together. Whatever the king is about, whatever he wants Farrell for, we must trust it is all in the will of the spirits.” 

Varan might have a thing or two to say about the will of the spirits, but he kept them to himself. “I should get back to work.” Before either of them could say another word, he stepped through the doorway and into the yard.

His boots kicked up puffs of dust from the rough ground with its stray sprouts of scraggily weeds as he made his way to the fence line. He stared west, where all he could see were trees. But he knew what was beyond. Almost as if it heard his thoughts, the wind shifted, carrying with it the salty tang of sea air. Varan closed his eyes and, for one brief, glorious, moment, it was almost as if he were back on his ship, riding the waves, free as the gulls circling overhead. 

And then the wind shifted again, and Varan’s nostrils were filled up with the stench of pig shit. He lowered his head, taking a shallow, shaky breath. Still, the call of the sea remained there in his heart. He could imagine what it would be like to turn his feet toward the road, to walk, on and on, until he reached the beach, and then further still, out into the blue green waters, and let the sea envelope him like a cold, dark blanket.

The crunch of a footstep reached Varans’ ears. “Did she send you to check up on me?” he asked without turning.

“She worries,” Orlen said. “Especially on days when the king calls.”

“There’s no cause for it.” Varan leaned against the wooden fence, taking some of the weight from his bad leg, gaze still on the horizon. “I wouldn’t spit on her sacrifice by ... Well, by doing the kinds of things I used to do.”

Orlen leaned over and plucked a stick from the ground, then stood there, slowly rolling it between the palms of his hands. “It’s funny, isn’t? That we find ourselves back on a farm, when we spent all our childhood years thinking up ways to escape from one.” 

“Funny isn’t exactly the word I would use.” Varan straightened, and turned away, body and mind, from the direction of the ocean. 

“I have to admit,” Orlen tossed the stick aside, “I appreciate it now more than I did back then. This ... This is security. It’s a future.” He clasped Varan’s shoulder. “Everything we could possible need, we can grow, we can make. It’s an honest way of living. Even if it does come with its burdens, we can bear them together. Like Amara said, we’re a family.”

Varan nodded, offering his brother a smile that was all teeth and no substance. “Right. Nothing more important than family.” 
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CHAPTER TWO
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Shane leaned her head back against the stone wall and closed her eyes. She was sitting cross legged on a dirty cot in a tiny cell that reeked of old piss and dried blood. Things could be worse, though. It wasn’t the dungeon, so perhaps Eathen didn’t intend to break their bargain after all.

A familiar scent of jasmine floated on the air. “Good Gods,” Shane said, opening her eyes again, “did you bathe in that shit?” 

“Unlike some people, I don’t prefer to smell like a wet dog dragged through the mud.” Senna stood at the bars, nose wrinkled in disgust. “Although I have to admit, I prefer your natural odor to this.” She pressed a dainty, lacy handkerchief to her lips. “I think I’m going to be sick.”

“What are you doing in here?” Shane asked. “Aside from smelling like an entire whorehouse.” 

“You’re one to throw that word around.” She glanced over her shoulder, and then back at Shane. “I requested the honor of presenting you to the king, he graciously granted it as gift. Though I do wish we could dunk you in a horse trough first.” She looked her sister up and down, and then shook her head. “When was the last time you brushed your hair?”

Shane unfolded her legs and dropped her feet the floor, which kicked up a bit of highly questionable dust. “I’ve been a little too busy running errands for the king to worry
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