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“Another bog, Emil,” Kinsley whined. “Why?”

Emil looked amused. “I don’t know, but you really have to stop doing that to me.”

Kinsley snorted. “To you? Right. How dare I do that to you again.” She smiled. 

“You have it?” Aslac appeared beside Mystral.

“I do.” Aireese held the containment box out. She looked at it and then turned to Emil. “You need to get this to your cells and into one of the chambers where no magic can be.”

Emil nodded and touched his ear. “Leone, get down here.”

Leone appeared beside him. 

Emil motioned to the box. “Take that to the cells. Lock it in a fully armed cell. Do not open it.”

Leone looked at the box and then at his brother. “Why me?”

“Because I need to get my mud-covered mate home.”

Leone sighed and stepped over and held out his hands. He took it and the expression on his face was fear. 

“Two pieces were broken off of it,” Mystral informed them.

“Does that mean there’s two more?” Leone looked at the box again.

“Go.” Emil glared at him.

“Fine.” Leone disappeared. 

“Does it?” Kinsley was wiping the mud off her arms.

“Most likely.” Aireese raised her hands to remove the mud and change her clothes. 

“Princess.” 

She looked at Firo. His wings were out. She turned to Mystral and then Aslac. Theirs were as well. She could feel her own. Their glamor was undone. “No.” She lowered her hand to remove the mud, and nothing happened. Their magic had been blocked. 

“She knows,” Mystral whispered. 

“I am being summoned to...” Aslac vanished.

Aireese had time to exchange a look with Mystral and then she felt herself being pulled home with very strong, angry magic. 
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Aireese turned around and looked at Mystral. “We need to do it soon.”

Mystral nodded and then sat on the ground. “The queen won’t like it. You know she hates when we do things together.”

Aireese went to the edge of the cliff and looked down over FaTerra. She could see so much from here. “I know. I got the lecture when we went to Ava’s rescue at that lake.”

“Same.”

Aireese glanced over to see Firo standing a good distance back, watching around them. “This anchor is the most important thing, I feel, to ending this mayhem that’s creating one ripple after the other.” She crossed her arms over her chest and walked back over to her cousin and sat on the ground across from her. Any time they needed to have a private conversation that her mother or her loyal helpers couldn’t listen in on, they came here. She looked at Aslac standing opposite Firo, looking all around them. Their guards held the barrier in place so no ears, magic or otherwise, could hear what they said. 

“You know she isn’t going to relax until you at least appear to be looking for a consort.” Mystral smiled at her.

Aireese groaned. “I haven’t seen one that appeals to me.” She rolled her eyes. “What about you? Do you have any prospects?”

“Oh no, you don’t.” Mystral shook her head, sending her dark hair flying. “I know you think if I find a pleasant consort and pop out a few heirs, Aunt Rora will name me next in line, but I don’t see that happening, ever.”

Aireese turned and looked at Firo. 

He gave her a bored look. “I am well taken now, so don’t even suggest we play at that again, trying to dupe the queen.”

Aireese sighed and waved her hand at him. “Mind the barrier.”

“The barrier is fine.” Firo looked over at Aslac. “He is holding it mostly on his own because he knows we’ll be banished or have our wings clipped if our queen had any idea what you were discussing.”

Aslac sent Firo a hard look. “I’m not mated to the queen's only grandchild, so yeah, I’m a little concerned.” He scoffed and then checked in the other direction.

“No one is going to get wings clipped or banished,” Aireese sighed. “I just need Mystral there, just in case. If we encounter something I can’t handle alone—” She got up and paced back over to the edge. “The Veiltide woman can handle the water. I know Princess Kinsley can manipulate objects; I just need someone there who can deal with unforeseen things that might happen.”

“Like that Astara showing up and trying to end the both of us,” Mystral said in a flat tone.

Aireese laughed. “Yes, something like that.”

“What about what your mother said when we were at the circle of stones? What if Soren feels ill because of the anchor? We don’t know what to expect.” He took two steps away from where he was to stand for the barrier. She gave him a warning look, and he stepped back. “I would feel better if I could go in there with you.”

Mystral laughed. “Sure, we’ll go see the elder and get a potion that makes you pocket-size. I’m sure your lover would have fun with that.”

Firo shot her a hard look. “Leave Ava out of this.”

“Do you think she’ll stay out of it?” Aireese loved her niece. Her unrefined way was so refreshing. “If I’m going there, you will be present. Do you think she’ll stay home and tinker with her machines when there’s much on the line?”

Firo closed his eyes and shook his head. “No. She will want to be there. Her sisters will want to be there.” He opened them and looked at her. “Too many gathered in one place gives me a heavy weight in my guts.”

She nodded. “I know. We’ll have to explain that to them when we meet up tonight.”

Mystral stood up and brushed off her skirt. “I don’t know about any of you, but I’m going to go hug all the villagers and borrow a bit of magic here and there.”

Aireese spun around and looked at her. “Careful, too much taken, and mother’s little birds will run and sing to her.”

Mystral rolled her eyes. “I know how to work around them.” She scoffed. “They may as well have bells around their necks, all of them. They try to blend in, but you can tell they are her spies.”

“Loyal subjects,” Aslac said with a grin. “They like to be thought of as loyal subjects.”

“Right.” Firo nodded. “Loyal when there’s something in it for them.” He looked at her. “Are we finished? Keeping the barrier up too long is like sending your mother an invitation.”

Aireese nodded. “Yes, I know. You can drop it.” She smiled at Mystral. “I’ll see you in Interealm.”

Mystral nodded and glanced at Aslac. “This could be fun.” She lifted her hand and vanished.

Aslac sighed loudly and then followed her. 

Firo came over and looked down at her. He wouldn’t speak it out loud for fear of being heard, but she could see the concern on his face. 

“It will be fine, Firo.”

He snorted and then shook his head. “I’m going to have a meal with Ava. Do you have need of me?”

She shook her head and then smiled. “Tell my niece hello.”

“I will.” He vanished himself to his love. 

Aireese sighed and went back to the edge. From here, she could see the border of Cenyerly Valley. There were times she envied the elders. They were allowed to live in peace there, and nothing affected them. 

Belford was finally apprehended, and she knew she should be happy with this, but there was that little something nagging at her that wouldn’t let her feel it. She looked at the valley again. Somewhere down there was another elder helping those against the realms functioning as they were meant to be.

If they did find the anchor this evening, would that change the direction of everything? She wasn’t sure, but she did know that if it were dismantled, all those drawing from it would be weakened, and right now, she’d take that advantage. 

The image of the throne and a sense of urgency filled her. Aireese sighed. “Coming, Mother.” 
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Bohdi set the journal aside and turned to look at Spencer in the doorway. He’d known he was there for the last few minutes but needed to reread the last entry. Hope filled him that he’d find something in one of the records that would lead them all to a quick resolution, but so far, he hadn’t found anything relevant to a conspiracy to end all the realms. 

“The day staff from the water plant are leaving now.”

Bohdi nodded. 

“Who did you want to send to help tonight?”

Crossing his arms over his chest, he stared at a spot on the stone floor. They were going in with FaTerra, Alterealm, and Veiltide magic; chances of his people needing to do anything were slim. “Send Fletch, Kian, and Ripley. They need to be unseen and get out of there fast if things go sideways.” Those three together could take down an army if needed. They had served in the armed forces on some special team. Bohdi didn’t ask for the details, just accepted when they came back that they’d be staying. 

Spencer nodded. “Do you think the anchor is there?”

Bohdi looked at the trunk filled with journals. “We better hope it is. Without locating it, things are going to get bad.” He turned back to him. “Make sure everyone who heads out has a phaser and at least two are together. The more, the better.” He rubbed his hand over his jaw. “We don’t have enough for everyone, but I’ll talk to Prince Michael about having more made.”

Spencer nodded. “What about Alterealm porters? Could we get some of those programmed for one of the bases?”

Bohdi glanced at the trunk again. “I’ll see if they’ll do that.” He picked up the journal he’d just read and went over to the table with the others he’d already read. “Get me a count for all here and the four closest outlets in case we need to call in more.”

Spencer pointed at him. “On it.” He spun around and then turned back to him. “I always wanted them all to come back, but this wasn’t what I expected. I hope we all live to see what it’s like when people aren’t trying to end us.”

Bohdi smiled. “I thought you wanted action.”

Spencer sighed loudly. “I did, but this is a little more than I wished for.” He turned and left.

Bohdi pulled out his phone and scrolled through to find Prince Michael’s number. He grinned. His father would have been thrilled to have a contact list like he did now. Spencer was right. It wasn’t for the reasons he would have liked. He hit send on the prince’s number. After this, he was going to go workout and try to ease some of the tension, and then he needed to dig through that trunk and find out which Interealm resident had helped the conspirators all those years ago because there was no way it had all gone down without someone from that watch knowing about it. His only hope was whichever family was involved then, that their legacy working with him was unaware. Any traitor from any realm was a lifelong guest in Prince Arius’ cells in Alterealm, and he wouldn't wish that on anyone. 

Fletch appeared in the doorway. “Should we go loaded?”

Bohdi heard the phone ring. “Always.”

Fletch grinned. “I’ll keep you posted.” He spun on his heel and walked away. Bohdi wondered if he ever walked normally or if the man always looked like he was expecting an ambush.

“Bohdi.”

“Prince Michael.”

“Are you calling about tonight? We’re just getting set to go there.”

Bohdi walked to the door and looked out to see Fletch, Kian, and Ripley tucking weapons in various places on their bodies. Fletch and Kian looked like they were still in the services, with their buzz cuts and crisp clothes. Ripley, on the other hand, had long hair and tattoos everywhere except his face. “I have a few of mine that will be in the area on watch.”

“A few of us will be nearby as well.”

He turned around and went over to the trunk. “I won’t keep you long. I was calling about having more phasers made or if we could get porters for my people. Things seem to be getting a little more dangerous, and I want them to have a fast way out...”

“Understandable. I’ll call you tomorrow and get some numbers.”

He could hear voices in the background. 

“I’m going to have to let you go. My brother is having a few issues accepting that his mate is going to be in those tunnels.” 

“I’m sure she’ll be safe. I heard there will be a few from FaTerra going to be there and one from Veiltide.”

The voices grew louder.

“I have to go save my brother’s life before she kills him.” He sounded amused.

“I’ll talk to you tomorrow.” He hung up the phone and then looked at it. He’d seen enough of what some of those princesses could do, and any man who stood in their way was risking his own health and safety. 

Tucking the phone back into his pocket, he picked up the next journal. He wasn’t sure how far back these went, but he hoped there was some mention in one that would lead him in the right direction. If not, he didn’t know how he was going to find out if there was a traitor he called a friend. 
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It had taken her much longer than she wanted to get away from her mother and her advisors.  She had to give a full account of the dozens of things every realm was looking into. That led to questions and those answers led to more inquiries. 

Her mother had been reading the records that had been ‘misfiled’ in their library, and Aireese wasn’t sure what was in them, but the anxious look in her mother’s eyes told her that she knew something that was bad enough that she hadn’t wanted to share it with her. She could have asked, but to question the queen was unheard of, even for her daughter.

For once, Aireese had believed the discussion wasn’t going to lead to ‘the talk’. The one that made her want to scream, but of course, she never would. It consisted of Aireese’s most important purpose as far as her mother was concerned—finding a suitable consort—because then she could begin to think about taking the throne. Aireese knew every word of the conversation. She swore her mother had it recorded somewhere and just played it and mouthed the words. She knew how old her parents were when they decided to form a true match and create her sister. She knew how many consorts her mother had before her father because it was important to join with pure trust and not tainted, making multiple partners acceptable. Aireese knew, unfortunately, how many consorts her queen had tried with after her father had passed on while on business in Interealm—because every child wanted to know details like that about their mother. 

The mention of going to get the anchor was the only thing that had stopped the talk. The fact that she hadn’t explained where she was going, she believed, could possibly come back to haunt her later, but Aireese was willing to take that chance to get out of there.

She paused in the gardens and took a deep, cleansing breath. Was it true in other realms as well that only parents could rile children the way her mother did her? She didn’t know, but it felt very universal to her. 

Closing her eyes, she sought the connection to Firo. She knew he would already be at the location. Honestly, she would be lost at times without that man. He knew it also, but they never really spoke of it. Since finding out her niece was his other half, she had tried hard not to need him as much. Ava had changed him in small ways, and he was better for it, and she didn’t want to take him from that any more than necessary. 

Focusing a little harder, she found Mystral and smiled. They were all together and waiting for her. Still smiling, she lifted her hand in the air, pictured her body’s aura flying, and sent it toward the others. 

Mystral looked relieved when she appeared a few feet from there. “Where have you been?”

Aireese looked to see Ava standing behind Firo with Emil and the guard of Bastain. “I was with mother.” She turned back to her. “What was in those records you gave her?”

Mystral began braiding her long dark hair. “I didn’t get a chance to go through them before she claimed them.” She secured the end of the braid. “Why?”

Aireese used magic to do her hair. She enjoyed doing it by hand, but there was no time for that now. “There’s something in them that makes her anxious.”

“Anxious? Our Queen?” Firo moved closer. “That can’t be good.”

Aireese glanced around. “It’s not, but I didn’t have time to see if she’d tell me.” She saw Soren come over with Princess Kinsley. “Are the humans gone?”

Aslac looked at Firo and then nodded. “Are you sure both of you need to go in?”

She looked at Mystral and then back to Aslac. “Yes. I don’t know what measures they will have taken to protect it.” She ran her hand down in front of her body, and her outfit changed to a darker, form-fitting bodysuit. “If there are traps or wards, I’ll have to focus on those and Mystral is going to have to monitor Soren and the princess in case what my mother believes is true and the vibration from the anchor will make us ill.”

Aslac looked at Firo, who she knew didn’t like it either, but he would back her up.

“If there is a ward, it could signal them, and I need both of you—” She looked at Ava for a moment, “and Ava to do what you can out here to ensure we can get out.”

Aslac sighed and nodded.

“I’m ready for her if she tries anything.” Ava rubbed her hands together.

Aireese looked at Emil. “If Astara does show up, you need to stay close to them.” She motioned to Firo, Aslac, and Ava.

Emil nodded and held out two phones and earpieces. “I’ll guide you through the tunnels. Bohdi’s people got us a detailed schematic.”

Aireese accepted the items. “Thank you.”

Soren came over and stood close to the Solrelm guard. Aireese could see their connection. 

“What if we just destroy it when we find it?” Soren asked. 

Aireese had thought of the same thing many times. “I don’t think it will be that easy. It could trigger something else and then we would be back where we began and not knowing about it.” She put the earpiece in and looked at the phone. Firo stepped forward and tapped the screen and then pointed to a symbol on it. 

Emil looked around. “Michael, Beth, and Leone are watching the area in case anyone comes along.” He looked in the other direction. “Bohdi has some people nearby as well.” He touched his ear. “Let’s keep the line quiet unless there is movement.”

Aireese was surprised to hear several quiet confirmations through the earpiece. She looked at Soren and then the princess. “Let’s hope needing you here today turns out to be unnecessary.”

Soren glanced at her mate. “I don’t think my life works that way.”

Kinsley snorted and then motioned to the water on the other side of the cement barrier. “I can’t move water, just so everyone knows.”

Soren smiled. “I’ll handle any water.” She touched her forearm and then nodded to her mate. “It will be fine, Tor.”

He didn’t look encouraged. “It better be. If I have to blow all of this up to get to you, I will.”

Emil nodded a somber expression on his face.

A man emerged out of the shadow behind the barrier. Aireese recognized him as the man Kian who worked with the Interealm leader. 

“If we have to blow anything up, this op will be a big fail, and I don’t like to fail.” He held out a small bag. “To mark your path in case you need to exit fast.”

Tor took the bag and watched him step backward into the darkened area again. 

Emil looked at the bag and then where the man had gone. He took the bag out of Tor’s hand and looked inside it. “Glow sticks.” He grinned and held the bag out to Kinsley.

She nodded and took it. 

“All right.” Aireese didn’t want to stand there any longer, or the mated ones were going to start second-guessing their actions. “Shall we?” She motioned to the door built into the cement wall. 
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Aireese paused and watched the princess drop one of the yellow sticks into the water. 

“About a foot deep,” Kinsley informed them.

All of them sighed in relief. 

Kinsley climbed down into the water and looked under the metal beams. She touched her ear. “Are you sure it’s here, Emil?”

“Yes. It won’t be lit up and could narrow as you descend, but the schematic shows it leads to the center.”

“Okay.” Kinsley looked at her and then at Mystral. “Do either of you have any tricks to light the way? I don’t want to use up all the glow sticks.”

Aireese nodded and went down to stand beside her. She bent over and looked at the space. “It’s good none of us are tall.” The tunnel was only four feet in height and roughly the same wide. Rubbing her hands together, she turned the air to light and then sent it forward in the shape of a ball. She could feel the magic of the power the two women held and had to keep her own in check so she wouldn’t absorb any of theirs. If anything happened, they would need to be at full strength.

“Looks like it’s downhill from here.” Kinsley looked up at Soren. “With water.”

Soren nodded and got down. She leaned over and put her hand in the water. “It’s almost clean,” she said softly. “I don’t feel any vibrations of any creatures in it.”

“That’s good news.” Mystral hopped down and motioned. “I’ll follow behind and keep watch.”

Aireese nodded and looked at Soren. “I’ll light the way, but stay close. If this gets too deep, a little help would be good.”

Soren nodded. “I am not swimming in this.” She grimaced. “I’ll move it all before that happens.”

Aireese turned and moved forward slowly. With each step they took, there was a sloshing sound as none of them were lifting their feet. She could have muted it but didn’t want to divide her attention in case she needed to react quickly. The smell was getting stronger the further down they went. It was an old, musty, airless scent.

“Should have worn a mask,” Kinsley said in a low tone.

Soren stopped walking. “The water is getting warmer. It should be getting colder the further we go.” She glanced back at Kinsley.

Kinsley touched her ear. “Emil, are there generators or pumps down here?”

“Checking.” His voice was in Aireese’s ear. “No. The pumps are at the level you were just on, only lines run down there where you are. Why?”

That one word said much more, Aireese thought. With three letters, he was asking if she was all right and telling her to get out if she wasn’t. 

“Soren says the water is getting warmer.”

“Warm? How?”

Aireese looked back at Mystral. She touched her ear. “Magic. Everyone be prepared.”

“Shit.” Was Emil’s response.

Touching her ear, she looked at Soren. “Can you follow the warmth, or is it all the water?”

“You think the heat is coming from the anchor?” Soren put her hand over the water and moved it around. “It’s not all of it.”

“Okay.” Aireese motioned. “You go, follow the heat. I’ll be right behind you.”

Soren nodded and glanced back at Kinsley before she moved carefully forward. 

“We have vibrations out here.” Aslac’s voice came through the earpiece.

“What kind?” Mystral asked, and Aireese was glad she did because she was too busy trying to sense what was causing the temperature change.

“The magic kind,” Aslac responded.

“How strong?”

Aireese heard Kinsley and Mystral move to follow closer.

“Ava’s wings are here, and they’re dark.” Aslac sounded focused.

Soren paused and looked at her. 

“We must keep moving,” Aireese whispered. The water was getting deeper. She paused and looked around, sending the light to cover every inch of the space before them. If Ava’s wings were dark, she feared it was an automatic response to dark magic or danger.

Soren began to move forward again. 

“You know the water damn, guys?” It was Princess Bethany. “It’s moving now. It was calm and still.”

Aireese exchanged a quick look with Mystral, who, in response to the news, lifted both hands out from her body so she was prepared for anything that might happen. 

“Do you feel anything?” Kinsley whispered.

Aireese stopped and looked at her. She held her hand over her stomach. “Are you all right?”

She nodded. “Yeah, but my stomach is suddenly churning.”

Aireese had hoped her mother’s theory was wrong, but knew it was only going to be mere moments before all of them felt sick. 

“There’s a vibration in the water.” Soren stopped moving. 

“Guys, the reservoir is getting lower,” Bethany said loudly through the earpiece.

Soren raised both of her hands and turned slowly. “It’s coming this way.”

“How?” Kinsley looked around. “The water shouldn’t even be in this part. It’s not part of the filtration.” She touched her ear. “Going to leave this on now. The water is coming our way.”

Soren was moving her hands back and forth like she was trying to flag someone down, but she began walking again. “We have to find it. I don’t think we’ll get another chance.” She leaned down and wiggled her hand in the water. “This might smell bad, and I’m sorry, but it’s the best I can do right now.” She lifted her hand, and it looked as if she had just pulled a mask of some sort right out of the water. “Keep them over your mouth and nose, and just breathe normally. I’ll make sure air gets to them if the water reaches us.” She leaned over and placed it against Aireese’s mouth. It was cold, and Soren had been right; it smelled bad.

“Uh, Soren is making us some masks, just in case,” Kinsley said quickly. 

“Soren, Art just got here with one of the watchers. They’re going to try to slow the water.” Tor reported.

Soren nodded but didn’t speak.

“She heard you. She’s busy doing her thing right now, Tor.”

“Find the anchor and get out of there. Use your porters or fae magic, whatever works.” Emil barked.

Aireese began moving forward while Soren masked the other two. The water was almost to her waist now, and the smell was twice as bad through the mask. The taste of algae was on her tongue. “Soren, which way was the heat leading to?” She heard the sloshing of the water behind her.

“It’s this way.” Soren was beside her, pointing.

They moved into a large area with tunnels going in all directions. The tunnels were shorter in height, causing them all to bend at the waist and, in turn, bringing the water closer to their faces.

“In a big space, Emil, what now?”

“Okay. All right, according to this, there is nothing in the center, which is twenty feet from where you stand now. Approximately.”

“Uh, my stomach is on fire now,” Kinsley said.

“I feel it as well,” Soren whispered. 

“Art is not having much luck slowing the water, Soren.”

A look of shock appeared on Soren’s face. Aireese didn’t need to ask if that was bad. She had to assume that the prince’s ability with water was powerful. “Let’s get to the center.” She began walking. She could feel the resistance with each step she took. “It’s here. I can feel it.”

“It doesn’t want to be found,” Mystral said. 

A loud roaring sound echoed through the space they were in. Aireese looked at the tunnels, trying to ascertain where it was coming from, but couldn’t.

“Move closer together,” Soren said loudly.

Aireese turned to see her moving her arms wide.

“Stay in the bubble. Stay close together.” She blew out a breath and held her hands out from her body.

Aireese felt Mystral at her back and watched as Kinsley moved behind Soren, but was facing away from her. The roaring grew louder, but before she could turn to see where it was coming from, water was filling the area. Aireese raised her hands, prepared to vanish them out of there, when she realized that the water wasn’t touching them. It was splashing up against the bubble that Soren was holding. “Can you move and hold that?” She looked over to the area they needed to reach.

“Yes. Move slowly.”

“Uh, we’re okay.” Kinsley’s voice came through the earpiece as well as from beside her. “Soren has us in some sort of bubble, and the water has filled the area.”

They began to move slowly toward the center of the space. 

“Art says there won’t be a good air feed in that bubble for long.” Tor didn’t attempt to hide the concern in his tone.

“Tell him I know.” 

“Uh, she knows. We’re going to the center of this.” Kinsley said.

“Reese.” Mystral’s nickname for her told her that she was also feeling the dark vibrations that were getting stronger the closer they moved toward the middle. 

“Almost there.” Aireese had to grit her teeth and push back at the magic. “Can you clear the water at our feet as we go?”

“Yes.” Soren blew out a breath. “I’m feeling awful right now, but I’ll get it done.”

Aireese kept her eyes on the area she thought was the center. “Myst, when we get there, make me a containment box. Make sure it’s strong.”

“Okay.”

The water moved toward the outside of the bubble until they were standing on wet cement. “A few more feet.” Aireese could see something in the cement, but the water and bubble made it too hard to make out. 

When they reached it, Aireese leaned down and held her hand over it. “It's some kind of cap.”

“I’ll get it.” Kinsley inched her way over, carefully avoiding touching Soren. She held her hands over it and began moving them slowly. “Righty tighty, lefty loosey.” She whispered.

“Really?” Emil didn’t sound amused.

“I’m trying to open what looks like a manhole cover, Emil. Shush.” 

Aireese smiled and glanced at Mystral, who looked amused. The more Kinsley moved it, the stronger the magic vibrations became. She was beginning to feel light-headed. “Be ready, Myst.”

“I am.”

Aireese didn’t look away from the lid the princess was removing without touching it. “A few more moments, Soren.”

“I’m good.” She sounded out of breath, but there was no time to check on each other right now.

When the metal ground its way over the cement as the princess dragged it, Aireese leaned down and looked into a hole. In the center of it sat a stone. 

“Do you want me to lift it?” Kinsley asked.

“Yes. Slowly. I will contain the power coming from it.” Aireese held her hands out. It was hard to focus with how she was feeling, but she couldn’t fail in this.

“The water is trying to wash us out,” Soren said between clenched teeth. 

The rock lifted and Aireese pushed with all the power she could manage to send the vibrations back into the object.

“Oh no.” Mystral was right beside her. “It looks like two pieces have been broken off of it recently.”

“How recent?” Aireese was too busy trying not to collapse on the floor.

“Hundred years recent.”

“Get the box over it.” Aireese felt her knees wobbling.

“One sec.” Mystral was on her knees. “Got it.”

Kinsley dropped to her knees. “We got it.” She announced.

“I can’t hold this much longer. The air is getting thin.”

“We’re going to get washed out, guys. Get to exits and find us, please.” Kinsley coughed.

“Hold the masks on your faces; there’s enough airline that it should work until we’re out.” Soren sounded out of breath. 

Aireese picked up the containment box and hugged it into her stomach with one arm. With the other, she put it over her face. 

“Most logical place you’ll come out is...”

The bubble went down, and water enclosed her entire body. Aireese curled around the box and tucked her head down so that the mask wouldn’t get washed away. It was hard to remember to breathe when she was being pushed without any control. She thought she saw Mystral go by her, but she couldn’t reach out to her, or she might lose the box. 

Her hip banged against something and then it was so dark there was no way to see anything. She could hear nothing as the water pushed against the wall with great speed. It felt like she was going upward, but there was no way to be certain. With her next breath, she coughed. The mask was evaporating. Sucking in a deep breath, she held it just before her face was under the water as well.

She bumped against something that didn’t feel like cement, and then she fell straight downward. The water thinned, and she landed in something squishy and cold. Opening her eyes, she saw she was outside. 

“Move.”

She grabbed the box and rolled just before Mystral hit the ground where she had been.

Mystral scrambled to her feet, held out her hand, and pulled Aireese to her feet. They both stumbled back and stared at the water rushing out of a pipe thirty feet in the air. 

Kinsley came flying out of the pipe and fell. Mystral released Aireese and rushed over to get her. They barely moved out of the way before Soren came flying out of the pipe, and then she stopped in mid-air. 

“How is that fair?” Mystral said as she watched Soren ride the water down like she was on one of the surfboards humans used. 

When Soren was on the ground, she looked at each one of them, sighed in relief, and then sat in the thick, dark sludge the water was pouring into. 

“Soren.”

Tor came running down an embankment, his feet sliding in loose stone. Before he hit the bottom, Soren was on her feet and hurrying toward him. 

“Kinsley.” Prince Emil was coming from the other direction. 

“My princess.” Firo appeared beside her. He grabbed her shoulder and looked her up and down. 

“Another bog, Emil,” Kinsley whined. “Why?”

Emil looked amused. “I don’t know, but you really have to stop doing that to me.”

Kinsley snorted. “To you? Right. How dare I do that to you again.” She smiled. 

“You have it?” Aslac appeared beside Mystral.

“I do.” Aireese held the containment box out. She looked at it and then turned to Emil. “You need to get this to your cells and into one of the chambers where no magic can be.”

Emil nodded and touched his ear. “Leone, get down here.”

Leone appeared beside him. 

Emil motioned to the box. “Take that to the cells. Lock it in a fully armed cell. Do not open it.”

Leone looked at the box and then at his brother. “Why me?”

“Because I need to get my mud-covered mate home.”

Leone sighed, stepped over, and held out his hands. He took it and the expression on his face was fear. 

“Two pieces were broken off of it,” Mystral informed them.

“Does that mean there’s two more?” Leone looked at the box again.

“Go.” Emil glared at him.

“Fine.” Leone disappeared. 

“Does it?” Kinsley was wiping the mud off her arms.

“Most likely.” Aireese raised her hands to remove the mud and change her clothes. 

“Princess.” 

She looked at Firo. His wings were out. She turned to Mystral and then Aslac. Theirs were as well. She could feel her own. Their glamor was undone. “No.” She lowered her hand to remove the mud, and nothing happened. Their magic had been blocked. 

“She knows,” Mystral whispered. 

“I am being summoned to...” Aslac vanished.

Aireese had time to exchange a look with Mystral and then she felt herself being pulled home with very strong, angry magic. 
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​Chapter 5
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Bohdi closed the journal and stared at it. He had read three more since Spencer was here, and he still knew nothing he hadn’t before. He needed someone to go through these who would find accounts of the progress of setting up the network of watchers interesting because his attention kept wandering. Sure, when he was ten, it was all fascinating, but in his thirties, not as much as you’d think. 

“Bohdi.”

He looked up to see Fletch and Kian standing just inside the cave he called his office. “How did it go?”

Kian tilted his head to the side. “It was interesting. There was magic happening everywhere.” He looked at Fletch, “I think I prefer being shot at.”

Fletch nodded. “Yeah.” He pulled off the black beanie and tucked it into the waist of his cargo pants. “They got it.” He frowned. “Part of it.”

Bohdi got up. “Part of it?” What did that mean? “Was it too big to move?” Would part of it stop the magic?

Kian shook his head. “I heard the fairy princess say it had been broken in at least three pieces.”

“When?”

“About a hundred years ago.”

Bohdi went around the table he used as a desk. “But they got the one piece?”

Fletch nodded. “Sealed it up in some kind of magical containment box, and Prince Leone took it back to their cells.”

“Good.” Bohdi nodded. “No magic works in the cells.”

“Are they sure?” Kian unzipped the vest he was wearing. “That no magic works? I don’t understand that sort of thing, but if it’s that important and powerful enough, maybe they wanted it to be moved to Alterealm.”

Both men were the two most paranoid people he’d ever met, but they also had good instincts that shouldn’t be ignored. “I’ll mention that to King Troy.” He’d be lying if he wasn’t feeling disappointment. He knew it was naive but had secretly hoped that once the anchor was found, all of the plots and conspiracies would fizzle out without that magic from the object. He frowned, “Was it a statue?”

Kian shook his head. “No. Looked like a rock, like one of those gem-covered ones.” He shrugged. “I don’t know much about rocks.”

That meant the bird vision that Princess Crissy had seen wasn’t to do with the anchor. Pam reported anything the seer warned them about, and he was fairly certain everyone figured the bird was the anchor. “No one was injured?” He should have asked that first. If it had only been his going, he would have, but with the other realms, they weren’t as vulnerable as they were. 

“Yeah. It was tense for a few.” Fletch looked at Kian and then back to him. “The water in the reservoir started draining.” He frowned. “I think it was going backward into the bottom of the site when normally it would go over the top.”

That didn’t surprise him. He understood that Capri's twin was very powerful, and nothing was off the table as far as she was concerned. 

“The Veiltide woman made some kind of bubble that stopped them from drowning.” Kian nodded, “but they still got washed out an old overflow drain.” He grinned. “‘She road it the water down like she was surfing. It was the coolest thing I’ve ever seen.”

Fletch smiled. “Then they took the box to Alterealm, and the ones from FaTerra disappeared – right after that, all those from Alterealm did.”

“And we had to ride back.” He gave Bohdi an intense look. “You would think the gods or whatever would at least grant us some of the magic stuff for traveling.”

Bohdi did smile at that. “Can you picture Spencer with that ability?”

The two men exchanged a look. Fletch looked back at him. “Point made.” He cleared his throat. “If there’s nothing else, we were going to go work on that map some more—now that we know it’s still needed.”

“Thanks for the update.” Bohdi pulled his phone out. “I’m going to call King Troy now and tell him about your thoughts on maybe someone wanting that anchor in Alterealm.” He had other things to discuss with him, but that would be the first. 

“We’ll be around if needed.” Fletch turned on his heel.

Kian watched him leave and then looked at Bohdi. “Ask if we can get a porter thing.” He nodded
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