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            Chapter 1

          

          
            The Rubies of Eridas

          

          KING CADEN

        

      

    

    
      King Caden looked warily about him, but there wasn’t much to see. A sticky, white fog filled the moor, making visibility beyond several paces impossible. His horse and those of his companions were stamping and snorting, eager to leave the desolate place. At least, he assumed they were snorting. He could see them bobbing their heads up and down as their nostrils flared, but as with everything else in this forsaken place, they made no sound. It was utterly silent.

      For what felt like the hundredth time that day, he looked down at the bright red ruby lying on the ground. It had cost him a fortune to purchase, and even more to simply track it down. Surely the holy man hadn’t been mistaken when he’d claimed it was the only way to summon the witches–that the strength of their greed would draw them to it.

      Because if the holy man was wrong…

      If he was wrong, Caden didn’t know what he would do. Wait for the next attack and hope the body count wasn’t too high? No, that wasn’t acceptable either. He would just have to hope and pray the ruby worked as they continued to wait.

      Sir Jason gave Caden a long look, then nodded to the north. He and the other knights obviously wished Caden would leave. They were all exposed and nearly defenseless on this cursed moor, and it was making the four knights he’d brought with him more than a little nervous that their king refused to leave. But Caden had come here for a purpose, and if he gave up now, his people would only suffer more.

      “King Caden,” called a low, feminine voice. “You summoned me?” Though they were somewhat amused and mocking, the woman’s words sent a shiver down Caden’s spine. He hadn’t given her his name.

      And even more unnerving was that she could speak.

      He tried to suppress this disquiet, though, as a woman dressed all in red emerged from the smoke-like fog.

      “Lady Esmerelda,” Caden said, finding his own voice restored to him. “I’ve summoned you to discuss terms.”

      “You intrigue me.” Her red eyes glinted as she drew near. “What sort of terms do you wish to negotiate?” As she came closer, his eyes were drawn to the large, round ruby that hung from a golden chain on her neck. It looked much like the one he’d placed on the ground.

      “I’ve come to offer you the territory from the southwest arroyo to the edge of the Reidh River,” he said, pulling his gaze away from the red stone. “If you will remain in those lands, my men will leave you unharmed, and a barrier will be erected to keep citizens⁠—”

      “You’ve courage. I’ll give you that.” She began to walk in a circle around him. Sir Jason’s hand went immediately to his sword, but Caden gave him a sharp look. Jason was his best knight and his closest friend–and Caden had no doubt the witch would slay him without a thought. Ideally, she would continue talking to Caden. He hadn’t even been sure she would do that.

      “I’m curious, though,” she continued, the circle she walked about him growing smaller. “Surely you don’t think yourself more powerful or competent than any of your fathers before you.” Her smile widened. “Your ancestors have been trying to chase me and my sisters from this moor for centuries. What makes you think you will succeed where they failed?”

      As she fixed her glittering crimson eyes on him, Caden suddenly felt as though his skin was crawling with ants. Her eyes were too bright, too excited to be safe. But he kept his gaze firmly on hers and willed his body to remain still.

      “Not hubris, if that’s what you’re insinuating. I come because I am king, and it’s my duty to protect the people of Eridan. People that you,” he narrowed his own eyes, “have been assaulting much as of late.”

      “And what do you think you could threaten me with that you and your fathers haven’t before?” As she spoke, four more witches appeared beside and behind her, each dressed in scarlet as well.

      Caden bit back a curse. He’d come expecting to deal with one witch. Not five.

      “I’m offering you a territory in which to live that would be clearly marked as your own,” he said, enunciating each word with care. One had to be wary when talking to witches. “Then you would be free of my people’s curiosity, and they wouldn’t have their land encroached upon any longer by you or your fog.”

      “And take away my main source of enjoyment?” She clicked her tongue. “No, Your Majesty, I think I enjoy the kingdom as it is. In fact...” She began, bending and lifting the ruby from the ground. Upon examining it, however, she scowled.

      “Used,” she spat. But then she looked at it again. “Still, it’s a shame to let it go to waste.” As her fingers brushed the gem, flames appeared at her fingertips. “There's just enough left—Yes. Yes, I think I will enjoy this very much.” With these words, she slammed the stone back down upon the ground. As soon as it touched the green grass, the flames spread from her fingers to the stone and then to the ground. From there, the flames moved out in a spiral around Caden, following the spiral the witch had walked as she’d circled him.

      Caden’s men drew their weapons. Caden drew his sword as well, hoping the extra weight of his newly acquired blade wouldn’t slow his combat. Though the daylight was dimmed by the fog, the rubies set in the hilt of the sword began to glitter. As they did, the spiral of fire was quenched. Even if the power that had once emblazoned the sword had been dulled, it seemed the power wasn't gone completely. And this gave him hope.

      Esmerelda froze, dual horror and exhilaration in her eyes. “The Sword of Eridas,” she whispered. A second witch hissed and raised a stone wand, and the third lifted her hands, her fingers bent like claws, red light crackling and snapping in the air between them. The fourth merely drew her own sword.

      "You recognize this?" Caden lifted the blade. "The only weapon forged that nearly ended your reign."

      The witch didn't answer, but unbridled desire for the ruby-laden blade filled her eyes.

      Fully aware that the sword in his hands could save or doom his kingdom, Caden held it high with both hands and sent his horse into a gallop straight at Esmerelda.

      One of the witches threw her hands up in front of her, creating a transparent red wall between Esmerelda and Caden. And at the last second, Caden was forced to turn his horse to the side, his blade bouncing uselessly off the barrier.

      His men, meanwhile, were engaged with the other witches. Unfortunately, as there was only one sword forged by the ancient King Eridas, they were forced to use their own blades. But to one, Caden had given Eridas’s shield. Another had received his dagger. The third had his armor, and the fourth, his helm. The ruby-embedded set would have been more effective if used together, of course, but Caden hadn’t been able to leave his men fully unprotected in good conscience.

      And now he was glad he hadn’t. Jason and William faced off with a witch who was creating lightning between her fingers and another muttering incantations, while the other two knights were fighting the witch with a wand who was now sending birds of fire diving at their heads.

      They were all surviving. But only just.

      The fifth witch—the one who had created Esmerelda's barrier—seemed to have disappeared. But as Caden turned his horse around to attack Esmerelda again, he was nearly knocked to the ground when a stampede of smoke-white horses charged toward him. He knew they were only made of the cursed fog, but their impact was real, nearly knocking him off his own horse.

      He just managed to stay in his seat, slicing wildly at the fog animals as they turned and came at him again. But Esmerelda had already raised her hands once more. This time, red light whirled around each arm. He brought the sword up in front of his face just as she extended both hands in his direction. To his surprise, however, the red light didn’t touch him. Instead, the fog began to encircle him, growing darker as it thickened.

      And he found very quickly that whatever she had done to the thick, sticky fog was making it difficult for him to breathe.

      He did his best to cut away at the fog with his sword the way he had with the fog horses, but it was gathering too fast. His vision started to spot, and the reins slipped from his hands. Unable to stay upright any longer, he finally fell sideways, hitting the ground with the sound and pain of a breaking bone.

      Surely they couldn’t end like this. Not after everything he had done to save his people.

      But just as his consciousness was beginning to fade, he saw the fuzzy figure of a woman in red standing over him, bending low to get a better look. With his last ounce of strength, he lashed out with the ruby sword once more.

      The sword slipped from his fingers, but not before the witch’s piercing shriek rent the air, and the dark clouds circling him loosened enough for him to suck in a lungful of air. His vision cleared just in time for him to see one of Esmerelda’s sisters holding her hands over the right side of her head. Over the place her ear should have been.

      As she continued to scream, Caden rolled slightly just enough to see the rest of his men.

      The witch with the sword lay dead at Jason’s feet. Another had her hands over her eyes. The sister with the stone wand now pointed her wand at Caden, small streaks of lightning building and growing as they encircled her hand. Her mouth moved, uttering silent words of incantation as she did. But with the return of his breath, Caden’s mind had cleared as well. He knew what he needed to do. Unfortunately, he had no sword.

      “Your Majesty!” Jason, who was on the ground and covered in blood as well, slid the ruby dagger across the thin grass toward him. Caden snatched it up and threw it as hard as he could. And true to the legends that surrounded the weapons of Eridas, the blade flew true, slicing the witch’s tongue neatly in half.

      The witch crumpled to the ground, her incantations silenced.

      “You!”

      Esmerelda stood over William's motionless body, her hands covered in blood. Her face, in contrast, however, was as white as her hands were red. “My… my sisters!” she stuttered. And then she screamed.

      But this scream was not like the screams of the other witches.

      Jason, who had been crawling toward Caden, squeezed his eyes shut and collapsed onto the charred grass. Caden himself was knocked flat as well, the scream making his ears feel like they might fall to pieces. He pressed his hands over them as he rolled over again and looked frantically for the sword.

      Esmerelda continued to scream as she marched toward him, hands clenched at her sides. As she did, Caden found the sword where it had fallen, but he only had time to roll on top of it, stomach down, as she reached him. His head was in so much pain he wondered if the Maker might just let him pass out and be done with it. Surely, it would be more merciful to kill him now and take him to Eternal Bliss.

      “You sought to make a deal with me,” Esmerelda growled.

      Out of the corner of his eye, Caden could see her kneeling beside him. But he didn’t move.

      “But instead of a deal,” she hissed, “I will make you a promise!”

      Caden didn’t wait to hear her promise. With what little strength remained in his body, he rolled onto his back, hilt of the sword gripped in his hand, then buried his blade deep in the witch’s shoulder.

      But he missed her heart.

      Esmerelda stumbled back, with another cry, her hand pressed against her shoulder. When she spoke again, her words were breathless, and her lips were chalky white.

      “You might think you’ve succeeded here today,” she whispered. “But I told you I would make a vow. So this is the vow I make.”

      Caden watched her miserably, wishing he could stop her again but knowing he didn’t have the strength. He couldn’t even stand.

      “I vow this day,” she wheezed, “that taking your life isn’t enough to atone for the pain you have caused me.”

      “No,” Caden whispered. But the witch went on, her voice growing stronger with each word.

      “So I promise this. The child you hold most dear—no matter where she runs to or what age she might be—will suffer for your violence done this day. As will your kingdom. Speech! Sound! Sight! Life! They will all be stripped from her! And you, old and broken as you will one day grow, will be powerless to stop me.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Waiting

          

          FINOLA

        

      

    

    
      Finola scanned the horizon, but the sunset was so bright the road was difficult to see. “Do you think we could go a little farther out?” she asked as Declan brought his horse up beside hers.

      Declan grimaced and glanced back over the cut grass to the castle behind them. “We probably shouldn’t. Your mother didn’t like the last time we went all the way to the road.” He glanced over at her. “Finola, I’ve been trying to tell you something important. Can’t you listen?”

      Finola put her hand over her face to shield her eyes once more. “They’re late. I knew they’d be late.” She kept her voice light, but in her chest, her heart was fluttering about like a caged butterfly.

      “Finola!”

      The frustration in her friend’s voice finally made Finola sigh and turn to face him. “What is it, Declan?”

      “Only what I’ve been trying to tell you all evening. I’m going to start my training as a page next week!”

      Finola shook her head then turned back to searching the distant, winding road. “You can’t be. Pages start when they’re seven. And you’re ten. Far too old to begin your training.” It was a foolish thing to say, but keeping her voice cheerful and teasing was far less embarrassing than crying. Even if Declan was her best friend, he was a boy. And boys were odd about crying.

      Declan scoffed and ran a hand through his thick golden-brown hair. It needed to be cut, Finola noted. But then again, if he was becoming a page, that wouldn’t be a problem next week. Her father kept the new pages nearly bald.

      “You know perfectly well why I didn’t start when I was seven,” he continued with a slight scowl. “If Sir Kidren’s wife hadn’t somehow birthed triplets, there would have been enough knights to train under when I was supposed to begin. But one of the triplets went to train under his uncle in Ombrin last week, so this is my chance!” His brown eyes were bright with excitement—which only made Finola's throat that much tighter.

      She turned away and pretended to search the horizon again so he wouldn’t see the tear that escaped down her cheek.

      “Finola,” he said, the gentleness in his voice making it clear that he had seen the tear.

      Drat Declan. He saw everything.

      “I’m not leaving.” He moved his horse closer to hers. “I’ll just be with the knights instead of inside the castle. That’s all! We’ll still see each other all the time.”

      “I know,” she squeaked. “I’m happy for you. I am.”

      He gave her a wry smile. “You’re a bad liar, and you know it.”

      She was about to retort that he was worse, but a shadow to the west caught her eye. “They’re home!” she shrieked, kicking her horse into a run.

      “Finola, wait!” Declan called from behind her. “You’re not supposed to ride all the way to the road!”

      But Finola ignored him, rebelliously relishing the way her hair felt blowing behind her in the wind as her horse carried her off the castle grounds and onto the main road, toward her father and his men. Her mother would be scandalized if she could see Finola right now. Princesses did not let their hair streak wildly behind them like a common street rat, the queen would say. And they most definitely did not wear trousers under their riding gowns. The thought of her mother’s face if she could see Finola now almost made Finola smile.

      Almost.

      She was also thankful the wind would dry her face by the time she reached her father and his men. They were used to the youngest princess scandalizing herself on her horse. But seeing her cry would be far, far worse.

      As she drew near, however, she could tell something was wrong. Her father’s face was an unhealthy pallor, and the three men behind him were wrapped in various bandages. Finola pulled her horse to a stop.

      There were five horses. There should be five travelers. Then her gaze landed on the large burden slung over the back of the fifth horse.

      The breath she’d drawn in to call out to them left her in a rush. But her father had already seen her.

      “Finola!” he called out. He had a false smile on his face, but he was leaning like he was about to fall off his horse.

      “Father!” She urged her horse on to them once more. By this time, Declan had caught her, and she could see from his expression that he had seen their state as well. His own father, Sir Jason, had one arm in a sling, and blood seeped through the bandage on his side, and Sir Robert was leaning heavily to the left.

      “Father, what happened?” she asked when she reached them.

      “I’ll tell you about it over tea this evening.” He paused and grimaced before forcing the false smile again. “First, we need to get cleaned up. Yes?”

      Finola was about to argue when Declan caught her eye. He shook his head subtly, so she sighed and nodded. She might ignore him a lot when he cajoled her about proper etiquette. But whenever it was truly important, he always seemed to know.

      He always had, as long as she could remember.

      “Very well,” she said, forcing her own smile. “I’ll come to your study then.”

      “Good girl.” Her father clucked to his horse, and he and his men continued down the road toward the castle gates. Finola waited until they had passed before following behind from a distance. Declan, as always, was there at her side.

      Well, not always. He had always been there. Ever since she could remember, the youngest son of her father’s favorite knight had been there as her playmate and guardian, much to her mother’s chagrin. But he wouldn’t be for much longer. For as much as he might protest that he would still be near, she knew better. Her own older cousin, Finn, had trained as a page as well. He was a squire now, but the last time she remembered spending any significant time with him—just the two of them—was the week before he’d become a page. That had been five years ago. She’d been just four.

      No, Finola thought as she glanced at her friend once more. He might be in the kingdom still. But he wouldn’t be her special friend. Not anymore. He would grow into a squire and then a knight. And eventually, when he was off on adventures with her father or brother, her mother would coax and wheedle her into becoming a proper princess, just as she had done for Finola’s older sister. And just like Sadie, Finola would one day be presented to some stranger for an advantageous match that would benefit her kingdom and his. Then, as the youngest princess that she was, she would go to his kingdom. And that would be the end of that.

      Perhaps worst of all, though, was knowing that the next time her father returned home bleeding from his adventures, Finola would be waiting for him all on her own.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Might Suit…

          

          KING CADEN

        

      

    

    
      Caden’s strength was nearly spent by the time he reached the castle stables, but he forced himself to sit straight on his horse as the groom led his tired animal inside.

      Unfortunately, his dismount was less dignified. His knees buckled, and he had to grab the saddle so he didn’t crumple onto the floor. Fortunately, once he’d righted himself and looked around, he was relieved to see that his stumble seemed to have escaped the stable hands and even his knights’ notices as they ran about, unbridling the horses and unloading their riders’ belongings. Everyone knew the Ruby Witches had been growing more troublesome, but he didn’t want to let them see just how soundly he and his best men had nearly been beaten. There was no need to spread panic.

      Not yet, at least. He looked back at Matthias’s body and sighed. Not that it mattered much. The news of their loss would spread quickly. And the gossip would do little to heal the loss he and his men felt inside. To his relief, Jason had already taken it upon himself to discuss the care of Matthias with the stablemaster. The Maker bless his dear friend.

      His youngest daughter’s face flashed through his mind again, her alarm obvious in the narrowing of her clear blue eyes, and he was glad that young Declan hadn’t started his time as a page just yet. Finola was unusually perceptive for a child her age, and she obviously hadn't bought her father's false assurances. Declan, however, was a good lad, and Caden was grateful he would be there to watch over her for the next few hours.

      Once he was steady on his feet again, Caden pulled his cloak over his body to better hide his injuries. A glance at Jason, Lockley, and Robert confirmed that they were ready to go as well, so he made his way into the castle. As he walked, he beckoned the nearest stable boy.

      “Send for the healer to join me in my study. And my steward as well.” He did his best not to sound as breathless as he felt.

      If the stable boy noticed anything unusual, he said nothing, simply dropping a quick bow and scampering off to complete his errand. Caden continued toward his study, his knights following close behind.

      Halfway there, he glanced back to see Jason frowning pensively at the ground as they walked, and Caden’s thoughts returned to his daughter and her closest companion.

      Jason had sired two boys, both tall and healthy—perfect candidates to follow in their father's line of work. Both were polite as well, even if the eldest—Brody—was a bit arrogant at times. Not without reason, though. Brody showed more promise as a future knight than any Caden had seen in years.

      The youngest, Declan, however, while not as powerful or commanding as his brother, had something Brody did not. He was as steady and faithful as his father. And though he was a year her senior, Finola had taken a liking to him from the moment she was old enough to toddle around and make her opinions known.

      Declan was often present in court, as his father was Caden’s closest friend and most trusted knight. But perhaps their bond wasn’t as much due to Finola’s stubborn insistence to have Declan as a playmate, as it was Declan’s kind willingness to play with the demanding little princess. By the time she was born, Finola’s siblings had been old enough to pursue their own interests and duties, which had left Finola with only her nursemaid as a companion. And as Declan was only a year older, he had easily conceded to her pleas to play whenever she found him. For the first few years, both sets of parents had laughed knowing it was only a matter of time before Declan grew old enough to tire of the princess’s possessive demands on his time and desire for attention.

      But to their surprise, he never had. Rather, he had grown quite fond of her. And this had begun to concern Caden’s wife as of late. For rather than conforming to her mother’s ambitious ideas of what made a fine royal lady, Finola grew more and more fond of horses and less and less of teas and embroidery. And in Queen Lisolette's eyes, Declan's attention only increased Finola's enjoyment of unladylike behavior.

      But Caden didn’t mind. Finola was bright, imaginative, and headstrong, and Declan was far more likely to look out for her safety than she was.

      In earnest, Caden thought guiltily as he unlocked his study door, it was the reason there he’d created so few openings for pages in the last few years. Declan wanted nothing more than to be a knight like his father, but the idea of leaving Finola to follow her wild little heart and brilliant scheming scared Caden to death.

      Well, that and the heartbreak he knew was sure to follow.

      Once in his study, Caden slowly made his way over to the nearest couch and collapsed onto it, his men doing the same on the other couches he had placed in his study for this very purpose. Fear spread easily through the castle and the surrounding city, and he had discovered early in his reign that it was best to keep any injuries or illnesses private whenever possible to avoid panic. The couch wasn’t as soft as his bed would have been, but he wasn’t about to leave his men alone while he reclined in comfort. Once he was in slightly less pain, however, Caden’s mind drifted away from his men and back to Declan.

      Though he had sought to keep the two children together as long as possible, a position had finally opened for a page to train beneath one of the older knights, and Caden had been forced to give Declan his chance. If he waited any longer, the boy would be too old. Besides, Finola was nine years old now. And though it pained him to think it, she was old enough to begin training for her own responsibilities as the future princess or great lady she would one day be.

      The door opened, and the physician hurried in, followed by his apprentice.

      “Took you long enough,” Robert grumbled.

      “My apologies,” the physician said, unruffled as he set down his sack of instruments, herbs, and oils. “Lock the door behind us, will you, Hamon? The king needs his privacy. Thank you.” He began rummaging through his bag, his long white beard getting in his way several times. “From what I was told, this was merely an exploration expedition. What in the world did the five of you—” He paused and looked up, frowning as he counted the men.

      “Matthias fell,” Caden said quietly.

      The healer’s face grew pale. “I see,” he said softly. Then, after blinking a few times, he shook his head, cleared his throat, and moved to kneel beside Caden. Carefully, he began to remove the king’s armor and then rolled up his shirt. “May I ask the nature…” He stopped, staring at the bright red marks mottling the king’s skin. “Where did you get this?” he asked in a very different voice.

      “Witches,” Caden said.

      The healer went very still. Before he could inquire further, however, a knock sounded at the door.

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
        
        
        
      

      

    

  


OEBPS/images/ruby-page-break.jpg
LAV

\V\\»WV/





OEBPS/images/ruby-page-break-2.jpg





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/image-24-209-brittany-fichter-princess-of-the-silent-moor-2.jpg
BRITTANY.
FICHTER

A RETELLING OF PRINCESS FINOLA AND THE DWARF

THE CLASSICAL KINGDOMS COLLECTION NOVELLAS - BOOK 2







