
  
    [image: Her Amber Chalice]
  


  
    
      
        [image: Title Page]
      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

    

    
      
        Her Amethyst Pendant Blurb

      

      
        Her Amethyst Pendant Excerpt

      

      
        A FREE Story For You…

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      HER AMBER CHALICE Copyright © 2023 by Sarah Biglow.

      

      All rights reserved. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written permission except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles or reviews.

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

      For information contact; www.sarah-biglow.com

      Edited by: Under Wraps Publishing Services

      Cover Design by: Deranged Doctor Design

      Print ISBN:  978-1-955988-39-1

      Published: Sarah Biglow September 2024

      

      
        
        10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

      

      

      [image: Vellum flower icon] Formatted with Vellum

    

  


  
    
      
        [image: Special Thanks]
      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Five days felt like an eternity to wait to announce I was the rightful heir to Camelot. Yet, the tournament had concluded a week ago, I’d been named its victor, and Arthur had been arrested as a spy. He now sat in prison while awaiting trial in Camelot’s court system. We’d gotten confirmation that I was in fact Queen Ingrid’s biological daughter yesterday, but there were still no plans to make it public knowledge. The strange feeling of loneliness that had hit me after the tournament’s conclusion continued to ebb and flow. Most of the week I’d lacked the focus to try and figure out the cause. At least today wasn’t so bad.

      I stood in front of a mirror in the room I’d been given in the castle. It was three times the size of the one I’d used while staying with Emerys in her cabin. In fact, it was larger than the entire flat I’d shared with Aunt Nim back in London. Not that I was complaining, but part of me didn’t know what to do with all the extra space around me.

      The process of moving in had been quick and painless. Just one of the many perks of having staff to handle it all for you. I also hadn’t packed much in the way of belongings when Emerys and I had fled London the night of Nim’s murder. There wasn’t time. Thinking about the woman who’d raised me brought tears to my eyes. I brushed the wayward drops that managed to slip down my cheeks away with my right hand. My left arm still remained bandaged and bound against my side in a sling. Compound fractures were a real bitch even in Camelot. Still, magic was pretty amazing, and the doctors had assured me I’d only need the sling for another day or two before I could use my arm without restrictions.

      A soft knock on the door interrupted my brooding. I straightened my shirt and closed the distance to the door. I pulled it open to reveal a young woman in the royal family’s purple staff uniform on the other side of the threshold.

      “Good morning,” she greeted, her gaze focused on a point just beyond my left shoulder.

      “Uh, morning,” I greeted, trying to remember if we’d crossed paths in the last few days.

      “I’ve come to help get you ready. You have breakfast with her majesty,” the woman explained, still standing on the other side of the threshold and not making eye contact.

      “Help me … oh. Uh, right. Come on in.”

      I’d spent so much of my life doing everything for myself. It felt foreign to have people whose sole job was to assist me in whatever I needed, be it getting dressed or fetching me a snack from the kitchen at midnight, because I couldn’t sleep.

      “Remind me of your name again,” I said as she entered and I sat on the edge of the bed, tugging on a pair of ankle high boots with one hand.

      “Laverne,” she answered and positioned herself behind me, a comb and hair clips appearing from the depths of her pockets.

      “Right, Laverne. Sorry, we met the other day,” I mumbled, feeling like an idiot.

      “You’ve met a lot of people,” she said, easily dismissing it as she tamed my hair into a neat twist at the nape of my neck.

      “I promise you won’t be doing my hair for long,” I said as I stood.

      “It’s no trouble. Besides, it’s my job.”

      “I know. Fuck … sorry, I’m just not used to all this pampering and primping. I’m not …” I trailed off. I was about to say I wasn’t a princess, but that wasn’t strictly true.

      I was a princess by birth and blood. I just hadn’t been raised as one. I wasn’t sure I’d ever get used to the idea. Maybe the queen keeping our connection tight-lipped for now wasn’t such a bad thing. I didn’t think I could handle all the extra bowing and people falling over themselves all because I suddenly had a title.

      Laverne nodded wordlessly to my partial thought as she helped adjust the sling. “Right. I shall take you to the dining room now if you like.”

      I appreciated that she didn’t assume I knew my way around the palace yet. Besides, as she’d pointed out, escorting me was part of her job too. “Lead on.”

      I tried my best to commit the route to memory as I followed her down a flight of stairs and a long corridor lined with paintings. All of the portraits I had to assume were my ancestors. We stopped at a set of double doors that opened inward. Laverne gave them a solid shove to throw them wide, revealing the queen sitting at the head of the table. She wore a tunic, similar to the one Emerys had worn the day we’d met, over a pair of looser fitting pants. Her hair was done up in a knot at the top of her head.

      She looked up at my arrival and smiled. “Good morning, Morgan. Glad you found us.”

      Before I could ask who ‘us’ was, I spotted two familiar faces seated on the other side of the table. Gethin was already on his feet and ushering me over to sit down before I could greet him.

      “You wouldn’t believe the kitchens they’ve got here. Industrial everything. I mean, I know it’s a castle and they’re royalty … well you’re royalty, but if I could cook even just one meal in there, I think I’d die happy,” he rambled.

      “Morning to you, too, mate,” I said as he poured me a cup of coffee from a carafe sitting at the center of the table.

      “Gethin is rather star struck,” Emerys said from the seat to his right. She’d discarded the dramatic cloaks and sported a short-sleeved navy tunic over a pair of black leggings. She’d pulled her hair into a twist at the nape of her neck. I had to admit, she looked the most relaxed I’d ever seen her.

      “You can’t blame Gethin for being excited. He’s been dreaming of this ever since he started apprenticing with you,” I answered.

      Across the table, my mother’s face clouded with sadness. All of this was just as new to her as the rest of us. Where I’d grown up wondering what my mother was like, she’d spent the last thirty years not realizing she was missing out on my life. She didn’t even know I existed.

      “So, you are a practitioner of hearth magic?” she addressed Gethin directly.

      “Ah, yes … I mean, I dabble,” he answered, averting his gaze.

      “He’s being modest. I swear he could make beans on toast into something gourmet,” I said.

      “Then please have free reign of the kitchens this evening. Whatever ingredients you need, just ask and the staff will provide it. Make your dream meal,” she said.

      The knife and fork fell from Gethin’s fingers clattering against his plate. “You’re serious?”

      “Quite.”

      “Thank you, your Majesty.” He looked at me and mouthed, ‘is this really happening?’

      I gave him a smile and a gentle pat on the arm. He collected himself a few moments later and stood. “I’d better get to work then. Your majesties, Emerys …”

      He exited the dining room, leaving me sitting alone with Emerys and my mother. It felt strange to think of the queen in those terms. We’d had a few conversations over the last week, but nothing that shifted our relationship away from being strangers. Still, thinking of her as my mother instead of simply the queen was a deliberate conscious decision on my part to try and remedy that.

      Silence fell over the room in Gethin’s absence, and I turned my attention to the food on my plate. Eating one-handed was still a skill I hadn’t quite mastered. When a raspberry rolled off my plate after my fourth failed attempt to stab it, I let out a groan of frustration. “I swear I’m not usually this clumsy.”

      My mother gave me a genuine smile. “You really think I’m going to fault you for your table manners when you’re recovering from an injury?”

      “Honestly, I wouldn’t know.” I set my fork down on the table. “I know the test proved that I’m your daughter, but it still feels strange. We don’t really know each other.”

      Sadness darkened her features for a moment. “You’re right, we don’t. And I fear some of that is my own doing. Finding out I have a daughter who was taken from me at birth isn’t something I’m going to get over in a week.”

      “I don’t expect you to either. You had this whole other life with an imposter you thought was your child. I get the hesitation. I just wonder if maybe telling everyone else the truth might help? You wouldn’t be shouldering this big secret alone.”

      My mother turned to Emerys, who had up until now remained silent in the discussion. “What do you think?”

      “I believe sharing the truth is the right course of action. I understand your trepidation. But the longer this goes unaddressed, the more time our enemies have to use the situation to their advantage.”

      I hadn’t even considered the political shitstorm brewing with Arthur sitting in a cell. There was no denying his fae nature now. But there were still so many unanswered questions, like who’d put the plan in motion to begin with? I knew from what Emerys had told me that the Seelie King was most likely involved to some degree, but was my mother aware? And now that Arthur had been exposed, what happened next?

      “Perhaps my fear is less about others knowing the truth of Morgan’s lineage and more that I fear losing the support of the people. I was duped for three decades. Even I question my own ability to lead our kingdom. Surely there will be those who’d agree,” my mother admitted.

      I wanted to tell her that magic could be extremely powerful and in the wrong hands, downright malicious. But my gut told me she didn’t want excuses to justify her feelings.

      “The Pendragon line has weathered plenty of storms. This one’s yet another we will get through,” Emerys said, her tone firm.

      My mother reached across the table and took Emerys by the hand. “Can you ever forgive me for cutting you out of my life for so long?”

      A breath hitched in Emerys’ throat before she answered. “I do not begrudge your actions. I just wish we could have found Morgan sooner. Perhaps then we would find ourselves in a different place.”

      “Okay … So, assuming we aren’t going to announce that I’m a princess, what’s on the agenda today?” I interjected.

      “I was hoping you would like to spend the day together,” my mother answered.

      “I’d like that.”

      Before anyone else could speak the dining room doors burst open and a young man wearing a security uniform rushed in. He cast Emerys and I a wary glance before bending to whisper in my mother’s ear. I watched her expression shift from a pleasant smile to a drawn face with worry lines creasing her eyes and around her mouth.

      “What is it?” Emerys was the first to speak.

      “It appears we have a leak in our security. Someone outside of the castle staff has learned the truth about Morgan and they’re threatening to publish the information.”

      If someone else broke the news before the royal family had the chance to, that would definitely undermine my mother’s authority as Queen. “Guess we’re not having a chill mother-daughter bonding day then,” I said.

      “It would appear not.”
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      It took less than an hour to pull together the necessary staff to arrange a broadcast from the castle courtyard. I did my best to stay out of the way as workers sorted out the logistics of where we’d each stand during the announcement. A few handpicked journalists had been summoned and permitted on the grounds. From just inside the doors that led to the courtyard, I watched staff set up what looked like cameras. Only they weren’t nearly as high-tech as I’d expected. Just another difference between this world and the one I’d left behind.

      An intense wave of longing crashed over me when I caught sight of the stone still situated in the center of the courtyard. Excalibur no longer protruded from within the rock.

      Wait. Excalibur.

      The blade had called to me during the whole bloody tournament and once I’d freed it from its stony sheath, I’d barely been able to relinquish my grip on it. My mother had taken custody of the sword—keeping it in the throne room, mounted on the wall. I thought back to the times when the loneliness had receded most. She and I had chatted a bit in the throne room, and it was definitely during those times I’d felt the least alone. In the back of my mind, I’d assumed it was because I was finally connecting with someone of whom I shared blood. But what if the sword was still calling to me?

      I resolved to ask Emerys about it once the whole media circus was over and the kingdom—and presumably the other races in the realm—knew my true identity. Speaking of Emerys, she was approaching me from across the courtyard.

      “I know you have been hesitant to take on the mantle of the Pendragon bloodline, but it would appear you now have no choice,” she said.

      “I haven’t had a choice in any of this—” I reminded her as an aide waved me over, cutting the conversation short.

      One of the other personnel applied my makeup to get me camera ready. I turned to see my mother walking out with Excalibur in a leather scabbard attached to a belt. She stopped beside me and held out the weapon.

      Relief washed over me at the close proximity to the blade. “You want me to wear it?”

      “It is your birthright,” she answered and fastened it around my hips for me. The scabbard fell against my left leg, ready to be drawn with my dominant hand.

      “We’re ready, Your Majesty,” one of the blokes who’d been fiddling with the camera called.

      My mother squared her shoulders and led the way to the courtyard to address the crowd. I followed her, standing on the spot they’d marked for me earlier. I watched my mother look dead into the lens across the courtyard before she began speaking.

      “Citizens of Camelot, I know that there have been many questions in the wake of the annual tournament’s revelations. We are diligently investigating how an infiltrator could have gained access to the castle.”

      She took a breath to compose herself. I had no idea what came next since I wasn’t privy to writing the speech.

      “There is one question I do wish to answer today. Testing has been conducted and we have confirmed that the man who went by Arthur Pendragon is in fact Seelie. He bears no familial connection to the crown. I speak to you now as a mother. I cannot express in words the grief I have felt at the betrayal of someone I had thought of as my own flesh and blood. But there is a light at the end of this darkness.”

      She turned to me and placed a hand on my shoulder. “We have also learned definitively that Morgan le Fey is the rightful heir to Camelot. From this day forward she will be known by her birth name, Morgan Pendragon.”
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      I tuned out the barrage of questions the journalists shouted at my mother. There was no way I would provide any answers. I just stood stoically beside her while she spoke. Eventually, I felt a hand on my shoulder, and it was enough to shake me out of my daze.

      Emerys guided me back inside and I slumped against the polished stone wall behind me, letting it keep me upright. “Please tell me this all gets easier?”

      “I wish it did. But I am afraid this is only the beginning. Now that everyone knows the truth, your anonymity evaporates. It will not be safe for you to venture beyond the castle walls unguarded.”

      “Seriously?” I groaned.

      “Need I remind you that we originally met thanks to two highly trained soldiers attempting to murder you?”

      “No,” I grumbled, wanting to point out that I’d been at a disadvantage that night. My magic had been repressed for decades. Thank goodness it’s better now.

      The front doors slammed shut, diminishing the ambient light in the entry hall. I looked at my mother. She wiped her eyes before straightening her tunic and joining me as I leaned against the wall.

      “I am thankful that task is over with,” she sighed.

      “I know it’s still morning, but I could make you a drink. I’m a bartender by trade,” I offered.

      “I don’t usually condone day drinking, but I think this may be the exception.”

      She waved me down the corridor and I followed a half step behind her. In my peripheral vision I spotted four guards flanking us, as if they feared something might jump out and attack us at any moment.

      Given the fact a Seelie had been living under their noses for so long, part of me couldn’t blame them for their hypervigilance. I expected Emerys to join us, but she’d disappeared the moment my mother came inside. We wound our way along a set of corridors I’d not been down yet, dispelling the illusion that I knew where anything was in this place. Somehow, we ended up at my mother’s private quarters.

      One of the guards stepped up to open the door, putting himself between her and the interior of the room. We waited until he gave the all clear before entering. I’d expected something old-fashioned with antique chairs and a fireplace. Her quarters boasted plush lounge chairs in several hues of forest green and surprisingly no hint of a fireplace. However, I did spot ducts in the ceiling pumping in cool air. I spotted the bar along the far wall. Or rather a counter built into the wall with a few bottles displayed and some empty glasses.

      I pivoted to ask what she wanted when I felt the hilt of the sword bump against my leg. I reached across my torso to try and unfasten the belt with my good arm, but had the wrong angle. “You probably want this back.”

      She held up a hand. “As I said, it is your birthright. Excalibur belongs with you now.”

      “Do people really go around just sporting ceremonial weapons here?” I knew the palace guards at Buckingham did, but none of them carried a mystical blade.

      “Goodness, no. I just meant, you don’t have to give it back. Honestly, I believe it is safer in your possession than sitting in the throne room on display.”

      “It’s going to sound crazy, but I think it wanted to be near me, too. Not that a sword has thoughts or emotions … but when I wasn’t near it, I had this sort of longing I couldn’t quite explain. I think I was missing Excalibur.”

      “I’ve felt that, too. But not in a very long time. I remember it from right after it was passed to me by my mother.”

      I stopped fiddling with the belt and pointed to the shelf. “What do you fancy?”

      “I’m afraid I’m not very adventurous when it comes to my alcohol consumption,” my mother noted. “I do enjoy a good Scotch now and again.”

      A strangled sound caught in my throat at the mention of Nim’s favorite drink. “Scotch it is,” I finally croaked out as I grabbed the bottle and two glasses. I poured some of the clear liquid into each glass and passed one over. I settled into one of the plush chairs as best I could with a sword strapped to my hip. We toasted and tossed back the contents. I still couldn’t help grimacing at the taste.

      “I take it this is not something you inherited,” she said with a laugh.

      “Nope.” After a moment, I added, “It was my Aunt Nim’s favorite, too.”

      “I remember her only in bits and pieces. If I’m honest, a lot of the day you were born is a blur.”

      “I’ve heard labor can be draining,” I said.

      “I’d lost your father not long before you were born. At the time, I’d convinced myself the hazy feeling was just grief playing with my emotions. But I now believe magic was at play even then. I know that there were complications when you were born. I remember them telling me I’d lost a lot of blood.”

      “Well, Nim might have been Seelie-born, but she only ever told me happy stories about Camelot. I think she wanted me to know that I had a place waiting for me. I don’t know, maybe she felt guilty for taking me from you.”

      “I am grateful she took such good care of you.” She made a gesture for me to pour her another glass.

      I obliged. “You know she was murdered by Seelie soldiers,” I declared, my tone softening.

      “You’re certain?”

      I tapped the tip of my ear. “The pointy ears are kind of hard to forget. If Emerys hadn’t found me when she did, we wouldn’t be having this conversation.”

      “It may not have occurred on our soil, but an attack on the royal family cannot go ignored.”

      “What will you do?”

      “I have some covert military assets I can deploy to do some digging and see what they can find out.”

      “Any progress in getting anything out of Arthur?” I hated saying his name or even thinking about him. My arm throbbed from just the memory of what he’d done.

      She hesitated, taking another sip of scotch before answering. “I know it is my duty to get to the bottom of what happened … but I look at him and still see the little boy who I sang to sleep at night. The young man who showed such kindness to those less fortunate.”

      “You can’t reconcile the boy you knew with the man who nearly killed me to take the crown.”

      “No. And he knows our tactics. He had insisted on training with our investigators to understand their methods. He’s not saying anything.”

      That seemed a calculated maneuver in case he ever did get caught. “I could take a crack at him.”

      “While that might give you some closure, I don’t think it is a good idea.”

      “Do we know who he actually is? I mean, you’ve got to wonder who set all of this in motion.”

      “King Uther is manipulative and has held his throne for longer than I’ve held mine. But I can’t really believe he’d put something like this in motion.”

      “From what Emerys told me, she thinks he’s behind it. But even if that’s the case, where’d Arthur come from?”

      “I doubt he knows himself,” she answered, draining the rest of the liquid from her glass. “I didn’t mean to make this about all of our troubles. I truly wanted to get to know you.”

      “I’m an open book,” I replied.

      “Part of me doesn’t know what to ask,” she admitted.

      “Well, I grew up in a two-bedroom flat in London. Magic was an open secret where I grew up. Which had its upsides. I could go around saying I was a witch, and no one batted an eye. But ask me to prove it, and that’s where things got complicated.”

      “I saw you perform extraordinary magic during the tournament.”

      “If you’d met me a week earlier, you’d think you were seeing a completely different person. Nothing I did ever went right. Turns out it was because I couldn’t connect to the magic in the world around me.”

      “Well, something tells me that isn’t going to be a problem from now on.”

      “Doesn’t appear that way,” I replied.

      She held up her empty glass and asked, “What made you go into this line of work?”

      “Desperation, mostly. I guess I was never the best in school and this was something I could do without magic while still being close to it.”

      “I’m sorry you had to go through those experiences.”

      I shrugged. “I’m not. They made me who I am. And to be honest, I like who I am.”

      She nodded, turning the glass over in her hands. “Is there anyone romantic in your life?”

      I snorted. “No. I mean I’ve dated plenty, but nothing serious.” Taron’s naked form flashed in my memory, and I busied myself with pouring another drink. Maybe she’d think the flush in my cheeks was a byproduct of the alcohol.

      “Well, there are plenty of eligible bachelors … or bachelorettes in Camelot.”

      “Noted,” I said, downing a second glass of scotch. I set the empty glass down on the tiny table between our chairs. “Can I ask you something?”

      “Anything.”

      “Do you ever wish you were just a normal person? Not born to all this royal stuff?”

      She tilted her head to one side in thought. “There was a time when I was a teenager where I resented the responsibilities, I knew would one day be placed on me. But I can’t imagine doing anything else now. Eventually I grew into it.”

      “I still worry I’m not cut out for it. All these people always following you around, doing things for you. It’s⁠—”

      “Oppressive?” she offered.

      “Exactly.”

      “I promise, once we’ve sorted everything with Arthur’s trial, we can lessen security.”

      “I hope your justice system moves faster than the one back home.”

      I caught the look of disappointment in her expression at my words. It took me a second to realize what had caused her reaction. I still thought of London as home.

      “I’m sorry, it’s all just so new,” I said, trying to explain myself.

      “You don’t have to explain or apologize. Camelot isn’t your home, not yet. But I hope one day you will come to think of it that way.”

      I was about to tell her I hoped it would too, but a wave of energy hit me, knocking me sideways off the chair. I landed awkwardly on my bad arm. Tendrils of pain wrapped themselves around my left arm and shoulder. I let out a hiss as a new pain erupted from my hip. I struggled to right myself and looked down to find I’d managed to jam Excalibur’s pommel into my side.

      “What the fuck was that?” I said, forgetting my audience for a moment.

      My mother opened her mouth to answer when a high-pitched keening filled the space, and I could swear the walls around us shook. I did my best to drown out the noise by covering my right ear as we both got to our feet. The door slammed open to my right and Emerys burst inside.

      “The cells have been breached,” she bellowed.

      “What?” I shouted. I’d made out her words, but they lacked meaning.

      Emerys waved her hands and the sound around us died down. The door which she’d left open slammed shut and I watched the interior lock click into place. We weren’t getting out of here any time soon. I had to admit the sudden quiet was almost painful until my ears readjusted to the noise level.

      “There was an explosion,” Emerys continued, addressing my mother.

      “Has anyone been injured?”

      “It’s too soon to make that determination. What we do know is the only prisoner being held there is now gone.”

      “Why do I get the feeling that prisoner was Arthur?” I interjected.

      My mother began pacing, wringing her hands. “He was restrained.”

      “Magically?” I pressed.

      “Of course. The moment he was taken into custody.”

      “Is that standard protocol?”

      She nodded.

      “You said he had trained on all of that. Could he have figured a way around it?”

      “It’s possible,” she answered.

      “More likely, he had accomplices,” Emerys noted. “Everyone who witnessed your match during the tournament saw his Seelie nature,” Emerys explained. “While we do not yet have confirmation, I suspect he holds a special place in King Uther’s inner circle.”

      “What about people sympathetic here in Camelot? I mean until a week ago, he was the crown prince. Maybe there were protesters who didn’t want to see him locked up?” I suggested.

      “Either option is dangerous, but accusing a foreign power of a prison break takes us to the brink of war,” my mother answered.

      “What do we do now?” I doubted hiding out in the queen’s private quarters while shit hit the fan was the right move.

      Not that I wanted another confrontation with Arthur or anyone who allied themselves with him. Despite that, he also couldn’t be allowed to roam free. Not when he had such intimate knowledge of the castle and the inner workings of the royal family.

      “We wait for the security team to ensure there is no lingering threat. Then we assess the damage.” My mother’s tone shifted, detaching emotionally from the situation.

      “Well, I’m not going to sit around,” I said and shoved past Emerys to unlock the door.

      “Morgan, you may have been claimed by the queen, but you are still a stranger to the people in this castle. We cannot afford for you to be swept away in the clean up,” Emerys called.

      I gestured to the sword on my hip. “Something tells me I’m going to be just fine.”

      The moment I stepped out of the room, all hell broke loose around me once more. The wailing of the alarms seemed higher pitched than in the queen’s private quarters and the energy wave pulsated on a loop.

      “Brilliant move, Morgan,” I muttered. “Charging off half-cocked with no fucking idea where to go.”

      On my hip, Excalibur warmed to the point I feared it would melt through the scabbard and burn me. I managed to free the blade and held the sword in my right hand. The metal glowed blue, illuminating a path ahead of me. Who was
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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.
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