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  To my dearest husband, Phillip, for putting up with me and everyone involved. I love you, I tolerate you, and I appreciate you.








  
  Introduction


Tales of Illeross has been an idea for several years, ever since the first release of Jean Cassy and the Phantom in the Dark. We knew we were to write something, something so important to the work of the Kingdom, but we didn't know where to start. 
Turning Point, the first book in the series Tales of Illeross, is a special book to both myself and my husband, Phillip. There are aspects of both of us in the characters portrayed, most notably the love between Flick and Anca; while I could fill several pages with information of how they're like us, and follow us, I'll refrain and only give this bit. 
Without Phillip, my walk with God would not be right. 
After many years of running from hurts caused by people who claimed to be 'Christian', it took the patience -or stubbornness- of a Follower of God continuing to ask me to church before I said 'yes' and regained the beautiful relationship I had with my Lord.
Much like Anca, Phillip pulled me from a delusion of being able to do it by myself, and I'm forever grateful for the patience and faith that he displayed both then and now. As for the remainder of the book, the theology, please be aware that it is not my intent to force you into hostility. My beliefs are my own, and I have done my best to represent those beliefs in a loving way for all who read it. If you do find that my words have bristled you, please know that it is my prayer that you know that you are loved despite whatever it is that you disagree with, and know that sometimes the most loving thing is to tell others where the cliff edge is. 
This stated, please enjoy the love story not only of Flick and Anca, but Flick and a God who is very real, very tangible, and who very much wants to know you.

[image: image-placeholder]







  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Where Meetings Take Place
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Where Secrets Are Revealed
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Where Miracles Occur
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Where Executions Are Held
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Where Betrayal Stings
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Where Choices Are Made
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Where Sins Are Forgiven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        Where Vows Are Exchanged
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9.
        
        Where Resolve Is Tested
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        10.
        
        Where Hope Begins
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About the Author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Also By Ellie Lerum
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  Chapter one
Where Meetings Take Place


Some stories are stories of luck. Others are stories of fate. This one isn’t quite either, as it is a story of faith and love despite a world that seems to be against all things different. 
Illeross, a land of magic, and secrets, has many cities and people. One of them, Zanther, is the focus of this story. Within the bustling city, full of Solari worshipers and inquisitors who turn their faces towards the sun, a man is getting ready for work. It had been a long night and he, Flick Alastar, knew that the day would only result in more exhaustion. Rather than focusing on this, however, he instead looked at himself through the mirror and straightened his ascot. If he could just get his black hair to cooperate, he'd be able to use the shadow to hide the bags under his dark eyes. “Miss Rani?”
"Yes, Master Flick?"
"Drop's new medicine needs to be taken precisely at noon: any later, and I'm afraid that it will also be made null. Both of them have piano to finish. If it is easier for them to focus, they can complete their poetry in the rose garden." He glanced back at the nanny and raised an eyebrow. "I won't be home until late tonight, so kindly get the children fed and ready to sleep before I return home."
"Yes, sir." The servant dipped her head as a little boy ran into the room. He was no more than three with dark, messy hair and wide blue eyes. Slowly following behind him, coughing quietly, was his slightly older sister. Unlike the boy, her cheeks were hollow and her eyes, though blue as well, were mostly lifeless. 
Flick turned to see them. "I didn't think you'd be awake before I left… good morning, little ones." He caught the little boy, Shatter, and then held his hand out for Drop. "Have the two of you said your morning prayers, yet? Thanking Solaris that you awoke for the day?"
The children both shook their heads and Flick crouched with them. While they managed to follow along, it was he who murmured, "We thank Solaris for rising above this world and thus shining his holy light over us. It is a light that purifies the wicked and gives us our life; without it, the darkness would settle, and we would lose our way. We thank him for his cleansing fire and pray that we can please him in this life and the next."
Flick kissed his children's heads and then stood. "Listen to Miss Rani, I will be home to tuck you in."
"Bye, Daddy," Shatter chirped. Drop sunk into a chair with nothing more than a tired smile.
"Goodbye." Flick kissed their heads once more and rested his hand briefly on Drop’s shoulder. She shuddered under the slight weight, making Flick's eyes soften as he removed his hand and turned away. "Miss Rani, my mantle is resting beside my bed-"
"I do keep forgetting you are a cote, sir… you haven't worn it in months. Why, I remember the first time I saw you as an avian and I nearly-"
Flick waved his hand at the nanny. "Yes, yes… I need you to get it to my father later today; he is doing repairs on his own and I need him to look at it as well."
"Do I need to do anything for the feathers?"
"Just be careful."
He looked over his little family and kissed his children once more before he left.
As much as he had wanted to stay, he had a job to do: it was his responsibility, after all, to provide for his children. It wasn’t as though working as an inquisitor and the responsibilities that came with it made it possible to bridge home life with work, though, and in keeping the children secret- as well as his personal life- only made it more difficult.
Flick rubbed his forehead as he made his way through the busy streets of Zanther. While it took him out of his way, he was sure to walk past the grand citadel to press his hand against one of the prayer ambers. There, he whispered a quick petition for Drop's healing before he hurried through the merchant's quarter and towards the barracks located in the northern most section of the city. 
He had to be careful even with that prayer: no one knew what position he held in this city, save for the High Council and a handful of other Inquisitors.
That is, the rest of the secret police.
He knew there was a position opening soon on the council; the coveted position of a High Inquisitor was going to be available for one individual to take once old Treatis died. Flick knew he was in the running, but it would also require a massive achievement to secure it… Such as turning in heretics.
Rumors had been buzzing about a group of Kingsmen, heretical worshipers of HaMelech the usurper, throughout Zanther as of late. Even more alarming were the reports that filled his office talking about strange meetings, magic that didn't come from Solaris, and an influx of people wielding the cursed glowing weapons of HaMelech. While it posed a threat to the safety of the city, it still proved to be a potential in ensuring that he, rather than any other Inquisitor, would receive the promotion.
Flick ran into someone, the shock of impact enough to send him to the ground. He blinked furiously at the sudden interruption in his walk before he realized that he was beside a pile of brown fabric and nearly white-blonde hair. In the center of the pile, a young woman wiped at her face to clear it of hair. "Goodness' sake…"
"I'm so sorry." Flick stumbled to his feet and then took the young woman's hand. "I wasn't watching where I was going. Are you okay?"
Guilt flooded Flick as he realized a slight bruise was beginning to form where he had hit her with his shoulder. The woman stared at him for a moment before she nodded and pulled herself up. "I am, thank you. Something must have your rapt attention to not have noticed me.”
Her words made his cheeks grow warm. "No, I mean… I hope I didn't offend you in this-"
The woman laughed and, in an instant, Flick was smitten. 
He smiled as she began to grin. "Offend me? Simply by not paying attention?" She shook her head and then brushed herself off. "You didn't offend me at all. I'm Anca, by the way, Anca Cassy."
"Flick Alastar."
"Flick, I like that name. It's different." Anca smiled before the bell struck. She glanced back and then sighed, "I'm so sorry to cut this meeting short, but I'm due to get to work-"
"You're working?" Flick asked, his cheeks growing warm again before he rubbed the back of his neck. "Sorry, that was a stupid question-"
"It's alright." The young woman chuckled softly again and then lifted her skirts. "Perhaps we could meet again, next time with less time constraints."
Again?
Flick nodded a little bit. "Yes, I'd like that. How might I…?"
Before he could finish his question, Anca's blonde hair was simply a part of the crowd.
Damn it.
Flick muttered under his breath as he began to follow her, simply a coincidence until she turned down a different street, and then paused briefly. Then, as a small crowd of people walked past him, he sighed and continued.
It took him no more than ten minutes to arrive at the gate house and stare at the imposing structure before he shouldered the oak and iron door open. A handful of guards glanced at him and waved before Jordon, one of his right-hand men, began to snicker. "Who did you meet, Alastar?"
"What're you on about, Jordon?" Flick sunk down at his desk and began to scan the map of Zanther. Given the street Anca had gone down, there were only a handful of potential options for her job. She seemed too innocent for a brothel; her hands were delicate enough for seamstress work…
"You're smitten."
Flick glanced up at Jordon to find that the man was inches from his face with a stupid grin.
"I'm what?"
"You've found yourself a pretty lass, haven't you? Give us the details."
With an eye roll, Flick went back to the map. "Her name is Cassy-"
"Cassy? I know that name… What was her first name, it started with an 'A'…"
"Anca?"
"That sounds about right." Jordon leaned back. "She works at the brothel just down the way, sweet gal, nasty temper if you cross her. I didn't realize you were interested in wh-"
"That's enough, Jordon." Flick looked up from the map. "I wouldn't expect her to work there-"
"Blue eyes, pretty blonde hair, eyelashes that could sweep the floor clean?"
Flick frowned, his cheeks suddenly hot. "I didn't say any of that."
"It's her." Jordon snickered and stood. "Come on, how about after duty I go with you and you can try your luck with Miss Cassy, hm?"
"And where might you be going before then? You've got another four hours here based on what I scheduled." Flick raised his brow and looked back at the map. 
"Back on my route. Come on, old man, why don't you come with?"
Flick shook his head again but stood with a snicker. "It's my turn to do 'paperwork', I'm afraid." 
"Whatever you say, boss." Jordon slapped Flick's shoulder and then ushered most of the patrol out.
While Flick was alone, as the guard was either outside with Jordon or busy in a different part of the building, he put his armor on, took a deep breath and concentrated on his appearance. The steel of his protective gear began to shimmer and turn a pearlescent white while a hood formed over his head. 
This was the Shroud of Solaris: unlike most inquisitors- Jordan included- Flick's personal armor was covered in an illusion that made him look like he was wearing the inquisitorial uniform. Most of the shroud merely darkened the hood, hiding the face, which allowed the inquisitors to act in anonymity. If Solaris's favor was particularly strong, as it was with the High Inquisitors, not only would the armor appear out of thin air, but it would be hard as steel without the wearer needing attire beforehand.
Pleased with his appearance change, as every inquisitor would take part in it to remain unknown to those around them, Flick stepped outside and joined the patrol.
As they walked through the streets, people parting to each side of the road as they caught sight of the guard and an inquisitor, the rank stench of feces and death filled the air. Flick detested the sewer district; it was close to the artificial river that had been put in while his parents were young and was where the waste of the city was swept away. There was more crime there than he preferred and of the people who weren't criminals, he hated having them ask for a couple of coins to get through the day. 
There was little to do outside of breaking up a handful of scuffles while they walked, though one small child made the mistake of throwing a rock at Jordon. Flick watched, silently, as the group halted, and the boy was returned to his mother by the ear. While he wasn't close enough to hear, Flick knew full well that this was the first and only warning to the family about mistreating the Solari guard.
The group continued to walk after Jordon finished reprimanding the family, crossing through the sewer district towards the merchant’s quarter. In the center, where Flick had passed on the way to his guard house, was the Grand Citadel of Solaris.
The citadel shone gold in the sun and the amber that had been added to the building sparkled, too. As usual, it was quiet and the few people who were there gave quiet, respectful nods to the patrol. Flick paused briefly to put a hand on one of the prayer ambers again. "Take care of Drop… and let me meet Anca."
They moved around the citadel, through the merchant's center, and then circled back to the guard house. By that point, Jordon was off and the remainder of the guards who were to patrol had caught up to them.
Flick found himself walking with Jordon towards the brothel in question after removing his armor and, as he did so, he could feel his throat tightening. It was one thing to look for a young lady through the town, another entirely to go to her place of work… That is, a brothel.
Jordon led him in. "Looking for Cassy, if you please?"
"Certainly."
Flick looked over the woman in front of them, who gestured grandly into the building for them to have a drink and rest while they waited. Then, she disappeared, and Jordon sunk into a chair.
"So, how interested in this girl are you?"
"Jordon, I don't want to discuss this… I also don't think this is a good idea; there are so many other ways to meet a girl-"
"Have a drink, then." Jordon waved to one of the other women and Flick watched as she gestured back at him. "Besides, you met your last two girlfriends in a bar, what's the problem?"
"It ended terribly the last two times I did this," Flick muttered, shaking his head.
"Then try lowering your expectations and just enjoy the ride." Jordon propped his feet up on the table. "If anything happens, you can pay them off; you're rich. And besides, this way you can get a test ride before deciding to pursue her."
Flick glared towards Jordon and tapped his fingers. It was then that he caught sight of a familiar blonde coming down the stairs towards them. Her icy eyes seemed to search his soul and, while Flick could recognize parts of her features, something seemed wrong. She made her way to their table and Flick did his best to stare at her face rather than her outfit or the assets she flaunted.
"I heard you called for me?" She questioned, putting one hand on her hip.
Flick stared up at her before Jordon spoke, "He's been thinking of you all day."
"All day, hm? And why, pray tell, have you been thinking about me?" The woman leaned down to stare at him, and all Flick could do was blink. "Cat got your tongue, mister?"
"You… Aren't who I'm looking for," he stammered dumbly.
"Not…" The woman jerked back before her eyes narrowed into dangerous slits. "Who are you looking for?"
"Flick, I told you this was her," Jordon muttered. "Don't piss her off."
"You aren't Anca, my friend must have misunderstood-"
"Anca?" The woman's eyes grew wide, flashed with anger, and then narrowed again. "If you're looking for Anca in a brothel, I'm not about to help you find her."
She turned away from him and Flick, his mouth gaped, stumbled, "Please, I'd like to meet her again. I ran into her on the street, and she had to go to work."
"Anca does not work here, nor will she ever work here." The woman spun around, her nose nearly touching Flick's. "And while I appreciate you attempting to follow up on this little… adventure… I suggest you stay away from her."
"Anc… Ad… babe, can't you give him a hand?" Jordon asked.
The woman whipped towards him. "And you, Jordon, are getting on my nerves. You brought him here and forgot my name, didn't you? That's the only damned way you could tell anyone that my sister worked here, and I didn't!" Jordon visibly shrunk as she continued, "My name is Adriata, before you forget again. I would have expected you to remember it after you've requested me each night for the last two weeks!!"
"Miss Adriata, please, I'd like to talk to your sist-"
"Don't you ever think of looking for her in here again." She interrupted before she shouted, "Get these two out of here!"
Before Flick registered what happened, he found himself on the street with a sore jaw and a nearly unconscious Jordon.
His friend groaned. "I forgot how nasty an arm she had when she got mad… Look, I'll see if I can dig anything up on your little girlfriend, alright? Adriata's sister… I have a way with women, I can figure out where she might be. And don't worry," he snickered weakly, "I won't flirt with her before you get a chance to say 'hi'." He slowly sat up, rubbed his face and then stood, "Anyway, I'm going to get home. See you in the morning, captain."
"Good night," Flick muttered.
The walk home was quiet, and he paused upon seeing Miss Rani in the parlor, "Did Drop and Shatter not go down?"
"Drop did, sir, nearly as soon as she was finished picking at her supper. She didn't eat much more than a few mouthfuls again." The nanny glanced at him. "She seems listless, and I'm not entirely sure if she'll sleep at all through the whole night."
Flick's heart sank, "Alright. You rest, I'll gather Shatter and put him down. Thank you."
He plodded into the house and collected his son. The little boy was more than pleased to spend some additional time with his father as Flick ate his dinner and then read quietly in the parlor with him. Flick laid Shatter down after several hours and then retired to his room to rest. As soon as his weary bones hit the mattress, he closed his eyes.
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