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​Chapter One

​Sleep Tight Young Prince
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Jill Bluesage, the king’s most trusted friend and advisor, was about to put the king’s son, Prince James Loven, to bed for the night. The room smelled faintly of candle wax and old books, and moonlight stretched across the stone floor from the large castle window beside the prince’s bed.

Jill sat down carefully on the edge of the mattress stuffed with dusk feathers while the young prince buried himself under blankets made from mountain horn hides from the Black Spire Mountains.

“Would you mind telling me a story tonight?” said the prince sleepily.

Jill smiled warmly. “Of course, young prince. Would you like to hear the story of the animal people of the Southern Isles?”

“No,” said James immediately. “Not that one again.”

Jill laughed softly. “You never let me finish that story.”

“Because they always end up fighting each other,” said the prince dryly.

Before Jill could answer, something suddenly felt wrong.

Her mind started to shake and quiver.

She felt her reality start to splinter.

The room around her blurred and her head began to ache.

Then her consciousness was violently pulled away from the quiet of the castle room across the land at breakneck speed toward the north.

Toward the Black Spire Mountains.

Toward a volcanic wasteland buried in ice and darkness.

Jill’s vision rushed through the huge gates and long black halls lined with jagged stone pillars until finally entering a massive throne room glowing red from rivers of lava flowing beneath iron grates in the floor.

A shadow sat on the throne quietly pondering with its head resting in its massive hands.

At first it barely looked alive like it was a statue made of despair.

Then it moved like an unnatural shadow slowly creaking to life.

The creature slowly rose to its full terrifying height from the throne of nearly molten rock. Smoke-like darkness rolled from its body as if the shadows themselves were alive and clinging to him.

Nizar.

The Lord of Darkness.

Jill had known for many star turns that the orb Fate left behind in the frozen north had become something new and unnatural. The orb had spent many elder ages absorbing despair, hatred, fear, and suffering from the other kingdoms until eventually it became self-aware.

It became him. He was born from the hatred that people felt for Loven.

Nizar looked around the room slowly as hundreds of Night Lingers stood waiting restlessly below him. Each one was eager to win his approval.

What was he searching for?

Jill watched nervously from within her vision. She had spent many star turns using her magic to conceal the Kingdom of Loven from this creature. If Nizar ever found Loven, his hatred would lead him to destroy it.

Then Nizar stopped as if he had suddenly found it.

His glowing red eyes locked directly onto her.

“Ah,” said Nizar in a gravelly voice that sounded like stones grinding together. “There you are.”

Fear shot through Jill’s chest and her head began to pound harder.

How could he see her?

Jill frantically tried pulling herself out of the vision.

“Now that I’ve found you,” Nizar growled, “I’m coming for your precious kingdom.”

The Night Lingers began to chant excitedly in a language Jill didn’t understand.

Jill finally tore herself free from the vision like waking from a trance.

“Are you alright, Jill?” asked Prince James like a nervous son checking on his mother.

Jill blinked several times before realizing she had been sitting there motionless for a few moments and had slid from the bed onto the cold stone floor.

“Yes, young prince,” said Jill quickly, though her voice quivered slightly. “I’m fine.”

She stood up and pulled the blankets up around him. Then sat back down beside the bed.

“Well,” she said softly, trying to calm herself as if she had just awoken from a nightmare, “you still need to pick a story for me to tell you.”

The prince thought for a moment. His mind raced through possibilities.

“Well,” he said, “I can’t decide between the story of the witch that drowned in Lake Virelune or the story of the men that washed up on the shores of Yasaromin.”

Jill smiled faintly.

“Well,” she said, “I think the best story is the history of our land. Because if you’re going to be king someday, then you need to know your history.”

“Okay,” said James, grinning. “But can you use a different voice? Like maybe a scary voice this time.”

Jill laughed. “Well of course I can.”

She cleared her throat dramatically before beginning.

“Well let’s see,” said Jill. “It all started when Yarigon the Creator decided there should be a world filled with many different people and creatures. He created a world for us that we call Proxima Tellus.”

As Jill spoke, the prince stared up at her with wide eyes while the candlelight flickered against the walls.

“After Yarigon filled the world with life,” Jill continued, “he saw only happiness in the world. But Yarigon believed no one could truly understand happiness without also understanding darkness. So he created a lesser god named Fate to show the world despair.”

The prince pulled the blankets tighter around himself as Jill lowered her voice dramatically.

“But Fate became too powerful alone. Farmers stopped farming. Kingdoms stopped caring. The world began slipping into hopelessness.”

James frowned slightly.

“That sounds terrible.”

“It was,” Jill agreed softly. “So Yarigon created another lesser god named Destiny. She brought her light into the world and pushed back the despair.”

Jill leaned back slightly as she continued the tale.

“With Destiny and Fate together, the world found balance. Before stepping away from the world and watching the events unfold, Fate feared for the people and placed a tiny orb in the frozen far north. The orb was supposed to absorb darkness from the world and help keep despair under control.”

Jill paused and lowered her eyes as the candlelight flickered near the window.

“But once the orb absorbed enough darkness... it became alive.”

The prince swallowed nervously.

“It called itself Nizar,” Jill whispered. “The Lord of Darkness.”

Outside, wind rattled faintly against the castle windows.

“Nizar began creating creatures he called Night Lingers and built himself a fortress among the frozen mountains and volcanoes of the north.”

James looked around nervously.

“You’re making this one scary.”

“You asked for a scary voice,” Jill teased.

The prince smiled slightly though he felt cold sweat starting to form on the back of his neck.

“Before Destiny stepped away from the world,” Jill continued, “she placed six fairies in the land to help guide the people and preserve balance. But they were never supposed to interfere directly in the course of events.”

Jill counted softly on her fingers.

“Laura Redbasil, Jane Tealmint, Lily Yellowdill, Janet Redthyme, Lynn Pinkanise, and of course me.”

“You have a lot of sisters, I wish I had a sister,” muttered James.

“Well, it doesn’t usually go well for girls born to kings, because girls aren't allowed to be heirs to the kingdom,” Jill said coldly.

James looked confused and also impatient.

“Each fairy,” Jill continued, “was named after a color and an herb from nature. Each one drew their magic from Destiny and each had a special talent. Mine has always been illusions.”

“The first people of Proxima Tellus recorded everything they could remember in a great history book called the Book of Scotese. It was named after Scott Tese, the first man who mapped the world before unfortunately dying during his journey.”

Jill’s expression softened as she continued.

“Hundreds of years later, your ancestors formed the Kingdom of Loven. Through many generations, the Loven family ruled the kingdom and helped bring peace to the land while making sure the people followed their rule.”

Jill suddenly noticed the soft sound of peaceful snoring.

Prince James had fallen completely asleep and had drifted off to dreamland.

She smiled warmly down at him. She loved him like the child she would never have herself.

“Sleep tight, young prince,” she whispered.

Jill carefully stood, blew out the candle beside the bed, and quietly left the room.

Once outside in the hallway, she shrank down to her fairy form. Tiny glowing wings spread from her back as she flew silently through the castle corridors.

As she passed the king’s chambers, she paused.

Empty.

That’s odd, she thought. Usually, the king and queen would have retired to their sleeping quarters by now.

Jill continued searching until eventually she found them standing together atop the castle parapet overlooking the northern horizon.

She landed beside them and returned to normal size, her wings disappearing as she grew.

“My king,” said Jill, “what keeps you from your bed chamber so late?”

The king pointed toward the distance.

“What in the Gloomwood is that darkness out there?”

Jill turned her head northward.

Far beyond the mountains, darkness moved across the horizon like a living storm cloud swallowing the stars.

The queen stood beside the king trembling slightly.

In a shaky voice she whispered, “Please, Jill... give us your wisdom during this dark time. I’m terrified of whatever is coming for us.”

Jill stared at the approaching darkness.

Confidence became confusion.

Then horror.

“Oh, Destiny...” Jill whispered.

“What do I do when Fate’s despair comes to claim the kingdom?”

The king turned sharply toward her.

“What did you say?”

Jill never took her eyes off the darkness.

“Sound the alarm, my king.”

The king’s confidence faltered slightly when he saw the fear in Jill’s face.

“Jill,” he said carefully, “my family has trusted your wisdom for generations. Tell me what’s coming for us.”

Jill’s voice shook in a way the king had never heard before.

“That’s Nizar,” she whispered. “The Lord of Darkness is coming to claim the kingdom for Fate.”

The king immediately drew his sword.

The blade shimmered silver in the moonlight, beautifully forged with ancient runes carved along the fuller of the blade. The guard resembled two sweeping wings curling outward, while a deep sapphire rested in the center of the hilt. The sword looked less like a weapon and more like something sacred passed down through generations of kings.

“My men!” the king roared. “To me!”

Soldiers rushed across the walls as bells began ringing throughout the castle.

Jill grabbed the queen’s hand tightly.

“We have to protect your son.”

The king turned back toward Jill.

“My king,” Jill said quickly, “I will need your sword.”

Without hesitation, the king handed it to her. He trusted Jill without question.

The moment Jill touched the weapon, the sapphire in the hilt glowed faintly blue as if recognizing her magic.

“I’ll need another sword!” the king shouted as he turned back toward the walls.

The queen looked at Jill in confusion.

“Why did you take the king’s sword?”

“We have to get to your son,” said Jill urgently. “The king’s men will die protecting him if they must. But to protect you and the prince... I’ll need this sword.”

Jill stepped toward the edge of the parapet and stretched out her free hand toward the kingdom.

Her dress and hair began flowing wildly as glowing strands of light spiraled around her body.

Then she waved her hand.

A massive shield of shimmering magic erupted outward from the castle walls like a dome of pale blue light. Runes and symbols glowed faintly across its surface while streams of magical energy crackled like lightning through glass.

As the darkness approached, the barrier reacted violently.

Night Lingers slammed into it with screeching cries while bursts of blue energy exploded outward each time one touched it. The magical shield lit up the entire kingdom beneath the night sky.

Interference.

The very thing Destiny forbade.

But Jill no longer cared.

She could already hear distant screams and the horrible shrieks of Night Lingers descending from the sky.

“Come with me!” Jill shouted.

She pulled the queen into the dark candlelit corridors as battle erupted behind them and the Kingdom of Loven began to fall.
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Chapter Two 

The Night Loven Fell 
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Jill Bluesage and the queen ran through the castle corridors while screams echoed through the halls behind them.

The queen’s breathing had become frantic. Her royal dress dragged across the stone floor as Jill pulled her forward by the hand.

“What are those things?” the queen cried. “What are those monsters?”

“Night Lingers,” Jill answered quickly. “Don’t look back. Just keep moving.”

The castle shook violently.

Somewhere outside, something massive slammed into the magical shield protecting the kingdom. Blue light flashed through the windows as Jill’s barrier fought against the darkness pressing against it.

The queen looked toward the glowing windows with terror.

“Will your magic hold?”

Jill didn’t answer immediately.

She could feel the strain already.

The shield was never meant for this.

It surrounded the entire kingdom like a glowing dome, stretching from the outer walls to the highest towers. Streams of blue energy raced across its surface like lightning trapped inside glass. Every time a Night Linger touched it, the barrier exploded with light and threw the creatures backward screaming into the darkness.

But there were too many of them.

And Nizar was coming.

Jill could feel him.

A pressure.

A sickness spreading through the land, corrupting everything it touched.

They turned down another hallway as soldiers rushed past them toward the walls carrying spears and shields.

One young guard stopped suddenly when he saw Jill.

“My lady,” he said nervously, “what in Destiny’s name is happening?”

Jill tightened her grip on the king’s sword.

“The end of peace,” she whispered.

The soldier stared at her in horror before hurrying away.

The queen looked down at the blade in Jill’s hand.

The sword shimmered beautifully in the firelight from the wall torches. Ancient silver runes glowed softly along the fuller while the sapphire in the hilt pulsed faintly with blue energy.

It was the royal blade of Loven.

A sword passed from king to king for generations. Many elder ages ago it had been forged by the great wizard Novak.

“You really believe we’re going to lose this fight?” the queen asked quietly.

Jill stopped for only a moment.

She didn’t want to answer.

But she had always been honest with the royal family.

“I believe,” Jill said softly, “that tonight is going to change the world forever.”

Another distant explosion shook the castle.

Dust rained from the ceiling.

The queen covered her mouth to stop herself from crying.

Jill grabbed her shoulders gently.

“Listen to me,” she said firmly. “The prince matters more than anything now. More than this castle. More than the kingdom. If James survives, then Loven survives.”

The queen nodded shakily.

They hurried onward.

As they reached the hallway leading toward the prince’s room, Jill suddenly froze.

The air had changed.

Cold.

Still.

The torches flickered violently.

Then three Night Lingers broke through the ceiling ahead of them.

The creatures unfolded slowly from the shadows with horrible screeching sounds. Their bodies looked almost human, but stretched and twisted beneath flowing darkness. Long claws scraped against the stone floor while glowing red eyes fixed themselves onto Jill and the queen.

The queen gasped.

Jill immediately stepped in front of her and drew the king’s sword.

The sapphire in the hilt burst with blue light.

“Well,” said Jill nervously, “you picked the wrong castle to attack.”

One of the Night Lingers lunged forward.

Jill swung the sword in a flash of silver and blue.

The enchanted blade sliced cleanly through the creature’s arm. Darkness spilled from the wound like black smoke while the creature shrieked horribly.

Jill raised her other hand and blasted another creature backward with a burst of glowing light.

The hallway exploded with magical energy.

“Run!” Jill shouted at the queen.

But the third Night Linger moved too fast.

It slammed into Jill and sent her crashing against the wall hard enough to crack the stone behind her, nearly knocking her unconscious.

The impact nearly knocked the king’s sword from her hands.

The queen screamed.

Another Night Linger grabbed her violently and shoved her backward.

Everything happened too quickly.

Jill tried to stand, lifting the sword up to defend herself.

The queen stumbled backward directly toward the sword.

Then came a horrible sound of sharp edges on flesh.

The blade pierced straight through her.

For one impossible moment, nobody moved.

The queen stared downward in shock at the blade protruding from her chest.

Jill’s heart stopped dead in her chest.

“No...”

The queen collapsed against her, blood pouring from her wound.

Jill immediately dropped to her knees and pulled the sword free while desperately trying to cast healing magic.

Blue light surrounded the wound.

But it was already too late.

The queen looked up weakly at Jill.

“Oh dear Jill...” she whispered painfully. “Thank you... for everything...”

Tears flooded Jill’s eyes.

“Please don’t do this,” Jill begged. “Please...”

The queen smiled faintly.

“Take care of my son...”

Then she died in Jill’s arms.

The world went silent.

Jill stared down at her in horror.

Then the grief hit all at once.

A scream erupted from Jill so powerfully that light exploded outward in every direction.

The hallway shook violently from Jill's grief and rage.

The Night Lingers were blasted backward down the corridor like leaves in a storm.

Jill fell forward trembling beside the queen’s body.

Outside the castle walls she could hear screaming, battle cries, and the shrieks of Night Lingers descending from the sky. Nizar had released a flood of darkness that was flowing down the hallways like a river of despair.

The Kingdom of Loven was dying.

And somewhere above the castle...

Nizar roared, “Let there be no light left in the Kingdom of Loven this starveil.”
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