
  
    [image: The Legend of the Hunter]
  


  
    
      The Legend of the Hunter

    

    
      
        Tiffani Skye

      

    

  


  
    
      The Legend of the Hunter

      Copyright © 2023 by Tiffani Skye

      Cover Art by GetCovers

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

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

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Preface

      

    

    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Epilogue

      

    

    
      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      For my husband.  Thank you for always indulging me when I have a new story idea. Without you, Quin would’ve never been born.
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          A Letter from Quin

        

      

    

    
      
        
        What you are about to read was from a simpler time. By simpler, I mean almost ancient. There were no cars, electricity, guns, plumbing, et cetera. It was a time of expansion—expanding land, goods, riches. A time where kings reigned. A time I was born into. A time I miss.

        I write this now a mere two millennia after the fact, though this stage in my life has been engraved on my memory. I will never forget. There is too much I want to remember.

        Over the past couple of millennia, I have seen countless wars, plagues, heartaches, and deaths. A life of this longevity may have a few advantages, but it comes with seeing the aches and pains of the world. I never aspired to this, but I did it for my brother and my father. For our kingdom. For my friendships. For her.

        Details of what happened have been muddled from one generation to the next. For a period, I sat in the shadows, keeping to myself. Waiting. But now there is a new hope, a Huntress, who might rid the Earth of the Dark Master. So it is time for me to tell her what I know.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

          5th Century A.D.

        

      

    

    
      Some were born great. Some achieved greatness. Some wanted none of the responsibility.

      A slight breeze flicked a strand of my golden-blond hair into my face. I tucked it behind my ear. Next time, I’d remember to tie it back before we came out to the open field.

      “Come on, Desmond,” I said.

      “No.” He shook his head. “No.”

      “You know you want to,” I goaded.

      “Last time, you ended up with a knife in your shoulder.”

      “Don’t be a spoilsport.”

      “I’m not doing it, Quin.”

      “How about yes?” I asked, keeping my tone light.

      “No.” Desmond crossed his arms over his chest and hit me with a stern look.

      “If you insist,” I conceded. “I’ll go find someone else who I trust with my life.” I turned and took a few steps. 

      There were only a few people Desmond would entrust with my safety. And he was one of them.

      The grass brushed against my legs, and I continued slowly strolling away. He would do it. It was only a matter of seconds before he changed his mind. Five. Four. Three. Two…

      “Fine,” Desmond yelled. “Fine, I’ll do it.”

      I smiled to myself before I headed back. The man who stood before me was none other than the king’s right-hand man, the leader of the king’s army and guards, and in times of peace, the king’s personal bodyguard.

      I pulled the dagger from the sheath on my belt. It was perfectly balanced, which was rare. My father had got it when he was my age, and the royal Sorcerer at the time cast a spell to make it an exceptional fighting weapon. When I was a boy, my father had gifted it to me.

      “Here.” I held out the blade for him to take.

      He picked up the dagger and swished his wrist in a figure eight to get the feel of the weapon in his hand.

      “For the record, I think this is a terrible idea.” Desmond sighed.

      “Once I get it down, it will elevate my fighting status, but for now, it is curing my boredom.”

      Desmond rolled his eyes. “I’ll count to three.” He turned his back to me.

      I did the same and walked a few paces. I stopped. My stance was at the ready. My feet were poised to pivot at a moment’s notice. My fingers twitched at my sides.

      “One…” Desmond said.

      My hearing became hypersensitive. I had to be patient and listen for the small whistle of the dagger cutting through the air.

      “Two…”

      His voice seemed further than I expected. I needed to wait until after three. I took a deep breath and exhaled.

      A high-pitched sound sang in the wind. 

      “Three,” Desmond yelled.

      Wait, he threw too early!

      I spun and reached over my right shoulder, hoping to not miss the sharp object. But it was already too late. The dagger grazed my upper arm, slicing me.

      Biting back the urge to yell, I grunted in pain instead. I clenched my left hand over the wound, and warm liquid pressed against my palm.

      Desmond shouted and ran toward me. I peered down to find my dagger a short distance from me, sticking straight out of the ground.

      “This is why I didn’t want to do this!” he chastised and came to a halt next to me.

      He tried to pull my hand off the wound, but I swatted him away.

      “It’s nothing.” Well, mostly. It definitely didn’t hurt like getting a knife to your shoulder, but obviously there was blood. 

      “If it is nothing, then why are you bleeding?” He gave me a pointed look.

      I rolled my eyes. “I’m fine. I would’ve caught it if you hadn’t thrown it early.” I tried to transfer the blame to him.

      “Early? Early! I threw on three, like we agreed upon.” He ripped the hem of his shirt.

      “On three? No. You throw after three. One, two, three, throw.”

      Desmond wrapped the piece of linen around my arm. His eyebrows pinched, and he tied the makeshift bandage.

      The man lending me aid might be important to the king, but he was even more important to me. He was my best friend.

      Desmond was lucky. He got to determine his path in life. I remember at ten years old, Desmond boldly claimed he would be the next leader of the guard. And he was. He had also always been smooth with the ladies, but since he saw so much danger and violence, he decided not to take a wife. I envied him. I didn’t get to choose my course, and my fate was sealed. All I wanted was adventure and freedom from my title.

      “Come on, Des. Just one more try,” I pleaded. 

      I was so close to perfecting this technique. I opened my mouth to beg, but he was staring at something behind me. I glanced and groaned. Royal guards on horseback charged our way. I would never be liberated from my family’s expectations. 

      “Saved by the guards,” he mumbled. 

      We gathered our belongings and fastened our swords to our waists. I thought that if we trekked out here on our own two feet, no one would know where we had escaped to. Clearly, I was wrong. We stood side by side, watching the guards ride toward us. They had two horses without riders. That could only mean we were being summoned.

      “Excuse me, Prince Quin, Sir Desmond, but the king requires your presence immediately,” a guard said upon reaching us.

      I gestured for Desmond to go before me, but he shook his head. He always acted formal when other people were present. A guard—even leader of the guards—would never mount a horse before someone royal. It didn’t matter that we had been friends since we could walk.

      I rolled my eyes and released a conceding sigh. I strode to a riderless horse and stroked its chestnut-brown fur. After I mounted, and a quick squeeze of my legs, we were off.

      We arrived at the castle, the guards swiftly accepted the horses from Desmond and me. We went straight to the king’s war room. This was where my father spent most of his days. 

      Pushed against the back wall of the room, a gold throne overlooked all. The throne was plain if you compared it to the one in the great hall. It lacked ornaments, but still commanded your attention. The room’s exterior wall had small windows, only a forearm wide, to let light in during the day. Iron lanterns lined all the rest and lit the space during the evening hours. A large wooden table was in the center of the room, on which ten candles of various lengths rested.

      The king hunched over the table, studying something. I moved past and noticed several pieces of paper scattered across it. I didn’t care enough to stop and survey. Instead, I relaxed in the ceremonial chair.

      Desmond grimaced and pinched the bridge of his nose. This wasn’t the first time I’d sat on the king’s throne, and unfortunately, it wouldn’t be the last.

      “Get out of my chair,” the king said without glancing up from his papers. “Just because I called you here doesn’t mean I won’t punish you.”

      I adjusted my position to lay my legs over one armrest. “What will it be, Father? Hot oil or the stocks?” 

      “Don’t test me, boy. I may be your father, but I am first and foremost the king,” he said with his focus unwavering.

      It piqued my interest. What could have so captured my father’s concentration?

      I hopped off the seat of power and progressed toward him. I peered over his shoulder, and what I found was a bunch of mundane work.

      He stopped me from having my fun for this?

      A servant came in and set a silver tray of cherries, plums, and aged cheese on the table. I walked over and perused my options. I hovered my hand over them as if one would jump out at me. In the end, I chose a plum and claimed a nibble. Sweet. Juicy. Then it hit me. The tart aftertaste. I puckered my lips until my taste buds settled and took another bite.

      “What are we here for, then?” I said, still chewing the fruit. 

      My father’s scrutiny drifted to me, and he scowled. He hated it when I talked with my mouth full—it wasn’t very “king-like.”

      “You are both here to be witnesses. If I lose control of the situation, then Desmond will step in,” he said.

      “That sounds like you need more guards and not me. And why isn’t Henry here?” I bit off more.

      Henry was my younger brother, and since he wasn’t the heir, no one expected much from him. Yet, he was a higher quality of a man than me. He cared. He cared about our people and wanted to see the kingdom prosper—don’t get me wrong, I did too, to an extent. I wanted the kingdom to run smoothly without me constantly making decisions. Henry, by contrast, enjoyed thinking through different choices and thrived on coming up with new ideas to benefit the populace. He would be a better king to the people of Camehelot.

      “You are next in line for the throne. You need to start taking your responsibilities seriously,” he said.

      I was but a servant to the crown.

      Too bad I didn’t want it. Any of it.

      My father went back to reviewing his papers. I studied him. When my father was being King Francis, he was stoic and lacked a sense of humor. When he shed his royal title, which wasn’t often, he was light-hearted and kind. Ever since my mother had died, he had separated the two personas.

      He wore his causal king garb of a tan shirt and a long crimson robe that dragged on the floor. Atop of his skull was his basic crown of gold embedded with rubies. I’d only ever seen him wear his official crown twice. He was balding at the top of his head, and the remaining white hair formed a ring. His white beard was short and well-kept. My father might be old in years, but he was mighty.

      “Do you expect a situation, Your Highness? I can summon more guards.” Desmond rested his hand on the pommel of his sword. He was always ready.

      “That won’t be necessary,” the king said.

      The doors to the war room opened. Guards, followed by Melina, the King’s Royal Vizier and Sorceress, stepped into the room.

      “That is all,” the king said to the guards, and just like that, they left.

      Melina curtseyed. “You called upon me, Your Highness.”

      “Melina, what do you know about the west village?” the king asked her.

      “Only what you have told me, Your Highness, that their crops are in a state of distress.”

      “And what about the northwest and southwest villages?” the king inquired.

      “The same as the west village.”

      “You’re aware they are suffering and in need of help, so why do I hear reports of you turning them away?” 

      Melina raised her chin. “You are being misguided by false statements.”

      Desmond snorted, then coughed to cover it up. Melina threw him an icy glare. Her fingers twitched at her side, where I suspected she kept her wand. Her loose-fitting black robe and dress contrasted her dark, defiant blue eyes. High cheekbones gave her face an angular look. Her long, unruly, curly black hair cascaded over her shoulders, in need of a good brushing. Melina was the type of person whose anger you didn’t want to provoke. She had always given Desmond and me the willies.

      I walked closer to my father and studied the
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