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Scan here for an expanded full-color map of the Isle of Destoria.
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Creature Glossary


Please note, there is a creature glossary in the back of this book for reference. 
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From Ashes: Book One Recap

A refresher of the events of the first novel in the saga


Quistix Daedumal, a half-elf blacksmith from the backwoods of Bellanue, lost her son and nearly everything she owned in a tragic fire set by a notorious bandit. Months later, the feral woman robbed an ewanian near her new home in the woods and discovered a wounded wyl, Twitch, in one of the crates. She aided in his recovery and he asked her out to dinner in Adum where he offered to help her find the Emerald Bandit she sought revenge from. With reluctance, she agreed and they traveled north to Silvercrest. They soon encountered an adorable dragonling, Frok, and her well-read esteg caretaker, Aurora, and after a battle with angered inelm tree-people, they decided to band together as a group. 
Meanwhile, Destoria’s queen, Exos Tempest, legalized a potent, addictive drug called dikeeka. Much to her displeasure, Vervaine (the queen’s sister) and Arias (the head of the Obsidian guard) stoke the flames of their forbidden romance. Torn between micromanaging Vervaine’s province and battling her mysterious illness, Exos struggled to maintain control of Destoria and its increasingly agitated people. 
Born out of a desperate need, Exos employed the help of a shunned, experienced magic-wielding quichyrd, Ceosteol. Living up to her end of the bargain, Ceosteol assisted Exos in her dastardly deeds, but didn’t receive the pardon she was promised. 
After some adventure-filled missteps, Quistix and her new friends arrived at the Bandit’s Den with a bloodlust for Soren, the bandit who killed her son, Danson, racing through her mind.
During the showdown in the Emerald Bandit’s den, Quistix revealed previously undiscovered and powerful magical abilities. 
Seeking answers, the group headed to Apex, the floating city containing the Institute of Magic. Exos, seeking the elusive Illuminator Ceosteol insisted would cure her disease, became more desperate to find Quistix, the alleged owner of the Illuminator, dead or alive.
Omen, a cursed human banished to a life of pain in eternal flame, has been told in no uncertain terms that he must bring back the Illuminator to Exos or die.  Quistix is labeled a wanted woman by Queen Exos, inspiring unhelpful and vague wanted posters to be disseminated around the isle. 
With all eyes searching for Quistix and her crew, they are forced into the shadows. But as the harsh and unforgiving weather of Evolt approaches, they must decide on a new course. As the band of outlawed outcasts come to rest for the evening, they are awoken by an unwanted guest bearing undead abominations. 
Out of time, Exos needed to find Quistix and the Illuminator, or to die trying.
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1

Wilds of Silvercrest


As the moons loomed high overhead in their eternal game of chase, Quistix awoke to the sound of crunching leaves in the distance. 
She picked up Swordbreaker, resting near the smoldering fire they’d encircled just a few hours prior when its blaze was mighty. Her heart pounded as the noise moved closer. She anxiously wound her fingers through the bloodied, tattered cloth tied around the ax handle, a keepsake from the night her son died. Her hands warmed the steel handle as her body temperature rose. Her eyes shifted from flecks of gold to the palest of yellows.  
A pitch-black silhouette appeared behind a tree nearby, its blue eyes lighting up the tree trunk. The rot of meat and rancid bile was in the air. 
It was a tailed infernal, a necromanced creature not found in her home province of Bellaneau. She’d never seen one in the wild. Worse, yet, there were two. The tailed infernals stepped out from behind a massive tree, tethered to a man with blue eyes by a two-chain leash. 
Adrenaline pounded through Quistix’s veins. 
“Sede,” the intruder hissed, his voice like several individual voices morphed in unison. The decaying wolf-like heads of the infernals snarled, hungry for their next meal. Globs of drool dripped from their jowls and smoldered as they contacted the frozen grass below. A green hue glowed from beneath loose patches of skin. The shackles around their necks dug deep as they tugged closer. 
“Who goes there?” It was more like an order than a question from Quistix’s mouth.
The man removed his hood, exposing the ever-lit blue flames licking his middle-aged features. The leather armor rubbed together as he pulled the snarling monstrosities back towards himself. It was Omen. The cursed human smiled. “You’ve been a hard elf to hunt, Quistix. All of Destoria has been looking for you.”
“How do you know my name? Who are you?”
“I know much about you, Lux Alba.” His lips formed a chilling smile beneath the rippling warmth. He removed one glove, switching hands to do the same with the other. 
Soon, the cooking chains in his bare hands glowed orange with the heat. He cracked them like a whip against the creatures’ foul, exposed ribs. “I want the Illuminator.” 
She reared back her ax, answering his request with aggression. “I keep telling you idiots I don’t know what that is!”
“Exos will want to hear that from the horse’s mouth.” Omen released the creatures from the chains and bolted toward the elf, knocking Swordbreaker from her hand with the clink of his chains against the rugged metal of her ax. 
Before she could react, he grabbed her by the throat and pinned her against a tree. He wrapped the molten chains around her wrists, expecting to hear her scream. 
To hear her flesh sizzle.
But she stood calm, unaffected by the temperature of the metal.
The two tailed infernals ran toward the wyl like zombified panthers, graceful and decaying. Twitch shot toward his satchel as quickly as his feet would carry him.
Bound by chains, Quistix clasped Omen’s wrists with her soot-smeared fingers, unharmed by the searing heat from his skin. He looked at her filthy yet unscathed hand with total confusion. Goosebumps arose. 
The sudden feel of skin upon his own felt so foreign to him after all these years. Due to the hellish curse cast upon him by Exos’s father, he hadn’t felt a woman’s touch in decades. Not since the flames had ravaged that too-eager prostitute in Lagdaloon. He could still see the betrayed look in her eyes. He recalled the shame he felt for accidentally ending the poor girl. He couldn’t even bring himself to show his flaming face at her grave site in that scourge-filled town in the years since. 
Here, someone was finally unfazed by his furnace-like touch. As the rage brewed within her, he felt her skin grow hotter than his own. 
“What are you?” His synchronized voices whispered like a small choir of demons, his navy eyes astonishingly wide in the dim forest. Without thinking, he loosened his grip in pure fascination.
Quistix’s eyes had turned white beneath his amazed gaze. The tree bark behind her was now popping and crackling from her heat. She smiled and choked out the words, “Damned if I know.”
She exploded at him, her magical force blasting him with a fireball originating near his stomach. An ungodly scream escaped his mouth. Instead of being blown away, he held tight to her throat with his constricting, burning fist. 
The infernals galloped toward the others. Frok screamed, but Aurora knew what to do. The creatures before her appeared exactly as they had been in a crudely drawn textbook she’d studied long ago. 
They were mere inches from her as she yelled out, “Aspergetur ex-spiritu!” 
Instantly, the tailed infernals slammed their grotesque corpses into the ground with incredible force. Putrefied skin decomposed into a noxious puddle beneath them, leaving only two skeletal piles of liquid goop at Aurora’s hooves. 
There was no time for celebration, however. Soon after their destruction, the infernal’s bones shifted and rearranged themselves back into a singular two-headed, four-legged being, attached at the hips with a bony snake-like tail. Aurora skittered in panic as the bleach-white bony jaws snapped wild. Their eye sockets filled with electric green light. 
With shaking hands, Twitch readied a jagged stone-tipped arrow and aimed at the heart of the foul beast.
“Aeratgu!” Omen screamed, and the beast regarded the magical term as a stay command, drool dripping from their eager fangs as they held in place. He needed her alive, which would be impossible if the infernals mangled the elf into minced meat.
Quistix struck Omen’s forehead with a balled fist and sent the cursed human stumbling backward. Shaking off the searing pain in her hand, Quistix delivered a jump-kick to the center of Omen’s chest with her leather boot. Omen flew backward, striking his pierced, flaming cranium against another tree. His vision blurred, and he laughed out in frustration as vibrant blue blood dribbled over his pearly teeth. 
“Who sent you?” she barked angrily. 
The infernals’ ears twitched unnaturally, and their heads snapped toward Quistix. She tugged Swordbreaker from the ground and readied it. They lowered their heads, ready to pounce. 
Aurora stood still, frozen in place by fear, unable to move. Frok whimpered from inside her hammock, shielding her eyes from what was sure to be a gruesome end. 
“Impetum!” Omen shouted. The infernals lunged toward Quistix. 
Twitch snatched his bow and quiver from the log he had been sleeping beside just moments before. He turned to Aurora. “Run!” 
Aurora did as she was told, darting away on skittering hooves before returning for a final look. She watched as Twitch knocked an arrow and tilted his head, signaling for her to leave. She nodded and darted into the inky darkness beyond. 
Quistix swung her ax at the first of the infernals, lopping off one of the heads of the two-headed beast. 
An arrow went through the back of the head of the second snapping maw. Its coiled tail lunged for her, narrowly missing and striking the tree behind her as she rolled out of the way. 
The second infernal lunged on top of her, pinning her to the ground. Both sets of rotting, hole-filled jowls dribbled acidic drool onto her cheeks. 
A second arrow shot through both heads, just inches above Quistix’s nose. The stitched figure collapsed on top of her as its snake tail reared up and struck the ground beside her face. Quistix struggled to shove the hefty infernal from her chest. Twitch fired another arrow, missing the small, striking target. 
Quistix screamed as she hurled the heavy figure over her head, tossing it onto its back and pinning its venomous snake tail to the ground. Omen stepped behind her and held his emerald-encrusted dagger to her throat.
“Enough! It’s high time you meet our queen.” Omen heard the creaking as Twitch tugged the string of his bow, arrow knocked, arrowhead trained on their unwelcome intruder. 
“Let her go,” Twitch ordered, his voice so stern he even surprised himself a little.
Omen chuckled, jerking Quistix this way and that, shoving his face from one side of her head to the other like a deadly game of peek-a-boo.
“You wouldn’t risk her life to take mine, now, would you? Go ahead. Shoot.”
Twitch slowly lowered his bow. Quistix groaned in defeat. 
“Good choice,” Omen’s voices almost hissed with satisfaction. “Now, give me the damn Illuminator!”
“How many times do I have to say it before it gets through your thick skull? We. Don’t. Know. What. That. Is. Got it?!” Quistix snarled. 
Omen looked back at her, stunned. “You’re serious.” 
Twitch shrugged his shoulders. “Whatever it is, you and your boss wouldn’t be burning cities and killing children if you weren’t desperate. What do you want it for?”
Omen choked up his grip on the dagger, tugging the blade into the surface of Quistix’s skin. “I’m the one asking the questions!”
Frok emerged from behind Omen, fluttering silently between his legs with thin vines dangling from her like an oversized sash. 
Twitch glanced down at the movement, spotted Frok, and immediately returned his gaze to Omen. 
“Alright,” Twitch began, trying to keep him distracted. “I’m sorry, you’re right. It’s your show. Just don’t hurt her.” 
“The Illuminator was crafted by Master Daedumal. It’s written in his tomes. Master Tempest and her father discovered the secret to immortality. They worked together, using her father’s knowledge and Master Daedumal’s proclivity for black magic. Before the final solution was revealed, her traitorous father took their work and hid it somewhere. He couldn’t take it back to Apex, where it could be found. It was, after all, against their idiotic rules regarding dark magic. So, where would he hide it? Who does he have left that he could leave it to? You!” 
Quistix’s eyes flashed white. Fury exploded like a flash of fire inside of her. Omen grew uncomfortable as her body’s emanating heat surpassed his own. 
“I haven’t heard a word from that bastard in decades! He dropped me on my grandfather’s doorstep and never came back. I wouldn’t risk my life for a man who couldn’t give a shit if I live or die.”
Omen turned his gaze toward Quistix in surprise. His expression turned disheartened. “We’ll let Exos be the judge of that.” 
Twitch quickly glanced down and saw Frok quietly tug a knot into place around Omen’s ankles. 
Quistix gripped Omen’s hand and jerked the blade away from her throat, elbowing him in the ribs with her other arm. He grunted as she broke free of his grasp. 
She leapt away. Twitch readied his bow as Omen stepped toward her, tripping over the tied vines and face-planting into the frosted leaves below. 
Quistix kicked him onto his back and climbed on top of him, pinning his arms beneath her legs. She pressed his shoulders into the ground. “You’re getting me a meeting with Queen Exos. We’re gonna end this!”
Omen laughed, his multi-tonal voice echoing through the dense woods surrounding them. “No matter where you hide, she will find you. She’ll burn Destoria down like her father if she must.” 
Twitch readied an arrow, aiming for Omen’s flaming face. When his burning eyes noticed, he smiled brightly and vanished. As Twitch fired the arrow, the cursed human’s body dissipated into a wisp of ethereal lapis smoke that drifted with the gentle night breeze into the midnight sky. 
The arrow vibrated, buried in the dirt beside Quistix. The faint sound of Omen’s multi-tonal laugh cackled darkly in the distance. 
The multi-headed beast growled, tugging at its dead comrade, digging its gnarled claws into the dirt. It madly tore at them, fighting to close the gap between them, its matted hackles raised. 
 Paws trembling with fear, Twitch launched an arrow through one of the heads of the infernals. Even scared, his aim amazed Quistix.
Its slack jaw hung loose and lifeless from its conjoined body. Two legs of the creature collapsed. The animal tried to right itself as it toppled over on its side, flailing its other extremities. Twitch launched another, piercing the second skull. 
The demonic entity finally dropped, unmoving on the ground. The snake-like tail coiled, baring its protruding fangs. With her emerald dagger, Quistix bent down, removed the reptilian head, and threw it hard into the black woods like a pitched ball. 
She looked at the infernal, twin arrows stuck in its head like giant toothpicks through hideous hors d’oeuvres, then back at the wyl. 
“Well, that… was impressive.”
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2

The Amethyst Caverns, The Obsidian Palace, Obsidia


Exos strummed her pale fingers along the edge of the wooden table, gazing at Omen. He adjusted in his seat uncomfortably, squeaking his noubald pants against the tiaga wood chair. 
“Repeat it again. Make me understand.” Exos leaned in. 
He sighed, rubbing his flaming hands together beneath the table. “We have not received the biago berries yet. Otis read them the letter. Payment was given to the wyl. No one has seen him since.” 
“What letter?” 
Omen produced the letter Durwin had given him. Exos read and crumpled it. 
“Your men thought I wrote this?” She glanced at the floating torches of the amethyst cavern. “This is why wyls shouldn’t be anywhere near money. So now this little shit has the coin and our product?” Exos felt the nearly uncontrollable urge to cough. She took a ragged breath and cleared her throat. “I’d order you to kill him, but you can’t even do that with the copper-headed bitch.” She growled and slammed her frail fist onto the table. “You keep failing me and failing me and failing me, Omen! How many chances must I give you?!”
Omen remained silent, his blazing blue gaze never leaving hers.
“You’ve made me look like a fool. Repeatedly!” She placed her hands flat on the table and thought for a moment, her tone calmer. “I’m disbanding the Emerald Bandits. You are no longer fit to lead anyone. I’ll assemble another troupe for biago berry transport. From this day forward, if the bandits are found wearing the uniform or displaying emerald daggers in public, they’ll be taken to the stocks for at least one year sentence. If I find out even one of them brings my name into talks of past illegal trade, I’ll have Ceosteol afflict them with the same eternal curse she put upon you. Is that clear?”
Omen wouldn’t wish his curse upon his worst enemy, much less comrades he’d come to care for. Comrades he failed. “Yes, your majesty.”
“You’re demoted. Your new command will be overseeing the Infernal Caverns. Enjoy your days as a jailer.” She smirked cruelly and shooed him. “Get out of my sight.”
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3

Wilds of Evolt


Frok slept soundly inside her twisted hammock, undisturbed by the freezing winds and snowfall. Below, Aurora’s pristine white coat fluffed itself in an attempt to combat the inhospitable temperatures of nightfall. Beside her, Twitch was wrapped in a too-long raakaby coat, leaving drag marks behind him in the snow. 
A bloodied, limp tefly came into view in the moonlight. Its lifeless, horse-like head bobbed in and out of the snow unnaturally. Something was dragging its long, snarled mane through the pink, frozen flakes. Its chest and stomach bulged unevenly, like an embryonic mass kicking its mother’s womb. 
All at once, the movement stopped. 
The bulge in the regal tefly’s abdomen moved downward and pushed up a tunneled line of snow in front of the creature’s hooves. A small head erupted from the snow and glared back at them. Everyone stood stone-still, gazing at the tiny foreign entity’s icy blue eyes. Its pointed ears wriggled, tossing snow from their tips. Large fangs stuck out from its top jaw over its reddened lower lip.
The group remained stone-still. 
The tefly corpse shifted again. Something small rapped on the ribs of the deer, knocking as if it were a door. Then, the animal’s barrel chest collapsed all at once in the snow. Like kernels, six sickly, crimson heads popped out of the drift in front of the carrion, covered in flurries and ichor. 
All bloodied and identical. 
“They’re tundra goblins,” whispered Aurora. “They are simple. They only seek food and warmth. They won’t hurt you as long as you don’t hurt them.” 
The goblins tilted their heads toward Aurora as she approached. 
As a hushed conversation began between the esteg and goblins, Quistix lowered her ax. The first to emerge shoved its paw towards Aurora’s face. Aurora shook her head and nodded back at the group. 
Suddenly, the goblins revealed sharpened six-inch claws all at once, long enough to turn Frok into sliced tuna steak in one motion. 
Aurora walked backward toward the group, dumbstruck. “We had a good chat. They are, in fact, cold and hungry. The bad news is that they said they are going to eat us and use our bodies as shelter.”
“What are they waiting for? Why haven’t they attacked?” Twitch’s brows knitted together in confusion. 
“They are awaiting our response: Surrender or war,” Aurora explained, shifting her feet uneasily. “Surrender means we will not protest as they eat us.”
The goblins shouted, baring menacing teeth. “Aje! Aje! Psime da tica!”
Around them, snow banks rose and fell, undulating like white waves as a throng of goblins made their way beneath the snow toward them. Soon, nearly three dozen of the small creatures rushed out like a tiny army, hungry for blood. 
A field of eyes, variants along the blue spectrum, squinted against howling blizzard winds. All chanting, “Aje, aje, aje!” 
“Not today!” Quistix turned away from them and darted past a leafless tree. The others followed, racing uphill. 
The little monsters gave chase up the mound. Quistix ran faster, the grade burning her thighs with every gallop. Whipping snow stung their eyes. Twitch struggled to keep up. Aurora galloped gracefully, snow swallowing her knobby angles. 
As Quistix turned her head back to the direction she was running, she realized she was about to careen off of a steep, icy cliff. Falling off it would mean certain death, judging by the depths. She screamed and stopped in the nick of time, her boots sliding on the icy rock face near the edge. The swarm of critters growled and hissed behind them. 
“This was not in any of the books. None of the battle tactics, evasive maneuvers, and peace-keeping arguments I’ve read about seem to be applicable.” Aurora watched as the snarling goblins spoke among themselves, eyes trained on the motley bunch of intruders. 
Frok mustered her courage and fluttered from her cocoon, giving her fiercest look to the goblins. “Nobody’s gonna hurt my fwends!” Frok erupted in a tiny battle cry, swiping at the air. The pleom shot like a rocket at the first goblin and smacked it hard in the nose with her clawed hand. 
Its eyes watered from the impact. It bared its teeth and growled, “Biw.” 
With that simple utterance, the miniature army of violent creatures attacked. Quistix swiped at several with her ax. They evaded. One latched onto her knuckles, bit down hard, and forced her to drop Swordbreaker. 
Her eyes grew white with fury. 
Another leaped onto Quistix, sinking its brutal saw-like teeth into the flesh of her palm. She pried its jaws from her hand and hurled the creature over the cliff, turning back to the tiny army. 
Thick drifts of snow moved like foamy, white ocean waves as more rumbled beneath, coming to the aid of the first wave of goblins. 
Twitch aimed at a line of three with his bow, waiting for the moment when they might align. Arrowheads were scarce in this snowy tundra. He had to be precise. 
The goblins charged at them, uttering tiny cries of war in another tongue. Aurora used her rack to smack several goblins, one at a time, over the cliff’s edge before finally being overrun and pinned to the ground. Several goblins climbed atop the esteg, chewing her ankles and iridescent antlers. She bleated in pain. “Ba-aa-aa-aa!”
Twitch fired his arrow, spearing all three of the minuscule hellions with one shot. 
Frok flew to Aurora’s aid but was snatched by a clawed hand out of mid-air. Frok squealed as one started to gnash at her scaly foot with its sharpened fangs. 
Quistix roundhouse kicked three of them into their comrades and ran to Frok and Aurora’s side, slicing goblins with her emerald dagger. Three tundra goblins carried Swordbreaker, leaning it into the air and dropping it like a guillotine near Aurora’s throat. As the ax plunked into the snow, the critters struggled to lift it. Quistix kicked them high into the sky, connecting hard with her noubald boots. 
A stray goblin leaped onto her boot and gnawed through with serrated teeth, and another latched into the skin of her calf. Adrenaline punched through her veins as she reached for Frok, whose head was inches from the mouth of a starving goblin. She screamed.
The snow melted in a circle around her. She looked down. The veins inside of her arm glowed electric blue. 
It was happening again.
The elf radiated intense heat that grew with her anger. The snow around her melted off the craggy rocks, dribbling like a stream down the course terrain. The tundra goblins had frozen in shock at the sight of it.
From her palms, a fireball materialized. It shot fast, striking a hoard of hairy winter creatures and erupting a dormant, flaking tiaga tree beyond them into a scorching torch of roaring fire. A pile of singed bodies rolled in the melting snow, trying to snuff the fiery blaze to cool their blistering skin. As the fight slowed, Quistix’s eyes returned to their normal shade, and Aurora’s horns lit up bright green, reflecting color off the watery snow pile beside her as she healed the bite and claw marks that ravaged her esteg body with the caress of her velvety antlers. 
Quistix quickly carried Frok’s broken little body over to Aurora. The glowing green light engulfed the weakened dragonling, and her bloodied slash marks and torn wing healed at a fascinating rate. 
Once mended, Twitch took the pleom gently in his paws, clutching her trembling little body tightly. “I thought you were a goner! Don’t you ever die on me!” Twitch nuzzled her with his wet nose. She wrapped her little pink claws around his snout and hugged it lovingly.
A single goblin stepped in front of the others and shouted, “Atig sone!”
Those around it joined in on its chant, lifting their furry paws in the air. The chant spread to the rest of the goblins. Within moments, they all began a deafening chant, yelling out excitedly, “Atig sone!”
 Quistix stood dumbfounded. None attacked. Instead, three of them offered up Swordbreaker, barely able to handle its hefty weight between them. She took the weapon, now covered in blood and goblin drool.
“Atig sone! Atig sone!” They shouted in unison, bowing reverently and kneeling before her. 
“Atig!” The little one pointed to the fire growing in the treetops. “Sone!” A now-docile goblin pointed with its tiny, furry hand to Quistix and forced a too-wide smile across its demonic-looking face. She looked at the esteg, completely confused.
Aurora gave a weak grin and yelled out, “Atig sone… It means Goddess of Fire.”
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The large group of goblins devoured their dead for sustenance. Twitch was nestled between two creatures gnawing on jostling bones, licking each clean, grinding off the cartilage. Nothing went to waste. 
The tree blazed in the middle of them all, its heat dwindling.
Having already voraciously eaten her portion of smoked goblin meat, Quistix walked to the edge of the cliff where she had nearly fallen to her death a mere hour before. She looked out into the starry night sky, savoring the expansive view. Two moons of orange and one of solemn blue drifted in the night sky in near-perfect alignment. She closed her gold-flecked eyes and pictured fire erupting from her palms. 
After several seconds, Quistix looked at her splayed hand.
Nothing.
She thought about what Danson’s reaction would have been if he’d seen her perform these strange feats. She imagined he would look at her, those giant eyes so full of awe and wonder. He already viewed her as his hero, his protector. Even though she’d failed him miserably the day, Soren showed his face and snatched the rest of his life from him. 
From them both.
And Rowland? Would he look at her like a Goddess, she wondered, not with eyes filled with temperate years-long love but with passion for her otherworldly skills. As anguish rippled over her like ebbing waves, dragging her down below the sadness, she looked at her feet.
 The snow had melted in a ten-foot diameter around her, and where it had been, the world beneath sprouted anew. Dead spots of iced-over yellow grass melted from the freeze and filled in with new luscious patches of shamrocks and clovers. Timid tulips and rambunctious roses sprung up from leaf detritus, rooted steadfastly in the softened soil. The donik trees near her budded with new growth, unfurling baby leaves in unison. The rest of the tundra was void of life – save for the gnawing goblins feasting loudly and her travel companions – but in the area around her, the blossoming earth was alive, blooming like springtime. 
The nearby crunch of hooves in the snow tore Quistix from her frustrated thoughts. 
“Are you alright?” Aurora sounded concerned, eyes drifting from the rich foliage beneath her hooves to the deep, glimmering holler of pristine snow that sprawled endlessly below. 
“Yes, just… trying to understand. Or… practice.” Her words sounded more like a confused question than a response.
Aurora held her head up, regal in the dueling colors of the moons. “You have the gift. When we get to Apex, do not be put off if you encounter people who are displeased with your powers. Many envy those with natural abilities who have not honed their skills. It’s seen as a waste, a rejection of your magical heritage.” 
“I didn’t even know I had… this… until a few days ago.” She held up her grimy hands, roughened from the harsh elements and her decades-long occupation.
“Not everyone will care. Those born with abilities are capable of stronger magic than those who train.” 
The sound of bone snapping made Aurora turn, hooves skittering in fear. She sighed upon the realization that it was from two goblins fighting over their dead kin’s ribcage. Their gazes again turned outward toward the gorgeous frozen landscape.
“I didn’t know my parents, but I don’t think my grandfather practiced magic. He was a blacksmith.” 
“It doesn’t mean he wasn’t magical. It’s in you. You’re a natural.” Aurora motioned to a patch of moonlit greenery at her feet. Newly budded fauna swayed gently in the frosty winds. Aurora ripped a chunk of clover up with her mouth and chewed. 
“You know, my grandfather taught me how to make potions as a kid.” Quistix smiled a little. “He was stern, to say the least. But he soon saw I had a knack for finding ingredients. And I could smell when they’d mixed correctly. He said I was a natural, too.”
Aurora swallowed her mouthful of grass, enjoying every savory blade. “You practiced. Gained skill. You were in an environment that nurtured your natural abilities.” She chewed another mouthful of grass and swallowed. “There are drawbacks to natural versus learned magic.”
“How so?” Quistix’s voice wavered.
“Natural-born magical entities are never able to fully control their skills. Ruled by emotion and mental manipulation, there remains an element of surprise to your magic. For example, you may someday wish to cast a fireball at
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