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			PROLOGUE 

			Princess Ellyria Rose was sitting at her white vanity, combing out her waist-length black hair, in front of the large oval mirror. Staring back at her was the reflection of a girl, that was still not yet a woman. She did not look a year older. She did not feel a year older. Her skin was porcelain white, all but her sun-kissed cheeks. Her bee-stung lips were the same hue as of a spring rose. Her almond-shaped eyes were the perfect shade of sparkling sapphires, which could change to the color of emeralds if she became angered. Although the reflection of her, had not changed and it was soon replaced by images of her past. Princess Ellyria’s adventures within the past year came into play within the reflection of her enchanted mirror, as she recalled the events in her mind. Events that changed her life forever…

			In the race to find The Amulet of Elements, Princess Ellyria had set out on a most adventurous quest to find the necklace before the wizard did. Upon reaching the place where her visions had shown the amulet to be, she was captured upon arrival by the Vikings. After finding the amulet, they set out to trade with the gypsies, in the land of Inamor. The Viking, Rob the Red, sold the amulet to a gypsy and decided to take Princess Ellyria with him, to their ship that was docked in Regnuom. Princess Ellyria thought that she would never be rescued so far out at sea, until fate reunited her with Lord Brom, who had joined his brother, Captain Jake, on the very ship that she was on. Her joy was short-lived when a marauding battleship full of Vikings attacked. It was Princess Ellyria’s quick wit that saved the merchant ship Draki, and all of their lives. The vessel had minor damages, but it still had to dock in Inamor for repairs. Lord Brom and Princess Ellyria returned to the gypsy market in search of the amulet, where they met the bandolier of the gypsies, Vadoma, who informed her of her new destiny. With only three days, before she was to receive the Power of Litha, Princess Ellyria had to learn to harness its majick, but they were not prepared for the wizard, Raul, to make his appearance during the quickening. Princess Ellyria had not had the skills to save her mentor, but she managed to fight off the wizard until he retreated. Lord Brom and Princess Ellyria said farewell to Vadoma, before heading back home to Toledya, without the amulet…

			Princess Ellyria saw the images of the past fade from sight. Over the past year, she had worked hard to prepare herself for the impending battle with the wizard. Having only just mastered her power of telekinesis, she still lacked the power of empathy and the ability to communicate with animals. Vadoma had said they would come when needed, once the other powers had been mastered. She smiled to herself. One down, and two to go… 

			“What is to come? Show me,” she said, to the enchanted mirror. 

			The mirror became clouded, her image vanished, and darkness took over completely. She could see nothing. What did that mean? The Princess peered deeper into the large mirror. The darkness lifted, revealing a forest filled with bright light, then it grew dark again. Princess Ellyria’s reflection returned. She had yet to master the mirror’s majick. Perhaps one day, she might learn to control it. She stood up, then looked over to her oversized wolf Isis, who was sleeping in her favorite spot by her bed. She was suddenly tired. It had been a long day of spell work, and it was time to retire for the night. It was nearing the Summer Solstice, the anniversary of becoming the Chosen One, and she had finally embraced her destiny. It was only a week away and she had planned a return trip to Inamor, to study with the gypsies’ new bandolier. She crawled into her four-poster canopy bed, before she knew it, she had drifted off to sleep…

			Sweat trickled down her body underneath her nightgown. She could not get the images out of her head of the visions, that had just invaded her sleep. The cries of the innocent were protesting their entrapment, and the evil presence she felt, made her heart beat faster with fear. She could only recall images of tiny dancing lights and a giant tree in a forest of darkness. It was the fear and the great sadness that had awakened her. 

			Princess Ellyria leaned over clutching her head, a few moments passed before the room had finally stopped spinning. She looked up, curious as to the hour, then with a wave of her hand revealed the darkness outside her window. When she lowered her hand, the curtain covered the window again...

			Princess Ellyria closed her eyes, after returning to her pillow, her head embraced by the down feathers that were stuffed inside…

		

	
		
			PART ONE: THE CURSE OF THE BLACK FOREST

			Tiny voices screamed as they were caught in butterfly nets. Unable to fly out, their light of life grew dimmer, lacking enough air to breathe. The tiny creatures were being jostled about, in the dark sack they had been shoved inside. Only two were inside, a male and a female, they were siblings. After having been taken while in mid-flight, it had damaged the young male’s tiny wing. His sister tried to console him, but he was slowly drifting in and out of consciousness. She too could barely keep her eyes open…

			A young man entered the meager cottage carrying a small brown sack. He set it down on the wooden table, then stepped back waiting for his mistress to give further instructions.

			“How many were you able to find for me this time?” a sensual voice questioned the young man. 

			The young apprentice knew his mistress would be displeased with him, so his long hesitation only seemed to irritate her.

			“Well?” the woman asked, growing increasingly agitated. 

			When he finally spoke up, he prepared himself for the lashing that he was sure he would receive.

			“I was only able to find two this time,” he confessed, looking at the floor. 

			The older woman rose from her wooden rocking chair and went to the wall, where a whip hung from its hook.

			“You know the punishment. Turn around and take off your tunic. I have told you now several times, that I require no less than three of those filthy creatures, yet you have only brought two,” she scolded, in a calm voice. 

			The boy screamed out in pain with the first lash, that sliced open his dark ashy skin. Blood trickled slowly down his back when the second blow from the whip came. He clenched his teeth awaiting the next attack, which seemed to penetrate harder, cutting open the tender flesh between his shoulder blades. Bracing his body up against the table, he received several other lashes, by now he had lost count. He could not take any more pain, and his knees buckled underneath his own weight. The last crack of the whip made him scream again, as tears soaked the young man’s cheeks.

			“Mother, please stop! I am sorry! I will go back out, and find more! Please, I promise!” he pleaded, then heard her hang the whip back up on the wall. His back burned, and the stickiness of the blood had already begun to clot, tugging on his skin as he stood up. After he wiped the tears from his face, he flinched as his mother began to wipe the blood from his back.

			“You know that I hate having to punish you, do you not?” she scoffed, while dipping the blood-soaked cloth back into the basin of cool water. After wringing out the cloth, she continued to cleanse his skin. “I only meant for you to learn that it is of grave importance that you listen, and do as I say. Is that understood?” His mother scolded, then returned the cloth to the water and helped him to put his tunic back on. “Now go, and finish what you set out to do the first time. Do not come back until you have at least two more.”  

			The older woman peered into the brown sack after the young man had left the cottage into the darkness. Reaching inside, she tried to grab one of the tiny creatures, and quickly retracted her hand back from inside the bag, placing a finger inside her mouth.

			“You vile little sprite!” she cried out, then turned the bag upside down, and two tiny winged creatures fell out onto the table. One lay motionless, while the other quickly went to it and cradled its tiny body in its lap. She leaned down to get a closer look. She saw that one of them was not breathing and picked it up by its wings. It was dead. “Uh, oh, this will not do. Here, kitty, kitty.” 

			A solid black Skogkatt jumped down from its perch on the cabinet and rubbed its body up against her mistress. 

			“Here, Kisa, how about a nice treat for you?” she called, dangling the dead sprite over the forest cat’s head. 

			The tiny, winged waif on the table was crying and jumping up and down, saying something in her native tongue. 

			“Oh, what is the matter little one?” she asked, leaning down to face the three-inch person. She saw tiny tears glisten in the light, on the half-naked sprite girl’s face. 

			The sprite’s body was that of an adolescent and only covered by leaves, that were held together by the thread of a silkworm. The male, most likely her brother, was dressed in the same fashion, only a leaf covered the lower half of him. He lay there limp, from the wings she held him by. 

			“I suppose that you do not want me to give him to my cat, huh?” 

			The girl shook her head no, pressing her hands together, with an urgent look about her face. 

			“Ah, that is too bad,” she said, then tossed the lifeless body into Kisa’s open jaws. 

			The tiny girl sprite fell to the table, bringing her little legs up in front of her. She wrapped her arms around her knees and began to rock back and forth. Miniature tears made small puddles on either side of her. She looked up at this giant white-haired monster before her. She tried to get up, but the woman caught her just in time before she could take flight. The sprite was helpless, as her captor began to rip off her tiny wings from her body, then placed them in a jar. Blood spilled from empty wing sockets and the tiny female neared the point of fainting, before being shoved inside a gaping mouth. 

			Well, she went down fairly easy. She did not even kick on the way down,” she mused, to Kisa while laughing. The large cat purred and stretched after she finished playing with her meal; tiny wings were all that remained on the floor by her paws. “Was he good, my precious?” she questioned, then lowered herself back down in her rocker, and watched as the few liver spots on her hands began to disappear. Kisa jumped into her mistress’s lap, causing the woman to wince uncomfortably under the weight of her heavy cat. After Kisa settled in her lap, she purred to the wondrous sensation of soft hands stroking the length of her body. “Now, we only have to wait for our next meal to be brought to us.”  

			The woman continued to rock in the chair, lulling herself and her familiar into a little nap…

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 1

			Princess Ellyria Rose had awakened, to the warmth of the sun pouring in from the window of her bedchamber. She lay there in bed, too comfortable to leave, and wished to linger just a little while longer. The open window let in a cool morning breeze, that blew the light material hanging from her four-poster canopy bed. Such tranquil serenity caused her to drift off to sleep once again…

			Flashes of bright light came to her in the darkness, and she could feel great sorrow coming from the trees. The forest was shrouded with an evil presence, that held its own occupant’s prisoner. The cries were getting shriller, they were no longer coming from the trees, but from something else. The heaviness in her chest returned, she could not move, could barely breathe, and the dull ache in her head was deafening. The cries had become screams. The dancing lights were growing dim, leaving nothing to see but the darkness. She heard a distant voice calling to her. She walked through the forest trying to find where it was coming from. Without being able to see in the near distance, she had to be cautious in unfamiliar surroundings. All of a sudden, a glowing being came to her, reaching their hands out to her.

			“Princess, we need you! Please, help us!” The woman in front of her shouted before she vanished into thin air…

			Princess Ellyria woke up barely able to her catch her breath. She placed her hands to her head and looked about her room. It appeared unchanged, but something was different somehow. Shrugging it off, Princess Ellyria got up from the cozy bed and began to get ready for the day. She brushed her hair, washed her face, and put on a light, pale pink, cotton gown. 

			Once she stepped out into the hall, she braced herself up against her door. Once the feeling had passed, she headed downstairs. By the time she reached the bottom of the stairs, the dull ache in her head had returned. She placed her hands on either side of her temples and closed her eyes…

			“Ellyria, Ellyria!” Queen Anna shouted, when she found her daughter unconscious, on the floor at the foot of the stairs. “Please, someone help!” she screamed, trying to get anyone’s attention. 

			Prince Anthony heard his mother and ran to her side.

			“Let us get her to the parlor, and lay her on the chaise,” she told her eldest son. 

			He picked up his sister in his arms and carried her into the parlor, gently setting her down on the chaise. 

			Prince Dakota had heard the commotion and ran in to join his mother and brother. After he entered the room, he saw his younger sister lying motionless on the chaise. 

			“What happened?” Prince Dakota asked. He knelt beside her and retrieved the smelling salts, from the pouch that he always wore on his belt. He waved them under Princess Ellyria’s nose, and slowly she started coming around. 

			“Oh, are you alright, my dear?” her mother asked, wiping her hair from her face. 

			Princess Ellyria blinked a few times, then opened her eyes fully to reveal Prince Anthony, Prince Dakota, and her mother standing over her. 

			“What happened? Where am I?” 

			“I was going to ask you the same thing,” Prince Anthony said. 

			“Do you feel unwell?” Prince Dakota questioned, as he checked his sister for a fever, thinking perhaps she was becoming ill.

			“Not really, but earlier I felt incredibly - lightheaded, then I had a horrible pain in both sides of my head,” she answered, shaking her head no. “I feel better now.” 

			They all looked at her strangely. Princess Ellyria slowly sat up, clutched her head immediately, then laid back down.

			“Why are all of you feeling so worried right now? I am fine, it will pass like it did earlier this morning,” she confessed. “Anthony, if you are in a hurry to meet with your men, just go on. I will be fine.”

			“Wait a minute. How did you know that?” Prince Anthony queried, looking confused. 

			“I do not know really. It is rather strange,” Princess Ellyria winced, then grabbed the sides of her head again, rolled to her side, crying from the sudden pain. 

			“Let us get her some chamomile tea please,” her mother called out to Nan, who was standing by the entryway of the parlor.

			“Yes, your Highness,” said Nan, who left quickly to the kitchen to fetch the tea. 

			Princess Ellyria let out a sigh of relief, as the pain subsided. 

			“So, you were saying this happened earlier? Was that the first time?” Prince Dakota questioned. 

			“No, actually. It happened before I went to bed, once in the night, and twice this morning,” she answered, rubbing her temples. 

			“Can you think of anything that might have triggered these episodes?” Prince Dakota asked, then waited for her to take a few sips of the tea that Nan had brought in for her. 

			“ I hope you feel better soon sister, but I am afraid that I can not wait any longer. I am being sent to Regnuom this morning, to see how things are holding up without a king present to protect the throne. I shall return soon,” Prince Anthony promised, then bent down to place a kiss on his sister’s forehead before leaving the room. 

			Princess Ellyria was sitting up now, taking slow sips of the hot liquid. 

			“I had a dream, or a premonition of sorts, I believe,” she answered, looking at her brother, and mother. “It was very strange, and it did not make any sense to me.” 

			“What was it? Do you remember any of it?” her mother asked. 

			Princess Ellyria cradled her cup in her hands and tried to recall the images again. 

			“There was darkness and tiny dancing lights. I heard their cries, and I felt their pain. I am not quite sure what it was, or how I was feeling, or what they were. Then a lady that was surrounded by a glowing light called out to me in a forest. She needed my help, but she disappeared, then I woke up. I had also seen strange images of darkness, and the dancing lights in my mirror, before I had gone to sleep. What do you think it means?”

			Her mother and Prince Dakota looked at one another, then back to Princess Ellyria. 

			“Why are you concerned and nervous, mother?” 

			Queen Anna lowered her gaze to the floor, then to her daughter again.

			“Sister, I do believe that you have gotten your second power, the power of empathy. Somehow, it has been triggered by this new event,” Prince Dakota said. 

			 “The premonition that you had, of whomever, is obviously powerful enough to call to you for help; it would make perfect sense. Do you have any idea where this is taking place?” Queen Anna agreed, nodding her head.

			“I could only see a forest. Although, I know for certain it is not the Dark Forest of Woe. Perhaps the gypsies could help me?” 

			“I understand that it is your destiny to defeat the wizard, and to help those in the realm. I just wish that you could stay here and remain safe, until it is time to face the wizard. I know that you are not quite ready yet,” her mother chided, then reached out to hold her daughter’s hand. 

			 “I shall be fine, and I will not be going after the wizard. We have not heard anything of him since I managed to get away. That was a year ago, mother. Have faith in me, please. I shall only be going to Inamor, and I can leave when Prince Ian leaves to secure the throne in Regnuom for father,” she proposed, then squeezed her mother’s hand in return and smiled. 

			“How did you know about Ian?” Prince Dakota questioned.

			“It was what Anthony was thinking, but somehow I felt how he felt about it,” she answered, feeling strange with having such knowledge. “Mother, will you speak to father for me?” The eagerness was written all over her face.

			“I suppose I could,” Queen Anna smiled at her daughter. She embraced the girl, as she had practically leapt off the chaise towards her. 

			“Oh, thank you, mother. I promise to stay out of trouble and remain with the gypsies the entire time that I am there,” she swore. 

			Princess Ellyria finished her tea, then left to go find Isis, who was probably already out in their favorite wading spot…

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 2

			Raul was pacing back and forth angrily. He had tried so many different variations of the power-stripping potion, but it just was not coming together the way he desired. After trying to come up with a solution for nearly a year now, he had decided to try another route. Perhaps instead of trying to get the Princess to drink the potion, he could put it into something to eat. This he would have to ponder further...

			“Come here, boy.” 

			Toby stopped scrubbing the floors and went to see what his master wanted. 

			“Yes, sire?” Toby stood waiting for orders. 

			Raul looked at the boy in front of him; he had grown so much in such little time. 

			“How old are you now, boy?” 

			“I just turned twelve, sire,” Toby said, then began to fidget with the string holding up his trousers. 

			“How are your lessons coming?” 

			“Fine, sire. My tutor says that I am doing well and that I can read just as well as her,” the boy replied proudly. 

			Raul decided this was as good a time as any, to tell him his good fortune. 

			“Well then, that is good to hear. You do read rather well now,” he responded, studying the boy’s face. He looked rather worried, then thought it best to give him something to smile about. “I have decided to take you on as my apprentice. What do you have to say about that?” 

			Toby could not hide the disappointment in his face, because he was hoping he would be released from his service. 

			“Why do you look as though I just killed your pet?”

			“Well, sire.”

			“Speak up. You may speak freely.”

			“I, I just assumed that you were going to let me go see my father, sire,” the boy said timidly. 

			Raul was amused by the boy’s innocence. He placed an arm around him and led him to the window. 

			“I will give you some sound advice, young one. Assuming makes an arse out of you, and me. However, I will let it slide just this once. Do not let it happen again. Do you understand?” he chided, looking down at the boy.

			“Yes, sire,” he said, staring out the window. 

			“I think you should come with me,” the wizard said, patting him on the back, before he grabbed the boy, then they disappeared…

			Raul had brought Toby to the last place that he could have never imagined. Home...

			 Toby looked up at Raul, with disbelief in his eyes. 

			“Why did we come here, sire?” 

			Raul looked down at the boy and pointed off into the distance. Toby’s eyes widened as he started to run off, but the wizard caught him by his shirt. 

			“Not so fast, boy.” 

			The boy lowered his gaze to the dirt road. He was so close to his father, yet so far away. 

			“I did not bring you here to return you to your father. I brought you back to say goodbye. If you are to become my apprentice, then you must cut the ties that bind. There is no other way,” the wizard advised, before disappearing. 

			Toby looked all around him. Where did he go? 

			All of a sudden, Raul reappeared at the blacksmith’s workshop. Toby saw him, and his heart beat faster than he had ever felt before. He saw Raul speaking with his father, but he was too far away to hear what was being said. He saw his father looking over in his direction, and without thinking started running to him. He was not sure what was driving him to be exact, but it was completely on impulse. He did not stop though, he ran through the middle of town, even knocking into people walking by. Only a few feet from reaching his destination, he stopped dead in his tracks. Toby fell to his knees and screamed. He covered his face with his hands, unable to look upon the terrible sight in front of him…

			Raul snatched the boy and returned to the cottage. He had told the boy it had to be done, and to stop his blubbering. This was his new path, not the path of a soot covered, poor blacksmith, like his father. He allowed the boy to retire to his bedroom, but he would expect him to continue with his chores as if nothing had happened. 

			Toby lay on his small straw bed and cried himself to sleep shortly after. In his sleep, he was haunted by images of the wizard and his father. Running as fast as he could to get to his father, pushing past the passerby, dodging in and out of the crowd; he had even seen his father try to run to him. The wizard prevented him from going, his father grabbed his hot iron from the fire and tried to stab the wizard with it. Raul became quite angered and caused the poker to burn his father’s hand. When the poker was dropped, Raul seized his father, ripped out his heart, then let him fall face-first into the fire. The wizard saw that the boy had seen what had happened, took a bite of his father’s heart, then just for show, threw it into the fire. 

			Toby woke up from the nightmare, his clothes were soaked with sweat. He had also wet his bed, something he had not done since he was a little tyke. He was hurt beyond reason. First from his mother’s passing shortly after he was born, which left his father to raise him alone, to then being taken away from his father; only to see him one more time, before he was murdered mercilessly in front of him. He would avenge his father right now if he could. Without knowledge he was powerless, and he had no one else that could save him from the wizard. 

			Toby vowed that night, to learn everything he could from Raul, to become his apprentice. Then one day, he would have his revenge in honor of his father…

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 3

			A few days had passed and Prince Anthony had returned to Toledya, with news from Regnuom.  He went straight to his father’s study to inform him of his findings.

			“You may enter,” the King announced, motioning his eldest son to come in and sat down.

			“Father, I have just found out that none of the Lords are willing to assume the throne in Regnuom. I am guessing they do not want the responsibilities. It is such a peaceful kingdom,” Prince Anthony informed him. 

			“Are you positive? I do not want to send your brother Ian into a mob of angry Lords over the throne,” King Jason replied, rubbing his chin.

			“I am positive, sir. Lord Thomas led a meeting with the few Lords that remain, and none of them wanted the position,” he assured. “Are you sure Ian is ready to sit on a throne?”

			“I think it will be a good experience for him. It will also help me to see what kind of ruler he will make,” he replied. “Besides, it will only be an acting king position, since I am technically the King of their realm by the treaty your great grandfather, King Charles, had made.” 

			Prince Anthony understood and would not dare challenge his father’s authority. 

			“Would you like me to fetch Ian for you?”  

			“Yes, thank you, son,” King Jason replied, then watched his eldest son leave the room. He would have been so proud if Prince Anthony had shown interest in the crown, but he insisted that he become a knight. He understood his son wanting to be right in the action, and not at a desk all day like he was. The only time he was able to be in the excitement was during a great battle, but in a peaceful kingdom, war is seldom seen. 

			Prince Anthony returned with Prince Ian, but had to leave to settle his affairs and rest a while, from his hasty journey back home earlier.

			“You wanted to see me, father?” Prince Ian asked. 

			“Yes, please come in my son. I would like you to be the acting King, in the kingdom of Regnuom,” he announced. 

			“I would be proud to serve you on this matter, father,” Prince Ian said, beaming inwardly with excitement.

			King Jason knew that his son would be excited. He could see it all over his face, even though he was trying hard to keep it from him. 

			“That is good to hear. Right now they are accepting of you stepping in, as the acting King of their realm, so make sure you do not do anything to cause them to feel otherwise. Understand?” 

			“Oh, yes sir. I understand completely. I will not disappoint you, I promise,” he reassured his father. 

			“Very well then. You will also be escorting your sister to the gypsy kingdom of Inamor, on your way to Regnuom. I am not too comfortable with this, but she will be under the gypsies’ protection, and she is quite powerful enough to take care of herself. She is not, however, ready to go up against the wizard from what your brother Dakota tells me, but she has mastered her telekinesis,” King Jason addressed, then stood up to walk out of the study with Prince Ian. “Make sure that you get her there safely, and send word to me the moment that you reach Regnuom.” 

			“Of course, father. I will,” he promised. Prince Ian left to bid farewell to his giant lion, Migata, and to inform his sister that she was going as well. They would leave at first light…

			Princess Ellyria Rose rode in the carriage alongside her brother Prince Ian, at her father’s insistence. She would have preferred to simply ride on horseback, calling less attention to their persons. The royal flag of Toledya was flying proudly in the air; a personal escort by six of her father’s guards would carry on with her brother to Regnuom. Surprisingly, she was not being left with a personal guard while in Inamor. Her father had reluctantly decided to let her be on her own, once she arrived in the gypsy camp. It was three days until Midsummer, and she was excited to join in the celebration with her new family. Even though her mother was a full-blooded gypsy, she no longer practiced all of their customs since becoming queen. Though she still honored the culture and was incredibly proud of where she came from. The last time Princess Ellyria was in Inamor, she had received the Power of Litha, and become Vadoma’s student. She thought of the woman who had given her own life for hers, and she missed her greatly. Returning there would bring back some of those horrible memories of her death, and how Raul had killed her. 

			Princess Ellyria looked out of the window of the carriage.  It was a much slower trip than on horseback, even at a faster pace, and the journey was taking way too long. 

			“So sister, are you excited to go on an adventure that does not involve an abduction this time?” 

			Princess Ellyria flashed him a dirty look, from her glaring green eyes.

			“I am sorry. I suppose that was not very funny, was it?” 

			“I shall let your inadequacy for being considerate slide this time, brother,” she said coldly, but all those years of torment from him as a child made her quite bitter. Yes, of course, she loved him, he was still her brother, but she had to put him in his place. She was not that little girl he used to pick on anymore. 

			“I am sorry, Ellyria. I swear it. I cried the first time that you were captured, and the second time when you ran away. I was worried sick for you. I do love you, little sister.”

			“Well then, you could show it more often, instead of teasing me all of the time.”

			“Teasing you is my way of showing affection, you know that. Do you not?” 

			She just looked at her brother seated across from her in the carriage. It made sense since he had always been the jester, not the rebel like Prince Rowan, or the leader like Prince Anthony, or even the thinker like Prince Dakota. In a way, she was a little like all of her brothers, whom she used to envy so much growing up. Only within the past year, had she finally put her green monster to rest. 

			“Yes, I do love you too, brother. Even though you are a jerk at times,” she teased. 

			Princess Ellyria looked back to the window, out in the distance she could see the large Oak Tree, where she and Lord Brom had rested once. There, just over the hill, was the elusive lake they had had an incredible experience in. Lilies and patches of thick clover surrounded the perfectly clear water. She closed her eyes and began to blush, from the feelings which stirred within her. She masked her face with her hand, so her brother did not inquire about the state of her cheeks, for she knew they were hot with color. She cleared the arousing images from her mind, but could not free the vision of Lord Brom. He had not sent any word to her since their parting. Maybe it was for the best, but she did miss him considerably. Her mother had told her to move on, saying if they were meant to be together they would be reunited one day. She could not foresee herself being in love with another, not like she loved Lord Brom, nor could she begin to fathom being with another man either. Right now her focus could not stray, she had to focus on her spell work, and learn more from the gypsies. 

			No more fantasizing about Lord Brom, Princess Ellyria swore to herself. Even though she was curious if he ever fantasized about her…

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 4

			After a year out at sea, Lord Brom had learned everything there was about working on his brother’s ship, the Draki. He could do just about anything, from fishing, to the requirements of the first mate; Captain Jake had even taught him captain’s duties as well. At the end of the day, they pulled in their nets, and were now heading to port to sell what they had caught to the fishmongers, then return to the sea. They would head north past Regnuom, to the colder waters, to catch the larger fish...

			Lord Brom had stayed on the ship, with the first mate, Rob the Red, and some of the crew. They unloaded the crates to the eager merchants, who were ready to buy up all the fish for resale. Afterward, Lord Brom had returned to his cabin to clean up, and to wash the smell of the ocean off of him. When he had the bath drawn for him, he could not help but think of his Princess. When she had required the bath to make her accommodations better, while on this ship; he could not help but laugh, at the very idea of such a thing. He immediately shut up when some of the crew carried this tub up the stairs. Lord Brom had asked his brother where they had even gotten that large of a tub, or how they stored it on the ship. The porcelain tub with the gold claw feet he had gotten as a gift from a sheik in the desert, for the trade of some silks he had come across in the gypsy market. How she smelled like roses, as the wind blew through her hair, sending it straight to his nostrils. Her skin was so incredibly soft to the touch, her hands so innocent, as they touched him with feather-like strokes. He loved to run his fingers through her long black hair, so silky smooth, with the hidden aroma of roses. He adjusted himself at the very thought of having her. He was so close, when they were together at the lake if her father’s guardsmen had not rudely interrupted them. His loins ached with need. He had not been with a woman in a year now, not since that little blonde barmaid he had turned into a woman. She was a real piece of work, once he had unleashed her desires, and her father was the only real problem that he had encountered. Right after he spilled his life into the girl, her father busted in the door before he had the chance to pull out. What a mess the rest of the night had been. He had the worst luck, after getting so inebriated he thought some toothless, uncomely whore was his Princess and went up to her room. He did not remember much of what exactly happened, or what he prayed did not happen with her. The angry father brought the master-at-arms to arrest him, for raping his daughter. It was definitely not rape; she was just as eager as him for their little romp. All of these memories of fornication had him so hard that it hurt. He reached down and grabbed his swelled manhood to ease his pain. It did not take long for him to quell the savage beast of his loins. After he finished his bath, he rose out of the tub. His statuesque body glistened from the little sunlight coming in through the porthole, as the water reflected it. Even the best sculptor in the world could not have replicated his rippled muscles, that stood out all over his body. Water dripped from his golden, mid-length hair, down his broad back, to his perfectly round buttocks and powerfully lean, long legs. He grabbed the large drying cloth and stepped out of the tub, before wrapping the towel around his chiseled waistline. Standing tall at a striking six foot four, his head nearly reached the ceiling of the cabin and he had to duck slightly going in and out of the doorway. He looked out of the port window to the ocean; his light blue eyes usually matched perfectly with the sky, but not today. Dark clouds were forming in the distance. The wind was on their side and would carry the ship to her destination with haste, with luck from the Gods, they would out-sail the impending storm…

			Thunder clapped and lightning struck out, into a sky of blackness. The Draki rose up and down, as the waves crashed over her deck. Men frantically tried to keep her on course, but the oars broke against their futile attempts. The large sail was being held in place by several men trying to tie it down tighter. The wind caught the sail, lifting three of the surly men up off of their feet. Captain Jake tried to steer the ship, but too many odds were against trying to get the rudder to turn her back on course. Lord Brom grabbed the ropes, to help the others that were now flying through midair halfway up the mast. He managed to bring them back down; the three men and Lord Brom were joined by two more crewmembers, to help tie down the sail. They paused only for a moment, to catch their breath, when lightning struck the mast and started a blaze. Frantically the crew grabbed the buckets. One by one they worked as a team, bringing up the water, then passing the buckets down to those on the end, who threw the water up onto the sail to prevent it from catching fire as well. Then the rain came down hard and the wind blew it sideways, making it difficult to see. The rain was a blessing, putting out the fire on the mast. With the fire extinguished, they attended to their biggest worry. The storm had blown them off course. In the night with the starless, black sky, they could not get their bearings to know where they were now. Captain Jake looked down at his compass, but the rain came down too hard to see and the ocean stung his eyes, as waves lashed at his ship with its fury. The compass fell and was washed off the deck, he tried to grab it in time, but he could not let go of the wheel. The storm raged on, the ocean fought back against the ship with equal force, nearly sending some of the crew overboard. Only the moments when bolts of the deadly light illuminated the sky, were they able to see. The lantern had been blown out by the wind hours before, leaving the ship’s upper deck in total darkness. Lord Brom fought hard just to walk against the elements, to see what else needed to be done now that the sail had been tied back down.

			“We have tied the sail back down, the men can not row anymore, they have already broken too many oars. What do we do now?” Lord Brom shouted.  

			“We can only hang on and pray to the Gods, that she does not flip us over!” the Captain shouted, then steered the ship as best as he could, trying not to break the rudder. “Just keep an eye out on the sail, if the wind catches the wrong way, it may break the mast,” Captain Jake ordered, shaking his head; there was nothing left to do, but try to keep the ship from capsizing. 

			With no signs of the storm passing, they braced themselves waiting until the worst of the storm was over. The rumble of the skies was deafening, and it vibrated throughout the ship. The crewmen continued a watchful eye on the sail, as they stood guard at the bottom of the mast. 

			A horrible groan was heard, yet it was not the familiar sound of thunder. The ship began to teeter sideways, as the waves towered over her, making her look miniature in comparison. The deep groan became louder, and the crew grew fearsome. Rob the Red went to his Captain with a dreaded idea of what it could be.

			“Captain, sir. Did you hear that?” Rob shouted, over the storm and crashing waves. 

			“No, I can not hear much of anything over this storm,” Captain Jake exclaimed, raising a hand to his ear.

			The sound came again, from the side of the bough. 

			“Never mind, I heard it that time,” Captain Jake confessed, pointing in the direction it came from. 

			Rob the Red braved getting close to the edge, which was a dangerous place to be right now. He turned around to face the Captain and saw him frantically waving his arms.

			“Rob! Get away from there now! Run!” Captain Jake shouted. 

			The bellow from the monster shook the ship; the men turned to see what it was, then stopped dead in their tracks frozen with fear. Lord Brom looked up and saw the hideous serpent rising up from the depths of the ocean and lurking over the bough of the ship.

			“Tis’ the Jörmungandr!” Rob the Red shouted, then ran as fast as he could from the side of the ship. 

			“Run! Run for your lives!” the other men screamed. 

			The giant serpent wrapped its body around the front of the ship, as the giant tail came crashing down onto the deck. One of the men screamed as he was trapped underneath the serpent’s tail. The crew rushed to his aid, grabbing axes and swords to cut him free from the monster. While the head of the Jörmungandr was busy fighting off its attackers, its powerful jaws clamped shut on one of the men, biting him in half. The man’s legs fell from the monster’s mouth into the ocean, as it pulled back its head from the long spears that threatened to kill it. The sea monster roared in pain, as the crewmen hacked at the heavy tail like an ancient tree, still trying to free the man from underneath. Even with its tail, bloody and frail, it flung the men away with wretched force. The men flew back across the deck and hurried to get back up to fight the serpent. Axes were sent down into the beast’s tail in unison until it was severed; blood spurted out onto the men and all over the deck. 

			The Jörmungandr bellowed at the remaining stub of its once long and mighty tail, sending it into a blind rage. The ship began to teeter to one side, as the serpent pushed it over with all its might. Men grabbed anything they could to hold onto, so they were not sent over the edge. 

			Lord Brom and Captain Jake threw spears at the monster’s head, many missed their target, but a few of the spears found their mark. The monster reared back its head in pain, as spears dangled from its massive neck. The brothers waited patiently for the beast to come for them, but a massive wave hit the ship and water crashed into them. When they got up the monster was nowhere in sight. The men looked at one another, then looked all around the perimeter of the ship, with still no sign of the monster anywhere. Suddenly it reappeared, surprising them from behind. The massive jaws came down hard, crashing into the deck and missing its target, as the men got away just in time. Lord Brom and Captain Jake, with spears in hand, plunged them deep into the monster’s neck. The serpent raised its head up before the brothers had a chance to let go. Lord Brom twisted the spear shoving it in deeper, blood squirting all over him. Captain Jake let go before the serpent rose up any higher, leaving Lord Brom alone in mid-air. Holding onto the spear with one hand, he grabbed the knife from his side holster and reached over to slit its throat before letting go. Lord Brom was so disoriented, that he failed to notice the monster coming down on top of him. 

			“Brom, get out of the way!” Captain Jake shouted, before he ran toward him and knocked him out of the way. Both men tumbled over one another just in time, before the massive head hit the deck. The beast was slain and men struggled to push it over the edge of the ship, before the weight of it tipped them over. When they had shoved the rest of the monster over the side, it was too late to notice where they were headed.

			“Captain Jake, look!” Rob the Red shouted, over the storm. 

			Captain Jake and Lord Brom both looked up in time to see they were heading straight for a rocky shoreline. Frantically, the men tried to fight against the storm, several tried to untie the sail, while others grabbed oars to help the Captain turn the ship away from disaster...

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 5

			Hidden within the canopy of the forest was an entirely different world, a lush green sanctuary hidden from prying eyes. Once protected by the Elder Queen, it now has become a prison without walls, cursed by an evil force, keeping all inhabitants from ever leaving, and magical folks from entering the forest. Only the Elvin Halfling, Alfar, has the power to come and go as he pleases. His blood from his human half allows him to be unaffected by the curse's power. Mortals are the only ones that could enter the forest, but they rarely managed to escape. Before the curse, humans that did enter the forest fell in love with the hidden realm, and would never want to return to their own world. Now that this once beautiful, enchanted forest was cursed, they either feared the forest or had been caught by the darkest evil that never allowed them to leave…

			In the middle of a clearing and sitting on a thick bed of clover, up against the largest tree in the forest, was Alfar. The sun was making its way up over the horizon, casting down its radiant beams and reflecting on the tiny drops of dew upon the clover. He loved the dawn, with its fragrant smells, and the peaceful serenity of silence. All of the forest creatures were still fast asleep, as Alfar enjoyed watching the sunrise; every day the sky had shown a different variation of colors that it painted. This was his soul’s pleasance. He did not wish to return home to his mother. He did not think that she would even care if it were not the fact she was waiting for what he was sent out after. His back was still very sore, but there was something about this Elder Tree when he was near, it comforted him somehow. 

			Reluctantly, he stood up from his quiet place of solitude and leaned over to pick up his brown sack. He looked upon the giant tree and placed a hand on its massive trunk. He felt such great energy from it, that it was hard for him to leave…

			Alfar opened the door to the cottage, where his mother was waiting. She was quite angry with him. Hastily taking the sack from him, she reached in and removed what she had been waiting all night for. The tiny creatures were barely alive, from being trapped inside for most of the night. The young man looked away, he could not stomach watching his mother’s daily ritual. When she finished, she placed the tiny wings in a jar with the rest of them. She turned around to face her son, and her demeanor towards him changed.

			“Get to work on your chores now. I shall have your breakfast for you if you get them all finished in time,” his mother spat the first rule of the day. 

			“Yes, mother,” he replied, before he began his chores. If he did not finish his chores by the time breakfast was served, he missed his chance to eat. He had to sweep the floors, scrub them, chop wood, then bring it in for the fire, fetch water from the well, tidy up the rest of the cottage, all before breakfast was made ready. Most days, he was able to get all of his chores done because he woke up before dawn to start them, while his mother slept. Some days though, if he had been whipped the night before, he was usually in too much pain to even get out of bed. A sound lashing seemed to come almost once a week; no matter how hard that he tried to please his mother and she always found a reason to take her anger out on him. Breakfast was nearly ready and he could smell the porridge from outside, as he brought in the last of the firewood. He had already lugged in the water, cleaned the floors, and tidied up around the place, but he had to make sure that it was near perfection.

			“Alfar, breakfast!” 

			“Is everything to your liking, mother?” he asked, then sat down at the table, while his mother looked around the room

			“It will do,” she said, with her blue eyes fixed on his, then joined him at the table and waited for him to serve her. 

			He had to be very careful with the hot porridge. If any were spilled, it was a lash from the whip, if he accidentally spilled it upon her, he would be lashed so bad, that he would be in bed for nearly a week. That happened only once, and he learned not to spill the porridge. While they were eating, he was not allowed to speak unless she spoke to him first; if he spoke without permission, it was a lashing. He was mute unless instructed further. 

			“I want you to go to the gypsy village, stay low and out of sight. They are expecting the one that I have been waiting centuries for, the one that can save us all. Find her and bring her back to me before Midsummer’s Eve. If you fail, we all will perish.

			“Yes, mother,” he replied, with his head held low. 

			Alfar set out after breakfast, on his long journey to the gypsy village. It was only a few hours on foot to get there, but he brought some sweet bread and biscuits, along with a pouch he filled with water from the small pool of water that dripped from the Elder Tree. He was excited to finally be away from his mother, for the first time in his seventeen years. 

			Without having ever left the forest before, it would be an entirely new experience for him indeed…

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 6

			The arrival to Inamor was followed by a warm reception. Upon seeing the royal flags of Toledya, Mala was the first to greet Princess Ellyria. She was the gypsies’ new bandolier and also an Awenyddion, like Vadoma had been. Mala eagerly awaited the Princess, she was going to be her tutor, since Vadoma had passed. Even though the gypsies did not pass down the teachings of magic to outsiders, Princess Ellyria was the exception. She was born half gypsy, and her grandmother had been raised within this clan, so that still made her familia... 

			Princess Ellyria barely made it out of the carriage, when Vadoma’s predecessor came to greet her. 

			“Welcome, Princess Ellyria,” Mala said, embracing her.  

			“Thank you, Mala. I am so happy to be here. This is my brother, Prince Ian.” 

			“A Prince. It is a pleasure to meet you, Sire.” Mala blushed, she found him to be very handsome with dark hair and dark brown eyes. He had a nice smile, quite tall, and she imagined him to be very strong. 

			“No, please, the pleasure is all mine,” Prince Ian said, smiling at the pretty woman, as he took her hand and placed a gentle kiss upon it. 

			“So, brother, do you not need to be heading on to Regnuom before midday?” Princess Ellyria interrupted, rolling her eyes at her brother’s dramatic introduction.

			Prince Ian turned away from his present distraction, then turned to his sister.

			“Oh, yes. Yes, I suppose I do,” he answered. He looked back to Mala and flashed her his best smile. “I do hope that we meet again someday,” he declared, before kissing her hand one last time. 

			 “Be careful the rest of the way to Regnuom, brother,” Princess Ellyria instructed, then embraced her brother to bid him farewell.

			“Me? It is you that I am worried about. Mala, please watch over my sister. She is the only sister that I have,” he said, before he kissed her on the forehead, then let her go. 

			Princess Ellyria and Mala stood and watched, as Prince Ian climbed back into the carriage. He was gone before they knew it, with the knights as his escort. 

			“I apologize for my brother’s behavior. He is usually not so bold,” Princess Ellyria said, trying to make excuses for him. 

			“That is quite alright. If he only knew how old I was, then he might not have been so ‘bold’, as you put it,” she giggled, feeling like a young girl again.

			“How old are you, if I may ask?”

			“I am nearing my third cycle in life, almost a crone, by gypsy standards,” Mala answered. 

			Princess Ellyria looked at this very pretty woman, who appeared as though she was her mother’s age, and she was surprised indeed. Mala had smooth skin, very little silver in her hair, except for a single strand in front, and her brown eyes only showed great wisdom. 

			“You can not even tell. You are beautiful.” 

			“Thank you for your kindness. I will show you the way to your tent, we have arranged for your comfort, befitting a Princess of course,” she said, then led Princess Ellyria into the camp. 

			The tent held more expectations than she even had in mind. It was quite large in size, with a small bed in the corner, a small claw foot bathtub in the opposite corner, and a small table for writing, or scrying; she was sure there was a crystal ball underneath that black cloth. 

			“Oh, Mala, this is too much. You did not have to go through all this trouble just for me. I would not have ordered all of these things. I do not know how to thank you,” Princess Ellyria responded graciously. She was not a demanding princess and had only requested to have such luxuries when she was on the Viking ship because they had kidnapped her. It was only by Lord Brom’s brother, since he was the Captain, that her requests had been met.

			“No, please do not feel that way. You are the Chosen One after all. Vadoma would have wanted me to make sure that you were as comfortable as possible. Besides, you are still a gypsy, one of our own.”

			The two women embraced. Princess Ellyria had never felt so welcome. 

			“I will leave you to rest, you need your sleep. If you need anything at all, someone will do their best to get you whatever you like,” Mala added sweetly.

			“Thank you again for everything. I will take a long nap I think.” 

			Mala nodded her head and left Princess Ellyria alone in the tent. 

			The few trunks that had traveled with her, had already been brought to her tent earlier. She did not pack lightly, if she went anywhere of her own accord, she liked having some of her personal things, as well as extra clothes. For this trip, she had only two small trunks with her, one for clothes, one for her books, and other personal items. Without having a wardrobe to unpack her clothes, she just left them in her trunk, until she might be able to find one. After the long journey of constant sitting, her backside was sore, she laid down on her side, so she would be able to rest easier. She was not sleepy as much as she was simply tired, but slowly she succumbed to slumber…

			“Princess Ellyria, Princess Ellyria. Please, you must help us. We are trapped. You must find us. Help us,” the voices whispered. She tried to find out where the voices were coming from, but it was too dark to see that far ahead of her. The forest was thick and lush, as she slowly made her way through it. She came to a clearing in the middle of the woods, and there in front of her was a giant tree. The voices seemed to have vanished. All was quiet, except for the sound of water droplets. The tree appeared to be crying, as she had never seen water fall from a tree. A small pool formed at its trunk and created a small brook. She wanted to see where it led. The little stream led further into the forest, but no matter the obstacles, fallen trees, rocks, and or inclining hills, the water still overcame them. The water stopped, as she looked up to see where she was. The light from the moon over the clearing was the only light she had, to make out a small cottage before her. She began to hear the cries again, not only did she hear them, but she felt them also. Her heart ached for them. The heaviness in her chest was like a dead weight pressing down upon her. Then she heard shouting, someone was inside, so she stayed back in the cover of the woods.  She had never felt such anger before, as she did now. She put her hands over her face and fell down to her knees. What was happening to her? There was more than one person in the cottage, someone else was there, and they were in wretched pain. Suddenly her back felt like it was on fire; the pain became so intense, that she had heard herself scream…

			Princess Ellyria was drenched in sweat and could barely breathe, she kept her eyes closed and her hands covering them, to keep out the light. Mala had heard her screaming and ran in.

			“Are you alright? I heard you screaming. I came as fast as I could,” Mala said, then reached out to embrace the Princess, but when she did, Princess Ellyria pulled away and cried out. “What is wrong?”

			“I do not know, my skin feels like it is burning.”

			“May I?” Mala pulled down the back of Princess Ellyria’s day gown. She gasped at the sight.

			“What is it? What do you see?”

			“Your back. It looks like you have been whipped, but there is no blood, just bright red lash marks.” 

			“What? I do not understand. How did that happen?” 

			“What were you doing?”

			“I was sleeping and had a vision. I felt all of their pain, their anger, and their fear.”

			“Whose pain and anger?” 

			“I do not know.” 

			Princess Ellyria wished that she knew…

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 7

			Nightfall came and the stars lit up the night sky; reflections of silvery light shone brightly through the window in King Jason’s study. He usually did not work so late in the evening, but he was getting a few loose ends tied up, while waiting for word of his children’s safe arrival to their destinations. He was not worried as much for his son’s welfare, since he was accompanied by several guards. His daughter, however, was without an escort at all. Even though she was quite safe in the gypsy camp, the wizard could easily conquer even the best of their shamans. He rubbed his eyes before his hands covered his face, then he ran his fingers through the remainder of his light brown hair. He let out a sigh, followed by a yawn, and then leaned back in his chair reaching his long arms to either side of him, as he brought them up over his head, before he let them fall to the arms of his chair. All of a sudden, he was startled by the flutter of wings and the sound of cooing. He turned to the window, and there on the sill was a carrier pigeon. He got up slowly to not frighten it, since they were such flighty birds and walked over to the window. He wrapped a large hand over the bird’s back and picked it up gently, turning it over to reveal the message rolled up on
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