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Chapter 1: Beginning
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There are three land masses that were only connected by train tracks. The one more on the top was known as Adela and was home to the demonbornes. It was mainly a desert wasteland. Badlands to most, but was how the demonbornes liked it. Though, it has been taken over by the dark elves as a means to have their own kingdom, the Raiza Kingdom. Named after Zilnu and her husband Dulmuss Raiza.

The land mass that was connected to Adela and more towards the bottom of the three was known as Asela. It was home to the elves and others of magic. The Tree of Life also resides there in a protected village near the Elvish Kingdom of Nevell.

The final land mass connected to both was known as Akela. It was the mortal kingdom of Realia. Others of magic and elves lived there as well.

Adela was the land mass visited the least and was the most dangerous for the average person.

The Elven Princess, Zaynetta Oridove strolled through the thin woods on her way to the small village of Mabarveil. It was several miles from the Nevell Kingdom and a safety hold for the higher elves if something happened. It had a barrier to it that prevented anyone of darkness from entering. So that meant the elves’ enemy, the demonbornes and dark elves could never enter.

Zaynetta came to this village often for her two friends. One was a companion of hers, that lived in a comfy pouch attached to her belt. Cabal Ratu, a sweet rat with the heart of a fighter. The coloring on his head was more of a brownish grey that went down along his back. The rest of him was white. He had his own belt with a sword attached and bow and arrows.

The Elven princess was taking her companion home so he could visit his mother and little brother. Cabal lived on the Tree of Life, as did many of the talking rats as well. Of course, the birds built their homes much higher.

The small homes were built along the base of the tree. Never inside as respect for the magical tree.

Cabal stared out through a little hole in the pouch. He could see where Zaynetta was going.

She stopped when she got to the tree. She opened the pouch and held her hand over the opening for Cabal to climb on.

He left his weapons in the pouch as he climbed on her hand.

She bent down and placed her hand on the ground. “You tell your mother I said hello.”

“Always do,” Cabal said as he got off her hand.

“I shall return in a little while,” Zaynetta told him.

“Alright M’Lady,” Cabal concurred. “Tell Cera hi fer me.”

“Will do,” Zaynetta smiled, then stood up. She watched Cabal hurry over to his house on the side of the tree. He had to climb the stairs to get to the house that was on the second level.

Zaynetta walked over to her second friend’s house. Cera Veil was a humal or a person who can transform into any animal. They had been friends for many years now.

She went up and knocked on her door. Cera opened it rather quickly.

“Zay? I haven’t seen you in so long!” Cera exclaimed nearly chuckling.

“Ha, ha,” Zaynetta faked laugh as she walked in. She went to sit down at the table in the kitchen.

“Care for a cup of tea?” Cera questioned as she closed the door.

“Why do you even ask every time?” Zaynetta inquired.

“You may surprise me one day,” Cera smiled as she headed to the kitchen to pour a cup.

“I see you made the only thing you know how to make,” Zaynetta mentioned as she noticed the half-eaten flat bread on the table.

“Hey! You like it,” Cera stated as she put down a cup of tea and a small plate of warmed flat bread. “Especially drizzled with honey.”

“You really should learn to make other things,” Zaynetta told her before sipping her tea. She then picked up the flat bread to eat it.

Cera went to sit down as she stared at her friend with a smirk.

“What? Why do you stare with that face?” Zaynetta asked after she swallowed her bite.

“You come to my home every few days and always complain about my fantastic scrumptious flat bread. Yet you sit there every time enjoying it,” Cera stated.

Zaynetta looked at her as she was about to take another bite. She smiled partly at her.

“No need to act like a princess all the time,” Cera told her.

“How would I act then? Would you still be friends with me?” Zaynetta questioned.

A knock was heard at her door and Cera was quick to get up to answer it.

“Maybe,” Cera stated with a snicker, then unlatched the top half of her door. “But then again don’t you have to be a certain way because you are one?”

“I do, but can learn to take things lightly at times,” Zaynetta replied.

“Hello Mrs. Buttermint,” Cera greeted after opening the top part of her door.

“Good morning, Cera,” Mrs. Buttermint acknowledged. “Oh hello, Your Highness.”

“Mrs. Buttermint,” Zaynetta nodded.

“The usual?” Cera questioned.

“Of course, dear,” Mrs. Buttermint answered while handing her a small cloth.

Cera went back into her kitchen. On the counter was a basket covered by a cloth. She removed the cloth to reveal a couple of dough balls. She picked one up carefully and placed it in the cloth that Mrs. Buttermint gave her. She wrapped it up and headed back to her at the door.

Mrs. Buttermint gave her a coin in exchanged for the dough. “How much for one of those cooked flat breads?”

“Two coins,” Cera answered.

Mrs. Buttermint smiled, then walked away.

“Every time she asks and every time she walks away,” Cera revealed as she closed the top half of the door.

“Does she think you will change your mind one day?” Zaynetta asked, then took another bite.

“Maybe,” Cera answered as she sat back down. “Or wishes to be like you and have a free one.”

Cabal sat at the table in the kitchen.

“Here ye are, me son,” Dolly said as she handed him several arrows.

“Thanks mum,” Cabal mentioned as he took them to be closer to him.

“Ye know how happy I am to see ye out there and all, but I do worry fer yer safety,” Dolly stated as she went to make a plate for her two sons.

“I know mum, but I am okay. Zaynetta is very kind to me and I don’t go into danger,” Cabal declared.

“But I know ye,” Dolly said as she placed a plate of roasted carrots and parsnip with a baked beetle in front of him and his younger brother Hisaki. “Ye want that adventure and battle.”

“Well, I am prepared fer it,” Cabal stated proudly.

“It is a dangerous world out there fer something so small,” Dolly told him as she placed a pie down on the table as well.

Cabal’s eyes went wide with excitement.

“Uh-uh. After ye eat,” Dolly scolded.

Cabal nodded and started eating.
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Chapter 2: Convince You Otherwise
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In the Raiza Kingdom of Adela, a demonborne named Azzedan went up to the highest ranked demonborne.

They weren’t typical in having leaders dictate what others of their kind should do. There was no council of them regulating what needs to be done. No real higher force to turn to. But they did have was a coin that would indicate your status based on how many souls were collected and stored in that coin. The more souls the higher your status and the more others would listen or value you. Also matter what kind of soul one acquired as well.

That is the main reason their homeland was taken away so easily. But this one demonborne did not take well to the dark elves claiming their land.

“Sellmoth,” Azzedan called as he approached him in his large room given to him by Zilnu.

Sellmoth was staring into his fireplace while enjoying his alcoholic beverage. He turned to see who it was. “Ah, you. What does such a low status demonborne have to say to me?”

“Is it about time we took back our own land. Adela is ours not theirs,” Azzedan stated.

“Are you not aware of the benefits they offer?” Sellmoth asked as he turned to fully face him.

“Benefits? For them or for us? For I see no benefit of them here. We do what they ask, we are meant to follow their order when we are not accustomed to that. Whatever they want,” Azzedan declared. “And what do I get for going along with them like an obedient dog? I get to beg for a soul as they drink upon my blood to increase their power.”

“At least you have purpose and if a job is done well you get a soul without having to worry about killing for it,” Sellmoth stated.

Azzedan scoffed. “You are not even listening!”

Sellmoth took a step closer to him.

“They are a plague to our kind!” Azzedan shouted.

“Do you wish to be banished? Looked down upon as not even worthy of the two souls you have on that pathetic coin of yours,” Sellmoth stated in his face. “Show some respect.”

“If they did first,” Azzedan mentioned.

“Am I interrupting, Sellmoth?” Zilnu asked as she walked in.

“Not at all, Your Majesty,” Sellmoth answered as he took a step back. “This one was just asking how he can better be of service to you.”

Azzedan glared at him.

“Ah, how very proactive of him,” Zilnu declared.

“I hope all the souls are worth it,” Azzedan whispered as he stormed out of the room.

“There are mortals to be tortured, if that is what you are looking for,” Zilnu shared as he walked past her.

“What may I inquire does your visit entails?” Sellmoth asked.

“I think now is the time to own more than Adela,” Zilnu replied.

Sellmoth grinned mischievously. “Go on. I am listening.” 

Azzedan stormed out of the room and headed down the hall.

“Aww, did the big man not listen to little Azz?” a female demonborne questioned while leaning against the wall near the entrance to Sellmoth’s room.

Azzedan stopped. “Not now, Vaken.”

She approached him. “Did you honestly think someone like Sellmoth would listen to a demonborne like you? You have the status of a newborn.”

“The dark elves don’t belong here,” Azzedan stated as he turned around.

“You must be the only one here that doesn’t like them,” Vaken mentioned. “Did they not like the taste of your blood? Or are you above begging for free souls?”

“They are a leech and I will not be doing their bidding,” Azzedan proclaimed, then walked away briskly.

“You will be an outcast, Azzedan! No one else would accept you than your own kind!” Vaken yelled out.

Zilnu listened from the doorway. “A bit headstrong that one.”

Vaken looked back. “Who him? More misguided.”

“You should keep an eye on him,” Zilnu stated as she held her hand straight down with palm facing down. A cloudy translucent light went from the ground up into her hand. “A soul for your effort.”

“Thank you, Your Majesty,” Vaken said as she took out her coin.

“But first,” Zilnu mentioned as she held the soul in her hand. “I need from you.”

“Sure,” Vaken agreed as she held her arm up. She exposed it for her.

Zilnu came up to her while taking out her special tool for collecting their blood. It was a small vial with a spike at the opening. She pushed the spike against Vaken’s skin until blood dripped into the vial.

Zilnu held up the vial to show the dark substance. She beamed as she examined it, then drank the whole thing.

Vaken held out her coin in the palm of her hand with an anticipated smile as she waited for her soul in exchange.

Zilnu looked at her. “Follow him and report what he does.” She let loose the soul and it was sucked up into the gold coin.

“I am sure he won’t be a problem. He is one of the lowest status demonbornes here,” Vaken stated as she put the coin in her pocket.

“Even a well-organized machine can falter if one part misbehaves,” Zilnu told her. “Make sure he comes back to our side or bring him to me for annihilation.”

“Annihilation? But he is only one...,” Vaken tried to disagree.

“He may sway others to go against me,” Zilnu interrupted. “You shall be rewarded for either outcome.” She walked past her and down the hallway.

Vaken watched her walk away and thought of what she said.
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Chapter 3: Returning Home
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“Lovely visit as always,” Zaynetta mentioned as she stood up. “But I should get Cabal and return home.”

“Maybe I will come to Nevell at some point,” Cera said.

“So, you tease every time,” Zaynetta stated.

“I know you rather come here though,” Cera declared.

“I do and it is not just for your bread,” Zaynetta said.

“Look at you, making a joke,” Cera grinned as she stood up too.

“See, I can,” Zaynetta proclaimed.

They said their goodbyes and Zaynetta headed to the Tree of Life to fetch her companion.

Zaynetta looked around for a twig. She picked one up and used it to knock on the door.

“Oh! That must be her,” Cabal stated as he sprung to his feet. “Thanks fer the arrows, mum!” He grabbed his bundle of arrows and hurried out the door.

“Please continue to be careful,” Dolly told him. “And don’t forget this!”

Cabal turned around and took the large jar of spices from her. “Right.” He went back to the door and opened it. “M’Lady! This is from me mum.” He held up the large jar.

“Oh how kind of her,” Zaynetta mentioned as she took the jar which would be small to her. She held on to it for the moment.

Cabal scurried over to her.

Zaynetta bent down with her hand out to him. Cabal climbed up and she moved him to the pouch.

Cabal placed his arrows into his quiver, then climb out and up her arm to her shoulder. “Was yer visit with Cera good?”

“Always. I trust your time with your mother was pleasant,” Zaynetta mentioned as she started walking out of the village.

“As usually,” Cabal stated. “Also love it when she makes berry pie.”

“Sounds delicious,” Zaynetta concurred.

“I would share if I could, M’Lady,” Cabal revealed.

“I know,” Zaynetta smiled as she moved her head to look at him.

She continued to walk through the thin woods, then whistled for her horse.

A beautifully pure white horse came trotting towards her. The horse simply named Snow, had her mane braided with flowers adorning it. The reins and saddle had gold trimmings on it. And attached to that saddle was her magic staff.

Zaynetta could do magic without it, but it did help her to harness and better focus with it.

She put the jar of spices into the saddle bag before getting on Snow. “Going to be a bumpy ride.”

Cabal positioned himself to lay on her shoulder and held on with his nails. “Ready.”

Zaynetta got Snow to trot a little before fully galloping.

Azzedan was back in his home in the harsh desert. The wastelands were worse here than any other part of Adela.

“Why don’t you live in Hollowward like the others?” Vaken asked as she appeared at his open front door.

“Following me now, are ya?” Azzedan asked as he looked at her while packing a bag.

“The Hollowward is in a nicer part of Adela,” Vaken stated as she strolled in. “Curious why you choose to stay here.”

“I have been in The Hellish Skerry for my whole life,” Azzedan replied while placing his dagger in the sheath on his left thigh. He fully faced her. “Why move to be closer to them?”

“What is with this hatred for them? There is not many of them to hate,” Vaken inquired as she got closer to him.

Azzedan sighed as he looked down. “I have said before how I don’t like doing someone else’s bidding. Begging to be rewarded for souls like a child.”

“Ah, I see,” Vaken said as she was right in his face. “You don’t like being reminded of your childhood.”

“Not the best memories for any one of us,” Azzedan stated.

“True for the young demonbornes that got pushed around by the other young ones,” Vaken agreed. “Had to be ruthless even then.”

“Where do you think I got my second soul from?” Azzedan playfully asked, then got his cloak on.

“Can’t have been another demonborne,” Vaken stated.

“It was the human that egged him on,” Azzedan revealed.

Vaken partly smiled. “Where are you off too?” She sat down on his bed in front of him.

“Why do you care all of a sudden? We haven’t spoken since you left to live in Hollowward,” Azzedan asked.

“Because, as I remembered we had some fun times,” Vaken replied. “Do you think of those times?”

“I have been trying to forget them,” Azzedan stated.

Vaken scoffed as she stood up. She put her arms around the nape of his neck. “Wasn’t all volatile.”

“You know how many scars I would have if we didn’t heal?” Azzedan questioned as he pushed her off. “Did someone put you up to watch me?”

“Please, you are harmless,” Vaken replied. “Why would anyone be afraid of you?”

“Thanks for the visit, but get out,” Azzedan told her sternly.

“Where are you running to?” Vaken asked.

“Just to enjoy a different scenery,” Azzedan replied, then teleported.

“Dammit,” Vaken muttered to herself as she sat down hard on the bed.

Zaynetta made it to the Nevell Kingdom. The city was huge with cobblestone streets and small sets of stairs and long walkways all around.

There was a large town square where the vendors lined up their stalls. It was the nosiest part of the city.

One of the best highlights of the city was the beautiful garden that was away from the town square. It was closer to the castle, almost like a middle ground between the Elven castle and the people who lived in Nevell. There was a pond that ducks and geese swam during the day. Pathways went around the garden like an easy maze.

It was the best path to the castle and was design to evoke calmness when reaching the castle. The smell of the flowers alone would bring happiness to anyone passing through.

Zaynetta had her horse walk through the path and up to her home.

Once she got to the staircase that went up to the front doors, Zaynetta got off.

Cabal climbed back into his pouch.

Zaynetta removed her staff and the jar of spice before sending Snow on her own to the stables.

She walked up the stairs to the front door to see her mother standing there waiting.

“Must you go unattended every time?” Neia inquired with a little irritation in her tone.

“I am only going to Mabarveil. It is not far, mother,” Zaynetta replied.

“You are a princess. What if those demonbornes snatch you or some rogue thieves take the opportunity?” Neia questioned harshly.

“It is only a few miles away,” Zaynetta proclaimed.

“I know. Just worry if something would happen to you,” Neia stated. “Also, as a princess, you need to learn more about keeping appearances and less about spending unchaperoned visits with a friend.”

“Is Cabal meant to never see his mother again?” Zaynetta asked.

“He knew when he decided to go on an adventure with you,” Neia replied. “Now come inside. Lunch shall be ready shortly.”

“Yes, mother,” Zaynetta agreed. She headed inside the castle, then went up four flights of stairs and down the hall to her room.

Zaynetta carefully removed the pouch from her belt and placed on her dresser. “I am sorry for what my mother had said.”

Cabal came out. “No need to apologize, M’Lady. She is right after all.”

“We will still go to that village as much times as we see fit,” Zaynetta told him.

Cabal smiled at her, then went to the trapdoor to open it. He climbed down the ladder as he shut the door. In the top drawer of Zaynetta’s dresser was everything he needed. A bed with a small table that his lantern sat on in the far corner. A bathroom in one corner and the kitchen towards the front of the drawer. He was happy with his living situation. Even more so when she brought back morsels of her meals.

A maid came into the room.

“I am wanted now, aren’t I?” Zaynetta asked.

“Just here to tidy your hair and anything else before I escort you to the dining hall,” the maid replied.

“My braids are not untidy,” Zaynetta mentioned while looking at her deep purple hair. She had one braid on each side of her head.

“Then if you are pleased, I will escort you now,” the maid told her.

Zaynetta smiled and nodded. She followed her to the third floor to the dining hall.

Her parents were already sitting with their chancellor, Alen.

Zaynetta swiftly went to sit by her mother.

“I have been told that you are still going out of this city with no chaperone,” Corym stated to his daughter.

“It is only to the village closest to us,” Zaynetta mentioned.

“Still as a princess you should always have someone around,” Corym told her.

“I know, just seems so awkward for the guard to stand there and listen,” Zaynetta proclaimed. “And I know he would just report back to you what Cera and I are speaking about.”

“Well if you have nothing to hide, then you should not feel any awkwardness about their presence,” Corym declared.

“You must think of how your disappearance could affect not only your parents but the whole kingdom, Your Highness,” Alen revealed.

Zaynetta politely smiled with a subtle head nod. This was the only time she did anything that went against her parents. She enjoyed the freedom of being away from her duties as a royal.

“It is the sense of adventure you are seeking, is that correct?” Neia inquired.

“Perhaps, it can be nice to have a break from feeling royal at times. I do enjoy what I have here, but I need that alone time with my friend,” Zaynetta declared.

“All fine, but you can’t forget who you are,” Neia told her.

“Just bring a chaperone or I will not allow this anymore,” Corym instructed.

“Yes, father,” Zaynetta mentioned.

The servants brought over a plate of roasted chicken with root vegetables.

“Now, Your Majesties, the royals from the Realia Kingdom are expected tomorrow,” Alen revealed.

“Was expecting them sooner,” Corym said, then began eating.

“They must have taken the long way to reach Asela,” Neia stated after her bite.

“Barely anyone takes the path through Adela nowadays,” Alen shared. “Far too dangerous for them as mortals.”

“Very true,” Corym agreed.

“Should just close those train stations for everyone’s safety,” Neia stated.

“They can still teleport, mother,” Zaynetta declared.

“Yes, but she can’t. Wouldn’t want her to leave that ghastly place,” Neia said. “She wanted a kingdom so badly she can be trapped there for all I care.”

Zaynetta just stared at her mother.
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Chapter 4: Taking Over  
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Vaken teleported back to the small castle of Raiza. She walked to Zilnu’s throne room with hesitation. She didn’t know what to say to the dark elven queen.

The door was already opened and Zilnu was sitting in her high chair staring down the demonborne approaching her.

“Did you get him to be on our side once more?” Zilnu asked.

“He left, Your Majesty,” Vaken replied.

Zilnu’s face contorted to show her unhappiness. “And where did he go? And why did he leave?”

“I am unsure of where he went. I do have an idea of where though,” Vaken responded.

“Then why are you still here?” Zilnu asked harshly.

“Thought to keep you updated on his whereabouts,” Vaken replied.

“But you only have an idea of his whereabouts. So, I ask again. Why are you still here?” Zilnu questioned annoyed. 

Vaken opened her mouth to answer, but then closed it and bowed instead. She hurried out of the throne room and straight to her home in Hollowward to prepare to follow him.

Zilnu’s chancellor, Elkhazel, walked in after Vaken left. “Your Majesty, the demonbornes who wish to accompany you are ready to go.”

“Excellent,” Zilnu relished as she stood up. “Let us leave at once.”

Azzedan had teleported to his favorite town of Cloudcross in Asela. This town was more known for its game nights in the tavern than anything else. It was also a favorite amongst other demonbornes. Elves tend to stay away from this town, but mortals and others couldn’t pass up the chance to gamble for coins. It was also the only other place were loose women and cheap drinks were found. 

Only the train station in northwestern part of Adela and the northeastern of Akela had brothels. 

It was a more say nothing, do nothing sort of secret at this tavern.

Azzedan walked up to the counter of the Wandering Souls.

“Azzedan,” the barkeep greeted emotionless.

“Can never tell if you are happy to see me or not,” Azzedan mentioned.

“Was gettin’ tired of the women upstairs askin’ for you,” the barkeep stated.

Azzedan shot a look upstairs.

Only two rooms were used for secret intimate meetings, but there were always more girls than rooms.

“I knew they would, but what about you, Quincy?” Azzedan questioned.

“If you can stay ‘while and keep others in line durin’ the games, then I would be happy to see you,” Quincy told him.

“Loud and clear,” Azzedan smiled. “Anyone in particular?”

Quincy gestured to a group of three sitting near the front of the tavern. “The one in the middle is the ring leader.”

Azzedan smirked at the barkeep. “I will take an ale. Would be mighty parched after telling him who is boss.”

Quincy nodded with an amused look on his face.

Azzedan approached the table. He bent down as he gripped the edge of the round table.

“Were in a middle of a game,” the ring leader grunted.

“This is my tavern you are messing with and you need to be taught how to act accordingly,” Azzedan stated.

The three patrons looked at each other and chuckled.

“Thought it was his,” the ring leader declared as he gestured to Quincy.

Azzedan let his short horns show as they protruded from his forehead and towards the back. His nails grew longer and black, so did the tips of his fingers. The edge of his iris in both eyes turned more noticeably red. His tail appeared and flicked.

“Put those away, newborn,” the ring leader ordered as he showed himself the same.

“Could barely recognize you, Jalgul,” Azzedan mentioned while standing straight up. “Gotten a lot fatter since the last I have seen.”

“And you haven’t changed at all. Still too afraid to kill for your souls,” Jalgul proclaimed as he stared coldly at him. “Such a pathetic demonborne you are. I bet even the young are more dangerous than you ever would be.”

The other two laughed with Jalgul.

“Run along, newborn. This is my town now,” Jalgul instructed.

Azzedan scoffed, then looked back at Quincy before walking around to the back of Jalgul. He took out his dagger. “I can be just as dangerous as any.”

“Yeah right,” Jalgul chortled as he leaned back in his chair.

Azzedan slit Jalgul’s throat quite deep so it wouldn’t heal as fast.

The other two quickly stopped laughing. One rushed to his feet to go after Azzedan when he thrusted his dagger straight into his throat.

Before the second one could do anything, Azzedan used his telekinesis to pin him to the wall.

“Shame I can’t collect their souls, but tell any other demonbornes here that this is Azzedan’s town now.” He let him go and the demonborne fell to the ground.

He got up and left the tavern in a hurry.

Azzedan went to pull his dagger out of the demonborne’s throat, then went to the slain Jalgul to wipe the blood off of his dagger. He headed to the counter to drink his ale.

“Welcome back,” Quincy happily said.

Azzedan smirked at him as he went to a table to sit at and enjoy.

The patrons stared in bewildered silence at what they witnessed. 

The few girls that were upstairs smiled to each other to see Azzedan had returned.

Vaken got on her black horse and headed for the southern train station of Adela. It would be a two-day trip to reach Asela. She knew of the town Azzedan loved but she herself never been, so was unable to teleport there.

She went up to the ticket booth and got off her horse. “One trip for me and my horse.”

“Three gold coins for the horse and two for you,” the ticket master told her.

“Five coins just to travel?” Vaken inquired displeased.

“Leave your horse then,” the ticket master said. “Of course if you leave it at our stable that would cost ya extra.”

“I am sure,” Vaken concurred as she glared at him while taking five coins out of her coin bag.

“Thank ya kindly,” the ticket master said as he beamed mischievously. He took the coins.

Someone came out of the ticket booth to place a numbered tag on the reins that would match the number on her ticket that she was given.

“Enjoy,” the ticket master mentioned.

Vaken rolled her eyes as she walked by and onto the train.

There were two sitting coaches and two sleeping coaches. There was one coach for cooking and eating.

Vaken sat on one of the two sitter seats in the sitting coach. Everything in here was a bit grimly and in a desperate need of a deep clean. Spiderwebs lined the bottom of the two sitters. Dust filled the corners and some windows barely opened.

The train would be taking a while to go now that Zilnu, her daughter Irnareth, and many demonbornes were needing transportation as well. All heading to Asela.

Vaken kept to herself for the trip after that encounter with Zilnu.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 5: Surprise Companion



[image: ]


Zaynetta was woken up by a chambermaid opening her curtains to let the light of the following day shine through.

She stirred as she was fully waking up.

“Morning, Your Highness,” the chambermaid greeted. “Nora will be in shortly to dress you.”

“Thank you,” Zaynetta said as she sat up. She noticed Cabal climbing back into her room from the window.

Vines covered the side of the castle, so Cabal could safely climb down to scavenge the ground around the castle.

“Find anything good?” Zaynetta asked as she watched him use the rope she had attached to her vanity. The dresser was located next to it. He had to use stacked books to get up.

“I usually do,” Cabal replied as he got up on the vanity. “Found a few bugs and some good herbs.”

“I will make sure to grab a little of this formal dinner,” Zaynetta told him.

“Me mouth waters already, M’Lady,” Cabal declared. “Have any excitement ‘bout the royals coming?”

“Morning, Your Highness,” Nora greeted as she walked in with clothes.

“Good morning to you as well,” Zaynetta acknowledged back. She got out of bed and went over to her vanity. “I am more curious as to their visit. Is it a simple meeting or have they a reason.”

“Hoping nothing bad,” Cabal said. “Ello, Nora.”

“Cabal,” Nora said politely.

The thirteen inched rat headed up the stack of books to the top of the dresser to get to his home.

“He is cute and all, but I still find his kind a tad creepy,” Nora told her.

“Shush, he will hear your words,” Zaynetta scolded.

“Sorry, Your Highness,” Nora said. “Now, your mother has requested you be in your evening best for the whole day.” She showed off the cream-colored long dress with lacy open sleeves.

Zaynetta looked at her then the dress through the mirror. “Might I wear something a bit lighter so I can travel?”

“Your mother did warn me you might say something like that,” Nora mentioned with a sigh as she lowered her arms to fold over the garment. “I do have another dress for you to wear, then dress you in the fancier one for tonight.”

“Sounds good,” Zaynetta agreed.

Nora helped Zaynetta out of her sleepwear and into a light blue long sleeved dress. She attached a dark blue corset belt.

Zaynetta sat down in front of her vanity for Nora to comb her long deep purple hair. All the elves in these lands had all sorts of different colored hair. Some were light and others dark, but the dark elves always had jet black hair.

Nora began braiding her hair, the staple for all female elves as well. Long and braided in some way. Male elves had long hair that was up in some way like a ponytail or half bun.

Nora braided Zaynetta’s hair in a way that the braid looked like its own crown before putting her actual thin silver circlet on. “There you are, Your Highness. Ready for the day.”    

“Thank you, Nora,” Zaynetta said.

Nora smiled at her through the mirror. “Take care.” She headed to the door to leave.

Cabal came out from his home. “What are we to do today?”

“Care to pay Cera a visit?” Zaynetta asked.

“I wouldn’t mind, but won’t ye get in trouble?” Cabal questioned.

“Not if we are to return before the royals from Realia arrive,” Zaynetta smiled.

Cabal grinned, then headed down to her vanity to go into the pouch.

Zaynetta carefully placed the thin belt which the pouch was attached too around her waist. “Ready?”

“Ready when you are, M’Lady,” Cabal replied as he stuck his head out through the hole.

Zaynetta headed towards the door, but was stopped by a guard. “Oh, I wasn’t expecting someone to be standing there.”

“I am Garratt. Your personal guard.”

“Ah,” Zaynetta said. “Great.”

“I will be with you at all times,” Garratt told her.

“Are you here to prevent me from going anywhere?” Zaynetta asked.

“I am just here to watch over you. I do not have the authority to order you,” Garratt replied.

“Good, then we ride,” Zaynetta declared.

“As you wish, Your Highness,” Garratt said.

Zaynetta walked around him and towards the grand staircase at the end of the hall. She looked partly behind her to see Garratt was indeed following her.

She headed outside and to the side of the castle to where the stables were.

“Good morning, Your Highness,” the stable master greeted. “Assuming you are here for your horse.”

“I have no other reason,” Zaynetta smiled.

“Very well. One moment,” the stable master stated.

“And my horse as well,” Garratt added.

The stable master nodded, then went to saddle up the guard’s horse and Snow. Within a short time, he returned with both horses.

“Thank you, George,” Zaynetta said as she got on Snow.

Garratt was quick to get on his horse too.

They trotted down the slight hill to the garden.

Cabal climbed out of the pouch to sit on Zaynetta’s shoulders. “The ducks seemed upset this morning.”

“Perhaps they had laid eggs,” Zaynetta shared.

“Maybe,” Cabal concurred.

Once they got out of the city, they had their horses run towards Mabarveil.

As they got to the small woods outside the village, Zaynetta stopped Snow and got off.

Garratt followed her. “Why are to stop here?”

“So Snow can graze,” Zaynetta replied. “We are within the veil, so nothing will happen to her.”

Garratt looked at her, then around. He couldn’t see the veil, but knew it was there. 

Zaynetta led the way to Cera’s home. She knocked on the door.

Cera opened it and was surprised to see her friend again. “Two days in a row? You can’t miss my flat bread that much.”

Zaynetta giggled a little.

“Either you have some news for me or you are unhappy about something,” Cera stated.

“You know me too well,” Zaynetta said.

“And by the looks of that guard standing and staring, I would say both,” Cera declared.

“That is just the start,” Zaynetta whispered.

“I just made tea,” Cera told her as she opened the door wider. “Is he going to come in as well?”

Zaynetta looked back at Garratt. “Could you wait outside?”

“As you wish,” Garratt responded, then turned his back to observe the villagers.

Zaynetta went further into the house and sat down.

Cabal climbed down to sit on the table by her.

Cera closed the door. “He seems charming.”

“Please, my parents are mad at me for coming here so often and without a chaperone,” Zaynetta revealed.

“Oh, hello Cabal. Haven’t seen you in a while,” Cera greeted.

“Been too long, miss,” Cabal stated.

“No need to get formal with me, Cabal,” Cera told him as she went to the kitchen to pour some tea. “Actually, got a little something for you.”

Cabal’s ears perked as he watched her. “Fer me?”

“The royals from the Realia Kingdom are coming today,” Zaynetta announced.

“Really?” Cera questioned as she put a cup down in front of Zaynetta, then a smaller one for Cabal.

“Me own cup!?” Cabal exclaimed with surprised excitement.

“Yeah, I had some help from the Meowskers to make a whole set for you whenever you come by,” Cera explained.

Cabal stared at her with watery eyes as he was overcome with joy. “That...thanks.”

“Very kind of you,” Zaynetta stated.

“I know it is not often when you come over, but thought for those just in case,” Cera mentioned, then got her cup and sat across from them. “So why are the royals coming?”

Zaynetta took a sip, then put the cup down. “Not sure. Maybe something important.”

“Hmm, what could they want?” Cera thought out loud. “The two kingdoms are already aligned.”

“Maybe they need assistance,” Cabal mentioned after his sip.

“Could be something with demonbornes. They are always doing something,” Zaynetta proclaimed.

“I am sure it is nothing more than a casual visit,” Cera declared, then sipped.

“They took the long way to reach us. If it was something casual, then why not send a letter?” Zaynetta inquired.

“Marriage proposal?” Cera questioned.

Zaynetta looked at her coldly. “I would hope not.”

“Do I smell eggs?” Cabal asked.

“Yes, I made some this morning. I still have a little if you want,” Cera replied.

“Yes, please!” Cabal exclaimed.

“Or I can make more if you want Zay,” Cera stated as she got up.

"I am fine, thank you," Zaynetta answered.

Cera went to put the scraps she had from breakfast onto a smaller plate for Cabal. “When was the last you seen the prince?”

Zaynetta took a deep breath as she thought. “Not since he was a boy and we went to travel there as a tour of Akela.”

Cera placed the small plate of eggs in front of Cabal.

“Be weird to see him now if it is a marriage proposal tour. Doesn’t feel like it was long enough for him to be grown,” Zaynetta proclaimed.

“Well, us folks do tend to age rather quickly,” Cera mentioned.

“You are not fully mortal. You are a humal. Rules are different with your kind,” Zaynetta told her.

Cera exhaled out of her nose with a subtle smile.

Cabal happily ate the scraps of eggs. 

“I hate to say it, but we must be going before my parents get even more worried,” Zaynetta announced, then stood up.

“Right,” Cera said. “Wait, I have something else for Cabal.” She went further into her one room home to retrieve it.

“Ye are far too kind, miss,” Cabal proclaimed.

Cera came over and handed the rat a cross body bag. “A true adventurer needs a proper bag.”

Cabal’s tail wagged as he examined the bag. “Thank ye very much!”

“I am the princess yet my companion gets all the gifts,” Zaynetta stated.

“Is that jealousy?” Cera questioned amused.

Zaynetta chuckled. “My attempt at another joke.”

“Ah,” Cera said. “Please come back soon to tell me all that happened.”

“You know I will,” Zaynetta agreed as she held her hand out for Cabal.

He climbed on her hand, then headed inside the pouch.

Zaynetta headed to the door with Cera.

“Good luck,” Cera said softly.

Zaynetta looked at her with a nod and eye roll.

“Are we to head back to the castle now, Your Highness?” Garratt asked.

“As you wish,” Zaynetta answered, then walked past him.
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Chapter 6: Formal Dinner
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As Zaynetta and Garratt rode back to the Nevell Kingdom, they could see in the distance a royal carriage.

The royals from Akela were on a road heading straight for the city.

“We better hurry now,” Zaynetta announced. She got Snow to gallop faster.

She barely slowed down when she got to the city.

“Princess! You need to slow down!” Garratt yelled out.

Zaynetta was heading for the town square which forced her to slow Snow down. Her horse trotted through.

“Your Highness, that could have been deemed reckless,” Garratt scolded as he rode alongside of her.

“The entrance to the city is more opened. I knew to slow down upon reaching the center,” Zaynetta told him.

They continued to trot as they made their way to the staircase leading to the castle.

Zaynetta got off Snow and gave her some petting before heading to the stairs.

“You don’t take your horse to the stable master?” Garratt questioned.

“She knows to go there from this point,” Zaynetta replied, then walked up the stairs.

“Wait, I...” Garratt paused. He didn’t know what he should do since he was ordered to stay by her.

“I have to get dressed now!” Zaynetta blurted out as she hurried up.

She went to the first servant. “Tell Nora to come to my room at once.”

“Yes, Your Highness,” the servant agreed, then hurried off.

Zaynetta went to the fourth floor and down the hall to her room. She exhaled sharply when she made it.

“That was a bit close, M’Lady,” Cabal mentioned as he poked his head out of the hole.

“Quite,” Zaynetta agreed. She placed the pouch on top of the dresser for him.

“Good luck,” Cabal said, then went down the trapdoor.

“Just in time,” Nora stated as she walked in.

“I know,” Zaynetta concurred.

Nora wasted no time in helping Zaynetta out of her light blue dress and into the cream-colored one. She then sat her down in front of the vanity. She inspected her hair and fixed her circlet.

Nora moved to the table part of the vanity. She opened a jewelry box and gently rummaged through to find the right necklace for the princess. She found a necklace that had gems and wire twined together to resemble the Tree of Life. She went behind Zaynetta to place it on her.

“Very nice, Nora,” Zaynetta complemented.

“Thank you,” Nora said.

Garratt stood in the doorway. “They have arrived and your presence is required.”

“Well, she is all ready now,” Nora revealed, then walked out of the room.

Zaynetta stood up. She looked at herself in the mirror and took a deep breath to prepare herself for whatever they were here for.

She went up to Garratt. “Lead the way.”

Garratt guided her to the drawing room on the first floor.

Neia and Corym were standing at the bottom of the stairs waiting for their daughter.

Neia beamed at seeing Zaynetta. She wrapped her arm around hers and they headed to the drawing room nearby.

Corym walked closely behind the two.

Two servants opened the double doors.

“Ah, King and Queen Ravenwood. It is a pleasure to have you here,” Neia greeted. 

“Thank you two for having us,” Jervis stated.

“Is this Prince Otis?” Neia questioned.

“It is,” Lisette replied. She beamed with pride.

“What a handsome fellow you have grown into,” Corym declared.

“Thank you, My Grace,” Otis said. He looked over at Zaynetta with a slight smile.

She politely smiled back at him.

“I trust the trip was good,” Corym mentioned.

“First please sit everyone,” Neia quickly interjected as she gestured for the couches that were facing each other.

Each family sat with each other.

“The trip was mostly uneventful,” Jervis shared. “A few brazen thieves tried their hand at us.”

“How awful,” Neia responded.

“Sad state when others feel the need to steal,” Corym stated.

“Perhaps they are copying demonbornes,” Neia said.

“How awful the lands would be with more of them running around doing what they please,” Lisette proclaimed.

“I was just telling my husband that they should close down the train stations that go to Adela,” Neia shared.

Jervis and Lisette looked at each other.

“What a smart idea,” Jervis concurred. “We do have a problem of them coming to Akela to steal humans to do such unspeakable things.”

“We should advise the trains to stay in our stations,” Corym stated.

“It is settled then,” Jervis agreed.

Lisette grinned as she looked at Corym and Neia, then at her husband.

“Your Majesties, the dinner is ready,” a servant announced.

“Very good, thank you,” Corym said. “Well, shall we?”

“Yes please,” Lisette agreed.

Everyone got up and followed the servant to the dining hall.

Otis walked alongside Zaynetta. “Nice to see you again.”

“Yes, and you have grown so much,” Zaynetta responded. “I always forget how fast mortals can grow.”

“And I am always amazed at how beautiful your kind is,” Otis stated.

Zaynetta smiled with a slight chuckle.

Neia gestured where the Ravenwoods should sit. 

Corym sat at the head of the table and Jervis sat at the corner seat across from Neia. Lisette sat next to her husband as her son sat beside her.

Zaynetta sat next to her mother.

Kitchen servants were quick to come by to fill goblets with wine and place a bowl of vegetable soup with a slice of lightly toasted bread.

Zaynetta opened her cloth napkin and tore a piece of her bread and placed it into the napkin. She then began eating.

“How is the Realia Kingdom?” Corym asked then took a spoonful.

“Our people are being scared from the demonbornes taking them or the women being impregnated by them,” Jervis replied.

“They too go missing shortly after,” Lisette stated. “We don’t have any way of stopping them. Except for a few elves that live there to help.”

“How dreadful,” Neia declared.

“It really is,” Lisette concurred. She ate a spoonful and took a bite of the bread.

“That is the main reason for coming here. We have a proposal for you,” Jervis said. 

Zaynetta quickly gave the Realia King a look when she heard the word proposal.

“Oh,” Corym mentioned as he put his spoon down. “And what is that I may ask?”

“We know that elves and mortals don’t,” Jervis paused.

“Copulate,” Lisette added as she looked from her husband to the Nevell royals.

Corym and Neia exchanged looks.

Zaynetta’s eyes darted around at everyone.

“We understand the reason. You are immortal, we are not, but if you hear us out,” Jervis stated.

Kitchen staff came by to collect the soups from everyone to give the next course.

“I will grant you the audience you seek,” Neia proclaimed.

“We appreciate that, Queen Neia,” Lisette said.

“If our son and your daughter were to...copulate, then their offspring would be halflings and thus more elves in these lands to defend and fight against the demonbornes,” Jervis explained.

“Us, simple folks, would have a better chance against them then,” Lisette added.

Zaynetta stared at her parents.

The Elven King and Queen looked at each other. Both thinking and considering the proposal.

“I am sure if other elves see Princess Zaynetta with Prince Otis, they may change their minds as well,” Lisette continued.

The kitchen staff brought over a plate with sliced beef with a savory gravy. Sautéed root vegetables and chunks of potatoes with herbs.

Everyone looked at each other and no one touched their food yet.

“We have thought of this for some time. Longer from the trip to here. We are not wanting to eradicate either people or full-blooded elves. But we are at an extreme disadvantage and they love it,” Jervis declared.

Neia inhaled sharply.

“I, we, understand your plight. I just don’t know if others would feel the same,” Corym responded. “This is something we need to think about and discuss with others.”

“Have you discussed this with your people?” Neia asked.

Zaynetta was horrified with the idea of her parents entertaining the thought in the first place as she put a little bit of everything in the napkin.

“We have not. We thought it best to talk it over with the two of you first,” Lisette replied.

Neia nodded.

Otis stared at Zaynetta who looked upset. He was unsure of it when his parents told him in the first place. Now he thought it might not have been a good idea to say it.

“How long are you planning on staying?” Corym questioned as he finally started touching his meal.

“We can leave the following day. We don’t want to outstay our welcome,” Jervis replied.

“And we don’t expect an answer to our proposal anytime soon,” Lisette shared.

“Thank you,” Neia said.

The rest of the meal went by rather quickly with awkward silence.

Zaynetta excused herself to hurry back to her room.

Servants showed where the Realia royals would spend the night.

Zaynetta went to her room and shut the door behind her.

Cabal happily went up the ladder and opened the trapdoor. “What was said?”

“I don’t even know where to begin,” Zaynetta replied while walking to the dresser.

“Oh my,” Cabal said. “Doesn’t sound good, M’Lady.”

“It is not awful. I understand why they said what they said, but,” Zaynetta paused as she placed the napkin down beside him.

Cabal sniffed the food. He happily looked at all of it and wasn’t sure what to eat first. “What was said?”

“For elves and mortals to start...making halflings,” Zaynetta revealed. “It would give more numbers to us and would help people, but I am just unsure.”

“Halflings? Though isn’t against yer kind to do so?” Cabal asked then picked up the carrot and started eating.

“It is or it was so long ago,” Zaynetta responded. “I mean that rule was thought of since the beginning, but hasn’t been thought about since then.”

“What would ye do, M’Lady?” Cabal questioned with a full mouth.

Zaynetta took a deep breath and sat down hard on her chair in front of her vanity. “Whatever my parents want.”

A knock was heard at her door. She sprung to her feet. “Yes?”

“It is Prince Otis. May I come in?”

Cabal shoveled a parsnip in his mouth and grabbed the bread and tried to grab the steak.

“Put it down. I will place it in your room,” Zaynetta told him. “Just a moment!”

Cabal rushed down through the trapdoor as Zaynetta lifted up the napkin carefully.

She opened the drawer to put the napkin down. She then closed the drawer. “Come in.”

The door opened and Otis walked in while glancing at Garratt who stood by the door. “I was hoping we could have a moment to talk for that was a lot to digest.”

“Indeed,” Zaynetta agreed.

“Might you accompany me for a walk through the garden? Seems nice out as the sun just set,” Otis inquired. 

“That would be fine,” Zaynetta agreed. She headed towards him, then they walked together out of the castle with Garratt following from the distance.

“Your castle has a lot more plants inside and out then ours does,” Otis stated.

“We are more in touch with nature I guess,” Zaynetta replied.

They walked down the stairs and to the garden path.

“My parents told me about this idea right before we were to leave,” Otis revealed. “I thought it was just a normal visit through Akela.”

“And what were your thoughts on this?” Zaynetta questioned.

“Didn’t know if it was worth asking. Pretty sure your parents would say no right away,” Otis replied.

“Imagine both our surprise when they are actually thinking about it,” Zaynetta proclaimed.

“It is not the worst thing to have been suggested,” Otis stated.

“It is nothing to do with you, My Prince,” Zaynetta declared. “You are a handsome kind person, just so odd knowing you from a child.”

“I get that,” Otis concurred. “But would it be terrible if we did?”

Zaynetta stopped walking and looked at him. “It would be different. Very different and would take time for enough halflings to be in this world to make the impact your parents are hoping for.”

“I have thought of that,” Otis said.

“Would we live at your castle or mine?” Zaynetta questioned. “I have so much here.”

“I would let you decide, My Princess,” Otis replied charmingly.

Zaynetta smiled at him. “I guess I would have to think on it too.”

“Would it be terrible if I uh,” Otis paused and cleared his throat. “If I asked for a kiss from you? Just so we can get a feel on how it may be like.”

“Oh,” Zaynetta said as she looked away shyly. “I had never kissed before.”

“That is okay,” Otis said. “We just lean in and gently press our lips together.” He leaned in as he explained.

Zaynetta stayed still as Otis softly kissed her. There was no emotion she felt. No spark no energy. Nothing.

Otis pulled away and smiled. “Was that fine?”

Zaynetta politely smiled and nodded her head. “We should head back now.”
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Chapter 7: Considering 
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The following day, the train from Adela arrived in Asela. Zilnu and her daughter Irnareth were the first to step out of the train.

Zilnu inhaled deeply. “Ahh, miss the air of Asela.”

The demonbornes followed out of the train with Zilnu’s and Irnareth’s horses.

Vaken stayed behind and out of sight as she made her way through the crowd.

“Cannot wait to see this castle, mother,” Irnareth stated. “Do I get the princess’s soul?”

“Of course dear, but not quite yet,” Zilnu answered. “I need everyone’s attention.” She got on her horse to have eyes on everyone. “I want a few of you to stay at the train station going to Akela and prevent any elves from leaving. Another small group of you, I require you to find the secret exit to the tunnel that goes from around the castle to the safe village of Mabarveil. I know some may escape through that.”

“Won’t that go straight to the village?” Lazar asked.

“No, for you see if one of us went through then we bypass their little magic veil,” Zilnu replied. “So, they make the tunnel stop half way to ensure no evil enters Mabarveil.” 

“Kinda clever really,” Ar’an mentioned while she looked around.

Zilnu cleared her throat loudly as she glared at the demonborne.

Ar’an looked back at her, then held her head low.

“Very important this next thing. After we seize the Nevell Kingdom, I want all elves captured and imprisoned within their own walls. No collecting elves’ souls so no killing,” Zilnu explained.

The demonbornes murmured to themselves in displeasure.

“No collecting any souls on your own until I tell you otherwise,” Zilnu declared. “If I have all of the elven royals, then you all will be rewarded greatly for it. But only if all is captured.”

The demonbornes agreed to the terms.

“The rest of you will remain in the city terrorizing the people there,” Zilnu continued.

The demonbornes cheered.

Vaken started to lead her horse away from the crowd.

“Wait. Vaken was it?” Zilnu said.

Vaken stopped and looked at her.

“Find the one who goes against our cause and bring him to me alive,” Zilnu ordered.

Vaken nodded, then got on her horse and took off for Cloudcross.

“Decide now which of you goes where and go,” Zilnu instructed, then got her horse to gallop towards Nevell.

Irnareth quickly followed.

The demonbornes had a short discussion on who goes to watch the train station and who goes to block any from entering Mabarveil. The rest will follow behind Zilnu and Irnareth.

Corym, Neia, and their chancellor Alen were in the great hall to talk about last night.

“We need to discuss this matter with other elves. This can be a big moving point,” Corym stated.

“But the relations between mortals and elves have always been regarded as an abomination,” Alen mentioned.

“Maybe we need to change some things,” Neia said.

“Have you asked your daughter how she feels about this?” Alen questioned.

“No we haven’t yet,” Neia answered. “I do see the benefit in having halflings.”

“What if they don’t have any powers like we do? What if the demonbornes can overpower them like mortals?” Corym inquired.

“Valid point,” Alen stated.

“Might be a risk we have to take,” Neia responded.

“Only if Zaynetta is okay with it,” Corym mentioned.

“And other elves,” Alen said.

“Set up a meeting with the people of the city for tomorrow,” Corym instructed him. “Neia, why don’t you talk further with Zaynetta.”

Neia nodded.

“Right away, My Grace,” Alen concurred, then walked out of the room.

“We should have breakfast with the Ravenwoods before they depart,” Neia stated.

“I will let the kitchen staff know and them as well,” Corym concurred, then stood up.

“I will see how Zaynetta feels about this,” Neia proclaimed, then got up.

“I wish we knew more about how halflings would be before fully agreeing to this,” Corym declared. “I hate to think of using our daughter as a test.”

“Me too,” Neia agreed. “But we may not have that luxury.”

They both left the great hall and went their separate ways.

Neia went to Zaynetta’s room and knocked on the door.

“Come in,” Zaynetta said.

Neia opened the door. “You have a minute before running off to inform your friend?”

“Sure,” Zaynetta answered.

Neia closed the door and walked a little ways into the room. “Your father and I wanted to know how you felt about what was said last night.”

“Hmm, Prince Otis came in after dinner last night. Basically asking the same thing,” Zaynetta responded.

“Did he?” Neia asked.

“Mm-hmm. I would do what you ask of me. If it is for the betterment of all of us, then I agree to do so,” Zaynetta declared.

“But?” Neia questioned knowing there was more to be said.

“But, I feel nothing for him. I don’t know if is just him being mortal or since I knew him when he was a child. Still picture him as a small boy,” Zaynetta explained. “Though, I may protest, I will agree to their proposal if that is what you two truly want.”

Neia smiled at her daughter. “Such a princess thing to say. I am proud of you.”

Zaynetta stared at her mother.

“Now, if you could be so kind in staying a little longer to have breakfast with the Ravenwoods and see them off before you go gallivanting to Mabarveil,” Neia told her.

“Fine,” Zaynetta agreed in a playful manner. 

“I will send Nora up,” Neia told her, then left her room.

Zaynetta sat on her bed facing the dresser.

Cabal came out from the trapdoor when he heard her door shut. He climbed down the dresser and vanity. He made his way to her bed and used the wooden stands to climb up. He sat on her lap and looked at her with such a melancholy face.

“I wish you wouldn’t look at me like that,” Zaynetta told him.

“I know ye must please ‘em, but I wish ye would get what ye want,” Cabal stated.

Zaynetta smiled at him and scratched under his chin. “If he doesn’t approve of you, then the proposal is off.”

Cabal’s ears blushed.

The door opened and Nora walked in carrying a dark green long sleeve dress.

“I see you don’t feel the need to knock,” Zaynetta mentioned as she held Cabal. She got up and headed to the vanity.

“I am always expected,” Nora said cheerfully. “Now, let me help you out of your sleep wear.”

Zaynetta placed Cabal on the vanity before going over to Nora to get ready for the day.

Nora helped her out of the simple white dress sleep wear and into the dark green dress. She wrapped around a black gem adorned belt that went down like a ‘v’ on her. She then guided the princess to sit in front of the mirror of her vanity to do her hair.

Cabal watched as Nora meticulously brushed and styled Zaynetta’s hair in a way to have one braid on each side come together in the back of her head and continue all the way to the bottom of her hair that was half way to her back. She then gently placed the silver circlet on top.

“You are to head to the dining hall now,” Nora told her after admiring her handy work as she gave a final inspection.

“Thank you as always, Nora,” Zaynetta said.

“Of course, Your Highness,” Nora stated, then headed out of the room.

“I have so much to share with Cera after this,” Zaynetta proclaimed.

“Is that why ye have not said a thing about that walk with the prince?” Cabal questioned.

“I need both of my friends with me,” Zaynetta replied.

“Mustn’t keep ‘em waiting,” Cabal told her.

Zaynetta stood up with a playful scoff. “You just want breakfast that much sooner.”

“Always,” Cabal beamed, then headed back to his home.

Zaynetta left her room to see Garratt standing there. “Is this a permanent thing now?”

“Tis, Your Highness,” Garratt answered.

“Of course,” Zaynetta agreed. She walked to the third floor to the dining hall.

The Ravenwoods were being seated as Zaynetta entered the room. Her parents were shortly behind her.

“Thank you for having us for breakfast before we leave,” Jervis announced as Corym was heading to his seat.

“Couldn’t have you going out there hungry before such a long trip,” Corym responded.

“That is kind of you,” Lisette mentioned.

“Any other stops while you are here in Asela?” Neia asked as she sat down.

The servants came by to place a plate of scrambled eggs with various vegetables and a slice of toast, a bowl of oatmeal sweeten with honey and few berries, and a small bowl of cut up fruits. They were also given orange juice.

Zaynetta opened her cloth to put
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