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I dedicate this series to the women who serve to keep us safe.
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Weapons Master Kirkpatrick laughed as a chair sailed toward his head. He ducked easily and brought his large, heavy broadsword up to parry Jazlynn’s lighter but just as deadly rapier. “A chair?” he scoffed. “Not exactly subtle.” He lunged towards her, his sword attempting to strike her but finding nothing but air. “Good,” he said softly as he spun away from her counterattack. 
Jazlynn didn’t let the compliment go to her head. That good was all she would ever get, and a year ago it would have made her grin with pride. It was astounding how rapidly your life and priorities could pivot in a short amount of time. Her goal over the past year had become less superficial and far more honed in self-awareness and the want to right a wrong. Jazlynn forced her mind to stay focused on the moment; getting caught up in emotion while you were fighting would probably be the death of you, and by now she was competent at compartmentalizing her thoughts. 
As they circled each other, Jazlynn took the moment to study her surroundings. Even though she had been training in this same salle on and off her entire life, each time she entered there was different equipment scattered around the place. This was done on purpose. When Jazlynn was younger and had returned from boarding school each term, she had raced out to find Kirkpatrick waiting for her in the salle and on occasion it had been completely transformed. They would practice for hours each day with Jazlynn learning to move around the items or to use the items as weapons or shields. She still vividly recalled the day that she had come home, at age fourteen, to find her entire bedroom in the salle instead of the mansion she shared with her immediate family. Jazlynn had loved it so much that she had insisted on sleeping in the salle every night, and for those two weeks it had felt like freedom. Though three times over those two weeks, Kirkpatrick had broken into her room while she was sleeping and attempted to kidnap or harm her as part of her continued training, and even that didn’t put her off sleeping out of the mansion walls.
This time, all Jazlynn had to work with was a single chair, the weapons she carried, and of course her secret power. The closely guarded secret of her family and the reason she was trained in weapons with General Kirkpatrick, the special Weapons Master of the Fae Queens army, rather than her father, Commander-in-Chief Owen Reilly.
Jazlynn continued to circle Kirkpatrick, bringing him around so his back was to the chair that lay on its side against the wooden panels of the large room. It had now lost a leg and had given the fairy an idea. She could use the detached leg as an extra weapon or she could end up with many weapons. Jazlynn changed her footwork and prepared to lunge at Kirkpatrick at the same time she reached out with her mind and seized the chair, lifting it from its resting place until it hovered against the vaulted roof. Keeping her expression neutral Jazlynn lunged at Kirkpatrick, bringing her rapier forward as if attempting to skewer him and releasing the wooden chair from her mind’s grip at the same time.
The chair hit the ground with a satisfying crack and broke into several pieces. Jazlynn grunted in annoyance as the Weapons Master didn’t flinch at the sound. 
“Clever, but you still narrow your eyes just before you use your telekinesis. If you want to startle an opponent by creating a loud noise behind them, then don’t give them a sign you are planning something.” Kirkpatrick was a Magic Weapons Specialist and had been assigned to train Jazlynn from the moment her rare powers had shown themselves.
“You might want to turn around.” Jazlynn allowed herself a rare grin as she stepped back from the man, and lowered her weapon to show him she would not attack while he was distracted.
Kirkpatrick took the moment and turned his head slightly before he grunted and turned his body. There, hovering before him, were eight pieces of the wooden chair, many with splintered edges, all waiting to impale him. 
“Looks like she has you there, Kirkpatrick,” a voice spoke from the doorway.
Jazlynn tried not to show her surprise at the intrusion, as that meant she wasn’t fully aware of her surroundings, but the Weapons Master caught it. Jazlynn slowly gathered the hovering pieces of chair and had them move to the empty fireplace where she stacked them in a neat pile.
“Cool trick,” a second voice joined the first. “I bet it didn’t take you long to clean your room when you were a kid.”
“I was never allowed to use my power unless I was in here,” Jazlynn explained. “But yes, it would have made life easier as I am a bit of a slob.” She joined Kirkpatrick as he headed toward the salle door.
A third fairy entered the room and smiled warmly. Jazlynn returned the smile and wondered what was going on. Who were these young women and why were they at her parents’ estate?
“Princess Jazlynn, please meet Katya, one of the Weapons of the Fae Queen.”
The first fairy who had interrupted their training curtsied deeply. “Your Highness.”
Jazlynn hated when people greeted her like that. She was not special, nor did she require people to make a fuss. But to have a Weapon of the Fae Queen standing before her was incredible. The Weapons were legends, spoken about in hushed voices and often denied to even exist. They were an elite force of Fae dedicated to keeping all of the Enchanted Underworld provinces safe. No one knew who they were and they often lived a life of secrecy. It had always been Jazlynn’s desire to join the Weapons, but being who she was, it was never going to be an option.
“Princess?” the third fairy asked quietly.
“You really a princess?” the louder of the three and the one who had commented that her magical movement of the broken chair was a cool trick, sounded slightly skeptical.
“Of course she is. Think about it. Where are we?” Katya looked at the two of them. “If you didn’t figure that out maybe you are not the best of the best.”
Jazlynn didn’t laugh. The words were spoken lightly, but there was an expectation in them. She wondered what they were here for and what Katya meant by the “best of the best.”
 The quiet one had the grace to blush, while the louder one just shrugged off the words. Though Jazlynn noted the louder one had the same dark features as Katya, Jazlynn had an idea that they were related, which gave her a little more license in being able to shrug off the admonishment of a Weapon. Jazlynn looked to Kirkpatrick to see if he would tell her what was happening, but he just returned her look, and she knew this was another test. Sometimes it felt like her life was one big test—but for what?
“Where are my manners?” Jazlynn gave them her well-rehearsed host smile. “Please follow me up to the main house, where we can have refreshments and speak in private.” She led the way out of the salle, wishing she had time to change from her workout lycra halter top and matching pink leggings into something more respectable and appropriate. 
It didn’t take them long to reach the main house and Jazlynn took them to the sitting room they used to entertain visitors, not their private, more relaxed one. She didn’t know what this was about, so chose to remain formal. As they entered the room, Jazlynn was relieved to find one of the young serving maids standing near a sideboard that held several jugs of varying nectar. She curtsied quickly as they entered and spoke softly to Jazlynn. “A tray of candies and fruit will be along shortly.” 
“Thank you, Nessie. You may leave. I will attend our guests.”
Nessie gave another shallow curtsy and scurried from the room.
“May I offer you a beverage?” Jazlynn looked at the three fairies and the older, more stern Weapons Master. “From the look of it, we have apricot nectar, wisteria nectar, and banksia nectar.”
The ladies were very quick to give their orders and within a short time everyone was settled and Nessie had returned with the promised tray of candies and fruit. Jazlynn took a seat next to Kirkpatrick and across from the other three and waited. Usually, she would begin to make small talk, but they were here for a reason and the other two were still yet to be introduced.
Jazlynn studied Katya. She wore what was typically worn by fairies while they went about in their human form while
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