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Enzi ran her fingers across the smooth, golden 

surface of the orb she held. The ball twinkled in the 

dimming firelight of the celebration. She looked up at her 

friend, Emar. He smiled one of his rare smiles. His whole 

face lit up. Enzi looked down quickly, asking, “Where did 

you get it?”  

As his face fell, she instantly regretted asking. He said, 

“From a mountain of flames.”  

Enzi didn’t understand what that meant; she didn’t 

ask. She stared at the orb again. It was plain. It was simple. 

It was beautiful. There wasn’t a single dent in the sides.  

Absently, Enzi rapped it with her knuckles. A clear 

note shattered through her thoughts. Surprised she looked 

up at Emar, but he had already moved away.  

She scanned the people at the party. They were here 

for the celebration of the end of the war between Gomail 

and Carienth. She spotted him standing next to Hosef and 

the others. Enzi glanced away and watched her friend 

Margotia spin and leap in complicated patterns to the 

beating of the drum.  

She looked down as a flickering caught her eye. A 

dark mist seemed to be billowing inside of the surface of 

the orb in her hands. As it cleared Enzi saw the universe 

reflected back at her. The stars and moons moved rapidly 

around their elliptical orbits.  

She leaned closer trying to fully grasp what she was 

seeing. A hand clamped down on her shoulder. She 

looked up startled into Emar’s cool eyes. There was 

urgency in Emar’s voice that Enzi couldn’t recall being 

there any other time, “How did you do that?”  

Enzi shook her head, “I don’t know.”  

She didn’t like the look on Emar’s face. It was so 

wild, so unlike him. He said, “I have to get you out of 
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here. There is no telling if He knows. He has ears every 

where.”  

Enzi asked, “By who?”  

Emar wouldn’t meet her eyes. Her stomach dropped 

as she concluded who the orb had belonged to. She held 

the orb out to Emar. He shook his head, “I can’t take it 

now. You have seen in it. I can’t take it now.”  

Emar didn’t give her a chance to protest. He grabbed 

her by the arm and led her away from the merriment of 

the fire. Enzi said, “Why did you give it to me?”  

Emar said as he pulled her into the forest’s thick 

brush, “I thought you’d be able to keep it out of trouble. I 

thought you’d be the safest. I can’t tell you much more 

than that yet.”  

Enzi ran next to Emar, “When can you tell me?”  

He said breathless, “When the orb is safe. Lead!”  

Enzi furrowed her brow ready to ask more. A loud, 

shrill roaring rang through the air. Enzi clutched the ball 

closer to her as it warmed.  

Emar pushed her toward the thicker trees, “Go! 

Run!”  

Enzi stumbled into the thicket of trees. She ran and 

didn’t look back. The trees seemed to jump away from 

her path. It wasn’t till her lungs seemingly gave out that 

she realized that she was on track for her village. She 

hoped that Emar was alright. She looked down at the orb 

as it heated. The image reflected made her drop the ball. 

It had shown her Emar in the talons of a Wyvern. The 

ball rolled away from her. 

Enzi frantically looked around. She could not get the 

image of Emar from her mind. Her head was fuzzy. Her 

ears rang. Enzi shook her head. The moon sparkled 
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against the smooth surface of the orb. Enzi snatched it up. 

She wrapped it in a layer of her skirts and ran home. 

She slammed the door behind her. She locked the 

golden orb into a lead chest. And it would stay there for 

nine years. 

 

 

He stepped into the village. His cloak hid him in the 

dark of the night. If someone were to see his face they 

would have said he had dark alluring eyes and angelic 

features. His hands were the only thing that revealed his 

age. They were the only part of his body that was 

imperfect. Liver spots dotted between the bulging, 

purplish veins. It came from the line of work he was in. 

Enzi dreamed that night. Her mind ran into the 

memories of her past. She saw Emar again as he was 

before he was taken.  

Her mind drifted to the golden orb. She shivered in 

her sleep as the picture was clear in her mind once again. 

She rolled over as the orb in the lead box beneath her 

floor radiated fantastical energy.  

The energy hit the man with the force of the ocean’s 

tides.  He moved swiftly through the town to a cottage 

calling to him. He opened the door. His hands instantly 

moved to his victim’s throat. She turned in sleep. As his 

cool hands touched her, she muttered, “Emar.”  

Enzi moved uncomfortably as someone pressed 

down on her neck.  Abruptly her eyes fluttered open. She 

screamed as she tore out of the man’s grip. Enzi 

scrambled from her bed, reaching for her scabbard. 

The man cursed. He had been so focused on the orb 

he neglected to look for weapons.  
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Enzi said, “Leave this place, sir, or I’ll cut you from 

nose to navel.”  

The man just laughed at her, “Do you know who I 

am?”  

Enzi never hesitated, “Of course! And I don’t fear 

you, Crymite.”  

Crymite said, “Smart girls are so unintelligent! I 

suppose you know why I am here.”  

Enzi’s eyes flicked to the foot of her bed. Crymite 

leapt across the bed muttering a spell. The sword fell from 

Enzi’s hand. He yelled his spell and the girl collapsed.  

Crymite moved through the house searching 

frantically. He listened carefully as the boards creaked 

beneath his feet. One spot creaked more than the others. 

Praising the gods, he ripped up the floor boards. He 

reached into the dark hole without another thought. He 

cried out as pain rippled through his hand.  

He cursed again, “Lead!”  

He covered his knurled hands with the hem of his 

dark cloak. He hefted the trunk from the floor. He 

inspected the lock and muttered the word for freeing. The 

lock clicked and Crymite lifted the lid of the trunk. The 

orb glowed, reflecting the wizard’s menacing eyes as he 

gazed at it. 

Enzi moaned as she sat up. Crymite leaned over her 

lead box. She took in a sharp breath. He had found the 

orb. She had let Emar down. She cringed as she thought 

of her lost friend. It was her fault he was dead.  

She cringed again as Crymite turned his face to hers. 

She lifted her arm as if to block the next spell. She held 

her breath as he said something under his breath. Instead 

of becoming unconscious again she found herself in a 

floor length gown the color of blood.  
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She stood and it fell onto the contours of her body. 

Enzi looked down and then gave the wizard a hard glare. 

His angelic face only brightened. He shifted the orb into 

one hand. Crymite grabbed Enzi’s upper arm and yelled, 

“Carynell!”  

Enzi closed her eyes as the colors faded into each 

other. Nausea threatened to overwhelm her. When she 

opened them, she was in a stone room. Around her were 

crumbling objects. Statues. She could just make out the 

recognizable shape of a dragon, a wyvern! 

Enzi stared at the crumbling shape. She barely kept 

track of Crymite’s movements by the stone ledge. The 

wyvern stared at her with mocking reality. The memory of 

Emar played through her mind. Smooth chanting brought 

her from her reverie.  

She turned toward Crymite. He gestured for her to 

come to him. Stubbornly, Enzi refused. He beckoned 

again. It was as if someone else had crawled inside of her 

and controlled her movements. She walked toward him.  

He forced her to lie down of the stone ledge. She felt 

like she was in a full body bind. She couldn’t move any 

part of her body except her head. She turned it as much 

as she could to watch Crymite’s movements.  He lifted the 

orb above his hands. He chanted, “The Universe of 

Retallia bind to me. The minds of the world obey me for I 

control the power of the heavens.”  

Enzi struggled fruitlessly against her magical bindings. 

The universe reflected itself into the orb. Enzi cried out. 

Crymite’s concentration broke. The image started to fade. 

He took up the chant again but not before he placed a 

magical muzzle on the girl. Enzi struggled with all her 

might to break free. 
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Crymite yelled as his the wind whipped around them. 

Enzi curled her hand into a fist. She glanced down at it 

surprised. His concentration was being pulled away from 

her.  

She wiggled to test the limits of her restraints. A 

shadow moved by the door. Enzi blinked. She stared at 

the corner. Nothing moved. Nothing looked unusual.  

She gritted her teeth and pulled her arm free. The 

earth rumbled beneath her. The chanting stopped. Enzi’s 

arm snapped back to her side.  

“Now,” Crymite said, “It is time for blood of royalty 

to be spilled to complete this power transformation.”  

Enzi stared up at him afraid. Her life flashed before 

her eyes. Crymite pulled out a curved dagger. It glistened 

in the shadowy firelight.  

Enzi tried to shrink into the stone. Closing his eyes, 

Crymite raised the dagger above his head. The shadow 

flickered once again. Enzi strained to see the cause.  

Crymite brought his dagger down. It slowed in her 

eyes. Time itself slowed down as she prepared to die. Enzi 

closed her eyes. She thought, “Emar.” 

The dagger never touched her. Crymite gagged. A 

sharp object penetrated his perfect body.  His hands 

shook like they had palsy. He looked down. Blood seeped 

into his robes. The dagger fell from his hands nicking the 

skin on Enzi’s shoulder. She cried out. Blood welled up 

from her body in a perfect crescent.  

Emar pulled the dagger out of Crymite’s dead body. 

The wizard slumped to the ground at the foot of his altar. 

Emar rushed to Enzi’s side. She stared at him wide eyes. 

She could not speak. Her body heaved as she tried to 

breath. 
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He picked her up and carried her from the balcony. 

Emar placed the orb in her hands. He muttered some 

words. Emar spread his hands over her. Enzi gasped, air 

flooding her lungs.   

Emar sat down breathing hard. Enzi bolted up. She 

looked around. The gold orb sat in her hand. She cradled 

it in her hands and then looked up. She gasped, “Emar!”  

He gave her a weak smile. She asked, “What’s 

wrong?”  

He said, “I’m trading my life for yours.” 

Tears burned in her eyes. She shook her head. Emar 

said, “I’ll be alright. I killed a wyvern. The realm of the 

dead can’t be to much harder.”    

Enzi shook her head again. She moved over to Emar, 

“I’m not going to let you die. Not again.”  

Placing the orb on Emar’s chest she reached into 

herself and prayed that this would work. She thrust all her 

will into that orb so she couldn’t tell where she started and 

the golden orb ended.  

She opened her eyes Emar’s eyes were closed. She 

could not feel his breathing. Her tears began again. She 

laid her head against his chest. Her tears soaked into his 

shirt. 

His eyes flickered open and he smiled at her. Enzi 

threw her arms around his neck. He slowly wrapped his 

arms around her. 

Enzi pulled away. She picked up the golden orb. She 

glanced at the broken body of Crymite. Emar caught her 

hand. He said, “I know that you have questions.”  

Enzi said, “Why me? Why did the orb work for me? 

Why did Crymite come after me?”  

Emar said, “You are the daughter of a god and a 

queen. You are the heir to this land. I was sent to watch 
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over you. But your mother is passing. Someone needs to 

take the throne.” 

Enzi asked, “Why would you sacrifice yourself for 

me?” 

Emar looked up at her. He said, “I thought it was 

obvious.”  

A blush appeared on Enzi’s cheeks. Emar pressed 

her fingers to his lips. The reason in his eyes.  


