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SPLASH. 

He sat by the river’s edge, tossing stones into the 

water, watching them skid across the surface before 

they dropped to the bottom. A smile stretched across 

Caleb’s face as he admired his stone tossing skills. It 

was the only talent he really had. Everyone else in the 

Shihan Kingdom had some form of magic. But not 

Caleb. He was different. Born without magic, Caleb had 

struggled throughout his entire life. The Khrishan War 

began three years ago, ending just six months ago, and 

whilst all the male elves in the kingdom were able to 

battle, Caleb had to stay in the safety of his own home. 

He couldn’t protect his father either—he was killed in 

battle, leaving his wife a single mother to Caleb and 

Jasmine.  

Caleb watched the world go by—dragons 

circulated in the air above him, while clouds floated 

through the sky, travelling from one end to the other. It 

was a sunny day in the Shihan Kingdom and Caleb 

wanted to just have a peaceful day for a change. Every 

day, something always happens, and Caleb had quite 

frankly had enough of it. Today, he would relax. 

The young elf threw another stone into the river, 

watching it skid across the water’s surface. Again, he 



smiled. Suddenly, a voice boomed from behind him, 

calling his name hysterically. 

“Caleb!” the voice yelled. “Caleb!” 

Caleb turned around, muttering “Oh shit, here 

we go,” and watched the village Messenger race toward 

him, trying to catch his breath. The Messenger stopped 

in front of the elf and pulled a scroll from his belt. 

“The King summons all elves to the Garden of 

Kate. He has an urgent message for everyone,” the 

Messenger read. 

“What’s this message about?” asked Caleb. 

“King Bartholomew will reveal all in due course. 

You need to get to the Garden of Kate as soon as 

possible. His Highness won’t be best pleased if you’re 

late.” 

The Messenger headed East, obviously to hassle 

some other innocent elves just minding their own 

business. Caleb stood up and headed back through the 

forest. The leaves crunched beneath his dirty sandals, 

disturbing the insects crawling around in the mud. 

Caleb trudged past the trees that towered over him, 

watching his every move. At the end, he saw a light. 

The end of the forest.  

The young elf hurried his pace, hoping to get to 

the end of the forest so he could get this over and done 

with. He hated when the king had an announcement. It 

was always something negative such as someone being 

given a death sentence or someone in the royal family 

had been killed. Caleb hoped this time it would be 

something positive, but he wasn’t going to hold his 

breath over it.  

Caleb exited the forest and headed along the 

gravel path, the uneven surface causing him to wobble. 



The Garden of Kate was visible in the distance and a 

large crowd of elves had already made their way there. 

The king’s stand was positioned by the entrance of the 

garden. He wasn’t there yet. But Caleb could see him 

making his way down on his dragon as it swooped 

through the sky.  

Caleb hurried his pace again to ensure he wasn’t 

punished by His Highness for being late. He pushed his 

way through the crowd to find his mother and sister 

who were waiting by the fountain at the centre of the 

garden. His mother, Meredith, was holding the handles 

of Jasmine’s wheelchair, ensuring she couldn’t roll 

away. Caleb approached them and gave his sister a kiss 

on the forehead before hugging his mother.  

“You took your time,” said Meredith. “Where 

have you been?” 

“I was at the river,” Caleb said.  

The family of three stopped talking as everyone 

else fell silent, watching the guards in the distance take 

their positions. 

“Citizens of Shihan,” a voice boomed. “Please 

bow for His Highness, King Bartholomew!” 

All the elves in the garden knelt on one knee and 

bowed their heads as King Bartholomew made his 

grand entrance. His dragon dived towards the crowd, 

but they weren’t allowed to move. Caleb watched out 

of the corner of his eye as the dragon came to a stop and 

the king climbed down, making his way over to his 

stand. 

“You may all stand,” said King Bartholomew. 

His big, bushy beard hung to his stomach, golden 

chains hanging around his neck. His face was wrinkled 

with age yet didn’t look a day close to dying. 



Considering he was almost in his hundreds, the king 

was extremely healthy. 

Everyone stood up again and stood politely as 

the king took his position at his stand. He cleared his 

throat. 

“I’m afraid I have some bad news,” he said. 

Caleb rolled his eyes. I knew it. 

“My daughter has been kidnapped.” 

All the elves began to mutter amongst 

themselves, shock and despair rushing through them. 

One mother even screamed, the sound of it haunting 

Caleb—was it really that bad? 

“Quiet!” yelled the king. “As you may imagine, 

this is a very tough time for my family. Without our 

beautiful daughter, Princess Kate, we are not a united 

family. We can only hope for her safe return.” 

The king stopped speaking as once again, the 

residents of the Shihan Kingdom muttered to one 

another, conspiracy theories flying from one to the 

other. Caleb turned to his mother, worried about what 

the king might say next. 

“Due to this awful incident,” King Bartholomew 

continued, “I am going to need an army. I’ll need an 

army of warriors to take on the voyage to the Ice 

Kingdom where we believe she may have been taken. 

I’m sure the Winter Queen has taken her. A terrible 

incident indeed. We are hosting registration for the 

King’s Army at 7am tomorrow morning. I expect to see 

many of you there. That will be all.” 

King Bartholomew stepped down from his stand 

and galloped back over to his dragon, before it flew 

back into the air and headed North, where the king’s 



palace was located. Caleb looked at his mother and 

sister. 

“Don’t even think about signing up, Caleb,” said 

Jasmine. “You know you can’t do it.” 

“I can do anything I put my mind to,” Caleb 

protested. “If I want to sign up to the army, then I will. 

There’s nothing about me that will lessen my chances.” 

“Except you don’t have any magic! What 

happens if you need to use powers to fight against 

whatever is out there? You don’t stand a chance of 

surviving.” 

“I have to try.” 

Meredith interrupted her son. “No, you don’t. 

Your sister is right, you have no chance of surviving 

this. If you sign up for the army, I’ll never forgive you. 

I lost your father in battle, I’m not going to lose you 

too.” 

 
 

 

Caleb slouched in the wicker chair. He huffed. 

Meredith placed a mug of soup in front of him but 

didn’t say a word. Instead, she just glared at him. Caleb 

took the mug from the table and sipped a small amount.  

“I’m sorry, Mum,” said Caleb. 

“What for?” Meredith asked. 

“I know you don’t want me to enter the King’s 

Army. But I really want to. I want to prove to everyone 

in the kingdom that I can do things like this. I know I’m 

not like everyone else. But I am just as worthy as they 

are.” 

Meredith folded a kitchen towel and flopped it 

over the drying rail. “I do understand. I really do. I’m 



just scared for you. You could be trained on all the 

weapons in the world and still get killed because you 

have no magic.” 

“What if I ask for the king’s blessing?” Caleb 

suggested. “I could ask him if he can bless 

me with a power, even if it is just a small one.” 

Meredith laughed. “It doesn’t work like that, 

honey. The king doesn’t just bless anyone who asks 

him. They must prove themselves for his blessing.” 

“That’s exactly why I need to enter his army. I 

prove myself; he blesses me with magic. Simple.” 

Meredith shook her head and grabbed her son’s 

hand, holding it tight. “Listen to me. You are not 

entering the King’s Army. Like I said before, I’m not 

losing you too.” 

Jasmine came into the room and smiled at Caleb. 

She wheeled her chair next to him and took hold of his 

hand. “Are you entering the King’s Army?” 

“I guess not,” Caleb grumbled petulantly. “Mum 

said I’m not allowed, so I guess I’m not going to enter. 

Even as a fully grown man, I’m still not allowed to 

make my own choices.” 

“Don’t take that tone against me,” snapped 

Meredith. “You might be twenty-two, but you’re still 

my baby and I’m still going to do everything to protect 

you. If that means locking you in this house, then I 

will!” 

“That’s a breach of my rights,” joked Caleb. “I’ve 

already said I’m not going to enter; you have my word.” 

Caleb stood up and grabbed his cloak, hooking 

it around his shoulders. Meredith stopped him at the 

door. 

“Where are you going?” she asked. 



“I’m going to see Shayne,” said Caleb. “Is that 

okay?” 

“Fine. Don’t let him drag you into anything.” 

“I won’t.” 

Caleb swung the door open and slammed it shut 

behind him. He hurried through the village, dirt 

gathering between his toes. The resident elves went 

about their daily business, some pulling carts of bread 

while others sharpened their weapons. Caleb could 

spot them glaring at him out the corner of his eye. 

Everyone knew about his disability, and many had 

always judged him for it—particularly the men.  

Shayne stood in the distance under the doorway 

to the bakery. He waved to Caleb and they both moved 

towards each other.  

“Who’s put a bee in your bonnet?” Shayne said. 

Caleb tried to hide his grouchy face, but it was 

an impossible task. “My mum. She’s banning me from 

entering the King’s Army.” 

“Seriously? Caleb, you’re a fully grown adult. 

She can’t ban you from doing anything.” 

“Are you entering?” 

Shayne went silent for a few seconds before 

answering. “I’m thinking about it. Do you want to 

enter?” 

Caleb nodded. “I want to. I really want to prove 

to everyone that I’m capable. But I know my mum will 

hate me. She lost my father in battle, what if she loses 

me too?” 

Shayne placed a hand on Caleb’s shoulder and 

looked at him directly in the eyes. “You can’t think like 

that. Princess Kate is in danger; she needs our help. 



Enter the army, don’t enter the army. It’s your choice—

just make sure you make the right choice.” 

“I guess you’re right,” said Caleb. “Are you 

definitely entering? I could really do with a friend in 

there.” 

“I will if you will.” 

Caleb nodded and held his hand out for a 

handshake. Shayne took it and they shook hands for a 

brief moment. 

“Deal,” they both said. 
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THE SUN SHONE through Caleb’s window, waking 

him up. He grunted as he stretched across his bed, 

getting his bones and muscles ready for the day. Today, 

he would betray his mother’s wishes. Registration for 

the King’s Army was today, and Caleb knew he was 

about to enter one of the most dangerous battles he had 

ever witnessed. Saving the king’s daughter was going to 

be a dangerous and difficult mission. But it was 

something he wanted to do. It was something he needed 

to do. 

Caleb sneaked out of the house and rushed along 

the pathway into the village. It would take him a while 

to get to the palace, but he didn’t mind. His mother 

wouldn’t wake for another hour or so yet, so Caleb knew 

he had plenty of time to get to the palace before his 

mother found him and dragged him back home. 

“Caleb!” a voice yelled. 

Caleb spun around and wobbled backwards as 

Shayne dashed towards him, swinging his arms around 

his torso. 

“Get off!” Caleb spat. 

Shayne let go and jumped around, giddy like a 

child. “You didn’t change your mind then?” 



“Why would I change my mind? I said this is 

something I want to do and I’m going to do it.” 

“Are you one hundred percent sure you want to 

do this? Mummy will be very angry with you.” 

Caleb shook Shayne’s sarcastic comment off and 

wandered out of the village and up a steep hill, taking 

him through a country road. Shayne hurried after him. 

“Do you think the king will even let you join the 

army?” Shayne asked. 

“Why wouldn’t he?” Caleb said. 

“Well, you don’t have any magic. You’re not like 

the rest of us.” 

Caleb rolled his eyes. “Thanks for the reminder.” 

“I just mean that His Highness might not see you 

as fit and worthy of being part of his army. He needs 

strong men.” 

Caleb stopped and looked his friend up and 

down, giggling at his slim figure which didn’t have an 

ounce of muscle on it. “And you’re a strong man, are 

you?” 

Shayne fell silent and didn’t respond to Caleb’s 

comment. Instead, he wandered ahead of Caleb. Caleb 

walked after him and they didn’t speak for a while.  

“If the king doesn’t let me join the army because 

of my disability,” said Caleb, “then that just shows the 

kind of man he is. He cannot discriminate against me.” 

“I know what you mean,” Shayne said. “But you 

can’t get your hopes up. You know what the king is like. 

He’s a dick!” 

“I know that. But still, it’s worth a try, isn’t it?” 

Shayne shrugged. “I suppose.” 

The two friends reached the stairway that led to 

the palace. They both looked up and wondered how 



long it would take them to reach the top. It went on for 

miles into the clouds.  

“We’ll never make it up there,” said Shayne. 

“We’re going to have to,” Caleb replied. “If we 

want to prove to the king that we’re worthy of being in 

his army, the least we can do is climb a staircase.” 

Shayne huffed and led the way up the stairs. The 

uneven surface caused the two friends to wobble but 

luckily, they managed to keep themselves upright.  

Caleb looked back and saw his village disappear 

further and further into the distance as he climbed 

higher up the stairway. Shayne slipped and fell 

backwards. Caleb attempted to catch him, but he 

couldn’t get a grip on Shayne’s body, and he watched his 

friend tumble down the stairs. Moments later, Shayne 

floated back into the air and landed behind Caleb. 

“I forgot about my powers,” Shayne said with a 

laugh. “Just imagine, if you fell down then you’d be 

dead.” 

“Can you just shut up for five minutes about my 

lack of powers?” snapped Caleb. “I’m getting sick of it!” 

Shayne surrendered and continued up the stairs, 

following Caleb to the top. A large gate was open at the 

top with a mile long queue of elves outside. Each one 

looked the same to Caleb - bushy beards, hairy chests, 

muscles the size of mountains. Caleb began to regret his 

decision of joining the army, but it was too late. It wasn’t 

even certain he would be allowed in anyway. The palace 

staff had to assess every elf that registered, and the king 

would make the final decision. Caleb knew nothing 

about what the army would entail. The king didn’t make 

it very clear yesterday. All he knew was this was 

something he had to do. He needed to prove to everyone 



he loved and everyone in the Shihan Kingdom that he 

could do it. 

Caleb and Shayne joined the end of the queue and 

waited for their turn to enter the registration rink. The 

elf in front of Caleb turned around and let out a booming 

laugh. 

“You two will never get in,” he said. “Look at 

you, pair of idiots.” 

“Get stuffed,” Caleb hissed. 

The elf turned back around and giggled to 

himself. Caleb wanted to attack. But he knew he 

wouldn’t win. Not yet anyway. The elf in front’s 

muscular build formed a shadow across Caleb’s body, 

blocking the light from his view.  

Slowly, the queue into the registration rink 

became shorter and Caleb was almost at the front. 

“Are you nervous?” Shayne asked. 

“No,” said Caleb, “what makes you think that?” 

“Your legs are wobbling for a start.” 

Caleb looked down and watched his knees 

wobble like an earthquake was rushing through his 

body. He moved further forward and the gates to the 

palace were directly in front of him. He was up next. A 

guard approached him and grabbed his arm, pulling 

him through the gates and over to the registration tent. 

A lady with a short haircut and a butch body stood in 

front of him but didn’t make eye contact. Instead, she 

just stared at the scroll in front of her. 

“Name?” she asked. 

“Caleb.” 

The lady wrote Caleb’s name on the scroll and 

asked him for other details such as his height, age, hair 

colour, weight. and body type. She didn’t look at him. 



Not once. She ushered Caleb on his way, and he was 

soon greeted by another member of the palace staff.  

“Hello,” Caleb replied. “I’m not sure exactly 

what’s—” 

“Sit down and be quiet.” 

The man pointed to a wooden chair at the edge of 

the rink where Caleb went to sit. His best friend 

approached him a moment later and sat in the empty 

chair. 

“That woman at the entrance was a grumpy bitch, 

wasn’t she?” giggled Shayne. “Seen more enthusiasm on 

a goat being slaughtered!” 

“They’re all grumpy in here,” muttered Caleb. 

“One of the staff didn’t say a word to me except when 

he told me to sit down and shut up.” 

Shayne giggled.  

“It’s not funny.” 

The two men sat in their chairs silently. Caleb 

looked up and watched as baby dragons flew through 

the clouds, small blazes of fire escaping their mouths. 

The sun shone into his eyes, making him squint. He 

looked in a completely different direction when he heard 

the royal fanfare play. 

“Can everyone who has already registered please 

make their way to the Fitting Tent, where you’ll be 

measured up for your battle gear,” the Messenger 

announced over a megaphone. 

Caleb wandered over to the Fitting Tent, 

following a crowd of larger elves. His mind buzzed with 

emotions and thoughts. The feeling of guilt bubbled 

within him, and the thought of failure made his stomach 

swim. Knowing he had just betrayed his mother and his 



sister, and knowing he could get killed, made Caleb 

want to pull out. But he needed to do this. 

 

The tent smelled like dirt and damp. Caleb gagged as he 

sat down in a chair next to the smelliest part of the tent. 

It had the stench of piss. A palace tailor entered the tent 

and called each elf up one by one and made them stand 

in front of him, as still as possible, whilst he measured 

them from all angles.  

Caleb’s nerves increased as he knew it was almost 

his turn to go up. Everyone would laugh at him. He was 

the skinniest of the bunch. Although he had some 

muscles to show, he wasn’t nearly as well built as the 

others. Like always, he would be the joke of the 

kingdom. 

“Caleb?” the tailor called. 

Everyone turned to look at him. They all knew 

who he was. Caleb looked around, everyone watching 

him like a hawk.  

“Caleb?!” the tailor called again, a little angrier 

this time. 

Caleb jumped back in his seat, startled by the 

tailor’s tone. He stood up and trudged over to the centre 

of the tent. 

“Arms up,” said the tailor. 

Caleb lifted his arms above his head. Roars of 

laughter sounded around him, his face turning a shade 

of tomato red. 

“Out to the side you stupid twit!” snapped the 

tailor. 



Caleb held his arms out to the sides and the tailor 

wrapped a tape measure around his waist, noting down 

measurements in brief intervals.  

“Stand straight.” 

Caleb put his arms down and stood as straight 

and as still as he possibly could. Again, the tailor got his 

tape measure out and measured Caleb’s height. Caleb 

hadn’t been paying much attention to the other elves 

having their measurements taken so he wasn’t sure what 

to expect. When the tailor was finished, he ushered 

Caleb back to his seat and called up the next elf. 

“He’s a bit of a dick,” Caleb whispered. 

“They’re all dicks in this palace,” said Shayne. 

“Apparently, it’s because the royals treat them like crap. 

It’s understandable, I guess.” 

Caleb shrugged. “Yeah, but no need to take it out 

on us.” 

Shayne mumbled and turned to watch the other 

elves get measured up.  

 

A female tailor entered the tent, bubbly and giddy like a 

child. She sat her bag on an empty chair and stood in the 

centre, pushing the tailor to the side. 

“Your uniforms are being measured,” she said. 

“My name is Annabelle and I’m going to be your tailor 

from now on.” 

Annabelle shot a glare at the tailor. “Time for you 

to leave, Paul.” 

At least we finally know his name. He never 

introduced himself. Rude. 



Caleb glared at Annabelle, lust in his eyes. He 

couldn’t take his eyes off her. She was everything he 

wanted in a woman. He stared at her chest, and his eyes 

darted down to her backside. A hand slipped in front of 

his face, followed by the click of fingers. Caleb woke 

again. 

“You want her, don’t you?” Shayne giggled. 

“No, course not. I’m in the army to save the 

princess and be with her. Not this lady,” Caleb lied. “But 

my God she is stunning!” Caleb’s gaze directed back to 

Annabelle. 

“Right,” shouted Annabelle. “You, come here.” 

She pointed at Caleb. 

Caleb fell back off his chair, startled by 

Annabelle’s sudden tone. 

“I’m waiting.” 

“Sorry,” Caleb grunted. “I’m fine, by the way.” 

Caleb scrambled off the floor and rubbed the back 

of his head, feeling the sharp stabbing pain shoot 

through his skull.  

“Good. In that case, you can come up here and try 

on this uniform.” 

 Caleb rolled his eyes and stood up, trudging over 

to Annabelle.  He stood in front of her, awaiting her 

instructions. And as soon as she began giving him 

instructions, it didn’t surprise him that they were exactly 

the same was the other tailor’s instructions. 

 “Right,” said Annabelle, “that’s you done. Next.” 

Then, Caleb went back to his seat. 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

If you enjoyed this preview, then please click on this 

link to order the book today! Your support is much 

appreciated. 
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