Episode 37 — Fantasy Novel

Summary: Thea is capable of creating another world with the stroke of her paint
brush. Having only just discovered this hidden talent, she is pulled into the world to help save
their queen. At the same time, she is dealing with her parent’s divorce and her first year of
college life.

Note: Pages are extracted from the middle of the story.

Thea sat down on the couch as Deacon pulled the door closed behind him, leaving her all

alone. She let her eyes wander around the room_ noting-frem the gilded wainscoting and-te the

intricately sculpted frames. which held-helding the most brilliant paintings she had ever set eyes
on. The exhaustion fitliagthat had filled her body suddeniy-dimmed-is the light-oftheroam-she

was-axpected-to-sleep-in. How could she sleep while surrounded with all of this beauty? The

glorious artwork decorating the walls ereund-hesmade her own seem like the scrawling of a first Comment [s1}: A given
grader.

She-heard-rRaised voices began speaking in a strange language outside her room.—Hiea
wmedtoward the sound -her attention finally takenoff of the magnificence-ef-the- roem. Padding
quietly across the plush carpeting, ste-Thea crept as close to the wall as possible and put her ear Comment [52]: Near the door?
against the door, Fhe-wirds-she-heard were uarecogpizable to her. - fust-as-shewasabou-o-pive

up-en-ReurRg-eut-what-they-were-savinglt did ber no good; she couldn’t understand what they

were saving. Then a third voice joined the conversation: in English. The deep baritone of an
elderolder-sounding man growled at the first two voices.

“She can likely hear you, you know. If you must discuss this. do so elsewhere,”

The first voice, a feminine tone, responded in English, “1 don’t care if she hears. She

shoutdit-beere-Queen Melanie is foolish letting her stay at all, espesialbv-never mind here.” _fon_ngg:_r_ngﬁn_gg_:m
| Formatted: Highlight
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*And if she has to H-she-mustbe here,” the second voice seethed, “she should be

detained in more secure quarters.;”-the-second-voice seethed. Thea heard Their foolsteps fading

recededaway, and-the-voiees-eeasedtaking the conversation with them.

‘TheaShe backed away from the wall, frowning. Running a-her hand through her hair, she
tevrered-herselisal onte the thick--down mattress of the four poster bed and stared at the floor. It
was all jist-too much.

A loud knock on the door brought her eyes up. Before she could utter 2 word, the door
inched open and a man with salt and pepper hair and beard to-mateh-stuck his head through the
crack,

“May I come in?" he asked.

Thea stood again and smoothed out her shirt. “Of course,” she said. Shifting her weight
between her feet, she watched him carefully,

“I just-wanted to introduce myself before vour meeting with Queen Melanie tomorrow=1

witlbe-with-yeutomemow-when you-meet-asain-with-Queen-Melanie.” He walked into the
room, leaving the door open. making her feel somewhat safer. She nodded, not sure what to
say.

“I am Ruben. 1 am a greeter,” he said. He held out his hand, Raising-his-hand-as-he

anpraached-herhewatedForherto-extend-herowa-which she did prompiby. HerhnndHers-of

pveragesize; felt minuscule in his-larze grasp, He turned-itand-raised i-her hand toward his face,

as if —She-thought-he was going to kiss it like an sld-o!d-fashioned gentleman. Insicad.-until he

turned it palm up and leoked sistudied her wrist. A band of small red circles connected by stars

was-otearly-visible-anencircled her wrist. She jerked her hand back and locked-peered at it

closely.
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“What the hell?” she breathed. “That’s never been there before.”
“Like I said, | am a greeter.” He offered a grin that hid more secrets than it revealed, “An
old one at that.”

“What does that have to do with these markings on my wrist?”

“What is a greeter, exactly?” Thea asked, pointedly.

“I meet all new Egrists when they first arrive. | ensure that they are legitimate.”

“Get a lot of illegitimate folks stumbling into paintings?” Thea asked.

“Not very often.” Ruben laughed, a booming noise that echoed around the recom.

The sound put her at ease as she ran a finger over the new markings on her wrist. They
wouldn’t be difficult to cover with a little concealer. She wondered how many people back home
were hiding the same type: of markings.

Uik g s Ruben spid,-as i reading-herthonshis

“It runs in the family, right? Being able to enter a painting?”

“Yes, but there are a few families now who carry the same bloodline- e mary, buta
fewe,” He-he explained.
“Will I meet the others?” she asked.

“Well, veu-haveyou've already met one, of course. Even | don’t meet all. Fam['m only

one of a handful of greeters, and, like I said, I'm getting quite old so these days; I only meet
those who are of some importance.”

“So, what does this marking mean, exactly?” She-she asked as she ran her finger over it
once more,

“Believe it or not, that is your direct line’s markings, proving that you are a direct

descendant —uslsu-are-the real deal,” he tald-hersaid,
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Thea sat down on the edge of the bed again; she couldn’t siop staring at hereyes net
tevine-her wrist, She-leoked-up-to-wateh-Ruben crossed the room to the massive fireplace and
stirred up the smoldering coals within until they caught and became a roaring fire. She
absentmindedly stroked the markings on her wrist-usshe-watehed-him. She felt so far from
home; -arc-she wondered how she would ever pet back. Her lips parted to let a yawn escape,

“It should stay warm in here throughout the night now. I will let you rest. There is a lot
more to be discovered in the morning.” Ruben let himself out and closed the door with a click.

Thea stripped out of her clothing. She longed for a bath —as-the trip to Chromia had not
been kind to her body---but she didn’t see a tub. WalkingareundLxploring the room, she epened
discovered a door on the wall next to the fire place. Inside was a large wall—walk-in closetnet
auite-astarpe-asherewn-back-heme-hewever. Closing it, she continued around the roomto a
door on the other side of the bed. It was a bathroom, decorated just as elaborately as the
bedroom_ w-A claw foot tub sat siraight ahesd-of herin the center, She crossed the marble floor
te-it-and turned the golden knobs until a warm stream flowed into the tub.

Thea stepped-aut-ofthe-rest-afherelathing and noticed a white nightgown draped across
the back of a chair in front of a brightly lit vanity. She wondered if it would fit her; if, somehow,
they had been one step ahead of her the entire night, The tub filled as she picked up the a brush

from the vanity and brushed out her long hair. At last, with the tub full, she lowered herself into

the bath and let the warmth of the water wash over her worn limbs. A-few-minuteslater she
plehed-at-a pieve of-dint thet hed dried onto-her-arm -Spiashine water v H-tediidissabved
aiikshd-deven-into thewater-Thea fAnished-wvashingwashed her body and climbed out, wrapping
a plush plum towel around her. She picked up the long—white gown and tried-slidingslid it over

her head. It slid-erta-herbodywas a perfect fit. Her-Wet hair lay-in-chsmps-asainst-the-material;
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seaking-istrands soaked the material. She picked up the comb from the vanity and ran it through

her hair before walking back out to the bed and sliding between the warm, welcoming sheets. [Comment [520]: I'm not sure this much detal
it ;

In 1¥he morning, -sreeted herdikea-fistto-the-side-of-her-head.-Bbrilliant; white Tight | Comment [321]: Not a great Image=®

shone in through a large window-she-had-net-noticed-the-night before. Had-theWhy hadn’t she

noticed it- the nizht before? Covered by curtains, it could’ve blended in with the rest of the room,

but she would’ve noticed an unadorned window. Had someone entered the room while she

slept?eurains-always-been-open? She shivered and looked around. She-sat-up-and-rubbed-at-her

Blra AR e e e R BedsiretoheHer stomack clenohed as she loaked back

tevrard-the-aper-window—There-was-aA rainbow of colors deneing-danced in the light as if the

window were a prism, drawing her out of bed.:
Thea pushed hersetiin-her-feeti-and-crassedpstand-lrontabthewimiow—5he peered

outside. -overwhat-appeared-to-be-aA modern city of skyscrapers and walk-walk-ups melded

blended with an ancient city of shacks and Gothic castles. Mone-ofit-made sense. It was a Comment [522]: Can you compare this to
Reme? | don't know because | haven't read the
beginning.

hodgepodge of time and space. Mething-made-sense-She-watehed-aTransfixed, Thea remained

until a bank of clouds retl-rolled up-in.and encompassing the castle below her.
A thunderous knock pulled her quickly-from her thoughts.
“Yeah?” she called toward the door;-. “Yeah, I'm coming!”

Thea hurried across te-the-deosthe room and opened the doorpulled-it-aper, Ruben

pushed inside the room, surveying every detail in silence.

“What’s going on?” she asked.

“The queen received a message this moming,” he said, turning toward her-. “did-Did you
have anything to do with it?”

“What message?” Thea asked, confused.
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“Doesn’t matter,” he brushed-offthe-questionsaid. “Did you have anything to do with it?”
“FHow could | have had any involvement with a message that | don't even know about?”

she asked, beginning to feel somewhat offended at his tone, “Not 1o mention, I'm locked in

hers.” { Comment [s23]: 15 she locked in thera?

He frowned. “If you had nothing to do with it, then you could be in danger, too.” He-tald
her-He grabbed her elbow and directed her toward the door. “Come on. We need to get you to
the gueerQueen, quickly.”

A panic began to spread through Thea. clouding-and-cleud her mind. She almost let him
guide her out, injustthe-thisaightgewi-but as she reached the threshold of the room, she
glanced down and pulled back,

I like the premise of the story, 1t's afways a little tough to come into the middle of it.

Overall, | think you need to tighten up your sentences to move it along guicker; hopefully my

edits/suggestions will help.
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Summary: Thea is capable of creating another world with the stroke of her paint
brush. Having only just discovered this hidden talent she is pulled into the world to help save
their queen. At the same time she is dealing her parent's divorce and her first year of college

life. 33

Note: Pages are extracted from the middle of the story.

Thea sat down on the couch as Deacon pulled the door closed behind him, leaving her all
alone. She let her eyes wander around the room from the gilded wainscoting to the intricately
sculpted frames holding the most brilliant paintings she had ever set eyes on. The exhaustion
filling her body suddenly dimmed in the light of the room she was expected to sleep in. The

glorious artwork decorating the walls around her made her own seem like the scrawling of a first

der. ij’.
grager %mer-

She heard raised voices speaking in a strange language outside her room. Thea tumed Adi
toward the soun@a&aﬂmu}mk&nﬂfﬁﬁmrﬁmmeﬂﬁhefeenr Padding quietly

across the plush carpeting she crept as close to the wall as possible. The words she heard were

—

unrecognizable to her. J 7as about to give UE on figunng oul what they were saying-a—

*She can likely hear you, you know. If you must discuss thi_s’go so elsewhere.”

The first voice, a feminine tone, responded in English, “I don’t care if she hears. She

baritone of an older sounding man

shouldn’t be here. Queen Melanie is foolish letting her stay, especially here.”
“If she must be here she should be detained in more secure quarters,” the second voice

seethed. Thea heard footsteps fading away and the voices ceased. She backed away from the wall
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frowning. Running a hand through her hair she lowered herself onto the thick, down mattress of
the four poster and stared at the floor. It was all just too much. A loud knock on the door brought
her eyes up. Before she could utter a word the door inched open and a man with salt and pepper

hair and beard to match stuck his head through the crack. Lﬂ“"‘ .\'*; ‘{f\'; pr gt Fﬁ (:_ fs:a:rﬂ

1 S, L v )
May I come in?” he asked. e 6,/,,.«. 1‘1-

Thea stood again and smoothed out herjshirt. “Of course,” she said. Shifting her weight
o

between her fee&,she watched him carefully. W{; /?/\d’

“I just wanted to introduce myself. I will be with you tomorrow when you meet a/giizl v ﬂz
with Queen Melanie.” He walked into the room leaving the door open making her feel somewhat
safer. She nodded, not sure what to say. “1 am Ruben. I am a greeter,” he said. Raising his hand
as he approached herfe waited for her to extend her own which she did promptly. Her hand, of”
awragcsi.ch felt minuscule in his large grasp. He turned it and raised it toward his face. She
thought he was going to kiss it like an olﬂagashloned gentleman until he turned it palm up and

I".. LﬂJBJC__ 1{7? e)n_ri_l\
looked at her wrist. A band of small red circles connected by stars \lﬁs-clca%mhie’on her

wrist. She jerked her hand back and looked at it closely.

J:\‘}' ’i “What the hell?” she breathed. “That’s never been there before.”

\M’,,*v

= fw-

3

D\

— .

“Like I said, I am a greeter.” He offered a grin that hid more secrets than it revealed. “An
old one at that.”

“What is a greeter, exactly?” Thea asked, pointedly.

} '&4_ “ meet all new Egrists when they first arrive. I ensure that they are legitimate.”

“Get a lot of illegitimate folks stumbling into paintings?” Thea asked.

“Not very often.” Ruben laughed, a booming noise that echoed around the room.
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The sound put her at ease as she ran a finger over the new markings on her wrist. They
wouldn’t be difficult to cover with a little concealer. She wondered how many people back home
were hiding the same type of markings.

“Not a lot,” Ruben said, as if reading her thoughts.

“It runs in the family, right?” -,//‘

“Yes, but there are a ff& families now who carry the same bloodline. Ha{ﬂmy,—but-n?/ (@)JJ
feud.” [?&e explained.
P
“Will I meet the others?”” she asked.
“Well, you have already met one, of course. Even I don’t meet all. [ am only one of a
handful of greeters and, like I said, I’'m getting quite old so these days I only meet those who are
of some importance.”
“So, what does this mark mean, exactly?” She asked as she ran her finger over it once
more. 1’}
J°>

“Believe it or not that is your direct line’s markings proving that you are a direct (

descendant and you are the real deal,” he told her,
i T —
Thea sat down on the edge of the bed again her eyes not leaving her wrist. She looked up

to watch Ruben cross the room to the massive fireplace and stir up the smoldering coals within rj}( J/‘
until they caught and became a roaring fire. She absentmindedly stroked the markings on her 6195'5’%&
wrist as she watched him. She felt so far from home and she wondered how she would ever get
back. Her lips parted to let a yawn escape. re”(/‘a ,L

“It should stay warm in here throughout the night now. I will let you rest. There is a lot

more to be discovered in the morning.” Ruben let himself out and closed the door with a click.

Thea stripped out of her clothing. She longed for a bath as the trip to Chromia had not been kind
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é)\y to her body but she didn’t see a tub. JWalking around the room she opened a door on the wall
W

next to the fire place. Inside was a large walk in closet, not quite as large as her own back home,
‘ however. Closing it she continued around the room to a door on the other side of the bed. It was
| a bathroom, decorated just as elaborately as the bedroom. A cla@@aot tub sat straight ahead of

| her. She crossed the marble floor to it and turned the golden knobs until a warm stream flowed

|| into the tub.?[hea stepped out of the rest of her clothing and noticed a nightgown draped across

| the back of a chair in front of a brightly lit vanity. She wondered if it would fit her; if, somehow,
| they had been one step ahead of her the entire night. The tub filled as she picked up the brush
from the vanity and brushed out her long hairﬁt last, tub full, she lowered herself into the bath
and let the warmth of the water wash over her worn limbs. A few minutes later she picked at a

| piece of dirt that had dried onto her arm. Splashing water over it‘?}he dirt dissolved and slid down
into the water. Thea finished washing and climbed out, wrapping a plush plum towel around her.

3})She picked up the long, white gown and tried sliding it over her head. It slid onto her body, a

perfect fit. Her hair lay in clumps against the material, soaking it. She picked up the comb from

|| the vanity and ran it through her hair before walking back out to the bed and sliding between the
\ warm, welcoming sheets.
()/ The moming greeted her like a fist to the side of her head. Brilliant, white light shone in
6// through a large window she had not noticed the night before. Had the curtains always been open?

She sat up and rubbed at her eyes, a yawn transforming into a full body stretch. Her stomach
clenched as she looked back toward the open window. There was a rainbow of colors dancing in L
the light as if the window were a prism. Thea pushed herself to her feet and crossed to stand in w,w"b
front of the window. She peered outside over what appeared to be a modern city of skyscrapers st

and wal@t}ps melded with an ancient city of shacks and Gothic castles. None of it made sense. It
-
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v 1 was a hodgepodge of time and space. Nothing made sense. She watched a bank of clouds roll up
__—_'—_—-—--._._—

and encompass the castle below her. A thunderous knock pulled her quickly from her thoughts.

1 R “Yeah_?” she called toward the door, “Yeah, I'm coming!”

KA

U,,@'J Thea hurried across to the door and pulled it open. Ruben pushed inside the room

surveying every detail in silence.
“What’s going on?” she asked.
“The queen received a message this morning,” he said turning toward he@“gd you have
anything to do with it?”
ﬁ}r"‘ “What message?” Thea asked, confused.
\)j Jiﬂ “Doesn’t matter,” he brushed off the question. “Did you have anything to do with it?”

\Fﬁ Fgs
' “How could I have had any involvement with a message that I don’t even know about?”

N

< l“ ~ she asked, beginning to feel somewhat offended at his tone.
J3
A “If you had nothing to do with it,then you could be in danger, too.” He told her. He
i

grabbed her elbow and directed her toward the door. “Come on. We need to get you to the queen,

quickly.”
A panic began to spread through Thea and cloud her mind. She almost let him guide her

out in just the thin nightgown but as she reached the threshold of the room she glanced down and

pulled back.
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oD Comtaeah S

Summary: Thea is capable of creating another waorld with the stroke of her paint
brush. Having only just discovered this hidden talent she is pulled into the world to help save
their queen. At the same time she is dealing her parent's divorce and her first year of college
life.

Note: Pages are extracted from the middle of the story.

Thea sat (b on the couch as Deacon pulled the door closed behind him, leaving her ﬁ
o
alone. Shetet Her eyes wander around the room from the gilded wainscoting to the intricately
sculpted frames holding the most brilliant paintings she had ever set-eyeson. The exhaustion
filling her body suddenly dimmed in the light of the room she was expected to sleep in. The
glorious artwork decorating the walls around her made her own seem like the scrawling of a first
grader.

RO .
She Feard faised voices speaking in a strange language outside her room. Thea turned

toward the soundﬁﬂﬂﬁﬂﬁmﬁnﬂﬂ%ﬂk&ﬂ-@ﬁﬁeﬁhﬁwﬁ-ﬂuﬂwﬁw. Padding quietly
across the plush carpeting she crept as close to the wall as possible. The words she-hemrd were
unrecognizable to her. Just as she was about to give up on ﬂgyhjﬁg(g&twhat they were saying a
third voice joined the conversation, in English. The deep baritone of an older sounding man
growled at the first two voices.

“She can likely hear you, you know. If you must discuss this do so elsewhere.”

The first voice, a feminine tone, responded in English, “I don’t care if she hears. She
shouldn’t ba@ Queen Melanie is foolish letting her stay, especially'rg:@’

“If she must bifléé.réshe should be detained in more secure quarters,” the second voice

>

WY
seethed. Theatreard lﬁotsteps fadig away and the voices ceased. She backed away from the wall
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frowning. Running a hand through her hair she lowered herself onto the thick, down matiress of
the four poster and stared at the floor. It was all just too much. A loud knock on the door brought
her eyes up. Before she could utter a wordJI the door inched open,and Amanfwith salt_:gnd—pepper

hair and beard to matct}stuck his head through the crack. e

“May I come in?” he asked.

Thea stood again and smoothed out her shirt. “Of course,” she said. Shifting her weight
between her feet she watched him carefully.

“I pidr wanted to introduce myself. I will be with you tomorrow when you meet again
with Queen Melanie.” He walked into the room leaving the door open making her feel somewhat
safer. She nodded, not sure what to say. “I am Ruben. I am a greeter,” he saidﬁaising his hand
as he approached her he waited for her to extend her own which she did promptly. Her hand, of

/

average size, felt minuscule in his large grasp. He turned it and raised it toward his face. She
AT
thought he was going to kiss it like an old-fashioned gentleman until he turned it palm up and

/
looked at her wrist. A band of small red circles connected by stars was clearly visible on her
wrist. She jerked her hand back and looked at it closely.
“What the hell?” she breathed. “That’s never been there before.”
“Like I said, I am a greeter.” He offered a grin that hid more secrets than it revealed. “An

old one at that.” i «T-EE'EE}E -

“What is a greeter, exactly?” Thea asked, .

*I meet all new Egrists when they first arrive. I ensure ﬂﬁl they are legitimate.” ,ﬂ)
\J\“\ W
“Get a lot of illegitimate folks stumbling into paintings?” Thea asked. (‘(\&“\“"‘ ‘\“\(\S c)

“Not very often.” Ruben laughed, a booming noise that echoed around the room.
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The sound put her at ease as she ran a finger over the new markings on her wrist. They
wouldn’t be difficult to cover with a little concealer. She wondered how many people back home
were hiding the same type of markings.

*Not a lot,” Ruben said, as if reading her thoughts.

“It runs in the family, right?”

“Yes, bt there are a few families now who carry the same bloodline. Not many, but a
fewf” I e explained.

“Will I meet the others?” she asked.

“Well, you have already met one, of course. Even I don’t meet all. I am only one of a
handful of greeters and, like I said, I’'m getting quite old,so these days I only meet those who are

/

of some importance.”

"'\'C.I
“So, what does this mark mean, exactly?” gShe asked as she ran her finger over it once
more.
mw*

“Believe it or not that is your direct line’s markingy proving thal you are a direct

4’ Y
QS‘ \-'3 descendant and-rewrarctheTealdeal,” he told her. ‘30“ are e CeaN }).QQ-L

®
Thea sat down on the edge of the bed again M!—M‘Wﬂst. Stretooked-up-

ot b feeed
toweteh Ruben cress the room to the massive fireplace and stir up the smoldering coals within-

until they caught and became a roaring fire. She absentmindedly stroked the markings on her
wrist as she watched him. She felt so far from home,and-she-weondered fﬁ)w sg}:;‘hwmtd ever get
back?Her lips parted to let a yawn escape.

“It should stay warm in here throughout the night now. [ will let you rest. There is a lot

more to be discovered in the morning.” Ruben let himself out and closed the door with a click.

le'hea stripped out of her clothing. She longed for a bath as the trip to Chromia had not been kind
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to her body, but she didn’t see a tub. Walking around the room she opened a door on the wall
7 onwor Yphen
next to the ﬁré‘place. Inside was a large walk-in closet, not quite as large as her own back home,

however. Closing it she continued around the room to a door on the other side of the bed. It was
hgree
a bathroom, decorated just as elaborately as the bedroom. A clawifoot tub sat straight ahead of

her. She crossed the marble floor (it and turned the golden knobs until a warm stream flowed

TR
into the tub. Thea stepped out of the rest of her clothing_md-aeﬁeed& nightgownddraped across

the back of a chair in front of a brightly lit vanity. She wondered if it would fit her; if, somehow,
they had been one step ahead of her the entire night.ﬁe-tub—ﬁued—m pieled-up-thebrusir

e

from-thevamity and-brushed out her long haif. At last, tub full, she lowered herself into the bath

and let the warmth of the water wash over her worn limbs. A few minu

Piece of dirt that had dried onto her arm. Splashing water over it the dirt dissolved and slid do

——————

into the water. Thea finished washing and climbed out, wrapping a plush plum towel around her.

She picked up the long, white gown and-triet-stiding-it-ever-her-head: It slid onto her body, a

perfect fit. Her hair lay in clumps against the material, soaking it. She picked u comb from

Snewaler
the vanity and ran it through her hair before watking back out to the bed and slidiig between the
By

warm, welcoming sheets.
The morning greeted her like a fist to the side of her head. Brilliant, white light shone -
through a largel.-w'indm&(}he had not noticed the night before. Had the curtains always been open?

e
She sat up and rubbed #¢her eyes, a yawn transformifig into a full body stretch. Her stomach

clenched as she looked back toward the open ngigwj There was a rainbow of colors dancing in

the light as if the 'ﬁ'fl;&o_-\_-&}were a prism. Thea pushed herself to her feet and egs%‘&l}-smé in
front of the@ind(ﬁ. She peered outside over what-appeased=tarhe a modern city of skyscrapers

and walkiups melded with an ancient city of shacks and Gothic castles. None of it made sense. It
hyean
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was a hodgepodge of time and space. Nothingmade sense. &hrw&ehad}&bank of clouds ref=up

and encompasg]ghe castle below her. A thunderous knock pulled her quickly from her thoughts.

“Yeah?” she called toward the door, “Yeah, I'm coming!”

Thea hurried across to the door and pulled it open. Ruben pushed inside the room
surveying every detail in silence.

“What’s going on?” she asked.

“The queen received a message this morning,” he said turning toward her, “did you have
anything to do with it?”

“What message?” Thea asked, confused.

“Doesn’t matter,” he brushed off the question. *Did you have anything to do with it?”

“How could I havean A}M*\S iR with a message-tHt 1 don’t even know about?”
she asked, bcgﬁ%?ﬁlsomewhat offended at his tone.

“If you had nothing to do with it then you could be in danger, tool” He told her. He
grabbed her elbow and directed her toward the door. “Come on. We need to get you to the queen,
quickly.”

A'Eanic began-to spread through Thea and cloudﬂ'ﬁer mind. She almost let him guide her
out in just the thin nightgown}but as she reached the threshold of the room she glanced down and

pulled back.
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This extract was a pleasure to read. The characiers were clear und believable, Thea's
displacement was, perhaps, without danger or threat. Every story needs conflict. That's the
drama that heightens the need to read on. This might come in later, but our reading showed
someone on a kind of vacation with fine accommodations.

At the end of this section, there was a hint of something brewing. It was done well, told
without embellishment. The threat is real and imminent.

This 1s well written and has great potential.

Nice work.

Summary: Thea is capable of creating another world with the stroke of her paint
brush. Having only just discovered this hidden talent she is pulled into the world to help save
their queen. At the same time she is dealing her parent's divorce and her [irst year of college
life.

Note: Pages are extracted from the middle of the story.

Thea sat down on the couch as Deacon pulled the door closed behind him, leaving her all
alone. She let her eyes wander around the room from the gilded wainscoting to the intricately
sculpted frames holding the most brilliant paintings she had ever set eyes on. The exhaustion
filling her body suddenly dimmed in the light of the room she was expected to sleep in. The
glorious artwork decorating the walls around her made her own seem like the scrawling of a first
grader.

She heard raised voices speaking in a strange language outside her room. Thea turned
toward the sound her attention finally taken off of the magnificence of the room. Padding quietly
across the plush carpeting she crept as close to the wall as possible. The words she heard were
unrecognizable to her. Just as she was about to give up on figuring out what they were saying a
third voice joined the conversation, in English. The deep baritone of an older sounding man

growled at the first two voices.
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“She can likely hear you, you know. If you must discuss this do so elsewhere.”

The first voice, a feminine tone, responded in English, “I don’t care if she hears. She
shouldn’t be here. Queen Melanie is foolish letting her stay, especially here.”

“If she must be here she should be detained in more secure quarters,” the second voice
seethed. Thea heard footsteps fading away and the voices ceased. She backed away from the wall
frowning. Running a hand through her hair she lowered herself onto the thick, down mattress of
the four poster and stared at the floor. It was all just too much. A loud knock on the door brought
her eyes up. Before she could utter a word the door inched open and a man with salt and pepper
hair and beard to match stuck his head through the crack.

“May I come in?” he asked.

Thea stood again and smoothed out her shirt. “Of course,” she said. Shifting her wei ght
between her feet she watched him carefully.

“I just wanted to introduce myself. I will be with you tomorrow when you meet again
with Queen Melanie.” He walked into the room leaving the door open making her feel somewhat
safer. She nodded, not sure what to say. “I am Ruben. I am a greeter,” he said. Raising his hand
as he approached her he waited for her to extend her own which she did promptly. Her hand, of
average size, felt minuscule in his large grasp. He turned it and raised it toward his face. She
thought he was going to kiss it like an old fashioned gentleman until he turned it palm up and
looked at her wrist. A band of small red circles connected by stars was clearly visible on her
wrist. She jerked her hand back and looked at it closely.

“What the hell?” she breathed. “That’s never been there before.”

“Like I said, I am a greeter.” He offered a grin that hid more secrets than it revealed. “An

old one at that.”
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“What is a greeter, exactly?” Thea asked, pointedly.

“I meet all new Egrists when they first arrive. I ensure that they are legitimate.”

“Get a lot of illegitimate folks stumbling into paintings?” Thea asked.

“Not very often.” Ruben laughed, a booming noise that echoed around the room.

The sound put her at ease as she ran a finger over the new markings on her wrist. They
wouldn’t be difficult to cover with a little concealer. She wondered how many people back home
were hiding the same type of markings.

“Not a lot,” Ruben said, as if reading her thoughts.

“It runs in the family, right?”

“Yes, but there are a few families now who carry the same bloodline. Not many, but a
few(.),” He /ic explained.

“Will I meet the others?” she asked.

“Well, you have already met one, of course. Even I don’t meet all. I am only one of a
handful of greeters and, like I said, I’m getting quite old so these days I only meet those who are
of some importance.”

“So, what does this mark mean, exactly?” S4e s/ asked as she ran her finger over it once
more.

“Believe it or not that is your direct line’s markings proving that you are a direct
descendant and you are the real deal,” he told her.

Thea sat down on the edge of the bed again her eyes not leaving her wrist. She looked up
to watch Ruben cross the room to the massive fireplace and stir up the smoldering coals within

until they caught and became a roaring fire. She absentmindedly stroked the markings on her
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wrist as she watched him. She felt so far from home and she wondered how she would ever get
back. Her lips parted to let a yawn escape.

“It should stay warm in here throughout the night now. I will let you rest. There is a lot
more to be discovered in the morning.” (Nor fuir to throw this discovering out and not let us in,
even if' Thea wonders what the discoveries might be.) Ruben let himself out and closed the deor
with a click. Thea stripped out of her clothing. (Vew paragraph)She longed for a bath as the trip
to Chromia had not been kind to her body but she didn’t see a tub. Walking around the room she
opened a door on the wall next to the fire place. Inside was a large walk in closet, not quite as
large as her own back home, however. Closing it she continued around the room to a door on the
other side of the bed. It was a bathroom, decorated just as elaborately as the bedroom. A claw
foot tub sat straight ahead of her. She crossed the marble floor to it and turned the golden knobs
until a warm stream flowed into the tub. Thea stepped out of the rest of her clothing and noticed
a nightgown draped across the back of a chair in front of a brightly lit vanity. She wondered if it
would fit her; if, somehow, they had been one step ahead of her the entire night. The tub filled as
she picked up the brush from the vanity and brushed out her long hair. At last, tub full, she
lowered herself into the bath and let the warmth of the water wash over her worn (Why worn?
Has she exerted herself for some reason?) limbs. A few minutes later she picked at a piece of
dirt that had dried onto her arm. Splashing water over it the dirt dissolved and slid down into the
water. Thea finished washing and climbed out, wrapping a plush plum towe! around her. She
picked up the long, white gown and tried sliding it over her head. It slid onto her body, a perfect
fit. Her hair lay in clumps against the material, soaking it. She picked up the comb from the
vanity and ran it through her hair before walking back out to the bed and sliding between the

warm, welcoming sheets. (4re you avoiding a sense of threat or danger on purpose. If so,
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something has to happen here. [t seems as though she's on vacation and not in some confusing
situation.)

The moming greeted her like a fist to the side of her head. Brilliant, white light shone in
through a large window she had not noticed the night before. Had the curtains always been open?
She sat up and rubbed at her eyes, a yawn transforming into a full body stretch. Her stomach
clenched as she looked back toward the open window. There was a rainbow of colors dancing in
the light as if the window were a prism. Thea pushed herself to her feet and crossed to stand in
front of the window. She peered outside over what appeared to be a modern city of skyscrapers
and walk ups melded with an ancient city of shacks and Gothic castles:Nofrrofit-made sense. It
was a hodgepodge of time and space. Nothing made sense. She watched a bank of clouds roll up
and encompass the castle below her. A thunderous knock pulled her quickly from her thoughts.
(Alice in Wonderland?)

“Yeah?” she called toward the door, “Yeah, I’'m coming!”

Thea hurried across to the door and pulled it open. Ruben pushed inside the room
surveying every detail in silence.

“What’s going on?” she asked.

“The queen received a message this morning,” he said turning toward her, “did you have
anything to do with it?”

“What message?” Thea asked, confused.

“Doesn’t matt@’#a brushed off the question. “Did you have anything to do with it?”

“How could I have had any involvement with a message that I don’t even know about?”

she asked, beginning to feel somewhat offended at his tone.
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“If you had nothing to do with it then you could be in danger, too(.),” He /¢ told her. He
grabbed her elbow and directed her toward the door. “Come on. We need to get you to the queen,
quickly.”

A panic began to spread through Thea and cloud her mind. She almost let him guide her
out in just the thin nightgown but as she reached the threshold of the room she glanced down and

pulled back. (Good turn of events)
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Summary: Thea is capable of creating another world with the stroke of her paint
brush. Having only just discovered this hiddemleféyle is pulled into the world to help save
their queen. At the same tin(eje is dealing Her parefit'Pdivorce and her first year of college

!

life. o §
Ed

Note: Pages are extracted from the middle of the story.

Thea sat down on the couch as Deacon pulled the door closed behind him, leaving her all
alone. She let her eyes wander around the roc@mm the gilded wainscoting to the intricately
sculpted frames holding the most brilliant paintings she had ever set eyes on. The exhaustion

— S Puikyfs ©
filling her body suddenly dimmed in the light of the room/she was expected to sléep inl. The

adown ?
glorious artwork decorating the walls around-K€r made her own'seem like the scrawling of a first

grader.

She heard raised voices speaking in a strange language outside her room. Thea turned
toward the soun";l;l r attention finally taken off pf/t;@gniﬁcence of the room. Padding quietly
across the plush carpetini?e crept as close to the gﬁms possible. The words she heard were
unrecognizable to her. Just as she was about to give up on figuring out what they were sayi@ a
third voice joined the conversation, in English. The deep baritone of an older saunding man
growled at the first two voices.

*“She can likely hear you, you know. If you must discuss thi@a so elsewhere.”

. omnan

Fhefirst-veice-afeminine tone, responded in English, “I don’t care if she hears. She

shouldn’t be here. Queen Melanie is foolish letting her stay, especially here.”

“If she must be heﬁ;e should be detained in more secure quarters,” the second voice, =

(4
seethed. Thea heard footsteps fading away and the voices ceased. She backed away from the w@

— el desyvibed, I 91t a Sonse afplace
! t % 'r At 6‘77'
4—-|‘,’Sw”0l.l°'ht(.c foop£74C - Page1of5 ;
— ,cg. 5[-.(, 'Fb-omowuawn_ wa[,;{? p{\ges 5/—(—619!4794"14 T’Af)/ lowe e w:%,ﬂ[mf Sle.
Vm/l Q.L’-’ML?. 03/7‘ an/&w [al—p{?

—P ltave Hon' G Jef S be a it toirn,



Episode 37 — Fantasy Novel

frowning, Running a hand through her hf@she lowered herself onto the thick, down mattress of

the fm@)ster and stared at the ﬂoor(_l%:&s j;Jl just too much. A loud knock on the door brought
: 7

her eyes up. Before she could utter a wordthe door inched open and a‘fn?ﬁ ;with s@\@pper
N
hair and beard to match stuck his head through the crack.
“May I come in?”" he asked.
Thea stood again and smoothed out her shirt. “Of course,” she said. Shifting her weight

between her fe@e watched him carefully.

*“l just wanted to introduce myself. I will be with you tomorrow when you meet again

with Queen Melanie.” He walked into the ror@}aving the door ope@aking her feel somewhat
safer. She nodded, not sure what to say. “I am Ruben. 1 am a greeter,” he said. Raising his hand
as he approached h@ waited for her to extend her ow@hich she did promptly. Her hand, 02—
umg,s—si-ae{felt minuscule in his large grasp. He turned it and raised it toward his face. She
thought he was going to kiss it like an ol hioned gentleman until he turned it palm up and
looked at her wrist. A band of small red circles connected by stars e on her
wrist. She jerked her hand back and looked at it closely.

“Whgt the hell?” she breathed. “That’s never been there before.”

Iﬁﬁe I said, 1 am a greeter.” He offered a grin that hid more secrets than it revealed. “An
old one at that.”

“What is a greeter, exactly?” Thea asked, pointedly.

“I meet all new Egrists when they first a% I ensure that they are legitimate.”

ouloT L
“Get a lot of illegitimate folks stumbling into paintings?”” Thea asked.

“Not very oﬂ@luben laughed, a booming noise that echoed around the room.

Page 2 of 5



Episode 37 — Fantasy Novel

The sound put her at ease as she ran a finger over the new markings on her wrist. They
wouldn’t be difficult to cover with a little concealer. She wondered how many people back home
were hiding the same type of markings.

hnar

“Not a lot,” Ruben said, as if reading her thoughts.

“It runs in the family, right?”

“Yes, but there are a few families now who carry the same bloodline. Not many, but a

fe@' /143 explained.

“Will I meet the others?” she asked.

w1
“Well, you have already met one, of course. Even I don’t meet/?ll. I am only one of a

handful of greeters and, l;?{: [ said, I'm getting quite ol&% these da@ly meet those who are
of some importance.”

“So, what does this mark mean, exactly?” #he asked as she ran her finger over it once
more.

“Believe it or m{}}lat is your direct line’s markings proving that you are a direct
descendant and you are the real deal,” he told her.

Thea sat down on the edge of the bed aga@er eyes not leaving her wrist. She looked up
to watch Ruben cross the room to the massive fireplace and stir up the smoldering coals withiyi-
until they caught and became a roaring fire. She absentmindedly stroked the markings on her
wrist as she watched him. Shg felt so far from home and she wondered how she would ever get

sl was 5 0 iLoyviedls LEJ.VWWN 0/”
back. Her lips parted to let a yawn escape.

*“It should stay warm in here throughout the nigh@v. I will let you rest. There is a lot

more to be discovered in the moming.” Ruben let himself out and closed the door with a click.

hea stripped out of her clothing. She longed for a bath as the trip to Chromia had not been kind
mayht op ¥
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to her body But she didn’t see a tub. Walking around the rc@?she opened a door on the wall

ite as large as her own back home,

e. Inside was a large wa@n closet, no
however. ;lozs'ng if she continued around the room to a door on the other side of the bed. It was
a bathroom, decorated just as elaborately as the bedroom. A clz@ot tub sat straight ahead of
her. She crossed the marble floor to it and turned the golden knobs until a warm stream flowed
into the tub. Thea stepped out of the rest of her clothing and noticed a nightgown draped across
the back of a chair in front of a brightly lit vanity. She wondered if it would fit her; if, somehow,
they had been one step ahead of her the entire night. The tub filled as she picked up the brush
from the vanity and brushed out her long hailﬁ\t last, tub full, she lowered herself into the bath

V4

and let the warmth of the water wash over her worn Timbs. A few minutes late@e picked at a
A

piece of dirt that had dried onto her arm. Splashing water over it the dirt dissolved and slid down
into the water. Thea finished washing and climbed out, wrapping a plush plum towel around her.

She picked up the long}',, white gown and tried sliding it over her head. It slid onto her body, a

e

perfect fit. Her hair lay in clumps against the material, soaking it. She picked up the comb from
the vanity and ran it through her hair before walking back out to the bed and sliding between the

/ warm, welcoming sheets.
2D

Vewbr—>>

-~ The morning greeted her like a fist to the side of her head. Brilliant, white light shone in

e

through a large window she had not noticed the night before. Had the curtains always been open?
g'She sat up and rubbed at her eyes, a yawn transforming into a full body stretch. Her stomach
clenched as she looked back toward the open window. There was a rainbow of colors dancing in
the lig t;lé.l if the window were a prism. Thea pushed herself to her feet and crossed to stand in
front of the window. She peered outside over what appeared to be a modern city of skyscrapers

q
and walk-fps melded with an ancient city of shacks and Gothic castles. None of it made sense. It
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was a hodgepodge of time and :_stace. tothi de . She watched a bank of clouds roll up
and encompass the castlﬂ}:low' haA thunderous knock pulled her quickly from her thoughts.

“Yeah?” she called toward the doctf;?Yeah, I’'m coming!”

Thea hurried across to the door and pulled it open. Ruben pushed inside the room
surveying every detail in silence.

“What’s going on?” she asked.

“The queen received a message this morning,” he said turning toward h@a you have
anything to do with it?”

“What message?” Thea asked, confused.

“Doesn’t man@[ﬁ% brushed off {féycr].uestion. “Did you have anything to do with it?”

“How could I have had any involvement with a message that I don’t even know about?”
she asked, beginning to feel somewhat offended at his tone.

“If you had nothing to do with @en you could be in danger, t@ y{e told her. He
grabbed her elbow and directed her toward the door. “Come on. We need to get you to the queen,
quickly.”

A panic began to spread through Thea and cloud her mind. She almost let him guide her

out in just the thin nightgow@ut as she reached the threshold of the room she glanced down and

pulled back.
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