

Chapter One

I am awake before the rooster most mornings. It’s become a habit over the years. Once I was old enough to do chores, I’ve been awake every morning early enough to see the sun rise. I am outside before the first rays of light top the trees, boots crunching on the ground. The chill in the air makes my nose numb, and I tuck my hands in my pockets to keep warm.

The yard is crusted with frost, slick and shining. Inside the barn is warm, thankfully, but the funky animal stink invades my nostrils, and I’m already dreading another day of the same routine.

The cows grumble and shuffle as I swing the doors wide. There are only three left. Daisy, Hodge, and Lira. Lira’s already at the trough, stamping her impatience. I unhook the bucket, push my fingers through the icy handle, and get to work. Milking’s a rhythm in my hands now—press, squeeze, pull, shift. As easy as breathing. When Daisy flicks her tail into my face, I barely notice. Instead, I glance past her twitching ear to the field beyond, and then to the woods.

Every time I look, the same thing hits me: the trees are alive with secrets. Secrets I long to uncover. The woods have a pulse I can feel in my body when the wind’s just right, calling to me, but I never return its call. Not yet. There are too many things for me to do here.

The sun climbs slowly and melts the frost. It makes the wheat stubble gleam like blades. There’s a hawk over the far trees, riding the updraft. I’ve seen him before, and I stop to watch him circle, wings out, eyes fixed somewhere far below. He waits, then drops. Whatever prey has caught his eye is about to have a deadly morning.

I get back to work, feeling my arms ache from yesterday, and from every day before. I run the backs of my knuckles along my forehead, wiping away the sweat. My hands are not soft and dainty like the village girls’. They’re calloused from years of farm work. I’m built sturdy, according to Father, and that’s how he likes his only daughter: hard, sturdy, reliable as stone, and able to work like any man around.

I finish with the cows, shut them out to pasture, and start on the feed for the chickens. I count them as they scuttle around my boots, little monsters pecking at the mud and my calves. “Hold on, you little pests.” I chuckle.

Next, I refill the water pail, steading it on my hip, and catch sight of my reflection in the dented tin. There’s my hair, stuck to my brow with sweat. Auburn, my mom calls it. My eyes, the blue of watered milk, are even more unique and don’t match anyone else in the family. And there, behind me, the strip of forest, swallowing the sun as fast as it climbs.

The air gets warmer by the minute, and I slip out of my jacket, feeling the raw morning breeze on my skin. My arms are toned and strong enough to lift several bales of hay or heavy milk pails. Chopping wood is even a breeze.

Another stark difference from the village girls, who live softer lives in town, is my long, muscled legs. Years of walking and running in the fields have made me fast and strong. I bet I’d beat anyone in a race, but there is never anyone to race or hang out with. We’re so isolated. I sigh and continue my chores.

The last job is the well. I pull up the water, hand over hand, watching my fingers go red and then numb. When it creaks at the top, I brace the bucket and let it settle before pouring into the trough. There’s a trick to not splashing; I learned it by trial and error and blood on my shins. The water smells faintly of iron, and I drink straight from the bucket before setting it down. My lips go blue from the cold, but I savor it.

I could stretch these chores to fill the morning, maybe even the whole day if I wanted, but I don’t want to. What I want to do is to see what’s past the edge of our barley field, or past the muddy ditch and the brambles. I want to know if the hawk’s nest is as high as it looks, or if the legends about the old ruins are true, or if the people who vanish in the forest ever find a way back.

I think about it every time I empty the slop bucket, or patch a fence, or rub liniment into Father’s bad knee. I think about it when I watch the hawk dive and vanish.

I linger on the steps, looking out at the long stripe of sun licking the fence rails. I let myself rest, just for a minute. Inside, the house is still dark, and the curtains are drawn tight. I can hear Mother clattering in the kitchen, preparing breakfast. Father’s heavy boots stomp across the floor above, and I know exactly how the next hours will go, but out here, with the sky clear, I can imagine I’m somewhere else.

I can almost taste the freedom. The hawk returns to the sky, a flick of shadow against the pale blue. He’s going somewhere I can’t see.

I decide then that I want to follow him.

Soon.


Chapter Two

The table is set for our evening meal the way it always is: three battered plates, a heap of potatoes gone sticky at the edges, and a wedge of dry cheese. My father sits at the head, his back straight, hands folded on the table even before Mother serves his plate. He washes up every night for supper, but the dirt lives under his nails. Mother is on his right, smoothing her apron even after she’s sat, the nervous motion never leaving her. I take my seat last, because that’s the order.

Father clears his throat, a warning shot across the bow. “You were late this morning,” he says, though I know I wasn’t. “The cows don’t milk themselves, you know.”

I spear a carrot, keeping my eyes on the plate. “Didn’t lose a drop,” I say, because it’s true.

“Still.” He picks up his fork like it’s a tool for tilling, not eating. “Responsibility isn’t just about getting things done. It’s about getting them done right, and on time.”

Mother passes him the potatoes, her hands quick and bird-like. “She works hard, Thomas.”

“Not hard enough.” He scoops three potatoes onto his plate. They land with a wet thud. “I saw you this morning, girl. Staring off at those woods again.”

The accusation hangs between us like smoke. I chew slowly, buying time. “I was watching the hawk.”

“Hawks hunt in our fields,” he says. “There’s no need to look beyond.”

Mother’s eyes darted between us nervously. She touches her throat, where a small wooden pendant hangs. “Thomas, did you hear about the Wilsons? Their fence was broken again last night.”

“Wolves,” he says.

“It wasn’t wolves.” Mother’s voice drops to a whisper. “The posts were pulled clean out. Like someone took them.”

Father’s jaw tightens. “Not someone. Something.” He looks at me then, hard and direct. “The woods aren’t safe. Strange creatures lurk there—they are known to take people who wander too far.”

I’ve heard of mysterious creatures — goblins, Orges, Grivvets (the smaller, supposedly nastier cousins of the goblins) since I was small. Greedy little things with eyes like fire, who steal children and make them work until they die. I always thought they were just stories to keep us from wandering off.

“That’s just old tales,” I mutter.

Mother shakes her head quickly. “It’s not. The Millers’ daughter left for the village last spring and never returned.”

“She could’ve gone anywhere,” I say. “Maybe she found someone to marry.”

“Without a word to her family?” Mother’s voice rises. “Without her clothes or her grandmother’s brooch? She didn’t run off, Aveline. She was taken.”

Father’s weathered hands grip his utensils tightly. “Three young people have disappeared this year alone in our county. All of them are fools that get too close to the forest edge.”

“Perhaps they fell in the river,” I suggest. “Or got lost and starved.”

“Bodies would’ve been found,” Father says flatly. “These people vanished without a trace.”

I nod, keeping my face blank, obedient like he expects, but inside, I’m rolling my eyes. The Millers’ daughter was pretty and smart—of course she left the simple farm life. Who wouldn’t want more than this? Endless days of dirt and animals and the same three faces at every meal.

“The crops need turning tomorrow,” Father says, changing subjects. “East field first. Then the stones need clearing from the north corner.”

I nod again. The list never changes, only the order. Sometimes I think I could do these chores in my sleep, that I have done them in my sleep.

Mother touches my wrist; her fingers cool and dry. “Aveline, you’ll be careful near the edge of our land?”

“Always am,” I say, which isn’t exactly a lie. I’m always careful, just not in the way she means.

“That’s my good girl,” she says, but her eyes don’t quite believe me. Mother knows me better than Father does. She sees the way I look at the trees.

The rest of dinner passes in the usual way. Father talks about wheat prices, about the new plow he can’t afford, and about Jenkins’ boy breaking his leg. Mother nods and makes small sounds of agreement. I eat and think about the hawk, how free he looked this morning. How his wings cut the air like knives.

“Twenty is a good age for settling down,” Father says suddenly, drawing me back to the conversation. “Jenkins’ other boy, Mark, has been asking about you.”

I nearly choke on my cheese. “Mark Jenkins is missing two fingers and can’t spell his own name.”

“He’s a fine young man for a girl like you,” Father says, like I’m a fence post needing a proper match. “Hardworking, and his father’s leaving him the west fields to build his own place to start a family.”

“I’m not interested.”

“You will be,” he says, with the finality of someone who’s already made the deal. “You’re not getting any younger, Aveline.”

“I’m twenty, not forty.”

“Girls who wait too long find themselves alone.” Mother’s voice is gentle but firm. She always sides with him. “And alone isn’t safe.”

“I’m fine alone,” I say, though they both wince at the words.

Father pushes back from the table, his plate still half-full. “You’re young. You think you know everything, but there are things in this world—” He stops, shakes his head. “Just stay away from the forest, and think about Mark.”

He leaves, heavy boots stomping to the porch where his pipe waits. Mother begins to clear the plates, her movements quick and nervous. She doesn’t look at me directly.

“He means well,” she says quietly.

“I know, but I’m not ready to get married.” I shudder at the thought.

“He wants you safe.”

“I know that too, but that doesn’t mean marrying me off.”

She touches my hair, then my cheek. “There are worse things than a simple life, Aveline.”

I don’t respond because I can’t agree with her. A simple life seems dreadful to me.

Later, in my small room under the eaves, I sit on the edge of my bed and stare out the window. The forest is a black smudge against the darkening sky. I can just make out the tops of the tallest trees, swaying in a wind I can’t feel.

The Millers’ daughter probably found a handsome man to marry and ran off, I think. Or she went to the city, where there are shops and theaters and people who don’t smell like cows. Maybe she’s happy now, wearing silk instead of wool, and eating food with spices instead of just salt.

Or maybe she’s dead. Fallen into a ravine, or drowned in a stream, or eaten by wolves.

Or maybe, just maybe, she was taken by the Grivvets.

I laugh at myself, the sound loud in the quiet room. Grivvets! Like they’re real. The forest is full of little green men who steal humans away. Yeah right.

Tomorrow, I decide. Tomorrow I’ll prove they’re wrong, and go into the forest, just far enough to show that there’s nothing to fear. I’ll bring back berries or mushrooms or flowers, and they’ll see that I was right all along.

I blow out my candle and lie back on my lumpy mattress, already planning my little adventure. My parents are good people, but they’re trapped in old fears, old ways. I love them, but I won’t become them. I refuse.

The forest waits, and tomorrow, it will welcome me.


Chapter Three

It’s still dark when I wake, and for once, it’s not habit or duty that pulls me from sleep—it’s purpose. The house is silent except for Father’s muffled snoring from down the hall. I lie still for a moment, letting my eyes adjust to the dark, listening for any sign that I’m the only one awake in the middle of the night.

Nothing moves. Good.

The floor is cold against my bare feet as I slip out of bed. I don’t light a candle—the weak gray light seeping through my small window is enough, and a bright flame would be a risk. My movements are careful, practiced from years of navigating this room in darkness. I know which boards creak and which are safe.

Under my bed is the satchel I’ve kept since I was twelve, a worn leather bag that once held Father’s tools. I pull it out and dust it off with my palm. It’s not large, but it’s sturdy. Good enough for what I need, and small enough not to slow me down.

The waterskin is the first item I add to the bag. It’s old and patched, but it doesn’t leak. Then I add a chunk of yesterday’s bread, still good enough, wrapped in a clean cloth next. The small hunting knife Father gave me three summers ago is a must. Its blade is sharp and reliable. The handle fits my palm as if it belongs there. I slip it into the satchel, then pause.

Should I take more? A blanket would be wise, but too bulky. Money? I have a little, but where I’m going, I won’t need it. I add a few strips of dried meat from my secret stash and then close the bag. Simple. Practical. Enough.

I change quickly, pulling on my sturdiest trousers and a thick shirt, both faded from washing but good. My boots are by the door, worn at the heels but broken in to fit my feet perfectly. I tuck the laces in rather than tying them—less noise that way. The thick jacket I save for winter hangs on a peg; I take it, though the morning isn’t cold enough to need it yet. Better to have it if the day turns.

The window shows only darkness and the vague shapes of trees. It’s not dawn yet, just the promise of it. The perfect time to leave. I hoist the satchel onto my shoulder, testing its weight, and finding it light enough. I’m ready.

The door to my room opens without a sound—I oiled the hinges yesterday when no one was looking. The hallway stretches before me, a tunnel of shadows. Father and Mother’s room is at the far end, their door closed. Between us lies the main room, the staircase, and the front door that I rarely ever use, but today isn’t about usual patterns.

I step into the hall, my weight on the balls of my feet. One step, two, three. The fourth board always groans; I skip it entirely, placing my foot on the fifth. Down the stairs, avoiding the third step that whines like a hungry cat, and into the kitchen, past the table where just hours ago we sat in tense silence.

The back door is my goal. It leads directly to the yard, and away from my parents’ window. The latch is stiff, but I lift it carefully, easing the door open just enough to slip through. The outside air hits my face, damp and cool, smelling of earth and approaching morning.

The farmyard is different in this half-light, but nothing moves except the branches of the old oak, swaying slightly in a breeze I can barely feel. I pause, listening for any sound that might mean discovery.

The dogs are my first concern. Old Rusk and young Bean sleep in the lean-to beside the barn, and their ears are sharp. I skirt wide of their shelter, keeping to the shadows. A soft whine tells me Bean is awake, and aware of my presence. I freeze, waiting to see if she’ll bark.

Bean’s gray head appears around the corner, her tail giving a single, questioning wag. I crouch, extending my hand. She comes to me, sniffs my fingers, and allows me to scratch behind her ears. “Quiet now,” I whisper, and as if she understands, she makes no sound. Old Rusk doesn’t even stir. Bean watches me rise and continue on my way, but she doesn’t follow. Good dog.

I move past the barn, the chicken coop, and the small garden that’s Mother’s pride. Each step takes me farther from the life I know, and closer to the one I want. The eastern sky is lightening now, not enough to call it dawn, but enough to see my way. The dew soaks through my boots as I cross the open field, making the leather dark.

At the edge of our property stands the split-rail fence that Father repairs each spring. It’s not meant to keep people in, just animals out. I could step over it easily, but I pause with one hand on the rough wood. Behind me lies everything I’ve ever known—safe, predictable, but stifling. Ahead lies the unknown, and the adventure I’ve been craving.

I look back at the farmhouse, a dark shape against the gradually brightening sky. Smoke will soon rise from the chimney as Mother stokes the morning fire. Father will wake and call for me, his voice growing angrier by the second when I don’t appear. They’ll search the barn first, then the well, then the fields. By the time they think to check the forest edge, I’ll be long gone.

A pang of guilt hits me, sharp and unexpected. They love me, in their way. They want what’s best for me, even if what they think is best feels like a slow death. I could turn back now, slip into the house, and pretend I was just checking the chickens early.

They’d never know, but I would know. I would know that I was too afraid to prove them wrong about the forest and its tall tales. I won’t chicken out now.
“I’ll be back by sundown,” I whisper, as if they can hear me. As if the promise matters to anyone but me. “With proof.”

I turn away from the farm, hoisting my satchel higher on my shoulder. The forest waits, a wall of trees and shadows, full of whatever truth I’ll find there. My heart beats faster as I approach it, not from fear but from anticipation. This is what freedom feels like—taking steps no one has told you to take.

I cross the boundary between field and forest with my shoulders straight, my chin high. The weight of the farm falls away with each step, replaced by something lighter, wilder. Whatever happens next will be my choice, my adventure.

The trees close around me like old friends I’ve never met.


Chapter Four

Sunlight filters through the canopy, turning the forest floor into a patchwork of light and shadow. The air feels different here—richer, wilder, filled with the scent of growth and decay all mixed together. I breathe deeply, filling my lungs with it. This is what I’ve been missing all those years staring from the farmyard. This is what freedom smells like.

I can’t help but smile — a genuine smile that makes my cheeks ache from disuse. “Finally free,” I whisper to myself, the words hanging in the still air before disappearing. There is no one around to hear me, and no one to judge. No one to tell me what to do next. It’s just me and the trees and the soft cushion of moss beneath my boots.

The forest welcomes me with a thousand small details: a spider’s web strung between branches, beaded with dew and shining like jewels; a cluster of tiny white mushrooms growing in a perfect circle; the distant hammering of a woodpecker echoing through the trees. I run my fingers along the rough bark of an oak, feeling its age in the deep grooves and ridges. How long has it stood here, silent and tall? A hundred years? Two? It makes my twenty years seem like nothing.

I follow what looks like a game trail, though it’s barely visible among the ferns and fallen logs. The path winds between the trees, leading deeper into the woods. Sunbeams pierce through gaps in the leaves, creating spotlights on the forest floor. In one, a butterfly rests with wings open, soaking in the warmth. It doesn’t fly away as I pass, as if it knows I mean no harm.

As I venture further, the forest gradually changes. Trees grow closer together, their branches intertwining overhead. The dappled light becomes scarcer, the shadows deeper and more persistent. The cheerful birdsong that greeted me at the edge faded, replaced by occasional, distant calls that sounded less like music and more like warnings.

I pause, taking a sip from my waterskin. The silence is different here—heavier somehow, as if the forest is holding its breath, and I shake off the feeling of unease. This is exactly what Father wanted me to feel: fear of the unknown. I refuse to give in to it.

Twenty minutes deeper, and I notice the first strange mark: three parallel gashes cut deep into the trunk of a birch tree. They’re too high for a deer to make, too precise for a bear. My hand drifts toward the knife in my satchel, but I stop myself. “Probably just bears or wild boars,” I mutter, though I know better. Bear claws don’t make marks like that.

Still, there are explanations. A falling branch could have scraped the bark. A larger animal I haven’t considered. There’s no reason to jump to monsters and green creatures just because of a few scratches.

I continue on, but find myself moving more carefully, placing my feet to avoid dry twigs that might snap. The trail narrows, then widens into a small clearing. Here, the undergrowth has been trampled, as if by many feet. Small feet, not hooves. Around the clearing’s edge, branches have been snapped off at unnatural angles, too high for rabbits but too low for most humans. Not broken by wind or weight, but deliberately.

“Just coincidence,” I tell myself, but my voice sounds thin, unconvincing. I cross the clearing quickly, not wanting to linger.

The forest grows darker even though it must be mid-morning by now. The canopy above is a solid ceiling of leaves, blocking out most of the sky, and the air feels cooler, damper. Moss grows thicker on the north sides of trees, and ferns brush against my legs as I pass.

A new sound reaches me—water flowing somewhere nearby, and I turn toward it, thinking of refilling my water skin. As I pick my way through a dense patch of underbrush, my boot catches on something. I look down, expecting a root or vine, but it’s a rope—thin, and braided from some plant fiber, stretched taut across the path at ankle height.

I stare at it, my mind racing. This is not natural. This is a trap.

But a trap for what? Or whom?

I step carefully over it, my heart beating faster. Must be hunters, I tell myself. Regular people from the village, hunting deer or rabbits. Nothing sinister.

The stream when I find it is clear and cold, running over smooth stones. I kneel to fill my water skin, and that’s when I see the footprints in the soft mud of the bank. Small, with four toes instead of five, ending in what look like claw marks. Dozens of them coming and going along the water’s edge.

Not human. Not an animal, either—at least, not any animal I know.

I straighten quickly, water forgotten. The forest has gone quiet again, but now the silence feels watchful, alert. I scan the surrounding trees, seeing nothing unusual, yet unable to shake the feeling of eyes on my back.

As if responding to my thoughts, a sound breaks the silence—a high, chittering laugh, quickly cut off. Then another from a different direction. Then silence again.

My hand finds the knife in my satchel, drawing it out. The blade looks small and inadequate in the gloom. “Who’s there?” I call, trying to keep my voice steady.

No answer comes, but the snap of a twig to my left makes me spin around. Nothing. Another snap behind me. I turn again. Still nothing visible, but the sounds continue—slight movements in the underbrush, the rustle of leaves where no wind blows.

“Just animals,” I whisper, trying to calm myself. “Just the forest.” But deep down, I know it’s not. The forest I entered early—bright, welcoming, and full of life—has become something else. Something watching me and waiting.

I should go back. The smart thing would be to turn around right now, follow my own footprints back to the farm, and admit that my parents were right, but then I’d never know the truth.

I’d live my whole life wondering, and they’d never let me hear the end of it. One little scare and Aveline ran home crying. No, I need proof—proof that there’s nothing to fear, or proof of exactly what we should fear. Either way, I need to go deeper.

I grip the knife tighter and push forward, away from the stream and into the denser trees. The path is barely visible now, but I follow it, each step deliberate and careful. The chittering sounds continue, sometimes closer, sometimes further away, as if circling me, herding me.

Whatever is out there, I’m going to find it before it finds me.

The ground ahead looks solid—a carpet of leaves and moss no different from what I’ve been walking on for the past hour. I step forward, confident, my mind still processing the strange sounds around me. My boot lands, presses down—and the world disappears beneath me.

There’s no time to scream. My stomach lurches as I plummet downward, arms flailing for something, anything to grab. My fingers scrape bark, roots, dirt—nothing holds. The fall lasts only seconds, but time stretches as I drop through darkness.

I hit the bottom with a force that knocks the air from my lungs. Pain explodes through my right side where I land. The hard-packed earth unforgiving against my ribs. Dirt and debris shower down after me, filling my mouth with the taste of soil and decay. For a moment, I can’t breathe, can’t think. I just lie there, stunned, as my vision swims with black spots.

When I finally gasp air back into my lungs, it comes with a cough that sends a new pain through my ribs. I blink up at the hole above me. Daylight filters down, illuminating my prison—a pit dug deep into the earth, sides too steep and smooth to climb. Not a natural pit. The hole was made.

I roll onto my hands and knees, wincing. Nothing seems broken, just bruised. My satchel has fallen a few feet away, its contents spilled across the dirt floor. The knife—where is the knife? I spot it half-buried in loose soil and lunge for it.

Before my fingers can close around the handle, something springs from the walls of the pit. A net, hidden in the dirt sides, activated by some trigger I must have hit when I fell. It flies outward, wrapping around me in a tangle of rough rope. My arms are caught against my body, the net tightening as I instinctively struggle against it.

“No!” I twist and pull, trying to reach the knife just inches from my trapped hand. The net only constricts further, biting into my skin through my clothes. Each movement makes it worse, like a snare around a rabbit’s leg.

A sound comes from above—high-pitched, excited chittering. I freeze, then slowly raise my eyes to the rim of the pit. Small shapes move against the light, blocking and unblocking the sun in a disorienting pattern.

One leans further over the edge, and I get my first clear look at what my parents warned me about. A Grivvet.

Its face is something from a nightmare—not quite animal, not quite human. Leathery greenish-grey skin stretches over a sharp-featured face. Large, bat-like ears swivel toward me, catching my panicked breathing. Its eyes, amber and gleaming with an unnerving intelligence, fix on me with an expression I recognize instantly: satisfaction. Triumph.

More appear beside the first, their chatter increasing as they point down at me with clawed fingers. They’re small—maybe two or three feet tall—but there are many of them, at least a dozen crowding around the pit’s edge. Their wiry bodies are covered with patches of coarse hair, and I catch glimpses of tails swishing behind them, tufted at the ends like lions’.

“Help!” I shout, though I know there’s no one to hear. “Please! Let me go!”

My cries only excite them more. They jump and chitter, showing rows of pointed teeth. Some hold crude tools—spears tipped with sharpened stone, nets like the one that holds me, coils of rope. One wears what looks like armor made from patches of leather, decorated with small white objects that, with a rush of horror, I realize are human teeth.

The net tightens as ropes from above pull on it. Dirt and small stones shower down as the Grivvets secure their trap, working with practiced efficiency. They’ve done this before, it seems. Many times before.

I struggle harder, desperation giving me strength. My fingers stretch toward the knife, still frustratingly out of reach. The net cuts into my arms, my legs, my face. Blood trickles from a scrape on my cheek, and the taste of iron mixes with dirt in my mouth.

“My parents will look for me!” I shout, though even as the words leave my mouth, I know how foolish they sound. Father would search the farm first, then maybe the village. By the time anyone thought to or was brave enough to venture this deep into the forest, I’d be long gone.

The Grivvets’ laughter confirms what I already know. One calls down in a high, nasal voice, the words broken but recognizable. I’m shocked that they can speak English. “No one find you. Never find.”

Another adds, “Too deep in the forest. Too late for you.”

My stomach turns cold as ice. The stories were true. All those warnings, all those disappearances—the Miller’s daughter, the missing travelers—they weren’t accidents or runaways. They were taken. Like me.

I think of my parents’ faces as they’d warned me just last night. The fear in my mother’s eyes wasn’t superstition. It was knowledge. And I ignored it, mocked it, thought myself so much smarter.

I was a fool.

More ropes drop into the pit, slithering down the walls like snakes. The Grivvets call to each other in their own language—quick, sharp sounds that have no meaning to me but clearly coordinate their actions. Two of them begin to descend, using the ropes with shocking agility, their clawed feet finding purchase in the smooth walls.

I twist harder in the net, ignoring the pain as it cuts deeper. If I can just reach the knife—if I can just cut myself free before they reach me, but it’s too late.

The first Grivvet lands beside me, light as a cat despite the drop. It circles me, tail swishing, amber eyes never leaving mine. The second drops on my other side, pinning the end of the net beneath its feet.

They stare at me with a mixture of greed and curiosity, as if assessing the value of their catch. One reaches out a clawed hand toward my face, and I flinch away.

“Strong one,” it says, its voice like gravel on glass. “Good catch.”

The other bares its teeth in what might be a smile. “Fetch a good price.”

More are coming down the ropes now, surrounding me. I’m no longer struggling. The reality of my situation crashes over me like cold water.

The creatures my parents warned me about are real.

And I am their prey.


Chapter Five

The small green monsters swarm down the ropes into the pit, surrounding me. There must be ten of them now, their amber eyes gleaming in the dim light, their leathery hands reaching for me from all sides. I thrash in the net, a last desperate attempt at freedom, but they move with the coordination of hunters who’ve done this countless times before.

“Let me go!” I shout, kicking out at the nearest one. My boot connects with its chest, sending it stumbling back. For a moment, I feel a surge of triumph—they’re small, I can fight them—but my win is short-lived.

Three more leap onto the net, their combined weight pinning my legs. Another grabs my thrashing arm through the rope mesh, its grip surprisingly strong for such a small creature. Sharp claws dig into my skin, drawing blood that wells up warm against my wrist.

I buck and twist, using every ounce of strength built from years of farm work. One Grivvet goes flying as I manage to wrench my shoulder up, but two more take its place. They chitter excitedly as they subdue me, as if my resistance makes the capture more enjoyable.

“Strong one! Fighter!” one says, its broken English punctuated by that eerie laugh.

“Worth more,” another agrees. “Strong back, sturdy legs. We make a fortune.”

A larger Grivvet drops beside my head—clearly older, with grayer skin and scars across its face. It wears crude leather armor decorated with what I now can see clearly are human teeth strung together. A trophy belt. The sight makes my stomach turn.

While the others hold me down, this leader produces a dirty rag from a pouch at its waist. I clamp my mouth shut, turning my head away, but clawed hands grip my hair, yanking my head back painfully. The moment I gasp in pain, the rag is shoved between my teeth. The taste is foul—dirt, sweat, something metallic that might be blood. I gag, trying to spit it out, but the leader binds it in place with a strip of leather tied tight behind my head.

“Quiet now,” it says, patting my cheek with mock gentleness. “No more noise.”

With my voice silenced, they work with frightening efficiency. The net is pulled away, replaced immediately by ropes that bind my wrists behind my back. The knots are complex, impossible to work free. Another rope goes around my ankles, tied tight enough to allow small steps but not running. Professional. Practiced. How many humans have they caught this way?

“Safe from kicks now,” says one, tugging at my bindings to test them. “A strong mare is dangerous to Grivvet if not bound!”

“Worth the fuss. Fetch a good price at auction,” another adds, its clawed fingers running through my hair appraisingly. “Auburn hair rare. Buyers like unusual stock. Good for breeding lines.”

Their comments have me confused, but a heavy stone of fear sinks inside my stomach. I don’t like where this is going.

“Fresh stock always sells well,” a third chimes in, prodding at my legs and arms as if checking an animal’s muscle tone.

I try to scream through the gag, managing only a muffled sound that makes them laugh. Tears spring to my eyes—not from sadness but from rage and frustration. I am not an animal. I am not merchandise. I am a person, but in their amber eyes, I see the truth: to them, that’s exactly what I am. Stock. Goods. Property.

The leader barks orders in their own language, and the others respond immediately. Two climb back up the ropes, disappearing over the edge of the pit. The rest position themselves around me—some at my shoulders, others at my legs. On some signal I don’t catch, they lift me, their combined strength more than enough to handle my weight.

They don’t lift me gently. My body scrapes against the pit wall as they haul me upward, rocks and exposed roots tearing at my clothes and skin. I feel a sharp pain as my shoulder hits a protruding stone, then another as my hip catches on something else. Each bump and scrape adds to the growing collection of injuries, none serious but all painful.

At the top, more Grivvets wait. They grab my arms and drag me the last few feet, dumping me onto the forest floor without ceremony. I lie there for a moment, the world spinning, the taste of blood mixing with the filthy gag in my mouth.

Through tear-blurred eyes, I see them gathering around, gesturing and talking rapidly in their own language. The sunlight filtering through the trees illuminates them clearly now—their greenish-grey skin, their bat-like ears constantly swiveling to catch sounds, their long tails with tufts at the end that they use to balance as they crouch beside me.

One Grivvet, wearing a vest made of what looks like rabbit pelts, steps forward to examine me more closely. It pulls at my shirt, exposing my arm to check the muscle tone, then tugs my hair, making me wince.

“Prime specimen,” it says in its broken English. “Young, strong. Yes, a good breeder too, maybe.”

“Too tall for breeder, maybe,” argues another. “Better as a work pony. Pull plow, pull cart.”

“Wealthy buyer want for show horse,” suggests a third. “High status pony-girl. Pretty face, unusual hair.”

Pony-girl. The term echoes in my head, making no sense at first. Then I remember fragments of old tales—humans forced to pull carts, humans treated like animals, humans made to carry the Grivvets on their backs like horses. Stories I’d laughed at, dismissed as exaggerations.

They weren’t exaggerations.

The leader—the one with the tooth trophy belt—grips my chin, turning my face from side to side. “Good catch,” it repeats, pleased. “Take to a holding pen. Clean up before the auction.”

They haul me to my feet, steadying me when my bound legs make me stumble. Two Grivvets take positions on either side, gripping my arms with surprising strength. A third walks ahead, while the others follow behind. They form an escort, a well-practiced procession that tells me they’ve moved human captives this way many times before.

“Groth! Walk,” commands the leader using both their language and mine. He prods my back with something sharp—a small spear, I realize. “Long way to go.”

“Groth.” He says again in only their language.

If he thinks I’m going to be commanded like an animal and willingly go with them, then he is in for a surprise. I take the two holding my arms by surprise when I twist and fling them off. They go sailing like little green ants, and I smirk when they hit the ground with a thump.

The others step back in fear, afraid of me since I’m much bigger than them, standing tall, and a sense of triumph fills me. I’m going to get free of these pesky creatures.

A sharp pain slices through the back of my legs as the leader swings a heavy stick, and I stumble forward, barely managing to catch myself against the rough bark of a nearby tree. “Drakk!” he bellows, his voice harsh and commanding. Confusion swirls in my mind; I do not know what he means. “Drakk!” He shouts again, and before I can regain my footing, the stick strikes again, a brutal thwack that sends me crashing down onto my knees. A cry escapes my lips, a mix of surprise and pain, as I feel the sting radiate through my legs.

Before I can recover, the other Grivvets swarm around me, their wiry bodies closing in as they restrain me on the forest floor. My heart races, and I whimper softly, the impact of the blows still echoing in my muscles. The leader strides around to face me, his expression a mix of satisfaction and authority. He leans closer, his voice low and almost teasing as he repeats, “Drakk,” this time with a softer tone.

In that moment, a flicker of understanding ignites within me. That word. He wants me to kneel. I watch as he brandishes a length of rough rope, using it like a leash, and my stomach twists in dread. With a swift motion, he loops it around my neck, tightening it just enough to remind me of my new reality. Once secured, the others step back, giving me space. I push myself up from the ground, unsteady but determined, without their help as I stumble to my feet. The rope around my neck and those restraining my arms and legs like shackles are a heavy reminder of my captivity.

They might be smaller than me and weaker, but they are cunning and have me bound and under their control.

I have no choice but to obey, shuffling forward with the small steps my bound ankles allow. The surrounding forest seems different now—darker, more threatening. Or perhaps it’s just that I’m seeing it through fresh eyes, the eyes of prey rather than explorer.

The Grivvets move quickly despite their short legs, forcing me to keep a pace that has me stumbling every few steps. When I stumble, the leader pulls on my leash. The rest chitter angrily and prod me with their spears until I’m moving again.

Their amber eyes gleam with pride and greed as they lead me away from the pit, deeper into the forest that I’d been so eager to explore. Now I understand why no one ever returns.

They drag me deeper into the forest, away from any path I might recognize. With each forced step, we move farther from the world I knew. My legs ache from the awkward, shuffling gait my bindings force upon me, and my shoulder throbs where I hit the wall of the pit. The gag cuts into the corners of my mouth, and I taste blood mixed with the filthy cloth.

They don’t slow their pace. If I fall, I fear I’ll be choked and dragged the rest of the trip. This knowledge keeps me struggling forward despite the pain, despite the exhaustion already setting in.

The forest grows denser, darker; the trees closing in around us. Branches claw at my face and hair as we pass, but the Grivvets don’t have the same issue. They navigate easily, their small bodies slipping between obstacles that I must awkwardly maneuver around. They seem to know exactly where they’re going, following some invisible path that only they can see.

As we walk, memories flood back—warnings I’d dismissed, stories I’d laughed at. My mother’s voice, tight with fear: “The woods aren’t safe.” My father’s weathered hands gripping his utensils: “Strange creatures lurk there—the Grivvets take people who wander too far.” The hushed conversations in the village about the Miller’s daughter, about travelers who set out for neighboring towns but never arrived.

They weren’t myths or superstitions, and they weren’t fearful imaginings of simple people. They were attempts to protect, to warn, and I ignored them all.

“This one strong walker,” says a Grivvet near my elbow, its amber eyes looking up at me with what almost seems like approval. “Good stamina.”

“Krivak likes strong ponies,” another responds, adjusting its grip on my arm. “Pay extra for ones that last long on the trail.”

“Might not sell to Krivak,” argues a third. “Morvak offered more at the last auction. His ponies, all weak now, need fresh blood.”

They discuss me as if I’m not here, as if I can’t understand them. Or perhaps they simply don’t care that I hear them planning my fate. Their broken English reveals fragments of a future I can barely comprehend: being sold at auction, trained like an animal, forced to carry these creatures on my back or pull their carts.

“Hard to train feisty foals sometimes,” one says, prodding my side with its spear when I slow down. “Fight more. Break slower.”

“Break eventually,” the leader replies with confidence. “All do. They just need proper training.”

Break. The word echoes in my head, terrifying in its simplicity. They intend to break me, like a wild horse, until I submit to whatever they want.

I try to speak through the gag, to plead, to reason with them. All that comes out are garbled sounds that make them laugh, that high chittering sound that I now recognize as cruel amusement.

“Trying to talk,” one mocks. “Stupid. Horses don’t talk.”

“Next try crying,” another cackles. “Then try fighting. Then try escaping. All the same, all the time. No use.”

“Then break,” the leader finishes. “Then good pony.”

As if their words have power over my body, I feel the tears come, hot streams down my dirt-streaked face. Not delicate tears, not pretty crying like girls in stories. These are ugly, body-shaking sobs that make it hard to breathe around the gag, that blur my vision and stuff my nose. I cry from pain, from fear, from the crushing weight of my own stupidity.

I could be home right now, feeding chickens, milking cows, while listening to Father talk about the weather. I could be safe. Instead, I’m being marched to some unknown fate by creatures I thought existed only in fireside tales.

The Grivvets don’t react to my tears except to tighten their grip when my steps falter. They’ve seen this before. My breakdown is just another predictable stage in their well-practiced process.

We cross a small stream, the water cold around my ankles. On the other side, the forest changes. The trees are different here—darker, twisted, with bark that seems to absorb light rather than reflect it. Strange fungi grow in clusters at their bases, pale and swollen like dead fingers pushing up through the soil. The air smells different too—musky, with an underlying scent like rotting meat.

“Almost to the trail,” the leader announces. “Then, faster travel.”

I don’t know how long we’ve been walking. An hour? Two? The forest canopy makes it impossible to track the sun’s position. My whole body aches now, and thirst burns my throat. The gag soaks up what little saliva I can produce, leaving my tongue feeling swollen and dry.

Through my tears, I see now what my parents were trying to do all those years. Their warnings weren’t chains—they were shields. They weren’t trying to trap me on the farm; they were trying to keep me from this fate. Every “no,” every restriction, every worried glance when I stared too long at the forest edge—all of it was protection, not control.

And I threw it away for what? To prove them wrong? To satisfy my curiosity? The cost of my defiance is becoming clearer with each painful step.

The Grivvets force me down a steep incline. At the bottom lies a path—not a human trail, but clearly used regularly. The dirt is packed hard, marked with small footprints and what looks disturbingly like drag marks.

“Main road,” one Grivvet explains, seeing my gaze. “Lead to the village.”

“Want to try riding the new horse now?” One asks, and I gasp in dread. I don’t want anyone riding me. The thought makes my stomach twist with fresh fear.

The leader shakes his head. “You get bucked off without a saddle and bit. Not trained for bareback.”

They grumble but keep me moving, and I sigh in relief.

The forest darkens further as they lead me onto this path. The canopy above is so thick now that it might as well be dusk, though I suspect it’s still midday. Sounds change too—gone are the normal forest noises, replaced by strange calls and rustles that make the Grivvets’ ears twitch in recognition.

My mind races with half-formed escape plans, each one more desperate and impossible than the last. I could try to run—but where? I’m lost, bound, in unknown territory. They outnumber me, they’re armed, and they clearly know exactly how to subdue humans, so fighting is out of the question. I could try to reason with them—but their amber eyes hold no compassion, no recognition of me as anything but property.

There is no way out. Not now.

I wanted an adventure, something beyond the boundaries of the farm. I wanted to prove my independence, my courage. Now I’m bound to an adventure I never imagined, one that might never end. The irony would be funny if it weren’t so terrifying.

As the path curves deeper into this alien forest, my final coherent thought is that I’ve gotten exactly what I asked for—just in the cruelest imaginable form. I wanted freedom from the farm. Now I’ll never see it again. I wanted to show I wasn’t afraid of the forest. Now I understand fear in ways I never knew existed.

I wanted to follow the hawk, to soar free like he did.

Instead, I’ve lost my freedom.


Chapter Six

The forest path widens suddenly, and we emerge at the edge of a vast sunken clearing. I stumble to a halt, the leash around my neck going taut as my captors continue forward. Below us lies a nightmare made real. This is no village I’ve ever seen. It’s nothing more than a sprawling marketplace carved into the earth, lit by dozens of flickering torches that cast dancing shadows across crude wooden stalls and pens. But it’s not goods being traded here. It’s people. Humans. The realization hits me like a physical blow, and I sway on my feet as my worst fears crystallize before my eyes.

“Move, mare!” The leader yanks my leash, forcing me forward. We descend a steep dirt path worn smooth by countless feet—both the tiny clawed feet of Grivvets and the bare human feet of their captives. The sounds hit me next. Grivvet voices haggle in their chittering language, punctuated by human whimpers and the occasional crack of a whip. Chains rattle. Someone sobs. A gong sounds, followed by cheers.

My bound ankles make the descent treacherous, and I slip more than once, earning sharp jabs from the spears at my back. Each step takes me deeper into this hellish valley that somehow exists hidden within the forest I’d longed to explore. The irony burns inside me like acid.

“Big market night! Good timing!” one of my captors says, his amber eyes gleaming with excitement. “Many buyers come to the full moon market.”

As we reach level ground, the full scope of the place becomes clear. The clearing is circular, perhaps two hundred paces across, with a raised wooden platform at its center. The earth has been hollowed out over generations, creating a natural amphitheater ringed by towering trees that block any view from outside. Carved into the sloping sides are caves and rough shelters—permanent structures that tell me this place has existed for years, perhaps centuries.

Everywhere I look, Grivvets scurry about their business. They stand before crudely constructed stalls selling what look like harnesses, whips, and strange metal contraptions I don’t want to understand. But most horrifying are the cages and pens scattered throughout the clearing—each one containing naked humans.

The ones selling their wares are clothed differently than my captors, less wild and more… civilized? If I want to call them that. The Grivvets, who are shopping, look even more put together with clean, high higher quality clothing. Their society must be like ours in social standings. Everyone has a role.

My group of Grivvets are wilder, and I’d bet they live in the woods like scouts or something. Their job is mainly to hunt and trap more humans for the wealthier Grivvets.

“Fresh stock holding area,” announces my leader, directing me toward a row of barred enclosures near the edge of the clearing. As we pass one, I glimpse the faces inside—three men and two women, all dirty and bound, their eyes hollow with shock or wet with tears.

The men surprise me at first. I figured they only took women. Do they pull carts too?

In the next pen, an older man sits with his head between his knees, rocking slightly. The cage after that holds a girl younger than me, perhaps eighteen, curled into a tight ball in the corner.

Each cage tells the same story: humans captured, just like me, awaiting whatever fate the Grivvets have planned. Some look newly caught, with fresh bruises and defiant glares. Others seem to have been here longer, their expressions blank, their bodies showing signs of mistreatment—welts on exposed skin, collars rubbed raw around necks.

“Look! Vrakket caught a big mare!” A passing Grivvet points at me, addressing my captors. “Prime stock! When is the auction?”

“Tomorrow,” my leader—Vrakket, I now know—responds. “Need cleaning and processing first.”

“I tell Morvak. He is always looking for strong field ponies.”

They discuss me as if I’m not standing right there, as if I can’t understand every word. But maybe that’s the point—to them, I’m no more sentient than a cow or horse, just a useful animal to be traded.

We continue through the market, and that’s when I see them—the pony-girls. They line the outskirts of the clearing, reins tied to wooden posts driven into the ground. My steps falter as understanding crashes over me like ice water.

These women were once like me. Now they stand in the dirt, completely naked, their heads bowed low in identical postures of submission. Some wear leather saddles strapped directly to their bare backs with their arms locked underneath the saddles. Others are harnessed to small carts with shafts that connect to elaborate harnesses wrapped around their torsos. All wear bridles of leather and metal that frame their faces and force bits between their teeth.

What strikes me most is their stillness. They don’t struggle or cry. They simply wait, eyes downcast, bodies positioned in what I now recognize as trained poses—knees spread slightly, backs lowered, heads bowed. The perfect picture of domestication.

I watch as a Grivvet approaches one of the waiting pony-girls. He unties her reins, clicks his tongue. “Drekk,” he commands, and she immediately kneels. He swings his small body onto her saddled back, and she bears his weight without complaint. The pony-girl stands, and he gives her sides a kick and with a flick of the reins she moves forward at his command. Her face remains blank, empty of anything resembling resistance or personhood.

That’s what they want to turn me into. The truth of it lodges in my throat like a stone. They want to erase everything that makes me human until I’m nothing but an obedient beast of burden.

“No—” I try to speak through the gag, managing only a muffled sound.

“Mare wants to talk,” laughs one of my captors. “Soon learn—ponies don’t talk.”

A crowd has gathered near the central platform where a human man stands with his head bowed, naked except for a collar and shackles. A Grivvet in elaborate clothing—what I assume is their version of finery—calls out prices while others shout back bids.

“Forty silver for field pony! Do I hear fifty? Strong back, already partly trained! Good stud. His lineage will supply more work ponies.”

I can’t tear my eyes away as the bidding continues. The man on display doesn’t fight or plead. He just stands there, shoulders slumped, flaccid cock dangling between his legs, as his worth is called out in coins. When the bidding ends, his new owner attaches a lead to his collar and tugs him away. He follows without resistance.

“Your turn soon,” Vrakket tells me, patting my arm with mock affection. “First processing.”

We pass a row of pony-girls who appear to be high-quality stock, based on the elaborate decorations on their bridles and harnesses. Their bodies gleam with oil. The sides of their heads are shaved, leaving a mane of hair down the middle, which is braided with colorful threads and beads. One wears small bells attached to her nipples that jingle softly when she shifts her weight. Another has intricate patterns painted across her back and thighs. These must be the show ponies, the prized possessions.

“Could be you,” says a Grivvet, noticing my horrified gaze. “If the right buyer wants. Pretty mares sometimes become parade ponies, not work ponies. Better life. Less hard work, more food.”

Better life. As if any of this could be considered a life. I want to scream, to fight, to run—but the ropes binding my arms and legs hold me tight, and the circle of spear-wielding Grivvets around me makes escape impossible.

We approach a large tent near the edge of the clearing. Inside, I can see movement—other captives being “processed,” whatever that means. The flap is held open, and I’m shoved forward into its dimly lit interior. The smell hits me immediately—sweat, fear, and something medicinal. More Grivvets move about inside, carrying buckets of water and bundles of leather straps.

“New mare for processing,” Vrakket announces. “Prime stock for auction. Clean and prepare well.”

The Grivvets inside look me up and down with critical eyes, and I feel my skin crawl beneath their gaze. One approaches with a curved knife, and I flinch backward, but the lead keeps me from moving farther.

“Drekk.” He commands. I know what it means, but I refuse to listen like some animal.

I should have known better because, a second later, the sting of a crop across my rump has me squealing and jumping forward. Another two smacks and tears are running down my face.

The disgusting beasts pay no mind to my tears. “Drekk.” commands again, and the other raises the crop higher, ready to hit me again.

I whimper, but in the end I slowly go to my knees. The Grivvet holding the knife nods in approval and moves closer, immediately cutting off my tattered clothing. All I can do is kneel there as the pieces fall to the floor, leaving me bare and one step closer to my fate.


Chapter Seven

Hands grab me from all sides the moment I’m naked. Rough, leathery Grivvet hands that don’t hesitate or gentle their touch. I try to twist away, but there are too many of them, small bodies swarming around me like insects. The gag is yanked from my mouth, leaving my lips raw and bleeding, but before I can cry out, a hand clamps over my face. “Quiet, mare,” hisses a voice by my ear. “No noise or we make noise stop permanent.” The threat silences me more effectively than the gag ever did.

Torchlight flickers across the tent’s interior, casting long shadows that dance and merge with each movement. The air is thick with smoke and the sharp scent of some herbal mixture that makes my head swim.

My arms, still bound tightly behind my back, offer no way to cover myself. My face burns hot with shame, but there’s nowhere to hide, no way to shield my body from their critical examination.

“Good muscle tone,” one comments, poking at my thigh with a stick. “Muscular legs.”

“Farm girl,” another says. “Always make good work ponies.”

A bucket of cold water hits me without warning, the shock of it stealing my breath. Then another. They’re washing me, but not with any care or gentleness. Rough hands scrub at my skin with bristled brushes that leave it red and raw. They work methodically, treating me exactly like livestock being prepped for market.

“Hold still!” A sharp slap lands on my thigh when I try to twist away from their invasive touches. The sting of it makes me gasp.

When they’re satisfied that I’m clean, one Grivvet approaches with something heavy in his hands—a metal collar, hinged on one side with a locking mechanism on the other. I try to back away, shaking my head.

“No—please—” The words escape before I can stop them.

The Grivvet just smiles, revealing pointed teeth. “All new ponies say no. All end up wearing a collar, anyway.”

Two others grab my head, holding it steady as the collar is positioned around my throat. It closes with a metallic snap that sounds like finality itself. The weight is immediately oppressive; the metal cold against my skin. A loop protrudes from the front—a place to attach a leash or reins. My stomach turns at the thought.

“Good. Now for rest. Up.” The lead handler gestures, and I climb to my feet as another Grivvet approaches with leather shackles that they fasten around my ankles. These are connected by a short chain—long enough to walk with small steps, but far too short to run or stride normally. My arms remain bound behind my back, the ropes digging into my wrists and elbows.

The mean-looking Grivvet—taller than the others, with darker green skin and a scar across one ear—stands before me. He carries a short whip in one hand, the leather tail coiled like a waiting snake. He studies me for a moment, then barks a single word:

“Drakk!”

I remember the strange Grivvet word: kneel. He wants me to kneel.

Trembling, I sink to my knees, if only to avoid the terrifying whip he holds. The moment my knees touch the ground, the handler nods, satisfied. “Drakk. Good mare learns Drakk.”

The relief of understanding is short-lived. He steps closer, his small body now at eye level with mine. He barks another command:

“Zarn!”

Again, this new foreign word means nothing to me. I kneel there, breathing hard, skin stinging from the crop earlier, waiting for some clue of what that word means. The handler’s patience is already spent. The whip cracks across my shoulders. I cry out, jerking forward. It’s much worse than a simple riding crop.

“Zarn!” he repeats, and one of the other handlers demonstrates by bowing his head low, chin to chest.

Before I can process this, the whip strikes again, harder. The message is simple: obey immediately or suffer. With no choice, I bow my head, mimicking the position I’d seen. The whip pauses in mid-air.

“Zarn. Good.” His voice holds approval now. “Mare learns quickly.”

My shoulders tremble with the strain of kneeling naked, arms bound painfully behind me, head bowed to these creatures half my size. But the whip doesn’t fall again, and right now, that’s all that matters.

A hand grips my hair, lifting my face. The lead handler studies my tear-streaked features with cold detachment. “Two commands learned. Drakk—kneel. Zarn—bow.” He tugs my hair sharply. “Remember, or pain teaches again.”

He releases my hair, and my head falls forward again. Another Grivvet approaches with what looks like a leather bridle—straps designed to wrap around a human head, with a metal bit to go between teeth. I flinch away, but the collar around my neck is suddenly yanked upward by a pole hooked through its loop, forcing me to straighten.

“Open,” commands the handler, pressing the bit against my closed lips.

I keep my mouth shut, a last desperate attempt at resistance. The whip cracks again, this time dangerously close to my face. “Open or taste whip,” the handler threatens, and I shudder in fear, but keep my mouth closed.

A searing pain in my nipple has me hollering in pain. The beast twisted my nipple between its claws.

As I parted my lips, the cold metal bit slid between my teeth. It sits heavy on my tongue, tasting of metal and the saliva of previous wearers. “That works better than a whip.” He says as the leather straps are quickly buckled behind my head, securing the bit in place and wrapping around my face in a web that emphasizes my new status—no longer human, but equipment.

I glare at him, but he is not bothered. With the bridle secured, I try to rise, but immediately, the handler barks, “Drakk!” and tugs sharply on the reins now attached to my bridle. I resist for only a moment before the pull becomes painful, forcing me back to my knees.

“Zarn!” he commands next, and when I hesitate, the whip finds my back again. I drop my head immediately this time, learning the painful lesson quickly.

“Good girl,” he says, the praise directed at me as one might compliment a dog for a successful trick. The words burn worse than the whip—acknowledgment that I’ve already begun to obey, that pain is a teacher I cannot ignore.

The handlers step back, admiring their work. I kneel before them on the dirt floor, naked and bridled, my head bowed, the picture of submission, but inside, beneath the pain and humiliation, something still burns—a small flame of defiance they haven’t yet extinguished.

I may be kneeling now, but I am not broken. Not yet. I’m learning their commands, yes, but only to survive long enough to find a way out of this nightmare. At least, that’s what I tell myself as I kneel in the dirt, fighting to hold on to whatever scraps of dignity and selfhood remain to me.

“Ready for inspection,” the lead handler announces. “Bring in the buyers.”

Footsteps approach the tent entrance—multiple sets, accompanied by the now-familiar chittering of Grivvet voices. I remain in position, kneeling with my head bowed, the bit cold between my teeth. Not because I’ve accepted my role, but because the sting of the whip is still too fresh on my skin to risk further punishment. The handlers have positioned me under the brightest torch, ensuring every inch of my naked body is illuminated for inspection. I feel like a prize cow at a village fair, except no cow ever felt this kind of shame.

The tent flap opens, admitting a group of Grivvets dressed in vests made from patchwork leather, belts heavy with pouches that clink with coins, and decorative bands around their upper arms. These must be the buyers. Wealthy ones, judging by their adornments. They circle me slowly, their amber eyes calculating and cold.

“Fine specimen,” one says, leaning closer to examine my shoulders. “Good width for carrying.”

“Farm girl,” explains my lead handler, puffing with pride as if he’d grown me himself. “Strong from years of labor. Unbroken, but see how quickly she learns the basics? Drakk and Zarn already understood.”

The prospective buyers murmur appreciatively. One steps forward—a portly Grivvet with a streak of white in his wiry hair and rings on three fingers. His eyes move over me like hands, lingering on my breasts, my thighs, and then my face. “Show teeth,” he commands.

The lead handler grabs my reins, tugging upward to lift my head. Another handler approaches from behind, gripping my jaw with strong fingers that dig into the hinges of my mouth. Despite the bit, he forces my lips back, exposing my teeth to the buyers’ scrutiny.

“Good teeth,” the portly Grivvet announces. “Strong, white. No rot. Eats well.”

The handler continues holding my mouth open as the buyers lean in for a closer look. Their faces are inches from mine, their breath hot and sour. One pokes at my gums with a clawed finger, checking for sensitivity. Another taps a tooth as if testing its soundness. I fight the urge to bite down, knowing it would only bring more pain.

“Too many though.” He says, but I have no clue what that means.

“Tongue pink, healthy,” says another buyer, a female Grivvet with unusually long ears that twitch as she speaks. “Eyes clear. Good vision.”

They discuss me as if I’m not present, as if I can’t understand every humiliating word. The handler finally releases my jaw, but my relief is short-lived. Next comes the physical examination.

Hands prod my shoulders, testing muscle tone. Fingers press into my arms, squeezing to assess strength. The lead handler forces me to straighten my back, showing off my posture while still kneeling. Someone grabs a handful of my hair, rubbing it between their fingers to check its texture.

“Clean, but needs proper grooming,” says a female. “Auburn color is unusual. Pretty. Good for a show pony, maybe.”

“Maybe a racehorse,” observes another. “Or good for fieldwork or cart pulling.”

As if on cue, the lead handler barks a command in their language, and two of them grip my shoulders, forcing me to adjust my position. They spread my knees wider apart, exposing me further, and push my bound arms higher behind my back, which thrusts my chest forward. The position is painful, unnatural, and deliberately provocative. Blood rushes to my face as I realize they’re displaying me like breeding stock.

Grubby, clawed fingers touch my breast, pinching and prodding. Others slip between my legs where no one has touched before. I want to lash out but bite down on the bit as they talk about me.

“Good teats, and wide hips. Healthy breeding hole. Make many strong foals.” They all murmur in approval while I blush with shame as my body grows warm between my legs. Their touch is purely clinical, but to my horror I respond.

The portly Grivvet crouches before me, his eyes level with mine. “Stand her up,” he commands. “I want to see her legs.”

The lead handler grabs my reins and tugs upward. “Up,” he orders, not using one of the commands he’s taught me yet. When I hesitate, uncertain if I’m allowed to rise, the whip taps against my thigh—a warning.

I struggle to my feet, awkward with my arms still bound behind me and the chain between my ankles limiting my stance. The buyers circle again, their scrutiny even more invasive now that I’m standing. Hands slap against my calves, my thighs, testing the muscle. Someone runs a finger down my spine, counting vertebrae. Another squeezes my buttocks, assessing firmness.

Each touch is a violation, each probing finger a reminder of my powerlessness. Something builds inside me—not fear now, but rage. Hot and sudden, it surges through my veins, drowning out the pain and shame. These creatures think they own me. They think I’m broken already.

The portly Grivvet steps too close, his clawed hand reaching to prod at my stomach muscles. Without thinking, I lash out with my foot, the chain between my ankles limiting but not preventing the kick. My heel connects with his chest, sending him stumbling backward with a surprised yelp. For one glorious moment, satisfaction floods me.

The tent erupts—not with anger, as I expect, but with laughter. The buyers step back, chittering and pointing, clearly amused by my defiance.

The portly Grivvet regains his balance, but rather than looking offended, he grins, showing pointed teeth. “Spirited!” he exclaims, rubbing his chest. “Good! Spirited ponies become strongest when broken. No spirit, no power.”

My moment of triumph curdles into confusion. They’re... pleased by my resistance?

The lead handler doesn’t share their amusement. His face darkens as he raises the whip. “Drakk!” he barks, the command sharp with anger.

I stand frozen, the brief joy of defiance evaporating as the whip cracks across my back. The pain is immediate, electric, stealing my breath. “Drakk!” he shouts again, and this time I drop to my knees immediately, the chain between my ankles jangling against the packed dirt floor.

“Zarn!” comes the next command, and I bow my head without hesitation, desperate to avoid another strike of the whip. My breath comes in short, panicked gasps around the bit, the taste of metal mixing with the salt of tears I refuse to shed.

“See?” The lead handler’s voice holds pride again. “Fast learner. Fights, yes, but obeys correction quickly.”

A murmur of approval ripples through the gathered buyers. One of them steps forward to run a hand over the fresh welt on my back, making me flinch.

“Perfect balance,” the female Grivvet says. “Spirit but trainable. Will fetch a high price at auction.”

“Many uses for this one,” agrees another. “Could pull plow all day with those muscles. Or carry a rider for miles.”

“Or both,” laughs the portly one, who has recovered his dignity. “Start as a work pony, finish as a mount. Versatile investment.”

They continue their assessment, but I barely hear the words through the fog of pain and humiliation. I kneel there, head bowed, as their hands continue their exploration of my body. They check my feet, my fingers, even my ears—examining every part of me for flaws or strengths that might affect my value.

What terrifies me most isn’t the pain or the touches. It’s the realization that my defiance has only made me more valuable in their eyes. They want a spirit to break, strength to harness. My resistance isn’t a deterrent—it’s a selling point.

“Auction tomorrow,” the lead handler finally announces, which everyone grumbles in complaint. The lead handler sighs and relents when they don’t let up. “Fine tonight, but Prime stock goes last, when most buyers present. This one will close the night.”

The buyers nod excitedly, clearly planning their bids already. They file out of the tent, still discussing my merits and potential uses, the price they might be willing to pay.


Chapter Eight

When they’re gone, the lead handler crouches before me, gripping my chin and forcing me to look into his amber eyes. “Good show,” he says, his voice low and threatening. “But next kick means skin off back, understand? Save spirit for new master.”

I say nothing, can say nothing with the bit between my teeth. But my eyes speak for me, holding a promise that I’m not yet defeated. He reads it there and smiles, a cold expression that doesn’t reach his eyes.

“Good,” he says. “Keep that fire. Buyers pay more to be the ones who extinguish it.” He releases my chin and stands. “Prepare for the auction block. Time to sell this mare.”

The handlers grip my arms, half-dragging me from the tent toward the central platform. The market clearing has filled even more in the time I’ve been “processed.” Crowds of Grivvets pressed around the wooden stage.

Torchlight casts everything in flickering orange, turning the scene into a vision from a nightmare. My bare feet scrape against dirt, then rough wood as they haul me up the steps. The night air is cool on my naked skin, raising goosebumps that have nothing to do with the temperature and everything to do with the hundreds of amber eyes now fixed on me with hungry interest.

At the center of the platform stands a Grivvet dressed more elaborately than the others. His vest is made of finer leather, decorated with metal studs that catch the torchlight. He holds a staff topped with small bells that jingle as he moves. The auctioneer. He turns as I’m brought forward, his amber eyes lighting with satisfaction at the sight of me.

“Center stage,” he commands, and the handlers position me in the middle of the platform, still kneeling with my head bowed. My arms ache from being bound behind me for hours, and the shackles around my ankles have rubbed the skin raw. But physical discomfort is nothing compared to the crushing weight of hundreds of eyes examining my exposed body.

The auctioneer circles me slowly, his staff tapping against the wooden boards as he walks. “Last lot of the night!” he announces, his voice carrying across the now-hushed crowd. “A beautiful young mare! Unbroken but showing quick response to basic training!”

He pauses for effect, and I can feel the collective interest of the crowd sharpening. My heart hammers against my ribs, and I keep my gaze fixed on the wooden planks beneath me, unable to bear meeting those hungry stares.

“Strong back!” The auctioneer slaps my shoulder. “Strong legs!” Another slap against my thigh. “Prime breeding age! Look at the muscle tone—this is no soft town girl! This is farm-bred stock with years of hard labor already in the body!”

A murmur runs through the crowd, appreciative and eager. The auctioneer continues his pitch, each word driving home the reality of my situation.

“Spirited, strong, unbroken—but see how quickly she learns! A perfect challenge for any master!” He tugs on my reins, forcing my head up so the crowd can see my face. “Unusual coloring—auburn hair, blue eyes. A rarity!”

The bidding begins immediately, voices calling out from different parts of the crowd.

“Twenty silver!” shouts a Grivvet near the front, dressed in dirty clothes that mark him as a farmer.

“Twenty-five!” counters another.

“Thirty!” The bids rise quickly, the numbers meaningless to me but clearly significant to the excited crowd.

The auctioneer encourages them, his voice rising with each new bid. “Thirty silver! Do I hear thirty-five? This mare could pull your plow from dawn to dusk without tiring! Think of the work you’d save!”

“Thirty-five!” calls a new voice.

“Forty!” This from the portly Grivvet, who examined me earlier.

As the bids climb, different Grivvets call out their intended uses for me, each one more degrading than the last.

“She’d pull my ore cart!” shouts one. “Those shoulders could handle the mountain trails!”

“Better in my fields!” argues the farmer. “Look at those legs—built for the plow!”

“Waste of excellent stock!” calls a third. “She belongs in the breeding program. Strong mares make strong foals!”

Their casual discussion of my future—as a cart animal, a field beast, or worse, breeding stock—ignites something in me that overrides caution. I jerk upward, rising to my knees, and toss my head in defiance, sending the reins flying from the handler’s grip. A collective gasp rises from the crowd.

The lead handler reacts instantly. The whip cracks across my back, the pain white-hot and immediate. “Zarn!” he commands, and despite my rage, my body responds automatically to avoid another strike. I lower my head, like a docile pony, before I can think about my actions.

But far from damaging my value, my brief rebellion seems to excite the buyers further. The bids increase more rapidly.

“Fifty silver!”

“Sixty!”

“See the spirit!” The auctioneer capitalizes on my defiance. “Imagine that power harnessed to your will! Who wouldn’t pay extra for the satisfaction of being the one to break her?”

A tall, lean Grivvet dressed in racing colors pushes to the front. “She belongs on the track! Those legs would carry a rider faster than any current racer. Seventy silver!”

“Seventy-five!” counters the portly Grivvet. “For my personal mount. A specimen like this deserves better than common labor.”

“Eighty!” This from an elegantly dressed Grivvet with jewelry adorning his ears. “For my collection. My parade ponies draw crowds from three territories!”

The bidding war fuels my desperation. Each increase means someone willing to pay more to own me, to use me. I try again to resist, straining against the ropes binding my arms, my muscles bunching with effort.

“Look at that strength!” The auctioneer points to my flexing shoulders. “Who else offers more for this exceptional mare?”

The lead handler steps forward, whip raised warningly. Our eyes meet, and I see the threat there—submit or suffer. But what does it matter? Pain now or pain later under whoever purchases me. I glare back, channeling all my fear and rage into that look.

The whip falls again, and again, until I’m gasping around the bit, my back on fire with fresh welts. “Drakk! Zarn!” the handler commands, and this time I obey instantly, dropping my head to avoid further pain.

“Perfect!” exclaims the auctioneer, not missing a beat. “Spirit and trainability in one package! See how quickly she responds to corrections! A rare combination indeed!”

“Ninety silver!” calls the racing Grivvet.

“One hundred!” counters the collector.

“One-ten!” The portly Grivvet sounds breathless with excitement.

The crowd roars with each new bid, the atmosphere electric with competition. I kneel there, head bowed, as they battle over me like children fighting for a favored toy. The reality of what’s happening—that I’m being sold, that my life as I knew it is over—crashes over me in waves. Each new bid is a nail in the coffin of my freedom.

Humiliation mixes with terror. I’m not just being sold; I’m already being trained before a crowd of Grivvets whose main purpose is to own humans as horses. Horses that obey these very commands daily.

“One-twenty silver!” shouts the racing Grivvet. “And ten copper on top!”

“One-thirty!” The collector isn’t backing down.

“One-thirty-five!” The portly Grivvet sounds desperate now.

The auctioneer’s bells jingle as he paces the stage, encouraging higher bids, pointing out features of my body that might appeal to different buyers. “Look at those calves! Perfect for racing! But those shoulders—ideal for heavy loads! And what breeder wouldn’t want that coloring in their stock?”

I remain motionless, but my mind races. Each buyer represents a different future, a different hell. The racer would push me to exhaustion on tracks for entertainment, and the collector would display me like an exotic animal. The farmer would work me until I collapsed in his fields. Which is worse? Is there even a choice to make?

“One-fifty silver!” The collector’s voice rings out clear and confident.

A hush falls over the crowd. The portly Grivvet mutters something, shaking his head. The racing Grivvet scowls but remains silent.

“One-fifty silver!” The auctioneer repeats, excitement in his voice. “A magnificent bid for a magnificent specimen! Do I hear more?”

Silence stretches for several heartbeats. I dare to raise my eyes just enough to see the crowd. Most of the Grivvets look resigned, some disappointed. The collector stands with his chest puffed out, already celebrating his victory.

“Going once!” calls the auctioneer, raising his staff.

“Going twice!”

The collector steps forward, jingling a pouch of what must be silver coins.

last call“So-” The auctioneer begins the last call, but a voice cuts through the night, silencing him mid-word.

“Two hundred silver.”

The amount sends a shock through the crowd. Grivvets turn, parting to reveal the speaker. I can’t see from my position, but I feel the shift in the atmosphere—a sudden tension, a collective intake of breath. Whoever has spoken commands respect... or fear.

“Two hundred silver,” the auctioneer repeats, his voice holding a new note of deference. “Master Skarn offers two hundred silver for the mare.”

Skarn. The name ripples through the crowd in whispers. The collector steps back, his previous confidence evaporating, and the racing Grivvet melts into the crowd. Even the auctioneer seems different—less boisterous, more formal.

“Two hundred silver, going once...”

No one speaks.

“Going twice...”

The silence is absolute.

“Sold! To Master Skarn the Breaker for two hundred silver!”

The wooden staff strikes the platform with finality, and just like that, I have been purchased. Like a cow. No, a horse. Like an animal.

As the crowd erupts in excited chatter, discussing the unprecedented price, I remain kneeling, head bowed, the bit cold between my teeth. I have been sold to someone called “the Breaker,” someone who silenced a crowd with just his voice, someone who paid a price that shocked even these creatures who trade in human flesh.

And I don’t even know what he looks like.

The crowd parts like water around a stone as a figure moves toward the platform. The shift is immediate—Grivvets who moments ago pushed and shoved for position now scramble to clear a path, their amber eyes lowered, their postures deferential. Even without seeing him, I can sense the newcomer’s importance in the sudden tension that grips the marketplace. The auctioneer’s voice, so boisterous just moments before, takes on a hushed, almost reverent tone as he announces: “Master Skarn approaches to claim his property.”

Footsteps sound on the wooden steps—heavier than the typical Grivvet’s light tread, but measured and deliberate. I keep my head bowed, partly from training and partly from dread, but I can see his approach in my peripheral vision. His shadow stretches before him, elongated by the torchlight, reaching me before he does.

When he stops before me, I finally see him—or at least, his lower half. Unlike the other Grivvets, who wear minimal clothing, Skarn is dressed in what appears to be finely crafted leather armor, fitted perfectly to his frame. A belt with multiple pouches circles his waist, and from it hangs a coiled whip longer and more elaborate than the simple one my handler used. His legs are wrapped in leather bindings that cross over each other in complex patterns, and his feet are encased in boots with metal caps at the toes.

“Raise her head,” he commands, his voice surprisingly soft but carrying an undercurrent of authority that brooks no disobedience.

The handler grips my reins and pulls upward, forcing me to lift my gaze, and I look into the face of my new owner. What I see makes my blood run cold.

Skarn is taller than most Grivvets, nearly four feet to their usual three, and his frame is broader, more muscular. His skin is a deeper shade of green, almost black in some places, and crisscrossed with scars that tell stories of countless battles. One ear is partially missing, the edge ragged as if torn by teeth or claws. But it’s his eyes that truly terrify—amber like all Grivvets’, but with a stillness to them, a calculating coldness that assesses me not as a creature capable of suffering but as a problem to be solved, a challenge to be overcome.

Those eyes hold mine, unflinching, unblinking. Then they break away, moving methodically over every inch of my exposed body. He circles me once, twice, his gaze taking inventory of what he has purchased. When he completes his inspection, he stands before me again, nodding slightly as if confirming his own judgment.

“The price is fair for such a unique colored animal,” he says, addressing the auctioneer but not looking away from me. His voice remains quiet, controlled. “You’ve prepared her adequately.”

The auctioneer bows deeply, clearly relieved. “Thank you, Master Skarn. She is a fine horse, as promised. Spirited but responsive to basic training.”

Skarn reaches into a pouch at his belt and removes a small leather bag. It lands with a heavy clink in the auctioneer’s outstretched hand. “Two hundred silver, as agreed.”

“A pleasure doing business with you, as always,” the auctioneer says, weighing the bag with obvious satisfaction. “The mare is yours.”

It’s done that easily. My life, my freedom, my very identity—all transferred with a bag of coins and a few words. The transaction completes, and the handlers step back, relinquishing their hold on me. I belong to Skarn now.

He reaches forward with one scarred hand and takes hold of my reins. Unlike the handlers, who yanked and pulled, his grip is steady, controlled—the confidence of someone who knows his strength and rarely needs to show it. He tugs experimentally, testing my response. I resist instinctively, pulling back against the pressure on the bit.

Skarn’s expression doesn’t change, but something flickers in those cold eyes—not anger, but a kind of satisfaction, as if my resistance is exactly what he expected, what he wanted. He leans down, his face inches from mine, close enough that I can smell the strange spice on his breath.

“You’ll kick for me, girl,” he whispers, his voice for my ears alone. “Until you learn to run where I point you.”

A shiver runs through me at the words—not a threat, but a promise. A statement of fact. The inevitability in his tone terrifies me more than any shouted command or raised whip.

He straightens, then barks a single word: “Groth!”

Skarn’s eyes narrow slightly, the only sign of his impatience. He tugs the reins forward and repeats: “Groth.”

I’ve heard that word before, but I can’t remember what it means.

When I still don’t respond, he reaches to his belt and uncoils his whip in one fluid motion. He doesn’t raise it; doesn’t need to. The mere sight of it in his hand is enough to make me flinch. He says the word a third time, slower: “Groth.” Then he takes a step backward, pulling the reins, and I understand.

Walk. He wants me to walk.

I rise awkwardly to my feet, the chain between my ankles clinking against the wooden platform. The moment I’m upright, Skarn nods once, a bare acknowledgment of my compliance. He turns and begins to descend the steps, reins held firmly in his grasp, expecting me to follow.

I hesitate for only a moment before the gentle pressure on the bit becomes more insistent. With no choice, I shuffle forward, taking the small steps my shackles allow. The word burns into my memory alongside the others: Groth—walk. Drakk—kneel. Zarn—bow. A vocabulary of submission building word by painful word.

We move through the crowd, which parts respectfully for Skarn. Grivvets nod deferentially as he passes, some touching their foreheads in what appears to be a gesture of deep respect. Others stare at me with envy or pity—I can’t tell which is worse.

“Skarn gets the best horse again,” I hear someone mutter.

“Always does,” another says. “Nobody outbids the Breaker.”

“Wonder how long before this one breaks? Too bad I can’t afford her once she’s trained. A Skarn-trained horse costs a fortune.”

“Only the richest Grivvet can afford his trained stock.”

Skarn ignores them all and leads me to the edge of the clearing where a small cart waits, hitched to what I first think is a pony—until I see it’s a human man. He kneels in the dirt, fully tacked with harness and bridle, head bowed in perfect submission. His naked body bears the marks of ownership—scars from the whip, and muscles developed specifically for pulling. He’s a beast and strong enough to pull ten carts, I’d say.

He could easily overpower these creatures, but he doesn’t look up as we approach, and doesn't acknowledge our presence. He’s completely tame.

This awaits me. This empty shell that was once a person.

Skarn secures my reins to the back of the cart, looping them through a metal ring and tying them tight. He tests the knot, then turns to face me one last time. Those amber eyes study my face, reading the fear and defiance still warring there.

He doesn’t say anything, just turns away and climbs onto the cart. He settles himself, then barks a command at the human stallion pulling it: “Groth!”

The man stands up and begins to move forward, pulling the cart with practiced ease. The chain connecting my shackles to the cart goes taut, forcing me to follow. I stumble, adjusting to the pace and the limitations of my bonds.

As we leave the marketplace behind, moving deeper into the forest than I’ve ever been, the reality of what has happened settles over me like a physical weight. I have been captured, stripped, collared, and bridled. Then I have been displayed, examined, bid upon, and sold like livestock at a market. Even worse, I have been taught commands like an animal and punished when I failed to obey.

All of it happened in less than a day.

The farm I longed to escape now seems like paradise—a haven I threw away for curiosity, for adventure. I think of my parents, who are probably sick with worry. Will they search? Will they guess what happened? Or will I simply become another cautionary tale, another name whispered around fires to warn children away from the forest?

I stumble along behind Skarn’s cart, naked and bound, following because I have no choice. The forest closes around us, darker and more threatening than when I entered it this morning. Somewhere above, through gaps in the canopy, I glimpse stars—the same stars that shine over my family’s farm, over the life I’ve lost.

I don’t know what awaits at the end of this journey. I don’t know whether I’ll ever be free again, but as the darkness swallows us completely, one thought burns in my mind, a small flame I refuse to let die:

I am still Aveline. Whatever they call me, however they treat me, I am still human beneath this collar and bit. And as long as I remember that, I am not yet broken.

To be continued…

The next part in Aveline’s story is already written and will be released within a week after I’ve finished editing. Hold on to your reins because this story is about crazy as Aveline arrives at Skarn’s farm. She’ll be trained hard, and realize what being a pony-girl is all about. Will she break or stay strong and continue to fight for her freedom?

Aveline’s adventure is far from over!!!

Thank you for reading Aveline’s Pony-girl Adventure.. Part One

Follow me on Amazon to get notified of the New Release Dates or for sneak peaks of upcoming books friend me on Facebook under Lucy Moo or follow my INSTAGRAM page: lucymoo2023
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