
There was a roar. Distant and throaty. I recognized it. Or at least I thought I did. I could have been wrong. 

For all I knew it was a dragon sweeping down from Pendle to have an easy snack of Sidhe and bison 

before continuing on with its day of sex and fire. Bracing myself to be engulfed in flames, I tried to tighten 

my grip on the moving beast, digging for all I was worth. The herd veered, driven into a direction by some 

unseen threat then I heard the rumble again, a bassline of sound deep enough to rattle the teeth in the 

back of my head. 

The bison heard it as well but they were intent on escaping the more immediate threat, the long-toothed 

cats chasing them. The grasses tore at my face and arms, and I closed my eyes, screwing them tightly 

shut before I lost one of them to a quick-slicing sheaf. I’d gotten lost in the drumming thump of the 

creatures’ hooves on the prairie’s packed soil then something shifted, changing the sound.  

It was harder and the beasts felt like they were moving quicker. The air hitting me churned from a sun-

warmed, grass-scented gusts to a cooler, steady brush, its soft kiss carrying a hint of salt with it. A few 

more strides and I realized I no longer was in danger of dying by a thousand tiny cuts. Risking a peek, I 

opened my eyes and found the herd surging down a stretch of black asphalt, a curving ribbon hugging the 

edge of the shoreline’s cliffs.  

I didn’t know the area. Not well enough to know where the road led to or even how far it went. It couldn’t 

have gone too deeply into Pendle or Kai would have taken us up this way to Elfhaime, but perhaps the 

bison knew their hunters chasing them wouldn’t be able to keep up with them on a full, unhindered run.  

Falling now wasn’t an option. Not on the rough ground beneath me, an ebony river of danger coursing a 

few feet below my left shoulder. With my right leg hooked over the creature’s back, I tightened my hold on 

its undulating torso, thankful its hindquarters were slimmer than its massive chest and shoulders. The 

creature probably didn’t appreciate my hold on it, bucking as it ran, hoping to dislodge the heavy parasite 

on its side but I wasn’t going to let go.  

Or at least not until I was sure I was safe.  

My shoulders ached from the strain of holding on and the terror clenching my guts as tightly as I did the 

bison wasn’t letting up at any time. Then the roar was back and I craned my head up, trying to see what I 

hoped was salvation coming up behind us. Burdened by my weight, the beast carrying me was slowing, 

unable to keep up its pace with me dragging it down. The rest of the herd thundered ahead of us, surging 

over the ribbon of road with its panoramic view of the ocean and an impending disastrous plunge into a 

lava field I didn’t think the creatures would be able to navigate.  

What I saw lightened the pressure in my chest but at the same time, also drove knives through my belly. 

A deep purple car named after a bursting star roared up over a small hillock on the road chasing not only 

the herd but closing the distance on the small pride of lions hot on our heels.  

The machine broke through the pride, sending the lions into an ungainly scatter but they’d gone too long, 

hunted too hard to give up their prey. My sturdy steed faltered, its legs knotted up or its hooves catching 

on something in the uneven road because its run broke, its body dipping dangerously to the side then 

upright again as it gained its footing. The car was catching up quickly, its engine screaming, much like a 

blessed lizard taking the night sky in full wing.  

The mid-morning sun was to the right of the herd, blinding me when I looked up towards the mountain but 

the steel-grey sky grabbed at the car’s bright paint, turning it a silvery mauve against the black road. It 

lurched forward, its engine straining to catch up then the herd shifted again, driven to the right of the 

asphalt. The machine drew up next to the bison I was riding and through its open passenger window, I 

caught sight of the fierce concentration on Kai’s face as he maneuvered the car around the weaving 

animal I clung desperately to. 



“What the fuck are you doing, lordling?” He yelled at me, his face half turned towards me but his eyes 

were firm on the road ahead. “Get off that damned thing and get into the car! You’re going to get yourself 

killed!” 


