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Nightmares and Monsters 

Chapter One 

The scream tore through the night, yanking Essie from sleep. She rolled farther from 

Farrendel before she pushed onto her elbows, then into a sitting position.  

He curled on his side, facing away from her. He cried out again, his arms over his head.  

It had been a long while since he’d had a nightmare this bad. But she had been bracing 

for something like this, knowing the stress of the end of the semester exams might trigger his 

anxiety.  

Essie drew on the magic in the heart bond and placed a shield of crackling magic between 

herself and Farrendel. Once that was in place, she reached deeper into the heart bond and tugged 

on Farrendel’s magic directly.  

His breath caught, his cry cutting off. He stiffened and lay there for a long moment, 

gathering himself.  

Essie dropped the magic, thankful that Farrendel hadn’t lashed out this time.  

Once she was sure that he was more awake than in the nightmare, she leaned forward and 

pressed a kiss to his cheek. “I’m going to check on Fieran, then I’ll start the hot chocolate.”  

Farrendel bolted partially upright, and his forehead would’ve caught Essie on the chin if 

she hadn’t flinched back just in time. He twisted to face her, his eyes wide and still a bit wild. 

“Fieran. What if…if he heard…”  

“I know. I’ll see if he woke up.” Essie rolled off the bed, then shrugged into her dressing 

gown.  
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Neither of them wanted to voice the fear out loud. It would tear Farrendel apart if his 

screams had terrified Fieran.  

Hopefully Fieran had slept through Farrendel’s cries. He’d slept through nightmares 

before, though those had been milder.  

Essie took one of the small elven globe lights and whispered the elvish word to light it. 

The blue glow lit her way as she navigated across the new bridge that connected their room with 

Fieran’s. When he was older, the bridge would be taken down to give all of them more privacy, 

but right now it provided a far faster way for Essie or Farrendel to check on Fieran than going 

down to the main room, then back up to Fieran’s room.  

The bridge swayed slightly under her feet, but this bridge had been built with lovely 

handrails so it was secure even in the dark.  

When she reached the porch, she brushed past the network of branches that acted like a 

net to keep Fieran safely contained at night. Elf toddlers were such rambunctious climbers that 

nothing short of a full enclosure kept them from wandering as they would. They would just 

climb right over a standard human baby barrier.  

Essie wrapped the light in her hand so that only a small glow remained. Then she eased 

the door open and tiptoed into Fieran’s room. She didn’t want to wake him if he was still sound 

asleep.  

She raised the light and let it filter into the room.  

Fieran was a lump all bundled in blankets. No, huddled under the blankets. As the light 

fell on him, he lifted the blanket from over his head and peeked at her with bright blue eyes the 

same color as Farrendel’s. “Mama?”  
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“Fieran.” Essie hurried across the room and sank onto the edge of the bed. She set the 

elven light on the bedside table, then gathered Fieran into her arms. “Are you scared?”  

He nodded against her, wrapping his arms around her neck and clutching tight. He 

mumbled something in his toddler speech that sounded like, “Scary.”  

“Yes, I’m sure what you just heard was scary.” Essie held her son tight, her heart aching. 

What was she supposed to tell him? She and Farrendel had agreed that they didn’t want to lie to 

their children about Farrendel’s past as a warrior. But Fieran was only a toddler. There were 

plenty of things he wasn’t ready to handle and was too young to understand. “Sometimes, 

dreams can be scary. Have you ever had scary dreams?”  

Fieran nodded into her shoulder, still hiding his face as if that could protect him from 

whatever scary thing his imagination told him was out there.  

“And when you have scary dreams, sometimes you scream for me or your dacha to come 

rescue you, right?” Essie smoothed a hand up and down Fieran’s back, hating the way he was 

still trembling slightly.  

Another tentative nod.  

“When you do, Dacha or I always come and stay with you until you aren’t so scared 

anymore.” Essie pressed a kiss into the long, soft strands of Fieran’s bright red hair.  

Now how did she go about telling him this next part?  

“Sometimes, your dacha has scary dreams too. And sometimes, his dreams are so scary 

that he cries out in his sleep.” Essie held her breath, not sure how Fieran was going to react or 

how much he’d understand.  

Fieran pulled back in her arms and peered up at her, a pucker between his brows. “Dacha 

scared?”  
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“Yes, even your dacha gets scared sometimes.” Essie waited until she saw the gleam of 

understanding in Fieran’s gaze. “And when he does, I stay with him until he isn’t so scared 

anymore. When I’m scared, your dacha is there for me.”  

Fieran’s face twisted as he pondered this for a long moment. Then he gave a nod and 

relaxed as if he’d come to some kind of conclusion, though she couldn’t guess exactly what he 

was thinking. At least he didn’t seem scared anymore.   

“And I look after you with lots of hugs.” Essie drew Fieran in for another, tight hug. 

“And kisses.” She planted kisses on his bright red hair and gave him a squeezing hug that turned 

into tickles.  

“Mama! Macha!” Fieran squirmed and giggled big belly laughs, his protests coming out 

in a mix of Escarlish and elvish.   

She gave him one more smacking kiss on the cheek before she relaxed her grip to let his 

giggles die off before he got too wound up and never went back to bed.  

Fieran gave one last giggle that trailed off into a long exhale as he flopped in Essie’s lap. 

After another moment, he partially sat up. “Dacha hugs?”  

“Yes, I’ll give your dacha lots of hugs and kisses too.” Grinning, Essie tapped Fieran’s 

nose.  

Fieran scrambled up, as if he was about to climb out of bed. “Dacha hugs.”  

Essie quickly snagged him before he could go far. “Oh, you want to give Dacha hugs. 

Not now.” Essie kept her tone light, even as a part of her tightened. The last thing Farrendel 

would want would be for Fieran to see him like this. “You need to go back to sleep. But you can 

give Dacha a big hug in the morning, all right?”  

Fieran cocked his head for a moment, as if considering. Then he nodded.  
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She set him back on the bed and stood. “All right. Then it’s time for you to go back to 

sleep.”  

He made a few whining grumbles, but he curled up on the bed and didn’t resist as she 

spread his blankets over him again.  

Essie pressed a light kiss to his cheek. “Sleep tight and sweet dreams.”  

She reached for the elven light, but Fieran pushed to his elbows and made a noise in the 

back of his throat, his eyes widening. She set the light back onto the table beside Fieran’s bed. 

“I’ll leave the light for you, all right?”  

Fieran nodded and sank back onto his pillow, closing his eyes.  

Essie crossed the room, pausing by the door to glance back one last time at Fieran to 

make sure he was trying to go back to sleep, before she opened the door and stepped onto the 

porch.  

Instead of heading back to her and Farrendel’s room, she tiptoed down the steps to the 

main room, where the faint glow of a light indicated that Farrendel had already retreated there. 

Thankfully, she knew the stairs well enough that she could safely navigate them in the dark 

without the help of the light she’d left behind with Fieran. The handrails—something Farrendel 

had installed just for her—certainly helped.  

Inside the main room, Farrendel sat on the cushions on the floor, a blanket around his 

shoulders and his knees drawn up. The heating coil—powered by Farrendel’s magic—and the 

cocoa sat on the kitchen countertop, ready to start making hot chocolate as if Farrendel had 

started to get it out before he’d retreated to huddle next to the wall.  

As she crossed the room, Farrendel glanced up at her, the question burning in his eyes.  
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Essie sank onto a cushion next to him. A part of her wanted to lie to him and tell him that 

Fieran had slept right through the nightmares.  

But he’d see right through the lie. She would not have taken so long if Fieran had been 

asleep, and he would have felt her emotions as she talked with Fieran through the heart bond.  

Nor should she lie to him, no matter the temptation to spare him. He wasn’t so fragile that 

he needed her to decide for him what he could or couldn’t handle, especially when it came to 

their son.  

“Fieran woke up.”  

Farrendel squeezed his eyes shut and let his head drop against the wall behind him with a 

faint thump. “He was scared.”  

“Yes, but we had a good talk about nightmares and how scary they can be.” Essie tucked 

her arm around Farrendel’s and leaned her head on his shoulder. “He isn’t scared of you. And I 

think talking about stuff like this might help him grow up knowing he can talk to us when he’s 

scared because he knows we get scared at times as well.”  

Farrendel gave a tiny nod, but he didn’t open his eyes nor did the tension leave his 

shoulders.  

She wasn’t sure he’d fully believe her until he got to hug Fieran in the morning and his 

thoughts were more clear in the light of day. “Would you like hot chocolate?”  

A pause. “Yes.”  

“All right.” She pushed to her feet and headed for the kitchen to whip up a batch of 

Farrendel’s favorite hot chocolate.  

* 

“Macha!” Fieran’s yell held a whine rather than fear.  
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Essie stifled a yawn as she navigated the bridge to Fieran’s room to fetch him for 

breakfast.  

Elves. Even after the late night, both Farrendel and Fieran had woken up far too early.  

Farrendel had been up and gone before she’d woken, off exercising in the treetops to 

work off the last of the tension from the night before. And now she’d been woken up by Fieran 

shouting for her.  

She brushed past the tangle of branches, but Fieran wasn’t climbing around on the porch 

just yet. She stepped inside his room, then halted.  

The bed was empty. The room was empty.  

Where was— 

Even as she started to glance up, Fieran’s happy squeal came from above her.  

“Mama!” Fieran clung to a branch with his feet tucked against the wall and his hands on 

the ceiling.  

Her heart gave a lurch, but she drew in a steadying breath. This was normal. This wasn’t 

the first time she’d found Fieran dangling from branches far too high up. Elven children 

apparently went straight from walking to climbing. And by climbing, it wasn’t a tame, clamber 

onto the table or a hot stove. No, it was full-on dangle from the ceiling.  

“Macha!” Fieran scrambled partially down the wall, jumped, ricocheted off a table, and 

flew toward her.  

She barely managed to catch him, stumbling at the force of the impact. “Oof! You’re 

getting so big.”  

Fieran giggled into her shoulder.  
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Wild elf child. At this rate, Farrendel was going to have to start taking Fieran with him in 

the mornings to work off excess energy.  

Essie bounced Fieran on her hip. “Let’s get breakfast.”  

Fieran gave a happy sound that might have been a word, though it was so garbled she 

couldn’t quite tell what it was.  

When they reached the main room, she set Fieran on one of the chairs, then took out fruit 

from the cold cupboard, cut off the various stems and pits, and placed the fruit on Fieran’s plate.  

He grabbed one of the strawberries and chomped off a large bite, red juice dripping down 

his chin and his arm.  

Smiling, Essie started the heating coil, then pulled out a load of bread and cut it into 

slices. She placed the first slice in a pan on the coil, toasting it for a few minutes before she 

flipped it over to toast the other side.  

How she loved this heating coil that Farrendel and Lance had invented several years ago 

now. Without it, they hadn’t been able to heat hot chocolate or breakfast in their room since 

elves avoided open fires inside their rooms.  

When the bread had heated, she spread it with the new-fangled peanut butter that was all 

the rage in Escarland right now, having been imported from one of the kingdoms to the south. 

After cutting the bread into four pieces, she added it to Fieran’s place.  

He grinned and dug in, slathering peanut butter onto his fingers, his face, and somehow 

into his hair and ears.  

Perhaps she shouldn’t have given him such a messy meal on a morning when he intended 

to give Farrendel a hug. Though there weren’t many meals that weren’t messy for a toddler, and 

the odds were that Fieran had forgotten all about hugging his dacha first thing in the morning.  
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Essie started on her own toast. Once it was finished, she spread it with peanut butter and 

took her seat next to Fieran.  

She had just taken her first bite when Farrendel strode into the room, his hair still damp.  

“Dacha!” Fieran stood on his chair, then launched himself across the room at Farrendel, 

getting impressive height and air time.  

Farrendel stepped forward and caught him, then grimaced. “You are a mess.”  

Fieran gripped him with fingers made sticky with fruit juice and peanut butter. Grinning, 

Fieran leaned forward and hugged Farrendel around the neck, then planted an even more sticky 

kiss on his cheek. “Better?”  

Farrendel’s nose wrinkled, and for a moment Essie held her breath, wondering if his 

anxiety at Fieran’s messiness would get the best of him that morning.  

Then Farrendel laughed and adjusted Fieran in his arms. “Yes. All better. Linshi.” He 

crossed the rest of the room and set Fieran back in his chair. Farrendel glanced from Fieran to 

himself. “I should not have bothered to wash this morning.”  

“Probably not. Breakfast turned out to be particularly messy.” Essie licked the peanut 

butter that had gotten on her own fingers.  

“Ah.” Farrendel hurried across the room and washed his hands. He claimed his preferred 

breakfast of bread, cold meat, and cheese rather than bread and peanut butter.  

When he slid into his seat across from her, shadows still lingered around his eyes. But a 

hint of a smile tugged at his mouth.  

A rough night, yes. But a good morning. And sometimes, that was all a person could ask 

for.  
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Chapter Two 

“Dacha!” The high-pitched scream echoed into the night.  

Someone was attacking Fieran. Farrendel bolted upright and was on his feet before he 

was fully awake. He already wore a loose shirt and trousers, and he swiped his swords from their 

place next to the bed here in their turret room of Buckmore Cottage.  

In the bed behind him, Essie stirred, then pushed onto an elbow. “What—” 

“Stay here.” Farrendel gestured to her, knowing he did not have to say more. She would 

know to use his magic in the heart bond to protect herself and their unborn child if this was some 

kind of attack.  

He did not wait for her to nod before he yanked open the door and dashed into the 

hallway, even as Fieran screamed for him again.  

Only two strides separated their door from Fieran’s. Farrendel grabbed for the door, 

jerked it open, then lunged inside, sword in hand, magic already dancing around his fingertips.  

Fieran curled in a ball on his bed, with his back against the wall and his blankets over his 

head. He peeked out of his blanket pile, wide eyes wet with tears as he blinked at Farrendel. 

“Dacha?”  

No one else was in the room. Fieran was not in danger.  

Farrendel released a sigh to ease his tension, leaned his sword against the wall near the 

door, and tried to convey his relief through the elishina so that Essie would know that there was 

no danger. After crossing the room, Farrendel sank onto the edge of the bed. “What is wrong, 

sason?”  
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Fieran poked his head farther from his protective blankets, then he pointed one tiny finger 

at the wall. “Monsters.”  

The bright, silvery beams of the three quarters moon cast strange shadows from the bare, 

winter branches of the tree outside of Fieran’s window. A faint breeze must be stirring the 

branches because the shadows on the wall twitched and waved.  

Fieran gave a cry and buried his head under the blankets again.  

Farrendel shifted so that he sat cross-legged with his back to the wall next to Fieran. “It is 

all right. There is nothing to fear. There are no monsters. Those are shadows from the tree 

outside your window.”  

Fieran peeked out of his blanket next again, forehead puckered as he blinked at the 

shadows. They shifted, and he squeaked a cry once again. Then he glanced down at the darkness 

near the floor. “Monsters under bed.”  

“There are no monsters under the bed either.”  

Fieran glanced at him with a deep pucker still twisting his face.  

Right. Apparently logic was not very comforting to a toddler.  

Farrendel gathered Fieran into his arms and tugged him, blanket and all, onto his lap. 

“You know I will always protect you, sason.”  

Fieran shifted so that he leaned his back against Farrendel’s chest, though he remained 

bundled in the blanket. “Uh huh.”  

A little better, but perhaps he needed to take more of an Essie approach to this. Logic and 

sincerity were not enough. Fieran needed something lighter—and flashier—to reassure him.  

Farrendel held out a hand in front of Fieran and let a tendril of his magic curl around his 

fingers. “I will chase any monsters away with my magic.”  
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Fieran reached out and swiped his fingers through the faintly crackling magic.  

Farrendel’s heart leapt into his throat, but he kept a tight hold on his magic so that it bent 

around Fieran’s skin, not even close to burning him.  

Such precautions might not even be necessary. Given that Fieran had likely inherited a 

similar magic, he would be less susceptible to Farrendel’s magic than most. Though, they would 

not know for sure until decades from now when Fieran started to come into his magic.  

Fieran relaxed in Farrendel’s arms, his eyes wide with wonder rather than fear as he 

played with Farrendel’s magic.  

Farrendel let the magic twine over Fieran’s hands, until Fieran was grinning and giggling 

at what would feel like a tickling of magic across his skin.  

“Someday, you are going to have your own magic.” Farrendel released his magic, then 

waited until Fieran glanced up at him. “It might be scary when you first get it, but I will teach 

you how to use it.”  

“And I fight monsters!” Fieran pumped his fists in front of him, making zapping, pewing 

sounds to go along with whatever magical monster battle he was envisioning. A bit ludicrous, 

given that monsters did not exist.  

But he was excited at the thought of magic—even a magic that would look like 

Farrendel’s. Right now, that was enough. If he wanted to pretend he was fighting monsters with 

magic, then so be it.  

Fieran gave one more jab, complete with sound effect, then grinned. “Monsters all gone.”  

“Yes, they are. Well done, sason.” Farrendel rested his hands in their laps as Fieran 

sagged against him.  
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For long moments, Fieran remained silent. Eventually, he grabbed one of Farrendel’s 

hands with his two smaller ones. His fingers lightly traced the faint scars on the back of 

Farrendel’s hand, then the larger, starker scars around his wrist.  

Farrendel held his breath, not quite sure what his son would make of the scars or what 

Farrendel would say if Fieran asked.  

“What this?” Fieran’s gaze remained focused on Farrendel’s hand and wrist.  

“Those are scars.” Farrendel struggled to remain relaxed. How could he explain them to a 

toddler in a way Fieran would understand? “They are…” What was the Escarlish word that Essie 

often used? “…owies that got better.”  

Fieran twisted to peer up at Farrendel. “Mama kiss it better?”  

His tension disappeared in a whoosh as he released a breath that felt almost like a laugh. 

“Yes, your macha kissed it all better.”  

Fieran nodded, as if that made total sense to him. He let go of Farrendel’s hand, gripped 

the blanket again, and yawned.  

“It is time to go back to sleep.” Farrendel started to gather Fieran up, preparing to set him 

back onto the bed.  

Fieran made a noise and gripped Farrendel’s arm, his eyes going wide again “No!”  

Farrendel paused, the fear in Fieran’s eyes tugging at him. “All right. I will stay until you 

fall asleep.”  

Fieran let go of Farrendel’s arm, and he did not protest as Farrendel set him back on the 

bed. Once he was on the mattress again, Fieran curled into a ball in the blanket with his head on 

his pillow. His red hair spread in wild abandon, the tip of his pointed ear visible through the 

strands.  
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That hair. It was red and long like an elf’s child since they had yet to cut it. But it did not 

behave the way an elf’s hair would. It grew tangled, and Fieran did not protest when Essie 

brushed it. At Fieran’s age, Farrendel would have howled if someone had taken a brush to his 

hair. And Fieran was forever spitting it out of his mouth or shoving it out of his face as if it 

bothered him.  

Fieran might have inherited many elven traits from Farrendel, but his hair was all Essie’s.  

Across the room, Essie peeked through the partially open doorway, a scrunch to her 

forehead and a question in her eyes.  

Farrendel met her gaze, then pointed down at Fieran, trying to tell Essie through the 

elishina that he was going to stay with Fieran for a few more minutes.  

Essie’s smile turned soft, and she nodded, disappearing from the doorway.  

Farrendel stretched out on the edge of the bed and listened as Fieran’s breathing 

deepened back into the sleep of a son secure in the knowledge that his dacha would always 

protect him.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


