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AT NIGHT, I AM ALL one color. 

Walking through the forest in the dark is one of my favorite activities. Here, in the cover of night, I look like everyone else. And for a time, I feel like everyone else too. I move through the underbrush with ease, barely making a sound as I step on the debris. Tonight, I wear a set of dark-gray leathers, which helps me blend in the dark shadows—not that I’m trying to hide. My matching boots leave only the barest trace of my trespass. I have tightly braided my hair, so it stays put during my foray, and I keep my wings like a cloak around my shoulders, so they do not catch on bramble or the branches reaching for me. And it is this ease of movement I need, instead of a dress that could tangle in the underbrush. Besides, a dress is also not conducive to what I came out here to do tonight.

I left the Glen a few hours after the sun went down. I do not need sleep like some of the others do, and I use much of this time to get away and be alone. It’s not that I don’t like those at the Glen. I do. And I enjoy the company of those who reside there. Everyone is warm and welcoming... accepting. I love the mixture of beings who make the Glen their home. They are my family, and I love them. But I’m the only one of me. I am my own constant reminder of what I really am.

My name is Kerianna. 

My father is Kerian, a General in Queen Alina’s Forest Light Fae Guard. My mother is Lady Edana, Second in Command under Queen Katie of the Forest Dark Fae. My father is Light Fae, and my mother is Dark Fae. They met when Katie first arrived in this forest, and twenty years ago, I was born. Their decision, they have told me, to bring me into this world was not one they made carelessly. Having weighed the societal implications of raising a child such as myself, both ultimately decided to embrace parenthood, despite the physical attributes I would most likely inherit. 

In the safety of Queen Alina and Queen Katie’s Glen, my parents welcomed me, loving me immediately and without remorse. All who called the Glen their home received me with open arms, joyously, and without prejudice. They kept me sheltered and loved... protected. It was only in my teens that I realized I was different. I was one of a kind. 

And I looked for others like me. 

Years ago, Queen Katie started the Dungeon Court, a place where those who were different could come and have a voice. And so, when the Dungeon Court was in session, the hybrids and the half-breeds arrived to bring forth whatever they needed to speak about. And when they came, I would scan the crowds. At first, I was out front, eagerly searching for the one who would tell me I was not alone—that I was not the only one who looked like I did. But as time passed, I stepped back... and further into the crowds until I stopped looking. 

I came to realize I am the rare one. I’m the one who solely exists looking like I do. And if there were or are others like me, they are not to be found. I’m a mix of Light and Dark. Marbled hues swirl on my body, wings, hair, and even my eyes. Aunt Katie always told me I was beautiful; a sentiment echoed by my Fae aunties, Alina, Asteria, and Aunt Isla, who is a vampire. But I have difficulty seeing it when I wish to be one color or another. And while I belong in the Glen, I would also like to belong in other places. 

I pick my way through the trees to the river, where it rushes the swiftest, near the waterfall. If anyone were to see what I do here, I’m sure they’d have what Aunt Katie calls heart attacks. But it may only be a human trait, since Fae are hearty folk and do not fall ill like many humans can and do. I stand at the precipice, peering over, and feel a thrill course through me. I only discovered I could do this when I had wanted to end my life on one particularly dark day. It was the day I discovered what others considered and viewed me as, and it pressed down and crushed my soul.   

And that day, I realized I could do much more than the other Fae here in the Glen. Now I do it for practice and to keep my muscles strong. I’m sure my mother and perhaps my father would disapprove. But Mother is at the Unseelie Court, and Father is catching up on sleep since he spent the last week walking around with Auralia in the forest, getting to know the area like she does and protecting our place from whomever might appear.  

Auralia is our Keeper of the Forest, a task she does not take lightly. She married Kyle, who is my cousin and Aunt Katie’s son. When Auralia met Kyle, she did not know what she really was. It turns out she is like Arabella, whom we call Great Grans, or Grans, since she became a grandmother to us all. She’s also a witch who used to live in the cottage where Aunt Katie now resides. Grans kept the forest safe, cultivating the magics within and, with the help of Uncle Lucas and Uncle Kaleb, kept out those who wanted to destroy the forest or take up residence there. Grans has made a name for herself in our world, but decided to live with her love, King Theodoric, and now Auralia is stepping into the role left behind. 

I like Auralia. She’s always been kind to me, and when I look at her, I see all her colors, too. And even though she is not Fae, whenever I am with her, I do not feel like the only one of me.  

I stand on the cliff edge overlooking the small pool swirling around where the waterfall pours its contents without interruption. The water fills up the pool, circles, and then heads out along its way in the meandering river below. There are small eddies on the sides where the forest animals come to drink. It is quiet here tonight, however. I glance around, then listen for a moment. All I hear is the waterfall, since I’m so close. I peer over, looking at the mist rising halfway up, hovering on the water’s breeze. I stand up tall, inhaling, filling my lungs, and holding my breath for a moment. Then I extend my wings, exhaling. 

I fold my wings back and flex one and then the other. Then, I flex them together and create a draft, lifting me a few inches before settling again. I’ve been doing this for almost two months now. I can already feel the strength in my back muscles, arms, and wings. I stretch out my wings again, then settle them back around my shoulders, snugging them around me and getting ready for my next step.

Fae wings are not the delicate little tree fairy wings; theirs are see-through and gossamer-like. No, ours are durable and resemble bat wings. However, if one is a Light Fae, the wings vary in color from pale yellow to deeper yellow-gold. If one is a Dark Fae, their wings can vary from pale gray to black. And similar to bat wings, we can ‘wear’ them like a cloak, the ends of them resting by our knees. The arm of the wing and the thumb of the wing angle down, joining the three ‘fingers’ with the webbing stretched between the segments, which not only aids in flight but also creates the wing’s flexibility. Durable and strong, this design is what allows us to bend the wings over our shoulders. And with practice, all Fae could do what I am about to do. However, most no longer use their wings like the older generations once did. Over time, it became a lost art and something I only stumbled upon while reading spellbooks. Why the Fae stopped practicing this over the last thousand generations is a mystery—one even all my reading couldn’t solve. All Fae are missing out on this exhilarating ability, or heritage we all should reclaim. 

I place my toes on the cliff’s edge, close my eyes, and breathe out. One of these days I’ll try it backward. I think I have the logistics figured out. And if I do not, I’ll either figure it out on the dive, or it will be an act I never repeat. I grimace at the thought and focus on the task at hand. I hug my wings around my shoulders. I’m getting much better at this ever since my fiasco. The episode that made me realize I wasn’t ready to leave this world, and I ended up battered but able to limp away. I didn’t hurt my wings either, so I count the entire experience a plus. Taking a deep breath, my heart quickens with anticipation.

I dive.

The air rushes up at me, tugging at my hair, and I enjoy the weightlessness and the feel of the cool air surrounding me—the wind tugging at my wings. Then, I feel the mist, my cue. I thrust out my wings, and they catch the air, jerking me up and floating me over the spray. I feel the pull of the wind and push my wings down, which allows me to hover, riding the air draft thrusting up from the force of the waterfall. Then I flap and flap above the mist and narrow my wings to dive over the water. Right when I reach the pool, I extend my wings, catching the breezes, lifting me, and gliding me to the riverbank. 

My feet hit the soft bank, and I bend my knees with the landing. I flap once more to push myself further onto dry land and slowly draw my wings in, reaching the trees. I near shout out loud to match the broad smile on my face. Triumphantly, I turn and look up at the cascade of water. My heart is thumping, and the adrenaline fires me up. Each time I do this, I hover longer, the beat of my wings holding me aloft. It is exhilarating and I could race through the forest right now. 

But I refrain. 

I stretch my wings, feeling the muscles work. They do not strain like they used to and are much stronger than even the other day. I fold my wings around my shoulders. One last look and I enter the forest to return home to the Glen. 

~
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I DETOUR OFF MY PATH after hearing a noise—not unusual in this forest. I’m not the Keeper of the Forest, but in a way, I suppose those of us who live in the Glen are all protectors. However, I’m out here now and heard it. Thanks to my family, who trained me in magics, I am not afraid. Besides, it may be Auralia out here, and I’d love to see her tonight. I walk farther into the enclave of trees, glancing off to my left. I know Uncle Kaleb’s pack lives out that way at the Lodge. To the right is the Glen, and beyond it is Uncle Lucas’ Coven. Also to the right is Aunt Katie’s cottage, but it’s closer to a road I learned is called a Country Highway. Of course, I’ve ventured to look at it, but I’ve never stepped foot away from this forest, nor do I intend to. 

A few years ago, a human felt something was off about my cousin Kyla, who is a werewolf, and twin sister to Kyle. We learned about an object called a ‘camera’ that could capture and transmit events to the human world. Worse, this man planned on doing what is called a ‘livestream,’ and wanted her to shift into her werewolf form for the world to see. This recording would allow the outside to view it however many times they wished. This would have been detrimental to our safety. It could have brought all kinds of people here, threatening our secrecy and what we have built here. 

Thankfully, Kyla’s mate Evan, Kyle, and my uncles Lucas and Kaleb, were able to rescue her; except she pretty much had it under control, save for the silver cuff around her wrist. And once Evan removed it, she shifted and scared her kidnapper—she used a word that made me giggle, and Aunt Katie frowned at her for using—even though I’ve heard similar words from Auntie before. But once she was safe in the Glen, the Aunties and Uncles devised a ruse to keep our forest safe again. 

And once the forest was secure, Kyla and Evan, along with Kyle and Auralia, all married on the same day. It was quite the wedding event. And while I watched my twin cousins marrying the loves of their lives, their joy and affection echoed in each other’s eyes; a sadness crept into my heart. Because I am the only one of me, I will never find anyone to love what I am. And while I have the love of my family, I yearn for the one who will love me for me, despite what I look like and what others may think about me. 

I pause within the trees again, hearing the faint rustle and yet unclear from where it originates. For a moment, I wonder if it is Zogork, our resident ogre. He’s toned down his forays into the forest, but he’s a fighter, a warrior, and another protector of the Glen. He is not supposed to be out this way, but he won’t stop patrolling if he senses danger in the forest. However, this doesn’t sound like him. The steps are wrong, and I am unsure of what, or who, it is. Quietly, I venture through the trees, silently thankful again for the boots I wear to muffle any sound I might make. 

Whoever it is, they are trying to be stealthy, too.

I pause again, listening. Hanging around Kyla, she has shown me how to listen—to feel the earth—and smell distinct scents within the forest that want to stay hidden. It used to be difficult. And other than the fact I do not have the nose of a werewolf; I am good at it since I practice all she has taught me. Then, when Auralia joined us, she taught me what she was learning, and we trained together. Of course, being that I am my mother’s daughter, I am quite practiced in my magics, but I cannot create a portal. I can only lend my magic to help sustain one. But I have tried to procure the dark abyss to lead me to new worlds, my imaginings taking flight. But when I only created a black window no larger than my boot size, I gave up trying. Who was I trying to fool, anyway? There is no place I can go where others will accept what I am.  

But whoever this is I am tracking smells different. It is not werewolf or vampire. It is not Fae. The smell filters through, and while I cannot place it, it carries a vague familiarity. The tree branches sway overhead, and I glance up. The moment I do, a being drops before me, shoving me back against a tree trunk. I am so startled that I fail to make a noise, and soon, a hand clamps over my mouth while the other wraps around my neck. My eyes widen, and I’m motionless for a moment, save for my erratically beating heart. 

He is dark-skinned, like the darkest points on my skin. He has no wings. His ears taper to a round-like point, shorter than most of his kind. His eyes are an interesting shade of gray, almost on the verge of being black. He has a strong jaw, his cheekbones angle like the Fae’s, leading to a strong forehead, and he has shoulder-length, black hair. And when my hands circle his arm, the one grasping my throat, I feel muscles under his dark-colored tunic. He is quite handsome, and my insides jerk in response.

He appears to be Dark Elf. 

He leans in, holding me securely, a sneer on his lips and disdain in his eyes. “Who are you, Pariah?” 

The word he uses stings worse than an orb. I am beneath him. Anger replaces instantly the immediate hurt, and I light up my palms. He catches the flash and releases me, backing up and shaking out his arm. I could have blasted him easily, but I only stung him. I roll my lips together like I can erase the feel of his hand. I keep my palms lit up, and he studies me. I ought to blast him to Fae Hell. 

“This is a protected forest,” I tell him, prepared to defend my home but unsure why he is here or from where he came. 

He scoffs. “By you? I heard you a mile away.”

I bristle. Because I was not protecting the forest, I had not tried to be quiet. But still, his disdain is bothersome, and I vow to work on being quieter when I traipse through the forest in the dark, patrolling or not. He crosses his arms and I push off the tree. The bark has rubbed my wings, and I fold them around me. I’ll have to inspect them later, but they’re likely only scratched and will heal fine. 

“I was not trying to be quiet,” I inform him. “I wanted to draw you out,” I lie. See?—I can play, too. 

He straightens up, alarm in his eyes, and darts his gaze around. He looks so comical I laugh at him, ruining the most effective way to get rid of him—and my edge. His eyes rest on me once again, and his look softens. Almost grudgingly, a slight tug at the corner of his lips quirks one side up. 

“You are alone, then?” he asks. 

Kyla always told me females shouldn’t say they are alone. 

“Of course not.” I am Fae and powerful in my own right and have no need of the lie, but I do it anyway because he should not be here. When he glances around again, I barely keep the smile from my lips. “But even if I were not, I would not need the help.”

He considers my words for a moment, looking at his sleeve. “No, it seems not.” He straightens the cloth out to his wrist. 

I flush at the unintended compliment and then get a hold of myself. “You should leave this place,” I warn. “It’s protected, and quite possibly, they know you are here already.” And if they catch him near me, I’m sure they will harm him first and question later. Maybe he thinks I’m a Pariah, but here I am not. I am part of the Glen. 

“Who?” he dares the question and glances around.

“The werewolves and the vampires.” I blink at his laugh. It is quite mirthful. “They are much more formidable than you may believe,” I inform him, coming to the defense of my relatives and scowling at him. 

True, they lack a magical ability, but they can take the hits of the Fae, healing rapidly. If they reach one of us, well, I heard the story of Uncle Kaleb ripping a Dark Fae in half when he saved Aunt Katie from Alberich, the Dark Fae who kidnapped her and married her. And a werewolf is powerful indeed, to rip another being in half. 

He narrows his eyes at me. “Then why are you here?” he challenges. 

I open my mouth, then shut it. Why indeed? What do I say? What do I tell him? This forest is supposed to be a secret, and he is a stranger.

“You live here?” he asks before I can answer. “Alone in the forest?” His tone softens, and he looks around again. A flash of pity crosses his features. “You are alone?” he asks again. 

I suppose, in many ways, I am. “I have a special... understanding with the protectors of the forest,” I say instead. It’s not entirely a lie. But he is a stranger and I’m not about to spill secrets. Nor should I.

He crosses his arms and looks me over again, before nodding in understanding. “Tell me something,” he says. “What is your name?”

“What is yours?” I ask immediately. He is quite forward, and I am more intrigued with him than annoyed at his direct manner. 

He grins, a flash of white teeth. “I asked you first,” he dares, waiting. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
ildren of the Glen, Book Three

—~<29Qc—

- TL. HUMPHREY

‘ ‘-





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





