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Just a couple of things before I let you go and get your read on. While I am doing my best to work with better editing and proofreading software, all my books are solo, independent works. I write my books, proofread my books, edit my books, create the covers, etc. I have one beta who gives me feedback on my stories, but other than that, all my books are independent projects.

That being said, I apologize, in advance, for the typos, grammar inconsistencies, or any other mistakes I may make. Since writing is strictly a hobby for me, I haven’t looked into commitments in regard to publishers, editors, etc. My hope is that my stories are enjoyable enough that a few mistakes, here and there, can be overlooked. However, if you’re a stickler for grammar, my books are probably not for you.

Also, I am an avid reader-I mean an AVID reader. I love to read above any other hobby. However, the only downside to my reading obsession is when I fall in love with a series, but I have to wait for the additional books to come out. So, because I feel that disappointment down to my soul, when I started publishing my works, I vowed to publish all books in my series all at once. No waiting here...LOL. Now, the exception to that will be if enough readers request additional stories based off the standalone, such as in Facing the Enemy. At that point, if I decide to move forward with a requested series, I will make sure all additional books are available all at once. As much as this is a hobby for me, I am writing these books for all of you, as well as myself.

Thank you for everything!
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I really appreciate you reading my book, and I would love to hear from you! Now, unfortunately, because I do have a full-time job and one part-time job, plus a family that I love spending time with, I’m not very active on social media. However, for the sites I do participate in, here are my social media coordinates:
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For everyone that believes in the idea of magic and love.
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The Rýkr Clan

Stallard – Valiant

Eamon – rich protector

Lesedi – woman of light

Neve – island paradise

Neve – bright or snowy

Keenstone – King’s Field

Astra – star or divine strength

Calliope – beautiful voice

Easton – mythical beast

Easton – magical power
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I was so frightened that my heart was threatening to beat out of my chest. However, there was nothing to be done about it now. The wheels had been set in motion, and there was no stopping it now, even if they killed me.

As I fled, I reminded myself that their freedom would be worth my death if it came down to that. Happiness had a price, and it was one that I was willing to pay for the chance to change things. I’d been presented with the opportunity to break the cycle, and I was going to take it, no matter what.

The cold night air was beginning to seep into my bones, but my adrenalin was working overtime to keep me warm enough. I only had a few more miles to go, and then I’d be free.

They’d be free.

Moving along, I tried my best to ignore the crying, but it was hard. I knew those faint echoes of wailing could tip someone off at any time, and the farther that we drove away, the more piercing they became.

However, the babies in the basket, the ones that were perched in the backseat, they were quiet as could be, and the maternal part of me still felt regret over drugging them, no matter how small the amount of elixir had been. Still, there’d been no help for it. I couldn’t risk their additional cries alerting someone to my plan.

I swallowed the lump in my throat as I realized that I was never going to see them again after just a few short minutes more. They were going to be granted their freedom, and because I’d never be granted mine, I was never going to see those precious babies ever again.

When this plan had started forming in my mind a year ago, I had contemplated going with them. I had entertained the idea of all of us being together in a place where we’d be happy. A place where we’d be safe, and they would want for nothing. At the time, it had been a real possibility. Or it’d had been until it had been announced who they were going to be bound to.

That had changed everything.

I knew that they’d stop at nothing to find the girls, and it’d be too easy to find them with me still in the picture versus setting them free altogether. So, I’d made the biggest sacrifice that a mother could make in order to save her children.

Finally, driving up the abandoned dirt road, I turned off all the lights to the used truck, then pulled up under an old willow tree, doing my best to hide the truck. As soon as I turned off the ignition, I turned in my seat, then stretched across the medium to check on the girls. I pulled back the blanket, and they were still sleeping peacefully, cuddled together, beautiful opposites.

Covering them back up, I climbed out of the truck, anxiousness threatening my balance. Then, when I saw a pair of headlights making their way up the road, I feared that I was going to pass out. In the back of my head, the cries were getting louder, and I knew that it was only a matter of time before someone went to check on their uncontrollable wailing.

Tears erupted when I saw a man get out of the driver’s side door, a woman following immediately on the other side. They looked as frightened as I felt, but I had no time to reassure them. Time was of the essence, and if I didn’t hurry this along, I’d never be able to go through with it.

The couple approached me, and then the husband said, “Pulled from a junkyard just like you instructed.”

I nodded. “Everything they need is in the truck.”

He walked around me to go get everything that would be needed from the truck, and the wife walked up to me, taking my hands in hers. We’d never exchanged names because the less that I knew, the better for when I was questioned, because I knew that I’d be questioned.

“I...I swear to you, we will do right by your girls,” she promised. “We’ll guard them always.”

I didn’t comment or move when she walked past me to get the basket from the backseat of the truck. It wasn’t until everything had been transferred that I remembered the book. I rushed to grab it, then raced over to the car. The husband rolled down the window, automatically taking the book from my hands.

Unable to look in the backseat where the wife was now sitting, cradling the basket in her arms, I told him, “On their eighteenth birthday, you give that to them. Promise me.” He nodded. “Everything you need to know about them is in that book.”

“I just want to say-”

I turned, then fled back to the truck. I didn’t want to hear it.

I couldn’t.

I needed to get away before I changed my mind.

Before the distant cries drove me mad.
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Chapter 1
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Neve – (Six-Years-Old)~

“Daddy! Daddy!” I yelled, running into the backyard where I knew that he was fixing the porch swing that we had in the yard.

He stopped what he was doing, then turned to smile at me. “What is it, honey?”

I stopped running when I was standing in front of him. “Daddy, look.”

“What am I looking at, Neve.”

“My eyes,” I said, happy that I could do something new.

When I heard Daddy’s brain saying something about The Lord, I felt my eyes change to the white color that I saw in the mirror.

Daddy got lower, then he put his hands on my arms. “Neve, honey, they only do that when you’re doing that thing you’re not supposed to.”

“When I can hear people’s brains, right?” Sometimes I could hear people’s brains talking, even if the people weren’t moving their lips.

Daddy nodded. “And what did we say about you hearing people’s brains?”

“That it’s rude to listen to people’s brains,” I said, happy that I remembered. Momma and Daddy were always telling me not to peek inside people’s brains. I tried not to, but it was hard to stop myself sometimes.

“And since your eyes change colors when you do, you need to be careful not to do it, Neve,” Daddy said. “You don’t want to get in trouble, do you?”

I shook my head. “No.” I hated getting in trouble. It wasn’t fun.

“Remember, it’s a secret.”

“I know. Just like Avalon’s secret.”

Daddy smiled. “Just like Avalon’s secret.”

“Can I tell my friends when I get bigger?”

“No,” Daddy said. “No one must ever know, Neve. If you tell anyone, your sister will get in trouble, too.” He rubbed his hands up, then down my arms. “You don’t want Avalon getting in trouble, do you?”

I shook my head again. “No, Daddy.”

“That’s a good girl.”

I didn’t want anyone getting in trouble.

*****
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Easton – (Six-Years-Old)~

“Do Griffin’s eyes change colors, too?”

Mom looked at me like I was in trouble, but I’d been good today. “Yes. However, they only change when you’re working your powers, Easton. So, I’ll know if you’re trying to play someone.”

“What’s wrong with playing with someone,” I asked. “That’s what friends do, Mom.”

“Not play with, play,” she said, but I still didn’t know what she was talking about.

“I’m not playing with anyone,” I told her.

Mom sat down next to me on the library couch. She was teaching me about clouds. They taught us a lot of things in school, but Mom would teach us other stuff sometimes. She wasn’t like our teacher at school, but she was still smart.

“Easton, the powers you have cannot be used on everyone,” she said. “You know that, right?”

I shook my head. “No.”

Mom let out a big breath. “The things you can do, you can’t do them to me, your father, or your brother,” she said. “Our blood runs too thickly.”

“What does that mean?” I looked at my arms to see if I cut myself, but I didn’t see any blood.

“It just means that I’ll notice when your eyes change, and I’ll know you’re trying to fool someone.”

“So...no fooling anyone?”

“Not right now, son,” she said. “Not until you’re older and know how to handle your gifts.”

“I don’t have any presents.”

“Not those kinds of gifts,” she said, sounding a little upset.

“Do you mean my superpowers?” Me and Griffin had superpowers.

“Yes,” she said. “Your superpowers.”

“So, when I’m big, I can use them on everyone but you, Dad, and Griffin?”

“Yes, and...well, possibly, one other person.”

“Who?”

“That can wait, Easton,” she said. “Let’s get back to work.”
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Chapter 2
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Neve – (Ten-Years-Old)~

“He’s so cute, Mom,” I said. “Do you think he might want to be my boyfriend one day?”

Mom stopped pulling at the weeds in our garden in the backyard. “Neve, honey, I think you’re a little too young to be thinking about boyfriends. You’re only ten.”

“Kasey Stevens said Ryan Hughes is her boyfriend,” I told her. “And she’s my age.”

Mom patted the ground next to her. “Sit down, sweetie.”

I took my work gloves off, then sat down next to her. I liked helping Mom in her garden. It was a small garden, but it always had the prettiest flowers. Sometimes, she would pick a really pretty one to put in my hair.

“Neve, I think Kasey Stevens probably has a crush on Ryan Hughes,” she said. “I don’t think he’s really her boyfriend. You kids are too young to be thinking of boyfriends and girlfriends.”

“When do you think I can have a boyfriend?”

“Knowing your dad, you girls will probably have to be sixteen before he lets you have a boyfriend.”

I could feel my eyes go big. “But...that’s six years, Mom.”

“Well, I think you might also have a small crush, Neve,” she said. “I don’t think you’re old enough for it to be anything more.”

“How will I know the difference?”

“You say this boy, David, is cute, but is that all? I mean, do you feel anything else? Like do you feel happy to see him?”

I shrugged. “No,” I said, telling her the truth. “I don’t feel anything when I see him.”

She smiled a little. “Then why do you think you like him?”

“Because he’s the cutest boy at our school,” I told her. “All the girls like him, so I should, too.”

“Oh, Neve, honey, it doesn’t work that way,” Mom said. “Looks aren’t a reason to like someone.”

“I’m never going to have a boyfriend,” I grumbled.

“You will, honey,” she said. “One day.”

I didn’t believe her.

*****
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Easton (Ten-Years-Old)~

“Where’s your partner?”

I grabbed the basketball before it hit Daphne Hill in the face. We were at school in gym class, and she should be with the girls, not the boys. “What?”

“Where’s your partner?”

I tucked the basketball under my arm. “My partner for what?”

“Most everyone in Rýkr has a best friend,” she said. “Where’s yours?”

“Griffin’s my best friend,” I told her.

She stepped closer to me. “It has to be a girl, dummy,” she said.

“No, it doesn’t.”

I’d seen a lot of guys and girls playing together, but Mom or Dad had never said anything about me and Griffin needing girl best friends.

“I don’t have a best friend yet,” she said, ignoring me. “I can be your best friend.”

I didn’t want Daphne Hill as my best friend. “If you don’t have a best friend, then I don’t need one, either.”

She reached out, then grabbed my hand. “But you’re a prince,” she said. “You would be the best kind of friend to have.”

My chest felt warm, and I could feel my heart push against the heat.

I didn’t like it.

I pulled my hand away. “Don’t ever touch me again.”

She looked like she wanted to cry. “I just want to be your friend.”

“You can be my friend without touching me,” I told her because I didn’t like to see girls cry. “But you can’t be my best friend. Griffin is my best friend.”

“That doesn’t count,” she pouted. “He’s your brother.”

She was making me mad. “Stay away from me, Daphne.”

“I’m going to tell your mother,” she cried before she ran away to get me in trouble, but that was okay because the burning in my chest was gone now.
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Chapter 3
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Neve – (Fourteen-Years-Old)~

We were holding hands, and I didn’t like it. It felt like there was a weight on my chest. I felt like I couldn’t breathe, and my heart ached a little.

Still, I was determined to get through this.

I was determined to fix whatever was wrong with me because I knew that something had to be wrong with me. Even though Avalon was sure that it had something to do with...with our abilities, I wasn’t so convinced.

It also couldn’t be that I liked girls because I didn’t. At least, not in that way. I’d seen a lot of pretty girls, but I’d never wanted any of them to be more than my friend. I didn’t think of girls and think of anything more than friendship, but I thought those things when I looked at certain boys.

It also didn’t matter that Dad wouldn’t let us date yet. I wanted to be ready for when I would finally be able to have a boyfriend. I wanted to fix whatever was wrong before I turned sixteen. I wanted to make sure that nothing was truly wrong with me.

Still, I didn’t like this.

Toby Dawson was holding my hand, and it didn’t feel special, friendly, or right. It felt like I was holding the wrong hand, but that didn’t make any sense. Toby was gorgeous, and all the girls liked him. He was also nice, so there was no reason that I shouldn’t be happy that he was holding my hand, but I wasn’t.

“Would it be okay if I kissed you,” Toby asked.

I got nervous because this would be my first kiss, and I looked around to make sure that no one was looking. “Okay,” I whispered.

We were hidden underneath the stadium bleachers because he’d come to see cheerleader tryouts, and I’d been trying out for the freshman squad next year.

Toby let go of my hand, then he brought both his hands to my face before he leaned in to kiss me. I kissed him back, and when he slid his tongue inside my mouth, everything seemed to stop.

It felt like my heart was breaking.

It felt awful.

*****
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Easton – (Fourteen-Years-Old)~

I didn’t know how to quit being mad at everyone. I was mad at Griffin for not doing this with me, mad at Mom for not saying anything to us all these years, and I was really fucking pissed at Dad for the way that he was playing with our lives.

He’d had no right.

As the Rýkr King, he thought that he could just do whatever the hell he wanted with no thought to what it would do to his sons. Our lives had been messed with, and our futures were up in the air, and I didn’t understand how that was okay.

I stared down at Holly and was determined to get through this. Dad had been so confident that his little experiment was going to work that I was determined to make sure that it didn’t. I wanted to mess this all up for him; I wanted to mess it up for everyone.

I was so fucking angry.

Nonetheless, I hated the way that Holly felt in my arms. I hated the smell of her perfume. I hated the way that her hands moved over my chest. I hated the way that my heart hurt and the way that my lungs strained every single time that she touched me or that I touched her.

Still, it wasn’t killing me.

At least, not yet.

Holly was sixteen and hadn’t been bonded to anyone yet. She also didn’t care that I was only fourteen because I was a Keenstone Prince. She was hoping for a commitment, but it wouldn’t be a problem to make that feeling go away once we were done here. That was one of the perks of being able to manipulate people’s emotions.

“I’m going to make you feel so good, Easton,” she said as I watched her get down on her knees.

My brain kept screaming at me to push her away, but my anger was forcing me not to. My anger was probably going to lead me to the biggest regret of my life, but I didn’t care.

Fuck Dad.
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Chapter 4
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Neve~

I didn’t care that Avalon and Griffin were happy.

I mean, I was happy for my sister, but that didn’t mean that I was ready or even wanted to follow suit. I didn’t like the idea of not having a say in how my life turned out. I didn’t like feeling like I’d been reduced to a puppet on someone else’s strings. Even though I’d known that we’d been different all my life, that still didn’t mean that I didn’t want more from the world than what I’d been pinned to.

There was also the fact that Griffin Keenstone wasn’t an asshole like his fraternal twin. Griffin was very much like Avalon in that they both didn’t push against the grain much. Both logical in nature, they dealt with facts rather than emotion, and they were happy with dealing with what they could control while doing their best to understand what couldn’t be. In fact, they were actually perfect for each other.

I also couldn’t ignore the smidge of jealousy that appeared every now and again when I saw Griffin with Avalon. It’d only been a weekend since Avalon had made the decision to make things work with Griffin, and he’d come over Friday, Saturday, and today, and the boy seemed completely taken with Avalon. He’d been gracious about answering whatever questions that we had, but there was only so much that he could tell us about Rýkr and our ancestors. Something told me that, for me and Avalon to get any real answers to this clusterfuck, then we were going to have to visit Rýkr, and that just wasn’t anything that I wanted to do right now.

Because. I. Was. Pissed.

I wasn’t sure how Rýkr royalty worked, but I knew how every other monarchy worked in the world, and I was pretty sure that you couldn’t just walk up to a king and cuss him out for messing up your life. Besides, even if it wasn’t illegal to cuss out a king, my ability to read people’s minds probably didn’t measure up to whatever special gifts that he might possess. He was a king, for Christ’s sakes. He probably had all the best ones. Plus, the fact that Rýkr royalty had more than one gift told me that I’d probably lose if it came down to a battle of the superpowers.
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