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      Willow has dreamed of him each night when her eyelids slip shut. They’ve walked hand-in-hand through their dream state. They were already friends, half in love, when her ascension day came. Unlike her elder sisters before her, something monumental and earth-shattering happened upon her ascent. Gaia had a piece of the prophecy hidden from all seers. The coven was taken by surprise. What was revealed changed everything. But their travels on their mating night bring them unforeseen adventures and they meet an unknown kind. New friends and new allies emerge.

      Osirus grew up the third son of a prominent Fae family. His parents rule the Novus kingdom with firm, yet kindhearted hands. When he was fortuitously pulled into the Aetherworld, it was a shock to his eternal being. Dream walking was only gifted to powerful wizards, seers, and healing elders—those who seek guidance from other paranormals, so they may guide the numerous realms’ leaders—an aptitude neither Willow nor Osirus should be capable of possessing. Meeting her reveals his life’s predestined course.

      The mighty battle draws close, but with these new prophecy revelations, the sisters can’t help but fear how truly powerful Dora has become. The question still lies. Are the ravens, along with the allies they’ve acquired along the way, powerful enough to defeat their villainous aunt?
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        Aetherworld - other world

        Idhrinns - equivalent to two calendar months on Willow’s earthly timeline

        Other - My chosen

        Lúmëa - Hour

        Hína - Small Child

        Mae Govannen - Has many meanings depending on how it’s paraphrased.

        Alassëa - Happy

        Suilië - Greetings

        Amal - Mother

        Seldë - My Child

        Návatar or Atar - Father

        Winicë - Baby

        Cundu - Prince

        Ammë - Mother

        Hinyë – Little One

        Angulócë– Dragon

        Nettë - Daughter

        Asta - Month
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        WILLOW

      

      

      As excited as I am about my newest niece’s arrival, I can’t help the terror that is constantly strumming through me f rom the warning my aunt gave to us during the end-of-life ceremony for Darius’s parents.

      I didn’t get the third mate, but the fourth will not make it to you. I have always been an independent person, never the type of girl who sat back and giggled over the prospect of my future mate.

      But now that I know about him, have spoken to him as we walk, and have gotten to know one another in my dreams, the thought of something life-threatening happening to him has me entirely wrecked.

      Dora’s threat, warning, whatever you want to call it, constantly plays on a repeated loop in my mind, whether I’m awake or asleep. It’s ever present.

      Leave it to me, that as the last unmated sister, I might end up not getting my happily ever after like my siblings were blessed with.

      My throat is impeded by fear, to the point that I’ve become fairly mute, allowing the daily happenings to go on around me as if all is good in my world. I do all of this by keeping my lips sealed, refusing to add my worrisome life woes to the daily calendar.

      It’s the only contribution to the daily agenda I’m capable of, in control of—which I know has my family walking on fragile eggshells around me. Admittedly, that’s not our usual way. We’re not known for pussyfooting around one another. We’re all earnestly shameless, reverently headstrong, and devoutly fearless when it comes to sharing our feelings of or with one another.

      As sleep creeps up on me and tries to pull me into the darkness, I can’t help but wonder if I’ll be meeting up with my mate in the dream world. He’s been coming to me for months now, ever since the night we came home from Darius’s family packlands. The initial introduction in our dream state was awkward, but after we moved past that, it’s as if I’ve known Osirus my entire life.

      He’s effortless to talk to. He puts me at ease more than anyone else in my life has accomplished. He understands my life’s troublesome misfortunes, the things that make me apprehensive—the strain I feel to be flawless from not only my impeccable sisters, my courageous cousins, but from the coven elders, as well as my overbearing grandmother, and protective parents.

      They want me to be just like my older three siblings; the problem is—I’m me. I happen to be exponentially more on the free-spirited side than they are. I’m a fly-by-the-seat-of-my-pants kind of gal. I take things as they come and roll with the punches. I’m nowhere close to as serious as any of them are, with my studies or with my life. It drives my mother and grandmother to the point of insanity.

      I feel trapped here, like I can’t breathe. I love my family to pieces, but I don’t plan on spending the rest of my life bowing down to anyone.

      Even them.

      If they can’t learn to accept me as I am, I’ll have no other choice but to leave and find some place where I am wholeheartedly acknowledged as an individual, not one of the prophesied four. I need leeway to spread my wings and candidly soar in the breeze.

      With all the weight placed on my shoulders from my household, I fear I’ll eventually break, crumble into fractured particles.

      Osirus too is the youngest born and has had some of the same issues with his older male siblings as I’ve had with my sisters. We are always compared to them, ordered to follow in their glowing footsteps.

      When will we be appreciated as ourselves?

      Valued for the pieces we use to fill in the empty void.

      When will they all open their eyes and see we are beneficial?

      We have useful ideas and know techniques that’ll enhance our impending war, but as the youngest, we’re pushed to the side and patted on the head like cute toddlers who’ve yet to learn what’s right and what’s wrong.

      It’s a tall order to live up to, and I’m not sure I’ll live long enough in this dimension to accomplish that feat. Not while keeping myself intact without turning into someone who eventually I won’t appreciate—or want to accept.

      My mind drifts back to Osirus and away from these gloomy views. I’ve always believed that Faes were short and cherub-like, but Osirus is nothing of the sort. He is well over six-feet tall, with long golden blond hair that hangs in rivulets down his back, and possesses the physique of a long-distance swimmer.

      We fit together well, actually. Like two peas in a cocooned pod. Snug as a bug in the rug. I could go for hours on end with the analogies, comparing how I feel about the two of us.

      Not that we’ve done anything nefarious or inappropriate in our dreamscape. I willingly admit that during our nightly escapes, we walk side by side as if we’ve already blissfully united.

      It’s come to my astute, perceptive attention that I barely come to his shoulder. A smile spreads along my face as I face-plant into my bed and close my eyes.

      Sleep claims me quickly. Thank you, Gaia.
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      “So, we meet again,” he mirthfully teases as soon as my otherworldly body shimmers into solid subsistence.

      Thankfully, on this specter plane, my appearance is firmly stable. I’d be bummed if I popped up as a listless spirit, unable to feel Osirus’s hand in my own as we walk through the grassy fields.

      “I was hoping you would be here tonight,” I confess. A smile spread from one cheek to the other as joy infuses my soul.

      He’s so damned handsome, I can’t believe he’s all mine.

      “Are you well, my Willow?” he asks in concern, reading my emotions as well as my body’s expressions. It’s like I’m an open book he can easily translate.

      An unfiltered, exasperated sigh escapes me.

      Taking a brief second to compose my thoughts, I then answer him, “Not really. I mean, my sister had her baby, so that’s exciting, of course.”

      I snicker, thinking about how out of sorts Christian has been since his hellhound is now obviously attached and dedicated to little Meadow. He doesn’t stray far from the baby’s side, unless Stephanie, Darius’s youngest sister, is around—then, he follows behind her like a stray, tongue-lolling puppy.

      “The babe and your sister. Are they unwell? Is that the basis for your troublesome suffering?” Osirus’s face is scrunched in apprehension. His drawn facial features show his uncertainty when it comes to my emotional edginess.

      In my mind, I’m comparing his perplexed confusion to a Ping-Pong ball wistfully bouncing off walls. He’s shaky on how this conversation should proceed. To me, it’s bewildering how well I’ve already come to understand his wayward thoughts. One would believe we’d need to know each other on a more personal level, and for a longer period of time for this to occur.

      That’s the blessed glory of a magical union. Your soul recognizes the other and is immediately connected on a higher, more spiritual level.

      “They’re both fine, Osirus. No, it has to do with me. Actually, you as well. When we were attending Darius’s parents’ funeral, my aunt, the one I’ve previously told you about, issued a threat that basically said she would find a way to keep you from coming for me.” I chew on my bottom lip to steady it once it begins to wobble.

      “That most certainly will not happen,” he firmly decrees, as if his words are conclusive and sacred. “If Mother Earth has deemed us to be fated mates, she will not allow another to interfere.”

      “My aunt cares nothing for her heritage. I know I’ve explained that once I ascend, my powers will increase significantly as I am the fourth one of the chosen to ascend. She wishes to keep that from happening and I’m worried that somehow she will manage that feat.” My doubt has my chest bubbling in sadness.

      “We will be well, Willow. Trust in me. I will not allow anyone to keep us apart. Once you call out for me, I will be by your side in an instance,” he professes with finality, demonstrating no worries whatsoever.

      “I’ll always trust you, Osirus,” I fiercely emphasize, not wanting him to believe I find him lacking in any way.

      “Then it shall be. Have patience, Willow, all will happen as it has been foreseen.”

      
        
        OSIRUS

      

      

      I’m jolted awake from my pleasant Aetherworld, where I was conversing with my mate, when my brother, Cosmo, violently shakes me. He’s one step older than me, only by a few idhrinns—or years, as the humans say.

      “What is the urgency, Cosmo? I was having a wonderful dream.” I don’t dare tell them I’ve met my future mate while sleeping.

      They’d relentlessly tease me if not become somewhat concerned for my mental well-being. The way Willow and I have come together in the evenings, while slumbering, has never been done before, without forethought and consideration from Mother Earth. I’ve concluded this is possible due to her witchy lineage.

      No need to make my elder brothers jealous that they’ve been unsuccessful in their endless searching for finding their other, our definition of a mate, when mine came calling with no dramatic fanfare. Well, outside of those daft aunts of hers.

      According to Willow, I’ll be fighting at her side as soon as the time comes for the impending showdown. Something she, as well as her sisters, have been training for all of their lives.

      It’s a good thing I’ve been trained for battle. As the prince, last in the line of royal successors to sit on the throne and rule the masses of our kingdom—it’s my honorable obligation to help lead Faes in time of war.

      As the youngest of three, my eldest brother, Nyx, traditionally should be mated well before me. Then Cosmo should be next in the lineup, and then me—last as always in the line of significance. It’s going to cause a fracture in our family structure. When it comes to light that I’ll be the one who first binds themselves to their other, emotional impulses are going to supersede our logical senses.

      My father, King Trevan, has ruled the Novus kingdom for a hundred and three idhrinns. With my mother, Queen Clover, at his side as his entrusted ruling second. If he’s not around, she makes all final decisions concerning the welfare of our people.

      My father is a good king, a fair man and ruler, but I concede this situation is going to give him pause and cause some concern. My mother has always been a fixer, refereeing between the three of her boys, easing a path of truce for us to renew and strengthen our brotherly bonds. In this instance, there’s nothing here that needs mending.

      I will never easily give up my predestined other. She was chosen for me as I was for her. I will fight for her, for us, until my last dying breath.

      “Come, Osirus. Father has issued an irrefutable request seeking our audience, promptly.” Cosmo answers my previously spoken question. “You slept straight through the pesky jingling bells in your sleeping quarters. I’m still wondering how you managed that feat. Those chimes are loud and irksome to my sensitive eardrums. They woke me up, and I partook in some fairy juice last eve at the már with the royal guards.” He’s awfully chipper for someone who drank spirits and most likely didn’t crawl into bed until a few lúmëa’s ago—hours ago.

      I really must start getting used to speaking English instead of Elvish. Willow doesn’t understand a word that leaves my mouth when I accidentally revert to my inherited language. Although, it’s usually in my mind and not verbalized, but sometimes I do slip and insert a word here and there.

      I grew up speaking both dialects fluently. Our kingdom primarily uses English, but the older generation doesn’t want our linguistics to be forgotten by the future generation.

      “Alright, I’m coming,” I confirm as I stand up and stretch to accommodate my tight tendons and stiff muscles.

      Snapping my fingers, I’m magically cleansed and dressed to face the upcoming day. It’s quicker than doing things the old-fashioned way.

      Plus, I’m still a little afraid of my father, even if I am twenty-four years of age.
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        OSIRUS

      

      

      When I make it into our family’s private living quarters, I make sure to walk to my mother and give her a proper hello. After brushing my lips across her cheek, never lingering because that’s considered inappropriate, I walk over to my designated chair and have a seat. When my brothers finish with the appropriate protocol themselves, they, too, take their seats, which are set up in our birth order.

      My father clears his throat in order to ensure that he has our undivided attention. This is an all-hands-on-deck scenario. There are a few times I’ve felt like saluting him as I’ve seen done in the human films.

      The three of us sit uneasily as we wait and ponder about what it is that’s paramount. We were all dragged from our beds, where I was abruptly pulled from my Willow. I didn’t even get to tell her farewell, seeing as I was rudely awoken.

      “Osirus, do you recall the story I’ve shared numerous times with you boys about one of my special abilities?” Father starts off, staring me dead on, all but daring me with his look to disagree in any capacity with him.

      I argued once that this gift was historically not one provided to the Fae race. It’s a darker power, one traditionally infused into shadow wizards. My father exudes everything light and serene.

      “I do, Father. Yes,” I answer, instead of arguing as usual. He appears to be in a sour mood; therefore, I hold my witty tongue.

      “Then you’re aware that when someone walks in the Aetherworld, I’m receptive to their separation from our Fae plane?” he asks, his question coming across as perturbed.

      It’s not like I purposefully travel from my bodily being and seek entrance to the other realm. How can I be responsible for what I do when I’m asleep?

      “Father—” I find myself interrupted before I can concoct a story that he’ll believe without any further questioning.

      “Do not allay or attempt to pacify me in any way, son. I want to know why it is that you’re leaving your physical form and traveling to another dimension. Don’t tell me any wild made-up fairy tales either. Straight to the point, choose your words wisely, and spare me anything but the truth.”

      “My advice to you, son, would be to not mitigate your words, Osirus,” Mother wisely suggests. “Your father is not in any mood to have you hold your tongue.”

      “Listen to your mother, she’s being sensible.” Father leaves out the and you’re not part from his sentence.

      Problem is that I know he struggles with not blasting the ridicule and making me feel childlike. This is the reason why I usually falsify some of my activities. I hate feeling demeaned and unworthy of adult status.

      “A few weeks past, I was sleeping peacefully when I was involuntarily jerked into the sleep-state realm. I did not do this myself, Father, it was witchcraft.”

      “Whose magic is powerful enough to break through my shields and pull my boy into their dimension?” He’s acting all huffy and puffy, which has me on the verge of laughter, but I succeed at holding off.

      Yet I cannot tell if it’s his pride that’s been wounded or if he’s actually fearful for my unsupervised safety.

      “It’s unsanctioned by me, as the king, and illegal in the paranormal community to enter someone’s mind in this manner. I will have this person beheaded and mount it like a trophy on a spike for all to see. This is treasonous!”

      My anger flares when I visualize my Willow displayed in such a grotesque fashion.

      “No. You will never lay a finger on her!” I shout as I stand up without previous permission, something that is seen as a no-no in our household. That doesn’t matter to me whatsoever.

      What’s essential to me at this time is that he just backhandedly threatened the life of my other. My chosen.

      “You will not, cannot, touch her. She’s mine, handpicked for me by Mother Earth.” My body violently shakes as I boldly holler in defense of what’s mine.

      “Osirus, what has gotten into you, my child?” Mother asks, her tone and facial expression aghast, as Cosmo and Nyx rush from their seats in order to place their bodies between Father and me. Cosmo has his hands placed firmly on my shoulders as he works hard to get me to look at him and not our father.

      Father looks angry, confused, and if I’m being honest, I swear there’s hurt laced on his face as well. He brushes Nyx’s outward hands from his path as he slowly begins making his way closer to me.

      My resolve stays solid, never wavering, even as he encroaches on where I stand. I must come across to him as a wounded animal.

      He’s slowed his steps and rate of speed he’s moving—faster than an overweight slug but slower than a broken-shelled beetle.

      I gnash my teeth at him as he reaches out and places his palm featherlike on my straining forearm. It’s an affectionate gesture instead of that from a raging king who recently called for my woman’s head to be transfixed on a wooden spear.

      I’ve never been so worked up, ready to lay into my father in all of my lifetime.

      I’ve always excelled at guarding my tumultuous emotions, but this time, I find that trait to emerge lacking.

      “Please talk to us. We’re your family, Osirus. Let us guide you and assist you with whatever it is that’s happening to you.” Father’s voice is low, tuned as he tries to bargain with me, wanting me to consider giving up my defiant attitude and granting his wishes.

      “You can’t hurt her.” My chest is heaving with exertion as I snarl out the words. “She is my predestined other, my chosen.” I slam my pointer finger into my chest, expressing my earlier internal thoughts out loud so that he’ll understand who Willow is to me. “Mother Earth gave her to me and you can’t take her away.”

      “If she’s yours, where is she? Why is she not here by your side at this very moment?” Nyx asks, his volume barely above a whisper as he speaks. Which is why I take no offense to his in-depth curiosity.

      He’s not trying to be malicious, he’s inquisitive, which I can understand. I’d be the same way if our roles were reversed.

      “She cannot come to me until she ascends,” I confess, my words labored.

      I want her here just as much as they do. Our tradition firmly states, as well as is written in our laws, that for the first year of our coupling union, we are to live here at the castle with my parents.

      Fae time speeds by quickly compared to other domains. Our idhrinn—our year—is equivalent to two calendar months on Willow’s earthly timeline.

      She doesn’t come into her inclusive power for a week from now, her date, but it’s only a few short hours for me. I had planned on speaking with Mother first this eve after we broke our hunger, but it looks as if I’m being forced to share this information as a family unit with them now instead of independently.

      My head hangs in defeat when discombobulated feelings flow through me. I won’t be allowed to sequester myself within the confines of my sanctuary, my bedchamber, to prepare myself for their onslaught of repetitive inquests. My mental stability may be questionable when the evening concludes.

      “When can we expect to meet our daughter-to-be, Osirus?” Mother’s excitement becomes my focal point. She’s always dreamed of the day that we’d settle down and give her daughters to spoil rotten, then top that off with grandchildren for her to steal. She calls it child sitting and rearing. I call it intended thievery.

      “From what Willow has shared with me, after her ascension, magic will draw us together like two magnets being electromagnetically attracted. Neither of us will be able to resist the pull. We’re unaware of how this will play out. Our traditions and families are different in their convictions and certified mandates. I’ll either be miraculously whisked to her, or she’ll be spelled here. Mother Earth is in charge of our fates and will be the one who decides.”

      The continuance of our conversation, which spans throughout the rest of the night and well into early morning, is more comfortable than I’d presumed it’d be. I tell them everything, ripping off the Band-Aid, as Willow likes to say, and laying it all out on the table.

      Her aunts, the prophecy, how I’m foreseen to be involved by their seer.

      They show an invested interest in not being left out when the day arises that blood will be shed. Considering that we are trained as warriors, this isn’t the least bit surprising to me.

      I honestly feared they’d be appalled that my intended bride is a powerful witch, but they don’t seem to be bothered by it in the least. When I share what her brothers-of-law are, their eyes widen, not in fear, but in enthusiasm.

      A demon, a vampire, and a wolf. Hybrid children—that one still has me in a state of shock, not only due to their easy conception, but because of their mysterious genetics and specialties they already show signs of.

      These children will be feared throughout all the lands.

      My shoulders straighten when realization hits me out of the blue, that I’ll be one of the adults responsible for their mental and emotional well-being. On top of that discovery, I vow to be their armored shield. The person who takes it upon himself to stand sentry before them and guarantees their physical protection against all outside threats, both supernatural and human alike. If our secret existence were to ever be uncovered and revealed to the public at large, the children would be in more imminent danger than any of us would be.

      Thank Mother Earth that Faes wield strong magic ourselves. My utmost powerful one is the gift of ability enhancement. My mere existence will augment the others’ powers, elevating them to a new level. Anyone who attacks them will experience what it’s like to face a supernova discharge.
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FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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