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Laugh

As much as you breathe

And

Love

As long as you

Live

~ Author unknown
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Abigail Reynolds has instilled fear in most for centuries. After being alone for years, she decides she wants what she’s seen in her Crystals all to herself. What happens when that decision is taken away?

An unlikely ally will step forward and help her in ways she never that possible.

Tilda Fairest’s willingness to aid the enemy yields an opportunity no one could’ve seen coming.

The witch and fairy embark on an adventure neither of them will forget.

Find out how two enemies band together compete and unforgettable journey.

Sometimes a witch has got to do what a witch has got to do.
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The Terms
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All Mother’s Day => Magycks’ Mother’s Day

Dijo => hair binding; hand crafted, like a leather cuff

The Faer Council => members of royalty, elders, judging council; create and uphold laws

Floral Square => a square, surrounded by flowers that is a designated place where Magycks come together to have a ceremonial event to honor their lost loved ones

Glisé => a glimpse into the future.  The most powerful have the ability to interact with their future selves.

Hu-mal => the Magycks name for the non-magical “normal” humans.

Kapock => male fairies that have special fighting abilities.  They are born with an ability or affinity for all things that match their innate nature (ex. Fiaton => a fighter; Coiaton => a computer genius; Tiaton => a teacher) 

Kiban => a short blade that is triple plated silver, platinum, chromium; virtually impossible to destroy, forged with the blood of its owner.  The forging causes the blade to have the ability to be bound to the skin of the owner and called upon from any location

Kibos => blades that double as hair "pins". They look like chopsticks and are carved with blessings from a family's ancestors

Magycks => magical humans or humans with powers that are things of mythology

Manaian => Amazonian looking fairies that are for higher as mercenaries

Merian => Fairies that are born of the moon, light casting is their ability.  Other abilities depend on their paternal heritage

Ne-athé => the "other" side, the darkness; Sapphire in Arabella's case

Purif => is their land, the place where Arabella is heir to the throne and Princess 

Purification Stream => streams that erupted as a result of an overflow from the first waterfall "lighting".

Sensai => beings that are said to be the attuned other half of those born with the ne-athé condition.  They tend to be the perfect counterbalance to the off kilter nature of the “adventurous” or “free spirited” side.  They have similar personality traits of the less dominant part or just who they are

Ssassin => a trained assassin; deadly, special forces that answer to no one

Tréah => heart in the language of the Merian. 

Waterfall "Lighting" => a monthly event where Magycks come together to entertain one another with displays of their abilities.  Food and fun is shared by all in attendance

Win-gah => a dance performed by a fairy with elongated wings at a club called The Hall

Part 1
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~~ The Hindrance (1) ~~
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~~Ari~~

The main doors of the meeting room crash open and in runs a small man.  He isn’t really small, but short by comparison to those of our kind.  There are those that believe that fairies are cute, dainty, little creatures that can be held in the palm of their hand. This is a gross misconception.  We don’t flit around, spread pixie dust or any other crap like that.  I, for one, wouldn’t be caught dead in those skimpy, slutty, attention grabbing outfits that she parades around in.  We definitely aren’t off spreading love and whatever else that little twit stands for.  I am nobody’s Tinkerbell.  

Who I am is the reason for this tale?  It isn’t supposed to be like this.  I didn’t think that it would get this bad.  Yet, here I sit.  I am sitting at the head of the table, watching an annoying, little man make his way to the elders of our community to inform them of something I already know about.  If I weren’t who I was, then I would’ve left already.  Unfortunately, I am who I am and I have to give a damn.  So, I wait as his weathered body attempts to quicken his steps.  He can tell that we are patiently waiting, some of us less so than others, for him to speak.  It is not often the evening meal is interrupted.  Come to think of it, I can only think of one time.  That man lost his head after delivering his news.  Hmm, I wonder if that will be what follows today.  Ooh, I love a good beheading.  Although, that one had been far too quick for my liking.

The little man finally makes it to the center of the room and bows his head.  I think I'm going to make a suggestion that we put a microphone or intercom at the entrance.  It would save us precious time.  I mean who really has time to sit around waiting for our elderly to make their way to us to present themselves.  I could've done seven rounds of training by now. 

I lean to my right where one of the only people that can tolerate my usual foul mood is sitting.  My eyes flash.  I see the reflection of it in the silverware that’s on the table.  I realize the twitchiness that I am feeling is stemming from the side of me that I try to keep dormant.  The need to stop this man’s heart or separate his head from his shoulders for his increasingly slow pace is not who I am.  It is all part of the darkness that I carry within and fight daily to control.  

Before I can voice my greatest desire, he does.  

"Saph, don't.  I already know that you're itching for a kill. Your hand is twitching.  Fifteen and I'll turn you loose," Carlimine whispers.  

At first glance, he looks like a wise, old man with his twin peaks of white streaks that grow from matching points at either side of his temples. The rest of his hair appears to be in rebellion and is jet black.  All of it is bone straight and shoulder length when it is released from the confines of the dijo; the hair binding, hand created by my aunt that is silver and carved with his initials. Today, it is up as mine is.  His hair is usually either bound in that or the blades we were given. 

We wear sacred symbols on the hilt of our blades.  They are whispered protections from our ancestors handed down by the heads of the family line. All of our blades, even the ones we wear in our hair, have been twice blessed.  Once by the family head, then again by our unit leader. The blades in our hair look like chopsticks.  The enemy doesn't know it's a weapon until it is too late because it is protruding from their body. The kibos are my second favorite weapons.  The first is my kiban and it is a beauty. 

Carlimine is my leader.  He keeps the ne-athé at bay.  He is currently interrupting my thoughts of death and dismemberment with his words of caution and discretion.  His call sign is "Uncle Carl".  Although, there are times when he is referred to solely as “C.”.  It’s not something I’ve ever used, but I have noticed others making a reference to it.  The “call sign” I know is the one that I use. 

If that name comes across any of my screens, then I know I have something or someone to take care of.  His looks are deceiving, which is the way he likes it.  When one looks at his appearance, he looks cool, calm and collected.  He doesn't look as if he has a care in the world.  Underneath it all, he is cold, callous and calculating.  He is forever accessing the situations around us.  The man is a well-oiled machine with the body of a twenty-five year old. He is cut so tough that a person will need medical attention if they touch him. The buck stops with him. He taught me everything I know.  His voice brings my mind back to the here and now.  I'm not allowed to let my mind drift.  It isn't the best if I am left to my own devices for long periods of time.  Hence, the reason for the continued mental interruptions.

"Saph, you are not paying attention.  Access the room. What do you see?" his words float around me as I make myself focus and do as he has commanded.  Even when his words are whispered, I know the difference between a request and a command. 

I settle into my seat, but not in the way most would.  My chair is wood carved with etchings that match the design of my wings.  If those wings were to be released at this moment, then they would give off an indigo hue because I am in the seat of royalty and leadership.  The cushions that pad the back and base of my chair share that color as do my robes.  The back of the chair is at least three feet higher than the top of my head when I am seated. It is at least a foot and a half taller when I am standing next to it.  I stand five feet seven inches without heels.  My chair is a seat of power, but is the smallest in comparison with that of my aunt's and father's.

When I am seated at my place then my back is flush with the elongated backing of my chair.  My feet settle on the post that rests at the front of my seat so that they don't dangle.  

"A royal does not go about kicking their feet, scuffing their shoes or shredding their garments because they think it is fun, Arabella.  There is a time for play and a time for seriousness.  You must learn to conform and bend to the purposes that have been set before you, my dear."

I giggle to myself as my aunt's words come back to me.  If she only knew how the words would come to shape my life, then I don't think she would've ever posed them to me in that manner.  Carlimine's finger tapping my hand causes me to redirect my thoughts.  That gesture is a silent reminder that I am not doing what he commanded me to do.  It grates on my nerves and comforts me all at the same time that he knows me well enough to know when I am doing what I am supposed to or not.  I attune myself to my surroundings. 

My posture is one of rigidity because I've stiffened due to my uncle's slight chastisement.  I have to remind myself that he is doing this to teach me.  I relax my shoulders and take a deep breath.  I am in the middle of my chair. My long arms are resting on the arm rails of it and my hands are loosely hanging over the ends.  I open my previously closed eyes and begin my assessment.

The little man is still blathering on.  I have no clue exactly what he is saying, but the point of it is there is a threat against the kingdom.  Purif is to be attacked sometime in the near future.  I begin to watch the man a little bit closer.  The bald spot at the top of his head is shiny enough for me to see the reflection of my uncle’s face.  Goodness! How sad is that?  I wish I could just put him out of his misery.  He’s an old man and there won’t be many that will miss him.  I’m sure they will get over it with the proper enticement.  

As he stands to his full five foot three height, I notice the slight bulge above and below his belt.  Needless to say, both sicken me.  A man that is one of the advisors to our elders should keep his appearance up.  He is seen everywhere and is a representative of this group. The Faer Council come together and uphold the laws that were implemented by the elders.  It annoys me that he wears rags and does that sad comb over thing to his hair.  It annoys me further that he pants after my aunt like a pathetic dog in heat.  He might as well hump her leg!  

My aunt is beautiful.  She always has been and always will be.  I have been told on many occasions that I look exactly like her.  We have the same eyes and wear the same birthmark across our skin.  It is a series of intricate markings across our foreheads and temples.  They can also be found running along our left arms.  That arm is both of our dominate arm.  Our eyes are a perfect turquoise blue. When we exert our abilities, those same eyes light white with blue streaks. That is where our similarities end. 

My hair is jet black.  It is so black that it looks as if it could be blue.  My aunt's is platinum white.  She has one streak of black by her left ear.  Where I am tall, statuesque and slender except for my breasts, my aunt is short and thick, yet petite.  She has that Barbie figure.  

She is trained as I am.  Things are different for her now. Her life changed when she found her beloved. What she was, shifted.  We stopped discussing that part of our lives and she started her life with him. 

She is Samantha Tinsill.  Tinsill being her new married name.  She is formerly a Gwin and my father's sister.  She was my mother's best friend before my mother got sick and died or at least that's what I've been fed over the years.  I was told Nichole Gwin, my mother, died of natural causes.  As I have grown older, I've come to believe that I was lied to.  There are things that lead me to that point, but I haven't been able to find evidence of it.  I only have a gut feeling that all is not as it seems in the land and kingdom that I protect.  

It is that same feeling that has my body thrumming with a need to take the life of the man that stands in front of us.  There is something that is not right here.  My eyes scrutinize the man as I call into the present the reason for my existence.  I am Arabella Gwin, Princess of Purif and trained protector.  It is this training that has me noticing the man's sudden strange motions and the movements at the window.  

A slow smile begins to form on my lips.  It looks like I am going to get my wish after all.  Mr. Little Man's head will roll tonight.  My ne-athé is going to enjoy every moment of this.  Yeah, this is about to get a lot worse before it gets better.  I just know it.  







l~~ First Strike (2) ~~
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~~Ari~~

My uncle and I move at the same time.  The knife from my meal is lifted and flung to settle in the jugular of the first member of the attacking team that burst through the doors.  A fork is protruding from the eye of the second directly after.  

I hear the snap of a whip just before its tail wraps itself around my left hand.  The jackass has the nerve to smile in a way that says that he has bested me.  My uncle's grunt is the last thing that man hears.  The blade that slits his throat is the very last thing he feels.  The handle of the whip is used to knock the idiot out that thought he could sneak up behind my uncle.  A blade is in his heart in the next instant.  I smile as I drop to a knee and stab the two that thought to skewer me with their swords in their left and right upper thighs.  Their heavy footfalls had given them away.  I quickly stand and slice into the chests of the two men coming at me.  

For the next few minutes, my uncle and I work in tandem to dispatch the rest of the two dozen or so men that dared to attempt to attack on our home front.  As the last man's body drops to the ground, my aunt's voice calls out and the scene before us has our undivided attention. 

"Solomon, you may want to rethink your position."

Solomon's shaky voice calls back in an almost taunting manner, "Oh, I don't think so.  I still have the advantage here. I know just how precious you are to that one there with the blue eyes.  Do they know who she really is?  Do they understand or see what she spends her nights doing?  Little Miss Princess Arabella or should I say the 'Sa..."

His words are cut short and replaced with an ear piercing scream as my aunt's blade slices through whatever muscle is in his leg.  I believe it is mostly fat and no muscle exists there, but that's not the important part right now.

"You...whore!  You taunt me with your beauty and promises of being blessed with the favor of knowing the divineness of your flesh.  You made me this way with the madness of not having you, Samantha. You also brought this on yourself.  It saddens me that this is the only way that I will know how it feels."

I don't know exactly what is happening until my aunt lets out a moan that is clearly meant for the privacy of her bedroom.  I'd heard that sound only once before and had promised myself that I would not hear it again if I could possibly help it.  My aunt's body twists in a way that says she is trying to fight whatever is being done to her and failing.  

"Ooooh. Pleeaase," she begins to beg. 

My uncle's eyes light with fury.  He knows that sound as well.  He is usually the reason that she elicits such sounds.  I can clearly see what my uncle wants, but I need to be the one to do it.  If I am not the one to do it, then that desire that I'm fighting to control will only grow.  I don't need that growing any more intense than it already has.  As my aunt's body begins to tremble with the thing that I don't want to know my aunt still has, I dart behind the man that is the reason for that unwanted pleasure.  Ugh! I will need to try to scrub my mind of that thought later.  My katan is in my hand and cutting through flesh and bone before another sound can be uttered.  The twisted bastard whose life I just ended dies with a sick smirk on his face.

A low light emanates from my body as my power tries to take hold of me.  I would love nothing more than to give myself over to it, but that has deadly consequences.  Instead, I take in the scene before me.  My aunt releases a deep sigh of relief while I gain the control that I will need to put that other side of me away.  When I have control, my uncle speaks. 

"Good.  Thank you for taking that decision out of my hands.  He had a lock on her mind and was using thoughts of our private time..."

"Yeah. Thank you is more than enough, Uncle Carlimine.  I'm trying not to have any further images, thoughts or details about that part of my aunt's life.  Thank you very much. I am thinking of having my ears permanently severed from my body as a precaution.  Knowing that something is occurring is very different from believing something is happening.  So, thank you, but no thank you for whatever little tidbit you were about to share with me."

"Oh Arabella, you don't like knowing that your uncle makes my goodies weep with heated..."

"Ew! Goodbye," I throw over my shoulder as I make my way to the nearest exit.

"Ari!" Carlimine calls after me.  "Truly, thank you."

I smile and continue my exit, but not before I hear my aunt's whispered words, "I guess she didn't want to know that the length of both of your swords is what makes me squeal with girlish delight as they each play against my budded nipples and clit."

"Great! Just flipping fantastic! For that, I'm going to leave you the pages of my journal that detail the account of how I got my cherry popped.  It'll be on your desk waiting for you to read this evening.  LaCray, please tell me I have somewhere to be that will take me away from this place for a few days!"

LaCray smiles as he enters the room wearing fitted jeans and a black button down that does nothing to hide his mass or his muscles.  He stands at least six feet nine inches, has chocolate brown skin, light brown eyes and perfect white teeth.  I feel like a shrimp when I stand next to him.  He is my half-brother, my guard and one of my closest friends.

As I walk toward the door, I see my brother wiping blood from his blade.  I smile to myself as I realize that he was busy taking care of things in the hallway while we worked the dining room.  My brother is definitely worthy of having my back.  

Cray is three years my senior and my mother’s son, but not my father’s.  I am the only one with that good fortune.  At age twenty nine in human years, he is still the playful youth he was when he was the same age in Purif years.  He also has a wicked sense of humor.  His eyes glint with that nature when he assesses the room. 

"You left nothing for me to play with.  That's not very nice of you, Shrimpy.  Liselle isn't going to be too thrilled with the mess you've made of the area, either.  Did you want me to clean up or did you just want to bask in the glow of your awesomeness?  Are you sure you can handle anything else after learning about Dr. Long John Carlimine's point of secrecy?"

"This is me changing the subject now.  Your growing concern for a certain member of the staff here has me wondering about the two of you.  When was the last time you had someone tickle your pickle?" I find myself laughing at my reference.

"Hmm," is LaCray's initial response, as if he really has to think about it.  "There's a problem with that reference and I'm going to quickly clear that up before changing the subject myself.  First, pickle is a gross understatement of what's swinging between my legs.  You don't get to interrupt me, Sis, you brought this on yourself.  I would say girth is the only thing that would be adequate about that reference.  If we are doing food comparisons, then I would go with a Kielbasa sausage for the length.  Color is matching in tone with the rest of my skin.  Second, Liselle is not mine and won't ever be. She's your father's.  Third, not that it is any of your business, but my 'pickle' was 'tickled' about an hour ago.  I know for a fact that your fruit hasn't been taken for a good juicing since you seduced a certain killer into telling you the truth of the whereabouts of his leader."

"Ugh! I need to find some new people to hang out with.  Maybe someone outside of the family that doesn't know my deepest, darkest secrets and have a constant need to make my stomach flip three times over.  Please, spare me the over sharing even if I am stupid enough to initiate it again."

"You could try, but it's not likely that you'll find someone as quick witted as the bulk of us are," I hear my brother respond.  

I quicken my step as we head towards the ground floor of the castle.  My gaze continues to be drawn to each of the windows we pass as we make our way out of the enormity of the palace that is my home.  I always have to take a moment to take in the beauty that is Purif.  Even if Magycks weren’t living in every corner of the area, the place would still have a magical quality to it.  The skies are always perfectly clear even when it rains.  The sun, the clouds and the rain all dance in the same sky.  The trees of the area are all a rich, velvety hue of purple.  Lavender scented waterfalls cascade across berry and maroon colored boulders.  The blues and whites of the waters seem to entice the colors of the natural backdrops to be even more vibrant.  

Magycks of all walks of life live along the paths of the woods and the skies.  There are quite a few that have their homes in the human realm as well, but most of us tend to prefer being free to be in our natural state.  The majority of my people have lived several lifetimes.  None look as if they have begun to live one.  For every ten Purif years, a human year passes.  It may not seem like much, but having lived twenty six human years makes me out to have lived two hundred and sixty Purif years.  Yeah, that’s a lot.  It’s a wonder all of us aren’t completely “cuckoo for Cocoa Puffs”.  That’s a lot of life to live.

The earth that surrounds and is interwoven into the grounds of the castle along with all of Purif is purified by the lifeblood of the royals.  Every year a ritual cleaning is done.  A drop of blood is spilled into the main waterfall and the powers of the citizens spread it throughout the land.  The pure of heart royal is then taken to have their own cleansing.  The process is long, tedious and taxing for whatever royal that has been given the responsibility.  Even though the citizens are aiding in casting the blood out, it is the power of the chosen royal that cleanses the earth, waters and everything along with it.  

Just thinking about it makes me want to go to my room and curl into a ball to “rest up”.  I know for a fact that I’ll never be the “chosen” royal.  That other side has pretty much sealed the deal on being able to have that honor.  Dealing in death doesn't exactly promote the option for being pure of heart.  

I gripe and groan about the process, but my mother was the “chosen” one every year.  I watched her as she prepared her mind and body for it.  She wore the honor with pride and dignity.  My mother was the epitome of grace and wonder.  I, on the other hand, am about as honorable as Charles Manson, just deadlier.  There is a part of me that takes pride even in that description.  I don't believe that was ever part of my mother's biology.

My mother used to have dark, raven hair that was always hanging in spun curls surrounding her pale face.  Her blue eyes were the color of a clear blue sky and always filled with joy. There was a comfort to them that could never be duplicated.  Her lips were the softest pink.  Her gowns were tailor made to fit her slim frame.  She and I have that in common.  The long, flowing gowns looked as if they floated around her body.  When she spread her sky blue wings, it was as if an angel had touched the ground.  The woman was the epitome of beauty, style and perfection.  I don’t have a clue how she moved about, ate, did all she did and never looked wrinkled or like she had a hair out of place.  

I look down at my amethyst with silver trim pleated dress and grimace.  What was once a floor length, elegant gown with beautiful jewels is now bloodied and shredded to the point where my upper thighs are clearly visible.  There is no hope of getting the remnants of the dining room battle out of the fabric or the shoes.  Both are ruined beyond the most skilled seamstress' or Magyck's repair.  

I'm glad we took a scenic route that didn't have us passing by any of the people that were usually found in the hallways or corridors of the castle. As I'm shaking my head at the state of my clothing, my brother looks at me and chuckles.

"You finally noticed, huh?" 

He leans against one of the two pillars that make up the last doorway leading to the main hall and front entryway.  His face is full of barely contained humor.

"I'm not going to even ask what you're thinking.  It's probably some reference to an old movie or something along those lines.  I just know it.  You can keep your little, funny man comment to yourself.  I'll be right back."

"I'll be waiting, Mrs. Frankenstein.  Or wait...is it Carrie?"

I just roll my eyes and quickly speed myself to my room.  I'm in there only a few minutes because I don't want anyone coming in and calling me to do something else.  Namely my uncle.  He's good for catching me when I'm trying to escape and telling me that he has some "all important mission" I need to handle.  I am actually looking forward to spending some much needed time with my brother, even if it is at the expense of being the reason for all of his jokes. 

I don't even take time to think about what it is that I am going to put on my body.  I just grab the first thing that I put my hands on and shoes to match.  Lifting the mahogany colored dress over my head, I slip on the three inch heels that I grabbed as well.  The fabric billows down around my body as I leave the room and make my way back to my brother's side.  I'm back downstairs in no time.

He gives me a look that says he doesn't understand why I chose to change into another dress. 

"What?  It was the first thing that I put my hands on when I got up there.  Plus, we need to keep up appearances.  Well, at least I do.  How would it look if the future queen of Purif looked more like one of those Ssassins than she did the eloquent leader of our domain?"

"No arguments coming from the peanut gallery here.  I'm keeping my 'little' comments to myself.  I just know how much you hate wearing those things."

"Today, I'm taking one for the team."

We start walking again.  I don't know why it is, but when I'm with my brother I always stay a step or two behind him.  He is always right out front.  He's been doing that since we were young Magycks, learning about our culture and our histories.  He's always been the protector, so it was a natural transition for him to be the one to be head of my guard.  

My brother is my mother's son from her first husband and first love.  They'd grown up together and were lifelong friends until he was killed in battle.  My brother had only been two years old when they learned that his father would never return.  My mother and my father met at a waterfall "lighting" not long after.  My father said that they instantly fell for one another.  He usually adds the "quite literally" to the end when he tells it.  They crashed into one another while out trying to peddle their wares at the "lighting", which is a Magycks power display along one of the rivers of a designated waterfall.  

There are so many waterfalls in Purif that each month's event is rotated to a different one at random.  Notices are sent and families are assigned a duty to make each successful.  Being the prince and of royal blood, my father didn't actually have to participate in that capacity.  He usually would've been expected to show up clean, look humble and gratuitous to the subject's of the kingdom. Since he was being "impudent", as my grandfather liked to call how my father spent most of his youth being, he was designated a duty as well.  To be more exact, he was called an "impudent, rotten youth" and given a chore to "help the boy build character".    

My grandfather was trying to teach him a lesson in the value of konn, our coins that are the equivalent of human dollars.  My father said that his young mind refused to think passed the moment he was living.  He spent the family fortune frivolously and didn't want to hear what other people's opinions about anything were.  His father's final punishment was to have him sell baked goods the cook had prepared.  

My mother sold flowers and jewelry to help a nearby village with their day to day needs.  My parents were two very different individuals that weren't supposed to meet.  I've often wondered how different my life would've been had Greyson, my brother's father, lived.  My mother wouldn't have been in Floral Square and she would never have met Mrs. Wiler.  Floral Square is where Magycks would come together to honor their lost loved ones at a ceremony by the Purification Stream.  That was where the two widows originally met.  They were fast friends and had little boys that were the same age.  It was because Mrs. Wiler and her son were too sick to make the fair that day that my mother had volunteered to go in their place.  

The rest is now our history.  My mother had been in a rush that day because she was excited about selling all of the items she'd brought.  They crashed into one another, exchanged pleasantries, continued to talk at the dinner that evening and months later until marrying a year after.  My father took care of LaCray, but they never got along.  Cray always says it's a feeling that he has about my father that makes him not feel comfortable around him.  I used to feel the same about my Aunt Samantha.  After my mother died, her whole demeanor changed.  I've wanted to ask Kayla if she has noticed a change in her mother, but have yet to find the right opportunity to do so.  

My brother, cousin and I have been thick as thieves for as long as I can remember.  Kayla reminds me so much of my mother, but looks exactly like my uncle.  My aunt always laughs when I tell her that something Kayla does reminds me of our former queen.  She has stark white hair with a streak of black at the top of her head. She just recently turned nineteen, human years of course.  She has curves that won't quit and stands five foot seven inches without help from a heel.  She is my polar opposite.  I have a sinking suspicion that there are those on the council that wish she would've been born first so that she could be the heir and not me.  The girl is quiet, reserved, respectful, and graceful. She has never met a rule she didn't like.
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