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Chapter One

 

The solar of Zareth’s and Xochitl’s tower was crowded and loud, making Sylvis’s anxiety rise. Nikkita and Kerraine sat beside each other on the sofa, the recently reunited sisters chatting together. Xochitl sat on her husband’s lap in the largest recliner, while Beau had his husband on his lap in the medium-sized one. Aurora had been beside Sylvis on the big couch but had since gotten up to pace back and forth in front of them. From her constant glances at the clock and the stairway, she was anticipating sunset, for when her vampire husband would be coming down. Beside Sylvis, Lillian was doing the same.

The discussions about the war and the impending next battles were at least on hold until the vampires had risen, but that didn’t mean that there weren’t hundreds of other urgent topics being discussed—simultaneously.

Aurora wanted to schedule times for Rage of Angels to begin recording their last contracted album with Thrash Records and start booking a tour. At the same time, Beau wanted to figure out the logistics of where they’d celebrate Thanksgiving on Earth and Harvest Feast here in Aisthanesthai.

Zareth insisted on keeping their mage training going between all this, while Xochitl chattered on all the subjects, along with throwing more in.

Sylvis loved them all, but she wished they could focus on one subject at a time. Her brain could not handle keeping up with three—and counting—conversations going on at once. Her anxiety climbed until the noise in the tower became too stressful to bear. With a murmured apology, she took her amp and guitar outside at the edge of the tower grounds, between the garden of black roses and the haunted forest. People were less likely to bother her there, and her luminite blood made her partly immune to the terror-inducing spells woven into the woods that served as a protective barrier around the tower.

Though on Earth, the first snows had come, November in this part of Aisthanesthai was more like early October in Idaho. The air was crisp and held a little chill, but nothing that wasn’t solved with her jacket and hat. Her fingers would generate their own heat on her guitar strings. With a sigh of relief at the needed silence, she hooked the guitar to an amp powered by an energy crystal and began working on a set of riffs and melodies that had been teasing her mind since she awoke this afternoon and had been thwarted from trying right away because of breakfast and magic lessons.

This solo would be her ultimate homage to her all-time favorite guitarist, Ritchie Blackmore, using his baroque style and chaotic effects with bass and treble pedals, yet adding in her own style; especially including the super high E that Xochitl called the “bee-ow noise” that was only possible on a twenty-four-fret guitar. Blackmore usually played Fenders with only twenty-two frets.

Once Sylvis got the delays and distortion to her taste, she lost herself in the melody, feeling the notes pour from her fingers, onto the strings, and loop back to her ears then into her mind.

Wolf rested at her side, the warmth of his body pressed against her lower back. The giant gray wolf had started following her since they’d fought a battle against an army of cultist vampires who’d invaded Kinsen. It wasn’t a completely abnormal thing to happen, since Sylvis had always attracted dogs and other canines. Hell, one time when she and her friends had been up in the mountains back on Earth, in Coeur d’Alene, enjoying a mushroom trip, a coyote had followed them everywhere, eventually rolling on her belly in front of Sylvis and begging to be petted. Once the coyote got what she wanted, she bounded back into the trees, wagging her tail like a puppy.

Since then, Sylvis had gradually figured out how to communicate with canines, and from her exchanges with Wolf, she learned he was alone in Kinsen. So, she allowed him to follow her to the King and Queen’s tower in Raijin, expecting him to find a pack to join, but he was still here, following her everywhere. Maybe it was time to give him a real name.

But if she did that, it would mean she’d have a dog. Although Sylvis always wanted another dog since her beloved childhood companion, Kasey had died of old age, she hadn’t found a situation where it would be humane to own one. Their first apartment before Rage of Angels made it big didn’t allow pets, so they only dared to be sneaky with Xochitl’s cat, Isis. Then, when they got their record deal and began touring, Sylvis couldn’t see the logistics of keeping a dog on a tour bus that couldn’t be potty-trained like a cat and could get hurt or scared backstage in venues all over the world. Now, they were going back and forth between two worlds and constantly visiting countries, not for gigs but careful diplomatic visits to negotiate alliances in a war. Between those, there were occasional battles and skirmishes. A dog had no business in any of those situations, and she had no idea how a wolf would hold up.

Wolf, thus far, ignored her suggestions to run to the forest and be free. Even when she’d taken him to the closest non-haunted forest where there were known wolf packs. Wolf had cocked his furry head to the side and appeared to raise an eyebrow as he refused to take a step into the woods unless Sylvis did too.

He acted like a needy puppy in all ways except not chewing up anything, not following her into the bathroom, or trying to jump up on her bed and sleep snuggled against her. The last was sort of a shame. She would have welcomed his warmth.

“Hey, little cousin!” a voice broke her music-making trance. “That sounded really…cool? Is that the word?”

As Lucian Jagwolfe approached her, Sylvis slid her fingers from the fretboard, making an almost angry sound pour from the guitar. “Sure, that works. Um…thanks.”

Her mind raced to find something to say that would make him go away, but also wouldn’t cause conflict. Of all the people now involved with the Prophecy and the war against Mephistopheles, this newly discovered distant cousin—who was also her best friend’s mom’s ex-lover—was most awkward for Sylvis to be around. Especially since he abruptly went from looking at her like she was dirt to now wanting to treat her like they were close family members.

A long, uncomfortable silence didn’t dissuade him.

Instead, the luminite prince plopped down on the grass beside her and scratched Wolf between the ears. “It appears that you have a pet now.”

Instead of growling or even baring his teeth like a proper wild carnivore, Wolf merely blinked at Lucian and did that same oddly human eyebrow lift.

“I tried to release him back to the wild, but he doesn’t want to go.” Reluctantly, she admitted to herself that as another luminite, Lucian might be able to help her figure out what to do with Wolf. “Apparently, I have a bonding power with canines. Up until recently, I thought I was just a dog person. I had no idea that I was calling them by magic. Is there a way to turn off the calling so that Wolf isn’t compelled to follow me everywhere?”

Lucian’s smile was strange as if he found her question to be funny. “I could help you temper your bonding power enough so that you will only be able to call dogs at will, but as for this wolf, his will is too strong for you to be able to dissuade his inclinations to be near you.”

“You can sense that?” Sylvis peered at him, incredulous.

“I can see it, plain as day. Also, I’ve gained some knowledge about wolves from a luminite who bonded with them even more than you.” Lucian crossed his arms over his chest, looking smug. “Are you still calling him ‘Wolf,’ or have you gotten around to naming him?”

Sylvis sighed and regarded Wolf’s bright blue eyes. His mouth opened, and his tongue lolled out in a big doggy grin. “I suppose I should give him a name.”

“How about Gabe?” Lucian’s voice once more held a tinge of amusement, like the name was some sort of inside joke.

Wolf suddenly lunged forward, head-butting Lucian in the legs, nearly making the ancient luminite prince fall on his ass. Sylvis bit the insides of her cheeks to keep from laughing. She wondered if Wolf sensed that Lucian was mocking her or him.

“Gabe is a nice name…” she said tentatively. “But I don’t know if it fits a wolf.”

“What about ‘fluffy?’”

Wolf finally did growl at Lucian.

Sylvis shook her head. “Since I’m only now coming around to the idea of keeping him, I’m going to need time to think of a suitable name. Time alone,” she added pointedly.

He chuckled and rocked on his heels, not showing any signs of leaving. “I notice that you like to come out here by yourself. Is there a reason why?”

“To think and practice my guitar.” Sylvis resisted the urge to tack on a duh, though she didn’t hide it from her tone. “Everyone needs a little space. Especially when it can get crowded and noisy in there.”

“That’s why I came out here instead of going straight inside the tower.” Lucian continued to grin, willfully ignoring her hints that she wanted to be left alone. “Watching all those happy couples can be tiresome.”

“Yeah.” Sylvis caught herself agreeing out loud.

“Are you currently seeking a mate?” The look she gave him must have appeared hostile because he quickly held up his hands. “I’m not asking because I wish to pursue you. I was only curious since the rest of your friends are paired up.”

“I don’t have to do everything my friends do.” Sylvis hated the defensive edge that crept into her voice.

She’d been relieved when Del had told her that she was not one of the Brides that the Prophecy referred to. Women who were destined to become mates of vampires but not permitted to become vampires for some reason that Delgarias had yet to reveal. And yet, seeing how happy everyone else was with their newfound love, she wasn’t as content as she’d thought she’d be.

At first, she’d thought that her sudden melancholy was because Aurora would eventually be joining Xochitl in being immortal once Del allowed Tony to Change her into a vampire. Sylvis didn’t want to become vampire, though. She liked daylight and food too much and disliked close contact with most people. Having to bite a stranger’s neck or wrist every night would be hell.

Yet Sylvis didn’t want to lose her best friend. Before Xochitl’s first death, it had been a fifty-fifty chance that her half luminite blood would be enough for her to be immortal. Now that her ability to transcend to Luminista, gain a new body, and return was established, Sylvis was overjoyed that Xochitl wouldn’t die in the war. At the same time, a sense of existential dread had settled over her mind as she realized that now, her best friend since they were eight years old, practically her sister, would no longer age and die.

A vampire mate could be her only option to stay with Xochitl. The other option, which Zareth, along with Del’s now son-in-law, Rayven, had utilized, was taking in a hydra, a non-corporeal demon that fed off of emotions. So, another type of vampirism, only with the ability to eat food and be outside during the day. But that option was probably out of Sylvis’s reach since she’d barely started discovering what magical abilities she had, and only began her mage training three years ago. The odds of her reaching the rank of high sorcerer and thus being able to summon a hydra were very slim. And if she did make it that far, she’d be an old woman in a body she probably wouldn’t want to last forever.

Lucian’s voice broke her inner litany of fatalist what-ifs and doubts. “I would never presume to accuse you of being a follower. I merely thought that, with your closeness to the Queen and other important persons, the Prophecy likely already has a mate in store for you. And I wanted to know if you were looking for them.”

“Nope.” She looked down at the grass and plucked out some random notes on her guitar, fighting off another looming bout of anxiety. “I’m not interested in having a mate at all.”

That wasn’t a hundred percent true. It was more that Sylvis wanted to be interested. Wanted to want someone like her friends did. Xochitl had agonized all through high school and in her early twenties about how no one wanted her except for the weird guy who visited her in her dreams. Said weird guy turned out to be Zareth, and the reason no one else had been attracted to Xochitl was that her luminite blood naturally repelled humans and most other humanoid beings.

Sylvis had the opposite problem. She was sexually repelled at everyone. Hell, she didn’t even like platonic physical contact with anyone except for her closest friends. But she wasn’t going to talk about that with this distant cousin that she barely knew.

Lucian gave her an odd, considering look before changing the subject. “I thought that Kerainne and I were true-bonded the day we met. Perhaps my taking that for granted was why I foolishly let her slip away. I continue to hope that she is my destined mate.”

“Oh no.” She held up her hands in a warding-off gesture at his hopeful look. “I am not going to put in a good word for you to Kerainne. She’s like a second mom to me, and you hurt her.”

“She hurt me first.” The pain in his eyes and voice might have even been real.

“I am not getting involved.” At the sound of approaching footsteps and Wolf leaving his comfy spot against her back, Sylvis continued in a hushed tone. “And you better drop the subject. The Queen is approaching, and she thinks less of you than I do.”

She then turned away and rose to her feet. “Hey, Xoch’.”

Xochitl gave her a cheerful grin that immediately vanished when her gaze drifted to Lucian, then back to Sylvis. “Is he bothering you?”

While the answer was yes, conflict always increased her anxiety. “No. I figured out the riffs and melody I wanted before he showed up.”

Xochitl crossed her arms over her chest and glared at Lucian. “Can’t you ever learn to ring the gate stone? It’s really rude for you to keep coming in through the forest unannounced and uninvited.”

Her Siamese cat, Isis, trotted over to Wolf, and they touched noses before engaging in some silent communication. The first time Sylvis had brought Wolf into the tower, she and everyone else had been concerned about how the cats, Isis and Chaos, would react. Chaos had run off to hide, but Isis had confronted the wolf, and they’d had a stare-down that the brave cat had won. They appeared to have formed a tentative friendship since.

Lucian gave Xochitl a sweeping bow. “My most sincere apologies, Highness. I’d meant to ring the gate stone, but I was called to my dear cousin’s music.”

Xochitl ignored him and kept her amber eyes on Sylvis. “Aurora heard you playing from the balcony. She told me to tell you to play those riffs again next time we’re jamming so we can work it into a new song. I really hope you retained them because they sounded badass.”

“I’ve had it in my head for a few days, so that shouldn’t be a problem.” She shifted her guitar strap and picked up her amp. “Wanna go ask the others when they want to jam?”

Xochitl took Sylvis’s amp from her grasp. Since her shoulder didn’t immediately sag with the weight, she was clearly using a spell to lighten the load.

As they headed back to the tower, Sylvis glanced back to see that Lucian wasn’t following. Maybe he was telling the truth about wanting to get away from all the lovey-dovey stuff going on in there.

What surprised her was seeing that Wolf stayed behind with him too.




Chapter Two

 

“I can’t believe you’re still doing this,” Lucian said as he and the wolf went into the nightmare forest, where no creature who was capable of fear could pass through.

Once they were out of view from the tower, Gabriel Leonine transformed back into his luminite form. Without the wolf’s thick fur, the chill of mid-autumn made him shiver. Quickly, he released his wings and used them to blanket his nude body. He could materialize clothing but didn’t wish to bother for this short conversation. “I wasn’t going to let you take a vacation from our tedious families in boring Luminista without me.”

“I’d gathered that. But you could have accompanied me here without disguising yourself as a wolf and following my newly discovered cousin everywhere.” Lucian’s dark gold brows drew together in disapproval as he kicked away a grasping tree limb. “She’s not going to be happy when she discovers your subterfuge.”

“I don’t follow her everywhere,” Gabriel argued. “You’re behaving as if I invade her bed and watch her when she bathes.”

“You don’t?” Lucian’s eyes narrowed in doubt.

“No. That would be too far.” Though he had to admit to himself that he was painfully tempted to accept her invitation when she patted a spot on the bed beside her.

“While it’s a relief that you do have some scruples, you’re still being dishonest with her, and more importantly, the King and Queen. If they find out…” He paused. “Wait, how did the cats not know that you aren’t really a wolf?”

“I had a conversation with the Queen’s companion, Isis, right when I arrived. She promised to keep my secret as long as I didn’t hurt any of her people. Which from what I’ve gathered, is everyone who enters the tower except for you.” The corner of Gabriel’s mouth lifted in a mocking half-smile, rubbing in the fact that Lucian was disliked by most of the tower’s residents. “But enough about me. Did you get around to asking your newfound cousin if she is willing to be tested on how much luminite blood flows through her veins?”

“I have not. Sylvis seems to dislike me for my part in destroying my relationship with Kerainne.” Naked pain flashed in Lucian’s cerulean eyes before he composed himself. “That said, I agree with your suspicions that she has more of our ancestry than her friends, except for your cousin, the Queen.”

Gabriel nodded. “Did you observe that Sylvis was able to sit so close to the forest without being affected? That makes me wonder if she has somewhere between a quarter or a third luminite blood.”

“I did notice that. I hope one of us may accompany Sylvis on her next visit to Earth and possibly meet her parents.”

“I’d thought of that. I would have the greatest chance since you’re so disliked.” He stepped on a slithering vine until it retreated.

“You’re also a wolf. From what I know about Earth, those aren’t welcome in their villages.”

“That’s true.” A quandary Gabriel had been wrestling with as soon as he heard Sylvis and her bandmates discussing Earth. “But I’ll allow her to put me on a leash, and then I can project the idea that I’m nothing but a harmless dog to human eyes.”

“Or you could reveal your true form.” Lucian’s disapproving frown deepened as he swatted a fist-sized spider away. “The cat may not understand that your promise not to hurt Sylvis can’t be fulfilled. I’ve seen how happy she is with the wolf. She loves having her new pet. Discovering that you’re not a wolf at all, but instead a luminite who’s been using subterfuge to follow her around and invade her personal space will hurt her.”

“Maybe I should just stay a wolf for her,” Gabriel muttered under his breath.

“What?”

“What?” Gabriel echoed, blinking in feigned innocence.

Lucian sighed, running a hand through his burnished gold hair. “You’re in love with her.”

Gabriel shrugged. “I’m fascinated with her. The magic she wields on that guitar…the emotions a piece of wood and steel brings forth at the touch of fingers have me captivated. And the life she’s lived…I may be nearly three centuries old, yet somehow in a quarter-century, she’s experienced more than I.”

“You’ve been watching her before you followed me down to Aisthanesthai in your wolf form.”

At Lucian’s accusing tone, Gabriel tried not to sound defensive. “I’ve been watching Rage of Angels through the observatory spheres ever since they became famous on Earth. You know how I love the tantalizing varieties of music that world has to offer. Music is one of the bits of magic they have left.”

Lucian’s frown deepened. “That means you’ve been watching the band before we, in Luminista, were aware that the singer is Kerainne’s daughter. Before the Prophecy declared that her voice would bring the sun back to Aisthanesthai, crown a king, and lead an army of blood drinkers to battle their own creator.”

“Yes.” When put that way, Gabriel’s silence sounded so much worse. But he had good reasons.

“Why didn’t you say anything to us about a singer with the last name of Leonine and a guitarist with the last name of Jagwolfe?” Lucian’s tone gentled as if maybe he would be willing to forgive Gabriel’s secrecy. “That information would have been greatly appreciated by the council, not to mention both the Leonine and Jagwolfe matriarchs.”

“Because I saw how my cousin Kerainne was treated after the last time she died on Earth and was imprisoned by our grandmother.” An edge of anger tinged his voice, and he refused to attempt to hide it. “And I heard the ugly words she said about Xochitl. If the Leonine matriarch was so disgusted with a halfling, how do you think your matriarch would speak of Sylvis?”

Lucian’s shoulders slumped in defeat before he rallied again. “You could have said something when the Prophecy regarding Xochitl saving Aisthanesthai and becoming queen was transcribed.”

“I did say something.” Gabriel hated defensiveness creeping into his tone. “To Kerainne. She deserved to know how her daughter was doing and what the fates had in store for her. No one else did.”

“Including you.”

“I told you that I was first observing Rage of Angels for the enjoyment of their music. Their family names did not dawn on me until halfway through my first year keeping track of their band’s tours.” He waved away a ghost that appeared between them. “When their significance to our families struck me, I immediately went to Kerainne. After that, I observed on her instruction.”

“And not at all for your own…edification.” Lucian gave him a mocking smirk.

“All right. You don’t have to needle me any further. I am well aware of how challenging it will be to confess all this to Sylvis.” Gabriel shook his head. “I see why you’ve failed to make inroads with Queen Kerainne.”

Lucian made a gesture as if to ward him off. “Oh no. Don’t shift this back on me.”

“You’re right.” Gabriel caught his friend’s gaze and held it. “You do it all by yourself.”

With that, he transformed back into his wolf guise. More and more these years, the form felt truer than a guise. Before Mephistopheles destroyed the luminite kingdom of Medicia, it was fairly easy to leave Luminista and visit either Earth or Aisthanesthai. Gabriel had learned to shapeshift shortly before his two-hundredth birthday and often spent months running with various wolf packs. Wolves were so much more sensible than luminites, humans, and other bipedal beings. Life was simpler in the forests and mountain dens, the smallest things easier to appreciate. If not for Gabriel’s love of music, food, and human entertainment, he’d be tempted to stay a wolf forever.

And then, five years ago, when checking in on Earth’s latest developments in music, Gabriel’s life, his very essence, had been awestruck at seeing and hearing Rage of Angels perform for the first time. At first, the group as a whole had captured his soul and imagination, invoking passion and inspiration into his somewhat dull and colorless existence. When using his scrying sphere in one of the observatories, he originally summoned views of the band by name. But during one concert at some the Gorge, a wonderful amphitheater overlooking a canyon,  Gabriel’s attention pinpointed to the lead guitarist.

The blue-haired woman handled the instrument like a goddess, her fingers dancing up and down the fretboard in a blur that shouldn’t have been possible for a human. Her eyes were usually closed in sublime concentration, wringing sounds from the guitar like it was an extension of her mind and body.

Her style fascinated him because although her guitar playing often held that savage element of thrash metal and virtuoso wails of power metal, she had a fascinating undertone of classical at some times, and for others, the spiciness of Spanish guitar, and sometimes even a bit of blues worked in her solos.

Gabriel resolved to pay closer attention to the next concert, so he could learn her name when the singer took time to shout it out to the audience.

When he heard “Sylvis Jagwolfe” cried out by the singer when she pointed to the blue-haired guitar goddess, Gabriel’s breath hitched in shock before he scolded himself for being surprised. Of course such a magical talent would have luminite blood. Because of luminites’ sparse fertility cycles, along with the sexual repulsion effect they often had with other beings, Earth humans with luminite ancestry were rare. But some matings—or, unfortunately, rapes—did bear fruit. Especially if the other partner was a faelin or a high sorcerer. Tens of thousands of years ago, when magic still thrived on Earth, luminite clans lived on Earth, including a branch of the Jagwolfe family. By now, most known members of the Jagwolfe clan had returned to the home realm of Luminista. Though some had been imprisoned when Mephistopheles stole Atlantis and other powerful magic Earth kingdoms. But some halfling descendants remained on Earth and bore offspring of their own, along with children of other luminite clans. Then, after all the magic was stolen from Earth, their descendants generally took to creative endeavors, becoming bards, poets, painters, sculptors, or musicians.

Therefore, Sylvis Jagwolfe wasn’t even the first virtuoso to share some of their ancestries. Jimi Hendrix had a few drops, Stevie Ray Vaughan, singer Ronnie James Dio, and drummer Cozy Powell as well. Sadly, none had enough to transcend to Luminista when they’d died. Carlos Santana appeared to have a little more, so time would tell. But this Sylvis carried the name of one of the premiere families, Jagwolfe, indicating that she possessed more than a drop of luminite blood.

If the ancient heads of the premiere families in luminista hadn’t dismissed Gabriel’s idea of tracing the descendants of the ancient Earth luminites, who’d suffered such tragic ends that some entombed themselves in mountain caves to sleep for thousands of years and counting, they would know how many of their distant mixed kin dwelled on the now nearly magic-barren world of Earth. Then they could help those people tap into their luminite roots and draw out their magic. Which would not only improve their lifespans and happiness, but also possibly bring back some of the magic that Mephistopheles had stolen from that world.

And when Gabriel discovered that the lead singer’s name was Xochitl Leonine, he grew dizzy with shock. Not only was the singer direct kin to him, but Xochitl was also the result of Mephistopheles’s brutal rape of Gabriel’s cousin, Kerainne Leonine, and the reason for Kerainne’s imprisonment. He paid closer attention to the drummer and bass player, and even though he’d have to go to Earth to verify it, he would have wagered his wings that Aurora Lee and Beau Thompson were also of luminite descent. He’d risen from his chair and ran out of the observatory to ask the high council to call a meeting where he could announce his revelatory discovery.

A realization stopped him. His cousin’s daughter was among this group. But Kerainne wasn’t permitted to be near any observatory. Gabriel had turned away from the path to the high counsel’s rotunda and instead strode to the Leonines’ palace, where his cousin was imprisoned. He would tell her about her child’s successes, ask her what she knew of the other bandmembers, then work on helping her gain access to a scrying sphere and perhaps formulate a way for her to escape.

He ended up doing both.

Unfortunately, their grandmother, Silvara Leonine, found out who’d been responsible for Kerainne’s release, and Gabriel had then been forbidden from leaving Luminista for an indeterminate time. At least he hadn’t been imprisoned and had been able to watch in proud surprise as Rage of Angels toured, recruiting vampires to fight their creator on the side while also bringing forth the unintentional phenomena of bringing magic back to Earth.

Gabriel didn’t know what the long-term ramifications were for the long barren world to once more have magic, but surely they had to be good. Mephistopheles had stolen entire cities and now turned his greedy eyes toward Aisthanesthai, first with the taking of the luminite kingdom of Medicia. Hundreds of luminites, including Natalya and Kiernan Leonine, had vanished after the attack, likely imprisoned in Qua’ al-fán, the world the Evil One built from stealing pieces from others.

Yet the rulers of Luminista seemed to remain unconcerned, confident that Mephistopheles could never reach their world. Gabriel was more concerned about what was right and what was wrong. In his view, the luminites’ indifference and inaction about the countless deaths and destruction endured by the other worlds, the lack of concern at Mephistopheles’s growing power, and most of all, his rape of their kin, was not to be borne.

Whenever he raised his voice about his view that the luminites should step in and help with the war, he was given the most patronizing set-downs. At only three centuries old, Gabriel was still too naïve as to how things worked. Surely, he needed to be reminded that luminites’ ability to only create and not destroy would make them a hindrance, not a help in battle. Ergo, they may as well stay out of things.

Gabriel always stormed out of those council meetings, fists clenched at his sides, furious at how beings so ancient, powerful, and wise could be so willfully obtuse when it came to caring about others. His kind had so much to offer. They could heal people wounded in battle. They could create trenches, swords, and shields. And, now that he’d seen his cousins, Nikkita, and Xochitl fight, he knew that there were ways to bend the rules. For living enemies, they could still maim them, so it would be easier for the human, faelin, and vampire allies to deliver killing blows. The hordes of walking dead raised by the Evil One’s necromancers, luminites could destroy without consequence, for one cannot kill what is already dead. They could raise morale with their poetry, songs, and other creative arts. They could help open portals to aid in efficient retreats.

Instead, the matriarchs and patriarchs of Luminista dismissed Gabriel’s point of view on the basis of his paltry three centuries of existence and imperiously sat in their palaces of marble, believing themselves to be above the concerns of all other worlds and beings.

Luminites hadn’t always been this way, though. Gabriel had read about their many old missions where they lived amongst people on Earth, helping them develop their magic and nurture their creativity. Then, after Mephistopheles’s attacks became frequent, they helped the human mages and other magical beings migrate from Earth to the safety of Aisthanesthai. Kerainne had been one such rescuer. 

They’d been worshipped as gods in goddesses back in those times. Is that where the current views of superiority were rooted?

At least there had been little defections that could lead to a turning tide. Nikkita had been fighting the Evil One’s forces for centuries. Kerainne had taken her place on Aisthanesthai’s Conclave, on the basis of being heiress to Medicia.

When Queen Lucretia ordered Lucian to go down to Aisthanesthai and fulfill the betrothal the Jagwolfe and Leonine matriarchs had arranged between him and Nikkita Leonine, a union Lucian was determined to wrangle out of, since Kerainne had been his original intended, Gabriel got his chance to not only escape Luminista but also to join the forces standing against Mephistopheles’s evil.… And to at last meet the captivating Sylvis Jagwolfe in person.
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