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Realm of the Fae from book one, Kella

“You'll never guess where I just came from.” Queen Kelsia didn't smile, even though her attempt at sounding happy was a success. 

“No clue. But I suppose you'll tell me.” Jackson took the seat that he'd known too well, for far too many years. He sat directly across from his queen in the small dining hall that was normally enjoyed by private parties at the queen's request, or for reprimanding any Fae in her realm for disrupting the otherwise peaceful world in which most enjoyed.

“You'll show me respect, Jackson.” Her tone changed instantly, as did Jackson's posture. “I spent the better part of the morning with Shalan. Do you know the reason that I missed breakfast?” Jackson was suddenly quite interested in the wall behind his queen's head, but she wasn't amused. “What do you suppose we spoke about?” Jackson didn't respond, as anything he'd say would be deemed disrespectful. 

Shalan. Pretty eyes, thick hair, a plump..

“Jackson!”

The man never did seem to remember that his thoughts could be heard by the queen, one of her extra gifts that he wished he'd been bestowed, or perhaps his lack of concern for attempting to remember was the problem. His abilities were similar, yet he could only hear the thoughts of another if they were mentally speaking directly to him. His queen could hear all thoughts, and it was frightening to most Fae.

“Yes, I spent some time with the woman. But I assure you, if she feels anything at all, it's satisfaction.” His smile could normally charm the flowers from any woman's hair, but not the queen. And certainly not that day.

“Satisfaction? Is that what you believe?” She didn't give him a chance to answer before speaking for him. “Of course it is. It's what you always think, isn't it? You bed a woman, make her believe that she's special, and then you disappear? Tell me, what part of that scenario sounds like... satisfaction?” Jackson couldn't help but laugh, and he unfortunately missed the queen's delicate and powerful hand clench into a fist under the table. He also didn't know that Kelsia had to spend hours telling Shalan that she'd get over the man and how sorry she was for him hurting her.

“Are you serious? Look at me?” Jackson's hands went from his chest to waist, showing his physique as if he were selling a used car. “And I've never promised anyone.. anything.” The queen could only stare at the man, wondering if he'd been born with any sense in his beautiful head.

“Oh,” she stood slowly, “I see you. Tall. Muscular. Beautiful.” The queen had never seen a more handsome Fae, and she'd been to almost every realm. And it was his beauty that he believed would get him through life and save him from every mistake he made. 

His eyes were so bright green that it usually took the breath away from anyone who dared look in his direction. Those eyes, on a perfect face that was framed in the blackest hair of any Fae. Yes, she thought, she knew very well what the man looked like.

“And I see what you do, Jackson. You find a woman, but not soon after, you convince yourself that there might be one better out there. No matter how kind, giving, beautiful, or caring she is... there's one better. Right?” Jackson felt as if Kelsia could see right into his soul, because that was exactly what he thought.

“Yes.” He wouldn't lie. Not to his queen. “That's how I feel. I can't see myself settling down with a woman and then meeting the one of my dreams. That wouldn't be fair to anyone, would it?” Kelsia could only stare at him with curiosity as to how he'd lasted so long with so little sense. “I mean, love isn't something that I'd want to waste on someone who wasn't my soulmate.” 

“Love? Soulmate? Do you even know the meaning of the things you speak of?” Jackson could only shrug, as love wasn't something he cared about right then. 

“Yeah,” he smiled again, in a way that made her want to slap the humor from his brain, “love is finding the one that I'd actually want to have sex with all the time. You know, not get boring or make me wish I had someone else. So far,” his hands went up in surrender, “I haven't even come close to finding that.”

“My dear,” she walked so close to his side that he could almost feel the stark white silk sleeve of her gown, “I'm not sure it's you who needs to find love.” Jackson nodded quickly. Finally, his queen was starting to understand. “I think,” she leaned down and her breath danced up and down his ear as she whispered sweetly, “that there are so many women in the world who need to find love. And you're going to help them.” 

Jackson's mouth opened as he tried to question her meaning, but his world moved too quickly. His hands went out to grab the thick ancient table in front of him, but it faded from existence before his eyes.

Queen Kelsia walked slowly back to her chair before taking a look at the empty seat that Jackson no longer lounged upon. She had no idea that morning that she'd make such a big decision regarding one of her own, but she felt confident in what she'd done.

“Humans call people like you... dogs. Well,” she smiled and raised her glass to Jackson's new role, “you might as well truly be one.”

*****
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JACKSON'S EYES OPENED slowly. He'd been asleep, or unconscious, he wasn't sure which... and he most certainly didn't know where he was right then. His mouth opened, but no words were formed. 

What is wrong with me? Jackson also tried to stand, but he fell back to the soft grass as his legs seemed tangled within themselves. I can't walk! Kelsia! My queen! What have you done to me?! Jackson took a deep breath and tried to stand once again. That time, he got upright and wobbled violently until he could stand his ground. My legs? What's wrong with my legs?! Jackson looked down and horror would have overtaken his features if it had been possible.

Thick black fur covered his legs, both sets to his dismay, and he fell once again. That time, it was shock and fear that took his balance. Your Majesty! Please! I'm sorry! His queen didn't respond, and a part of him knew that she wouldn't right then.

He curled up as small as he could before looking into the field that surrounded him. The grass felt stiff, and the color was off, even though he wasn't sure what was so different about it. Where am I? Right then, a familiar voice broke into his mind without warning.

You're in the human realm. Find a woman. She shouldn't be far. Find love for her, Jackson. True love. And then we'll discuss the terms of which will bring you home.
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Chapter one
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“What would your sweet Olivia think?” Carla got off the bed and watched Clint's mood change in an instant. If she were being honest, she'd confess that she greatly enjoyed controlling his moods with nothing more than a few words.

Clint had been quite proud of himself for achieving round two of their bedroom escapades within an hour, but the woman destroyed his congratulatory party of one by bringing up the very person whom he chose to forget for the night.

“And... now I'm leaving. Thanks for fucking up a good thing.” Carla only laughed because she knew that there was nothing she could say or do to truly make Clint angry enough to put an end to their relationship. 

“Hey, can I get fifty bucks?” Clint immediately asked the reason for needing money, just as he would if his own wife had asked, but Carla wasn't his wife. 

“None of your fucking business. Unless you want to have a conversation about tampons and menstrual cramping?” She had a point, and he dropped a bill on her table before pulling on his coat. “Thanks, lover. See you next weekend?” Of course, he nodded in response before walking out the door. Carla grabbed the cash and shoved it inside of a mason jar, along with the many bills that she'd collected in the past year. “Not much longer,” she smiled as she fell back to the bed in relief, “and I'm out of this shit hole forever.”

Clint held his head low as the wind tried to force tiny pebbles and dead seaweed into his face. It was the worst part about visiting Carla on Friday nights, the walk back to his side of the village, but he reminded himself that it was worth it. 

He was nearly running when he made it to his small wooden home at the farthest end of the bay community, and he was instantly bothered at seeing a small lamp still burning through the front window. She's still awake. Shit. 

“I.. thought we were going to town tonight?” Olivia smiled, but she didn't look happy. Their window of opportunity to make the two hour drive for groceries and supplies had long been closed. Clint scoffed loudly enough for her to hear him and slammed the front door in response. “I'm just asking a question.” She knew when to stop pushing, but right then, she was willing to pursue an answer. “We're out of almost everything. I couldn't even make dinner tonight. We barely have enough for a small breakfast tomorrow.” Clint walked by her small chair that she seemed to never leave and only responded when he reached the door to their bedroom.

“I already ate.” The door closed, just like the conversation that Olivia attempted to have with her husband. Quietly, she responded as she looked out the tiny window overlooking the water.

“But I didn't.”

*****
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JACKSON'S EYES OPENED. Several moments passed while he tried to make sense of the terrain, as well as the reason why he had one foot resting in ice cold water. Slowly, he stood.

In front of him lie the deep frigid water of Monti Bay. Placid and peaceful, seemingly untouched by man. The view was spectacular outside of the large fishing boats that offered a stench of their catch that filled the air. Where the hell am I?

Behind him was a field of rocks ranging in size from sand to boulder, and beyond that, impressively tall skinny trees that formed a small forest and acted as a barrier for the poverty stricken village. For the most part, it was a perfect hunting paradise for an animal such as himself, yet... he couldn't find one reason to enjoy being anywhere outside of his own realm.

Majesty! Why did you send me here?! I did what you asked of me, Kella is happy! Please.... allow me to come home. Jackson's large paw hit the ground hard, like a bull warming up to gore his enemy, but Queen Kelsia was silent. I demand to be sent home! 

Jackson fell to the ground in a heap of frustration, defeated and miserable. He watched fish touch the surface of the water from below, grabbing insects and returning to the deep quickly. It was anything but fascinating and he growled as anger coursed through his massive body.

Growling. I think it suits you. The queen's voice in his head brought him back, standing as if she were to grace his physical presence at any moment. Olivia. She lives at the end of the village to the north. She needs you, Jackson. Find love for the woman. True love.

No more, please! His thoughts went to Kella, and how heartbreaking her situation could have been, and he wasn't ready to take on another assignment so soon.... or at all.

It's your choice. Stay in your current form and live with the humans for all eternity, or do as I say. I'll await your answer. Jackson growled again, loudly enough to scare two tiny birds that were sharing a minnow that had been discarded by the fishermen. Queen Kelsia's demand was anything but fair, but he knew that the alternative would never be an option that he chose.

Fine! Olivia. Last house. Love. Got it! Jackson walked slowly across the stone filled area, and dared anyone to get in his path towards the house that held his future. Don't worry, woman. I'm sure there's a man in this God forsaken place that will have you. Kelsia watched the black sulking wolf walk near the water and she smiled wide at all that awaited him. Someday, she hoped, Jackson would figure out that everything the queen did was for his own good. Until then, she laughed, he'd just have to suffer through it.

She watched him until he was close to the house, and hide himself until the woman who needed his help, per the queen, should show herself.
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