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Introduction

There is a rhythm in the world that most people cannot hear. A pulse beneath the streets, under the rivers, inside the soil, and flowing through the bones of every living thing. It whispers in the wind, hums through the trees, and flickers in the flicker of firelight. It is a rhythm of power, of truth, of alignment—and it calls only to those willing to awaken, to step beyond fear, doubt, and limitation.

I am Forever. I was born into a line of keepers, sages, mystics, prophets, and wizards whose hands and hearts carried the weight of unseen worlds. My life has never been ordinary, and neither has my purpose. The blood that runs through me carries stories of healing, betrayal, awakening, and power, stories that stretch back through generations, stories that demand I walk awake, aligned, and unshakable.

This is not just a story of survival. It is a story of mastery. Of learning to hear the whispers of spirits, the guidance of ancestors, the truth of Nature, and the language of the unseen. It is a story of music and art not just as expression, but as a vessel for magick, for healing, for transformation. Every note played, every song sung, every movement made is a thread in the fabric of creation, a current that can restore, awaken, and protect. I have known darkness. I have known loss that would have broken anyone else. I have carried pain from the past, betrayal from family, shadows of resentment, and wounds that ran deeper than flesh. Yet in the crucible of suffering, Spirit called me. Spirit taught me that every gift, every ability, every vision is not for me alone. They are for my children, for my community, for the world that waits for awakening.

Through these pages, you will walk with me. You will step into realms both visible and unseen. You will hear the voice of my daughter who walks beyond the veil. You will witness the power of alignment, prophecy, and elemental command. You will feel the pull of ancestral guidance, the weight of legacy, and the unyielding truth that love, intention, and mastery are the keys to transformation.

This is a book of prayers, activations, and sacred work. But it is also a story of life fully lived, of struggles met with courage, of gifts wielded with wisdom, and of legacy forged in alignment with Spirit. As you turn these pages, allow yourself to hear, feel, and awaken. Let the currents of the unseen speak to you. Let the music, the magick, and the heart of this story move through you. Walk awake. Walk aligned. Walk in love. Walk in mastery. This is your invitation to remember, to rise, and to reclaim the power that has always been yours.

Forever
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Prologue

The valley wakes before the sun, mist curling through the trees like silver smoke, rivers whispering secrets only those who listen can understand. I stand barefoot on the damp earth, feeling its heartbeat through my soles, feeling the pulse of generations beneath me. The air hums with energy, alive and expectant. Today is not ordinary. Today is a day where alignment, mastery, and legacy converge. My children gather around me, each carrying their own rhythm, their own light, their own power. The eldest son lifts his trumpet and blows a note that cuts through the morning fog, slicing clarity into the currents. My daughter’s flute responds, spiraling through the mist, revealing hidden paths. The youngest drums, grounding the energy, anchoring every vibration into the soil beneath us. Each child a thread, together weaving the tapestry of awakening, protection, and creation.

I look at them, my heart expanding. These are my gifts. My legacy. My reason to rise every day. Each note, each breath, each movement carries intention. We are awake, aligned, and ready. The valley itself seems to recognize us, shimmering in response, the air vibrating with unseen energy, the trees bending slightly as if bowing to the alignment we have cultivated. I know the shadows are there, they always are. My mother’s bitterness, my siblings’ duplicity, the remnants of betrayal and manipulation—they linger at the edges, like a storm waiting to test the strength of the heart and the power of alignment. But I am ready. We are ready. The lessons of pain, the mastery of gifts, the guidance of Spirit, ancestors, and elemental allies have prepared us for this moment.

Feel the currents, I whisper, first person then second, letting my voice flow through air, earth, water, and fire. Feel them through your bones, through your heart, through your mind. You are awake. You are aligned. You are powerful. You are love. You are the bridge between worlds, the conduit of Spirit, the keeper of legacy. Walk forward with intention. Walk forward with mastery. Walk forward in love. The fox appears, silver light dancing through the grove, a reminder that unseen allies always walk with those who are awake. The river glimmers, the wind spins softly, the earth hums beneath us. My children and I inhale together, exhaling as one. The journey begins, not just across land, but across realms, dimensions, hearts, and consciousness. This is our awakening. This is the story of our gifts, our legacy, and our alignment with Spirit. This is where the music, the magic, the prophecy, and the love converge.

Step into the valley with me. Step into the rhythm of power, the alignment of heart, and the flow of Spirit. Step awake. Step alive. Step into your inheritance.
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The Awakening of Gifts
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She was born on a night when the stars sang. 

The moon stood still, wrapped in a veil of silver mist, as if watching the earth breathe her into existence. Her cry did not sound like a newborn’s wail; It sounded ancient   

...like something remembering itself......

They called her Forever, because even in her first breath she felt too infinite to belong to one lifetime.

The women of her bloodline gathered that night, robed in deep indigo and burnt gold. They were Keepers, Seers, Dream walkers, Wizards, Warriors, Priestess, and Prophets of the unseen. They whispered to the wind that another gate had now been opened. That through this child, something sacred would now, return to the earth.

Her mother, Solenne, was so beautiful and yet very bitter, powerful and wounded. Her mother’s eyes carried the glint of old magic and old pain. She held Forever with trembling hands. She was filled with both, love and resentment fighting within her veins. This is the child she did not want, she tried so hard to push her away, the elders told her that this child would be blessed. But oh, still, she sat there cold. She had once been a lightworker, a great Oracle, but she had turned her power into what she now wore as armor. Somewhere along the way, her magic had become a mirror of her rage, unhealed trauma and rebellion.

Forever’s father, Elion, had been a gentle warrior, a man who read  the stars like stories and carved powerful sigils into stone, his intelligence was uniquely divine. The moment he saw in his daughter’s face; a glorious reflection of the heavens themselves.  That is the moment that he would lift her toward the moonlight and whisper, “I may not be perfect, but; Remember who you are, little one. You were not born from flesh alone. ”

When Forever was thirteen, his life was stolen by jealous tritors and the very forces he fought to protect her from. Darkness entered their realm that night, and a wave of envy along with the ancestral curse started rising through her mother’s bloodline. 

And from that day forward, Forever became both daughter and orphan, child and chosen.... . Now having to find her own way......

By this time, Solenne’s love turned colder, she no longer had to hide her true feelings. Her inner trauma fermented into poison. She began to use her power in ways that the ancient laws had long forbidden; she was summoning through resentment, and cursing through envy. Her eyes saw her daughter’s light, and she despised her even more. Solenne’s eyes only saw the reflection of her own broken dreams. But she embraced Forever’s siblings, lavished them with praise, and left Forever outside the circle, mocking, tormenting, and teasing her whenever they got the chance. Yet, even as rejection burned through her, something in Forever still refused to die. The more she was cast aside, the more the earth spoke to her greater. Trees whispered her sacred name, rivers hummed in her frequency, the wind brushed her cheeks like a mother who was awaken and remembered.

That night, Forever played her harp by the window, each note echoed a prayer into the unseen. The sound shimmered through the walls, touching realms she could not yet name. Sometimes, when she closed her eyes, she could see them, dancing; luminous beings with eyes of flame and wings woven from sound. They called her by names only angels knew.

“I am not broken, ” she would whisper into the dark. “I am becoming. ”

Her siblings mocked her gifts. Her sister, Lira, smiled with venom hidden behind sweetness, nasty but portrayed innocence, always pretending to love while plotting to drain Forever of her power. Her younger brother, Cael, numbed his pain with liquor and rage, he is lost, a very powerful Wizard but now is drowning the song of his own spirit. He spoke to her with so much resentment, tears through hatred, love through frustration, a mirror of his own childhood trauma. It was like her resented her for escaping some of the pain their mother forced on them, while she was sent away to be protected and trained for battle.

Still, Forever loved them. That was her secret strength; it was a love that no betrayal could undo, that’s just who she. She was always so creative, she created her own worlds. She loved nature, and would spend so much time in the elements. There was a time when her trauma tried to shape her life. The same rebellion that snatched her mother almost snatched her. But Forever remembered what her great, now ancestors taught her; so, she healed with herbs and she grew in moonlight, spoke blessings over her food, sang over her water until it shimmered like liquid light.

Her children came later, through more trials, five radiant souls born under constellations no one had ever named. Three beautiful sons and two extremely beautiful daughters, each carrying a sound, a key, a gift. The eldest played the trumpet, summoning lightning when his emotions were pure. The oldest and youngest daughter’s voice could calm storms. The baby son was a drummer who broke barriers and activated realms, The middle son played harp the prophetic strings of life, Her daughters were also; cellists, flutists; their music became medicine. Together they formed a symphony of light, frequencies that awakened the sleeping earth.

Ahriel. The boy she took in as her own, her nephew. He was different. Guarded by angels. Eyes like obsidian galaxies. Forever knew he was chosen for something ancient. She trained him gently as she did with her own children, teaching him to listen to the silence between sounds, to read the language of elements, to walk in two worlds without losing himself in either. They lived in a place hidden from the eyes of men, a mystical village surrounded by whispering trees, crystal lakes, and old ruins humming with memory. It was a realm between realms, where time folded and dreams touched the waking.

Every sunrise, Forever prayed, not with words, but with vibration. Every sunset, she activated; calling forth the divine codes buried in her lineage. She had learned the sacred languages of light, the ancient tongue of angels, and the breath syllables of creation from both of her great grandmothers. Sometimes she wondered if the pain she endured growing through life had truly been necessary. The rejection, the loss, abuse, the loneliness. Perhaps it had carved her into a vessel large enough to hold what Spirit wanted to pour.

“I forgive you, Mother, ” she whispered one dawn as golden light filled her room. “Even when you curse me, I bless you. Because I remember a glimmer who you were before the hurt, because I have traveled through time. ”

The air shimmered. For a moment, she thought she heard her father’s harp echoing from beyond the veil she smelled his scent rising from the east.... .

That was the morning the prophecy began to awaken.
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THE AWAKENING OF THE BLOODLINE
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The morning after the vision Forever could not sleep. Her dreams had been filled with golden rivers moving through her veins her father’s voice calling her from the other side of the veil. When she awoke the house hummed like a great instrument tuning itself to a higher octave.

The children were already awake.... . Each in their own corner of the sacred home practicing their art as if something inside them had called them at dawn... The trumpet sang softly through the mist, the cello vibrated through the floorboards, the drums spoke in heartbeat patterns. She could feel the ancestors dancing between every note.

Forever moved quietly through the house her long robe whispering against the marble floor. The walls shimmered faintly the sigils she had drawn years ago with sacred oil, pulsed with gentle light.

It was happening The bloodline was stirring......

She walked outside barefoot into the morning dew. The air tasted different thick with frequency. The trees bent toward her as if greeting their Keeper. The wind wrapped itself around her waist and whispered secrets too old for language. She closed her eyes and began to pray not in words but in sound. Her lips parted and the tones rose from deep in her belly; ancient syllables rolling through her chest. The sound carried light codes. Each note broke through invisible layers around her home sealing it with divine protection. Her children felt it too... They came to her one by one drawn by the vibration. They circled her forming a sacred spiral and began to play. Their instruments aligned in divine precision.

The music was alive! ! !

Each sound a flame! ! !

Each vibration a prayer! ! !

The energy built until the very ground beneath them began to glow....

In that moment, Forever saw them not just as her children but as extensions of her own divine essence...

The prophecy was not only hers...

It was theirs together...

They were a constellation reborn...

SHE REJOICED, and yet a stillness rested inside her and she thought for a moment, “why couldn't you have loved me this way”; as she thought briefly of her mother.

That thought didn’t last long, the energy was so intense....

She lifted her hands toward the rising sun, and spoke softly; 
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“I call forth every gift that has slept in our bloodline... Every seed planted by those who came before us... Every power hidden beneath fear, and silence... I summon it now by the authority of Light and Love. ”
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A swift wind burst through the circle swirling golden dust around them. The instruments shifted tone rising higher until the air itself sang. She saw visions flash before her eyes...

Temples of crystal...

Ancient priestesses....

Fire moving through water. .

......and sound bending light.

When the music faded the world felt new. The children stood still eyes wide, hearts open.... One of them whispered, ‘Mama did you SEE that!’.

Forever smiled. ‘YES! I did my baby love!....... and it’s only the beginning! ’

That evening she gathered them around the hearth. The flame burned blue, the house smelled of sage and myrrh; She told them the story of their lineage how their ancestors were once guardians of the elemental gates, how their music had been used to heal nations and awaken sleeping lands. She told them how darkness had stolen that knowledge and buried it in fear. But now the time had come to restore it.

Each child placed their hand over their heart, repeating after her;
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‘I am light, I am lineage. I am the sound of creation. I am the return. ’
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As they spoke the words a soft glow moved through their bodies. Their eyes sparkled with ancient memory... Forever always knew that her children were hand picked from the God’s and her father. Sent here to be taught, and to help her on her journey. Even her oldest daughter D’Rheilla, there was just something that kept them very close. They loved the same music, art, nature, and food. They were more like twins then ever. This not diminish her bond with her other children, they were more like her siblings more than anything else, her Oldest son J’hreil the head warrior.
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