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“Before we acquire great power, we must acquire wisdom to use it.” 

~ Ralph Waldo Emerson
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∞∞∞

“That’s why we’ve nicknamed it the ‘Enchanted Forest’,” she replied, giggling.

Trees towered up all around, casting shadows in varying degrees of eeriness. The sun was setting now, barely visible between the copse of thick trees. They stood in a small clearing in the dense Sutro Forest, which sat smack-dab in the middle of San Francisco. The year—1963.

Yes, there was a forest in the middle of the famous city.

“Always joking and pranking, you sylphs,” Jonathan replied, not amused. He downed the vial of Enchantment as if it contained the same liquid he kept at home in his heavy glass decanter. Shuddering, he handed the vial back to Serina.

As they continued to trek through the deep forestry, the three Immortals stopped short at the sounds of whispering. Suddenly, an icy wind blew right through them, which was strange, considering it was July.

“Just keep moving,” Kathryn murmured, eyeing them both quickly, then put her head down. She began walking again, quickening her pace.

“But what was that?” Thomas asked, concerned.

“Voices of the dead,” she replied. “I just can’t believe you can hear that.”

Thomas and Jonathan didn’t need to hear any more. Their boots trudged over the mushy leaves and foliage covering the forest floor as they quickened their pace to get out of the haunted area.

The sylph had already disappeared through her portal and back to wherever it was she spent her days, but the Immortals were going to take it on foot back to the Hyde Street bank building where they worked and lived.

The Sutro Forest was an area known for high suicide rates. A beautiful place for people to die. But not all the souls who left the Earth in this exquisitely dark place moved on to the next life. Some were trapped there, maintaining a strong presence. It didn’t seem to bother the sylphs. They found the area peaceful and quiet, despite its reputation. Humans mostly avoided the area, unless they were on some sort of ghost hunt. 

Or... they couldn’t cope any longer.
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∞∞∞

Newcastle, England – 1809

He hiked along the countryside, lost in his thoughts. A carpenter’s tool-bag stuffed with twibils, sickles, an edger, and a dibber slung over his shoulder as he made his way home from a long, sweaty day of working in the sun. His tall frame cast an extra-long shadow along the dusty ground. He rubbed his hand over his face stubble, his mind spinning as he thought about his responsibilities.

As he reached home, his fifteen-year-old daughter met him at the door with a smile. His other two children, both under ten, hopped excitedly on their little feet upon seeing their father home from work. He hugged them both.

“What’s for dinner, Marie?” he asked the teen, removing his hat and setting his tool-bag down on the rough stone floor of their home. The thatch roof was a modest covering for the home he had built with his own two hands. Still, it barely protected them from the elements when the weather became inclement.

“Stew, Father,” she answered, heading back to their crude little kitchen. 

He walked over, kissed her on the top of her head, and then went outside to the pump to wash his hands. While scrubbing his hands under the cold water, he thought about his wife, Sarah, who had passed two years earlier. He missed her dearly, but he was proud of Marie for picking up the household duties in her absence, even though he knew she shouldn’t have had to.

After dinner, he tucked his children into bed. Then, he grabbed his father’s old bow and quiver of arrows, heading into the night to hunt for any kind of stray animal he could find to feed his family with. The bow, something his father had taught him to use when he was just a teen, was his pride and joy. He closed the door behind him and headed toward the forest.

A large thicket of trees emptied into the bottom of the hillside on the other side of the village where he lived, and this was where he preferred to hunt. He would occasionally find a few squirrels or a raccoon to kill. On a lucky night, he would find a deer, which would feed his small family for weeks, but those nights were few and far between.

He’d been perched behind a large tree for a few minutes when he heard the sounds of leaves rustling about fifty yards away. Standing statue-still, he listened for the sounds of what kind of animal might be tomorrow’s dinner. 

His eyes widened as a terrified scream ripped open the quiet night.

Without thinking, he sprang into action, leaping over tree roots and downed branches. He came to a small clearing and saw what appeared to be a man who had a small woman restrained beneath him, straddling her midsection with his mouth at her neck. One of his arms pinned down both of hers above her head, while his other hand was clamped over her mouth.

The hunter got closer and quietly snuck up on the couple. He saw a mass of blood leaking down the woman’s neck, pooling onto the soft leaves below her. After shaking himself free from disbelief, he slowly pulled his bow up and yanked an arrow quietly from the quiver on his back, loading it. Ever carefully, he held his breath and pulled the bow up level, aiming it straight at the man’s head.

As the arrow let loose with a whisper, the assailant whipped his head in the man’s direction and jumped off the woman. She didn’t move at all after he dismounted her. Seeing that his arrow had missed, the hunter swore under his breath and looked around. Spotting a felled tree branch, he went running toward the man—who was now attempting to run away—and swung it violently at his head, knocking him down.

The man let out a horrified yell and then fell flat on his back. He leapt on the assailant, pulled his hunting knife from its sheath, and raised his arm. But as he looked down into the attacker’s eyes, he flinched back when he saw the man’s eyes had no whites at all, just solid black pupils. Out of fear, the hunter stabbed the man through the heart and jumped up off him. More shock shot through him as the man then began to turn brown, then gray, essentially disintegrating into a pile of powder before his eyes.

The hunter fell to his knees and ran his hands through the pile of ash on the forest floor. He wondered if he was dreaming—maybe hallucinating. Maybe he would soon awaken from this madness. The sound of weeping quickly knocked him out of that fantasy. He snapped his eyes up, remembering the victim.

Getting up from shaky knees, he walked over to the woman, taking an occasional glance back at the ash pile. Upon reaching her, he saw she was still alive and bleeding from the neck. He took his jacket off, throwing it to the ground, and then removed his shirt, wadding it up and placing it on her neck. She moaned softly.

“Shh, it’s going to be all right. I’m going to get you to the village doc,” he whispered to her.

He peered down at her. Beautiful red hair framed her milky-white elfin face, a perfect cupid’s bow for a mouth. Her eyes were closed.

Bending down, he picked her up and carted her out of the forest, purposely kicking at the pile of ashes on his way out, scattering them in a puff. He carried the injured woman the kilometer back to his village, and upon reaching the town doctor’s house, he knocked loudly.

“Doctor Porter, please open up! It’s of the utmost urgency!” he called out, pounding his large fists on the door.

The weary doctor eventually opened the heavy wooden door, fastening his spectacles around the crooks of his ears while yawning. 

“What is it?” the old doctor asked. Then he saw the woman in his arms and let him in. “What’s happened to her?” the doctor asked, instructing the man to lay her down on his doctor’s cot in one of the tiny house’s back bedrooms.

The hunter looked nervously at the doctor but kept quiet.

“Son, I don’t have all night here. You have to tell me what’s wrong with her so I can treat her accordingly,” the old doctor ordered.

After a long pause, the man answered, “I think a demon attacked her.”

The doctor just looked at him but said nothing. Upon inspection of her neck, he saw two holes. He went to an old wooden cabinet and removed a brown glass bottle. Using a clean white rag to dump the antiseptic onto, he placed it on her wounds. The weary woman flinched and cried out in pain as the liquid stung, then passed out again.

“There, there, dear,” the doctor cooed, smoothing her hair back from her brow. He turned to the man and said, “I’ve seen these wounds before.” He took a deep breath and continued. “About a year ago, Luke Daniels brought me a little boy with similar wounds. He found the boy in the woods, but never saw this so-called demon.”

“Well, I’m glad you don’t think I’m crazy, but Doc, I swear, as God as my witness, when I stabbed the man—the demon—he literally disappeared before my eyes. Turned to ash as if he had burned at a thousand degrees.”

The doctor arched an eyebrow at him. Changing the subject, he asked, “Who is this woman?”

“I don’t know.” He shook his head. “Never seen her before, as I can recall.”

“Well, she can’t stay here. Take her to the reverend’s house or take her home yourself,” the doctor said curtly.

“Will she be all right?” 

“She should be. Those holes seem to have started healing already. I don’t think she’s lost too much blood. She will need rest and lots of fluids.”

The man nodded his head, picked up the woman, and carried her back to his small house.

He entered the home as quietly as he could and laid her down on a blanket on the floor. 

Marie emerged from a bedroom wearing her nightdress and rubbing her eyes. “What’s wrong, Father?” She looked down and saw the strange woman lying on the floor. Pointing at her, she asked, “Who’s that?”

“I don’t know, sweetheart. I was out hunting, and she was attacked. Doctor Porter says she will be okay but needs to rest.”

Marie crept closer to the woman and knelt down, feeling her forehead. “What sort of animal did that?” She pointed to her neck, bewildered.

He was at a loss for words. He most certainly was not going to tell his already overstressed teenage daughter what he saw tonight, so he just replied with, “I don’t know.” Then he added, “Go back to bed, please. You need your rest, for tomorrow I am going to require your help with her. I will stay with her tonight.”

“Okay, Father,” she replied. She kissed him on the side of his unshaven cheek and shuffled back to the bedroom she shared with her two younger siblings.

He lit a kerosene lamp and carried it to the table closest to the woman’s makeshift bedside. He sat down in the rocking chair he had crafted himself and watched her for a while before he drifted off to sleep.

The next day, young Marie cared for the woman while he went to his job, working in a nearby village, building homes, stores, and offices for the budding community. He was a skilled carpenter, the best in the area, and he was paid well for his talent.

The routine of his working during the day and taking care of the strange woman at night went on for two days. On the night of the third day, the woman came out of her semi-comatose state. While Marie prepared dinner, he sat in the chair next to the woman, reading A Midsummer Night’s Dream. He heard moaning and looked down to see the beautiful redhead looking up at him with big blue eyes.

“Well, hello,” he said, smiling as he snapped his book closed. “You look better.”

The woman—whom he could now see was no older than nineteen or twenty—sat up, confused, and looked around.

“Where am I? Who are you?” she asked in a high-pitched voice, looking down at herself as if she expected to not be clothed. Her hand found its way to her neck and it was then she felt the bandage around it.

“There, there, be calm. I found you in the forest three nights ago. You had been attacked. The doctor said you would be okay with some rest,” he said.

Just then, Marie and the younger children came bounding into the room. Marie wore an apron and held a spoon. She wiped her free hand on the apron.

“She’s awake!” the youngest one yelled.

“Janie, hush!” he scolded. “Go back to your room, you two,” he ordered the youngsters. “Marie, please set a place for our guest at the table.”

“Yes, Father,” she answered, turning around and heading back into the kitchen.

He helped the young woman up, leading her to the old pine kitchen table.

“Thank you. This is just all so... overwhelming. I’m trying to remember what happened,” she said.

Not wanting to discuss the demon attack in front of his daughter, he sat her down into a nearby chair and then pulled the bandage off her neck, inspecting the wounds. He sucked in a shocked breath.

“Oh, my, your wounds, they’re... they’re... well, they’re gone!”

“Let me see!” Marie said, rushing over. She gasped with her hand over her mouth.

“How did you heal so fast?” he asked her, narrowing his eyes.

The woman shrugged but said nothing. Marie fetched a bowl of soup and a spoon and set it in front of the woman. Curls of steam wafted up from the bowl.

“What’s your name?” he asked the stranger.

“Emma,” the beautiful redhead replied. “And what is yours?” she asked, looking at her hero.

“Jonathan. Jonathan Murphy,” he replied.
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∞∞∞

Portland, Oregon – Present Day

“What is the council going to do to the vampires?” Thomas asked, pouring a cup of coffee from the pot.

“Discipline,” Jonathan answered without looking up from his Sunday paper.

Four days prior, after drinking Enchantment at the Oregon Vortex and aging instantly, poor Darius had been deposited at a local nursing home by the Immortals. They had told the authorities he had been found wandering aimlessly around the streets and didn’t know his own name. Darius had said nothing in protest. What could he have said?

After Jonathan, Thomas, Kathryn, and Lillian had arrested the vampires at the Oregon Vortex and turned them in to the Zie Council, Lillian caught a flight back to Los Angeles. Everyone was ready to go back to business as usual. Except Seth, Malachi, and Sheena—the shot-callers of the Portland shapeshifters’ clan—were still missing.

“What does that even mean?” Thomas asked, puckering his lips at the hot coffee. 

Jonathan folded the paper and set it on the dining room table. “The Zie Council does all kinds of things to vamps who break the rules,” he said. “I’ve seen them do anything from incarceration to death, just like the humans do. Thank the heavens that it doesn’t cost as much money as the humans spend on that stuff.”

Thomas shook his head. “I think they should just kill them. I’ve had it with those leeches.”

“You wouldn’t have a job if it weren’t for those leeches,” Jonathan quipped.

The doorbell rang. Thomas walked over and peered through the peephole.

“Delivery for Jonathan Murphy,” the young man called out from the other side of the door.

Thomas opened it up and said, “Can I help you?”

The young man, while chomping loudly on gum, handed Thomas a plastic clipboard and asked him to sign a ledger. After Thomas had done so, the messenger handed him an envelope, his hand clad in black leather half-gloves. Thomas tipped the young man and closed the door.

“It’s for you, boss,” Thomas said, handing the envelope to Jonathan. There was no return address. The envelope, however, had a slight glittering to it.

“It’s from the council,” Jonathan said, taking the envelope and tearing it open. He unfolded the paper and studied it with a worried look on his face.

“Everything okay?” Thomas asked, placing his coffee cup in the sink and putting on his black leather jacket. The blue polo shirt he wore under it made his blue eyes stand out.

“It’s a subpoena,” Jonathan said. Then he chuckled. “For killing Vampire Steve.”

Thomas looked momentarily confused. “The janitor? The Zie wants you to appear before the council for killing that little bloodsucking traitor? He was working for Pascal! You didn’t do anything wrong.” Thomas shook his head.

“I know, Tom. But there are rules to follow. I really should have arrested him and put him in the holding cell until the council could have picked him up, but I was feeling especially judicial that day.” He grinned. “It’ll be okay, I’m sure they’ll just give me a tongue-lashing.”

“When’s the hearing?” Thomas asked.

“On Wednesday at the island,” he replied. He walked to the refrigerator and secured the paper to it with a magnet.

“Okay, well, Kathryn and I will go with you. We were witnesses to it,” Thomas said.

“I appreciate it, man.”

Thomas checked his pockets for his keys and wallet and said, “I’m picking Malina up for lunch. Do you need anything downtown?”

“Nah, I’m good. Just going to watch the game,” Jonathan replied, plopping himself onto the sofa and grabbing the remote. “Have fun.”

“You need a woman,” Thomas murmured, shaking his head.

“I’ve had plenty. They’re nothing but trouble, especially sylphs, so good luck with that,” Jonathan replied, shaking his head and chuckling.

Thomas took the elevator down to the parking garage, got into his black BMW, and headed off to meet Malina at the same steakhouse they had enjoyed during their first date.

∞∞∞

A young waitress came over and placed icy water glasses in front of them, along with two menus. “Hi, folks. I’m Lisa. Can I get you anything else to drink besides the waters?”

“Not me, thank you,” Thomas replied. “Malina?”

“I’m good, thanks,” she replied, turning her attention back to Thomas.

Lisa left and Thomas set his menu down. He reached over the table and grabbed Malina’s hand. “I’ve missed you,” he said, raising her hand to his lips and kissing her knuckles softly.

A blush passed over her cheeks and she batted her eyelashes at him. “I know, Tom. I’ve missed you, too,” she said shyly.

They stared at each other for a few minutes, not saying anything.

“What is this between us, Malina?” Thomas asked, playfulness dancing in his eyes.

She smiled slightly. “I don’t know. I’m not even sure this is allowed.”

“What? Us, dating? Why not?” He frowned.

“Yes, well, when the council finds out, we may have to answer for it,” she replied.

Thomas smiled. “Answer for what? How I feel about you? It makes me even more overprotective of you than I already was. I let a vampire get away from me, for Heaven’s sake, because I couldn’t leave you.” He paused for a minute in reflection, then said, “Okay, point taken.” 

“Well, I don’t care. I’ll step down from queen if they want me to. It’ll be worth it,” she whispered, rubbing her thumb over his fingers.

“I would never, ever ask you to do that, you have to know that.”

She sighed. “Of course not. But I’ll do whatever I have to for us to be together.”

Lisa returned to take their orders. They both decided on the house pasta special.

After she left, Thomas continued. “Jonathan received a subpoena today from the council.”

“I know. I had to sign off on it. I’m sure it won’t be too much discipline,” she replied quickly.

“Will you be there?” he asked.

“Yes, I have to. All ten queens have to attend council hearings. And I suggest you go, too. We were all there that day. That creep Steve was being completely noncompliant. And while I don’t condone killing him, I can see why Jonathan was at the end of his rope. Those disgusting vampires had gotten away from us because of him. He was at his wit’s end. We could all see it.”

“Yes, he was,” Thomas agreed, shaking his head at the memory. He took a sip of his water. “Speaking of, can I ask you something?”

“Of course, my sweet,” she replied, smiling.

“What did you really do to that Enchantment Pascal stole from you?”

She grinned. “I told you, I spelled it to do the opposite of what they wanted it would do.”

“Yes, but they thought it would make them walk in the sun. So the opposite of that is really, nothing, since they already can’t,” Thomas argued.

She paused for a minute. “I’ll admit, Tom, that I was baffled by Darius instantly aging and returning mortal. I thought long and hard about it, and I have two theories: One is that the Enchantment is meant to make humans immortal and non-aging, so the spell I put on it reversed that, causing Darius to turn mortal to his true age. The other theory is... kind of out there...”

“And what is that?” he asked, intrigued.

She paused and bit the corner of her lip. “I think the Oregon Vortex might have done it.”

“What? Are you serious?”

She nodded. “Yes, I’m very serious. I’ve been doing a lot of internet research on that place. I also portaled there one day out of curiosity, and there is a lot of heavy magic in that place. I took the theory to my queen sisters and they confirmed that one of the original sylphs had spent time there. She may have enchanted it somehow, which explains the strange goings-on there. I think Pascal knew this, and that’s why he chose to experiment with the Enchantment there, as he does not need it for its immortality compounds.”

Thomas looked at her and nodded. “Interesting.”

After their meal was over, they walked to Thomas’s car. He grabbed Malina and pulled her into a hug, to which she returned by putting her arms around him. 

After she pulled away, she looked up into his blue eyes. “Why me, Thomas?”

He didn’t answer. Instead, he used one hand to keep hold of her waist and the other to caress her face. He leaned his six-foot frame down to her tiny five-foot-two one and turned his head to kiss her on her full, pink lips. It was soft and passionate. She returned the kiss eagerly. He broke the kiss and ran his lips down her perfectly soft neck as she leaned her head back. After about a minute of this, she realized they were in public, and she pulled back slightly. 

He looked down at her, slightly out of breath. “What’s the matter?”

“Nothing.” She smiled sheepishly at him, wiping her lip with her index finger. “It’s just that I don’t think you want our first time to be in the middle of a parking lot, right?”

“Point taken. Am I going to see you tomorrow?” he asked.

“Of course.” She winked. She looked around, waved her hand to call her invisible doorway, and disappeared into thin air.

Thomas grinned as he fished his keys from his pants pocket and hit the alarm button on the key fob. He sank his frame into the squeaky light-gray leather of the front seat. He smiled again as he thought of her. He hadn’t felt like this in forty years, since Barbara. Starting the BMW, he put it in gear and headed back home.

∞∞∞

Island of Nymph, Gulf of Mexico

“If everyone will please be seated so we can begin,” she announced, her yellow dress catching the reflection of the flame from a nearby torch.

The court was set up outside under a blanket of nighttime stars. A tiki bar was perched on the edge of the sandpit. Two rows of plastic chairs were lined up in front of a podium, which boasted Astroturf grass, and a long microphone stretched from the top of the wooden podium. Tiki torches lined the sandpit as dark-blue water licked the shoreline just a few feet away, leaving a wet kiss mark on the white sand. A warm nighttime wind blew around the court, and the smell of salt permeated the air.

“I call to order the trial of Jonathan Murphy, Head of the Portland, Oregon coven. The charge is Execution Without Cause and Lack of Execution Warrant,” she announced.

Zoe, queen of the Eastern American Sylphs, chaired the hearing, since Malina, queen of the Western American Sylphs, was a witness to the crime. Zoe’s black hair contrasted against her icy blue eyes, as her tanned skin reflected her yellow dress. Her high-pitched voice commanded the attention of the room.

Jonathan raised his six-foot-four frame from his seat and stood next to the podium, dwarfing the tiny sylph. He looked around the small, sand-covered courtroom and let out a sigh. Every time he came to the island, he was always reminded of his first time here.

The day that changed his life forever.

Zoe looked up at him and broke him from his memories. “State your name and title, please.”

“Jonathan Murphy, Portland Coven Leader.”

“Jonathan Murphy, please tell us what happened on the night of November eighth,” she commanded.

The nine other queens, including Malina, were seated in the front row, dressed in the colors of their region. They all wore their twisted gold crown headpieces, as this was official business. All eyes were on Jonathan.

He cleared his throat. “I was interrogating the subject, a vampire named Steve,” Jonathan started. “It was imperative we find Pascal, his boss and the head of the Portland vampire clan. He and Angel, his vampire mate, had kidnapped a sylph—the queen of our region, in fact—along with another Immortal, Lillian Griffiths, and had taken them to an unknown location. Not only had they kidnapped them, they forced Queen Malina to make them Enchantment, and had six vials of it on his person. We felt time was of the essence to find them.”

A confused expression passed over Zoe’s face, but she said nothing.

Shifting on his feet, he continued, “My colleague, Kathryn Jones, has the Immortal gift of mind-reading and informed us he was lying about not knowing where they were. After several minutes of him not speaking and refusing to give up Pascal and Angel, Lillian Griffiths shot him in the leg with a UV gun.”

A small gasp could be heard from the audience.

He cleared his throat again and continued, “After being shot, he became a lot more compliant. He informed us that Pascal had taken the Enchantment to someplace called ‘the Vortex’,” he finished.

“Where is that?” Zoe asked, taking notes on a yellow notepad.

Jonathan shot a glance at Thomas, who nodded at him, then back to Zoe. “After an internet search, we followed a hunch that they had gone to the Oregon Vortex, a small tourist park in Southern Oregon, and we were right.”

“So, what part of this led to Vampire Steve being killed?” Zoe asked, still scribbling.

“We found out he had been working undercover as a janitor in the building I own in downtown Portland. He’s the one who not only told Pascal where we live, but we also have reason to believe he stole the key to the jail cell in the building and freed Darius for Pascal.” He took a deep breath. “After he told us about the Vortex, I regrettably decided he should not be allowed to exist, and I rid the Earth of his miserable existence with the assistance of a UV gun. I pronounced guilt of Treason against the Zie and the Treaty of the Fae before I did.”

Zoe said, “Thank you. If that is all, please take your seat.”

Jonathan exited the stage and sat in a chair in the front row.

“Thomas O’Malley and Kathryn Jones, please come forward.”

The two walked up. Kathryn nervously brushed a strand of blonde hair from her head and smoothed out her gray slacks that she’d paired with a pink chiffon shirt. Thomas wore a suit and stood still with his hands in front of him.

“Is Mr. Murphy’s account of events accurate?” Zoe asked them both.

Thomas and Kathryn both answered, “Yes,” simultaneously.

“Did Mr. Murphy pronounce guilt of Treason against the Zie and the Treaty of the Fae?”

“Yes,” came both voices.

“Is there anything you would like to add?” Zoe asked.

“No,” they both responded.

Zoe nodded. “Please have a seat.” She jotted down more notes. She then looked up and said, “Queens, please follow me.”

The nine got up and followed Zoe colorfully and quietly to a nearby grass hut.

The three Immortals sat looking at each other. Kathryn put her hand on Jonathan’s. “It’s okay. You did nothing wrong,” she consoled.

After thirty long minutes, the queens emerged silently and took their seats. Zoe took her place at the podium.

“Jonathan Murphy, please return to the front,” Zoe ordered.

He did as ordered.

“The Council of the Zie has decided to drop all charges. But, be aware that killing any member of the Fae, without prior permission from a queen, or in self-defense, will not be tolerated again. Are we clear?”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said, nodding.

“Okay. Please have a seat as we have another matter to attend to.”

Jonathan’s, Thomas’s, and Kathryn’s smiles turned to concern as Zoe took a seat in the front row and Malina took the place at the podium.

“Bill, please bring out the prisoners,” she said, looking toward the hut she and the other nine queens had just returned from.

Bill, along with four other young Immortals wearing all black SWAT gear, filed quietly into the hut.

When Immortals were chosen, they were usually given what is called “Island Duty.” Similar to when new police officers were made to work in the local county jails as rookies, the young Immortals did the same for the queens. Every Fae who broke the Treaty was held under arrest and guarded by young Immortals who possess various skills. It was a win-win for everyone.

Most Immortals spend a couple of years working Island Duty until given a duty station somewhere in the world. Thomas had been one of the first to pull ‘Island Duty.’ About a year after his transformation to Immortal, he was sent to the Island of Nymph to learn how to detain and interact with prisoners. He learned invaluable lessons and was a great example of why the sylphs needed young Immortals to run their jail. Jonathan had been very proud of how Thomas had set the precedent for Island Duty and the need for Immortals.
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