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      Nessie Noll is a Christmas Elf, who has always lived in the safety of Candy Cane Village in the North Pole Sanctuary. But when her father can’t accept a mission into the human world, she goes in his place.

      There’s just one wee, itsy-bitsy problem. She’s never pulled off a Christmas Miracle before. And with a terrible war raging in the magic realms, an a handsome White Wolf Shifter hunting her, she’s going to need a miracle just to survive, never mind figure out how to deliver a Merry Christmas to the small mountain town of Arcana Glen.

      

      This is a sweet, stand-alone holiday fantasy romance. It is set in the world of the Tarot Guardians and warring Elves of Arcana Glen. You can also enjoy other books set in the same enchanted town.
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      Christmastime brings nothing but pain to Clara. She puts on a show for her coworkers, but every holiday, she struggles with crushing depression. This year, when she starts hearing Christmas Toys speak to her, she fears she’s finally lost it. She’s about to destroy the toys when a handsome stranger breaks into her home.

      Through the chimney.

      This is no jolly old saint. He’s over six feet of brawn and charm and dressed like a soldier. But not only does he claim to be a genuine Christmas Elf, he insists that Clara is one too—and that only she has the special magic needed to help Lost Toys find their Special Child before Christmas.

      He offers to help her, but can Clara overcome her distrust enough to trust in Christmas magic—and true love?

      

      Get this book for free here.
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        November 27, 2022, Sunday Morning

        28 Days to Christmas Eve

        North Pole Sanctuary, Sphere of Winterdom

      

      

      Nessica Sweetie Sprinkles Noll breathed in a deep draught of clean, fresh air that smelled faintly of peppermint. Her exhale formed a white puffy cloud, but the chill didn’t bother her. From the village along the fjord below, ancient hymns rose from the white church, bathing the hills in harmonious music. The slopes of the snowy mountains overlooking the fjord were dotted with a magical forest of candy canes as large as lamp posts and evergreens decorated like Christmas trees. She wore red and white striped knit tights, a sparkling pine green bodice and mini-skirt and matching pine green boots. Under a velvet green hat with a white fluffy fringe and tassel, she wore her coppery hair in two ponytails with silvery jinglebell bows that tinkled cheerily as she skipped. She had a red velvet sack discreetly slung over her back by a golden cord. The sack hung more like a cape, since it was empty. At least she looked like a proper Christmas Elf, Nessie reminded herself. Everyone assured her the talent would come in time...

      In the North Pole Sanctuary, they prepared for Christmas all year, but as the Day approached, the Christmas Elves’ excitement ratcheted higher—along with their magic. Nessie felt the same excitement, but in her case, her anticipation was mixed with dread. She hid her fear deep inside. Christmas Spirit was a real thing, and she didn’t want to ruin it for anyone else just because she had issues.

      A light snow fell. Snowflake Pixies, shifting constantly between their tiny size, smaller than her thumb, and their human form, in which they were only a little shorter than she was (5’2”), were busy decorating (or rather, re-decorating) the trees. On the last night of November, a storm had torn through, leaving broken canes and ruined ornaments in its wake.

      The Sphere of Winterdom was a mystic realm known for having been shattered into an uncounted number of floating Shards of land and sky, like separate slivers of reality, scattered in an endless Storm of Swords. Most of those Shards looped through monotone seasons of one bitter winter after another, without reprieve. The North Pole Sanctuary shared the ever-winter of the realm, but they were protected from the Storm of Swords by a magical shield. From afar, the North Pole Sanctuary looked like a life-sized Snow Globe, surrounded by a protective orb of Light Magic that prevented hostile outsiders from entering. In fact, most outsiders couldn’t even see the North Pole Sanctuary; secrecy and invisibility was their first line of defense. That was necessary because the rest of the Winter Elves, called the Azir, were ruled by the Court of Swords. The Dark Elves in the Court of Swords hated the Christmas Elves.

      The Dark Elves were not called such by the Christmas Elves because of their appearance or any accident of birth, but only because the Dark Adepts who ruled over them gained powers through blood sacrifice, the enslavement of souls and other bargains with the infernal powers of Darkpyre, the realm of demons. Physically, the Azir were as pale as snow, with snow-white skin and snow-white hair. A few had midnight purple hair. Their eyes tended to be red, purple, or blue. The Christmas Elves were originally Azir too, but they had broken free of the Court of Swords centuries ago—an unforgivable offense to the pride of the Dark Elves.

      Even in the North Pole Sanctuary, bitter winds and heavy storms sometimes tore through these mountains, knocking over entire trees, blowing off and wreaking the Christmas ornaments.

      Nessie saw several Snowflake Pixies hovering like hummingbirds over a tree that had been completely toppled.

      She paused. “Oh dear! What a mess!”

      The three rapidly fluttering Pixies shifted into their human form. Now that they weren’t moving so fast, Nessie recognized Gloria Gigglemuffin, Buttons Toffeesong, and Bing Jangle.

      “Can you help us, Nessie?” Gloria asked.

      “We can fix the tree,” said Buttons, clearly continuing an argument.

      “The trunk is snapped,” said Bing, the other half of the argument. “There’s no fixing it!”

      Gloria threw her hands up in the air. “You see, Nessie? Only a Christmas Miracle could fix this tree!”

      “Mmmm,” Nessie said, ambiguously. She didn’t lie about her magic, but she didn’t advertise her lack either. “You may be right, but Goody Pinebeard was an old tree. Maybe it’s time to let him return to the Light and move on to a younger tree? I could help you locate a tree and move the ornaments there.”

      The Snowflake Pixies cheered this idea.

      First, Nessie summoned an Unwinding Waft of Elemental Wind. The spell levitated the tree, twirling the strings of lights and tinsel off of it, freeing the ornaments and ribbons from the branches. She let the tree down gently, while she kept the decorations floating.

      Next, Nessie summoned a Finding Breeze. The sparkling gust of Elemental Wind swept all the broken ornaments, tinsel and light into an arrow that pointed the way on a swift flight through the woods.

      “Quick!” cried Nessie. “Don’t let it get out of sight or we’ll lose it!”

      The Snowflake Pixies shifted into their tiny forms and darted after the flying flock of ornaments. Taking her own advice, Nessie also shifted.

      This was another way that the Azir Elves of the North Pole Sanctuary differed significantly from Azir in other parts of Winterdom. The Elven Kingdom of Azirak was divided into strict castes, with an elite Warrior Caste of ethnically pure Azir at the top, a smaller merchant and scholar Trade Caste of elves in the middle, and a huge Bonded Caste, which included the majority of elves, but also all other kinds of “lesser” arcanes: shifters, witches, giants, fairies, pixies and other “cursed” creatures that Dark Elves looked down upon. Intermarriage between castes was strictly forbidden; though a noble Dark Elf might beget bastards with his slave girls, his children would be slaves too.

      The Christmas Elves had no castes; they married for love. Over the centuries, intermarriages with Summer Elves meant some families, like the Nolls, had red hair instead of white. And since shifters were welcome and lived as equals in the North Pole, it also meant that the Christmas Elves almost all had a unique alter, a mythic animal that existed nowhere else, in any realm.

      Nessie Noll turned into a Sneevit.

      No one knew exactly why Sneevits had evolved to be the animal form of Christmas Elves. Perhaps it was a Christmas Miracle, originally, or perhaps it was the natural result of all sorts of shifters, humans, elves and fairies mixing their lineages over time. A Sneevit was the cutest imaginable fuzzy little mammal, something like an otter and a fox, a bunny and a kitten, all rolled into one. Sneevits could stand on their hind legs and use their dexterous hands as well as humans, they could run on snow like a snow leopard, and they could slide on ice and swim in frigid water like penguins. Like other Mythic Beasts (Manticores, Griffins, Dragons, Unicorns, etc), Sneevits were inherently magic. They were twice as fast as a cheetah, twice as cute as a puppy, and delivered inventory at half the cost of wholesale. Humans who imagined Christmas Elves to be wee, fluffy, knee-high cutesy things with huge, pointy ears and squeaky sing-song voices had probably glimpsed an elf in his Sneevit form.

      Her big paws didn’t really even touch the snow as she scrambled after the enchanted gust of wind that carried the arrow of ornaments through woods. She bounded on a cushion of Elemental Wind. The Snowflake Pixies whizzed overhead. They, too, were superfast in their tiny forms.

      The ornaments arrived at a lone tree with no decorations. They whirled around in a dust devil in front of the tree, as Nessie transformed back into her normal human form (she still had pointed ears, but not nearly so large compared to her head as in her Sneevit form!), to hum one last spell: a Mending Zephyr. By the time the ornaments and lights settled in the snow, the shattered bulbs and broken pieces had been fixed.

      “Thank you, Nessie!” Gloria cried as soon as she’d shifted to human form. She had left her wings in place, though. The translucent ice-crystal wings fluttered behind her, reflecting her joy.

      “Yeah, thanks, Nessie,” said Buttons. “Let us know if you ever need anything.”

      “Your house ornaments will still need repair inside,” warned Nessie. “I didn’t want to intrude there.”

      “We can handle that part, and we prefer to,” said Bing. “Thanks a heap, with chocolate syrup and a cherry on top!”

      Three of the ornaments on the tree looked like little miniature houses... because they were houses. Snowflake Pixies lived in ornaments, in their tiny form, of course. Gloria Gigglemuffin, Buttons Toffeesong and Bing Jangle flew into their respective tiny homes and disappeared. Pixie magic enabled them to enter the seemingly hollow ceramic ornaments and enter a real place hidden by enchantment.

      Alone now, Nessie glanced around, startled to realize how far she’d come. She could see the shimmer of lights which the Christmas Elves called the Aurora Borealis, after a similar-looking phenomenon on Earth. On Earth, the shimmering celestial display was caused by the interaction of atmosphere and magnetism, but here in the North Pole Sanctuary, seeing the Aurora Borealis was a sign that she stood very close to the magic Light shield.

      As an elfling, she’d been warned many times to stay away from the Shield. If any attackers were to make their way into the Sanctuary, it would be at the edge of the Shield. Dark Elves and their minions sometimes gnawed holes in the Shield the way rats gnawed holes in a tub of flour.

      It made her nervous, yet she wasn’t too worried. She could use a Finding Breeze to retrace her steps to home. Before she could sing the spell, however, the Aurora Borealis undulated wildly then subsided. A group of soldiers in modern white camouflage uniforms appeared out of nowhere. They walked in formation around a reindeer with something strapped to its back. The squad bristled with guns, and their white and pale gray uniforms were smeared with blood.

      She stiffened in fear, ready to bolt, before she recognized them as Christmas Knights. She exhaled in relief...

      ...Until she saw that one of them was injured, lying prone over the back of a reindeer. Nessie ran to them, crying in fright, “What happened?” as she scanned the group for her brother.

      Half the squad aimed their machine guns at her. She flung her hands into the air. “It’s just me, guys!”

      “Nessie Noll!” cried the man in the lead. His name was Chris Cane. He was the squad sergeant. Right behind him jogged her brother, Nathan Noll.

      “Who was injured?” she asked. “Let me help!”

      “Wolves,” said Chris, spitting out the word. “A big pack broke through just past this point. We drove them back and repaired the Shield, but one Wolf got a chomp first. Dixon, stop here. Kirsi, fly ahead and request medivac to Prawn Bay.”

      Kirsi Gliss, the only female in the squad, a badass Frost Faery, shifted into her winged form and zipped away through the sky.

      The reindeer stopped. Chris and Nathan combined their magic to create a Helping Hands of Air spell that gently lifted the injured elf off the reindeer’s back. Kasper Alfsen, another elf, used Elemental Wind to craft a snow mattress to cradle the wounded man so he wasn’t just lying on the ground. Nessie caught only a glimpse of his face, which was an unrecognizable mash of ruined flesh, bleeding profusely. Tom Snekkeren, who was technically a gnome, not an elf, replaced the soaked bandage on his face, blocking out the damage.

      The reindeer transformed into a muscular man. Unlike the elves, Dixon Paro, a Reindeer Shifter, had dark hair and brown eyes. He was one of two shifters on the squad.

      Nessie sidled up to the other shifter. Blake Diamond had white hair and snow-pale skin like an Azir, but he was a head taller than most elves or humans, and broader across even than Dixon. A shifter, no elf, Blake was a massive, buff man in human form, probably because his other form was a Polar Bear Shifter. He looked intimidating but he had a soft, squeezable heart, like a teddy bear.

      “Asher couldn’t heal the bite?” Nessie asked Blake in a soft voice.

      Blake shook his head. “Asher is the one who was bitten.”

      Nessie gasped softly. Sweet, fun-loving Asher? Asher Candlebright had been her crush all through her Academy years. With his golden, sun-kissed tan, laid-back Aussie attitude and adorable accent, he’d been unlike any of the prim, earnest white-haired Christmas Elf boys she’d grown with. He was a Summer Christmas Elf, who had grown up in Prawn Bay, part of the Wyzir (Summer Elf) community who had Fire magic instead of Wind magic. Among other things, that gave him a talent for Healing that most Christmas Elves lacked, so he’d been recruited as the squad medic.

      Although in her senior year, she’d finally gotten her Christmas wish of a date with him, and she discovered they were destined to be friends, not soul mates, she still had a soft spot for Asher Candlebright. The thought that a vicious White Wolf Shifter had bitten him in the face horrified her down to her bones.

      The Dark Elves treated all shifters like inferiors, but the White Wolves were different. The highest ranking of the Bonded Caste, they were empowered to be the overseers, secret police, and enforcers of the Court of Swords, keeping all the other serfs in their place. They also served as partners to the hated Mind Slayers and Sorcerer Knights, the Dark Adepts and elite soldiers of Azirak.

      Jingling in the air and the whiff of suntan lotion alerted Nessie and the squad that a sleigh from Prawn Bay was near. The sleigh was pulled by six white boomers, flying Kangaroo Shifters. It landed with a bounce. Kirsi Gliss sat in the sleigh with a Summer Christmas Elf woman, who was probably a Healer Adept. Chris and Nathan levitated Asher into the sleigh, which took off immediately. Kirsi stayed with Asher.

      “He’ll get what he needs in Prawn Bay,” Chris said out loud to the squad. “They have the best Healers there.”

      “The best bikinis too,” joked Kasper, ribbing Dixon. Blake and Tom both grinned at the memory of the Summer Christmas Elf girls at a beach barbecue. Chris smiled tolerantly at the guys relaxing after what must have been a nerve-racking fight with the White Wolves, but Nathan wasn’t prepared to let it go.

      “A Christmas Miracle would have spared him the trip,” Nathan pointed out. “Why do we waste them on humans, who don’t value them, when our own need them?”

      “It’s only the start of December,” Chris said mildly. “A bit early for Christmas Miracles.”

      “He’ll probably be scarred for life,” Nathan said. “Right on the face where everyone will see it. Every day. For the rest of his life.”

      Nessie heard the bitter note in her brother’s voice. Lately, Nathan was angry about everything. At least, though he was still doing something—unlike Papa.
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        November 27, 2022, Sunday Morning

        28 Days to Christmas Eve

        North Pole Sanctuary, Sphere of Winterdom

      

      

      The squad didn’t need a spell to retrace their steps to Candy Cane Village. Nessie walked with them. Nathan turned his ire on her.

      “What are you doing this far out, so close to the Shield?” demanded Nathan.

      “I was helping re-home some Pixies,” she said. “The Finding Breeze led me here.”

      “A Finding Breeze doesn’t always have good sense,” chided Nathan. “You should have let someone help who could perform a proper Christmas Miracle. What if you led the Pixies to a home that puts them in danger?”

      Nessie winced. “I’m sorry, I didn’t think of that.”

      “Leave her alone, Nate,” said Blake.

      “She can’t protect herself,” said Nathan. “She’s never proven herself capable of even one miracle!”

      “Golly, thanks for the public announcement, Nathan,” Nessie muttered. “As if I’ve forgotten.”

      Though Nessie might have been born a Christmas Elf, the truth was her magic had yet to come through. Oh, she could do all the ordinary things any Winter Elf could do—she had strong control over Elemental Wind—and she even had excellent Mind magic. That would be great, if she were intent on being a Dark Adept, as the Winter Elves in other parts of Winterdom supposedly aspired to become. She’d graduated from North Pole Academy three years ago with sterling marks, yet she couldn’t land a real job anywhere because she had yet to demonstrate the ability to invoke a single Christmas Miracle.

      They reached the slopes above the fjord. The deep waterway between the mountains was lined with a long, narrow settlement: Candy Cane Village. All of the houses were made of magic gingerbread, decorated with gumdrops, frosting and other candy. Technically edible, the houses were more like igloos than cakes, frozen so solid that even Christmas Elves couldn’t bite them. In an emergency, however, the elves always had food. Part of their magic was an ability to digest candy as if it were the healthiest food in the world.

      Nessie had been planning to accompany the guys all the way back to Candy Cane Fort, their squad headquarters. However, Nathan was so grumpy, she decided she ought to finish the task she had started this morning, before the pixies and then the squad interrupted her. She waved goodbye and headed deeper into the candy cane forest, where hooked canes outnumbered the decorated pines.

      No pixies lived in the candy canes, which were smooth, sticky trunks with either a lollipop or a hook at the top. As candy cane farmers, her family cared for these trees. Not that they needed much tending. Great amounts of Christmas magic and sugar had gone into the creation of the magical candy cane trees. Unlike normal trees, they did not absorb sunlight, for they had no leaves. But the bright Morning Star that shown over the middle of the North Pole Sanctuary channeled Light magic to them, ensuring that they thrived.

      Nessie still wore her red velvet sack like a cape. Wherever little candy cane twigs branched out from the main trunk, she broke these off and smoothed over the trunk again, with a bit of Wind magic. She collected the pruned candy canes in her red sack. These were sized in the usual edible sizes, ranging from two inches to twelve inches long. No matter how many canes she placed in the sack, it didn’t grow any heavier, since it magically stashed the candy in the Ether, that strange non-space between the worlds.

      When she’d plucked enough canes, she returned to her home, a sprawling, frosted three story gingerbread that leaned a tad to the left. It had stood for generations, and the gingerbread still smelled as fresh as if it had been baked that morning. The gumdrops along the eaves glowed from within like lights.

      During the day, most of the Nolls were out, either at work or at school. She called out to her mother, “Fresh canes!” as she emptied a huge pile of candy canes from her magic sack into a basket in the big, warm kitchen. A fire crackled at the far end. She waved to her mother, who was bent over a recipe book with two of her aunts. The elder elven women waved back without missing a beat in their debate over whipped cream or whole cream. They had started cooking for Christmas at the beginning of October and they were still going strong.

      Nessie nipped a fresh four-incher from the basket of canes for her brunch. Candy—always the perfect meal for a Christmas Elf—any time of year.

      At the last minute, she reached back into the basket and grabbed a second candy cane.

      Fortified, she checked upstairs on her father.

      He sat alone in his study. Since his rescue from a prison in Azirak, he had hardly left this room, hardly spoken a word. Though the study had a fireplace (made of brick, not frozen candy), no fire had been lit. Though there were gumdrop lamps and candles aplenty ensconced about the room, none of those had been lit either. He sat in the shadows. He stared at memories only he could see.

      He'd been in a Dark Elf prison for twenty years. Yet, though he’d finally come home in body, his mind remained trapped in darkness. Her chest tightened.

      “Hey, papa.” She forced herself to sound cheerful, yet not false. Nessie opened the curtains to catch the last rays of the afternoon sun, turned on all the lights in the room, trotted to his side, and kissed him on the cheek. She unwrapped the candy cane and handed it to him. “Eat some sugar, it’s good for you,” she urged. She wrapped his fingers around the candy cane.

      Papa finally focused on her. He had a scar. Right on the face where everyone could see it. Every day. For the rest of his life.

      “You’re a good girl, Nessie,” he said with a sad smile. “You must be going to Mundania soon, for your first Christmas Mission.”

      Nessie paused. She’d explained to Papa before that she wasn’t ready to go on a Mission to Mundania, the human realm, yet, because her magic hadn’t fully manifested. Either he’d never heard her, or he’d forgotten.

      “Thanks, Papa,” she said. “Soon, I hope.” Not this year, though, she sighed to herself. “Let’s check your mail.”

      Like the lamps, the computer on Papa’s desk had been inspired by human technology but worked on entirely different principles. Human technology didn’t work well in Winterdom. The gumdrops grew glowing. Their light was intrinsic. As for the computer, the contraption looked like it had been repurposed out of a dozen entwined bagpipes. It was entirely pneumatic, operated by the flow of Elemental Wind through a steam-punk array of brass pipettes and plaid tubes. The screen looked like an oval mirror gilt with brass curlicues.

      Despite (or because) such “computers” existed, most of the mail in Candy Cane Village came in the form old-fashioned letters. Sometimes even parchment sealed with wax! A heap of unopened letters had accumulated on Papa’s desk. Mama had tried for a long time to draw Papa out of his shell, but lately, she simply avoided him and allowed him to avoid everyone. Nathan, the oldest son, didn’t hide his anger at Papa. Niles, Nellie, Noah, and Noella didn’t know what do to with Papa, so they mostly avoided him too.

      Nessie had taken it upon herself to check in on him every day. She brought him meals and candy, talked to him, tried to cheer him up. It had no discernable impact, but she couldn’t simply leave him alone in the dark.

      Most of the letters were Christmas cards. The Canes, the Alfsens, Muffinsmiths, the Candlebrights, the Cookiecrafters, the Gumdrops, the Snufflebugs... all showed huge, happy elf families grinning at the camera. Such pictures only depressed Papa, so Nessie didn’t show him the photos, she only said, “The Gumdrop Family sends their love...” etc.

      At the bottom of the stack, Nessie found a red and gold envelope that was thicker than the rest, sealed with the stamp of Saint Nickolas himself.

      “Papa!” she exclaimed, opening it. A golden medallion fell into her hand. It looked like a larger version of the gold-foil plated chocolate coins that Christmas Elves used as currency. “This is a Mission Token!” She flourished the golden medallion to catch the last light of sunset. “You didn’t tell me you’d been invited to on a Mission to Mundania!”

      Nessie handed it to him.

      Papa scowled at the gold medallion. He threw it across the room into the fireplace.

      “Papa!” Nessie was scandalized. She rushed to pick up the medallion. Soot had dirtied it. She brushed the black powder way, but a smear remained.

      “Nessie.” He stated her name firmly.

      Surprised, she turned to face him. “Papa?”

      “I know you haven’t manifested your final level of Christmas Magic,” he said. “And I know why.”

      She stared. “You do? Could you tell me, so I can finally go on a Mission?”

      “I hope you never go on a Mission!” Papa spat. “I hope you never discover the secret behind Christmas Magic! The thing they never tell you—the thing you have to discover for yourself—and then it’s too late!”

      “What?” she asked, shocked to the core. She’d never heard Papa or anyone else speak so bitterly—so contemptuously—of Christmas Magic. “What are you talking about?”

      But he sank back into his wingback chair, staring away into nothing. A cold wind swept through the room, cracking every gumdrop lamp, snuffing out every candle.
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        * * *

      

      Nessie pocketed the mission medallion rather than return it to her father a second time. She left the study quietly. She retreated to her own room.

      Why didn’t he want to go? He used to love traveling to other Spheres to help people in time for Christmas...

      Until he was captured, imprisoned, tortured, disfigured....

      I’m an idiot, she thought. The horrid image of Asher’s face, half bitten off by a White Wolf Shifter, came vividly to her mind. Papa is afraid. And who can blame him? The realms outside the Sanctuary aren’t safe, like here. He’s afraid to go back out there. He’s afraid for me to go out there.

      But every medallion sent out from Santa represented a real need, somewhere in the Seven Mortal Spheres. If Papa didn’t answer the call, someone, somewhere, would suffer alone, pleading for help, but receiving none.

      Maybe it was selfish of her, but she wasn’t going to ask her father to risk his life—his soul—not again—not if he couldn’t endure it.

      Still, the medallion felt heavy in her hand, as heavy as a question hanging in the air awaiting an answer.
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        November 30, Wednesday Night

        Mundane Sphere, Arcana Glen, Colorado

        Twenty-Five Days to Christmas Eve

      

      

      The White Wolf chased the fleeing elf through the dark and snowy forest.

      In his wolf form, all Logan relished was the hunt. When the elf stumbled from exhaustion, Logan leaped, knocked over the elf and pinned the man under the weight of his huge body. As a shifter, his Wolf was much more massive than any mundane beast. Logan gripped the elf’s neck between his teeth.

      The elf hissed, “I know who you are, Wolf!”

      Logan ignored the Winter Elf. It was a typical tactic of the Azir to try to mess with your mind. Even the elves who didn’t have psychic powers would try to psych you out.

      The elf laughed despite the teeth pricking his throat. Logan could feel his body shaking from the mocking chortles.

      “Logan Gravinmooooor,” hissed the Azir.

      Logan stiffened. He didn’t use his master’s last name any more, but he recognized it.

      “Your true master is coming for you,” taunted the Azir. “You’ve been a bad doggie, and he’s going to teach you to heel!”
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