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    To my family and friends!


Much Love…and I miss our just as crazy road trips!
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Prince Stephan

I have been sitting here for days watching my father grow sicker and sicker.  My rage building with each pain filled groan or nurse rushing in to help him, as he’s sick at his bedside.

My selfish brothers out...most likely scouting for playmates...or dessert for later the gluttonous heathens.  Unlike my brothers, I may not have always agreed with our father’s beliefs or vision for our fair kingdom, but dammit...I am here.

They’ve backed even the most unscrupulous and vile actions our father has taken...where are they for him now?

Oh that’s right...they only had to place their noses in his ass so long as he is conscious enough to hand out gold pieces.

They can’t shake me down for the location or how to enter the family vault until I take the throne.  Despite having other wishes for our future and our people...I won’t allow them that opportunity as long as I can keep a breath in that man’s body.

Days seeming to blur into weeks I have worn a path from the chair next his bed and the window I watch the world from during his brief bits of slumber.

I never should have made that deal with that tricky damn fae.  I know his family has worked for us for centuries...however, a fae’s nature is exactly that.  

Realistically I should have known better.  After all my father groomed me well, to one day fill his shoes.  Who to trust, who not...and above all we are the top of the food chain in our lands.  

Although by no stretch of the imagination did I realize that may be sooner rather than later...much...much later.

Waiting for a human realm medication promised us by that fae has been agonizing.  I was desperate to save my father...our King.  

Until his recent injury...I had no idea, because he had always told me we were unbeatable...but I am learning vampires can die unnaturally too.

Our best witches had not been able to figure how he was injured so severely that his healing virtually ceased all together.  

I still don’t understand who he was fighting, where, or for heaven’s sake why?  The state he is now it’s incredible he escaped any assailants at all.  Then to wind up at the palace steps...no guards, driver said to be deceased protecting him, and my father crawling on his hands and knees in the filthy mud.

Not even a horse or any piece of his carriage found anywhere.  No bodies of the guards that accompanied him on his business.  Only our father’s incoherent rants to rely on for information besides the little evidence we have gathered.

Father’s most trusted healer said she removed a ‘bullet’ from him and with that out...he should have recovered quickly.  I just stared at her in disbelief later when she told me he wasn’t and I should make preparations.  

We don’t use that armament here.  Our battles are valiant...noble combinations of both skill and mastery of one’s weapon.  Out strategizing your opponent with your wit and not simply brute force.

‘Bullets’...huh...that is human realm trash.

As that ‘suit’ shredded to tattered cloth by the time the chambermaids helped the witches clean and dress him in his own clothing.  

My word that was an ordeal in itself.  Had I...the good son...not been around, he nearly had a broken spine as well from being dropped.  Nude and surrounded by women I might add.  

I imagine that would have been quite the slap to the face to have been left to deal with that embarrassment...being a strong man...a king.  

But no...I held him while they fussed around him.  He grumbled and protested of course.  I was confused more and more as he spoke.  

Random thoughts that in no way cohesively go together, followed by flashes of rage because I didn’t understand.

I understand all signs point to him attending something in the human realm in secret for some reason.  That doesn’t mean I understand...I simply accept that as his possible whereabouts for the day.  I am still missing quite the piece of the portrait here.

He babbled on about cars smashed on their tops and other men he met.  Then something about thunderous waves.  Some girl that sounded as a powerful witch if she were real.  

An altercation explained his gunshot.  But the assailant is unknown and a weapon has not been found.

It is as if all trace of this trip...all persons involved...even proof he had gone just vanished.

The healer had hoped to find something with that bullet.  She detected some strange possible poison he’d been exposed to.  

The supposed inquisition my brothers have staged to seek out all weapons and ammunition as these has been a joke.  We are no closer to understanding if this poison was delivered by that bullet or other means.  

After conferring with the other elder witches the healer could only conclude traces of herbs used here and others indigenous to...well...another realm, were what the poison was made of.

This fae consultant that works for my father came to me...with a rumor.  The human realm had some central controlling agency of sorts.  They had just healed a turned vampire having faced near similar circumstances.

He never confessed where he obtained this information or from whom...nor did he explain what he was aware of my father’s circumstances.

Not that looking to the human realm was an ideal plan for me...however...I haven’t the time to turn away any potential allies.  

Allies I will greatly need to fight the armies my own brothers designed to turn on me the moment father’s crown nears my head...but I will die knowing it never touched me.

No need to torture me for a thing...they take my place instead...and gain all the accesses I would have.

That is...unless I can keep father alive for a little while longer.  I may not need help beyond that once I receive answers from others I have reached out to about my cause.

You see...my brothers would simply turn everything over to the advisors and consultants.  Let the armies’ police how they wish.  Allow our people to starve in the streets while they feast.  Our land left in ruins.

In doing so...signing all their power essentially away...what keeps them from being robbed blind and left destitute in the gutter themselves?

Forethought...one huge piece they are missing in all of their actions.  I apply that to every decision I make.  As in keeping our family in control of this castle and improving our world.

One thing as a leader I must get, that my father and brothers all lack, is progression.  It is simply going to happen as time passes.  

In improving conditions for our people...encouraging a stronger kingdom...I may have to adopt certain human realm conveniences to do so.  

Another reason relations may be necessary.  No matter my personal biases.

If there is in fact this technology available in that world...I want it.  What a commodity to possess and what we could do...not simply for our people...but the realm.  

We could create a true no strings attached...potentially peaceful and equitable across the board...business deal uniting this entire realm.

However, what I had gathered from father’s ramblings...he is not the only kingdom seeking out things in the human realm.  What ‘things’ I am not sure...but I can imagine various business deals for whatever...same as my father may have been seeking.

It is no secret many nobles seek anonymity to seal deals in the human realm.  Dignitaries have been using that for far longer than I believe even my father has been alive.

Personally...I prefer to stay away from the human realm at all costs.  I have my reasons...just none I wish to think of now.

I can say...the human realm...it is a whole other world I do not fit.  However, this does not mean that world is full of bad people.  It’s just not a place for me.  

So...accepting progress I shall.  I just don’t have to submerse myself in it.

I step closer watching my father sleeping.  His face flushed...pained.  Brushing my thumb across his furrowed brow I wipe away small beads of sweat that had gathered in the creases in his forehead.

He looks so old all of the sudden...so frail.

This terrifies me.  Not that I know I face death at the hands of my own once this man can no longer referee.  But watching him change before my own eyes into someone I don’t know.

A respected king that has not always made the best decisions.  I know what the man has done.  However...who he is...is still my father.  

I may not like everything he has done, or understand all he stood for...and I am sure he feels the same of me.  But I am not ashamed I had a father who at least tried to love me the best he could.  

His actions showed me that.  The man he helped mold me into.  He always told me ‘I have great leadership skills and visions awe inspiring’.  

I wonder who he thought he raised to be his successor.  My brothers will be lucky to live lives as Jesters, if we still have those if I ever gain the momentum I need.

Playing the waiting game with what I have set in motion and fighting time at the same while I stand here watching a land and a family lose its leader.

Oh...I want to slap that thought right out of my head.  The fae will make it.  I have faith...I have seen that man through hell and back...he is a revered man for his strength.  I will not forget that.
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I am sure one could imagine my enthusiasm when the courier came with a message surprisingly enough from that fae I hired as a liaison for my little project.  Thankfully, my brothers still nowhere in sight.

The message assured me the project was a success, and they had ‘one better’ than simply the medication for my father.  

What that meant...I am not sure.  Intrigued...but leery with these...shady types.  I will only question so much.

The less I know...the better.  Ignorance is still legal here.  Shameful...but you cannot hassle anyone for simple stupidity.

I’ve checked...my brothers have...problems.  

I had to cover everything just in case.  Forethought!

I was staring out that window while father slept after eating a little scrap of food.  Beginning to seriously doubt my recent agreements on behalf of our kingdom and suddenly I heard hooves...and what sounded as a carriage coming up the road.

Had they located my father’s carriage?  Any of the passengers.  It was too soon for anything else unless they had help traveling faster from the human realm.

Which...is something fae can do!

I nearly knocked the nurse down running passed and calling out ‘pardon’ as I ran towards the stairs for the main entrance to greet this arrival in the drive.

A carriage similar to ours but noticeably not our father’s strolls carefully up the drive.  I had no idea if this carriage belonged to the fae gentleman or his courier.

The driver quickly hops down after setting the brake.  Opening the door that tall fae consultant steps out and turns reaching a hand back into the carriage.

My confusion only increased as I see a tiny, feminine hand almost cautiously reaching for his.  Both the fae and the driver lean in and help this girl stand.  

Both gentleman turn helping her to walk towards me.  She had an arm around each of their shoulders.  The oversized robe appearing borrowed is open exposing scant clothing underneath.

There was obviously something wrong with her leg.  Her face stained with tears.  As she approached...the scent of human caught my attention until I was slammed with her energy...a high-witch.  This is intriguing.  However...how will this help my father?

Clearing my throat as they approach I paint on a welcoming smile greeting the three.  Waving towards one of the guards he ran over scooping the girl into his arms.

She never fought or protested.  She actually ‘thanked’ the guard for being so careful.

I noticed as the guard turned her she had blood on her face and bruises in various exposed places.  Gasping I turn to the fae gentleman, his driver already back at the carriage grabbing something.  “Why is she bleeding?”

I tried to fight the sharp breath my body was sucking in through my nose taking several steps back from her.  

Hunting was not something many of us did anymore.  A select few, as my brothers, support the ‘old ways’.  

I do not.  It is barbaric and cruel when there are much easier ways to acquire what we need without resorting to such...unnecessary means.

However...it is a process as anything else.  Drunks...they don’t stay drunk if you remove the alcohol from their surroundings.

I can restrain myself from a distance.

“Might I ask what exactly is going on?”  I narrow my eyes, as that fae still hadn’t answered me.  He was watching that girl and that guard a little intently.

Turning to face me he waves his hands before himself.  “The gentleman able to secure her...he delivered her to me like this.  Her knee...I had to create a diversion to get her out of there.  Beyond that...she won’t even speak to me.”

Shaking my head disappointed I turn towards the guard.  “Get her to the healers.”  He nods and I glance down meeting the girl’s eyes.  My breath hitched noticing she met my eyes without an ounce of fear or anger.

Didn’t this fae just say she wasn’t cooperating or receptive?  Maybe I’m reading it wrong.  She’s probably just frightened.

Clearing my throat I give my head a shake.  “Please...tell the ladies whatever you need.  We have clothing once they get you healed.  We can have a warm meal and discuss the meaning of all of this.”  I turn setting my eyes on that fae gentleman with my brow raised.

I was surprised enough I jerked my head hearing her voice.  Gentle but not meek at all.  “Thank you your highness.”  She smiles softly bowing her head appreciative, as the guard turns her carrying her inside as I had ordered.

Twisting my lips towards that fae...I was near enraged he brought me a captive and not medication to heal my ailing father.  Our king...now a kidnapper.

Trouble is what I brought my kingdom for my decisions.  

Please father...I am in no way prepared for this title...nor am I ready to fight my own flesh and blood to ensure I can.

Forgive me...just hold on a little longer.

“You may get cleaned up in the guest quarters.”  I felt my jaws tensing as I spoke to him as an order.  “You have some explaining to do.  And you better pray my brothers do not make any special appearances.  They do not know I have outsourced any medical aid for our father.”

He nods briskly.  “Understood Sire.  But I am sure this will be your solution for much more than simply healing your father.”

Tipping my head to the side I ask.  “What do you mean?  I cannot harbor a human realm captive...so I do not know what you’re trying to sell me now...but this was not the deal.”

Waving his hands to calm me.  “Sire.  What is better than the medicine itself?”  He asks me.

Furrowing my brow I shrug and he smiles widely.  “Someone who can manufacture it.”  He chuckles oddly as I eye him.  “Oh Sire...that is what the other realm was going to use her for.  I have seen her file and she is skilled as an alchemist and she is a high-witch of still noble lines even here.”

Pursing my lips I take in a sharp breath through my nose.  “I have a captive...a noble in both realms in bloodline alone...and you are excited by this?”

I don’t know what came over me...but I began jabbing my finger...hard, into his chest as I spoke.  “Who will lead my father’s armies while my brothers and I are fighting it out?  Oh...and it is not known he is ailing yet.”

Wincing, he rubs at his chest as I pull my hand away shaking my head.  “You just better pray you delivered the ‘gold’ you believe you did.”

Nodding he smiles.  “Of course Sire.”

Turning on my heels I wave over another guard to show our new guest to a room as far away from that poor girl as possible.

There is something peculiar about that fae gentleman,  How he looked at that girl...how he examined my guard who helped her...and how he spoke in general of her.

She appeared to be barely older than a child.  Yet...he spoke of her as an...object.

I am not the biggest fan of the other realm...but I am no kidnapper no matter my needs.  I also have no need to degrade or belittle this creature he delivered to me broken and in need of aid.

There is nothing she can offer me I would take in that way no matter what that sneaky fae spoke.

Father would have never entertained this.  Housing the fae for the help...definitely not...but exploiting the girl for her magic...unfortunately that I can see.  

It would be interesting to find out who she is if she’s a high-ranking bloodline whose name still exists in both realms.  That is interesting...considering she appeared to have been on the road and beaten for days before arriving at my door.

Why hadn’t she healed herself at all?  I will have to ask our witches later.  That is interesting and if they happen to gain her identity I don’t have to pepper her with questions.  I can speak to her as a person and maybe we’ll get to the bottom of this faster.

I am only entertaining this at all because of sheer morbid curiosity.  I do not want to exploit this girl...but...if I can make her a deal for say a spell or a recipe.  I can get her moved before anyone gets wind and as long as I have the coveted recipe...she should be safe.

There was something so interesting about that brief exchange on the front steps.  Maybe it was the respect shown even though this situation was awful.  No...she ‘thanked’ me...and I cannot recall the last time I had been genuinely appreciated for anything.

But this wasn’t simple words.  She actually was holding the guard as well.  Not a tiny victim in his arms.

How would she know she was safe here and even I was leery of this fae bloke?  Why would she trust us at all?

Well...now I have to know about this unfortunate creature.  I hope I can keep her safe here long enough for her to help our father.

I am no danger to her...however, if my brothers found her...or realized she was here to help.  Ugh...I don’t even want imagine...I need to just get whatever it is we need and cut her loose.

If I deliver her myself...that could appear as a rescue...demonstrating goodwill.  Gaining potential favors I may need to call upon one day.  Especially if this young lady has other friends in high places.  That is worth questioning.

Although...what if she was running too.  As that fae said ‘that’s what they were using her for’.  What would I be sending her back to?  What exactly was she used for?

Sadly...I am not sure what to do if that’s the case.  We have never had anyone seek refuge this way.  Well...criminals...but they never stay long.  I also haven’t opened our doors to that risk either.

Not that the poor girl I saw for that moment could ever be that type of person...I am not accusing at all.  

Why would I be worried?  Pretty sure I can take her...trick knee...I made a note.
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El

Heeeyyy!  

Clutching my face once again I call out irritated, spitting blood all over his breathtaking van interior, that I am sure will require I get a series of shots after such prolonged contact.  

“When are you going to realize you don’t have to do that EVERY freaking time you stop?”  I huff out feeling my body wearing down.

Waving my hands out and then pointing to my leg.  “Where the hell am I going to go?  You think I’m up for that walk home?  We’ve been on the road for hours and I haven’t healed myself yet.”

UMPH!

“Son of a...”  Pushing myself up on my elbows from the floor of the van after he clocked me across the cheek and I bounced off the floor once again.

I must have some pain threshold...this vampire has hit me how many times and I only recall being unconscious the once.

Maybe he’s taking it easy on me now he has me...but damn...hold back more please.

Malcolm laughs, I hear the door click open as he prepares to fill up the gas tank again, in this 1980’s-ish three-mile to the gallon relic.  “I guess I don’t...ok...that’s for all that mouth running I have to listen to.  I was paid to retrieve not tolerate.”

Sitting up gingerly, babying my leg as I also rubbed my face.  My entire jaw, cheekbone, orbital socket, and my chin hurt thanks to this ham-fisted bastard.

How the hell did we...well I for now...how did I get into this mess?

Why didn’t I pay attention earlier?  I had opportunity to stop.  Hesitation isn’t an issue in gymnastics.  Just an annoyance.  Only ever dangerous if you’re in the middle of something...as we have learned.

The pain surging up my now purple leg was maddening.  Where the hell am I going to get energy to heal?

I can syphon and redirect off Malcom.

No...damn...he’ll crash the van and probably kill us both then.  What’s the point?  Actually...he could live on...this is just going to be an issue for me.

I have to do something.  Think El.

Malcolm in a rush hops back into the van and the engine roars to life.  “Hang on Princess...we have just a little farther to go.”

Taking in a couple breathes I stretch my senses ever so slightly.  I needed just enough energy to push back the pain, possible infection, or worse.

Closing my eyes I began to float along with the thrum of the road as we inched along.  I felt myself begin drifting off a little until the van lurched jolting me to the side nearly smashing my head through the glass.

Malcolm had slammed on the brakes and pulled over jumping out of the van.  My heart hammered in my chest hearing each step towards those back doors.

Flinging them both open he stepped in leaning over me menacingly...his eyes opaque and even his voice sounded like nothing I have ever heard of a vampire.  “How about we play a game?”  He tips his head to the side oddly.  “It’s called ‘shut the fuck up’!”

Blam!  Blam!  BOOM!

I missed the rest of the fists of fury.  He must have felt me syphoning.  Sometimes when I zone out like that...I pull too much.  If I healed...I stood a chance to fight, making this entire mission go horribly wrong for him.

Next I remember...I was taken to a carriage...and that blond guy was there.  The guy from the stands...at Championships.  Freaky stalker!

Oh...‘I hear he’s a big fan’.  

Screw you Malcolm...you handed me over to a stalker?  Are you kidding me?  Where the hell am I?

I remember being wrapped in a coat or something after I had been basically tossed to the seat inside.  I was groggy...but I was fighting hard to stay conscious now that I was again.

I heard the two argue and then the blond guy got inside the carriage shutting the door rather hard and tapping on the side.  The carriage lurched forward and I was staring at that guy.

He reminded me of Remasay...Ilsepas’ granddaughter...it was the blond hair, and he smelled of fae.

Offering me a remorseful look he smiles towards me.  “We do have a bit of a journey if you need a rest.  I promise...we will not disturb you.”

He did end up asking me a few questions when I could not keep my eyes closed and off of him.  I couldn’t answer for some reason.  It had to be shock.

Eventually I did drift off to a not so peaceful slumber.  His voice oddly soothing in my ear.  I think that’s what helped.

Maybe some of that fae charm is finally working on me.  

If this is the other realm...and he’s supposed to be a prince...it is possible I could succumb to being charmed.  I never had before...but again...I have never experienced any other realm either.  

Their abilities could be different...or even stronger.  Powers I couldn’t fight no matter how strong I am supposed to be.  That’s in a world away.

Oh...I am so screwed.  

What happened to my family?  Has anyone found Malcolm?  What is the death toll in Mike’s wake?

Oh...I hope they’re safe.  I pray they were not harmed if Malcolm had so easily made off with me as he had.

I wish I could hear Aunt Elsbeth.  I hope I haven’t lost her amulet.
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How about I back up a bit and summarize how I got here?

Well...I woke up one crisp yet beautiful spring morning...aced some grueling tests designed by malevolent professors seeking to crush my spirit.  However...I overcame...vanquishing these beasts!

Struggling...and partially wounded by a stray staple edge...I made it to the safety of my girls and my Honda.  Charging off towards my parent’s beach house...shrieks and whoops our battle cry navigating this well-travelled route.

Upon our arrival...I had another foe to conquer...my big brother Drew and his yummy friends.

What?  I had no issues with them and...they are still too pretty to be friends of my brothers.

After much strategizing...my girls, Val and Mina served the perfect distraction...not only Val providing an opening my brother never saw coming, Mina took Jake out of the action, and I took my reward on the way out like Robin Hood. 

Drew I pummeled into submission and servitude stealing for myself his most trusted and skilled of warriors.

Tee hee!  His name is Mike and he is so pretty.  

He is the guy...the hot vampire hero in all the books the girls and I read.  He hates them, writing nasty-grams to all their publishers addressing the ‘inaccuracies’ and uses of stereotypes inappropriate and offensive...when...it’s fiction.

I think he just likes the argument.

Despite our differences in the appreciation of the arts...I fell for him nearly immediately...we were inseparable that entire week.

Yeah...ten whole days and I was ready to follow this guy anywhere.  And yes...I know how that sounds...but there’s more.  

When he nearly died in the hospital because of some...poison, he got from a fight over me.  I abandoned everything just to stay.  Left my family to deal with people that were after me for reasons we still only know in part.

Imagine my surprise...I just found out I was some big witch...and here I was near watching an immortal creature die before my eyes.  

Oh...and I had been told my entire life these creatures were only real in my books.  I mean...it’s fine now...my drunk ghost Aunt Elsbeth that lives in my necklace explained a lot.  

Did I mention it was a busy and long vacation?  A tad bat-crap crazy!  But we made a party out of it...so we’re good.

Anyways...that fight Mike intervened in on my behalf...that actually started long before I was even a glimmer in my father’s eye.  

Had something to do with my aunt, the necklace she left me, rumors, and old disagreements between species that they changed.

Ok...so I met two technically non-existent spirits that week alone.  I even showered while one gave herself a pedicure on my counter because nothing on her side comes with sparkles.

Well...as I mentioned...it was a long and silly week packed with fun.  

I was beaten...attacked in my sleep...nearly drown...had my hand inside a dead animal...and then harnessed one of the greatest forces on this planet to kill a bunch of people making deals on our side...when this entire time...a whole other realm existed in tandem with ours.

You know...I think someone warned me about that...’I didn’t know what I just got myself into’.

He was right.  

I nearly killed myself in the process...however...with the help of my friends, family, and a butt load of guards from a firm I had no idea existed either...I survived another day.

Nor did I know that my family was employed by...my incredibly devoted and loving boyfriend was later revealed a legacy to...and I hadn’t a clue this firm would have wanted me with my human friends as well.

So...long story short.  We’re all coupled up.  One human friend has remained for now...the other, our little Mina...she was made for this life.  Val’s personal guard at all times...unless she and Drew need a moment.

HURMPH!

Oh well...I guess the heart wants what it wants.  I have to respect their choices as I have made my own.

Which brings my thoughts back to Mike.  He is ‘too perfect’ guy.  The one that can’t be real because that doesn’t exist.  No one is too perfect.

Well...I have proof otherwise.

That...no matter how much I believe his declarations of love and promises for the future...it scares me.

My life was changed over a tiny glimpse in time...a blink...a stupid vacation.  What if that’s taken too?  

It’s like if I hold myself back...then if something goes wrong...I’ve distanced myself far enough to rationalize it away.

I’m tempting fate as it is with my inability to let him go to spare our hearts...but I can’t.  He’s not a luxury to me...it would be like stealing my ability to take in air.

His existence the very reason I may live and breathe at all.

Now as my favorite go to has dictated...distraction...I’ve busied myself with this new internship, my witch training, and my new life while finishing the old one.  

Mike...he is the luxury I have in this life.  A gift that can be taken at any point.  A necessity he is to me...but life may dictate otherwise.

That...I have to accept...no matter my own wants.

However, if I were ever forced to move on without him for any reason...I don’t think it will be that easy no matter what I tell myself...or try to control.

I don’t think I can imagine a life without anyone.  

My brother, Mike, Jake, Val, Mina, my parents, Aunt Elsbeth, can’t forget Marvin, and even kooky-ass Dr. Westerly.  Mr. Willows in the background pumping that bass while the Misses shakes her booty across the beach.

Oh I miss that beach.  We were planning to start meeting back there once Championships was over and my schedule better permitted.  I still don’t get what...no...why did this have to happen?

I can tell you what happened...I did die in that tidal wave...and I brought everyone with me.  

We haven’t moved on because our business wasn’t finished...so in spirit we’ve been going through the motions...but in truth we’ve been doing nothing.

Wait...that isn’t making sense either.  We’ve had too much interactions with the humans...I mean they saw me earlier.  Or at least someone with my name was doing very well on her events.  Until her knee blew out.

My god that was graphic.  

I had heard of that...expected that as a danger...but this was an entirely different experience than anything I went through before.

And I have narrowly missed breaking my own spine once...or twice.

Either way...that was what my family...my friends were left with.  Those images...and a man they trusted...turning on us all with no explanation.

Oh...I can imagine Mike is out of his mind!  It wasn’t only my father that hired the guy and put him in a leadership position...he was a mentor to Mike over these last weeks.

I hope he doesn’t find him first.  I don’t know if anyone would be able to stop Mike from doing something very drastic...no matter the consequences.

I stopped getting images from Mike...what seems as hours ago.  I know he was receiving what I was sending by the intermittent rants I would hear tickling my brain.

I believe it was a stop somewhere in the middle of our trip Malcolm also took a moment to offer me some ‘handy’ advice when he realized why he was getting feedback in his earpiece he kept to keep tabs on the team at the auditorium.

Somehow he spotted the earpiece I had in my hand...the device, button pressed...hidden between my fingers.  That explained why he was also hearing what was going on in the van in his ear as I pressed the button on occasion so the team might hear something to find me.

I think that actually loosened a few teeth.

Why not do what he wanted...he was already a treasonous criminal?  

Sure...let’s torture the boss’s daughter before you pass her off to some crazy stalker that’s probably going to make her live in a well deep in a basement and has a thing about moisturizing or you get the hose again.
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Hopefully we’re caught up enough because...we’re back in the carriage.  

I had no idea how much time had passed when I felt the carriage slow going down a very bumpy path.  Sitting up I look around seeing a castle off in the distance out the window and huff out a laugh of disbelief.

We hadn’t died...that hit to my head in the water...I’m mentally stuck in one of my books.  That has to be it.

Think about it.  Fae princes that enjoy gymnastics.  Another realm that is an actual danger to us.  Our own people...please.

Ok...so I just have to play along with my mind...and maybe this is just a coma.  I’ll wake just like that movie after the tornado.  

Funny too...Westerly will be there, Mike, my girls, his mother and sisters...heck we’ll have a good laugh and life will go back to normal.

That has to be it.  Right?

I wonder why my mind would bring me here of all places.  

Wait...I am obviously healing...your brain goes into self-preservation and this relaxes me.  That has to be it.

I felt my pulse begin to skyrocket as that menacing presence of the castle came closer, towering over us as we slowed to a stop.

The fae gentleman nods to me before the driver helped him out.  Turning back he offered me his hand.  My breath hitched and I froze for a second.  

No...taking his hand gets me out of here with him.  This no worse than the back of that van.

Glancing around as the driver and that blond fae helped me out of the carriage I breathed a sigh of relief for some reason.  Something felt...well I didn’t feel welcomed with open arms...but I felt safe enough.

The gentleman that greeted us seemed pleasant enough.  Definitely not as creepy as that fae...he was watching me sleep.  I was surprised when that man seemed genuinely concerned I was injured.  

I don’t quite get the hesitance in his approach...his voice was so commanding I expected otherwise I guess.

The guard that picked me up was very nice.  He cautiously held my injured leg allowing such relief I nearly collapsed in his arms.  He apologized thinking he had hurt me when I let out a huge breath.

I had to laugh, thanking him, and explaining that was the first time I had been near pain free the entire trip.  He grunted disapproving again apologizing for whatever I had endured so far.

Wasn’t his fault that I am aware of yet?  What could I say?

When that man appeared to become angry with that fae...I assumed it had something do to with me...it did but not what I thought.  He was pissed at that fae guy.

It sounded as he wasn’t happy with a resulting kidnapping being a part of his plans.  Whatever they were.  

Which is so confusing because why would he be yelling at a fae prince...if that’s what he really was?

Maybe this guy is the prince.  I smell vampire if he is.  The vanilla musk at the base always gives it away.

That fae...it’s like chrysanthemums or something.  Although Remasay...she smelled more of jasmine maybe.  So for fae the general idea is they smell of some flower.  Noted!

He seemed nice.  That man who greeted us did.  Had the guard rush me off to get cleaned up and healed.  

One reason I made sure to voice my appreciation before we ran off.  Get on his good side now and this novel won’t waste as much time on a chase for him to win me over...or kill me.

I don’t know...he seems he may just send me home instead.  Well...I hope he does.  If that actually happens...that is another story.

I wonder what they could possibly want me for.  My dad only discussed half the threat with us as a group in the first place.  

The lab expansions had been interfered with...but work progressed.  We made headway on linking who hired that dark coven and led the others to me.  Nothing has been stopped...so what was next...I would be taking my seat and designing whatever the firm needed me to do.

I didn’t have all the answers for the reasoning for that list of meds.  I understand Westerly’s proposed ideas...I also saw the fakes.  But still...something is missing.  

How would they know many of these issues would need a medication to control?  What was the case ‘zero’ here?  

I have been bleeding for hours and no one attacked me when we arrived.  Maybe that’s why that guy took a step back.  The guard didn’t seem to have an issue...but he smelled...different.  

He was huge and oddly gentle...I am not familiar with all the species yet.  I would say...he is an ogre with unrivaled battle skills.  I bet he’s a father too.  He kept referring to me as ‘young one’, his bassy voice soothingly talking to me the entire way back to the healers.

The reception I received once being delivered to the healers.  I am wondering why we do not have a coven of our own that is closer.  Granted not all of these ladies were witches or healers...some just kindly helped me get cleaned up and freshly clothed.  Sweetly...motherly.  It was nice.

Ok...this is where I become nervous again.  Even for one of my books...this is too simple.  What is going to happen next?

Did I just get delivered to some vampire prince by a man claiming or said to be a fae prince?  If I did...now what?  What is the purpose to any of this?

Well...considering the way I arrived and how I am dressed fully now...I know his motivation are not lust related.  Does provide some comfort.

But...what could I be a trade for?  What do they want...or need?  

Why would he have me healed...offer me clothing, a bath, help...and a warm meal?

FRICK!

I’m gonna end up at the bottom of some hole in the ground.  

I am allergic to so much...I hope he uses Nivea...delicate skin and I don’t feel like being hosed for any reason.
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Drew

“How’s Mike?”  I rush towards dad coming through the double doors with Dr. Westerly and a couple handfuls of guards.

Westerly smiles waving his hands to calm us and just blurts out, smiling widely...almost proud.  “Well...he’s sedated.”  Shrugging he shakes his head.  “We have the van...however, no prisoner to escort back since Malcolm managed to elude us once again.”

Val’s jaw dropped.  “Oh my god...you sedated him for that?  We don’t even know how Malcolm got away from him until you interfered at the scene.”  She defended Mike’s attack when they found Malcolm...the first time so far.

Dad snorted behind his hand and still had to turn away.  

Westerly just flicked his brows and answered Val with a sigh.  “No...I sedated him because he was beyond control.  I cannot afford to have a berserk mini-Hulk running through the city.  That is a suspect with answers we need.  He has security accesses we need to control.”

Jake clears his throat glancing towards me as he steps towards Westerly.  “We can talk to him.  He will calm.  It hasn’t been long and we are not far behind her.”

Dad shook his head placing a hand on my shoulder as I step forward like Jake.  His tone warning.  “Not right now.  He even took a swing at me.  He’s beside himself.”  Moving his eyes between me and Jake he asks.  “Can one call your mother and the other call Rose?”

My heart fell a soft breath passing my lips.  “Oh god...mom.”

Dad nods.  “The Willows took her to the beach house...for her safety after they left the competition.”  He motions his hand narrowing his eyes.  “If your sister can get away...she will go to where she can set Elsbeth loose.”

My head lolled back as if a lightbulb just went off in my head.  “She’d have Ilsepas and Remi too.”

Dad raises a brow hopeful.  “She has an army if she can get there.”

I hadn’t realized Jake was already on the phone.  He looks up to dad covering the mic with his hand.  “Rose is already driving with the girls to Kathleen.  She would like to know why you didn’t call sooner?”  He nods listening to his phone then returns his eyes to dad.  “And yes...she is holding you responsible for only that.”

Dad’s brow furrowed puzzled.  “How did she...?”  Waving his hands.  “I forget she sees things.”  He gasps jerking around to face me.  “Can she or your mom lock in on your sister?”

I shrug unsure.  “I...I don’t know.  I know El can send Mike stuff telepathically.  She claims she’s heard Mike...but they...can’t speak like that I guess.”

He nods.  “As most of us can...like we’re speaking now just in our heads.”

“Right.”  I point my finger at dad narrowing my eyes in thought.  “Mike was saying something about...flashes in his head...like her memory.  He couldn’t tell if these were random or responses...his mind was in overdrive.”

Dr. Westerly nods.  “He got...sick a couple times.  He was fighting and....”  He closed his eyes as he spoke of the memory.  “Mike said Malcom was hurting her.”

Several of us...the room so quite...as we took sharp breaths trying to shove away our own imaginations.  

I could kill Malcolm myself...but if he harmed a hair on her head...I will not stop until he’s done.  I’ll take him out with my bare hands.  

Mina steps forward clutching to Jake’s arm.  “What can we do now?  We need to get a direction and moving.”

Dad and Westerly nod in agreement.  “Claudia and the others are still out looking for Malcolm.”

I scoff.  “Can they even be trusted?”  Dad gave me an incredulous look as I continued.  “You handed him Mike to mold.  El had no chance to fight or reason because she trusted him until he tossed her into the back of a van.”

Westerly’s arms went before my face as my father charged forward towards me growling.  “How dare you?  Do you think for a second I would hand my child away as that?  I knew Malcolm for a long time.  He was a programmer before I recruited him for the firm.  Dammit...I needed his skills.  I had no idea what I was handing over and to who.”

Jake takes a step back blowing out a breath as he runs a hand down his face.  “The security clearances he had.”  Snapping his fingers he looks to Mina and Val.  “You were in the booth...we need the tapes.  We can run facial recognition on that blond from the stands.  The one Malcolm followed out.”

Val smiles holding up a keychain with a silver flash drive just like my father smiling.  “One step ahead of you boss.  Got the hall too.”  She giggles passing the keychain to Jake and they rush over to a table with my dad who pulls out his laptop, which is highly encrypted and coded to unlock anything in one of our systems.

Tipping his head to the side as an alarm sounds.  A voice calling for security and guards of ours tossing their coffee cups rushing to the double doors.  Westerly rolls his eyes huffing out a heavy breath.  “BRB...it appears my patient is awake.  Again!”

I shake my head at him as he turns on his heels.  The doors wide open as guards run in.  You could audibly hear Mike.  He sounded possessed.

Shaking my head as those doors close I try to shake that sound from my ears.  I am the only sane one left here.  What the hell do I do?

Well...dad is trying now.  They’re searching some records in the corner.  Westerly is tending to Mike.  I am the only one sitting around.  

Ok Drew...think...how could I locate her.  If he asked about mom or even Rose...I am her brother, why shouldn’t I be able to connect with her somehow?

Maybe I can call my mom about that.

Wait...I have better.  If I haul ass to the beach house...I have Marvin to walk me through it.

That is perfect.  I can vanish in and out too.  I know from visiting Val a few times during mid-terms.  For the case of course.

“Dad.”  I call out grabbing their attention in the corner packed around that little computer.  “I’m going to try to beat mom to the beach.  See if Marvin can teach me a locate or something.”

Dad gasps.  “Oh...good thinking.  I forget sometimes.”

Rolling my eyes not in the mood for the lecture.  “Yeah...I know I haven’t been as diligent with my magic as El...but we have different positions requiring very separate skills.”

Dad wave his hand at me.  “Bye.  Hurry and find your sister.  I got nothing on this blond guy.”

“You need to let Mike know I am on it.”  I tell dad as I try to hurry off to find a quiet corner of the building.  “He’ll calm down and be more reasonable.”

Dad waves calling out.  “Good idea.  I’ll have Westerly tell him.  I barely dodged that uppercut of his.”  Making a face he glances at the girls giggling up at him.  “I am not in the mood and he would feel terrible.”

Jake snorts hiding his laugh as he leans on the desk.

Dad hurries them back to work as I find a literal hole in the wall out of the way to vanish off.  

Now...I haven’t done this as much as El...so I hope I get where I need to go with little issue.  

Taking a moment to stretch my neck and take several deep breaths I focus on getting to the deck of the beach house.  I don’t care who I surprise if anyone.  I just hope Marvin’s home.

I don’t know.  Aunt Elsbeth and El both said Mrs. Willows was a fountain of information as well.  But she’s with my mom.

One good thing about living in this beach community...I have magical back up at one of these damn houses.

Oh...I’ll quit school and remain here forever partying my ass off if someone can help me get my sister back now.
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A cold rush of static up my body, my eyes closed, alerted me that my spell worked.  Waiting to feel something solid below my feet to open my eyes.  I landed perfectly on the deck at the beach house.  And so far...no sign of my mom, Rose, or the girls.

I can give them their time and get what I need.  If that’s even possible.  I know there’s locate spells.  I may have to get into that house to get something of hers.  Or back to her apartment.  Unless Mike has something.

Wait...we have her gym bag.  Her gear...her phone...we have everything but Aunt Elsbeth’s necklace.  No good to any of us without El...but if I don’t know if my sister is safe...how can I assume Elsbeth is either.

Pounding at his back door like a cop, after running over, Marvin smiles opening the door surprised to see me.  I motion my hands before me pleading.  “Marvin...my mom is on her way...with Mike’s family.  I need a locate for my sister.  Can I perform a locate for her so I have something when they arrive?”

His eyes spring wide as he steps opening the door wider and motioning his hand.  “Come right in son.  I can definitely try.”

Closing the door behind him I turn as he asks clearing his throat.  “Do you have a personal item of hers or was there another way you prefer to try?”

Gulping I lock eyes with Marvin.  “What is the most accurate locate spell you can perform without any...ill effects?”

Tipping his head he exhales slowly.  “Being you are her sibling...there is a spell...a blood spell I can do.”  He pinches his face gulping noticeably himself.  “You must not speak of the specific spell to anyone.  Taboo.”

I nod understanding.  “I just need to find her Marvin.  The guy that took her and started what the news has dubbed a mass attack on a gymnastic competition...he’s nowhere to be found.  He...Mike said he could see...in her head...Malcom was hurting her.  He could be setting bombs at our homes now?”

Marvin nods.  “In harm’s way is definite grounds to bend some rules...as those regarding blood spells.”  He motions for me to get comfortable on his couch.  “I have a few items to prepare before we start.”

My shoulders slump relieved as I smile.  “You have no idea what an angel you are to us Marvin.”

Averting his gaze he gulps loudly contorting his face.  “I do appreciate the kind words.  However...I can only guarantee that works so long as she is in this realm.  I haven’t attempted cross realm for some years and that is a bit more intensive.  Requires more of us both.”

I nod believing I get his meaning.  “I will do whatever it takes.  But you have magical back up we can call in if it’s a power issue.”

Biting the inside of his cheek as if he was purposely not saying something.  He lets out a heavy breath.  “We may need your mother here.”

“Why?”  My eyes narrow on him suddenly freaking out because I was trying to have good news for her...not a job to focus on that may or may not work.

Rubbing his lips together in thought he averts his gaze then turns towards me.  “You will need someone that can ground you.  That would be your mother.”

Closing my eyes in a long blink I let out a sharp breath.  “Ok...I can let my dad know I have this covered and see where they have got on their search so far.”

Marvin nods.  “I can message you as soon as I hear them pull in.”  I shake his hand appreciatively and prepare for my quick trip back.

I still have a fear of landing in the wrong spot and totally exposing us to the world.  

Just imagine I suddenly appear in an operating room while they’re in the middle of something.

I need to banish those thoughts from my head.  Ugh!  I will get back fine...and same upon my return here.

Mom will be pleased to get some news when she arrives.  We have Rose and the girls for any help.  Dad has contacts...we have people on site...and we have our wonderful neighbors to count on if we need conductive power to find El.  Either way...we will find her.  No matter what I have to give.
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My thoughts cut short hearing an alarm blaring as I felt my feet hit ground ducked in the same corner of the hospital I disappeared from.

The scene before me was so strange.  Guards, both ours and hospital security, rushing back and forth as I hurry to the room I left my family in before.

“Dad!”  I call out barely reaching the door seeing they were packing up and preparing to go somewhere.  “What’s going on?”  I ask motioning my hands towards the air wincing at the alarm.

Val nearly ran into me grasping at my shirt, panic in her voice.  “They found Malcom.”

My eyes spring open.  “Then why the alarm?”

Dad makes a snarl with his lips curled.  “Son of a bitch was dumped from a car outside.  Mike was awake...they forgot his earpiece in when they took him back.”

Jake purses he lips.  “We should have figured he’d keep his mouth shut just to keep tabs on what’s going on.  He’s heard us all along.  Damn!”

Pressing my palms over my eyes I drag them down my face.  “Ah...can you get this secured?  I have something to do at the beach house.”

Dad nods.  “Yeah...have you found your sister?”

Shaking my head I avert my gaze to the floor.  “Not yet.  I came back because...they need to line up and wait for some extra power and I don’t know what I will be lending to this spell...but I asked to push for the most accurate.  I was told we could find her in either realm that way.  Possibly.”  I clarify.

Dad pinches his lips tight taking in a sharp breath through his nose.  “Handle what you can.  Don’t put yourself or anyone else in unnecessary danger if we can handle this other ways.  Your sister would never ask that.”

Agreeing I pull him in for a hug as he chuckles patting my back.  “If you can get Mike to calm so you can tell him this.  His mother’s at the beach house soon.  I am sure she will greatly calm his mood.”

Val bounces to her toes sneaking a kiss on my lips as I huff out a surprised laugh.  Her tone serious as we met eyes.  “We’ll meet you there.  You’ll find her.  She’s the toughest girl I know.  If we don’t get to her first...she’ll find her way back to us.”

I lean down offering her a kiss for being so sweet and having so much faith.

Dad shakes his head clenching his jaw as he exhales hard and swift reaching for his ear.  “On my way.”  He scrunches his face.  “Dammit!  Ok...everyone head to the beach house.  Jake...Westerly and I need your help moving Mike.”

Mina’s voice calm from the back of the group.  “He didn’t get to Malcom did he?”

Shaking his head dad takes a long blink.  “Malcolm is receiving treatment in isolation.  They need to move Mike back to the wild while he’s been darted or he may attack again if not relocated.”

Bouncing anxiously I give Val another kiss as she giggles.  “Keep him out until he gets to the house.  We’ve got it covered from there.  I’ll alert the neighbors.”

Dad purses his lips.  “Couldn’t hurt.  I hear Willows occasionally big game hunts.  He’s a catch and release guy so darts are his weapon of choice.”

Reaching for his ear dad drops his coffee cursing.  “Shit!”  He looks to me, pats my arm, and grabs Jake.  “We have to go now...he was faking it.”  

Dad’s face screws up as he yells touching his ear.  “Give him enough to stop a god damn truck if you have to and then double that shit!”  He huffs annoyed.  “How difficult is your job really?”

I hadn’t realized that alarm had stopped for some time until it began blaring again.  This time flashing as someone yelled over a speaker for security, a list of doctors, and some crash carts or something.

Grabbing the girls, I walk them out to the car and see them off towards the beach house.  I decided to vanish back not knowing how long before my mother arrived.

I hate to think she drove all that way alone.  What must be going through her head right now?  Well...she wasn’t completely alone.  And...she was safe with the Willows.  But we weren’t there.

I caught a brief glimpse of Westerly as I searched the back of the building for a spot to vanish, away from the commotion or cameras.  They were moving a large covered gurney towards a helicopter of all things.  Westerly calling out and administering a shot of something the second Mike’s arm twitched.

As they loaded the helicopter he glances over meeting my eyes and mouths the word ‘beach’.  I heard him and knew he was in the loop of where to meet.  

I better hurry.  I don’t know if we have a safe area to land.

I guess we shall see.  Knowing our neighbors...someone has one on their roof and we just never looked up.
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Marvin was completely right.  That ritual was taxing to say the least.  I’m actually so mentally exhausted I couldn’t speak of the ceremony if I wanted to.

It went so fast and sucked so much energy...and only two drops of blood into some oil from my finger.

We believe collectively....those of us that can see things...have compiled enough information that we know she is not in this realm.  We know she is injured...severely.  We have some idea who she may be with if they got something on that blond guy.

But I saw a little something different.  Now I only want to share this detail with a very select few.  However new I may be at this...or even simply wrong...but I saw her delivered somewhere.  I saw an angry gentleman and that fae appeared to be pleading.  

She went willingly with the man’s guard...she’s either playing along to stay alive or she knows she’s fine.  There is no way I was going to chance any of that coming out when Mike was within earshot and I don’t care how much they said he was given.  He faked it before.  

Honestly...we were so caught up...he could have heard us, escaped, and be combing the land himself.  Then what could we do for him?  

What about my sister?

What happens if they get close enough again they can hear one another’s thoughts?  What if something happens because he went alone?  

What happens to her then?

I don’t want to imagine my sister giving up...but that would crush her in such a way...I could see her giving up then.  

No matter what she claims...her supposed fears...I know where her soul belongs.  

Even knowing we would also be left behind.  That wouldn’t compare to what she would be missing of herself if he were ever taken from her.  

If she had to see it because of some ultra-natural link.  Something not even shared by all supernaturals of the same species...let alone a born high-witch and a turned vampire.

I can’t even focus on that right now.  We have an idea where she may be.  Now...I need to gather the few I will trust and try to see what we can come up with the location. 

Now that I know what to expect...I can do this other times.  Check in on her and see what more information we can glean from whatever we do see.

I just pray everyone can block their thoughts from Mike.  There is no way I want him to see what I had.  

Let’s just say if that happened with Malcolm.  Her bloodied and marked.  Still unable to walk and her leg a completely different color than the other.  Face filthy and stained with tears.

How had he prevented her from healing herself?  Who is that other man and why was my sister so cooperative?

I still don’t understand why anyone even threatened the firm again...let alone my sister...again.  This cannot simply because of those pharmaceuticals.  I know the issues at the lab...but she’s an intern...not a chemist.  Not yet.

Anyone with access to her record as all the threats eluded...they would know that.  She wasn’t finished...why take her now?  What do they want her for?  What will they do if she can’t deliver what they need?
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Prince Stephan

Stopping the guard I had escort the girl to the healers I begin to question him about the girl.  Our fae guest nicely settled in one of our cozy guestrooms I am sure.

I should have expected something...after all I made a deal with a fae.  However this...I never expected?  They are more vile creatures than I imagined.  I thought he was simply a tricky vagabond...but a kidnapper and now trafficker if I buy any of this.

“Did the girl happen to tell you what happened to her?  Who did that to her?”  I ask the guard.

He shakes his head pinching his lips as he answered.  “I am sorry Sire...she did not speak much.  I could only console her.  She was shaking until I carried her in to the healers and they stole the poor child from my arms and went to work immediately.”

“Well...the way she was delivered I imagine she was terrified and cold only allowing her a robe that barely covered her.”  I look up to the guard quizzically.  “You believe she is young too?”

My guard nods.  “She did tell me her last birthday she was twenty-human years.”

My eyes went wide as I give a slight gasp.  “How is it she’s a high-witch when she’s barely a baby?”

Raising his brows surprised the guard responds.  “That Sire...I do not know.”  He clears his throat scrunching his face uncomfortably.  “Now...because of her state upon arrival...being a father I asked what brutality she faced before she got here.  I waited until we were in the presence of the healers.”

My hand balled into a fist at my side as I felt my jaw tense not expecting he had asked...I was too afraid, since I already assumed these men are sick in their heads in some way.  “What did she say?”  My voice remained low as I asked.

Smiling the guard pats my shoulder noticing I was instantly agitated and quite disturbed.  “She is dressed as she was when she was taken.  Some sport event.  The man who initially took her...he had no issue being heavy handed with a woman he considered ‘mouthy’, was the word she used.  She went unharmed beside his beatings.”

Huffing out a laugh, I look to my guard.  “If that was her punishment...she must have had much to say.  Good for her for trying to fight back.”

My guard shook his head.  “We don’t know...she could have fought him.  If he was willing to hit her for speaking...I can imagine what he would have done had she fought.”

Exhaling I rub at my chin.  “Check in with the healers if you can and see if she gave any more details.  I do not trust this fae.  I don’t understand how he expects her to heal my father.”  

Waving my other hand before me.  “For all we know he charmed her into a story.”  

Making a face, I meet his eyes.  “Said something about her, was better because she manufactured the medicine.”

Smiling the guard nods.  “I believe he just brought you the recipe holder.  If she can turn that over to you and help...then he completed his task.  Dreadfully but he still delivered.”  He pursed his lips making a face.

Narrowing my eyes at the guard, I continue rubbing my chin as I thought.  “He said he saw some ‘file’ about the girl.  I don’t understand how she is a trained alchemist when that’s a dead science essentially unless...she’s that skilled a witch even for her tender age.”

Biting the inside of my cheek, I shake my head.  “I just don’t understand what made him pick her...how he knew her...and what do I do if this is not the magic medicine he promised?”

I gulp at a lump in throat thinking both of my father’s fate...and that of this poor girl.  Either way this fae either did not know or did not care what he was handing this girl over for.

Now if she misled this fae into believing she could deliver something she cannot...I can deal with that.  She wasted both our time in that case.  

However...I know that child did not come willingly.  What do I do with this situation now?  

If she does have the capabilities as I was assured...therein lays another problem.  Can I let her go?  Can I afford that if my father takes ill again?  Can I keep her safe while she helps me keep that man alive?

“Did you get a name?”  I glance up to the guard’s eyes.  

He narrows his eyes rubbing a hand down the side of his face as he thought.  “When the ladies asked...she only gave a letter ‘L’.”

Raising a finger, I smile.  “Ah...nickname.”  He nods smiling as I continue.  “I wonder what that is short for.  Or...possibly she is too afraid to use her name.”

“Good possibility.”  My guard huffs out a breath glancing down the hall as we both notice the fae gentleman emerging from one of the guestrooms he could be easily observed.  “What do we do about our other guest?”

He raises a brow as we meet eyes and I turn slightly as I lower my voice.  “Have the healers bring the girl down for dinner and I am going to squeeze him for information if I have to bring out that old rack and stretch him myself.”

Nodding the guard offers me a smirk glancing over as he saw that fae approaching us.  “I will return shortly Sire.  Hold the show please.”  He turned and disappeared before the man had a chance to join me.

I assume my guard had very bad feelings for our visitor.  I cannot say I blame him.  I am here wasting time on a dinner to find why he brought me a prisoner and not an elixir as I asked.

Since when did anyone hunt the human realm as this?  How did he obtain this information about this girl as he said?

How would that have led him to a human realm event and to then bring back a creature as a souvenir?  

Not that we have not had issues with surges...small invasions to the human realm.  Generally, gluttonous packs of vultures seeing what can be attained on the other side of the fence.  

Things my brothers would participate I am sure if they had free reign.  Thankfully, that is one thing father and I had agreed...as much of the realm.  We were adopting civility, as we had never experienced before.

There was a new way to collect our food and keep that continuous by simply keeping what they call ‘donors’ alive.  Imagine that!

No more hunting and savagery in the streets.  Or so we had hoped.  

However, progression is a slow process unless the whole of your community is ready for change.

Although...in secret, my brothers probably have participated.  And no telling what happened to their victims after.  At least this girl was alive when she was brought here and will be when I return her.  

I can obtain the information I need and return her without incident I pray...and father never has to know what occurred.  

My brothers can contend with him for a while longer, while I use that distraction for something more useful.

“Good evening Sire.”  The fae nods to me.  “I do hope I have not kept you waiting.”

Examining him with my eyes, I offer a curt nod.  “Not at all.”  Motioning my hand towards the dining hall, I offer a faint smile.  “Please...let us get seated and speak before our other guest joins us.”

Tipping his head to the side in a bow, he smiles.  “Certainly Sire.  Thank you.”

Allowing him the lead I nod and the guard by the door directs us into the dining hall.  After entering, I nod at that same guard and he nods to the guard at the other door closing them behind us.

For some reason that startled the fae gentleman and one of our servers offers him a seat.  He released a nervous laugh.  “I thought we had another guest arriving Sire.”

Taking a seat at the head of the table...in father’s place for this little meeting...I nod tipping my head as I reply.  “This is just to give us gentlemen a moment.”

Slowly taking his seat his eyes widen as his face appears to pale.  “I see you have questions for me.”

Painting on a fake smile, I lean forward, elbows on the table, as I fold my hands before me.  “I have several for our guest.  However for you...I have only a few.”

Shifting as if attempting to get comfortable in his seat, he smiles purposely not meeting my eyes now.

A perfect sign he is getting ready to flit around the truth with me since the filthy little beggar cannot outright lie.

I must mind my words or I will get nothing from this man.

“How was this specific girl brought to your attention as a potential cure for our kingdom’s ailments?”  I ask flatly.

Taking in a long breathe he considers my question before answering.  Appearing to attempt to be honest at least when he answers.  “Sire...I have an access to the internal workings of the other realm controlling ‘firm’ they call it.  I know many things about many people.”

He waves a finger in the air.  “There has been much speculation and odd current happenings all linked to that girl.”

“I don’t suppose you would care to enlighten me?”  I ask condescendingly as I raise a bored brow.

Hurrying along, he smiles nervously.  “Yes Sire.  It would appear she is a source...a rumored guardian of great light.  Some say through her blood...others...they actually believe she was bestowed a gift that holds power from the high-witch before her.”

Twisting my lips at the side, I watch him through narrowed eyes.  “You do realize that is not possible.  That power transfers in the blood not an object.”

He let out this crazy laugh as he points his finger my way.  “Funny that you mention that.  I was told that...power transfer...was sealed as a blood oath.”

My lip curled into a snarl.  “How would you ever hear that?  Even if true, a witch would not speak of any rituals as that involving blood spells.  Deemed barbaric...only the darkest of practitioners dare break the law to waste life force on a spell.”

“Well...what if I told you I know something about the spell that was used.”  He defends daring to raise a defiant brow to me.

My lips pulled tight as my jaw tensed trying to calm myself.  “I would say you are full of....”
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My head jerks hearing a light sound near the door cutting me off mid-thought.  Not sure what that sound was I call out.  “Hello?  You may enter.”

The doors bang a couple times before the one to the right opens revealing a smiling young face...that girl giggling, at my guard behind her as they walk in.

Apparently, there was some issue she found funny with the door...and so did my guard.

I stood when they entered as did our fae...friend.  She startled jumping back and smacking into my guard behind her.  

He leans down whispering near her ear.  “It’s fine my dear.  This is what is done when a lady enters a room.”  She nods gulping noticeably as he guides her over to a chair. 

She was breathtaking in the teal gown they had dressed her in.  The healers worked overtime, considering she was able to walk in, and there was not so much as a blemish left on this child.

Her oddly streaked hair was shiny and brushing over her shoulders as she leans to get settled.  An interesting gold twinkle in her eyes like specs of sunlight.

I really should not refer to her as child...cleaned up and dressed properly...she is quite the stunning young lady.  Definitely caught my eye.

Smiling as the guard pushes her seat in I greet her introducing myself allowing her to get settled before I took my seat.

Nodding she glances my way.  “Thank you...um...your...uh...Prince”

The poor girl stammered on until I wave my hand before me casually.  “Please...call me Stephan.  Is there a name I can call you dear?”

Averting her gaze towards the table, a plate is set before her.  “My friends...well...everyone called me El.  I shared a similar name with another family member and this was less confusing.”

Smiling I ‘thank’ my server for my chalice before setting my eyes on El once again.  “An intriguing name for an intriguing girl.”

Clearing her throat, she shifts in her seat.  “About that...why is it I am here?  And why does it matter to anyone if I am intriguing?  I don’t mean to be rude...I just appreciate honesty.”

Suddenly she slinks back into her seat as if expecting something awful to happen.  I chuckled at her refreshing candor.  

I can respect a person that is to the point.  After all...we have no the time to waste.

Motioning my head in the direction of the fae I smile at the girl trying to catch her eyes but she is shying away.  “It appears my friend here believes you can help my ailing father.”

Her brow knits as she asks.  “How is that?  Don’t you have witches here?  I mean I was just healed...you do realize you have people that do that correct?”

I snort raising a brow finding her interestingly amusing.  “We have many and they have been working diligently to no avail.  I have been assured you can create what we need and once my father is healed you can go.  Unless...I have need for you beyond that.”

God...that sounded ominous.  Or...maybe it was the unsettling way I eyed her up and down after.  

My goal is not to frighten the girl more...just simply exert some authority so she knows I mean business.  But my god I am watching her more creepily than that fae that cannot take his eyes of her dress.

Filthy bastard!  That is all the fae think of...ok some vampires too...however, I am not that way.  

This is actually quite embarrassing and I need to get a hold of myself.

Clearing my throat, I catch her wide eyes surprisingly locked on me, after my comment.  Tipping my head to the side I open and then close my mouth noticing the expression on her face.  Strangely...she seems angry.

“Is there something upsetting you dear?”  I ask her confused.

Huffing out a breath El shakes her head waving her hands out before her.  “Look...I don’t know what needs you think I can fill for either you or your father...but I am spoken for, thanks.”

She stands pushing her chair back slightly, pointing an accusing finger at that fae.  “I don’t know what that vermin sold you...but I can tell you if his eyes don’t rise at least above my chin he will become your kingdoms first gelded resident.”

His mouth drops open as he gasps my way and I burst into laughter...the look on his face priceless.

Oh...I like her.  We may just have to keep her.

She makes a face pointing that finger now at me.  “I am glad you like this...honestly...I don’t know the first thing about what I need to heal your father nor do I even know what is wrong.”

My brow rose glancing from the fae back to El.  “Is that right?”  Taking in a sharp breath I nod to El.  “Please miss...sit.  Enjoy your meal.  I can assure you that our guest will behave himself for the entirety of this conversation.”

Slamming his mouth shut the fae twists his lips averting his gaze from us at the table while El took her seat again.  

“Now.”  I glance between them both folding my hand before me.  “It would seem we have an issue here.”

The fae, suddenly enraged slams his fist on the table shooting a glare at El.  “I know who you are.  I know all about you.  You are assisting that human lab to continue propagating the same work our good King was even forced to comply with to conduct business on your land.”

El dropped her fork on her plate glaring back at that fae.  “Is that an admission you were the man tampering with the firm’s lab?  One I will not be an employee of for two-more-years!”  Her voice raised, she actually grabbed a hot roll from the basket on the table, and stood throwing it right at that fae’s face.

He jumped to his feet pulling a dagger on this girl.  My guard stepping before her raising his sword warningly as he spoke to the fae through gritted teeth.  “Store your weapon sir.  Had she walked over and slapped you...you still will not brandish a weapon against a woman under this roof by orders of the King.”

The fae’s eyes dart to me as I too was standing, brow raised, hands on my hips waiting for him to comply with my guard.  

Surprised...yet the fae finally relented and placed his dagger back in its sheath.  Apologizing he took his seat and I nod for the guard to stand down.

The guard smiles, eyes locked on that fae.  “All due respect Sire...I would rather ensure the girl eats.  I am fine right here.”  And he stood next to El, whispering some warning that made her giggle, but she began to eat.  “Better eat young one or my wife will be on her way to feed you herself.  What athlete is that small?”

El snickers between bites.  “I am actually big for my sport.  Too tall, too curvy, and too top heavy.”  Laughing she add.  “I am even on the brink of being too old.”  She jokes to all of our surprise.

That was enough to peak my curiosities so I asked her about her sport.  Gymnastics she said.  I was rather disappointed to hear she had been taken before receiving any award for what the fae even agreed was a brilliant show.

I was concerned what chaos lay in wait in the human realm even if we attempt a safe return of this girl.  Hearing the bit and pieces on her end and stringing the events together the best I could.

How could either of the men involved believe this a good plan?  All those humans.  Supernaturals nearly exposed.  

That fae’s problem...he employed a turned.  They have issues as well.

Truly hard to believe they have turned as active members of their society when most here are born.  We do not generally have good luck with turned vampires here.  

Unless...well the bonds of matrimony is one exception.  If they are say a witch...they can generally withstand the transformation.  Any other species is a coin toss.  However with humans...odds are the outcome is never good.

Generally speaking...armies of turned or even turning an advisor you would wish to keep for some time...does not always work that way here.

That issue has occurred in the human realm.  On a few occasions that spread from this side of the veil.  We have not had issues in years.  

I wonder if that had anything to do with what that fae said my father had to relent to participate in their realm business or something to that affect.  Do they have a control for that?  Maybe a medication from that lab.

How would he know this?  How would she if she is not even the creator he claimed her to be?

Oh...what the headache this is.  I am so sorry my father...I tried!
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Scrunching her nose El was shyly glancing towards me.  “If I may...forgive me...but what is your need of a healer?”  Waving her hand before I could answer she nods her head.  “I only ask because...well now that I am healed...I have also worked with healers.”

Tilting my head to the side I had to ask.  “When you arrived...why had you not healed yourself?”

That has been a fact that has needled me since I set eyes on her today.  But her response I had not expected.

Averting her gaze she pulls her lips tight.  “I have been injured before but not like this.  I also was in a bit of shock since this was a treason issue.  Plus...it is difficult to collect good energy to do that when someone keeps punching you in the face...to ensure you don’t go anywhere.”

She leaned back in her seat laughing.  “Said he was paid to collect and not tolerate my lip.”

Glancing through narrow eyes I catch that fae shifting uncomfortably as he picks at his plate.  I look to El raising my chin.  “Now...when you mention treason...that is quite a charge young lady.  I assume you have proof.”

Making a face she opens and quickly closes her mouth as she shrugs tipping her head near her shoulder.  “Depends on who catches him first.  He was a top guy of my father’s.  Helping in the training of his children no less.”

Smirking she eyes that fae but speaks to me.  “I figured you would be interested in that since you mentioned I was here to help you father.”

Turning her gaze now to me El asks very bluntly.  “Why would a vampire prince obtain the services of a fae prince for this undertaking?”

Raising a brow I rub my chin.  “Because I employed him.  He works for my father.  A top advisor of sorts.”

Her smirk grew as she raised her fork watching that fae squirm.  “Interesting.”  

After chewing thoughtful she swallows her bite and adds with a raised brow.  “I did find it curious Malcolm...my capture...kept referring to some fae prince that was a huge fan and I would have great rewards once here.”  

Snapping her fingers she notes.  “Oh...and he kept calling me Princess but wouldn’t explain that much.”

Taking in a long thoughtful breath I lean back in my chair sipping from my chalice.  “It would appear we gentleman need to have a conversation after dinner.”  Flicking my brow at the fae I then turn to El.  “You said you worked with healers.”

She nods.  “Yes...I was told I was quite skilled...by a specialist no less.”

Giving an impressed look I set my chalice aside.  “My father had been in contact with some poison not of our world.  Possibly administered by a weapon also not of this world.  Now...we have not been able to verify his whereabouts...however, we have documented his rants.”

Her eyes meet mine.  Face serious.  “I have worked a poisoning case.”

“Success rate?”  I asked trying to not sound desperate.

She raises a brow.  “Well...he is at home probably looking for me and pummeling Malcolm until I appear.”

My pulse rose hopeful as I ask.  “So...you can help?”

“How was this injury sustained?”  She asks before giving a straight answer.

“A bullet I am told.  Yet there is no proof he travelled...outside this realm.”  I wave my hand before me turning my head and eyes away.  “Something of cars...some girl...a fight...and the top was the mythical wave that swept the land clean.”

Board straight El froze dropping her fork again to clang and bounce from her plate this time to the floor.  Her face pales and I notice her eyes close in a long blink as she huffs out a breath.  “Oh no.”  Faintly left her lips.

That fae developed this sickening smile as he now watched El appearing in the hot seat.  Watching them both I ask what is wrong and El finally turns wiping her mouth with her napkin.

Appearing to be trying to be thoughtful with her words she kept her voice even and soft.  “Yes...I can heal that...or help at least.  However...I was present for that...show down of sorts.  That was nearly two-months ago our time.”

She averts her eyes towards the table continuing to speak to me.  “There was a weapon seized from one of the visitors we had.  That weapon killed an assailant sparing my life.  The forensics pointed to the death of the vampire it killed...the toxins present were similar to another patient I participated in his treatment.”

“We must hurry.”  I near spring from my seat as she waves her arms trying to stop me.  

“Wait.  He may not want my help.  Those...visitors...I was told they were there to hurt me.”  She pleads gulping and beginning to appear more than simply uncomfortable.  She was scared.

Rerunning some interesting facts...well utterances from my father over these days.  But...this was months ago to them...days here.  I think.

I do have quite the predicament.  I need her to heal my father, keep out of sight of my brothers, and keep my father from realizing who she is.

My eyes narrow on El as I ask.  “How is it you know about that day or anything about my father’s injury?”

Her lips part as she takes in a breath.  “A dark coven had been trying to kill me and that was on a weapon used against...someone on my team.  I know about the incident with your father...because I was the girl.  In the sky...controlling the water...if that rings a bell.”

The fae had this odd look on his face as my eyes went wide.  He was either too excited or thrilled I may become suddenly angered at her admissions.

How could I?  Not either of our faults she is here...now is it.

Leaning forward on the table I catch El’s gaze.  “I understand the situation this puts us all in.  However...my father needs the help.  Now...I can get you moved rather quickly...how fast can you get to work on my father?”

El running her palm across her forehead rubbing her lips together as she thought.  “Ok...I need your witches to create something that will completely flush his system...of everything.  Then my work...I have to be at his bedside.”

Her eyes doe-like as she asks me.  “The man I helped before...this would make him fall asleep.  Is there a way we can sedate your father...because I have to touch him for this?  I don’t want him suddenly going for my...a...throat.”

Glancing up to the guard he nods then leans in to El.  “You will accompany me upstairs with the healers while these gentlemen share a word.”

I look over as she stands to take his arm as an escort.  “I will be up soon to take you to my father.”  She nods and our eyes meet again.  “We are trying to keep your participation secret as it is.  We have no idea who or why...but others seek his throne.”

She nods appearing to understand.  “I will save your father.”  She tells me then raises a challenging chin.  “We will be discussing my fee once I make it home.”

I smirk huffing out a stunned laugh at her comment on her way out.  “And a sample of this fee?”  I ask.

She turns glancing over her shoulder at me.  “I will heal your father and you return me to mine.”

I felt a sting with that statement...but I understood.  I nodded and voiced my agreement that was a fair enough request.

She was off with that guard while I had a moment with my fae friend who has some glitch in his communication on behalf of all parties involved.

One...he is no prince...and how would I support treason used in turn to then save my father.  By a man in a similar position as the one he commissions for this crime.

I do not know what I am going to do beyond this.  I guess I can only go so far since she is technically not working for this medicine lab as I was told.  That is yet!

I can make her a deal...even though I plan to return her anyway...I can use this as leverage for something.

Honestly...she seems an approachable enough person...she plans on healing my father anyway.  I could simply speak with her.  Ask.  

How difficult would that be?  What is the worst that could happen?  God forbid I be told ‘no’.

I am going to hurry this along with this fae.  I have a feeling my guards will be holding him in his chambers for the duration of their stay.  Well...as long as the girl is here anyway.

A girl as that should not be exposed to the idea we still use a dungeon.

That is unless this does not work.  Because she just in a word guaranteed me she could do this.  She is proven a liar to me...that will definitely change the game now does it not.
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El

I was ushered back by that guard to the healers to wait for the prince.  

The healers were happy to hear from me and more than excited to get right to work.  I could only recall Marvin’s ingredient list...but once I listed that the ladies said they knew just what to do.  After that...I stepped back and let them work.  

Actually I had to step back.  My stomach was making awful sounds and I may need to start praying they have indoor facilities in this castle or we’re going to have a bigger mess on our hands than I got right now.

OH MY GOD...I’m rescuing a...survivor that was not on my side.

What if he was one of the guys that wanted me disposed of?  His son is either a good actor or he knows nothing about his father’s trip as he claimed.

OHHHHH...this better not be that big bastard that smelled of bad cheese and feet.

Wait...Mike was involved in a scuffle...that’s how he got the gun.

Why are they just looking for a solution now?  Is time different here?

It has to be.  Mike was exposed to that same poison and would have died in days.  It’s been weeks. 

Val shot that guy and it killed him on the spot from the location of the wound and the immediate burst of toxin.  The body couldn’t fight it.

How is this man still alive?  What the hell is he going to do to me if I help him?  I doubt he will be as gracious as his son.

I only recall reading about the one king...where’s his queen?  I hope that wasn’t...oh god...that car with the woman I saw in the water.

Ok El...breathe.  You are fine.  You know you are fine.

The son seems in a hurry to get you out undiscovered.  Motives or whatever...I may have helped out.

Now...I just have to heal this guy...and pray he doesn’t wake to then kill me.

Maybe I can win amnesty points...I save his life to rule another day...and he promises to allow me to live and cross his border outta here.

Sure...he’ll be reasonable.  Maybe I should have him sign something.  Crap!  I don’t have any time to write anything out.

He wouldn’t have to honor it anyway.  I am on his land...I am some problem for many...and he’s a vampire king that could drain me and leave me lifeless at the veil to prove a point.

Ok...calm down El.  Think.  We will get through this.  Take your guard and the son...heal that man...and try your magic to get home.

I don’t even know if my magic works?  Malcolm...whoever made sure I shattered my knee...they could have bound me.  I tried in the van and somehow I think Malcolm knew.  

He beat me unconscious.  He could have very well bound me and I won’t know until I get a chance to try.

My only option is to try and ensure I have not been bound or tampered with...I have to try and heal this King.

If I can’t help...what will they do to me?  Will it be enough to point fingers and accuse that fae of binding me?  I can have one of the other witches here help me then.

We don’t have much time if the man’s been waiting this long.  

I jolt in my seat and gasp as the guard reaches a hand out calmingly towards me before he answers the chamber doors where the healers have gathered with me.

I hear Stephan on the other side of the door.  They’re ready for me.  His father was sedated for now.  Long enough for me to get in and out of there unseen and they can check his results.  If it works they’ll let me try again.  

I’m not even going to think it’s not going to work.  I just need to worry about keeping these vampires off me until I can get home.  

That fae...he’s creepy as hell...but I have a feeling he can’t take much of a punch.  I was beat for hours by a vampire.  He can’t fight me.
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I was staring at Stephan’s back as we walked tightly together.  His guard at my back we navigate our way through the castle up some winding stairs toward the corner of the castle.  It reminded me of a private...or secret entrance.  I’m sure it was a private entrance to the King’s chambers.  

My only concern is this is not a good getaway for me unless one of them pick me up and runs me out himself.

That guard...he may have my back...but I guess I have to see what he’s ordered to do.

Stopping as we reach the top of the stairs Stephan turns glancing over his shoulder at me.  “I assure you El.  You will not be harmed.  You are after all saving my father...our king.  I can guarantee your safety for now.”

I nod understanding and he reaches to open the oddly shaped wooden door at the top of the stairs.  The stench of sickness hit me when that door opened.

This wasn’t simply this man and his current situation.  Something feels wrong here.  I don’t feel anything...like dark magic...but...there may be something wrong with this situation and I am not supposed to be saving this guy.

If that’s the case...interfere...someone.  Because I am pretty sure I am going to try to earn my freedom here...or leave with my life.  There is only one way anyone is going to let that happen.

Guiding me over to the bed I see Stephan’s father asleep...or out cold from whatever they gave him.  He is still an imposing man but somehow seems brittle.

Like watching Mike when he was sick.  He just looked so vulnerable...so human.  I shouldn’t make cracks about humans...we have more in common than I wish to think of now.  

Like either way we are brittle to vampires that wake pissed!

Stephan steps aside to watch me as I lower myself cautiously to his father’s bedside.  

Taking his hands in mine I fix them so our palms our touching and after pushing back the horrendous thoughts going through my mind...I close my eyes taking in a deep breath blowing out until I felt my palms warming.

Ok...no one’s run interference yet...good.  So I must be meant to be here.

I gave this a little extra energy than I usually do.  I needed a dramatic noticeable result for this round or I have no idea what I face.  Then again...if I exhaust myself or heal him to the point he wakes...I may be in a worse position than I am in now.

Shut up El!  Just focus...heal this poor guy.

It wasn’t until I entered my zone...I got the images why that statement was true.  I was locked into his energy and reading the mind of a king.

The king had no idea what he was there for that day.  He escaped in the confusion.  The scuffle with Mike...that was...noooo....please tell me these memories are wrong.

I keep hearing the word ‘advisor’...and that silhouette Mike was fighting shown his blond hair in the moonlight when Mike jerked him from the shadows.

Mike never killed the guy he took the gun from.  That guy ran!  Who shot his dad?

No...this can’t be the same guy...this make no sense.

Unless...no way...the son would have known if that man left with his father.  I wonder if that was part of his incoherent ramblings.

Hearing the King take in a deep breath, still peacefully sleeping I begin to pull back my energy.  I’ve done what I can for now.  I simply have to hope it shows the results they wished.

Glancing up towards Stephen I ask keeping my voice barely above a whisper.  “How well do you know that fae?”

“I don’t.  Why?”  The prince asked very calmly.

Shaking my head I gently move the blankets up on the king examining the color coming to his cheek already.  The creases on his forehead softening, the sweat dissipating.  “Was your father able to tell you who accompanied him?  I imagine that fae has been otherwise occupied.”

The prince shook his head.  “One moment he swears the man was dead and it was his driver who we haven’t found.  He does have other advisors.”

“Blonds?”  I raise my brow.  “Reasonably sized male, prefers the shadows but runs from real conflict even if he is the man with the gun.”

Stephan’s brow rose as his hand motioned before him.  “Now stop right there miss.  Those are strong accusations....”

I cut the prince off scoffing.  “Against a kidnapper.”  Sighing I stand from the bed, stepping aside so the men can examine the king.  “No one got shot during the altercation over the gun.  If you don’t believe me search his memories yourself.”

The prince narrowed his eyes at me.  “Are you a seer too?”

I shake my head.  “No...but he wanted me to see those for a reason.  I have had and can get visions...or hear things.  Your father has a story he wants out or he wouldn’t have showed me...medicated or not he would have been guarded.”

Glancing back to nod to his guards Stephan orders.  “Get everyone we can on this.  That man does not leave and we need to limit access to this room.”

I nod in agreement to that.  “Yes...someone with...I don’t know, ill intent, or bad energy just not dark has been helping to worsen his condition...or prolong it to make sure he suffers.”

The prince was watching me with a furrowed curious brow.  I felt my eyes changing as I stretched my senses to assess his father’s condition noting improvements already.

Looking up to the prince I ask.  “Can we try again in an hour...then we can try every two?”

He nods.  “I am sure we can manage that.”  Seeming happy his father appeared to healing himself before our eyes.

The guard clears his throat from near that door.  “We have company Sire.”

I heard Stephan curse jerking his hand through his hair as he thought.  Grabbing me a bit rougher than I think he intended he bolted for that back hatch.

Bouncing in his arms as he pounded down those steps, I listened hard to make sure we hadn’t been followed.  

Like a child running with a doll in his arms he ran with me all the way to the chambers I had been tucked away in while I was being cleaned up and healed.

Slamming a bar lock shut across the heavy door he leans back appearing to be trying to catch his breath.  “If that was my brothers...we may have a bit of a problem.”  He turns and begins to pace.  “I can hurry them of.  Just ask them for help and show them he’s improved.”  

“Um....I hate to be a downer here...but how is that keeping me safe?”  I had to ask before he blew it all for an impulsive kick.

He shakes his head gritting his teeth.  “It’s not.”  He growls.  “Damn...I just needed a minute.”  Turning his body completely around he searches the room.  “You’ll be safe here if I go check on our apparent traffic in my father’s wing.”

Gulping I glance around the room.  “Who am I looking for?”  When he gave me a puzzled look I continue.  “You have more than one brother...I sat on that bed and held your father’s hands.  You think you’re up for a divide and conquer?  Which one is on his way down here while the other waits for you to sneak back?”

He shook his finger at me.  “I wasn’t even considering.  You are right.”

I shrug tipping my head to the side.  “I have an older brother...you need to remain one step ahead at all times.”

“I doubt he’d try to kill you just because he could.”  His flat voice and comment...it was actually startling at how blunt that was.

My eyes wide as they met his.  “No...he never did that.”  Was all that came out as we stared into the others eyes.  

I felt terrible if his comment was his truth...but moments as this...in all the books they lead to some trouble.

Averting my gaze I thrust my thumb towards the bathroom that was in here earlier.  “Um...I need a moment.”  Grimacing I watch as he nods and turns away as if I need the privacy to walk out of the room.

What the hell was that?  That...stare?  I’m not feeling anything for the guy other than all sorts of awkward.  

Oh...I hope this isn’t as I thought in the carriage.  This is the vampire prince and now I’m torn between two worlds...two loves...NOT HAPPENING!

I know where I belong and who I want to share that space and time with.  I’m covered...thanks.  Or...he could just be a really intense guy and I’m reading the entire thing wrong.

I am so tired...even healed...I need sleep.  Is that I something I can do?  Do I dare with this guy in the room?

Stephan’s safer I think than that fae guy.  There is just something about him.  He is nothing like the other fae you hear of or meet.  When you see them yourself...succumbing to their charm or not...I can even see how people are drawn to them.  But this fae guy...he felt more a deterrent.

I found my way over to the bed and next thing I knew Stephan was pulling the blankets back for me telling me to try to sleep and he would stay with me.

I felt awful letting out a sigh of relief at hearing that and how welcoming this bed felt at the moment.  My entire body ached for even a small nap.  

We have to be back up soon to try on his father again if the coast is clear.  How will we know if they’d gone?  Will that guard we left behind find us?

Closing my eyes I try to call out to Mike in my head.  My eyes spring open hearing pages turn, my heart flopping in my chest.

When I had opened my eyes...Stephan was sitting at a small table with a chair reading some book I couldn’t see the cover.

ARGH!  How did this go so wrong?  

Placing my hand flat on the bed next to me...I closed my eyes wishing...I could feel Mike there.  I bit back a gasp feeling my body shudder and before I knew it...I was sobbing into this stranger’s pillow.

I’m exhausted...scared...I miss everyone at home.  I am clueless to how to even try and get myself out of this.  

What is happening at home now?  

What happened after I disappeared?  Was anyone else hurt?

I believed I had convinced myself I was hearing Mike when we were on the run...but a couple times...I thought I heard him earlier.  Here.  If it is him it’s all rage.  

Like animalistic and beyond control rage.  How he described or those papers described he would be without that suppressant.  If that’s true...then how are these people so controlled?

That might be a good question to ask the prince if I get the opportunity.  I can imagine how this will appear us leaving the same room because he’s supposedly guarding me.  

I have a few question of our mutual fae compadre.  How does he know anything about me?  How long has he been following me?

Oh...and if supernaturals are such big fan of sports...why did I have to explain what I do to the prince?

I bet it’s just that shoe sniffing, leotard thieving, creepy fae lurker.  

Yawning out as I was trying to sleep but my brain was not stopping.  Stephan chuckled and I became sad again because that was not the laugh I wanted to hear.

Sniffling and wiping a tear from my cheek, he glances to me over his book.  “No need to be frightened.”

I could only ‘thank’ him for his comfort and I rolled to my other side trying to adjust the pillows as if...someone was there.

Holding my eyes closed trying to force myself to sleep I just let the tears fall.  If I cried myself to sleep...so be it...that’s how I feel.

Stephan must have heard me...but I never heard him approach the bed until he sat down with a sigh.  He placed his hand on my back giving it a gentle rub.  He makes a strange sound and speaks.  “I am not very good at this...so feel free to stop me at any time.”

Glancing up to him over my shoulder I furrowed my brow.  “You mean comfort?  You don’t know how to comfort someone?  You were so kind to me earlier and you don’t think that was comforting?”

Tipping his head to the side his eyes searched my face.  “Empathy is very different things to different people.  Understanding or even imagining what you had been through from what little evidence I had...and actually emotionally identifying with your pain...two very different things.”

“You don’t have to necessarily identify with the person’s pain to just be there.”  I give a surprised look.  “Sometimes all anyone wants is to be heard, hugged, and maybe told it is ok to feel.”

Raising a brow he offers me a smile.  “Would you like to be heard or hugged?”

I couldn’t help the huff of a laugh that came when I shook my head.  “How about I just feel and you give me permission to do so?”

He moved his head back and forth.  “That sounds easy enough.  Although...I am good at hugs I hear.”

I snort at the hopeful look on his face as he batted his eyes at me.  “Noted.”  I smile.  “Thank you Stephan.  For everything.”

He pats the side of the bed with his hand.  “Well...I am a risk taker.”  He wiggles his brows.  “You appeared worth the risk.”

I blinked and he was already back in that chair reading.  He offers me a wink and tells me to get some sleep and he would wake me when we could try again.

I knew it was going to be impossible but I had to try.  I had healing to do.  Granted I may not have known the man but that is pretty rude to offer help and give it half-assed.  No way...full voltage if it’s safe.  That is the only way.

Hopefully that’s the way that gets me out of this bizarre dream/alternate reality thing.

It had to have been that massive head injury.  I did suck up water...my brain was deprived of oxygen for how long.

What if my brain just thinks I went on and now I’m here?  Yup!  That has to be it.  I am in some coma and this is where my brain is today.

Drifting off finally I did not have a restful sleep by any means.  I would bolt up seeing crazy images...hearing strange things...and I could feel people, other creatures moving about.

I could tell many kept odd hours here.  Someone came to the door at one point calling for Stephan.  Good news about his father.  Stephan ‘thanked’ the person, saying he was sleeping a little longer, and would be up soon.

I heard him ask first if his father was alone and who was home as far as family.  Whoever he was speaking to assured him that his father’s room had been on lockdown since we left.  His brothers had been in and left again hearing there was some issue.

Nice of them to participate.
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Stephan had a couple of their healers come in to check on me before I went up to see his father.  They helped me shower and gave me another dress to wear with these adorable little sandals.

After ensuring I had the strength I needed the ladies escorted me up that back entrance to meet Stephan.

What I wasn’t expecting was his father to be awake, alert, and he apparently possesses a photographic memory by the deep scowl and his growl of “YYYOOOUUU!”  when I walked in.

After some convincing he finally allowed me to near him touching my palms to his as he held his arms away from himself.

I chuckled to myself after not too long he relaxed and moved his hands to resting in mine as his arms began to relax down.  He released this heavy breath, a smile forming on his face.

Stephan releases a soft gasp of surprise.  “He’s asleep.”

Slowly I began pulling my energy back and place his hands over his stomach and cover him with his blanket.

I smile towards Stephan as he glanced between his father and me with such awe.  “I hate to impose...but the healers directed I have breakfast after.”

Shaking his head he laughs.  “Of course.”  Offering his arm I step forward cautiously...but I took his arm and let him guide me down to the dining hall.

That fae gentleman was impatiently awaiting our arrival.  Disappointed to see I was clutched to Stephan’s arm like it was a lifeline when we stepped into the dining hall to several faces I didn’t recognize that apparently don’t expect visitors much.

He made introductions quick and ushered me over to sit very close to him at the head of the table.

Our fae friend as if predicting these seats would be ours to take made sure he was very close on my side.

My sudden gasp as I was staring at this fae caused Stephan to jump up ready to attack.  “What happened?”  He jerks his head towards me as I wave my hand defensively before me.

“Whoa there...I just recognized something.”  I eye Stephan until he took his seat.

Straightening himself he apologizes taking his seat.  “What was it you saw?”  He smiles at me and my head moves towards that fae blinking my eyes rapidly.  

Speaking through my bright fake smile.  “That is a remarkable amulet.  You know...I have a friend with one very similar.”

“Really?”  The fae gentleman nods glancing down at his amulet around his neck.  “This was a family heirloom.”  He smiles.

Raising my brow I nod his way.  “Hasan correct...light fae.”

His brow also rose as he appeared to be sucking his teeth.  That for some reason caught the prince’s attention.  Either the name or the fact I knew it and he...oh that’s right...fae hate having their names announced.

Granted it was something Val found online but we found it elsewhere in an actual book I had to read.  Some of the other stuff she comes up with...oy!  I am going to try that salt one once...just because I have to know if it is true or not.

That fae wags a brow at me almost appearing irritated as he remarks.  “I hear your lineage still has branches on this side of the fence.”

I nod.  “I wouldn’t be surprised?”

“What’s the name?”  Stephan asks and I could only purse my lips and shrug having to give it thought.

Scrunching my forehead I look to Stephan.  “I cannot recall...my aunt remarried so many times.”

Stephen smiles.  “Well what is your first name short for?  Any relative here?”

Again I shrug.  “I have no idea who’s left here.  However I believe they call me now High-Witch Elsbeth II.”

I heard several forks hit plates and all eye were on me again.  

Oh sure...that fae guy...no problem.  

Have they even read his family’s history?  That is one twisted tree let me tell you.  And some of his branches touch.

Raising my brow not sure what everyone suddenly was so interested in I look to Stephan.  “Did I say something wrong?”

Shaking his head he lets out a long breath.  “Not at all.  That is just...”  He smiles pausing.  “Your aunt was infamous.”

Making an impressed face myself.  “Infamous.  I think she’d like the sounds of that.”  Now that earned me many laughs from around the table.  Most seemed to be agreeing as if they knew her.

What the hell did that woman do in her life she’s infamous here?

Oh...I still have her.  I snuck her out of my leotard and she found her way to the protection of my cleavage.  I’m afraid to wear her out but at least she’s close to my heart.  Yeah...she probably won’t appreciate that joke either.  

If I can stand to be in that room alone...I can try the necklace.  Maybe see a hologram of her at least.  Maybe she’d have some ideas for me.  An idea how I can show her what is happening here and then advise me what to do.

I hadn’t heard her in some time and was worried until I found the necklace when I changed earlier that it had broken and I lost her forever.  That may be a good place to start since it doesn’t appear they plan on sending me back anytime soon unless this old man has a sudden miraculous recovery.  

However, I refuse to risk wiping myself out here chancing that.  Oh I can accelerate his healing.  But I want to have the strength to hug Mike later.

Oh I hope I’m not being a fool expecting that I will get out of here.  I just need to think of home every second I can.  Someone will hear me.

I don’t know how much time has passed...but don’t give up on me.  I will find a way home.  If not...I will find some way to lead them to me.

I don’t know why my path went this way...but I don’t care to stick around long enough to find out.
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Mike

“What are you seeing now?”  I spoke through clenched teeth trying to contain myself so I can participate in the search instead of sedation by force if I dare show any emotion.

Drew was standing over a mirror that Marvin, Ilsepas, and Remi designed to monitor El with that blood spell that Drew donated to.

It was brilliant really.  Marvin was going to perform a single locate...however, Ilsepas remembered a spell Drew was able to verify in one of El’s texts that would remain an open connection until no longer necessary.

Those latter words...or maybe it was the way Ilsepas paused as she spoke warningly.  I’m refusing to have or believe anything less than El is coming home.  

However...I may deem that improvised device still necessary in the event I cannot be around her at all times.  May have to make that pocket sized for me.

Ilsepas’ granddaughter Remasay, whom we’ve since nicknamed Remi, also adopting her as part of our blended family.  As a legacy of her grandfather...she has a spot waiting for her at the firm as well.  

She and Ilsepas both wished to have a little more ‘light’ training before she take any job allowing her authority.  Remi still has a few mischievous tendencies they have not been able to fully contain.  

They figure if Westerly can get her in the fast track degree program in the business department, while interning and earning credits that way, she’ll be so focused on other things she’ll finally straighten out.

For her sake...I hope they’re all right.  For our sakes...if she joins the firm...I hope they’re all right.

ARGH!  Why am I wasting time letting my mind run?  Mike...we have things to do!  FOCUS!

Turning catching Drew in mid-sentence as he was replying I stop him to have him repeat his statement since I hadn’t heard it.  

He nods exhaling as he pinched his lips before starting again.  “El looks to be healing someone.  It’s like I’m seeing through her eyes so I can’t see her.  But I can see her hands.  She appears healed, clean, and in a dress.”

Val, Mina, Jake, and Michael, their father huddle behind Drew watching as if that were a TV screen.

I couldn’t walk over.  This has been difficult enough but if I see her...no one can guarantee what I may do...and I’ve been stuck more than a diabetic, so I am over needles for now.

They finally got Malcolm in custody and the firm has restrained us from interrogations and information gathering involving that ‘perp’.  We’re not ‘too close to the case’ to investigate...but they won’t let us get our hands on the key to this...what our investigation needs to be properly answered.

I hope they go old school on his punishment.  Firing squad or guillotine...I think the former could be made fun to watch and horribly painful if drawn out.

That second I had him in my hands...it felt as a second since I don’t recall the entire event.  I blacked out from the rage and was told I nearly killed him had he not managed to literally slip from my fingers.

Of course...El was already gone.  

However, everyone stuck behind us in traffic got one helluva show.  There is possibly some video floating around online from a cellphone camera...me exposing us all...no one can fight like that.

Two supernaturals clashing in the streets...vampires no less...teacher versus student.  That had to have been a sight for mortal eyes.  

And I had him...seconds from my kill shot...not caring we had an audience.  His collar slipped through my fingers and he was gone as soon as his feet touched ground.

It’s sick the glee I do find in what memory I do have.  Happening upon that van as we had.  Walking up to the car at the light and like a machine I punched my fists through the window jerking Malcolm out to the street.

I had thought for sure she was still in that van.  I was getting images from her.  I thought I was, until I saw her getting into some carriage with that blond guy from the arena.

Shoving that away immediately thinking she may have been asleep.  Dreaming...because she was tired.  I was not allowing myself to believe the treatment Malcolm dished out to her.

I trusted him.  I trusted him with her...the most precious gift I have left to hold in this world.  He ripped her right from our arms.

How could I have not seen through his shit?  How did he manage to get passed all of us?  I should have guessed at least if not seen it coming.

I blame me for this you know.  

How would Michael have known what he was capable of at recruitment?  Malcolm obviously hid himself well.  Even Westerly says sometimes simply turning could change who the person becomes...after.

It can depend on what that person brings to the table when they turn as well.  The life they had or thoughts and what their memory holds onto.

He could have been some slick, conniving bastard hidden behind a terminal for far too long and he developed a very sick narcissistic imaginary life.  

An opportunist waiting for the better deal to land in his lap.  And why not...we gave him the perfect fucking seat!  Handed him the perfect captive!

Mina makes a face narrowing her eyes.  “Who’s that guy that just grabbed her?  The same one that yelled at that blond guy.  What’s he doing?”

Val gasps covering her mouth with one hand.  “And from behind...the man is a savage?  Oh my god!”

“WHAT?!?!”  My eye’s bulged as I gnashed my teeth hard enough they sounded to be cracking.

Marvin step forward, placing both hands firmly on my chest, when I charged forward, fists balled at my sides.  “They were running.  They’re safely locked in a room now.”  He sighs heavily.

I felt my face nearly combust.  “They’re locked...what?  Is she alone?”

Val blurts out so helpful not giving Marvin the chance to speak to me.  “No...that guy is with her.  I can’t tell...I think he’s a vampire.  They’re in some castle.”  

She gave a smile oblivious to the aneurism I am having now.  “It’s like she landed in one of our books.  Maybe he’s the prince.”

An uncontrolled growl left my throat as I glared her direction.  Strong enough it blew Marvin’s hair back and his eyes flinched at the possible particulate that accompanied the bear’s roar.

Mina made a face gritting her teeth and whacking Val on the arm.  “Oww!  Bitch!”  Val whacks Mina back and Mina raises a brow motioning her head my way.

Val turned and took one look at me nearly jumping back as her hand went to her chest.  “Shit!  Ok...I will stop talking.”

Michael walked towards Marvin still holding me back.  “She means no harm son...she’s just trying to figure this out.”

Marvin voices his agreement and I can only stare between them trying to get a peek at that mirror.  Michael...realizing what I was doing guides me back and gives a shove so I flop back into a chair.

“Hey!”  I try to jump up and both Marvin and Michael stop me with hands on my shoulders.

Leaning close to my face...the look in Michael’s eyes was almost scary even to me...he kept his voice very calm although he looked about ready to lunge at anyone that blinked wrong.  “You need to focus now son.  I have enough basket cases on my hands...I need my people with good heads operating at full capacity.”

I gulp meeting his eyes again and understand I am a complete selfish ass.  “I’m sorry sir.”  He nods and pats my shoulder confident I was staying seated to collect myself.

I hadn’t even considered her brother is over there watching every second of this with their father and none of us know how to help her or where to start.

But they’re calm.  I need to be back at their beach house with my mom, Kathleen, and my sisters.  Val goes over on occasion to get some crying from her system before returning ready to work.

Mina...she hasn’t left Drew’s side.  Neither had Jake.  Marvin’s kept our little base here at his house to have a monitoring station for El that will be undisturbed.  

Ilsepas, Remi, and Mr. Willows have been in at different occasions just to check in.  Ilsepas has taken this as a teaching opportunity with Remi so they’ve been buried in research trying to find out who El is with and possibly where.

All the original lines have some part of their tree left in the other realm I guess.  Or most might.  There is a good possibility she is with someone’s family we could contact and easily get her back.

Ilsepas did after all remark that blond man looks strangely familiar.  Reminded her of a relative.  If that is true and her family somehow got El...Ilsepas wants to get word out that as far as their bloodlines the fae/witch war was over.  Then maybe they’d easily let her go.

Simply figuring out the possible kingdom...we could find the castle...and storm it.  I know that sound nuts...but I’m ready.  I’ll go in full body armor if I have to just to get El back.  

I’m not bargaining for anything...she belongs here and I will get her back.

I don’t care what these people or Malcolm for that matter, were thinking, or wanted.  I want her back and so does everyone else in this room...or along this beach.  If it takes my last breath...she will return perfect to her family...in this world.

If I am still breathing...I will be cramming that ring on her finger and she will just have no choice but to marry me because...well she just will have to do it.  Then I can be with her at all times.  Home...work...she will be so sick of me, but that’s the cool thing...I don’t care because she’ll be safe.

I may be slowly losing my grasp on sanity.

Clearing my throat and becoming annoyed being left out of the chatter around that mirror.  “Can I please see her?”

Marvin raised a brow at me.  “Can you promise to behave in my house?”  I nod sheepishly and he motions a hand for me to walk over to join them all.  

I did cost the firm quite a substantial amount of money earlier and have some fines of my own to pay now.  I can’t owe Marvin too.

I just have to take some deep breaths and know that as long as I can see this image...I have her.  She is fine and alive.  We can’t be far.  We will find her.

[image: BD14710_]

Ok...I wasn’t ready...oh god...

As I rounded the couch catching a glimpse of her hand on a bed I collapse to my knees hearing her...in my head...she’s sobbing.

I felt hands immediately grab my arm as an image appeared in her vision.  A tall dark haired, young man.  Reading a book it appears.  Closing her eyes it’s as if she turned away.  Maybe she’s trying to sleep.  She must trust him to turn her back on him.

Why is he with her?  What the hell does he want with her?  What did he have her doing earlier?

Maybe instead of chewing on all of this I could get my head back if I voiced something.

“What have I missed?”  I kept my voice calm trying to not gnash my teeth.  “Why is this guy appearing to be guarding her?”

Drew shook his head motioning his hand from his chin he was resting on a moment ago.  “That’s what I don’t get.  He took her to someone and she appeared to be healing him.  They ran for some reason, then get to that room, and he seemed to be freaking out.  Not once at her...like they’d been followed and he’s nervous about something.”

“Is there a way we can find out what kingdoms are possibly preparing to change hands?”  I ask and got several hope filled looks in return, but no answer.

“That would make sense.”  Mina wags a finger before herself.  “If they’re in a castle...one can assume nobility of some type.  That man appeared commanding and older...possibly high nobility.  If they’re making preparations for his position to change hands...what if someone wanted to interfere with that?”

Gasping Val points her finger to Mina.  “Remember that one series...the king had many enemies trying to kill him.  The son found a witch and saved him.”

Mina gave her a bemused look.  “You happen to have a title...that doesn’t narrow it down much.”

Val got very animated and seemingly more flustered.  “It’s the one...with the swarthy prince...unsuspecting innocent girl not from his land.”

I felt my face drop as I watched their exchange...listened to Val babble...and comparing the situations obviously.

Mina scoffs placing a hand on her hip.  “Still stumped doll.  You just described El’s entire bookcase.  Keep going.”

Val clenched her fisted before her gritting her teeth.  “ARGH!  The one were the prince sets out to woo her to get her to stay and they create a beautiful kingdom.  He did the thing with the rose petals.”  She giggled and my breathing picked up, my face dropping more as I watched silent.

Mina made a face thoughtful.  “Oh...”  She drawls out then point towards Val.  “The one he tried mean tactics at first...like taming the shrew.  Then when that didn’t work he moved to smooth panty dropping dreaminess.”

“Ok girls!  His head is going to pop off.”  Drew jumps up as I began hyperventilating.

“Well what’s wrong with him?”  Val looked confused and Mina laughed right at her.

Shaking her head Mina raises a brow to Val.  “Have you seriously always been this clueless?  How are we friends?”

I was watching them as if a hapless bystander.  Drew near my ear reminding me to breath.

Val’s mouth dropped open and she huffs motioning her hand out.  “What?  It’s just odd like one of our books.  I mean who does that happen to?  El would get the hot vampire prince.”

Jake raised a brow.  “Wow!  You know...sometimes biting my tongue around you...is painful.”  And he just walks away.

Gasping Val, mouth agape, glaring at Drew as he just shakes his head at her as if so disappointed.

I felt my finger jab in my own chest.  My mouthing moving on its own...I have no control.

“But...I’m her hot vampire cover guy.”  

Dear god my voice sounded so childlike...I’m a man dammit!

“Yes...yes you are big guy.”  Drew pats my shoulder patronizingly as Jake turned away biting his lip.

My head shaking, my voice came again.  “I can’t compete with a castle.  What if she wants a castle?  I’ll have to moonlight as a stripper to get her a castle.”

Mina joins Drew’s side smiling at me offering me a hand up.  “You don’t need to.  You’re saving your princess FROM the castle remember.  Now...you have to get off your ass and do it.”

She waves her hand at me.  “Come on...Rapunzel’s dropped her hair...you just need to climb fella.”

I glance up at Mina’s smiling face grasping her hand in mine as they help me stand and ask.  “How are you so calm?”

She snorts and shrugs.  “It’s a gift.  Plus...I know we’ll get her back.”

Drew was helping me straighten myself as I blurt out towards his father.  “Where’s that veteran team?”  A bite to my question after what Malcolm did.

Michael waves his hand.  “Claudia is with your mothers and Mike’s sisters with the others.  They are all clean and just as shocked as we.  That man was their family too.  He’d been in their homes...knew their children and spouses.”

Pinching the bridge of my nose I close my eyes grumbling.  “He was the perfect mercenary...he had nothing to lose.”

“Presumably why he was their target to get in.  Now...how they got to him...that’s the question.”  Michael shrugs as he begins to pace.  “We’ve been chasing one mole after another.  Each increasing in level every time.  How did one get to Malcolm and who is next?”

Pointing my finger as if suddenly barking orders.  “The straightest point ‘A’ to ‘B’ that I see is starting with that blond guy.  Why does Ilsepas recognize him?  Did Elsbeth have any ties to the other realm?  Why would anyone specifically target El?”

Marvin nods motioning his hand before him.  “Is there family left behind since not all joined in those invasions?  Is there a safe place El could get?”

Michael waves his hand almost dismissively.  “We can’t assume family will be safer than the stranger she’s with now.  Considering how all of this mess got started.”

Drew nods biting his lip agreeing with his dad.  “We still don’t know who tipped anyone off from our family.  I don’t think we’ve seen anyone on Elsbeth’s and mom’s side in years.”

His father made a face twisting his lips.  “That’s because we haven’t since they were waiting by their mail for checks.  Only thing I heard since was a couple calls questioning the amounts.”

“Nice.”  Mina remarks and we agree with her sarcastic sentiment.

Pointing my finger towards that mirror I ask Drew.  “Is there a way we can capture an image off that?  I mean...I realize it’s not a camera.  But that old man or even the young man with her...we can run them through the system as we did the video of that blond guy at Championships.”

Michael shakes his head.  “I still have people digging in on him.  We haven’t found much so either he’s really good or very new.”

Rubbing my temple I blurt out with my eye closed.  “What about that council?  What have we found on these supposed meetings we were not privy to but are supposed to be upholding?”

Michael shook his head stuffing his tongue in his cheek.  “Nothing beyond that junk we got in the first place from Westerly.  I don’t even know where he dug up any of his information.  I have swept all of my databases, even my backups for my backups, and have come up with nothing.”

Drew smacks his forehead.  “Why didn’t we think about this?  Westerly might know how to get in or where to go to look.”

Something tensed inside me.  I’d never had any bad feelings towards Westerly at all...but after Malcolm...aside from those with me here and now, I don’t know who to trust.

“We need to find a map.”  I glance around the room rubbing my palms together.  “I don’t suppose Google Maps covers the other realm does it?”

Val so casually answers with a huff of a laugh as if I was the idiot for asking.  “Doubtful!”  She snorts waving a hand.

I caught Jake’s eyes roll as I smirk his way.  He looks me in the eyes.  “It hurts.”  His brow rose as he stuck his tongue out biting it.

Drew scowled at the both of us.  “What?”

I shake my head.  “Dude...she better decide to turn fast or this world is going to eat her alive.  That is the situation we are in now.”

We glance around hearing a sound like someone flipping through something or typing.  

Drew glances at Val behind him.  “Babe?”  He sighs seeing she’s on some device typing.  “What are you doing?”

Val and her shit she finds online!  

I am not dumping salt and having fairies sculpt it into an exact duplicate of El and then a dragon blows on it and she comes back to life on the back of a giant unicorn that farts sparkles.

Mike...we can’t choke Drew’s girlfriend.  This is El’s dear friend.  

She is also very evidently still freaking human....oh my god...she kills me sometimes!

BREATHE!

No...Val is a good kid...she’s just dealing as she does in these situations.  I have to get she is doing the best she is able to just as the rest of us.

She smiles turning with a little tablet in her hand with a Velcro case.  “I am looking through El’s book library.  Even if she had the paperback...she had the digital copy.  We shared an account...that’s how we read all the same stuff.”

Drew huffs heavily as he lolls his head down towards the floor.  “And how will that help exactly?”

Val shrugs answering completely honest.  “If we see what comes next we might have an idea.”

He sighs running a hand down his face and I grab his arm watching Val.  “No...we may be on to something.  We don’t know how accurate those books may be to say the other realm.  There may be distinct patterns of behavior we just aren’t aware of.  Not all the stuff she finds is crap.”

“Hey!  Sitting right here jack ass!”  She snaps at me as the others laugh.  “Oh...found it.”  She giggles tapping the screen and opening her book, swiping across the screen feverishly flipping pages.

I caught that cover when she opened the book on the screen.  “Wait.”  I look to Val leaning over her shoulder.  “What book is that?”

She taps, marking her page, and hits the tab to go back to the cover and glances up to me smiling.

That hurt when I bit into my cheek and glance to the guys pointing towards Val’s hands.  “We need to find her before page ‘269’.”  Drew gave me a curious look, as did Jake while Val giggled looking at the device immediately reading that page.  

Not taking her eyes off the page on the screen she blurts out with raised brow.  “He will be killing more than just Malcolm.  Mikey hasn’t even got that far.”

Jake and Mina laugh, Drew makes a gagging sound, their father thanked me for being a gentleman even though he had not read that book, and I give Val an indignant look as she turns smiling at me.  “You girls know way too much about each other.”  I wag my finger as she and Mina laugh.

Michael stretches his neck and looks around the group.  “We need boots moving on the ground.  Marvin needs his home.  Is there any way we can split this duty to watch that mirror or make it mobile?”

Marvin nods.  “The only issue is the size so you can see details around her.  I can’t shrink that down and you see anything.  It’s mobile so long as you don’t break it.”

Taking in a breath I whimper knowing there’s the hitch in our plan.  “And what happens if that breaks?”

Motioning his hand out pursing his lips Marvin shrugs.  “We have to find another mirror and do it again.  Drew will need sleep and probably extra nourishment to handle the energy he’d expel doing that twice.”

Sounds easy enough but we lose this little, albeit one-sided communication with El at that point.

I suddenly can hear her...sobbing in my head again.  That mirror dark as if she were sleeping and that mirror was allowing us to see what her eyes witnessed.

My heart aches for her so much.  Not simply because I don’t have her near me...I am terrified for her.  What she has been through in what’s stretched into days for us...seeing time appear not as long for her actually.

Or we’re getting small glimpses into her world wherever she ended up.

That guy with her better be respectable.

Granted I hadn’t seen anyone make any moves on her.  Well...Malcolm had his viscous fists all over her.  But...she seems safe for now.  

That comparison to those books...it sickens me if there turns out to be some twisted connection.  I can’t rule it out!  

We’ve had so many questionable and random things that have happened...why not our lives parallel that of literature for a while?

Anything is possible...right?
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I was ordered shortly after Westerly’s arrival to get some sleep.  I went back to the beach house pissed.  Michael and Marvin planted themselves before that mirror watching the very minimal activity.  As if El was having a fitful sleep.

There was no way they could expect I would sleep now.  It’d been days.  I think...but then again a lot happened during Spring Break...and that was just days.

My god...I’ve lost that much track of time I have no idea how long she’s really been gone.  I should have this down to the hour...the minute since I was last with her.

I hope that’s her that keeps sending me pictures and not just wishful thinking on my part.  Just the need to hear her...feel her in my head.

I tried closing my eyes and picturing her in my mind.  But each memory led my thoughts to drift.  

Questioning every moment.  Analyzing every detail with Malcolm that led up to this.  Trying to piece together if we’d been watched or followed...if so by whom?  Who had we been in contact with outside of this group?  The firm?

How did each leak lead to another and so far that is directing us up the ladder at the firm?  Who is at the top of this?  We had been hand selected to be a ‘power group’ with in this organization...and even we’ve been compromised...infiltrated.

I just don’t understand...just like at this beach...how does one issue touch the other besides information exchange and people involved?  

But we don’t know all the people involved.  Yet.  

I still...I just can’t comprehend why?  What is the gain to anyone?  What would they be using El to bargain for or what do they want only her for?

We need to find some way to gain access to whatever they gather from Malcolm.  He’s the closest to answers we can get now.  Until we have a direction to get moving anyway.

I better try to sleep some or I never will.  There is nothing I can do...I have to stop and decompress or I may not get another chance.  

Heaving out a breath I reach for that doorknob.  I feel like I’ve turned this hundreds of times...except when El went first.

Stepping inside her room...it felt so cold.  I could still smell her here...but the feeling was long gone.  Like it had been forever since we had been by.

Tiptoeing over to her side of the room I pull the covers back on her bed clutching her pillow as I climb under the covers.  

I feel sick.  Like I could get sick right here.  This is all wrong...this...this can’t be.  How am I here and she is not?

I wonder if she’s heard when I tried to call for her.  

She’s heard me before.  We just hadn’t been able to connect that link fully.  

I always heard her because she was unguarded around me.  

El began to feel me when...I think at the point we both realized we were not involved in a spring fling.  That was not long before I told her I loved her.

She was so shocked.  So was I...it was rather soon...but the heart wants what the heart wants.  Mine beats for only her.

I still find it amusing...her panic when I brought up the topic of marriage to her.  The same girl that danced her way to a gold had the competition not been held-over for the competitors to finish.

Waking up and learning one day she’s a pretty big deal as a witch.  No problem.  Dark coven and possibly others after you for reasons you don’t understand.  No problem.  

However three words...Mike...ring...and forever.  All of the sudden there’s a problem.  Not sure which of those words is the biggest issue...but maybe one day she can tell me.

What happens to us now?  Any of us?

We’ve been turned on by one of our own.  Faced opponents we never thought to look for.  And instead we formed a cohesive team not letting the others flounder about on their own.

I can’t believe I am even entertaining this thought...about that stupid book.  Val had to point that out.  What the fun adventures they have in those books.  Although...the books end.  

Not that I’m concerned El will fall for some possible prince in another realm because that sounds fun.  

She’d seriously have to believe she was stuck in a dream to go along with that.  Although...she did appear cooperative what little I had seen or heard.  But that’s a survival tactic.  

Why can’t I feel her?  Like that night...her panic...her fear...I felt that.  I get questionable images sent here and there...but they don’t match up with the energy I am not getting at all.

It has to be because she’s so far away.  How far is the other realm?  

Maybe it feels far because of the way its divided...kept separate except for that little rip.  I wonder how easy that is to find if others obviously use that space as a high traffic area.  How has that gone unnoticed?

It’s curious how easy it would be for any of us to cross if others can just come and go as they please.

I need to let my brain rest or I will never remember the questions I need answered.  I want El home.  I have to focus on that.  Even if it comes down to finding that seam myself and walking through to stir the pot...I’m ready.

He better be a gentleman...because I’m coming.  I don’t care whose fence I’m in...you touch her...we’re going to have a problem.  Fairly simple!

That fae...we got a problem.  

Malcolm...one-way or another...he’ll be meeting his maker.  Oh...the pleasure I would take in that being at my own hand.

Wow!  I’m starting to sound pretty dark and I almost can’t fight those impulses.  I’m not even concerned with breaking rules...or upsetting anyone.  

I want El home and that is the only way this world will be right.  I will make that happen by any means necessary if I have to.  

Not simply a threat...but a promise.

Even under all these blankets...I feel cocooned in cold.  Squeezing El’s pillow into my chest.  Being able to smell her...but not feel her even nearby...I don’t think I can bear this.

I mean we have spent nights apart since school resumed.  But I always saw her to her door...not taken from it and then to have just missed her.  The guy responsible in my hands and he managed to slip away too.

All trace of her seeming left behind years ago and not days or even weeks.  Since the night she and I snuck over here to have an evening alone.  Night surfing was fun with those big flood lights out there.  

However so was allowing ourselves to drift just out of the light...and we kissed while the moonlight bounced across the surface of the water giving her an ethereal glow.  She smiled at me as my eyes and fingertips memorized every feature of that amazing face.

Startling I hear the pillow rip and loosen my grip listening because I swear I just heard someone knock at the door.  I think it was our door.  That sounded weird.

Quietly I slide out of the bed and decide to give the house a quick once over.  Probably just the girls up for a snack, but it won’t hurt to check.

Given the circumstances I will be checking all rooms as well...so everyone better be dressed!
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Finding Drew hanging out of the fridge fixing a snack helped me breathe a sigh of relief.  “Hey man...how’s thing?”  I ask apparently startling him.

He cursed banging his head against the top of the fridge jumping around to look at me not hearing me approach obviously.  “Owww.  Hey.”  He rubs the back of his head with one hand.  Sandwich in the other as he closes the door with his foot.

Following him over to sit at the table I lean over the back of the chair across from him.  Clearing my throat I keep my eye locked on the table.  “I...uh...I want to apologize for making this into the scene I have.  That’s taken away from the focus of this and I want you to know you can count on me.  My head’s straight.”

He waves his hand before him between bites giving his head a quick shake.  “Don’t even try...my heads not in this.  My dad...he’s pushing boundaries as it is.  We’re too close to this...but there is no one else that can do this job.”

He points his finger at me before taking a bite of his sandwich.  


“You can’t tell me that’s not bull shit all the way around.  I am out of my mind.  

I can’t even tell you what my father is thinking...he’s got covert shit going on.  My mother hasn’t left her room since she got here.  Your mom’s been waiting on her hand and foot.  

Your sisters are with armed guards I’m not even sure I trust after one of theirs spat on us like that.

No way...don’t pretend this is fine.”  



Chomping a huge bite he waves his sandwich at me.  “If I happen to be out hiking in the woods and find that rip.  I’m loading up a truck...ditching a boat load of explosives in the middle of town...handing my sister the keys to drive off so I can light that shit up!”

I gave Drew a surprised look hearing all of that coming from him.  He’s the controlled one.  He doesn’t voice those types of impulsive actions.

I guess I can’t call these impulsive acts if he’s planning them.

Gulping what sounded loudly in my ears I ask.  “Did...did El wake or did you see anything else in that mirror?”

He shook his head.  “I just saw a split second...that guy answering the door, closing it...and then he sat back down.  Never even looked at her.  I doubt he realized she was awake and watching for that moment.”

“We any closer on figuring who these people are?”  I ask taking a seat in the chair finally.

Drew licks his lips after a huge bite.  “Marvin’s got someone digging up another realm map.  He’s trying to find the most current he can...with whose running what listed.”

Running my tongue along the edge of my teeth I ask.  “What’s Westerly doing?”

Drew shook his head.  “Now...come on...just because we got burnt this time.  He knew your dad man...he turned you himself...took care of you even long after.”

Raising a brow I make a face at him.  “I’m even suspicious of you and that sandwich right now alright.”

He waves his hands with what little remains of his sandwich in mock surrender.  “Relax...we’re on the same page right now.  I’ve got things going through my head that would make Aunt Elsbeth have us burning sage everywhere.”

Narrowing my eyes at Drew I catch a facial tick as he went back to his sandwich.  “Was there a reason you never told me what Westerly is doing?”

His chewing slowed as he leaned back in his chair eyes slowly raising to mine as he chewed and thought.  “They’re going over some letter received.”

“Letter?”  My brow rose.  “Any reason I need not know about this?”

Drew gulps the rest of his sandwich down as I fold my arms waiting for him to hurry up and answer when he’s done chewing.  Averting his gaze he answers finally.  “There may be a ransom for El.  The letter was difficult to read the script used.  It’s being picked apart at the lab.”

My face was hot as I stared at Drew.  “What are they asking?”  My voice, I was able to keep even and low as I asked.

He exhales looking at me across the table.  “It seems we’ve been contacted by some fae of Ilsepas’ suppose bloodline that knows her whereabouts.  He seeks refuge for the information.”

My brow rose as I gulp back hard to keep my tone calm...just us guys chatting.  “Do we know the author of the letter?”

Drew made a face twisting his lips as he took a sharp breath in through his nose.  “If our current Intel is correct...it’s the same damn guy that took her wherever she is now.  Claims he’s being held against his will.”

“What do you know about these covert ops your dad has going if the veteran team is here?”

Drew smirks.  “Enough.  If we can meet a truck in an hour...we have a lead in.”

“So we have someone already heading to back us up.”  I smack my palms together excitedly.  “What are we sitting here for?”

I saw the way Drew hung his head reaching to rub at his neck as I jump from my chair.  Watching him for a moment I finally ask.  “That is not what you meant is it?”

He shook his head and tips his head to the side as he answers.  “The truck’s going to the rip.  We’ll know its location then...but we’re on our own.”

“Where’s Jake?”  I ask curious if he heard Drew’s covert op here as well.

Drew smiles.  “Miss Daisy had to grab her bag...so I have to speed to get where we need to be.”

“What about the girls?  What if Michael...your dad comes looking for us?”  I whisper shout in disbelief he’s so easily going with this.  Drew...he’s the voice of reason...not the first guy to storm the door unless he has no other choice.

“What the hell are you thinking Drew?”  I blurt out resting my hands on my hips.

His brow rose as Jake ran from a room with a backpack.  “I’m getting my sister.”  Drew replied assertive.  “I don’t care who I have to kill to do so.”

Waving my hands in the air.  “I can’t believe I’m the one arguing here...but don’t we need a little information before we become so flippant with oh...potentially innocent lives.”

Drew eyed me challengingly.  “You think I’m being irrational?  How many other innocents besides my sister are we discussing?”

Shaking my head I watch him carefully as Drew stares back at me.  “I don’t want us going in blind.  What does it do for your sister if anything happens and we never get to her?  What about those we’re leaving behind?”

His face seems to soften as he averts his gaze to the floor.  “I agree to put more thought into this...on our way.  We need to drive so I can conserve my energy.  I don’t know if I’ll be using much later.  If I change my mind...or something comes up...we just come back.”

Jake glanced to me tossing his bag over his shoulder.  “You get your gear?”  He asks.

I watch him and then turn to look wide-eyed at Drew.  My mouth just took off and I argued in such disbelief at the moment.


“Are we seriously going rogue on your dad...on a firm that can cover our asses no matter the outcome?  

So we’re doing that.  Alright.

Ok...then you are good with the fact he will have to tell your mother that in the morning when she wakes already mourning her other child.

What about my mom?  Jake’s family ain’t even got a clue where he is.  You gonna handle that call?”



Shaking my head when he didn’t answer I nod my chin his direction.  “Exactly.”

“Oh!”  Jake voices excitedly.  “I got it.  Mike...get all twitchy like earlier...and Drew tell your dad we’re taking him for a drive.  We’ll take ear pieces and whatever else we might need.”

He shrugs like it was so simple all along.  “What?  We’re going to need to call for help if we find her right?  That way...we’re covered either way and he still has a minute to change his mind.”

I rub my chin glancing between Drew and Jake.  Drew raised his brow seeming to agree.  I nod and we bump knuckles.  “I can go with that.  What happens if we’re out...shit happens...should’ve known.”

Taking a second, I grab my gear, while Jake and Drew go to see Michael.  I hope he buys that.  If not I have to ditch the gear and start acting out of my mind again.

Actually...I hope we can pull this off reasonably without too much danger to anyone.  Like explosives in a town as Drew suggested.  El won’t drive away from that no matter who tells her to go.

See...people need to stop...take a breath...and look at the big picture once in a while.  Just as easy as that suggestion from Jake...we have a way to work safely and still meet our goal of retrieving El.

This way is much safer for her actually.  If anything happens to the three of us...how’s she guaranteed an out?  At least if they search for their equipment...they’ll find us eventually.  If we haven’t retrieved El...we’ll get someone that much closer.

Hearing Drew already back and calling for me, I shake of my thoughts turning with my pack and hurry out ready for our little solo trip here.

I just pray we don’t blow it.  For us...El...the firm...I don’t want to let anyone down.  But it’s not about that.  

We’re getting El back and that’s that.  We made the decision...all that’s left is to follow through.
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El

The sheet clutched to my chest I woke near hyperventilating.  “Are you all right?”  My head jerks and I see Prince Stephan setting his book aside, he leans forward in his chair, eyeing me concerned. 

Gulping, fighting to catch my breath, I nod licking my lips.  “Yeah...yes...bad dream.”  I wipe a hand across my sweaty sticky face.  Ugh!  My entire body feels like that.

He chuckles tipping his head to the side.  “Would you like to discuss it?”

Immediately my head began shaking, my eyes wide, and the look on his face softened.  “Oh dear.”  He grimaces.  “I had forgotten the ordeal you experienced before you arrived.  I do apologize.”

I wave my hand before me when he stood to near my bed.  “No...no...its fine.  Just...I need to catch my breath.”

Furrowing his brow, he takes his seat again motioning his hand towards me.  “Can I send for anything for you?  Are you hungry since you missed lunch?”  He smiled at me so sweetly.

How can I tell him being here is why I’m having bad dreams?

Well...I don’t know if I can completely blame that dream on him.  He was in it.  There was fighting.  Swords clashing, shouting, my family...and I woke seeing truck headlights coming straight for me...when I have an idea they do not have cars here.

So...if that’s a vision...I make it back to the human realm just to be hit by a freaking truck.

I try to smile in return but I feel rather sick to my stomach right now.  I slept terribly again.  That dream was unsettling.  I just want to curl up into a ball and cry until I can go home.  

“Thank you...but no...really I am fine.”  I felt my brow scrunch as I fought back the urge to cry again just as I had fallen asleep I recall.  I look around the room noticing that door still locked.  “I take it we had visitors again?”

He nods.  “Yes.  When you asked to lay down after that other healing with my father...my guard alerted me my brothers had arrived again.”

Raising my brow questioning.  “Have you been in here since?”

Twisting his lips, he nods.  “They have not left.”

Leaning against the headboard, still the blankets clutched to my chest.  “Why is it I have to be kept from them?  Do they have bad intentions towards your father?”

He gave me an amused look.  “Well you have no issue getting right to the point now do you?”  He huffs out a laugh shaking his head.  “I honestly don’t believe they would either help or harm the man.  However...if anything happens to our good King...I will be in harm’s way from them both.”

Raising his brow, he motions a hand at me.  “You my dear...there is more issue than simply you helping my father.  You are also part human.”  He pinched his face before he continued and I instantly became nervous.  “They...do not share the same ideas of civility as the rest of us.”

Scrunching my face, I bite at my thumbnail asking Stephan.  “I hate to be a pain...but can you maybe wipe some of the sugar off that.  I’m not understanding unless you mean they’d make me a meal without a second thought.”

Tilting his head slightly, he licks his lips, making a face ready to speak.  “Well...that is one way to put it.  However...if they did and found you have witch blood.”  He shakes his head taking in a sharp breath and exhaling heavily.  “I honestly cannot predict what they would do then.”

“And how does this look...you and I being locked in this room for...what time is it anyway?”  I notice he chuckles softly biting his lip as he tries to hide his smirk.

He smiles reassuringly.  “I can assure you those that know you are here also know why you are here and that is it.”

Raising my brow, I had to ask.  “So all of those folks I met at breakfast are in on your little plan...and you are sure that none of them will tell your brothers?”

Closing his eyes, he huffs out a laugh pointing a hand forward.  “Alright...there may have been a few at breakfast...that may believe you are here for something else.”

Pulling my lips tight, I raise my brow high.  “Define few and WHAT other purposes am I currently serving?”

Waving his hand he smiles huffing out that nervous laugh again and my annoyance meter hit the red.  

“Ok...now...I know you have a wonderful sense of humor and you are smart.  You will understand my strategy once you hear me out.”  He spoke so calmly and I felt his charm radiating from his words.

Oh...he thinks laying on a little charm is going to get me to go along with this?  Do I play along like the stupid human or do I show this boy who the hell I am!

Pursing my lips I suck in my cheeks trying to hide my anger.  “First...you know nothing about what I find humor in or not.  Fine...whatever others may believe...I am not planning to come back, so no issue what they think.  However...for my own knowledge...can you at least tell me whose bed I am in?  Or is this just a randomly assigned ‘playroom’.”

His brow rose as if I challenged him finally.  “Pardon me madame...but I do not need a separate nursery for those I bring home.  That would make me a completely different man.”

“Is that a shot at my age or my genetic makeup?”  I shake my head at him confused.

Folding his arms at his chest he leans back in that chair.  “Believe me...my last toys were much older, very experienced...and nowhere near human.”

Scratching at my head I huff out a confused yet appalled laughed.  “Look...obviously there is an issue.  You are not happy I am here...neither will others be.  Why don’t I go and we can just forget I was ever here.  If you could point me to the nearest exit I will take my walk of shame down the hall and return home a branded woman.”

Flicking my eyebrow I tried getting up from the bed speaking under my breath.  “My boyfriend will love this.”

His eyes narrow on me.  “What is that?  Are you courting?  Is that what you meant by you were spoken for?”

Shaking my head surprised, as I look at Stephan so curious.  “There is a gentleman back home that has expressed great interest in placing a ring on my finger if that’s what you mean.  I call him my boyfriend and he is...a great guy.”

I clamped my mouth shut not wanting to spare another detail about Mike.  

I could feel him staring at me even when I turned away locking my eyes on some bookcases near the chamber door.  It was unsettling because I had no idea what was happening in his mind.  He said nothing...just observed me.

I had to glance away...toward a window off in an opposite corner beginning to become not simply uncomfortable with the silence...but trying to anticipate what was coming was maddening.

After a few more awkward minutes he finally sighs and I glance over enough to see him rubbing his chin.  “You don’t trust a lot do you?  You seem a little hard to get close to.”  He remarks.

Turning my head tipped to the side very slowly until I meet his eyes to scrunch my nose asking.  “Really?”

We both snorted at the same time oddly struck with laughter from his comment.

Yeah...I’m in a coma...there is no other way I would find that funny!

Somehow we were hysterical but he managed to wave a hand before himself to add.  “There now...I can tell what you think humorous.”

My face straightens as I point at him feeling my cheeks heat up.  “Yes...I have a sick sense of humor.  One warning...that does not extend to your charms.  So if we must work together understand that and cut the crap.”

He appeared taken back.  His laughter stopped, brow high as my finger wagged at him.  “I will not leave that poor man near death I assure you.  But you will make me some guarantees as well.”

Pursing his lips he rubs his chin in thought again.  “Fair enough.  Is your request still simply to return home or did you expect more?”  He leans back again folding his arms at his chest eyeing me, as he does that sick fae.

Irritated by his sudden change in demeanor I bite back the tone I wish to use and instead try diplomacy.  “My wish is still to return home for my aid...however...I need you to guarantee my safety while I am here.  And that includes that fae man you had bring me here.”

His eyes sprung wide.  “Your kidnapping was never my idea...that was his.  I completely agree with you...I never cared for the man either.”

Tipping my head to the side I ask.  “How is it he came to be employed for this?”

Stephan was very candid actually.  Told me that man worked for his father and he became very suspicious as soon as that man mentioned anything of a side deal with him to save his ‘employer’.  

That fae man worked only for his father...Stephan never bothered to work with him because he had no plans on keeping that fae man if he ever took reign.

However...he went along...to ensure he has a chance to gather all he needs to defend that throne against his brothers.  

And...as a son or even daughter...no matter what your parents were to others...they’re still your parents and it’s unbearable to think of losing them.

It soon became evident that little rip keeping our worlds not so separated...could be an even broader issue if power changed hands in this case.

Feeling compelled I told the prince all I knew of the Hasan family and the members I met on the other side.  That my Aunt Elsbeth and Ilsepas had laid issues to rest after a very glossy summarized version of what took place back home.  I lead all the way to the event we believe his father somehow became injured.

I told him...the vision I had.  The blond man that fought with Mike that ran and left that toxic coated gun.  I never used Mike’s name...I don’t wish to put anyone in harm’s way if other’s are between realms stirring up trouble as we speak.
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