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“Hold the elevator please!”

Breckin Montclair shoved the thick strap of her overnight bag higher up her shoulder as she hurried toward the glossy gold doors of the elevator.  A stocky man in a long overcoat held his arm out to keep the doors from closing and she flashed him a grateful smile as she quickly rolled her pink tapestry luggage bag to a stop at the back of the elevator.

“Thanks.”

He nodded before stepping back to stand next to a dark-haired woman in a black suit.  He punched one of the buttons and then sent her an inquiring look over his shoulder.

“Eleven, please.”

He nodded and pressed the button, curiosity lighting both of their eyes as they flicked casual glances down at her hand.

Breckin knew they were looking for the distinctive frosted glass Blackstar Guardian ring and were wondering just who she was to gain access to the Haven located on the upper floors since she didn’t have one.

The soaring, grey stone tower perched on the coast in the midst of the sprawling city of Astraika, housed one of Ethanael’s offices on the bottom six floors while the next five floors were used as a Haven for the Blackstar Guardians.

Access to the Haven floors was highly restricted and guarded with an impenetrable magic wielded by Cadrian Ethanael himself. Reserved for the warriors who protected the planet, Havens peppered the earth as a refuge where no enemy could cross their thresholds.

She’d gained access to all Havens the year before when her sister had married the Alkirian Star and brought their family into a world of daily magic they’d never even dreamed existed before.

Having grown up in the west where the very idea of ‘magic’ was scoffed at as being nothing more than a fairy tale, it had been a shock to enter the east and find that not only was magic real, but common in its usage here.

She’d spent her childhood hiding the abilities her family had so when her older sister had connected with Cadrian and he’d explained not only why they could do the things they could, but where they really came from...it had given her an inner calm like nothing she’d felt before.

Her life had expanded in too many ways to count-including finding extended family in the warriors who fought beside her brother-in-law and finally meeting the man who had joined her in dreams.

A Christmas song filled the small space and Breckin began to hum quietly along with it, an irrepressible smile lighting her face.  Glancing sideways, she caught the other two regarding her curiously and grinned, shrugged lightly.

“I love Christmas.  It’s my favorite time of the year.  Everything just seems a little bit brighter, don’t you think?” she observed and they smiled back at her.

“Yes.”

“Isn’t Ethanael closed for the holidays yet?” she asked curiously and the woman nodded, shifting the stack of papers cradled in her arm.

“We’re officially off today. Derek and I just had a few things to finish off before we close up and go home” she explained, “are you...working here?”

Shaking her head, Breckin glanced up as the number above the door changed to six.  “Visiting a friend.”

Any response they might have had halted when the elevator chimed softly, the doors sliding silently open.  They stepped off with polite smiles and murmurs of ‘Merry Christmas’ as the doors shut after them.

Left alone, Breckin watched as several other buttons appeared at the top of the others. The private twelve floor which contained the Ethanael family’s suites.

Lips quirking up, she pressed the one with Micah’s name and then leaned back against the wall to watch the numbers climb.

She’d been telling a half-truth when she said she was visiting a friend.  Generally speaking, she considered all Blackstar Guardians friends.

This particular Guardian happened to be the one she’d been dream channeling with her whole life, which made him more than a friend.

If only the stubborn, beautiful man would just quit avoiding her.

Lips pursed in frustration as she eyed the blurry reflection on the door.  The last year had been a roller coaster of emotions, culminating in the revelation that her father was Anconian and her sister’s mysterious dream man was, in fact, an Alkirian Star and older than dirt (her sister’s description, not hers).

It was at their wedding that she’d seen him.

Micah.  

Her Seraphin.  

Live and in person for the first time. She’d only ever seen him in the dreams they shared.  Her heart had beat wildly in her chest while every fantasy she’d ever had about their first meeting had played through her head.  She’d assumed he’d be as ecstatic as she’d been to finally find each other after all these years.

She’d waited for him to cross the crowded room to her...only he never came.  So she’d plunged into the midst of the wedding guests and fought her way to where she’d last seen him, her only thought to finally stand in front of the man who held a piece of her soul inside him.

What happened next was an increasingly bewildering game of hide and seek with Micah doing his best to dodge her attempts to get close to him before finally disappearing altogether sometime in the middle of the reception.

She’d cornered her sister’s new husband and Micah’s adoptive father-a family relationship that still made her pause-only to be told that he might not be ready to accept a relationship with his Seraphin.  The past that still haunted him might prevent him from ever accepting it.

Breckin had listened to what Cadrian had to say and then bluntly denied that diagnosis.  She’d been sharing dreams with him since she was a child. They’d talked to each almost every night, sharing things easily in a dream world that might have been difficult in person.

Micah might be skittish, but she wasn’t about to just stand aside and let him fade out of her life without giving them everything she had first.

That might be easier, of course, if Micah hadn’t determinedly avoided her at every turn in the year since then. He ignored every attempt to contact or meet with her.  If they were attending the same function, he made sure to stay on the other side of the room and avoid eye contact. When they met in dreams, he stubbornly insisted they didn’t need to meet in person.

The last straw had come when she’d been in the middle of a photography shoot and found out that Micah wasn’t planning to come home to Maerwyth for Christmas-for the first time in centuries.

Devastated by the news and fast running out of hope, she’d actually contemplated giving up. There was only so much chasing after a man who clearly didn’t want her, her pride could take-when her sister called and insisted she swing by and pick him up on the way down to spend Christmas at Maerwyth.  

She’d countered that she’d been trying to ‘pick him up’ for a year now and Aisley had advised her to use the guilt card. It was her first Christmas as Cadrian’s wife and she wanted all of his children home.

Breckin had pondered that for a minute and then shrugged.  If she had to use threats to get him to come with her, then she had no qualms in doing so if the end result involved him finally face to face with her.

The elevator chimed lightly as it slowed to a stop and the doors slid smoothly open to reveal the expansive main room of the two-story penthouse suite.

Standing in the center of the entry, brilliant blue eyes narrowed in an intimidating scowl, was her Seraphin.

Breckin couldn’t stop her breath from catching while staring up at the man who made her heart flutter every time she saw him. Tall and lean, he had an artist’s grace and the kind of arresting face that made everyone stop and stare when they saw him.  He wasn’t handsome.

He was beautiful.

He shifted slightly and she snapped out of her stupor, knowing she had to move quickly or he’d shut her out.

“Micah.”

Flashing a determined, bright smile, she ducked under his arm and tugged her suitcase after her into the penthouse.

She rolled through a large entry tiled in white marble, past a steep staircase whose wrought iron railing wound up out of sight and by a pair of closed French doors before she stopped in the center of a wide, high ceilinged room with crown molding and an elegant crystal chandelier.

Sweeping the room, with a quick look, she noted how vast the space looked with several seating areas grouped around a large fireplace.  Like all of Cadrian’s homes, the space was decorated with a quiet, old word elegance that didn’t sacrifice comfort in shades of navy and crisp white.
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