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  Chapter One




  “Take your time!”




  The young woman looked around, trying to determine the direction of the smooth feminine voice.




  She pondered her whereabouts but all she saw was darkness.




  Suddenly, she felt something hard, like a belt, in her hand. Realization flowed into her mind like water into a vase as she remembered the task. With the realization came an onslaught of emotions, sadness, fear, elation and finally frustration.




  “Who are you? I cannot see it!”




  “Shut up,” the voice hissed back. “You will only frighten her away. She, the last of the white ones, is here. You do not need to see her. If you are the one, you will feel the purity of the white unicorn. Do you understand?”




  





  Izadora nodded. The voice went on.




  “You will find her for me. It is your family’s fault the white ones have disappeared. You will slip the harness on her and you will redeem your family‘s honor.” Confusion flooded Izadora’s mind.




  This seems wrong! If the white unicorns were to come back, I cannot hand one over. I do not own them. This is all wrong! There is no lost honor in my family!




  “No! No, this isn’t the way,” she cried out! The voice whispered something back and only left Izadora with one word to go on.




  “Nemalorn,” it screamed!




  In an instant, the background changed and she was standing in a dimly lit room. Her eyes focused and she saw it was a beautiful cranberry colored bedchamber.




  “Closer, come closer,” a voice said. Standing before her was a Prince, a proper Prince in full regalia and a crown atop his head. She gazed into his eyes of a gorgeous blue; touched his perfect shaped lips, and smelled the sweet scent of his breath. She inhaled and embraced the idea of intoxicating herself with every essence of him. Lightly, their lips met. She felt nothing. Shocked, Izadora tore away from his embrace and stared at him in complete horror. The Prince was more beautiful than he was handsome, with his brown, neck-length locks and light blue eyes.




  Overall, she would have fancied him. Yet, looking into those eyes, she knew he was not, and could never be, her true love. Increasingly, his touch grew colder until his hands felt like ice. She backed away from him and felt for the door behind her.




  





  “I’m sorry! I have made a mistake! I’ve made a mistake,” she shouted, running out the huge crystal door, into the forest and was once again shrouded in darkness. The scene changed dramatically from darkness to blinding light. Her eyes adjusted and she realized she was standing in a garden. Not any regular garden though. This had tall orange and yellow flowers reaching for the skies. In fact, there were a couple hills of various sizes covered in these bright blooms. Far off, she heard the sound of a babbling brook and chased after the sound. She felt terribly parched. The young woman entered another garden and found the brook.




  This garden looked terribly familiar. Almost like the West Garden of her home, Aroan Castle, if it was unattended for years. She felt a presence and looked up. There he was. On top of the large hill of flowers, a rider clad in mail and in armor sat atop an earth-toned steed. Spying her, he rode down the hill the steed kicked up the beautiful orange and yellow flowers in its wake, and stopped a few feet in front of her. He dismounted and smiled, an action that made the woman feel safe. Although he wore a helmet with a piece of metal covering his face, she felt like she had known him all her life, like she was greeting a good friend or possibly an old lover. As he started towards her, he extended his gloved hand. The Princess removed the glove and touched the flesh. When she grasped his worn and callused hand, warmth washed over her body. She could breathe easier and it felt as though this mysterious man brought back life. She was no longer thirsty.




  She relaxed and felt happy.




  He took off his helmet and the woman was in awe. He had dark hair that reached passed his neck, with dark green eyes filled with wonder and friendship. He seemed so familiar. Yet, she could not place where or how she knew him. The rider was about to smile when a look of alarm showed in his eyes.




  “Get out of here! Run,” he shouted, mounting his steed.




  She did not understand. The soldier shouted for her to run again. Still, she did not move. She felt annoyed until she heard the sound of drums, as loud and clear as thunder. The drums were followed by war cries and shouting and the rider drew his sword as his horse reared back. The sun hit the broadside of the weapon, blinding her, forcing her to shield her eyes. She felt a terrifying sadness and fear all at once. When she opened her eyes slowly, she found the soldier and the horse gone. Still, the drums seemed louder, coming closer and there was nowhere she could hide.




  There is nowhere to hide!




  At that moment, Izadora woke up screaming. Sweat and tears rolled down her face as she panted heavily. Feeling around, she realized she was in her bedchamber, in her bed, safe from harm. Her pillowcase was drenched in her own sweat and tears. Once again, this night terror interrupted her slumber.




  Three years this dream haunted her. It started with her family being blamed for the near extinction of the white unicorns. Then it would go to meeting a man, she did not love, ending up living far from her home, running away and then meeting a man she did love but he had left her in danger. Was it a vision or some premonition she could not change? Was it a sign? Was it another ploy of her enemy to drive her mad? She simply did not know. It was still dark. Izadora rose from her bed, struck a match and lit the candles on her bedside table. The night was humid and her room felt stifling. She needed to clear her mind of the dream. The Princess walked over to the door of her balcony, opened it and inhaled the sweet night air.




  Calming down, Izadora gazed into the Great Forest. The wind blew through her hair, it distracted her from the strange hypnotic effect the shadowy mass of trees, weeds, and other vegetation produced. Turning back, she stopped for something caught her eye. A gleam of pure white was prancing or perhaps dashing through the trees. The beautiful maiden felt her heart throb and gooseflesh rose on her skin. Izadora’s mind raced.




  Could it be a white unicorn? She had not seen one in years and maybe that is what her dream was telling her.




  After a few minutes, she dismissed the thought. Perhaps it was Camthalion or one of the other Guardians. Could it be a ghost? These thoughts, aside from the one of Camthalion, made her ill at ease and she did not want to think on ghosts.




  As soon as it appeared, it was gone. Her curiosity, fueled by her imagination, soared. Looking haphazardly out into the field, she crossed her balcony from one side to the other, until she saw the stables of the palace. There, an amber light shone.




  Still shaken from her dream, the twenty-year-old Princess had a pang of fear. Ridding her of the foolish thoughts, the terror quickly dissipated and transformed into more curiosity. Her adventurous nature set in. She reminded herself that she was, in fact, Princess of Kaytes and had to protect, not only Aroan Castle but also the land itself from villains, which wandered through the Great Forest.




  





  Those creatures of the darkness, which were able to use magic to elude the fierce Guardians who protected the castle, ran rampant through the forest. It would be devastating if one of those creatures entered the poorly defended castle.




  Immediately, she dressed in a red-raspberry colored frock with a handy leather belt and made her way over to her desk.




  Should I write this one down?




  Deciding she did not have the time, the Princess made her way out the bedchamber’s door. Opening and quietly shutting it, Izadora stealthily made her way down to the stables. The quickest way to get there was through the kitchen, a pathway she loathed to take. Reason being, she had to pass the dread East Wing, where the evil wizard, Silas, resided. Izadora shuddered.




  The shudder came out of disgust than of fear. She loathed Silas for many reasons. He perverted the castle, with his dark magic and scandalous behavior with the Queen. Izadora believed he twisted her mother’s mind by using seduction. The evidence of their affair was damning and it sickened Izadora to no end that they did not conceal the scandal.




  Queen Jadisquelaya seemed to ignore all the treachery Silas was planning and he did not hide his hatred for Izadora, her older brother Kevyn and her eldest brother, Edmund. But Silas seemed more focused on terminating Izadora’s life rather than any of the royal siblings. He had already erased her chance for happiness by murdering her true love, Damon.




  Izadora could not understand how her mother allowed this foolishness and evil to continue. If her father were there, none of this would have happened. Tears welled up in Izadora’s turquoise-blue eyes.




  She missed her father greatly.




  




  




  The Princess regained her composure quickly in order to prevent anything random to occur. For Izadora was not only a Princess, but also a powerful mage. One of the mages in the towns had told her she was destined to be more powerful than Silas or her mother, another accomplished witch, combined.




  Still, her powers were somewhat dormant and she often had a hard time controlling them. New ones would show up at random whenever she was in emotional distress. This made her and others wary when she would lose her temper.




  Izadora kept walking passed the corridor of the dreaded East Wing.




  She exhaled a mighty breath of relief as she reached the kitchen. To her surprise, the door was already slightly open. She shivered, hoping that she would not meet a thief or a beast of some sort. For the kitchen, while being a close proximity to the stables, also was near the Great Forest. A wall used to separate the castle and the forest. Due to time and years of neglect, it wore down and the earth took it. Quickly, she grabbed a heavily high-polished silver three-stick candelabrum and heard footsteps approaching.




  She inhaled as she grabbed the handle and opened the door. To come face to face with her closest friend and castle maid, Nyxie, holding a wooden rolling pin. They both were scared out of their wits.




  “WHAT ON EARTH ARE YOU DOING UP?” they both exclaimed. They laughed at each other’s astonishment.




  “I had thought you were a burglar or a beast,” Izadora confessed.




  Nyxie laughed.




  “I had thought you were an intruder as well.” The two women hugged and Izadora closed the door. They then made their way to one of the 10 tables in the enormous kitchen and sat across from each other.




  “Would you care for some tea?” asked Nyxie. Izadora nodded. Nyxie got up and took the kettle off the fire.




  Serving Izadora first, as always, she realized the ignorance of her question. Sleeping, usually, in the adjoining room, Nyxie was accustomed to Izadora’s night terror.




  





  “Did I wake you with my screaming? I had that dream again?” the Princess asked. Nyxie calmly shook her head.




  “No. I was sleeping in the servant’s quarters. It is a brand new rule given by Her Majesty. I am not worthy to sleep in your adjoining room.”




  Izadora rolled her eyes.




  “I cannot believe it...another damn rule? Will this never-ending rule changing end?” Before Izadora could continue, Nyxie touched her hand. Izadora immediately started calming down.




  “I am quite alright,” Nyxie said, “It’s really not that bad down there. What woke me was Larry shouting ‘Thief, thief!’ at the top of his lungs. He roused everyone with his shouts. Apparently, he had awoken due to a cramp and looked out his window. He said he saw someone go into the stable, which made him nervous enough to alert the entire servants quarters. When order was restored and it did not seem that we were going to be attacked, I tried to go to sleep but my nerves kept me up. Not being able to relax, I came here to make myself some tea. Then I heard a loud noise outside, like someone starting to dig. I looked out the window and by the aide of the moonlight, I saw someone else go into the stable.




  Someone must have lit a candle for a light was burning bright from the window.” She paused seeing the light was out. “Oh my,” she exclaimed.




  “It just now went out. Could be a lost traveler and probably is looking for his way home.” Nyxie pointed and sure enough, the light was out.




  Izadora closed her eyes but said nothing. Nyxie proceeded with her tale.




  “Well I still heard this digging sound. It was really starting to frighten me.




  So, I mustered up enough courage and stepped outside, cautiously, with a frying pan in my hand, when who do you think I saw with a shovel and a few jars?” Izadora shook her head. Nyxie snorted. “Will! I nearly slugged him. He said ‘the ole coot’, his new name for our lovely resident wizard, wanted some roots. I felt bad for Will, poor chap, being sent out there at such an hour!” This bit of news peaked Izadora’s interest.




  




  Why would he need roots tonight?




  




  She shuddered at the possible answers. Nyxie noticed.




  “Are you with us, Iz?




  “No,” the Princess began. “My dream still has me shaken. It, it was clearer. There were two actual scenes.” Nyxie’s navy blue eyes went wide.




  “Did you write it down?” Izadora shook her head. “Why haven’t you?”




  “I saw the light in the stable as well and I saw a gleam of white in the woods. It grabbed my attention and seemed more important then writing down the dream. I wish I had written it down. Would you care to hear it?”




  “Of course I do,” Nyxie exclaimed. Izadora nodded and started telling her the dream. By the end, Nyxie shook her head. “No wonder you were too shaken to write it down. It sounds incredible. They were the same drums too. You could induce a dream-telling charm. I’m sure Will would make one up for you and also induce the charm if you asked him.”




  Izadora chuckled, “I’ve tried before but always fell asleep. Potions did the same thing. Anyway, Silas would find out about Will helping me and he would punish him. No, I’d rather be plagued with this dream.”




  Nyxie shrugged and then let out a long yawn. “Nyxie, dear, why don‘t you head back to bed? Everything seems back to normal. Please, don‘t neglect yourself rest because of me.”




  The Princess had kept looking over at the stable and Nyxie became suspicious of Izadora’s intentions. Since Damon’s death, the Princess had been on the brink of obsession whenever something mysterious would happen over there; for that was where Izadora and Damon had met seven years prior. Nyxie, knowing this about Izadora, eyed her.




  “I know what you’re thinking, Izadora, and its not possible,” warned Nyxie. “Damon is dead. There is no way he can return! I watched him die, remember?” Izadora sighed. She knew Damon was no more. The love of her life lay buried outside the border of the Great Forest. Bones and decaying flesh were all that remained of him. She knew this but always wished that this were all a bad dream and she would wake up in Damon’s loving embrace. Izadora closed her eyes and sighed. Nyxie felt terrible.




  “I, I didn’t mean for you to really remember. I am sorry.” Izadora took hold of her best friend‘s hand.




  “It’s alright. There is no need to apologize. You are here to keep me grounded. Were you not aware of that? Even so, I believe I will always have that impossible hope whenever a traveler wanders into Kaytes from the Great Forest.” Nyxie got up and patted her friend’s shoulder.




  “The Great Forest, as we both know, is a fearsome place. I could not imagine trekking through it in the dark. The person in the stable is probably a poor soul who has lost his way; Happy to have stumbled upon civilization,” she said. Izadora smiled.




  “Yes, yes,” she agreed, “In that case, it is even more important that I investigate.” Nyxie stretched and then yawned.




  “True but try not to get killed! Would you rather have me join you,” she asked, watching Izadora grab a sword from underneath the table, a defense system orchestrated by King Rogerian. Each long table had a compartment underneath, which contained four or five sharpened steel swords with matching sword belts. Inspecting the sword she had grasped and attaching the sword belt to her person Izadora smiled ruefully.




  “What and have you falling asleep on me? No, you go back to bed, my dear. I will be fine. I have not forgotten the dangers that lie beyond the castle walls. Nor what Father has taught me.” Izadora smirked, hugged Nyxie, opened the crystal and stone door and headed towards the stable.




  The early morning air was still and warm, foretelling another muggy summer day. The ground was moist and the spongy soft blades of grass felt good beneath her bare feet. Basked in moonlight, the stable appeared silver and unreal, like a building from another realm. Izadora closed her eyes. A flood of memories came pouring into her mind concerning the stable. It was where she had, had her first meeting with Damon seven years ago. He narrowly escaped death from the terror of the dark forest and fell asleep in the loft above. Izadora, being the adventurous girl she was, found him and they became fast friends.




  Four years later, they shared their first kiss in that loft and it ultimately led to a torrid three-year relationship, with Damon climbing up the status ladder. Beginning as groom and ending up as lieutenant of the Kaytean Guard. Izadora and Damon were the happiest and most powerful couple in the land. She, with her magic and political skills, and he with his military skills, no one dared cross them. After they announced their engagement, the Princess felt she was moving into a better future. Her dreams of a happy peaceful life with the man she loved were shattered.




  “A year ago today,” she muttered, remembering the night Damon was murdered. The memory made her heart sad, but she focused on the task ahead. Her mind started to race. Ten feet before reaching the stable, a wave of pure terror overwhelmed her and she stopped short. Her palms were sweating and her heart rate quickened.




  What am I doing? Anyone or anything could be behind those doors. Maybe I should just give up and turn back.




  The terror had her stamina shaken and she looked down at her feet. There, she noticed something shimmering in the lawn. She walked towards it and to her surprise she discovered it was a small piece of jewelry. Picking it up, she recognized the arc of a crown. A small crown made of forged silver with a small ball of gold at each end. Fascinated by the treasure, Izadora tied the curious object to the frock’s leather belt and continued towards the stable. With each step forward, her fear was diminishing. It had completely vanished by the time she opened the large wooden door. The two horses snorted and pounded the earth with their hooves. She made her way to calm them down.




  “There, there, Snowdrop. There, there, Blackshield,” she said stroking their noses and soothing their disturbed mood. “Everything will be set right, my lovelies.” The horses calmed and Izadora stepped away from them. She felt a presence. Pulling the sword rapidly from its sheath, she raised it into the air and said, in a firm voice, “I am Izadora, daughter of the great King Rogerian of Kaytes! Reveal yourself and you’ll come to no harm!” There was dead silence. The Kaytean Princess felt like a total fool. Sliding the sword back into its sheath, she headed towards the opened doors. When all at once they closed. She heard slow, plodding footsteps, as though the intruder were limping.




  “How can I be certain that I will not come to harm?” a low gruff voice asked. Chills ran down the Princess’ spine for the voice was familiar.




  In fact, it was too familiar. It was unbelievable. This stranger had the same tone of voice as the rider in her dream. Quickly, she unsheathed the sword, and turned towards the direction of his voice, her grip tight on the handle.




  “Come into the light so I may look upon you,” she commanded, hoping her voice sounded stronger than she felt.




  “Very well,” the stranger said.




  When he stepped into the beam of moonlight, Izadora gasped.




  Standing before her, clad not in iron but in a plain mail shirt and some mud-spattered and bloodstained breeches, was a man who resembled the mysterious rider in her dream. The long brown hair, matted with sweat and dirt, was the same length and shade. His voice and his manner of dress, even to the shape of his jaw line, it all resembled that of the dream rider.




  Izadora wanted to cry out and say a number of things to him.




  





  You have finally come. It all makes sense now, she thought.




  Reality hit her shortly. No , she thought, he would say that the Princess of Kaytes was a raving lunatic and no one would have respect for me. Instead, she continued to look him over. A shard of moonlight hitting his side, revealed a decorative hilt of a sword. Once again, she tightened her grip on her own.




  “Are you well?” the stranger asked. Izadora nodded her head, slightly, indicating she was quite all right. The soldier pulled a face. “How can I be certain I will not be in any danger?”




  “You have my word of honor, stranger,” she snapped. The man still held his cautionary position. “State your business,” pushed the Princess.




  




  “I am a wounded soldier who has lost my men and my way. I did not arrive to harm anyone. I was led out of that ghastly forest and for that I am very grateful,” he explained. At the word, wounded, Izadora noticed that the cloth covering his left knee was torn. Blood was oozing out from what looked like an old wound. “If I prove to be dangerous-”




  “I would have killed you already if I thought you were dangerous,” she replied, as unemotionally as she could sound while sliding the sword back into the sheath. “Since I see that you are injured, I deem you safe.”




  The soldier smiled. Their eyes met and locked in a gaze. Izadora noticed this soldier had the same shade of green eyes as the dream rider and her heart started racing. She looked down and started to move towards the stable door.




  The soldier started forward.




  “Forgive me, your highness. I did not mean to gaze at you. It only baffles me that a Princess creeps out into the night to defend her stable.




  That she wields a sword at all is intriguing.”




  “I will return,” she said and went out the stable door.




  She hurried towards the outside well, her mind racing. Had she gone mad finally? Did the arrival of this man mean the end of her night terrors? The amount of questions burning in her brain made her head spin. She quickly filled the bucket and entered the stable. There was a piece of a clean flax cloth lying on a shelf. With the cloth under her chin, she made her way towards the stranger.




  Laying the pail down and letting the cloth drop into the water, Izadora, then assisted the wounded soldier onto a hay-bale. Slowly, she rolled up the left leg of his breeches and started cleaning the wound. His eyes were wide. It was clear he could not believe she would tend to him.




  Izadora smiled at the sight of his astonishment.




  “My, it is clear you do not come from Kaytes. Please do not be so surprised. All the palace residents have skill with a blade and other weapons. We also have some skill at healing wounds. It is almost a requirement thanks to the war. We have to look after ourselves since no one else can, save the Guardians. Nevertheless, you cannot always depend on them to help us lowly humans.”




  “If I might ask, where is the light that shone in the stable? I see no wick of a candle or a torch. I would have never noticed anyone here, if not for that amber glow.” The stranger looked at her with surprise.




  “Hmm, I carried no light with me. Perhaps it was my sword against the moonlight. It’s made of bronze and gold.” This disturbed Izadora. A beacon shone, but had no carrier. She did not want to think about it and decided to change the subject.




  “This task may take a while. So please, sir, tell me who you are and where do you hail from? Please, tell me your tale.” The stranger drew a breath and let it out, as if he was holding that breath all day. She worked at healing his wound as quickly as her healing abilities would allow. He flashed another smile.




  “I am a soldier from Northern Glister, Kaytes’ ally and also it’s rival in wealth and in size. My name is Nathaniel. I am told that I was born in that region of Glister. A soldier named Thomas and his young wife Berwyn raised me. My real parents I have never known. I grew up outside of the palace and learned quickly the ways of war. They said I was talented in warfare and in decision-making. I recently became a Captain of my very own troop. We were heading for the Isle of Maji, as reinforcements.




  Somehow, we had gotten lost and found ourselves in the Great Forest. For two days, we felt like we were running in circles, paths imitating paths out that led to more paths. We finally felt like we were getting somewhere until a band of unimen ambushed us. I was the first to kill several until knocked unconscious. Hours must have passed for when I awoke night had fallen. Coming to my senses, I realized the moon shown as bright as daylight. I searched for my men and found my entire troop slain. Oddly enough, the unimen lay also dead in their red unicorn form.” Izadora shuddered she had heard of the unimen. Foul creatures known for their blood red hide. This mutant unicorn could change into a man at will, its black onyx horn would change into a spear and the man would mercilessly stab its victim. She could not imagine the horror that Nathaniel saw.




  




  “How horrible,” she gasped. The soldier nodded.




  “Indeed it was. I was unscathed and thought it unfair that I should leave without a wound while my troop lay dead. I wept bitterly for all those loyal men. They were my friends, some of them, and I was in charge of their well-being. I buried their bodies, prayed over them and then burned the bodies of those wretched beasts! I then tried to find my way back home. Three days, I wandered through that horrifying forest, as I hid from the Guardians, who seemed out for my blood. They acted as if I were after whatever they are guarding. They tracked me as though I were a threat to any of the borders. Not only did I try to escape the wood elves, but also the myriad of beasts that reside in the Great Forest. The different colored unicorns, ponderosas, cougars, wolves, and bears, just to mention a few, smelled my blood in the air and wished to taste it. A particularly angry wolf gave me the beauty you see on my knee. I would have been at a black unicorn’s mercy if it wasn’t for one Guardian. At first I was afraid of him and did not understand why he saved me from that wretched beast, for his kin had pursued me throughout the forest. He told me to follow him. I did and it was he who led me here.” Izadora stopped to think. It had to be Camthalion the Chief of the Kaytean Order.




  “Was this Guardian’s name Camthalion,” she asked? Nathaniel’s emerald green eyes went wide with surprise and wonder.




  “How do you know him?”




  “He is head of the Kaytean Guardians,” she said, “When I was a girl playing in the Great Forest, he had saved my life. He also protects this castle and is a good friend of mine. You are not the first lost soul he has brought here.” By this time, Izadora had cleaned the wound and bandaged it with a fresh piece of linen. She stood up and dumped the bucket of water on the ground. “You mentioned your troop heading for Maji,” she said.




  “Tell me, please, do you know how the war is going?” She was pleading with him. Her thirst for information about Maji was insatiable, due to her father and her eldest brother, Prince Edmund, fighting over there.




  Nathaniel’s face went grim.




  




  “King Rogerian does not tell you?”




  Inhaling, Izadora proceeded. “He does, but I long to hear more. I sometimes feel he is keeping information hidden. It is almost as though-”




  She stopped herself and gazed at the Captain. “Oh never mind, you do not need to hear about my problems. Rest here and I’ll fetch my maid to set up a room for you.” Nathaniel shook his head.




  “My wits are bewildered. You are the Princess of this land and yet, you are treating me like someone who is worth saving.” The Princess, already standing by the door, turned towards him.




  “You may prove to be worth saving.” She smiled and then she exited the stable.




  ***




  When the Princess left, Nathaniel pondered over her words and her manner. He felt very fortunate towards Camthalion for leading him to a safe place. The Kaytean hospitality was famous, but here he was, a mere Captain, experiencing it firsthand. Nevertheless, his suspicious thoughts started to gnaw at him.




  





  What did this Princess mean by he might prove to be worth saving?




  Why did she come out to inspect her stable rather than some underling?




  Where were the guards? She did seem kind and his wound was not feeling like it was on fire anymore.




  Yet, he was a Glisterian soldier and trusted nothing. He was surprised that he even believed Camthalion. Nathaniel fidgeted with the side of his war-belt. Sitting on the hay-bale, resting, he mulled over her words. If nothing sinister lay behind her intentions, he was certain to repay her in any means he could. Nathaniel sighed and closed his eyes; her face was all he saw.




  





  This shield-maiden of Kaytes was so beautiful. Even in the moonlight, half-shrouded by darkness, he could honestly say that he had never seen a fairer maiden. Tall, slender, with long hair in flowing waves, Nathaniel labeled her as stunning, with eyes a rich turquoise-blue that sparkled like stars in the moonlight. He anticipated her return, just to look upon her face. His thoughts then shifted from the beautiful and enigmatic Princess to his home, Glister. A troubling thought entered his mind.
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