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        Kylest’s Reign

      

      

      

      As fae prince, Kylest treated protecting his people as a sacred honor and duty.

      

      His sister’s unexplained disappearance dealt a blow to his heart and pride. He would leave no stone unturned in his search for her.

      

      Raven, a common fae, never dreamed Prince Kylest would ask her to help find the princess. Turning him down never crossed her mind. For Raven, a chance to serve the royal family was a special privilege.

      

      They searched high and low, spending every moment together. Kylest tried to stay focused, but somewhere along the way, Raven became more than just a friend.

      

      He wanted more. He wanted her to be his.

      

      Fate worked in mysterious ways, even if it had terrible timing.

      

      The princess was still missing. Chaos erupted. Enemies resurfaced.

      

      The only way Kylest and Raven would emerge unscathed was to admit love made them stronger together.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PROLOGUE

          

          KYLEST

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Five Years Ago

      

      

      There’s nothing quite like coming back to the fae realm. The place I was born and raised.

      Walking through the front door of my home there, I take a deep breath as my mind settles. It’s peaceful. Quiet.

      Something whistles past my head, causing my eyes to pop open as a second object is launched, narrowly missing me. “What the fate?” I yell.

      Odessa appears with two more objects in her hands—tall drinking glasses to be precise. The heavy, good quality ones, because you wouldn’t want to use cheap items to throw at someone’s head. “You no good fae!” she screams and unleashes the two she’s holding.

      I motion with my hand to have them fly to the side of me, nowhere near my body. “What’s gotten into you?”

      Her face is red; her hands fist at her sides. If she could breathe fire, she would. “Where were you, Kylest?”

      “I was in the mortal realm solving an issue.”

      “And before that?” she seethes.

      “What are you getting at? You obviously think you know where I was.”

      Her eyes narrow. “I can’t believe you. I can’t believe I fell for your charm. You’ve played me for a fool.”

      “I can’t believe you’re standing in my home throwing things at me, yet here we are.”

      She screams a battle cry and lunges for me. I sidestep her and watch as she falls on her face on the floor, not even thinking of using magic to stop herself. Pity.

      “Are you done?” I ask calmly. I don’t have time for her temper tantrum.

      Quickly, she climbs to her feet and uses her magic to right her clothes and hair. She’s back to the polished woman I know, not the raving lunatic I walked in on. “You were with another female. I can smell her on you.”

      “I assure you I was not. What you smell is nothing more than saltwater and charcoal smoke. It’s summer in the United States and I was near the ocean. Everyone is grilling their dinner.”

      “So you’re not cheating on me?”

      “No, but the fact you think charcoal smoke smells like a female tells me you need to get out more. Also, I’m done with you.”

      “What does that mean?”

      “It means whatever this was between us is over. You can go.”

      She opens and closes her mouth a few times, like a fish out of water, before her anger returns and her face becomes a lovely shade of purple. “I was raised to be your mate. My entire life was spent learning the ways of the royal family, and my role in it, by your side. You can’t dismiss me.”

      “I can and I have. You forget who you’re speaking to.” I stride toward her and clench my jaw. How dare she come into my home, accuse me of seeing another female behind her back, throw things at me, and then spout on about her being my mate? She might have been raised to fill that role, but we certainly aren’t fated. “Nothing, and I mean nothing, happens in my life unless I approve of it. I don’t care who my parents are, or who you were raised to be with. No female of mine will behave the way you have. Now, get out of my home. Any sort of relationship we may have had is null and void from this moment on.”

      I didn’t think it was possible, but her face starts to turn from purple to blue. Interesting. She must not be breathing any longer.

      She lifts her hand to strike me, but I cock an eyebrow in her direction. The hand she lifted is forced back to her side as I dip my head and use my magic to push her entitled butt out the door. Once she’s gone, I slam it behind her.

      What was I thinking coming home so soon? That there’s nothing quite like it? I can easily say that’s the truth.
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          KYLEST

        

      

    

    
      “Wasn’t your hair blond last time we saw you?” Ariane asks from her place across the table from me. We’re playing a game of pool at the Avynwood Pack House.

      “I change it to whatever suits my mood,” I reply with a smile. Then with a flick of my wrist, I change the current jet-black color to a brilliant bronze.

      She cocks her head to the side, studying me. “I like the blond better.” I chuckle and change it back to the blond those in the pack are used to seeing.

      I don’t come to the pack house often, but lately it’s been more and more. I’ve been growing restless and need something to keep my mind busy. I enjoy the company of the paranormals here much more than those in the fae realm. At least here they’re entertaining. I never know what Ari’s going to do next.

      She lines up her shot, trying to sink the eight ball in the corner pocket. Pulling back, she aims and goes for it. I can’t resist having a little fun with her. Narrowing my eyes, I wait until the eight ball is traveling across the felt then send the tiniest bit of magic at it. The ball misses the pocket by a fraction of an inch.

      She turns to me, immediately understanding what happened. “Cheater!” she yells as her eyes flash emerald green, letting me know her wolf has risen to the surface.

      “Now, now, alpha female. We’re just playing a game of pool. No need to unleash your wolf on me.” I have to fight to keep from laughing. Wolf shifters don’t intimidate me. Ari isn’t an ordinary shifter, however.

      Her eyes go back to their normal hazel as she stalks toward me. “One day you’re going to be afraid of me.”

      “I already am.” Ari is one of the strongest paranormals out there. Well, not stronger than me, but not many are. She’s also someone I always want on my side. Anytime I joke with her, it’s just that—a joke. I would never want to hurt her or see her upset. I care deeply about her. For all her tough shifter side, she has a heart of gold.

      “No more game nights with you,” she states, crossing her arms. “I can’t handle not knowing what you’re going to do. If I’m really winning or losing or if it’s you screwing with me.”

      “I assure you, if I were to screw with you, you’d know.”

      “That’s enough,” Orion, her mate, growls from the side of the room where he’s leaning against the wall.

      He knows I’d take his mate off his hands in a second to have some fun, but Ari doesn’t want me. No, she’s found her mate in another alpha and they’re both part of the Avynwood Pack, even though neither rule it. I can understand not wanting to, though. If given a choice, I wouldn’t be a prince overseeing all the fae in North America.

      Being a prince with a large family isn’t as exciting as it sounds. There are seven of us siblings. We used to be eight. I have three living brothers and three living sisters. I’m the fifth in line to the throne of the fae. At least I have that going for me. I wouldn’t want to rule everyone. While I do handle anything going on in North America, all major issues with the fae laws fall under my parents, King and Queen Kivalvay.

      The ring finger on my right hand begins to warm, letting me know someone is looking for me. Glancing down, I stare at the band made of the adastorary wood that’s indigenous in the fae realm. Its golden hue stands out against my luminescent skin. The family crest is engraved into the center of the same tree it’s made out of—the adastorary tree. The K of the crest curls on the lower right end of the letter.

      Every member of my family has one, as well as those who are mated to someone in the family. It’s the way we can get ahold of one another if need be. It’s also the way Elliton knows how to find me, regardless of what realm I’m in.

      “My apologies,” I say. “I must be going. Duty calls.” The pack is aware of my standing, thanks to me telling Ford. It didn’t take long for word to spread and for Ari to approach me, asking why I never told her I was a prince. Her fascination with the fae exploded after that. Every time I’ve seen her since, she’s peppered me with questions.

      “You still have to take me realm hopping,” she says.

      “Ari…” Rion warns. She waves him off. Her mate understands he has no say over what she does.

      “I said I would, and I don’t go back on my word,” I tell her. “It’ll have to be another time, though.”

      I bow then raise my hands, bringing them together in front of me then arch them apart. A shimmering silver portal appears before me. Stepping forward, I let the coldness of it wash over me until I get to the other side. There I find my assistant, Elliton, in my home in the fae realm, looking ragged with his chestnut hair standing on end as if he’s run his hands through it repeatedly. His eyes are wide and frantic.

      “I’m so glad you’re back,” he says in a rush.

      “What in fate has you so worked up?”

      “The queen has been looking for you. She said if I didn’t find you, I’d lose a part of my body I’m rather fond of.” I raise an eyebrow as he sweeps his hand over his waist. I can understand his urgency.

      “My mother can be ruthless, but I’m not sure she’d follow through with that particular threat.”

      “I wasn’t taking any chances,” he squeaks. Ell is your typical fae: tall, graceful, and deadly. But when staring at a threat from the queen, death feels imminent.

      “Did she say what she wants?”

      He shakes his head. “Just that you need to get to the palace. Now.”

      “I’ll be back, then. If anything happens, try to handle it the best you can until I return. Don’t reach out to me unless absolutely necessary.”

      “Yes, Your Highness.”

      “I’ve told you to not use the formalities with me.”

      “Yes, Your… Kylest.”

      “Better.” I smile.

      I make the short walk from my home to the palace where my parents reside. Each of my brothers and sisters were given a home near the palace. My parents want us close when we’re here, should anything come up. But they also like their space, so the palace is theirs while the outlying homes are ours.

      Tipping my head back, I let the warmth of the realm wash over me. The sky is magenta. The grass at my feet is a bright hunter green. Various species of flowers dot the walkways around the palace. Bright yellows, oranges, blues, purples, pinks, every color you can think of is shown. Various fragrances come from them, creating the sweetest scent. Every one of us has brought flowers back from the continents we oversee and planted them around the palace. No matter where you look on the outside, every place in the mortal realm is represented.

      I stop when I reach the stairs before the front doors. The palace is tall with high, pointed peaks. From the outside looking in, it’s a mirror, reflecting everything surrounding it. On the inside, it’s warm with earth tones.

      My brother, Kristopher, meets me at the base of the stairs. “Do you know what this is about?” he asks. His blond hair, the same natural color as mine, is cut close to his head. He was always the minimalist among us. Never one to fuss over his looks or try to impress anyone.

      “Not a clue. I was hoping you did.” He shakes his head.

      We ascend the stairs together as the doors open for us and turn right once inside. The first door we reach in the hallway, on the right side, is where I find my other siblings and my parents.

      Mother and Father are sitting side by side at the head of a long adastorary table. The family crest carved into the center of it.

      My father nods. “Kylest, Kristopher, thank you for joining us. Have a seat.” We do as we’re asked. It’s then I notice my sister, Robin, missing. Father’s eyes hold mine as icy dread fills my veins.

      “Where is she?” I ask, ready to kill anyone who dare lay a hand on one of my family members.

      “She met a bear shifter in Germany. They’ve been friends for a while now. We went to pay them a visit at her home there. When we arrived, neither of them were anywhere to be found. Furniture was overturned as well as her belongings scattered everywhere. We questioned all the fae in Europe and none of them have any idea where they are.”

      My mother sniffles and my father lays a comforting hand over hers. I have no doubt her mind drifted to thoughts of Leslie, and the man we thought we could trust, who killed her. I might not like all there is to being a prince and ruling over other fae, but I will do whatever is necessary to find my sister and ensure my mother never has to feel the pain of losing a child again.

      When Leslie was alive, there were eight of us. Until a male—a mortal—murdered her in her sleep. I would have liked to torture him for a thousand years, but I couldn’t touch him nor order anyone to do so. When my sister was alive and she went into a relationship with Lee Letz, she made us vow never to harm him or ask anyone to do so on our behalf. As fae, we never go back on our word. So the male who took her life lives his every day, while my sister doesn’t get to breathe another breath. Luckily, she never found out for certain if he was her fated mate. The thought of him being a part of our family makes rage flow through my veins.

      “We need to split up and search for Robin,” Father says. “First, I want each of you scouring your continent. You know your areas best. Your mother and I, as well as many others, have already covered Europe and there’s been no trace of her. That leads me to believe she’s somewhere else in the world. I doubt she’s in another realm. Your sister isn’t one to visit places outside of the mortal realm, but we will continue our search, leaving no realm out. She feels most comfortable in the mortal world, however. We did check the fae realm and she’s not here.”

      “Have you checked the in-between?” I ask.

      Father nods. “We have.” The in-between is a place between our realm and the mortal one. It’s where I primarily live when not on earth or the fae realm.

      Grim determination settles over me. My sister is out there somewhere. I need to find her.

      We disperse and, as I’m walking back to my home, Kristopher stops me. He’s the sibling I’m closest with. We’re only a hundred years apart in age, with him being younger. He walks by my side until we’re in the safety of my home. Each house is protected for privacy. If another member of the fae would happen to walk by, they’d never hear our conversations.

      Elliton immediately comes over to us. I thank him for his help and tell him he can have the remainder of the day off. That I have some things to tend to and will be traveling back to the mortal realm tomorrow. He assures me he’s here to help in any capacity, but I don’t miss the extra skip in his step as he leaves. He, nor anyone outside of my family, is yet aware of my sister missing. My father will be making an announcement today.

      I have no doubt Ell will go home to his female and spend the night wrapped up in her. When fae fall in love, they do so without reservation. They love with everything they have and it’s always for life.

      Kris closes the door and turns to face me. “I don’t like this. Something doesn’t feel right. It’s not like Robin to go off without telling anyone where she is.”

      “I don’t like it either. Have you met the shifter she was last seen with?”

      He nods. “Once. I didn’t get any bad feelings from him. I was pleasantly surprised, in all honesty. He seemed like he could be good for her. Finally ground her.”

      “They weren’t mated, though?” I already know the answer, but I have to be sure. If Robin would have found her mate, the fae would have known. It’s a big deal when a member of the royal family becomes mated.

      “No.”

      “She’s three thousand years old. It’s about time she settles down.”

      “I agree, but what happened? I doubt he’d kidnap her, and she wasn’t afraid of him in the least when I saw them together. She was happy.”

      I start to go over everything in my mind. Lee wouldn’t go after her. When he had taken the vampire, Ford Verascue’s mate, he only did so because he knew I was coming after what he had of ours. I told him I’d leave him alone, and I’ve done so. That was the first time he’s caused any trouble for us since Leslie was killed. I wish he’d die. Then I‘d never have to worry about him again.

      There’s something deeper in my soul, telling me he had nothing to do with this. However, he still has something I need. Something no one else in my family is aware he has. They merely think it’s missing. It’s something that could help me find my sister.
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          RAVEN

        

      

    

    
      “Why are we doing this again?” I ask as I use magic to straighten room after room in our home.

      “Honestly, Raven,” my mom tsks. “The prince is coming and we don’t want him to see how messy our home is.”

      “If everyone picked up after themselves, this wouldn’t be an issue.” My twin brother and sister tend to do whatever they want, and my mother lets them get away with it, since they’re only five. They’re still in the stage where they use their magic for fun and pranks. Not for picking up after themselves as they leave toys scattered around the house.

      “Is there a reason I have to be here?” my older sister asks.

      “The prince asked that all members of every family be present when he visits,” Mom states. “This is something we will not fight him on. His sister is missing and if he has to look through our home and question every one of us all night long, then he shall.”

      My heart breaks for Prince Kylest going from fae group to fae group, door-to-door, in search of his sister. My family might drive me up a wall daily, but I would go to the ends of the earth for them.

      We’re also not your typical fae family. A lot has changed for us in the past few years. We’ve moved away from others of our kind. We’re smack dab in the middle of a small, rural, mortal town in northeast Texas. Mortals don’t know fae exist. We’re very good at concealing our appearances, though it’s hard with the twins since they throw magic around like confetti. When anyone asks my mom what school they’re in, she informs them she’s homeschooling them. We can’t risk sending them to a public school and having them unleash chaos or letting their glamour slip and everyone seeing their pointed ears and the ethereal glow of their skin.

      There’s a knock on our door. Mom immediately stiffens. “That’s him. Everyone be on your best behavior.”

      My older sister crosses her arms, hating every second of this, and I don’t blame her one bit. I’m not thrilled about it either, but we have to do it.

      Rushing to the door, my mom whips her magic around to straighten my brother’s hair where it’s sticking up on top. Then the door swings in wide. “Prince Kylest, please come in.” She curtsies.

      He enters the house and for the first time in my life, I’m laying eyes on the prince who rules our continent.

      Kylest’s hair is on the shorter side, blond with jet black tips. His silver eyes hold my mom’s gaze as he bows in greeting. It’s not customary for the fae to shake hands since we have the power to send our emotions through touch. Even though most of us can control it, we’re in the habit of greeting without touching.

      He’s handsome. Like drop-dead, I’ve never seen anyone as sexy as him, how am I still standing upright, hot. The khaki shorts he’s wearing reach his knees and are loose except in the butt. I can’t help but check all of him out. His black T-shirt has a logo on the upper left of his chest: an L and R intertwined in front of a full moon.

      It’s not until he turns to greet the twins that I see the back of the shirt. Lealla Raines’s name is scrawled across the back in white script, with her website beneath it. That logo might not mean much to most paranormals, but I’m an avid book reader and know that’s the author whose books I devour. She writes paranormal romance about shifters. They’re real stories, well, at least for the most part. The mortals don’t know that, however. They think they’re purely fiction. I savor every single word of her books. One day I’ll get to meet her and tell her how much I love her writing. It does make me wonder how Kylest knows her. Then again, he rules North America. I’m sure he knows a lot of paranormals.

      Next, Kylest’s eyes settle on me, and it’s as if I’m caught under his spell, but in the worst possible way, because he asks in shock, “Odessa?”

      “Nope. I’m Raven, her sister.”

      On cue, Odessa slides over to stand beside me. Kylest’s eyes widen as he looks from her to me and back again.

      “I didn’t know you lived here. I was given a list of homes from my assistant, but the name on this house is Wilson.”

      “We use that name for appearances,” Mom says. “The mortals accept it easier than Mistisley. Wilson is a common mortal name. Please, look around. Ask us anything you like.” Kylest nods, but his eyes stay on Odessa as he enters the home farther.

      “It’s nice to see you again,” he says, addressing my sister.

      Odessa scoffs, “No, it’s not. You threw me out of your house and never looked back. Don’t try and play nice in front of my family.” This female and her attitude.

      “Well, if you weren’t completely insane, maybe we could have talked about things, but you sealed your fate with the words which spewed from your mouth.” The prince of the fae has a set on him. I thought Odessa was lying when she said he threw her out of his house. I like him even more now. It serves Odessa right to have someone give her attitude back. Most males fall at her feet. Kylest turns his attention to me and winks. It’s all I can do not to melt into a puddle and sigh dreamily.

      Odessa immediately steps in front of me, blocking my view of the delicious prince. “Don’t look at my sister. Don’t go near her. You’re only in our house to conduct business then you’ll be on your way.”

      He steps forward, peering down at her. Only a few inches differ in their height. “If I were you, I’d watch my tone. You might have been in my life in the past, but you no longer are. Lest you forget I’m a prince and this is my continent you reside on. If you don’t like it, by all means, move to another country. I’m sure my brothers and sisters would love to have a chat with you after the accusations you flung my way.”

      Odessa’s hands ball into fists. I can feel the anger radiating off her in waves. She told us she thought he was cheating on her, but he denied it. Of course, at the time, they weren’t a mated couple. I’m not sure if they were ever even together intimately. Odessa moves her hands to open a portal and is gone without another word.

      “I’m so sorry,” my mom apologizes. “Let me go in search of her. I know you want to question everyone. She needs to apologize. Her attitude and words were uncalled for.”

      Kylest turns and smiles warmly. “Don’t worry. I read her mind and have everything I need from her. Let her be.” Mom nods, but I don’t miss her wringing her hands together in worry. I’m not sure if it’s because of Odessa or the idea of the prince thinking badly of our family.

      “Would you mind giving me a tour?” he asks.

      There’s a long pause before I hear my name called. I snap out of whatever hot prince haze I was in and find both my mom and Kylest staring at me. “Huh?”

      “Prince Kylest asked you to give him a tour. Go. Don’t be rude.” Me? Why me? Why not her? Of course, I can’t ask that. Not in front of him.

      “Okay,” I respond, blushing. “We can start in the bedrooms, work our way through the house, and then I’ll show you outside.”

      Kylest nods. “Thank you. I’d like that.”

      Room by room, I show Kylest and can’t help the embarrassment that settles over me when he’s in mine. I wonder what he thinks of it. At the age of eighteen, I’m still considered very young for a fae. Although I’ll be nineteen in a month, that is nothing compared to the male before me. I’m not even sure how old he is exactly. Up until this point, I’ve never met him, even when he was with Odessa.

      When my dad was still alive, back when Odessa was learning how to be a proper mate to the prince, I wasn’t interested in anything they were doing. I was young and caught between the fae, and who we were, and my mortal friends, who I wanted to play with all the time. Odessa would travel back and forth to the fae realm while I stayed home and had fun. Then she was rejected by the prince. It was the start of things going downhill for us.

      A month after she came home, my dad was killed by another fae. They got into an argument and both used their magic in defense. But my dad wasn’t quick enough and it cost him his life. All because the fae hit on my sister. While Odessa soaked up the attention, my dad was full of rage. At least, this is what I’ve been told. I wasn’t there. I was staying at a friend’s house when my mom came to get me. When Odessa saw what had happened, she was devastated. She never thought letting someone flirt with her would lead to our dad’s death.

      “Raven?” Kylest’s voice pulls me back to the present. I glance up and find him watching me with concern. He’s a good five inches taller than me.

      “I’m sorry,” I say as I duck my head.

      “Is this your father?” he asks, pointing to the picture on my dresser. The one I was staring at when the memory of his death took over.

      I nod. “He died years ago.”

      “I’m sorry for your loss.”

      “Thanks,” I say weakly.

      I get us back on task and finish taking the tour of the house. Then I open the back sliding door so we can walk outside through the rest of the property. We have ten acres, which are mostly wooded. I love the outdoor space more than inside. It’s out here where I sit up in the trees for hours, listening to the sounds of nature, along with cars driving down the road. Sometimes fights our neighbors have. Or fun with their children while they play in their yards.

      We stroll through the woods, Kylest brushing his fingers along the trees every now and then, deep in thought.

      “Have you found anything yet?” I ask.

      “No, nothing. And there’s no sign of her here, but I want to be thorough with every place I visit. I’m not sure where my sister went. My family is worried. We want her home safe.”

      “Is there anything I can do to help?” The moment the question is out of my mouth, I instantly regret it. How stupid must I sound? I’m an eighteen-year-old fae, who only just came into her full powers. I still have much to learn and experience. And here I am offering up my help to one of the most powerful of our kind? I have nothing to offer him. Nothing at all.

      Kylest stops at the back of our property to peer down at me. The sun filters in through the leaves of the trees, casting his face in radiant sunlight. I wish he’d let his glamour fall away so I could see the real him. While I understand why we have to hide ourselves in the mortal realm, I love our true form best. I bet Kylest is even more handsome with his natural features.

      His eyes hold mine as he lets his glamour drop. I’m too caught up in his appearance to wonder what else he must have heard while he read my mind. There is no block I could have put up that would keep him out.

      Pointed ears, skin that has the most beautiful glow, but his hair and clothes remain the same, making me wonder if this is how he normally dresses.

      “I prefer mortal clothes to my royal wear, or even that of those in the fae realm,” he replies. I stand stunned, not able to speak as I look at him. What does he think of me?

      “You’re nothing like your sister, are you?” he asks.

      I shake my head. “Odessa is… one of a kind. I love her, but I don’t share the same attitude as her. Nor do I have my sights set on mating with someone because of their stature.”

      “What do you want?” he asks as he takes a step closer. There are mere inches between us now. I itch to reach out for him. To run my fingers through his hair and find out if it’s as soft as it looks. To place my palms on his chest and see if there’s lean muscle under his shirt. I bet there is.

      “Love,” I reply simply. “I want to find someone who will love me for who I am and who will cherish me as I will them.”

      Kylest reaches up as if he’s going to brush the backs of his fingers over my cheek, but a loud, shrill scream wrenches through the air, which has both of us tensing and turning toward the sound.
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      Raven and I rush from our spot in the trees and break through them into the cleared part of the yard, where we both grind to a halt at the scene in front of us. Her twin brother and sister are using their magic to change each other’s appearances. There’s no threat.

      My heart still pounds in my chest. Fear gripped me for a moment. I wasn’t sure what was happening. I’m pleasantly surprised that it’s nothing, but I was ready to defend this family if need be.

      Glancing down, I notice Raven’s eyes on me. Her warm, brown eyes. I’m not sure what it is about her, but I’m drawn in. I resisted it when I first entered the house. She looks so much like Odessa but slightly shorter with hair cropped to her shoulders in an edgy cut. Their hair is the same midnight color, though. Most fae females leave their hair long down their backs. And they would have treated me much differently than Raven did. Not that she said or did anything wrong, but she isn’t formal with me. When we talk, it’s like I’m doing so with a friend, not someone under my rule. It makes me instantly relaxed in her presence.

      “I’m sorry about that.” She smiles. “They can be a bit much with their magic.”

      I grin. “Children are meant to have fun. In a short amount of time, they will
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