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PREFACE

Welcome back! If you’re here for book two in the Ceaseless Series then it means you loved book one enough to return and hear the rest of Ember & Elijah’s love story. For that, I am truly grateful and very excited for you as a reader to find out what happens next! Flight of the Thunderbird picks up nearly 600 years from the time you first met Ember and Elijah. The year is 1994 in Flagstaff, Arizona. I chose this location carefully, as I wanted the visions in my dreams as close to reality as possible. Over the summer of 2015 I visited and photographed each place mentioned in this book. It was a surreal experience to take in the actual locations that my characters existed in on a daily basis! I took the cover photo for Flight of the Thunderbird at the Grand Canyon and thanks to the amazing artistic talents of my husband, Alex Marin, the thunderbird was brought to life in a magnificent way. In this book, I give you the opportunity to get inside of Elijah’s mind, to see things from his point-of-view for the first time. I truly hope you enjoy the second book in the Ceaseless Series and please know that this is NOT the end! There’s still a lot more of the story to be told, which will follow in book three ‘Revenge of the Gryphon.’ 

THANK YOU once again to my awesome friend and editor, Tawa Witko. It’s been an amazing journey so far and I know we’ve only just begun to tap the surface! Special thank you to Amanda Rash for copyediting. Your help has kept us on track this whole series and I am so appreciative to have you on our team! A special thank you to Leeanne Lemaster for proofreading yet another one of my books. Words can’t express how grateful I am to have your support! 
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“So that’s how we live our lives. No matter how deep and fatal the loss, no matter how important the thing that's stolen from us - that's snatched right out of our hands - even if we are left completely changed, with only the outer layer of skin from before, we continue to play out our lives this way, in silence. We draw ever nearer to the end of our allotted span of time, bidding it farewell as it trails off behind. Repeating, often adroitly, the endless deeds of the everyday. Leaving behind a feeling of insurmountable emptiness...Maybe, in some distant place, everything is already, quietly, lost. Or at least there exists a silent place where everything can disappear, melting together in a single, overlapping figure. And as we live our lives we discover - drawing toward us the thin threads attached to each - what has been lost. I closed my eyes and tried to bring to mind as many beautiful lost things as I could. Drawing them closer, holding on to them. Knowing all the while that their lives are fleeting.”

― Haruki Murakami, Sputnik Sweetheart
​1New Beginnings

––––––––

1994

♬ “Yeeeaahh! Yeeeaahh...” ♫ ♩

Reaching out from under the sheets, I slam my hand on top of the blaring alarm clock radio. Is it 7am already? Groaning, I flip myself over and kick the sheets off as I stare up at the ceiling of my new bedroom. 

“Why would someone paint the ceiling yellow?” I ask myself.  

I have only been in the states for a few months but I’m seriously questioning the American lifestyle. Everything here is so confusing. Apparently smelling like teen spirit is a good thing, wearing combat boots for anything but hunting is cool, and painting every room in your house a different color is socially acceptable. I am a long way from home; that much is certain.  

I manage to pry myself from the comfortable, warm sheets and make my way to the bathroom. Leaning over the sink, I splash water onto my face and dry off with the hand towel.  I brush back my brown, shoulder length hair and have a staring contest with a pair of amber eyes. I let out a sigh, accepting that a plain looking girl like me will always be just that; plain.

Today is a huge day for me. It’s my first day of classes at Northern Arizona University.  My parents were so disappointed that I chose to leave Scotland to attend a university in the United States but I know in my heart that I made the right decision. In order to get their approval though, I was forced to agree to live with my Aunt Mary who married an American and has lived here most of her life. Aunt Mary never got around to having any children of her own so now is a perfect time for her to try her hand at parenting her nearly grown niece. I am certain this will all go over quite well.

With a sigh I head back into the bedroom and grab the preselected items on my dresser. I pull on my jeans, tank top, and jean jacket that match my headband perfectly. Slipping on my white Keds to complete the outfit, I’m ready to face the world as a college student. As I make up my bed, I make sure to replace the entire collection of ugly oversized pillows Aunt Mary insists I keep on top of the comforter. For what purpose, I’m not exactly sure. This country is so strange.

Heading towards the kitchen I pass my Uncle Robert, who for some reason we call Bob. He’s getting ready to go to work and manages to smile and nod when he sees me. He is a quiet man and although I am sure he cares for me, it’s clear he feels awkward having a strange teenage girl living in his spare bedroom. I smile and wave at him while I go about my business.

“Oh, Emily dear, don’t you look lovely!” Aunt Mary squeals. 

“Thank you,” I say shyly, trying hard to be polite but hoping she doesn’t continue a conversation with me. I want to make sure I am early just in case I have trouble finding a place to park. I pick up my purse and aim for the door.

“Well aren’t you going to eat any breakfast? I made you a fry up!” she proclaims loudly. 

“Oh dear, I’m so sorry, Aunt Mary, I just haven’t the time. I do hope you’ll forgive me for running out on you but I simply must be punctual today.” 

I grab the doorknob and make my escape towards my black 300ZX. Over the summer I was able to take some classes to help advance my degree and I met some really great people. One of them is my friend Jaymie. She’s quite an adventurous girl and talked me into buying myself a new car. Needless to say, I have now become a chauffeur of sorts but I don’t really mind, I like the company.

Jaymie is part Native American and has family that lives on the reservation nearby. When I explained that my major revolved around Native American history she quickly became a great source of information. She is a really fun girl to be around and I quite like her sense of humor, although, she does tend to get herself into trouble. In fact, not long ago I received an early morning call from her. She was at a pay phone down the road from a fraternity house where she had been attending a party. I could tell she was quite drunk as she was mumbling on and on about a guy named Zach and asked me to come pick her up. I brought her home and let her sleep it off. The next morning she took off and said she would catch up with me later. I saw her in class later that week and we’ve never spoken of that night again. 

Sitting at stoplights, on the wrong side of the road I might add, has become my new hobby. For the life of me I still can’t quite grasp why Americans drive on the right, but all of this traffic has helped increase my learning curve. I’m basically driving around in a parking lot. Days like this make me long for life back in the UK, but I have to ignore those feelings. I’m an independent woman now and I have to prove it to my family.

When I finally arrive at the freshman parking lot, one of the lot’s attendees informs me that there are no more slots available on the paved side and that I needed to park on the grass. I sigh loudly and roll my eyes as I make the turn onto the field.  This is exactly what I was trying to avoid but once again I am defeated. If I were home in Scotland, I would have been driven to school by one of our drivers, but I’m determined to do things on my own while I’m here. Otherwise, there would be no point since one of my primary arguments to my parents is based on the fact that they control too much of my life.

I stumble across the open field trying desperately not to get mud on my white shoes. It just so happens that my first class of the day is on the complete opposite side from where I was forced to park. I shift my backpack that feels like I’m carrying a small child in it and wobble slightly. I pick up speed to make it to class on time and can feel the blisters coming on. I knew I should have put on a pair of socks! When I finally reach where I need to be, I am almost certain that I’ll be late.

The sidewalk is packed with rushing students trying to make their way to class before the bell rings; papers strewn about the walls flap in the hot wind. I look through the hallway to my left and notice a group of kids standing in a huddle smoking cigarettes. I hurry past them trying to avoid the smoke and head towards Building D.

Nearing the tree where I told Jaymie I would meet her, I stop to adjust one of my shoes and remove a few books from my backpack in order to balance the weight. When I look up again, I see her walking towards me. I smile and wave as I walk forward and greet her with a hug.

“Good morning, Jaymie!” I say with a laugh.

“What’s so funny?” she asks.

“That fellow behind you must’ve thought I was waving at him, because he waved and smiled at me until he realized I was aiming my greeting towards you,” I say with a giggle.

We both turn around at the same time to take a look at him, but when I see his face I suddenly feel sad. He looked as though he had just lost his dog or something. He’s also quite stunning. I almost forget to breathe for a moment when my eyes meet his. They’re dark brown and very intense. His skin is tan and his shirt can barely contain his strong physique. He looks intimidating but I see gentleness in his eyes.

“Oh my God, Emily, do you know who that is?” Jaymie asks astonished.

“No, should I?”  I ask with concern.

“That’s Professor Jacobs’ intern! He’s from my rez. I forget his name though. Isn’t he gorgeous?” she says quite loudly.

I turn around to catch another glimpse but he’s nowhere to be found. I shift my head left and right, but still nothing. Confused and embarrassed, I catch up with Jaymie who has already started walking towards our class. I glance around one last time to see if I can catch sight of him again but it’s too late, he’s already gone. 

“Where’d he go?” I think to myself.

“Huh?” Jaymie says, turning to me.

“Nothing,” I reply, not realizing I made my query aloud. “Come on, I want a seat up front,” I say with a smile as I grab her hand. She rolls her eyes a tad as we head into class. 

2 Déjà vu

––––––––

Dragging Jaymie behind me, I carefully make my way down the narrow set of stairs in the lecture hall. Sliding past a few people, we finally settle in the middle of the first row. Anxious to start my first day, I pull out a mini tape recorder, notebook, and pencils from my backpack and place them on top of my desk. Rolling her eyes, Jaymie places a single sheet of paper on her desk and pulls out a blue marker from her purse.

“Are you seriously going to take notes on one sheet of paper with a child’s marker?” I ask astonished.

“Hey, don’t judge me. You’re lucky I made it to class on time!” she whispers loudly.

Shaking my head, I pull out another notebook and pencil and place it on her desktop without commenting. With a smirk on her face she reaches for the pencil and pad, opening it to the middle of the book. I roll my eyes and smile, knowing that she will most likely draw on the paper rather than take notes. 

The room begins to settle and we can see Professor Jacobs enter from the side door. He’s taller than I had expected and a little more grey haired than his school directory photo. Eager to hear his opening speech, I lean forward as much as possible and rest my chin on my hands.

“Good morning!” Professor Jacobs says loudly into the microphone, which is positioned in the middle of the podium.

One uniform mumble roars through the room from the half-asleep college students. Clearly no one else bothered to go to bed early last night and now they’re paying for it.

“My name is Professor Jacobs and just in case you stumbled into the wrong class this morning, this is Native American Independent Study & Research. This course is NOT a requirement for your undergraduate degree, but it can be used as extra credit towards one of your final exams. It’s also a really cool class with a freaking awesome teacher!” he finishes with a smile.

A few students stand up and quietly make their way towards the exit, trying to go unnoticed but failing miserably. A collective chuckle quietly spreads through the air and Professor Jacobs continues where he left off.

“Well, now that we got that out of the way, I would like to introduce you to my teaching assistant for this semester. He lives on the neighboring reservation and is a direct descendant of a Shaman. He’s also a very dear friend of mine and will be conducting several lectures this year on healing and Shaman practices. Please give a warm welcome to Elijah Antinanco!”

The room fills with quiet hellos and clapping as I see a familiar face enter the room. Jaymie grabs on to my arm tightly and lets out a high-pitched squeal.

“There he is, Emily! Oh my God, he is so hot!” she states loudly.

I watch as he walks up to the podium with a wide smile on his face and a slight look of embarrassment. He scans the room for a moment and taps the microphone before speaking, jumping back slightly when the piece of equipment hisses back at him. I bite my lip trying not to laugh at him but he’s kind of adorable at the moment. He clears his throat to begin speaking and the room goes silent.

“Um, hello everyone, my name is Elijah. I’m excited to be here this semester helping out Professor Jacobs and hopefully teaching all of you some important history about my people and the places we come from. I’m usually around campus or at the library, so if you ever want to talk with me, I'd be more than happy to speak with you. I look forward to meeting all of you. Thanks,” he says with a smile and waves before he exits to the left side of the room.

I’m not sure what it is, but the moment I hear Elijah speak I have a very strong urge to call out to him. Something inside me sets off such an intense feeling of déjà vu that I immediately want to be near him. It makes me feel uneasy, almost anxious that I can feel this way about someone I don't even know.

I watch as he exits to the side of the stage, still scanning the room as if he’s looking for someone. Maybe he’s looking for me? No, I'm being silly. He sits down in a black leather seat pushed up against the back wall, almost completely out of view. I struggle to keep my eyes on him and shift myself to the right of my seat. 

In the background I can hear the professor going over the expectations for the class and giving directions for the first assignment but my attention is consumed with his assistant. Then, just for a second, our eyes meet from across the room. It’s that moment, in a complete trance that I stay true to my clumsy self and fall over on top of my classmate to my right. Jolted back into reality, I bring myself upright and apologize to the poor girl whom I’ve intruded upon. Jaymie laughs and snorts while I look around, humiliated and completely embarrassed. 

“Emily, are you ok? That was hilarious, by the way. You really got it bad for that dude!” she jokes.

“Sshh! Jaymie! I’m humiliated enough already!” I scold.

Jaymie just shakes her head and goes back to doodling in her notebook. I try desperately to regain focus and listen to Professor Jacobs’ closing statements but all I can think about is running out of the room! Thankfully, knowing Jaymie has done nothing but draw this whole hour, I have it all on tape or I would never know what our first assignment is.

Glancing at the clock, I start to pack up my things early. The faster I can get out of this room, the better. I reach over and grab the notebook I lent Jaymie and place it in my bag.

“Hey! I was doing something!” she responds.

I look at her with a frustrated glance. “Sure you were,” I reply.

“Thank you for being so attentive today, although I’m sure most of you are still half asleep. Hopefully you were smart enough to record the first assignment or you’re going to be in for a surprise next Monday! Enjoy the rest of your day and I will see you next week!” Professor Jacobs says.

I jump to my feet and shuffle myself towards the exit, completely ignoring Jaymie as she calls out from behind me. Once I’m up the steps, I rush out into the sunlight, bumping into a few classmates along the way. Trying to catch my breath, I look up towards the sun and close my eyes. The warmth of its rays makes my cheeks hot and my forehead starts to get moist from sweat. I take in a deep breath and open my eyes again.

“Emily! There you are! Didn’t you hear me calling your name?” Jaymie yells out as she walks towards me.

I sigh and try to remember that she means well, even if she is totally obnoxious at times. Then, suddenly, I feel like someone is standing right behind me. Turning quickly, believing it may be Elijah, I smack right into some guy’s chest.

“Well hey there, beautiful, what’s your name?” he asks confidently.

I back up quickly. “I’m so sorry. I wasn’t watching where I was going.” 

He watches me intently, a small smile creeping on his face. I must say, he’s quite handsome with the most beautiful blue eyes I have ever seen. He’s also very tall with a muscular physique and blond hair that frames his face perfectly. I smile shyly and start to give him my name when Jaymie rushes in front of me, placing her arm between the handsome fellow and myself.

“Emily, let’s go,” she says looking at me strangely.

The young man reaches out and places his hands at the sides of her waist and pulls her back against him.

“Jaymie, baby! Who’s your new friend?” He asks loudly, looking around at his buddies nearby.

Jaymie pulls away from him quickly and pushes him back. I can see in her face that she is terribly uncomfortable as tears begin to well up in her eyes. She shakes it off though and returns to her tough persona.

“Back off, Zach, she’s way out of your league!” she retorts.

He smirks and laughs as he turns to his friends. “Oh yeah, I guess we’ll see about that,” he replies as he glances at me and smiles. Confused and slightly scared, I wrap my arm around Jaymie and we walk away. 

“What was that all about? Do you know that guy from somewhere?” I ask curiously.

“Zachary, he’s a real jerk and a bad guy to get involved with, Emily. Stay away from him,” she replies sternly.

“Um... ok. I don’t have any plans on getting involved with anyone so I think we’re ok there, but do you mind telling me what happened between the two of you?”

Jaymie looks down at the ground in silence, following my lead towards my car. I can tell something bad must have happened because she seems completely frightened. Since neither of us has another class for a few hours, I think it’s best we go have a chat. I tighten my arm on her shoulder and lay my head against hers as we continue to walk. Finally, after treading through the bumpy terrain of the field, we make it to the car. Unlocking her side first, I take her backpack from her and throw it in the backseat. She closes the door and I hop in on the other side.

“Do you remember the night I called you from the frat house over the summer?”

“Yes. I’ve often wondered about that night but didn’t feel it was my place to ask about it,” I reply.

“I had too much to drink, I know that, but that night something was way off. It felt like I had been drinking all day when honestly I had just started when I got to the party. Zachary and his buddies were making their way through the crowd as usual, making sure everyone knew the Dean’s precious son and his crew were in the house. All the girls flocked to them, of course, but I never paid much attention. I know I’m not their ‘type’. But that night Zach actually came over to talk to me; he seemed really cool in the beginning. He got me a drink and we sat and talked outside on the porch swing for a while. He just seemed so... genuine.”

Jaymie pauses and looks out the window for a moment. I suddenly realize this situation is far more serious than I had originally thought.

“So, what happened next?” I ask cautiously.

“Honestly, the next thing I remember was feeling really dizzy and like someone was carrying me in the air. Somehow I ended up at the frat house and when I woke up...” she pauses again. “I was in someone’s bed and I wasn’t fully dressed. I was totally freaked out because I couldn’t remember how I got there so I just ran downstairs. Zach and his friends were there playing video games like they had no idea what happened. I tried to talk to him but he just said he had a good time and we should do it again soon. That’s when I ran out the door and to the nearest payphone and called you.”

Shocked at what I was hearing, my first instinct is to go back to the school, find this Zach guy, and sock him right in the face! But I know that would only cause Jaymie more trouble than it’s worth since he’s the dean’s son. The only thing I can do right now is be a friend to her and protect her from getting hurt again. Reaching across the seat I wrap my arms around her tightly.

“Jaymie, thank you for trusting me with this. Had I known what happened that night, I would have driven you straight to the police station!” 

Jumping back a bit, she becomes a little panicked. “No! No police. Promise me you won’t say anything, Emily!” she begs.

Normally I wouldn’t just let something like this go, but I have to remember I’m in America and things are done differently here. Plus, if I push her too far right now she may not trust me later on, so I'll have to respect her wishes.

“If that’s what you want, I won’t say anything but please promise me if anything else happens you will consider going to the authorities!” I reply.

She nods her head and I give her a smile before hugging her once again.

“Now, how about we kill the next few hours in the cafeteria eating ice cream and watching TV?” I say with a laugh.

She smirks and nods her head yes.

“Yay! Maybe now you can explain Soap Operas to me!” I remark, grabbing my pocket book. 

“I don’t think we have enough time for that,” she joked.

3Dreams

––––––––

Standing outside, looking out into the open field below, the wind flows through my hair and nightgown. I don’t know why I’m crying but there is an overwhelming sense of sadness shaking my body to its core. My heart aches without reason and my skin sweats from my indecision. I place my hands upon the cool, gray stone in front of me and lift myself up onto the ledge. There’s nothing left for me to do now but jump. Raising my arms like a bird prepared to take flight, I give way to gravity, descending towards the earth below.

“Aaagh!” I scream, jumping up in my bed.

Covered in sweat, I take a deep breath in, trying to fill my lungs with air. I close my eyes and count to ten, eventually unclenching my fists. For weeks now I’ve been having the same dream and every time I do it seems more and more realistic. I’m not sure what may have caused these nightmares but they started not long after my first day of school. A knock at the door reminds me of where I am and a sudden sense of relief washes over me.

“Emily? Are you alright, dear?” Aunt Mary asks through the door.

“Yes, do come in, Aunt Mary,” I reply.

Aunt Mary walks through the doorway, her forehead wrinkled with concern as she looks me over. Sitting beside me on the bed, she pulls the sweat-dampened hair from my brow and
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