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            ABOUT DISTURBED PRINCESS

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        When the determined Princess Beatrice tries to end the famine in Eflorencia, she doesn’t realize there are more formidable foes lurking in the shadows than those the throne has sent to hunt her down.

      

      

      

      
        
        When Bea stumbles into a village that’s been lost to starvation and desperation, she realizes there is no safe place to turn. Either she must use every bit of her birth magic to restore the land for her people, or she can walk away with her life (along with the eternal regret of having failed Eflorencia).

      

      

      

      
        
        Learning to trust her guard is one obstacle, but when those who have been long dead come back to haunt Bea and her family, she will take whatever help she can get. For all that Nic seems to know about the world that’s been hidden from her, even he has no roadmap that can keep the dead from bringing catastrophe down on their heads. When discomfort turns to disaster, it becomes clear that if Bea cannot find a way to stand up to the soldiers who have been sent to capture her, this will be the first of many villages lost to the king’s lust for power.

      

      

      

      
        
        “Disturbed Princess" is book five in The Tales of Eflorencia. This coming-of-age story is for fantasy readers who devour first kiss butterflies only when accompanied by scandalous secrets. Enjoy the entire series, written by USA Today bestselling paranormal romance author Mary E. Twomey.
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            THE GREATEST DANCER IN THE UNIVERSE

          

        

      

    

    
      Two weeks? A month? I’m not sure how long I’ve been traveling around Eflorencia, or when exactly we’ll have covered enough of it to declare it done. Wherever our carriage goes, it leaves behind it bursts of green shooting out of the softening soil, the likes of which haven’t been seen in more than a decade.

      “Are we almost there yet?” I whine to my dad just to be obnoxious.

      Rafe drones with the familiar, “Five more minutes,” which has always been a lie. From the time he stole me as a baby from Eflorencia and took me to be raised in the normal world with Uncle Crowly, Aunt Tessa, and my grandparents (where the only magic is performed by baristas to get your latte just right), I have trusted Rafe implicitly with anything and everything.

      First kiss? Rushed home and told Rafe all about it.

      First fight? Well, the principal beat me to being the first one to break the story to him, but I was a speedy second.

      One might expect that the first time I learned about the land from which I was taken and the magic that apparently was stuffed inside of me to help restore the dying spots of nature throughout, Rafe would have been the first one to get front-row seats to how this was all hitting me. But as we walk together outside the carriage, giving Papa Spider and Vamessa a chance to rest inside as the horses clomp along at a moderate stroll, everything I want to say remains locked inside.

      I want to spill my guts to him. At least, that’s what I usually want to do when anything rocks my foundation. The muscle memory is there but the words aren’t. Maybe there’s a small distance because Rafe knew all about Eflorencia, and the wicked father I was stolen from, yet he didn’t tell me until Eflorencia came crashing into our world. That gave us no choice but to deal with it on the fly. Maybe I don’t know how to ask the questions that keep bubbling up inside me because as soon as one forms into a coherent sentence in my mind, another pops up to crowd it out. Then another, et infinitum.

      I can’t even blame it on my ADHD. No, this is all Rafe’s doing. I don’t know how to fix it.

      I don’t know how to fix us.

      If I had to put money on the true source of my silence, it would be that my mind is preoccupied with the nuances of the pronus bond that the native Eflorencian, Nic, performed on me with a kiss, and without my okay.

      I mean, I was more than okay with the salacious makeout session, just not when it was attached to a lifelong bond no one told me about before it was already in motion.

      Now I am uncomfortably comfortable whenever Nic holds my hand, which is more often than I know Rafe would like.

      If I am doing all I can to keep my feelings inside, I know my bestie-big brother-father figure is working double-time on the same effort. I didn’t ask to be bonded to Nic, who has a scandalous secret to match every sexy smile he throws my way. Rafe can’t exactly be mad at me or try to interrogate the truth out of me when the whole bond thing has more myth surrounding it than actual concrete facts. Nic took a chance and gambled on the unicorn. He cashed in his chips to bet against the house, and from where he stands, he won. The pronus bond isn’t a myth only studied by mages and their apprentices, but as it turns out, the whole phenomenon is stark reality.

      It’s an odd mix of irritating and soothing to be close to Nic. And thanks to the bond he tricked me into, he gets the unfiltered view of my inner conundrum.

      I hope Nic hates being bonded to me. I barely want to be inside my head most days, and now Nic is cursed by the bond to be able to sense my more potent emotional swings. He can even ease my bigger feelings with a simple touch, infusing me with calm I didn’t ask for but am now rapidly growing addicted to.

      When I begged every wishing star for a charming man who understood me, I should have been more specific.

      I trip over a rock, but thankfully my big toe only throbs, and is not cut. It turns out that if I walk on the dirt barefoot, nature grows far more lush and in a shorter span of time. It’s a good thing I love bunching my toes in the dirt. However, it’s been a long time of hiking across Eflorencia without shoes, and I’m beginning to feel the pains that come from zero arch support. Every night, my heels ache, but I keep that little detail to myself. I don’t want to sound like a tool, whining about sore feet when people are on the brink of starvation.

      “I wonder how the bar is holding up without you guys,” I muse aloud, searching for any topic that might prove neutral.

      Rafe shrugs, not taking the conversational bait. “No idea. Probably fine.” He sighs, giving me a peek into a portion of what is weighting his heart. “Or they closed the place since we all disappeared with no word of when we’ll be back. Doesn’t matter to me either way.”

      It’s a lie, but I let him have it, since he seems to need to pretend he doesn’t care right now.

      Uncle Crowly’s footsteps follow behind Nic and me. My grumpy bunny of an uncle doesn’t hide his displeasure at Nic’s constant presence by my side. Everywhere I go, there he is, watching each move and reminding Nic not so subtly that all it takes is for me to sneeze wrong, and Nic is a dead man.

      Maybe that’s the reason why no one wants to chat idly while we pass the time in the overbearing heat from the sun. There is not a cloud in the sky to offer even a second of shadow. We’ve all stopped complaining about the oppressive heat, since there is nothing any of us can do about it.

      I squint in the distance, finally spotting something different than the usual deserted nothingness laid out like an eternal endurance test. It looks like a city or a neighborhood. “Do we have a map? Vamessa is sleeping,” I point out. “Does anybody know where we’re going? Can we go there?” Each span of hard ground before us seems the same, no matter if we go straight or if we favor one direction over the other. To finally see anything new is a boost to us all.

      Aunt Tessa motions to the town in the distance that we’re headed toward. Behind us is a path of lush greenery that grows taller than normal nature would permit. Ahead of us has been an unending expanse of desolate brown and darkened gray. The soil is so hard; it’s only good for growing potatoes and other roots that the people of Eflorencia have learned to survive on as the land withers more and more every year. “We’ll go anywhere that needs us. We don’t have to make a specific route. You know the drill.”

      I do, but I keep hoping anyone has an actual plan, other than walking for a million miles while saplings sprout up behind me.

      When I yawn, Nic holds up his hand. “We need to stop for the night. Beatrice is tired and I’m running out of my own energy to lend her to keep her going.”

      “I’ve told you a million times to call me Bea. I don’t like Beatrice.”

      Nic flutters his lashes at me, casting a simpering smile. “I know you hate your full name. Why do you think I keep using it?” Then to the others, he insists, “Seriously, she has to stop and rest. The village up there might have extra beds they can lend us.”

      Kristoffer nods from his spot at Rafe’s side. The Eflorencian soldier of decent rank looked all spiffy and pressed when he first joined us on our journey in lieu of arresting me. His white and gold sash has been tucked away in his horse’s saddlebag. The long trek has left his olive uniform disheveled and dirty. “I’m sure they wouldn’t mind making room for us, though I can’t speak for sure about the quality of the people there. We rarely patrol this far out.”

      “Beds?” I perk up. “Sir, do not tempt me with something so luxurious.” After sleeping on the ground for weeks, a bed sounds like paradise.

      Still, I frown at Nic, not liking that he ratted me out. Sure, using magic to make plants takes a lot of my energy. And sure, my potential frailty is something that Nic can mitigate by giving me some of his internal magic and chutzpah to keep me going. But I don’t appreciate being called out as the weakest one in the bunch when he announces my need to nap.

      My feet hurt, which makes me feel decrepit, and like someone who constantly complains about joint pain and fatigue. That’s not me. But when we realized me going barefoot through Eflorencia made the plants sprout faster and flourish with a deeper hue of green, my shoes remained tucked inside the carriage.

      My feet are filthy, which matches the rest of me.

      Nic argues with me, even though I haven’t said a word about it. “If you would speak up when you need a break, I wouldn’t have to rat you out.”

      “You know, you don’t actually have to say anything about it at all. I can keep going.”

      Nic motions toward the town ahead of us. “You could, but if we keep heading this way, we’ll run smack into the village there. Can you make it another half an hour or so?”

      I nod, eager for any variation in sleeping arrangements. “Do you think they really have houses with beds and like, a change of clothes?”

      Nic tilts his free hand from side to side. “Yes to houses and beds and clothes, but no clue as to the state of any of those things.”

      “Still, I’ll take it.”

      I hold his sweaty hand with renewed cheer, picking up our pace and practically skipping so we get there faster.

      Aunt Tessa turns and marvels a few minutes later. “Whoa. Look at the difference. Bea, the second you started getting excited that we might be stopping soon, more flowering plants bloomed. Gorgeous!”

      Uncle Crowly nods at the variety of plants with conflicting colors. It takes a lot to turn his expression from his permanent grumping face to one of astonishment, but that does it for him. “By the time we reach the village, it’ll be a field filled with flowers.” Crowly looks down on me with a mix of pride and appreciation that makes me beam, as if this is something I did on purpose (which, to be clear, I did not). He musses my hair. “Not bad, Little Red.”

      I grin at my aunt and uncle, then I take note of the flowers blooming in a wide array of colors just to be cute. “I like pretty things, especially when they come in the form of flowers. It just feels happy.”

      Nic keeps his gaze on the goal ahead. “This is a good place to rest, so we should jump on the opportunity and really recharge. That’s your word for it, right?”

      “Yup.” I do a little shimmy and shoot Nic finger guns just to be a dork. I can’t help myself. I’m too happy to be serious. “Like a battery.”

      Explaining a battery to Nic the first two times did nothing to shed light on the foreign subject for him, so I’ve decided to use the word without feeling the need to keep detailing my world to him.

      Nic’s hand pulses a friendly greeting into mine once it falls back into his. We have remained fused together for much of the day. “We haven’t had a night off from traveling in weeks. We all need a break. I need a break. If you dance one more time, I’m going to get annoyed.”

      Well, that’s a challenge if I’ve ever heard one. “Dancing one more time? Like this?” I ask, then shake my shoulders, unable to stop smiling. “Or like this? Which is more irritating to you?” I swoop my free arm overhead like a lasso and kick my heels out to the side one at a time. “I think the first dance is better. There’s more whimsy in the shoulder shimmy.”

      I am the greatest dancer in the universe. My imaginary friend Ginger skitters to my side, imitating my best moves so I have a partner. Squirrels aren’t known for their dancing skills, but that’s only because Ginger is invisible to anyone who is not me. If only they could see her, the word would be out that squirrels are dancing divas.

      I’m not sure if being barefoot makes my dancing better or worse, or if my gyrations can even get all that worse, come to think of it.

      “All the dances can stop right about now. I’m tired,” Nic announces, then shoots me an apologetic look I’m not sure my obnoxious self deserves. “I’m so tired that I’m crabby and sniping at the nearest person, who just so happens to be holding my hand. This person has been nothing but delightful to me, and yet I’m still insistent on being a pill. Staying a whole night and a whole day in the village up ahead would make all my whimsical dreams come true.” He bats his lashes at me.

      I shoot him a wry look and bump my hip to his. “Hilarious. And my dancing is awesome.”

      He taps his chest. “Whimsical. I can feel it.”

      “You cannot.” I roll my eyes at him, certain he is exaggerating.

      “Can so. It’s like you have little hearts and rainbows birthing whenever you go off in your daydream land.”

      Nic’s humor gets to me when I’m too tired to remember I hate him because he’s a lying liar who only lives for lying. I can’t help the chuckle that escapes my lips. “You don’t know the first thing about my dreamland. No boys allowed.”

      “No boys allowed? That’s rough. Not even one super handsome, fascinating man whose hand you love to hold?” Nic smirks at me, his chin downward as if that will hide one of our rare moments of amiability from the others.

      We take the lead and set a quicker pace by skipping together. Nic is a crummy person, to be sure, but any man who skips with me has at least that redeeming quality to hold onto.

      Though, maybe our companionable cuteness is not so rare, come to think of it. I’ve been sluggish from the slow drip of magic steadily leaking out from me. It’s hard to really put my back into actively hating the man who tethered me to him by means of a misguided kiss.

      I’ll loathe Nic far better after a good night’s sleep. Plus, it’s hard to hate when I’m dancing. That’s how good of a dancer I am. My dancing erases revulsion.

      At least for a little bit.

      I boop his nose just to be annoying once our skipping comes to a crest and cools to a stroll. “Here’s a tip from me to you: if someone has to announce they’re good looking and interesting, they have very little grasp on what passes for allure.” I do my best to shoot Nic a withering look, but I’m too disheveled to commit to my crankiness.

      Nic keeps eyes on the horizon. “Rats. Should I announce that I’m wickedly good at kissing, or would that imply the opposite? Well, you already know I’m good at that, so perhaps it’s not worth reminding you of something you think about constantly.”

      “Ah yes,” I muse. “It’s top on the list of my daily regrets.”

      “You wish to kiss me daily?” Nic fans himself with his free hand. “I mean, okay Bea. If you insist. Though, it’s no surprise you’re wildly addicted to me. I am attractive.” Then out of the corner of his mouth, he ekes out, “And alluring. I’m going to keep that little nugget. Almost sounded sincere when you said it.”

      I snort a laugh I didn’t see coming. Jerk. That’s how he always gets me. “I’ll be sure to spread that around to any desperate women I meet who want a good kisser with a sewing box worth of strings attached.”

      Nic gasps, scandalized, as he holds my hand to his heart. “You admit it! You just said I was a good kisser. That’s it. It’s over. You’ve just told the world you’re in love with me.” He shakes his head. “Sorry, little princess. That’s a little too fast for my taste. Declaring yourself so boldly? What’s a gentle soul like me to do with all this ravenous attention from a royal?”

      More laughter peals out of me. It feels good to spar with someone who can keep up with my off-brand humor. I know Nic is teasing me to distract from the fact that he will forever live in the doghouse after what he did. Tricking me into kissing him so he could permanently bond himself to me isn’t a crime that’s easily forgiven.

      My neck shrinks as my cheeks heat from the bawdy attention I don’t often get from men. “Okay, old man. Keep that royalty talk to yourself. We’re getting closer to the village; I don’t want them thinking anything weird.”

      Nic fixes me with his attempt at an innocent smile. “What’s weird? That you’re the princess we all thought was dead, but now you’re back to claim the throne, since you’re the true firstborn?”

      I roll my eyes at Nic, since I’ve made it abundantly clear that there will be no throne taking. I’m here to regrow plants, hopefully free a few prisoners, begrudgingly help Nic get his deceased bestie’s daughter out of the orphanage, and then leave.

      I really, really wish that could all be done in a day or two.

      Kristoffer lets out an audible sigh from his spot beside Rafe. “That would be glorious.” Then, catching himself saying anything negative about the current order of things, he straightens, his hand leading his horse forward. “I mean, Long Live King Barune.”

      Rafe snorts in the same way I do when I’m not expecting something to catch me by the funny bone. “How long have you been saying that without believing it?” His smile directed at Kristoffer has an element of study to it. I can tell Rafe is still trying to make out how he feels about someone from the royal guard joining us on our clandestine journey.

      It’s a fair question. It’s one of the numerous observations Rafe throws at Kristoffer. It’s a softball that’s meant to be tossed back with a bit of perspective rubbed in with each pass.

      Kristoffer doesn’t answer for a beat, keeping his eyes on the way ahead. “I’m not sure I ever understood that what I believe, what I want, actually matters. I do what I am supposed to because that’s the job. It keeps me fed. Keeps a roof over my mother’s head. Can’t ask for much more out of life than that.”

      But now that we’ve spent several weeks travelling together, I can pick up on the nuances of Kristoffer’s innerworkings. The tightening of the veins running the length of his throat means that there is more to his statement than his upbringing will allow him to speak.

      We’ve been patient with our newcomer, but today Rafe decides to push Kristoffer just a bit outside his tightly contained comfort zone. “What do you think your mother wants for you?”

      It’s a heady question, and I’m guessing one that should be asked within the confines of a therapist’s office with plenty of tissues nearby, just in case. But Rafe has always been like that—making you think things through before wholeheartedly adhering to them.

      At least, that’s what he’s always trying to do with me.

      Kristoffer isn’t one to answer anything quickly, which we’ve all come to understand. The soldier takes longer than his standard few breaths to respond, and for a second, I think he’s going to try to pretend he didn’t hear Rafe’s question.

      Aunt Tessa turns into her shifter self, crouching on eight brown, hairy legs. Her whole body is covered in thick, bushy hair, matching what seconds ago was her long braid. Her flat stomach bulbs outward. Her strong shoulders thicken as her height increases to that of a rhinoceros.

      I keep thinking I’ll get used to the fact that my family have been shifters this entire time, but my heart hammers unevenly still. Aunt Tessa’s mouth elongates until she has a maw like a wolf’s.

      I’m guessing Aunt Tessa is in her wolgon form so she can avoid having to answer Rafe’s question about what a parent would want for their child. Being that Rafe and Tessa’s mother died only a few months ago, I can see why she’s hiding in plain sight.

      But we see her. I always spot the shadows, even in my aunt’s bravest of smiles. I can always see clearly the people I love.
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      Nic’s silliness quiets in time with mine. The two of us walk together in the way that makes Uncle Crowly watch us even closer. I know my family member with the firmest frown doesn’t like it when Nic and I fool around, but he likes it even less when we are companionable and quiet. When that’s the vibe, he can’t gage the ebbs and flows of our inevitable friendship.

      I don’t want to be friends with Nic, I don’t think, but I also don’t want to make myself miserable, being that we truly are stuck together. I can feel Crowly’s gaze boring into my back, studying the spot where my hand is tucked inside Nic’s. I need Nic to keep giving me a steady drip of his energy to compensate for the output that naturally occurs when plants sprout in my wake.

      I still don’t know how I’m doing it. It just sort of happening that nature responds to the magic Rence buried in me when I was a baby.

      Nic’s… essence? His spirit? His personality? I’m not sure what to call it, but that part of a person that holds the most honest of their insides felt jovial just seconds ago, yet as Rafe’s question settles over the group, I sense that lighter portion of Nic is closing off. I can practically picture a cloud fogging over his insides, twisting the valve that’s been giving me that necessary dose of replenishment. I didn’t realize how much I needed it until it ran dry. I’m not even sure Nic realizes that’s what’s happening. I’m sure he’s stuck in his own head, mulling over Rafe’s question, which wasn’t even directed at us. He asked Kristoffer what his mother wanted for him, which was more of a rhetorical musing than anything else.

      From the little Nic has shared with me about his upbringing, I know he doesn’t believe his mother cared much about how he turned out, or even if he was around. I wonder if he wishes things had been different, or if he takes the time to think about his family at all anymore.

      Every step forward now is harder than it should be. Instead of mildly tired from weeks of traveling without a proper shower or a bed, fatigue folds itself over my shoulders like a weighted blanket, making each step feel like it might be the last for a long time.

      That’s not good. I don’t want to be the puny one in the group. I don’t know how to speak up and say to the adults that I need a break. The village is just up ahead.

      Probably.

      Maybe another hour’s walk.

      I hope it’s less.

      I know I won’t last an hour like this. I might not even make it another minute. My face feels suddenly rimmed with dirt, hot and sticky from the trek I didn’t mean to sign up for. My hand is in Nic’s, but there’s no connection there anymore.

      I hate that I need the help. I despise that I need this stranger’s essence or whatever to pump energy into me. I am weeks off my ADHD medication. I should have buckets of squirrelly energy, but I can’t even muster up the necessary oomph to pretend I am a giant in the desert, and one of my steps is equal to ten of a regular person’s. I don’t have the optimism that usually boosts me forward into trying things I probably shouldn’t.

      I grit my teeth as my hand falls out of Nic’s, since I don’t need to hold onto it anymore. I know my gait is unsteady, but thankfully Therapist Rafe has them all distracted with his prying self-actualizing query. We stop the carriage for a few minutes, so Papa and Vamessa can get out and join us on foot, fresh from their naps. Aunt Tessa shifts from her wolgon animal form back onto two legs. She gives us water from her palms, refilling the canteens and rinsing our faces so we can have a break from the dirt that’s been caked to us with sweat. Then we continue our hike, still with that somberness in the air, despite the hope of respite ahead.

      “What does my mother want for me?” Kristoffer finally says, then he shakes his head. “Not this. Not following the orders of a king who won’t lift a finger to help his people. I am the one who has to send out soldiers to collect money and crops from villages who are on the brink of collapse, all to feed and add to the wealth of a family who always demands more and more from the people who are dying under the weight of the throne.” Kristoffer’s jaw is tight, his throat flexing as he works up the courage to complete this scandalous speech. I can tell he has never given himself the freedom to think aloud, and especially not in front of other people like this. “My mother wants to survive, sure, but I see the light dim in her eyes when she knows the high price that living like this requires of me. Whatever she wanted for me when I was younger, this wasn’t it.” His gaze cuts to Rafe. “When I saw black cohosh spring up in the princess’ wake, it was the first time I had a sliver of hope that there might be another way.” His lips firm as he tilts his head to the left, coming to a fresh conclusion. “Maybe that’s what my mother wants for me.”

      Papa claps Kristoffer on the shoulder, his other arm looped through Vamessa’s. “Hope for a better way is what we all want for our children.”

      Papa has a merry secret in his eyes. When his gaze shifts from Kristoffer to Rafe, I can see his thoughts clearly.

      I keep my gasp to myself as much as I can when I notice the peculiar way in which Rafe regards Kristoffer.

      I know that look. It’s so rare that I cannot believe I get to witness the crush forming in real time. Rafe usually brushes off anything that might blossom into something real because he’s a fat chicken when it comes to romantic love.

      Rafe’s smile at Kristoffer is guarded, as if he doesn’t want us to see it, so I look away. “Sometimes a sliver of hope is all it takes to make the idea of a whole new world worth fighting for.”

      “Haven’t had anything worth fighting for in a long time.” Kristoffer catches Rafe’s eye.

      This time, I am sure I spot their connection the moment it solidifies between them.

      I try not to notice that the two look at each other for a meaningful beat. Any time I catch that sense of Uncle Rafe maybe wanting to give a cutie pie smile to a man he might fancy, I immediately pretend I don’t notice. My dad is intensely private about his dating life, which I assume is non-existent, because he has never dropped any hints that he has ever gone on a date in his adult life. His world has revolved around raising me for almost two decades.

      When I was little, it made sense to my small mind that the universe was only the two of us, because all I wanted was to play and laugh and explore with my favorite person in the world. But when I started going on the rare (doomed) date myself and turned into what passes for an adult, Rafe remained ever the monk. He never dated, or at least, he never let me know that he had any desire for a life outside of the small one we created for ourselves.

      It was sweet when I was little, but now that I am grown, I don’t like it. I don’t want my dad to go his whole life without butterflies. I don’t want him to never feel the nerves of getting all gussied up to go out with someone who makes him blush.

      So whenever I spot Uncle Rafe noticing someone, I try not to go too near it. I know the second he senses I am aware he might want more for his life than just us, he shuts it all down and pretends to never have seen a single hot guy ever in his life.

      Rafe is complicated, but he’s mine, so I make it my business to be gentle with his baby steps.

      Poor little buddy.

      The distraction of Kristoffer and Rafe’s precious moment of eye contact is short-lived. Nic is entirely in his own head. I can still sense the cloudiness cutting me off from the good stuff he’s been feeding me through our modest physical contact. Even though we’re not touching now, I can still feel his mood.

      That can’t be normal. But even if I try not to notice Nic’s internal sandpapery swings, I feel them scrape over my insides as if we are fighting his demons together.

      I’m realizing that it’s not just my mental state that feels settled and pleasant when Nic and I are holding hands. My physical state takes a hit as well. My bones begin to rub against each other, as if I have no joint fluid to ease each step forward. I hate that my feet are dragging and my eyelids droop.

      My teeth grind and my fists ball with determination. The stubborn streak that has served me well in the past makes a valiant reappearance, pushing me forward. I will dig deep and get to the village before I collapse. I won’t allow my drama of being tired ruin Kristoffer’s confession of his desire for a better life.

      Though, even as those words come to my mind, I know they are too harsh. I’m not trying to be dramatic or a problem. This whole magic thing is complicated. Everyone seems to want more of it, but even though I apparently have buckets of the stuff, it takes a weighty toll on my body to put it to good use.

      Doesn’t really feel like
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