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    Dear Reader:
I extend my heartfelt gratitude to you as you embark on this literary journey with me. As the words unfold, you'll discover that this story has taken on a life of its own.
If you haven't gleaned it by now, I find joy in infusing a touch of whimsy and intrigue into my writing. The creative process is a dynamic and unpredictable companion.
So, here we are, on the cusp of a tale that dances on the edge of the known and the unknown. May the words weave a spell around you, transporting you to realms where imagination reigns supreme.
Last but most importantly, BLAME ALEX and my other EDITORS. That means you, Melissa, ALLIE and D!!!!
 
E.L. Marr
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Book 1- Chrissy’s Prologue

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

P.N.W. Mountain Road near the Canadian border

Evening


[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


THE MOON DANGLES OVER the twisting mountain road, silver light flashing across the hood of a bright yellow VW bug with bold black racing stripes. Headlights carve through shadows, catching the sharp bends and steep drops that keep Mikey’s hands locked on the wheel. Pine and warm night air rush through the open windows, carrying the faint thump of rock music. The bass hums through the seatbacks, blending with the steady whine of the engine and the occasional jolt when the tires hit a bump in the road.

The little car claws uphill, headlights slicing sweeping arcs across the mountainside with every curve. Mikey leans into the turns, shaggy bleached-blond hair whipping in the wind, laughter spilling from him like the road is his alone. Beside him, Chrissy slouches with her feet propped on the dash, hoodie draped loose around her face, eyes half-lidded in the soft glow of the dashboard lights.

Mikey shoots her a crooked grin. “Okay, here’s what I don’t get—fight’s over, you rack up another win, and instead of slipping into something sexy and flashy...” He wiggles his eyebrows, gaze suggestive. “Come on, you could be at the afterparty right now, but nope—you’re still in sweats and heading straight home. What gives?”

Chrissy leans back deeper, a smirk tugging at her lips. “Not my scene. I’m good with comfortable.” She tilts her head toward him. “Besides, you’re the one skipping the afterparty. What’s the matter—don’t want to lose another bet to Raph, or just afraid he’ll beat you again?”

Mikey scoffs, gripping the wheel tighter. “Please. The guy got lucky once—everyone knows it.” His grin widens. “If you ask me, you just wanted more time with me.”

Chrissy punches him in the arm without hesitation. “You wish, playboy wannabe.”

“Ouch.”  He laughs, rubbing his arm. “Guess I touched a nerve.”

She lifts one foot and wiggles it, the worn sole catching the dashboard light. “These are battle-tested. And at least I’m not breaking an ankle trying to walk a straight line in six-inch heels.”

“You in heels? Now that would be a sight.” Taking another Mikey chuckles, shaking his head. “You act more like a dangerous guardian than a normal teenage girl—no frills, no fun, no fancy things. Always off doing MMA, parkour, and every other ‘don’t-mess-with-me’ hobby you can find. And then there’s the whole overprotective big sister thing—chasing off your little brother’s bullies like some avenging shadow. I’ve been laughing about that for years.”

Chrissy smirks and shrugs. “That’s a big sister’s job. Nobody gets to pick on him but me.” Her grin turns a little feral. “And yeah... I won’t lie. It was kind of fun scaring them shitless while protecting my nerdy little brother.  But don’t you dare tell him or else...”

Mikey snorts, shaking his head. “Damn you are scary... But hey maybe you should’ve been my big sister. Would’ve saved me a lot of bruises.”

Chrissy scoffs. “Oh, please. If you were my little brother, you’d still be getting bruises—just with better form.” She jabs a finger at him for emphasis. “I’d have your ass in the ring whether you liked it or not. Learning to defend yourself is non-negotiable.”

Her expression hardens, just a touch. “But nooo. My rents’ think Tommy’s too weak to train.” She makes air quotes so sharp they might cut. “Meanwhile, I’m sitting there thinking, what happens the next time that Biff boy decides to use him as a punching bag? Because I might not be there.”

Mikey winces, then shakes his head. “Okay, first of all—still can’t believe someone named their kid Biff. That’s either way too many ’80s movies... or not nearly enough common sense.” He grins, the familiar lopsided kind. “But yeah. You’re not wrong. He should learn to defend himself. And if he’s even half as badass as you?” Mikey shrugs. “Kid’ll surprise a lot of people.” The grin softens, nostalgia flickering across his face. “Trust me. I gave my brothers plenty of bruises figuring that out.”

Chrissy smirks. “Not nearly as many as you get when you piss off Raph,” she says, lifting an eyebrow. “Trust me. Big brothers hit harder—but big sisters plan better.”

“He’s gotta learn to lighten up.” Mikey smirks, then glances at her again. “No, but seriously—why not stay out late and dress up every once in a while? I mean, you look like... you’re a jock or something.”

“So?” Chrissy smirks. “Keeps people guessing. Plus, you’d be surprised how practical it is.” She gestures to her running shoes, the scuffed soles a testament to the countless hours she spends training. “Besides, I’m too busy training for anything else.”

Mikey nods, a spark of genuine curiosity in his eyes, he adjusts the rearview mirror. “Is that all it’s about, training? Or is this some undercover superhero thing you’re not telling me?”

“Yeah, maybe,” she teases, her tone playful. “If superheroes had bruises they couldn’t hide and told everyone it was from gymnastics or parkour.”

“Uh-huh,” Mikey says, raising an eyebrow. “Must be some serious parkour if you’re earning bruises that bad. 

“Mikey I even get bruises doing parkour even if I wasn’t fighting in the ring.”  She smirks.

“No kidding.  Honestly, though—what got you started? This whole... fighting thing?” He questions  while taking another corner. 

Watching the mist drift between the trees, Chrissy’s expression softens. Her voice lowers.  “When I was little and stuck in the hospital, I used to watch this show about a blonde monster hunter. She went up against the worst villains and won every time.”

She shrugs, fingers tapping lightly against her knee.  “Something about it stuck with me. Made me want to do the same—protect people. Even if I’m not exactly... magical.”

Mikey leans back, nodding slowly, letting the admission settle before he speaks.

“So that’s your thing,” he says with a faint grin.  “Cartoon heroes to underground MMA. Pretty cool.”

“It wasn’t a cartoon,” Chrissy snaps, giving him a look.

Mikey raises an eyebrow, a grin tugging at the corner of his mouth. “Oh, my mistake—clearly it was a very serious, highly realistic blonde monster hunter,” he says, voice dripping with sarcasm.

Chrissy drums her fingers on her knee, letting the jab slide, her gaze drifting to the misty road ahead. The headlights stretch over wet asphalt, shadows of towering pines leaning in from both sides as if listening. “I still can’t believe your dad took me on. Most people were ready to tell me to quit after, what, my fifth loss?”

Mikey chuckles, spinning the wheel as they round another bend, the tires gripping tight. “Si’s not like most people, obviously. He’s always been a bit... unconventional.”

She smirks, shaking her head. “You’re saying that like I didn’t figure it out after sparring with your brothers—nearly getting an unplanned haircut from Leo’s katana—and getting tossed around by Don’s  bo staff. Or Raph kicking my ass, almost everything I get in the ring with him. Or you beating with your favorite toys.”

Mikey shoots her a sideways look, lips twitching. “Hey—no holding back. Not for anyone.” His tone stays light, but there’s steel under it. “And honestly? You kinda need that edge. But don’t knock yourself.  You’re fierce.” He smirks. “Raph still can’t figure out how you keep smacking him around with your blade every time you go full medieval on him.”

“That’s mostly thanks to the bruises you gave me,” Chrissy fires back, rolling her shoulder where the memory of their last training session still aches. A small, satisfied smile curves her mouth. “But it’s weird. Your dad doesn’t just teach fighting. He teaches... thinking.”

“Yeah.” Mikey nods, gaze flicking to the road as the humor eases back a notch. “That’s my dad. Mind first. Strategy second. Weapons last.” He shrugs. “He won’t even let you touch steel until you can keep your head straight.”

Chrissy exhales slowly. “Didn’t make sense at first. But actually being able to focus—really focus—changes everything. I used to get halfway through a fight and start planning the next move instead of finishing the one I was in.”

“That’s how people get wrecked,” Mikey says simply. The words land easy, but there’s nothing casual about them. “You’re not present, you’re already losing.”

Chrissy laughs, the sound cutting through the hum of the engine. “Yeah. Leo’s katana taught me that lesson real fast.”

Mikey flashes a crooked grin as the Bug rolls beneath a tunnel of trees. “Si kinda threw you to the wolves.” He tilts his head. “But you didn’t run.”

“I didn’t really have a choice,” Chrissy says, her grin widening, adrenaline still humming under her skin. “Especially after the night I met your dad. I was this close to quitting—until he asked if I was ready for the next fight.”

Mikey nods once, firm. “That’s him. He never tells you to stop. He just asks if you’re done yet.”

“And somehow,” Chrissy says, disbelief and pride tangled together, “I start winning.”

“No joke,” Mikey admits. “You’re way better with a short sword and shield than me or my brothers.”

Chrissy grins and throws up air quotes, echoing Si perfectly. “If you only use your shield for defense, you’re only using half your shield.”

Mikey mirrors the gesture, laughing. “Man, I can hear him saying that.”

Chrissy folds her arms, scowling. “What I don’t get is why the hell he’s making me learn archery and calligraphy. Old style. Inkwell. Quill. Like I’m auditioning for a monk job.”

Mikey snorts. “Trust me, it’s worse than it sounds.”

She eyes him. “How?”

He grins, already laughing. “Because when we tried it? We were covered. Head to toe. Black ink everywhere.”

Chrissy freezes for half a second—then loses it.

“Oh my God,” she laughs, bending forward. “I can see it. You guys totally looked African-Japanese cursing Japanese.”

Mikey wheezes. “THANK YOU. That’s exactly what Sensei walked in on.”

She wipes at her eyes. “No wonder you’re banned from the art room.”

“Me, my bros, and Dad were covered in ink for, like, a month,” Mikey says, shaking his head with a laugh. “Got us a lifetime ban—well, as a group. He still makes us do it solo.”

His grin lingers for a second, then softens, something sharper settling behind it. “Funny thing is... the focus part? That stuff actually works. Keeps your head clear when things get ugly.”

Chrissy sobers a little, nodding. “Yeah. Laugh now. Survive later.”

Mikey gives her a sideways look. “Now you’re getting it.”

“Mikey, STOP!” Chrissy suddenly yells, making him slam on the brakes.

“What? A deer? A moose? A bear?” Mikey jerks his head around, scanning.

“No, you just drove past my stop.” Chrissy smirks. “But please watch out for them too.”

Mikey quickly flips the Bug around and heads back for the turn-off. “Wait—why’d you take down the skeleton family? That’s how I knew it was your stop.”

“Because Dad didn’t like it,” Chrissy says, rolling her eyes. “He said Halloween was over six months ago.”

Mikey shakes his head in exaggerated disappointment. “You realize you’ve singlehandedly ruined my navigational system, right?”

The VW Bug rattles to a halt, gravel scattering in front of an ancient, weathered wooden fence that guards a driveway too rough for the Bug to handle.

“Well, here we are, Dudette. Sorry we can’t drive all the way up,” Mikey says with a mischievous grin.

“Thanks for the ride, Mikey. No problem—my dad’s 4x4 hates this drive too.”  Chrissy snatches her gear and hops out.

“No problem, Chrissy. You really held your ground in that fight,” Mikey says, grinning wide. “Feels like you’re climbing the ranks with me and my bros. And that prank on Ralphie? Perfect. He never saw it coming. It’s been years since I managed to get him like that.” He chuckles, running a hand through his messy dyed-blond hair, black roots peeking through, his easy grin radiating pure California energy.

Chrissy leans back against the VW Bug’s window, careful not to bump the windsurfing board strapped on top. “You know, when he figures out it was you, he’s going to beat you into a pulp,” she teases, eyes sparkling.

“So worth it,” Mikey laughs, shaking his head. “You take care. Hey, your parents aren’t gonna figure out what you’ve been up to, right?” he asks over the thrum of rock music.

“My mom worries, but she lets it go when she sees I’m doing better,” Chrissy says, pride edging her tone. “And since Si scares the hell out of my dad, one wrong comment means your dad schedules him for another ‘talk.’” Her grin turns sly.

Mikey tilts his head, curious. “What did your dad do to piss off my dad? I’ve never seen him lose his cool before.”

Chrissy’s smile softens. “I might tell you someday. For now, don’t worry—it won’t happen again.”

Mikey leans forward, eyes wide with mischief. “Well, in that case, want to go hiking with me and my bros tomorrow? We’re gonna find Kookum Hollow.”

Chrissy tilts her head. “That’s the old ghost mining town where everyone died off from some disease, right?”

“That’s the one if you go by the written history. But in truth...” Mikey lowers his voice like he’s telling a campfire ghost story. “Over a hundred years ago, the place was booming—miners pulling gold and silver out like it was candy from a piñata. Then, poof—gone overnight. Some say a cave-in swallowed half the town. Others say the miners dug too deep and woke... something.” His eyes dart around as if checking for eavesdroppers. “There are two waterfalls—Echo Falls, where you can still hear the miners’ last screams, and Spirit Falls, where ghostly figures show up in the mist. But that’s not even the creepiest part.”

Chrissy leans in, skeptical. “Okay, I’m listening.”

Mikey grins, milking the suspense. “A traveling circus got trapped there during a freak storm. Cages broke open, animals scattered into the woods. People say there’s still a white elephant wandering the forest. Some swear they’ve seen moldy circus wagons deep in the trees... and a few even claim Bigfoot guards the place now.”

Chrissy smirks. “So, ghosts, elephants, miners, and Bigfoot? That’s basically a Scooby-Doo set waiting for a mystery gang.”

Mikey points at her like she’s nailed it. “Exactly! And I want to be the one who unmasks the guy in the rubber mask!”

Chrissy laughs. “I’d love to, but my parents have a company thing. I’ve gotta watch my little brother. And he’s too young to go plus he want finish working on his game.”

Mikey groans and slumps dramatically in his seat. “Fine. But then you owe me.”

“Owe you what?” Chrissy smirks at him.

“Tell me when your brother updates his game. That thing’s epic.”

“No idea, but he’s been working hard on it,” Chrissy says, lowering her voice conspiratorially. “Want a hint?”

“Yes!” Mikey leans closer.

“The bad guy isn’t who you think it is,” she whispers, laughing softly before pulling away. 

“Oh, you wound me!” Mikey cries, throwing his head back and clutching his chest like he’s been struck by an invisible dagger. Then his tone shifts, serious now. “Did you really like the present I got you for winning your last fight?”

“Yeah, the throwing stars are awesome,” Chrissy says with a grin.

“And Raph thought you wouldn’t like them ’cause you’re a girl and only want girl stuff,” Mikey snorts. “But I knew better after I saw you chucking rocks at that bully who was messing with your little brother.”

“He’s lucky I didn’t have them then. But hey, I’m weird. I like both,” Chrissy smirks with a shrug.

Mikey’s tone softens. “You know, I could walk you up.”

“It’s all good, Mikey. I can handle a little hike up the driveway. Besides, you need to get back. Just watch out for the furry friends,” she teases.

“Hey, I’m not Raph—the guy nailed two turkeys bringing you home.” Mikey smirks.

“I heard he’s still picking feathers out of his grill weeks later. Or were you shoving more in?” Chrissy laughs, shaking her head at the memory.

Mikey mimes zipping his lips, his expression all mock secrecy.

“Tell your dad I’ll be a little late for training tomorrow. I’ve got to run an errand,” Chrissy says, turning toward her driveway.

“Ooh, a date?” Mikey teases, raising an eyebrow.

Chrissy flips him a single-finger salute over her shoulder. “In your dreams, playboy wannabe. Besides, dangerous guardians don’t have time for dates.” She starts down the half-mile drive.

Mikey laughs, watching her disappear into the trees. He puts the Bug in gear, he mutters, “Watch out for turkeys...” and grins. He heads back to town with a lighter heart and a smirk after their banter.

Chrissy slips through the moonlit canopy, the Pacific Northwest woods cloaking her in silver shadow. The cabin ahead, hidden deep in the wilderness near the Canadian border, is both sanctuary and secret—home to her parents’ quiet life and the double life they never suspect.

She moves quickly, soft footfalls sinking into pine needles and packed earth, her pulse still thrumming from the fight she
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