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BACK BLURB

***This is the SWEET version of Boundless, edited to be suitable for a younger audience*** 

Phineas

What do you do when you discover your mate is ensconced in your enemy’s ranks?

You take her.

And nothing and no one will get in my way.

Lennox

I was raised to believe that ‘they’ are evil, but I never fully believed that. At least, I didn’t until I found myself taken from the safety of my family and hidden away from everyone and thing I knew.

Now face-to-face with my captor, I can’t decide if I’m terrified or intrigued.
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CHAPTER ONE

Phineas

I STOOD IN a darkened corner of Global Media Network’s famed studio C-121, doing my best to stay clear of the swarm of producers and technicians buzzing around the space. My pulse was racing, my stomach was in knots, I had the worst case of cotton mouth ever, and I wasn’t even the one who was about to be broadcast live to a billion people. That hellish honor would go to my older brother, Liam, and if I’d ever held an ounce of envy in my heart for his life, it had since evaporated along with the moisture in my mouth. Liam, like our father, was suited to a life of public service while I, like our mother, was happiest in the lab.

‘Solving puzzles,’ was how my mother described our work. To her ear, the words ‘research scientist’ were dull, stuffy, and lacked the conveyance of wonder and playfulness of those in our field. She viewed the lab as her sandbox, in which she could freely build castles as high as she wanted even if only to knock them down. Already a brilliant scientist when she met my father, she was now recognized as the leading hematologist in the world, and among the best who’d ever lived. But my mother was my personal hero long before she invented Blue Fang and changed the world for everyone.

For the past ten minutes, I’d watched two grown men argue over which lighting scheme best hid the show host’s double chin. A or B? B or A? Back and forth they bickered as if it mattered. By now, the face of Chuck Larson had been burned into the retinas of every single American. Love him or hate him, Larson had become the closest thing to a ‘centralist news anchor,’ the nation had seen in decades. They could shoot the show in the dark and it wouldn’t make a single difference. Besides, everyone in the room knew what all the extra fuss was truly about, even if no one was saying it aloud. 

Tonight’s interview with the prince, and future king, was sure to bring Larson’s show its highest ratings ever. But of course, Larson couldn’t simply sit down for a one-on-one interview with my brother. He had to invite a panel of talking heads, including members of the clergy, the US government, and the president of the Hand of the Cross, Gavin Trask, to give their thoughts about the past five years. 

No mind given to the fact that Gavin Trask was a militant cult leader who was hellbent on the total annihilation of our people. I not only took exception to his seat at the table, but to his presence in the building. However, my brother outranked me and had already given his approval for the show’s final panel selection. Trask and his sycophantic congregation members could be found protesting at just about every publicly held event involving our people. Protests which were becoming more and more heated on both sides of the line.

“We’re going with B, Hal, and if you don’t like it, you can quit,” the director yelled, pulling me from my thoughts, as he stomped back to the control booth.

I watched in silence as the panel members fidgeted in their seats, each displaying their own tell, some more noticeable than others. Mary Charvel, Assistant Secretary of Health and Human Services, drummed her fingers on her lap, while Gavin Trask compulsively straightened his tie and shirt cuffs. In fact, my brother was the only one on the entire set who looked as though he didn’t have a care in the world. Nothing could be further from the truth, but you’d never know it by looking at him.

Ninety seconds before showtime, Chuck Larson himself was led onto the set by an attractive young assistant. 

“It’s so nice to see you all,” Larson said, giving a polite smile to each panelist before stopping and bowing before my brother. “Your Royal Highness.”

“Thank you for having me, Mr. Larson. I look forward to our conversation,” my brother replied.

“Okay, people, places!” the director’s voice came over the talkback speakers and Chuck Larson took his seat.

“We are live in five...four...three...” After two and one were silently counted down, the light on top of the camera turned red, and the show’s dramatic theme song began pulsating throughout the studio. Next came the iconic voice of the show’s longtime announcer, Willie Best.

“Live from GMN’s legendary studio C-121, in New York City. It’s the Larson Report with your host, Chuck Larson.”

“For decades mankind has been fascinated with the possibility of intelligent life beyond the reaches of our planet. We’ve long imagined visitations by hyper intelligent beings who possess fantastic abilities far beyond our own. Superman, Doctor Who, and my granddaughter’s favorite, E.T., all came from beyond the shores of earth. Helpful aliens who chose to partner with humanity to ensure a better life for all of us. The truth, as we now know it, is that such beings do exist but rather than coming from beyond, they’ve been here on earth long before us.” He turned to face the second camera. “Good evening and welcome, once again, to the Larson Report. I’m Chuck Larson and I’m honored to present tonight’s episode courtesy of our sponsors, Stone Tree Foods, makers of everybody’s favorite snack, chocolate Yum Yums. And of course, by Keeler Technologies. Because ‘everything works better with Keeler.’” Chuck turned to the panel and smiled. “Tonight, we have with us four very distinguished guests, including a member of the Cauld Ane royal family. But first, please let me introduce, from the Coalition of Life, Dr. Spencer Groth. The United Sates Assistant Secretary of Health and Human Services, Mary Charvel. Next, we have Pastor, best-selling author, and newly appointed president of the Hand of the Cross organization, Pastor Gavin Trask.”

It made my flesh crawl to hear Trask referred to as a distinguished guest, not to mention how close he was sitting to my brother.

“And finally, making his first appearance here on the Larson Report, we’re honored to welcome, His Royal Highness, Prince Liam Gunnach.”

“Thank you so much for having me. The honor is mine,” Liam replied in what I jokingly call his ‘Kade’ voice.

My older brother hated it when I said he was like our father. Not because Liam didn’t love and respect him, but because it reminded him that one day the crown would be taken from my father’s head and placed on his.

Larson continued with his introduction, “This February third will mark the fifth anniversary of the very first New Era Day. The day we learned humans were not the only sentient creatures on earth. The day we learned of the Cauld Ane. The ancient species that predates the arrival of homo sapiens. A people whose connection to the planet has helped usher in a new era in science and technology. Tonight, we hope to gain a better understanding of the Cauld Ane. To not only look back at the past five years, but also gaze ahead into what we expect will be a bright and prosperous future together.”

Lighting cue B came up and Larson turned to face the panel again. “Prince Liam, I’d like to start with you, if I may.”

“Of course, Chuck. I’m looking forward to speaking with all of you tonight,” he said, scanning the panel, locking eyes with Gavin Trask, before turning back to the host.

“As a member of the royal family, I’m hoping you can share with us, from the Cauld Ane perspective, how you feel about these past five years.”

“I’m happy to share my thoughts, but I can only answer from my own personal experience. I certainly can’t speak for all Cauld Ane any more than you could for every human.”

Chuck nodded. “Of course, but I would think, with you being the prince and all, that you’d have a better perspective than I regarding the thoughts of the average Cauld Ane on the street.”

Liam smiled. “Believe it or not, not even our family knows every Cauld Ane on the planet.”

“Then let me ask you this. How do you personally feel about the past five years in regard to living openly among humans for the very first time?”

“Thankful is the first word that comes to mind. I’m thankful to the millions of people who’ve shown their support to our people over these years. Grateful to those who’ve taken the time to listen to our story and welcome us into their homes and hearts.”

“You certainly have your fans, don’t you?” Larson asked, knowingly. “I don’t suppose we’ve seen the type of hysteria surrounding the Cauld Ane since sixty some years ago when the Beatles first arrived in America.”

“Perhaps, but the Beatles could sing. You wouldn’t want to hear me break out into song.” Liam chuckled. “Believe me.”

“Perhaps we’ll leave the singing to Fallen Crown then,” Larson said with a nod, referencing the most famous band ever to have all Cauld Ane members.

Liam smiled. “Our family have always been big fans.”

“So, in your opinion, the last half-decade has been full of love and acceptance?” Larson asked.

“Not entirely, of course. Article 358 requires, that every Cauld Ane traveling or residing within the US must register or face immediate imprisonment.”

“A concession made by your father, the King, during the peace negotiations,” Trask said.

“A deeply troubling concession, my father is hoping will soon be lifted. Plus, there are still far too many employers who use genetic screening as a part of their hiring practices. These, and other highly prejudicial practices against the Cauld Ane must end. For every human who’s found room in their heart for the Cauld Ane, there may be another who fears or even hates us.” Liam once again locked eyes with Gavin Trask.

“You’re speaking of the Hand of the Cross?” Chuck asked.

“They would certainly be chief among those who’ve made their negative feelings towards us known publicly regarding our kind.”

“Perhaps this is a good time to bring you into the conversation, Mr. Trask,” Larson said.

“Thank you, Chuck. It’s a pleasure to be on the show again,” Trask said.

“Was His Highness correct in his assumption that your organization fears and hates the Cauld Ane?”

“First of all, it should be made known that I will refer to Liam Gunnach by name only, as the Hand of the Cross does not recognize his title or royal lineage.”

Liam smiled, clearly unfazed by Trask’s opening diatribe.

Until about eighteen years ago, Gavin Trask was the pastor of a fairly successful strip mall, mega church in the making, in Murfreesboro, Tennessee. He and his new wife, Vivian Hartwell, were the faces of the Hand of the Cross. Gavin stirring up the men by preying on their fears and masculine insecurities, while Vivian coached up their wives on how to be properly submissive to their husbands and church leadership. Together, they created a platform of fear and hate on which they built their new ministry empire, and the Cauld Ane race was at the center of their crosshairs. Soon Trask had raised an army of followers. One that was becoming more dangerous by the minute.

Larson continued, “Mr. Trask, you’ve been quite vocal and candid about your feelings about the Cauld Ane in the past. I wonder if your position has changed at all, given the many scientific and technological breakthroughs mankind has clearly benefitted from since the first New Era Day.”

“My position is the same as it’s always been. The Cauld Ane are descendants of Satan himself. They are a cursed people who practice pagan rituals and witchcraft. What you refer to as ‘advances in technology’ I call sorcery. Unnatural acts meant to fool the world and distract them from God’s true path. The Cauld Ane are unholy abominations who need to be eradicated from the face of the earth.”

Chuck raised an eyebrow. “You’re saying openly that the Hand of the Cross supports genocide?”

“Not genocide.” Trask ran his fingers over the desk. “A holy cleansing, ordained by God. Just as he commanded the Israelites to destroy every living Canaanite in the Old Testament.”

“I’m sorry to interrupt,” Dr. Groth said. “But I must say, as a man of God myself, that neither I, nor the Coalition of Life, support Mr. Trask’s opinions regarding the Cauld Ane people.”

Trask turned to Dr. Groth. “How can you call it an opinion when God’s Word so clearly warns us against those who practice magic and how to deal with their kind?”

“First of all,” Dr. Groth said. “I’d recommend that you not assume which passages of the Bible were written with you in mind. Christians may use the Bible as our guide, but it was written for ancient peoples, living in what we now call the Middle East. Secondly, I’d remind you of Saint John’s words on Jesus. ‘He is the propitiation for our sins, and not for ours only but also for the sins of the whole world.’”

“I’ll remind you of Revelation 21:18. ‘Those who practice magic arts, the idolaters, and all liars. They will be consigned to the fiery lake of burning sulfur. This is the second death.’ Can’t you see, Dr. Groth? God is calling us to deliver the first death of these admitted magicians. Then He will deliver them to their second death.” Trask turned to face my brother as he spoke.

“Do you have a response for Mr. Trask?” Larson asked my brother.

“Only that I wish to counter his religious based hate speech with words of love and admiration to all who occupy our shared, fragile planet. The Cauld Ane are raised to believe that all souls are good and can only become evil if we choose to walk the paths of hate and anger. I too have read the words of Jesus, as have many of our people. In fact, most ancient Viking civilizations converted to Christianity over the centuries. We have no quarrel with Christians, the Hand of the Cross, or Mr. Trask himself. However, I feel I must publicly warn Mr. Trask that he will not intimidate the Royal Family, nor will we stand still should he ever strike out against us or any Cauld Ane. King Kade Gunnach’s protection extends to the edges of the world.”

“Further proof of Cauld Ane intimidation tactics,” Trask said.

“My people aren’t the ones standing outside this building holding signs and shouting hateful slogans.”

“My producer is giving me the signal that it’s time for us to take a quick break. Please stay tuned as we continue with our conversation with Prince Liam Gunnach. When we return, we’ll discuss Blue Fang, and how the so-called Cauld Ane miracle drug has changed all our lives.”

“And, cut!”

Once the all-clear was given, Liam and I locked eyes while someone in the makeup department added a little more powder to Chuck Larson’s face and handed him a bottle of water. 

What the hell had my brother just gotten himself into?
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CHAPTER TWO

Lennox

“I’LL REMIND YOU of Revelation 21:18. ‘Those who practice magic arts, the idolaters, and all liars. They will be consigned to the fiery lake of burning sulfur. This is the second death.’ Can’t you see, Dr. Groth? God is calling us to deliver the first death of these admitted magicians. Then He will deliver them to their second death.” My father turned to face the Cauld Ane prince with a look of pure hatred.

“Do you have a response for Mr. Trask?” Mr. Larson asked Prince Liam.

“Only that I wish to counter his religious based hate speech with words of love and admiration to all who occupy our shared, fragile planet. The Cauld Ane are raised to believe that all souls are good and can only become evil if we choose to walk the paths of hate and anger. I too have read the words of Jesus, as have many of our people. In fact, most ancient Viking civilizations converted to Christianity over the centuries. We have no quarrel with Christians, the Hand of the Cross, or Mr. Trask himself. However, I feel I must publicly warn Mr. Trask that he will not intimidate the Royal Family, nor will we stand still should he ever strike out against us or any Cauld Ane. King Kade Gunnach’s protection extends to the edges of the world.”

I was sitting with my mother and younger brother, Jedediah, in our family room, trying to keep myself from reacting outwardly to my father’s hateful words coming from the television screen. We also had an older brother, Levi, who was with my father in New York, but I tended to avoid him as often as I could. He could be mean and although I didn’t hate him, I was afraid of him. Jed and I were the closest. He wasn’t just my brother, he was my best friend and confidant.

“Further proof of Cauld Ane intimidation tactics,” my father said into the camera.

“My people aren’t the ones standing outside this building holding signs and shouting hateful slogans.”

I frowned. “I thought Daddy only took—”

“Hush, Lennox,” Mom admonished. “It’s none of our concern.”

I wanted to scream. How could it not be our concern? My father was spouting hatred toward a race of people who had done nothing to warrant his hostility. He was doing everything the Bible said not to do.

I almost burst into tears as an overwhelming rage burned in the pit of my stomach and I felt an empathy toward the Cauld Ane I never had before. No sooner had that fire begun to rage again, when it was just as quickly quelled by a wave of peace I’d never felt before, calming me, and I let out a quiet gasp.

“What’s wrong?” my mother asked.

“Nothing,” I said, then improvised. “I just remembered something I need to do tomorrow.”

“Well, make sure you write it down. I often have to write things down, so I don’t forget.”

“I will, Mama, thank you,” I said, pushing my glasses back up my nose. I seriously needed to get a new pair, but I just hadn’t found the time to get to the optometrist.

She focused back on the screen, and I closed my eyes, trying to find the ‘peace’ again. It was there... I knew it. 

Where are you? 

Unfortunately, Mr. Larson’s booming voice shut down my peace search and my attention was once again pulled back to the television.

“My producer is giving me the signal that it’s time for us to take a quick break. Please stay tuned as we continue with our conversation with Prince Liam Gunnach. When we return, we’ll discuss Blue Fang, and how the so-called Cauld Ane miracle drug has changed all our lives.”

“Mrs. Trask?” Stuart, one of my father’s security, knocked on the open family room door.

“Yes, Stuart?” 

“Pastor wanted Lennox in bed by nine.”

I glanced at Jed and his body locked. 

“Thank you, Stuart,” Mom said. “We’re on our way.”

“I’ll be happy to walk her.”

“No, it’s cool,” Jed said. “I can do that, brother.”

Stuart walked away and I glared at my mother. “I’m not twelve.”

She sighed, turning off the television. “I know, honey. He’s just watching out for you.”

I bit back any response to that because it would only fall on deaf ears, as they say. I was twenty-five years old, and my father treated me like I was a child. He also treated me like a pariah. It didn’t matter what I did, or how hard I worked, it just wasn’t good enough for him and it broke my heart.

Jed stood with a smirk. “Come on, Len, let me walk you upstairs and make sure you don’t get mugged.”

I nodded, rising to my feet, and following him out of the room, after I’d kissed my mother’s cheek, of course. I had to make sure I respected my mother in all ways or there’d be hell to pay once Daddy got home. 

“Obedience and honor in all things, Lennox,” he always said.

That memory caused another wave of sadness, but once again, peace flooded me, and I took a deep breath and did my best to hold onto it. I had no idea what it was, but I chalked it up to God filling me with his promise to never forsake me.

Except, in the back of my mind, I knew it wasn’t God.

“Len?”

“Hm?”

“You okay?” my brother asked.

“Sorry, yes, I’m good. I’m just making mental notes.”

“Well, you better write them down,” he mimicked our mother. “Or you’ll forget.”

I chuckled. “Careful of the cameras,” I whispered.

Our house was covered with surveillance. Every room and hallway had a camera, except the bathrooms, and we were never afforded privacy. We were watched constantly. My father knew everything we did and said, and we were punished accordingly.

It was stifling.

“I’m not the one who gets in trouble,” Jed pointed out in a whisper.

I grimaced. This was very, very true. “Thanks for walking me.”

“Night, Len.”

“Night.”

I stepped into my room, and closed the door, leaning against it as the feeling of peace covered me again. I closed my eyes.

I don’t know who or what is making me feel like this, but thank you. 

I could have sworn I felt fingers stroke my face gently, but when I opened my eyes, no one was there, so I shook my head and took a deep breath. 

I was obviously starting to lose my mind... or maybe I just needed a good night’s sleep... or a valium. I pushed off the door and headed into the bathroom to get ready for bed. It was time to put aside my fantastical thoughts and get some rest.

* * *
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Phineas

I sat reclined in my usual seat on the family’s private jet while my brother paced the aisle.

“Did you hear that maniac?” he ranted.

“Yes, I heard him. I was there.”

“He admitted to wanting to commit genocide.”

“A holy cleansing,” I corrected.

Liam dragged his hands through his hair. “I’d like to give him a holy cleansing.”

“You might need to buy him dinner first.”

My brother scowled at me. “How can you joke at a time like this?”

“Because I can’t do what I’d like to do, which is remove Gavin Trask’s head with my bare hands and mount it on the castle wall.”

“How about above the grand fireplace?” Liam retorted, then let out a deep sigh. “Seriously though. I don’t understand why Da hasn’t sent the royal guard to take him out. Him and his cult army.”

“Probably because he doesn’t want to start a war with the humans.”

Liam smacked the back of one of the chairs, continuing to pace the aisle. “Did you know Da is letting them picket at the gala?”

“Aye. As long as they stay down at the front gate,” I said.

“Are you on his side?” he hissed.

I shrugged. “There are no sides, brother.”

What else could I say? My father, the king and ultimate ruler on the matter, had approved of the protesters, and I was too far down the line of succession to veto it.

My brother scoffed. “I can’t believe it. And I really can’t believe both Alasdair and Colton are allowing it.”

“Calm yourself, LiLi. Father firmly believes in the freedom of speech, and on that, I happen to agree with him.”

“So do I, but what does it have to do with allowing the Hand of the bloody Cross to hang around our front gate and harass our guests as they arrive?”

“You know as well as I do,” I lamented for the hundredth time. “Father won’t allow us to live in a bubble any longer. He wants everyone from the High Council to the human politicians and world leaders to know that he’s aware of our critics and unafraid of their fear tactics. Now, will you please sit down and relax? It’s a long way to Scotland and you’ll be completely knackered if you walk the entire way there.”

Liam threw himself down in the chair across the aisle from me but after a few moments of silence asked, “Do you think I’ll make a good king?”

“You couldn’t possibly do worse than your role as a big brother.”

“I’m serious, Phin. Da has been talking more and more about stepping down. Haven’t you noticed?”

I nodded.

“Well?”

I cocked my head. “Well, what, brother? You’re going to be king one day. What does it matter if it’s tomorrow or one hundred years from now?”

“Because it won’t be a hundred years from now. It’ll be sooner and I’m not ready.”

“You’re not ready?” I sat up and leaned in. “Do you think Da was ready?”

He scoffed. “Kade Gunnach was born to be king.”

“Not technically speaking,” I challenged.

Our uncle, Brodie, was technically born to be king. Born of a mated couple, whereas my father and Uncle Connall, were born from an arranged union. Our grandparents had married in the way of humans, bore my father and Connall and then our grandfather had met his mate and bound her, producing Brodie. Once that had happened, our grandmother had lashed out and had an affair with a human, getting pregnant with Fiona. 

None of this had been revealed until long after my parents had met, and by then, Brodie wanted none of it. He was happy living his life with Payton and their children and didn’t want any access to the throne.

“I’m not talking about birthright,” he growled.

“What are you talking about, then?”

“Even temperament, the ability to see the larger picture, leadership, selflessness. I could go on and on about all the positive traits of our current king. None of which I possess.”

“That’s not true. And if I heard anyone else talking that way about you, I’d split their skull.”

Liam and I had always been close. He was confident, easygoing, and typically unflappable. I’d always been more reserved, cautious, and kept my emotions close to the vest. It was rare that I saw my brother as rattled as he was tonight.

Liam rubbed his temples. “Every time Trask spoke, all I could think about was lining him, his family, and every member of the Hand of the Cross against a wall and gunning them down. Does that sound like the thoughts of a good king to you?”

“It sounds like the thoughts of a Viking, and you can’t honestly believe our father hasn’t and doesn’t have those same thoughts. Besides, you didn’t murder Trask tonight. In fact, you didn’t appear to be bothered by him at all.”

Liam shrugged. “Handling a piece of trash like him on a chat show is one thing, but I’m not sure I could restrain myself if the crown were on my head. I honestly don’t know how our father shows such restraint against an enemy as brazen as Trask.”

“Do you remember the old Kalt Einn story of Herja and Hel? The one Haddi told us when we were children?”

“The one about the twin sisters? I think so. What about it?”

“Herja was born with the power of one hundred empaths. She could hear the thoughts and feel the emotions of everyone who came around her but was mute.”

“Yeah, and Hel couldn’t feel emotion of any kind, and could only speak the truth,” Liam said.

“That’s right. Everyone in the village loved Herja because she could empathize with their problems and share their pain but couldn’t speak of what she knew. Hel, on the other hand, was pitied for her lack of emotion, but feared for the hidden truths about the villagers she may expose and driven into exile.”

“What’s that got to do with anything?”

“Don’t you remember how the story ends?” I asked.

“I’ll be sure to apologize to Haddi for not paying attention better during our ancient studies classes,” he droned sarcastically.

“After years of being the psychic dumping ground for the villagers, Herja escaped from the village and ran deep into the woods where she found her sister. When Hel saw the state Herja was in, she took her back to the home she’d made for herself in the woods and nursed her back to health. Then, one night, Hel sharpened her axe, returned to the village, and slaughtered every one of the villagers.”

Liam raised an eyebrow. “I sure hope if you have kids, that you come up with better bedtime stories.”

I smirked. “I think the story is an allegory. Herja and Hel represent the dualities of every Cauld Ane and their abilities. Herja was empathetic but lacked the ability to communicate the knowledge that empathy brings. As a result, she becomes ineffective and is driven mad. Hel had knowledge of the truth, but lacked the compassion to deliver it effectively, becoming a butcher in the end.”

“For a guy who hardly ever opens his mouth, you sure have a lot to say when you do.”

“The point is, we all have our strengths and weaknesses and a successful relationship with the villagers depends on how we minimize and maximize each accordingly.”

“I hear you.” He sighed, dragging his hands down his face. “Thanks, brother.”

I nodded. “Have you talked to Da about the way you feel?”

“Tell Kade Gunnach that I’m afraid of taking the crown? Not on your bloody life. I’d just as soon chop off my left arm with his sword.”

“Oh, so it’s the right hand you wank with, then?”

“I’ve changed my mind,” Liam said. “Gavin Trask won’t be first against the wall when I’m king. It’ll be you.”

“As much as it pains me to say it, I think you’ll make a great king. Maybe even greater than King Kade himself.”

“We couldn’t dare ask for a finer king or father, could we?”

“Aye, brother. And you shouldn’t be afraid to tell him how you feel.” I cocked my head. “And you shouldn’t be afraid to tell Libby to pull her head out of her arse.”

Liam hissed. “You change your tone, brother.”

I shrugged. “I just needed to get a bit of a rise out of you. Wanted to make sure you were still fighting for her.”

“What the hell makes you think I’m not fighting for her?” he growled. “I’m up against the wall with Blue Fang.”

GPX-50333-9, or as it’s more commonly known, Blue Fang, has been called everything from a miracle to the devil’s seed. In truth, the arrival of Blue Fang is the fulfillment of an ancient prophecy. A gift that allows our kind to survive in high temperatures, giving us the freedom mankind had always enjoyed. Blue Fang was the key to unlocking the door to a working relationship with humanity and my mother made sure that every Cauld Ane had free access to the latest Blue Fang strains as well as the Red Fang antidote.

“Your Highnesses, please buckle up, we’re going to be hitting a bit of turbulence,” the pilot called over the loudspeaker, cutting off our conversation momentarily.

“I’m sorry, LiLi, I don’t mean to—”

“I don’t want to talk about Libby, yeah?” Liam interrupted. “I’ll deal with Libby on my terms. I get that you’re looking out for me, and I appreciate it, but it’s not necessary.”

I nodded, then changed the subject. “Tell me, did you feel anything when we landed in New York?”

“What, like something wrong with the plane?”

I shook my head. “No, not like that. I mean did you feel anything.”

“Oh, that kind of feeling. No, why did you?”

I nodded. “Aye. I felt out of sorts from the moment we touched down and it got worse the longer we were here. I thought it might be jetlag or a side effect of the latest strain of Blue Fang I took before we left home, but I feel fine now that we’re up in the air again.”

My brother scoffed. “You have to stop using yourself as a test subject.”

I laughed. “Now you sound like Da.”

“Do you need me to heal you?”

I shook my head. “I was able to speak an invocation of peace.”

“I will always envy your connection to the ancient ways,” my brother said.
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