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I dedicate this book to Sherrie Ann Chidester, Jason Walles, and Shivez Urwin.

Though they are no longer with us, they live on forever in our hearts. I have based characters in this story on them, honoring the kindness and love they so generously showed throughout their lives.

With deepest love and appreciation, I also thank their families for allowing me to bring them back to life as these amazing characters
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A MESSAGE FROM THE AUTHOR

Hello readers,

Thank you for picking up a copy of The Love of an Enemy: Age of Moon and Wings.

I wanted to share that this story explores real health challenges so many people—including children—face every day, such as heart conditions and memory loss related to dementia. The character River is inspired by my wonderful wife, Danielle, who has bravely dealt with heart issues since she was a baby. Like River, Danielle continues to push forward with incredible strength and resilience.

While fiction is full of heroes who possess perfect health and superhuman abilities, there aren’t many stories featuring heroes who show strength while living with the same everyday health struggles so many of us face. I wrote this book to give readers of all ages a hero they can relate to, one who lets them know they are seen and heard.

Thank you again for your support. I hope you enjoy the next story in The Love of an Enemy series.

—Tanner Kinsley
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Prologue
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(CORT)

My world, Kingsley, was beautiful and full of life. Creatures of all kinds filled it with their unique abilities and contributions.

My people are known as Fairies. We are renowned for our powerful, ancient magic. For generations, we shared it freely with the world, helping those in need.

But then the wars began. Creatures fought endlessly for power and land. In response, our leaders decided it was time to hide our magic away. We would only use it among our own kind. Sharing it with outsiders was now forbidden.

Our greatest secret was locked inside a golden chest and placed within a tree larger than any structure in our world. Dark clouds constantly swirled around it, with lightning striking any who dared approach. Only our head leader could safely draw near.

Our home lay in the ancient forest at the base of Mount Avery. The mountain provided us with abundant plants, vegetables, and fruits. Our society functioned like a hive: some were chosen as gatherers, others as warriors and protectors. Gatherers lived on the ground, while fighters and leaders resided in small wooden houses built high among the trees.

Our warriors were incredible. The way they flew over the village in sync, and the way they fought against those who threatened us. It was a dream to be one.

If you were fortunate enough to become a leader, you had to first prove yourself to our head leader, Bliss. Her hair was white as snow, her face aged with wrinkles, yet her bright green eyes still shone with strength. She stood taller than most fairies, including me. Her long, colorful wings painted rainbows across the sky whenever she flew.

Beauty was deeply important to our kind. We all wore intricate jewelry - gemmed headpieces, diamond bracelets, pearl earrings - and armor adorned with gems and precious stones. Each set of armor was crafted to reflect one’s chosen role. Even gatherers wore stunning silver armor etched with flowers and the wings of our ancestors.

For those chosen as leaders, the armor would magically grow and bind itself to the wearer through silver vines. It was an almost impossible honor for a gatherer to achieve.

I was born to my mother, Sherrie, and my father, Shaw. My father was a gatherer - taller than both my mother and me - with hair as black as the night sky and striking turquoise eyes. His work kept him away most of the time, traveling up and down the mountain.

My mother was a warrior, one who fought to protect our village, our secrets, and our people. Her hair was bright blonde streaked with silver, yet her face remained smooth and youthful. You would never guess her true age unless she told you.

Because of her role, we were fortunate enough to live in the trees. When I was still young, she fell ill with a sickness our magic could not cure. It took her slowly. I spent her final days by her bedside.

Our eyes revealed our health. Hers, once a deep blue, had faded to a pale, sickly red. In her last days, she used what magic she had left to share memories of her younger years.

We relived the time she single-handedly defeated twin trolls using only one knife. She danced through the air, dodging their massive hammers, then unleashed a powerful gust from her wings that knocked them flat. Their ends were swift - she never believed in making anyone suffer.

She rarely relied on magic, training herself to fight without it in case our power was ever stripped away. We also revisited the memories of her secretly teaching me to fight, even though I had been marked at birth as a gatherer. It was forbidden, but most looked the other way rather than cross my mother.

One memory always stood out: the day I received my first set of armor. It would grow with me as I aged. My parents stood proudly between the tallest trees as Bliss descended, holding the armor in her hands.

“Your job is of great importance,” Bliss declared in her powerful voice. “It is no less vital than that of the warriors who stand and fight. Gathering ensures our survival.”

These memories always faded, pulling me back to the same place - standing beside my mother’s nest.

Our beds were nests, much like birds’, but lined with soft orange puff cubes that grew on certain trees of the mountain. They felt like what I imagined clouds would feel like - light, airy, and impossibly soft. We wrapped them in giant leaves for bedding.

On her final night, I stood over her, desperately searching for any way to help. I held her hand gently as she whispered that I would one day make a great leader.

I would love to be a leader, but I knew my place.

“Bliss is more likely to choose her granddaughter Olina than me,” I replied.

“Olina will never have half the heart that you do,” she said softly, followed by a painful cough.

I squeezed her hand and looked down, unable to hide the tears streaming down my face.

“Good night, my love,” she whispered, closing her eyes.

I knelt beside her and eventually fell asleep against her arm.

The next morning, I woke to her cold, lifeless touch. My father entered shortly after and placed his hands on my shoulders.

“We should let Bliss know,” he said quietly, a single tear tracing down his cheek.

Her life was celebrated in a grand ceremony. Warriors carried her body on a long carved wooden plank up the mountain, each side etched with scenes from her life. The family walked behind.

At the summit, Bliss stood over her with arms outstretched.

“May Kingsley take her body and bring forth new life. May her soul fly among the stars,” she proclaimed.

My father held my hand as the wood turned to dust beneath her and her body slowly disappeared beneath a blanket of grass and blooming flowers.

“Mommy,” I whispered in my small voice as tears fell like rain.

I felt truly alone after that. My father was often away, and the duty of training me in gathering fell to others.

As I reached adulthood, tensions rose sharply among our people. The vampires had wiped out the Wolf people and were now spreading war across Kingsley. Bliss had been offered an alliance with the immortals but refused without hesitation. Their emissaries had warned us plainly: if we did not submit, Kace’s army would destroy us.

I could no longer sit by. Heart pounding, I climbed the spiraling wooden steps wrapped around the ancient trunks and approached the Council Platform high in the trees. Sunlight filtered through the leaves, catching on the gem-encrusted armor of the gathered leaders.

“Head Leader Bliss,” I called out, bowing deeply. “I wish to speak.”

A hush fell over the assembly. Bliss turned her sharp green eyes toward me, her colorful wings folded regally behind her.

“Speak, Cort.”

I straightened, trying to keep my voice steady. “I want to fight. Let me train as a warrior. I can help protect our home and our secrets. I won’t fail you.”

For a moment, silence hung in the air. Then laughter erupted from the branches above sharp, mocking chimes that made my cheeks burn.

Bliss raised a single hand, and the laughter died instantly.

“You are a gatherer, Cort,” she stated, her voice calm but firm. “Not a warrior. Your path was chosen at birth. This is not your role to question.”

The dismissal stung like a thorn in my chest. Before I could respond, a flash of red-orange streaked through the air. Olina landed gracefully in front of me, her long fiery hair catching the light like living flames. Her silver warrior’s armor, already bound to her by delicate silver vines. . This honor was only given because she was the grand-daughter of a head leader. The only thing missing was the added gems, and the head piece.

However, she looked every bit the future head leader.

“Why do you question the decisions of our great leader?” she asked, tilting her head with a dark, honeyed smile. Her bright green eyes sparkled with amusement.

“I do not question her wisdom,” I replied, forcing myself to meet her gaze. “I only want to help defend our people. The threats are growing. Surely every capable fairy should be allowed to fight.”

Olina stepped closer, her wings fluttering with barely contained delight. “Every capable fairy, you say?” She let out a soft, cruel laugh. “A warrior is trained from childhood. You spend your days picking fruit and digging roots. You would never be ready. You’d be nothing but a liability on the battlefield.”

Heat rose in my face. “My mother taught me to fight,” I admitted, my voice low but fierce. “She trained me in secret. I know how to use a blade. I know how to move in the air.”

A ripple of whispers spread through the watching fairies.

Olina’s smile widened into something vicious. “Your mother?” she echoed mockingly. “The great warrior who couldn’t even fight off a simple sickness? How fitting her daughter wants to play at being something she’s not.”

Something inside me snapped. “Don’t you dare speak about my mother that way!” I shouted, stepping forward and shoving Olina hard in the chest.

She stumbled back a step, surprise flashing across her face before it twisted into fury. “How dare you lay hands on me!” she hissed, wings flaring wide as she drew herself up to her full height. Her hand twitched toward the jeweled dagger at her hip.

The air grew thick with tension. Several warriors above shifted, ready to intervene.

“Enough!” Bliss’s voice cracked through the canopy like thunder. She descended swiftly from her high perch, landing between us with a powerful beat of her rainbow wings. Her wrinkled face was stern, eyes darkening with barely contained anger. The silver vines on her ancient armor seemed to pulse with light.

She turned first to Olina. “Leave us.”

Olina shot me one last venomous glare before launching herself upward into the branches without another word.

Bliss then faced me. The weight of her stare made my knees feel weak. “Because you are the daughter of one of our finest warriors, I will give you only a warning this time, Cort. But hear me clearly: your place is as a gatherer. Defy the order of things again, and the consequences will be far more serious. We cannot afford chaos within our own ranks when darkness gathers at our borders.”

I lowered my head, fists clenched at my sides. “Yes, Head Leader.”

She studied me for a long moment, as if searching for something beneath my defiance. Then she sighed softly. “Go. Complete your duties. The mountain still needs its gatherers.”

I nodded silently, swallowing the bitter lump in my throat. I retrieved the daily gathering baskets from their hooks and made my way back down to the forest floor. My hands shook as I gripped the woven handles.

As I headed toward Mount Avery, I didn’t realize the events that were about to unfold would  become the first step on a path far beyond the rigid life I had always known.
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(RIVER)

I couldn’t go back after the immortals destroyed my people’s village.

I knew we had lost, and that everyone who stayed behind had been killed. I could hear travelers talking about how this was only the beginning of the war. Kace had no intention of stopping with us. His forces had moved on, continuing their assault on other people, killing some and gaining more allies with others. His army grew by recruiting from outside immortal villages, and he planned to expand his forces using different creatures from all over the world of Kingsley. I tried to use my senses to find my mother and the children, but nothing came of it.

I was lost without a home, without my people, my family, Rain, or Vyker.

Kace’s survival must have meant Vyker’s death, but I didn’t want to think that way.

Maybe he got away. Maybe he’s still out there.

No, it’s just a fool’s dream.

At night I barely slept. When I did, I saw the flames again. The village burning. Kace’s cold eyes as his forces swept through. I woke up shaking, whispering Rain’s name into the dark like it might summon her back. She had always known what to say when everything felt hopeless. Now there was only silence.

I kept my head down and let unknown travelers pass without a word. I had no allies left. No home to return to. Besides Rain, Vyker was my only hope to continue fighting.

He was the only one that knew Kace the best.

Vyker... if you’re truly gone, what am I supposed to do now?

For twenty-one years I stayed hidden. I searched for food and water, but when it wasn’t needed or when I slept, I looked for trees and lands covered by bushes far away from life. I tried holding onto hope that my mother had gotten the children far away and they were living somewhere peacefully.

Some days were a struggle because I would stumble upon battles between the vampires and other species.

I had heard stories of a council that kept the peace in this world, but if they existed, where were they now?

I was lucky enough to run into small villages of people untouched by war. I gave as much information as possible, and in return I received supplies.

In between these visits I spent months alone.

Cold days were upon me and even my natural heat wasn’t helping. I started to build a small fire, but became surrounded by soldiers in purple armor.

Their swords reached out in front of me, stopping me from moving.

Their heads resembled a fox, with bright orange fur and white near their noses. They wore brown rags tied around the top of their heads.

“Give us your name,” the leader demanded.

“River. I’m with the Wolf people,” I replied softly.

I stood from the fire and held up my hands.

“Impossible. They were all killed years ago,” another growled.

“I have no weapons. I’m not a threat to you,” I said.

“Yet here you are, making a fire on our land,” the leader snarled as he stepped closer.

“My people were killed by Kace. I’m one of the last survivors,” I continued.

“You’re coming with us,” the leader said, gesturing for me to move.

I followed him down a hole in the nearby ground that led through tunnels into a large room lit by floating orbs. Hundreds of foxlike people moved around the space. Some disappeared down different tunnels.

In the middle of the room the leader sat in a stone chair that floated in the air.

“Show us your teeth,” he ordered.

I looked at him for a moment, then opened my mouth to reveal my sharp teeth.

“Not a vampire,” one of the soldiers said to the leader.

I dropped to my knees as the soldiers closed in.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t know this was your land. I’ll accept whatever punishment you give me,” I said, defeated.

At this point I felt like I had nothing left. I was ready to accept my fate to die like my people.

“Stand up, young one,” the leader said, his voice softening.

As I stood, I looked up at him and noticed something. He didn’t look angry or vengeful. Instead, worry filled his eyes.

I didn’t feel young anymore, but his words still brought a strange comfort.

“We’re not bad people,” he explained. “But we have to stay ready at all times. War is coming, and I can’t let my guard down.”

“The immortals aren’t far from here,” I said, looking down. “They’re not just after war. They want everything. My people weren’t ready either.”

He rose from his stone chair and walked over. His gloved hand rested gently on my shoulder.

“River, are you truly alone?” he asked.

“Yes. I’ve lost everyone,” I whispered.

He knelt to my level.

“What was done to your people is unforgivable,” he said softly. “You have a home here for as long as you want it.” A gentle smile touched his face.

I nodded, tears slipping down my cheeks.

“Come on, let’s get you up, young River,” he said, offering his hand. He pulled me to my feet.

“You can call me Nicholas. My daughter Rina should be around here somewhere.”

As he spoke, a young woman entered from another tunnel. She wore a long-sleeve cream-colored shirt, a leather vest, and black leather pants. I had expected a foxlike face like her father’s, but hers looked much more like mine. Her hair was short and silver. Only her bright yellow eyes and the long orange tail with a white tip gave her away.

“Father, I’ve seen their camp,” Rina said, barely noticing me.

“Rina, you know it’s too dangerous to go out alone,” Nicholas replied, clearly worried.

“Where?” I asked.

She turned to me, surprised.

“Oh, hello. Sorry, I didn’t see you there.” Rina smiled and pulled me into a hug before I could react.

“She’s always been affectionate,” Nicholas said with a chuckle.

“It’s okay. It’s nice to see friendly faces,” I replied, smiling back.

“Twenty miles from here,” she continued. “Looked like they were asleep.”

“Asleep? During the day?” Nicholas asked.

“The immortals are night creatures. Sunlight hurts them,” I explained.

They both stared at me.

“That doesn’t mean you can just walk up on them,” I added. “They always keep guards posted.”

“Their strength is incredible, but night is their real advantage,” Nicholas muttered.

“Yeah,” I agreed.

“At least we’ve got great night vision,” Rina said, tapping near her yellow eyes with a grin.

“Hang on. How far is Avery from here?” I asked.

“The mountain the Fairies took from us. Just a few miles,” Nicholas replied, annoyance clear in his voice.

“Their target might be the Fairies. They may not even know you’re here,” I said, glancing between them.

“If that’s true, then we might have our own edge,” Nicholas said as he sat back in his floating chair. “I need time to think of a plan. Rina, why don’t you show River around?”

“Yes, Father,” she replied with a quick bow.

As we walked through a large tunnel lit by more orbs, Rina glanced at me. “I heard what happened to your people. Would you tell me more about it?”

“It’s a long story,” I said. “But it’s my fault they’re gone.”

“Why would you think that?” she asked.

“My sister Rain and I got close to one of them. Turns out he was Kace’s son,” I said, staring at the ground.

We stepped into a large armory.

“He tricked you?” Her eyes widened.

“No. Vyker was actually decent. But our friendship... it got noticed fast,” I explained. “Kace attacked me and Rain. Vyker tried to stop him. Kace killed Rain, took down Vyker, then wiped out my people. I ran like a coward.”

“I heard about the peace agreement. He broke it, not you,” Rina said firmly. “That wasn’t your fault. You’re a survivor, not a coward.”

“I’m not strong enough to fight him,” I admitted.

“We can fix that,” she said, gesturing at the purple armor lining the walls, along with the swords, bows, knives, and shields.

My eyes widened as I realized something.

“It’s all made of Kingsley!” I exclaimed.

Rina laughed.

“It took a lot of digging, but we found it,” she said.

“It’s amazing,” I whispered.

She grabbed a couple of swords from the wall and tossed one to me. I caught it and examined the blade.

“I was never any good with swords,” I admitted.

“You will be by the time I’m done with you,” Rina said. Her smile turned sharper.

She lunged forward. I barely blocked
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