

  

    
      
    

  



   

 



    [image: Image]

  

 

~ A Born Angel Novel ~

Book Six of The Kalista Chronicles

By Jenn A. Morales

 

Edited by Matthew A. Sluis, Maxine Kisner, 

& Brian R. Spiller



  An Angel Falls: Kalista Chronicles book 6, by Jenn A. Morales 

Published by Jenn A. Morales

https://www.thebornangeluniverse.com

Copyright © 2025 Jenn A. Morales

This is a work of fiction. Any resemblance of characters to actual persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental. The author holds exclusive rights to this work.

All rights reserved. No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form without permission from the publisher, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law. For permissions contact: BornAngelAuthor@gmail.com

Cover by Jenn A. Morales 

Edited by Matthew Sluis, Maxine Kisner, & Brian R. Spiller  

RATING: 

This book is meant for an adult audience and contains: graphic violence, gore, vulgar language, death, crime scenes, manipulation, gaslighting, pregnancy, and mind control. Talk of past and present trauma including but not limited to non-consensual acts of a sexual nature, mind control, self-harm, and familial abuse.

~ Read with Caution ~





  



Also by Jenn A. Morales

The Kalista Chronicles:

A Born Angel

A Brave Sacrifice

A Broken Redeemer 

An Angels Advent

An Angel Ensnared 

An Angel Falls
​The Created Angel Chronicles:

The Stained Angel

The Haunted Angel

Discord’s Nightmare

Cry Havoc

Chaos Theory

Deadly Sirens (April 2026)


   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

This book is dedicated to all of those who were forced to make a choice that they didn’t want to and
 tried to avoid. 

No matter how it turned out, I’m sorry.
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Prologue

~ Beryx ~

“You never saw the one holding her captive?” Gabriel asked as he sat in his chair that’s high back resembled folded, feathery wings. He pushed his dark hair from his face, and leaned on the council bench that was carved from the same stone as the rest of the room was. I stayed perfectly stoic even though I wanted to punch him in his smug face.

“That is correct,” I said for the seventh time during this debriefing. It was beginning to seem like an interrogation. His orange eyes lifted to me, and I fought the shudder that threatened to break my stoic façade. Those eyes reminded me of Vretil, the fœmoræ who held me captive for almost three thousand years. I would bear the mental scars of what he’d done forever, and I’d only been under his care for three years. He tired of my resistance, and let Nevari, my brother Ephraim, and his husband, Marcus, have me. They did worse to me than Vretil ever could, because his specialty was women.

“But you felt his presence?” he continued. I internally groaned at the level of clarification he found necessary after each assignment. 

“Yes, it permeated everything in that fortress,” I replied, and imagined beating him to a bloody pulp, again. Max was right. It helped. 

“I don’t see how that is,” Gabriel said, intentionally pushing me. We were encroaching on hour nine of this conversation, and I was exhausted. All I wanted was to leave and get back to Kalista, my soulmate, and normal life. I didn’t care if that included riding herd on the groomsmen of the Maxwell-DeLateo wedding and finding out where the bachelorette party was going to be. Anything was better than talking with this Demokæ who was playing Angeles.

“You seem distracted,” Gabriel said, pulling me back in, and I shifted my weight from one foot to the other again.

“After nine hours of standing and being grilled for the last five with the same twenty questions, distraction is the only thing keeping me awake,” I snarked, forcing my smirk not to rise as Gabriel’s aura bristled. He kept a cool façade and looked at his watch.

“Has it been that long? Even so, the first four were questioning Zion, and you did have the option to sit,” he corrected, and I wanted to punch him even more. I would not sit while she was close to passing out from exhaustion. I helped her stay upright and sent her home when she was too tired to stand. I just hoped she contacted one of the on-call healers. I would’ve taken her to Kalista, but Gabriel refused to let me leave. He wanted to see if I would tell a different story, and he was disappointed when I hadn’t. I don’t know why, but he wanted to catch her in a lie, or maybe this was his way of punishing me for beating the shit out of him seventeen years ago.

“You are dismissed,” he said, standing as if distracted by something else. What had he been trying to keep me from? There had to be some reason to keep me here. 

I didn’t acknowledge his dismissal with words. I turned and walked out of the chamber into the vast antechamber with twelve intricately carved statues. There was one for each Angel on the Council of Angeles. The statue of Gabriel, their prick of a Judge, was directly opposite the doors. I walked up to it, staring at his face, and wondered again what was in his head. 

Why keep me for nine hours when we’d answered all his questions in half an hour? Was he truly as corrupt as he seemed to me, or was this simply a personal vendetta? Was he the one who gave the order for Vretil to do the binding and draining rituals on Kalista? I knew one Angeles who might know. 

I teleported to the front door of Forseti’s apartment. He was an Angeles of Truth, Justice, and Judgement who was unfallen and uncorrupted, unlike the Demokæ prick I’d spent the last nine hours with. Gabriel seemed to be sticking his toes in the pool of corruption or maybe he dove headfirst into the deep end. Forseti would be able to tell me. He was also my soulmate’s mentor, and he would have the answers I needed, or we would find out together via his Truth Speaking ability. 

It was the power he hated the most, and he refused to talk a lot because he would randomly spout truth he’d previously not known. Kalista had the same ability, but I didn’t want to make her more worried. Forseti might even have some insight into why the council had retained the Guardians yet denounced us if we were found out. No one was happy about the decision. They either kowtowed and became Marshals or moved to Europe. I didn’t want to be a Marshal and moving to Europe wasn’t in the cards… I hoped it wouldn’t come to that.

I stepped to the apartment door and paused. What time was it here? I summoned my watch from my brother’s house in Greece, where I’d been instructed to leave it before the debriefing. I let it adjust as I cursed Gabriel for keeping me so long. It was 3:30 a.m. Damn, Forseti wasn’t going to like this. I knocked and hoped I wasn’t disturbing his Thursday Night gaming group. 

“Beryx,” he said, opening the door as he lifted a mug of what smelled like herbal tea to his lips. He took a drink then smiled. “What can I do for you?”

“I need to know the truth about the Judge of the Council of Angeles,” I said, keeping things as brief as possible. I wanted to get home as much as he wanted to be alone. He lifted an eyebrow, waiting for the question: “Is he as corrupted as we think he is?”

“No,” he said, lifting the mug to his lips again. After a drink, he dropped it, “He’s worse.”

I stared at him. He was subtly hinting that my question wasn’t direct enough. I’d spent too much time around the Council of Fallen Angels and Lucifer to ask pointed questions right out of the gate. Kalista, however, would know exactly what to ask to get the answers she needed from him, or anyone for that matter. She was good at subtle nuances and had a silver tongue that could charm a Cantoris demon1 into silence. That was a bonus of her aspects of truth and knowledge that I hadn’t gained. If I was going to ask pointed questions, I couldn’t stand here in the hall. There were too many eyes and ears even this late. 

“I have a few more questions, but I can’t ask them out here,” I said, wishing I could just get it out in the open and let him get to bed. He stepped to the side and gestured for me to come in, “Thank you.” 

When the door was shut, he took another drink, watching me. It was more unnerving than my father figure, Max’s stare. Especially when you considered Forseti’s power showed him everything about you. It was a literal soul deep eye contact that made you think back on everything you’d done that may have pissed him off, or been wrong, and just being in his proximity for too long tended to piss him off.

“Why did the Council of Angeles retain the Guardians if they’re not going to believe us, or leave us to the vultures when things go wrong?” I asked, being more specific. He thought about that for a moment, took another drink from his mug, then walked past me into the kitchen. He opened a cabinet, pulled down a bottle of some sort of wine, and uncorked it. 

“No one knows why they do what they do. Not even them,” he said, pouring an inch into two wine glasses. He corked the bottle, returned it, and held out one glass to me. I took it, and he stared at the vintage television set. A moment later, his powers pulsed, a dim light crowned his head, and his eyes brightened. So far as I knew, I was the only one who could see when the Maker’s blessed Angeles used powers like this. It was glorious, yet unnerving to some. He was about to truth speak. 

“The decision to retain the Guardians was won by one vote, that of the Executioner. Since almost half didn’t want to keep them, it has become their mission to make you want to quit. Whether that be impossible missions, or hours of interrogation afterward. They’re not listening to the one who says they shouldn’t,” he paused as he realized the underlying reason for it, and I voiced it.

“So, they no longer listen to the Maker?” I asked, being more direct. Forseti looked up from the wine and glared at me as I downed mine. I’d asked on purpose, and he knew that. Right now, I didn’t care. If working with Max taught me anything it was blunt got better responses and truer answers.

“Only a few of them still hear and obey his voice,” he said.

“And Gabriel isn’t among them?” I pressed. We waited for a moment as the halo dimmed to nothing, and he shrugged.

“I’ll investigate. Go home to your mate. She’s waiting for you,” he said, but his voice was deeper than normal. I dipped my head, and stepped back, teleporting home to Angelus Oaks.



   

 

Chapter One

~ Kalista ~

I stared at the baby pink walls of the nursery and wondered why Alkyone was avoiding me. She wasn’t here when we returned from Germany in March, and she’d done everything in her power to stay away from me. When I asked where she’d gone, Katerina produced an envelope with my name on it. I read the note, but it didn’t explain anything, just apologized for it. I summoned the note and read it again, willing it to give me more than it had the past seventeen times.

Kalista,

I’m sorry that I didn’t give you all the information when I asked you to guard Katerina. The deaths of her parents, and that of the first girl, were partly my fault. I couldn’t bear it if he got his hands on Katerina, too. I’m sorry that I couldn’t stay to greet you and explain this in person. Something came up. 

~ Alkyone

P.S. please, don’t tell Katerina. She doesn’t know the details of the first two European murders. Keep it that way.

I sent the note back to the locked drawer of my desk in my home office, which also held the Book of Divination, and slumped into the rocker. That note left me with even more questions. 

Why was she holding back? Did she work for the Council of Angeles, or was she a Guardian like Beryx? Had Cannon recruited her for the cause after what happened at the tournament in Destiny Camp? How were Cassia and Alaric’s deaths her fault? What came up that she’d leave so fast? 

Then my mind drifted to the murders. Here in the United States, there had been one on the thirteenth of every month since March, and try as they might, the Agency couldn’t keep it out of the news. Beryx said the Council of Angeles were personally seeing to it that it stayed in the public’s eye. Something was fishy about that too. It was only making trouble for the agency and putting more angels under suspicion. No one really knew what caused an angeles to become a fœmoræ, or those who did weren’t saying. 

What the Agency here didn’t know is that there were also five similar murders in Europe. The last three were around the times I’d visited, but the first two were before Alaric and Cassia died. They were also near where Alkyone used to live, and she’d known about them before she asked me to guard her granddaughter, who looked exactly like the second victim. Now Alkyone was claiming that they were her fault, just like her daughter and son-in-law’s deaths.

I thought Alaric and Cassia’s deaths were due to their relationship with the Reaper, Delarose. She had once been Daniella, my soulmate, Beryx’s mother, though she didn’t remember that life anymore. She was working for the Ak’Chada2, my nemesis or soul enemy as he preferred to call himself. In truth, he blackmailed, brainwashed, isolated, manipulated, and forced her to do things that broke her until she couldn’t disobey him, or wouldn’t for fear of who he might order her to kill next.

My nemesis was a mentakinetic: someone who can manipulate the mind, control the body, and alter memories. One of the first things he’d done was a binding ritual before giving her a new identity. She became Delarose, his reaper and, under that name, she was a wanted Valiska3. 

No one but me knew that it wasn’t her fault, not even Ivanya. Whenever Delarose was around her, Marcus—her then parasitic twin—took over. There was something important that they wanted to keep from Ivanya, or maybe they didn’t want Delarose and Ivanya teaming up. All Ivanya knew was that they’d successfully bound Daniella, via the ritual they tried on me.

It made one thing perfectly clear. If my draining and binding had been successful, he would have tried the same manipulation tactics on me. He was strong, devious, and dangerous, even after I took a metaphysical bite out of him. Delarose still couldn’t fight him, but she wanted to more than anything. I saw it in her eyes after she killed Alaric and Cassia. I still hadn’t figured out where he was keeping Delarose, or how to free her. I hadn’t told Beryx or his father and her soulmate, Remiel, that she was alive either. It would only torture him and possibly get him killed when he tried to save her.

Someone knocked on the open door of the nursery, rousing me from my thoughts. Beryx leaned on the doorjamb, and my lips lifted in a sleepy smile. A knowing glint brightened his ice blue eyes, and his lips lifted on the right.

“Have you been waiting for me all night?” he asked. I stood from the rocker, stretching my hands over my head, showing an inch or two of my stomach as my shirt lifted. He walked to me and took my hands as I dropped my arms. He pulled me the last foot to him, sliding his hands up my arms, across my shoulders, and down my back to cup my ass. I purred and slid my arms around him.

“Yes.” I yawned and set my chin to his collarbone. “I always worry when you go out on guardian business.” 

He kissed my forehead over the inverted pentacle brand, and I dropped my chin to nuzzle my face against his chest. I yawned again as I looked at my watch. It was 4 a.m. He squeezed me tighter, sliding his arms up my curves that were fuller now that I’d had months to regain muscle, and a bit of weight, and kissed the top of my head. 

“Let’s get you to bed,” he said, lifting me enough that he could step back into the hall. I didn’t argue. I flipped the light off with my telekinesis and thought about how long the day had been. 

Katerina and I had been finalizing the last minute details for her wedding with her coordinator, my Troi’Kumae4, and my non-bio mom, Lilith, which included the itinerary for the next two days. I needed to get some sleep before I had to be up and awake for the rehearsal dinner and bachelorette shindig to follow. He internally groaned at the thought. “Maker, I forgot that was tonight.”

“Did you not get the calendar notification?” I projected as he walked the four steps down the hall to our room. His thoughts went to when he received the notification, but it was in the middle of a fight yesterday, so he hadn’t gotten to look at the finer details. I teleported us into our bed with him naked and me in his shirt. I sat up, straddling his hips, and looked down at him. My powers wrapped around him, finding small cuts and bruises, healing them with little effort. 

“Bear,” I started my usual ‘why didn’t you say so’ speech, and he caressed my thigh stopping me. He lifted a hand to my face and pulled me down to him. He kissed me, stealing the rest of my concerned soulmate riot act. He was good at that. 

Tonight, no matter how much my body ached to have him that way, I was too tired for the full distraction. I kissed him back, let him ease my worry, and send all thought of anything outside this bedroom away. Sleep slipped further away, and I pulled back with a sigh.

“What’s wrong?” he asked, running his hands down my back to massage my hips. I turned my head to yawn then looked back at his face wishing he’d have gotten home sooner so I could’ve greeted him like I wanted to. The Council of Angeles had kept him a lot longer than any of us expected, and I wanted to rip them a new one.

“I hate this arrangement.” He startled and his mind jumped to the arrangement with Julian and Katerina staying with us. I admit the statement was vague, but that was a leap. I shook my head and set my finger to his lips. “The one where the Council of Drittsekk5 think they can order you all around and not take any responsibility for the fall out. It’s unjust, unfair, and outright abominable.” He slipped his hands farther down my backside, making things low in my body warm to get me off the topic. It was working too. Dash’vit.6 “Bear—”

“Short of convening the council—which might not work—and giving them your two cents. There’s nothing you can do to change their minds,” he whispered before he kissed my cheek. I chuffed and scowled as I sat up again. My skin glowed with our mated marks as my anger at the injustice of not only this arrangement, but the one they made for my binding burned inside me.

“Maybe I should,” I said, and he stared up at me in the dark room as the air chilled. Blue frost spread over my skin as his eyes met mine. “I am the Judge of Justice. I will not allow them to get away with this. I—” Angry tears blurred him from view as his skin glowed, reacting to my anger, and he squeezed my thighs.

“I know, Nev’da7, and one day, you will confront them, knock them down a few dozen pegs, and remind them they are supposed to follow the Maker. Right now, we need you sane, present, and not to blow your cover,” he reminded me. I sighed and let my anger go. He was right. I couldn’t let anyone, especially the fallen council, know my powers were back, and I knew what they’d done. Uncle Cannon was one of two on that council who knew, and he wouldn’t tell. After what they decided about my binding, he was looking for a way out. 

I wasn’t supposed to remember that part of my past, and I wasn’t supposed to know the Angeles, who would disavow Beryx and the Guardians at the drop of a hat, were the same ones who ruled to bind me, or that they let my abuser do it. I shuddered as I thought of the Ak’Chada and shoved the thoughts away.

“You’re right. One day, I’ll open their eyes to the hurt they’ve caused. I’ll force them to feel the weight of their sins. I’ll be the Maker’s mouthpiece, and he will judge them,” I prophesied as the vision from last night slipped back into my mind. In it, I defended our daughter and refused to let them bind her like they tried to do to me. I verbally bitch slapped them, and the Maker was right there to back me up. Warmth rested on my shoulders, and the aches of the day eased. Beryx looked up at me, pulled me down to his chest, and my bare chest brushed his. Where had the shirt gone?

“You need sleep, Mi’ Tarah8.” This time, my mind latched onto a single word of that sentence. You… 

“What about you, Nev’de9?” I asked, looking into his eyes from inches away. 

“My sleep cycle is a mess. I’ve been in Europe the last nine hours being debriefed solely by the Judge of their Council after completing my assignment. I slept for about five hours almost twelve hours ago,” he said, rubbing circles into my back. I moaned at how good it felt and let my full weight rest on him. “I will rest beside you, but as the oldest groomsman, I am heading to the Maxwells to ride herd on the others, and make sure none of them have planned anything outrageous for the bachelor party.”

“Right,” I groaned and thunked my head on his shoulder. “Maker knows what Rid tried to plan for the bachelorette party.” I nuzzled him, thinking of my half-sisters, Lilith and Packana’s10 ginger twins. Merida, whom we called Rid, was the younger one. She’d been reckless, egotistical, and downright bratty lately. While Tatiana was sensible, down to earth, and the solitary peacekeeper. I tucked my face into his neck, so the bridge of my nose rested in the curve of it. “I’m just glad that Tati is the Maid of Honor, so she can curtail any wild ideas from her twin.” He chuckled in agreement and summoned the sheet over us. He kissed my cheek, and I yawned again. “I can’t believe they’re getting married tomorrow.”

“I can’t believe we get to follow them on their honeymoon,” he reminded me. I grinned at the thought of a week away with him, then remembered the stipulation.

“So long as nothing comes up,” we chorused, and I groaned into his neck again. Something always seemed to come up. 

It had been four months since my return, and we hadn’t gotten more than three days without one of us being called away for some mission or other, which left the other to protect Katerina. I was also glad that our other houseguest, Faun, was now reunited with her mother, Ivanya and biological father, Justin. It meant one less person for us to look after. I missed her banter and wit during family game night, but she visited or called often.

I yawned again, and he massaged more circles into my back, trailing down lower a time or two. I nuzzled my face against his chest as my body warmed again, and I decided sleep could wait.

“I love you, Rex,” I whispered, and he looked down at me from inches away with one eyebrow raised. Using that nickname was my verbal cue that I wanted the full distraction. It confused him, since I’d been too tired just a few minutes ago. “I’m not awake enough to actively participate, but I can be your pillow princess.”

“Oh,” he said, rolling over so I was against the pillows. “My Pillow Princess of the Night,” he teased before laying a trail of kisses down my body as he ducked under the sheets.

⁂

Half an hour later, I fell asleep sated, exhausted, and lying on his chest. His body glowed dimly as he drifted off before me. I didn’t sleep like most people. I didn’t dream up off the wall scenarios, didn’t create other realities, epic stories, or run through video games I played. I dreamed in stark colors. At least when it was the future that would come, or the past that had been. If not, I dreamed in grey. It represented the future that might be but wasn’t quite determined. Tonight, everything was grey. At least, in the beginning.

I flew through the street, wings flapping hard, trying to get to someone. There was a sense of urgency, and a knowledge that if I didn’t hurry, they would die. I recognized the streets, tried to read the names, but they flew by too fast. 

What was happening? Where was I flying to? As I flew, color bled back into the world, and my intuition said that the Ak’Chada was behind this.

“Fly to her aid, or you lose her forever,” his voice echoed in my mind. Lose who? My mind went to Merida, aka Rid the rebellious one of my siblings, who the Ak’Chada had his claws deep in the mind of. With all the murders, I was praying she wouldn’t be one of them, that she was too valuable for him to throw away like that.

She was a valuable asset, because of who she was connected to. She could spy on me and Katerina, my father and mother, and most of the council of Spirit’s children were friends with her. There were endless uses for her, and only ten people knew that he could control her, though we didn’t know to what extent. She was the metaphorical ace up his sleeve. He wouldn’t kill her. That thought yanked me from the vision and into a dark room.

“Are you sure?” the slithering voice of the Ak’Chada whispered from behind me. I whirled around, and summoned my father’s sword, Oath Breaker. I brought the two-and-a-half-foot long sword breaker down where his voice originated, hook side up. The blow was blocked by a staff made of dense bone.

I stared up into bright blue eyes in the pale guise of my soul’s enemy. I learned from Merida that his new name was Ryan Kingsman, aka the Recruiter. My eyes went wide, and I fought to stay calm as my heart raced, my breathing shallowed, and my mind tried to understand how this was possible. He couldn’t have gotten through all my defenses…

“How are you here?” I asked. I didn’t have any other thoughts right that second. He might not tell me, but he always liked the sound of his own voice. This panic wasn’t like me either. Was he manipulating my emotions?

“You’re not wearing your tower,” he said as if that explained everything. I didn’t look down to check. The tower he was referring to was a necklace of copper which had a jasper tower with white veins. It was one way to ward against him, and it was what kept him from my mind before my imprisonment. There were too many pendants on the necklace I always wore, so I had rings made that were copper with Jasper stones, which I never took off.

“You won’t distract me, Ak’Chada.” I pushed him with telekinesis, and he slid back just enough for me to feint right as he lunged. I spun and kicked out as he passed me. 

I connected with his right side just under his ribs, and he staggered to the left. I twirled Oath Breaker as I continued the spin. I slashed, aiming for his torso with the hooked teeth, but he raised the staff again. Oath Breaker’s teeth caught the bone and with one twist of my wrist, backed by angelic speed, it snapped. 

“I am wearing something better.” I held up my right hand to show him the rings, but my fingers were bare. Where were the rings that were supposed to be on my ring and middle fingers? I hadn’t taken them off… He grinned and straightened for a split second before he grimaced, doubled over, and coughed up blood. I’d damaged something internal. Good.

“Rings are easily lost or removed, Keætæ11,” he said, using the same nickname he had in Lashdanôke12. I growled and tried to remember when I had my rings last. Was it before Beryx got home, or after? Had they come off while I had my hands in the pillows? “Was it really Beryx?”

I stiffened at the thought that it might have been his doppelganger, and twin, Ephraim. Then shook that off. I would not let him plant seeds of doubt in my mind. I pulled an axe from the air and chucked it at him. He wasn’t expecting it. He dodged at the last second, but it was too late. It imbedded in his right shoulder, he roared in pain, threw a burst of telekinetic energy at me, and the dream shattered. 

⁂

The force of the telekinetic burst pushed me off the bed. I slammed into the floor, groaning as my ribs ached, and fought to free myself from the tangled sheets. When adrenaline pumped into my system and woke my brain up enough to remember I could teleport, I teleported out of the sheets to the bed. It was empty. 

I sat crisscross and cupped my forehead in one hand. I leaned over, set my elbow on my knee, and took deep breaths as I replayed what he said.  

Had Beryx been here last night? It couldn’t have been Ephraim. His eyes weren’t green, and their power didn’t feel the same. I looked to the bedside table and my doubt vanished. There was a note, and a bouquet of black roses. My entire being calmed as I smiled and reached for the note. My mind calmed further when I read my name in his familiar script and felt his preternatural presence on it. Yes, it was my soulmate. He was back. 

I unfolded the note, and read:

My Dearest Lee,

You slept through my alarm, and didn’t stir when I got out of bed, so I didn’t want to wake you just to say goodbye. I can’t wait to see you at the rehearsal this afternoon. Tatiana and Merida are here to help Katerina get ready. They’ll be waiting for you to wake up, pack, and dress before heading to the church to meet up with the rest of the party. 

Pack? I tilted my head. For what? There was something I was supposed to be packing for, but I wasn’t awake enough to remember what it was, or why I hadn’t packed yet.

The bridesmaids are headed for the point tonight. Katerina wanted a nice camping trip for her last night as a Bachelorette. Tomorrow, you’ll head to Jerra’s shop to get pampered before going to Hannah’s Boutique to dress for the wedding. 

Don’t forget to pack your bag for the honeymoon. The groomsmen are crashing here tonight, so I’ll grab the luggage before we leave in the morning. Remind Kat to pack, too. 

M’ Tartas et13, coninfinite zan estelas.14 I can’t wait to spend a week with you. Even if we have to bodyguard the newlyweds.

~ Yours always, 

Rex. 

Maker’s love, I forgot to pack for the honeymoon. I’d been so worried the last few days, and busy with researching that it hadn’t crossed my mind. I was just grateful that Packana had Hector scheduled to fly us in the jet, so we didn’t have to deal with being on a plane full of people, rush through security, and wait to get our luggage. There were some perks to being a “Royal” preternatural. The term was still so new to me, but I found out how true it was everywhere we went. 

With that thought, I rolled out of bed and shuffled into the walk-in closet while rubbing the sleep from my eyes. I lifted the curtain that covered the doorway and paused as I saw the outfit laid out on the four by four foot chest where I usually sat to put on stockings or boots. It also doubled as storage for bags and bulky items. There was another note resting on the outfit.

Lee,

The girls were going to come in and leave this, but I didn’t trust them to let you sleep. It’s your outfit for the day. Don’t worry. Kat remembered that you prefer black.

~ Rex

P.S. I love you. 

I beamed before looking at the outfit again. It consisted of a black polo shirt with my name embroidered on the upper left chest, and a pair of black jean shorts. I picked up the shirt and paused as I turned it over. On the back were the words “Team Bride” and under that, in smaller letters was, “next to be wed.” I scoffed and rolled my eyes. Of course, she’d add that.

Beryx and I didn’t have plans to get married anytime soon. We had a five to eight year plan. We were waiting until after I finished college, and maybe longer, if at all. We were soulmates, bound and mated, which made us more than married in the eyes of the Maker and older preternaturals. We didn’t need to go through the mortal’s ceremony or legal process like Katerina and Julian.

I looked down at my engagement ring. Sure, we might get married, someday, but not soon. Our parents understood and respected our decision, but our siblings were trying to pressure us into a ceremony within the next year or two.

A couple weeks ago, it finally got to me, and I jokingly sent Beryx a text about eloping. He hadn’t hesitated and replied in less than a minute: ~ Name a date. I’ll see if Skyler is available. ~ 

It confused me. Skyler was a lawyer, and my cousin of sorts. He’d also represented me at the trial against the Council of Spirit, though we hadn’t known the Council of Angeles were involved until after. I replied: ~Why would we need a lawyer? ~ 

Not two minutes later, he called to explain that Skyler had gotten ordained a few months back, so he could marry us. He’d even joked with Beryx about it when they bumped into each other. I told him I’d give it some real thought, and I did… When I decided to say yes, I had a damn vision that changed my mind. In it, the newspaper and gossip rag headlines were too much to ignore. Even in greyscale.

I shuddered at the memory of the dread that filled me. Disappointing my siblings was one thing but throwing myself back into the public eye because of a ‘reckless decision’ was not what I wanted. I grabbed for the shorts and paused as I touched the silky nylon and polyester blend of a high-end swimsuit. I looked down at the black string bikini on top of the shorts and tilted my head. Pinned to the triangle of one breast was another note:

Lista,

We’re going to be swimming later, so wear this under your clothes. I know it’s not your corset, so it’s not supportive, but I got you all matching bikinis. 

~ Love you, 

  Troi’Kita15.

That was Katerina’s sign off. I sighed, picked the pile up, and went to the bathroom to change as my mind returned to thoughts of weddings. 

Beryx and I decided not to elope. We’d also decided that after I finished college, we’d have a big ceremony worthy of headline news, like I was expected to. As Packana’s heir, everything I did was scrutinized. A drawback of being a royal and the prophesied judge. Even after the decision was made, Beryx and Troi’Kumae reassured me that we could have it however big or small I wanted. I loved my honorary mom and was grateful she agreed with him, but the weight of expectation was too heavy to ignore.

I shoved thoughts of that aside. For the next few days, I would enjoy the rehearsal, bachelorette party, and ceremony of my friends. We’d all party at the reception, then Beryx and I would follow them on their honeymoon. In theory, it would be a nice break from the normalcy and constant threat of Beryx’s guardian status being discovered. 

Forseti, my mentor and personal guardian angel, agreed that both of us going was a good idea, and he was on standby if there was anything that we couldn’t handle. He doubted there would be anything and so did I, but Packana, and several others, were still worried. I was just grateful that we would be getting some time to ourselves on the trip. We needed the time away. Especially because my college classes started the Monday after our return.

I let thoughts of college go as I tied the bikini top and slipped the polo on overtop. I looked down at it and sighed. I wasn’t a fan of polo shirts, or any shirt with a tight collar. I had to leave the buttons undone so I didn’t feel like I was being choked. Another side effect of my imprisonment, but this polo didn’t have buttons, so that was okay. Plus, it was black. 

I pulled my waist length braid out of the shirt and slowly untied it as my eyes dropped to the scar at the base of my throat. It was all that was left of the Ak’Chada’s first attempt to kill me, which steered my train of thought back to my dream. 

How had he gotten through my defenses? Not only did I have metaphysical shields built specifically to keep him out, but there were also wards on our home to keep out all malignant forces. Anything that went through it would be metaphysically damaged and their powers diminished, if not drained completely. They were supposed to aid with sleep too, and they had worked… until two weeks ago. 

Why was I sleeping so poorly? Was it worry over the Council and the Guardians, or were the wards weakening? Either way I would mention it to Beryx, and we’d need to invite Alkyone and Jael over for dinner, since they helped build said wards.

I smiled at the thought of the latter, the six-two polyamorous, crimson haired Born Angel, who was now officially dating my best friend, Michael Spiriter. They’d been dating since the Guardians disbanded in March, though he had a meet n’ greet with her polycule back on Valentine’s Day. They all loved him, and he had no problem with any of them, or their lifestyle. 

When he told me about the meeting and explained a polycule better than anyone else I’d asked. It reminded me of his grandfather, the Ak’Chada’s harem. I didn’t know how many of said harem were compelled into it and how many, if any, were actual partners. I didn’t say any of that to Michael. He didn’t know about the harem. He wasn’t high enough clearance to read all the dirty details in his grandfather’s file. I knew, because I’d seen his harem in Lashdanôke, and Jael warned me that he had a new one. 

At that thought, my brain switched back to how he’d gotten through my defenses. Was the new harem the reason the Ak’Chada was strong enough to get through my shields and the wards? How much power had he gained through them? My smartwatch buzzed, crashing my train of thought before it could reach the station.

 



   

 

Chapter Two

There was a text from Tatiana, my older sister, and Katerina’s Maid of Honor. ~ Morning, Sleeping Beauty. Coffee is hot, and Katerina made sandwiches for lunch. Have you packed yet? ~ 

I groaned at the reminder as I slipped on my shorts over the bikini bottoms. The strings were longer than the shorts, but I’d come to expect that with this year’s fashion trend. I walked into the closet again and summoned my suitcase to the chest while I used my technopathy to answer her.

~ I’ll come down once I’m packed. Though, it’s kinda hard to pack when I don’t know where we’re going. ~ I read it over, sent it, and looked around the closet. It wasn’t even half full, and Packana kept insisting I should fill it. I won that argument because I don’t care about fashion trends, and I buy what I like when I come across it. Plus, it gave him the excuse to buy me more stuff when he found things I might like.

 As to the packing, neither Katerina nor I knew where we were going. The men did, because Beryx helped Julian choose the best destinations given what he knew of Katerina, but they hadn’t given us any hints. My watch buzzed again. This time there were six emojis: the Eiffel Tower, a bridge, a clover, the Irish flag, a castle, and books. I tilted my head.

~ So, Paris and Ireland? ~ I summoned my phone and looked up next week’s forecast for Paris. Hot, humid, and sunny all week. It was cooler than here in California, but it would be five times more humid, due to rain, the river, and so on. I packed two pair of shorts, two tank tops, and a flannel shirt for the cooler nights. Then there was another text. 

~ Two days in Paris, and the rest in Belfast. You’re going to the TradFest for four days. There will be traditional dances, music, and more. Katerina has wanted to go for years. You’ll love it. Then you’re stopping in Dublin to tour and visit the library at Trinity College on the way home. Julian figured that you “nerds” would enjoy it. Don’t tell them I told you, and don’t tell Kat! ~ 

I chuckled at her warning, and Julian’s phraseology. Julian was the newly instated first human Agent of the Preternatural and Mythical Creatures Agency, my twin brother Aiden’s best friend, and Katerina’s fiancé. He would enjoy it too, but the rest of us would remember this trip forever, which was the point.

~ Thanks for the heads up, Kita16. I won’t tell, and I’ll be down soon. ~  Ireland in July only got to the high sixties Fahrenheit and dropped into the fifties at night. It was much cooler than any of us were used to. I packed Tee shirts and jeans for those days. I also packed a more sophisticated goth outfit, just in case we bumped into some relative or other and were invited someplace fancy. That tended to happen while I was out of town with Forseti. 

I zipped up my suitcase as the smell of coffee wafted up to me, no doubt on a breeze of my sister’s making. I set the suitcase upright, summoned my already packed bathroom bag, and my laptop bag setting them on top. I shouldn’t need the laptop bag, but there was always a chance that I might be called away and would need it for research.

 I quickly summoned my backpack with a pyjama set perfect for a night in the forest or on the beach with the girls and walked to the door of my room. I didn’t need to worry about an outfit for tomorrow. We were all wearing jeans and matching blouses with buttons down the front so that we wouldn’t ruin our hair while getting into our dresses. I paused at my bedroom door, to make sure I wasn’t forgetting something, and scanned the room. My eyes fell to the rings on the bedside table. 

I levitated them to me and slipped my fingers into them. A weight lifted from my shoulders, and I stared at the pentacles to each side of the dime sized stones. When had I taken them off? Maybe I could ask Beryx when I found a minute… If I found a minute. I rolled my eyes and walked out, still unprepared for the amount of socializing we’d be doing in less than four hours.

I stepped into the balcony “hall” and looked down the stairs across the open space of the living room and informal dining room to the front door. Leaning against the breakfast bar by the door were three backpacks. Katerina’s was the smallest, Tatiana’s sat beside it, and lastly was Merida’s bulky “weekend hike” bag that she usually took on trips with her flavor of the month. 

My boisterous sister was hiding something, and the hair on my neck rose. Was she planning something, or was the Ak’Chada using her as part of his nefarious plot? There were so many times he could’ve used her, but he’d only get one chance, and I doubted ruining Katerina and Julian’s wedding was that large a priority. I shook that thought off and listened. I didn’t want to walk in on a bubbly conversation. I wasn’t awake enough for that.

“Are you all packed then?” Merida asked from the dining room. She wasn’t talking to me. I quietly descended the steps hoping to get my pack to the door and get some coffee before I was spotted. If only to gauge the flow of conversation and get some caffeine to wake up my brain enough to converse.

“I’ve packed the necessities, but Tati’s packing the rest,” Katerina noted, and I smirked. So, that’s how Julian was getting away with not telling Katerina where we were going. 

As if on cue, Tatiana, aka Tati, slipped out of Katerina and Julian’s room, which was opposite the nursery on the enclosed part of the hall. When she spotted me at the bottom of the stairs, she smiled and waved but said nothing. She understood that I wasn’t awake until after my first cup of coffee, my morning run, or about two and a half hours if neither were feasible. She appeared at the bottom of the stairs with Katerina’s black, hardshell suitcase that had bright pink polka-dots, and hugged me. 

I hugged her back, enjoying her presence. She’d been a near constant fixture, while she helped Katerina finalize wedding plans, and she kept me sane while Beryx was out on guardian business. She’d been absent the last two days as she finished preparations for the bachelorette party, and got Merida and Cadence, the fourth bridesmaid, who was perfectly human, up to speed after their post-graduation road trip. 

“You sleep, okay?” Tatiana projected as we silently walked to the front of the house. I waffled one hand while I shrugged in silent answer. She took my backpack then tilted her head as she looked for my suitcase. I summoned my black, coffin shaped suitcase with the other two bags attached to the handle.

She put it back to back with Katerina’s before sliding them soundlessly into the front closet. I didn’t question it. Beryx or Julian probably told her where to put them. She levitated my backpack to sit beside theirs then turned back to me, and I looked into the kitchen for one of my coffee mugs. I didn’t see one sitting out. I looked to Tatiana, and she pointed to the dining room. Shit. Well, coffee before talkie was out of the question. 

We walked around the front closet into the dining room as Merida set down her coffee mug, which was one of a set with a daisy pattern that were Katerina’s. The shortest of my many sisters looked up at me, and her green eyes were devoid of their usual sparkle. Had her latest fling broken up with her, or was the Ak’Chada siphoning energy from her? 

He’d gotten his claws into her through a former boyfriend, or so we thought. Merida hadn’t done anything malignant yet, but the Ak’Chada might be able to see and hear what she did. We weren’t sure what all he could do with those he had so tightly bound. He could manipulate people from a great distance, make them act out, and in strong bonds, like Merida’s, possess them.

I’d been watching Merida like a hawk ever since I saw his hold on New Year’s Day. He would use her, but as I said before, he would only get one chance. So, he was playing the long game. The only problem was that I knew, and he knew that. 

Merida slowly looked up at me, then gestured across the table from her to one of my black coffee mugs with a penguin which read “I’m not responsible for what my face does when you talk.” It sat beside a plate with a turkey sandwich. Sitting in the chair next to that was my seven months pregnant, blonde haired, tan skinned charge and our friend, Katerina. She was staring out the long set of windows behind Merida at the forest and hadn’t spotted us. 

She sipped from another of the daisy mugs that she drank tea from at lunchtime, and I looked at the time. It was just after noon. I was right, we had four hours before we had to be at the church, per mom’s instructions. I didn’t bother with the mug. I walked to Katerina, hugged her from behind, and kissed her cheek as she set one hand on my arms.

“O’Naroè, Keætæ17,” she greeted me in Demoki before noting the time on the clock above the windows, “or good afternoon. How late did you stay up waiting for Beryx to get home?”

“Until four,” I said, sitting beside her and bowed my head. I thanked the Maker for the food, for Katerina, for the smoothness of her pregnancy, for Beryx, for the coffee, and for the food I was about to consume before I looked up. Merida was glowering at me over her coffee. There were bags under her eyes, and something about her aura seemed off, or more off than usual due to the Ak’Chada’s influence.

“What’s up with the evil eye?” I asked, sipping my coffee. She blinked at me, and her entire demeanor changed. It was like I flipped a switch. Nev’ca Valkarah,18 that mask was good, but not when I could see her seething aura. I set my mug down and sighed. “Look Sithy, whatever I did, we can hash it out after the wedding. You can seethe at me all you want when we get back. Just don’t mess up the pictures for Kat and Jules. Alkyone paid a lot for the photographer,” I picked up my sandwich, and turned to Katerina. “Speaking of your grandmother—”

“Nice segue,” she interrupted. I stopped with my mouth open to take a bite and had to recalibrate.

“Thank you, but you’re not changing the subject.” She smirked, and I lifted an eyebrow. “Has she called? Is she going to be here soon, or will she miss the rehearsal as predicted?” I asked before closing my mouth around the sandwich. It had the perfect crunch of lettuce to crispy bacon ratio. I held up one finger before she could answer me then pointed to the sandwich. I gave a thumbs up and made a damn near orgasmic expression as I chewed. 

“I’m glad you like it,” Katerina chuckled and rubbed her stomach with one hand as she balanced her mug on top of it. “As for Makrana19, yes, she called. No, she’s not coming here. She’ll be at the rehearsal, but she’ll be late—”

 “Which means she’ll arrive right when she’s supposed to answer the ‘who gives this woman’ question?” Tatiana interjected. We chuckled and Katerina sighed.

I set my sandwich down, so I could concentrate on the bride to be. I washed down the bite I’d eaten with more coffee which had just one pump of the vanilla flavoring from La Diabla’s Café, our favorite coffee chain. I cleared my throat of sleepy gunk and stared at her.

“Wasn’t the plan for her to drive us to the church—”

“It was, but she called last night, just after we said goodnight, and—” she paused as Tatiana locked eyes with her.

“Something came up,” the three of us chorused, Merida glared at us, trying to figure out what we were on about. I internally cursed Alkyone’s hair to frizz for causing the pain in her granddaughter’s aura. If only little curses like that worked. I wasn’t an heir of Fate, so it was simply a thought, but I knew a few who could actually curse someone like that. I needed to talk to Alkyone, and it appeared that she was still avoiding me. I’d tried to call her a few times, but she never answered.

“I should have you call her and set up a meeting for us to talk before the rehearsal, so we don’t have an incident,” I grumbled to myself and chomped down on my sandwich with a satisfying crunch. Merida flinched, and all three of us looked at her.

“Could you crunch any louder?” Merida muttered. I tilted my head, and scrutinized her more closely, employing deductive reasoning like my favorite fictional character. She had dark circles which meant she’d been sleeping poorly for a few days. She squinted as the sun came out from behind a cloud, and she was facing away from the windows. Her snapping at my seemingly quiet noises solidified the solution in my mind as the coffee kicked in.

“Are you hungover?” I asked, and she flipped me off. “Were you out clubbing again?” She rolled her eyes to mine and lifted one pristine fiery red eyebrow in a silent ‘duh.’ “Get dumped, or is this the ‘my new significant other can hold their liquor better than me, and drank me under the table’ hangover?”

That got a slight nod and a cringe as she rubbed her temples. I opened my powers to see her aura wasn’t as dim as usual. The Ak’Chada’s presence wasn’t as strong… So, it either wasn’t consistent, or his metaphysical connection to me was stronger. After all, he had tasted my blood, and I held a piece of him too. I shoved thoughts of the past away and checked my hesitation so that I could help my sister.

I set my sandwich down and held my hands out to her. She looked at them for a second before she set her mug down and gingerly set her hands in mine. I slid my healing energy up her arms, over her neck, and around her head. Her face relaxed as her headache eased, before I slid my power down to her stomach, relieving her nausea and pain, then out to the rest of her sore muscles. Her aura lightened, and so did her dark circles, as I gave her some of my energy while loosening his grip a little, and she breathed a sigh of relief. 

“You are a godsend,” she praised as I took my hands back.

“You’re welcome, but don’t come to me every time you have a hangover. I only healed it today, because we can’t have you scowling in the rehearsal pictures,” I teased. We laughed, then I finished my sandwich, and turned to them. “So, where exactly are we headed after the dinner?”

“The usual,” Tatiana replied as she sat beside her twin, and my mind went to the note Beryx left on the bedside table.

“Rincon Point?” I clarified. They nodded, and I stretched. “Well, that’ll make for a good view of the sunrise, though I don’t think we’ll make sunset unless the rehearsal goes smoothly, and the dinner is short.” 

Katerina sighed, and I looked to her again. She wore a sleeveless, pink, babydoll style top that both emphasized and hid her bump. Her eyes were a bit puffy, and the happiness in her aura was tainted by a deep seated sadness.

“What’s with the long face and heavy sighs? It’s the day before your wedding. You should be happy,” I said, rubbing her bicep.

“I just wish Mom and Dad could be here,” she said, and that sucked all the feigned extroversion from me. The last time I saw her mother was before Destiny Camp burned, and I saw her father shortly before I burned the city… I shuddered and shoved that memory back in the box it belonged in. It wouldn’t do to dwell on the past when Katerina needed me. 

I took her hand and gave it a gentle, reassuring squeeze. She rubbed her stomach with her other hand and smiled, but it still didn’t reach her denim blue eyes that matched her father’s. I brushed some of her white, blonde hair behind her ear and cupped her cheek. She nuzzled my hand then pushed the sadness from her mind, and I dropped my hand. 

“Enough sadness. Julian and I decided on a name last night,” she said with a sad smile as Tatiana gathered the dishes. She took them to the sink while we waited on Katerina to continue. 

“Don’t hold us in suspense,” Merida said with a big grin on her face. 

“You can’t tell anyone else,” Katerina rubbed her stomach maternally, then looked at each of us in turn. When we all nodded, she continued, “Her name will be Elara Cassia. Ela for short.”

Tears burned my eyes, and I blinked them back. They were naming their daughter after her parents, and not just after her mother, Cassia, but Elara was the femininization of Alaric, her father’s name. No wonder she was thinking about them not being here, they’d only been dead eight months. Katerina squeezed my hand as my sisters gave their opinions of the secret. 

“That’s such an adorable name,” Merida beamed now back to her boisterous, happy-go-lucky self. 

“That’s a beautiful way to commemorate them,” Tatiana added with a knowing glitter to her crimson eyes, and I was fighting tears. Katerina looked to me and waited for my opinion, since I’d been friends with her parents before she was born. I nodded and sadly smiled as I swallowed the lump in my throat.

“They would’ve loved her name, Kat, and they would be so proud of you,” I said, cupping her cheek again. Staring into her denim blue eyes that matched her fathers and her face that was a duplicate of her mother’s, I vowed again that nothing would happen to her, Julian, or baby Elara on my watch. I wouldn’t let the Ak’Chada hurt them. I would sooner give myself up then let him take Katerina. A wave of malevolent energy rippled over my metaphysical shield, and I stiffened as the faintest whisper of a memory echoed through the halls of my mind. 

“Everyone has a price for which they will bow the knee or barter their life… Even you.” I shuddered as the hair on my arms rose at his voice. That was a line he said during my training, though the ‘even you’ had remained a thought.

My blood chilled as a terrible thought hit me. If the Ak’Chada was growing stronger, he would come after me again, and he’d find Katerina. How could I keep her safe if I was a target? My being friends with her might get her taken, or worse, killed. I shoved that thought away and downed my coffee. I didn’t need to contemplate what that sick twisted Fœmoræ might do if he got his hands on Katerina.

“So, are we driving or teleporting?” I asked, changing the subject. Merida pulled a set of keys from the pocket of her shorts, and I eyed the emblem on it. “Packana let you drive the mustang?”

“Let is such a strong word.” She winked and looked to her twin as she set the last dish in the drainer. I turned to Tatiana and there was a wicked gleam in her eye as she joined us. 

“We absconded with it.” Tatiana explained as she often did, and I raised one eyebrow. Tatiana wasn’t one to cross lines like that or live dangerously. What changed? She took my look for the silent question it was and continued, “We asked mom, but she was hesitant. Anna however said to take it, and they’d convince Dad to drive a different car tonight.” 

My mother was being a bad influence… That was a first. At least, for me. Packana must be rubbing off on her. I stopped that thought before it could drive my mind into the gutter and stood.

“We should get going. It’s a two hour drive to the church, and we’ll have to compete with traffic going downtown at that time on a Friday afternoon,” I rambled as I pushed the chair in. The girls exchanged a look, and I looked between them. “What am I missing?”

“We’ve got time, Lee.” Katerina looked at the clock again. “Rehearsal doesn’t start until 4:30, and it’s only one o’clock. If we leave now, we’ll be an hour early.”

“Mom wanted us there by at least four so we could go over a few things before everyone arrived. That means we’d only be at best half an hour early,” I reminded her. Katerina rolled her eyes and slowly rose from the table. 

“She’s right,” Merida agreed as she and Tatiana walked toward the door and grabbed the bags. Katerina and I followed.

“What else were we going to do, sit and gossip? I’d rather be doing something,” I said, needing to finish my earlier thought.

“Alright, which one of you spiked her coffee with Angel Wing?” Tatiana asked. I tilted my head as she opened the door for us to exit. Angel Wing was Angelic Incorporated’s newest venture. It was a cross between a sports drink and an energy drink. I hadn’t tried it yet, and I would’ve noticed if they spiked my coffee. When I started to voice that, I realized what she meant. I wasn’t normally so talkative. Damn it, I was either nervous or more tired than I thought.

“Lista,” Katerina called, and I snapped out of it. She stood on the porch with her hand toward me. I walked through the door and as soon as my foot crossed the threshold, a dark presence wrapped around me. I quickly grabbed her hand. When her fingers wrapped around mine, the feeling slowly disappeared as her latent power dampening ability enhanced my wards. Constrida eh Valkarah?20 How was he this strong again?

“I feel it too,” Katerina projected. Tatiana came to stand on my opposite side. She set her hand to my back and lifted her chin to her twin as we descended the front steps. 

“I’m not sure what’s going on, but she’s felt even more off since she got back. That’s the real reason I haven’t come over the last two days. She practically begged me to bring her, and I don’t like how interested she is in Kat or Baby Ela,” Tatiana projected, and I hoped that Katerina didn’t hear it. If Tatiana was concerned enough to voice it, even telepathically, she knew something she wasn’t saying. She knew Merida was being used by the same malevolent being that Beelzebub, our half-brother warned her about. Could she feel that he’d gotten stronger? What happened on their trip?

“Lista,” Katerina said as her hand tugged on mine. I had stopped on the pathway that led from the house to the driveway and hadn’t realized it. Merida stood at the driver’s door of the candy apple red Mustang with her eyes on me. She twirled the keys around her index finger and gestured to the car with her head. That was not a Merida gesture.

“Top up or down?” she asked, pointing at the black canvas top as she closed her fingers around the keys mid rotation. I looked at it and weighed the pros and cons before I turned to Katerina.

“Do we want to deal with wind in our hair for two hours or put it up?” I asked, and they unanimously agreed to put it up. Instead of taking the extra few minutes to unbutton and raise it. I snapped my fingers, and the top was instantly up. Merida turned to me with her eyebrows raised as we approached.

“How did you do that?” she asked, but her voice sounded wrong. I looked at her eyes and there was an orange tint that made
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