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      European Divide:

      House of Dragon Blood

      House of Wizards

      House of Midnight

      House of Olympians

      House of Elves

      

      Asian Divide:

      House of Kitsune

      House of Jinn

      House of Heaven

      House of Fire Fae

      House of Rusalka

      

      African Divide:

      House of Celestials

      House of Desert Fae

      House of Dragons

      House of Jengu

      House of Zulu

      

      Ameri-Latin Divide:

      House of Earth Fae

      House of Dawn

      House of Spectres

      House of Beasts

      House of Eternal Night

      House of Wolves

      

      New Lemurian Divide:

      House of Kelpie

      House of Mere

      House of Indigo

      House of Crystal Children

      House of Unseelie

      

      Council of Exiles:

      (Unknown)
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      Cecelia- House TBD

      

      Jasper- House of Dragon Blood

      

      Adin- House of Wizards

      

      Tevien- House of Celestials

      

      Manu- House of Indigo

      

      Bron- House of Zulu
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        Cecelia, Daughter of David and Anna Costav. House: TBD

      

        

      

      Mornings usually symbolized new beginnings for me, and as I awakened that fateful day I met Prince Jasper Martin and Prince Adin Royden, I knew that a door was about to be opened for me—one that I would soon step through.

      Coming of age was a daunting task for most. For me it meant that I would soon be forced to leave behind all that I had ever known.

      That morning might very well be one of my last in the human world entirely.

      I lived in a prison—a beautiful one within the confines of a castle—but a prison nonetheless. Costav Castle had been in my family for centuries apparently.

      Four years ago, I had no clue about it.

      I’d been living in Asheville, North Carolina with my parents and two sisters. We’d survived the plague that ravaged the world, the subsequent series of wars, and shocking rise of elemental nations who had grown weary with humanities destruction of our earth.

      The elves and fae revealed themselves—stepping out of the shadows—and put an end to our fruitless wars. The division that reformed what were once great nations had begun. Now, I feared if I would survive what was to come.

      That was just the beginning. Turns out, I’d been bred for something bigger than my dreams of becoming a veterinarian.

      When a distant relative came for me to take me across the ocean to Wales, I knew that life would never be the same.

      Still groggy, I ran the perimeter of the castle grounds, breathing in the crisp mountain air, and tasting the remnants of magic left behind from the fog. It was my favorite time of the day—when everyone was still asleep, oblivious to what was to come.

      I paused just before the gate when I saw a glow in the dim light of the early dawn. The gray clouds parted way as he walked toward me. Dressed in all black, his red hair caught my eye—not only that—but the way his eyes glowed in the dark.

      I stood there, dressed in a sports bra and jogging pants, with my lips parted in awe. 

      He didn’t walk up the stone pathway. He glided through the fog like an apparition.

      A crooked grin came to his face as he looked at me. Frozen in place, I watched him come to the gate and stop before the steel bars.

      The Costav founding family members had built the gate as another layer of protection, though there was also a light shield invoked around the premises to prevent magical attacks.

      “Dear, girl,” he said in a whisper that sent shivers up my slick flesh. He had a Scottish accent—one that made my heart quicken though it had an air of something else intermingled.  “You look as if you’ve seen a ghost.”

      I swallowed back a lump in my throat and realized how dry it was. I ended up having to clear my throat before replying. “I’m not quite sure what I’m looking at…Sir.”

      He held his hand through the bars. There was a massive ring on his middle finger, with a glowing jade crystal.

      “Jasper Martin,” he said, then gave a slight bow. “Prince Jasper Martin. A pleasure to meet you, Cecelia.”

      I stiffened.

      Prince Jasper Martin.

      How did the High Fae Dragon Prince know my name? I’d heard of him from the papers. His family were one of the first to reveal themselves to all of humanity. They stood on both the Council of Inter-dimensional Affairs, and the Society of Magick.

      I eyed his hand, and took a step away.

      Light shield, up. I invoke a white shield of protection.

      A bright white ring of light surrounded me.

      His green eyes widened, as did his perfect grin. Could he see the magic that now encircled me?

      “Come now, Cecelia. I don’t bite. I’m curious, but quite harmless.”

      Quite harmless?

      I wasn’t to be fooled. I’d seen the news. I knew what great power the elementals had.

      Memories of watching elves bound over police cars as if they had springs on their shoes came to me. One time I watched in awe as a Zulu man tossed a bus across the city like it was a baseball. That was just a show of their strength and agility. I won’t get into the firestorms of magic that they’d rained down on entire armies of soldiers.

      The Elemental High Council said it was to stop us from destroying ourselves, but that didn’t keep the humans from fearing they’d one day turn their rage onto us and wipe us all out.

      The prince looked me up and down with piercing green eyes in a way that left me feeling exposed. I hadn’t seen a stranger in forever. The only men and women who came onto the grounds of the castle were servants and staff, and the landscapers who tended to the gardens.

      Instead of taking his hand, I crossed my arms over my chest and took a step back. He smelled of magic, and I knew better than to let a mage enter my energetic field, much less touch me—no matter how handsome he was.

      As if reading my mind, he took his hand back and raked it through his hair.

      “Fine, be that way. I came early because I just wanted to tell you a little secret.”

      Crickets chirped and birds began to sing as the sun started to show through the clouds. A beautiful sunrise was brewing behind him, and all I could do was stare at his perfect face. How was a prince on our land, and without any announcement?

      “Don’t you want to know my secret?”

      I nodded, as if under a spell, frozen, speechless.

      “You will be mine,” he said, the grin on his face fading into a dangerous look that made my fear levels reach their max. He turned away and started to whistle. “Just you wait.”

      And with that, he vanished into the dark, just before the sun’s rays illuminated his tall, thin frame.

      Speechless, I stood there looking at where he’d just stood. My heart still thumped in my chest, and I was left breathless.

      “Good lord,” I said under my breath. “What has my family gotten me into?”
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        Prince Jasper, son of King Oren and Queen Hanna, House of Dragon Blood.

      

        

      

      “So,” Troy asked, nudging me in my ribs. “What was she like? Tell me everything.”

      For a moment, I couldn’t speak. As I teleported back to my palace, I was transfixed. Now that I was back, I simply stood there, recounting every detail of Cecelia Costav’s face.

      She was stunning. I didn’t know what I expected to see—but it wasn’t what I actually saw. I thought she’d be pretty at best. Humans were incredibly bland in comparison to the fae. But, Cecelia wasn’t like most humans—and that wasn’t even because of her rare beauty. There was an ethereal air to her—one that had to be attributed to the rare form of magick within her.

      Speaking of magick—it radiated around her. Even though she invoked a light shield the moment I reached for her, she didn’t truly need it. She had a natural shielding of protection around her that probably would have killed me if I’d tried to cause her harm.

      “Jasper?”

      My younger cousin’s voice seemed to come at me from a funnel, muddled and distant.

      “Yes, yes,” I said to the boy. “I’m here.”

      Blinking, I brought my awareness to the present. I pulled in a deep breath and grounded my energy. It took a moment. There had been opposing forces trying to keep me from reaching her.

      Fools.

      Nothing would stand between me and the new initiate. I’d dreamt of her for the past year. Fate said she was mine, and I would do whatever it took to claim her.

      Even so, the knowing that something out there was causing resistance left me feeling unsettled. The back of my neck was still hot from the sudden influx of dark energy I’d encountered during my journey to Wales.

      “What did she do to you?” Troy asked, his thick brown brows furrowed. “You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

      A smirk came to my lips. “That’s exactly what I said to her,” I said. I raked a hand through my hair, and straightened my clothes. “She’s remarkable.”

      Troy’s green eyes brightened. “Oh, is she? How so? Are the rumors true?”

      I placed a hand on his shoulder. He was growing taller by the moment. At fifteen, he almost reached my height. Though related, we looked nothing alike—aside from sharing green eyes. He had dark brown hair, and the emergence of a muscular build while I had more fae than dragon blood, which left me more slender.

      “Yes,” I said, nodding. “The rumors are true.”

      Troy’s eyes widened. “Wow,” he said, a smile coming to his face. “I wish I could come to the initiation to see her for myself.”

      I nodded. “I know. But, don’t worry. I’ll be bringing her back home with me.”

      As I walked back toward the palace, Troy hurried behind, keeping pace by walking beside me.

      “How do you know?” Troy asked. “The rites will choose who she goes to.”

      “Ah, yes,” I said. “And, I have it under good authority that the House of Dragon Blood will win her.”

      “Well, that’s exciting. Can I meet her when she comes?”

      “Of course, my boy. You can even show her around and give her a lay of the land.”

      His smile grew again. “I’d like that.”

      Then, we both stopped in our tracks. A whistle in the wind caught our attention, and we both knew what that meant.

      My father was home.

      The wind picked up, and I gazed upward to see my father fly across the sky in his dragon form. He was a black dragon, with glistening sleek scales. His wide wingspan nearly blotted out the sun as he circled the palace, then darted down to the ground.

      The instant he landed, he shed his dragon form, and rose from the ground as a man.

      We both gave a neck bow as he strode across the white pathway toward us. The magic of the shift preserved whatever we wore before the transformation. My father wore a white suit with a red cape. His hair was dark, and worn long past his shoulders. I’d gotten my hair from my mother, but the Martin green eye color came from my father’s side of the bloodline.

      My jaw tightened, and I exhaled.

      From the look in my father’s eyes, he knew what I’d just done, and he didn’t approve.

      Over the years, I could just tell what my father was feeling or thinking, and would adjust appropriately. It had saved me a lot of suffering at his hand.

      Troy backed away. “Morning, Your Highness,” he said. “I have to get back home.”

      Then, he left me there to face my father’s wrath on my own.

      I couldn’t blame him. He was still a child. But, I was going on twenty-two, and still feared my father.

      Someday I’d rule all of the dragon-fae. But, not today.

      “Walk with me,” he said, passing me by to head inside the palace.

      I did as I was told, and quickly turned on my heels to follow him. He was silent as we ascended the main staircase. An array of servants and guards awaited his return.

      His valet removed his cape, and handed him a letter sealed with red wax.

      Father sliced through it with a nail, glanced at its contents, then handed it to me.

      I was surprised that he trusted me with such a document, and read it quickly.

      It was a letter from the Council of Inter-dimensional Affairs. They were requesting me and father for a meeting with the Ameri-Latin President for talks on the Council of Exiles.”

      Frowning, I folded the letter. What did they want to talk about? The Council of Exiles were composed of the worst of all the houses. Though they had separate houses of their own, they’d managed to be so secretive that no one knew what they were. They were too powerful to face. They worked with dark forces and magick that was forbidden by the Society of Magick.

      No one was brave enough to face them.

      Until now. Now—there might very well by the perfect weapon against them.

      She just happened to be a clueless eighteen-year-old with the power to destroy us all. It was all a very delicate situation, and I would wager she had no idea.

      “So, the humans are scared of the Council of Exiles,” I said. “Why now?”

      Father glanced at me from over his shoulder. “They’ve declared war.”

      A shudder rose from the base of my spine to the base of my skull.

      “What?”

      He nodded. “Yes,” he said. “They’ve kidnapped the King of Elves, and hold him as ransom.”

      I was speechless.

      “They just popped in, and took him while he was caught off guard.”

      “How is that even possible? King Gavyn isn’t exactly powerless. Didn’t you say he caused an earthquake that sucked up all of his opponents during the Trials of Magick in your day?”

      “Exactly,” Father said, a brow raised. “They have a weapon that can transmute our power, leaving us defenseless.”

      Again, a chill ran up my spine.

      Holy shit. This was bad.

      We walked through the palace to the main stairwell.

      Once we went up a few floors
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