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      Dear Reader,

      If you’re a fan of spicy scenes, go forth and prosper.

      If you’re not, you can skip over chapters 6 and 27 without missing out on the rest of the story. But after 4 books, Veronica needed her Big Bang.

      

      Mom and Dad,

      Skip chapters 6 and 27, or just lie to me and say you skipped them. Please and thank you.

    

  


  
    
      For Rachel Green, your enthusiastic and laugh-out-loud feedback has kept me confident that I’m on the right track with V and her shenanigans. Thank you for sticking with me through this series.
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      Time had never felt so ominous before, like it was slowly but surely sucking the life out of me. Only a few days had passed since my coronation as tsarina, but too much time had passed since I stumbled my way out of that godsdamn portal.

      I needed to get back to the human world. Back home to Miami.

      Back to Thane.

      I tapped the arm of the throne in an impatient cadence, my nerves not allowing me to be still.

      Not just any throne, either—my throne. What a ridiculous thought. I was the farthest thing from a queen or even a good leader. I was a thief, for flame’s sake. A reformed thief, but still not exactly high on the morality scale.

      Becoming royalty had never interested me, and leading certainly wasn’t my forte. I was self-aware enough to admit that I was way too selfish. Supposedly that self-awareness made me a better ruler.

      According to Pietr, anyway.

      Sure, I’d been able to fool everyone for a short time, pretending I’d accepted my role as a queen of a world I’d never even heard of until very recently. But pretending had been easy when rage and grief consumed me after losing Pavel and finding out Galina was responsible for my little brother’s death.

      Now, we were back to normal, everyday Veronica Neill, and I was bored as fuck.

      My throne sat to one side of the circular rotunda, columns holding up the massive, domed ceiling. Everything in here, from the floor to the ceiling, glittered with the sparkling reddish-gold hue of fireglass. The unique building material made from sand and phoenix fire was malleable when first heated, but as strong as steel once cooled.

      The rotunda was also the room where Pavel had died. To this day, I couldn’t enter it without glancing at the spot on the floor where he’d fallen, wishing each time that I had dealt with William, that godsdamned fae necromancer, earlier. Even if it meant never finding my way to Mirfeniksa, at least my friend would still be alive. I was sure the rebels would have brought Galina down eventually.

      My gaze found its way there now, my shoulders sagging under the memory of his final words. A fresh wave of grief crashed over me.

      “Find your mate,” Pavel had said, and I wouldn’t rest until I did just that.

      From her usual place to the right of my throne, Lena bent down toward my ear, the beads in her black dreadlocks clinking together. She whispered, “Your tapping is driving me crazy.”

      With great effort, I held in the snort that wanted to escape and shot her a side glare. Light blue eyes twinkled with her amusement. She knew I had to pretend like I was listening to the dignitary complaining in front of me. If anyone was going crazy, it was most definitely me. She could tune out the whining at least.

      Unfortunately, snorting would offend the dignitary. Not that I really cared what he thought. He had become a rich man under Galina’s rule and was complaining now about the injustice of the reform I brought to Mirfeniksa. Injustice as in requiring him to obey the laws that had existed for millennia before her awful rule. I would have put him in his place an hour ago, except the last thing I needed right now was a new enemy to deal with.

      I eyed the phoenix droning on, the last one I’d have to see today. Like most male phoenixes, his coloring was bright and eye-catching—mostly blond hair, turquoise irises, and an olive hue to his skin, similar to Lena’s. His immaculate clothing and unmarked skin told me he’d been born into a wealthy family, likely never knowing a hard day’s work in his life. I doubted he’d even fought in the battle of Sokol.

      Yet here he was, whining about the people who poured their blood, sweat, and tears into his land like they were the problem. I ground my teeth together.

      Time to put an end to this bullshit, new enemy or not.

      “I’ve heard enough,” I announced, cutting him off. “You will abide by the laws or forfeit your lands to me. You may go.”

      I sounded so regal these days you would think I’d been practicing since birth. No, this was just pure exhaustion and anxiety talking. I stood and strode from the room, Lena’s snickers following close on my heels as the dignitary’s splutters faded away.

      “And to think,” she said when we were alone, resting one hand casually on her sword’s pommel, “you said you weren’t cut out to be a tsarina.”

      This time, I let out a snort. “I’m not. I just can’t handle these entitled assholes thinking I owe them something. Shouldn’t they be the ones owing me because they let that deranged uzurpator take over?”

      There I went with my royal wisdom again. But hey, at least I was remembering more Yazyk. My lessons in the phoenix language were painful for everyone involved.

      Lena chuckled but didn’t respond, knowing me well enough now not to encourage my outbursts in public.

      She had been a true gift from the gods these past few days. She and her twin sister, Liz, had become my close friends in the short amount of time I’d been here, but it was Lena’s mastery of resting bitch face and her colorful vocabulary that kept the vultures at bay.

      Not to mention her skill in the battle at Sokol had made her a legend. Other soldiers and guards spoke of the warrior woman in awe. I wished I’d had the chance to see her fighting in action. Maybe someday. With my track record, I was sure to make a new enemy before too long.

      Open windows provided plenty of light and fresh air as we strode down the hallway. Falcons of all sizes and colors swooped past in the distance, popping out of or disappearing into the blue-green leaves surrounding us. Only the palace guards who flew in human form could get closer to the bird’s nest palace.

      Nestled among the branches of a colossal tree, the palace overlooked Sokol, the capital of Mirfeniksa. It was a good thing my kind wasn’t afraid of heights because the tree and city sat atop a high plateau, where canals and rivers crisscrossed across the hilltop. Crystal-blue water flowed beneath massive roots and carved its way through the fireglass city like streets. At the plateau’s edges, waterfalls cascaded to the valley floor below.

      The view always took my breath away.

      We passed a group of phoenixes in servant’s clothing who dropped their gazes and bowed as I neared. Only a few more doors to go until I could breathe comfortably again, without eyes on me or people bowing everywhere I went.

      The hallway leading to my personal quarters was way too long to be convenient or practical, but I refused to use the same rooms Galina had. Whether it was rational or not, I didn’t want to think of her every time I entered my room. I’d rather turn it into a griffin roost and let them shit all over the place.

      Galina.

      My lip curled involuntarily. Using some sort of never-before-seen sorcery, that despicable woman had convinced my people that my mother was barren. She claimed it was a sign from the gods that my bloodline’s millennia-long rule had ended.

      She wasn’t even a phoenix herself, a fact she’d somehow hidden from everyone. I had yet to figure out what the hell she was.

      I scratched at the tingling red mark above my left boob—a phoenix bonding mark. The spot had itched incessantly since last night, a fact I was sure wasn’t a good sign and only added to my overall anxiety. Because of course my inner flame just had to go and fall for a grim reaper destined for angel wings.

      “You’ll be there soon,” Lena said, eyeing my scratching. Our footsteps echoed in the now-empty hall. “One last dinner, and then you’re free to go.”

      I rolled my eyes as we neared the last door. “Free for a day or two at best. Then it’s back to figuring out how I can pass the crown over to Pietr so I can be free for real.”

      As we approached my room, she nodded to the guard posted outside.

      Vladimir had been one of Galina’s bodyguards, held under her spell for almost thirty years. Whatever supernatural type Galina had been, she’d figured out a way to siphon phoenix magic and blend it with dark shadow magic that she used to control Sokol’s inhabitants.

      Her unique blend of magic was vaguely familiar, but I couldn’t put a finger on it.

      Once she died and Vladimir had come to, he’d pledged to redeem himself. He had proven resourceful and loyal, never once giving me a reason to distrust him.

      He bowed deeply and opened the door. “Your majesty.”

      I smiled. “Thank you, Vladimir.”

      “You do realize we’re a matriarchal society, right?” Lena asked and went through the door first, checking for any intruders. “You can’t just pass the crown over to Pietr.”

      “So you all keep telling me.” I followed her in and waited for the door to close again.

      As soon as it clicked shut, I let my cape fall to the ground and collapsed on the bed, arms and legs spread wide. I’d made sure all my royal dresses allowed for a wide range of movement. I just hadn’t thought it would be for flopping onto beds. “Do you want the job?”

      “Not in a million years,” she said, laughter tinting her voice.

      “Okay, well, who says we can’t become a best-leader-wins kind of society? You know Pietr would be so much better at all of this.”

      The mattress dipped as Lena sat beside me, though she was still poised and ready to spring into action should any threat present itself. “I mean, you’re the rule-maker now. Do whatever you want. Just don’t be surprised if you’re the next one to catch a bullet between the eyes when the people blame you for the mess a man will make.”

      I gave a short, humorless laugh. She referred to the bullet that had lodged between Galina’s eyes, courtesy of the little gift Pietr had given me before I faced her. Only one bullet remained in the historic six-shooter, and my aim had been too good to be true.

      There was no doubt the gods had intervened.

      Had I faced her at my full strength and not completely drained of magic from my fight with William, I wouldn’t have had to kill her, just subdue her. That way, I could have asked her all the questions still rolling through my head—like what the hell she was—and then killed her.

      Oh well. A bullet to the brain had done wonders for stopping the monster once and for all.

      Pietr was nowhere near the monster that Galina had been. Like, on the opposite end of the good-versus-evil spectrum.

      After our steamy, yet incredibly dissatisfying moment in the hot spring back in Haven, he’d been a perfect gentleman, treating me like nothing had happened—in a good way. He respected the bond I’d formed with Thane, and that was the end of it.

      Fingers crossed, I’d be released from said bond once the reaper ascended to the angelic choir. Then maybe I could recreate that hot tub scene with a very happy and satisfying ending.

      My eyes stung with sudden tears, and I pressed the heels of my hands into them.

      Once I got over the heartbreak of losing Thane, anyway.

      Regardless, there was no doubt in my mind that Pietr would make a fair and kind ruler. A better one than me.

      If only I could convince everyone else of that fact.
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      I missed dinners in Haven’s war room, deep in the cave that had sheltered us from the spellbound royal guards who’d flown overhead. Back before I was named tsarina and my world turned upside down.

      Not that I wanted to sound ungrateful by mentioning it. I was beyond thankful for everything that had occurred since then. I’d found Maddox’s killer and brought her to justice, freed this realm of a tyrant, and discovered the truth about my family.

      Wins all around.

      Except we’d lost Pavel, a loss that still made my heart clench at the most unexpected times, like when a random dimple appeared on someone’s cheek.

      The pain wasn’t only from our physical losses, either. People ensnared by Galina’s dark magic still struggled to let their guilt go, and it showed in their hollow gazes and furtive glances. They felt somehow responsible for her stealing the throne from my parents and forcing them to flee to the human world, but the phoenix realm never knew I existed until now.

      They didn’t know—or didn’t want to accept—that her magic was almost too strong to resist, especially if they didn’t see it coming.

      Tonight, sitting at the head of a long-ass table that could easily seat thirty, under numerous jeweled fireglass chandeliers and surrounded by luxury few could fathom, dinner felt distant and cold, even with all my friends’ laughter.

      If I couldn’t convince the phoenix population to accept Pietr as their leader, then I’d demand a smaller table in a cozy nook of the palace.

      Lena slapped the fireglass table and roared with laughter. The sudden sound forced me back to the present once again.

      I gazed at each of my friends’ faces, taking in every detail. Losing Pavel had reminded me that our last moments together could come at any time. I didn’t want to forget a single freckle or out-of-place hair.

      Yelena and Lizabeta, better known as Lena and Liz, were identical in looks. They’d been blessed with bright blue eyes, olive skin, and jet-black hair, though Lena wore hers in dreadlocks while Liz wore braids.

      They were not so alike in personality, however. Liz’s daily blue skirt identified her as a trained healer. More often than not, she’d displayed a calm and coolheaded demeanor, even amongst utter chaos.

      In contrast, her sister’s weapons and armor marked her as the fierce warrior that she was. Any chance I got, I teased Lena for being shorter than me. Getting away without getting hit had become a fun, challenging game.

      Next to Liz sat Oleg with his dark red hair, green eyes, and the cutest freckles splattered across his brown face. His nickname, Egg, still cracked me up (no pun intended). He was a giant of a man, possibly due to actual giant genetics somewhere in his ancestry. He had a broad chest, thick neck, and muscles that would make a champion weightlifter weep.

      Lines around his eyes and mouth showed he was older than the rest of the group here by a couple of centuries. His family had raised griffins, which explained the multitude of scars that crisscrossed the length of his bare arms.

      I was pretty sure he and Liz would have mated marks by now, especially with how close they’d become since Pavel’s death. Even tonight, they held hands beneath the table, something they would have never been caught doing back in the caves.

      Across from them was Ivan, the young red-headed phoenix who reminded me so much of my brother Maddox, down to their shared emerald eye color. His realm walking ability had brought him to the human world and introduced me to the idea that I wasn’t the last phoenix after all. Far from it, in fact.

      Now, in a random turn of events, I was the leader of them all.

      Between Ivan and me sat Pietr.

      Oh, Pietr. The phoenix with the most mesmerizing rainbow-hued eyes, dark brown skin, and white-blond hair and beard. His deep, commanding voice still sent tingles down my spine. I had cracked his tough outer shell and found the gentle, kind man within.

      If only I hadn’t fallen in love with a grim reaper destined to leave me heartbroken, things might have turned out differently with Pietr. Maybe they still would, but I couldn’t hope for anything past getting back to Thane in time to say goodbye.

      My gaze drifted to the open seat where Pavel would have sat. He’d had beautiful sangria-colored eyes, and I missed his cheeky grin and dimples more than I ever could’ve imagined. I’d bonded with him the most. I clenched my fists in my lap.

      If only I’d gotten to Galina sooner. If only I had known.

      “What do you say, V?” Ivan’s chipper voice cracked through my icy thoughts. “Are you still up for the challenge?”

      I tore my gaze away from the empty chair and raised an eyebrow. “I’m always up for a challenge.”

      Lena scoffed. “You weren’t even listening.”

      “True, but I’m still always up for a challenge.” I picked up my knife and fork and dug into the meal.

      Unlike most of the food we’d had in Haven, this was a meal fit for a queen. The food would be the only thing I’d miss if I gave it all up. Good thing I had plenty of money to burn at fancy restaurants in Miami.

      Ivan grinned. “We may not need it now, but I still want to go after the item you promised to help me find.”

      Ah, yes. The item he sought in the human world. I’d offered to help him if he fought with us against William, which he did quite well. Even saved me from being captured, only to get taken in my place.

      Time to hold up my end of the bargain.

      I pointed my knife at him. “You still haven’t even told me what it is.”

      “A one-of-a-kind weapon,” he said and quickly shoveled food into his mouth.

      Vague answers were my favorite, right up there next to books with tiny, handwritten text. “That sure narrows it down.”

      He swallowed the entire bite whole. Much like with Mad, I never understood where all the food went. He ate like a starving man, sometimes going back for seconds or thirds, but never gained a pound past slim.

      “It can neutralize any type of magic,” he explained. “I wanted it for our fight against Galina, but since that problem’s been taken care of, now I’m just curious.”

      Well, that certainly caught my interest. I finished chewing and said, “I’ve never heard of such a thing.”

      “Until recently, it’s been protected by the drakony in Mirdrakona,” Pietr said, leaning forward on his elbows. “If the myths can be trusted, anyway.”

      “Yeah, until some durak stole it, hoping to make a quick fortune.” Lena made a sound of disgust.

      I pulled my eyebrows together. “If it’s a myth, then how do you know it was stolen?”

      “A trader from the mountains claimed the dragons were looking for it a few decades ago.” She tapped the table with her finger, eagerness brightening her blue eyes even more. “If it wasn’t real, then why were they looking for it? The drakony aren’t gullible and don’t believe in anything they haven’t seen for themselves.”

      “I tracked the trader down, and he said he didn’t think it was even in Mirognya anymore,” Ivan continued the story. “The human world was the next obvious choice.”

      Interesting. I wasn’t sure we needed a weapon as powerful as this one sounded, but I also didn’t want it falling into the wrong hands—if it even existed. Only one way to find out, I supposed, and I happened to be pretty damn good at tracking down missing magical items.

      Hurrah for new adventures.

      “We’ll add it to our to-do list,” I said and took another bite. The meat practically melted on my tongue.

      Pietr sighed. “Despite the alleged claim that the dragons were looking for it, I believe that it was a story made up to keep us out of the dragons’ lands. Please don’t spend too much time chasing a myth.”

      I grinned. “Don’t want to rule in my place for longer than you have to, huh?”

      He gave me a stern look, sending the rainbow colors in his eyes swirling. “Veronica, seriously. It’s a bedtime story, a fable.”

      “As much as the others believe it’s real, I agree with Pietr,” Liz said, clearly ignoring her sister’s glare.

      Oleg chuckled but wisely refrained from choosing sides. We all knew it’d be with Liz, anyway, even if he believed in the weapon.

      “You’d be better off trying to find the fountain of youth,” Pietr added as if he knew I needed the extra persuasion.

      He knew me so well.

      I opened my eyes wide, trying my best to look innocently curious. “Wait, that exists?”

      He leaned back and groaned while the rest of us just laughed.

      I would miss seeing this group every day. At least Ivan and Lena would be tagging along for the ride. Morning couldn’t come soon enough, even if it meant my heart would break.

      Shattered into pieces so fine, I wasn’t sure it would ever be whole again.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        Thane

      

      

      I took one more glance around the room that had been my office for the past five years. Most of my files and personal belongings were already boxed up and moved to my new desk upstairs. Not that I kept much to begin with. I wasn’t one for sappy mementos.

      I reached a hand up to my chest, feeling the falcon charm from Veronica beneath my shirt. Besides the cross my mother had given me as a boy, the charm was the only sentimental thing I kept, and not just because it had saved my life.

      Adam met me outside my office just as I closed the door. He wore a ceremonial robe so white it was almost blinding, especially under the fluorescent lights overhead. His smile reached his blue eyes, though sadness tinted both.

      “It is time, my friend.”

      I nodded and followed him down the quiet corridor.

      When a reaper ascended in the past, the entire office celebrated all week. Any work that could be put off or delayed would be. Any soul collecting duties would be split, and that was about all we finished.

      Ascensions didn’t happen more than once every few years, and very few reapers ascended as quickly as I had.

      Today, the Saturday morning office vibe was subdued. No parties had been planned for the night before; no meetings were skipped. Everyone knew how I felt about Veronica.

      It would be a bittersweet day.

      “Good luck, Thane,” called a voice from one of the cubicles.

      I raised a hand in thanks toward the newer reaper. He and several others stood and watched with solemn faces as I continued down the hall with Adam. The elevator that would take us up to the ceremony loomed at the hall’s end.

      Before I met that ridiculously stubborn phoenix, I accepted the undercover case to flush out the rogue reaper, Sophia Clark, with the sole intention of gaining my wings. Becoming an angel had been my dream since I’d woken up dead. I hated what my drug addiction had done to my mother, and I felt that I could somehow make it up to her by joining the angelic choir.

      That was before everything had changed.

      One look was all it took.

      I had taken one look at Veronica outside the Star Island mansion, leaning against a railing that overlooked the water. Hair so blonde it was almost white blew back from her face as the salty breeze swept through.

      No mask could hide her beauty. No fake contacts could hide the sparkle, the life dancing in her eyes.

      One look…

      And I was a goner.

      She made me remember what it was to feel alive again, the way I had lived before my fatal addiction. To smile from actual happiness, to wish and plan for the future, even to regret my selfish, self-indulgent past.

      She made me remember what it was to desire.

      The elevator dinged, and the door slid open. Adam and I stepped inside, and the door closed.

      I never claimed to be a saint, and thankfully it wasn’t a requirement to ascend. Because Lord help me, I desired Veronica like no other.

      Her mere touch burned my skin, set me ablaze with a fierce need to claim her. I grew hard every time she turned those violet eyes on me. When I spread her legs and tasted her for the first time, I’d had blue balls for days, the likes of which I’d never known before.

      She tasted like heaven.

      I wanted to bury myself deep inside her warmth and feel her writhe beneath me until she screamed my name.

      It wasn’t purely physical, though—not by a long shot. Her impulsiveness drove me crazy, but I wanted her to drive me crazy until we were both old and grey, bent over our walkers, and complaining about kids these days.

      The elevator door slid open again, and sunlight fell across my face. Raising a hand to block it out, I stepped into the rooftop pavilion where I would gain my wings.

      She loved me, and I her. That’s all that mattered.

      I would give my life for her.
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          SATURDAY MORNING
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      After a final farewell breakfast and a quick meeting with Pietr and the royal guards to pass off temporary command, I was finally leaving Mirognya. One month to the day.

      The world beneath my feet fell away, disappearing into nothing but the frigid void.

      Realm jumping was not for the faint of heart, but it was still better than teleportation via reaper—no stomach-churning nausea aftereffects. My heartbeat thudded once, twice, then solid ground returned beneath me once again.

      I opened my eyes and smiled.

      Long shadows draped across the building’s roof where we landed, the sun only just beginning its daily journey through the clear blue sky. Miami’s unmistakable high-rises towered above us, their windows refracting sunlight in all directions. Honking horns and rumbling engines swept up from the streets below. Nearby, the clunky whir from an air conditioning unit shuddered to a stop.

      For the first time in a month, I was home.

      “Dazhbog’s balls,” Lena gasped behind me. “What is that smell?”

      “Ocean.” I inhaled the salt-filled breeze. For all the water that Mirfeniksa had, none of it had smelled quite like this.

      “I know what the ocean smells like, you durak,” Lena muttered. “The other one that’s making my mouth water.”

      She could only be referring to the Cuban restaurant beneath us. Ivan’s realm walking ability had landed us on its roof. I’d considered landing in my safe house, but I didn’t know if the penthouse apartment would still be safe. If the necromancer society somehow continued after I jumped ship, then they might have laid a trap for my return.

      “Lunch later,” I promised. “First, Kit’s place.”

      I’d also asked Ivan to jump us to Brickell City Centre under the guise of showing Lena a bit of the human world before meeting my best friend.

      In reality, I was nervous.

      The last time I saw Kit, she’d tried to kill me. I knew it wasn’t really her fault—grief and rage had blinded her. Except when she realized Angela was alive, she had basically forgotten me.

      I didn’t hold any grudges against my bestie. I forgave her long ago, but I didn’t know how she felt about me. Did she think I abandoned her? Did she care that she hurt me, both physically and emotionally?

      Deep down, I knew I was overanalyzing the entire situation. The Kit I knew would feel awful for what had happened. The problem was, I didn’t know if she was the Kit I knew anymore.

      Despite being my best friend, I hadn’t known how powerful of a witch she was. As in crazy, terror-inducing powerful. One in a million. She hadn’t trusted me enough to share that knowledge, and that stung.

      Giving myself a quick shake to let those thoughts go, I led Ivan and Lena to the building’s side. Once I was convinced the alley below was human-free, I shifted into falcon form and flitted down. The rustle of their wings followed me to the ground, where we returned to human form.

      It was only a mile to Kit’s place from here, so we strolled at a comfortable pace while I explained what things were. Things like shops and restaurants weren’t a new concept for Lena, but traffic lights, cars, and cell phones were. She hadn’t studied foreign cultures nearly as much as Pietr and Pavel had.

      We got a few odd looks for our outfits, and one teen complimented our realistic cosplay costumes. I guess we could pass for Robin Hood wannabes with our leather pants and tunics. Large sacks held our weapons and some simple supplies.

      I’d have suggested more modern, human-world clothing, but it simply didn’t exist in Mirfeniksa. The few things I’d had on me when I first arrived were long gone, and I was way too impatient to have new ones made for this trip. Some of my dresses might have been okay, but Lena would never have worn one.

      Ivan had been to the human world, though I didn’t know how many times before the day I met him. I also didn’t know if he’d ever been outside of Miami. He’d been stalking me for weeks back then, but he could have easily jumped back to Mirfeniksa at any point. He looked around with mild interest.

      Lena gawked at everything like a first-time tourist. Technically, she was, but I still found myself smiling at her genuine amazement.

      “This is crazy,” she said, tilting her head back to eye the skyscrapers brushing a few wispy clouds passing by. “Is your steel that strong?”

      I laughed. “It sure is. Though I’ve been told the witches and warlocks helped keep them from collapsing after some hurricanes.”

      She shook her head, knocking the beads in her dreadlocks together in a gentle jingle.

      The walk to Kit’s apartment went way too quickly for my churning thoughts, no matter how many times I tried to push them away. We approached her building’s double glass doors on the ground floor.

      Flying up to her window and getting her to let us in would have been the easiest option. But I also didn’t want to scare the shit out of her and end up getting blasted with her magic. Once was more than enough, thank you very much.

      Besides, then Lena and Ivan would feel obligated to defend me. My friends would fight, blood would spill, things would break.

      I opted for the safer, less messy approach.

      We headed for the elevator. The display panel dinged, and the steel door slid open—out walked Kit and Angela.

      Both women were of a slightly shorter than average stature, with Angela a few inches shorter still. And while they shared a similar dark brown hair and eye color, that was where the similarities ended.
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