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The Immortal Chronicles of Queen Kyra

After her families most tragic event ever...she finds that the mythical is real.  

Once believed a human girl...became a Princess...part of a prophecy from another world.

The final answers come together one piece at a time until truth and justice finally prevail. 

Do these answers allow the ‘happy ever after’ this immortal collection dreamt?  

Or is there something better that waits?
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Kyra began as a girl with no name.  A dark moment expressed through a simple writing prompt exercise.  Later...Kyra developed a voice.  A story that wanted to be told.  A story that helped me explore not only my own personal perceptions or perspectives, but touched upon long held raw emotions that desired to be released for good.  

Kyra reminded me that we can share a world of tolerance and peace as long as you’re ready and willing to work for it.  Holding dear what is truly important: family, friends, and those who trust you to be there.  It’s ok to be afraid or insecure, but know when to jump in and reach out to someone else...whether you know them or not.

Through Kyra’s story I had been able to express not only my own feelings, but understand others and show them it is ok to feel.  Expressing pain others never found their voice to express.  Finding truth, love, and light will always be waiting for you after the storm.

All 3 books in this series I dedicate to Kyra...the voice inside of all of us.  This journey with Kyra not only freed my heart of burdens I had carried far too long, but made me see life through another’s eyes.  

This was a rollercoaster ride of ups and downs, twists and turns, and much happiness mixed with sadness.  Thank you Kyra for helping me to throw my arms up into the air and scream my head off the entire ride.  I’m glad I did it!
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I never heard him come up from behind me as Andy and I left the party.  Within seconds it was done.  Andy was leaning over me wailing and screaming for help....then he too...disappeared.

I awoke to the soft whisper of my mother in my ear.  “Good night, sleep tight!  I love you!”  She whispered again before gently brushing my cheek with a kiss.

I try to return her sentiment, but my lips are still.  Strangely, I can see her, but it feels like my eyes are closed.  It’s as if this is a memory playing before my mind’s eye, only it’s happening now.

I look up at my mother as she is moving away from me.  Her hands swiftly cover her tear filled eyes.  She never liked me to see her cry.  She must have tucked me in extra tight because these blankets won’t allow me to move.

She used to tell me every night at bedtime.  She’d tuck me in extra tight and I’d giggle.  As she reached to turn off my lamp, she’d sneak a kiss on my nose while I was pinned under my blankets.  Then she’d walk across my room whispering to me just as she was closing my bedroom door.  “Goodnight, sleep tight, wake up bright, into the morning light, to do what’s right, with all your might.”  

I know for sure I had outgrown that at least ten years ago.  Maybe she’s just trying to be comforting.  I don’t know if I’m in a hospital or where, but whatever happened when Andy and I got attacked, must have been horrible.

I see the saddened face of my father as he leans down brushing a kiss across my forehead.  A small tear hits me.  I can’t raise my arm to wipe it away.  He straightens himself giving me one last glance before tipping his head towards the floor and walking away.

My Uncle Simon comes to my side holding my Aunt Olivia by the shoulders.  She’s holding a linen handkerchief in front of her face.  Eyes so filled with tears I’m amazed she can see me.  The silence of our brief exchange is broken when my Uncle Simon whispers to her, “Come dear.”

One after another, friends and family come to my side.  I can hear everything they are saying but I have not once been able to return a greeting.  So many somber faces that I can’t make smile.  So many tears that I can’t change to laughter.  

Wait!  Where’s my brother Andy?  I hope he’s not laid up in a hospital bed somewhere too.  This is awful.  I need to find my brother.

I can hear music emanating from behind me, but I can’t tell where it’s coming from.  Everyone that came to see me were now gone.  I could still hear sniffles and hushed voices but I can’t see any faces.  I can’t even turn my head or sit up, and I’m surrounded by a wooden barricade.  

I can barely see enough to look over the wood around me and see flowers.  So many flowers.  Lilies, roses, and soft tufts of baby’s breath.  The music fades out behind me.  I hear the voice of the Pastor from grandma’s church, “Let us begin.”  

A tall man walks over to me.  In that brief moment, he looked familiar to me but I can’t place it.  I know it was recent.  Maybe he’s a nurse or something.

The tall man begins tucking more things around me.  I see him reach up and grab a strange wooden silk lined door just above me.  He looks down to me once more, pursing his lips and taking in a deep breath.  “So young.”  Then he begins to lower the door.

“Wait!”  My unspoken scream goes unanswered.  “What’s going on here?  Won’t someone tell me?”  My questions greeted by only the darkness of this now closed door.  I am so confused.  Why can no one hear me?  I want out.

I lay there in silence hoping this is a joke and quickly someone will open the door and let me out.  Everyone’s a prankster.  This better not be a joke Andy I swear!  

Time seemed to move so slowly.  I can still hear the music.  I hear voices in unison crying “Amen!”  I hear the Pastor thank everyone for coming and providing directions of where everyone is to join them next.

I can hear the shuffling of footsteps out the door of the church and was enveloped by silence again.  Is someone ever going to let me out?  This has gone on too long for a prank.  

The shuffling of feet and movement I heard moments ago has stopped.  The music has gone.  I lay there with my head on a pillow letting out a sigh.  Any minute now someone’s going to fling that silk thing open and let me go.

I lie there still unable to move and in deafening silence.  I’m not sure what they’re waiting for.  It was then I heard a single set of footfalls coming towards me.  Then I feel movement.  It feels as if I’m in a box and it’s being carried or pushed on rollers to somewhere.  

I hear a car door open and then I was shifting about, but can’t reach to brace myself for the impacts from side-to-side.  There was a pause before I could hear the car door close.  Where are they taking me now?  This had stopped being funny like an hour ago.

I hear another car door open and close then the engine roared to life.  Just as the car begins to move, I feel a cool breath near my ear.  Then I hear the words “Good night....sleep tight.”

That was the last I know of my mortal existence.
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“I’ve located the Princess sire!”  In walks my butler, Conner, smiling as he stops short of my throne to bow in front of me.  

Connor comes from a long human lineage of servants indentured centuries ago to me by his ancestors, and he has borne this burden without question.  

He is my most trusted confidant in a world where trust is difficult to find when you hold a position such as mine.  Out of all those who’ve served me, he would be the only one I’d consider turning to keep my friend for eternity.  

That is one gift he has refused each time I have offered it.  It is unfortunate that his ancestral line ends with him, since he never married or created heirs to take his place in the future.  I believe that over time I may be able to convince him to stay on...I have no one to replace him.

“Splendid Connor, we shall need to begin preparations for my only daughter’s arrival.  How soon do you believe you can bring her home?”  I ask Connor with a pleading look.

“Soon sire....very soon.  I will alert the remaining staff to begin preparations.  I have already made arrangements to retrieve her personally and bring her home.”  Connor nods his head towards me.

“Thank you Conner!  You have made me a very happy man.”  I clap my hands together in excitement.

“My pleasure sire. Might there be anything else I can assist you with?”  Connor asks giving me a smirk.

“Yes Connor....I would like to know if you have laid eyes on my precious child?”  I ask raising a curious brow.

“I thought that would be your next question.”  He chuckles.  “I have seen the Princess, but I must say, sire...you may not want too many details.  She has been living among the earthly commoners all her life and by all appearances...is one.”

“I knew that shrew would do something like that.”  I seethed as I remembered my former wife...Anna my chosen Queen...that WITCH.

I slam my fist down on the arm of my throne.  “It was bad enough that Anna breached the contract I shared with her father, the warlock Cyrus, only to disappear from my bed in the dark of night never to return to me.”  

I stand from my throne as my rage boils up from my belly.  “However, she stole my only heir.  My heir that was prophesied....that was specifically created to lead our people into the next era.  Oh, the power she must possess.”

“Sire...if I may...from the surveillance I have deployed to track your fair maiden, it does appear that...”  Connor trailed off as his head bowed to look at the floor.  He bore an almost shameful look to his face.

I lean forward in my seat and ask just above a whisper, “What is it Connor?  Please tell me about my daughter.”

He looks up still not meeting my eyes and clears his throat.  “Yes...well...It would appear she may not have any clue to her true identity or destiny.  She lives in a small, very modest home amongst the humans.  Anna has remarried....a human...and has borne him a son.”

I wave my hand, “Enough about that old hag Connor!  She left me....Anna deserves whatever life she receives!”  I shout.  Connor meets my gaze as I smile and lower my voice as I address him beseeching.  “Tell me about my daughter.”
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HONK!  HONK!  HONK!  My horn blares from our driveway as I’m hustling to grab my bag.  I have to drop my younger brother Andy off at the high school before I head over to my classes at the college.

Our parents had already been gone when it came time for us to leave.  Our parents own a shop in town selling a variety of herbs and all natural products, books on natural living and different spiritual ideology, as well as providing other information to customers.  

‘The Center’, as they prefer it called, even offers classes for meditation, yoga, and a few other classes to improve overall health.  “We like training the mind, the body, and spirit to work as one in harmony with its surroundings.”  My mother uses as her selling point.

Living on the west coast, natural living has been a subculture for decades before becoming more main stream.  My mother always considered our surroundings here in southern Oregon her inspiration for the desire to live at peace with nature.

We have all the best elements of nature all around us.  We weren’t far from the coast.  We had streams, rivers, and lakes inland.  Historic redwoods on the Pacific Ocean side of the state and a desert half facing Nevada.  Our northern and southern borders were a stunning match to the states we were divided.  

The naturally occurring mix of forces at work around us is what I believe drew my mother here; energy available lying dormant in many areas pristine and misunderstood.  

Maybe it was the volcanic and seismic activity that simmered just below our feet.  Maybe it was the way weather patterns seemed to collide over the landscape creating systems seen nowhere else.  We couldn’t escape the abundance of energy radiating quartz available, or finding mysterious vortexes on nature hikes that were unknown to most locals.

Or it could have been that nature hike she took to photograph the first trilliums to rise greeting spring in Eden Valley...where she met our father...finding the most precious in nature....LOVE.

HONK!

I open the front door to holler at my brother, “Jeez Andy!  Since when were you in such a hurry for school?  I’m on my way.”  I huff as I grab my purse and rush out the front door.

I climb into the driver’s seat of my car and look over to Andy smiling at me from the passenger seat.  I giggle, “What are you smiling about...it’s just another day at school?”

“I’m just excited today...that’s all.”  Andy shrugs his shoulders then looks down at the floor mat.

I watch as his cheeks flush in front of me.  “Oh...it’s a girl!”  I speak softly as I lean back in my seat smiling.

He looks to me questioningly, “What?”

“You’re in a hurry because of a girl.”  I giggle as he looks away again and his cheeks now a darker shade of pink.

Andy bites his lower lip looking off into the distance before turning to meet my eyes.  “Yeah...so it’s a girl.  Does it matter?  Let’s just go.”  He yanks his seatbelt across himself appearing agitated.

I start the car and look at him smiling, “No need with the attitude.  You can tell me about her on the way.”

“Yeah right!  So you can pick her apart?  Tell me all the problems I’ll have with ‘this one’ so I never even give the girl a chance.  No thanks!”  He grimaces as he watches the scenery through his window.

I can’t help but chuckle to myself.  I have ‘run off’ a couple, maybe even a few prospective girlfriends...but I had my reasons.  “I’m sorry if my methods seem cruel to you...but I just want the perfect girl for my perfect brother.”  I ruffle his hair and smile before I back out of the driveway and drive off.

Andy was the kind of guy that wore his heart on his sleeve and because of that, I always felt very protective.  I admired that quality about him and the way he could so easily trust or fall head over heels for any girl that flashed him a pretty smile.

Though Andy and I didn’t differ much in looks, our personalities were opposite to say the least.  We were both tall and fair skinned like our father, and we both had our mother’s raven colored hair and hazel eyes that served mostly as tiny mood rings.  However, where Andy was trusting and eager to fall in love, I was skeptical and resistant.

Mother always said he was a more free spirit than I was.  He was young and more open to embracing the possibilities of life.  I was the structured one and believed that nothing came easily.  He wasn’t afraid to take a bite out of whatever life offered, while I had to plan everything leaving nothing to chance.

That domineering and structured part of my personality had always set me apart from the family.  Though they never treated me as different, I always felt that for some reason I was.  

“So...you ever gonna tell me about this new girl who has stolen my fair brother’s heart?”  I joke.

“Ha Ha!”  He snorts.  “She’s just a girl in one of my classes.  She invited me to a party this weekend at her house.  I’m not even sure if I’m going though.”  He sighs looking out his side window.

“What’s she like?”  I ask.

He looks down to his lap as if he’s trying to find the right words.  “Her name is Aurelia.  Strangely, she reminds me a bit of mom.  I know that sounds weird but I just mean they have similar personalities.”

“Oh, so she’s free spirited and leggy.”  I raise my eyebrows at him smiling.

“Yup!”  He chuckles.  “You do know my type.”  

“Well...so far she sounds fine.  I love her name, it’s unique.  Do you know much else about her?”  I prod him.

“Her family moved here when we were in grade school.  I haven’t run in the same circles with her much until now; in high school we share some friends.  Actually, I hadn’t talked to her much at all until she invited me to this party.”  He furrowed his brow looking down.

“You look unsure...what’s on your mind?”  I ask softly.

“No I’m fine.  It’s just odd I guess, not really knowing her and she suddenly decides to talk to me one day.”  He bites his lip.

“You said you share some friends now so maybe she just wants to get to know you.  I think that’s nice.”  I smile.

“You’re sure super supportive today...who are you and what have you done with my sister?”  His face stern then he begins laughing.

“I’m just thankful you’re letting me be nosey.”  I smile at him as I’m stopped at the sign nearing the high school.

“Well, I’ll let you be nosey so long as you back up some when it comes to me meeting girls.  Seriously...I’m tired of getting blocked by my own sister.  It’s damaging my self-esteem.”

I pull up to the curb in front of the school.  I turn to look at him and smile holding my hands up in surrender.  “I can work on this...I offer you that.”

“Deal!”  He calls out smiling.  “I’ll tell you the rest after school then.  See ya!”  He shuts the car door and waves as he walks up the steps to enter the school.

I wave as he disappears in the crowd entering the building.  I pull my car back out onto the road and head off to my first class.

All I can think about is our conversation while I’m driving.  When Andy mentioned the girl’s name, I didn’t get any strange feelings like I did with some of the girls he’d introduced me to in the past.  I could always detect even the slightest hint of negative energy from girls that I didn’t want near my brother.

My brother is a sweet and handsome guy; he plays nearly all the sports and that doesn’t mix well with his soft heart when it comes to girls.  He seems to always attract the girls that just want to be some jock’s arm candy.  They expect him to be the obnoxious handsy guy that does all he can to get them in the sack.  Spend his money on them to impress.  But that’s not Andy.

I always found that fascinating, how these girls just lined up expecting to be treated like crap and almost disappointed when he didn’t meet that stereotype.  He’s the kind of guy you appreciate because he’ll treat you the way a lady deserves to be treated.  I guess there are just some girls that are gluttons for punishment and enjoy being treated badly by guys.  I don’t get it!

I drive around the parking lot of the college until I find a spot to park.  I still have to walk across campus for my first class, but I parked by my last class so I wouldn’t have to walk far later.  I get out of my car and grab my bag with my laptop and books.    I toss my bag over my shoulder after stuffing my purse inside.  I close the car door and begin my long walk to class.
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I’m so tired after sitting through all my classes today.  I had arranged my schedule this term so I had all my classes just two days a week, so I could work for mom and dad at The Center more.  They paid me well compared to some of the other jobs I’ve had, so the long days were well worth it.

My parents always had my brother and me help out at The Center to gain some work experience for college applications, or just to move forward in life whatever direction we chose to travel.  I, however, decided to get my first job at sixteen to buy my own car and pay for my own stuff.  

My parents could afford to give me all that, but I felt the need to earn it on my own.  My mother’s smile beamed with pride when I told her that.  “I guess I won’t have to teach you to be responsible, you already are.”  She said.  

I was able to work on my own all through high school until I had graduated.  Then, my parent’s offered me a full time position at The Center, but requested I take some college courses so I would have more opportunities in life besides just the family business.  So I obliged and they scheduled me around my school hours.  

I was off work today so I had offered to pick up Andy from practice on my way home.  He was waiting right at the curb in front of the school as I drove up.  He smiled and waved as he saw me pull up.

He hops into the passenger seat closing the door.  He has this strange smirk on his face and a twinkle to his eyes.  He fastened his seatbelt and his expression never changed.  I just sat staring at him until he asked me, “What?”

I point to his face, “Nothing!  Just curious what that’s all about?”  I giggle as I drive away from the school.

“What?  Can’t a guy just be happy?”  He asks sarcastically.

“Ok, now I definitely know somethings up.”  I laugh.

“What?  I’m just a happy guy.”  He chuckles.

“Right!”  I raise my brows returning his earlier sarcasm.

“Ok fine....I talked to Aurelia today.”  He turns looking out the passenger window.

“AND!”  I impatiently gesture my hands for him to proceed.

“She’s actually a really nice girl.”  He looks down fidgeting with his hands.  “She walked me to practice and gave me the invitation for her party with the directions and stuff.”

“Well, that is cool!  Did you talk about anything else?”  I ask.

“We didn’t have much time.  She was walking to meet some friends and I was heading to practice, so we only had a few minutes.”  He answered scrunching his nose.

“I know that nose scrunch...What else did you talk about?”  I point at him accusingly.

He chuckles, “I can’t hide anything from you.  Fine...she gave me her number and told me to call her this week before the party.”

“OH!”  I say trying to hide my smirk.  We rode in silence for a few moments before I had to ask, “So...you gonna call her?”

“Maybe...I don’t know.  I don’t know what to say.  I guess I really don’t know her and feel a bit awkward now.”  He looks down fidgeting with his hands again.

“If you call her...you do know that you can get to know her better.”  I suggest laughing.

He chuckles, “Yeah, I guess that’s true.  But she was walking down to meet a couple of the groupies we have at practice...kinda killed my interest a bit.”

“You said you shared some friends in common so she can’t be all that bad.  You don’t know why she happened to be meeting her friends there today.”  I elbow him over the console.  “Maybe she was there to be your groupie.”  I wink and smile making him laugh.

“Yeah, that’s all I need.  I’ve already tried dating some of those girls and well...”  He turns to me with an accusing look on his face, “...you know how that panned out.”  

“Look, I already promised you earlier I would try to back off as much as possible but you have to work with me on that.”  I point my finger at him.

“And how do you suggest I ‘work with you’ on that?”  He mocks.

I pull into our driveway and grab my stuff before opening the car door.  I look up answering him first.  “Bring over girls that have some self-esteem and aren’t skanky....then I’ll keep my mouth shut!”  

“Yeah!”  He scoffs as he gets out of the car slinging his bag over his shoulder.
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“It will be just a few more days until you meet your future Queen.”  I clap my hands together bursting with pride as I smile at Conner.

“Yes sire...we have waited a long time for that day!”  Conner replies with similar enthusiasm.  

I wonder if he remembers my precious little girl.  I will never forget her wonderful face just as it was the night she was stolen from our home.  Her porcelain skin soft as velvet.  Her nearly toothless smile.  The way her eyes changed color with her moods.  The sound of her laugh when I tickled her tummy.

“Have the preparations been made for her arrival?”  I ask Conner while he’s preparing my afternoon beverage.  

“Yes sire.  Her previous bedroom has been updated for a woman of her current age.  The tailor has made some magnificent pieces befitting our future Queen that have been added to her wardrobe.  I had one of our maidens pick up some personal items a young lady might require, and those have been placed in her room for her.”  Conner replied as he handed me my glass.

I hurriedly drank as I had been quite parched.  I hand my glass back to Connor nodding for some more.  “Thank you Conner.  All this excitement has left me requiring more sustenance.”

“That is quite understandable sire.  We all share in your elation.  This is a wonderful time for us all.”  Conner smiles as he returns my glass now full.

I look to him questioningly as I sip from my glass.  I set my glass on the side table before I address my companion.  “Conner...do you remember her...my little girl?”  I motion my hand for him to take the seat next to mine.

He nods and sits before me.  “I do sire.  She was a treasure to have around.  I too miss watching her grow up as you.  I know I’m not her father, but I felt a prideful bond being able to serve her none the less.”

“Thank you Conner.”  I empty my glass setting it back on the side table.  I take in what he has said and can understand.  He’s grown up with us as family.  Once his parents were gone, I was all he had left.

Just as he stands from his chair to remove my glass back to the kitchen, I wave for him to sit back down.  I pull two cigars out of my pocket handing him one as he smiles with delight.  “Thank you sire, will we be enjoying these now?”  He looks to me excited.

“Conner....I hope you realize I have always considered you more than a servant to me.  I’ve grown to trust and respect your opinions more than I have ever considered for anyone before.  I think we should enjoy these cigars while we enjoy conversation about the future, my friend.”  I look to him smiling as I trim the end of his cigar, then offer my lighter to light his.

“Thank you sire, I’m quite fond of you as well.”  He nods thanking me for the cigar as he leans back in his chair, finally relaxing.  

“Conner...may I ask you a question?”

“Of course sire, anything!”

“Why have you always refused my offers to turn you?”  I look to him brow furrowed.

“May I speak frankly sire?”

“Of course Conner, I would not have asked had I not been curious.”

He laughs before he answers, meeting my eyes.  “I honestly was prepared to have the same life as my parents.  I had wanted to marry and have children, but of course that is what it is.  I never believed I would be this age and have no heir to leave you to take my place.”

“May I speak with you frankly, Conner?”

“Of course sire.”  He looks to me concerned about what I may have to say.

“I never expected you to leave me a replacement.  To be perfectly honest...your family had fulfilled their debt a century ago.  It was my fear that has kept you all here.  I did not want to throw anyone on the street who dedicated their existence to me...to our kingdom.”

Conner eyes me curiously then asks.  “Why...if we were technically free?”

I chuckled now before answering.  “Honestly, it was me that had become dependent upon your family.  In our world it can be very difficult to find those you can hold dear and trust as I have grown to with your family.  Then you came along to join me in this world and for the first time, I let myself grow to know you as a...friend.”  I nod at him with a smile.

Conner looked as if he didn’t know what to say.  He sat weighing my words carefully.  He looks to me and nods humbly.  “Thank you sire, your words are very kind.”  

“Conner...I’d like to mark the return of my daughter with change.  Change for the better so let us start now...friend.”

He looks to me, studying my face as if he was confused by my words.  “What can I do to help with that sire?”  He offers.

I chuckle then pat his shoulder, “How about you stop calling me sire and begin to call me Marcus?”  

“That is unheard of my king.  What will the others say in the palace?”  He asks stunned.

“Well, I will still keep you under my employ if that’s what you mean.  I would never abandon you or toss you out with nothing.  We can say I gave you a promotion.”  I wave my hands outward as if this was a brilliant idea.

“What will this promotion entail?”  He turns his head looking to me curious.

“I can understand why one would possibly mistrust an offer I make.  I have always ruled with an iron fist.  However, the only string attached is you stay.”  I smile.

“I am still mortal sire...I apologize...Marcus.  So if I stay are you requiring I turn?”  His mood seems heavy upon asking that question.

“I will still leave that as your choice.  I would prefer it if you chose to turn and stay my right-hand man for eternity.  It would make explaining your promotion easier with our human servants and my immortal guard.  None the less...the choice is yours my friend.  I will respect it either way.  Just know I will miss you terribly when you do go.”  

I stand and grab my glass to refill it as Conner watches me.  I turn back to Conner and offer him a drink.  He looks to me stunned and graciously accepts.  I give him a wink and pull out the scotch I have hidden in my liquor cabinet and fill a tumbler glass with some ice.  I carry both our glasses back and return to my seat as I hand Conner the scotch.

“Thank you Marcus.”  He states almost questioning.

I look to him raising my drink to my lips and chuckle.  “Bet you did not know I could fill a glass myself.”  As I sip my drink, I hear him chuckle as well.

Conner takes a long draw from his cigar as he leans back in his chair exhaling.  He takes a sip of his scotch and makes a face.  He turns meeting my eyes again.  “I will make you a deal with Marcus...my King.  I will stay under your employ as long as you will have me.  I also have a stipulation Marcus...my Friend...I will wait for your daughter’s return and then make the decision of whether to turn or not.”

I nearly drop my drink and cigar into my lap.  “You mean you will actually consider turning as a possibility?”  

Conner raises his glass to his face.  “I would like to make sure I will be needed before I decide; that is an offer for my friend.”

“Of course you are needed.”  I place my hand to my heart as if wounded.  “I am too dependent on you to be without and my daughter...you said she’s been raised amongst the humans correct?  Then she may as well be a feral creature.  But you sir...”  I point at Conner matching his stare.  “You are the only one that could help me groom her to be a proper Queen.”

I stand and stagger slightly before him as he watches me, as if I were a drunkard stumbling around the room.  I must have met my need for refreshments as now I’m feeling a bit tipsy from over consumption.  

I motion my hand towards him.  “Hell...you have turned me merciful when I was once feared as the cruelest ruler in existence.  You did what no one else could ever do...and that was getting me to listen to reason.”  I look down shamed as I reveal my deep secret.  Probably one of the many reasons my Anna ran screaming from me into the night.

I walk across my palace library and lean on the mantle over the brick hearth.  “Conner, you changed me as a King.  I needed to improve over the years but was too resistant.  You were honest and challenged me in ways that too many feared to do.  Anyone else I would have beheaded, but YOU I learned to respect.  I had been taught trust, respect, and loyalty were only commanded through fear.  You my friend...taught me that was not the truth anymore.”

Conner smiled as he placed his empty scotch tumbler on the side table.  He met my curious gaze, “Marcus...that was not all me.  Sure, I have been a benefactor of your change...but that change occurred when you became a father.  I think having a daughter to fawn over brought out a tender side of you that you weren’t taught existed.”

I whisper to him sadly, “I never had the proper chance to fawn over her.  That witch took her.”

Conner points to me, “Still, you knew her enough to reveal that side.  You’ve honed those skills for the years she’s been gone.  This journey has made you not just a better King but a wonderful father that she is lucky to have.” 

I smile at him.  “That is exactly why I have you around my friend.  I can reveal things to you without judgment and I always leave the conversation feeling uplifted.  Thank you Conner.”  I walk back over grabbing both our glasses to refill.

“Marcus...”  I hear Conner ask from behind me as I’m adding ice to his glass.  “What’s it like...to be immortal.  I mean aside from your obvious nutritional requirements.”

I chuckle returning to sit with our drinks.  I pass Conner the tumbler glass, smiling.  “I have stories for you my friend.  Every day is an adventure.”
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5 Kyra


[image: image]


“Dinner was wonderful mom.”  I rub my full stomach as I stretch back in my chair.

“Yes it was, thank you mom.  I’m so stuffed.”  My brother Andy mimics me so I pretend to slap his arms sticking my tongue out.  He mimics me in return.

Mom and dad chuckle, “You’re both welcome.”  Mom giggles as she stands to begin gathering dishes.  

My dad jumps up stopping her.  “The kids and I can get this.  You’ve been on your feet all day.  We’ll clean this up and you go find something good for us to snuggle up and watch on TV.”  He smiles as he’s holding her hand over the table.

She smiles at him biting her lip.  “Thank you Nathan.  I’ll just go sit then.”  She mouths ‘thank you’ to Andy and me before disappearing into the living room.

Andy and I stand to help dad gather dishes and left over food from the table, taking it all to the kitchen.  I wrap up the leftovers placing them in the fridge as dad and Andy rinse the dishes and load the dishwasher.

I finish with the food and run back to wipe down the dining room table.  I grabbed the glasses we left on the table and run those back to be added to the dishwasher.

Andy puts the last of the dishes in and fills the soap dispenser, closing the door and starting the dishwasher.  Finally, he catches me staring at him as I’m now perched on the counter.  Dad was still standing at the sink behind Andy.

“What?”  Andy straightens leaning against the counter on one hand.

“So...you gonna call that girl?”  I smirk at him and glance over his shoulder at our dad.

Andy crosses his arms in front of himself, “Why are you so worried if I do or not?”  He furrows his brow at me.

“I was just curious.”  I slide down from the counter.  “I’m heading to my room.  I have a paper to write so I’ll be there if anyone needs me.”  I sigh heavy as I slowly walk out of the kitchen down the hall to my room.

Andy and dad both chuckle from the kitchen.  Dad goes to join mom in the living room.  I hear Andy rush up behind me to startle me, because he still thinks that’s funny.

I open my bedroom door leaving it ajar.  I glance up to see Andy leaning against the doorframe.  I grab my laptop from my bag and flop down on my bed.  Andy chuckles, “Fine!  I’ll call her....happy?”

I smile, “I’ll be happier when you confide in me what you all talked about.”

He rolls his eyes at me turning to head towards his own room.  “Goodnight...nosey!”

I giggle as I open my laptop, “Night!”  I call back.  

I reach for my bag pulling out my chemistry books and some other stuff I had grabbed from the library on campus.  Now, I would be spending the next several hours with our elements.  
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I’m sitting there in a ball gown waiting to be asked to dance.  I sat next to a very large man who doesn’t appear much older than me; next to me surrounded by guards so I can imagine I won’t be dancing this evening.  

The man is fair skinned like I am but he has lighter hair and a commanding stature.  He’s not unpleasant looking, quite the opposite.  He’s very handsome and has chiseled facial features that remind me of my brother.  They have the same strong nose and jawline with a very muscular build.

Party guests walk passed and bow before us.  I smile and say ‘hello’ as they pass.  The man at my side smiles at me proudly then asks me to accompany him to the dance floor.  I nod and look down shyly as he offers his arm to escort me.

The guards part and so does the dancefloor.  It appears every one is taking their seats while we step on the dancefloor together.  He gives me a quick spin and I giggle.  He catches me in his arms and the music begins to play as the crowd claps.

The man is staring at me adoringly.  I have no idea where I am.  Judging by this gown...I have no idea WHEN I am either.  Still...we dance.

My small hand is wrapped in his as his other arm is placed around me with his hand on my back.  He’s holding me so gently as we glide across the floor.  I had no idea I could even dance but we’re gliding across the floor so gracefully, it’s as if I’m floating.

He smiles staring deeply into my eyes.  “I have a whole kingdom to offer you my future Queen.”  

I look at him puzzled...Is he to be my husband....What kind of dream is this?

I return the smile as he spins me across the floor causing me to giggle again as the crowd claps.  He catches me then dips me down holding me in his arms as the song finishes.  The crowd cheers and I laugh as he gently places me back on my feet.

He offers me his arm and escorts me back to our seats.  A very tall thin man approaches as we take our seats.  “May I offer you some refreshments your highness.”  The thin man smiles at me.

The man next to me answers for us both.  “That would be delightful.”  The thin man nods and walks off to grab our drinks.

“Are you enjoying yourself Princess?”  The man next to me asked.

I smile back, still a bit confused, but I reply, “I’m having a wonderful evening, thank you.”  

He nods and then turns overlooking the crowd dancing just below the large chairs and platform we were seated on.  I see a tear form in the corner of his eye.  I reach out placing my hand over the back of his, concerned.

“I’ve missed you terribly my child.”  He clears his throat choked up by the moment.

‘My child’?  What’s this guy talking about.  Maybe this is one of those past life dreams mom talks about.  

Oh...Ok....I’ll just go along and maybe it will fulfill something.  That’s what mom would advise.

“I’ve missed you!”  I tell him as his eyes meet mine stunned.  I know I shouldn’t have lied....but I’m trying to go along with whatever this is.  I need to remain calm.

“You remember me?”  He asks pointing at himself and staring at me with hope in his eye.

I motion across the room with my hand as I answer.  “I remember you...but I don’t remember all of this.”

He chuckles sounding delighted.  “That’s because you haven’t seen this yet my child.  This is your welcome home party.”

“My welcome home party?”  I question even more confused than before.

The thin tall man brings us our drinks and I thank him before looking back to the gentleman next to me waiting for an answer.  He chuckles as our eyes meet.  “Of course...you didn’t think returning home would go uncelebrated did you?”

I smile looking down towards my cup.  “I wasn’t sure what to expect.”  

He pats my hand now and offers his cup up to me as ‘cheers’, so I raise my cup in return.  Our glasses clink and he hurriedly takes a sip.  I raise the cup to my face nearing my lips.  Before I raise my glass to sip, I notice the liquid looks dark and thick like a metallic smelling molasses.  

Just then, the windows explode inwards sending glass shards out across the room.  My drink falls from my hand splashing and breaking near my feet.

I’m quickly grabbed by the man at my side while a guard rushes over and throws himself over the both of us.

Suddenly, a man shouts from across the room.  “She’s does not belong with you!”  

The man and I turn to see a cloaked figure levitating in the window.  We both watch in awe as he begins to float from the window ledge and across stilling himself high above the crowd in the center of the room.  He removes the hood of his cloak and the crowd gasps.

I look to the gentleman stunned as I notice his breathing was heavy and he had a fierce snarl on his face.  He looks up, his forehead creasing in anger and hisses the name “Cyrus!”
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I wake still hearing the sound of the commotion in my ears.  What kind of dream was that?  I notice I’m drenched in sweat still lying in front of my laptop and books.  I place my books back in my bag and turn off my laptop setting it on the desk as I go to grab fresh clothes from my dresser.

I decide to sneak in a shower and hopefully that’ll help me shake off that dream.  I walk into the bathroom placing my clothes on the counter.  I undress and step into the shower.  

I can’t stop rerunning that dream in my head.  Trying to place all the faces I saw.  The only name I remember mentioned was Cyrus.  I think I had a grandpa with that name, but I don’t remember ever meeting him.

I finish in the shower and dress.  I brush my teeth still thinking of this dream.  I was trying to place everything to see if I could figure this out.  

It appeared we were in a ballroom of some sorts.  I was told I was the future Queen and then later called Princess.  I can’t forget the look of that drink I was served.  If I didn’t know better I’d think it was blood.  I rinse my mouth and put my toothbrush in the holder.  I grab my laundry off the floor and add it to the hamper against the wall.

I walk out of the bathroom and I feel wide awake.  I decide to grab a snack from the kitchen and notice my parents asleep in front of the TV.  Mom’s snuggled up in dad’s arms and he has the sweetest smile on his face.  I wonder if he’s dreaming or if he fell asleep like that. 

I grab the blanket that was folded and laid across the back of the couch, and cover them both.  I whisper ‘goodnight’ and then turn to grab my snack from the kitchen.  I’ll just eat in my room and maybe take another crack at that paper since I’m up now.  No sense in waking anyone else up.

I turn off the kitchen light and head back to my room with a sandwich in my hand.  For tonight, I’ll put the dream behind me.  I’m not too worried...wouldn’t be the first time I had a weird dream.  Actually, I have odd dreams a lot. 
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6 Kyra


[image: image]


We’re sitting and enjoying our typical breakfast before work.  My parents and I discussing what work needs to be accomplished at The Center today.  Mom wants me to sit in on a couple of her classes so that I can cover for her if ever needed.  Dad thought that was a wonderful idea as it would free up some of her time to help him in the store.  

Last year, dad had trained Andy to take charge of our inventory control and ordering; so on Andy’s days at the shop, he handled all the orders and we took care of stocking after he had checked everything in.  

Andy had received a large order over the weekend and my parents were still trying to get it all stowed away.  We used to have other rooms that were used for storage until they were renovated into classrooms.  My parents were making due with an old utility room that they were setting up as a storeroom.

I hear my brother stumbling around down the hall emerging from his bedroom.  He joins us for breakfast before he prepares himself for school.  He has to leave earlier on the bus since we won’t be here to take him to school.  

“Good morning all!”  Andy stretches yawning, and then reaching for the plate of fruit in the middle of the table to fill his plate.  

“Good morning son!”  Our parents both greet him smiling across the table.

Andy elbows me as I’m stuffing a piece of toast in my mouth.  I look at him meeting his eyes as he asks me, “So what was last night?”

I look at him quizzically, “What are you talking about?”

“I heard your voice talking then I heard you wandering the house.”  He meets my gaze.

“Oh...yeah...I guess I fell asleep doing my homework.  I had the strangest dream.  I woke up, took a shower, and then I couldn’t go back to sleep, so I grabbed a snack.  I worked on my paper for a little bit before going back to sleep.  I’m sorry for waking you.  I didn’t know I made so much noise.”  I look at Andy apologetically.

Andy chuckles, “Well, it was you giggling that first woke me.  I just figured you were on the phone or something.  I heard you call out something and next I knew I heard the shower going.  It’s no biggie...just being nosey.”  He smiles at me as he crams a piece of toast into his mouth.

I laugh, “You’re such a butt!”  I get up and walk my plate over to the sink.  I pour myself another cup of coffee.  I turn leaning my back on the counter and pull my cup up to my face blowing on it before I took a sip.

Mom walks in also placing her plate in the sink.  She looks at me concerned.  “Was it a bad dream?”

“Well...no it wasn’t bad, it was only slightly stranger than some of the other dreams I’ve had.”  I giggle remembering some of the odd dreams over time that I have had.

My mom exchanges a strange glance with my father before looking at me shifting back to a concerned look.  “You remember much of it?  Do you want to talk about it?”  She sips the last of her coffee then turns to place her cup in the sink.

“I got one name this time.....Sylas or Cyrus or something.”  I shake my head trying to remember.  That’s when I hear dishes in the sink shatter.  My mom had dropped her coffee mug into the sink shattering the plates and anything else that was in there.

“Mom!”  I call out as I rush to her side.  She’s wide-eyed and mouth agape.

She looks down, cursing as she starts trying to pick up all the broken dishes.  I reach over stopping her and call for Andy to get the dust pan.  “Mom you’re going to cut yourself....stop.”

She turns to me and I see she’s trembling.  “Where did you hear that name?”  She whispers out and dad quickly rushes to her side.

I furrow my brow meeting her stunned gaze.  “In that dream, the man I was sitting with in the dream called him that after the explosion.”

She coughs involuntarily and gasps out, “Explosion?”  My dad had run over and was clutching to her as if he was trying to keep her from falling.

“Ok, I’ll tell you from start to finish.”  My parents both nod at me listening.  “I was at some ball...or prom...or something and was sitting with a gentleman close to my age.  There were guards all over the place so I don’t know where I was.  We danced and talked.  I was served some weird drink and then the windows exploded when that guy showed up.”  

I look at my mom questioning as she appears breathless, “Didn’t we have a grandpa with that name or something?”

My mother nods as tears form in her eyes.  She slowly turns her head until she’s staring into my father’s eyes.  

My father clears his throat and tells me.  “Cyrus is her father, your grandfather.  He’s been gone a long time, so it’s still hard for your mother to hear his name because she misses him so.”  Dad cuddles mom close, then whispers to her and leads her to sit back at the dining table.

Andy looks over concerned.  “Good going...you upset mom.”  I purse my lips and raise my brow at him.  I walk back to take my seat so I can sit with mom at the table.  I smack Andy on the back of the head on my way by and he turns “Hey!”

“Enough you two.”  Our father speaks calmly.  He’s standing behind mom with his hands on her shoulders.  

My mother looks up at me, roughly wiping her cheeks with the side of her hand.  “So these are the dreams you have all the time.  Why haven’t you told me?”  She looks to me sad, yet with an angry tone to her voice.

“Oh, no mom!”  I reach across the table grabbing her hand rubbing my thumb across the back of her hand.  “This is the most vivid one I’ve ever had by far.  I thought it was a past life thing I was experiencing, so I just went along with it.  I woke up after that guy appeared and was shouting.”  I smile at her letting her know I’m fine.

My dad looks curiously at me. “Who was shouting?  The man you danced with or Cyrus?”

I look at him matter-of-factly.  “Cyrus...the guy at the end.  Everything before that was calm and quite nice.”

My mother looks down at the table as another tear spills down her cheek.  “What did he say?  Cyrus...what did he say?”

I sat trying to remember his exact words.  “He said something like ‘she doesn’t belong here’ or ‘she doesn’t belong to you’.  I can’t remember for sure.”

Mom loses all the color to her face and dad leans in whispering something into her ear as she was clearly becoming more upset.

I squeeze her hand trying to get her to look at me but she never removes her gaze from the table.  I giggled and that drew her to meet my eyes, “Mom there’s nothing to get upset about.  I mean it was just a dream.  The guy was flying for Pete’s sake.  So I know it was not real.”

Andy looks at me confused, “Flying?  He was flying?”  

I laugh, “Yeah...one minute I was dancing with some random guy that was calling me Princess and telling me how he had missed me.  The next minute, the windows in this ballroom were exploding, and in flies that Cyrus guy in a robe.”

Andy and I both look at each other chuckling.  I turn as I hear my parents whispering to each other.  My mother appeared to be speaking through gritted teeth.  Finally, my dad looks at me and smiles.  “It probably was just one of those past life dreams you mentioned. Dreams can mean so many things; they can be very confusing and not all of them necessarily mean anything at all.”

Dad gives my mother a pat on the shoulder then walks over to check the clock.  “We better get moving if we’re planning on working today.”  

I smile at Andy, ruffling his bed head as I stand from the table.  “See ya after school little brother.”  I giggle as he swats at my hands in his hair, smacking himself in the process.

Mom looks up from the table at dad and me while we gathered our things.  “I think I need to take care of a couple things so I’ll be behind you both shortly.”  She nods at both dad and me.  

I shrug my shoulders at dad, “I guess I’ll ride with you.”  Dad nods and I walk over to my mom, “Here’s my car keys. Remember, the clutch is stiff.”  I smile and kiss her cheek.  She thanks me and waves us off to work.
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“So dad...why did my dream upset mom so much?”  I look at my father as he’s driving us to The Center.

“You know how your mom is into all this paranormal stuff.  That’s part of what drew her here.  The ghost stories and phenomena of Oregon.  She’s fascinated by both the natural and what many would consider unnatural.”  Dad answers me shrugging his shoulders.

“Is this like that time she was convinced I was some kind of medium or something like that?  She brought me to that friend she had from The Center so the lady could read my aura or whatever.”  

He gets a strange smirk on his face and answers.  “Yeah...kinda like that.”

I chuckle, “I wonder what she has planned for me now.  Maybe have that friend come by and she’ll realign my chi.”

Dad chuckles, “Yeah, because that’s your problem.  That chi of yours is out of whack.”  I laugh with him.  “No...I’m pretty sure it will have something to do with snake charmers and blowing incense in your face.  I know how much you love that.”  He laughs.

“Oh, you make it sound fun.”  I laugh replying to him.

He pulls the car in, parking in his spot behind The Center.  “Well, here we are.  You ready to work today?”  He turns looking at me.

I laugh, “I’ll try to look busy ‘boss’...promise.”  He laughs and we both get out of the car grabbing our stuff before heading inside the building.

My dad holds the door open for me and his phone rings from his pocket.  I look at him and gesture my hand that I’ll go in and he can take his call.  He nods and I shut the door behind me.  

I know we’ve laughed and joked all morning but I have this weird feeling; especially, after my mother’s reaction.  I’m not quite sure what to make of that.  Maybe she really believed I had some sort of paranormal powers.  

I know my mom is in to this harmony with nature and embraces the fact there may be paranormal activity in life that we don’t understand yet.  She was always the one to comfort me through all my dreams before telling me there were logical explanations for everything.

Personally...I don’t know what to believe anymore.  She never was spooked this badly by any other dreams I had.  But those were just glimpses or pictures of odd things.  I’ve dreamed about battles, an angry man, running as if chased through the woods, strange gatherings on full moons, and other assorted strange dreams.  

I remember before being only a spectator...not actually interacting with those I’m dreaming of.  Maybe that’s what freaked her out so bad.  I know it’s been bugging me too.

I was walking around opening up the classroom doors and turning the lights on in the store when my dad walked back in.  I smile as he walks up hanging his coat on the wall near the register.  He smiles, “Your mother is on her way.”

“Good.  I didn’t realize there was still that much inventory to put up.”  I smile back at him while mentally counting all the overflowing boxes.

He looks to me, “Your mother wants you to start keeping a sleep journal again.”

“Well, that’s better than wanting to exorcise me for demons.”  I giggle causing dad to laugh.  He points his finger smiling at me as to say ‘good point’.
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7 Anna
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“Come on...pick up...pick up!”  I half scream at my phone waiting for Amelia to pick up.

“Hello!”  Amelia greets me on the other end.

“Amelia...Oh Thank God!  It’s Happening Again!”  I try to not show the panic in my voice but it poured out with every word.

“It’s ok dear...her dreams went away before.  Calm down and tell me what happened.”  Amelia’s soothing voice was just what I needed right now.

“This one was stronger than the others.  She said she danced with a gentleman and then Cyrus crashed the party at the end.”  I slow trying to catch my breath.

“Really?  She saw Cyrus?”  Amelia asks calmly but curious all the same.

“That’s what Kyra had said.  I guess she was giggling and talking loud enough that Andy could hear her in his room last night.”  I explained to Amelia.

“Oh, this was a strong one if she was actively participating.”  Amelia paused as if thinking.  “Maybe it’s time to tell her.  You really should tell Andy too.  It’s only a matter of time before they learn the truth.”  Amelia warns.

“I don’t want them to know all the truth.  I was trying to give them a choice in life.  That’s why I’ve fought so hard to keep normalcy in their lives.”

“They have a birth rite that you are keeping them from Anna.  The coven will soon want reports on their progress and if they
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