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Prologue
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Marley BlossomBlade made her way to the king’s chambers. It was mid-afternoon here in Demora while it was late evening in the earth realm. 

She had been summoned by her father, the king and Marley wondered why. She didn’t presume to guess but she did not know his mind.

“Your Highness.” The coffee-skinned guard at the door to the spacious room bowed to her.

“Pawn.” 

He straightened and bowed only his head this time before opening the door for her. Pawn was a simple title given to guards who worked under a knight. Their station was higher than the other guards. They made more money and had better living conditions.

They would be called not to go to war but to protect the royal family as their personal guards should a war break out and the senior knights were called to fight. 

She moved inside the room well-lit and decorated in shades of brown and cream.

She bowed to her father who was seated behind a large old desk with the coat of her mother’s family carved into it. It had been a gift when her parents married. However, he wasn’t alone. A tall male occupied the guest chair covered in lush fabric.

“Highness.”

“Come.” Zerren Blossom motioned with his hand, the ring on it visible. The gold ring’s face contained the family of Blossom’s crest.

She turned to the other male who faced her and placed her left palm over her right fist and bowed to him as well. “Highness.”

King Zyak Blade was the ruler of the realm despite their being four kingdoms in Demora. 

The Blossoms had wanted to control Demora, but the Blades had held fast against them despite marrying their daughter to the Blossoms for the truce that had ended a costly war that had raged for one hundred years.  

“It is good to see you again, granddaughter,” he said. “Come forth and give an old man a hug.”

She smiled and moved to him as he rose. “Hello, grandfather.”

He swept her into his arms for a tight hug. Then, he kissed her forehead. “You are as lovely as your mother, princess.”

She smiled. “Thank you.” Unlike the kingdom of Blossom, the kingdom of Blade, the ruling house of Demora, females were prized for their strength, intellect, and skill. They could rule, while here it was unlikely that she would ever do so.

“How are you?”

“I am well,” she said. 

“Your father tells me you are back on active status.”

“I am.” 

“Sit.” He motioned for her to take the other chair, and she did so. “Your father told me he’d called you home and I decided to stay. I need a few words with you.”

“Yes, My Liege.” 

“Your Highness, what request is it you wish to make?”

“It has come to both our attention five men and women in the eservice of wish and vengeance work have been called and then killed. We fear the human hunters may be working from a list,” her father said gravely.

“The list could have been taken from a text compiled by a human in the late 1700s,” her grandfather replied. “The book has since been lost. We have no idea how the book came into being only that it is called The Book of Demora. My intelligence says the book was linked to a young woman who had been in a relationship with a demon.”

“In what time period?” she asked carefully.

“We aren’t sure,” her father answered quietly. “We know nothing of the young woman except that she was a witch who forged a bond with a demon in a prior lifetime.”

“Maybe you are aware of the demon we speak of,” her grandfather remarked giving her a somber look. “I know you worked with humans as well as half-demons and witches.”

“You haven’t given me enough to go on,” she replied. She knew very little about the Book of Demora except that it had been compile by a dark witch who’d made working with demons his life. 

“We have nothing else except the book was last seen nearly a hundred years ago. Some pages were torn from it and those are the pages those hunters are using,” her grandfather answered.

She nodded. “My Liege, I have no answers,” she said. “The book?” 

“The pages were torn from the book, but the book hasn’t been seen. There is also one other text that was compiled. The Blood Text the hunters call it,” her father went on. “The book contains information on how to call and contain over ten upper-level knights in four royal houses.”

The concern on her father’s face drifted over her, making her arms pimple with the fear he felt.

She knew where the Blood Text was. The Blood Text had been compiled by two humans. 

One who’d been a witch who called demons for their services and the other had found the book and had added to it. That last creator had ensured no demon could steal the book.

In order to take it from the home where it now resided, the book had to be given to her willingly by she or he who possessed it.

“You must find the texts,” her grandfather insisted. “They must be destroyed.”

“Am I at liberty to grant a wish of immortality or everlasting riches and success or whatever the human who possesses the books requests?”

Immortality was a tricky thing. They could grant it and gave the recipient a potion that contained blood from one of the immortals. In this case, it would be from one of the rare immortals of her family.

There were only two of them in her father’s family and six in her grandfather’s, though her grandfather himself wasn’t one of them. Immortality was a genetic anomaly, a recessive gene seen in only thirty percent of the population. 

Both her families carried the gene, but she and her brother through her parents’ union were the only two in her father’s family that were immortal. 

“Whatever wish they ask, you may grant,” her grandfather said. “However, if you can retrieve the texts without granting any requests or if you can kill them to ensure their silence, then do that instead.”

“Yes, My Liege,” she said with a nod. 

“You have some idea who has them?” her father asked.

“I am only attempting to find out what I am at liberty to do or not do.”

Both men nodded. 

“A wish could gain me the texts, and I could then wipe their memories of having ever had the book or books,” she said.

“I’ll grant you the ability to wipe minds,” her grandfather said. “When you have recovered the information, the power will fade.”

“On its own or will you remove it from me?” she asked. That ability was a skill she would love to have. As it was, Marley used a special dust to remove information from minds.

“I will take it back,” he said. “I will allow you to borrow my gift.” 

She held out her hand and her grandfather put his on hers. Her hand glowed gold and then turned black for a moment before all color faded.

“Now, I would like to discuss something with you before you leave,” her grandfather said.

“Yes, My Liege.”

“I have spoken with your father,” he began. “He tells me because you are a woman your chances of ruling his kingdom are next to nothing.”

“I accept this as my fate.” Some of them were immortal and some were simply very long-lived due to mixing with other species. Her families had a mixture of both.

“However, in the House of Blade there is no such rule and as you are the heir of your mother, our eldest heir, you will be my successor. You have fifty years before your training will begin. You will be recalled here to Demora to take your place at court.”

Her grandfather wasn’t one of the immortals though he had the gene for it as her father’s family did. As such, her grandfather could live for thousands more years yet which would give him decades to train her and then ultimately step down and continue to advise her.

“My Liege may I take a bride of my choosing?”

“Yes, you may but she can only be a witch or a half demon or some combination thereof. No angel combinations will be accepted.” 

“When I return, my rank will be?”

“You will maintain your rank in Blossom House,” her father said. “As well as your Black Thorn position. Also, you’ll be sent as an emissary to the kingdom of Coral Hollow.”

“Why?” she asked curiously. Coral Hollow had been in chaos for almost five hundred years with the kingdom having split in two.”

“The matriarch of the House of Coral has reclaimed the kingdom,” her father said. “You’ll come home in a week for the visit.”

“Majesty—”

“You still have duties here,” her father interrupted. “At which time you will meet the new heir.”

“In addition, you will gain your title as Princess of Blade at that time,” her grandfather said quietly. “But the title will be changed to something more befitting your sexuality. With it you will gain the coveted title of King’s Knight.” 

The title would make her the head of a knight organization and give her more power than she now had. 

“And my bride?”

“Will gain the title of Princes of Blade with all the rights attendant on any female of the position. Make sure this woman isn’t also masculine of center. She will not be welcome as her job will be to carry out the duties of a female.”

“Yes, My Liege,” she responded. 

“Her soul and her heart will be Demora’s once you place your ring on her finger, so choose wisely and make sure she understands that her life will be here. There will be no going back.”
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“I would kill for that part,” Kate Lars muttered, shaking her head. 

“It is a dream roll,” the brunette next to her agreed with a nod. “But killing would be a bridge too far.”

“For you maybe,” Kate murmured. “The reality is, that’s a career making roll and just think what doors it would open. I’d go from nobody to the next star. I’d sell my soul for that part.”

“Don’t get ahead of yourself because it’s just not worth all that. Your time will come,” her companion said. “Just trust that maybe the lord has something so much better in store for you.”

“Like what? Going back home to a going nowhere job? No. Uh-uh. That’s not what I want for myself.”

“Relax. You’ll get a good role.”

“I want this one. I don’t want to relax,” Kate grumbled. “I’m tired of waiting.”

Her companion sighed. “I have to get back to the studio. Don’t be late.”

“I won’t,” Kate said. “I don’t want to lose this crappy part.”

“See you in a minute.” The woman with her got up and put a bill on the table before striding from the small café. 

Kate shook her head. “I would sell my soul,” she said under her breath. “It would be worth it to be somebody.”

“You already are somebody.” An older woman patted her on the shoulder. “Watch the words you use, dear. Ambition can turn into a nightmare.” The gray-haired older woman ambled out the door. 

“What does she know,” Kate growled and dug into her purse. She pulled out her billfold and looked inside. She was tired of barely scraping by. She wanted to be somebody with more than two hundred dollars to her name.

“I couldn’t help overhearing your conversation.”

Kate looked up and right into a pair of brown eyes set into an attractive face. The midnight black hair was longish in top though cropped short around the face. 

“Hi, may I sit, Kate?”

Kate blinked. “How do you know my name?”

“Let’s just say you and I have a similar gripe. We’re both tired of being nobody.”

Kate frowned. “I don’t really have more than a minute,” she said. “I need to get back to the studio.”

“Where you’d like to get the starring role in the movie?”

Her frown deepened. “Y-yeah. How’d you know? I’ve never seen you at the studio.”

The woman gave her a benevolent smile and took the seat across from her at the round table for two.

“So, you’d like to be a star, and I can help with that,” the woman said. “You said you’d give anything including your soul. Did you mean that?”

“Honey, I meant it,” she said quickly. “This part would open so many doors for me on screen and stage.”

“And that means something to you?”

“Everything,” she exclaimed. “It means everything to me.”

“Then, let’s talk about this. How long do you think you’d like to purchase?”

“Come again? I thought we were talking about me becoming a star not buying insurance or something.”

“Oh, no. I’m not in that business, but how long do you think you’d like to be a star for, in years?”

“Until I’m old and gray and all I want to do is spend time with my grandchildren.”

“How old would that be?”

“Seventy, seventy-five.”

“So, you’d like to be a star until the end of your sixty-ninth or seventy-fourth year?”

“My seventy-fourth,” she said. “But I’d like to not look a day over fifty at seventy-five.”

“An eternal beauty,” she murmured.

“With lots of Academy Awards, a few Tonys and men begging to be my lover.”

“Aren’t they already?”

Kate gave her a little laugh. “Not the way they’d be if I was a star.”

“So, you’re certain, this role is worth selling your soul?”

“You can have it as long as I get this part.”

The woman reached into the jacket of her suit and produced a piece of paper and a pen. The pen was one of those quill pens with a dark feather. 

“Look it over and tell me if there is something in there you can’t live with. You’ll get that part today.”

“I will?” Kate asked carefully. “Madeline Carver is a star. They aren’t going to dump her for me.”

“If you want the part, trust me. She will be gone by the time you get back.”

Kate studied her for a moment. In a business like this, people rarely kept their word, but this woman was offering to give her something she desperately wanted.

“What’s the catch?” Kate asked carefully.

“For who?”

“For me,” she muttered. “I don’t care if Madeline dies for me to get the part. I just want it, and I want to know what you’re going to extract for it later,”

The woman, attractive with dark hair and eyes gave her a benevolent smile. “You sign, I give you what you want, and in seventy-five years, I get your immortal soul.”

Kate looked at the contract. 

“You’ll sign away all rights to redress and renegotiation.” 

“But I’ll get this part, and you’re not going to make me a porn star?”

The woman smiled. “Porn is at your discretion, but we’re talking about this life changing part, not illicit stardom as a porn star.”

“Is that a no to the porn star part?” Kate asked firmly. “Yes or no.”

“That’s a no to the porn start part.”

“I’ll get the part today?” Hope took wing inside her. This would be the beginning of her dreams coming true, and she wouldn’t have to go running home with her tail between her legs begging her mother for her room back.

“As soon as you get back
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