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About Jacqueline

He hid his grin by turning his head away. She wasn’t one for waiting. He, on the other hand, spent most of his days and nights standing in place, waiting. He heard her stand and turned, expecting to see the elder. Instead, she was looking intently to her left.

“What?” He moved closer, lowering his hand so he could call on his sword if needed. 

“Tattoo.” She whispered and then started walking toward a large man they didn’t know. 

He looked big enough to be an Alterealm guard. Aslac followed her. Later, when she wasn’t rushing toward an unknown situation, he’d remind her that she wasn’t supposed to do that. He was to be in the lead in this kind of situation. 

“Excuse me.”

The man paused and glanced at her before stopping and turning. 

“I’m lost.” She gave Aslac a quick look. That one second was enough for him to know she was telling him to be ready. “We’re lost, actually. The guard—” She sighed. “Is it a station? Courtyard?”

“Yard. The guard yard.”

“Yes.” She pointed at him. 

Aslac frowned; her finger was aimed at his arm, which was covered with the Alterealm mates' tattoo. A chill moved up his spine. There was a circular area near his elbow without marking on it. He knew that tattoo was something that wouldn’t fade or wear off. It wasn’t just what his eyes were seeing that had his wings spreading. He could sense magic, and he was certain it wasn’t a power that the man carried within him. “Lady.” He stepped closer to Mystral, just from being together through all the years, she knew without words that something wasn’t right. She lifted her hand, and he prepared for the flare of her magic. 

A moment passed, and nothing happened. “Resistant.” She hissed. 

Aslac’s sword was in his hand. 

Mystral stepped back. “Call the princes.” 

He didn’t turn to see who she spoke to. The large man turned to face him fully. The smile on his face was not of the friendly variety. “You are the traitor within Alterealm.” He knew his words would reverberate because of the magic within him that he was holding back. There was no reason to expend the energy to use it when someone had shielded this man with magic. Once he subdued him, he would have his lady trace the touch of magic the man carried.

“I don’t think you want to do this.” The man growled. He lifted his arm and reached behind him. One of the preferred long swords was in his hand when he lowered his hand. He’d been hiding it with glamor. 

When was the last time he’d fought without magic to aid him? He couldn’t remember, but he wasn’t going to let this man escape the justice he deserved. Before he could debate the matter any further, a sword came toward him. 

Raising his own, he met the strike with his own. His kind couldn’t fly, but his wings were useful in the way that they became an extension of his efforts and braced his weight to take the brunt of the hit. When the Alterealmian raised his weapon to strike again, his wings shifted to able him to leap back and gain a better stance before the swing connected. 

Aslac was not a meek man, but the one attempting to slice him up had a greater size and bulk than he did. He felt the air shift near his head before he saw Mystral’s whip wrap around the man's forearm. She didn’t need magic to fight either, and he was glad for it, just as long as she stayed out of reach. 
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Mystral walked along the trickling waterway carrying her shoes. She could have made them disappear, but she had watched humans do this on their beaches and wanted to try it. She knew she wasn’t human, nor did she want to be one, but from time to time, she tried something they did to see why they did it and what feelings it stirred. 

She smiled as a frog tried to jump over the water onto the stones in the middle. It failed, but didn’t give up. It fought the water until it reached the stones. She was like that creature. Always fighting to get through something. 

Pausing, she put her shoes on with a blink of magic. Other than wet feet, she wasn’t having any new emotions doing this. Looking up at the sky, she smiled again. Her cousin had bound her magic and life to a human. Surely, that changed the trajectory of events to tip them in their favor. If fate had planned that for the princess, and it was accepted, then she could only hope good things were lying in wait for herself. 

Sighing, she started to walk again. Just as long as Aireese planned to take the throne eventually, that would afford her some freedom. It was selfish. She knew that. Her life hadn’t been a hard one. Being in line for a throne had many perks others didn’t have, but the expectations were amplified to the point of it feeling like a weight sat on her chest all the time. 

Her aunt, their ruler, had been overwhelmed with high council visits after the violet sunrise Aireese’s mating had caused, so she couldn’t get in to speak with her. Now, she was going to attempt to speak to some of the elders about prophecies. 

They had long lives and memories. She hoped some of them would shed light on what the future had in store for their realm and their royals and maybe give her a hint of what direction her life was going to take. 

Aireese was still young enough to have a dozen children if she desired, so the pressure for Mystral to birth an alternative line for the throne was, hopefully, less than it had been up until now. She didn’t want to be a royal. She wanted to be a warrior. Which was laughable to many, but she knew there had been great female warriors in FaTerra’s history, so she wasn’t going to give up on her desires yet. 

Pausing, she checked for any communication from those closest to her. Occasionally, she got lost in her own thoughts so deep that she missed them. Firo was silent. That wasn’t surprising at all. She smiled and skipped over the thread to Reese. She likely had other, more pleasant things to do than send messages. Aslac was silent too, which was odd for him, but the connection seemed well enough, so she’d accept he was well. Of course, if he ever weren’t or were harmed in any way, people would die because of it, and then she would pluck out his fair hair one by one for scaring her. 

With a sigh, she sent her form to the outskirts of the valley. Long walks gave her too much time to think wishful thoughts. When she appeared before it, Aslac walked out through the border. She cocked her head to the side and gave him a focused look. 

His eyes widened in surprise, and then his expression relaxed. “I was checking if any of the guards had seen Visha.” He pulled his shoulders back, causing his wings to sit higher.

“Was there any who had?”

He shook his head.

“I’m going to speak with Amyas to see if I can talk to some of the elders about prophecies.”

His eyebrows went up. “You think they’ll have information?”

She sighed. “I can hope.” Mystral glanced at the entrance, and when she looked back at him, he gave her that weird look he always gave her. Sometimes, she thought he could see right through her, and it was unnerving. 

“Did you crawl through a thicket to get here?” He shook his head. “Turn around.”

She tried to look over her shoulder to see why, but saw nothing out of place. Turning, she waited and felt him brush his hand over her wings and then the back of her hair. It sent a shiver down her spine. Having sensitive wings was both a blessing and a curse. It enabled her to feel more around her, but occasionally, any touch was bothering. 

“There. Now you’re ready to walk among the elders.”

She turned and looked at him.

“Cobwebs.” He shrugged. 

She sighed. She’d been so absorbed in her thoughts that she must have walked through a web.

“Do you need me to go with you?” He stepped back away from her. 

Mystral looked at the border. “I think I may learn more alone.”

His expression was undecided. “You send for me if you have any problems.”

She smiled. “And you’ll barge through the barrier and rescue me?”

He shrugged. “Or beg to come in, whatever works.”

She laughed. His words at times made him sound cowardly and afraid of everything, but she knew better than anyone that underneath his weak persona was a fierce warrior and deadly fighter. “I’m sure I’ll be fine. You should go check the Gemini buildings and make sure none are lurking nearby.”

He nodded. “That reminds me, while Merikh was out in the drylands trying to help regeneration from Arwan’s magic sucking the life out of it, he says he saw Aislin.  We should go look for her when you’re done here.”

Mystral nodded. “Yes. Perhaps she’ll be curious enough about the sunrise to want company.”

Aslac backed up a step and pointed at her. “I will observe from a distance, and you can be the company.” He disappeared. 

She shook her head. Aslac kept things interesting. They hadn’t always gotten along. At first, he was mean and barked at her, but now, after so long together, he was like the annoying older brother she never had. Mostly, he was a friend. Her position didn’t allow her many of those, unless you counted pampered highborns, and she avoided those like a death sentence. 

The entrance opened, and Tarak stood there. “Lady Mystral.” He bowed his head. “Amyas said you would be coming for a visit.”

Mystral smiled and stepped through into Cenyerly Valley. There was no way the elders didn’t know what was in the future for FaTerra and the other realms, and she was going to find the answers they needed. 
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Aslac brought himself out on the roof across from the Gemini building. It was always wise not to just show up in front of their place. Safer too. Going over to the edge, he looked down and then across the alleyway. All seemed quiet. 

Taking a deep breath, he exhaled slowly so he could focus. The fog in his head was bad each time he left Cenyerly Valley, but this time it seemed worse. He rolled his shoulders. That probably had something to do with not getting much rest lately. 

Extending his arms, like a fledgling would, he reached out to see if there were any magic energies nearby. It took more intense focus than it should have, and it made him wonder if he’d picked up something extra while visiting the elders. 

Satisfied that the only magic trace near the building was the princesses, he dropped his arms and stood there. It was no wonder focus was off; the events that had taken place recently were mind-boggling. Their heir to the throne was fully bonded with a human. A very large human, but still completely human. At no time in his long life had he thought that would be something that could happen. To make it more shocking, the Queen was delighted with the mating. 

He went to the other side to check for any movement of anyone who didn’t fit in this neighborhood. What he didn’t understand was what it meant for the Queen after Aireese. She would have diluted magic, having a human father. Wouldn’t she? What did that mean for FaTerra? He wasn’t going to complain if a Queen had slightly less scary magic, but would their realm be safe?

Shaking his head, he tried to clear his thoughts. The elder had done something extra to him; he was sure of it. By the time Aireese’s daughter ascended to the throne, he would be living a peaceful existence in Cenyerly Valley, with hopefully his own mate. 

He snorted and went back to the other side. His mate. That was a far reach. The sound of one of the Gemini’s loud machines cut through his rambling brain. With a wave of his hand, he sent himself to the front of their building. They couldn’t allow any of those women to go anywhere alone. Of course, it would not be him accompanying any of them if they were on a machine, but he’d happily send one of the guards from a different realm to do it.

He looked into the large open door and saw it was Ava bent over one of their loud contraptions, doing something to it. He breathed a sigh of relief. She wasn’t going anywhere. 

She glanced out at him and gave him an amused look, and then continued what she was doing. He still couldn’t believe that his lifelong friend, Firo, had a mate that was half angel. Talk about making you feel unworthy. Fae and angel magic combined scared him. Anyone with a brain would be afraid of that amount of power. 

He glanced to see the Alterealm Seer’s guard coming toward him. The man’s charge scared him too, for all different reasons. She saw things that helped, once they were figured out. That part wasn’t scary. It was the part where she knew things about others that they might not want to share that worried him.

Bronx nodded and stopped beside him. “I’m going out with Flora and Sparx to check some areas in a bit.”

Aslac looked at the machine Ava was working on and realized it was twice the size of the ones he’d seen them ride. “On that?” He pointed.

Bronx grinned. “I can’t wait. There’s not a lot of time for riding in my world right now.”

Aslac shook his head. “I will leave the riding of those to you.”

Bronx laughed. “You never know, you might like it.”

Aslac doubted that. Before he could answer, the rumble of a loud bike echoed between the buildings. He turned to see Bohdi on his machine. His eyes bulged. Princess Aireese was sitting on the machine behind him. She was smiling.

Bronx nodded. “I guess we’re safe from spells while we’re out.”

Aslac couldn’t argue with that, but he did wonder if Firo knew his charge and their future queen was riding around on one of those. 

Bohdi shut off the machine at the same time Ava did, the one she had. It became intensely quiet all of a sudden. 

Aireese got off and took off the helmet. “Aslac.” She looked around. “Mystral isn’t here in Interealm, is she?”

He shook his head. “No, she is in the valley hoping to get some answers.”

“About Aislin?”

“No. We have an idea where she is, we’re going once she’s done talking to Amyas.”

Concern filled her eyes. “Is she all right?”

“She is. I believe she is inquiring about more prophecies we may need to know about.”

“That wouldn’t be bad.” Bohdi put his arm around the princess. She smiled at him. That pairing was going to take some getting used to.  “Having a bit of warning.”

Ava came out. “Explain this, Aislin, to me again. Why do we want her to hang out with Espy?”

Aireese clasped her hands in front of her. “Whatever they want your sister for, we need to know first. If she knows where something is that Astara and Visha are looking for, we have to know.”

“And this woman can find that out?”

Aireese nodded. “She has a unique gift. When she spends time near another person, it’s like her mind transforms into theirs...”

“That’s going to be weird.” Ava crossed her arms over her chest and continued to look at the princess.

“It can be.” Aireese smiled. “My hope is that whatever is blocking events and thoughts for Espy, they won’t affect Aislin, and she may be able to find out the information we need.”

Ava blew out a breath. “Have you looked to see if magic was used on Esp’s head like mine?”

Aireese shook her head. “No. She said we could try later. She wants to go through her notebooks and memories of things she’s seen first.”

“Why would she know she can’t go to any other realms, but not know what is so important that the evil mean girls want her?”

Firo appeared and smiled at her. “How did you know to go to the forest each year?”

Ava gave him a strange smile. “I knew you were lurking.”

“Good. I need you to be more aware of sensing things.”

Ava shrugged. “I knew because what you did was wearing off.”

“Most likely.” He checked Aireese for a moment, and Aslac wondered if there was some internal communication happening. “Or some things can not be overwritten and suppressed.”

Ava gave him a confused look. 

Aslac held up his hand. “Do you think that the visions Espy saw of the circle were meant to be suppressed, too?”

Firo looked at Aireese. “We’ve discussed it. Espy has said they have increased in the last year, so there is a possibility that her mind is pushing through and remembering because a part of her knows how important it is.”

Aslac glanced around. “If someone could see where Astara is, that would be helpful. If she is rounding up humans with her new ability, advanced warning would be welcome.”

Bohdi scoffed. “I have all my people watching for any sort of gathering. Anymore than five people, anywhere in this city, and we should know about it.”

“I just want to find her so I can slam some magic in her face and hopefully break it,” Ava said in a flat tone.

Firo’s mouth twitched, but he didn't smile. “Yes, we all know you wish for a rematch of magic with her.”

“She needs a magical kick in the head.” Ava shrugged.

“She does.” Aireese looked amused.

Aslac's spine tingled. He looked around and then checked the thread to Mystral. She was very unhappy with something. He concentrated on seeing if she was still in the valley. Relief flooded him when he saw that she wasn’t. “I need to go.” He glanced at Aireese. “My lady is quite unhappy about something.”

“Oh?” Aireese looked at the ground for a moment. “I don’t sense she needs us.”

Aslac shook his head. “A good thing too, if she did any time she was unhappy.” He shrugged. “It is her permanent state, but I still must check that she is well.”

Aireese gave him an understanding look. 

“I will stay here until a guard can replace you.” Firo crossed his arms over his chest. “Our Queen has put some of her guards in the rotation.”

“Ouhh, lucky us, elite guards get to keep us under house arrest.” Ava rolled her eyes. 

Aslac glanced from her to see that Firo looked amused with her words. That was another pairing he didn’t understand. “I’ll check in once I’m assured she is well.” He didn't bother with a long, drawn-out exit; he just lifted his hand and sent himself to his lady.
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Mystral stood on her small balcony and looked out at the workers maintaining the grounds. It was mostly done with magic, but it was still a laborious task.  The conversation with Amyas was playing on a loop and had been since she left the valley. She hadn’t gotten any answers, just more questions. 

At one point, she almost lost her composure with the elder and demanded that she speak plainly. One did not demand things from the elders, not if they wanted to leave unscathed. 

“Long-kept secrets will change everything for you.” She murmured. Their entire lives were one secret after another. Secret prophecies, rules that weren’t unbreakable, circles of stones that were clearly magic themselves, which meant the fae had to be involved, and yet they hadn’t known that. “Secrets.” She sighed. “Not helpful.” She watched one of the workers use magic to reshape a tree. “Whose secret is it? Why is it going to change everything for me? Or is it everyone, and she just said me for effect?” She growled softly under her breath. So, of course, she’d asked her when this would happen, in hopes that it would be a more definitive answer. When the snow falls in the meadow, that is what she was told. How was that an answer at all? There were many meadows, and snow fell in them all the time. Some never. It was a ridiculous answer. Amyas had told her she couldn’t say which meadow when asked. Did that mean she didn’t know or she couldn’t tell her without revealing too much?

Pushing away from the railing, she went back into her quarters. With her hands on her hips, she studied the room. The only straight answer she had gotten was when she asked if she was in the unknown meadow when it snowed. She would be. Now all she had to do was find the right meadow and be there when it snowed, and she’d find out what the secret was. 

She started to reach out to Aireese and then stopped. Despite her frustration, she couldn’t interrupt her cousin when she was so newly mated. The Queen had kept her and her large human companion in the throne rooms for hours, as well-wishers, also what Mystral liked to think of as nosy busybodies, came to congratulate the royal family. Aslac had had to prevent her from drifting off with a frozen smile on her face the entire time. 

Aslac. Did she tell him what Amyas had said? Or what she almost said, but didn’t really? She closed her eyes and tried to shake off the anger she felt building. He annoyed her most of the time, but he was good at calming her down most of the time.

“Lady...”

She jumped and turned to see him standing behind her. “You startled me.”

“You were lost in thoughts again, because I did come to the door and knock.”

She looked at the door on the other side of the room. 

“Are you all right?” He motioned around his head. “I picked up some anger.”

She rolled her eyes. “Of course you did.” She glared at him and then went and sat down on the sofa. “Amyas wasn’t helpful.”

He didn’t move. “She had no insight for you at all?”

Mystral put her head back and looked at the ceiling. “Oh, she had insight, but it wasn’t helpful.” She sat up and looked at him. “How many meadows are in FaTerra?”

“Meadows?” He frowned. “Countless.”

“Exactly.” She sighed.

“You need to find a certain meadow?”

“Only when the snow is falling.”

He stepped closer but still didn’t sit down. “When the snow is falling? Does it have to be falling in the meadow?”

She nodded.

“Well, that narrows it down to maybe fifty meadows then.”

She knew he was being helpful, but it wasn’t as if she had the time to go check out fifty meadows during snowfall. 

“What will you find in this meadow?”

“Myself.” She rolled her eyes again. “I don’t know. She said everything will change for me in a meadow when the snow falls.”

“I don’t...”

She stood up and waved her hand. “No one understands it, " she scowled. I think the elders do that on purpose.” Closing her eyes, she took a deep breath and exhaled. “I don’t have time to think about secrets and snowy meadows; we need to go look for Aislin.”

“Secrets?”

She nodded and went over to the cabinet and took out her weaved whip. It looked delicate and harmless, but wielded correctly, it was a powerful weapon. “Yes, something about long-kept secrets will change everything,” she snorted, “when I’m in the meadow.” She attached it to her waist and waved her hand around to dawn on the right outfit for trekking around the drylands. When she turned around, Aslac was staring at her with an odd look on his face. “What?” She sighed. “Don’t even give the elder’s cryptic words another thought.” She shrugged. “It will happen when it happens, right? For all I know, if I go looking for it, I’ll change things that aren’t meant to change.”

His expression blanked. “Yes. Of course.”

She looked him up and down. “Are you all right?”

He opened his mouth, closed it, and sighed. “Sure. I just watched our princess ride up on a motorcycle with Bohdi. It was a sight.”

“Really?” She smiled. “I envy that. She is no longer under the royal microscope.”

“Not that it ever slowed her down before.” He mumbled.

“True, but still, I feel like her path is forged, and I’m left standing at the start of it trying to pick a direction now.” She walked over and looked at him. “Am I still expected to think of a consort or a good pairing? Am I off the hook for that possibility? I don’t know.”

His brows furrowed. “You have never considered a consort or pairing.”

“No, I know, but I need to know if I have to pretend I am or if I’m free to set my own path now.”

He nodded slowly. “Tread carefully until you find out.”

“Of course.” She laughed. “As careful as I ever am.” She could have told him she was about to do it, but she loved the look on his face when he had to chase after her. If it weren’t for having Aslac to spar with and send into shock verbally, she would have given in to mind-numbing boredom decades ago. Lifting her hand, she sent herself to the drylands. 
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The second Aslac appeared in the drylands, his whole body felt heavier. What had the elder done to him?

“There's no magic left.” Mystral walked up beside him. “It’s physically oppressive.”

He almost sighed in relief. It wasn’t from the Elder; it was the land. “How did this go on long enough for this to happen, and no one noticed?”

“A spell.” Mystral squatted and placed her hand on the dead growth. “No one could figure out how Arwan was this strong, but now that we know Visha and Astara were helpers, it’s not surprising.” She stood up and dusted off her hands. “Or he was the helper.”

He stepped back and looked around. “Where did Merikh see Aislin?”

She turned slowly. “I have no sense of direction here.”

Aslac looked in one direction and then the other. The dead space went on as far as he could see. They had sucked a lot of magic from FaTerra to work their evil plot. “I don’t like you being here any longer than necessary.” He looked at her, checking her appearance for signs of waning power. “Let’s work together and do a fast seek for the closest living thing.”

Mystral nodded and held out her hand.

Aslac braced for their magic to join and then took her hand in his. After all these years, you would think he was immune to the jolt from their magics combining, but he wasn’t. No amount of preparing ever worked to dull the intense charge that traveled through his entire body.

Mystral smiled at him. “Our magic has always like working together.”

He nodded and tried to return her smile, but the wave of sensation had him doing more than baring his teeth at her. He was relieved that she had already turned away. “Let’s just get it done,” he hated sounding so abrupt with her, but he was overwhelmed and couldn’t help it. He let her do the sending and focused on his magic to boost hers. She didn’t need his help, really, but she always enjoyed the residual buzz afterward, and his Lady happy was always first and foremost in his mind. 

She gasped and released his hand. “This way.” She started walking.

Aslac kept his hand down in case he needed a weapon at little notice. She was walking with lighter steps, and he knew if he moved to see her face, she would glow right now. He usually didn’t keep the trace of her magic inside him when they did that, but with the lack of vibrations in this land, he did this one time. It was a mistake, he knew that. It would mean they were connected beyond the thread of guard and charge for several hours, but he needed his strength if they encountered any here that they weren’t seeking to find. 

“There he is.” She sounded breathless. 

He looked ahead and was relieved to see not just Merikh, but also green growth.

“He's made quite a bit of progress restoring the soil's energy.”

He noted the brighter green where the earth fae stood. The edge where the old growth and the new growth were vast. 

“Lady Mystral.” Merikh bowed his head. “A pleasure to see you again.”

Mystral in habit waved her hand. She absolutely loathed the royal protocols of their realm. “You have done good work here, Merikh.”

The man’s expression brightened at her words, but he didn’t speak. Aslac noticed his dark hair had some lighter patches in it that hadn’t been there the last time he had seen him. 

“Be sure you replenish yourself, Merikh.” He said in a quiet tone. 

“Yes. Yes. I was just going to take a break.” He nodded. 

“We’re looking for Aislin,” Mystral said and looked around. “You said you saw her?”

“Yes. I did. She was wandering the drylands and talking to herself,” He sighed. “As she does.”

“Which way did she go?”

Merikh didn’t hesitate to find the direction he pointed. “But that was hours ago now.”

“It’s a start. As you know, no one can have a thread to her, else they get pulled in.” Mystral glanced at Aslac, gave him a strange look, and then looked away. “You should speak to our Queen and recruit more earth fae, to assist you in this.”

Merikh nodded. “I shall do that. Thank you.” He bowed. 

Mystral started walking in the direction he had pointed. 

“You should get onto the new growth, Aslac, you’re dulling.”

Aslac sucked in a breath; he hadn’t even checked on his own well-being. “Thank you.” He inclined his head to him for a second and then hurried to catch up to Mystral. By the second step on the new growth, he could feel the vibration of magic and welcomed it.

When he caught up to her, she was standing still, her hands out from her body. His weapon appeared in his hand with a thought, and he looked around. 

“It’s Reese. Something is wrong. She needs us.” She grabbed onto his arm and waved her hand. 

His Queen would not be happy with them, going to Interealm with the princess, but he had no choice but to relinquish his form to Mystral’s demand. 
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Mystral knew it was bad before they appeared, but she wasn’t prepared for the wave of dark magic hitting her, causing her to stumble back.

Aslac caught her before she fell. “Get to the princess, I’ll cover the others.”

She hurried to her and touched her hand. Having no idea what her cousin was doing, she could only offer more power. 

“I've called Firo. We’re going to need Ava for this.”

The taint of magic was familiar. It was the same they had fought by the lake. Lightning caught her eye, and she turned her head to see Sparx sending it out around them. Her friend was on the ground, holding her head. The Alterealm bodyguard and Bohdi stood over her in protective stances. 

Aslac moved to shield them. Hopefully, the Gemini woman could control her arcs enough that he wouldn’t get hit.

“Princess.” Firo’s roar was a welcome thing.

“You are such a coward,” Ava yelled, and the power she was sending out sent a shiver of magic through Mystral’s entire body. 

“Aslac.” Firo stepped beside her and took her hand. “Avalie. Over here.”

Ava moved without question. Her wings were full and dark. If Mystral was being honest, she had a moment of wing envy. 

Aslac was now on the other side of Reese. All of their power together was exhilarating, and honestly, she was sure they could fly. 

“Bohdi, get behind us,” Aireese called out.

Mystral would have turned to make sure he could without incident, but Firo touched Avas's back as she stood in front of them. 

“Oh yeah, it's going to suck to be you.” Ava sounded very confident. When she lifted her hands, Mystral gasped at the purity of the most powerful magic she’d ever felt. It had to be from her paternal side, because no Fae’s magic had ever given her this kind of rush that was hitting her right now. 

“You go, Ava, kick that bitch’s ass,” Sparx shouted, and then the lightning traveled over the top of them, and Mystral sucked in a breath as she watched it ride Ava’s magic toward the source of the darkness. 

There was a brief pause, as if they were momentarily suspended in time, and then a screech of pain came from behind some trees. The aftershock of Ava’s magic stole Mystral’s breath from her lungs.

“Once more, Avalie, to be sure,” Firo said firmly.

Mystral turned to see the adoration on his face as he watched this mate lift her hands in the air again. She decided then that he was a brave man to be bound to such potent power. When the aftershock hit her this time, she had to release the others’ hands and lean over her knees to ride out the overwhelming sensations. 

“Lady—”

She glanced at Aslac. “I’m fine. That’s just—” She stood up. “Overwhelming.”

He gave her a grin she hadn’t seen since they were fledglings. “Yes. Goes beyond the thrill of the first-time magic moves through you.”

“Beyond. Beyond.” Aireese was out of breath.

“Are they gone?” Sparx still had her hands up, and tiny arcs of light were shooting from her fingers. 

“There’s no trace of them now.” Aslac kept looking at Mystral, she was sure her hair was out of order, but she didn’t want to try he own magic after that much power for fear she’d give herself a hairstyle she’d regret and not be able to undo.

“Flora.” Ava spun around and went to her friend. “Are you all right?” She dropped down on the ground beside her. 

“I feel violated and weak.” Flora’s voice was no more than a whisper. 

“I feel like I’m going to need a laser gun or something,” Bohdi said quietly. 

Bronx sheared his sword and nodded. “I can’t fight that.”

Sparx looked at him. “You got her on the ground and kept her moving. I think that messed up what they were trying to do.”

The large man shrugged.

“They were after Flora.” Sparx continued to stand over her friend. Her hands were balled into fists. Mystral wondered if that was to hold the power. They should really learn more about the abilities of Gemini Women. 

Bohdi looked angry. She was no expert on human emotions, but that expression was universal. She glanced at Aslac, whose expression mirrored her cousin’s mate.

“They seem to be smart enough not to go after direct fae lines,” Firo said as he glided his hand over Ava’s wings. He was clearly helping his halfling calm her magic. 

“To go after our princess or Lady Mystral would be an assault on the royal family, and that would be a whole different war. The queen and elders angered could have the power to seize all magics.” Aslac’s tone was low and filled with warning.

Mystral felt more in control, so she went over to the woman on the ground. “Can you tell me what it felt like? Were they trying to take your power or kill you?”

“Flora?” Ava moved away from Firo.

Flora closed her eyes for a moment and then opened them and held her hand over the ground. Tiny flowers sprouted. “Oh, thank you.” She whispered. “I was afraid to see if I still had it.” She put her hand across her breastbone. “I feel strange, but it’s still there.”

Mystral looked at Aslac. “They were trying to drain it or absorb it.”

Aslac’s sword appeared in his hand, and he turned slowly. She knew he would check for anyone in the area. 

“Firo.” Aireese squeezed her eyes shut. 

Mystral didn’t have to ask what was wrong. She could feel the firm touch of the queen reaching for her.

Aslac stiffened. “Does she have a tracker on the two of you?”

Mystral didn’t get the chance to answer him as she was
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