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      Davian’s life hadn’t been easy.

      

      After two near-death experiences, he held on to his optimism, even if danger still had a way of finding him.

      

      Beneath her kind exterior, Robin was in unbelievable pain after losing her best friend. Sheer determination kept her going, even when she wanted to give up.

      

      Then Davian appeared with his infectious smile and cheerful demeanor.

      

      They were an unlikely pair.

      

      One was a panther shifter and the other a fae princess. However, Robin didn’t want a mate, so she pushed Davian away at every turn. Too bad for her, he wasn’t the type to give up.

      

      When an outside threat found its way to the fae realm, Davian leapt into action.

      

      Fate had a way of placing paranormals where they were meant to be.

      

      It was time for Robin to realize her destiny before it was too late.
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          DAVIAN

        

      

    

    
      You’d think, after almost losing my life twice in the past few years, I’d be less reckless. That’s so not the case.

      A scream rips from my throat as I dive headfirst out of the plane with an instructor attached to my back. My stomach rises to what feels like my chest as we free fall toward the earth at a rapid speed. I’m not scared. No way. This is the most fun I’ve ever had.

      Dad is supposed to jump out behind me. I hope he actually goes through with it. For someone who’s a strong panther shifter, he sure doesn’t like heights. There was a moment in the plane when I thought he was going to throw up. I have a feeling I’m going to bust on him about this for years to come.

      As I fall with my instructor, we do a few flips before our arms and legs spread wide and we enjoy the descent. It’s freeing being up here like this. There’s nothing but us and the clear, blue sky.

      Before long, I pull the chute, per his instruction, and the jerk of it opening and catching the air yanks us back hard. Everything slows down and the drop becomes even sweeter. Especially when Dad and his instructor sail past us as Dad yells, “I hate you!”

      I laugh loudly and so does my instructor.

      We lucked out in finding a skydiving place owned by two vampires. Daylight and vampires go hand in hand like a shifter and their animal. The myth is that vampires can’t go out during the day. That they’ll be burned by the sun. It’s just one of the lies floating out there about paranormals. I could write an entire book about the inaccuracies alone.

      When the ground approaches and we brace for landing, I let my instincts take over and we hit the ground gracefully with the chute fluttering down behind us.

      “That was fantastic,” I say, a little out of breath from the sheer exhilaration of it.

      “I’m glad you enjoyed it,” Shey says in a French accent as he claps me on the back. I have to admit, I’m a little jealous. I don’t have an accent nearly as cool as his. I bet he gets paranormals fawning all over him. “You wouldn’t be wrong,” he replies.

      “How much of my mind have you read?” I don’t care at all. I’ve never been one to clam up and keep my secrets inside. Though, I’m not someone who openly spills every moment of my life without prompting either. Not everyone wants to know.

      Shey unclips us and finally makes us into two paranormals again. I turn to find him grinning. “Would you be mad if I said everything?”

      “No.”

      “How much longer are you in France?”

      “We don’t have a set time frame,” Dad says in his deep voice as he walks over. Then, he points at me. “Never again. I get your need to do everything there is to be done on this trip, but I’m not jumping out of a plane again.”

      I jut my bottom lip out in a fake pout. “You’re no fun.”

      “I have to agree with him,” Shey adds. “This should only be the first of many jumps. There’s so much to see in Europe and what better view than flying over the land?”

      “Yeah, until a bird dives into my chute and the next thing I know I’m plummeting toward the ground with no stopping until I’ve created a crater,” Dad states seriously. “There’s no healing from that.”

      “If you had vampire healing—“

      Dad puts up his hand. “Nope. I’m not interested. I’m good as a panther. I don’t need anything else.”

      For a long time, shifters didn’t embrace the idea of having other powers. But then Ariane Sanderly, now Raines, came along and didn’t give a damn about what anyone should or should not be. She was bitten early on in her friendship with Ford Verascue. Since then, more and more paranormals in our circle have embraced it. The problem is, there are only two Verascue brothers.

      “I told you,” Shey says. “I’m happy to help if you want that.”

      Dad narrows his eyes at me. “What were you thinking?”

      “Nothing.” I try to act nonchalant but realize I failed when Dad doesn’t say anything, just stares. I sigh. “Just thinking about adding a little more power to my body.”

      “No,” he replies, shaking his head. “We’ve been through this. You have a panther within you. You don’t need anything else.”

      “And us traveling via bus or train all over Europe is thrilling when we could teleport?”

      “You’d take the fun out of the trip.” Dad offers me a warm smile. “The journey is half the adventure. We can see so many things on our way to our destinations.”

      Sometimes, I forget how old he is and how much he’s been through. His black, curly hair is cut short but not too short where you don’t notice the natural, loose curl. Black eyes give Dad a hard look, but then he smiles and it’s such a contradiction to the rest of him. At five hundred years old, packed with muscle and a height of six foot five, he’s an imposing male. I’m a little shorter at six foot three but not by much. And I have his same hair and eyes. Though I’m way younger.

      On August second, I’ll turn twenty. I’m taking a break from college. To be honest, I only went because I didn’t have much else to do. I worked a boring job and went to class. The town we live in doesn’t see much excitement, except when the paranormals show up, but lately, that didn’t involve me. Well, except when I became the target of a depressed mate.

      A lot of emotions have gone through me since Gianna targeted me. I didn’t cause Hayden’s death. I wasn’t the one fighting with him nor was I the one to mortally wound him. But I was there as were many others. In the back of my mind, I wonder if I could have done something more. But looking back, I didn’t even realize he was on the ground, bleeding out, until it was too late. If I had known, I would have tried to help him.

      When it came down to forgiving Gianna, that was an easy decision. Dad and I talked. One, there was no reason for us to hold a grudge against her. Yes, she almost took my life, but in the end, she left this world. And two, I couldn’t blame her for doing what she did. She lost one of the most important males in her life. One she dedicated her life to. That pain, it had to be immense.

      When it was my dad mourning my mom, there was no reasoning with him for a while. I was only nine. Mom was a human; except she had our long lives. A drunk driver hit her car one night when she was returning home from the toy store. I had my heart set on a new bike. School was out and the summer sun was blazing bright. My few friends had bikes, and I didn’t want to ride my old one that was still babyish. Mom went out, but she never came back.

      So to say I understand the guilt of living with something is an understatement. For years I beat myself up. It was my fault she went out. But once Dad came around after we lost her and realized how much I needed him to be present in my daily life, he was there, talking me down from my panic attacks. He held me at night when I cried from blaming myself. And he was the one to remind me if it hadn’t been my bike she went out for, she still would have been killed. It was her time. That was fate’s plan for her.

      A gentle hand on my arm pulls me from my thoughts. Looking up, I find my dad watching me with a small smile. He knows I get lost in my thoughts once in a while. But I don’t have anxiety like I used to. I don’t look at life with jaded vision because of what’s happened to me. No, everything is about finding joy. Learning to live each day to the fullest. If there’s anything I’ve learned in my short time on this earth, it’s to expect the unexpected. Nothing is promised to us. And fate will always be there to remind us we were put on a path for a reason. Though I’m still not sure why we ended up in Europe, but who am I to complain when I get to see and do so many amazing things?

      “What do you say we get some lunch?” Dad asks.

      “I know a great place,” Shey states as his partner stands with his arm over his shoulder. They’re mated. You can’t stand within ten feet of them and not feel the love they have for one another.

      “We eat there all the time,” Kincaide replies.

      “Well, then let’s go,” I say. “I’m starving.”

      With our help and the help of the crew the vampires hire, we get the chutes and equipment packed up into a van and are taken back to their company to change, and Dad and I get in our rental car. Shey and Kin lead in theirs. The drive to the cafe is short and, the moment I’m out of the vehicle, the rich scent of food hits me.

      The outside has a deep red awning and there are small tables along the sidewalk with two chairs at each one. Half are filled, so it looks like we got here before the rest of the lunch rush. Inside, I go on overload. So much food. So many great smells. I want to eat it all.

      In the end, I choose a slow roasted duck with a pear and greens. My mouth waters in anticipation of it as I walk to the table outside. Dad, Shey, and Kin stay inside to order, but I told them I’d grab us two tables before they’re all taken.

      With one last look inside, I round the corner, not paying attention to where I’m going, and kick a table in front of me, nearly tumbling to the ground.

      A hand on my hip steadies me before I face-plant in front of everyone and give them free entertainment. I would have laughed if I had dropped down. I’m also an idiot for not paying attention. So much for those panther reflexes.

      When I look over to thank the stranger who just saved me from a scraped face, my breath catches in my throat. Never in my life have I seen someone so beautiful. Not only that, but there’s something eerily familiar about her.

      The female before me is shorter by about five inches. Her blonde hair cascades over her shoulders in soft waves. And those eyes. They’re silver but not alarmingly so. It’s very subtle and I wonder if the humans would even notice it. I’m also curious if she’s disguising her true appearance or if this is just a human who is drop-dead gorgeous.

      “I’m so sorry,” I say when I finally recover. “I wasn’t looking where I was going.”

      “You’re okay?” she asks.

      Shey is the first one out of the cafe. I wouldn’t have noticed him if the female didn’t swing her gaze his way and take a step back from me. She smiles as he approaches.

      “Robin, it’s great to see you again,” Shey states warmly. “I didn’t know you were in town.”

      “I arrived this morning.” Fate, her voice is like a melody. “I was going to stop by after lunch.”

      “Join us and our friends. Kin is inside with Davian’s father.”

      “Davian?” she asks.

      “That’s me.” I raise my hand. A split second later, I realize how stupid I look and drop my hand as a blush heats my face. Lovely.

      “It’s nice to meet you. I’m Robin.”

      Shey rolls his eyes. “She isn’t just any female,” he says with a low voice. “This is a fae princess.” My eyes widen. If I’m not mistaken, there is only one family of royal fae. The only way into that family is to be born with their name or to marry into it.

      When I look at Robin again, I realize why she looks so familiar. She definitely isn’t some average paranormal. No, this is Kylest Kivalvay’s sister.

      “Robin!” Kin exclaims, once he and my dad come outside. “It’s lovely to see you. Are you joining us? Never mind, you are.” He takes in the tables and pulls two of them close to hers so we can all sit together.

      We each take our seats, though it’s with difficulty since I can’t take my eyes off Robin. That’s also the reason I almost miss my chair completely when I sit. Thankfully, Shey gives it a kick and I land solidly in it.

      Dad holds out his hand then thinks the better of it and dips his head. I’m sure he heard our conversation. “I’m Xeno Dautel. It’s nice to meet you.”

      “Robin Kivalvay.” She offers a small smile.

      “So you’re Kylest’s sister.”

      “That I am, which means between you knowing my brother and your strong American accents, you two are from the States.”

      Dad smiles. “We are. We’re taking some time away to explore Europe.”

      “Well, you have two of the best tour guides out here with Shey and Kincaide. They know France like no one I’ve ever met.”

      “Please.” Shey waves her off. “You act like you’re new.”

      Robin ducks her head. “New, no.”

      A waiter arrives with our food, interrupting our conversation. I wish he hadn’t. I’d love to know more about Robin and have a feeling she doesn’t give that information out to everyone by how she’s currently wringing the napkin in her lap.
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          ROBIN

        

      

    

    
      Some days, I don’t want to get out of bed. Today was one of those days. However, I can’t stay in bed every time I don’t want to face the world. I thought it would be a good idea to get out, and this café, around the corner from my apartment in France, has the best food. Now I’m second-guessing leaving the comfort of my bed.

      It’s been two years since I lost Wyatt. I never got to find out if he was my mate. Never had that moment where our skin touched to know if we were fated. Not that I would have felt it, I don’t think. But he would have. We don’t feel a spark when we’re with our mate. At least another fae mate. I’m not sure what happens when a shifter and fae are fated. For fae to find out if we’re with the one we’re fated to spend eternity with, we have to be with them intimately. And I never was with Wyatt. Not exploring what we could have had is one of my biggest regrets.

      There’s no way I can forget what happened. All I saw and went through. I’m not sure if it’s a blessing or a curse that I didn’t see them murder Wyatt. I tried going back to my home in Germany, but two steps through the door and I was running out with tears in my eyes. Everything there reminded me of the male I loved and never told. I hope he knew how much he meant to me.

      The list of regrets I have is miles long. I guess that’s what happens when you spend more time reliving your past through your memories than creating new ones in your present. So many things you overanalyze and wish you had done differently. It’s taken some time, but I don’t cry as much as I used to. Wyatt wouldn’t have wanted that. Though, when I’m alone and a memory of my best friend washes over me, I can’t hold back my emotions. And I’m alone more than I’m with anyone. That’s the punishment I’ve given myself. Why spend time with others when I couldn’t save the male who was always by my side?

      Shey and Kin keep the conversation going with the other males. I don’t miss the way Davian glances my way every so often and am not sure what to make of it. I haven’t been with anyone since before I lost Wyatt. Even then it was few and far between. I had a connection with the bear shifter and to be with another male felt wrong. Yet, I also had needs and wasn’t ready to have them met by Wyatt. If we had been together, everything would have changed. Either I was his mate and we were fated, or I would have been nothing but a friend. Regardless of which one, our lives would have changed.

      I’ve been alive for over three thousand years. That doesn’t come without its share of heartache, lessons learned, and missed opportunities. As I sit here and glance up to find the young male’s black eyes on me, it sends feelings through me I have no place acknowledging. Ones I shouldn’t be having.

      Davian is a shifter. What kind, I’m not sure. I haven’t seen his eyes change color. There’s no fae in him or vampire. After all my years in existence, this is something I’ve honed—my skill at detecting other paranormals.

      The conversation flows. I smile and talk when spoken to. I’m grateful I used my magic to hide my appearance this morning. Not only did I have to conceal my pointed ears and my ethereal skin but also the heavy bags under my eyes from countless nights of tossing and turning. When I’m not doing that, I’m reliving my past through nightmares that won’t cease. Day or night, it doesn’t matter. I’m in an endless loop of pain.

      “Robin, what do you have planned for the day?” Shey asks. I’ve always liked the male. When I bought the building I’m currently residing in a couple hundred years ago, Shey & Kincaide were some of the first males to greet me. We’ve been friends since. Now that I have zero desire to return to Germany, France has become my home base.

      “I’m not sure,” I reply quietly. “There’s a fae family in town who just had a baby. I was thinking of paying them a visit.”

      Shey smiles and keeps his voice low. “I bet they’d love that. The fae princess of Europe visiting them. I wonder if they have special hand towels and soap for royalty.”

      I ball up my napkin and throw it at him. The cloth napkin doesn’t have the same effect as a cheap paper one would. It mostly flutters and doesn’t hit him as hard as I would have liked. “You’re lucky I’m not making you come along.”

      “Oh, no.” He shakes his head vehemently. “You know I don’t like children. They’re nice for other people, but Kin and I are anti-kid.”

      “Speak for yourself,” Kincaide interjects. “You’re anti-kid. I’m pro anyone who’s cute and who I don’t have to take care of. I like children. I don’t want one, but I like them. They snuggle up on you and sleep soundly. They make those sweet little noises.” He lets out a contented sigh.

      “Then they scream and pull your hair,” Shey points out.

      “You truly do ruin everything.”

      Shey slings his arm over his mate’s shoulders. “I have to keep things interesting, love.”

      I laugh watching the two males. They’re opposites in many ways. I’ve never heard them yell at one another or speak awfully of the other. If anything, their relationship is something others should be modeled after. Shey and Kincaide are deeply in love.

      “Can we come?” Davian speaks up, startling me a little. I didn’t expect him to say anything, especially to me. He’s been quiet for the most part since our food arrived, letting his father and the vampires do the talking.

      Xeno furrows his eyebrows. “You want to visit a fae family?”

      Davian shrugs. “They brought a new life into the world. That should be celebrated. Besides, Ky and Raven aren’t exactly ready to have a kid. We don’t know that many other fae.”

      “I have an idea!” Shey speaks up again. “Xeno can come to our house with us. There have been a few neighbors in the outlying homes near ours complaining of livestock disappearing. Do you think you could shift to try and find a scent or see if you can help us in any way?”

      Xeno looks from Shey to me to Davian. There’s no mistaking his hesitation in leaving his son. Davian seems old enough to be on his own, however. It makes me wonder what happened that he’s so protective.

      When we were children growing up in the fae palace, we had free rein to do whatever we wanted. Well, I should say within limits. We practiced magic freely. We could play with any of the other children in the realm. It was a safe place.

      From what I’ve heard from my sister, Felice, the realm isn’t the same. Yes, they are safe again with my other sister, Bianca, and her mate, Slaide, behind bars, but those who live there can’t easily forget what happened. How I was kidnapped and Wyatt was killed. How his body was left in my home in the realm as flames broke out. I don’t blame them for being on guard. If I can’t get past it, how can I expect anyone else to?

      Davian turns to his dad, who relents and says he’ll help the vampires out. Shey beams like he just won some award. I wonder what he’s up to.

      “Like I’m hard to read,” he says in my mind.

      “I don’t know why you have to prod at my life,” I reply. “You’re cooking something up, and I’m not sure I want to know.”

      “Don’t act like you’ve missed the way the young male has been looking at you.”

      “You talk like I’m ready for any of that. Besides, I’m not sure how old he is. I don’t need a child with me.”

      Shey barks out a laugh in my mind. “You’re well aware I have no shame when it comes to reading others’ minds. That male is young, yes, but not a child. He’s been through hell and back. Almost died repeatedly. With his youth, he has experience. And he fought in the same pack war your brother did. I’d say he’s earned every one of his years and many more.”

      I pause, not sure what to say. To think of someone so young being on the brink of death once, let alone more, no, I don’t like that. He hasn’t even experienced a full life yet. He could be mated for all I know.

      “He’s not,” Shey pipes in again. “He’s very single. No human girlfriend or anything. Though, I’m not sure how. You’ve seen him, right? If I weren’t with Kin, I’d be all over that. Or his father. The older male does have a lot of deep scars. I’m guessing I’d traumatize him more than make him feel good. You’re taking Davian with you,” he states firmly. “I don’t want to hear no, Robin. If anything, let him distract you for a bit. No one says you have to do anything with him, but company would be nice.”

      “I don’t want nor need company.”

      “Keep telling yourself that.”

      I glare at the vampire but say no more. I’m not looking for a random male to climb into bed with me. And I’m sure as fate not looking for a mate. That thought alone causes anxiety to race through my system.

      What if I do find the one who’s meant to be mine, only to have them taken from me? I can’t risk it. Being celibate has its perks.

      Finally, I focus back on those in front of me. “Davian, I’d love to have you join me. And I’m sure the family would as well. New babies are a time for celebration and joy.”

      He smiles, causing my heart to skip a beat. No. There will be none of that. “I’d love to. Thank you.”

      I’m not sure what I’ve just agreed to, but I have a feeling I’m going to regret it. Not that Davian isn’t a good male. If Shey and Kin didn’t both seem to fall into easy friendship with the two males, I wouldn’t even contemplate it. But having their seal of approval helps. I would never take someone to visit a fae family, let alone a child, if I thought they’d pose a threat.

      If I were with my brothers right now, they’d remind me I could easily handle a couple of shifters. I’m one of the most powerful fae in all the realms. Yet, I’d rather not use my magic to harm others. If given the choice of another way to solve a situation, I’ll choose it over violence. That’s a last resort.

      No, not all fae think that way. Nor all paranormals for that matter. My viewpoint changed after everything that happened to me. Yes, I wanted Bianca and Slaide to suffer for what they did to me. But not die. When you’ve been through all I have—seen the horrors that take place and live through them day after day—you want to put an end to the violence. You want love and peace. No more war. No more threats or pain. I’m so tired of death and destruction. Of others being hurt. This world is volatile, and I’m not here to add to it any longer.

      Power doesn’t only come with the abilities you have. True power is having those abilities and not using them selfishly. Only displaying them, showing others, and performing magic when necessary. I can’t help but wonder if we lived in a more peaceful place, would Wyatt still be here today?

      I’m not sure. My sister was, still is, convinced he was also her and Slaide’s mate. Wyatt denied it repeatedly, to no avail.

      Sometimes evil does exist in the world. In my case, it’s within my own family.
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      I’ve been called a lot of things throughout my life, but a stupid male is not one of them. I couldn’t let the opportunity to spend time with Robin pass me by. Dad didn’t seem too happy about it, but if a fae princess couldn’t keep me safe, no one could.

      The fae have more power than any paranormal, except for the ones who aren’t solely fae. For instance, Lilah Verascue. Now she’s one badass female. Fae, cheetah shifter, and with vampire abilities, thanks to her mate… She’s the complete package. Not for me but in terms of paranormals. Ariane is another one.

      Once we finish eating, our plates are taken away and Shey, Kincaide, and my dad walk back to Shey’s car. Dad tosses me the keys to our rental so I’ll have something to use to get back. Though, I’ll be with a member of the fae. Portals are a much easier and faster way of traveling.

      I don’t try to hold back the extra bounce in my step as I leave the cafe with Robin by my side. She’s gorgeous. Stunningly so. I wonder if she has an idea how pretty she is.

      Glancing over at her, I find a blush creeping up her cheeks. Fate! I forgot she could read minds. My whole internal dialogue is out there for her to hear.

      Instead of shutting my mind down and focusing on where we’re going, I just keep thinking. I really don’t care what she hears. She has to know she’s beautiful. Someone must have told her at some point. I doubt I’m the only one who’s thought it around her.

      “Is it hard?” I ask. “Trying not to hear everyone’s thoughts?” May as well lay everything on the table. No use in hiding from what she already heard.

      She glances over at me then back to the sidewalk in front of us. “I’ve learned not to listen. To block it out. But sometimes thoughts are projected, even if they aren’t meant to be. Those will hit me, but they’re usually few and far between since I’m alone a lot.”

      Instead of asking her about her solitary life, I focus on the positive. She may like being alone. I have no clue. “I bet you heard me easily?”

      Her lips twitch with a smile. “I did. Though I blocked you out right after. I don’t like to dive into others’ heads like Shey does. He has no shame. If it’s there with no block, he wants to know it. He’s the biggest gossip. I’m surprised he didn’t tell you anything about me.”

      “He did,” I say honestly. That causes her to stumble a little, but she quickly rights herself before I can reach out to steady her.

      “What did he say?” Her voice shakes.

      “That you’ve been through a lot and to treat you kindly. But he didn’t need to tell me that. I wouldn’t treat you any other way. From the little I know about you, you’re nice, generous, and loving.”

      “You got all that from twenty minutes of eating?”

      “No, I got that from overhearing some of the pack talking with Kylest. Shey isn’t the only gossip. The Avynwood Pack is huge with it. News spreads faster than wildfire in there.”

      “You’re a wolf?” she asks.

      “No, a black panther. I’m not one of the pack. However, if you ask them, they’ll say Dad and I are. They have a huge extended family we’re considered a part of. Same with your brother and his mate.”

      “I haven’t seen Kylest in a month or so. How is he?”

      “Good as far as I know.” She nods.

      We continue walking for a bit. I have no clue if we’re close or not. But I don’t mind the stroll. I have a gorgeous female by my side, in a quiet town in France where the weather is beautiful and the sun warms my skin. Nothing to complain about here.

      “Do you always have a positive outlook?” she asks. So she is listening after all.

      “I thought you were going to block me out?”

      The blush returns to her cheeks and it’s adorable. “I did, or I thought I did. I don’t mean to eavesdrop. I’m sorry about that.”

      “Robin, please don’t apologize. You have nothing to be sorry for. I’m an open book. You can ask me anything you like, and I’ll answer truthfully. Or you can take a tour around my head. Although, I prefer the conversation.” If it’s out there and we’re talking about it, I can get her reaction. If it’s just her reading my mind, it’s hard to tell what she feels.

      She takes her bottom lip in between her teeth and worries it. I’m pulled to the sight. What I wouldn’t give to kiss that lip. I’d like to say I’m not normally this drawn to females, but I am. Okay, not every one. I’m nineteen with a billion hormones raging through my system. I can’t help it.

      And Robin… well, she has this worldly look to her, and I don’t mean her fae appearance, which is still concealed to me. She has this look that says she’s been through a lot. Lived a long time. Seen things most of us probably never want to. And led a good life. At least one where she’s still alive.

      “How old are you?” I ask. If we were human, that may seem like a rude question, but nothing is off-limits to paranormals. Not when some can live forever like the fae.

      “Just over three thousand.” That causes me to falter. Fate, she must have seen a lot
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