
Ever After

The Immortal Chronicles of Queen Kyra

Book 3

––––––––
[image: image]


Dawn M Hyde

Copyright © 2016 Dawn M Hyde

Cover Art:   pixabay.com 

All rights reserved.

––––––––
[image: image]


SECOND EDITION

Copyright © 2021 Dawn Marifield (FKA Dawn M Hyde)

All rights reserved.

––––––––
[image: image]


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?

DEDICATION

––––––––
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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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1 Kyra
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I wake after my wonderful dream walk with Samuel in what will soon be OUR home.  Samuel....my fiancé.  It’s still so hard to believe, even saying it out loud to myself. 

These last few months have been INSANE.  

I was kidnapped, being drug away from my family as they were left to believe I was dead.  Then I ‘wake up’ in this other realm, which I had believed in the beginning to be a dream.  I’m not even sure when the realization hit me that, in fact, this is all REAL.

I had to pull from my core the survival skills what I could to play along with Marcus and his games until I could figure a way out.  

Yet that wasn’t even me.  Marcus had actually allowed me to go visit my parents back in the human realm.  Even later, finding a note advising me to flee if anything ever happened to him.  Little did I know, he had a deal go real south and that’s why he took off too.

But I wasn’t taught to run...I was raised to be strong.  To hold my head high...strap up those boots and get to work.

Little did Marcus know, what would happen to him later was all because of ME.  I don’t know if it was revenge in my heart or the fact I had a heart that completely avoided a prophecy written centuries before I was even a glimmer in my mother’s eye.  But he’s alive today because of me.  He is also no longer King....because of me.  He no longer has his immortality because of me.

Well, I can’t take all the credit.  After all, my family helped save this kingdom from Marcus.  Friends I had known forever turned out to hold the same secrets I did, but were never allowed to share.  

I understand now why mom kept the secrets she did.  I firmly believe everything...from the night I was taken through now, happened for a reason.  We were sheltered all our lives and exposed to the truth when we were better prepared to handle it.

Sure we could have sat here and dwelled on all those lost years; we could have shared our gifts or spent time with our coven as a coven and not just pals from school.  But not us.  That’s not how we do it.

Instead, we were presented with an opportunity to make a difference and that we did.  It didn’t matter that I had not known the people or even this realm had existed until I got here, but I still felt a sense of duty...responsibility to the place that my mother once called home, when the time arose and help was needed. 

These people needed a hero...well...we brought many.  My brother and I now share rule over two kingdoms that had suffered in misery and silence for decades...centuries...before we brought our caravan from the human realm to save the day.  

Those who helped us had the same passion for this kingdom and helping others as we did.  It didn’t matter whether they had ever the chance to call this realm home at any point at all.  What mattered was we had the power and abilities to do something and by god we succeeded.

Today, our kingdom has risen to a point that we are able to pass on that care....that love...to another kingdom full of people just like us.

Getting up every day, trudging through our day, just to go to bed at night, and do it all again the next day.  But we’ve filled in that rut in the road and actually created the utopia that Marcus and others had claimed existed here.  Unfortunately, they were sadly mistaken.

Sure we still have some ‘bugs’ in the system that need flushed out...but we’re getting there.  Now that we have achieved what we have in this kingdom, I know we can charge straight in and do the same for the vampire kingdom as we were able to accomplish here.

Even though we had completely averted the words of the prophecy by keeping Marcus alive and my brother’s hands clean, I still hang onto the part that stated ‘I would unite the realm’.  

I am not alone in this and for that, I am thankful.  I guess the ancients’ were wrong there too.  It is not me uniting realms...it’s all of us.  One kingdom at a time...but it will get done.

I know we have a long road ahead of us, but we will travel that road laughing, loving, and together.  

I had no clue that my disappearance would one day lead to all of this.  I know what my family and friends suffered through believing I was gone...I just hope that finding me and creating the lives we share now replaces those horrific memories.

I hope all this can heal my mother’s heart and erase what she had endured to just keep me and my brother alive to, one day, become the ones to usher in a new future for those she had to leave behind to protect us.  No matter how much she loved them...she loved us that much more.

I have noticed a big change in all of the people who have helped along the way.  The biggest change has been my parents and many others have returned to this realm...their new home.  Everyone is so happy.  Love is in bloom everywhere.  The light at the end of the tunnel is finally shining on our faces guiding us out.

I giggle to myself thinking of the love now blossoming all around me.  Conner and Cassie after years of barely speaking. Tanessa taming the beast in Cal.  Ryan finding Emma his mirror image.  Dane finally reeling his line in with Camille on the hook.  My brother Andy and Aurelia.  The one girl that sees the same in him as I always have...he just seems to listen to her a bit more.

Then there’s me...I found Samuel.  I never knew these feelings and emotions were even possible.  I had dated in the human realm but never have I felt this way.  He doesn’t play games.  He’s not just trying to get into my pants so he can brag.  It has never been what I could do for him.

Samuel sees me...Kyra...and that is who he pursues.  No matter the circumstances, he embraced me first as a friend and grew to love me as I him.

I still can’t believe he wants to marry me.  I can’t believe I’m getting married before I’ve even turned twenty.  Before...my life was finish college, career, then...well, I’d see what happened after.  None of that matters now.  My work here has become more important and nothing could ever convince me to leave this world without him by my side.

I am surrounded by people who love me.  I have Samuel who wants to build a life with me.  I couldn’t be more blessed.

Though I am bursting with an overabundance of joy, I keep reminding myself we still have issues to address.  Still so much work to be done and we just started.  I know this won’t be as easy as turning this kingdom around.  

Here everyone had been praying for change, so it was graciously welcomed and everyone worked together to make it happen.  Ezra’s kingdom has people ready to block our efforts no matter what the people want.  And the people voiced very clearly they want our help.

We haven’t fully claimed the other kingdom yet.  Their former King Ezra still is awaiting trial.  His son, that Marcus convinced I would marry, is hiding in that palace with the now power stripped Marcus and Trista.  Harboring creations we don’t even fully understand.

We now know the formation of the twisted triangle of Ezra, Trista, and Marcus.  But haven’t learned why these dragons were created other than for possible weapons.  Or these ‘turned’ creatures.  In the end, it was just each King wanted what the other had and they armed themselves accordingly.

Even those nagging thoughts can’t cast a shadow over my happiness today.  Whatever we have to face, I know we will...head on.  We’ll fight hard, and more importantly together, to make sure this world is as it should be.  

We can’t be held responsible for the acts of others in the past, but if even for one day we can turn something around and make it right...that’s what we’ll do.  I have learned the history, I have seen the results, and I will be damned if I let history repeat itself while I am here to do something about it.

Even if I have to take on one kingdom at a time....then that’s just what I’ll have to do.  With all those by my side...I am ready!
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I bounce down the stairs towards the dining hall.  My temporary roommates decided to return to their own rooms and last night I was reminded how much I miss having them close.  But I had Samuel.  Literally the man of my dreams....to comfort me.

I walk into the dining hall and am greeted with many smiling faces.  I kiss mom on her cheek before taking my seat next to Andy at the head of the table.

“You look chipper this morning.”  Andy smiles at me as Paulo brings me a plate.

I smile and pat Paulo’s back as he stopped to greet me.  “I am happy this morning.  I mean, I know we still have a huge mess to work out...but it’s not weighing me down for some reason.  I am ready to start my day with a big smiley face.”

“That’s the spirit kiddo!”  Dad smiles at me from his seat next to mom.  “We need that kind of energy around here again.  It’ll get us ready to change the world.”  He chuckles as I giggle.

“We need a Cyrus party is what we need.  But what can we celebrate?”  I smile at Andy as he offers me a questioning look.  

“I don’t think grandpa needs an excuse or reason.  Just turntables and a room full of people...he’s all set.”  Chuckles from around the table as everyone was now up including our guests from the human realm.

Mom smiles.  “We didn’t have an official engagement party.”

I purse my lips looking from mom and dad, then to Andy.  “We could do that or I can just wait for my surprise wedding.  On second thought, maybe we should wait for the celebrations until we work out that other kingdom stuff.  We still have Ezra’s trial...too much to do.”  I take in a deep breath still smiling.  “Right now...I have too much delicious food in front of me to worry.”

Dad laughs at my statement then asks, “Samuel working today?”

“Yeah...his mom and Aunt had helped so much so he could be with me, that he wanted to let them have some time to themselves.”  I smile at dad.

He nods taking a sip of his coffee.  “Well, I will make sure and stop by on my way.  I have some stuff to grab at the market.  Anyone else need anything while I’m out?”  

“Why don’t a bunch of us go?”  I suggest.  I hear many voices of agreement and noticed mom giving dad the puppy dog eyes.  Her candy stash must be near gone.

Dad points at me. “That’s even better.  We need a break...I mean, it’s not quite a party but it’ll get us out of the house for a bit.”

“I can deal with some fresh air.”  Andy nods.

“Oh Andy...I forgot.  Samuel got those shoes in you ordered and the pants too.  He said he’d bring them by later but if we’re heading to town, let’s grab those while we’re there.”  I smile as I butter my toast.

“He’s a life saver.  Who knew dragon guts could totally demolish clothes?”  Andy chuckles.

“Ugh!  Please don’t remind me unless you want to see my breakfast again.”  I cringe as I remember trying to avoid the piles of blown up dragon bits as we narrowly escaped the other evening.  Samuel was laughing at me as I gagged with each step to get back to our group to leave that night.

Dad stands from the table kissing mom on the cheek.  “I’m going to get ready.  Say we meet up in an hour and all go together?”  He asks all of us at the table.

We take turns exchanging looks, turning back to nod at dad.  “Perfect!”  He smiles and gives a wave as he heads off to his chambers to prepare.

“So...you never answered my question.”  Mom looks at me smiling slyly.

“About what?  An engagement party?  We don’t need one.  Samuel said he’s rushing the wedding along and we plan to have a huge reception.  I’m more than happy with that.”

Mom gives me a frowny-pouty face making me giggle as I shake my head ‘no’.  “Why not?”  She whines.

“Because I have had enough attention to last me a while.  Let’s celebrate something else.”  I look around the table.  “Anyone have a birthday we missed or will be happening soon?  Anniversary maybe?”  

Cal stands, smile beaming.  Tanessa swats and whispers at him to sit.  “I have something to announce.”  Cal wiggles his eyebrows as everyone leans in to hear.  “Tanessa and I are officially courting.”

Everyone cheered and congratulated them as Cal sits back down.  Oddly, Tanessa looked relieved.  HUMMMM!  Interesting!  I’m feeling a bit nosey today too.

I wink at Andy then speak smiling wide.  “Will that be all we’re celebrating Tanessa?”

She covers her blushing face with her hands as I see Dane knuckle bump Cal.  I cock my head to the side pointing between the boys.  “What was that?”

Andy and mom at the same time, “Spill it!”  However, mom’s voice was a tad sterner than Andy’s.

Ryan looks across the table at Cal shaking his head.  “Dude!  My sister?”

Cal looks at Ryan confusedly.  “I thought you were cool with me hanging out with your sister.”

Tanessa looks up.  “That’s not what he’s thinking.  JERK!”  She looks Ryan in the eyes.  “Cal had asked if we could court like the others and we kissed.  That was all.  But as you can see he is capable of kissing and not telling.”  She smirks snidely.

Andy and I both lean back in a chairs staring at each other.  Andy mouths ‘DANG’ as we watch their exchange.

Cal looks at Ryan almost offended.  “I can’t believe you think I’d treat your sister like that man.  That was the only time I had even held her hand.”

Ryan looks up apologetically.  “Sorry!  I just...well, your reputation.  She’s my sister man...it was instinct to get defensive.”

Cal waves it off.  “It’s all good.  I get it.”  

Dane nudges Tanessa with his elbow breaking her death glare at her brother Ryan.  “Don’t be embarrassed.  We’re family here.  We know you’re a good kid.”  He whispers to her.

She smiled softly at him and mouths ‘thanks’.

Mom raises her eyebrow then turns to me.  “Why don’t we celebrate all of it?  All the courting.  Just love.”  Now that sounds more like the mom I know.

I smile at her.  “I like it.  Should we do it here or in town?  I’m sure we aren’t the only ones that have stuff going on.”

Mom claps her hands in front of her.  “I love it.  And in town of course...under the stars.”  She jumps up from the table.  “Sophia will help.”  She rushes off towards the kitchen.  "Sofia....Ho bisogno di te".

(“Sofia....I need you.”)

I laugh and look at Andy.  “I’m sure they’ll be cleaning out the only florist in town just for one party.”

He leans his head close to mine as he stands to go get ready in his room.  “The things you do for love.”  He makes a silly face, making us all laugh as he waves walking out.

I look up at Aurelia surprised.  “No kiss goodbye?  He’s rude I tell you.”

She laughs as she’s eating some fruit.  “We don’t have to maul each other every second of the day like some people.”  She snorts trying not to laugh.

I smile as I stand from the table to get ready myself.  I raise my eyebrows at Aurelia.  “That’s what dreams are for, right?”

She giggles behind her hand but her eyes gave her away.  No wonder she and Andy can play it cool in front of everyone.  They must dream walk every night. 

I wave at everyone as I run upstairs to get ready.
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I’m surprised to see Cassie sitting on my bed when I arrived.  I could have sworn I just saw her downstairs at breakfast with Conner.  I walk around the bed and see she has a strange look on her face.

“What’s wrong Cass?  I thought I just saw you still eating.”  I walk up to her as she rubs her arms softly smiling.  She really looks like something is bothering her.

I reach over rubbing her arm.  “Everything all right?”

I look into her eyes and she smiles placing her hand on mine.  Her grip on my hand suddenly tightens and I try to pull back a bit stunned.

The illusion fades....

“I am much better now my Queen.”  Ezra’s son smiles at me with a vice grip on my hand.

I scream “NO!”  And in a blast of cold air....

––––––––
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We we’re gone.
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2 Anna
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“What is taking your sister so long?”  I ask as I see Andy walk down the stairs.

He shrugs.  “I thought I heard her in her room.  I just figured she had come back down already.”  

I eye him as he stops on the stairs.  He points back, “I’ll go check on our ‘Queen’.”  He laughs as he turns back up the stairs.

I waited as Nathan and Olivia approached smiling and ready to go.  I turn back looking up the stairs shaking my head.  “I don’t know what’s taking them so long?”

“Who?”  Nathan asks.

I point up the stairs.  “I just had Andy check on Kyra because she wasn’t down here yet.”

Olivia giggles as Nathan batts his eyelashes and raises his voice a few octaves.  “Well, we will be going by Samuel’s today.”  He pretends he’s flipping his hair back.  Liv and I both laugh.  

Andy yells out as he’s running down the hall nearly jumping over the steps.  “She’s gone.  I searched her entire room.  Her purse and shoes were sitting in the chair.”

“Oh god!”  Olivia gasps as her hand goes to her mouth.

“Andy, get everyone back here now.”  Nathan pats Andy’s back as he nods and they take off in different directions to call everyone in.

I charge up the stairs straight into Kyra’s chambers looking around.  I started checking under the bed.  I looked in the bathroom.  Olivia stopped me as I began searching the wardrobe against the wall.

She guides me back down the stairs as everyone had gathered.  “She couldn’t be far.  We’ll find her.”  My sister was trying to be comforting but I know what just happened.

I see Nathan waiting at the bottom of stairs and feel as if I might explode.  “He took her.  Marcus could have told him where her chambers were.  God....”  My hand covers my face.  “She can’t even sleep alone one night!”  I screech as Nathan and Olivia’s husband Simon wave their hands trying to calm me down as Olivia guides me down the stairs.

“First of all, we don’t know that.  How do we find out?”  Nathan looks at me placing his hands on my shoulders as I get to the bottom floor.  

“I tried calling her from the talisman when I was searching her room.  I got nothing.”  Andy looks to Nathan almost desperate.

Nathan motions his hands out.  “All right...we’ll call Cyrus and see if he can find her.  You kids all go to town and look.  Let everyone know if they see her, make sure she stays put until one of us gets there.  She might have taken her horse and headed off ahead of us.  In the meantime, the rest of us can search the palace and the grounds.”

Everyone nods in agreement, grouping up then scattering to search.

I grab Andy and Olivia to vanish us to my father Cyrus’s house.  
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We nearly startled Cyrus from his chair.  I reach out pleading to him.  “She’s gone...they had to have taken her.”

Father stands from his chair.  “I have the locate potion ready from the last time and we never used it.”  He dashes into the kitchen bringing back some candles and a tray.  “I need something.”  He holds his hand out.

I magic the stone from the ring I kept hidden and hand it to him.

Cyrus placed the stone in the tray as Andy and Liv lit the candles.  Cyrus pours the potion in the tray, covering the stone in the center.  He moves his hand over the liquid in the tray whispering his spell.

We stand back and wait.  The fluid was cloudy and no image appeared.

I put my hands on my hips becoming impatient.  “Could he be blocking it?”  I ask as Cyrus meets my eyes.

“It’s possible.  But he would have to know she can communicate somehow.”  Cyrus shrugs.

“Vampires have telepathy.  If Ezra’s truly his father....the boy knows that.  She’s strong and her powers even made it past your binding, Anna, with the dreams.”  Olivia points at me trying to be reassuring.   “She’ll find a way.  Let’s give this a second and see if anything appears.  Father, can you try the spell again?”

Father nods and waves his hand over the liquid whispering another longer spell.  Then leans back folding his hands as he stares at the liquid.

It seemed to be forever but soon an image began to appear.  It was cloudy and faint but I could make out who was with Kyra.   It’s that sandy haired boy we saw talking to Marcus and Trista.  

I look up at Cyrus.  “Why can’t we hear them?”

He closes his eyes and holds up his finger to quiet us.  He must be trying to call her through her ring.

Kyra must have her hands somehow in front of her because we can see everything from the ring.  There’s a door behind the boy that opens and I gasp as Marcus walks in with Trista.

Marcus points at Kyra motioning his hand as he speaks to the boy.  The boy waves him off and Marcus walks over near Trista in a huff.  

The boy turns his head sharply looking at Kyra.  He wags his finger at her as he slowly approaches.  He backhands her hard and she flops to the side.  He reaches grabbing her hand as we watch him slip the ring off her finger, smiling as the image fades.

“NO!”  I scream and turn sobbing into Olivia’s shoulder.

“Mom.”  Andy’s voice behind us causes me to look up.  He’s holding that crystal Kyra had made him in his hand.  “I can call her on this.”

Cyrus turns abruptly reaching his hand out.  “No!  The boy heard our mental conversation and that’s why he took the ring.”

I release Oliva turning to face my father.  “What else did you hear?”

“When Marcus entered, he pointed to Kyra and asked if that was necessary, so she must be bound or something.  The boy told him to mind his business he could do as he wished.  He called her a prisoner until she becomes his bride.”  Cyrus takes a long look at each of us.

“I know for sure they are still in the palace.  It appears they were in the same room as yesterday.  He told Kyra ‘Shame. Shame.  No secrets my darling.”  Then he asked who she was conversing with and when she wouldn’t answer he slapped her and took her ring.  I don’t know how he knew.”  Father scratches his head.

Andy looks up.  “Samuel had told Kyra her mind was open.  Her vampire powers were reaching past the binding in all those dreams she used to have.  He told her it was like how a door won’t shut right after it’s been kicked open.  He also told her that if the telepathy is used a lot, soon you hear everything in everyone’s minds and it’s chaos.  That’s why Samuel only uses it as he deems necessary and only specific people.”

Cyrus nods.  “I too noticed and mentioned to Kyra she needed to begin building mental walls.”

I gasp looking at Cyrus.  “You knew.  Why didn’t you help her?”

“I tried but I couldn’t bind her brain and that was the part fighting the spells...everything the hardest.”  Cyrus slams his fist in the table causing the potion to splash in the tray.  He blows out the candles and looks at each of us.  “Let’s gather the others at the palace.  We know where she is.  Now, we can seize the palace properly.”

Cyrus looks up.  “My King, are you ready to fight for your kingdom?”

Andy smiles.  “I’m ready to fight for my sister.  I’ll fix the kingdoms when we’re done and I am with her to do this.”

Cyrus smiles and pats Andy’s arm.  “That is the spirit young one.  Family first....let’s go gather the rest of the family.”

Andy raises his hands to vanish.  “I’ll gather everyone from town and we’ll meet you back in the palace...ten minutes max.”

I nod to Andy, and then Olivia and I vanished with Cyrus to the palace.
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3 Andy


[image: image]


I appear before Samuel’s shop and turn as I hear a booming voice as I approach the front of the market.

As I got closer to the crowd that had gathered, I can see Samuel towering over everyone but Elouise.  It was his voice I could hear.

“We need to gather as many guards and citizens as we can.  King Andy needs us to help retrieve our Queen Kyra.  His only sister.  The terrain is safe for travel by horse...but I must warn you, they have a population of specific citizens that the residents even hide from.”

Elouise looks up to him as he’s at her side.  “What are we talking about baby?”

Samuel gulps hard and looks softly at Elouise.  “They have created an army of....’turned’.”

Elouise nearly fainted as she clutched her chest.  “If they touch one hair on that baby girl’s head....they will have Miss Elouise to deal with.  God in heaven...why would they do such a thing?”

Samuel looks at her and shakes his head unknowing how to answer her.

My voice causes the crowd to turn.  “I believe once Marcus turned Kyra over to supposedly marry King Ezra’s son...I believe Ezra was preparing to take this kingdom.”

Elouise gasps.  She looks up at Samuel.  “What are you waiting for boys...follow your King...get our girl back?”  When no one moves, she let out this booming yell loud enough to shake the ground.  “I SAID NOW BOYS.”  Every man there turned and rushed off to grab horses.  

Samuel looks at me over the crowd.  We both turn and begin running for the palace as we heard the thunderous hooves following us.
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We reach the top of the hill near the front of the palace and mom was exiting the barn on Kyra’s horse while the others were gathering and preparing horses.  

In a flash, Samuel jumps on the horse behind mom.  “Let’s get our girl.  She needs you boy.”  He smacks the horse on the hind quarter and they were off.

Ryan trots up on a horse and reaches out to help me up on the horse.  “Where are the girls?”

Ryan tips his head towards the barn as the girls hustle out on horseback.  Camille has Aurelia and Emma was with Tanessa.  Conner and Cassie follow on their own horse.  

Dad came racing out of the barn past us on a horse.  I turn to look as even those from town where already here.  “Let’s head out!”  I dig in my heels and we took off following dad.

We ran hard until we caught sight of mom and Samuel on Kyra’s horse.  

As we neared the same hill we had to cross yesterday, there was a line of people waiting for us again.  I see mom pass the reins to Samuel as she stands in the stirrups raising her hand.

One by one, the creatures dropped like flies as she threw energy balls then shooting out a wave of energy and light from her palm.  The crumpled mess awaiting us faded to ash before our eyes.  Mom sat back on the horse as Samuel held her in front of him keeping the reins.

We made it over the hill, viewing the quiet town below the hill.  They probably could hear us coming and must have because soon people were exiting their homes to watch us in the distance.  

We came to a screeching halt in front of the people that had begun to gather.

I call out addressing the people.  “Kind people.  Ezra’s son has returned.  Ezra is still in council custody awaiting trial.  Ezra’s son...he has taken our Queen....my sister Kyra and is hiding in the palace.  I hereby seize the palace and this kingdom as joining ours now.”  

The people cheered and I spoke over them.  “I need anyone with a weapon available to join us.  All others return to your homes and safeguard your children.  I plan to retrieve my sister and then that palace with be burnt to the ground.  We had already trapped some ‘turned’ in the dungeon.  They need to be destroyed as well.”

A gentleman steps forward with several other men with guns in their hands.  “We are with you our King.”  The gentleman bows then straightens back up standing.

One of the patrolmen we met speaks, “We took several ‘turned’ up to the palace that we had found.  The guards you left assured us they would be added in with the others.”

“It is imperative we get everyone out before we burn the palace, so we need a proper head count now.”  I turn looking around mentally counting.

The patrolman offers.  “We’ll go in teams.  Once all the teams are out.”  He pulls a lighter out of his pocket and tosses it to me.  “The honor will be all yours my King.”

We tie up the horses, hiding them between a couple houses that were close together.  We divided in teams as the patrolman suggested, getting a quick count just to be safe, and we walked as a collective to storm the palace on foot.
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We reach the palace and the groups splintered off and took positions surrounding the building awaiting my word to move in.  Samuel joins my side and asks me what the plan is?

I look right into his eyes.  “Get my sister out and kill everything that gets in our way.”

Samuel smiles and pats his hand on my shoulder.  “I can do that my King.”

I motion for our groups to begin entering the palace quietly.  Each team took off down the different halls to begin clearing rooms.  I had asked them to only use their guns if absolutely necessary because we didn’t want the noise to alert anyone we were here.  

Our group: Samuel, me, Conner and the boys, Cassie and the girls.  Split off from our parents and we approached the throne room from each side.  Cyrus motions his hand that he would magic the door open so we could storm in, but I told him to wait.

I walked around, getting close to the door so I could listen and see if anyone was inside.  No sense in making a grand entrance if there’s no one to see.  The noise of the big doors alone could be enough to send them on the run with Kyra if they had been hidden in another room.

Samuel walks up behind me and whispers, “Can we call to her?”

I shake my head ‘no’.  I had already told him about Ezra’s son removing her ring because he could hear her conversing with Cyrus telepathically.

“It’s too dangerous for us to try yet.  We need to get at least one of them in eyesight before we tip our hand.”  I see dad nod at me agreeing from the other side of the doorway.

As Samuel and I were taking a few steps back, the doors to the throne room suddenly glide open lighting up the hall.  “Oh look, darling.  The guests have already begun to arrive.”  Ezra’s son claps his hands in front of him, then turns facing Kyra who was tied to a smaller throne he had next to his.  

He must have bound her or something because she could have easily shredded this kid by now.  His mother, Trista, was into the dark magic...Kyra couldn’t defend herself against that.

Samuel’s eyes change color immediately when he laid eyes on Kyra in that chair.  I grab for his arm so he wouldn’t lunge forward...but I was too late.

Samuel lunged and Ezra’s boy waved his hand sending Samuel flying back out to the hall, skidding across the floor in front of us all.  “Quite rambunctious friends you have my darling.”  He leans in close to Kyra as she cried out though her mouth was covered.  “I will make sure you are not surrounded by such riff raff once we wed.”  He kissed her cheek as Kyra could only scream.

Kyra cringes as the boy gently runs his hand down Kyra’s face.  The red scraped and bruised cheek he had just kissed.  He smiles softly looking at her.  “After all, my Queen deserves the best.” 

At that, Samuel charged again and was sent flying into the wall opposite the door across the hall, leaving his body print in the wall as stones crumbled down to the ground.  His father and uncle rush to check on him and I take a step forward to address Ezra’s son.  “Look...just return my sister to me and we will leave you be.”

The boy tips his head back laughing.  “Oh brother dear...wouldn’t that just be too easy.”

Cyrus steps out of the shadows behind the door raising his hand to send a spell.  But before he had the chance, Ezra’s son sent him too flying through the air with a wave of the hand.  Mom and Aunt Liv raise their hands to prevent Cyrus from any impacts or landing hard on the ground.

The boy raises his eyebrow as he looks at me.  “Why don’t all of our guests join us for this celebration?”  He motions his hand to enter and I shake my head ‘no’.

“I’m not playing games here.  Return my sister or I’ll kill you myself.”  I release a growl as I glare at the boy.

He turns smirking and moves as if to raise his hand.  Instinctively, I raise my arm and sent him flying hard into the wall behind him and the thrones, causing the marble wall to crack.  Mom and Aunt Liv step around the doorway and shoot a combined binding spell at him so he can’t get up.  

Mom, dad, Samuel, and I rush in to grab Kyra still trying to hide the others in the hall.  But we immediately fall as we bounce off a barrier the boy must have just put up, so we couldn’t get to Kyra now.

We pounded on the barrier as we watched Kyra cry and struggle to get out of the chair she is tied to but for some reason she can’t.  

She looks to the doorway screaming as Samuel’s father and uncle were helping him walk in as he caught his breath.  He begins to run to the barrier placing his palms against it calling her name.

From a door on Kyra’s side of the barrier, hidden from view by a large statue, in walk Marcus and Trista.  Mom began kicking and pounding on the barrier as Marcus winks at her on his pass by.

Trista helps the boy up and Marcus stands next to Kyra’s throne as she begins to sob harder though Marcus does nothing.  Trista helps the boy walk towards Kyra and they each grab the throne she’s tied to.

The boy waves as Trista and Marcus smirk.  “Sleep tight friends.”  He looks directly at Samuel.  “We’ll call when we’re back from our honeymoon.  May be a while...she seems feisty.”

POOF!

They vanished with Kyra and the barrier dropped immediately.  Samuel walks up to the step just in front of the chair Kyra had been in, seething rage.

He leans back and lets out this ‘roar’ that I have never heard before.  It startled us all and we turn to watch Samuel’s back until he turns to face us.

His eyes were like flaming orbs and I actually saw fangs protruding from his mouth.  He softly speaks, “Locate her again and everyone out.  Anything left in here is going to die.”

I pull that lighter I had got from that patrolman out of my pocket and toss it to him.  He catches it, facial expression unchanged.  I think he’s finally cracked...I, for one, want the hell out of the way.  

I motion and call out for everyone to head out to the front to meet.  Doing a head count as everyone exited quickly, all were accounted for accept for Samuel.

It seemed minutes had passed before Samuel walks out front just as windows begin bursting above us.  Flames lapping against the sides of the palace.  We try to shield ourselves from the falling glass as Samuel passes without a word and unfazed.
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My father and uncle follow me as I walk in the direction of the hill, my breath already heaving.  I can already taste where my fang had cut my lip, but I didn’t care.  They were trying to reason with me and calm me down because they know.

Marcus may have been from this line of descendant rulers...however, that was stolen from my family centuries ago by their brutish acts.

We may have lived simple humble lives as commoners for centuries since, but we were humble rulers that put the people above all.  However, Marcus had anything beyond his family erased from history.  Fading us out as the centuries passed and the throne changed hands.

Cyrus may be a powerful Warlock.  But I come from a long line of very powerful vampires.  I could scramble that kid’s brain with the bat of an eye.  But I was taught to only use my powers when absolutely necessary.  Many laws, later made by the ancients, made much of what our family can do illegal.  

Such as biting is illegal.  That’s how the throne was stolen from us in the first place.  Marcus wasn’t the only disgusting tyrant in his family’s history...his tree is full of wicked barbaric branches withered by pure evil.

Andy and everyone else he may have been able catch or even block from contacting her, but I can get through any wall.  Unfortunately, many of my acts could land me on trial.  I am not worried about being held responsible for my actions in any court.  But I am no good to Kyra if I can’t find her first.

That’s a secret I never told Kyra.  I never wanted her to think any of my feelings for her would have anything to do with my family ruling in the past.  We don’t want the thrones.  I just want Kyra.  In OUR home.

I throw my arms up into the air as I stop and begin just screaming into the black night.

My father and uncle stood back giving me space until I stop folding at the waist.  I could feel my dad’s hand on my back.  “We will find her, son.”

My uncle joins my other side.  “The council will have no issue with how you choose to dispatch of this boy.  You are defending your Queen and soon to be wife.  We will be responsible for imposing justice on his father Ezra.  We are all behind you on retrieving Kyra as quickly as possible.”

My dad glares at my uncle.  “We can’t just give Samuel a ‘get out of jail free’ card.  He doesn’t have the same controls as we.  He was never taught to use those powers.  These could have consequences for Kyra too.”

I look at my father.  “What do you mean?”

“Look son.  This boy is both warlock and vampire.  He is obviously well trained by both but was filled with all the darkness we have been able to escape.  You can get past whatever binds he has and talk to her...but, remember, she is in his hands and he is obviously able to get into her head.”  My dad takes a deep breath before continuing.

I close my eyes making a disgusted face biting into my lip as I remember the marks and bruises I had seen on her.  Remembering watching her suffer after the abuse she endured at his father’s hand.

My father gulps loudly.  “If he engages you telepathically through her and you try to do anything to him....it will happen in her head.  He will use her as the vessel to preserve himself.  Do you understand what I’m telling you, son?”  He looks at me concerned and empathetic.

I look over the dark horizon away from my father and uncle as I try to calm myself.  Replaying my father’s words in my head.  

I lower my head and wipe my hand over my face exhaling loudly.  I look at my father and uncle.  “Once Kyra is safe, this kid is done.  I will face whatever consequences the council decides.”

I nod at them both and turn back towards the others.  Some townspeople had gathered to watch as the palace burned to the ground.  Stones crumbling to the ground in big chunks.  Yet I still don’t feel vindicated.

I need Kyra back.  I can’t believe I have had all this power all this time and I’ve never been able to use it.  I could have taken care of most of this preventable mess had I just acted on impulse long ago.  Then she’d be with me.  

Maybe married...at our home...in our bed.  

My chest constricts and I actually feel a tear run down my cheek.  I’ve come really close to feeling as I could cry several times recently.  I don’t know why my emotions are just right there at the top.

But I do know...it’s her...my Queen....my Kyra.  She brings that out of me.  I will stop at nothing to get her back.  I just have to think of a way.

As I approach, Andy catches me before I reach the crowd asking if I was ok.  “Yeah...I just needed a second.  I think I screamed out all my rage for the moment.”

Andy points confusedly.  “That sound was you?  I was watching the sky for dragons.”

I chuckle.  “Yeah, that’s because I compartmentalize and hold all my anger in.  Then it comes out like that.  It’s best if I take a step away and let it out like that.”

Andy shakes his head and laughs.  “Good you got that out.  You were even scaring me.  And I grew up with Kyra.”

I look down then look back at him.  “Let’s grab everyone and head home.  We can’t run the horses again like earlier, so we’ll have time to figure something out by the time we’re back at the palace.”

“Good idea.”  Andy turns and calls out for some guards to ensure the fire is out and grabbed a group to gather our horses so we could go.

My father and uncle walk back as I stand looking at what was left of the palace.  My uncle clears his throat.  “What has been decided?”

I turn and look at him.  “We’re going to discuss a plan on the way home.  We’ll finish up at the palace when we return the horses.”

He nods and dad smiles softly.  “I know this is hard, son, and I am sorry.  But I want Kyra safe too and I refuse to put her in any further risk than she faces now.”

I nod releasing a heavy breath.  “I understand.”

Anna walks up with Kyra’s horse.  She hands me the reins motioning with her hand that she’ll be riding with Nathan on the way back.  

All the couples had gathered on their horses as our trip back the last visit.  This time, I mounted Kyra’s horse without her face smiling up at me reaching for me to help her up.  

I pat the horse’s neck speaking softly.  “I’m sorry boy....she’s not here.”  He stomps his feet and huffs.  I rub his mane.  “I know boy.  Let’s go home.”  He slowly begins to walk forward with his head hanging low as if he knows something’s wrong.  
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“I want to know how she took our gifts.  I WANT MINE BACK!”  I hear Trista in the other room scream as she, Marcus, and her demon spawn were arguing.

I can hear her son assuring her that he is reading up on this matter.  “I too have been wondering how that was ever possible.  It may have been a combined effort by the witches.”

Marcus scoffs.  “Hell...it could have been because the council allowed her to impose the sentencing.  You underestimate her....she is that strong.”

“Either way.”  The boy raised his voice over Marcus.  “I will find it and we can return the favor.  I am sure she will be much easier to persuade.”

“But if you take her powers, you will be marrying a human.  She will be a Queen no longer.  What would be the point of all of this then?”  Trista reasoned.

The boy laughs.  “Mother...if I restore Marcus, he will resume his throne and rid us of the human realm pests.  Our deal may proceed because after all she is still his daughter, powers or no.  If I figure out how to restore your powers, I can return hers too when I see fit.  She will have no choice to bend whichever way I tell her.”  He chuckled at that last sentence. 

Marcus raises his voice warning.  “Watch your tongue boy...you will not speak of her in that manner.  She is my daughter and you will address her as a lady.”

“I apologize Marcus, I had no idea you were so fond of her still.  After all, she hasn’t proven to care much for you at all.  I do recall having to rescue you from the Russian police once you were captured on the ice.”  The boy spoke with a smile to his voice.  “What were you doing out there anyway?”

Marcus sounds as if caught off guard by that question.  His tone changes and voice lowered.  “I was not getting along with your mother that particular day and decided I needed a walk to calm my mind.”

I giggle to myself thinking Marcus had probably ran screaming from Trista and begged the Russian police to take him so he could escape her.

Then I hear scrambling from the other room and a door opens.  The boy walks out first waving at me.  “I thought I heard you darling.  So happy to see you awake.  Soon we will awake together in our own bed.  Won’t that be much more pleasant than that awful chair?”

How did he hear me?  Oh god...it’s that open mind thing.

He smiles and walks over cupping my chin with his hand.  “Yes my darling....I can hear you crystal clear.”

Oh God!  Oh God!

He leans in close to my face and taps the tip of my nose with his finger and whispers.  “I so look forward to hearing that later.” He smiles as I begin to sob knowing what he meant.  

He straightens to full height and looks at Marcus.  “I believe it is time for my fiancé to have breakfast.”

Marcus shrugs.  “I have no idea how to cook.”

The boy smiles at Marcus as Trista keeps her eyes on the floor.  He waves his hand as he laughs.  “We don’t even have a kitchen, Marcus.”  In a blur he was in Marcus’s face smirking.  “However, I am sure she still would prefer a warm meal.”

Marcus’s eyes widen and he glances meeting my eyes.  I began to scream shaking my head ‘no’.  Marcus turns back to the boy and smiles.  “She said no.  I told you she doesn’t dine as the other vampires and I certainly would have taught her the civility of not taking from a breathing being.  That is messy and barbaric.  We are above that scavenger behavior, do you not agree?”

The boy motions his hands to his shoulders and shrugs.  “Ah!  The differences in management.  We do serve our commoners in that form so they will resist the primal urges to bite.  However, our nobility in my kingdom are strong because we take the cleanest healthiest waters straight from the source, so to speak.”

I begin fighting in my chair as best I can.  I don’t know how I have been stuck here or why my powers don’t seem to be working at all.  That’s when that deafening buzzing starts in my head again causing my eyes to roll back as the pain comes and I couldn’t even scream.

I lolled my head in front of me when it was over, feeling as my brain had been scrambled with a whisk.  What is he doing to me?

The boy turns and smiles at me.  “I am teaching you to respect the will of your soon to be husband my darling.  As King here, you will be at my side, my Queen...however, I am the decision maker.  You will learn to let me do my job.”

What is my job then?  Pretty arm candy that just nods and smiles as she does as he wishes?

He turns smiling at me and points his finger.  “Now you’re getting it my dear.”

Marcus looks confused and asks, “What is she saying?”

The boy waves Marcus off.  “She’s just letting me know she will be both a supportive and obedient spouse.”

Marcus looks at me as I shake my head ‘no’ and squirm around.  He turns to the boy.  “Is this all necessary.  Don’t you believe it is a bit ridiculous to have her bound and beaten when she is supposed to be your Queen?”

The boy shoots a look at Marcus.  “She is my business now.  I will do what I deem necessary.  When she stops acting brutish I will release her.”

Marcus scoffs folding his arms in front of his chest.  “If you ask me, you are being brutish treating her in such a manner.  If you give her a chance as I did, she will be much more cooperative.”

The boy smiles.  “Good thing I never asked.  Look where that landed you.”

I look at Marcus as he glances back at me.  I was pleading with him in my mind to hear me...to help me.  Dammit, be the father you never were before!

Marcus cocks his head to the side as he looks at me as if he heard me.  My eyes go wide and I begin trying to speak though my mouth was covered.  He squints his eyes at me then turns facing Ezra’s son.  “Remove the mouth covering so I can hear my daughter.”  

How is he hearing me if he has no powers?

Marcus turns facing me and I can hear his voice in my head as he looks into my pleading eyes.  “I am trying to help you but you need to stop fighting so hard.”

WHAT?  This kid is a total nut log and Marcus wants me to cooperate.  I want away from this guy.  I’m even willing to go to the council to ask for mercy if Marcus will help me.  Leave Trista and demon boy to rot.

Marcus’s eyes go wide as he must have heard me.  He turns to Ezra’s son.  “Kyra is willing to give this a chance.  Release her and we will get her cleaned up.”

The boy waves his finger at Marcus.  “I am pretty sure that’s not what she is thinking.”

I lower my head and continue to sob at how hopeless this is.  Then Marcus speaks causing me to look back up.  “If you let her go, I can get her to cooperate.  I want my daughter presentable and unharmed if you are to be presenting her as your soon to be wife.”

Oh thank god!  Father I will listen...please just help me.  

The boy looks at me curiously as if he heard me, but squints his eyes at me skeptically.  “So, you will listen to your father then?”

I nod as tears fall down my face.  He leans in and removes the tape from my mouth as I gasp in pain.  

I begin pleading looking at Marcus.  “I was growing so fond of our time together.  I am so sorry for what I did...I just thought I was doing what I was supposed to.  You hadn’t taught me everything I needed to know to lead.”

Marcus leans in cupping my face as I cry.  “Shush child.  No more tears.  I understand you had to go to others not understanding your job.  But when I sent you away why did you return?”

I look into his eyes as I speak.  “I received a message that Ezra was going to steal your kingdom.  That his invitation to you was a trick.  They were going to kill you and seize the kingdom.  I couldn’t let that happen.  The kingdom needed us.  That is the truth, you could even ask mother.  I left her house at those exact words, only sleeping one night at her home.”

Marcus looks at me questioningly.  “Why did they follow you back?”

“Because they knew I needed help and wasn’t safe with you gone.  I took all those business courses and did what I thought I was supposed to do to run a business.  I put up those charges against you so we would get you back.  So they couldn’t take you again.  Father, I am so sorry.  I had no idea what a mess I made.”

I lower my head crying as I plead with Marcus.  The memory of me looking down at him as I materialized grabbing his hand before we saved him from Ezra, before I had put Marcus on trial.  I remembered the trial and then throwing up after facing Marcus in court.

Marcus runs his hand softly over my battered cheek.  “It bothered you that much?”

I look into his eyes and speak softly through my tears.  “I was beside myself.  I knew I had to act in a certain way to appease everyone, so I did.  I’ve had so many emotions coursing through me that I couldn’t manage.  I was angry at you for my life changing.  I was scared.  I was in over my head.  You weren’t there to teach me...I did the best I could to save our land.”

Marcus chuckles softly.  “You were on quite the emotional roller coaster child.  I know that is why you had the angry thoughts you did.  I forgive you my darling girl.  I was selfish and did not consider your feelings in this.”  He turns to the boy.  “Release her so I can speak with my child in private.”

Ezra’s son taps his chin with his finger as he looks at Trista.  She shrugs her shoulders.  “What should I say?  He is at your mercy if she does anything.  He is human as I...remember?”  She turns smiling at me.  “For now.”

Marcus glances at Trista’s smirk then returns looking into my eyes.  “That will do, Trista.  I have not forgiven you yet for using dark magic on my child.  It was you that tried to take her from me as I had just got her back.  Release her now or I can guarantee she will continue to fight you.  She is my daughter after all.”

Ezra’s son releases the ropes and the binding spell holding me in place with the wave of his hand and I lunge forward hugging Marcus.  Sobbing into his shoulder.  “Thank you!  I am so, so sorry for everything.  I just wanted to save our world, father.”

He runs his hand down my hair shushing me.  “I know love.  It will all be better.  I am here now.  No more tears darling child.”  I couldn’t stop crying and he pulled me from the chair into his lap as he sat on the step in front of the thrones.  He actually began to rock back and forth as if soothing a crying child.

I hear Trista scoff and turn, whispering back and forth with the boy.

I took their distraction as an advantage whispering into Marcus’s ear.  “Hold on tight father.  We’re getting out of here.”  Marcus tightens his arms around me consoling.

I softly speak ‘palace’ and smile as the cold burst of air hits my face.
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We arrive in a heap on the floor of the foyer in the palace.  Marcus leans back and looks around eyes the size of saucers.  I too look around and begin laughing.  I hear clinking and footfalls coming from the dining hall towards us.

Marcus looks at me and joins me laughing.  Everyone rushes out surrounding us as Marcus and I hugged laughing.  We lean back as we look up to all the stunned faces.

Samuel rushes over sweeping me up from the ground into his arms.  The guards grab Marcus jerking him up from the ground.  I pull away from Samuel and scream for the guards to ‘stand down’.  

Everyone including Samuel eyed me curiously looking towards Marcus questioning.  “He just saved me.  Let him go.”  I call out.

Dad grabs mom as she lunges forward at Marcus as the guards held him in place.  “How could he save you?”  Mom spat.

Samuel sets me on my feet as he holds me close to his side.  “Mom stop.  Marcus got that kid to let me go.  When he released me...I didn’t even think it would work because my powers weren’t working.  Father talked him into letting me go.”

Everyone looked to me surprised as I had referred to Marcus as ‘father’.  I just started laughing and had to hold my sides as I think my ribs were broken again.  “I can’t believe it worked.  We’re home.”

Cyrus asks.  “What do we do with him in the mean time?”

I look up at Samuel as he looks so confused yet happy to see me.  I turn looking back to Cyrus.  “Marcus’s chambers are as they were.  He will remain in there until we can get through Ezra’s trial.  I apologize father but you are human for the moment.  I feel, for your safety, it best you remain in those chambers.  I do hope you understand.”  I place my hand over my heart as I gaze into his eyes.

Marcus laughs hardily.  “Are you kidding?  I am away from Trista...you could lock me in the broom closet and I would not utter a word.”

I had to laugh and I point at him.  “That was a creative punishment though, you have to admit.”

Marcus laughs.  “That it was.  I was impressed but that was sadly foreshadowed with the doom of all that is Trista.  You spared my life.  My sanity on the other hand.”  

“Sorry...guess I do owe you one for that.”  I was still laughing as others around us began to as well.  “Let’s get you settled in your chambers.  I need a shower and I will figure something out later.”  I wave my hand in the air and smile.  “I put in a mini-fridge with some snacks for you.”

I reach my hand for Marcus to lead him upstairs and he looks to me questioningly.  “What are you going to figure out?”

“You saved me...for that, you will get a reward of some kind.  But I’m going to throw that kid and his hag mother to the wolves.”

Marcus looks to me.  “You are too kind.  You need to get a bit more creative with their punishment.”  He motions his hand out away from him.  “Something grand.  I imagine you will come up with something spectacular and suiting.  I will rush off to my chambers.  Cyrus, will you seal me in please?”

Cyrus shoots me a glare as I nod.  “Very well.”  Cyrus follows Marcus up the stairs as he tells Cyrus how we had just escaped.

I saw Cyrus purse his lips as he listened.  “That was good Marcus.  You always were fast on your feet.”

I turn wrapping my arms around Samuel as he grips me hard and I release a slight yelp causing him to release me looking terrified.  “Sorry, I just need to heal a bit.  You forget your own strength sometimes.”  I rise to my tip toes and kiss him softly on the lips as his hand brushes my cheek.

Mom walks over waving her hands dramatically.  “What in the world could you be thinking?”

“Mom relax.  Marcus could read my mind somehow and we were communicating until that kid did a brain scramble on me.  Marcus convinced him I was ready to comply and they released me into his arms.  I told him to hang on and we were outta there.”

Samuel looks at me.  “You took his powers, how do you know he was reading your mind?”

“Oh, he could this whole time.  He knew about all the awful thoughts I had before and just chalked it up to me being an emotional girl.”  I place my hand on Samuel’s cheek.  “Don’t worry.  He is powerless and contained for now.  That boy was making horrible innuendos and Marcus demanded he treat me like a lady.”

Samuel takes my hand from his cheek looking up as Cyrus was walking down the stairs.  “We need to guard your mind.  Now, you said it felt like he was scrambling your brain...what do you mean?”

“Oh, it was awful.”  I gasp out.  “I could hear buzzing and then I couldn’t control anything.  Like a chainsaw in my brain.  I remember pain and then when it was over, it took a few minutes to regain my thoughts.  Marcus saw him do it and they argued.  I just remember the pain then Marcus got him to agree to let me go.”

Samuel looks up at my mother as she’s clutching her stomach.  Cyrus walks up.  “I found a book at my home.  We can teach her to develop those guards.  I can’t do it without binding her and leaving her defenseless.”

Mom looks at Cyrus.  “Let’s get to work on that now.  Everyone else...Andy, you all continue your breakfast meeting.  I will help Kyra upstairs.  Sorry Samuel...you have to wait a bit longer to help her with this part.  You and Cyrus join us once we have finished in Kyra’s chambers.”  Mom practically rips me from Samuel’s arms as she rushes me upstairs.

I call out, “I love you,” as I glance over my shoulder to Samuel.  

I see his lip stick out and a tear form in his eye.  “I love you so much more my Queen.”
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Mom runs a bath for me as I undress.  She sees that I am struggling so she comes to help.  She waves her hand over me whispering the healing spell and I begin to feel my body repairing itself though my face still ached.  I still can’t figure out what their thing with slapping is.

I sat in the tub and mom sat on the tile steps as we talked.  She filled me in on their search and them destroying the other palace.  I told her what had happened when I disappeared.

She began telling me ways to see through illusions so that wouldn’t happen
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