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        For the one to see the futures past,

        Is thrice blessed to conquer lightfast.

        Fire be true,

        With leadership firm.

        Changing destiny right.
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      He was such a hypocrite, accusing Harlow of lying to him when he himself was lying to her. As was Rowan. Being a close family, he thought, was not the case. Holding his sister to a standard he couldn’t uphold. What had he been thinking? Closing his eyes, he shook his head at himself.

      Feeling pathetic, he paced the floor. After storming out on his twin, he had followed through on his word. Going directly to Sally’s private rooms. Just thinking about the woman made a shiver run down his spine. He continued to question himself as to why he had agreed to this specific mission. He still did not know what he had been thinking.

      Looking around the tiny suite, as he paced. He was grateful to be alone. Trying to be who he needed to be around its resident was just one thing too many right now. He needed to process his many thoughts.

      Although he had a feeling, however small. He wouldn’t have to continue this facade for much longer. Things were happening. Likely coming to a very messy end. So much like his dear friend Cora.

      The very person who had been tasked with this current assignment. One where he needed to get very close and intimate with one person. Someone who the secret society thought had insider information. If: Provided that she didn’t, she could still gain access to it. If someone managed to persuade her. Had he known then what he knew now, he would have turned the assignment down. Then perhaps Cora would still be alive. Running his hands through his hair, he gripped the strands.

      Wanting to scream out his frustrations, he froze. Biting the inside of his cheek and breathing harshly through his nose. The likelihood of this place being filled with similar listening devices was just too high. Not wanting to play his hand too soon. He still had a job to do, after all.

      The information remained crucial for The Ravens Night. It was lucky then his temporary imposed grounding offered him opportunities. Not leading his True Guard team on missions. Allowed him to concentrate on the crucial tasks. Enabling him to focus on gathering any information he could from his alleged ‘girlfriend.’

      Just thinking of her that way, he shivered and holding back his gag reflex. Wrapping his arms around himself, he continued to pace back and forth. Just as well for recordings. He needed to be agitated, so his repetitive walking wouldn’t be unusual. It was just the sleazy woman irked him. His gut was churning for the show, he would have to put on soon.

      Portraying the character he was compelled to display made him feel uncomfortable. Too far out of his comfort zone, a laid-back and aloof partner. Just thinking about it sent more shivers down his spine. He never had an issue with such a role in a relationship. Then again, a partner in a relationship had never disgusted him before. Not that she was unclean; it was who she was at her core. A selfish, self-serving woman who shows only the face she wants a person to see. A face she hoped would get her what she wanted from them.

      Again, he was grateful she wasn’t here. He just wasn’t in the mood for the antics. Hopefully, this facade wouldn’t last much longer and he could move on to more important things. Like discovering what his sister was doing. Maybe he should go see Sloane, perhaps he might know something. With his decision made, he bent to pick up his bag when he heard the locks disengage on the front door.

      How had he not noticed she was here? He was so engrossed in his thoughts; that he was slipping. Not good, not good at all. He needed to stay sharp. Especially around this woman, not knowing her true motives yet made her even more dangerous.

      Considering all the time they had been together, he had assumed he would have found out more than he had. Perhaps she was on to him and was simply playing with him. But why, though? Or was she simply to be a diversion to keep him from the truth? He suspected that was the case. Still, while he was keeping her occupied, it kept her away from Harlow, who she liked to torment.

      Plastering on a fake smile, he prepared himself for an evening of playing her submissive lover. God, how that thought left a foul taste in his mouth. Not to mention the fact he would have to scrub himself from head to toe afterward. At least her unit had a private wet room, a luxury reserved for command leaders. A luxury he and Harlow grew up with as a standard.

      As they grew up, he noticed that he and his sister received luxuries that others did not receive. He had always wondered why. Learning early on it was not wise to ask why. If he and his twin inquired about anything, they would face punishment. Quickly, they learned to keep any questions to themselves.

      Sadly, it didn’t stop the mistreatment of the others in the compound. It also made the treatment of Harlow and her limp intense. Her lack of ‘perfection’ stood out like a beacon in a world where everything and anything could be fixed. He hated that for her. There is always an effort to protect her. Even her son protected her from ridicule. He would simply brag about how great she was and her many achievements.

      He watched the door open to reveal Sally’s squeal of delight. Ending his mental road trip. A trait he seemed to share with his twin. One he tried to hide, with some success. Straightening, he prepared himself as she launched herself towards him. Catching her in his arms as she wrapped her limbs around him. With a grunt, he asked,

      “What took you so long? I have been waiting for you.”

      Her answer was to grab his head, holding tight as she kissed him. Shoving her tongue into his mouth, moaning loudly. Fighting past his gag reflex, he kissed her back. He needed to stay focused and complete this mission.
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      Tapping her foot, she waited impatiently for the lock to disengage. Being a member of the True Guard, Honor was accustomed to things happening for her in an instant. They had access to too many of the bonus features in and around the compound in which they all lived. However, those who were not a part of this elite group had to make do without it.

      With an exasperated sigh, she placed her hands on her hips. This was ridiculous. It shouldn’t take this long. Why were they always doing this to her? She knew full well they hadn’t wanted her on their team, but they sure as hell didn’t want her on any other team, either. The multiple attempts made to make her life frustrating and force her to quit usually made her chuckle. However, today they were successfully annoying her to no end.

      Tampering with the timing of locks engaging or the opening of doors was lame. Even the reprogram to keep the automatic lights off. Whenever her access codes were used. She could usually shrug it off. However, today it was pissing her off.

      There was something big happening, she knew. They hadn’t included her like always. Only this time, when she made any attempt to find out any information, she would hit a wall of silence. An unusual occurrence. There were a few on their team that would keep her informed of the goings-on. They believed she belonged and treated her like a genuine member of the True Guard. If only in secret and behind closed doors. Especially away from Jasper’s knowledge.

      Lately, however, they have all been silent. Not acknowledging her at all. It hurt. What had she done to deserve such treatment? Logically, she knew she had done nothing. It was Jasper and his jealousy. Why he felt that way toward her was a mystery to her. She had nothing to be jealous of, no family, no friends, nothing. Other than his sour personality, she was jealous of him. A leader with his own True Guard team, friends, and a family. She’d give anything for the last two.

      Even if the last one was a found family, like his. Given his brother was missing and now presumed dead. He had been absent for far too long now.

      Finally, the locks released, opening the door wide. Grumbling under her breath, she stomped into the room. Ignoring all the grunts, sighs, and eye rolls to her presence. She developed a thick skin because she knew they didn’t want or respect her. Her only value to them was her skills and intelligence.

      Making her way through the room to her minuscule desk in the far corner. She would perform her responsibilities like she did every day. Maybe if she pretended to ignore them, they would speak freely and allow her some chance of getting information.

      Anything would be better than nothing. At least then she would have something to go on. This treatment only served as a reminder that she desired to be assigned to Caden’s team. If she had been there, she knew without a doubt that they would include her as an equal. With a mental head shake, she focused on the items on her desk. Taking inventory of new the tasks for today.

      There wasn’t much for her to do. Nothing of any great importance. Furthering her internal ire. Well, this would mean she could focus more on her investigation of the twins. Why, they were under suspicion and for what? Finally, devising a way to help them.

      Relying only on her intuition was fine, but she suspected this time she needed more concrete information. Following her head and her gut this time, she needed to know a little more before she acted. Trusting both, hoping they wouldn’t let her down.

      Still, this was hard for her to do, to sit back, wait and listen. Life had always required her to take the bull by the horns, so to speak. She knew her shortcomings and how information was key to knowing what to plan and how. Thus, getting it done.

      The last thought made her laugh. Being their archivist, Harlow was always spouting old phrases. She enjoyed hearing them, most were amusing. Some she didn’t understand. You likely had to have been there then, to get it. While others were so catchy, they quickly became a part of their vernacular.

      She admired the women, regardless of what everyone said about her. Not believing a thing, they said. It was lies all lies. Despite her ‘imperfections’ not being corrected at birth or later, everyone was still jealous of the woman.

      Internally scolding herself, she refocused on her work and got to it. Hoping luck was on her side and the plan would work.

      A few hours later, she looked up from her station, noticing most of her teammates were now out of the office. She considered it perfect. Standing, she made her way to their little kitchenette. Along the way, she observed the remaining teammates. Taking the long way around, she looked about, attempting to spy on the empty desks. Hoping for anything she might find useful, left out carelessly.

      Finally getting herself a steaming cup of brew. Another thing they could all thank the twins for. Their addiction to this magickal brew allowed them all a taste of it. Well, at least the best simulated version of it. Resources were just too precious to reproduce it, so simulated it was.

      She took her time getting back to her desk. Twisting her head side to side as she went, easily concealing her continued attempt at spying. It worked fairly well. Only one of her teammates asked if she was ok.

      She raised her mug with a smile and a nod. Happy that they smiled and nodded in return. Work must be intense if she was receiving remarks of concern for a supposed stiff neck. This was good. She could put her plan into motion. The one she had come up with while working on her menial tasks this morning.
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      The morning had passed uneventfully. It was just after lunch that her plan paid off. The room filled with chatter as members returned. She went unnoticed. Perfect, she thought.

      Happy for once, she was invisible. They openly discussed their feelings on how justified their team leader was in his actions against the Faxons. They deserved what was coming to them. She was shocked and felt a powerful urge to defend them.

      Instead, she bit her lip and dug her fingernails into her palms. Reminding herself to stay quiet. Needing them to continue. It was a surprise to her that instead of jealousy; it was hatred towards the family. A family favored by the Overseer and by all accounts, for no reason other than they were orphans. Which made little sense, as many of them were orphans as well, with no special treatment. She could include herself in that group.

      The conversation continued with her listening intently. As time passed, she noticed not all of her fellow team members felt the same way. There were a few just going with the flow silently agreeing, while others remained silent and quietly fuming with the topic of choice. Did they feel the same way as her? Could she maybe have some allies within her team? Or had this all been a performance designed solely for her benefit? To ensure that they could bring her up to speed on the inner workings and feelings.

      She would have to ponder more on this later. She needed all her concentration to listen and work at the same time. Unfortunately, she had to interrupt her plotting and planning when a time-sensitive matter came across her desk. Thankfully, she could hide what she had been working on easily. This was going to take her the rest of the day.

      At least she was gaining information from all the chatter. Learning who was on which side. Who was also wavering between the two. Her suspicion with the more she heard was that the Faxons were a part of something larger than themselves was growing.

      Accessing her screen, her fingers flew across the touchpad. Searching for any files on the family, tucking them away onto her private drive. At a glance, she hadn’t been able to find any information to support her current theory. Which meant it was likely kept on their team leader’s private drive.

      A private drive they weren’t supposed to have. Funny, because they all did. Multiple ones too. All kinds of mistrust were present within Jasper’s team. It was a wonder they operated as a team at all. Hopefully tomorrow she will be more successful in digging through the files to find out more information. The conversation today revealed some good information that she could likely use.

      Knowing now whose private files she needed to access, she planned how she could gain entry. She had just enough work left from today that she could use as an excuse to come in early tomorrow. Giving her the much-needed time to get the documents off the private drives.

      Satisfied with her plans, she proceeded to tidy her desk. Like always, she was the last one finished for the day. However, today she was going to leave early. Not staying for any extra work and trying to impress.
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      Grateful was the last thing he thought he should be feeling. Getting down to the brass tax and having sex with her usually allowed him to garner little pieces of information. Even unwanted or unrelated to his mission, it all helped in the end. He was glad when her stomach growled so loudly that he laughed at her. Teasing her that the tiger she ate for breakfast wanted its release. She better let it loose for fear of it consuming her.

      Watching while she angrily stomped around her little kitchenette, preparing something for them to eat. A task she usually delegated to him. This time, however, she had growled at him, mumbling under her breath unintelligible words, presumably about him.

      He must of really pissed her off to have her changing routine. Very likely causing her to reveal more of her true colors. Refreshing as it was, she was still a nasty woman. Really whiny too. How anyone could stand to be around her, let alone work with her? Baffled him.

      Her behavior only made him laugh harder and for her face to redden further. He needed to remember he was playing a character and should behave a certain way. In order to stifle the laughter, he bit his lips while trying to inhale through his nose. It was hard and took him a couple of minutes. He failed the first few times, earning him glares from where she worked on their food.

      It felt good to laugh. He couldn’t remember the last time he had. How sad was that? This mission was screwing with not only his head but his emotions as well. Best it ended soon.

      Shaking his head and closing his eyes, he regained his composure and pulled the character he needed into place. The lovesick puppy dog.

      Following a quick apology, which surprised him, she accepted. They began conversing about nothing at all. She always surprised him with how she could talk endlessly about anything. How she managed it was a skill he doubted no one else had or wanted. It likely was the only real thing about her he had ever seen. Something she didn’t share with everyone, either.

      Sitting at her little table and chairs, they ate their meal, continuing to gab throughout. The more they talked, the more relaxed she seemed. Which was strange. Sally always seemed to be wound tighter than any spring. He doubted she realized she was revealing some information, albeit sporadically and unintentionally. Causing him to wonder how she actually gained her position as a True Guard team leader. Internally shaking his head, he focused instead on finishing his meal.

      They continued to chat long after lunch, taking the conversation to her sofa. He was thankful for the break in their usual hot and heavy routine. As much as he wanted answers on the mission, he could only take so much. The dealings with this woman have changed him and his desire for a partner.

      Thinking about it, he had a gut feeling that tonight would be their last night together. Silently sending out a thanks for it, he was worried about the why. His instincts were telling him he might not like the outcome, causing them to delay the inevitable as long as possible.

      Like always, he waited for her subtle cues he needed to be her sexual submissive. Such as she called him, when in reality he was just a human sex toy. A toy giving her all the gratification, not once ever caring about him or his needs. To her, he had none.

      At first, that had hurt him. Her view of him and the role of a submissive. Now, however, he understood she was simply selfish. Only caring what she could get for herself. Might as well get this over with so she would fall asleep and he could at least get some rest before the morning. He never could fall asleep with her around. Never trusting what she would do. It was better to rest and simply pretend to sleep.

      Watching her stand and crook a finger his way, he slowly rose to follow as her slimy smile spread across her face. The pleasant woman he had been chatting with was now gone, and the wicked witch was back. Time for the show, he thought.

      Once in her bedroom, he moved into his usual position on the bed after he disrobed. Watching as her eyes glittered in delight. At least she found him attractive. That had allowed him to get somewhat hard for her. If only she knew the truth of what he thought of her, and everyone else, for that matter.

      Telling himself off for allowing his mind to wonder. Now was not the time for that. At least not yet. He needed to pay attention. Saying all the right things, doing all the right things. This had to be believable. He doubted she suspected otherwise. He was safe, at least for now.

      From the foot of the bed, she crawled, making her way toward him. Stopping when she reached for his semi-erect cock. Looking at him, she wrapped her icy fingers around him. Smiling with an evil glint in her eye, she bent, wrapping her lips around him, swallowing him whole.

      Fisting the pillow, his eyes rolled to the back of his head with pleasure. This was one thing this woman could do well. All he had to do was close his eyes and pretend it was someone else, anyone else.

      However, one person always came to mind when this happened. It was always her. Honor.
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      Her plans went down the drain. Everything she had schemed yesterday went to waste. She had received an incoming message that woke her up long before her alarm. There was a change of plans for today. She needed to get up and move pronto. Her daily duties had shifted.

      Fucking Jasper and his meddling. It had to him. Which pissed her off. He could never leave well enough alone. That one is always the center of attention. When he wasn’t, he threw a tantrum.

      Who else could it be? He had forever pulled crap like this. He treated her more like a tool to use than a team member. It made little sense.

      Learning they assigned her to watch and monitor the live feed in the archives today pissed her off. What had she done to deserve such a treatment? Had she given herself away yesterday in her efforts to find any and all information about the Faxon twins? That couldn’t be possible. She had, however, covered her tracks, knew she had.

      Being the one that everyone in the compound always went to, to find out information regarding any tech-related trace within their beloved dome. She knew there was no way any of her team could find out what she had been up to yesterday via a tech search. Her being the tech guru and all. The only other compound member with stills close to hers was Caden.

      The reason of why she was chosen to observe the library live remains unclear. They recorded this feed and watched it the next day. It always comprised the same three team members. Each was a member of another True Guard team. The intent was to keep it fair. So they claimed.

      How Jasper had gotten the assignment made her wonder. Removing the other team’s members, then putting her on it. Scared her. It was clear he had an issue with Caden and Harlow and always had. However, as the years passed, he became more charismatic about his feelings. Hiding them with subtle and polite jabs here and there for those higher up. Usually, the slights went right over their heads. Another thing to inflate his ego. Likely why he believed himself above them all.

      Once again, she had no proof of this, only her personal beliefs. Seemed to be a trend as of late. Finding any proof against the Faxons was difficult, if not impossible. She thought she would just have to put her plan in motion based only on her instincts and the menial tidbits she had overheard. It sucked she was being excluded yet again from her team. Likely, something big was about to go down. Her team leader didn’t trust her, which made her laugh. He was right; she had picked a side, and it wasn’t his.

      Placing her here meant she wouldn’t gain any knowledge of their comings and goings. Well, they were the ones who would be in for a surprise. She had a live show of Harlow’s actions today with the new plan of helping her in any way she could.

      She wasted no time in getting ready for the day and her new assignment. Hoping that what she had planned would work. It needed to work. All this crap with Jasper was getting old and inflating his already to big ego. The man was a menace.

      Getting to the recording booth early, she set up quickly. Going over every permeable option, just in case. Wanting to be as prepared as possible. With so many curveballs being thrown at her lately, she wanted to avoid making any mistakes.

      Watching intently, she waited for Harlow to arrive. She had all the past recordings pulled and was ready to use. She planned to make her newfound friend the invisible lady. All she needed was to see the outfit she had on today and she could pull the appropriate video.

      Scanning the other feeds in the compound, she looked for a view of her target. Once she appeared, her fingers flew across the touch screen, doing what she needed for her plan to work.

      By the time they noticed today’s live feed was a recording, Harlow will have done whatever it is she needs to do. They would notice too, of that she was positive. She had noted there was some tampering with the feeds and cameras. Thankfully, with her arriving extra early, she had reworked the tampering. If just a little.

      Hopefully granting them both more time. Allowing them to do all they needed to do. She had crossed her fingers, saying a little prayer just in case it didn’t work out.

      What baffled her was how she knew today was the day that the Faxons were making their move. She didn’t know. Was it her reassignment this morning? Or her gut feelings. They were something she had always trusted. Her gut instincts had never failed her and were eerily accurate. Having kept her safe for all these years, now she would use them to keep others safe. Protect them as best she could from those in the compound who wanted to harm them.
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      Becoming aware slowly, he cursed himself for falling asleep. It was not a safe thing for him to do at the moment. Sally’s suite was an unsafe place. The need to be alert at all times was a necessity here. Soon, he could truly relax and get the much-needed sleep he wanted. He hoped. Only time will tell.

      Cautiously, he opened his eyes, scanning the bedroom. Not only was he alone in bed, but the lights were off and the door was closed. Exhaling, the breath he hadn’t realized he was holding. He relaxed against the headboard for a moment. Taking the time to center himself with some meditative breathing. Swinging his legs over the edge of the bed, he got out as quietly as he could; making his way to the door.

      While staying away from the sensor, not wanting the door to open. He placed his ear near the door. Hearing noises on the other side, it took him a moment to realize what he was hearing. There were people on the other side having noisy sex or someone was killing the other. His bet was on the latter. When Sally finally started begging for more after her grunts, groans, and moans.

      Turning up his nose in disgust, he shook with a spine-chilling shiver. The sounds of sex and pleasure with the venomous woman turned his stomach. It sounded like the lovers were enjoying themselves, at least.

      Given the task of seducing the woman for information, this exposed an entirely new side of her. Suspecting that this version of her tea was hearing was the real woman coming through. He could feel the difference vibrating in the air.

      This was not the same version of the woman he saw. Him having to always be submissive to her pleasure. The sounds indicated the situation had changed. She was only too happy to please her partner. Intrigued, he pressed his ear firmly to the door, hoping to hear more. Sally was a talker by nature. She would always chatter before, during, and after.

      They rewarded him for his patience. When they completed she started her inquiry. Her line of questioning furthered his suspicion as to the identity of her partner. Being rewarded again when he heard Jasper snap at her. He didn’t like that she allowed someone else to touch and have her. That she belonged to him and only him. The fact Caden touched her was disgusting.

      Her sharp reply was that the reason for a Faxon touching her was because he had ordered it. That he had wanted a spy on the inside with intimate knowledge of them. So he could just shove it. He had to hold back a chuckle, listening to them bicker. So his instincts that they were truly a couple were now confirmed. It was a fact that they had both received the same assignment. He suspected, however, that she hadn’t gained the information from him that Jasper wanted.

      While he at least gained knowledge of a few things before they had happened and could quickly react to combat. At other times, he had to allow them to happen in order to not reveal his hand. As a result, Harlow took the brunt of their ill-treatment. Further, making him feel guilty. He would make it up to her someday.

      Listening further, he learned Jasper’s full hatred of them. He had always known that, just not to the full extent. Why such hatred though and not jealousy would have to be a problem for another day. Learning the plan was to act on Harlow, and soon. Hopefully, today if Jasper had his way.

      The confirmation that they were after her and not him hurt and scared him. She was not a True Guard member, thus she didn’t have the necessary training needed to defend herself.

      She couldn’t handle an integration. Especially one with Jasper. He would use any and all tactics to gain the information he wanted. Not excluding torture. He would have to break his cover if need be and help his sister. There was no way he was leaving her under the guise of that monster.

      So there was no telling what he would do to Harlow. He guessed they weren’t using his twin as a pawn to get to him, either. He also strongly suspected that was the true cause of Cora’s death. The information they wanted she wouldn’t share, and now they thought Harlow had it.

      Which made little sense. His sister wasn’t a member of Ravens Night. A secret society he knew Jasper suspected existed. So why they were after her and not him was odd? He was the one who was a member. So too was her son. She is completely unaware. What information could she have that they wanted?

      All the bread crumbs they within the society had left all led back to him. Not Cora or Harlow. Could Jasper know more than he was letting on? Or was he wanting something else and stinging him along for the ride?

      He knew she had received the Ravens Night box. Their sacred box. The one that at one time contained their sacred book. A book they have been searching for, for generations. They feared it was lost forever.

      Did Jasper know about the book? Was that why he was after his twin? There was a rumor of a saving grace hidden within the depths of the archive. On multiple occasions, saw people searching the library. They had found nothing to show the truth of the fairy tale. Could the fairy tale and the book be one and the same? If so, how had Jasper learned about it? That was worrisome. His sister could be in real danger.

      As a nonmember, his sister did not know of the sacred book. How could she? Ignoring his train of thought, he continued to focus on the chatter in the other room. Needing to learn all he could about their plans for Harlow. The assignment and his plans just changed. As far as he could tell, they didn’t suspect him of knowing any of their nefarious plans.

      When he heard them in the telltale signs of sex once again, he made for the shower room. His emotions were running high and affecting his judgment. He needed to clear his head in order to think clearly again. Jumping in under the spray, he made quick work of cleaning himself.

      When he finished, he was entering the bedroom at the same time as Sally. Her shocked look gave away her otherwise intended enticement. How she could have sex with multiple men, one after the other, baffled him. How they believed they were deceiving him too also baffled him.

      Not caring anymore, he greeted her with only a head nod. Turning his back to her, he dressed quickly, pulling items from his bag. Turning again when he finished, he looked at her confused expression.

      He said as politely as he could.

      “Morning Sally.”

      Making quick work of grabbing his clothes from yesterday and shoving them into his bag.

      Standing, he looked at her, saying.

      “I’ve gotta go. It is necessary for me to stop by the office. I failed to let Sloane know about something before I left.”

      Let her take that statement for what it is. He needed to see his sister. She was in trouble.

      Continuing, he said.

      “Then I need to head back home. I need to apologize to Harlow.”

      Sally stood there, her mouth a gape staring after him as he maneuvered his way around her and exited her suite. He could later hear her repeated shouting as he rounded the corner. This time, he laughed loud and free. He didn’t fear how anyone watching on the cameras would receive it. He was free and one step closer to completing this mission.
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      Watching as Harlow went through her normal, boring routine gave her pause. Perhaps she wasn’t about to do something that caused her team leader to take a great interest in her. Why else would he assign someone to watch the camera feed live, instead of the usual recordings a day later? Had she mistaken her internal warning? It would be a first.

      No, she decided she had to be right. Her insides were still uneasy. Something was definitely about to happen. Looking closely, she saw a slight tremor in the way Harlow moved, handling the books she loved so much. Harlow was nervous. Why, though? What was she planning? She wished she knew.

      When she got up from her chair and made her way to the back of the library, she knew this was it. Her instincts were right. Harlow was making her move, now. Thinking on the fly, she wanted to keep her the invisible woman. It was her way of helping. Now, which pathways could she be heading toward? She knew there was a maze of halls not used anymore attached to the rear of the library.

      Following her instincts, once again, she allowed her finger to fly across the touchpad, giving this woman all the protection she needed. As a failsafe, she disabled all the motion sensors in the rooms along the hallways. Those rooms contained all the old equipment and supplies needed in the olden days to survive the Wasted land.

      Was that where this woman was going? If so, that was worrisome. It took True Guard members many years to learn how to navigate, let alone survive there. It wasn’t a tranquil place to be. Why else would they all be living in a specially designed state of art dome? Well, it was at the time of its creation. Now, however, it was falling apart piece by piece.

      It was why they were in such a race to find a solution. Not to mention find a way of bringing the planet back to life. If that was even possible anymore. All they had to relay on were rumors and fairytales. Telling of ways in which humanity will persevere.

      With her worry increasing at Harlows’ direction, her curiosity increased. Why would she need such equipment? What could be out there that she would want or need? When she had all the sensors toggled off and empty hallways playing on a loop, she made quick work of protecting the system setting. Making sure no one could tamper with it or find out what she did. It was important to protect herself as well. As best she could, anyway.

      Grabbing her things, she did a quick tidying of the screening room. Double-checking everything looked as it should, she left. Thankfully, she could plan on the fly. Running the potential scenarios around in her mind, she navigated the maze of hallways.

      In a rush, it took all her willpower to appear calm and nonchalant. Not wanting to send unnecessary warning Jaspers’s way. She stuck to a direct route but one also out of the way of many cameras. Being seen as little as possible was her goal, as it would be better.

      Jogging, she needed to warn Caden of Harlow’s movements. His twin was about to attempt something very dangerous. A task that took a significant amount of training to do. Not just anyone could put on the gear and head out there past the protective dome. Even if his sister had read all the books about the past world, or what it was like now. It would not help her in the world and all that was out there.

      It was a dangerous and unpredictable place. Even with all the training the True Guard went through, you were never fully prepared. It was why you never went out there alone, either. They assigned all members to teams for that reason. Now that it appeared, Harlow planned to enter the Wasted alone. She needed to do something. Screw the consequences.

      With her fear growing, she headed toward the office of Caden and his team. Taking a chance that if she couldn’t find Caden there. The risk was too great to even attempt to go to his quarters looking for him. If not Caden, at least someone might be there. They could either help her or inform him of his twin’s actions.

      This plan made her feel better. She no longer cared what would happen to her. Not when Harlow’s life was on the line. Not when she could do something, anything, to help her.
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      Last minute, he changed course and made his way towards his suite of rooms that he shared with his family. It was almost like his limbs had a mind of their own. Knowing something he did not. No matter how hard he tried, he could not change course. So odd. Giving in, he increased his pace. At least he could control that.

      Arriving home, he allowed his movements to continue and dictate the where. He found himself moving to a long ago forgotten hiding spot. One in which he and Harlow used to hide all their secret treasures they had as children. Smiling at the fondness he felt at the memory, he wondered. What could she have possibly hidden in here? Once he opened it, he revealed a piece of folded paper.

      Frowning, that was it? A piece of paper. That was all she treasures? Last time he had looked in here, it contained an abundance of treasures. Now only a folded paper.

      Had his sister emptied it, leaving only the paper just for him? Or had taken all the treasures thus leaving this behind? Perhaps she had meant for him to see this?

      Curious, he carefully removed it. This could not be from his sister. She would have left him a secret tech note in the way he had taught her. So who was this from and why? Taking care, he unfolded the paper to reveal a letter written in a beautiful hand script. Emotion quickly clogged his throat. A handwritten letter by someone who preferred the art. Not their tech way of communicating.

      This was a safer form of communication if you didn’t want a mass of people reading it. However, given how creased the letter was and thin the paper had become. He guessed that wasn’t the case. Many people had read this letter countless times. Were those tear stains on the paper? He read the letter.

      
        
        Dear Harlow,

        If you are reading this letter, then you have received my last will, and testament to you. Sister of my heart, I’m truly sorry to have left you so soon. Hopefully, my demise was from natural causes, and not nefarious. But never mind that, someone has already done the deed, regardless of the circumstances.

        Just know I love you with all my heart, the sister I never had. Tell Caden the same. I love him as if he were my brother. To Rowan, I love that boy as if he were my own. My heart overflowed with gratitude as I proudly embraced the title of his aunt. That nephew of mine is something special.

        Please keep on reading my crazy red-headed girl. I know you love to learn and discover new things. For you never know what wonders the library holds. Just promise me not too many romances. Ok. The pages of the books within hold many wonderful and incredible things to behold. I know you will find many answers but also so many more
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