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			Chapter One - Broken Pieces

			“How dare you betray me after everything I’ve done for you!” Alta Williams snarled, spit flying from her mouth as her eyes flashed with danger.

			Zachary Valentino stared at her in aghast. Was this the Alta he had known for four years, four years of pure peace and sheer happiness? 

			A porcelain vase hurtled towards him. He leapt out of harm’s way at the last moment, but barely. He watched it strike the wet, damp floor and smash into so many pieces it was beyond repair. There, on the floor, it lay, a mess of jagged white fragments stabbing in all directions. Broken. Shattered. Like their relationship. 

			Before Zack could react, a current of turquoise light shot from Alta’s scepter, almost striking him in the heart. “Alta, calm down. We can work this out, we can—”

			“We can’t!” she bellowed, gnashing her teeth. She was a fireball of fury, blazing with the maddening desire to destroy and tear down everything. Another three jets of light streaked at Zack; one floored him and sent him crashing to the ground.

			“Stop it!” he yelled at her. “Look, I didn’t mean to snoop in your laboratory. But what you’re doing down there—”

			“I want power! And to obtain it, I must strengthen my dark magic to dethrone the rulers. I don’t get this, Zack. You wanted me! And I wanted you! I wanted to make us the best we could be; I wanted us to rule this world side-by-side and eliminate everyone unworthy of having magical blood. What is wrong with you?”

			Zack gazed into her crazed eyes, disappointment and bitterness welling up in him as he shook his head in denial. “Alta, you’re not yourself. The Alta I knew would never do this.” 

			“She is gone,” growled Alta Williams, her fists clenched. “Alti killed her the day she left.”

			“That’s no reason for you to turn evil,” countered Zack. 

			He felt betrayed, shocked, and devastated. But more than anything, he resented himself. Why, in his four years of dating Alta, had he never seen the seed of evil buried deep within her? Why had he known nothing of her experiments and endeavors to acquire the darkest brand of magic? Why had he let his heart rule his mind and eliminated the possibility that she’d been consumed with an obsession for dark magic for so long a time? What was wrong with him? 

			Zack never thought such a day would come in his twenty years of life. He had always adored, even worshipped, Alta. She was eight years his senior and had a gentle charm of her own. Her long red hair, curly and sometimes messier than a bird’s nest, had been one of his favorite physical attributes about her. But now it was hanging in damp clumps around her head, the ends of it dyed green by some unknown substance when she’d neglected to secure it in a bun during her experiment. 

			Never had Zack been more overwhelmed with astonishment in his life. He had seen with his own eyes that his girlfriend, the very person he’d loved and adored and swore to protect with his life, meddling in nefarious areas of magic no human had ever dared venture in. Brewing potions that could kill with a drop, spells that could maim and claim a life faster than lightning. He had seen with his own eyes that the person he trusted with everything failed him in more ways than one. She had transitioned into a demon, and there was no evidence that could prove otherwise. 

			Alta had transformed the attic of her house into a laboratory, where she let her true colors soar and her inner darkness permeate every inch of it. It shocked him when he had wandered in less than an hour ago. Vials upon vials of bubbling liquid lined the shelves, sizzling fiercely and dancing in their containers as if desperate to escape their confines. Below it were boxes of bearnixes’ claws, unibirds’ horns, kittenpillars’ whiskers, dogfishes’ paws, and bloody intestines, hearts, and tissue that could have belonged to any of the four magical creatures. It was enough to drive anyone into insanity. The body parts leapt in their prisons of glass, yearning to rejoin their masters. Who no doubt ceased to exist.

			Alta slaughtered them. Slaughtered those miserable, guiltless animals just to obtain their organs to concoct and complete her sinister potions. Zack remembered staring at them, a horrible fascination occupying every inch of his mind. He could not process or digest the evidence that lay before him, evidence that slapped him on the face and mocked his idiocy, evidence that told him without words that his beautiful girlfriend was nothing but a power-obsessed monster.

			Anyone in his place would have passed out in fear, overcome with panic and disgust by the dark aura where innumerable lives had been ended by its mistress. But all Zack could do was deny it, deny the sight he had beheld. He always saw the good in everyone and everything, and he could never in an eternity accept the truth and the fact that Alta was a beast. She was his first love and only true love. No matter what she had transformed into, no matter how many brutal traits she exhibited, he’d still see the rosy cheeks and kind eyes layered over her now sallow face and soulless eyes that held not an ounce of mercy. Just because he’d discovered her evil side didn’t mean he could stop loving who she was, although those were bygones. Be couldn’t bring himself to dishonor Alta and see her in another way. The unbearable agony would crush his soul. 

			But she had deceived him, fooled him, used him, even. The solid proof was everywhere. Zack felt ashamed of himself for knowing nothing of her fall from innocence until today. He felt so incredibly foolish for believing Alta and falling in love with her sweet façade, unable to see past her meticulous disguise and learn who she was deep down.

			“Why do you refuse to comply with me?” Alta growled. Her once soft eyes that brimmed with delight when she saw him were blazing with insanity. However, Zack was still able to see past it. When everyone else saw her murderous eyes and deranged smile, he saw another version of Alta on the same face. An Alta who cared for him as a little brother instead of longing to manipulate him, an Alta who was the epitome of grace and kindness and knew no evil. Time would never succeed in erasing that perfect, angelic form of his love.

			A blinding flash of turquoise told Zack she had struck him with an immobilizing spell; he felt the hard, cold cement ground collide with his body as he failed to dodge it in time. There was an increasing pool of blood by his temples. A shard of the shattered vase had penetrated his flesh and left a deep gash on it. The coppery tang made a wave of bile and nausea rise in his stomach. His wand was still tucked in the pouch of his cloak. But even if he could move his hand and grab his only weapon to defend himself, he didn’t think he could. He could never attack Alta or do anything to harm the woman he loved, the sister who had been an indispensable part of his life. 

			Alta stormed over to his sprawled form and kicked him with the toe of her boots. “You said you were going to leave me. How could you? I did everything for the two of us, for our future.”

			“You didn’t do it for us,” said Zack, realizing that the curse hadn’t deprived him of his ability to speak. “You did it for yourself, for your greed for power and ambition to overshadow your sister. You threatened me to become as evil as you, and that is one thing I won’t do. Never. Not for as long as I live.”

			Alta sneered. “I should have known you were not the man I thought you were. Your promises to me, every one of them are tainted now. Words of wickedness and promises of poison. I thought I could trust you. I thought you would understand and not judge me.”

			“It doesn’t matter anymore,” Zack replied, surprised at how calm and detached he was now. Part of him was still numb with shock, unwilling and unable to believe what he had seen in the attic. “You and Alto want to assassinate the rulers of our world, be the king and queen for life, and turn it into a kingdom of evil.”

			“You knew he’d be nobody but a prince, and you the new king. But you rejected my request. Yes, request. It never was a plea, an offer, something you can turn down if that isn’t your wish. I’ve fought so hard for the two of us, and all I’ve ever wanted is—”

			“Save your explanations,” answered Zack, his voice devoid of emotion. “I won’t change my mind.”

			“You won’t?” Alta seized a handful of his hair, yanked him to his feet like a puppet, and smashed him into a wall. Zack closed his eyes, pain reverberating in his body as his mind became clouded with vertigo.

			“One thing I’d like to know, though,” he said, composure still governing his mind. “When did you start learning those wicked incantations and make up your mind to be….” He paused, uncertain of what she’d become. Unrecognizable, that was the word. But he couldn’t utter it. “When did you become who you are this moment?”

			Alta beamed. It was a sickening smile, filled with sarcasm and contempt and without any semblance of joy. “When my parents died. I lost my sister, and then I lost them. You see, Zachary, I, unlike many people, am no fool. People come and go as they please, family included. People betray others and cast them away when they’re of no value to them. Love, affection, family…. All jokes. All unreliable. They all fail me when I need their support the most.” 

			Alta laughed. It was an insane laugh that chilled Zack to the bone. 

			“Only wealth and power are real to me now; they’re my only allies that will never leave my side. Unlike you.” She stared down at Zack, her expression disdainful. “Pity. Some people never learn. Pathetic people like you never will.”

			“I don’t care what you say. You’ve lied to me many times, and I will never trust you again.”

			Alta struck his arm with a hex, and he felt a blade pierce his skin. 

			“It’s not going to work,” Zack said, his voice harsher. “You think you can get me to work with you and accept your evil plans if you keep on torturing me.”

			Alta shook her head. The hem of her cape grazed Zack’s cheek as she swept away, making a dramatic show of turning her back on him. “Why do you think I’d bother to deal with you?”

			“I don’t know what you’d bother to do. You’re out of your mind.”

			Alta smiled again, this time much more sinister than before. Her bright scarlet lips curled at the edges as hate shot from her eyes. “I am. And you made me do this.”

			Her fingers closed around Zack’s arm, and he saw a blinding white light flash before his eyes. Darkness snuffed out his consciousness as if it were a candle, and everything in his world plunged into nothingness.

			~*~

			When Zack’s mind encountered reality hours later, he found himself sprawled on the stony floor, still in that same cellar. The damp, musty scent of it made him dizzy as the cuts he’d sustained throbbed. He was more than a little astonished at the fact he was yet alive. Alta hadn’t killed him.

			But where had she gone?

			Zack struggled to his feet and staggered to the door, yanking the knob to see if she had left it open. No luck. He looked around to see if there was anything that resembled a tool or a weapon he could use to stab the door and make his escape, but he saw nothing. There was a huge wooden table, but smashing it into the door would be suicide. It would no doubt alarm his captor and give him away. He needed to pretend he was still comatose to make it out safe and sound. 

			Alta…. The thought of what she’d turned into shattered his heart. He was certain she had loved him, but now, he realized that under that coat of sugary love, there dwelled malicious intentions. She wanted to manipulate him like a puppet and shape him into the boyfriend she desired.

			Zack couldn’t help wondering why the Alta he’d known was gone. Did he have anything to do with it? Was it attributed to something he’d said or done unconsciously? Was part of it his fault, his responsibility? Was there a tipping point, a loss of balance that led to her becoming evil, or was it the gradual addition of her loss and grief? Had he been able but failed to identify the moment his Alta was gone and replaced by this demon he no longer knew?

			Zack thought of his grandmother, all alone in their home. What if Alta did something to her in his absence as a punishment? She was his only living relative, as he had been born an orphan. His mother passed away the day she gave birth to him. It was as if she’d given her life to her baby after ten months of carrying him in her womb. It had always made Zack guilty to think of it, that his birth equaled his mother’s demise. His father died of grief a week after his mother left. They left two gaping holes in his life that neither time nor therapy could heal. For a long while, Alta’s love had almost filled them. But now, he was left with nothing again. 

			Zack’s gaze roamed the room as he implored the fate for a miracle. He had to leave, had to escape the cellar and leave Alta forever. He dreaded to think what she’d do to him or his family should he fail. A weak pool of light caught his sight, and he glanced up. There was a small window high above him, where the wall met the ceiling. He couldn’t reach it on his own, of course, but with the table….

			He raced over to it and inched it to the bottom of the window, careful to make as little noise as possible. A sigh of relief escaped him as he succeeded. Clambering onto the furniture, he unlocked the window and lifted himself out, inhaling and savoring the fresh air he missed dearly. 

			Twilight had tinted the sky pale purple, dotting it with silver orbs and littering it with streaks of clouds. The forest beside Alta’s home. Zack could see it right ahead of him. The endless sea of tall, ghostly trees beckoned mysteriously at him.

			His breath was coming in small, searing gasps; his lungs protested and throbbed, begging for oxygen. Every muscle ached and implored him to stop running. But he couldn’t. He had to take refuge somewhere so Alta couldn’t hunt him down. The shelter of the lush vegetation in the woods was perfect. 

			Zack remembered the porcelain vase hurtling towards him. He would never in a lifetime forget the pain it inflicted on him, both physically and mentally. The last warmth of the sun engulfed him as he delved into the forest, away from Alta, away from his past. 

			He remembered the first time he’d met her, the day he’d confessed his feelings, and the day he told himself she was the one, his ticket to a peaceful life of wedded bliss. One of the innumerable milestones in their relationship. He had fallen in love with her cleverness and her irresistible charisma. Alta was talented beyond words and incredibly skilled in every area of magic. She wanted to test her limits and see if she could break through them, something that enchanted Zack deeply. But in the end, it was her intense ambition and immense potential that led to her navigation and eventual obsession with dark magic and the corruption of her morals.

			Zack thought of the innumerable days they spent frolicking under the sun, strolling in the rain, and chatting in the snow. The jovial images of their past seemed to mock his misery. Those had been enjoyable memories, but they could only remain that way forever, trapped in the past like insects cast in amber. Memories. Things that would never happen again. 

			The initial shock and disbelief had dissipated in him. Now that he’d gotten over the stage of denial, he felt fury rise in him like an ocean. Alta had shouted at him for betraying her when, in fact, it was she who had done it. She’d gone and turned to the dark side, and if that wasn’t enough, she wanted him to join her. 

			The forest was eerie and foreboding. He had nothing but shadows and sporadic spots of moonlight to keep him company, but it was the only place he would be safe. Plus, he had to make his way through it to go home. He’d rather get trapped here for a week than locked in the cellar in Alta’s house for a day. At least the threats here were perceivable and tangible. 

			Black towers of tree trunks loomed like giants. Branches and leaves whipped his face as he hurried on. The foliage-carpeted ground was shrouded with shadows. Yawning at him in every direction were endless tunnels of darkness that led to nowhere. Tiny dots of moonlight freckled the ground, appearing, disappearing, and reappearing between the trees and undergrowth. Dried foliage cracked and snapped under his feet as he ventured further and further into the depths of the woods. A bone-chilling gust of wind assailed him, a foretelling of a brutal storm to come. Night descended on him as the trees darkened with each glance. There was no telling where the exit was. Exhausted, Zack sat on the damp, mossy ground, leaning against the rough skin of a trunk.

			A drop of rain landed on a bloody gash on his arm. Then another. Before he knew it, a violent downpour of rain showered upon him, seeping into his clothes and drenching his body. The torrents of rainwater plastered strands of blond hair to his cheeks. With his eyes shut, he savored the sensation of the raindrops pounding on him, letting the water caress his limbs and the dewdrops travel down his face.

			Already, he missed Alta, missed everything she meant to him. She had been such a monumental figure in his life. No matter what she had done to him, part of him would still love her; it was an irrevocable kind of love that only made him remember the best of her. Because deep down in the depths of his heart, he’d adore her for who she had been, regardless of what she had become. Those were two separate things to him.

			Laying his head in his arms, Zack thought of them, of their irrevocable relationship. The haunting image of Alta destroying him in every possible way would adhere to his memory for as long as he lived, but even that could not dispel his feelings for her. He could still see fragments of her old self in the monster she had become. 

			It was true how she’d no doubt tortured and murdered hundreds of animals to achieve her means. That was undeniable, and he condemned her for her atrocities. But his affection for her wasn’t as fickle and shallow to be diminished by something like that. It went much deeper into the soul and became a part of him.

			But the more Zack loved Alta, the more reluctant he was to part with her. It was her who left him stranded in life, her who harmed him when all he wanted was the Alta he knew to be back. 

			For what seemed like the first time in his life, Zack let a stream of tears course down his cheeks as he mourned for the endless possibilities he could have had with Alta, the infinite prospects their lives could have had. He thought of the hundreds of things they could have done and achieved together. Gotten married. Become parents. Raised children. Grew old. Be buried by each other, their graves side-by-side. 

			Was it all Zack’s fault? He cared about Alta the most, but why, why in the world was he not there when she was on the brink of becoming evil? Why was he not there to enlighten her and tell her she was perfect the way she was? Why hadn’t he interfered with her experiments and guided her back to the light, where she belonged, where they were destined to be?

			But now, did all these matter? He’d sealed his fate when he ran away, and so had Alta from the moment she set foot into the wicked, unexplored areas of magic.

			There was no turning back for either of them.

		

	
		
			Chapter Two - Reborn

			Six years had gone by since that day; six long, endless years of unspeakable, indescribable pain. So much had happened. So many tumultuous events had taken place in the magical world Zack used to call home. Alta, with the assistance of her brother Alto, went on to dethrone the rulers and claim the kingdom as their own. They granted it a new name—the Underworld. Slaughtering anyone who dared to defy them, the tyrannical, notorious duo became known as the Siblings. 

			It all happened because of Alti—Alta and Alto’s sister. Drawn to the immense universe of knowledge in the mortal world, she abandoned them and spent the next two years of her life there. Her departure and their parents’ deaths changed Alta and Alto, and they were no longer the same anymore. Zack learned it the hard way, but he knew it must’ve pained Alti even more, the transformation of her siblings. She changed her name to Marianne to force herself to forget Alta and Alto, married Patrick—a man she loved—and created another world for the terrified Underworldians who, like them, sought and craved a realm of peace and felicity. Although many Underworldians were brainwashed by the tyrants, a decent number of them relocated to the Otherworld. Alta and Alto, enraged at the birth of this new kingdom, launched multiple attacks on them, yet their efforts ended up in failure. Adopting a strategic truce, they retreated their forces and left the Otherworld alone.

			King Patrick and Queen Marianne became respected and worshipped as heroes. The citizens of the Otherworld, the Otherworldians, were united by their common belief in overcoming evil and restoring freedom to the Underworld. Many of them had the brutal experience of witnessing their family suffer at the hands of the Underworldians under Alta and Alto’s orders. The grief and loss they endured brought their hearts together and strengthened their ambition to fight the Underworld at all costs.

			Now Zack was standing before the gates of the immense white marble palace of the Otherworld. He’d lost more than his love the day Alta chose her dark arts over him. She deprived him of everything he’d valued. He severed ties with her after the day they had their falling-out, hoping to lead a peaceful life and escape the shadow she’d cast on his life. Yet after Alta and Alto had taken over the Underworld, they tortured, murdered, and imprisoned anyone who was suspected of plotting to overthrow them. Zack had secretly hoped the Siblings had forgotten about his existence, yet such wishful thinking did nothing to sugarcoat the facts. Alta accused his grandmother of treason as a vile attempt to take revenge on him. The Siblings imprisoned her, and when Zack was on his way to confront Alta, a group of officers cornered him as if they’d predicted his reaction. They jinxed him into a coma, but a brave bystander, Valerie Edmunds, came to his rescue. Without her interference, he would have died a most excruciating death.

			After he successfully freed his grandmother and was contemplating his next move, Zack learned of King Patrick and Queen Marianne and their ambition to create another world of magic. As much as he desired to join the Otherworld, it wasn’t his best option then. He was certain that Alta would track him down and threaten to destroy his life in every possible way. Zack took the only path that was safe—he went into hiding and fled to the mortal world with his grandmother to protect the two of them. They could have led a peaceful life should he have made the decision a few months earlier and spared his grandmother the torture Alta had inflicted on her. She was never the same after the week-long imprisonment. The trauma made her mentally ill, which affected her physical health. Zack took care of her until she passed away a year later. 

			Zack vowed to himself he’d avenge his only living family by joining the Otherworld and fighting against Alta and Alto, whom he knew would never cease their attempts to devour the Otherworld and reclaim what they believed to be their land by force. Many of King Patrick and Queen Marianne’s worshippers moved into the palace with them and served as their courtiers and advisors. Calling themselves the Court of the High Advisors or the Elders, they were the backbone of the Otherworldian rulers’ policies as well as the fighters at the front line whenever an invasion launched by the Underworld took place.

			And now here he was, standing at the gates of the palace. King Patrick had answered his letter and agreed to let him join the Elders after a year of training, like all the other applicants who had the same ambition. He’d assigned him a mentor, and today was the day he would meet her. 

			Since Elders-in-training were required to live in the palace, Zack now had a new home in the Otherworld. He had no intention of bringing up his past in the Underworld, for his loyalties now lay with King Patrick and Queen Marianne. Not only did Alta fail him, but she also subsequently killed his grandmother. Zack would make her pay the price for shredding his peaceful life to pieces and making it erupt into chaos. 

			The gilded spires and pointy turrets seemed to pierce the heavens. Zack felt his heart thudding against his chest as he thought of his future, the endless possibilities that awaited him in the palace. 

			A dogfish emerged from the double doors and made his way across the front lawn and to the wrought iron gates. “Zachary Valentino?” he asked.

			Zack nodded.

			“I’m Noir,” said the dogfish, holding out a paw to shake hands with him. “One of the guards here. Please come with me.”

			Zack followed him across the field, up the steps that led to the palace, and through the doors. Before him was the lobby, an opulent hall reigned by white marble and golden embellishments. A sparkling silver glow issued from the enchanted plush carpet below his feet, giving off the impression that he was standing on an ocean of diamonds. Noir ascended the imperial staircase and led him into a labyrinth of passages, all bathed in a hazy purple glow. Lilac, lavender, and deep violet flames blazed on the torches protruding from the walls. Zack gazed at the peculiar passages, mesmerized by how eerie yet beautiful a sight it was. 

			Noir then led him up a spiral staircase with carved banisters that rippled up for seven stories. Tromping up the stairs in endless circles made Zack dizzy, but fortunately, Noir turned right when they reached the sixth floor. He gestured at the resplendent corridor unfolding before them. Large tapestries depicting battles of bearnixes, unibirds, kittenpillars, and dogfishes lined the walls, filling up the gaps between the doors. 

			Among the four creatures that dwelled in the Underworld and Otherworld—bearnixes, unibirds, kittenpillars, and dogfishes—the spirits of fire, sky, nature, and water, bearnixes were bears with bodies like phoenixes; unibirds were winged unicorns that could fly; kittenpillars were caterpillars with catlike heads; dogfishes were dogs with fishlike bodies. Many of them worked as guards and servants in the palace, something Zack found quite remarkable. In the Underworld, they were treated like dirt, like objects that belonged to humans. He was more than a little relieved that it was a different story in the Otherworld. 

			Zack saw a few other guards—mostly kittenpillars—leading young men and women to their rooms, his fellow Elders-in-training. He smiled at them in an attempt to show kindness, but none of them reciprocated.

			“Here,” Noir told Zack as he led him to a door with the number 678 engraved upon it. “This is your room. I’ll open it for you now, but you’ll have to stick your wand through the peephole for wand identification once you get yours.”

			“When?”

			“You’ll get your wand and weapons tonight. Your new clothes are on the bed. Get changed before seven-thirty, when your tour of the palace will begin. The other Elders-in-training are also settling into their rooms, and they will join you for the tour then as well.” Noir bowed. “I’ll take my leave for now.”

			Zack surveyed his new living room. With lilac velvet couches, a low table with elaborate carvings, and a centerpiece of scented golden candles with the fragrance of verbena emanating from them, it was the most breathtaking room he’d ever been in. It would no doubt take him a while to adjust to everything—a new life, a new him. 

			~*~

			The Elders-in-training were all garbed in lilac gowns and tuxedos, for it was the dress code of the palace. The one-hundred-and-nine regular Elders and fifty-three Elders-in-training dressed in lilac, the eight Elite Elders in lavender, and the Representative Elder, the leader of all the Elders, in dark violet. 

			Noir took the Elders-in-training on a quick tour of the palace, showing them the courtyard, an immense garden with an octagon gazebo erected on a little pond, a white bridge that led to it, and a three-tier fountain perched in the middle. Nestled here and there in the courtyard were rose bushes, tall arbors, and verdant shrubs. Smiling, Zack made a mental note to come here often. 

			They then headed up the spiral staircase and visited the armory and the boutique, both located on the second floor of the palace. Like the Elders, the Elders-in-training could purchase weapons in the former and outfits and accessories in the latter. Noir proceeded to show them the conference rooms on the third and fourth floors. While the Elders had their three meals with King Patrick and Queen Marianne in the Purple Room, the formal dining room on the seventh floor, the Elders-in-training had their breakfast, lunch, and dinner in conference room 309. They also went to the spectacular built-in library, where rows upon rows of brown wooden bookshelves overlooked the atrium. Finally, Noir showed them around the royal gardens, the maze of hedges, and the training grounds, where their training courses would take place.

			After their tour had ended, Noir read out the names of their mentors and the conference room each pair would be having their first counseling session in. Since there were fifty-three of them and not enough conference rooms for one each, half of them had their session in the morning, while the others in the afternoon. 

			Zack followed Noir’s directions to conference room 401 and took a seat. He stared at the ornate golden swirls on the wallpaper as he waited for his mentor, Helen Edmunds, to arrive. She was thirty-one—five years his senior, and he was her only mentee this year. That was all he knew about her for now. He thought of Valerie Edmunds, the woman who had come to his rescue when Alta and Alto’s officers had hexed him, and wondered if she and Helen might be related.

			The door opened, and in stepped a tall, dignified woman. A deep purple ball gown with long velvet sleeves and a chapel-length train clung to her graceful frame. Zack drew in a sharp breath. The Representative Elder. It was her, his mentor. The curly silver words Representative Elder engraved on the amethyst brooch pinned to her waist confirmed his assumption. 

			“You’re Zachary, I suppose?” she asked.

			“Call me Zack,” he replied, shaking her gloved hand.

			Helen was his polar opposite in appearance. While he had bright blue eyes and light blond hair that seemed to glow under the sunshine, her eyes were browner than chocolate, and her waist-length hair was darker than midnight. There was something about her that riveted his attention. He couldn’t help but find her stunning elegance and the prim, proper way she carried herself somewhat charming. However, he saw a subtle hint of melancholy in her pensive eyes.

			“You must be thinking

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		

	OEBPS/image/Image1453.jpg





OEBPS/image/Image1442.jpg
AN OTHERWORLD TRILOGY PREQUEL
AND COMPANION NOVEL

HERMIONE LEE





OEBPS/image/Image1433.jpg
AN OTHERWORLD TRILOGY PREQUEL
AND COMPANION NOVEL

&

HERMIONE LEE

AWARD WINNING AND BESTSELLING AUTHOR





OEBPS/image/1.png





