
        
            
                
            
        

    [image: image-placeholder]


Copyright © 2023 by S.M. Sage  
All rights reserved.
No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except as permitted by U.S. copyright law. For permission requests, contact smsage.author@gmail.com.
The story, all names, characters, and incidents portrayed in this production are fictitious. No identification with actual persons (living or deceased), places, buildings, and products is intended or should be inferred.
Book Cover by S.M. Sage via Canva.com
Book Formatted with Atticus
Map Created with Inkarnate
ISBN 979-8-218-95667-7
ASIN B0C627KKLS

www.smsageauthor.com





  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
        


	
  
    
    Map of Asteris
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    Trigger Warning
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    Playlist
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    Dedication
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    1.
    
    First Love
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    2.
    
    Goodbye
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    3.
    
    Circles
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    4.
    
    You Deserve It
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    5.
    
    Cinnamon Roll
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    6.
    
    Figure it Out
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    7.
    
    Overprotective Fae Bullshit
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    8.
    
    Protection
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    9.
    
    Eyes
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    10.
    
    Damsel in Distress
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    11.
    
    Darkness
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    12.
    
    A Kiss
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    13.
    
    Lover Boy
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    14.
    
    Mates
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    15.
    
    History Lesson
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    16.
    
    Cypress and Ivy
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    17.
    
    Fae Can't Lie
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    18.
    
    Control
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    19.
    
    Grumpy
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    20.
    
    Ups and Downs
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    21.
    
    Mirror
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    22.
    
    Storm Fury
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    23.
    
    Fated One
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    24.
    
    Every Last Drip
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    25.
    
    A Simple Sword
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    26.
    
    In Time
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    27.
    
    Dreams, Magic, and Secrets
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    28.
    
    Next Time
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    29.
    
    Bonds and Gods
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    30.
    
    Black, Amber, and Green
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    31.
    
    Just a Cut
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    32.
    
    A Ring
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    33.
    
    I'm Serious
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    34.
    
    Captain
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    35.
    
    Ball and Dagger
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    36.
    
    Agreements
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    37.
    
    When You Fall
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    38.
    
    Swords and Magic
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    39.
    
    The Boy
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    40.
    
    Share Your Pain
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    41.
    
    Myths and Truths
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    Epilogue
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
        
        


	
  
    
    Glossary
    

  
    
    
    
    



        
        
      

    
  

[image: image-placeholder]


[image: image-placeholder]


Trigger Warning


The Letters of Lily and Moons is an adult fantasy book that contains explicit language throughout and content some readers may find distressing, such as adult scenes, child death, violence, sexual assault, drug use, and suicidal thoughts and ideation.  





[image: image-placeholder]







Playlist


Experience by Ludovico Einaudi
Run Boy Run by Woodkid
Arms by Christina Perri
Paint it Black by Hidden Citizens, Ranya
Ship in a Bottle by fin
The Beginning of the End by Klergy, Valeria Broussard
Lay All Your Love On Me by The Butterfly Effect
The Other Side by Ruelle
Liar by The Arcadian Wild
War of Hearts by Ruelle
Glitter and Gold by Barns Courtney












Dedicated to those who believe. 






[image: image-placeholder]
Chapter 1







First Love

Ivy


Ugh, fucking men. I stomped and crossed my arms as I trailed behind him. “What in the hells did I do to piss you off this time?” Last time he was mad that I hugged his brother, Laithen, whom I saw as a brother myself.  
Raine continued to walk, not bothering to glance back at me. 
I would rather go home, but Raine insisted he needed to talk to me. About what? That’s the mystery. He told me that during the start of the Harvest Festival earlier that evening. 
The Harvest Festival marked the approaching chill of the upcoming season. Vibrant colors of the cooler season would soon adorn the trees, painting the landscape in red, yellow, and orange hues. I enjoyed the cooler seasons—temperatures perfect for layers and cuddling. Although if Raine continued to ignore my questions, there might not be a lot of cuddling happening that season. 
“You haven’t said a single thing since we left. What is wrong?” I pestered. I abruptly stopped. “Is it because I had a few drinks tonight?” 
With no answer and no sign of him stopping, I continued to follow after. 
He remained silent as we approached his house. “Should I go home?” I threw my hands up. He opened the door and gestured in, leaving my questions unanswered. “Fuck you,” I huffed. 
I was sick of the sulking without telling me what was wrong. I considered going home. Screw whatever he needed to talk about. Then I realized. “Wait, were you jealous that I danced with Finlas?” I pinched the bridge of my nose as I walked inside. Of course, he was jealous, but Gods forbid he ever actually admitted how he felt. 
He responded by slamming the door shut behind us. 
I leaned against the doorway to his bedroom and crossed my arms. I wore my festival dress, a stunning forest green that complemented my green eyes. It was warm enough outside to wear a strapless dress that revealed my pale shoulders. The corseted top was simple in design but accentuated my curves. I couldn’t deny that the dress made my breasts look amazing. The skirt clung to my hips before cascading to the ground. The fabric contrasted beautifully with my fair skin and silver hair. Raine gifted me the dress, specifically for the Harvest Festival.
He knelt before the fireplace, taking his anger out on the flames as he coaxed them to life, discarding his festival attire one by one until he was left in only his brown pants. 
I swore he hated to wear clothing. Whenever we were home, he would typically take his shirt off immediately. I was okay with it—I got to admire the way his ass looked in his pants and the muscles on his torso. His wavy brown hair framed his face perfectly, occasionally falling over his eyes of the same hue. His skin was tanned from frequent exposure to the sun during the warmer months. Every aspect of his appearance contrasted with my own: his brown hair to my silver, brown eyes to my green, tanned skin to my pale complexion. 
Our relationship had been on-and-off for four years. I recalled our first interaction and couldn't help but smile. It was my 96th birthday, and he sneaked us away from the solstice party. He brought us to a clearing under the night sky. I didn’t understand why he wanted to be alone, not until he kissed me. 
Things between us were never bad, but they weren’t perfect either. My biggest worry was his status. We came from different family backgrounds—he was an elder's son, and I was an herbalist's daughter. Yet somehow, he was my closest friend in our village of Neverwood. 
Raine stood up and walked over to me. He wrapped an arm around my waist, pulled me closer, and lifted my chin. I couldn’t help but smile as I gazed upon his handsome face and deep brown eyes. “What made you smile so much tonight?” he asked, before letting out a soft chuckle.
He confused me so much. “What? I can’t smile?” I smirked, raising an eyebrow.
“You’re beautiful when you smile, but only when I make you smile.” He moved both of his hands to my hips before he spun me around. 
“What are you doing? You were mad at me moments ago.” I really didn’t understand him sometimes. 
“I’m apologizing for being jealous about you and Finlas.” He swept my wavy hair to the front of my right shoulder and then pressed lips to my exposed skin. I knew he was jealous about me dancing with Finlas, but I wasn’t expecting him to admit it either. 
The heat from his lips pulled me away from my thoughts. They trailed from one shoulder blade to the other as he undid the corset strings on the back of my dress. 
Once the strings were loose enough, the dress dropped to the ground. With my bare back exposed, he ran a figure down my spine. My back arched into him, as goosebumps filled my skin. “Do you like that?” He teased in a raspy voice. The sensations of his touch sent desire pooling between my thighs. 
I turned to face him and ran my fingers through his hair. Grabbing the back of his neck, I pulled him toward me and crashed my lips into his. He returned it with force, as I parted my lips for him, allowing his tongue to explore my mouth. 
All worries and tension from the walk to his place vanished with the simple touch of him. The man standing in front of me ignited a desire within, yet I knew he would never truly be mine. I quickly pushed the thought back as I tugged at his bottom lip to break the kiss. 
His eyes widened and a smirk spread across his lips as he grabbed my ass and lifted me up. Driven by instinct, I wrapped my legs around him and he carried me to the bed. He playfully tossed me onto the bed as a grin spread across his lips. He took in the sight of me, as I laid bare in front of him. 
I sat up and tugged on the waist of his pants, glancing up at him through my eyelashes. His finger tilted my head up, before swiftly removing my hands from his pants. “That’s not fair. Take your damn pants off already,” I begged, lowering my voice, “and fuck me.” I was needy and ready for him to be inside me. 
He snickered. “Always so impatient.” He took a step back, out of my reach, as he removed his pants and undergarments. My eyes widened and my smile grew as he released his harden dick. I couldn’t help but squirm at the sight. No matter how many times I saw him, his entire length was my undoing. 
His eyes swept up and down my body until it landed on my panties. I wiggled my hips under the heat of his gaze. He shoved me back onto the bed and gently removed the remaining fabric from my body. 
His finger ran through the slickness between my legs and my thighs pushed closer to his hand. “Always so wet for me.” 
He forced my thighs apart and pulled me to the edge of the bed. 
Before I processed what was happening, he thrust inside me, filling me entirely. A moan escaped my lips, as I noticed a change in his gaze on me. 
As I pondered the meaning of his expression, he dug his nails into my hips while pulling out, leaving the tip of his dick inside me. He stayed that way until I whimpered softly, pleading for him to continue. He smirked before slamming back into me. I wrapped my legs around him, pulling him deeper into me. 
He was rough and fast as he fucked me. Each thrust was deeper than the last, hitting a spot within me that evoked a chain of moans that softly whimpered his name. 
I looked into his brown eyes as my climax built. They were filled with passion, desire, and adoration. I loved him and I knew he felt the same. 
He repeatedly thrust into me, as my back arched off the bed, and my head fell back. My vision blurred as a climax surged through me, screaming his name in pleasure. It didn’t take long for him to reach his peak before he came inside me. 
After he slid out of me, he held out his hand, and I grabbed it as he pulled me up to my feet. Tilting my head in confusion, I wondered where he led me.
He simply smirked, turning us around and sat on the bed. He pulled me onto his lap, guiding me down onto his dick once more. A groan escaped his lips as he pressed them against mine, kissing me fervently.
My arms wrapped around his neck, as I kissed him back as hard. He gripped my hips and lifted me up before letting me slam back down. 
I broke the kiss, whispering, “Raine.” Burying my face in the crook of his neck and shoulder, I moved my hips steadily. 
I desperately craved him. Despite our parents disapproving of our friendship and relationship, I loved Raine. I was heartbroken knowing that our time together was limited.
His tender kiss on my neck soothed me and pulled me away from the grasp of gloomy thoughts. He met my hips with his own movement upward, thrusting himself deeper and harder into me. I pulled back from his neck and rested my forehead against his. 
His hands moved up my back, then to my face, where he cupped my cheeks and pulled me back to meet his gaze. He picked up his pace as I was quickly being pushed towards my second release of the night. I got lost in his eyes. Gods, the man was going to be my down— 
“Ivy, I love you,” he spoke huskily, cutting off my thoughts.
We had never said those three words before, and I didn’t have much time to fully process them, before my body reached its peak. Pleasure coursed through my body from head to toe as I climaxed, a breathless cry escaping my lips. He held me close as we both reached the peak of ecstasy, and he came inside me.
After he slid out of me, following our climaxes, he remained still, not attempting to move. I sat on his lap, resting against his chest, and he pressed a kiss to the top of my head, his arms wrapping around me, enveloping me in warmth. It didn’t matter what kind of sex we had, Raine would be gentle afterward. He held me in his arms, as if he never wanted that moment to end. I didn’t want it to end either. In his arms, it was just the two of us, and nothing else mattered. 
Pressing kisses on my shoulder, he gently took my hand to his mouth, planting a soft kiss on the crescent moon-shaped birthmark located on the outside of my wrist. He often commented on its uniqueness, saying it suited me perfectly.
His eyes met mine before he pressed a soft kiss to my lips, smiling. Tucking a piece of hair behind my ear, his palm lingered a little longer on my cheek. 
His gaze never wavered as he whispered, “I love you.”
“Raine,” I paused. “I love you too, but—” 
He cut me off with his lips. “There are no buts this time, Ivy.”
I groaned. “Your parents don’t want us together. We’re not meant to be together.” I wanted to be with him. I loved him. He was my best friend. I’d even…
“I don’t care what they say. I love you. Nothing can change that.” He cut my thoughts short, his hands cupping my cheeks as he maintained eye contact. 
His parents were only half of my concerns. Many secrets were withheld from him, which, if revealed, could result in my death in Neverwood. He knew every other thing and secret about me—except that magic coursed through my veins. 
I broke our gaze and lower my head, hoping he wouldn’t see the tears that rolled down my cheeks. But he did, and he lifted my head back up, wiping away the tears with his thumbs. 
I sniffled. “You deserve someone better; someone you can marry. You deserve a lifetime of happiness with someone special.”
As I spoke, I saw the pain in his eyes transform into sadness. He held my face in his hands. “Ivy, you are my happiness. You are the only one I want. It doesn’t matter what others say about us.”
I vigorously shook my head. We had similar conversations before, but never admitted that we loved each other. I didn’t know why that night was different. Did seeing me dance with another man make him realize he might lose me? 
I tried to pull myself away from his lap, but he wrapped his arms around my waist to keep me in place. “Raine,” I whispered, “we can’t keep doing this. I love you, but I won’t let you destroy your chance at finding a wife because of me. I can't be the hindrance.”
His finger gently lifted my chin, forcing me to look at him. Tears continued to fall from my eyes. With my heightened emotions, I felt my magic stirring within me. 
“I meant our childhood promise to never say goodbye. I don’t want to ever lose you.” He paused for a few moments, his eyes flitting between mine. “Marry me,” he said without hesitation, as though it had been his plan all night.
“Raine, no. We can’t.” My chest tightened, and It was getting harder to breathe. I had to get up. That time, he didn’t keep me from moving. I got up quickly and grabbed a tunic and put it on. I couldn’t look at him anymore.
He stood up and wrapped his arms around my waist. I felt the warmth against my back. Falling into him was all I wanted. I craved to be held by him, but right then, I couldn’t breathe or think, and I felt my control slipping. I loved him deeply, but I wouldn't risk ruining the rest of his life for love. I didn’t need to worry about him breaking my heart. It was necessary for me to break both of our hearts. I began to get nauseous. 
I grabbed his hands and tore them away from my waist. “I’m sorry, Raine.” 
It was all I said before running out of his house.
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Chapter 2







Goodbye

Ivy


Consumed with emotions, I fled from Neverwood in need of air. Night’s darkness filled the forest as I darted through the familiar paths that I had explored countless times before. The moons cast rays of light that served as my guide.  
Tears streamed down my face, and I used the sleeve of the tunic to wipe them away. The sleeves smelled like Raine, causing me to cry more. Every sob held the weight of my secrets and the fear of an impossible future. 
The proposal was unexpected and set off a whirlwind of emotions within me. We had been inseparable since childhood, and my dreams included a life with him. But reality shattered my fantasies. Our social statuses and the truth I concealed made a future together impossible. 
His parents never approved of our friendship; the disapproval would only intensify if our relationship strengthened. I had dreamt of marriage since my youth, but it remained a fantasy. That was all it could ever be. 
The weight of my secret grew heavier each year as I felt the powering manifesting within me. If Raine were ever to discover the truth, it would not only mean the end of us, but potentially my death at the hands of the village Elders. 
Neverwood had been strict about being a place free of magic, thus why the village was in the human lands of Ksara and not the fae lands. Legends had it that a group of fae attempted to evade the repercussions of magic many, many years ago. Anyone who used magic was punished to death without trial. This ensured magic was never used. 
Lost in my own thoughts, my panic only increased. A searing pain coursed through my veins, the power within me surging uncontrollably. It was as if a wall had burst within me, releasing an overwhelming amount of power. 
I cried out, my voice a desperate plea amidst the chaos of the power pouring from me. 
Darkness enveloped the surrounding clearing, obscuring all sight. 
Blinking through tear-filled eyes, I tried to make sense of the void surrounding me. The abyss was impenetrable, devoid of trees and familiar markers.
I extended my hand into the inky blackness, and to my astonishment, it responded to my touch. It swirled and shifted rather than engulfing my hand.
Was it magic? I knew the power that I felt flow through my veins was my magic. But that? That darkness was new, so unfamiliar, yet I sensed it came from me. 
I snapped back to the present, and my panic returned. It got harder to breathe, and I suffocated under my power and my fragmented heart. I couldn’t control my heartbreak, but I knew I needed to control the darkness. 
My panic only fueled the darkness, and something else—the surrounding air. It felt like the air was being sucked from my lungs as I grasped for air, clutching at my chest. Reality sunk in that my magic threatened to consume me, a force I wasn’t able to get under control. In that moment, I believed my end was near, that my magic would be my death. 
Then, with a jolt, I found myself a distance away from the engulfing darkness. Collapsing to the ground, I gasped for air, taking in deep breaths. My whole body ached. 
My gaze fell upon my trembling hands, dirt-streaked and wounded. 
I forced myself to take more deep breaths, seeking solace in the wisdom imparted by my mother in times of distress. 
Inhaling, I calmed down, despite the weight I felt in my chest. I allowed my gaze to rise, fixing upon the celestial beauty of the moons and stars that adorned the night sky. Their brightness offered me a distraction, drawing me into a realm beyond my troubles. 
My breathing steadied, and a semblance of control returned. 
A twig snapped in the stillness of the night, jolting me back to reality. 
Fear clutched at my heart. Shit. Fuck. No. 
I turned and saw a child I recognized from our village. He was a son of an Elder. 
I mumble to myself, “No, no, no, not tonight.” 
He ran in the village's direction. 
Panic settled in. 
I got to my feet and ran after the boy. I knew I was faster than him; he was a kid. I needed to reach him and then I could erase his memory of what he saw.
Entering someone’s mind was something I controlled and knew how to do. I realized as a kid that I could slip into people’s minds. At first, I read their thoughts, but then I realized I could manipulate them. I stumbled upon the information while playing with Raine one day. During a game of Dragons, where one person tries to catch the others with a branch, I entered his mind to locate him. Despite feeling terrible, I had to keep my magic a secret from him. Except for my gram's death, I never told my mother about the mind thing. 
I kept running after the child, but he was quick. With my panic heightened, mixed with my emotions, I needed to be careful. I did not intend to hurt him. He needed to stop running to allow me to jump into his mind. 
“I don’t want to hurt you, Mal!” I yelled out. “Please, let’s talk. Then I will bring you home to your parents.” 
Nothing worked; he kept running and started shouting out, “Magic! I saw magic!” I knew we were getting closer to the village. Shit. He shouldn't had been out after dark. Maybe he wandered and got lost. Did he think I could help him back to the village?
They would kill me if he reached the village before I caught him. I felt the bit of control I had managed over my magic slip. 
“Mal! Please!” I pleaded as I chased after him. He tripped over a fallen branch. I reached my hands out, trying to stop the fall. All that came out was black tendrils. 
I didn’t remember what happened next. 
Next thing I knew, I was on the ground on my knees besides Mal. There was so much blood. I tried to shake him, to wake him up, to do anything. I tried to scream, but nothing left my mouth. 
My hands were covered in his sticky, cold blood. “Mal, please wake up. Please. Please. Please.” I placed my hands to his ice cold cheeks. I pulled them back, leaving my bloodied hand prints on his face. 
The colored finished draining from his face. 
What did I do?
I wanted to get inside his head.
He wasn’t supposed to be dead. 
I killed the son of an elder. 
I killed a child, an innocent child. 
My hands and tunic were covered in blood. My whole body trembled. I wanted to yell for help, but it was only me out there, all alone. 
A wave of exhaustion hit me. I felt drained—the magic flowing through me had calmed. It wasn’t under control, I knew that. I panicked, but there was little magic left in me. It was like I used my magic up. 
It would be a relief to know that I had a limit, but not then. 
I looked at Mal, a lifeless soul. He was gone. It wasn’t supposed to happen that way.
How did it happen? Did my new magic of darkness kill him? Was it some other sort of magic? 
I shouldn’t stay there. I feared getting caught for killing the boy.
Inspecting, black tendrils filled his veins. Shit. 
The only likely explanation for it would be that it was magic.
I need to leave. No one can discover it was my magic. 
I tried to stand up, but everything went dark. 
[image: image-placeholder]“Grammy’s going to die?” I cried out from underneath the table where I hid. Mother and Grammy were talking and sad about something. They were never sad about anything. 
My mother crouched down and looked at me under the table as she wiped her own tears away. She reached out an arm to me. “Come here, my flower.” 
I moved into her embrace as she wrapped her arms around me and ran her hands through my hair. “My flower, how do you know she is going to die?” 
I pulled back from her embrace and look up at her brown-green eyes. I pointed to her mind. “I heard it in here, Mommy.” I sniffled before continuing, “It was dark in there, Mommy, but you were talking. You said Grammy was going to die.” 
My mother’s face fell as shock spread across her eyebrows. She looked back at my grams, who looked surprised. Her attention then returned to me. She pulled me back into her arms and held me tight against her. 
“Ivy, listen. You cannot tell anyone else about what you did. Any time you feel that surge of power within you, you need to conceal it. Do you understand, sweetie?” 
“But I didn’t mean to.” More tears fell from the corner of my eyes as I sniffled.
“I know, my flower. But it is important that no one knows this secret. Okay?” She ran a hand through my silver hair. 
“But why Mommy?” 
She kissed the top of my hair as she inhaled. “Do you remember learning about how they forbid magic in our village?” 
I nodded my head, recalling the frequent lessons in which they taught us about how Neverwood banned magic. 
“That is why, sweetheart.” My grams painfully kneeled down to join us on the ground.
I hugged her. She continued, “That power you feel, sweetheart, is magic. No one can know, not even your friend Raine.” A hoarse and wet cough came from Grams. 
After the coughing subsided, she said, “And remember, you must always stay…”
I cut her off and finished her sentence. “Indoors during full moons. I know Grammy!” 
As I looked between Grams and Mother, they both scrunched their brows and wiped away their own tears. Their sadness suggested the situation was significant, though I didn't comprehend it. I didn’t want to upset them. 
“Okay, Grammy and Mommy.”
[image: image-placeholder]I felt the warmth wrap around me like cradled. “Ivy! Ivy, wake up! Please wake up.” A gentle voice yelled out. I tried to pry my eyes opened, but they were weighted. 
Everything must had been a dream—I jerked awake and panicked. I pushed away from the person holding me and looked around. My eyes landed on the boy’s lifeless body. 
“What… What did I do?” I shuddered as I stumbled back to the boy’s body. I hit the ground. My head dropped down in defeat. I tried to cry, but there was nothing left.
I was a murderer. 
I didn’t know what to do. 
A familiar warmth wrapped around me. I looked back, seeing Raine. I turned and pushed him away as I backed up. I held my shaking hand out, but then drew it back to my chest, afraid of what could happen. 
Raine stood up and approached me. I kept crawling back, trying to keep my distance from him. I didn’t want to hurt him. “Stay back.” 
My heart pounded as he kept approaching me. Soon my back hit a tree, stopping any movement away from him. “Raine, please. I don’t want to hurt you,” I pleaded, the desperation laced in my voice. 
He kneeled in front of me and tucked a piece of hair behind my pointy ear. “Ivy, you won’t hurt me.” His voice was reassuring, but how could he be so sure? He brushed a thumb across my cheek before he cupped it. “I’m not afraid of your magic. I haven’t been for some time now.” 
My eyes widened and my jaw dropped. He knew? 
Did he saw what happened? 
Oh Gods. My gaze returned to the lifeless body on the ground a distance away. My heart pounded in my chest. My mind was stuck on the child's death that resulted from my magic, making it hard to comprehend Raine's words. My gaze returned to Raine. 
“I killed Mal, Raine. I killed a kid.” Admitting it out loud made it real. Tears returned as they flowed down my cheeks. I looked at Raine and shook my head. 
He pulled me to him and onto his lap as he embraced me. I melted into his arms. Despite him being my safe space, my whole body shook. 
“It was an accident,” I mumbled. 
He rested his head on top of my silver hair. “I know, Ivy.” I felt his own tears drip on to my hair. 
“I lost control.”
“I know, love, I know.” He was gentle and kind with his words. 
“I didn’t mean for my magic to kill him. I didn’t… He wasn’t supposed to end up dead.” I trembled in his arms as he tightened his embrace. “R-Raine, what do I do?” I was beyond scared at the moment. 
I was aware that moment might come but strived to keep my magic a secret. My mother tried to give me herbs to help reduce the magic as a child, but it only worked for a while. 
Magic was banned in Neverwood. Being caught using it meant death without trial. 
I tried to shove it down and suppress it, to hide it, but I never imagined something like that would happen. 
He lifted his head off mine, and I looked at him. He cried; his eyes were bloodshot red. He cupped my cheeks and pulled me into a kiss. The kiss was different from any other. I tasted the saltiness of our tears. 
That was when it hit me—the kiss was a goodbye kiss. 
I deepened the kiss, parting my lips to allow his tongue into my mouth. I wanted him, all of him, one last time. I needed him to help me forget everything around me, including what I did. 
I wrapped my arms around his neck, kissing him deeper, like I never wanted it to end. Raine didn’t either. I felt his bulge under his pants. I was only in his tunic, with nothing underneath. I felt myself drip. 
I moved my hands to undo his pants as he pulled away from the kiss. "Not here, love," he whispered in my ear. He stood up before picking me up, ensuring I didn’t see the boy’s body. 
He walked us back into the woods before setting me down on my feet. He shoved me against a tree before removing his pants. He lifted my tunic as he pressed his body against mine. I wrapped my legs around him as he thrust into me. I let out a moan and tried to arch my back. Raine pushed me back, putting his hand over my mouth as he slid out and thrust back in, that time rougher. 
Looking into his dark brown eyes, they were fixated on me and unblinking all while glistering from the buildup of new tears within. I tried to let out another moan, but nothing escaped my lips with his hand over them.
His pace became gentler and steady as he pumped inside of me. He removed his hand from my mouth and leaned in to my ear. “My love, you need to be quiet.” I responded by nuzzling my face into his neck, letting out whimpers of pleasure. “I love you,” he whispered.
“I love you too, Raine.” Tears slid down my cheeks.
His tears dripped on to my neck. “Ivy, I’ve known about your magic since we were little.” I wrap my arms around him a little tighter, wanting him closer. “I didn’t tell anyone because I loved you, even back then. I loved everything about you: your silver hair, green eyes, smile, and how you would get angry at me and pout. I loved it all.” He knew all along about the magic. 
We were saying goodbye because of a secret I kept; one that seemed insignificant. 
“H-how did you know?”
He released a soft, sad laugh against my neck. “We were playing in the woods, and you wanted to pick flowers. It was the end of Teralt, and everything had wilted for the year. When you went to pick a lily, it blossomed with your touch.”
“I-I didn’t know.”
He pulled his head back and wiped my tears away with his thumbs. “Ivy, you need to leave Neverwood.”
I saw the sadness in his eyes as he spoke. I shook my head as more tears came from my eyes.
“You must. My parents will learn it was you who killed Mal, and they will know it was magic. They had suspicions, but no proof.” 
My eyes widened at him admitting that. He leaned his forehead against mine. “Leave tonight, and you can never return, or they will kill you.”
I went to open my mouth, but before I got anything out, Raine kissed me. The kiss was a goodbye, like before. The last kiss. He deepened the kiss as he thrust quicker and rougher. I moaned against his lips, and he responded with a groan. I held on to him as the lovemaking turned into fucking. 
I pulled at his bottom lip as I broke the kiss and brought my hands to his face. He smiled at me as tears streamed down his cheeks. Our eyes locked in a trance. “You will find happiness. You deserve it, Ivy. I love you.”
With those words, he released inside of me. As he did, I reached my climax, although I couldn’t control the scream that time. He stopped thrusting. We stayed like we were for a few moments before he pulled me away from the tree. He lifted me off of him before setting me on the ground. I wrapped my arms around him, embracing him one last time. He did the same before pulling away.
“You need to go now. Go home, grab what you can, and leave. Don’t look back and never return. Take your mom with you. Get away from Neverwood. They will send a party out and try to hunt you down. I'll bring the boy to the village and stall for time.”
I nodded. “I love you, Raine,” was all I said before turning away from him. We both hated goodbyes, as goodbyes were final. As kids, goodbyes were something we both feared. It meant something was permanent. If I didn’t walk away, we would never say goodbye. 
That option was better than my death.
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Chapter 3







Circles

Ivy


My mother was working in the kitchen when I busted through the door, out of breath.  
I was a mess. Blood covered my tunic; the only item of clothing I wore—Raine’s, to be exact. My silver hair was messy, and my hands and arms were stained red.
She didn’t notice me at first—she must had been so focused on her cooking. As I caught my breath, I took the moments to take my mother in. 
She was gorgeous. Her wavy brown hair was let down, reaching past her shoulders. On one side of her head, she wore a half-up braid tucked behind her pointy ear, keeping hair out of her face as she cooked. Her skin had a beautiful, tanned glow, and her eyes were hazel, but looked greener in the sunlight. I couldn’t help but smile at my mother. 
She registered I had busted through the door and turned to look at me. Her eyes widened with horror as she rushed over to me. “Ivy, what happened?” 
“It’s not my blood,” I mumbled. 
Her face dropped; sorrow filled her features. 
“We need to leave Neverwood now. It was an accident, Mother. I didn’t mean to kill Mal.” Tears fell down my cheeks. I wiped them away with the sleeve of Raine’s tunic. I needed to get out of that thing. I couldn’t handle the smell of Raine. “It was magic. The Elders will want me dead.” I walked off into my room, unable to confront my mother. 
I heard footsteps behind me and looked back to see my mother following. “What are you doing? You need to pack your stuff.” 
She stepped forward and wrapped her arms around me, pulling me into an embrace. “I can’t go with you, my flower. If I go, the Elders will look for us. They will want justice for Mal’s death.” There was no hint of sadness or surprise in her voice. 
I shook my head; more tears fell down my cheeks. “If you’re not going, then I’ll stay with you. I can’t leave you.” 
She reached up and wiped my tears away as a faint, but sad smile spread across her face. “Ivy, it was bound to happen that someone would find out about your magic.” She paused and took a deep breath. “It wasn’t supposed to happen like this, my flower. You were never destined to stay in Neverwood forever—only until you were ready. You are meant to go out there and conquer the realm and master your magic.” 
“We will make it work if I stay. I can’t leave you, Neverwood, or Raine.” I shook my head. “Please, Mother,” I pleaded. 
“I know. But you must, Ivy. You need to survive. You’re fated for great things one day.” She kissed my forehead before turning and disappearing into the herb room. “Clean yourself off, then pack what you need. Be quick. We have little time.” 
I rushed into the washroom and washed the blood from my arms, hands, and face. I then went to my room and changed into pants and a long-sleeved tunic. I grabbed my grandmother’s necklace, putting it on. Finally, I grabbed what I could for clothes and shoved them in a bag. 
My mother spoke up while I packed from the other room. “You must go southwest towards the city of Caldor. There, you will find someone to help you learn to control and use your magic.”
I returned to the open area of our house and my mother handed me a few vials and our family herb book. 
She hugged me one last time. “You must go.” She kissed the top of my hair as she inhaled. “Don’t turn back, keep running.” She let out a breath of air before continuing. “Lastly, my flower, no one can know about your abilities to see the threads and auras of magic.” 
My mouth formed an o. I didn’t get the chance to think too much about it before my mother ushered me toward the door. “You need to leave now Ivy. I’m sorry I can’t explain more to you. I love you, my flower.” 
I kissed her on the cheek, holding back my tears. “I love you too, Mother.” 
I turned away and walked out the door. 
[image: image-placeholder]  I had been walking and running through the woods all night at that point. I saw the sun peek above the horizon. I stopped to lean against a tree, catching my breath. 
The sky was golden, with the first light bringing about the beginning of a new day. The forest was waking up, the sounds of birds chirping off in the distance. The golden rays of sunlight lit up the entire forest, pairing well with the orange and red leaves on the trees. I wish I could admire it more, but I needed to find somewhere to rest. I couldn’t keep going on like that. 
Based on the direction the sun was rising, I headed in the right direction of Caldor. I wasn’t sure what I would find there, but if my mother said I would be safe, I believed her. 
Thinking of her brought tears to my eyes, and I rubbed them with my sleeve. 
I was an absolute mess and exhausted. I knew I needed to stop—but feared the emotions and memories that would return when I stopped moving. 
I continued walking until I found a small stream of water. I knelt and cupped my hands together to gather a few handfuls of water and gulped them down. 
I kept pushing myself for a few more hours. I couldn’t let myself think of the events that happened the night before.
The sun was low on the horizon when I couldn’t walk anymore. My legs ached. I looked around and was in a well-covered area with many trees. The area was untouched by humans or fae, so the chance of an encounter with someone else while I rested would be minimal. 
I slumped on the ground next to a large oak tree. The weight off my legs was an instant relief. A few moments passed and the weight of my eyes got heavier and harder to keep open. 
I shouldn’t stay for long in case someone from Neverwood was trying to find me. 
My head bobbed. I tried to keep myself awake, pinching my arm and wiggling my legs and arms. Nothing seemed to help. I needed the rest. Soon enough, my eyes closed, and sleep found me. 
[image: image-placeholder]There was so much blood on my hands and tunic. I held my hands out in front of me before my eyes landed on the boy. He didn’t move, his body was stiff. The darkness in his veins was spreading before flowing out of his body and engulfing me. 
[image: image-placeholder]I didn’t know why, but my gut told me I needed to turn back. Something was wrong with my mother. I was close to Neverwood. 
I returned home, but she wasn’t there. 
She was just there. 
[image: image-placeholder]I jerked awake and tears streaked my cheeks. I hugged my knees to my chest before my body shook. “Nothing is wrong with her,” I mumbled as I shook my head. 
I should had known sleeping would allow nightmares to come. I cleaned them the night before, but as I held out my hands to study them, I imagined the red, sticky blood covering them. 
I didn’t remember how I killed him, but his small body laid there, covered in his own blood. Gods, there was so much blood. I gripped my hair and tugged at it, hoping that the pain at my scalp would distract me. 
I let my eyes drift shut, but the images of the boy’s body haunted me. 
A noise not too far away snapped me back to the present. I opened my eyes and looked around, thinking that it would be the end for me, that someone from Neverwood caught up and found me. I saw a young doe walking by a few trees away. I relaxed, slumping back as I let out a huff of air. 
I needed to get moving. I looked up at the sun and saw that it was only about mid-day. I got some rest, but not enough. My whole body ached, physically and for the longing to return home. 
It hit me then that I would never be home, not in Neverwood. 
[image: image-placeholder]Circles. I was pretty sure that’s what I had been doing the past few days. It had been three full nights, and I should had reached Caldor by then. From what I had gathered in the past, Caldor was only about a day’s journey from Neverwood. 
During the daytime, I would stop to rest, but never slept. Any time I shut my eyes, all I saw was death and blood. There was so much of it. At night, I would keep wandering, hoping to come across some sort of hut or Caldor. 
[image: image-placeholder]I spent the third day foraging in the forest for something to eat. My stomach was growling nonstop. I found some berries and foliage that would provide my stomach some relief. I wasn’t hungry, but I needed the energy to keep going. 
After eating, I kept foraging to see what that part of the Ikarian Forest could offer. Most of the vegetation was like that surrounding Neverwood, so I was hopeful I found something I needed. I searched for an herb that would numb my emotions and help with the nightmares.
After a few hours of looking, I found what I looked for—monkshood. I took the green leaves from the leafy plant and nibbled on them. I made sure not to swallow, but chewing on the leaves would give me the desired effect. 
Before the effects kicked in, I picked a few more leaves and placed them in my pouch. 
I should know better than to abuse herbs like that, but I was desperate to block my feelings and thoughts. The deep breathing stuff my mother taught me wasn’t enough to take me off the edge I felt I teetered on. 
I sat on the ground and rested against the trunk of a tree. Peering up at the sky, I studied the clouds as they floated by. 
The weight of the past few days floated away with the clouds. 
My gaze returned to the forest ahead of me. A small shadowy creature sat in front of me. I rubbed my eyes, thinking I imagined what was right in front of me. I blinked a few times, yet the creature remained. 
I tilted my head, and it did the same. It wasn’t a raccoon or squirrel. What in the Gods? 
It approached, and I got a better look at it. 
The small creature had scales that were black as night, and its eyes were large and round, like two pools of liquid black, but with a hint of green. Its wings were small but delicate, and its claws were sharp and gleaming. The tail was long with small spikes on the top, and it looked rather large for the small creature that wore it. 
It sat back and place its arms between their legs as they sat. 
I had to admit; it was a rather adorable creature. 
I carefully and steadily reached my hand out. It quickly stood and pounced to my hand. It rubbed against my hand and its tail moved side to side. 
What in the Gods was I imagining? Monkshood shouldn’t cause me to hallucinate. 
I pulled my hand back, but the creature kept following before jumping on my lap and rubbing its head against me. 
Looking down at it, I couldn’t help but to smile as it walked in circles before it laid down. I ran my hand along its back, and it purred. A giggle escaped my lips. “What in the realm are you?” 
Those gigantic eyes glanced up at me as they struggled to remain opened. 
“Are you lost?” 
It rested its head back on me, nuzzling in. 
“I suppose I’ll call you Bark then.” I continued to rub my hand down its back. 
I rested my head back and peered up at the sky. “I don’t know if you’re an actual creature, or if I’m imagining you. But I thought I needed it. The past few days have been hard.” 
A tear dropped from the corner of my eye. I lifted my hand to wipe it away, and the creature in my lap whimpered. I quickly returned to rubbing it and the purrs continued. 
I lowered my voice to a whisper. “You see, I have this power within me, called magic. I know it’s been there since I was a child, but my mother and grams warned me to hide it. Magic was forbidden in my village, and I would have been killed if anyone found out.” 
I took a deep breath in. Mixed with the monkshood, the fresh air helped me think clearly about all that had happened, and without my emotions getting too much in the way. 
“There was never any need to learn to control it or use it. The only thing I knew how to do was this thing where I entered minds. I found that out early on when my grams was dying. Anyway, a new magic came out of me as I lost control. I’d never lost control before, but I guess I’d never been so consumed by my own thoughts or emotions like that.” 
“Some kid saw me use magic, and I ran after him. I don’t remember exactly what happened, but it was another magic that killed the boy. There was so much blood, and his veins were turning black. Worst of all, I think Raine saw it all happen.”
“Raine was my first lover. He proposed that night and I panicked. He deserved better than me. Deserved someone his parents would approve of, and that wasn’t me.” 
I looked back at the creature, and it was quietly snoring. The corner of my lips lifted slightly. I shook my head and rested it back against the tree. 
“Now here I am, imagining some sort of scaly creature with wings. I wish you could tell me if things would get better. I mean, they have to, right? Can it really get worse than murdering a child? My mother told me I need to find Caldor and someone there who will help me learn my magic. I’m not scared of my magic. I’m afraid of losing control and hurting others.” 
After talking, my words blurred together before my eyes felt heavy and closed. Sleep consumed me. 
[image: image-placeholder]It was the end of the fourth night, and I was ready to give up on trying to find Caldor. 
My stomach growled, letting me know it needed more than a few leaves and berries. My energy was drained, and exhaustion was overtaking me. If I didn’t find Caldor soon, I would become food for some creature out in the woods. 
My body was functioning on something, and I wasn’t sure what. I kept walking in what I assumed was southwest. The city lights should shine off in the distance, but I was unfamiliar with the Ikarian Forest outside of what surrounded Neverwood. I had no sense if I was close to the forest’s edge, but I assumed I wondered through the middle of it, constantly getting turned around during the night hours.
I heard a growl off in the distance. A shiver traveled down my spine, goosebumps covering my body. I should be in a tree, but I didn’t think I had the strength or energy to climb one. I needed to get out of the forests, and the only hope was to travel in the daylight, even if all I wanted to do was sleep.
The moons weren’t bright that night. It was only my fae vision that allowed me to keep walking through the dark of the forest. Eltaria was a waxing crescent, while Straxius was almost a full moon. Two nights from then, Straxius would be a full moon. I felt its power flowing through me. It encouraged me to use my power, like the power of the full moon could strengthen my abilities. The following night, the moon’s draw would be more powerful. The night after that, my power would be almost at the peak if I allowed it, at the junction of the full moon. The only downside was that my skin would glow in the full moon’s moonlight. I couldn’t stay out. I needed to find somewhere to hide for the full moon. If anyone saw me during the full moon, I’d be killed. I didn’t know why, but my mother told me growing up I needed to stay hidden and inside during the full moon. If anyone were to see, they would take my life from me. My only theory was that others would fear my power. My powers that I didn’t control.
Off in the distance, I heard more growls—multiple. Since the forest was darker than usual, I hoped I wouldn’t attract these creatures if I stayed silent, making little noise. If I did, my only weapon was my magic, which was drained from the other night. I had little control over it, and whatever I used would likely drain me, leaving me vulnerable. I had little strength. Magic would probably knock me out, leaving me as a meal for whatever creature the growl belonged to. 
The only option I had left was to keep walking stealthily. The leaves hadn’t fallen yet for the season, so I didn’t worry about crunching leaves on the ground. I stepped at a gentler pace, but not without sound. Despite constantly trying to teach me to be light on my feet, Raine mocked me. I didn’t have the natural ability that he did.
All was going well until I walked up to one of the things, a beast. It must had been crouched, eating something. I didn’t see it until I was only a breath away behind it. They blended in so well in the dark shadows of the forest. With my fae sight, I couldn’t see the beast until I was beside it. It was too late. It sniffed the air before standing. Before I looked the beast in the eyes, I ran off in the other direction. Screw going in the right direction. I needed to worry about outrunning the beast first.
I kept running, jumping over logs, and weaving in and out of the trees, trying to lose the beast. It was no luck. I sensed it gaining on me as I ran through the forest. There was only another hour at most before dawn, and I didn’t think I could keep running that long. My legs and feet were sore, but I kept pushing them, trying not to be eaten.
I slipped on the wet ground and fell into a patch of mud. Mud covered my front side, and I felt it soak through my clothes. I didn’t need to worry too much about it. My senses told me the beast stood right over me. The heat radiating off it was beyond ordinary, and the smell smelt like rotten meat. It suddenly stopped, letting out a growl as it seemed to back up.
Turning myself over, I looked at the beast and an arrow protruded from its chest. The beast stood, but it struggled. Another arrow whizzed past, piercing the beast in the heart, killing it on impact. It fell to the ground with a loud thud.
Sitting there in the mud, I caught my breath and my heart pounded in my chest. I thought the beast would kill me as soon as I fell into the mud. Shit, I needed to worry about the person shooting the arrows. I tried to stand up but was unsuccessful as I slid back into the mud, landing on my ass.
Ugh, it was no use. 
“Here, let me help you.” The feminine voice came from behind me. 
Turning around, I saw a woman with her hand held out. She had darker skin, and her hair was a silky, dark red, braided back. Her eyes were a beautiful golden amber color. It was hard to be sure in the dark, but she looked middle-aged, younger than my mother. She wore a bright red tunic with tan pants—casual enough for hunting beasts. I then looked at her ears. They looked odd. Physically, they appeared rounded like human ears, but I saw the faint amber aura of the pointy ears that were not visible. She was a fae like me and had magic. 
I grabbed her hand, and her grip was strong as she helped pull me out of the mud.
I looked down at myself and scrunched my nose at the sight. I went to rub the mud off my face, but I stopped myself before I wiped more mud all over.
“Thank you.” I looked her over and saw the bow in the other hand. “And thank you for saving my life.”
“Of course.” She wiped her hand on her pants, clearing some of the mud off. “I come out here some mornings and try to hunt the beasts.”
“Is there anything I can do to repay you?” I owed her my life. The least I could do was try to repay her somehow.
She laughed. “Oh no, dear. That’s unnecessary.” She looked me up and down. “What were you doing out here in the woods, anyway?”
I looked down at the ground, realizing I was out in the forest with no weapons—so I wasn’t a hunter. I only had a small bag of a few items with me, so it looked like I wasn’t traveling. “Passing by, I guess.” I looked back up at her with a smile, trying to convince her I told the truth.
“You mean to tell me you are out here alone during the predawn hours when the beasts are roaming? All by yourself, and just passing by?” She crossed her arms. “Hun, I don’t believe you at all.” The more she spoke, the more I realized she had an unfamiliar accent.
I sighed. “I’m lost. I’ve been going in circles for days now,” I admitted. “I’m trying to get to Caldor. I usually rest during predawn but was too sore and exhausted to climb a tree.”
“You are coming with me,” she paused, “you need to wash up and get some rest. I’m not letting you stay out here any longer.”
“I think I should keep on my way to Caldor. I wouldn’t want to bother you. If you could point me in the right direction?”
“It’s not a bother at all,” she exclaimed.
The woman seemed to mean well. She killed the beast and saved me. Letting me be eaten by that beast thing was the easier option. A shiver traveled down my back at the thought of being eaten by that thing.
“I insist. Follow me. We should get going before another beast finds us. It’s a short walk before we get to the house.”
She started walking off, and I followed. It wasn’t like I had any other options—I was exhausted, sore, and desperate. The only problem was that I didn’t have any sense of direction or which way the city was from there.
As we walked, she said, “I’d enjoy the company, anyway. My cousin Elliot is away from home for a few days.” She looked back to make sure I followed along and introduced herself as Imis. 
“My name is Ivy,” I hesitated. I typically avoided talking with people in my village outside of Raine and my mother. I looked different from everyone else, so I tried to stay away from the looks and sneers that I was some inbred child. I would only interact with other villagers when I helped my mother sell herbs and flowers during the festivals. 
The house sat at the edge of the forest. Looking off into the distance, I saw the lights of a city—Caldor. Trees and a few gardens surrounded the house. The house itself was more significant than any of the houses in Neverwood. It stood two stories tall and looked like it had at least six different rooms. The lights shone through the windows. Large wooden blocks surrounded the windows of the house, and its roof was made of straw-grass-like material. The walls of the house were made of wooden logs. It looked simple yet sophisticated. It was clear someone of wealth lived there.
I felt the warmth from inside. “Come in. I’ll show you to a room so you can bathe and get some rest.” Imis practically pulled me inside.
My jaw dropped. 
The inside of the house was gorgeous. In front of me was a long hallway leading toward the rest of the house. The hardwood floors shined as if they were newly polished. Upon a second look, there was a faint green aura added to the shine. The walls were smooth and grey with wood trim. To the left, double doors led to what appeared like a library.
Imis led me down the hallway, which opened to a living area and kitchen. The living area had a staircase leading upstairs and another hallway. She took me down the hallway and opened the first door on the right. “Here is the room. The door on the right is the washroom. My room is down the hall to the left. Let me know if you need anything, dear.”
“Thank you again. I hope I’m not intruding.”
“Gods, Ivy, you are not. How about you stay the day, get some rest, and we can have dinner later tonight? I can bring you to Caldor tomorrow morning.” She seemed to perk up at the idea of someone being there with her.
“Sure. Thank you,” I smiled and nodded at her, walking into the room, and closing the door behind me.
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Chapter 4







You Deserve It

Ivy


Scents of rosemary, oregano and chives drifted into the bedroom and awoke me.  
It was light outside, the sun past the peak hour. I was relieved I didn’t sleep the whole day away. Rubbing my eyes, I slowly sat up and stretched. 
The bed had been the most comfortable thing I’d ever slept on. They kept the room simple with off-white walls, wooden floors, and basic wooden furnishes. Like any guest bedroom, it lacked decoration and, well, personality. 
The smell of the herbs caused my stomach to growl. I hadn’t eaten in a few days, and while my appetite wasn’t the greatest, I knew I needed some food in me. 
I could use the time to talk to Imis. She might be worth getting to know; she seemed kind and welcoming. I didn’t know anyone in Caldor, and that alone scared me.
I had only ever known Neverwood. I knew nothing outside our little village—nothing about magic, Caldor, other fae, humans, or anything else. That realization made me feel small. How big was the realm beyond Neverwood, the Ikarian Forest and Caldor? 
I swallowed hard and wiped my hands on the bed beside me. What if I can’t handle Caldor? How am I going to survive on my own? The doubts swirled around in my head. I had never been on my own before. 
I dragged myself out of the comfortable bed and to my feet. Walking over to my pack, I pulled a pair of clothes out—the only other pair besides the ones that hung to dry. I pulled the simple brown pants up over my legs and the tunic over my head. The pants were too long and had to be tied to keep from falling and the tunic reached my knees. There was only one explanation of why they were too large. 
Tentatively, I lifted my arm to my nose and inhaled the scent of the tunic sleeve. Shit. My stomach churned as I took in Raine’s scent. I abruptly stripped the clothes and tossed them aside. 
I walked to the washroom and checked to see how dry the clothes hanging were. They were damp. Fuck it. Damp clothes would be better than smelling Raine all day. The first thing on my list to do in Caldor was to find some new clothes.
Following the scent of the delicious smelling food in the kitchen, I found Imis cooking. I leaned against a wall opposite her and smiled as I watched her cook. I created herbs all day, but cooking was one of those things I never got the hang of. I admired those who cooked. It was an art form. Watching Imis filled me with happiness and normalcy. It was the first time feeling that since everything happened. I reached my hand up to my heart. Would I ever experience normalcy?
“About time you wake up!” Imis’s voice caused me to jump, breaking me out of my thoughts.
“Sorry about that. I was exhausted.” I looked away from her. “The bed was comfortable.”
“Oh, Hun, no need to apologize.” She went back to cooking. “Your eyes alone gave it away. It didn’t look like you had a proper sleep in days.”
I didn’t reply. She was right. My legs and arms ached, but I felt refreshed after bathing and sleeping.
“Anyway, I’m making some vegetable soup.” 
I watched as she added in various vegetables: garlic, potatoes, and carrots. My eyes widened when she added in what appeared to be onion—a rare vegetable that I only knew about because of my family’s herb book. How did they have such a vegetable? 
“I know this might sound odd, but how do you have onions?” I paused, looking at her. 
She turned to me with a confused look on her face. “Hmm. What? Oh, yeah, the onion! We have plenty in the greenhouse.”
My jaw dropped. A greenhouse? “What?” There was no way a greenhouse existed there, despite what she said. Neverwood didn’t have a greenhouse and I had only ever heard of them in stories from my mother. She marveled over how they would grow many plants year-round. I almost jumped up and down with anticipation. I had never been to a greenhouse before.
The bed, smell of the food, Imis, and greenhouse made me wish it wasn't temporary. I wasn’t sure what I would do once I arrived in the city, or how I would get coin.
“We have a greenhouse. It’s right in through there.” She pointed behind her towards a door in the kitchen. “If you had more time here and stayed longer, you could check it out.”
“I’d love that, but I need more rest before we head to the city tomorrow.” 
It all felt wrong. My chest ached. It ached for the losses of Raine, my mother, my home, my everything. But I imagined myself there. I shook my head, trying to lose the thought. That all felt like a betrayal. 
Was I worthy of trying to find happiness and hope after everything that happened? Would something like that be turning my back on everything and everyone I loved? The guilt and burden would haunt me, no matter what I did or where I went.
I shook my head. I murdered a boy, and I was more focused on what I lost. What was wrong with me? A family lost their son, their brother, their child. Mal's life was ahead of him, but I took it away. Despite all that I lost I got to live on. I clenched my eyes shut. Never would I let my magic kill a child and cut a life short. 
We sat at the table across from each other once Imis finished cooking. I ate a few bites of the delicious-looking and smelling food. My appetite disappeared as I drowned in my thoughts.
“So, do you know anyone in Caldor?” Imis looked up at me after taking a bite.
I looked down at my bowl, pushing the vegetables around in the soup. “Yeah, I have some family in the city.” I knew I should be honest, but part of me didn’t want her to help me more than she already had.
“Where do they live?”
“On the outskirts of town.” I avoided eye contact.
“When we go in the morning, I can help you get there.” I looked up, and her lips slightly curled, a forced smile.
“That would be great.” I tried to lift the corner of my lips but couldn’t bring myself to it.
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As we approached, the sounds of city life enveloped me. The clamor of footsteps echoed on cobblestone streets, mingling with the lively chatter of merchants and the distant melodies of street musicians. Many scents filled the air: food, spices, and salt. My nose twitched at the smell of animal manure.
The city’s main street was a tapestry of cultures, with simple, humble cottages and buildings. To the left, towering structures with pointed spires and grand domes stood, marking a wealthier district in the city. Flags fluttered in the breeze, displaying noble houses and guilds’ emblems.
As I took in the sights and sounds, I couldn’t help but feel a sense of awe and inspiration. The city, with its bustling energy and welcoming spirit, was a testament to what was beyond the city walls.
The city was nothing like my little village of Neverwood. I didn’t socialize with everyone, but I knew everyone. In Caldor, I was so tiny compared to everything else. I tried to take it all in as we passed various stores that appeared to sell everything: clothes, spices, fabrics, and toys. You name it. That was only the main street alone. I couldn’t fathom what the rest of the city beheld.
I nearly ran into Imis as she stopped. She turned to look at me. “So, where is your family?” 
I gave her a confused look.
Oh, right, my family? Shit. I didn’t expect Caldor to be so huge and bustling. I’d easily get lost in the city, or worse. That thought alone sent shivers down my back. I guess I didn’t think it through—like everything else the past few days. 
My largest concern was finding a place, so I wasn’t out in the moonlight of the full moon the next night. 
“Right, my family. My mother told me they live on the city’s western edge.” I looked down at the cobblestone beneath my feet.
“Hmm, in the Waterside districts?”
I looked up and gave a nod. “Yeah, the Waterside districts?” 
She crossed her arms. “The Waterside districts are in the southeastern part of the city, Ivy.” Shit. “Have you ever been to the city?” I shook my head in response. “Do you have any family here?”
I avoided her question. “Thanks again for everything, Imis. I should be on my way.” I turned to walk off, heading toward the city’s center. Hopefully, I’ll pass by somewhere decent enough to stay in. I’ll figure out how to pay for it when it comes to that.
I only managed a few steps before a powerful arm stopped me. Imis turned me around to face her. “Honey, you don’t get to walk off. The city isn't suitable for someone as attractive as you are. Do you have a way to pay for anything?”
Guilty. I avoided her eye contact as I shook my head. “I’ll figure it out.” My voice betrayed my confidence.
“Yeah, that’s not an option, Ivy. I won't abandon you in a city with no coin or anyone.”
I tried to pull my arm away from her, but her grip only tightened. “I don’t need your hospitality. I’m thankful for all you’ve done so far, but I deserve no more.” I felt the guilt. Imis had only been kind since helping me the day before. She had been friendly, and I enjoyed getting to know her. “Thank you for everything, but I can’t accept anything else.” Maybe I deserved to be alone and lost in the city. I knew I didn’t deserve Imis’s kindness.
She tilted my head so she could look at me. “Ivy?”
“Yeah?”
“I don’t know what happened to you before I found you, but I see the pain in your eyes. I have since I found you. I don’t know what’s weighing you down. But I know I cannot let you try to find your way in the city alone, not with good conscience.” She paused as she tucked a loose strand of hair behind my ear. “Please stay with me as long as you need to. Elliot won’t mind.”
I didn't have time to object before she continued.
“You will not be intruding. You seem to be interested in the greenhouse and know a thing or two about vegetables and herbs. On market days, come and sell your creations to earn coin. I want to help you. You won’t survive more than a night without coin in this city alone.” She looked sincere and concerned for me as well. The guilt only felt heavier inside of me. “Please?”
Imis was too kind and generous. It took me time to think about it. The night before, I felt hopeful, but it felt wrong at the same time. A few days would be all I needed to get enough coin to make it on my own. I could manage that. 
I looked at her and nodded my head. “Yeah. Just for a few days, though.”
Her face lit up. “Great! But a few days will not be enough.” She released my arm. “Let’s buy you some clothes because what you have isn’t enough, and they barely fit you. And before you fuss, this is my gift to you, dear.”
I let out a sigh. She had a point. I swam in the clothes I wore, the same ones I wore to dinner the night before. I only had two other sets of clothes in my bag, and they weren’t any better. Giving in to Imis and letting her care for me got easier. She seemed ecstatic about doing so. I wondered how lonely it must be for her sometimes, being in that large house with no one around. “Fine, but only a few things.”
“You say that now!” She grabbed my hand and pulled me off toward the city center.
The city center was busier than I imagined. Vendors were set up everywhere, selling items from fresh fruits, herbs, and vegetables to people selling rugs. It was fascinating. Kids were running around, laughing, and having fun. People were gathered, chatting, and spreading rumors. The city center was where everything happened. The vibe and lifestyle of the city were unlike Neverwood. Imis was right. At that point, I couldn't make it through a full day in that life.
Imis kept us moving in and out of crowds of people. After some time, we walked into a little clothing shop. A bell chimed as we entered the shop and I paused to observe. There were only a few others in the store browsing through the clothing.
“Imis!” The voice came from a short lady that was walking toward us. “What brings you in today?” Despite her age, the lady was capable of moving around. Her skin was pale, very similar to my own. It was odd seeing someone with pale skin—like myself. Her hair was gray, and her age showed on her face, but she sounded and looked happy to see Imis.
“Runa,” she greeted the lady with a kiss on each cheek and embraced her. “Great to see you. Elliot said I could get a few things.”
Runa took Imis’s cheeks and looked her up and down at arm’s distance. “We both know you are in here every other week looking around. You don’t need anything else.” Runa’s gaze then went past Imis and landed on me. She eyed me from top to bottom. “Your friend, on the other hand, could use some clothes that fit her properly.”
“Runa, this is Ivy. She’s staying with me. We came to get her some clothes, but you can charge it to Elliot’s account.”
Runa approached me, and I held my hand out to greet her. “Oh darling, you will learn fast around here; that’s not how I like to greet people.” She reached up, grabbing my cheeks. She kissed each cheek before tilting my head in every direction. “Hmm… Oh dear,” she sounded concerned. “Remarkable green eyes, strong cheekbones, soft nose, but malnourished. Dear, you need to eat. After we get you fitted in some clothes, I’m closing the shop and bringing you to the best place in the city for brunch.”
Runa had a point. I had lost some weight during the few days in the forest. It may take some time for me to regain my full appetite, if ever.
“I…” She hushed me.
“That wasn’t a question, dear.”
I let out a sigh and nodded my head. “Alright.”
“Very well then! Look around and let me know if you need help or want something in your size!” With that, she walked off, going back to work.
The interaction with Runa happened so quickly for me to argue with her.
I glanced at Imis. “What was that?” I whispered.
“Sorry, I should have warned you first. Runa can be overbearing at first, but she means well.” She walked away to look at clothes. “Oh, but never get on her bad side. Anyway, get whatever you want!”
My eyes widened as I took in the full store. Anything I wanted? That has to cost a lot of money. There was no way she could afford it. “Imis!” 
She paused and turned back to me. 
“There’s no way you can afford all of this.” 
Her lips formed into a smirk. “No, but my cousin can!” 
I wondered how many clothes she had courtesy of her cousin. 
I went on my own, looking at different clothing. Runa had it all in her shop. She had simple dresses, ornate dresses, skirts, tunics, and blouses. I picked out a few items, some skirts and blouses, a cloak for the upcoming colder months, some pants, and tunics. Everything was plain without embellishments and neutral-colored, mostly. I found a few items in a green fabric that caught my eye. I approached the counter and handed Runa the items I picked out.
“Is there anything else you want, dear? Take some more time to look around.” She immediately returned to working on what she did before I walked up.
I turned around and explored the shop further. I didn't wait long before looking at the dresses. Runa had dresses in every color imaginable. Some colors and textiles I didn’t think I’d ever seen before.
One dress, in particular, caught my attention. I stopped to look at it. The dress was gorgeous. It was a midnight blue color, almost black, the skirt reaching the ground. The top layer of the skirt was sheer and detailed, with stars and smaller gems. The dress’s bodice was simple, with a deep cut and thin straps to keep it all up. I held it up to myself as I looked down at the dress.
“Try it on.” Imis snuck up behind me, causing me to jump.
“Shit, Imis. Don’t sneak up on me like that.”
“Watch the language, Ivy!” Runa yelled from a distance.
“Sorry, now go try it on.” Imis pushed me towards the corner of the store with curtains so I could try it on.
“Why?”
“There’s a party in a few nights when Elliot gets back with his group. This would be perfect!”
“What?”
“You’re coming to the party with me. It is perfect for you, simple yet elegant. You will look sexy, and no one will dare mess with you.”
“It seems like too much for a party.”
“Ivy, some might say it’s not enough. Not for the type of parties we go to.” Imis pushed me into the corner area and closed the surrounding curtains. “Try it on.”
“Fine, it probably doesn’t fit me.” I took off the clothes I wore and slipped into the dress.
The top was simple and fitted, with no closures needed. The skirt was the right length for me, touching the ground.
In the changing area, I examined myself in a full-length mirror. A gasp slipped through my lips as I took myself in. The dress was more gorgeous on than it was hanging up. My breasts looked amazing and were supported by the bodice that hugged in the right places above my hips. The dress looked good with my silver hair, complimented by the silver detailing in the skirt.
I tucked my hair behind my ears. That’s when I noticed the amber aura surrounding my ears, the same as I saw around Imis’s ears. Imis had disguised my ears, interestingly. I thought little about it before Imis said, “Come on, I want to see it!”
Opening the curtains, I walked out into the open area. Imis leaned against the wall with her arms crossed. Her face lit up as soon as I walked out. She opened her mouth to speak, but she was speechless. She walked up to me and walked around, taking the dress in.
“Gods, Ivy, you are stunning.” Imis was in awe, more shocked than I was looking at my reflection.
“I don’t know.” I looked down at the dress. “It’s too expensive, and there’s no way I’d ever be able to pay you back for it.”
“Darling, cost doesn’t matter.” She nudged me with her elbow, and I looked up at her. “And believe me, after my cousin lays eyes on you in this, he won’t care-it’s his coin.” A smirk spread across her lips.
She grabbed my hand and tugged me back towards more clothing in the store. “We need to find the perfect cloak now. The party is at night, and it’s going to be chilly. You can’t wear just the dress.”
“Imis, I already grabbed a cloak.”
“Does it match the dress?”
I paused and opened my mouth to speak, but she spoke first. “I thought so. I saw one earlier that I have in mind.”
We reached for the cloaks, and she searched for one. She pulled out a white cloak with silver embroidery around the edges of the cape and hood. Looking at it closer, it was embroidered with moons and stars.
“Imis, I can’t possibly get a dress and this cloak.”
She walked around me, draping the cloak over me and clasped it in the front. “I insist. You need to stay warm outside.”
We returned to the changing area, and Imis walked in with me and stood behind me in the mirror. She took my hair and held it up. “Ivy, look at yourself. Every man will drool over you, single or not.”
I looked at myself. The cloak paired well with the dress and my hair. It was a perfect combo. I had never owned anything that nice or sophisticated before. Something told me that might still be simple for someone like Imis. I tilted my head back and forth and smiled. The person in the dress and cloak appeared unrecognizable. 
With the smile on my face, I appeared happy. Would it be possible to find genuine happiness?
I closed my eyes, and Raine’s voice filled my mind. “You will find happiness. You deserve it.” I knew he was right. It felt so wrong. 
I murdered a boy, yet I deserved happiness? I shook my head. I believed happiness existed out there for me, somewhere in the realm, but I’d never deserve it. 
I kept my eyes closed, trying to hang on to Raine’s image. What would he think about me in the dress? How badly would he want to tear it off me after a night out?
The smile on my lips started slipping as darker thoughts came to mind. Why do I get to live happily when my mother didn't? I knew she’d want me to be happy too, but at what cost? 
A single tear ran down my cheek. And that was all Imis needed to see. She turned me around and grabbed my shoulders. “Oh, honey, what’s wrong?” I couldn’t muster up the words, so I shook my head in response. Imis removed her hands from my shoulders and wrapped them around me, pulling me to her.
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Chapter 5







Cinnamon Roll

Ivy


The food was beyond anything I imagined. Despite my lack of appetite previously, Runa insisted on ordering dish after dish for me and I ate most of the food set before me. “You need to eat, dear,” she urged, and she was right. After days of surviving on meager berries and leaves in the woods, real food was appreciated and savored. 
We sat at a small table tucked away in the corner of the bustling café, called Nan’s Café. The place buzzed with activity as people came and went throughout our meal. Runa and Imis had mentioned that brunch hour was the busiest, but the reality surpassed my expectations.
Some of the dishes we indulged in were familiar to me—eggs, pork, and chicken. I would have been content with these basics, but Runa was determined to expose me to the full range of flavors the place had to offer. Reluctantly, I succumbed to her persuasion and sampled hash browns, an array of fruits, and an assortment of pastries. Among them, my taste buds fell in love with something called a cinnamon roll—a heavenly pastry with a gooey interior and a delectable frosting. After seeing my perplexed expression, they explained that cinnamon was imported from Ellatiel, the fae lands. I wondered if cinnamon was mentioned in the herb book I had.
“Food and spices are Caldor’s specialty,” Runa explained, her voice filled with enthusiasm. “As a bustling port city, we receive goods from all corners of the realm. Potatoes from the northern regions of Ksara, cinnamon from Ellatiel, and sour fruits from the distant southern islands. The treasures arrive from all over!”
“It was all incredibly delicious. Thank you, Runa,” I expressed my gratitude.
“Of course, dear! Someone has to show you the wonders Caldor has to offer,” she replied, winking playfully at Imis.
“Hey, she arrived yesterday. We don’t want to overwhelm her by showing everything in one day,” Imis chimed in while she nudged Runa and shared a laugh. 
“You have a point,” Runa conceded, her smile bright. “We’ll have to make this a regular occurrence, then. There’s so much more to taste and experience beyond Nan’s Café.”
As we rose from our table, most of the other patrons had departed, signaling the end of the brunch rush for the day.
Once we returned to the shop, Runa handed us the goods. She carefully folded and stacked my clothes, wrapping them with a string and a fancy bow.
“Thanks again, Runa, for the dress and cloak. I appreciate it.” I smiled at her.
“Darling, it’s my pleasure. Besides, the dress fits you perfectly, like it was made for you.” She placed her hand over mine. “You looked like royalty in that dress, Ivy. I hope you come by before the party so I can see you again.”
I looked over to Imis, and she nodded her head. “I think we can manage that.” I couldn’t help but smile wider. Something about Runa warmed me inside and made me feel whole.
Imis and I walked towards the door. I turned to look at Runa. Looking at her that time, something looked different. There was the faintest black aura around her, something I didn’t notice before—like she didn’t want me to. She waved as we walked out the door.
Once we were out in the streets, I looked at Imis. “Do you mind stopping and picking up a few other supplies? Once we return, I want to spend as much time as possible in the greenhouse working.”
“Yeah, we can stop by a few stores on the way out of the city.”
“Great, I’ll pay you back once I earn some coin.”
We stopped at a few stores, and I got my needed supplies. I picked up some glass jars and vials, canvas pouches, gloves, an apron, and a mortar and pestle made of stone. I wasn’t sure what was available in the greenhouse, so I wanted to ensure I had everything I needed before we left the confines of the city.
[image: image-placeholder]We returned to the house, and without hesitation, I headed straight for the greenhouse. It was a magnificent structure, truly awe-inspiring. Its circular design boasted a vaulted ceiling that converged into a single point above. Wooden frames embraced the glass panes, offering a glimpse into the outside realm while maintaining a comfortably warm environment within, despite the dropping temperatures. As I stepped inside, a sense of tranquility washed over me.
In the heart of the greenhouse, a dedicated work area beckoned me. A sturdy wooden workbench stood at its center, accompanied by stools and various gardening supplies. I curiously opened drawers, revealing dried plants, papers, and other mundane yet necessary items. However, it was along the outside perimeter that the real magic unfolded—where growth and enchantment took hold.
My knowledge of plants was extensive, but there were some that I couldn’t identify. Various ferns adorned the space, their lush foliage reaching toward the heavens. Vines gracefully climbed the walls, their tendrils embracing the glass panes. Hanging potted plants dangled from above, cascading vibrant flowers in a delightful display. It felt like stepping into a wonderland of vegetation, akin to my mother’s stories about her visits to greenhouses.
I briefly closed my eyes before opening them. That time when I looked around the greenhouse, I saw the strong green threads and auras. I turned in a circle, observing it all. 
Imis never struck me as being the type of person to work with plants, or get her hands dirtied. My assumption was that she only ventured out there to gather herbs required for cooking. 
Looking down under my feet, I saw the green threads that spread throughout the ground, like the roots. I walked about the greenhouse, and all of the plants were connected via the magical system underground. 
What kind of magic was it? 
Taking a seat at the workbench, I retrieved my family’s cherished herb book. Its cover boasted a meticulously etched design depicting symbols of a tree, lily, and ivy—each symbol representing a lineage within my family. Tracing my finger over the intricate engravings, I couldn’t help but contemplate a future where I would pass the book down to my own children, teaching them the art of herbalism and recounting tales of my mother’s wisdom and the love she would have showered upon them. It pained me to imagine a future where my mother wouldn’t be there to witness my children’s growth. The prospect of having children felt distant and uncertain.
Opening the book, I turned to the first page, where a list documented the book’s owners—a sort of record of my family’s history. The first line bore the words, “Aspen—Mother of Lily, Grandmother of Ivy—Deceased.” The second line followed, “Lily—Mother of Ivy.” Since that traumatic day, I hadn’t mustered the strength to add my own name to the list.
Flipping to the ingredient section, the handwritten text inscribed in an ancient language. Although I read and write the language, I wasn’t sure the exact name, but I referred to it as the old language. Scanning the page, a sense of familiarity washed over me as I recognized one of the earliest ingredients I had ever learned about—Agropryum. A soft smile adorned my face as a fond memory emerged from the depths of my mind, recalling moments spent with my grandmother in the herb room, discussing the properties of the herb. It was a treasured recollection, etched in my heart.
I gazed through the glass ceiling, peering into the vast expanse of the sky. Whispers escaped my lips, carried by the air inside the greenhouse. “I miss you, Grams,” I murmured, my voice tinged with longing. “I’ve made mistakes, significant ones. But I know things will get better. You assured me of that. How I wish you were here to guide me now, to show me the way.” I let my eyes drift close.
A ghostly whisper sounded behind me, “I’m right here, sweetie.”
I opened my eyes and turned around on the stool. There stood a faint black aura I’d seen periodically before. My voice stumbled, “Hi, Grams.” 
I took a brief moment to study the black aura, realizing it was magic, my magic. I never realized that when I was younger, it was magic. I thought it was my gram’s spirit visiting. Instead, it was my magic calling forth her spirit and allowing it to materialize. 
She reached out and rested her hand on my cheek, cupping it. I didn’t physically feel anything, but I felt the magic. “Hi, my sweetheart.” She had what appeared to be a smile on her face. “You’ve grown so much since the last time you called on me.”
I sniffled as I smiled. “Yeah.” I leaned into the magic against my cheek. My smile quickly faded as my thoughts got darker. Everything that had happened because of me. The situation I was in. The mess I had made, that my magic had made. 
“I’m sorry, Grammy. I messed up.” I couldn’t hold back the tears any longer. I looked down to the ground, past the magic. “I really, really fucked up. What do I do? How do I keep going on day after day knowing what I did?”
“Look at me, Ivy.” Her voice was stern yet affectionate. “I can’t tell you what to do, but I can tell you that you will find your way. Fate will make sure of that.”
I looked up at her and scrunched my eyebrows and tilted my head. “What do you mean by the fates?” She made it sound like the fates were some sort of real thing, and not the myths I heard about when growing up. 
“One day you will understand, my sweet child.” 
I shook my head. I knew my grams would try to simplify answers, but that was when I was a child. She would give me a straight answer, but that answer seemed as if she withheld information. “Grams…” 
“I wish I could tell you more, but I don’t understand the full scope of the Gods, fates, and realm. There is so much more that I’m not privy to know.”
I started to feel the magic fading and knew my time left was short. As much as I wanted answers, there was something more important to tell her before she left. “I love you, Grams.”
“I love you too, sweetie.” Her voice faded with the magic.
I’d spent the afternoon consumed in herbs and, well, poisons. I created a few vials of the more common poisons I knew about. Since leaving home, I knew I would have to work to build up my tolerance.
Not all herbalists built up a tolerance to poisons—not all bothered with creating poisons, to begin with. Mother never really knew that I did. Both her and my grams tried to distract me from the book’s pages covering poisons and toxic plants, but I was a curious child. Some would say I was still as curious.
I never used the poisons on anyone or anything, just created them for fun. I never knew if there would be a use for them. I only started to build up a tolerance for them after a near accident when I was younger. Some ingredients looked very similar to other plants used for healing, and I almost put the poisonous counterpart in a paste once. The darker part of me recognized that there could be benefits if I had tolerance and others didn’t.
Looking through the book, I found one ingredient that piqued my interest, especially. Monkshood was a flowering herb with hooded blue flowers, typically native to mountainous regions and rare to find. 
I shook my head as I read that part, how had I been able to find the plant in the Ikarian Forest? The location wasn’t mountainous. Had it been my magic? I shook my head. That couldn’t be possible. 
Typically to build a resistance to poison, I would take it in very small and diluted doses, but I realized I could use it to help dull my emotional pain, as I had before. I should know better to not use Monkshood. I knew the risk of addiction was probable, but I wanted something to use to make the pain disappear.
Walking around the greenhouse, I found the plant I looked for. I knelt and carefully clipped a handful of the blue flowers. Back at the workbench, I quickly ground and mulled the flowers into a paste. I mixed in some oil to function as a binding agent. Happy with the result, I put the paste in a jar and pocketed it for later.
I worked on a few other poisons—fly agaric, nightshade, and henbane. These were relatively common poisons that were widely used. While some herbs were uncommon, any herbalist knew how to identify them. I wasn’t surprised to find them there in the greenhouse, especially the mushrooms. I gathered three various plants that were needed to make a few dosages of poison. 
I took the mushrooms with a red cap and white spots and gills, fly agaric, and removed the bulb from the stem. Some herbalists would claim it wasn’t a true poison, but it did cause hallucinations. There had been tales about people getting addicted to the herb, but frequent consumption led to exhaustion and nausea. 
I tossed the stem aside; in practice we made use of every part of a plant. The stem could be used in cooking. The potency lay in the bulb of the mushroom. 
Taking the bulb, I sliced it into a few pieces before adding to a muller and mulled it into a paste. 
Next, I located nightshade. The plant had ovate leaves with bell-shaped flowers. The flowers on that particular harvest were purple, but they could be yellow. The foliage and berries on the plant were used to cause deep sleep for upwards of half a day. 
I removed the leaves and placed them in a mesh bag before steeping them in boiling water. The poison was best if added to a drink to mask the taste. While it wasn’t deadly, unless consumed in a high dosage, it did take some time to kick in. 
Saving my favorite poison for last, I picked the off-white flowers with purple veins from the stems. Henbane was a plant that typically grew in places where the dead were buried. The poison itself could be used in various ways: powder that was inhaled or consumed via liquid. Both methods induced sleep in lower quantities and killed in larger doses. 
The herb book mentioned how people could use henbane to commune with the dead during full moons, but I had a suspicion I didn’t need either to speak with the dead. It had happened before; my gram’s spirit had visited when I was younger. 
I took the flowers, crushed them into a powder, and placed it in a small vial before I cleaned the workbench. 
These were the poisons I decided to focus on to build up my tolerance. They were relatively mild compared to others I’d learned about that were more toxic and brutal. I ensured I had common antidotes, rue and Agropryum, if anything went wrong.
In the past, whenever I worked on poisons, I never felt anything or had no intentions to use them. Once I go off on my own, they may come in handy if the situation required self-defense. I couldn’t help but wonder what it would feel like to get revenge on the Elders, to slip them poison and silently put them to sleep—permanently.
I didn’t know if I could ever get revenge on Raine’s parents. They were there, and it would destroy him to lose his parents—I could never do that to him. The other Elders deserved revenge. Fuck, if it weren’t for the Elders in general, I never had to worry about my magic or leave home.
There’d never been a point in my life where I’d felt that type of revenge. I knew things would have been different if I didn’t kill Mal. I felt so conflicted. Their actions were justified, but I lost everything. They still got to live in Neverwood with the rest of their families and loved ones. But would revenge make me happier? Would I be able to live with myself with more death on my hands? At that moment, the answer was yes. I’d go back to Neverwood and do it.
I got up and started pacing around the greenhouse. I was angry, angry at everything. The Gods, the Elders, everything. Shit, I needed to get out of there before I did something stupid. Considering I thought going back home to kill the Elders sounded like a fantastic idea, I needed something to calm me down.
I gathered what I’d managed to make and left the greenhouse, walking outside instead of returning to the house. I needed fresh air and space. My control slipped, and I didn’t want Imis hurt or killed. I didn’t want anyone around if I lost control.
I walked around the gardens and woods surrounding the house. The yards around the house were well-kept. I imagined how beautiful the gardens were when the months started warming. It would be full of flowers—flowers my mother would have loved to see.
Walking and the fresh air alone weren’t enough to calm me down. My control was a thin line. I felt the magic. I was aware of it—I didn’t know how to control it or not let my emotions get in the way.
I found a wooden bench near the edge of the back of the house. I sat down and pulled my knees up to my chest. That position provided little comfort, but in recent years was never enough to take care of the edge I felt I was on. But it was a comfort and habit, nonetheless. I grabbed a small jar out of my pocket. Relying on the monkshood probably wasn’t a wise idea, but I needed something to get me off the edge before I fully lost control of my magic.
I took some paste of the monkshood and put it under my tongue, letting it dissolve. It tasted bitter but was much better than other herbs I’d had.
It didn’t take long to kick in. Everything started to numb, physically and mentally. I rested my head on my knee as I stared into the forest. The sun started to set behind the trees, and it would soon be nighttime.
With my emotions numbed, the control over my magic was fine, from what I could tell. The monkshood dulled my senses over my magic. My mother used the tiniest amount of monkshood in an herbal concoction that blocked my magic when I grew up. It eventually stopped working. Larger doses of the blockers were needed as my magic came to.
My eyes felt heavier and keeping my eyes opened became difficult as the night around me blurred before completely becoming a void of darkness. 
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Chapter 6







Figure it Out

Ivy


The past few days had gone by quickly. I mainly spent my time in the greenhouse or chatting with Imis. I started checking out the library occasionally. 
I didn’t read much, but Imis pointed me toward some books on the history of Caldor. I read about halfway through one of them before I dozed off. I hadn’t tried rereading it since. I mainly found myself in the library for the comfort of the fire, which was generally peaceful. Something about being alone in a room full of books helped clear my mind.
It had nearly been a week since I first met Imis and started staying there. Imis kept insisting every day that she was excited to have someone with her in the house while her cousin, Elliot, was out of town.
She fussed more than usual about how Elliot would love me and how much fun we’d have at the party that night. I couldn’t help but roll my eyes whenever she mentioned it or joked with her. Over the past few days, we’d gotten closer. I’d considered her a friend.
We were in the kitchen baking cookies together. Imis wanted to bring sugar cookies to the party. I wasn’t helping much—she quickly realized how hopeless I was in the kitchen. I sat on the counter, out of her way.
“So, what is this party going to be like?”
Imis looked over her shoulder at me before returning to rolling the dough out. “I suppose like any other party. Food, alcohol, more alcohol, dancing, laughing, men,” she looked at me and winked, “the list goes on.”
“Oh, men?” I teased. “You got your eyes on anyone, in particular, that will be at this party?”
“Men aren’t my type,” she admitted.
“What’s her name?” She didn’t deny my assumption.
“Her name is Prisma.” Her voice pitched up at the mention of the name.
“Oh? Tell me more!”
Imis grabbed a handful of flour, turned around and flung it towards me. Her face flushed with a few shades of red. I couldn’t help but laugh as I was covered with flour.
“Not even Elliot knows, so shut it.”
“Your secret is safe with me.”
“Thank you.” She put a sheet of cookies in the oven, turning to me. “But she is wonderful. She’s a few years younger than I am. She has a beautiful dark and golden-tanned skin with brown eyes and light colored hair. She stands out in a crowd, but that drew me towards her at first.” Imis started to clean up and wipe down the counters. “We’ve been on a few dates now. I like her.”
I thought it was odd that a human would only be a few years younger than a fae, but then again, I wasn’t supposed to know Imis was fae. Her fae age was probably equivalent to that of Prisma’s human age. “I’m happy for you, Imis. She sounds great.” I hopped down from the counter, walked to Imis, and helped her clean up.
[image: image-placeholder]“Come on, we’re going to be late!” Imis yelled.
“Just a moment!” I was in my room, trying to pin my hair up. I had braided parts around my head but left some of my hair curled and left down. Looking in the mirror, I liked the half-up, half-down look I had going on.
I had the dress on, and while peering into the mirror, I put my hand over my chest. It was bare without anything. I returned to the bedroom and grabbed the little box I had set on the dresser. Opening it, I looked at the lily necklace I bought while in Caldor. The lily was simple, casted in silver, and attached to a silver chain.
I grabbed my grandmother’s necklace, took the green stone that hung on a chain and looped it onto the necklace with the lily. I put the new, combined necklace on, and it felt cool against my skin, but the lily sat between my collarbones.
I returned to the mirror in the washroom and smiled.
“So, you can both always be with me, Grams and Mother,” I whispered.
“Ivy! What is taking you forever? We need to stop and see Runa!” Imis was yelling from inside the doorway of my room.
“I’m ready.” I left the washroom and grabbed my white cloak, looking at Imis.
Imis’s eyes widened as she looked me up and down in the dress. “Wow, Ivy. You are stunning.”
“You look stunning yourself, Imis.” I smiled at her. She was in a black dress that hugged her hips. The skirt was slim and reached the ground. The dress was simple, but the skirt had a few jewels sewn in to sparkle in the light.
She extended her hand toward me. “Come on, Elliot is waiting for us.” Right, her cousin. In the company of Imis, I often found myself so distracted that I would forget she had a cousin.
I reached out and took her hand, allowing her to lead me out of the bedroom and toward the main door.
Resting against the door was a man, an undeniably handsome man. My heart seemed to skip a beat as my eyes fell on him. His skin was tanned from days spent in the sun over the warmer months. His eyes, a captivating shade of light grey, held a certain allure. Long, black hair cascaded down his neck, framing his face. Upon observing his ears, I noticed a faint green aura veiling his pointed tips.
I pondered why they concealed their fae heritage, perhaps to avoid drawing attention. Imis had taken care to hide my own ears when we ventured into the city that day. Whatever their reasons may be, I assumed they were rooted in the desire to keep us safe. 
Imis had been super kind to me thus far. There’d been no reason to doubt why they would hide it from me. I knew I couldn’t reveal that I saw the magic disguising their ears. 
“Ivy, this is my cousin, Elliot,” Imis introduced, releasing my hand to don her cloak.
Elliot offered me a warm smile, and my breath was momentarily stolen away. With his looks, I knew it would be easy to be captivated by him. I knew I had to maintain my distance. I couldn’t allow myself to fall for someone else.
“Hi,” I managed to utter, keeping my response brief. I swiftly donned my own cloak. “We should get going. I need to stop by Runa’s before the party.”
“Then, let’s not waste any time!” Imis handed Elliot the container of cookies, practically insisting he took them. She then linked her arm with mine, and we set off, our steps carrying us toward Caldor.
Runa’s shop was closed for the evening, but she expected us. Elliot waited outside while Imis and I walked inside, using the backdoor. “Started to think you both were standing me up,” she mused. “Think I’m beneath two pretty ladies going to a party?”
We both laughed, and Imis walked up to her and hugged her. I followed behind, hugging Runa as well. Her hug was tight and comforting, almost motherly. After releasing me, which seemed like an eternity, she stepped back. Her gaze looked me up and down from the floor to my hair.
“Hmm,” she paused, motioning me to remove the cloak and twirl. I sighed as I gave in pretty quickly and did as she requested. “Not bad, Ivy.”
When I turned to look at her, her smile was huge. She looked proud. My heart warmed at her expression. I didn’t know what it was about Runa, but something felt right being around her.
She laughed before saying, “I’m kidding. You look gorgeous, my dear.”
My lips curled up, and I smiled more than I probably had since everything happened. I placed a few fingers over the lily at my neck, wishing my mother were there to witness that moment and see me in the dress.
Imis cleared her throat, “We really should get going. I don’t want to wait or make Elliot late for the party. You know how he can be.”
“Very well, my dears.” She hugged both of us. “I hope to see you here again very soon.”
I put my cloak back on before we slipped out the door. Elliot was leaning against the wall opposite the door. It was hard to read his expressions in the low lighting, be he didn’t look amused with us. “We’re going to be late, come on,” he exhaled. His tone suggested irritation.
Maybe staying with him and Imis wasn’t a good idea. I had some coin, saving from the herbs I’d sold in town, mainly to Runa. If he was that grumpy getting to a party on time, then there was no way he was okay with me staying. It would be best if I didn’t overstay my welcome.
Imis slowed her pace down to match mine. I wasn’t wholly trailing them. I was a few steps behind. It wasn’t intentional; I ended up lost in thought. She whispered to me, “What’s on your mind?” She elbowed me softly in my side, “Does it involve a handsome man walking in front of us?”
I elbowed her back and replied, “I’m not interested in your cousin or anyone.” I kept my voice lowered so Elliot didn’t overhear. My gaze found itself on the ground. “I think tomorrow I might try to,” pausing, the words started to slip away from me.
“Might what?” Imis grabbed my arm through the cloak, squeezing it gently.
Shrugging my shoulders, I looked up from the ground towards her. “I think it’s time I leave.”
Her eyes widened in shock. “What?” She blurted out louder than a whisper. “You barely have any coin. You can’t make it out there, not alone.”
Elliot stopped walking, realizing the distance between us had grown slightly more. “We’re going to be late.”
“Shut up!” Imis yelled back at him. “Go on ahead. We’ll get there soon.”
Elliot walked back towards us. “I am not leaving two women alone on the streets in Caldor at night. Now come on, we need to get going.”
“I’ll be fine.” Pulling my arm away from Imis, I started walking ahead of them.
The stomp of Imis’s feet against the cobblestone indicated that she wasn’t happy with me. “Ivy!” I didn’t stop walking, though I wasn’t sure where we were going. “You can’t avoid this conversation.”
I stopped walking and whipped around toward her, and she nearly walked into me. “I can do what I want, Imis.” Elliot joined back up with us, pinching the bridge of his nose.
“Can you two please stop bickering?”
Imis looked up at him, “No, she wants to leave tomorrow. She doesn’t have enough coin. She won’t survive on her own. You know what the men in this city are like.”
That statement sent a shiver down my back. I never thought about the horrors of what happened behind the city walls, and based on what she said, I knew what she implied. Elliot’s face slowly turned to shock, maybe mixed with some horror. His expression quickly faded away back to the neutral, emotionless face. He shrugged his shoulders.
“I’ll figure it out. I’ll go somewhere else.” I recalled what Runa and Imis said about people from all over selling goods at the markets. Caldor was a large trade city and included imports from Caldor. I was sure I could find fae during the markets. 
“Where, Ivy?” She started to fidget with the fabric on her dress. 
Imis didn’t want me to leave, that much I knew. She’d told me before how much she enjoyed my company, but it was Elliot I worried about. It was his house, and so far, he didn’t seem thrilled about me. 
“I’ll figure that out tomorrow.”
“Elliot, tell her to stay,” she pleaded. We had grown close, and I would consider her a friend. She didn’t need me. She had plenty of other friends in Caldor and a potential lover.
“She can do whatever she wants to.” That was all Elliot said. It was all I needed to confirm my suspicions. He didn’t want me there but was most likely too nice to say it outright. 
That stung, hearing those words. I didn’t need Elliot to approve of me, but it still hurt. Imis had been super kind to me, and I started to enjoy her presence as well. My chest ached at the thought of having to leave and try to find some place new to go. I didn’t have much coin. Then there was my mother’s warning of trying to find someone within the city to help me control and learn my magic. If I left, I’d be starting all over. 
Imis and Elliot kept bickering about me staying. As they did, my self-doubt kicked in. 
Maybe going to the party wasn’t such a good idea. Maybe I should leave, Elliot and Imis might not be the ones to teach me magic. I could find other fae in the city or ask Runa for help. 
Imis and Elliot were talking, and we started walking towards the party. I wasn’t sure when we started walking, but I must have followed instinctively while lost in my thoughts. 
If I left, there would be nothing for them to keep arguing over. They could go back to how things were before I came along. Gods knew that lately I had a habit of fucking things up when least expected. No one would get hurt if I wasn’t around. 
They were ahead of me, too lost in their conversation to realize how far back I trailed them. It would be best for everyone if I slipped into the night and left without any of that goodbye shit. 
With them occupied, I turned around and walked back towards the city gates. We weren’t too far into the city, and the streets we walked past were all relatively quiet. I was confident I’d find my way out of the city. 
I quickly learned that I hadn’t been paying attention when we were walking through the city. 
With my limited trips into the city, mainly to visit Runa, I didn’t know my way around. It might not had been wise of me to leave Imis and Elliot. If I were patient I would have waited until after the party. 
Shit, I was lost.
I turned around, picking up my pace to see if I caught up to Imis and Elliot. After a few moments of no luck, I yelled out their names. That was my mistake. I attracted whatever lurked in the alleyways and streets that late in the evening to where I was. I admitted that I was alone and lost.
Shit.
Picking up my pace, I picked a direction and kept walking. My hands were starting to get sweaty, and my heart was pounding. The fear was beginning to creep in, and with it, my control was slipping.
That wasn’t good. I was in a city where Imis and Elliot seemed to hide their fae heritage, even Runa. Once I thought about it, I hadn’t seen many fae at all within the city. 
“Look at what we have here, boys,” the voice was deep. I quickly turned around to see three men standing behind me. They were all large and wore all black. “She’s all alone and awfully pretty too.” He nudged the guy standing to his right. “I bet we could get a good amount of coin for her after we are done with her.” They all grinned at that. 
My body froze. There was no way I could take on all three men. They kept approaching me. My best instinct would be to run, but how far would I get in these slippers and dress? I reached for my magic, for anything, but nothing happened; my magic was locked, my panic hindering it. I didn’t think on it long, but why was my panic blocking my magic instead of fueling it? 
I finally forced myself to step back as they stepped closer. I didn’t want to put my back towards them to run. Too bad I wasn’t aware of what might had been behind me.
Someone from behind me grabbed me, and a piercing scream left my mouth as they dragged me toward an alley. I started thrashing with my arms, trying to get free, but whoever held me was much stronger than I was. One of them spoke, “Shut the whore up.”
A hand was put over my mouth to muffle my screams as I was pulled along the streets. I tried reaching for my magic, but it was frozen. My control wasn’t slipping, and it was as if my fear, that fear, locked my magic up instead of letting it loose.
Once we were in the alley, the man threw me to the ground, and with my mouth free, I screamed until my head slammed against the hard ground. My vision went blurry for a few brief moments.
When everything came back into focus, one of the men held my hands above my head. Realization struck, and I uttered another desperate scream, hoping anyone would hear me.
“I said shut the whore up. What don’t you understand?” The same man as before spoke.
“Fine, boss,” another spoke as he leaned over me and grabbed my throat. “I was about ready to have fun with her anyways.”
My voice was gone, and my breathing was hard. I tried to kick my legs and get out of the hold, but the guy holding my arms wasn’t budging. The one over me was keeping me pinned down with his weight.
The one on top of me started to pull my dress up, and I knew it was over. I kept trying to fight. The man’s hand slid up my thigh as he moved the dress, revealing me to him and the other men watching. “Looks like she’s ready for all of us.” He pulled his pants down and pulled himself out.
I closed my eyes, feeling the tears built up in the corners. I kept trying to move and resist but with no luck.
I felt the surge of magic before a familiar voice entered my head. “You’re safe now.” 




[image: image-placeholder]
Chapter 7







Overprotective Fae Bullshit

Elliot


I’d returned home late, barely leaving me time to prepare for the party. I cared less about going to some party, but duty called. I’d instead fall into bed and sleep. 
I was gone for a few weeks, trying to understand the Magic Reformers, a group that despised fae and their magic. They had been trying to form for years, but only in the past year had they significantly grown in numbers. 
My father sent me there over a year ago to work as a Lord and peace keeper within the government in Caldor. I hid my fae heritage and gave the appearance as a human within the city.
The kingdoms in Ellatiel wanted a fae on the inside of the human government to keep an eye on the Reformers, as well as try to learn the plans of both the government and Reformers. Recently, the Reformers had been my main focus. 
I ran my hand through my hair. I waited on Imis and Ivy, the woman staying with Imis while I’d been out. Imis’s letters never really said much, just that Ivy was staying as long as needed.
I didn’t mind that she stayed. I was happy if it made my cousin happy and not so lonely in the house. I knew Imis tagged along when my father sent me, and she knew she would be alone for long periods, but she wanted to come to Ksara. She wanted to experience the different cultures and offerings Ksara, and the humans had to offer that we didn’t have in Ellatiel.
Most people would bet that Ellatiel and the fae had all the exotic fruits and spices, but Ksara easily compared to those. Ksara had different climates than we did in Ellatiel, leading to their own notable exports of goods. For example, their mountain ranges contained gorgeous and rare gems that couldn’t be found in Ellatiel. My cousin hoped to experience that while spending time in Caldor with me.
Imis was waiting with me by the front door while we waited on Ivy. We were running late, which made no difference to me, but Imis was a pain regarding these parties. She lived for them.
Imis groaned. “Let me get her. I don’t want to be late for the party, or we’ll miss all the fun!”
A few moments later, Imis walked out with Ivy.
Imis failed to mention in her letters how gorgeous she was. The dress she wore hugged her curves perfectly, and the color and cut of it paired well with her pale skin, grey hair, and striking green eyes.
I took in the beauty before me. She tried not to smile, but the little curve of her lips sent my heart to my stomach. I was instantly drawn to her.
I held the door open for her and Imis while they walked out into the cold evening air. As Ivy walked by, she smelt like lilies and the night. It was something I’d never come across before, the sweetness and floral scents of lilies and the grim and sad scent of the night. In that instance, opposites seemed to mix together to create a balance. I realized her unique scent was engraved into my memory, and I couldn’t get enough of it for some reason.
[image: image-placeholder]After stopping at Runa’s, Imis and Ivy started bickering like siblings. At first, it was pleasant; neither of us grew up with siblings. As cousins, we would fight like siblings sometimes. It did start to get annoying, and we were running later to the party. I didn’t care, but ultimately, I needed to make some sort of appearance.
They were arguing over Ivy staying with us longer. The problem at hand was that they both were stubborn. I’d only known Ivy for an hour but based on how she would reply to Imis about staying, she was as stubborn.
Part of me wanted Ivy to stay. I was drawn to her somehow, and I wanted to get to know her. Ultimately, it was her decision.
Eventually, Imis turned her attention to me and begged me to tell Ivy to stay with us. We kept at it while we continued walking to the party. Imis and I were so focused on arguing over Ivy that neither noticed her, and she stayed quiet.
We got to the party, and I opened the door for them, but Ivy wasn’t with us. She probably realized that we were distracted, and it would be best to leave us then, slipping away. Neither of us noticed. Shit.
Imis turned around, realizing Ivy was gone as well. We both figured it was her own doing, as no screaming or fighting would indicate she was taken.
I was exhausted after traveling for weeks, going village to village to see if any fae were there. Our duty was to warn them of potential fallouts with a group gaining traction. I was mainly there to negotiate ways out of Ksara and into Ellatiel. I helped families understand that while these lands were their homes, their lives depended on them leaving.
I felt guilty. I had told Ivy that she could do whatever she wanted to. That night wasn’t the night for me to take part in that conversation. I’d been on edge since a few nights ago when the Magic Reformers killed families of fae in a nearby village. 
I needed to go look for Ivy. In the little bit of time Imis had talked about Ivy, I knew my cousin was happier and less lonely with her around. I needed to apologize and let her know she was more than welcome to stay as long as needed. I hoped she knew her way through the city, unfortunately she was alone. I couldn’t waste any more time. 
“Imis, you stay at the party,” I looked at her. Her face dropped at my expression. I was serious. “I’m going to find Ivy.”
“Let me help you, Elliot.” She crossed her arms.
“It’s not safe out there.”
“I know. That’s why we need to find her.” She was being stubborn.
I grabbed her shoulders, looking at her and let a low growl out. “I will find her.”
Something instinctual kicked in a short time of meeting and being around her. If she were gone and could be gone forever, or something terrible could be happening to her while I kept standing there, had my panic setting in.
I hugged Imis as I left the party. I started retracing the way we walked through the city to get to the party. I made it to the city gates, and there was no sign of Ivy. I would have caught up to her by then as I ran through the city The time between last talking to her and reaching the party was only a few moments.
My heart was starting to pound in my chest. She was lost in Caldor. I ran my hands through my hair and started to run through the streets I came from, yelling her name to find her.
The streets were oddly quiet, most people opted to stay in on the cooler nights—that didn’t mean trouble wasn’t lurking in the city’s shadows.
Gods, I lost my mind over the thoughts of losing Ivy. No woman had ever had that effect on me. It dawned on me why she might—that she was my mate. Mates were so rare, could she really had been mine?
I stopped running and tried to gather my thoughts. As soon as I looked at her as she came into view, my breath was taken away, and I was instantly drawn to her beauty. Her scent called to me, and even then, I swore I smelled a hint of it. And as soon as she was gone, potentially in danger, I knew I would rip apart anything and everyone who stood in my way to get to her. In the span of an hour, I had turned into one of those overprotective fae bastards I joked around with my friends about.
I was confident that Ivy was my mate. Ivy didn’t seem to notice anything. She avoided me. I couldn’t tell her. It would take everything in my willpower not to be overbearing when I was around her, but I would do it. One thing was for sure; I wouldn’t let her leave if I found her.
I spent the next hour scouring the city to try to find her. I swore I picked up on her scent, but it was faint and couldn’t be tracked.
I was ready to give up, accepting defeat, and that she had probably found her way out of Caldor and would be leaving us. As I turned to head back to the party, Runa’s voice entered my mind. “She’s here, Elliot.”
As soon as I got to Runa’s, I didn’t knock, I walked right in. Walking into the house, I was hit with Ivy’s scent. A sigh escaped my lips; Ivy was safe.
Before walking towards the room I sensed they were in, I stopped to breathe. I needed to regain my composure before coming face to face with Ivy, or else I was sure to scare her away with the overprotective fae shit.
After a few moments, I walked into the room. “I’ve been looking all over for you! Where the fu—” I stopped dead where I was after walking into the sitting room.
Ivy had her back to me. My nostrils flared at the smell of blood. Looking closely at Ivy, I realized the blood was from her. It was in her hair where it appeared her head was cut open. I looked over to Runa; the horror must had been written all over my face because she nodded.
My instincts told me to go to Ivy and wrap my arms around her to protect her and provide comfort, but Runa walked over to me.
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Chapter 8







Protection

Ivy


I was in Runa’s sitting room in one of the chairs in front of the fire. My knees were tucked into my chest with my arms wrapped around them. My body had stopped shaking for the most part. When we returned to Runa’s, she helped me put on a tunic and pants and get out of the dress. I couldn’t get out of that dress any quicker. My head pounded. The wound had closed and healed, but I knew dried blood was in my hair. 
After Runa had saved me, she brought me back to her home. I didn’t know how she heard my screaming or knew to help me, but she did. She used magic to kill the four men, suffocating them with the darkness. I was beyond grateful she was there. Any later, and it would have been too late for me.
The shock cursed through my body. The fireplace was crackling, keeping the space warm. All I could do was stare into it, mesmerized by the flames dancing around.
Elliot and Runa were talking. Their voices were mere whispers, trying to act like I wasn’t sitting a short distance away from them. Elliot was the one who spoke up first, “What happened?” The concern was laced in his voice.
I closed my eyes, and everything that happened replayed in my mind in a flash. My mind slipped toward Runa, “Please don’t tell him. I don’t want his pity.”
“Dear, he’s a good man. He can protect you.” Her concern for me was there.
“I don’t want his protection.”
She placed her hand on my cheek. “You need it, Ivy. Someone was meant to protect you, and that is Elliot. Stay with him and Imis. When you’re ready, we will help you with your magic.”
Before I replied, I was pushed out of her mind. I hugged my legs tighter and rested my chin on my knees. 
I didn’t need anyone’s protection. I never had and I never will. It was why Raine practically forced me to learn how to use a sword—so I could protect myself. 
Then there was the topic of trying to protect myself from my own magic. I was willing to admit that I needed to learn how to control my magic, but I didn’t need any protection from it. 
I knew I was supposed to find someone in Caldor to help with my magic. Honestly, I hadn’t seen many fae in the city, only some going about their businesses. Why was my mother so confident I’d be able to find someone? If fae imports used to be huge, where were all the fae? Was something happening in the city to push the fae away?
I wondered if maybe Runa was the one, I was supposed to find, after all. She revealed to me that she was indeed fae like myself. More than that, she hid her magic from me when we first met. That meant she knew I saw the threads and auras of magic. If she knew, maybe it meant we were more alike and would explain why there had been something so similar and familiar about her. 
Runa replied to Elliot. “Four men attacked her. They were going to,” she paused in disgust. I knew it was hard for her to talk about; for most women it would be.
“No need to speak it aloud, Runa.” He sounded pained by the mention of it. I heard his sigh from the chair.
“I left Imis at the party and went looking for Ivy after I dropped her off there. Gods, Runa, if you didn’t find her in time.” I slowly turned my head to look back at them. Elliot looked distraught as he ran his hand through his hair.
Runa looked awful. She had seen what was happening to me when she walked up the alley. She showed up as I was ready to lose all hope of being saved. “She needs rest, Elliot.” He nodded his head in agreement.
He walked over to me, kneeling in front of the chair I sat on. Slowly, he reached his hand out to me. I shook my head. I didn’t want to be touched, at least not by men. He put his hand next to me on the armrest of the chair. “Ivy.” His voice was soft and soothing. “I’m sorry this happened to you.” His hand gripped the armrest. It was like he needed something to grip to resist reaching out to me. “How about we get you home so you can clean up and get some rest?”
I nodded my head.
[image: image-placeholder]I tossed and turned in bed. My body was hot, the fabric of the bedding around me stuck to my skin. 
[image: image-placeholder]I tried to reach for my magic; for anything as a man pulled me along the streets. It wasn’t long before I was tossed to the ground.
My head pounded against the ground beneath me. Everything around me was fuzzy, including the man crouched above me. A different man held my hands above my head.
A terrified scream left my lips as I tried to thrash out of the grips of the men. 
[image: image-placeholder]I jerked awake and sat upright. I clawed at my chest, gasping for air. My wrists and head tingled; the touch of the men lingered on the surface of my skin. 
Frantically looking around the room, the walls appeared to expand out, the shadows and darkness only grew. My eyes widened as a black aura stepped out of the shadows. Upon closer inspection, it was one of the men. 
My chest ached while my jaw and hands started to tremble as I tried to take in another gulp of air. I repeatedly shook my head as I backed into the headboard and tried to grip my legs. 
The man kept approaching, climbing into bed with me. A terrified scream escaped my mouth before I stumbled out of bed and fell onto the ground with a thud. The man kept pursuing me. 
Pushing myself off the ground and the pile of bedding I was tangled in, I managed to get to my feet before bolting from the bedroom. While I ran through the house, I bumped into furniture and the walls. 
Once free of the shadows of the house and under the light of the moons, I hunched over and vomited. 
After I finally managed to calm down and steady my breathing, I stood back up and looked up at the sky. 
Both Straxius and Eltaria shone down, illuminating the surrounding area. Stars dotted the night sky, some shining brighter than the others. I took a deep breath in, the crisp air rushed to my lungs. 
The sky was clear that night, not a single cloud in sight. It'd been over a day since those men touched me, and I swear I felt their touch on my scalp, lips, wrists, and thighs. I needed to bathe, but I wasn't ready to return to my room. 
I walked back inside, and Imis was moving about the house, picking things up off the ground that I knocked over. 
She turned and took me in, her eyes widening. She rushed over to me. "Ivy, my dear." Her voice was soft and tender. 
I shook my head, liquid started to build up in the corner of my eyes and threatened to roll down my cheeks. Why was Imis so kind and nice to me? I didn't deserve it, especially not when that whole situation was my fault. 
She carefully opened her arms and pulled me into an embrace. She stood a tad taller than me, so I rested my chin on her shoulder and shut my eyes. "I'm sorry Imis, I shouldn't have left. If I never did, I would have never had to worry you and Elliot like this." 
Her hand ran along my back. "Shh, darling. There's nothing we can do about it now. We're grateful that it wasn't worse." 
I nodded my head in response. "I'm sorry I knocked everything over. I needed out of my room and the house. I kept seeing the face of one of the men from last night." 
She pulled back and wiped away my tears. Then, she led me to the sitting room, and we sat on the couch. She instructed me to lay down. I listened and laid down on my side as she guided my head on her lap. Her hands ran through my hair as I stared off in the distance. "It will eventually get easier to sleep, Hun. The nightmares will fade. It all takes time." 
My heart started to race in my chest. How could she know that? Gods, had something similar happened to her? I whispered, "Imis." I felt the warm liquid fall from the corner of my eyes. 
She kept soothing me by running her hand over and through my hair. A sigh was released from her as she relaxed back on the couch. “It’s been over a year now.” She paused, as if to gather her thoughts. Her voice dropped as she continue talking. “Elliot and I had just arrived here from Ellatiel. At the time, we didn’t hide our ears in the city.” 
I rolled on my back and looked up at her. Her pointy ears were visible, the amber aura was no longer there. “We didn’t intentionally hide them from you. We are cautious with other fae, especially ones we are unfamiliar with around this area.” She tucked a piece of hair behind my ear. “Anyways, Elliot was gone for a few days with work.” 
She continued on to explain how a group called the Magic Reformers started to really gain traction about a year ago in Caldor. While the group mostly comprised of humans, some fae did back them; fae said to be jealous of magic. When Elliot had left, Imis was out late one night when she was attacked by a few fae men, and she wasn’t as lucky as I was to have someone stop the attack from happening. 
I sniffled, from my own pain, but the pain Imis must had felt. “Imis, I’m so sorry.” I gently reached a hand up and rested it on her cheek.
She placed one of her hands over it. “It brought me Prisma. She was the one who found me that night. She took me in and ensured I was bathed and taken care of. Everything worked out in the end for me. It will for you too.” 
“Thank you, Imis.” I looked away. Was that why Imis had been so nice to me; that she recognized a woman in need and on the run—afraid and scared? 
I didn’t want to think what that said about me, because I was on the run, afraid and scared. My gaze returned to Imis. “Do you mind if I use your washroom to bathe? I’m not ready to go back to my room yet.” The thought alone made me tremble. I knew rationally that my room was safe, but the thought of being alone was what frightened me. 
“Of course Hun, let me go get the water started for you.” I sat up, giving her space to get up off the couch. 
She returned a few moments later and moved to sit on the couch, but I spoke up. “Do you mind staying in the washroom with me? I don’t think I want to be alone right now.” 
“Anything you need.” She smiled as she held her hand out to me. 
[image: image-placeholder]I rubbed my eyes as I walked into the kitchen. The night before was rough after Imis let me bathe in her washroom. She let me lie in bed with her the rest of the night. While she managed to dose off, I was unable to. I spent the rest of the night staring up at the ceiling while she lightly snored. 
Elliot was sitting at the table alone, reading over something while he enjoyed a cup of coffee. 
The smell that morning was particularly pungent, causing my stomach to churn. I wasn’t a coffee drinker myself, but typically I could stand the strong aromas of fruity and smoky notes. That particular day, it made me feel sick to the stomach. I choked down a gag as I walked past the table, hoping to go unnoticed by Elliot. 
I knew I should had walked around the house to the greenhouse, but I didn’t have any desire to step beyond the confines of these walls. As I walked by him, I felt his presence. It was an odd thing, I wanted nothing to do with him, but there was some sort of pull I felt toward him. 
As I thought that, his head turned, and his gaze landed on me. I kept walking, my goal was the door leading to the greenhouse, and it was only a few paces away. He spoke up, his voice was smooth and deep, “Is there anything you need help with?” 
I stopped walking and turned to look at him. His black hair was messy, and his grey eyes pierced me. I swallowed under the pressure of those eyes. It was if they devoured me, taking in every inch of me. 
I finally peeled my eyes away from his and finally studied the rest of him. He was in a cream colored tunic that was untied at the chest and untucked from his brown pants. Peeking out from the tunic was some chest hair and finely built muscles. 
Shit, why was I studying his chest? 
My gaze returned to his face, and that was when I saw the green threads and auras around him. I wanted to reach out to touched them, to study them further, but I stopped myself. I’d never seen such strong auras and threads around someone before. Imis’s amber auras were much weaker. No one in Neverwood had any auras. Was it some sort of indication of how strong their magic was? 
I snapped my attention to the ground and away from Elliot so I wouldn’t keep staring and wondering what the threads and auras meant. 
“Ivy?” He cleared his throat. “Do you need something to eat? I can cook you something.” 
I shook my head in response. 
“Have you eaten anything since the other night?” 
I didn’t need him worrying about me eating or anything. Despite what Runa said, I didn’t need his protection—in any form. 
I turned away and closed the distance between me and the greenhouse door. I opened it and without turning back replied, “I don’t care what Runa says, I don’t need your protection. So please, fuck off.” 
I walked through the doorway and let the door slam closed behind me. 
Once in the sanctuary of the greenhouse, I sat on the stool in front of the workbench. I yawned as I took a look at the mess in front of me. Dirty, empty vials lay on top the surface, as well as various different plants. Papers, clippers, pots, knives, and a grinder laid scattered amongst the mess as well. 
Cleaning up the workbench wasn’t a priority for me. Actually, it never really was. Growing up I was constantly getting in trouble for leaving our herb room a mess. My bedroom was in a similar state. I never saw any point in cleaning up if it would get messy again. 
I had one objective—something to take away the emotions. I wanted a reprieve from my own thoughts. Sleep would be beneficial. I hadn’t looked at myself in the mirror that morning, but I was sure there were bags under my eyes and my hair was definitely a mess. 
Every time I closed my eyes, I kept seeing the man that visited me the night before. I’d tried to rest a few times, but as I would doze off, I would jump awake. I would feel all the places they touched me, my head, face, arms, and legs. It was too much.
I knew that monkshood wouldn’t help me get the deep sleep I needed, but it would help me relax for a time. A few doses would probably be sufficient to help me for the next few days. 
What I wanted wasn’t in the disarray on the workbench. I slid off the stool and wandered along the paths in the greenhouse. 
I never understood why they had such a large greenhouse. How old was the house anyways? Why did they have a greenhouse? I wasn’t complaining, but the only person I’d seen use it was Imis to gather spices and herbs for cooking. Maybe they somehow helped supply merchants within the city? I suppose it didn’t really matter. I was glad it was there. 
Once I located the monkshood, I knelt down and pulled a pair of sheers out of my apron and snipped a few handfuls of leaves from the plants. 
Upon returning to my workbench, I begun working. I gathered four small vials, cleaned, and prepped them. Placing the leaves in a muller, I mulled the leaves into a paste like consistency before combining them with an oil. The oil functioned as a binding agent. 
As I waited for the small fire to burn and the pot above it to heat, I reached for my herb book and opened it. It opened to the page on monkshood, and within it was a small envelope with a silver lily seal on it. My heart started to race in my chest. I’d been to that page within the book many times before, but there was never a letter. 
Carefully, I opened the envelope, the seal broken, and removed the folded piece of paper. 
Dear Lily, 
I enjoyed dinner with you two nights ago under the moonlight. Would you like to meet at the same spot tonight? 
Sincerely, 
Moons
The letter was short, but it was addressed to my mother. Who was Moons? That was an odd name. I searched the rest of the book for other envelopes, but nothing was there. 
Confused, I placed the envelope back in the book on the monkshood page and closed it. 
I returned my attention back to the fire and added the oiled monkshood mixture to the pot and brought it to a boil. Removing it from the fire, I carefully poured the mixture into the four vials, along with a small bowl I placed out. Once cooled, I corked off the four vials and placed them in my small foraging pouch attached to my belt. 
My gaze then found the small bowl that contained the cooled murky liquid. It would be the third time I took monkshood to tame my emotions. I didn’t want to feel the feelings; I didn’t want to feel anything. 
I simply wanted to exist in the realm, some days it felt like that. What was I really doing with my life? I sure as hells wasn’t making any progress on the magic. Sometimes I wish I didn’t have to rely on the monkshood to block the pain and emotions, I wish I could turn it off within me. 
How had I gone 96 years without losing control of my magic? I wouldn’t say I always got my way as a child or since then, but my grams and mother had a way of calming me down. They didn’t let my emotions get the better of me. Did they know that at any point my magic would go off? Were they afraid of my magic and me? I thought I was afraid of it and myself. 
I wasn’t strong enough to manage my thoughts and emotions, not then. 
Slowly, I picked up the bowl of the monkshood liquid and poured it down my throat. Drinking it quickly was the best way to not think about the bitter taste of the herb. 
That batch of monkshood was a higher concentrate than I’d made before, so it should kick in relatively quickly. And that it did. 
All went numb as I rested my arms and head on the workbench in front of me. Sleep didn’t find me, but at least I numbed everything. 
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Chapter 9







Eyes

Elliot


Imis linked her arm through mine before dragging me along through the streets of Caldor. The streets were bustling as humans from every walk of life went about their business. Caldor was known for supporting all trades and businesses. The markets boasted woodworkers, jewelers, painters, weavers, alchemists, and so much more.  
Imis had a goal for our visit to the markets that day. She wanted to get a few items for Ivy. 
At the first stall, Imis dropped my hand and weaved through the other patrons and tables. She picked up blocks of soap and smelled them. She selected a few and brought them to the merchant who wrapped and tied them in a bundle. She handed him a few coppers and flashed him a warm smile before returning to my side. 
She peered up at me and tilted her head. “What?” 
“Nothing.” I chuckled. “What did you pick out for her here?” 
Her face lit up and she held out the bag as was we walked to the next stall. “Well, I got her a bar of lavender, one with goat milk and oats in it, and another with cinnamon.” There was a hop in her step. “Oh! She’s going to love the cinnamon one. She loved the cinnamon rolls from Nan’s Café!” 
She dragged me to a few other stalls, gathering a few herbalists supplies and a green and cream colored blanket for Ivy. I shook my head when she returned from the last stall with three additional bags. My cousin sure did enjoy spending my coin. Sometimes I regretted allowing her to open an account at Runa’s. It encouraged her clothing addiction, but at least it made her face light up every time she found a new piece of clothing she adored. 
“Next stop, Runa’s!” She announced as she grabbed my hand and guided us to her favorite clothing shop. 
The bell above the door chimed as we walked into the shop. “I think Ivy could use some more clothes if she’s going to stay with us longer.” That was the only warning I got before Imis shoved the bags in my arms and walked off. 
I walked over to the counter and placed the bags on the ground. Leaning against the counter, I crossed my arms and peered over at Runa. 
A huge smirk was spread across her face. 
“What is it now, Runa?” We knew Runa was fae and like us she kept her ears hidden within the city. We never knew who we could trust, so it was best to keep our pointy ears and fae heritage disguised. I was sent as a human lord to work within Caldor. 
Shortly after we arrived in Caldor and Imis found Runa, she quickly sought out her company. If she wasn’t there shopping, she would frequently grab brunch and dinner with Runa. I had started to enjoy Runa’s company. She was full of knowledge and stories. We never bothered to ask how old she truly was as it was never wise to ask an elder fae their age. 
We lived a long time, but after a certain point, asking one’s age was frowned upon. Instead, we would often celebrate life and that another year passed. As fae, after becoming of age at 100, age was irrelevant. 
Runa replied, “You know, she only dragged you along to carry her bags, right?” 
I groaned and ran my hand through my hair. She was right. Not only did Imis love spending my coin but making me her servant while she shopped. “Yeah, yeah, yeah. I know, but she wanted to pick up a few items for Ivy.” 
She glanced over the counter at the bags. “Just a few items, huh?” 
I shrugged. Imis had a goal, and I wasn’t going to stand in her way. 
[image: image-placeholder]Imis had fallen asleep in the sitting room after dinner. I placed my hand under her knees and back and picked her up. I carried her to her bedroom and placed her down on the bed. 
I looked around and took in the sight of her room. She had clothes piled on every available surface: the desk, on top of the dresser, and hung over the chairs. 
The corner of my lips crept up as I looked at the walls and furnishings. The walls were a golden amber color versus the light cream color they were when we arrived. A black duvet and sheets adored her bed. Sheer, red curtains were draped over the windows, which allowed the moonlight to peek through. 
Imis made the room her own, and it fitted her. She loved amber, red, and black. Taking a second look around the room, I noticed that most, if not all, of her clothing were amber, red, or black. She knew what she wanted and loved. 
I quietly shut the door behind me and stood in the hall. 
The house had been silent since Imis fell asleep, and there’d been no sign of Ivy that evening. I knew Ivy claimed she didn’t want my protection, but there was an unexplainable pull toward her that told me to protect her. 
After glancing in her room to see she wasn’t there, I then walked to the greenhouse. It was a shame that it never was appreciated much until Ivy got there. We did occasionally allow the herbalist or alchemist from the city to come and get rarer plants that might be required. Imis would grab vegetables and cooking herbs from the greenhouse. 
It was a beautiful structure, with the wooden circular frame and glass panes. The workbench was centered with all the plants on the outer edges of the greenhouse. Most grew in the ground, but there were potted plants hanging from the beams and closer to the work area. The paths within were all constructed of cobblestone. 
Ivy was sitting on a stool in front of the workbench. She had her arms and head rested on the workbench on top of a book, papers, and various plants. The space was a mess, but I was glad to see it being used as it was intended. 
I approached Ivy, and she didn’t move as I neared her. Once standing by her side, I looked at her and she stared off. Her typical vibrant green eyes were dulled and glossed over. “Ivy?” I whispered. 
She didn’t move, including her eyes. I waited a few moments to see if her eyes would blink, but nothing. What in the realm? 
After I shook her, she was in an odd state. I raised my voice when I spoke. “Ivy?” 
She finally blinked, but that was it. 
Fuck. 
I couldn’t leave her out there, so the only option was to bring her back to her room. I carefully picked her up with my arms under her knees and back. She was relatively light weighted, lighter than Imis was. 
Her head plopped to the side and leaned against my chest. Looking down at her, I noticed her eyes had finally drifted shut. 
It had been a few days since the attack, and I was confident Ivy wasn’t getting any sleep. Imis informed me that the night after, Ivy had nightmares and claimed to see one of the men in her room. 
Realizing that her bedroom wasn’t the best option, I carried her to the sitting room. The sitting room was small and cozy with forest green walls and creamed colored furniture. A fireplace was centered on one wall with a decorative painting placed above the mantel. The floor was made of wooden planks, like the rest of the house. But a small round white rug covered it. Near the window were a few plants that contained vine plants—such as ivy. A faint smile formed on my lips. 
I laid Ivy on the couch and left briefly to grab a blanket and carefully placed it over her. I tucked a piece of her silver hair behind her pointy ear before sitting in the chair next to the couch. 
There was a need deep within me that I felt to keep an eye on Ivy while she slept, to watch her. I’d be gone by time she awoke.
[image: image-placeholder]It had nearly been a full week since Ivy was almost sexually assaulted. 
No matter how often I had buried myself in work, I couldn’t help but think of her. If something had happened to her that night… My thoughts trailed off as I shook my head. I felt guilty over what happened to Imis when we first arrived outside of the city. It took her time to heal, but she eventually did. 
Imis and Ivy were completely different when it came to their emotions. Imis leaned on myself and her friend, Prisma. Shortly after, we met Runa and the bond between Runa and Imis was instant. 
I feared that Imis’s kind and loving nature would get her hurt, but instead it helped her heal after her sexual assault. She had such a huge heart and would help anyone out in a heartbeat. It amazed me of how quickly she would trust someone. If she were different, the assault would have happened either way. 
I walked through the door, exhausted after a day of travel. I was ready to head up to my room and toss myself on the bed and sleep, but something was off in the house. Imis was typically awake during that time of the evening, but she was nowhere in sight. It was oddly quiet in the house, which was unlike Imis. 
The hairs on my arm stood up, something was wrong. 
I carefully and quietly walked toward Imis’s room on the ground floor of our house. As I approached the door, a woman walked out and slowly closed the door behind her. She held a finger to her lips and gestured back to the sitting room. 
Her long curly hair was light colored with a tinted red hue to it and her skin was on the darker side, but lighter than Imis’s. She wore a simple black tunic with black pants. 
Who was that woman and what was she doing in our home? 
Once in the sitting room, she started to speak. “Imis finally fell asleep. She hasn’t gotten any sleep in days.” Days? Why didn’t my cousin get any sleep in days? 
I tilted my head, and asked, “What do you mean?” 
She sat down on the couch and made herself comfortable, like she had been there before. “Sorry, my name is Prisma. I met Imis the other night after she was attacked.” 
The air was sucked out of my lungs, my eyes widened, and my skin heated. I supported myself against the nearest wall. “Attacked? How?” I shook my head. 
“I think it’s best if she tells you the details, when she’s ready.” Her voice dropped to a whisper. “But Elliot, it wasn’t good. It will take some time for her to heal physically and mentally.” 
“Fae heal quickly and any cuts or bruises would have healed already.” I looked up at her. 
She shook her head. “I am well aware of how quickly fae heal.” After a moment, her pointy ears were revealed. They were not as pointed as normal fae ears; they were more rounded—like a half-fae. “We both know that fae healing does not heal all things quickly.” 
My mouth dropped, understanding exactly what she meant. My stomach churned at the thought of my cousin being attacked in that way. It wasn’t possible. How could someone with such a kind heart and soul be assaulted like that? I shook my head. 
Prisma looked down, avoiding eye contact. “I’m so sorry, Elliot. I didn’t get there in time. I heard her scream, but by time I arrived, the men had finished and left her in the alley.” Her gaze returned to me. “They were fae. Not all fae can be trusted in the city. It’s best if you hide your ears all the time, even while you are home for safe measures.” 
I nodded. If fae were attacking other fae within the city, the situation with the Magic Reformers was much worse than expected. “Please, stay as long as you need to. Thank you for helping my cousin out. I’m going to go and make sure I am there when she wakes up.” With that, I slowly pushed off the wall and walked toward her room. 
I silently slipped into the room and into her bed. 
She stirred and rolled to face me. Her eyes were bloodshot red, assumingly from crying. I opened my mouth to talk, but she shook her head and buried her head in my chest as she continued to cry. I held her tightly to me and ran my hand through her hair. 
I swore from that moment on I would protect anyone I cared for. Imis was such a kind-hearted person and never deserved that. 
I shook my head as I opened my eyes. My chest ached as I remembered the evening I returned home and found out Imis had been assaulted. 
It took me a month to stop blaming myself. I did so only after Imis kept insisting there was nothing, I could had done to prevent it. 
Thankfully, Runa saved Ivy in time. I didn’t know her well enough, but she had been closed off. It was a traumatic event for her. I’d seen the way she stared at nothing, the dull look in her eyes, and the blank features. 
She started to distance herself, even from Imis and Runa. Ivy spent most of her days in either her room, the greenhouse, or the library. I saw the way she would walk past Imis and me as we ate dinner. Not only was she avoiding me, but I was positive she avoided eating. 
I couldn’t let her spiral. She might had said she didn’t need any protection, but it didn’t mean she didn’t need someone to save her from her own self-pity. Hopefully, I had the perfect thing to get her out of the house and out of her own mind. 
I left the sitting room in search of Ivy. I checked her room and greenhouse first, but there was no sign of her in either.
I approached the library and the double doors leading in were opened. Our library was simple, most books were magical copies of more important texts. Two black leather chairs sat in front of a fireplace. On the opposite short wall was a desk and a floor length mirror—both were very ornately decorated. The desk was solid wood, and the mirror had a gold frame with swirls on the top. The two long walls of the library contained shelves of books. 
Ivy was sitting in one of the leather chairs and stared off at the unlit fireplace with an open book in her hands. 
I sat in the opposite chair. Swallowing before I spoke, I said, “Ivy?” My voice was barely a whisper, hoping to not scare her. 
She jumped in her seat and threw the book at me. I managed to catch it before it hit my face. Ivy gripped the armrests as she looked away. “Sorry,” she paused, “I didn’t mean to. I wasn’t expecting anyone to come in here today.” 
I looked her over, wishing I could understand what was all going through her head. I crossed my leg over the other as I sat back in the chair. “You don’t need to apologize, Ivy. I didn’t think I would startle you like that.” 
I took a look at the book in my hands, “The History of Asteris.” It was odd that she picked a book on the history of our realm. She was fae, didn’t she know most of our history? The book mainly covered topics such as the Old Races, The Forgotten War, Ellatiel, and Ksara. It mainly focused on the fae history within Asteris but did touch upon the history of humans some as well. Most fae were taught these histories. 
Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed Ivy’s gaze drift toward the fireplace. I turned to face her and saw as her face was overcome with that blankness I’d seen recently. 
“Where does your mind go when you stare off like that?” I asked. 
Ivy’s eyes stayed fixated on the fireplace. Her mouth opened before shutting. She shook her head. “Nowhere,” she sneered. 
It was going to take a lot more than that to deter me away. 
“Look, I’m not going to hurt you, Ivy. You are more than welcome to stay here as long as you need.” I slowly stood. “I’m also not going to let you sit around all day and get inside your head. I know it will be hard to move on after what happened a week ago, but I sense something else is off with you. I felt it that night on the way to the party. I don’t know what it is, and I won’t pry, but I’m here for you.” 
I reached my hand out to her. “We’re going to go get some fresh air. Fresh air and activity will help you release some of that pent-up anger. I’m going to show you how to wield a sword.” 
Ivy shook her head in response and lifted her feet onto the chair and hugged them to her chest. 
“It wasn’t a request, Ivy,” I urged. 
She shook her head and tightened her grip around her legs. 
I knelt before her as she avoided eye contact. Grabbing her chin, I turned her head. Her green eyes met mine. It was the first chance I got to look at them, to study them. They were breathtakingly gorgeous. There were hints of silver shifting through her irises, depending on how the light from the windows shone. I softly rubbed my thumb over the side of her chin. “You can’t keep hiding from what happened. You can’t change what happened in the past, but you can change what happens in the future. Only you have control over that.” 
The blank look on her face washed away as her hand grabbed the lily that hung at her neck. Her eyes closed as she murmured, barely audible, “I can’t.” 
Liquid started to pool at the corner of her eyes as she held them shut. My throat tightened and I let my other hand rest on her arm. “Keep your eyes shut and concentrate on my voice.” I took a deep breath myself, needing to clear my own mind before helping Ivy. “Take a deep breath in.” I kept my voice above a whisper. 
She slowly inhaled in. 
“Now, hold it. One, two, release.” 
She released the breath. 
“Again.” I kept instructing her on how to control her breathing. 
Eventually, she opened her eyes. They softened and glowed. “Thank you, that helped.” She took in another deep breath before exhaling. “Why are you being so patient and kind with me when all I’ve done is be cold and bitchy to you?”
I relaxed my face before responding, “It’s what I do. I’m a peacekeeper for the government here in Caldor. It’s my duty to be patient with others and help them—no matter the situation.” I stood and reached my hand out. “Now, for that sword training to help with your anger. The breathing will help some, but the fresh air and physical activity will help distract your mind.” 
Her eyes rolled. I knew she meant it to come off as annoyed, but I found it cute. It was so easy to get drawn into her eyes that I didn’t see her push my hand away as she stood up. “Fine, I’ll train with you. Only because I don’t want to feel anything.” 
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Chapter 10







Damsel in Distress

Ivy


I was lost in thought as I followed Elliot through his house. He probably thought that I had no idea how to hold a sword. I’d trained before with Raine, and he was the one who taught me how to hold and use a sword.  
“You need to be able to protect yourself.” I groaned as Raine lectured me. He had been protective of me, ever since we were kids. I didn’t mind; it was kind of cute.
“I can protect myself. And besides, I’d rather sit here and watch you train.” I smirked at the thought of him without a tunic on and swinging the sword around. He stood there with his arms crossed, staring at me. Based on his stare, I knew he wouldn’t back down. We were both stubborn, but I knew it would be when I gave in to him. “Besides, why would I need to protect myself here in Neverwood? Nothing ever happens here.”
“You never know, Ivy. I’d hope I could be there to protect you myself, but I can’t be.” He was getting impatient. We’d played that game before; see how long we could go before the other caved in. It was usually me. I was the least patient between the two of us. “What if I take my tunic off while we train together? Is that enough to convince you to pick up the wooden sword?” He smirked.
“Wait, how did you know?” I scrunched my eyebrows and tilted my head.
“What, you only like watching me train because I’m shirtless? You aren’t as good as you think of hiding the blush while you watch me.” I instantly felt my face warm.
“Fuck you.” My face grew redder at the thought of him actually fucking me.
“You wish,” he replied in a teasing, flirty voice. “Now pick up the sword and try to get a hit on me.”
I picked up the wooden sword sitting on the ground beside my feet. I didn’t know how to hold it but tried to hold it like I saw him do during training. “Ugh, this thing is heavy, Raine.” It wasn’t terrible; I was lazy, and he knew it.
He walked up to me without his wooden sword. He stood about a pace away. “Now, see if you can swing it and hit me, princess.” Fuck, he knew I hated it when he called me that. It was a nickname he gave me ages ago. He would only use it to irk me or piss me off.
“Fine.” I quickly stepped towards him, holding the sword in one hand—which he made look much more effortless. I went to swing at his torso, but before I could land a hit, he had me in a hold. My back was pressed against him. In one hand, he held the sword while the other arm held me to him, across my upper chest.
Being that close to him, I could feel his heart racing. Forget about learning how to fight. I wanted to melt into the warmth of his embrace. “That’s not fair.”
He leaned towards my ear and whispered, “Nothing is fair, Ivy.” He held the sword out in front of both of us. “First lesson is how to hold a sword properly.” With his free hand, he grabbed one of my hands, placed it on the handle of the sword, and then took the other. He showed me how to hold a sword with his hands over mine.
From that moment on, Raine and I would train weekly. Slowly I became more comfortable handling and using a sword and graduated from a wooden sword to a real sword within a few months of training. 
I suddenly bumped into a warm, hard object. I looked up, but I saw Elliot staring down at me. 
I could feel a few tears rolling down my cheeks. I took the sleeve of my tunic and wiped them away. Elliot gave me a concerned look and opened his mouth to speak. Before he could, in a harsh voice, I said, “Let’s get this over with so I can clear my mind.” I walked past him into the clearing in the garden.
The sun was starting to set, vibrant hues of reds and oranges painted the sky overhead. There was a certain crispness to the air, not only the feeling, but the scent of the cooler air. Off in the distance, a breeze rustled the dried-out leaves on the ground, scattering them about the gardens.
It was getting colder outside—we were two weeks into Slyvarc. Most years, the snow would come any day, but that year felt different. The magic around told me the snow would hold off. The leaves of the trees had fallen to the ground, and everything was starting to look eerie and like death. Everything in the gardens wilted for the year. It was my favorite time of the year.
That must had been where he regularly trained. There was a rack of swords towards the end of the clearing. I started walking towards the rack of actual swords. Elliot wasn’t far behind me. “You can’t start with a real sword. We will start your training with a wooden one,” he chimed in.
With my back to him, I smirked as I grabbed a longsword instead of one of the short swords. “Ivy, those aren’t for begin—” He stopped talking as I turned around, holding the sword in one hand. I rotated my wrist as I swirled the sword around. Despite being a sword for training, it was well-balanced and felt good in my hand.
“This will do,” I responded to his confused look with a grin. I loved proving a man wrong. He assumed that I didn’t know how to use a sword, nonetheless, hold one. I stood there, staring at him. I stood in a stance ready to fight. “What, did you assume I didn’t know how to hold a sword because I look like some damsel in distress? Or because I’m a woman?”
“Neither.” He paused. I think he was lost for words. “I just… I don’t know. Since you didn’t carry a sword, you didn’t know how to use one.”
“Well, I never needed one.”
He took the sword strapped to his hip and leaned it against the rack, grabbing a longsword. He preferred not training with the pretty sword he carried around all day.
He quickly turned, swinging his sword at me, hoping to catch me off guard. Holding the sword with one hand, I deflected his swing. The sound of the metal swords clashing together rang out in the clearing.
“Oh, and I also know how to fight with a sword.” I couldn’t help but grin at him.
“We’ll see about that.” He smirked in response.
We kept training as the sun was setting. I got sweaty, and it barely looked like he put in any effort. I knew I wasn’t fantastic at swordplay, but I wasn’t awful either; I could keep my own. Neither of us had managed to get a hit on the other, but I imagine he went relatively easy on me.
“So, tell me where you were while in the library or when we were walking,” he said as he blocked my swing to his leg with his sword.
“Nothing. I don’t want to talk about it.”
“Well, you can’t keep bottling it up either.” That time he took a swing at my torso. I managed to deflect the swing and pivoted around him, swinging at his back. Swordplay was a type of dance, but he was quicker than I was.
“I don’t want to talk about it, Elliot.” I took a step back, taking a breath. “You don’t want to hear about how fucked up my life is. And I sure as hells don’t want your fucking pity either. As you said, I can’t change my shitty past, but I can’t help but dwell on the fact that everything good in my life is now gone, and it’s all my fault.” I turned and went to put the sword away in the rack. I was done with the training. Besides, it was starting to get dark out. “Now, please, leave me the fuck alone.”
I started to feel the control slip. “Ivy, please.” He reached his hand out, and I could feel the warmth of it as it touched my shoulder. I flinched and pulled away.
The anger and sadness flooded in. It was all my fault—I didn’t have a home, a family, or Raine. Everything I ever loved was gone, all because I fucked up. I felt the darkness creeping in. “Elliot, you need to go now. Please,” I desperately pleaded before I hurt him. 
The shadows and darkness surrounding us began to fade away. I held out my hands and dark tendrils of shadows and darkness were pulled in to me. I shook my hands, but nothing happened. I couldn’t stop it. 
My back was to Elliot, but I could feel the heat of his stare, he hadn’t moved. 
I shut my eyes tightly. The control was gone. I wanted the dark to suck me up. Maybe it would take away the pain.
The power raced through my body, and with my eyes closed I could sense and see the black aura filling me before pouring out. The black threads tugged at the power, wanting, no needing more. 
The darkness and power felt different than that night in the clearing when I lost control, and the darkness surrounded me before suffocating. 
The magic I experienced in the clearing with Elliot was vengeful. 
Too exhausted to fight it, I slowly allowed it to pull more darkness from me, to drain the power from my veins. I needed it to. 
All I wanted was for the pain to be gone. I didn’t want to feel anything anymore. Everything that ever mattered to me was gone or dead. I deserved it, for the guilt to consume me. 
Elliot shouted, “Ivy, you need to calm down!”
I dropped to my knees. I could feel the darkness around me, the night’s energy as the sun set beyond the horizon. I opened my eyes, and tears had been streaming down my face.
That’s when I looked around. Everything within arm’s reach of me was black. Everything had wilted for the year, but what I did was suck the life out of everything. The grass, trees, and bushes around me were dead. I had been channeling the energy from the darkness around me to destroy the life around me. Oh fuck, Elliot!
I turned around, scared that I had killed Elliot. He had taken a few steps back but stared at me, his grey eyes wide. I then looked past him, and it was completely dark out. I saw him, it was bright enough with Eltaria that night, Straxius was a sliver in the sky. 
Elliot slowly walked towards me. “Ivy,” his voice was filled with worry, “are you alright?”
“Don’t come near me. I don’t want to hurt you.” My voice was shaky, but he didn’t look scared of me. Instead, he kept coming closer. “Elliot, I mean it!” The tears streamed down my cheeks. I tried to move back away from him as he got closer.
He knelt and looked me in the eyes. “Close your eyes, Ivy, and listen to my voice.” It was the same tone he had used earlier, and it was soothing. I closed my eyes. “Now, take a deep breath in.” I did as he said. “Hold it.” He paused for a few short moments. “Now release it slowly.” I listened and did as he instructed as he kept talking me through the breathing.
I was so exhausted. Training alone was tiresome, but whatever happened drained me. I wanted to sleep. A loud yawn escaped my lips.
A pair of warm arms wrapped underneath my legs and my back and carefully lifted me off the ground. I was too tired to fight it, and at that moment I craved the comfort. I gave in to the warmth of his body and rested my head on him as he carried me into the house. I didn’t deserve him to be so nice to me. I’d only been a bitch to him the whole time.
“Ivy, I’m sorry I pushed. I didn’t know. You should have had control over it by now.” His voice was filled with guilt. How could he had known I had magic before that? Maybe outside of Neverwood, magic was a common thing.
“Can you tell me about magic?” My voice was so quiet. I kept my eyes closed and my head against him. I knew the answer to the question; I knew he knew about magic. I’d seen it around him and his house.
“You don’t know anything about magic?” He sounded shocked, and I shook my head in response.
“Magic was forbidden in my village.” He stroked my hair and sighed as we walked through the house and to the room I stayed in.
“There’s three main pillars of magic.” He paused.
“What you did tonight was part of Luna magic. This magic focuses on shadows and darkness, death, and mind magic. Most typically only specialize in one type of magic within the pillar. The same goes for Sol and Terra magics. Sol magic involves light, fire, air, and wind. Terra magic is the magic of earth and nature and involves healing and water. All types of magic can tap into teleportation, called blinking and fading, and disguise magic.”
He opened the door to the bedroom and stepped in. He set me down on the bed, and I finally opened my eyes and looked up at him. I yawned loudly as he tucked a piece of hair behind my ear. It was dark in the bedroom, with little moonlight shining through the windows, but I could see him.
“Can someone use all three pillars of magic?” I was curious.
Elliot shook his head. “No, most can’t use all magics in a single pillar. There were three long ago that could tap into all three, but they have been gone since the Forgotten War.”
“What’s the Forgotten War, and who were the people who could use all three pillars?”
He put a finger under my chin and lifted my head, so I looked at him. I could see his pointy ears, and that time not with magic. He let his disguise drop. “Ivy,” he looked serious. “Why do you want to know all of this?”
I reached my hand out to touch one of his ears. Since I’d been there, he hadn’t let the disguise down since I’d been around, even after Imis revealed they were fae, so why do it then? 
He took a step back. “Shit. I never let the disguise magic go on my ears.”
“Why not?” I suspected it was because of the distrust amongst other fae within Caldor. “Imis told me you both were fae. But without your pointy ears, you have other features similar to those in my village. I realized you were fae before she told me.”
His eyes widened. “You grew up with Eathials?” Why was that so surprising to him? “And you know nothing about magic and the history of the fae?”
I shook my head. “My mother is,” I paused and took a deep breath, “was Eathial. My village was mostly Eathials. I was the only Lunarian. There were some humans in my village.” I guess I was sheltered growing up in Neverwood. We never learned about the histories of the fae, magic, or anything related to the land outside of Neverwood. I suddenly felt stupid. I knew how to read and write, but beyond that, I felt like I knew nothing. Nothing that mattered in the realm.
He took a step back towards me. I sat on the edge of the bed. He took another step, that time standing right in front of me. He was so close that I could feel the heat coming off his body. “Elliot, this is your own home. There’s no reason to have to disguise who you are here.” He sighed in relief at that.
I got cold, so I pulled my feet on to the bed and hugged my knees, resting my head on them as I yawned. “You should get some sleep,” he said as he turned, but I reached out and grabbed his hand.
His hand was rough and calloused but warm against my cool skin. “Wait,” I paused. I wanted to ask him to stay. I didn’t know if he would say yes because I’d treated him like shit in his own home. But I wanted the warmth and comfort that night. “Never mind...” I dropped his hand.
He turned back around. “Ivy, what is it?” I shook my head. I was so conflicted. I did not want to be close to him. It was the first time I interacted with him. I so wanted the comfort. I hadn’t felt it since I was with Raine.
“It’s nothing.” I could feel the tears trickle down my face as I looked down to hide them. I couldn’t admit what I needed. I didn’t want to admit how weak I felt.
“Ivy.” His voice was soft and sweet. He grabbed my face and lifted it as he wiped away the tears with his thumb. “Do you want me to stay tonight?”
I tried to look back down, but he kept holding my face as he looked into my eyes. I nodded my head, “Please?” My voice shook as I whispered, “I don’t want to be alone right now.”
He rubbed my cheek with his thumb. “Of course. Let me go change and then I’ll sleep in the chair over there.” He tilted his head, gesturing toward the chair in the room. 
He turned around and walked out of the bedroom. When in the doorway, I mumbled, “The chair looks uncomfortable, the bed is plenty big for the both of us.” 
He nodded before disappearing into the hall. 
I kicked my shoes off but kept the rest of my clothes on. I was too tired to change. I crawled into the bed and under the covers. I was out before he returned. 
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Chapter 11







Darkness

Ivy


I didn’t know why, but my gut told me I needed to turn back. Something was wrong with my mother. I wasn’t far from Neverwood. Why wouldn’t my mother run with me? She told me it was so I could get away and be safe. Shit, no, she was going to take the fall for me. 
I turned back around and ran to Neverwood. I needed to save my mother—she couldn’t sacrifice herself for something I did. I didn’t care if I died. I loved her too much.
I ran into the house, but she wasn’t there. It looked like a mess as if a fight happened in there. That meant she was in the village center. Fuck, they already had her.
I ran towards the center of the village, running through the shadows of the night while I did so. If they had her, we would both be killed if I got caught. There might be a way for me to get her. Raine could help.
I stayed hidden once I reached the center of Neverwood. I crouched down next to a house on the edge of the center. I looked around and spotted Raine with his parents. The other Elders were there too. The boy’s mother was holding onto his lifeless body and wept.
Raine searched the crowd and shadows beyond before his gaze landed on me. He slightly shook his head. It was a silent call for me to leave. I couldn’t. I knew something was wrong with my mother. I closed my eyes and slipped into his mind.
“Ivy, you need to go. Your mother admitted to killing the boy. She will be killed tonight. There’s nothing we can do.”
“It’s supposed to be me, not her. Tell them that. Please, I’m begging you. Tell them to let her go and take me instead,” I pleaded with him.
“Ivy, you know I can’t do that. Your mother won’t let you do it either. We both love you.”
I opened my eyes, and tears slid down my cheeks. I should get up and run. No daughter should ever see her own mother killed. I couldn’t—I was frozen in place to that spot.
My mother was brought out into the center. Her arms were tied behind her back. I closed my eyes.
“Mother, I love you. I’m so sorry.”
“Ivy, my flower, I love you too. You are strong and you’ll survive. You must find your father now.”
I opened my eyes and looked at her, confused. She hadn’t mentioned my father since I was little. I had no clue who he was or how to find him.
The last Elder, the father of the boy I killed, pushed my mom to her knees. “Any last words, Lily?” My mother stayed silent. “Very well then. For the crimes of murdering my son with magic, you are sentenced to death without trial.” I bit my tongue to not yell out. I was frozen there, unable to move.
Without warning, the elder unsheathed his sword, and in one swift movement, my mother’s head was cut off. My eyes widened, and I bit my tongue harder, not wanting to scream. The taste of metallic filled my mouth.
No… No!
“No!” I started screaming in the middle of the night as I thrashed at the bedding and tossed in bed. Someone was trying to grab me and hold me down. Raine was dragging me away from the center with his hand over my mouth. “Get off of me, Raine! I should be dead, not her!” I tried pushing the body away from me, screaming in my sleep.
“Ivy!” I heard called out. “Ivy, you need to go now! Leave!”
“Fuck off Raine!”
“Ivy! It’s a nightmare. Wake up!” I felt hands shaking me. I tried pushing the hands away, but suddenly I jerked awake.
I opened my eyes, but everything was dark, and I began suffocating. I kept thrashing as I tried to grasp for air, grabbing at the bedding or anything around me.
“Imis! Imis! Get in here!” I heard Elliot call out, but I couldn’t see him. I panicked, and I couldn’t move. I was dying, like that night in the woods. I couldn’t control it. Why couldn’t I control the darkness…
[image: image-placeholder]I jerked awake and felt sick. It was daylight out, the streams of light shone through the window. I left the bed and rushed to the washroom, leaning over the latrine as I vomited. Elliot came in after me, held my silver hair away from my face, and knelt behind me. I vomited a few more times.
I rested my arm against the top of the latrine and leaned my head against it. I felt better, but I couldn’t move. My whole body was trembling, and Elliot was kneeling behind me, holding my hair, and rubbing my back, as he tried to soothe me.
Quietly, he said, “Ivy, we need to talk about last night.”
I couldn’t move, nonetheless, talk, so I shook my head. I didn’t remember much from the night before. I remembered the nightmare. The nightmare of what actually happened the night I left Neverwood. Of the things I tried so hard to deny and forget. 
I vomited.
Once I finally felt like I was done being sick, I leaned back, sitting on the cold floor of the washroom. Elliot sat behind me, with his legs on either side of me. I felt so weak—and tired. He pulled me into his chest. I could feel the warmth instantly and melted into it.
Everything had been so exhausting lately: eating, waking up, avoiding Elliot, and everything else. The worst part was that there was something that drew me to him. It was beyond his scent that I inhaled in as we sat there on the ground. 
I slowly closed my eyes and focused on where his hands touched my sides and stomach and how his chest felt against my back. I further relaxed as I released a breath. The thud of his heart and warmth that was embracing me brought me not only comfort, but security. I didn’t know Elliot well enough, but something deep within me knew that he wouldn’t hurt me, that I would be safe with him. That he would protect me, whether I needed it or wanted it. 
Would it be so bad if I gave in to the pull I felt between us and stopped avoiding him? Something shifted while we sat in the library and after sword training. He was so calm and gentle with me, and in a way was able to help ground me. 
I longed for the comfort and touch of another being. My heart ached for Raine, but maybe Elliot was my way of healing and moving on from that pain. 
He ran his hand through my hair, tightening his other arm around me. “Are you ready to talk yet?” His voice was barely a whisper. It was so quiet, but I was thankful for that. Everything hurt at that moment—my stomach, head, and heart.
I nodded my head in response. I kept my head and body against him.
I started to shiver. I was cold, it wasn’t freezing in the house, but my body wanted to shut down from being sick. Elliot stood up, putting an arm under my legs and back as he lifted me.
He made it look so easy; although I didn’t weigh that much, I was smaller after the lack of eating these past few weeks. “You should eat more, put on some weight and muscle.” He said as he carried me back into the bedroom. I attempted to roll my eyes in response, but I miserably failed. He grinned.
He set me down on the bed and grabbed a blanket, wrapping me in it as I ripped my knees to my chest.
“Who is Raine?” His voice was gentle. He sat in the chair next to my bed, looking at me. His grey eyes showed concern.
“He was my best friend and...” I looked down, avoiding eye contact with him. I felt the tears dripping down my cheeks. I used the blanket to wipe them away. “And he was almost my fiancé until everything happened.”
I could feel Elliot’s warmth and arms wrap around me from behind. I kept my head down. He rested his head against my back as he embraced me.
I didn’t know why, but I trusted him. Pushing him away day after day was exhausting. He was so kind and gentle. I didn’t deserve it.
“What happened?”
“It was the night of the Harvest Festival. He had asked me to marry him.” I took in a deep breath. “I panicked. His parents were Elders, and I was nothing. He deserved better than me.”
He lifted his head off my back and ran his hands through my hair before pulling me into him. “I don’t think I’m ready to talk about it beyond that,” I whispered.
“Whenever you are ready to talk to someone about it, I’ll be here.” He sounded sincere. I finally let Elliot in, and out of nowhere, I wanted to pour my heart out to him and tell him everything that happened that night. I knew I shouldn’t. Maybe I needed comfort that I didn’t care who it was with. I felt so conflicted. I wanted to hate Elliot, but I enjoyed his presence then.
“But we need to talk about the other thing that happened.”
I looked behind my shoulder at him and scrunched my eyebrows together. “What other thing?”
“Don’t you remember? You were having a nightmare, and everything went pitch black.” He started to sound concerned.
“I remember the nightmare. I remember hearing you shout, it was hard to breathe, and everything else is a blur.” I looked back down at the bed, hugging my legs tighter. “I didn’t hurt you, did I?”
“You didn’t hurt me. I’m more worried that you were hurt, Ivy.” He spun me around, so I faced him, put a hand under my chin, and lifted my head. “You couldn’t breathe. It was so dark, Ivy, I wasn’t sure what to do. I couldn’t get to you to calm you down to make it stop.” He paused briefly, “I thought you would die because of your magic.”
I looked into his eyes, and I could see the sadness. In a whisper, barely audible, I said, “Maybe it would have been for the best.” His eyes widen. Shit, he heard that. I tried to look away, but he kept his hand firm on my chin, keeping his eyes locked with mine. His gorgeous grey eyes.
“Ivy don’t think that. Never think that.” He looked away that time, looking out the window. “You weren’t breathing, Ivy. I had to call Imis to use her light magic to overcome your darkness. It didn’t work. It was only after you passed did it go away. I then had to heal you to get you to breathe.” He sniffled.
I instantly felt sick. I almost died, and he saved me. But what if it was him that I hurt and not myself… I pushed myself away from him, quickly getting up off the bed. I ran to the washroom, closing and locking the door before leaning over the latrine and getting sick.
The guilt of someone else potentially getting hurt because of the magic I couldn’t control was getting to be too much. I vomited.
I couldn’t let anyone else die because of my magic. I killed one boy as a consequence. I needed to learn how to control it. Maybe I should leave so I didn’t put Elliot or Imis in danger. The thought of them being hurt because of me made my chest ache. I shouldn’t care so much about them, but I did. They took me in when I was lost and alone. Elliot had only shown kindness to me and saved my life.
I vomited. My stomach hurt, and my head was spinning. There couldn’t be much left for me to vomit. There was a knock on the door.
“Ivy, are you okay in there? Are you able to let me in?”
He sounded so concerned and genuine. I couldn’t face him. That and I didn’t have the energy to get off the ground. I was so tired. “Leave me alone, Elliot. Please.” My voice trembled. But I didn’t hear any response.
I laid on my side on the washroom’s cold, hard floors. The floor was a beautiful white stone. The coolness felt excellent against my flushed cheeks. I curled up, my whole body was trembling at that point. It wasn’t long before I fell asleep on the floor in the washroom.
I woke up, but I wasn’t in the washroom. I looked around, confused. It took a few moments to realize I was in bed. I looked over at the chair Elliot had sat in the night before and saw him leaning back, resting his head on his hand. He was softly snoring.
He must had unlocked the door to the washroom and brought me to bed. I slowly sat up, looking out the window. It was dark. I wondered how long I was out for.
I turned back to Elliot and couldn’t help but smile. I couldn’t imagine how exhausted he was. I probably kept him up all night and all day. The smile left my face. I felt terrible for him. All I’d done was beyond nasty to him that week, and he never deserved that. Elliot was indeed a great man.
At that moment, I remembered what Raine said that night, “You will find happiness. You deserve it.” Sometimes it was hard to imagine the sort of happiness Raine meant. I believed I could find that happiness one day. 
I decided my first step to finding it would be to let Elliot in. I knew he’d make a great friend. 
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Chapter 12







A Kiss

Ivy


A vine wrapped around my ankle and pulled me to the ground. I let a groan out as I stared up at the sky. It was full of oranges, reds, and purples as the sun was starting to set. The days only kept getting shorter and shorter with less daylight. It meant it was getting colder. Unfortunately for me, most of our training had been outside. 
Laying on my back against the cold ground, I didn’t attempt to move. My whole body was sore, and I was drained and exhausted. I’d only been training with Imis and Elliot for almost a week, and I wasn’t getting anywhere.
The only magic I could control was my mind magic, which I had never had an issue with since childhood. Drawing on the other magics in Luna was more difficult for some reason. I knew it should feel as natural as slipping into someone else’s mind, but I couldn’t figure it out.
I let out a sigh and let my arms lay around me. If my suspicions about Runa were correct, she could help me understand how to summon and control the magic. I would need to go into the city the following day to talk to her. Maybe I could ask her why her magic felt so familiar.
Elliot stood over me and looked down at me with a grin. He reached his hand out to me, but I swatted it away, my arms feeling heavy. My arm fell back against the ground with a thud. “Once more before it gets dark out.”
“Not happening.” I closed my eyes.
“You need to keep trying.” I hated that he cared so much about my training, of me trying to control my magic. He kept pushing me each day we trained. I wasn’t getting anywhere, and it frustrated me, and each time Elliot was so patient with me.
“What does it matter,” I bit out harsher than I intended.
He sighed, and I could feel him lying on the ground next to me, his body warmth tingled at my side. “It matters because you need to learn to control it, or else you’ll get hurt.” I opened my eyes and turned my head to look at him.
He reached out and tucked a strand of loose hair behind my ear. His fingers briefly swept across my face, and it felt like sparks. Gods, his grey eyes were gorgeous, heck Elliot, in general, was gorgeous. I didn’t know why I kept feeling a pull toward him. My gaze fell down to his lips, and thoughts of how they would feel against my skin filled my mind. No, I couldn’t be thinking like that. Elliot was handsome, but I could never do that with him.
“Ivy?” I snapped back to him, and I looked back into his eyes. He smiled and flicked my nose. “What were you thinking of just now?”
My cheeks started to flush, and I quickly turned to look back at the sky. The sudden movement hurt, and I winced slightly in pain. “Nothing.” It was a flat-out lie, and he knew it.
The sky was quickly fading from the dusk colors to a starry night. I took a deep breath, inhaling in the new night air. In that breath, I took in the scent of musk and fresh cut wood, which I’d come to recognize was Elliot’s scent. It was oddly soothing.
“Ivy, if you want, I can heal you to remove the body aches.” I shook my head. I could feel his stare burning, so I knew he looked at me. He inched closer, and I could feel him at my side. He slipped his arm under my head, so my head was resting on his arm. “Then at least be somewhat comfortable if you’re going to lay out here.”
I couldn’t help but laugh. “You’re insufferable sometimes.” He laughed in response, and his laugh did things to me I didn’t think a laugh could. It sounded so genuine and sexy if I was being honest.
“Just for you, darling,” he teased.
I groaned in response. I didn’t know when things changed for us over the past week, but I was more comfortable around him. Elliot, on the other hand, seemed comfortable and at ease. I didn’t know how. Something about him through was calming and being around him made me happy.
Elliot was busy most of the time working in the city. Some days he had meetings in his study. In the evenings, we would train either with magic or sometimes swords if I needed a break. He would go on and on about how I built my endurance and strength. I called bullshit, a week later and I felt like the same pathetic self.
With his free hand, he slightly grabbed my cheek, cupping it and turning so I faced him. The side of my head rested on his bicep. He kept his hand on my face, and I looked into his grey eyes. Ugh, it was so easy to get lost in them. His face was a breath away and leaning in and kissing him was tempting.
“Ivy,” the tone of his voice changed to be more severe and sincere simultaneously. “Tell me about the nightmare you had early last week.”
All thoughts of kissing him or his body instantly left my mind. His finger gently rubbed my cheek. I wanted to reply, but he saw my hesitation. “How about you tell me how and why you’re here then? Imis hasn’t told me anything.”
Despite his hand on my face, I looked away from him. I didn’t attempt to move his hand, but faced him, I curled in on myself. “They are one and the same. I haven’t told Imis anything.” My voice was a whisper, barely loud enough for Elliot to hear me.
He rested his forehead on my own but didn’t say anything. He was there for me and letting me take my own time. I let out a sigh. “Please don’t think differently of me, Elliot.”
“Ivy, I don’t think I could ever think differently of you.” He was telling the truth. I took in a deep breath.
“Raine asked me to marry him after the Interval of Harvest festival, and I panicked. We were never really anything serious for very long. He had been my best friend since we were children. In recent years we were romantic with one another on and off.”
I sat up and hugged my knees to my chest, resting my chin on my knees, and looked down at Elliot as he lay on the ground. It was too hard to lay beside him while I talked and thought of Raine.
“I loved him. He was my first love, but he deserved better than me. He was a son of an Elder, and I was the daughter of an herbalist. His parents never approved of me, even when we were friends. I panicked when he asked me to marry him, and I ran out. I ran into the woods, where I lost control of my magic. I couldn’t breathe, Elliot. It made it worse. A boy from the village saw me. Magic was punishable by death in my village. I chased after him, hoping to wipe his mind. I lost control of my death magic, and something happened, and he died. I killed a boy. He was a child.”
I looked away from Elliot as the tears filled the corner of my eyes, eventually sliding down my cheeks. My body started to shake as I relived that night, which changed my whole life.
“My mother paid the price. She sacrificed herself so I could live. She told me to run and come to Caldor.” Breathing started to get more complicated, and I couldn’t look at Elliot. Slowly, I felt my control slipping. I grabbed the lily and stone on the necklace around my neck. “I wasn’t supposed to turn back, but my gut told me something was wrong. That’s when I pieced together what my mother had done. One of the Elders cut her head off that very night.”
I looked back at Elliot, and he sat up. I fidgeted with the lily around my neck. “I was responsible for two deaths that night, Elliot. It should have been me, not my mother.”
I shut my eyes, trying to focus on the lily between my fingers, barely holding onto my control. The panic started to set in at realizing what I had admitted. My chest was heavy. I couldn’t think or breathe.
I needed to get out of there before I hurt someone else. I pushed to my feet, and without looking at Elliot, I mumble, “I need to go.” The fear was starting to set in, and my control would be gone at any moment.
Before turned and ran off, Elliot stood before me. He looked scared; it was written all over his face and eyes. He grabbed my face with my hands. “I can’t do this.” I shook my head and tried to pull away, but he didn’t let go.
The night sky around us started to get darker. “Ivy,” Elliot started to sound distant, but he was in front of me, holding on to me. “Focus on something else. Breathe. Anything Ivy!”
I tried to listen to him, but nothing was helping. The fear settled deeper. “Fuck.” It was the only thing I heard before Elliot pressed his lips to mine. He grabbed the back of my neck and pulled me to him. I opened up to him, and it was all the permission he needed before his tongue found mine.
The kiss was one of passion and desire. His lips were soft and mixed with his rough, calloused hand gripping the back of my neck. My own desire was pooling in between my thighs. I felt his erection push against my stomach.
I started to feel my magic pull back into myself, my control back in place, as all I thought of was all the places Elliot touched me.
He pulled away from the kiss and embraced me in his arms, pulling me to his chest as he rested his head on my own. He whispered, “Ivy, please learn how to control your magic.” He was pleading with me.
I pulled my head back from him and looked up at him. Tears were pooling at the corners of my eyes. “Why?”
“I care. Is that enough for you, Ivy?” 
I wanted a more definitive answer, but I was too exhausted to fight it. That and I felt a pull towards him that I couldn’t explain. My head knew it wasn’t enough, but my heart wanted to give in to that connection with him. 
Ultimately, I gave in to my heart and nodded. I buried my head back into his chest, breathing in his scent. The scent started to calm me down, but I wrapped my arms around him and held onto him.
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Chapter 13







Lover Boy

Elliot


Gods, I didn’t think I was going to kiss her. I panicked when I saw her lose control of her magic. She was mentally spiraling after what she told me. 
She had so much magic, magic that typically only the royal bloodlines contained. She could pull from all magics within Luna. Unfortunately, she only had control over one, and it wasn’t the deadlier of them.
In such a short amount of time, which was the third time I’d seen her lose control, especially with darkness and death magic. I should be thankful she hadn’t accidentally faded or blinked. If she could fade uncontrollably, I might never be able to find her.
The only way I thought to get her to stop was to kiss her. What I didn’t anticipate was that she would kiss me back. It took all the power inside of me to not to act on my other thoughts while her soft lips were against my own.
I ran my hand through my hair, snapping back to the present. I worked in Caldor that day. Getting out of the house wasn’t a bad thing. I didn’t have to confront Ivy about what happened the previous night.
The paperwork was piled high on my desk—and no progress was made while I thought of Ivy.
There was a knock on my door before Vyn walked into my office. He was the only one in our group who knew that I was fae. He was my second and was half-fae. We’d gotten close since I arrived in Caldor, mostly bonding over our common enemies—the Magic Reformers and making sure that we were able to keep fae safe within the city limits.
The look on his face alone told me something was happening within the city. That night was a full moon, meaning more people were out than usual. Typically, the Magic Reformers were in full force during the full moons.
Vyn said, “They are at it right now in the city center and have a larger crowd than usual.” I groaned, stood up and grabbed my sword before we headed out.
We reached the city center, and it was more crowded than usual, especially for that early in the morning. Humans from all walks of life attended the gathering: women, men, children, and elderly. 
A group of three men stood on a platform in the center of the square while the crowds surrounded them. A man with long black hair tied back and a scruff of facial hair stepped forward and held out his hands as he spoke. “Gentlemen, ladies, children, everyone who has gathered here today, we thank you for opening your minds to listen as we speak.” 
He paused, and the crowd started to applaud for a few moments before he continued. “We are here today to warn you all of magic! Magic is growing all around us and threatens to destroy our homes and lands. We must come together to rid our realm of magic to save humans!” 
He continued on about how bad magic was, how it was killing children and how the fae were trying to take over Ksara for their own. All of the misinformation they had tried to spread before during their speeches—it was nothing new, up until what the man spoke of next.
“The creators of our realm, the Gods, are not happy with the fae! They have returned to this realm to offer us salvation if we can rid the realm of magic and fae! If you join them, they will save you!” 
The crowd cheered and yelled before the man continued off. 
As the man talked, more people from within the city joined the crowd. It had expanded beyond the city center and into the surrounding streets. 
I searched the crowd, looking for anyone who might be acting out, or any fae who might be stuck in the crowd. Although at that point, most fae within the city had left or disguised their ears. My gaze fell on Ivy.
She was moving through the crowd, nearly undetected. I then looked at her ears—her pointy ears. Fuck. I hadn’t told her to not come into the city without disguising her ears, not that I thought she could control that magic.
She wasn’t far away from me, and I used my magic to hide her ears before anyone had a chance to notice. Ivy’s hand briefly brushed over her ears, as if she felt the magic.
I told Vyn that I needed to check in on Ivy and to keep a watch on the crowd.
I slipped away, tailed Ivy, and followed her through the city. It wasn’t long before she got to Runa’s. What the fuck was she doing at Runa’s that early in the morning? I didn’t think she needed any more clothing.
I blinked into Runa’s back room, out of view from Ivy and Runa as they talked. They were alone in the store.
Ivy spoke up, “Runa, I need you to help train me. I’ve been training with Elliot, but it’s no use.” She sounded desperate. “I lost control last night.” The fear laced her voice.
“Dear, of course, I will help. I can only help with your Luna magic though.”
What did Runa mean by that? I knew Runa had Luna magic herself but was she implying Ivy somehow had more than Luna magic in her? No, that’s not possible.
“I would really appreciate any help. I figured since we are the same, you’d be able to help me.”
I knew the pillars of magic were different, but I never figured using them would be different, maybe she did need help from Runa and someone who was familiarized with the same magic as Ivy.
“You should leave, Elliot. Especially before she senses you here.” I wasn’t surprised that it didn’t take Runa long to know that I was back there. It freaked me out sometimes when she spoke via mind magic.
“I wanted to check and make sure Ivy was okay after last night,” I responded with a half-truth. Runa chuckled.
“Whatever you say, lover boy,” she teased.
I faded from Runa’s shop back to my office. A few moments later, Vyn walked in. We discussed the crowd that gathered and that ultimately there was nothing that could be done.
The rest of the morning passed with me working on paperwork and thinking of Ivy. After the previous night and kissing her, I wanted to claim her as my own. That was the overprotective fae bullshit kicking in. 
Once I claimed her as my own, without the mate bond in place, I would never want to see her with another man. I’d want her all to myself. 
I couldn’t pressure her, not while she didn’t have control over her magic. And she loved that Raine guy, I could tell based on the way she talked about him. There was no way I was going to dump on the fact that I was confident she was my mate.
It took everything in me to not shove her against a tree and fuck her right there. I smelled her arousal, and I knew she could feel my own pressed against her stomach. I imagined how my dick would feel inside of her, all while she screamed my name. Gods, the woman was driving me insane.
Ivy was going to be the death of me.
[image: image-placeholder]The sun had set, but I was held up in my office. Paperwork was taking much longer than it normally would.
My superior walked in and gave me the news that my group would be heading out to Ronan Outpost in the Land of Cauladra, the borderlands between the fae and human lands. He said that the Magic Reformers were raising havoc there and needed to be dealt with before they were out of control. Before they could push into Ellatiel.
My superior, Ivan, was a human, but his heart was with the fae. I was pretty confident his wife was fae herself, but it was never confirmed. I didn’t want to reveal myself as fae if my accusations were incorrect.
Ivan informed us that we would be leaving the next morning, the 8th of Teralt. We’d be gone for most of Teralt and all of Xir, almost a full two months. We’d be returning on the 1st of Interval of Snow.
Most missions we went on were only for a few weeks. Things must had been serious if we were to be gone for two months. Ivan made me aware of the plan of disbanding the Reformers in the outpost and ensuring that nothing happened shortly after.
It was late when I finally finished my paperwork, long after dinner time. When I got home, Imis was up. We talked, and I told her of the upcoming trip to Ronan Outpost and that we’d be gone for two months. Thankfully, she agreed to keep Ivy safe and keep training with her while I was gone. Hopefully, two months was enough for Ivy to have some control over her magic.
I got up from the couch we were sitting on and was going to head to Ivy’s room to see if she was awake. Before I got a chance to walk away, Imis spoke up, “She’s your mate, isn’t she?”
I turned back to her, stunned that she knew. “How?”
She had a huge smile on her face. “It’s so obvious. Since that night of the party, you’ve gone crazy over making sure she’s safe. Talk about being overprotective.” I ran my hand through my hair and sat back down on the couch next to Imis. “Also, the way you look at her. Elliot, I’ve seen you with plenty of women over the years, but you haven’t looked at a single one of them like you look at Ivy.”
The fire crackled as I sat there and thought about what Imis was saying. Sitting there in the sitting room, I smelled Ivy ever so faintly. Her scent filled most of the house from the library to the greenhouse. There were reminders of her everywhere in the house.
“I don’t know what to do, Imis. She recently lost everyone she ever loved.” I looked to the fire, whispering, “And I think she still loves the man from her village.”
“But you’re her mate,” she said louder than she should had. I turned to her with a glare. She lowered her voice, “Shit, she doesn’t know, does she?”
I shook my head. “I don’t know if she knows what a mate is, Imis. She mentioned her village forbids magic, punishable by death. She asked all these questions about magic, and when I see her in the library, she’s reading about the history of Asteris. I don’t think she was taught much about anything in her village regarding the outside realm.”
Imis grabbed my hand. “Give her time.” I was glad that she was optimistic. Part of me wanted to tell her about kissing Ivy, but I knew that was best kept to myself. Imis would freak out if I told her.
[image: image-placeholder]I found Ivy in the library the next morning. She had a certain glow to her, and it definitely didn’t look like we’d been training with swords and magic for the past week. She looked refreshed. I couldn’t help but smile as I leaned against the doorframe, watching her as she sat at one of the smaller tables in the library. She was focused on whatever she read, which looked like a book on different herbs native to Ellatiel, some of which could be found in the greenhouse.
I was so lost in watching Ivy sit there that I didn’t notice when she stopped reading and looked up at me. “I’d say that you could join me in the library, but by the looks of it, you’re more than content watching me from a distance,” she teased.
The weight of her gaze and the slight smirk on her lips mixed with her teasing was enough to make me hard. I felt my dick press against my pants. Her eyes trailed down my body, taking me in. Her gaze landed on my bulge, and she bit her bottom lip before looking back at me. The corners of my lips curved upwards, forming a smirk.
“Gods, has anyone ever told you how insufferable you are?” She looked back to her book, trying to hide her own smile.
“I believe you’re the first.” I slowly walked towards her. She kept her head down, looking at the book, but her eyes were looking at me through her eyelashes and rolled her eyes.
She stood and walked towards me, meeting me halfway from the door. “I find that hard to believe, but the library is all yours now, got things to go do.” She didn’t move to walk the rest of the way to the door.
“Are you making up excuses now to get out of the library?” I looked down at her. It was a fine line we were starting to walk, but I couldn’t seem to get enough of her. 
“First of all, no,” she paused, looking me over. Her gaze made me harder, and she smirked at that. She thought it was funny. “Second, I think there’s only enough room for your ego and him,” she flashed back down to my dick, “in here.”
I took a step toward her, and she stepped back. Eventually, she backed into a bookshelf. I had her caged in. I smelled her own arousal. “Are you referring to my dick like it’s a person?” 
She shrugged.
“Did I ever tell you how much I regretted that kiss?” She tried to distract me, but she had no conviction behind the words she said.
I leaned closer to her, a breath away from her face. “Princess, the only one you are convincing is yourself.” I wondered how wet she was for me that moment. “I bet you are wet right now because of me.” I pushed my body against hers, showing her how hard she’d made me.
She let out a quiet gasp, the sound so sweet. She looked up at me, her green eyes pleading with desire. Her eyes were gorgeous and one of my favorite things about her. She poked my chest. “For the record, I’m no princess, so unless you’re a prince, don’t call me one.” 
My control snapped. I grabbed the back of her neck and pinned her against the bookshelf as I pressed my lips to hers. Her lips parted, and her tongue slid into my mouth. I couldn’t get enough of her. She tasted so sweet it was addicting.
With my free hand, I grabbed her ass and lifted her up. Her legs wrapped around my waist. The only thing she wore was a long tunic, so I rubbed against her panties while we kissed. Her arms wrapped around my neck, and she completely held on to me as she moved her hips in a circular motion.
I growled against her lips before breaking the kiss. “Fuck, Ivy.” I looked into her eyes. “If you keep doing that, I will completely lose control and fuck you right here.”
She smiled as she did it. I let out a groan. Fuck. One day I will fuck her in the library, but not then.
I blinked us to her room and sat her on the bed before stepping back. She did that cute thing of scrunching her eyebrows as I took her tunic off, leaving her topless. “I’ll fuck you in the library another day.” I took in her body, and Gods, was she perfect. She went to grab my tunic, but I stopped her,
“Lay back,” I growled into her ear. Her cheeks were flushed, but she did as I said. While she laid down, I slid her panties off. She squirmed and tried to squeeze her thighs shut. “I want to see how wet you are for me.”
She shook her head with a defiant glare in her eyes. I climbed in the bed over her, grabbed her hands, and held them together in one hand above her head. Her eyes widened, and I leaned down and kissed her neck, breathing her scent in.
My free hand slid down her stomach and in between her thighs. Her legs relaxed as she realized I knew how wet she was. I whispered against her neck, “What do we have here? Practically begging for my cock,” I teased.
Her back arched, pressing her nipples against me. I felt them through my tunic. I lifted my head up to look down at her. I spread her and rubbed circles on her clit. A breathy moan escaped her lips at my touch.
She looked up at me. “E-Elliot, please.” Her hips moved against my hand, providing more friction for her. “I need more.”
I leaned down and kissed her fiercely, sliding my tongue into her mouth while two fingers slid into her. She moaned against my lips as she clenched around my fingers. I drove my fingers in and out of her, building up her climax.
Before she could, I pulled my fingers from her. I held her hands above her head as I brought my fingers to my mouth and tasted her juices. She tasted divine.
Ivy snapped me out of enjoying her on my fingers when she pleaded, “Elliot, I need you inside of me.” Fuck. That was all I needed before I removed my own clothing.
Once my clothing was removed, Ivy’s gaze took me in. She lingered on my dick while biting her bottom lip.
I realized that what we were doing was completely stupid. Ivy didn’t know that I knew she was my mate, yet she was probably using me as a rebound to forget her ex-lover.
The mating bond wouldn’t be in place until she accepted it, but one thing was for sure, if I fucked her, I would never be able to see another man with her. She would be mine, whether she knew it or not.
Before that moment, I was gravitated toward her soul and beauty. The pull was there ever since I laid eyes on her. I would give me own life to protect her, and that went beyond normal love, which was part of being mates. I saw it with my parent. My father tried to save my mother. Ivy might not had felt the same pull, but that didn’t deter from our attraction to one another. 
Her hand grazed my chest and stomach before wrapping around my dick. She smiled up at me while she stroked it. I groaned. Shit, I was ready to come right then.
Screw the consequences. I spread her thighs and lined myself up with her. Looking down at her, she nodded her head in silent agreement. I kissed her the same moment I buried myself into her, groaning against her lips at how tight she was around my dick.
I pulled my lips away from her and rested my forehead against hers. Opening my eyes, I looked down at her to find her perfect green eyes looking up at me. At that moment, she looked pure and unguarded, all her emotions showed in her eyes. She was stunning, and I was falling in love with her.
After a few moments of her adjusting to me, I pulled all the way out of her before thrusting back into her. I kept a steady pace, thrusting into her. When I hit the right spot for her, Ivy arched her back and tilted her head back, letting out a moan. That sound drove me crazy.
Ivy looked back at me. “Elliot, please,” she begged. Her voice was breathy. She wrapped her legs around me, and her nails dug into my back, drawing blood. That’s when I lost all control. I started to fuck her hard and fast, slamming into her. I reached down with one hand and rubbed her clit. In response, she yelled out and dug her nails deeper into my skin.
Leaning down, I breathed in her scent before whispering in her ear, “Come all over my cock, princess.”
Ivy came undone. Her whole body arched under me as the inside of her clamped around me. A few thrusts later, I was over the edge with her, filling her with my come.
After we came down from our orgasms, I slowly pulled out of her and lay on the bed next to her and pulled her to me. We both breathed heavily, and our bodies sweated.
She nuzzled her face into my chest, and I wrapped my arms around her. I never wanted to let her go. I walked a very fine and dangerous line with Ivy. 
Ivy took a deep breath before pulling her face back and looking up at me. I tucked a piece of her grey hair behind her ear before grabbing her neck and brushing my thumb over her cheek. “Elliot.” Her voice was so quiet. Her eyes flashed with worry, and that look broke my heart every time I saw it.
“Do you regret what happened,” I asked her.
She shook her head. “No, but that doesn’t mean it should have happened.” She tried to look away, but I held her head firmly to keep looking into her eyes. She searched my face like she was looking for answers. I had them, but she wasn’t ready. Instead, I leaned over and kissed her forehead.
“It doesn’t have to mean anything, Ivy.” I lied to her. It was best for her that way. It did mean something, at least to me. I was falling for her, and quickly. There was no denying that. I was leaving the next morning for two months, so there was no need to worry her with the truth and then leave her.
Her body relaxed against mine. “It can’t happen again.” She paused. “I don’t want to complicate things. I’ve finally started to like it there. And I don’t want to get hurt, not again.”
I didn’t have much time to process her past before she lost control of her magic the other night, but thinking back on it, it must had been hard for her. She lost all she loved in one night. I didn’t blame her for the walls she’d built around herself.
I couldn’t put more pressure on her, not until she learned to control her magic. What would it take to ruin all the progress she’d started to make with her magic and mental state? I knew she was stronger than she believed, but she was too important to me to potentially lose because of her magic—her powerful magic. 
I ran my hands through her hair and decided that when she had better control over her magic and emotions then I’d tell her we were mates and what it all meant.
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Chapter 14







Mates

Ivy


Fuck. I paced around my room. In a matter of weeks, I’d met Elliot, swore to stay away, then didn’t, and then we had sex. Multiple times in one night. 
We didn’t leave the bed all day. After the first round, I fell asleep before I awoke to him holding me. It didn’t take long until we kissed, and he was inside me. Gods, he felt so good. 
I didn’t know what it was about Elliot, but I was drawn to him. He was painstakingly handsome, and he smelled amazing. My bed smelled like him.
It was just sex—good sex at that. I got caught up in the moment, his good looks, and maybe his eyes. Still, it couldn’t be more. My heart couldn’t manage it. Heck, I wasn’t over Raine, was I?
I kept pacing the room, overthinking things. I should probably find Elliot and talk to him about it. Because what if it was more than sex? Did I want it to be more than that? I wasn’t sure of my own emotions.
Sitting in the greenhouse, I thought working some would take my mind off things. I was wrong. I had to dump things multiple times because I’d mix the wrong ingredients in, spoiling the whole thing.
Forgetting about making anything, I opened up my herb book. My. It was the first time I’d recognized it as my own, not my mother’s or my gram’s. I opened the first page, and my name was added to the bottom, signifying I owned the book.
I ran my finger down the page, Aspen, Lily, Ivy. I missed them so much. The night before, I finally opened up more to Elliot and told him more about my mother and grams.
I didn’t reveal their names, but I told him a few stories. I was a child when my grams died, so I had very limited memories with her, and I only picked one memory to share of my time with my mother. 
“Grammy! I’m home!” I yelled as I closed the door behind me. It was the afternoon and I finished lessons with other children from my village. 
Grams wiped her hands on her apron as she walked out of the kitchen. She kneeled down in front of me and kissed my forehead. “Hi sweetie. Are you ready to help me out in the gardens today?” 
My eyes widened as a smile bloomed across my lips. I loved helping grams in the gardens. There were so many flowers to pick and smell from: lilies, daisies, and that weird purple looking one I kept forgetting the name of. 
I touched the green stone attached to my necklace and whispered, “I miss you Grams.” My fingers then drifted to the lily on the same chain. 
“My flower! We’re going to be late!” My mother yelled out from the sitting room. I was in my room deciding on a dress to wear to the festival. On regular days I didn’t care what I wore, typically sticking to plain tunics and pants. But on special occasions during the Intervals, I enjoyed dressing up. 
My mother walked into my room and picked up the light green colored dress from the few I had laid out on my bed. All of the dresses were some shades of green. It was my favorite color; besides, it complimented my skin and hair. “This one will do.” 
I groaned and took the dress from her and promptly changed into it. Once it was on, she started to braid my hair. I took the moment to breathe deeply and relax before the festivities that night. 
It was the Interval of Light and that day was the solstice, the longest day during the year. The whole village gathered to enjoy the sun late into the evening and watch the beautiful glow over the horizon as it set. 
Mother and I were arriving early to set up a small table to try to sell some herbs and flowers from our gardens. After grams had passed, I still enjoyed spending my time tending to the gardens. We still grew lilies, daisies, and lavender, amongst other herbs and flowers. 
A tear ran down my cheek and landed on the first page. The book immediately soaked it up, and a few pages flipped, opening up to a section of the book with a folded piece of paper in it. I had looked through the book multiple times but never came across that before. Was it hidden before like the last letter I found? I took out the paper and unfolded it to reveal it was another letter addressed to my mother.
Lily,
In a few short days, you will be my wife. I knew that we were destined to be together the moment I laid eyes on you. Some people will never find their mates, but somehow, we did. We found each other. We will have a bright future together, raising a family. You will be the mother to my children, our Moons. Lily, I know they will be our Moons because they will be intelligent, funny, and bright. They will bring joy into our lives and the kingdom.
Of Lily and Moons, it will be all I ever need—love and happiness. 
Love,
Your soon-to-be husband.
I gasped as I dropped the letter. My mother never spoke anything of my father. But they were married? What was a mate? My head started to spin. I stood up and braced myself against the workbench.
I didn’t know my father’s name. All that time, my mother kept a letter from him—no multiple letters, with his words and handwriting. I picked up the letter and read it a few more times, taking in the strokes of the letters. My mother called me her flower, but I knew deep down that I was their only moons. I understood that I was a product of love and mates. I traced the crescent moon birthmark on my outer wrist. 
“You must find your father now.” I remembered the last thing my mother said to me. Did she sacrifice herself so I could find him? I had been so caught up in my grief that I had completely forgotten that she told me to find him. 
[image: image-placeholder]Imis and I were finishing dinner before I helped her clean up and wash the dishes. Once that was finished, we sat on the couch in the sitting room. My legs were crossed, and I sat sideways, looking at her. “Imis?”
She looked at me, “Yeah?”
“What’s a mate?”
The smile on her face dropped, her brown eyes widening. I wasn’t expecting that reaction to me asking such a question. She looked nervous. “Imis, are you okay? We don’t have to talk about it.” I offered. Maybe the subject was hard for her since, from what I gathered from the letter, it involved love.
She shook her head. “No, it’s fine. Why do you ask?”
I looked down at the couch, fidgeting with my necklace. “I found a letter today from my father to my mother. It mentioned they were mates.”
Imis let out a breath that she held, as if she was relieved that was my reasoning behind asking. Her behavior was odd, but I didn’t think much about it once she answered me. “Mates are rare. Most never meet theirs or have one. But they are drawn to each other, protective of one another, and overprotective.” She started to fidget with something herself, as if she were keeping something from me. “Some believe the Gods themselves fated them.”
I looked back at her. “Oh. Do you have a mate?” She shook her head in response. We didn’t talk much more about mates. I got the feeling she didn’t want to say much more than she had. Instead, I talked to her about the letter I found and my family.
It was nice opening up and discussing some of those things with her. Elliot was the only one who knew what happened that night, and he didn’t judge me, but I wasn’t ready to keep reliving it by telling the story.
It was getting much later in the night. We’d had a good time talking, eventually moving on to topics such as the woman she loved. I never liked talking about myself much, so I was glad when Imis took over most of the conversation. I was more than happy to listen to her.
Not sure of how much time had passed, I finally decided to get up and head to bed. I barely kept my eyes open at that point. I was nearly out of the sitting room when I looked over at my shoulder at Imis, asking, “Where’s Elliot?”
“He left for Ronan Outpost this morning,” stating it like an obvious fact.
“What?” I didn’t know what the Ronan Outpost was or where it was.
“The outpost in the borderlands between the fae and human lands. He’s gone for two months.”
Two months? I guess that answers how he felt. I knew I shouldn’t feel anything, but I leaned against the doorframe as my heart pounded. He left and didn’t tell me. “Oh,” was all I managed to say. I didn’t know why it hurt or made my heart ache.
Imis tilted her head, taking in my reaction. Her facial features dropped as she stood up and walked towards me. “He didn’t tell you, did he?” She was quiet. Shaking my head in response, I looked at her.
I felt betrayed for some reason, not that he owed me anything or to tell me he was leaving. Imis took me into her arms, embracing me. I wrapped my arms around her. “I’m sorry, Hun. He’s an asshole for not telling you.” She held me for some time before stepping back, keeping her hands on my arms. She looked me up and down, her nose twitching. Shock immediately filled her face.
“What’s wrong, Imis?”
“You slept with my cousin?” She sounded surprised, concerned, and worried all at the same time. There wasn’t a hint of anger in her voice. Wait, how did she know? She had been out the night before. 
“How?”
She shook her head before saying, “You smell like him, Hun.” I tilted my head and scrunched my eyebrows together. No one ever commented about me smelling like Raine after we had sex. I knew our sense of smell was stronger than humans, but never heard of a specific scent after sex. 
What was so different with Elliot? I shook my head over and over. Maybe I needed to bathe. 
She must had seen the worry in my eyes. “Bathing won’t get rid of this, Ivy.” She let go of my arms and started pacing in the sitting room before me. “Based on how strong his scent is on you, you guys fucked yesterday.” She ran a hand through her hair. “Then he left without telling you, Gods. I’ll kill him for you.”
“Imis, it wasn’t anything. We got caught up in the moment.” I looked down at my feet. “Clearly, he didn’t think it was anything. He left without saying goodbye.” Looking back at her, I stated, “Look, I don’t want to complicate anything between us, Imis.”
She stopped walking and looked at me. She was serious when she started talking, “Complicate things? Oh, honey, you and Elliot are beyond the complicated part. It wasn’t nothing.”
“What do you mean? It doesn’t mean anything. I swear.” I kept shaking my head. My heart was starting to sink into my chest. The instinctive feeling that something was being withheld from me kept growing.
“The fact that his scent is on your right now, Ivy, confirms that you are his mate. Having sex with a mate isn’t nothing. Gods, he was stupid.”
“No...” Things started to click. Imis was shocked earlier when I asked about mates like I knew what she knew about my potential mate. I’d felt drawn to him and in a different way than I had ever felt before. It was my turn to start pacing the room. “If he was my mate, why the fuck would he leave?”
“I said it’s because he’s stupid. That’s why.”
I stopped and looked at her. “Why didn’t he tell me?” My nostrils flared. 
“He didn’t tell me why. He assumed you didn’t know what mates were.” She walked to me and grabbed my arms, stopping my pacing.
“It’s not true, Imis. I don’t have a mate. I don’t deserve one, and I sure as hells don’t deserve love.” I pulled my arms from her and started walking towards the house door.
“Where are you going?” She followed me.
“I need fresh air.” With that, I walked outside and slammed the door shut behind me.
I didn’t have any plans once I left the house. I walked—not in any particular direction. With trees surrounding me and the moons providing enough lighting, I stopped walking.
I took in a deep breath. I was beyond furious with Elliot. He lied to me. He fucked me, then left for two fucking months. I didn’t know how mates work, but I wouldn’t accept it.
I knew sleeping with him would be such a mistake. I started to pace back and forth. At the same time, it felt so right and good. 
What was I thinking saying that it wouldn’t mean anything? I believed it at the time, I knew it was more than that. I couldn’t try to blame it on using sex to try to get over Raine, because I kept feeling a pull toward Elliot. It was stronger when we were in bed together. There was a want, need, to have more of him—to feel him inside me. I couldn’t get enough of him the night before. 
But was the pull the mate thing? I didn’t know anything about it, but it would explain why I felt things for Elliot so quickly. I kept pacing around in the small clearing. 
He knew that we were mates and didn’t tell me. We had fucking sex and accordingly to my parent’s letter, mates were a rare special thing. Sex between us would be more than something casual. I knew that ultimately if it came down to it, I would absolutely fuck him. 
It stung the most that he kept it from me. Did he not trust me? Maybe if he told me when he knew, I would be more willing to accept that we were mates. He could had told me and helped me understand more of what being mates meant. All I had to go off of was a letter from my parents. 
Walking over to a tree, I punched it, needing a way to let out some of my pent up anger. 
I realized it was affecting me much more than it should had. It was because I had feelings for Elliot, and I was hurt. I took another deep breath, promising myself to build the walls around my heart to guard it. He didn’t mean anything, and I didn’t mean anything to him.
I stood still in the forest, closing my eyes for a brief moment. I needed to forget about him. When I opened them, I saw the threads and auras of the magic of the realm, moons, and darkness around me. I knelt down, brushing my hand over the ground. It hadn’t started snowing, but I sensed that the insects and plants were set for the coming cold months.
Without thinking, I pulled my hand up from the earth, and with it grew a single white lily that sprouted from the ground and bloomed right before my eyes. Gently running my fingers over the petals, I smiled. I knew it was my magic, which I had control over. I didn’t need Elliot to train me. I didn’t need him at all.
I pulled the lily from the stem and held it in my hands. I couldn’t help but keep smiling at it. Call it silly, but I think that was a sign from my mother, wherever her soul might be. She believed in me. She always did. She sacrificed herself so I lived. I looked up to the moons. “I won’t let your sacrifice be in vain, mother. I will live every day. And I will control my magic and master it.”
Holding the flower in my hand, I let a green aura surround it, imagining it seeping into it, giving it eternal life. The lily in my hands was preserved. That particular magic felt familiar, like I’d used it before. It registered with me that I had control over the magic since I was younger. I was the reason our herbs stayed preserved for so long.
I took a step back towards the house, swaying slightly. Shit. Runa and Elliot warned me that my magic would drain me, at least until I built up some endurance. I wondered how much I could push it that night.
I walked back towards the house but stood on the edge of the forest, out of sight in case Imis was up, but the house looked dark. I stepped away and set the lily down on the ground next to a nearby tree trunk.
Starting with something familiar, I wanted to assess how far I could send my mind magic. Closing my eyes, I imagined the grey threads that flowed through the forest and into Caldor, leading to Runa’s house. The shadows slipped through the cracks in her windowsill and found her sitting in front of the fire in her sitting room. I slipped into her mind.
“I hope you remembered your way here, child,” she mused. “I hope you’re not far from home. Ivy, this will drain you.” She started to pace. “I’m not surprised. You are headstrong like your parents were.” She smiled, lifting a hand to my cheek. “If you ever jump like this again, remember your way back. This distance is much different from seeing someone and jumping.”
“You knew my parents?” I’d never met or known of Runa until I came to Caldor. There was that bit of familiarity that bothered me that I couldn’t figure out.
Nodding her head, she grabbed the lily that hung around my neck, holding it in her fingers. “The moment I saw you, I knew. You look so much like both of them, of both Lily and Moons. Of both your mother and father.” I felt a tear drop down my cheek. “Ivy, when you are ready, all will be revealed to you.” She wiped the tear away. “Things are happening quicker than anticipated, so keep training every day.”
“How will I know when I’m ready? And what things are happening quicker? Why does everyone keep things from me?” None of that made any sense. Everyone kept things from me, my mother, Elliot, and Runa.
“We are only trying to keep you safe, dear. If you are not ready, the truth will destroy you. Only you will know when you are ready.” She smiled at me. “Come see me tomorrow morning, and we will keep training. You will be weak after tonight, but we must push your magic and build your endurance.” I nodded my head. “Goodnight, Ivy.”
“Goodnight.”
With that, I found my way back to my own mind, standing where I had left it in the forest. I was knocked out the rest of the night on the forest floor.
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History Lesson

Ivy


It had been a month since Elliot left. It was the first day of Xir and the first snowfall of the season was among us. The snow was later that year than usual. I had loved the snow since I was a child. Raine and I would joke about how I was born of the snow, with my day of birth being the longest day of the year during the Interval of Snow. 
Putting my cloak on, I ventured outside as soon as I saw the first snowflakes fall from the sky. The ground crunched under my feet as I walked, the grass frozen. I looked up at the sky, started twirling with my hands held out, and smiled.
I was finally willing to admit I was happy. The training with Imis and Runa had helped my magic a lot, and I had control over it. The threat of losing control was still there, but it was something on which I worked on.
The hardest part of the training was the toll it had on my body. I kept pushing daily, even if I wasn’t training with Imis or Runa. I trained on my own. I knew I needed to rest, but I needed to push myself. I hadn’t built up an endurance and got exhausted quickly with my magic.
Each day, I pushed harder and strived to be better. After waking up on the forest ground the morning after overusing my mind magic to talk with Runa, I realized that I would keep living. I was going to train and be happy. I wanted to be someone my mother would be proud of.
I couldn’t keep living the way I was—afraid of my magic. I wasn’t willing to admit it then, but it controlled me. My magic was a part of who I was, and while it was concealed my whole life, hidden, and locked away, it was time I took control. 
My mother wanted me to come to Caldor and learn my magic. After all that time, why did she want me to learn magic? I’d kept it hidden for so long, even the little bit of magic I knew I controlled. Maybe she knew that I was never meant to keep it held within me, allowing it to control my life. 
I stood out in the snow for some time, enjoying the snowflakes falling on my face and arms. Sometimes the cold bothered me, but it never bothered me whenever the first snow was upon us.
Looking around, I ensured no one was nearby. Imis should had been out, but I wanted to make sure. I’d only practiced my Luna magic around her, focusing on the Terra and Sol magic with Runa and during my own time.
I cupped my hands together in front of myself. With the snow swirling around me, I called to it and gathered it within my palms before letting the wind swirl it around above my hands. It was pretty, watching the sparkling snow twirl around in my hands. I held and contained a little blizzard.
I loved what I did with my magic. I wasn’t afraid of it. I controlled it—not the other way around.
Looking at the blizzard in my hand, I smiled. I realized I had combined Terra and Sol magic, water, air, and wind. If I combined magics together, the possibilities seemed endless but potentially dangerous. My training with Runa hadn’t ventured into combinations, so I didn’t know if it would take a harder toll on my body. I closed my eyes before opening them. I saw the threads of green and amber swirling around in my palm, weaving together. It was wonderful.
I stayed outside all afternoon, playing with and in the snow. I pushed myself to my limits with my magic, but I kept playing. I was supposed to rest that day, but the magic flowing through me felt great. I enjoyed the first snowfall of the season. Though that one was different and not spent with Raine, I was happy.
With my day of birth being the solstice, the shortest day of the year, I wondered if the bringing of the snow helped heighten my magic. The full moon always did, and I understand that more since I’d learned how to use my magic.
I laid back on the snow, looking at the sky, mesmerized by the falling snowflakes. Thinking back to my childhood, adolescent, and young adult years, I had more energy on the day the first snow came. I typically could sense when it was near, similar to how the air smelled before a rainstorm. I’d spend all day outside and never be affected by the cold. There was something strumming through me that I had never understood until then.
So much more made sense and I understood my magic. The full moon, the first snowfalls, and everything else made sense.
I didn’t believe my mother and grams were trying to hide my magic from me to be malicious. They wanted to keep me safe. But there I was, about to start the second century of my life and finally understood who I was. 
I turned one hundred that year, which from what I’d seen in Neverwood, equated to about twenty-five human years. But for the fae in my village, one hundred was the becoming of age year. We’d completed an entire century in the realm, learning and understanding the ways so that we could start to go into our own professions or, more often, join our parents. I couldn’t help but wonder if it was the same was outside of Neverwood.
I didn’t know how old Elliot was, but I suspected he wasn’t much older than I was. Imis, on the other hand, looked around the same age as my mother so she could be anywhere from three hundred to four hundred years old.
I realized I didn’t know much about either of them. Whenever I talked to them, it was more general information or about their daily lives there in Caldor. There’d been no mention of their pasts or where they came from, besides from Ellatiel. Most of the time, the conversations had evolved around who I was, where I came from, and why I was there. They never mention anything about themselves. I knew they hid their ears when I first arrived, that much I learned. Imis’s assault was about the only personal information I’d received out of them. 
Why hadn’t they told me anything else? What else were they hiding from me?
[image: image-placeholder]The only things I couldn’t get the hang of during our training were blinking and fading. Runa and Imis were both trying to help me. They’d help me learn to disguise or hide certain parts of myself. But the whole blinking and fading parts were difficult. I had to imagine where I wanted to go. I had to see the destination in my mind before stepping there.
It was odd that I used the threads and auras of nature around me to get to Runa from Elliot’s when I used my mind magic. The same wasn’t applied to the blinking and fading. Blinking was supposed to be easier—only going a short distance. Fading was significantly more complex and could take years to master, traveling vast distances.
Everything else came a lot more naturally to me. I could conjure a small flame in my palm, surround a small radius with darkness, or hover a tiny water droplet. It wasn’t anything grand or fantastic, but it was loads more than I did a month prior.
Runa and Imis had been so patient with me, especially while we were in Runa’s shop after she closed that evening. We grabbed dinner, and then they were trying to see if I could blink into the next room over.
Imis had blinked with me a few times, so I got the feeling of it. Little did she know I tried to pay attention to the magic as we did so. Her aura was an ambered sunset color. Blinking itself was so quick that I’d lost track of the threads connecting the first point to where we landed.
“It’s not working!” Frustrated, I sat in a chair. “Nothing else has taken me this long to manage.”
“Dear, it takes time. You need to keep practicing,” Runa replied, “you need to be patient.”
“We know that’s something I don’t have.” We all laughed. They’d come to learn how little patience I had. I wanted results, and I wanted them right then and there. I didn’t like the failure that came along with learning magic.
Imis and Runa sat down in the sitting room with me. “Enough magic for today. Maybe you can tell me more about Ellatiel?”
“Haven’t you been reading?” Imis asked.
I looked at her and was about to start a fire in the fireplace but stopped short. I could only cast my Luna magic before Imis, and I’d almost done something stupid. “I haven’t had much time to read this past month. You both have kept me busy with training.”
“Very well, darling,” Runa leaned back in her chair, getting comfortable. “What do you know so far?”
“Well, mainly what you’ve told me about the exports. I know some herbs from my herb book and other books I’ve read. Elliot has mentioned magic and something briefly about the Forgotten War.”
Runa’s eyes widened at the mention of the Forgotten War. “Ah, yes, the Forgotten War.” She closed her eyes. “We call it the Forgotten War because it was the war that wiped the Old Races from this realm.”
“Old Races? You mean there were more than Lunarians, Solymns, and Eathials?” I sat at the edge of my seat, interested in the Old Races.
“The Stamorans, Lumaers, and Vittaras compromised the Old Race. They were sent here to Asteris by the Gods to bring their magic from their realm to ours. The Stamorans were equivalent to Lunarians, Lumaers to Solymns, and Vittaras to Eathials.”
“Where are they from?” Imis had gotten up to start the fire to warm the sitting room.
“They are from a far-off realm, long forgotten and gone, destroyed by the Gods themselves.” She took a deep breath and opened her eyes. “The fae and the humans of this realm feared the Old Races. Once they learned their magic and ways, they no longer needed their help. Some considered them Gods themselves. While they could only cast from one magic pillar, respective to the specific race, they could sense and manipulate magic utilizing the threads and auras they saw around them. The Old Races were a dominant race if bred with the races from this realm.”
My eyes widened, looking to Runa for confirmation based on her last part. She nodded her head in silent confirmation. If what she said about threads and auras could only be seen by the Old Races, that meant… 
“Yes, dear, that would make you Stamoran. Some believe we are extinct like the Lumaers and Vittaras, but we have survived all this time.” As quickly as Runa entered my mind she had left.
I had started to suspect I wasn’t Lunarian like I had been told growing up from my mother. That would make my father a Stamoran. How many Stamorans were out there if we weren’t extinct? “But how could three whole races be wiped out during the war? How many were sent to this realm to begin with?”
Runa smiled. Imis stayed quiet but was interested in the history lesson as I was. Something told me Runa was telling us information that wasn’t in books. “Only a handful of each race were sent here, but over the years, they bred with the fae from this realm and slowly grew in numbers. Their magic threatened the fae of this realm, so they found a way to kill them.”
“Find a way to kill them?” What did she mean by that? Couldn’t we die in ordinary ways?
“The Old Races were resilient. Only three weapons can weaken and kill them, three swords—Stormfury, Nightfall, and Palewind. Only one blacksmith could forge them, and they were made from monmyx. This metal is only found in one place in the realm—Oblitus Insulae. Oblitus Insulae is a northern island where the Old Races landed in the realm, and with them came a metal that could kill them; to ensure nature remained in balance. Wounds from this metal to an Old Race heal like normal humans and are immune to fae healing and magic effects. The other way for an Old Race to die is to be beheaded.”
“But couldn’t they blend in?” Imis asked.
“They looked similar to the fae of this realm but had other-realm traits that set them apart.” I tilted my head, wanting to understand what specifically set me apart, but I thought I knew. “Stamorans will shimmer under a full moon. They have a crescent moon birthmark somewhere on their body.” My eyes drifted down to my wrist. No one had seen it, but I made a mental note to hide it from Imis and Elliot moving forward. “The Lumaers were the most unfortunate as they glowed in the sunlight. The Vitarras would attract plant life when they were near.”
“They were hunted and destroyed, the little numbers they had wiped out in a very short amount of time, and like that, three races gone forever, forgotten.”
“Runa, isn’t it true though that there are Stamorans still out there? There have been rumors that go around every now and then of one being discovered and killed,” Imis asked.
A yawn escaped my lips—the perfect timing to try to distract Imis. She looked at me and raised an eyebrow. “Sorry, I’m exhausted after training. I think we should get going home.” I raised from my seat, hoping Imis would take the excuse and follow along. 
Imis looked between Runa and me before landing back on Runa. Runa didn’t answer her right away. “It’s true then?” Her voice was a whisper. 
Shit, my well timed yawned didn’t distract her. 
Runa simply nodded her head in response.
“So, then it would be the responsibility of those with the swords to hunt and kill them then,” Imis stated.
“That is correct dear, but the Stamorans are few and far. They have been able to hide and survive all these years. When found, those with the swords are responsible for killing them.” Runa’s tone had changed ever so slightly. Imis didn’t seem to catch it, but I did. She had admitted a truth, as well as a warning.
All of the warnings my whole life wasn’t for nothing then—staying in during full moons and hiding, not saying anything about the different pillars of magic, and not mentioning the threads and auras. It was all been to protect me, not from the truth, but from being killed. But why could I cast from all three pillars of magic if Runa said the Old Races could only cast from one like the fae of the realm?
I looked to Runa as Imis was getting up, a confused look on my face as I started to connect the dots. “You are not ready for that knowledge, dear.”
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Cypress and Ivy

Ivy


The night before I found out I was Stamoran, along with Runa. Things didn’t make sense. She wasn’t telling me everything there was to know. Like how could I use all three pillars of magic while she seemingly only had Luna magic? Did she know why I was so different?  
She seemed to have known everything and had all these answers. It was frustrating when she would only reveal certain information and not the full story. There was no way she didn’t know. 
I got dressed for the day—wearing a green tunic with cream colored pants. I donned a cloak and made my way to the greenhouse. I didn’t have any plans or intentions that day, but something about sitting in the greenhouse sounded soothing. 
I grabbed the herb book off the workbench and wandered around the greenhouse until I found the bench to sit on. 
The greenhouse was warmer than the frigid air outside, but I kept my cloak on for the extra comfort and coziness. The water droplets clung to the glass panes and leaves of the various plants were a stark contrast to the environment outside. Ice-sickles and frost coated the branches and bare trees. The greenhouse was full of the life and greenery, while outside was full of life hibernating, waiting for the warmer days to sprout. 
Once seated on a bench surrounded by vines and what I’d come to learn were tropical plants, I crossed my legs before opening up the herb book. 
It opened to the page on ivy—the plant after which I was named. On the page was a drawing of the plant—a vine with three to five pointed lopped leaves. There wasn’t much on the page since it wasn’t often used as an ingredient, but more so for decorative purposes. 
I looked up and around the greenhouse, identifying where some ivy grew up along the wooden beams of the greenhouse. 
Glancing back down at the book, an envelope addressed to my mother was there. It wasn’t there before, or moments ago—of which I was confident. 
I grabbed the envelope and sat the book down on the bench beside me as took the piece of paper out from within and opened it. 
Dear Lily, 
Today is the anniversary of when you agreed to meet me under the moonlight. Can you believe it’s been a whole year? 
A year with you by my side as my mate has been the best year of my life. I’ve loved you every day since, and I will continue to love you every day and every year for the rest of our lives. 
We’ve only been married for a fraction of that time, but soon will turn into forever. There’s not a single day I would want to spend without you. 
You were hesitant on leaving to go home to Neverwood alone, but please let me come along with you. I don’t want to be away from my beautiful and sexy wife. 
I scrunched my nose and eyebrows. I did not need to know of my father calling my mother sexy. That was all sorts of wrong. A giggle escaped past my lips at how cute it was—of the thought of my father so in love with my mother. A father who left us. My laugh faded away. 
I continued reading.
You were hesitant on leaving to go home to Neverwood alone, but please let me come along with you. I don’t want to be away from my beautiful and sexy wife. I want to meet your mother, and I wish I could have met your grams. 
I want to be there for you as you mourn her. The stories and memories you told me of her, I knew how fond of her you were. 
I know the dangers of going to Neverwood, but I will disguise myself, and while we are outside of the confines of your home, I am a friend, not your husband. 
Please let me go with you and comfort you. 
If not to comfort you, to at least let us keep trying to have a child. I can’t wait to watch you swell with my children each time. If we ever have a son, I think the name Cypress would be wonderful, and for a girl, Ivy would be perfect. Both would keep the botanical name tradition your family has kept for generations. 
Love, 
M
I froze as I stared down at the letter. I tried to swallow down the choking sensation within my throat. My hands started to get cold as frost spread from my finger tips to the letter in my hands. 
I shook my head and the frost quickly receded into my fingers. 
Growing up, I was led to believe that my mother named me Ivy because of my green eyes, that they reminded her of the plant. But all that I knew was a myth. My father named me, long before they were with child. 
Why would my mother keep something like that from me? Did my father leave us because he no longer loved us? I didn’t know if he was around when I was born, Mother never talked about him and why he left us. 
I browsed over the letter before focusing on the part that mentioned visiting Neverwood—as if they didn’t live there. I never knew that she left Neverwood. I guess part of me suspected so, as there were never any other Lunarians within the village—I was the one child and fae that stood out with my silver and pale skin compared to the Eathials with the tanned skin and darker colored hair. 
Where did my mother and father live? She mentioned coming to Caldor to find someone to help with my magic, did they live within the city? Was that how Runa knew them? 
I shoved the letter back in the envelope before placing it in the book and closing it. I clenched my hands and released a deep breath. 
It only seemed that more questions would keep arising with less answers. Who was I? Who was my father? Why did I have magic that no one else seemed to have? 
All these questions, and the only person who possibly knew the answers, would only tell me I wasn’t ready to know. 
I stood up and kept my fists clenched at my sides, holding in that power within me. I was so tired of not getting answers because I wasn’t ready. 
Looking up at the top of the greenhouse, I screamed, “When the fuck will I be ready?” A small burst of magic released at the same time I screamed. I looked around and the greenhouse was silent for a fraction of a moment before the power receded back into me. 
What the fuck?
[image: image-placeholder]Unhooking my forest green cloak, it dropped to the snowy ground behind me. I took in a deep breath and released it. The breath could be seen in the frosted air that late morning. It was relatively cold out, but for some reason it didn’t bother me. 
Maybe it was the magic stirring within me, begging to be released? I’d awoken that morning and couldn’t sit still or concentrate on anything. Typically I only felt that way during full moons and the solstice during the Interval of Snow. 
I closed my eyes for a moment before opening them and taking in the forest around me. Frost covered the tree branches as snowflakes from the snow the previous night clung to it. Dusting the trees were dots of green auras. 
Upon further inspection, it was actually the green auras of the snowflakes themselves, slowly fading as the magic from the snow faded. 
In the sky, rays of amber auras could be seen as the sun attempted to reach the surface of the realm. I reached my hand out and moved my hand through the amber auras and felt the heat of the sun within it. 
I tilted my head as I opened my palm, focusing in on the sun and imagined the rays that would reach down if allowed. The amber auras and the actual rays from the sun grew and reached my palm. I moved my hand away, and the ray and auras followed, and slowly amber threads spread from my hand and weaved into the auras. 
My attention turned to the trees and the snowflakes, with my other hand I let the green threads go out and pull from the green auras from the snowflakes on the branches. I held both palms out and watched as I weaved together the amber and green threads together. The light from the sun reflected off the snowflakes and created small rainbows of light. 
I released the threads before summoning light in one palm and water on the other. The same auras surrounded each one, but the sensations and connections to the magic was different. I pulled from the magic within, not the magic around me like I did moments before. 
I could do both because I was Stamoran. I recalled my grams warning me not to tell anyone I saw magic. I thought it was because Neverwood forbade magic, not because I was a race largely thought to be extinct. The full moons as well—it all made sense. Grams knew and was warning me to keep what I was a secret, a secret I wasn’t aware of until recently. 
When Runa told us about the Old Races, she made it sound like each race could only manipulate the threads and auras of one particular pillar of magic. How could I manipulate all three and combine them? Not the threads and auras, but from the magic within. 
What would happen if I combined all three together—not summoning all three at the same time, but weaving and connecting the threads and auras together? 
I shook my hands and relaxed before I held them out in front of me. One by one, I summoned all three pillars of magic individually: water, light, and darkness. I held them in one hand as I utilized the other hand to hover over the magics and focused on manipulating, pulling, and weaving the threads and auras together within my palm. 
Slowly, the magics, auras, and threads combined. I held what appeared to be nothing in my hand, but I saw the auras that shimmered on the surface of a dome: green, amber, and black. I ran my hand over it, unable to bypass the small barrier that was held within my hand. Could I allow my hand to pass? I tried, with the intentions of my magic allowing my hand past, and it worked. 
How much larger could I make it? 
Instead of focusing on combining the three magics externally, I tried to do it within me before pushing out the magic of them combined to create a larger barrier. 
I closed my eyes and pushed on combining the magic before releasing it out. Looking around, I created a barrier a few paces around me in each direction. 
My head started to pound as I kept the magic up. I wanted to see how much larger I could make the barrier. 
I focused my power on the barrier itself and imagined that it grew to encompass a few of the trees surrounding me. To my amazement, it grew. 
I kept pushing as the pain within my head and ache of my body grew. If I ran out of magic, I’d pass out like I had before. There was still magic within me. 
I swayed before supporting myself on the nearest tree, but I kept pushing. 
Before long, I pushed too much as I collapsed to the ground on my knees and the barrier around me disappeared. 
I pulled myself up. I needed to try. If the barrier could be used to control who could pass through, it could be useful. Supporting myself against the tree, I tried to summon a barrier, but was unsuccessful, instead there was no magic. I tried before hunching over and vomiting. 
My vision blurred and the trees around me appeared to multiply. I realized then that there was no more magic. 
Something was wrong, I should had passed out. I pushed off the tree and attempted to take a step forward but fell on to the ground before everything went black.
[image: image-placeholder]My eyes blinked opened. The ground beneath me was freezing and it was dark out. 
Something beside me nudged me. I tried to turn my head to look at it, but it was too heavy. So were my eyes, and I allowed the darkness to take me under. 
[image: image-placeholder]There was that nudge. I managed to lift my heavy arm and feel for the thing nudging me. It felt hard and scaly, but my hand was too heavy to keep up. 
I tried to look, but my head pounded. 
Sleep consumed me. 
[image: image-placeholder]“Foolish, foolish, girl,” said a deep voice. 
I lifted my heavy eye lids to find that I was no longer on the ground. Looking up, I saw two eyes that looked like pools of liquid black, but with a hint of green looking down upon me. Warmth surrounded me and I was supported by something under my body. 
I couldn’t place where I had seen those eyes before darkness found me. 
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Chapter 17







Fae Can't Lie

Elliot


We’d been at the Ronan Outpost for nearly two months. We would set out for Caldor the next morning. 
In the two months we’d been there, we’d made no progress with the Magic Reformers. They kept growing every day in numbers. We suspected they were based out of Caldor, but after seeing the numbers at the outpost, we believed their base operations were there.
It was worse than we had feared. They controlled the borderlands, an area that once was open to all fae and humans alike. The fae were slaughtered if caught within the borderlands.
I had no idea what their plans were. I was supposed to have something sent to my father by then. We knew they didn’t plan on crossing into Ellatiel, but if they got strong enough, it would bring the war to our lands. All three kingdoms started working together to eliminate the problem.
We underestimated the problem at hand. We discovered that the Reformers had been operating in the outpost, mostly underground, for years. In the past year, they had come forward to recruit more people, trying to build an army.
But they were waiting on something, and I hadn’t been able to gather that information. The kingdoms fear that they had the Gods on their side, and the Gods were waiting to strike, not the Reformers. However, if the Gods were on their side, they could destroy us all. They wouldn’t need the Reformers or the human army unless they were looking for something or someone.
The Gods were powerful, the three of them. Each governed over a magic pillar. Thoth for Luna, Ra of Sol, and Geb for Terra. While it was said that all magic originated from them, but they had divine magic. That divine magic could wipe out the whole realm, so what were they waiting on? We needed to find out.
I left my makeshift office and grabbed Vyn on my way to the streets. I had one day left to get the answers my father had requested. Before heading out, we bundled up. It was snowing and it was brutal. The cold season was harsher than in Caldor, and my men were ready to head back to the city. We all missed home. Most of my men missed their wives and children. I had neither, but I would be lying if I said I didn’t miss Ivy.
She came into my life like a storm, and I found my mate in her. I’d thought of her daily. I wanted to be there with her while she learned her magic. I wanted to celebrate her progress with her and comfort her for her failures. I wanted to hold her to me and take in her scent. I wanted to laugh with her. Gods, I wanted to be with her for the rest of my life.
Vyn and I walked into a tavern and sat at a corner table, waiting to get one of the Magic Reformers alone. We knew they visited the spot frequently for ale. It was mid-afternoon, so few patrons were there. A younger man walked in, I looked at Vyn, and he nodded in confirmation. The man was who we were waiting for. “I’ll meet you out back.” We both stood up from the table. Vyn walked towards the bar, and I walked out the back door into the alleyway.
I pushed off the wall when Vyn dragged him outside, tossing him onto the snow. The kid must had been only in his early twenties. So much life to live, but he chose to side with the Reformers. How unfortunate for him that I needed answers, and he was in the wrong place at the wrong time.
“He’s all yours, boss.” Vyn smiled at me before he leaned against the wall and crossed his arms. Vyn was the only one of the men I trusted with the more gruesome side of what I had to do. I tried to avoid torture and death, but sometimes lines were meant to be crossed.
Standing over him, I summoned vines to hold the man to the ground. I looked down at him and spoke, “If you answer my questions, you can leave this alley alive, understood?” I lied to the poor boy, but after seeing my magic, there was no chance I let him run back to the Reformers to tell them who I was.
He pissed himself as he frantically nodded his head. “Y-yes, anything. Please don’t kill me.”
I smirked as I said, “I promise not to kill you.” Humans believed the fae couldn’t lie, but that was some bullshit we made up long ago to manipulate them. “Why haven’t the Magic Reformers attacked the fae yet?”
“I don’t know,” he stumbled, struggling against the vine constraints. I unsheathed my sword, Stormfury, and held it above him. “F-Fine. We are looking for a fae girl. She’s almost one hundred years old.”
I pushed the tip of my blade to his chest. “And who is this girl?”
“A-all I know is that she is Stamoran.” Shocked, I took a step away from him. There had been rumors of Stamorans being found every now and then, but to have knowledge that one was important and wanted by the Reformers? That could possibly tip the scales in favor of the fae and give us a way to defeat the Gods.
“Do you know where she is?” 
He shook his head.
I stepped back toward him and ran my sword through his chest. I looked at Vyn, “Handle this, then take the rest of the day off. I need to go speak to my father.”
“Very well, sir.” He bowed his head and pushed off the wall.
[image: image-placeholder]I faded into Ellatiel, past the borderlands. While I waited for my father in our agreed location, I stripped the cloak I wore. The Kingdom of Imber was warmer and drier in the sun. Unlike the Ronan Outpost, the temperature was arid year-round despite its northern location.
It didn’t take long for my father to appear. “What do you have, son?” He was straight to the point and skipped over pleasantries. Not that he cared how I was. He claimed he was too busy with his duty to our kingdom when I grew up, and that was why he was an absent father, even after my mother died. I didn’t think he knew how to be a father.
“The Reformers haven’t attacked because they are searching for a Stamoran,” I answered. My father looked bothered and bored as if that conversation wasn’t worth his time. I respected my father, but he was a tough man to please.
I got my physical traits from my father—Ulrod Floralei. The black hair, grey eyes, tanned skin, and strong jawline. Some would say we looked like twins if he weren’t starting to show his age. Though I physically didn’t look like my mother, I got her compassion and kindness. I got her heart, and I was thankful for that every day.
“Do you know where this Stamoran is?”
I shook my head, “No, we don’t know where she is. They don’t know who she is besides that she is Stamoran.”
“Find her first, then kill her, son.” It was an order that I knew better to defy. I bowed my head before he faded away.
Why did he want her dead? What good would it do to kill a seemingly innocent woman? Was she that important to the Magic Reformers that it would be best to kill her off? I ran my hand through my hair, torn on whether I followed through with my father’s order or tried my best to delay it. 
I faded back into my makeshift office and sat in my chair. Not only did I need to keep gathering information for my father and the kingdoms, but I needed to find the girl and kill her. All we knew was that she existed—no idea where she was in the realm. Did she know she was being hunted by the Reformers? She could be hiding, or she could be living her life as usual. All we all knew was that the Reformers were stationed mainly in the Ronan Outpost and Caldor. My guess was because that was where they thought she could be.
I called Vyn into my office and told him about my father’s recent orders. “The few men that don’t have families are to stay here in the outpost and borderlands, keeping an eye out for a Stamoran girl. Tell them to look for someone who looks to be about twenty-five human years with grey hair. She will hide during full moon and have a crescent moon birthmark somewhere. These will be how they know she is Stamoran. If they find her, they bring her to me in Caldor. She can only be killed with my sword, Stormfury.”
“Very well. I’ll tell our three youngest recruits. I think they’ve enjoyed their time at the outpost and will enjoy an extension.” Vyn turned to walk out of my office.
“Vyn, thank you for your help with the mess earlier.” He turned back as he reached the door. Before he left, I remembered something. “Tell the men to keep an eye out on Ivy when they see her in the city. She has silver hair like a Stamoran, but she’s not one. Make sure they don’t confuse her with who they are looking for. But protect her in the city if you notice any Reformers watching her.” 
He nodded and left. 
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Chapter 18







Control

Ivy


It was the first day of the Interval of Snow, the week of the year when the nights were the longest. The last day of the week was the solstice. 
In Neverwood, the whole week was a celebration leading up to the solstice. We’d dance around fires and drink all the wine and ale. It was the end of the year, so we’d better ourselves for the new year and prepared for what was to come. From what Imis had told me, Caldor was very similar, although a lot more spectacular.
There was a ball that night that Imis was dragging me to. If it were up to me, I’d be fine sitting in the library all night in front of the fire and reading. Most of what I’ been reading lately involved the Old Races. I wanted to learn more about Stamorans and magic to understand my heritage more. As I suspected, Runa provided much more information than any of the books in Elliot’s library.
I read up on the Kingdom of Umbra, a kingdom in the northern part of Ellatiel. Stamorans favored that kingdom for an unknown reason, but it most likely was attributed to the fact that they could blend in with the subjects there. Kalen Nesterin was their king and was Lunarian. There was little information about him, and there was no mention of a queen or heirs. All the books stated was that he had been king for over three hundred years and had yet to name an heir to the throne, but the kingdom’s people loved him. Overall, the kingdom was prosperous and thrived. When I decided I could leave Caldor, I thought the Kingdom of Umbra sounded like an excellent place for me to go.
Imis burst into my room, in her gown and ready for the ball. The gown was black and flowed to the ground. The top was made of tule and gathered towards her left shoulder and left her other shoulder open. The bust was solid black, leading into a sheer corset bodice embroidered with black flowers and gems. The flowers and gems flowed into the top part of the skirt, which wasn’t puffed out but instead hung off the hips.
“Ivy! You’re not in your dress yet! And your hair?” I sat up in bed. We had all afternoon before we had to be at that thing.
“We have time, Imis.” I laid back down in bed.
Imis approached me, grabbed my hands, and pulled me out of bed. “Ivy, you need to get ready right now. We needed to be ready to leave by now.” I sat up, alarmed. I lost track of time while I was in my thoughts.
“Shit, sorry! Can you please help me with my hair?”
We walked to the washroom together. Imis created a braided crown around my head before she pinned up the rest of my hair in a low updo, leaving a few pieces out on the sides of my head. She was quick at it, and it looked stunning. It was a lot nicer than anything I managed to do. We walked back into the bedroom, and Imis helped me change into my dress.
That was the first time I put on a dress and got ready for an event since the night I was almost assaulted. I held my head up as I got ready, and I saw the gleam in my eyes as I peered at myself in the mirror. It was the night for me to go out, have fun and enjoy myself, and forget about that night months ag. 
My dress was simple—dark forest green with long sleeves. The bodice was a deep cut, revealing my cleavage. It hugged me in the right spot above my hips before flowing into a skirt with a ton of fabric. A slit in the skirt reached my thigh and showed my leg. Unlike my dress for the party a few months ago and Imis’s that night, it had no extra gems or embroidery.
I wanted something to remember my mother, Raine, and Neverwood during my first Interval without them. While the dress was much more extravagant than I would have ever had in Neverwood, I wanted to keep it humble. I approached the chest of drawers and opened a small box on top. In it, I took out my necklace and put it on before I ran my fingers over the lily and the green gem, which matched in color perfectly to my dress.
I was attracted to Gram’s necklace when I was a child. I loved the green. She told me it was a piece of me because of my green eyes, so I could be with her. It was so she could be with me when I wore the necklace, along with my mother.
I slipped into the matching green slippers and turned to Imis. “Ready.” Her face lit up, and she turned to look at me and take me in.
The corners of her lips curved upward. “Wow, Ivy, you look amazing. You are truly gorgeous.” My cheeks started to heat. She walked towards me and grabbed my hand. “We need to get going now. I will fade us to Runa’s place, and then we will walk to the ball.”
Before I respond, we were in Runa’s sitting room. After we “landed,” I had to catch my footing. Most times, blinking didn’t disorient me, but fading unexpectedly did.
Runa was sitting in front of a crackling fire. “Darlings, you are late. Better be on your way.”
Imis grabbed me and pulled me out of Runa’s, whispering, “I have no idea how she does that. It’s like she has eyes on the back of her head.” We both giggled at that as we quickly walked to the ball.
We arrived at the city’s event hall. Looking at the building, my breath was stolen away. To say I was in awe would be an understatement. The building was grander than anything I’d seen before. The three-story building was circular, centered around a large dome. The building was made of both wood and white stone. Surrounding the outside of the first floor were evenly spaced columns and arches of stone decorated with carvings. Upon further inspection, the carvings depicted Caldor and Ksara, the Gods, and the seasons. Beyond the columns, the rest of the stories were filled with arched windows. The dome on top looked to be another two stories on top of the foundation of the stories. It was a wooden structure that was lined with stained glass. The whole building was a masterpiece.
Imis pulled me along, walking through the grand, tall doors that led inside. Once inside, my jaw dropped. The columns and arches and intricate artwork continued in from the exterior. Columns separated the outer edges from the center of the building, which opened up into a grand hall, in that case, a ballroom. The room opened all the way up into the dome. The outer edge included balconies that overlooked the inner section. It was all magnificent.
I took everything in as Imis pulled me to the ballroom. It was decorated to look like a snowy wonderland. The main decoration was greenery of white pine, Ming juniper, and Leyland cedar. Garlands of it wrapped around pillars and hung between the columns around the ballroom. Silver brunia berries, pinecones, cream-colored roses, and blue peonies were placed throughout the garland and in centerpieces on the tables.
Once in the ballroom, Imis looped her arm through mine, and we each grabbed a glass of wine from the passing server. We walked to stand on the outer edge of the hall, under one of the arches. It was much to take in, the people and the hall itself. “So, is Primsa here tonight?” I asked as I looked at her while I sipped my wine.
“Yeah,” Imis sounded bashful.
“Girl, go find her and dance with her then.” Imis set her wine glass down on a nearby table. “Elliot isn’t here, so go live and have some fun tonight.” I was determined to get Elliot off my mind for the night, and a room full of handsome men would do.
“Are you sure? I don’t want to ditch you. You don’t know anyone here.”
I embraced her and whispered, “Go get the girl, Imis. I’ll be fine.” I was happy for her. I’d only grabbed brunch with both her and Prisma once before, but she was beautiful and kind. “You deserve it tonight.” Imis hugged me back before wandering off through the crowd to find Primsa.
I drank another glass of wine before a man approached me. He appeared to be in his mid-thirties and was handsome. He had short brown hair and some facial hair coming in. He was a little less formal than some of the other men—a white tunic with flowy sleeves, untied strings that showed his chest hair, and black trousers with black boots. It was simple, but clean.
He held his hand out and asked, “Can I have this dance?” His voice was deep and sexy. I put my hand in his, and he led the way to where other people were dancing. I made out a harp, piano, and violin playing beautifully together.
Once to the dancing area, he pulled me to him and placed his free hand on my hip while I placed mine on his shoulder. With our other hands clasped together, we began dancing to the music. The beat was quick at first and then gradually slowed down.
We chatted while we danced. He talked about how he was a ship captain and was docked in the city for the Interval. All I told him was how I’d only recently left home and came to Caldor, looking for a new beginning as an herbalist. Besides that, he mostly told me wild stories of the places he’d been to and the encounters he had with fae and humans. We danced and laughed, and I had a great time.
After a while, he leaned in and kissed my neck in my sensitive spot. I ached my back, pressing my chest into him. He smiled against my skin and whispered, “Want to go somewhere a little more private, princess?”
“Only if you don’t call me princess. You’re the third man in my life to do so, and I’m no princess.”
He wrapped his arms around my lower waist, pulling me to him. I felt his erection press against me. I looked up at him. “You might not be a princess, but you are the most gorgeous woman in this hall. In a simple dress, all the men would bow to you. So, I can see why you get called princess, darling.” He sure was charming and smooth with his words.
He pulled away from me, grabbed my hand, and led me from the hall to the outer edge. He located an alcove in a quiet, dark corner and pulled us into it. He wrapped one arm around my waist, and with the other, he gently lifted my chin. I looked into his blue eyes and immediately got sucked into them. He leaned forward and kissed me. I pressed myself to him and kissed him back, wrapping my arms around his neck. He pinned me against the wall, grabbed my neck to tilt my head more, and I deepened the kiss.
The kiss didn’t last long before someone ripped him out of my arms. A familiar voice said, “Captain, what the hells do you think you are doing?”
The Captain replied, “What does it look like I’m doing, mate?”
I realized the familiar voice belonged to Elliot. Fuck, I didn’t think he would be there. So much for forgetting about him.
“What the hells, Elliot!” I shouted. He then looked at me. He looked pissed and possessive. Oh, fuck that, I wasn’t his to own and control.
“I could ask the same, Ivy,” he snapped, emphasizing my name. Yeah, he wasn’t happy with me.
The Captain looked between the two of us, confused. Elliot held him by the tunic and pissed turned into an understatement; he was furious.
“Unfortunately, Captain, this one is taken. By me.” Then he punched the Captain in the face and pushed him back.
“Elliot!” I stepped in between them to prevent anything else from happening. “I am not yours. I can kiss whoever I’d like, and I found the Captain quite attractive. Thank you very much for ruining that!” I turned to look at the Captain, and his nose started bleeding. “So, take that insufferable ego and shove it somewhere, anywhere, I don’t care! Now let me fix this!” 
I slowly approached the Captain, knowing what I had to do. I needed to cover up Elliot’s actions, that and I didn’t want a poor man getting hurt because of me. I put my hand over where he had been punched, and he winced. I closed my eyes, “I’m sorry this happened, Captain. You are going to forget this happened tonight. We had a great time dancing, but that is all we did. We talked and danced and had fun while doing so. You’ll forget this altercation, return to the ballroom, and find someone else to dance with for the rest of the night.” I opened my eyes, and he smirked and nodded. Before removing my hand, I healed his face, ensuring Elliot couldn’t see. He shook his head and walked off without another word.
I turned back to Elliot; he leaned against the arch of the alcove. “What was that?”
“You don’t get to question what I do, Elliot. But because I feel like being honest right now, I made him forget this whole thing happened.” I stood there and crossed my arms, not trying to get any closer to him. The hallway around us was empty.
“Ivy—” I cut him off before he could say another word.
I finally started to walk towards him, furious myself. “What happened before you left? You said didn’t have to mean anything, remember? I figured it sure as hells didn’t mean anything to you when you left for two fucking months without telling me.” I felt my control slip momentarily before taking a deep breath and shoving the magic down. “You don’t control me or own me, Elliot.”
“Ivy…” He sounded apologetic. He took a step toward me. I took a step back, keeping a few paces between us. I looked up at him and shook my head. “Ivy, please. I’m sorry.”
The pull toward him was strong. I wanted to give in right then and forgive him, but I needed to stay true to myself. I was upset he didn’t tell me about the mate thing. It further pissed me off that he thought he could come and act like I was his property or something to own and control. I was my own person and didn’t like being told what I could and couldn’t do. 
I shook my head and looked down at the ground. I felt tears starting to form in the corner of my eyes. “You don’t get to fuck me, then leave for two months without any sort of goodbye or notice, and then come back and expect I’m yours.” I looked back at him; a tear escaped and ran down my cheek. “And for the record, I don’t accept this whole mate bullshit,” I added unnecessary venom to the mate part.
At the mention of mates, his face fell. He ran his hand through his hair before cursing, “Fuck. How did you find out?”
“Imis told me.” I stepped back from him, wanting to put distance between us.
“She wasn’t supposed to tell you.”
My eyes widened. “Why, because you were going to tell me? We both know that’s a lie. Gods, Elliot.” I wiped the few tears away with the sleeve of my dress. “You don’t tell me shit. I don’t know anything about you! I’ve told you about my grams and mother, yet I don’t know anything about your parents!”
I turned to walk away from him, needing to leave before I said or did anything I would regret. He grabbed my arm before I got far. He stopped me and turned me. I pulled my arm away from him and pushed him away from me. 
He blinked right back in front of me as soon as I had shoved him away. He cupped my cheek and wrapped an arm around my waist, pulling me to him. Being that close to him, I inhaled his scent of musk and fresh cut wood, which instantly calmed me. He wiped away another tear that started to roll down my cheeks. “I didn’t tell you because I didn’t want to freak you out more than you already were. You had gone through a lot and struggled to control your magic.” I knew he told the truth. “It wasn’t right for Imis to be the one to tell you. I’m sorry, Ivy.” He rested his forehead on mine. I closed my eyes, breathing in his scent. 
I took in another deep breath, allowing myself to relax and calm. Why was it so easy to keep giving in to him? It was if every part of my being was overcome by his presence. I released a breath. If I tried, I couldn’t hate him. 
Fuck. Maybe I missed him some. 
Ugh. I was convinced that my own emotions weren’t sure how to act around Elliot. I couldn’t stay mad at him, especially not as the need within me kept growing. I slowly opened my eyes to look at him. 
I looked into his eyes and took them in for the first time since he got back. I’d only known him for so long, but I missed having him around. I missed the way he could bring me back down if my emotions were getting out of control. I blinked away the tears that threatened to fall from my eyes. 
It would be so easy to give in and kiss him. My eyes lowered to his mouth. I missed how his lips felt all over my skin. My gaze flicked back to his eyes. 
Moisture started to pool between my legs. Shit. I should had known that giving in to the pull and being near him would do that. 
“You don’t have to accept the whole mate thing, but I want another chance, please, Ivy.” He took a deep breath. “I know we both feel this pull to one another.”
He pulled away, and I looked up at him. As soon as I nodded, he crashed his lips to my own. The kiss was desperate and needy, and he held me to his body as if he would never let me go. I melted against him, opening myself to him.
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Chapter 19







Grumpy

Elliot


I didn’t plan on going to the ball that evening. We were late getting back from the Ronan Outpost. Most of my men went home, but I decided to change, freshen up, and head to the ball. I couldn’t stay away from Ivy any longer. Knowing Imis, she would have dragged Ivy to the ball with her. I wanted to see her in a dress. 
Everything was great until I saw her dancing with another man, laughing, and having a great time. That man should had been me with her. She looked so happy and in control of everything, unlike when I left two months ago. I regretted that I couldn’t have been there while she discovered her magic and happiness. I hoped I was there for future moments and witness her other dreams become a reality.
I watched as they danced. Her smile was genuine and bright. She was stunning that evening in that green dress that I knew paired well with her eyes. It was simple, but it fit her so well. She started to gain some weight back, and the dress hugged her hips. And that slit in the skirt showed her thigh. The whole dress was beautiful and perfect for her. I was jealous that I wasn’t the man making her smile.
I noticed him whispering something to her before they left the hall together. Before they left, I caught a glimpse of who she was with—the Captain. I followed them until they found an alcove. As soon as he kissed her, I lost my calm.
After punching the Captain, Ivy walked to him and used mind magic to alter what happened. I didn’t know exactly what she told him, but he left looking confused once she was done. She then turned to me and unleashed her fury. 
Gods, that woman was sexy as hell. All I thought of was kissing her and claiming her as my own, so she knew it. 
I was impressed at how well she kept control as she shouted at me. Not once did it appear that she was going to lose control. I was proud of her progress with her control and magic, even if I wasn’t there.
She eventually turned to storm off, but I went after her and grabbed her, stopping her. I couldn’t let her walk away. I felt bad for how things happened, but I wanted her. I wanted another chance with her. 
Once I grabbed her, she let loose and pushed me back. She pushed me hard, sending me stumbling back. 
I blinked back in front of her. 
Pulling her to me, she finally gave in. She inhaled deeply, taking in my scent as I did with her. The smell of lilies and the night air instantly leveled my head.
I told her that I was okay with her not accepting me as her mate and that I was sorry for keeping things from her. Unfortunately, there were things I needed to keep from her. I hated that I couldn’t tell her, but it would change things. She’d never give us a chance if she knew who I was, especially after telling me her reservations about marrying her ex-lover because of the status gaps between them. I wasn’t a Lord like many in Caldor believed me to be.
Finally, I grabbed her neck and tilted her head as I kissed her. She melted against me and opened herself for me. Taking the opportunity, I moved my hands to her ass and lifted her. With the amount of fabric and the slit in her skirt, she could wrap her legs around me, pressing herself to me. Without breaking the kiss, I walked us over to the alcove, shoved her against the wall and held her up.
Pressing my lips against the soft skin on her neck, I took in her scent and breathed it in. She ran her hands through my hair and whispered, “Elliot.” I looked at her, and her green eyes were brighter than usual.
“Yes, princess?” She rolled her eyes at that, and I laughed. I got the sense she hated being called that, but it was cute when she was mad at it.
“Why do all the men in my life try to call me that?” She playfully poked my shoulder.
“Are you saying the Captain did?” Her head nodded in response. “Any other man that tries to call you princess that isn’t me, they can go shove it somewhere, anywhere, I don’t care.” I smiled and leaned into her, pressing a kiss to her earlobe. I whispered, “With me, Ivy, I want to treat you like one. You deserve the realm and so much more. Mate or not, you are a stunning and amazing woman who deserves nothing less.”
When I looked back at her, a few tears ran from the corner of her eyes. I cupped both cheeks and used my thumbs to wipe the tears away. We both got lost in each other’s eyes for a few moments. I meant every word I said. I would cut down forests, destroy mountains, and sail across all the seas for her. The look in her eyes told me she believed every word as well.
The need to be inside of her started to grow. It wasn’t for any other reason but to feel connected with her. I kissed her and swept my tongue across her lips, and she opened up for me, meeting my tongue with hers. Her hands moved between us as she undid my pants. A hand ran along her thigh up her skirt, and I ripped her panties off of her before burying myself in her.
Supporting her against the wall, I thrust into her while she buried her face in my neck, moaning. I felt her nails dig into my back through my tunic as I fucked her. It didn’t take long before she tensed around me and pressed her mouth against my neck to keep herself from crying out. I quickly followed her over the edge.
After we came down from our climaxes, she pulled her head from my neck, rested her forehead on mine, and closed her eyes. I made no move to pull out of her, wanting to savor that moment. At the same time, it was starting to sink in that we’d had sex in a public place where anyone could had walked by at any moment and seen us. She whispered, keeping her eyes closed, “Before you ask, no one saw us. I made sure of it.”
I couldn’t help but smile because I assumed she took care of it with her magic. It amazed me how much she’d grown and learned over the past two months. “I missed you, Ivy.” She opened her eyes. “I wish I could have been there while you discovered your magic.”
A huge smile spread across her lips before she said, “You can make it up to me by letting me kick your ass with that very magic.” She laughed, and it was genuine and beautiful.
I kissed her. “Deal.”
We returned to the ballroom after straightening our clothes. The music was slower, and I led her to the dance area and pulled her to me, wrapping both my arms around her waist. Her arms wrapped around me, and she rested her head on my chest. With my head rested on her, we swayed to the music.
I looked out into the hall. Few people remained, but I spotted Imis with Prisma. She didn’t need to tell me, but I knew she liked her. I wouldn’t push her to tell me, but either way, I would support her when she did. All I wanted for my older cousin was for her to be happy. 
My gaze then fell on the Captain. His face looked untouched like it was healed. Healing magic was rare, even in the Kingdom of Apricus. I wasn’t aware of anyone in Caldor having healing magic.
I pulled my head away from Ivy, moved my hand under her chin, and tilted her head. 
I nodded my head toward the Captain, and she turned and looked. “How is the Captain’s face healed?”
She shrugged and rested he head back on my chest. “He is a captain and has been to Ellatiel before. He said he knew fae, so I assumed he might have a healer onboard his ship. I told him to go get his face healed before returning to the ball.” 
It was odd that the Captain would have a personal healer on his ship, and risk bringing them to Caldor given the situation with Reformers. Regardless of if it was the truth or not, there was someone within the city that could heal. 
I sighed. “Ivy, there’s few fae left in Caldor. I’ve been hiding the fact that there is a group here in the city targeting fae. It’s why you have to hide your ears in the city.” I ran a finger over her ear, and typically where magic didn’t hide the feeling of the ear, her magic somehow did. My finger ran over a rounded edge and not an invisible pointed tip. “Healing magic is one of the rarer magics of Terra, similarly to how mind magic is of Luna. I don’t know many people who can heal, and not in Caldor.” She looked up at me, her eyes wide.
“Are you saying I’m lying about telling the Captain to get healed?” She took a step back from me. 
I ran a hand through my hair. I wanted to believe her, but something was off—maybe it wasn’t her but the Captain himself. He had been a mysterious man for as long as I’d known him. It was unlikely but possible that he had a personal healer. 
I let out a breath of air. “I don’t know, Ivy. Okay? He might have a personal healer on his ship.”
[image: image-placeholder]I didn’t push Ivy anymore on the topic from the other night. I suspected she knew something about the Captain being healed.
The day after the ball, she avoided me. She slept in late and stayed in her room all morning. She only came out in the afternoon to go to the library and grab a book before retreating to the greenhouse. I knew when she was in the greenhouse, she didn’t want to be bothered while working. It wasn’t the day to bother her.
It was the 3rd of the Interval of Snow. I was done letting Ivy avoid me. I decided to drop the topic of her magic, and not ask any more questions about the healing magic.
I knocked on her door, and it took a few moments before she answered. She wore a tunic and appeared to have been woken up. Rubbing her eyes, she asked, “What do you want?” 
Something told me so might not be such a morning person.
“We’re going into Caldor today. I want to show you something. It’s frigid out, so make sure you are warm. I’ll meet you in the sitting room once you’re ready.” Before she could answer, I turned around and walked away. “Also, it’s not a question. You’re coming with me.”
She grumbled, “Thanks so much for the option. You don’t control me. But yeah, sure, I’ll join. Thanks for asking.” She slammed her door shut.
Walking out to the sitting room, Imis was sitting reading a book. “Is Ivy always this grumpy in the morning?”
She looked up from her book. “I wouldn’t know. She hasn’t been up this early since she started her training.” She looked back at her book. “But you know she’s right. You can’t control her. She might be your mate, but she’s independent and strong-willed.”
I slouched on the couch. “I know. I’m trying my best.” I pinched the bridge of my nose. “I don’t know what to do, Imis. I fucked up. She was mad at me for leaving for two months, and when I caught her with the Captain the other night, I overreacted.”
She closed her book and turned to look at me. “Oh, any fae heard that fight happening. Ivy can stand on her own, especially against you, cousin. But she has every right to be mad at you. Stop treating her like the broken girl she was when she first came here and stop playing with her emotions. And Gods, Elliot, stop fucking her to make things right. It only hurts her more.”
She was right. I knew sex wasn’t the solution to all our issues, but we both enjoyed it. Not once did I think of her emotions.
“Give her time. She’s had a hard couple of months. She told me what had happened a few nights before I found her. It traumatized her, Elliot. She lost control of a potent magic and killed a boy. We’ve both killed others before and while most of those deaths will live on with us, Ivy may never forgive herself for what she did. Two deaths weigh on her consciousness from that night. I don’t know when it happened, but one day shortly after you left, she started to push with her training. It was like she found the will to keep living. But we both know she has powerful magic, and I think she’s been pushing herself too far daily with training.”
I sighed as I processed all that Imis was telling me. “What do you mean she’s pushing herself too far? Don’t you and Runa give her days off?”
Imis nodded her head before speaking, “Yes. But on her days off, she practices. She doesn’t think I know, but there will be hours she goes off into the woods. When she comes back, she’s drained. I’m worried she’s pushing too much and trying to find her breaking point and push her limits. Elliot, Ivy doesn’t know what happens if someone drains all their magic. If she gets close to that point, I know she passes out, but I’m concerned about what happens when she’s learned to push past that.”
Concern was laced in her voice. I didn’t know why Ivy would push herself so hard. Deciding to check in on Ivy, I got off the couch. Before leaving the sitting room, I looked back at Imis and asked, “Have you seen her use magic other than Luna?”
She shook her head. “No, why do you ask?”
“I was curious.” I left the sitting room and returned to Ivy’s door.
I softly knocked that time, and there was no answer. I tried to open the door, but it was blocked inside. Blinking into her room, I turned to see her slumped in front of the door. She still wore her sleep tunic and had fallen back asleep. If she pushed as much as Imis said, her body worked overtime to recover.
I knelt and slowly picked her up, placing one arm under her legs. She stirred a little bit but snuggled her head into me. I walked to her bed, sat down, and leaned against the headboard, placing Ivy on my lap. She slept in my arms as I held her to me. Tucking a piece of her gray hair behind her ear, I noticed it was round.
Gods, Imis wasn’t wrong when she said her magic was powerful. She had all magic within Luna, which I’d only seen in royal bloodlines before. Not only did she disguise her ears, but they felt round, not an illusion, and she kept the magic active while asleep. I’d never seen that before. My magic wears off when I sleep.
I ran my fingers through her hair. She looked so vulnerable and fragile while she slept. I couldn’t help but wonder who and what Ivy was and why she had so much magic.
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Chapter 20







Ups and Downs

Ivy


Shit. I fell back asleep. I jumped awake. I might had been mad at Elliot for waking me up, but I wanted to spend time with him. I was so exhausted. 
I tried to get up without realizing where I was, but a pair of arms were wrapped around me. I looked up to find Elliot, and I’d been sleeping in his arms. He opened his eyes and smiled, realizing that I awoke. My head rested back on him as I let out another yawn. I could easily fall back asleep.
Elliot quietly spoke, “My mother died when I was young.” He rested his head on me before continuing, “I only have a few memories of her. My father wasn’t the same after she was gone. He stopped treating me like a son. He buried himself in work and often left home, traveling the kingdom. Servants raised me. Imis helped, but despite our age gap, I considered her more like a sibling than someone raising me. Even now my father doesn’t make the time of day for me.”
Why was he suddenly telling me about his life and family? And what kind of lord would he be to have servants? 
I pulled back and looked at him. A single tear ran down his cheek. Something told me talking about his mother and father was hard, and it was harder to trust me enough to tell me. I cupped his cheeks and wiped away his tear. 
“You said you didn’t know anything about me. Now you do.”
I leaned forward, softly pressed my lips to his, and murmured against them, “Thank you.”
He tucked a piece of hair behind my ear. “Now, let’s talk about this magic training of yours.”
I groaned and looked up at the ceiling. I knew what was coming. “I’d rather not.” I tried to move away from him, but he held me to him. He forced me to look at him, and I saw the concern in his eyes.
“You can’t avoid this, Ivy.” I shrugged my shoulders. If he didn’t let me go, the only way would be to blink.
I looked at him and smirked. I was confident that my want to get away from him would help fuel my ability to blink for the first time. “Ivy, what are you—” Before he finished, I blinked and stood at the foot of the bed.
I looked at him with wide eyes and a massive smile on my face. “I did it!” I exclaimed as I jumped.
Elliot looked confused. “Did what?”
“I blinked for the first time.” His face lit up, and before I knew it, he stood behind me and wrapped his arms around me.
He kissed the sensitive spot on my neck. Until then, I didn’t realize how much I missed him and wished he had been through all the other wins I experienced with magic. I wished I could show him my other magic, but I had to keep it a secret. He couldn’t know. “I’m proud of you, Ivy.” His arms squeezed me.
I let myself lean into him, enjoying the comfort and warmth of his body. Standing, my head only reached his chest, and I heard his heart beating. “You can’t avoid the topic of training.” I tensed up in his arms. “Ivy, no more training every day. We’ll return to sword training on your days off of magic.”
“No, I need to keep training every day. I need to build up my endurance. I need to keep pushing myself.”
He turned me around, and I looked up at him. “Are you saying there’s another reason you’ve been sleeping in most mornings and couldn’t stay awake this morning?” I didn’t respond. “I thought so. Ivy, you’re pushing yourself too much. You haven’t reached the point yet, but it’s hard on your body if you reach the bottom of your magic.” He gently rubbed my cheek with his thumb. “Promise me you won’t let it get that far?” He pleaded with his eyes.
“Theoretically, what happens when I reach that bottom?” I thought I knew. There was one time I’d gone too far. I was in the woods, alone. I kept pushing the limits of all three pillars. I was sick and in and out of consciousness. I didn’t feel better until the next full moon. I had spent that time avoiding Imis and Runa, spending most of my time between the greenhouse and library. 
Fuck. It was when I had gained control over all three pillars, so I had relatively little magic. Something told me the consequences would be much worse if I had the level of magic I had at that moment. I looked up at Elliot with shock and realized what had happened about a month ago.
All the color drained his face as he let me go. I couldn’t explain the look in his eyes, but it looked like betrayal and hurt. It broke my heart to see him like that. I suddenly felt like all of the air had left my lungs. I shook my head, “I didn’t know better.”
He lost it. He turned away from me and punched the nearest wall before resting his forehead on it. “When?”
“A month ago.” He cursed. “Imis and Runa don’t know. I didn’t know until now.”
“Gods, Ivy. Fuck.” The only other time I’d seen or heard Elliot get angry was when I was with the Captain the other night. I knew he wouldn’t hurt me, but my heart was breaking into thousands of pieces at hearing the disappointment and anger that was in his voice.
I swallowed hard as I looked around the room. I couldn’t do it. The room started to feel like it was closing in on me and suffocated me. Elliot had his back on me. He couldn’t look at me.
I realized we were starting a cycle of up and downs. I gave in to the sex with him, then he left for two months without telling me. He withheld the mate thing from me. He came in and punched the Captain and acted like I was his to own. I forgave him and we had more sex. And then there was what was happening at that moment. He was angry that I hit the bottom of my magic. 
My chest ached as I grasped at it. I couldn’t stay. I needed to go. The only way I knew how to handle conflict was to leave. 
“I’m sorry.” It was all the warning I gave before I blinked. I couldn’t fade, but I could blink back-to-back with no destination in mind. At least, that was the plan. I only made it to the front door before I swayed, unable to blink any further. I could run out, but I wore only a tunic and wouldn’t last long in the snow barefoot. I punched the wooden door before sliding down to the floor. I hugged my knees to my chest and rested my head on them.
I sat there, trying to keep control of my magic as I felt it slip. My magic was drained, so I knew I would likely reach the bottom if I lost control. And that time, something told me it could be deadly.
I knew Elliot was mad. He didn’t bother coming after me. That stung the most.
After a while, I was no longer concerned about losing control of my magic. I finally got up off the ground and slowly walked to my bedroom. Elliot was gone. I put on some leggings and boots and grabbed my green cloak. I grabbed my herb book and put my necklace on.
I turned to walk out the door, but Elliot was standing in the way. “I can’t, Elliot.” It was barely audible. I had managed not to cry, but that was taking a lot of effort. I felt trapped. He was standing in the way of my only way to leave.
I finally looked at his eyes. My heart was breaking because I was falling for him. I turned away from him as the tears started to fall. I’d only spent a short time with him, but I was in love. I missed him when he was gone and wanted to share my wins with him. I wanted to turn to him for comfort. I wanted to confide in him. I wanted it all with him.
It was beyond the pull I felt to him. He’d become someone important to me. He grounded me, brought me back to the present when I needed it. I felt safe around him. 
I turned to him and walked toward him until I stood an arm’s width away. “Elliot.” It was a plead. He closed the distance and wiped my tears away. “I’m sorry.”
He grabbed me and pulled me to him. “Ivy, I wasn’t angry with you. I was mad that I wasn’t there with you when it happened. I was more disappointed that no one was.” His hand ran through my hair. “You could have died.”
I looked up at him, and being closer, I realized he had been crying himself. “I’m sorry. I didn’t know.”
He caressed my cheek. “I know, sweetheart.” He kissed my forehead. “Please promise me not to let it happen. I can’t lose you.” He took a deep breath. “I’m sorry I let you believe I was mad at you.”
“I promise I won’t let it happen again. At least not intentionally next time.”
“Are you saying you intentionally reached your bottom?” His eyebrows raised.
“No. Maybe. Yes.”
“Ivy.” He didn’t look amused.
“I wanted to push my limits. I didn’t know what would happen if I reached the bottom. I figured I would pass out as I had before.”
“Gods, woman. I swear you will be the death of me.” He smiled before he kissed me.
I unclasped my cloak before wrapping my arms around his neck and jumping up to wrap my legs around him. Smiling against my lips, he grabbed my ass before walking us to the bed. Our clothes quickly found their way off our bodies.
He kissed my collarbone before laying down next to me and pulling me to him. I gave him a confused look, and he kissed my forehead. “I want to lay here and cuddle with you. I want to be with you, Ivy.”
A yawn escaped my lips as I pressed my head to him. “And you need your rest, princess.” I hated that it was so obvious how exhausted I was. Being enveloped in his warmth and scent didn’t help either. I suddenly found it hard to keep my eyes open. I came off an emotional high, and my body started to crash. I realized that emotions were the only thing that had kept me going since I woke up. “Absolutely no magic tomorrow. You need to give your body some time to recover.”
I looked up at him. My eyelids were starting to get heavier. “That’s not fair.” Sleep found me for a brief moment before I jerked awake. I tried to fight it—the sleep and no magic thing. But I knew he was right. I needed a day of no magic to recover. There was little fight left in me; I’d quickly fallen asleep.
[image: image-placeholder]Elliot wasn’t joking when he said no magic. He made me remove the disguise magic from my ears the night before. It was something I kept in place once Runa and Imis taught me and told me about hiding my ears in the city. But the magic around my ears sort of became part of me. I wasn’t actively aware it was there. Little did he know I had to keep my magic active for the day to hide my birthmark.
Elliot had his hand on the small of my back as we maneuvered through the markets in Caldor. It was all wonderful. The city center and surrounding streets were filled with vendors selling everything I imagined. The city center was decorated similarly to the ball—with garlands of greenery and flowery mixes. It was spectacular. There was live music with people dancing and children running around. Everyone was happily celebrating the Interval of Snow.
We stopped in front of a baker selling fresh baked goods. Everything smelled divine and steamed, fresh out of the oven from a nearby bakery. I looked up at Elliot, and he waved his hand before us, “Get anything you’d like.” He smiled before leaning down and softly kissing me. His smile was genuine, and he looked happy and at ease. I felt the same way with him.
I got a cinnamon roll—my favorite pastry, and a croissant. We walked through the crowd to find an open bench. We sat for a while and talked and ate our food. Once I finished eating, I rested my head on Elliot’s shoulder. He laced his fingers through mine and held my hand. “Well, what do you think?”
I tilted my head to look up at him, and there was a sparkle in his eye. “It’s lovely, Elliot. Thank you for bringing me. Everyone here looks so carefree and happy.”
He pressed his lips to my forehead. “And are you happy?” I hadn’t put much thought into it. I was happy. My life these past few months had changed. At one point, Imis and Runa started to feel like family. They helped me train and took care of me. And Elliot, well, I felt safe with him. I felt different with him than I ever did with Raine, and I couldn’t describe it. But I think it was because I started to feel at home with him.
“Yeah, I think I’m finally truly happy.” 
We sat there for a while. We listened to music, and I watched families playing, children playing with other children, and something in my heart ached. I never understood why my father wasn’t around, but I started to suspect it was to keep me safe. I longed to have both my mother and father and grow up in a family as other children in my village did. I hoped I might have a family, raising kids with a husband one day. I whispered, so no one around us could hear, “Elliot, tell me about mates.”
He squeezed my hand. “What do you want to know, sweetheart?”
I closed my eyes. “My mother and father were mates. I don’t know who my father is, but I know he’s out there.” He ran his thumb over the top of my hand. “I know the mate thing is why I feel so drawn to you and your need to want to protect me. I didn’t know if I wanted to accept it. My parents did and look where it got them. My mother is dead, and I’ve never met my father. I don’t want to get hurt, Elliot, but what happens if I accept it?”
“What was your mother’s name?”
“Her name was Lily.” I held the lily at my neck in my fingers.
His hand tensed around mine. “That’s why you have that necklace.” I nodded in response. “Ivy, I don’t know why your parents weren’t together if they were mates. But after finding your mate, you never want to leave them.” He paused before continuing, “I will never force you to accept me as your mate. But, if you did, the mating bond would kick in. We’d be more attuned to each other and could sense each other’s feelings. Nothing would be hidden between us.”
I took in all that he said. How painful was it for my parents to leave one another? Did my father still love my mother, or did he force himself to move on? With Elliot, as much as I knew I had fallen for him, I couldn’t accept him as my mate. Not with my secrets. I couldn’t have him knowing that I was Stamoran. But if he did, I wouldn’t want to put him in danger because of it. It was safer for the both of us if he didn’t know.
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Mirror

Ivy


It was the last day of the Interval of Snow, the solstice, and last day of the year. And my day of birth. 
There was a full moon two nights ago. The full moon of Straxius was the last of the year. My magic was thrumming through me. I didn’t tell Elliot. I hadn’t used my magic since he told me not to. I couldn’t have Elliot thinking my magic was completely back due to celestial events such as a full moon. It was the solstice, my magic asked to be released. With the recent full moon, the solstice, and becoming of age, my magic felt different.
I wanted nothing to do with my it that day or anyone. I sat in bed against the headboard with my knees to my chest. I didn’t want to do anything. Typically, I would celebrate the solstice and my day of birth together. In the past, I enjoyed the village celebrations with my mother, Raine, and Grams when I was a child.
Elliot, Imis, Runa, and Caldor had all started to feel like home. I felt like I belonged. But I couldn’t help but feel empty inside that day. I mourned the lost future I had and the memories I once lived with them, and most importantly, I mourned them.
At one point, Imis had stopped by my door to ask if I wanted to join her in the city. She loved parties and celebrations, and it was no surprise she would want to be there. I told her I wouldn’t join her and wasn’t feeling well. She left me alone without any questions. As for Elliot, I wasn’t sure what he was doing, but I assumed he would join Imis at the celebrations. That meant I had the whole house to myself.
After sitting in bed for a while, I got up and moved to the library. I sat in what had become my chair in front of the fireplace. I hugged my knees to my chest and closed my eyes, listening to the crackling of the fire.
“Come on, Ivy!” Raine was dragging me along. He was in a hurry to get somewhere. We had headed away from the celebrations and toward the forest surrounding the village.
I hesitantly followed. I knew I was safe with Raine, but I had no clue what he was up to. “Where are we going? I’m exhausted after all that dancing.” I stopped walking for a moment as everything around me started to swirl. “And had too much to drink as well.”
Raine picked me up and held me in his arms as I wrapped my arms around him, nuzzling my head into his neck. He was my best friend and had been ever since we had lessons together as children. That was nearly ninety years ago. We’d only recently reached our adult years equivalent to humans. It was my 96th day of birth—only four more years of freedom before I needed to decide on a profession.
I inhaled Raine’s scent and held on to him as he walked us into the forest. If I was being honest with myself, something had changed, and I felt more for Raine. I thought he felt the same. We’d been flirting a lot more, but nothing had ever happened. I wanted more with him and only hoped it was the same for him.
He stopped walking and set me down on my feet. I looked around. We were in a small clearing where Raine set candles up, and they twinkled under the night sky. I looked at him, and he had a huge, genuine smile. “What is this?”
He took my hand and led me toward the wool blankets on the ground. With all the snow on the ground, there were enough blankets to keep us warm. I was primarily worried about him. I wasn’t bothered too much by the cold that night. We sat down on the blanket, and he laid back. “Lay down and look up at the sky.” I did as he said, and I looked up. The night sky was filled with millions of stars, and I was in awe. He whispered, “To a new year and until another day of birth.” He grabbed my hand and squeezed it.
I turned my head toward him, and he looked at me instead of the sky. “Why all this, Raine?”
He reached his hand out and tucked a piece of my silver hair behind my ear. “I wanted to get us away from the village and celebrations. I wanted to spend the rest of your day of birth with you.”
I sat up. “It’s too much. You shouldn’t have.” I felt him sit up next to me. “I enjoy spending time with you, but I would have been fine celebrating with the rest of the village, like any other year.”
“I wouldn’t get the chance to do this then,” he stated. Before I asked what that meant, he turned my head, so I faced him, and he gently kissed me. Shocked at first, I eventually kissed him back. He gripped my neck and pulled me to him, deepening the kiss. I parted my lips for his tongue. The kiss quickly became one of desperation, and we both started taking clothes off.
Neither of us cared that it was freezing out and snow was on the ground. We both needed each other.
I opened my eyes as the liquid pooled up in the corner of my eyes. That day of birth with Raine was one of the best. It was our first kiss and our first time having sex together. I knew I moved on with Elliot, but Raine would always have a piece of my heart. I would always love him. He was my best friend and my first lover. The first tear fell down my cheek, and I used the back of my hand to wipe it away.
A smooth and familiar voice sounded from behind me. “Runa told me today was—” 
Before he finished talking, I turned around and glared at Elliot. I knew what he was about to say, and I didn’t want to hear it. There was a reason I didn’t tell him or Imis. I shouldn’t be surprised that Runa knew. She seemed to know everything.
“I want to be alone, Elliot. Please.” I turned back to the fire, hoping he didn’t see the tears that had started to roll down my cheeks moments before. I lifted my hand and went to close the door with my magic, but Elliot stopped it from closing.
I sensed him getting closer. I should figure he wouldn’t let me be alone. I knew I didn’t want to be alone but was unsure what I wanted. All I knew was I wished to be with Raine and my mother.
“You should be celebrating today, Ivy. It’s your day of birth, especially your coming of age.” He walked around the chair and stood in front of me. I didn’t look up at him.
“Celebrating what exactly, Elliot?” I looked up at him with the tears slowly coming from the corner of my eyes. “Celebrating all that I’ve lost this year? That I’m the reason my mother is dead? That I’ll never get to see her or Raine again? I don’t want to celebrate. It doesn’t feel right.” 
Would celebrating my day of birth ever feel right? My mother sacrificed herself and I had to walk away from my first love. I knew that pain would get easier, it had on most days. But on days like my day of birth where traditions had been built, I couldn’t help but mourn those lost traditions. I never wanted to forget them, but maybe when it didn’t hurt so much, I could create new ones. 
He knelt before me and cupped my cheeks, wiping the tears away. I tried to pull my face away from him, but he didn’t let go. He whispered, “Ivy.” I started to see the emotion fill his eyes. “I didn’t,” he paused, seeming lost for words. “I know it’s been a tough year for you but look at all you have accomplished. You’ve met me, Imis, and Runa. You’ve gained control over your magic.” His thumb caressed my cheek. “You don’t have to celebrate, but at least let me stay with you. I want to spend today with you.”
I slowly nodded. He stood back up and reached a hand out to me. I put my hand in his, and he helped me out of the chair. Once standing, he pulled me to him and wrapped his arms around me. I buried my head in his chest and breathed his scent in. I didn’t understand how he knew, but I needed that. My heart ached for my old home, even though I’d found a new one. “It’s still okay to mourn what you lost.” He ran a hand through my hair. “But never feel guilty for finding a new happiness.” The tears came back. I lifted my head to look at him. “They will always be part of you, Ivy.” He rested his hand on my heart and it pounded. “No one, no thing, and no place will ever replace that. All you can do now is heal, move on, and make new memories.”
His words hit my heart deeply, filling some of the void there. What new memories would be made? Would I make them with him, Imis, and Runa? 
Did I want to make memories with Elliot? I knew that the attraction and pull I felt toward him was likely the mate thing. But was it more than that? He was handsome and sexy. More importantly, he was so calm and patient with me. He helped bring me back to the present when I was lost in my own mind. 
Maybe it wouldn’t be the worst thing to give in to the attraction and discover what was between us beyond the mate thing. I began to fall for him, I needed to allow myself to fall the rest of the way. 
“Elliot.” It came out breathless.
“Yes, princess?”
My eyes searched his. My hands moved from around his back to around his neck. 
I felt guilty in realizing I started to fall for another man, but I wasn’t replacing Raine or Neverwood. I found my new home. I realized that I wanted that to be with him. My heart pounded, and I was sure Elliot felt it. “Kiss me.”
He smiled, and he leaned down and kissed me. His arms wrapped around my lower waist, pulling me to him. I deepened the kiss, wanting and needing more of him.
It didn’t take long for an interruption. That one came in the form of my stomach growling. Elliot pulled back and looked down at me. There was a speck of concern in his eyes. “You haven’t eaten anything, have you?” I shook my head. He rested his forehead on mine. “You need to eat more.”
I groaned. He was right. I got caught up in working in the greenhouse or magic that I sometimes forgot to eat. “It’s not a big deal. I’ll eat later.” 
He let out a soft growl, and it surprised me. Shit, was all part of the protective bullshit that came with the mate crap?
“Ugh, why do you care? I promise I’ll eat later.” Even if my stomach was growling, I didn’t care. All I cared about was the man standing in front of me. And there was an odd need, no desire, to feel him inside me. 
He leaned down and playfully nipped at my ear. His whisper was deep and throaty, “You know the answer to that, princess.” Moisture started to pool between my thighs, and I couldn’t help but press my chest against him. He kissed the sensitive spot on my neck before scrapping his teeth against it. I felt his length against my stomach as he pressed himself into me. “You need to eat first.
He started to pull back from me, but I kept myself pressed against him. I looked at him and pouted my lips. “I’ll eat after you fuck me. I want you now,” I whined.
He tried to look serious, but it broke as he smirked. “What if I told you I brought you back a cinnamon roll from the city?” He knew they were my favorite, but my need for him was more significant than my favorite pastry.
“Do you really think I’d pick a cinnamon roll over you?”
He shrugged his shoulders, “It was worth a try.” His hands moved down to my sides.
“If I recall correctly, there was a point when you practically promised to fuck me in this library.” I kissed him, and at the same time, his control broke. He kissed me back desperately as his hands gripped my ass and lifted me. I wrapped my legs around him before my back was pressed against the nearest bookshelf.
He rubbed himself against me, and I moaned against his lips. I needed more, and I needed no clothes between us. I pulled at his bottom lip before pulling his tunic over his head and tossing it to the floor. I looked at his chest and smiled, slowly running a finger up and down it.
My tunic was removed quickly after his. He grabbed my legs, unwrapped them from him, and slowly set them on the ground before he knelt before me. I looked down at him and scrunched my eyebrows. “You may not want to eat, but I do.” He smiled before removing my pants and undergarments, leaving me bare.
“Elliot,” I let out breathlessly. He looked up at me as he spread my thighs, lifting one over his shoulder. He ran a finger over my clit, and I moaned before arching my back.
“Princess, you’re so wet.” He kissed my inner thigh before he ran his tongue over me. He groaned against me. “And so addicting,” he said before digging back in. His tongue circled my clit before flicking it.
I put my fingers in his hair and pulled him closer to me, needing more. He answered by sliding two fingers into me. I cried out as his fingers hit the right spot. He pumped his fingers in and out of me as his tongue assaulted my clit. He lifted my other thigh onto his shoulder, my weight entirely supported by him.
I grabbed onto his hair more as I reached my climax. I tried to hold on for as long as I could, enjoying the feeling of his fingers and tongue. “Come for me, princess.” I let go, my body tensed, and my thighs pressed against his head as I screamed his name. My eyes rolled back, the pleasure coursing through my body. My magic coursed alongside my pleasure, wanting to be released, but I managed to hold it in.
Elliot slowed his pace as I came back down. He slowed, removed his fingers, and his tongue lapped up the rest of my climax. He pulled back and looked up at me while putting his fingers in his mouth, sucking me off them. It sent moisture right back between my thighs. Gods, the man who knelt before me was handsome, and something simple as licking myself off his fingers turned me on.
He placed my feet back on the ground, and I wasn’t sure how to stand. Elliot supported me as he stood back up. He put a hand on my cheek. “I’ll never get enough of you.” He kissed me, pressing his tongue into my mouth. I tasted myself on his mouth, but I didn’t mind.
He blinked us to the desk in the library and turned me around, pushing me down onto it. My breasts pressed into the wood. Before I asked what he was doing, Elliot removed his pants. He rubbed his dick through my wetness, and a moan slipped past my lips. I ground my hips into him. I needed to feel him in me. I begged, “Please.”
He kept teasing me. “Always so impatient.” I whimpered. I went to turn my head to look back at him, and that’s when I met his gaze in the tall mirror next to the desk. I realized he picked that desk because of the mirror. He wanted to watch as he fucked me. That only turned me on more. His eyes were set on me, but his face had a seductive smile. He knew what he was doing to me.
I tried to back into him, but he pressed a hand to my back, holding me firmly in place. I rasped, “E-Elliot.”
He leaned over and whispered in my ear. “Yes?”
“I need,” I paused, not wanting to admit or beg for him.
With one hand, he grabbed my hair, tugging it to reveal my neck. I expected the bit of pain of my hair being tugged to hurt, but instead, it felt fantastic. He nipped my neck while he pushed the tip of his dick into me before removing it, continuing to rub along my clit. The desire was pooling, and I felt it drip down my thighs. I was ready to combust from his teasing and under the weight of him pinning me to the desk. My whole body trembled under him. “I need you,” I finally admitted.
He pulled back, his warmth and weight leaving me before he grabbed my hips and slammed into me. I screamed out as he filled me. My hands grabbed onto the nearest item they could. He pulled out before thrusting back into me, burying deep in me. It wasn’t long before I reached my climax, but before I could, Elliot grabbed my hair and pulled me to him, my back pressed to his chest.
He wrapped a hand around my throat and held me to him. He shifted us and sat in a chair in front of the mirror. I was on his lap, with him inside me. He spread my legs and forced me to look in the mirror. “I want you to see how well you take my cock. To see me fill you with my come and it to drip out of you. I want you to see me take you, so you know you are mine, princess.” He growled in my ear before he started to fuck me. That time it was hard. He gripped my neck, ensuring I watched as he fucked me. I watched as I took all of him, as his dick slid in and out of me, my pleasure coating him.
His free hand wrapped around me and found my clit. He buried his head in my neck as he started to rub my clit. The pleasure quickly built up. Without thinking it was possible, he thrust deeper and rubbed my clit harder, sending me over the edge. My hand shot back, grabbed his hair, and I moaned. I tensed around him, and he followed me over the edge, coming along with me.
He kept going, chasing a second orgasm. He lifted his head to look at me in the mirror. The evidence of our first orgasms was there. As promised, his come was dripping out of me and down his cock. I swallowed at the sight, more turned on. I didn’t think it was possible but watching in front of the mirror drove me crazy with lust. I kept a hold of his hair as he kept slamming into me.
The second orgasm followed shortly after the first. The second was more intense, and my magic thrummed along the pleasure. Lost in the pleasure, my magic started to slip out of me. Tendrils of shadows seeped from my fingers and twirled around us. Elliot thrust a few more times before he came in me. “Fuck, Ivy,” he groaned.
His thrusts slowed down, carrying us both down from the highs. My magic started to recede into me. Once we were both seemingly back in our bodies, he let go of my neck, and I relaxed back into his chest, breathless. He pressed a soft kiss to my neck. My body thrummed with pleasure and tried to process what had happened.
My gaze flicked back to the mirror, and I saw him watching me. He slowly lifted me, removing himself from me before he stood us both up. He turned me around, pulled me to him, and crashed his lips to mine.
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Chapter 22







Storm Fury

Ivy


It was the early afternoon of the 13th of Nitn. I sat in the library, with a fire crackling in the fireplace. There was snow on the ground, but it had started melting about a week prior. That night was a full moon, meaning I would lock myself up in my bedroom to avoid Elliot and Imis. I never explained why I needed to stay indoors or alone during the full moons. I blamed it on being exhausted and wanting to stay in. 
The last few months had been crazy and wonderful. I’d trained with Elliot, Runa, and Imis. I snuck out to train my Terra and Sol magic. I improved at using a sword during my training with Elliot. I learned how to create larger barriers around myself. I’d managed to create barriers out of darkness, light, and water. I hadn’t explored what type of barriers could be made with other magics. 
Things with Elliot had been good. We had a lot of fun together. On our days off, we’d go into Caldor and walked around the markets. The sex had been great. After my day of birth, something changed between us. The up and downs that existed before were no longer. I hadn’t accepted the mate thing, but Elliot never pushed me about it.
I decided to spend the rest of the day in the library before heading to my room for the night. I wanted to learn more about the three swords that could kill me. Since I was more comfortable and in control of my magic, it was time I understood the swords, knew what they looked like, and who had them. Runa only mentioned that they were linked to the Forgotten War.
I decided to start with the Forgotten War and quickly found a book. It was tucked back in the corner of the library with many old books. The book was much older and different from the other books I’d read on the Forgotten War.
I relaxed in the chair as I opened the book. The first few chapters described why the Forgotten War happened—the Eathials, Lunarians, and Solymns felt threatened by the Old Races. They feared the power they had with being able to weave magic and manipulate it. The three groups of fae came together to hunt and kill the Old Races. The war was primarily fought on Oblitus Insulae. All of that information I knew, based on what Runa had told us.
I looked outside and had plenty of time, so I kept reading on. The war naturally favored the outcome of the Old Races. They were more powerful, but metal on Oblitus Insulae that formed when the Old Races came to Asteris was thought to be a way to kill off the rest of the Old Races. Aeden Graywood knew that as he himself was a Stamoran. He was a master blacksmith, but as part of the Old Races, he understood their time in the realm was over. Their duties to the Gods had been fulfilled.
He created three swords that could be used to kill the Old Races. A wound with monmyx could not heal through magic—it was their weakness. To forge with the monmyx, Aeden had to infuse magic into the swords while he forged. He only managed to make three swords and gift them to the three Kingdoms of Ellatiel before being murdered. He was the only one who knew how to forge with the metal.
The three swords, often called the Forgotten Trove, had long since been forgotten in the testament of time. Stories often said that they had been lost or destroyed throughout time.
The first sword, Stormfury, was gifted to the reigning family of the Kingdom of Apricus. Three emeralds were at the sword’s base, joining the hilt. The largest one was centered and surrounded by metal vines. The two little emeralds were oval with points on the ends, looking like eyes as they were aligned above the larger stone. The rest of the hilt was wrapped in brown leather.
I closed the book, unable to go further after reading about the first sword. Elliot’s sword looked exactly like Stormfury was described. His sword didn’t look thousands of years old, but it was magic. I had yet to see any magic on the sword itself, unless the Old Races weren’t able to detect the magic on the swords.
But if his sword were Stormfury, he’d either stolen it or was part of the royal family in the Kingdom of Apricus.
I quickly stood up and walked toward a self that contained books on the royal families of Ellatiel. I grabbed the book of the Kingdom of Apricus and flipped through it frantically. King Ulrod Floralei had been reigning over Apricus for five hundred years. The next in line was Prince Elliot Floralei.
I dropped the book. That couldn’t be a coincidence. The only reason he had that sword was that was his. It’d been in his family since the Forgotten War passed down from generation to generation to the heir next in line.
I looked outside, and it was late afternoon. I turned and stormed out of the library, looking for Elliot. Prince Elliot. Was I fucking falling in love with the Prince of Apricus? That was worse than being in love with an Elder’s son. A Prince couldn’t love a commoner like me.
I found Elliot in his study. It was the one place in the house where I stayed away from, but right then, I was furious with him and didn’t give a shit.
I pushed open the door and walked into his office. Elliot’s eyes widened. “Ivy?”
“What the fuck, Prince Elliot?” I screamed in response. His eyes widened more. “When were you going to tell me? Obviously not after we fucked.” He winced at that, the color draining from his face. My face was heated and red and my fists were clenched beside me. He was silent as I waited for him to answer my question, then it clicked.
“You weren’t ever going to tell me, were you? You’re the fucking Prince of Apricus, and I’m nothing, is that it?” I felt the tears run down my cheeks as he stood from his desk. I took a step back. “Gods, I was so stupid. I started to fall in love with you, but I was nothing to you.”
“Ivy, I wanted to tell you. I didn’t want you to lose control of your magic. You have insecurities about not feeling enough for who you’re with.” His voice was steady and calm. How the fuck could he be calm? I discovered who he was.
“Control? Do you want to see control?” I didn’t give him any chance to reply before I slipped into his mind. “Oh, fuck you. I’ve been training without anyone and have perfect control over my magic now.” I slipped back from his mind. His jaw dropped. I’d never done that to him. I’d never once slipped into his mind.
I held out my palms and summoned all three magic pillars: darkness, fire, and water.
He took a step back from me as his jaw dropped. “That’s not possible.”
I turned to walk out of his office. “Well, it is, and I can control it.” I let my words bite and used the wind slam his door shut as I left his office. After discovering who Elliot was, I felt the urge for revenge return. I felt the power curse through my veins. Fuck Elliot, fuck the house, fuck the city.
[image: image-placeholder]I reached my bedroom and walked inside, slammed, and locked the door behind me. As soon as I entered the room, I put up a barrier that blocked anyone from blinking or fading in and walking through. At least I learned something valuable during my time there.
I didn’t have many belongings but gathered them, shoving them into a bag. I couldn’t stay there. I looked out the window and it was almost dark. That was when it dawned on me, “Shit.” It was a full moon, and I couldn’t be outside.
I had to leave in the morning. I’d be gone before anyone else was awake. As soon as the sun broke the horizon, I would be gone.
I stayed up all night, looking out the window, waiting for the sun to rise. I sat on the bed, hugging my knees. My bag was packed. Elliot hadn’t bothered trying to come to talk to me since I confronted him, which was good because who knew what I would do if I faced him. I was pissed off. He was probably trying to process everything that I said and did. Then it dawned on me that I had a barrier up, so he couldn’t come to see me if he wanted to.
It clicked that I showed him I tapped into all three magic pillars. That was stupid of me. Fuck. And he had the sword that could kill me if he found out what I was.
Shit. Fuck. Shit. 
Why did I let my anger get the better of me? 
I got up and started pacing around the room. Every time I passed across the moonlight in the window, my skin shimmered, and I felt my magic pulse through my veins. Ugh, I wish it weren’t the night that Eltaria was a full moon. I needed to leave.
I couldn’t stand to be around him, and if he figured out what I was, I was dead. How was I so stupid and so blind? I was Stamoran, and he had the one thing that could kill me, and I wouldn’t be able to heal quickly. I’d been hiding my lies from him but thought I loved him. I could live a long, happy life with him if I were smart about it.
But showing all my magic in his study was stupid. He suspected after the ball when I healed the Captain. I completely controlled it but didn’t control my anger, and I wanted to prove it to him. I didn’t know what I wanted to prove: maybe I was better than Prince Elliot.
I paced the room as the sun finally rose. I quickly grabbed my bag and quietly left my room and house. Walking through the house, I took a glance at all that was higher craft and from wealth beyond that of a Lord. It all made sense.
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Chapter 23







Fated One

Elliot


It had been months, and we had no idea who the Stamoran girl was. We were under two weeks away from the Interval of Life. The months had started to get warmer, and very little snow remained on the ground. 
I had hoped to find the girl by then. If we hadn’t found her, I doubted the Magic Reformers had either. During the snowy months, they had stepped back with demonstrations in the city’s center. They had since pulled most of their group out of the Ronan Outpost. Unfortunately, most had returned to Caldor. I’d gotten word that some had been seen in nearby villages or scattered throughout Ksara. Something told me that they believed she was within Caldor.
I had my men searching the whole city. We’d come up empty-handed. We knew we were looking for a girl with silver hair, about one hundred years old, and with a crescent moon birthmark. Magic couldn’t hide their birthmarks. Ivy was the only woman I knew of that met most of that description, but she was Lunarian. I’d become well acquainted with her body the past few months, and there was no birthmark.
As I thought of Ivy, she burst into my study. She looked furious, and it made my dick hard. That was, until she said what she said. My face dropped. She screamed “When were you going to tell me? Obviously not after we fucked.”
The color drained from my face. Fuck, how the hells did Ivy find out? She wasn’t supposed to know, at least not while we were in Caldor. I didn’t answer her. I could barely think of what to say or how to respond. I loved her, but I knew if she found out, it would destroy her.
“Gods, I was so stupid. I started to fall in love with you, but I was nothing to you.” She paced in front of my desk.
I stood up and tried to walk toward her, but she stepped back. “Ivy, I wanted to tell you.” I rubbed my hand down my face. “I didn’t want you to lose control of your magic. You have insecurities about not feeling enough for who you’re with.” It was partly true.
“Control? Do you want to see control?” Before I answered, she slipped into my mind, telling me that she’d been training without anyone. As quickly as she entered, she left my mind. I looked at her with wide eyes as she raised her palms. She held darkness, fire, and water within them—all three pillars simultaneously.
She quickly stormed out of my study, making a show of using wind to slam the door behind her. I stood there, stunned. I’d suspected she healed the Captain, but I started to think it wasn’t true. The healing and wind, on top of her Luna magic—she could do it all. All three pillars of magic. She used them all at once and with precise, perfect control.
No wonder why she’d been so exhausted. She’d been sneaking off and training with Terra and Sol magic. Not only did she have access to all three pillars, but it seemed like she could cast all magics. That was unheard of. 
Unless… I shook my head. No, it couldn’t be. I didn’t have time to ponder on it more. 
I decided to go after Ivy. I couldn’t let her leave. I went to blink into her room, but I landed in my study, unable to blink into her room. I quickly ran there, trying to open her door but had no luck. I’d only seen barrier magic in the castles and palaces of the kingdoms. It was ancient magic, preventing anyone from blinking or fading in or out of. But that barrier wasn’t letting me walk in.
I needed answers. There was only one reason someone had that kind of magic.
I blinked into the library and saw a book on the ground. It was the book containing my family’s information, and I saw another book on the desk opened to a page about Stormfury. How the fuck did she know about Stormfury? Fuck.
I ditched those books and frantically looked through the books on the shelves, looking for a specific one. I knew the ancient book was there. I brought it along with me when I came to Caldor. Like the sword, I was responsible for protecting it. I searched before finally finding the book bound in black leather.
I opened to the first page. Most of it was written in the old language, which I mostly understood. What caught my eye was the author’s name: Thoth Graywood. I never noticed the name, but the names were very familiar. 
Thoth was the God of Luna and Graywood was the name of the blacksmith of the three swords. I had never seen the two names together before. I dismissed it, figuring it wasn’t as important compared to the other bit of information I wanted to confirm. I opened the book and looked for a specific story. Finding it, I read through it, ending with “born of Lily and Moons.”
I didn’t continue reading on, knowing most of the story. That detail was so vague. We assumed it meant a baby born surrounded by lilies under two full moons. Legend had it that people would gather around lilies anytime both moons were full at the same time, but no baby was ever born. I understood it wasn’t about where the baby was born but to whom. Lunarians were the fae of moons with moons magic, and she was born of Lily.
The rest of the story told of the fates giving the child all three magics. Three magics could consume her and destroy her if she wasn’t ready to embrace who she was.
I leaned against the nearest wall as I too in all of it. Ivy was the Fated One. My heart started to pound in my chest. The only person who could confirm that, the one who seemingly knew everything, was Runa.
Without a second thought, I faded to Runa’s, and slammed the book on the table before her. Runa’s eyes widen with surprise as she saw the book and reached out to touch it gently. That confirmed she knew what the book was. “It’s her, isn’t it?” I asked, knowing the answer.
Runa’s attention finally landed on me. “Yes, your mate is the Fated One.” I slumped down in an open chair. Fuck. She placed a hand on my knee. “You are the one foretold to protect her.” She paused and looked around the room. “All we know is that she is the Fated One. The story in the book is foretelling. Fates change. There are multiple paths to be taken to achieve the same outcome.”
My heart started to hurt as reality sank in. I mumble, “Including death.” She squeezed my knee; her eyes reflected my same emotion. “I can’t lose her, Runa. I just found her.”
“I did too, Elliot. I’ve been waiting a long time for her, and before you ask what that means, you are not ready.”
I looked down at her arm and noticed the birthmark on her wrist. At her age, I made out the crescent moon shape. I looked back up at her. “You’re a Stamoran,” I said it with conviction but caution.
She calmly nodded. I had a sword that could kill her, but she had started to feel like family to me. I could never bring myself to kill her. “Do you know who the Stamoran girl is that the Reformers are looking for?”
She looked at me briefly before answering, “Your father wants you to kill her, doesn’t he?” I nodded. “I will not tell you who she is. In time, you will find out.”
I leaned back in the chair. “I fucked up, Runa. Ivy found out who I am. She’s put a barrier around her room.” Runa smiled. “What?”
“How did she find out?”
“She put a few things together after finding out about Stormfury in a book.”
Her smile only grew. “She’s smart, Elliot. She’s stubborn and short-tempered.” Her smile dropped. “Wait, a barrier? Are you sure?”
“Positive, there was no way in. I couldn’t blink or walk in.”
Her eyes widened. “That’s not possible.” She shook her head. “She doesn’t have that kind of power yet.”
“Yet?” I raised an eyebrow.
“She only just learned how to control her magic. She’s not strong enough for barrier magic.”
I stood up and started pacing in the sitting room. “How much do you know of her magic?”
Runa watched me. “She’s mainly been practicing with her Luna magic. She’s practiced Sol and Terra here and there with me some.” I stopped pacing and looked at her. “But she’s stubborn.”
“She’s been training on her own, Runa.” I looked away and ran a hand through my hair. “She reached her bottom once.”
Runa stood up and looked frantic. “What? When? That foolish girl. She could have died!”
“It was when she first learned magic. She said she pushed for the bottom of her magic. Knowing what I know, she pushed with all three pillars, so she didn’t pass out as she had before.”
“Foolish, foolish girl. I underestimated her magic. Or her stubbornness. You need to protect her, or she will get herself killed.” She walked and stood in front of me. “If anything goes wrong, and I mean really wrong, you bring her to me immediately.”
She turned and walked to the door leading to her shop. “Now go home. She won’t try to leave tonight but wait up all night for her.” She walked through the door and returned to her shop.
I faded back home and stayed up all night waiting for Ivy.
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Every Last Drip

Ivy


I was about out the door with my stuff before a hand wrapped around my arm and pulled me to a stop. I knew that touch. “Elliot, you need to let me go.” I was angry with him. 
“Ivy, I didn’t mean to hurt you. I never expected to fall in love with you. Loving you makes everything more complicated.” His voice was pained.
I spun towards him and looked up into his grey eyes. He looked exhausted as if he had been up all night. “You don’t get to say anything about love being complicated,” I snarled as I tried to pull my arm away, but his grip was tight. “I’m the one who has lost everyone I loved before, Raine, my mom. I never wanted to love you, Elliot. I can’t survive getting my heart broken again.” I admitted the one thing of which I was afraid.
I felt the warm tears trickle down my cheeks. He removed his hand from my arm, moving it to cup my cheek as he wiped away the tears. 
“I should have told you the truth. I’m sorry I didn’t.” He wrapped his other hand around my waist and pulled me into him. 
“We’re mates! And yet you didn’t think I’d keep your secret safe?” 
He tucked a piece of hair behind my ear. “You haven’t accepted the mating bond yet. I know now I should have told you, Ivy. But as you know, we’ve been hurt before by other fae within Caldor. If the news got out that I was a prince, we’d all be at risk.” 
It made sense. I knew I wouldn’t have told anyone, but was it worth the risk to Elliot to have his secret out there? 
I finally gave in to his warmth relaxed into him, resting my head on his chest. I inhaled the scent of musk and wood and further melted into him. No matter how much I hated that he didn’t tell me he was a prince, I didn’t hate him. I wasn’t capable of hating him. 
He had felt like my safe place these past few months. If he withheld the truth from me, I knew I fell in love with him. The feeling of his arms wrapped around me felt like it was just the two of us.
He released a sigh. “My father sent me here to spy on some human Lords and the government.” I looked up at him and scrunched my eyebrows.
“But why? Do you mean the group you mentioned during the ball?”
“Yes, my father suspects that there were Lords and government officials involved with the Magic Reformers, but it’s turned out to be so much worse than that.”
I slowly wrapped my arms around him and embraced him. “Elliot, I wouldn’t have told anyone.” I looked up at him. “Wait, is Imis really your cousin?”
She appeared from around the corner in the hall. “Unfortunately, yes, I am.” I let out a small laugh.
I looked towards her, “Why are you here with him then?”
“Good question. I guess I wanted to come to check out the human lands and the great city of Caldor. I wanted to see what the hype was all about.” She replied and made it sound simple.
“What about this house?” All of a sudden, I felt a wave of questions come to mind. I wanted to know everything.
“It is Ulrod’s,” Imis answered. 
I let out a loud yawn as I nodded my head. A wave of exhaustion hit me hard.
“By the way, you both look like shit. Did neither of you sleep?” The tone of her voice was harsh but concerning.
“No,” Elliot and I both responded at the same time. Imis shook her head.
“Go get some sleep.”
She didn’t have to tell me twice. I was tired and wanted to sleep for the rest of the day. “Alright.” I let go of Elliot and started to walk toward my room.
“Not so fast.” Elliot came up behind me and picked me up off the ground, holding me with an arm under my legs and another under my back and held me to his chest. He started walking, but towards his room and not mine.
He took me upstairs. I’d never wandered up there before. It was considered his space in the house, and it felt wrong to invade without his invitation. 
The woodwork of the stairs was immaculate, with the railing perfectly carved with what looked like vines and other various plants. The color of the walls heading up towards his room was a cream color that complimented the dark wood accents—like it did in the rest of the house.
He opened the door and walked into his room. My eyes widened in awe. Everything was grand and lavish, like it was meant for a prince. I realized then that it was his home away from the kingdom. The walls were simple—a light grey with a greenish tint. On the center of one wall, there was a lit fireplace. Mounted above the mantle was his sword—which I knew was Stormfury.
Though it was light out, the curtains were drawn over the windows, keeping most of the light out. But I saw well enough with the fire and lit candles around the room. In front of the fireplace was a small seating area, similar to the library. I looked towards his bed. The wood carried throughout the house constructed his bed. The bed frame itself was simple, but the headboard was beautiful. It was made of carved pieces of wood, with swirls radiating from the center. The posts on the side were simple to where the swirls were connected to. On the top part of the headboard, the center was decorated with jewels that were not solid green but looked as if green was spreading in the stones.
Elliot sat me down on the bed. It was more comfortable than the bed in my room. It felt like I floated on feathers. The bedding on the bed was a velvet green. Taking a double look, I realized that the green bedding paired well with the green in the stones on the headboard. Everything looked like it belonged, like it was coordinated. The plants, greens, natural wood look, and neutral tones of colors made sense. He was the prince of Apricus, and from what I’d learned in the library, they were known for their kingdom’s lush green forests and abundance of life and plants. It tied in perfectly with Elliot’s use of Terra magic.
I look up at Elliot as he stood at the end of the bed, looking down at me as I took everything in. “How do I fit into all of this?” I asked as I waved my arm around the room. “I’m a nobody. I’m not meant to be with a prince or any royalty. I wasn’t born for any of that, the fancy stuff.” I looked away from him and wen to pull my legs to me. He stopped me as he put a finger under my chin and lifted me to face him.
“I love you, Ivy. I don’t care where you came from or if you weren’t born of this fancy stuff. It doesn’t matter to me.”
“But you’re the heir for the Kingdom of Apricus—how can you say it doesn’t matter? Aren’t you supposed to marry someone for alliances and political gain and not because of love?” I tried to look away from him. It was too hard to look at him. He cupped both cheeks into his hands and held my head firmly.
He leaned down and kissed my forehead. “My family has never been one to care about arranged marriages or marriages for political gain. My father married my mother because he loved her, and she was like you, Ivy. She didn’t come from anything.” He took a deep breath. “When she died, it broke my father. He lost a part of himself when she passed. He mourns for her, decades later.”
I saw a tear slide down his cheek. I wiped it away with my thumb and caressed his cheek. I saw the pain on his face as he talked about his mother. I whispered, “I’m so sorry, Elliot.” I kept my hand on his cheek, looking into his eyes. His grey eyes looked a little darker than they usually did.
I wasn’t entirely sure what being in love with a prince would involve or what it would look like, but for him, I was willing to trust him. “I love you too, Elliot.
With that, his lips crashed against mine. His kiss was fierce and passionate. I kissed back as desperately. He pulled at my bottom lip with his teeth, drawing a little blood as he released it, breaking the kiss. His hands traveled from my face down the bottom of my tunic as his mouth found my neck. He kissed from my collarbone up to my ear before whispering, “After this, you are mine, and I am yours. I will kill to protect you, Ivy. If you have any doubts, tell me now.”
Something told me that before that moment, I was his ever since the first time we fucked. It was probably the whole mate thing. 
I’d love another before. That love was nothing like what I felt for Elliot, mate or not. I knew I would kill to protect him. Deep down, I knew I didn’t care that he was a prince, only that he lied about it. There were lies between us, ones that I kept. I needed to tell him. It wasn’t fair to lead him on like that. I pulled back from him. “Elliot,” I pause. I was afraid to tell him my biggest secret.
I looked at the sword, a weapon that could kill me if he chose to. No, I couldn’t tell him. I must survive, if not for me, then for my mother, who sacrificed everything for me. If he didn’t use the sword to kill me, it was too dangerous for him to know. I couldn’t ask him to put his life at risk because of me. 
I loved and trusted him, but it was a secret I didn’t think I could ever let anyone find out—for the safety of myself and those I loved. 
Elliot looked worried. “Ivy?” His voice shook. “What’s wrong?”
I looked back at him, realizing I had kept my gaze on the sword. I released a breath. “Elliot, I love you. You will always be mine, and I will be yours.” My lips met his as I pulled him down on top of me.
I wasn’t sure why, but the kiss felt different than the others with him. It felt like it was a bond of promises between two people. I deepened the kiss, flicking his tongue with mine. My hands were entwined in his black hair as his hands were slowly trailing up from my thighs, under my tunic. In one swift movement, he broke away from the kiss and lifted my tunic over my head, exposing my bare chest and stomach.
He leaned back, grinning as he took in the sight. “Oh, come on, it’s not like you haven’t seen it before,” I teased.
“You are beautiful, Ivy. The sight of you will never be anything I get over.” He smiled more. “Besides, this is all mine now. I’m the only man in Asteris who enjoys this view.” I felt my cheeks warm. He ran a finger down from the center of my chest, between my breasts, and down my stomach. He leaned down and sucked my neck before whispering, “The only thing that makes the view better is without these.” As he said that, he pulled off my pants and undergarments.
I propped myself on my elbows and smirked at him. “It’s not fair that you get a sight to enjoy, but I don’t.” I pouted my lip, barely succeeding as I giggled. I sat up and tried to grab his tunic, but he leaned away from me.
“This isn’t about me, princess.” His voice sounded deeper. It made me squirm as I felt the desire for him pool between my thighs. He pressed his lips against mine softly before grabbing my hands and pushing me back to the bed and held my hands above my head. He pulled back and stared into my eyes. “Right now is all about you, understood?” The authority in his voice was sexy, and all I did was nod as I tried to reach up to kiss him. He kept me firm against the mattress. “Let me worship your body. I’ve been waiting a while to do this.”
I wiggled under him. His tone and the words he spoke kept getting to me. His one hand trailed back down my body, while the other kept my hands above my head. I felt goosebumps form on my skin, trailing behind his fingers across my body. My back arched slightly before he used his hand to push against my stomach, forcing my back against the mattress. His hand found its way down to my waist and then my thighs. They ran along the tops of my thighs, and I instinctively clenched my thighs together. He let out a low growl against my ear.
He used his knees to spread my legs apart. “Oh, sweetheart, there’s nothing to hide.” The heat spread across my cheeks.
“It’s not…” I choked up as he slid his finger through my folds. My eyes widen as I looked up at him.
His smile widened. “Oh, what do we have here?” His finger circled my clit. “You are dripping wet.” His voice was barely a whisper as he leaned against my neck. The blush across my face got warmer. “Good thing for you, sweetheart. I am going to claim every inch of you.” With that, he slid a finger into me. A soft moan escaped my lips.
He pumped his finger in and out of me, quickly adding a second. He nibbled on my neck. “Your pussy is so warm and wet, like it wants my cock.” I arched my back, and that time he let me.
“E-Elliot,” I shuddered his name as I moaned. He let go of my hands and placed the free hand under my head to grab a fist full of hair. He pulled my head up and crashed his lips to mine. The kiss was needy, and I returned the same need and want. He kept his fingers steady; each time he slid into me he was a little rougher. Our tongues met each other as we kissed. My back arched more as I tried to push my legs back together, but his knees blocked me. I felt myself reaching my climax and moaned more against his lips. He smiled, pumping his fingers a few more times before pulling them out, preventing my climax.
He broke away from the kiss. “I am going to taste your release.” His lips meet the skin between my breasts as he released my hair and kissed my stomach. As he got down to my waist, he used his hands to spread me more. “Still dripping wet.” He glanced up at me, and I meet his eyes, gnawing on my bottom lip. He leaned down and licked the slickness between my folds with his eyes looking up through his eyelashes.
He grabbed my hip firmly with his hands and pulled me into his face. He devoured me, enjoying every last drip. I grabbed the bedding around me and clung to it. Pleasure was felt from the tips of my toes up my body. His tongue would swirl around my clit before he would nip at it with his teeth, then followed by his tongue inside of me.
My whole body started to tremble as I felt my release coming. “Oh Gods, Elliot!” I screamed as my whole body tensed as I came. I was sure my eyes rolled into the back of my head as I saw stars. He smiled against me as he licked what remained.
Opening my eyes, I looked down at him to find him looking up at me with a smile, his hands on my waist. “Gods, I love you, Ivy.” He came back up, kissing along my stomach before reaching my neck and then my lips. He kissed me, sliding his tongue into my mouth so I tasted myself on him. I moaned against his lips.
It was time for his clothes to come off. While he was distracted kissing me, I found the bottom of his tunic and pulled on it, pulling it up until I couldn’t any longer without breaking the kiss. He broke away for a moment, so I pulled the tunic off. Once the tunic was off, his lips were back against mine, as if he couldn’t get enough of my taste.
Gods, I needed him. I felt my lust build up at the thought of him in me. I wrapped my legs around him, pulling him to me. I felt how hard he was through his pants, and he started to rub against me. I broke away from the kiss and looked up into his eyes. “Elliot, I need you.” The need deep within me kept growing.
He smiled before pulling away from my legs wrapped around him. He stood up off the bed before reaching a hand out to me. I looked at him, confused. “Come here, my love.” I grabbed his hand, and he pulled me up off the bed.
I kept eye contact with him as I unbuttoned his pants and let them fall to the ground. He then removed his undergarments. He put his hands on my ass, lifting me as I wrapped my legs and arms around him. He kissed me as he walked towards the fireplace.
A large, plush brown rug was on the ground in front of the fireplace. He knelt on it and kept his lips against mine. He pulled back, slowly placing me on the ground before he leaned over me. His face had a certain glow from the flicking of the fire. I reached my hand up to his cheek. I felt that Elliot and I belonged together in every inch of my body. I nodded, responding to a silent question that I somehow knew existed between us.
With that, he guided his dick into me. I gasped as I felt him fill me. He rested his forehead against mine before sliding out of me until the tip remained, then he thrusted back in. I wrapped my legs around him, wanting to feel him deeper. I looked up into his eyes, admiring him as he kept thrusting in and out of me. His pace was slow and gentle, but pleasure coursed through my body each time he thrust in.
I took my eyes away from his and let them wander down his body. That’s when I saw the threads between us. His green threads were reaching out to my multi-colored threads with each thrust. I wasn’t entirely sure what was happening—but a magical bond was being created between us while we made love. I realized it was the bond of mates. The threads were weak, and his reached out more than mine, reflecting my resistance to the bond.
I looked back at him and let out a moan. One of his hands grabbed mine, leading it above my head as he interlocked our fingers. I leaned up and kissed him. It was passionate, and he started to thrust a little bit faster and harder. 
With each thrust, I got closer to my climax. I tightened my grasp around him with my legs, pulling him deeper. He pulled away from the kiss and looked intently into my eyes as he groaned. That sound was my undoing. “Elliot, I think I’m—” I moaned out as he thrusted harder. My back arched as I reached my climax, screaming his name while I did. He gripped my hand tighter and slammed into me one last time before releasing inside me.
We were both breathing heavily as he slowly slid out of me. He laid on his back on the rug next to me. I turned my head, looking over at him. I felt complete, whole. I found my happiness. He turned and looked at me as well. “Come here,” he whispered before pulling me to him. I rested my head on his chest, and he ran his fingers through my hair. “I love you, Ivy.”
“I love you too, Elliot.” I couldn’t help but smile more. I heard his heart pound in his chest. I felt safe and secured there with him. I tilted my head so I could look at him. He was looking down at me and smiled about as much as I was. I returned my head to a comfortable position and let my finger rub against his chest, making circles.
“I feel different. I don’t know how to describe it, but I feel whole, Elliot. I’m happy.”
He wrapped his arms around me and held me to him. “But you haven’t accepted the mating bond.” He ran his hand through my hair. “I felt it, you know, just now.”
“When did you suspect we were mates?”
“I knew something was different when I saw you the first time. But when you went missing in Caldor, the protectiveness took over, and I knew that the only reason I was drawn to you and so protective was because you were my mate.” He kissed the top of my head. “I know it freaks you out, especially with what happened with your parents. I won’t push you to accept the bond, but I love you, regardless.”
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Chapter 25







A Simple Sword

Ivy


Elliot was asleep the following day when I woke up. Something changed while we made love yesterday, and it still pulled at me.  
I was hesitant after learning my parents were mates. No matter how much I loved him, I didn’t know if I could do it. I had lost all the loved ones in my life. I knew if I ever lost Elliot, it would potentially destroy me. Something deep in my soul told me if I were mated with him, I wouldn’t be able to survive without him. Losing him scared me, even more, if we were mated. I couldn’t do that to him or myself.
I slowly climbed out of bed, careful not to wake Elliot. I stood at the edge of the bed watched how peaceful he looked while asleep. His face was so relaxed, with his black hair lying perfectly around him. A few strands of hair were stuck to his forehead. Part of me knew I could stare at that man all day, taking in every bit of him, but there was too much on my mind with the thought of mates.
I walked towards the fireplace, mainly to absorb the warmth of the fire. The fire was crackling in the fireplace, and Sol magic kept it lit; I saw the amber aura surrounding it.
I knew that being mates with Elliot meant some sort of future together. I rarely thought much of my future. When I was younger, I would joke around and say that I would marry Raine and that we’d be a family and live happily in Neverwood. If I knew about fates and mates, I would have thought that was Raine.
Deep down, I knew the love with Elliot was different, even if he was a damn prince. If we had a future together, I might be a princess, or a queen, one day. I didn’t know anything about royalty. I wondered if there were any books on royalty etiquette in the library.
The sword mounted above the mantel caught my eye. It was Stormfury, one of the three swords that could kill me. How ironic that my mate held the weapon and power to defeat me.
The sword itself was gorgeous; I’d admit that. The blade was long and made of black metal that was sharp on both edges. At the base of the blade, three green stones were set into the metal. The larger stone was set in the middle, surrounded by metal vines. The two little stones were aligned to the top of the large stone, appearing to give the sword eyes. The rest of the hilt was wrapped in brown leather. The whole sword looked unaged.
My fingers lightly grazed along the metal of the blade. The touch of the cool metal felt different than most other metals I’d encountered before; it was actually painful to touch.
I took a deep breath before focusing on my magic, specifically my sight, as I tried to understand more about the magic in the blade.
I felt it faintly through my fingertips, but I didn’t see the magic on the blade. Maybe magical items were different from typical magic, and I wasn’t meant to see the magic. Or I needed to study it more. A feeling inside me told me I should be able to see it.
I glanced behind me, and Elliot was sound asleep. Turning back towards the sword, I slowly lifted it off the mount, careful to not touch the metal of the blade for long. The sword was rather heavy to hold compared to a typical longsword but felt natural.
I flipped the sword over to look at the other side, which was very symmetrical to the other side, with three stones and a leather-wrapped hilt. I noticed ancient runes on that side of the blade. I noticed a faint green glow illuminating from the ruins. I ran a hand along the ruins and to my surprise it didn’t hurt. I’d never seen runes like these before, but somehow, I recognized them—like they were calling to me. 
“Of destruction or beauty, the Goddess must decide.” Such an odd saying. I didn’t recall there ever being a Goddess, only three Gods.
I focused my magic on the magic of the runes. I wanted to know what it meant or who inscribed them. From what I’d learned, magic had a trail or unique signature from the source. I hovered my hand over the runes, focusing on the reach of my threads to the sword. My eyes snapped shut. 
“One day, all three swords will be united. The blacksmith foretold it.” A man, fae, was talking to two others. He had a familiar face, blue eyes, and silver hair. The other two were fuzzy. The man stopped talking to the other fae and turned. “I see you found Stormfury. You don’t belong here, Ivy. Not yet.”
I was pushed from whatever scene I saw. 
What the fuck happened? I rubbed my temples. It was like I was sucked into the sword somehow, similar to how mind magic works. 
My magic felt drained. How did the man know my name? The magic was ancient, probably thousands of years old. I felt it, but whatever I did drained most of my magic.
“Ivy?” I heard my name called from the bed. I slowly turned around, holding the sword. Elliot was sitting up in bed. He took me in before his eyes fell to the sword in my hands, and his eyes widened. I saw the concern and surprise spread across his face.
Before I said or did anything, Elliot stood before me. “Ivy, how are you holding the sword right now?”
I looked at him and tilted my head. “What do you mean? It’s like any other sword.”
“No, it’s not.”
I flexed my hand to show I wielded it like any regular sword. It felt different to move around, but it felt good.
Elliot’s mouth dropped open. I wasn’t sure if he was scared, impressed, or what he was thinking. “Get dressed and meet me outside, where we train.”
“What?” He leaned in and kissed me and took the sword from me.
“I’ll tell you more after.” He kissed me.
“Ugh, fine. But I’m telling you, it feels mostly like any other sword, heavy, but something about it feels right.” When I held it, it felt only slightly heavier than the swords I used when training. But holding it felt right. It fit my grip and hand perfectly and there was a sort of vibration with it when I held it. 
“Gods, woman,” he murmured. 
I tried to step around him, but he grabbed the back of my neck and kissed me, that time deeper. His lips parted as his tongue ran along my bottom lip, and I melted against his touch. I smiled against his lips as I grabbed the sword from his hands and placed it on the chair to my side.
My hands wrapped around his neck as he grabbed my ass and lifted me. I wrapped my legs around him and felt how hard he was. I broke away from the kiss and looked into his eyes. The worry and concern were gone, replaced with desire.
“Elliot?” My voice was raspy, filled with desire. I wanted something, and that something was his dick inside of me.
It must had been his undoing. Within mere moments, my back was shoved against the nearest wall, my legs wrapped around Elliot. I felt him position himself at my entrance. I ground my hips against him, wanting it. Elliot smiled. “Gods, Ivy. You will be my ruin.”
He slammed his dick into me. I let out a loud moan, enjoying the way his dick filled me. He pulled out before thrusting back in. “Fuck, Elliot.” He let himself go. He leaned down, took a nipple into his mouth, and sucked on it as he kept slamming into me, harder and faster with each thrust. I couldn’t help but scream out with each thrust. From the sounds of skin slapping together to the pictures falling off the wall, I didn’t care how rough or loud we were. It felt so good. I dug my fingernails into his back as I held onto him. In return, each thrust into me was more brutal, rougher. I grabbed onto him harder as I felt myself reaching my climax.
I looked up to the ceiling, screaming his name as I released, muscles contracting around him as he kept fucking me. “Fuck, Ivy!” He yelled out as he slammed into me one last time before releasing himself in me.
[image: image-placeholder]We stood outside in the training circle. It had been starting to warm up, but it was chilly some days, and it was one of those days. In the past day, most of the snow had finished melting. All that remained were a few lumps on the ground where piles of snow had been compacted. With the Interval of Life in a few weeks, snow wasn’t uncommon that late in the season.
The Interval of Life was the week that marked the beginning of the warmer months ahead and the growth and life that came at the end of the cold months. Snow was replaced with growing flowers and other plants. Some would celebrate the coming of warmer days and hope for a good season of wealth and fertility of crops. Some celebrated the fertility of life in other ways.
For me, the Interval of Life was a way to know that with the warmer months approaching, I would get to go out with my mother and grams to the gardens. 
Each family typically had their traditions during the Interval weeks. While my mother and I had no traditions after Grams passed, I liked spending time with her. I was thankful and enjoyed the time with her foraging for plants, specific to each passing season. I would spend time with Raine when I could—and thought about how we’d start our traditions one year.
Elliot was standing right in front of me. “Ivy?” He wore a simple, white tunic untucked from his brown pants. The look was somewhat laid back for him. His hair was tied back in a low bun at the nape of his neck, keeping it out of his face. Stormfury was on his hip.
I shook my head, snapping out of my thoughts. Looking up at him, I responded, “Huh?” I rubbed my eyes.
“What’s on your mind?” He put one hand on my cheek, caressing it with his thumb. My head leaned into his hand, enjoying the comfort and warmth.
“It’s nothing. Was thinking.” I looked down at the ground. I didn’t know what to say, that I was sad that everything I once thought or imagined about traditions was destroyed in one night. My heart still ached for the what-ifs and the future I lost. How did I tell a man I loved that I was heartbroken over the first love of my life and the future I destroyed with him? My fists clenched by my sides. I should be thankful for Elliot, Imis, and all that. I should be happy that I loved Elliot. But I couldn’t help but mourn the future that never happened or the lost loved ones I no longer saw. I held back the tears as I sniffled.
Elliot moved his hand from my cheek, wrapping his arms around me and pulled my head against his chest. He held me tightly against him, one arm wrapped around my lower back, his other hand holding my head to him.
“I love you, Elliot.” I paused. My heart felt whole but broken and heavy at the same time. I lifted my head off his chest and looked up at him. “I’ve lost everyone I’ve ever loved. Two were my fault, and I will always carry that guilt.” I took a deep breath. “But you, Elliot, please never leave. I know deep down in my soul that I’d shatter if I ever lost you.” I knew in my soul and heart that we were bonded, even without the mating bond. I’d felt different; I’d felt complete.
Elliot rubbed my thumb under my eyes, and his forehead rested against mine. “I will never leave you, Ivy. You are my everything, my moons, and my stars.” His voice was so calm and soothing.
“Promise?”
He pulled his head away before cupping my cheek, looking me in the eyes. He kissed me deeply. I loved how he tasted. I kissed him back, sliding my tongue across his bottom lip. He smiled against my lips before pulling away. “I promise, princess.” He leaned down so his lips brushed against my ear as he whispered, “And I promise you will be my Queen one day.”
He took a step back from me, my body instantly missed the heat of his body against mine. He unsheathed Stormfury.
I rolled my eyes, crossing my arms in front of me. “Oh right, I suppose there was a reason you wanted to come out here?” I wasn’t particularly happy to be speaking about it. I hoped we could forget about the whole thing and move on.
He nodded his head, holding Stormfury out to me. “I want to see what you can do with her.”
“She’s a normal sword, nothing special about it.”
“You know that’s not true. If it were normal, it wouldn’t be in a book. That book wouldn’t have described how each kingdom protects such a sword and how the Kingdom of Apricus is responsible for Stormfury. They wouldn’t have helped the fae defeat the Old Races if they were normal swords. If Stormfury was normal, anyone could wield it, not those of the same bloodlines from the original reigning families during the Forgotten War.”
My eyes widen at the part of the bloodline information. How was I able to wield the sword then? I didn’t read much about the swords before discovering who Elliot was, but something told me that the magic in them prevented the Old Races from being able to wield them, as seeing they were weapons forged to destroy them.
He retook a step closer to me, holding out the sword. I took a step back and shook my head.
“It must have been a mistake. I’m not of your bloodline. Maybe it was that once because we are mates.” My voice shook. Why did the man in the sword know my name, though? It was like he knew I would eventually find him, seek him out, but that wasn’t the time. I kept shaking my head.
“It is not a mistake, Ivy. I don’t know how or why you can wield it. Suppose you weren’t able to; you would have been poisoned and killed the moment you picked it up. The sword is protected with dark magic—poisoning anyone who tries to wield it outside my family’s bloodline. Mates are not an exception. They are susceptible to the poison as well. Other royal bloodlines are only bound to their specific swords.” He stepped towards me, closing the gap I tried to keep between us. “Imis cannot wield this sword, as her bloodline is of my mothers, not my fathers.”
My mind returned to the scene with the man talking to the other fae. The man knew my name. He looked right at me. My magic, and the sword, I couldn’t understand what was happening.
I looked up at Elliot, shaking my head. I swallowed hard before speaking, “No, Elliot.” I wanted to tell him it couldn’t be true because I was Stamoran, not Lunarian. I couldn’t possibly be able to wield a magical sword meant to kill my kind. Trusting my heart hadn’t fared well for me before, but I loved Elliot.
“Fine.” It came off harsher than I intended, but I wanted to resolve it. 
I took a step back towards him and grabbed Stormfury. I felt my heart pounding. What I was about to do would either end in me being killed or me being killed. The odds weren’t really in my favor. 
It was the only way to prove to him I was Stamoran and that he, my mate, held one of the only three swords in the realm that could kill me. And I wanted to believe that he wouldn’t use the sword to kill me. But what if he had vows to it or something he had to keep?
What I planned on doing shouldn’t kill me, from what I’d read and heard from Runa, it was a cut that healed at human speed and not with fae healing. 
I took the sword and quickly dragged the blade across the palm of my other hand. The pain was like nothing else I’d felt before. It wasn’t poison, but it didn’t feel like any other cut I’d gotten from a blade before. I wanted to scream, the pain worsening, but I was sucked into a dark place.
“Back so soon, I see. It still isn’t time yet, Ivy.” I looked down at my palm, and it was bleeding, even in there, wherever there was.
“Time for what?” My voice was filled with pain.
“One day, you will learn, but it is too soon.”
“At least tell me who you are then.”
“The name is Aeden. Aeden Graywood. I’d shake your hand, but our blood is powerful here. Now it’s time for you to go back. I recommend you try to get as far away from Stormfury as possible in your state. Your magic will drain quickly, and that wound will heal slowly.”
Before I said or asked anything else, my mind returned to the physical realm. Only mere moment passed, and I looked at my hand, the blade resting where I had sliced myself. My eyes widen at the sight. The blood coming from my hand was normal in color, but the aura of the blood was magic. It was black.
I swayed. The pain only grew. “This is why I can’t,” I mumbled. I needed to get away quickly. I dropped the sword.
“Ivy!” Elliot’s voice started to sound distant, though he stood right before me. I felt him grab my hand and saw the green threads of his magic try to close the wound, only to be absorbed by the black magic. “What the—”
“I need to go.” I pulled my hand away from him, almost falling over as I did so. It started to feel like I floated. I knew I wasn’t dying, but I knew whatever magic was affecting me was affecting me both physically and magically. I tried to fade, thinking of a spot in the forest towards Neverwood.
I only ended up a few paces away from Elliot. My magic was gone. I waited too long to try to use it to get away. I needed to use my feet, but they felt weightless. I didn’t know what direction I went, but I forced my feet to move to keep myself upright. I was sure Elliot would ram the sword through my chest if I didn’t get away.
Something warm wrapped around me. “Ivy, what is happening?” His voice sounded worried, but my only concern was getting away.
I tried to push him away, but his grip around me only got tighter. “Ivy!”
My whole body went completely limp, and everything went dark.
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Chapter 26







In Time

Elliot


I caught Ivy’s body as she went limp. The whole realm started to spin around me. I knelt on the ground, holding her to me, begging my magic to work. Why would she be so foolish to do that with my sword? What was she trying to prove? 
I held her hand in mine, trying to heal the cut, but it kept bleeding. Fuck, Ivy. I couldn’t lose her. I just found her. Slowly, the magic faded around her wrist to reveal a crescent moon birthmark.
Shit! She was Stamoran. Was that what she was trying to show me? That she couldn’t heal from the sword? She shouldn’t have passed out like that. Something was wrong.
I couldn’t hold back the tears anymore. I screamed out as I held on to her. 
Fuck, fuck, fuck. I started to panic. She breathed, but the cut was deep and nasty. That shouldn’t have happened. It didn’t appear to be the poison I mentioned earlier, but legend told of Stamorans getting wounds from the swords and getting away. They were the hardest to track down in the Forgotten War, but a single cut did not kill them outright. It needed to be deadly.
I picked Ivy up, only having one option. I faded us to Runa, landing in her sitting room, holding Ivy in my arms. I looked at Runa as she took us in, worry instantly filled her eyes. “Please,” I begged. She ushered me to the dining room and cleared the table so I could lay her down. “Runa, please. I don’t understand. She shouldn’t be like that from a cut from my sword. It wasn’t deadly.”
Runa took her palm before running off and grabbing supplies. While she did, she yelled back at me, “What happened? Please tell me it wasn’t you, Prince.” She came back out, holding bandages and herbs. Quickly getting to work, she cleaned the wound and applied herbs before bandaging it.
“I didn’t know she was Stamoran. But no, this was all her doing. She tried to prove a point and that she wasn’t able to use my sword.” I stood opposite Runa, holding Ivy’s hand.
Once Runa finished her work, she looked at me. “That foolish girl. She’s really trying to get herself killed.” She walked into the kitchen to wash her hands and then returned, wiping them on her smock. “Wait, how did you not know she was Stamoran? She’s your mate.”
Once I realized that Ivy was stable, I sat in a chair next to the table, holding her hand. “She hid her birthmark. She’s hidden everything.” I rested my head next to Ivy. “And she hasn’t accepted the mating bond. I figured it was because of her parents, but she wanted to keep this from me. Gods, Runa, I was such an idiot.”
Runa sat in a chair. “What do you mean she hid her birthmark? That’s not possible. I can’t—” She stopped mid-sentence. “She probably doesn’t know how to differentiate between the three pillars regarding disguise, blink, and fade magic. It’s the same reason she can make barriers—she has unknowingly learned how to merge all three pillars. I suspect that is why it is so hard for her to learn to blink and fade.”
“But her magic wouldn’t protect her from my sword, right? How can she hold it and wield it?”
She shook her head. “I cannot answer that for you, Elliot. In time, you will both understand. In time, you will learn how three separate fates foretold will intertwine.” She stood up. “Now take her home. She will need rest. The sword drained her magic because she wasn’t ready. She will be in and out of it for almost a week. She needs the power of a full moon to restore her magic.”
“Wait, Runa, how can the bottom of her magic kill her? She’s Stamoran, and they can only die two ways.” I remembered what I read, “Three magics could consume and destroy her.” My eyes widen. “This is greater than being Stamoran.” 
She nodded her head.
“Does it deal with her being the Fated One?” 
“I cannot be the one to answer that. If things are revealed too soon, we risk her magic consuming her, or worse.”
“What do you mean by worse?” 
“She can either save or destroy our realm, the fates don’t foretell which path she will follow. In time as she proves herself, more will be revealed to her, Elliot. We cannot rush these things. Ivy is sensitive, inpatient, but with a large heart, she feels stronger than others. We can’t risk her turning and destroying our realm.” 
I swallowed. It was a lot to take in. I knew the Fated One could go either direction, but I never realized how easily Ivy could go either way. But Runa was right, Ivy was one who felt strongly. She loved fiercely, but she was easily hurt. I didn’t like keeping secrets from her, but I trusted Runa that all would be revealed to Ivy when the fates saw fit. 
[image: image-placeholder]It’d only been a day, but I hadn’t been able to leave Ivy’s side. Imis had checked on me, but all I revealed was that Ivy was sick. Imis was family, but the secret of Ivy’s could never go beyond Runa and us. It was a secret that the fewer who knew, the better. Imis was innocent in all that was happening. I loved her too much to involve her. 
I hadn’t worked, and my men left me alone. There had been no update on the girl. I closed my eyes—100 years old, Stamoran, birthmark. My eyes opened in a flash, and I looked at Ivy, a 100-year-old Stamoran girl. Shit. I’d say it was a coincidence, but the fates were too cruel lately to think that. My father wanted me to kill my mate to prevent the Magic Reformers from having her.
They wanted her because she was the Fated One. Killing her wasn’t the answer; we’ only prevent the inevitable. No one else can discover who she was. She’d be hunted to the ends of the realm, and even then, I didn’t know if I would be enough to protect her.
Of Lily and Moons. The phrase repeated in my mind. If she was Stamoran, then her father was. It fit the moons part. Lily sacrificed herself to ensure Ivy kept living. What if it was because it was beyond motherly love? Ivy would have given herself up in a heartbeat to save her mother. If her parents were mates, they probably separated to keep Ivy safe. What better place to hide the Fated One than in a village with no magic in Ksara? If her mother knew, then it was likely her father knew as well. 
There was only one reason I thought of someone knowing about fate’s foretelling’s. I pulled myself away from Ivy’s side and walked to the bookshelf in my room, finding a book on the Kingdom of Umbra’s marriage records. I grabbed the book and brought it over to my desk. The book was large and constantly growing. It wasn’t the original book of marriage records to the kingdoms, only a magical copy. I looked through the sections where I expected to see Lily’s name, but there was no record. I knew I was young when it happened, but I knew it happened.
Something else then clicked. I then got the book of death records, finding Lily of Aspen listed over one hundred years ago as an accident. I knew it was Ivy’s mother because her grandmother’s name was Aspen. Her father had gone to great lengths to make sure there was no record of Ivy. Reading through the death record, there was no mention of Lily with child. It said there was no body found. Gods. I ran my hand through my hair.
I looked back at Ivy, sleeping in my bed. I saw the resemblance. The first time she mentioned her mother’s name, hearing that name was odd. It wasn’t a common name, at least not amongst the fae. And, of course, it wasn’t a coincidence. Nothing seemed to be a coincidence anymore. 
I walked back to the bed, returning to the chair that was right next to her. I leaned on the bed beside her, grabbing her hand. I whispered, “I love you. I only wish you would have known how much. I wish you had told me you were Stamoran. You are my mate. I would have never killed you. I could never bring myself to do that to you.” I was going as far as defying my father’s orders to keep her safe.
I sat back and look at her. How much did she know? She had only recently learned control of her magic. She didn’t know what Stormfury looked like until she found that book. I believed her when she said she didn’t know who her father was. Lily kept her in the dark to protect her.
I ran a hand through her grey hair. I had to keep things from her. She wasn’t ready to know who or what she was. If she were ready, the fates would have revealed all to her. I needed to trust that and that I couldn’t press things further. 
I turned my head to look at Stormfury, mounted above the fireplace, where she was while not at my hip. How does Stormfury come into play with everything? Only the heirs of the respective families can use the swords. It wasn’t because of her magic. A simple cut from the blade drained her of it.
I thought back on what I knew of the histories of Stormfury and the other two swords: Forgotten War, Forgotten Trove, monmyx, unique metal, and only one blacksmith, Aedon Graywood. Graywood, why does that sound so familiar? The book.
I kissed Ivy’s forehead before going to the library to find the book I looked at two days prior. I opened the first page “Thoth Graywood.” Graywood was said to have died in the Forgotten War after forging the three swords. Was Thoth Graywood his father? Or maybe a son?
The royal families thought that the three books were another set of troves, but they were, in reality, somehow related to the swords, to Graywood, to everything.
I brought the book with me when I returned to my room. I sat in the chair next to the bed and read the whole book, unable to find any mention of the swords within the book.
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Chapter 27







Dreams, Magic, and Secrets

Ivy


I reached out, trying to slip into the boy’s mind, but I couldn’t with him running like that. I panicked. I couldn’t have the boy tell the village what he saw, or they would kill me for using magic. 
I tried, and that time, some force came from me. It felt like darkness and wind. The boy in front of me was hit with the dark wind and the life was sucked out of him as the wind snapped his neck.
Everything went dark.
[image: image-placeholder]I sat by the bed, holding Grammy’s hand. I heard my mother crying. “Grammy isn’t gone. She’s still here.” I looked over and away from the bed and saw Grammy standing in a corner. She stood in a black aura, the green threads to her physical body slowly faded away.
My eyes widened at the green threads disappearing. I didn’t know what they meant, but I reached towards them, trying to save them, to bring them back to Grammy. They couldn’t go away. I grabbed onto a thread and attempted to pull it back to her body.
“Ivy, my dear, it will only delay the inevitable.” Grammy reached towards me, placing a hand on my cheek.
Everything went dark.
[image: image-placeholder]Raine and I sat up in a tree. We often went up there to talk or sit in silence as long as we could be together. His hand was in mine, and my head rested on his shoulder. It was a more relaxed night out, and it would start snowing any day.
“Raine?”
“Ivy?”
“I wish we could be like this all the time. Just you and me.” I would be lying if I said I hadn’t thought about a future with him, though it was unrealistic. We were so young and our whole lives were ahead of us.
“I promise you. It will be you and me. I’ll never leave you.” His head rested on top of mine.
“Don’t make promises you can’t keep. We both know you deserve better than me.”
He squeezed my hand. “That’s not true, Ivy.”
“Yes, it is.” That was often an argument we had. No matter how much of a future I tried to envision or wished for, it ultimately came down to who we were, or who I wasn’t.
I pulled away from him and started climbing down the tree. “Ivy!” He called down after me. “You can’t always run away.”
I could, and I would. I finished climbing down the tree and started to walk back toward Neverwood.
“You are so stubborn.” He yelled out. “At least wait for me. I don’t want you walking back in the dark.”
“Ugh, fine!” I turned around and crossed my arms. He started to climb down the tree but lost his footing. He started to fall. I reached out and tried to pull some magic from within me to stop his fall. I managed to slow his fall so he wouldn’t break anything on impact. But shit, he would have known it was probably magic.
While Raine slowly stood up, looking confused about how he didn’t break anything, I reached for his mind. “You will forget this fall or that anything slowed it down to stop you from getting hurt.”
I turned to walk away, but everything went dark.
[image: image-placeholder]I jerked awake, tangled in the sheets, and covered in sweat. Where was I? How long was I out? I moved my head to look around and winced as I noticed I was in Elliot’s room, but he wasn’t in sight. How long was I out? I tried to push myself up but was unsuccessful. My whole body was in pain. I groaned. I tried once more, but instead my eyelids grew heavier, and sleep found me. 
[image: image-placeholder]It had been nearly a week since Elliot learned I was Stamoran. Since first awaking, I was constantly in and out of consciousness. Elliot stayed with me, working in his room to keep an eye on me. When I was awake, we didn’t talk much; I was drained from whatever stupid thing I did when slicing my hand. Elliot said it shouldn’t have affected me that much. 
The following day was a full moon, specifically Straxirus. I felt my magic begin to return, but it wasn’t as strong as I’d felt the day before a full moon before. Something in my gut told me I would want to get out into the moonlight to get the full benefit; I would practically need to bathe in the moonlight.
I slowly sat up and swung my legs over the edge of the bed. I looked over at Elliot. He had been working all morning at his desk in the corner of the room. I tried convincing him that I would be okay and that he could work in his study, but he insisted on working there, not wanting to leave my side. 
I’d been cold and distant from him when I was awake. I knew I could trust him, but it didn’t change the fact that one of the three weapons that could kill me was his. Having someone else know my secret besides my mother and grandmother felt odd. They never spoke of it; they only told me to stay inside during the full moons and never let anyone else see my magic. My mother never said it outright, but as I thought back, she knew what I was and kept it from me to keep me safe.
Putting my feet on the ground, I pulled myself out of bed. It was a lot easier, I didn’t feel as dizzy, and not everything hurt as much. My hand hurt, but it started to heal. I probably didn’t need to cut it as deep as I did; I was reminded how stupid the whole thing was.
I walked to the washroom, opposite the side of the room from Elliot’s desk. I was about halfway to the washroom before Elliot stood before me, blinking from the desk. Ugh I hated it when he did that to block my path. 
“I don’t need your help,” I snapped.
“Ivy,” he whispered. His grey eyes were red, and he had bags under his eyes. He reached a hand out to touch me, but I avoided it and walked around him.
I hated how much he cared and how much sleep he lost because of me. Everything was because of me, because of who and what I was. It wasn’t fair to him and Imis for me to stick around. They would be safer if I left and went on my own. “After tomorrow, you won’t have to worry about me.” 
I loved Elliot. I honestly did, so I needed to leave. If I were gone, I couldn’t hurt him anymore, and he wouldn’t need to worry about or take care of me. And I wouldn’t had to risk losing him because of my secret. It would be better that way. Everyone around me ended up hurt or dead, and I couldn’t do that to Elliot. I wouldn’t allow another person to put my life first. 
I didn’t wait for his response. I reached the washroom, closed the door, and locked it, even if it made no difference. I rested my back against the door and slid to the ground before hugging my knees to my chest and resting my chin on them.
I removed the bandage from my hand, looking at the cut. It had finally scabbed over. I could probably speed up the healing process if I had enough strength to get to the greenhouse and find the needed herbs.
I gently ran a finger over the scab. What the fuck was I doing? Elliot wasn’t only my mate, but he was gentle and kind. I was stubborn and kept shutting him out and pushing him away. He said he would risk his life for me, but I didn’t know if I could live with myself if he died because of me. Fuck.
I got off the ground, walked to the tub, and turned on the water. A bath would help me relax and think. Plus, I hadn’t bathed since it all happened. Steam quickly filled the room as the hot water ran. I removed my clothes and stepped into the tub, slowly sinking into the water.
My muscles relaxed as my body soaked up the heat of the water. I leaned my head back on the rounded edge of the tub, looking up at the ceiling.
The water started to cool down when I finally dragged myself out of the tub. I’d managed to scrub my body and wash my hair. I looked around and found a robe and put it on as I lifted the sleeve to my nose, taking in Elliot’s scent. A calmness that only his scent brought me swept through my veins. 
Though I felt more relaxed after bathing, I wasn’t sure what to fucking do. I either broke Elliot’s heart and mine in the process and leave, keeping him safe. Or I stayed there and risked his life every single day. Ideally, being there in Ksara with the humans wasn’t a huge risk. The more considerable risk would be if we returned to the Kingdom of Apricus. Maybe we could figure it out by then?
I’d been pacing around the washroom for some time before I finally opened the door and walked back into the bedroom. I walked past Elliot and started pacing back and forth in front of the fireplace. “Fuck, Elliot, what do I do?” I didn’t look at him. “I can’t let you risk your life because of my secret. I’d never be able to live with myself if something happened to you because I was Stamoran.” I stopped pacing for a few breaths to gather my thoughts, then continued. “Gods, Elliot. I love you.”
I walked right into him as he stood in front of me. He put his hands on my shoulders to stop me from turning and walking the other way. I finally lifted my head to look at him. There were dried tears on his cheeks and his hair was disheveled. 
Fuck. I felt my own tears gather in my eyes as I searched his grey eyes. His perfect eyes that I never could get enough of. How could I leave him? An ache settled in my chest at the thought of leaving behind the man I loved with my whole heart. More importantly, how did he feel at the mention of me trying to leave? I gulped as I placed my hand on his heart and it pounded under my touch. 
Why was it so hard for me to accept his love and let him protect me? I’d been so selfish and only thought of myself. I didn’t accept the bond; I didn’t accept his trust and protection. He’d been there for me. 
“Shit,” I whispered. I lifted my hand and cupped his cheek. “Elliot, I can’t lose you.”
“Gods, Ivy. Don’t you get it? I can’t lose you either.”
“But what about me being Stamoran? The swords, the full moon, my magic… It’s all a risk to both of us.” I tried looking down to the ground, but his hands moved to my face, holding it so I looked at him.
“We will figure it out together. Okay?” I saw the hurt in his eyes.
I start to shake my head. “Elliot...”
“No. Together.” He paused. “Or you walk out that door, and I keep fighting every damn day for you. I love you, Ivy. I will do anything to keep you safe, even if you decide to leave.”
My heart ached as it pounded. Was it heartbreak or the bond? I felt it beyond my heart, and I knew I’d do anything to keep Elliot safe. Was that what love was supposed to feel like or was it a mate thing?
It all suddenly became too much. All the feelings I started to push away, the fact that I tried to push Elliot away, all started to return. I tried to build a wall around my heart to protect it, to protect him. I was scared and afraid. Gods, I thought my own mate would kill me when he found out I was Stamoran. 
I looked at Elliot as the tears ran down my cheeks. Thinking that my mate would kill me broke me. Elliot pulled me to him and held my head to his chest. I’d been so blind and stupid since slicing my hand. 
“I-I thought you would…” I let out a sob. I couldn’t finish the sentence.
Despite my wet hair, he held the back of my head with one hand. His other hand rubbed my back. He leaned down and kissed the top of my head as he whispered, “I’ve got you.”
I sniffled, lifted my head off his chest, and looked up at him. “I was an idiot.” His hand moved to my face. He used his thumb to wipe the tears from my cheeks.
“No more secrets, okay?”
I nodded, leaning up to kiss him. I had no more secrets, and having kept them from him those past few months was hard. I didn’t want to rely on someone else, but maybe it would be a relief knowing I didn’t have to keep anything hidden from him anymore. I would have one person who knew it all. “No more secrets.”
He kissed me. “Now that that’s settled, you need to eat something.”
I groaned in response. “I’m not hungry.”
“You haven’t had anything in days, Ivy.”
“I know. I just… With everything that’s happened, I’m not hungry.” I rested my head back on his chest.
“Promise me that you’ll at least try to eat something later for dinner, then?”
I nodded my head.
We found our way back to bed. Elliot said behind me with his back against the headboard, holding me as I rested my head on his arm. I wore his robe but was warm and cozy from his warmth and the blankets.
Without realizing it, I looked at my palm, running a finger over the cut. I moved my fingers some, clenching and unclenching my fist. I surprisingly had the entire movement of my hand, but it was sore.
“You should keep a bandage on it,” he whispered. Goosebumps raised on my arms from his mouth brushing against my ear.
“I plan on putting an ointment on it after dinner. It should help speed up the healing some. The pain, on the other hand, I don’t know.”
“The pain?” I felt him tense behind me.
“It’s not a pain I’d ever felt before,” I paused, “when I sliced my palm with the sword, the pain was… I don’t know how to describe it. I’ve had poisons before, and this was worse.” I looked up at him and saw the horror in his eyes. “I’ve built up an immunity to some poisons, nothing terrible. But this wasn’t poison. I’d been sliced with a blade before, and this was different.” I rested my head back on his upper arm, in the crevice of his arm and chest. “I could see the death magic surrounding my blood. That’s never happened before with cuts, Elliot.”
He let out a breath. “Ivy, what happened to you… I don’t think it was normal. I haven’t killed an Old Race with the sword before, but I’ve heard of tales. One of the stories includes how some have escaped the blade before, with deep wounds. A killing blow is needed like a normal sword to a fae or humans. There were tales of the Old Races wielding magic after losing an arm with the swords.”
He ran his hand through my hair. “A cut to your hand shouldn’t have almost killed you, Ivy. It shouldn’t have drained your magic.” He leaned to my ear. “And before you argue your magic wasn’t drained, you wouldn’t have been out for days.”
“Fine,” I respond, defeated. “I’m still drained of my magic.” Reaching down, I grab the blanket and pulled it up more, starting to get colder. “With the full moon tomorrow, I feel it stirring around. I can’t see the magic around us.” I curled my legs up. He rested a hand on my knee under the blanket. “I think I need to go out tomorrow night.”
“With the full moon?”
I nodded. “I think the moonlight will help restore my magic. I already feel the pull of Straxirus.”
“Have you ever been out during a full moon?” I shook my head. “Ivy.”
“I don’t know if I’ll have a choice, Elliot. I feel the pull now, and I don’t think I’ll be able to resist it tomorrow night.”
His hand squeezed my knee. “I’m going with you then.”
“What?” I pulled away from him and twisted, looking at him. “You can’t.”
Reaching out, he tucked a loose piece of hair behind my ear. “Why not? I’m not letting you go alone.”
“No one has ever seen me like that...” I looked away from him.
“Like what?” He pulled my face back towards him.
“The way my skin shimmers in the moonlight. I don’t know what it looks like under the full moonlight.”
Elliot pulled me back to him, kissing my neck softly. “I don’t care. I’m not letting you go out during a full moon alone. What if someone sees you?”
“I don’t know.”
“Exactly. No more arguing. I’m going with you.”
“Fine.” I rested my head back, looking up at him through my eyelashes.
He smiled. “Why must you always be so stubborn?”
“It’s kept me alive this long.”
“As long as you stop doing stupid shit like cutting your hand with a sword that can kill you.”
“I didn’t know how else to tell you.”
“A simple, ‘Hey, I’m Stamoran. It’s why I hide during full moons.’ would have sufficed.”
“I’ll remember that for next time.” I joked. I looked back at him with a smirk on my face.
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Chapter 28







Next Time

Elliot


Ivy smirked at me, saying, “I’ll remember that for next time.” 
I pulled her closer to my chest, nuzzling my face in her neck. “There better not be a next time.” I knew she was weak but was happy she was up and moving. I was relieved she was still alive. I inhaled the scent of lilies and the night. Her scent was representative of her lineage.
I hated that my mate was, in a way, being controlled by the fates. The whole realm relied on her; she didn’t know it. That knowledge was enough to destroy anyone. Ivy was strong and fierce, but knowing that the realm’s fate depended on her, it would be too much.
I hated that I promised no more secrets between us, but there was one I needed to keep. If I didn’t have secrets that I needed to keep from her, I would have made a blood oath, binding both of us to the promise. Fae could lie and get sick; things humans had gotten wrong about us over the centuries. The one thing they got right about us were the blood oaths.
Ivy curled up more in my arms, grabbing the blanket and pulling it over the both of us. I realized she had been getting colder and colder. I slowly got out of bed, and before Ivy could protest, I grabbed her and the blanket, carrying her over to the fireplace. I sat down on the couch and held her on my lap. I hoped being closer to the fire would help warm her up.
Once she was comfortable, she rested her head back on my shoulder. “Better, princess?”
She groaned, “You know that doesn’t hold as much sentiment now that I know you’re an actual prince.”
I kissed the top of her head, most of her hair had dried. “One could argue otherwise.” She pulled back and looked at me, squishing her nose. “Would you rather I call you my queen? Because I promise one day that is exactly what you will be.”
“That’s worse.” She poked me in the chest. She shifted to straddle me but kept the blanket wrapped around herself. “It’s all odd. The whole royalty thing and thinking of a future with you.”
“You know, once upon a time, you told me not to call you princess unless I was an actual prince,” I smirked as I recalled the memory. A shade of pink spread across her cheeks, and she shoved me playfully in the chest.
“You are still so insufferable.”
“I’m pretty sure you’re the only one that thinks so, princess,” I teased. She rolled her eyes. “Now tell me why you think it’s odd to think of a future with me.”
Her gaze drifted away before I gently lifted her head back up. “For the past few years, I imagined a future with Raine, even if I was hesitant about the status gap. I love him and I would have been content with him. But then, one night, all I ever imagined or thought of my future was gone.” I cupped her cheek, softly rubbing my thumb against her face.
“I didn’t remember what happened at first.” Something flashed in her eyes, and I swore they turned a darker shade of green for a moment. “I blacked out after I lost control of my magic, and when I awoke, the boy was dead. I didn’t remember how I did it. But when I was out that week, I had dreams.” Emotions floated through her eyes, sadness, anger, regret, fear, and so much more.
“What happened?”
She shook her head, worry filling her eyes. She rested her forehead on mine. Her voice was soft. “I wish I had my magic so I could show you.”
The fire made a sizeable cracking noise, and Ivy jumped in my arms. She felt so much, and I wished our bond was complete, so I felt her pain to help her. I wrapped my arms around her lower waist, pulling her chest to mine. I wanted to beg her to accept the bond, but I didn’t want to pressure her.
She buried her head into the side of my neck, taking a deep breath. “I had three dreams when I was under this week. They all showed me times I had used my magic. With the boy, I used a combination of wind and death magic.” My body tensed under hers at the mention of that. She was using more than Luna magic before she left Neverwood. “The second dream I was with my Grams and mother. My Grams had passed, and I saw her spirit and the green threads of her life fading away. And in the last dream, I was with Raine. We were in a tree, and I was mad. I went to leave, and he followed after me. He was hurrying out of the tree, mis-stepped, and fell. I pushed out my magic. I didn’t know what it was at the time, but it was a barrier. After that, I wiped his mind.”
She pulled back and looked at me. The sadness lingered in her eyes, but talking about these things didn’t affect her as much as it once did. “It was the first time I ever used my mind magic to manipulate someone’s mind. But I couldn’t have the Elders finding out about my magic. It was the only time I used it like that until the Captain. I didn’t like it. It felt wrong.”
I tucked a piece of hair behind her ear. “You did it to protect yourself, sweetheart.”
“But,” she started before I cut her off.
“You did what you had to do. And you will have to keep doing it.” She scrunched her eyebrows together, giving me that cute, confused look. “You are the mate of a prince. We will have enemies.” She nodded her head. “But we will have each other.”
I pulled her to me and kissed her. She smiled against my lips, the only warning before she ground her hips against me. My dick got hard and pressed against her. I gripped her hips and tried to keep her still. As much as I wanted her, she was too weak.
“Ivy, I want nothing more than to be buried deep inside you, but you’re too weak.”
She huffed out air and pouted. Her hands found the ties of my tunic, and she started to play with them. “What if I told you I was ready to accept the mating bond?”
My eyes widened. She’d never hinted at being ready to accept it. My heart then dropped, realizing that keeping the secret from her would only become more challenging after the bond was completed. “Don’t joke about something like that.”
“I’m serious, Elliot. After what happened with the sword, I want to be yours in every sense. I don’t know what our future holds, but I want it with you.” Nothing in her facial expressions said she lied; she told the truth.
“Once you have your strength back.” It was all I offered. I needed to figure out a way to keep the secret from her. She would know I kept something from her, or maybe she would be too focused on her magic and who she was to be worried about what I thought. There was another option.
I kissed her forehead. “I have some work to get done before the end of the day, and you should get some more rest.”
She groaned in protest. “Fine.”
I lifted her and placed her on the couch to keep her near the fire to stay warm. I tucked the blanket around her. I turned away for a moment, and when my gaze found her, she was out. I shook my head.
Without a second thought, I faded to Runa’s. As if she was expecting me, she sat in the sitting room. I instantly started pacing, knowing that I would later regret what I asked. “Ivy wants to accept the mating bond.”
Her face fell. “I wasn’t expecting her to accept it this quickly.”
I couldn’t help but chuckle at that. “Well, she’s always proving us wrong, isn’t she?”
“That she is.”
“Runa, you must make me forget that I know she’s the Fated One. She can’t find out, and it’s too much of a secret for me to keep. The other stuff, it’s not bad. But this, I can’t.” I was willing to let that knowledge go to protect my mate.
“Elliot, I can’t do that. You aren’t meant to forget.” She paused, “You need to remember to protect her and what is all at stake. But I will make it so any knowledge you have regarding her being the Fated One cannot be felt or sensed through the bond.”
I was unsure about the outcome or how Runa would make it work, so I murmured, “Very well.” I preferred to have forgotten, but for some reason Runa knew everything. I might not had agreed but knowing that Ivy was vital for the future of our realm, I was willing to do what was needed to be done. 
[image: image-placeholder]Ivy wore her green cloak when I entered the bedroom. The night was upon us, and Straxius shone brightly in the sky. She sat the foot of the bed, holding her knees to her chest. I realized early on that it was a comfort thing for her. I knew her reservations about us going out into the night, but I wasn’t letting my mate do it alone.
She kept out of the moonlight from the windows, but her skin had a soft shimmer. Her body was tense, as if it was hard to resist the pull of the moon’s rays. I stood before her, wrapped my arms around her and kept her knees between us. She looked up at me, the hood of her cloak falling back, revealing her silver hair.
“Do you always feel the allure of the full moons?”
Her throat bobbed as she shallowed. “I had resisted it. Tonight is the first time I am giving in to it.”
I brushed her hair back, my hand lingering on the side of her head. “You need it, Ivy.” She leaned into my hand, letting out a loud sigh. It was early into the night, but all the time she could get in the moonlight would be better.
Her green eyes found my own. They looked different. There was a faint silver circle around them. “Elliot.” I stroked her hair, letting her know she could tell me anything. “I don’t know what will happen to me under the full moon.” I sensed the fear in her voice. “Bring Stormfury with.”
I stepped back from her. “No,” I softly voiced. She slowly left the bed and stepped towards me, cupping my cheeks. Her touch was warm and gentle, but I felt them tremble.
“If something goes wrong, put me back out.”
“Ivy, I can’t do that.”
“Yes, you can. We both know that I’m not just Stamoran. It doesn’t explain my other magic outside of Luna. So, if something goes wrong tonight, put me back under to drain my magic.”
“Why are you so worried?” I placed both hands on her face. 
“I don’t know, Elliot. You said that being cut with a sword shouldn’t had done what it did to me. Why am I so special? I have never been out in a full moon, so what it that does something unexpected as well?” 
She tore her hand away from me and grabbed her dagger. It was something I had gifted to her during the Interval of Snow. I had the handle custom carved with ivy and lilies. It was a small dagger, but potent, nonetheless.
She returned to me, and her green eyes pierced me. There would only be one reason she would need her dagger a blood oath. Shit. I wouldn’t be able to tell her no. I wanted to give her everything and so much more. She held her hand out and sliced the blade across her hand before handing me the dagger. “Please, Elliot. Promise me.”
I sighed, taking the dagger from her. I sliced it across my skin before interlocking my hand in hers and pulling her to me, and our blood fused. “I promise, my princess. I love you.” I wrapped my other arm low across her waist before crashing my lips to hers.
I broke the kiss and faded us away from the house and into the night. Once we landed, I let go of Ivy. She spun around before asking, “Where are we?” She looked back at me. 
I brought her to an area on the western side of the Northern Hallows. We were above the planes that housed the Ikarian Forest and Caldor. Surrounding us were pools of hot springs scattered throughout the rock on the side of the mountain. The area wasn’t well known and was secluded, allowing us to be alone.
“We are at the hot springs of the Northern Hallows.” Moonlight reflected off the nearest pool. With the cooler breeze, steam bellowed off the pools. “No one will see you up here. We are safe.”
Her eyes bore into me as she stepped back before unclasping her cloak and letting it fall to her feet. She wore nothing underneath; her skin glowed with a sparkle in the moonlight.
She closed her eyes, tilted her head toward the moons, and opened her arms wide, soaking in the power she gathered. My dick hardened, taking in the sight of her. Ivy looked like a Goddess under the moonlight.
Ivy’s eyes shot open, the silver in them glowed. She let out a deep breath. Her body instantly relaxed, and the corners of her lips lifted. A complete smile blossomed on her lips. Gods, she was the most beautiful thing in the realm. It was a shame she had to hide that part of her because it was a sight to behold.
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Chapter 29







Bonds and Gods

Ivy


The allure of Straxirus was intense. I was so weak after slicing my hand that my body begged to be bathed in the moonlight. It was my first time out in the light of a full moon. I was afraid of what would happen. Would the power surge be too much to handle and contain within me? I made Elliot swear a blood oath with me; I didn’t want to be responsible for anything that could go wrong. 
Elliot brought us to the Northern Hollows. We were on the side of one of the mountains. The snow covered the ground there, but the pools of hot springs around us kept the air comfortable. We were in an area surrounded by mountains that kept us secluded. The air was crisp but smelt of mountains with a hint of sulfur.
With the moons overhead, I was ready to soak it in. I let my cloak drop to the ground, finally bathing in the moonlight. My magic rushed back, being recharged. I took a deep breath while I looked at Elliot. He was looking at me with awe. And I realized that maybe he didn’t fear who I was.
We stood there, taking each other in. My heart felt complete and at ease. I wasn’t sure what my future held for me, but I wanted it to be will Elliot. I’d never been surer of anything else in my life. I felt at home when I was with him.
I took him in, all of him. His black hair was a little messier than usual. Those beautiful grey eyes were devouring me. Facial hair was coming through. The thought of what that would feel like against me shot through my body; the desire pooled between my thighs. He was wearing a loose tunic, but I knew of the muscles that laid underneath. My gaze continued until I saw his erection; his pants couldn’t hide that.
Elliot was a handsome male, and he was mine. I was his, and I was utterly okay with that. My eyes met his. I couldn’t wait any longer. I needed him—all of him.
I blinked in front of him, standing a breath away from him as I looked up at him. His hand gripped the side of my neck, keeping my head tilted. I placed my palm against his beating heart. I wish I knew what was going through his mind as his eyes stared deep into mine. “I’m yours, Elliot. You’re all I will ever want. I will forever love you, my mate,” I said with conviction.
His eyes lit up, and he pulled me to him. His erection pressed against me, and a soft moan escaped my lips. He kept his grip on my neck as he leaned down and brushed his lips against my ear. “You’ve been mine since that first time we had sex. I’m never letting you go, sweetheart.” He pulled back so he could look into my eyes. “I will love you forever, my mate.”
He kissed me deeply and passionately. Our tongues met as I wrapped my arms around his neck, pulling myself closer. The kiss lasted a few moments before he pulled away. He stepped out of my grasp and pulled his tunic over his head. My breath was stolen away. I didn’t think I would ever get over the sight of that man without clothes. Next, he removed his pants and undergarments. Gods, all of him was perfect. He held his hand out for me, and I grabbed it as he led us into the nearest pool.
The warm water relaxed my muscles as we waded deeper into the water. We stopped, and Elliot sat on a ledge, the water reached his lower chest. He pulled me down onto his lap. I straddled him with a smile on my face before I moved my hips. He grabbed my hips, trying to stop me from wiggling. “Ivy,” he growled.
He lifted me slightly and rubbed his dick through my slickness before positioning himself at my entrance. I sank onto him, and he filled me. His other hand found my waist. I looked at him and mouthed, “Forever.” He nodded, and our lips found each other.
I started to move my hips, riding my mate. Each time I sank back down, his dick hit the spot that had me digging my nails into his shoulders and my toes curling. Elliot started to pick up the pace, his hips bucking up to meet me.
I looked between us, our threads intertwined and knitted together. The mating bond snapped into place, and only a single thread existed between us. I felt whole. With our bodies joined, I couldn’t tell where I ended, and he began.
My mate picked up the pace, thrusting up into me and our pleasures grew together. I buried my head into his neck, savoring his scent as we climaxed together. I whimpered his name against his neck as he filled me.
He slowly lifted me off him and placed me back on his lap. I kept my face buried in the comfort of his neck and scent. I never wanted to leave his arms or that moment. The moment when the weight of who I was didn’t exist. Yes, my skin was shimmering under the moonlight, but the other mysteries didn’t matter.
“Rá ruuhz,” he said, running his hands through my hair. I recognized the fae language he used, the same found in the herb book—my moons. Pulling myself back, I looked at him and tilted my head. I’d rarely heard it spoken aloud, but it was a beautiful language. “Áua khuû xmi uop oyhbaybi??” You know the old language? Hearing him speak the old language sent a chill down my spine. It rolled off his tongue, and the sound of his voice was sexy.
I smiled and nodded. “Áiz, rá outi.” Yes, my love. I didn’t speak the old language as smoothly as he did, only mainly ever reading it. Thankfully, it was mostly a phonetic language, so it was easy to learn. His eyes widened when I responded. 
“How do you know the old tongue?” His hand slid down from my hair, trailing down my spine. My back arched into him.
“My family’s herb book. It’s written in an old language. I was able to grasp it as a child. I never really spoke it much.”
“How quickly?”
I scrunched my eyebrows. “I don’t know. It came naturally.”
His hand stopped tracing my back. “Any other languages that have come naturally to you?”
I shrugged my shoulders. “The only other language I’d encountered were the runes on your sword.”
He tensed underneath me. “Ivy,” he whispered a tone of worry and warning laced in. “What did the runes say?”
I tilted my head, looking down between us, slowly wading my fingers in the warm water. Even though he sounded worried, I felt his curiosity through our bond. I was suddenly more interested in the water. I actually took the time to admire it and there was a green aura in the water. I then lifted my head and looked at the larger two pools. One had an amber aura, and the other had a black one. I then looked around at the smaller pools and the surrounding rock. The whole area was filled with magic—ancient magic. 
It suddenly and unexplainably felt wrong to be there.
I kept looking around, Elliot’s worry flowing through the bond. Standing up, I forced myself away from my mate. I slowly walked out of the pool and toward the nearest wall. The wall was filled with carvings and runes but marked by magic; they didn’t physically exist within the rock. I ran my hand along them, trying to understand. Three runes, the same as on Stormfury. They read, “Thoth, Ra, and Geb.” Thoth’s name was crossed out.
What was the place? I turned around, and Elliot was out of the water, walking toward me. There was so much magic around. Circling, I saw pillars rise into the sky. They were carved similarly to what I saw at the ball in Caldor. They were intricate, and I no longer saw them as auras, but they looked more real. I knew they didn’t physically exist, but I walked towards one and touched it.
Suddenly, the temperature of the air around me dropped. A shiver ran through my body, and goosebumps coated my skin. There was a faint whisper in the wind, “Hedera.” Fear as I’d never felt before settled deep in my bones.
I quickly moved to put my cloak on. “We need to go now,” I said with urgency, as my voice started to tremble. I wasn’t sure what was happening, but it was wrong. The hairs on my arms stood. The back of my neck tingled as the magic within the area grew, magic that felt not of that realm, not of anything I had felt or seen before. 
I realized then that the place was of that realm, but not. It was unsettling, but I think the pools somehow connected our realm to others.
Elliot finished putting his clothes on as I walked to him. 
One of the larger pools, the green one we were in, started to boil as the green aura surrounding it quickly expanded beyond the pool. My heart and head pounded with the sudden surge of magic. We needed to get out of there. 
I grabbed onto Elliot, “Now!”
[image: image-placeholder]We landed in Elliot’s bedroom. Once I got my bearings, I immediately stepped back from him. I grabbed onto the nearest thing, the bedpost to support my weight. My magic was there, but the feeling that other magic was trying to come through was unsettling. What the fuck was that place, and what was happening?
I looked to Stormfury that was sheathed at Elliot’s hip. I saw the green aura surrounding it for the first time, but it was fading. I’d never been able to see the magic of the sword before.
I started shivering, freezing despite the warmer temperature in the bedroom. Elliot walked to me, placing his hands on my cheeks. “Ivy, you’re freezing. What the hells happened there.” I tried to summon fire within me to warm me, but it did little good. “Rá ruuhz, tell me.” His tone was demanding, and I felt compelled to tell him.
My eyes widened as I took a step back from him. “What the hells was that.” I felt the command through the bond. “Do you think you can control me now that I accepted you as my mate?” I shook my head as I kept backing away from him. Tears threatened to escape my eyes. “How could you?”
He knew I didn’t want to be controlled or owned by him. He knew that the night at the Interval of Snow ball when he found me with the Captain. 
I had seen my mother and grams be independent without men but saw other women within our village be controlled by men—told what to do, beaten for disobeying, and confined to their houses. Raine never would have, but some men in our village treated women like objects, and I never wanted that for myself. I wanted the freedom to control my own life. 
He tried to step toward me, but I kept my distance. “I didn’t mean for it to come off as a command through the bond. Ivy, please.” He reached his hand out.
I shook my head. “You still did it. I am yours, Elliot. But not yours to control.”
I blinked to the greenhouse before I said or did anything I would regret. I needed my distance from him, and I needed to occupy myself. Once in the greenhouse, I put a barrier up, so I couldn’t be bothered. I felt Elliot’s hurt, but it didn’t compare to my heartache.
I’d given him everything. I gave him my heart and part of my soul. One single command, and it all felt like it broke into two. I closed my eyes and then opened them. I saw our bond. I wondered if I could sever it, breaking the bond. A choked sob escaped my mouth at the thought of it and my chest constricted.
I knew he told the truth when he said he didn’t mean to. It still hurt, though. Warm liquid streamed down my cheeks. I loved him, and I knew I could never sever the bond.
I wiped the tears away with my cloak before sitting on the stool at the workbench. Grabbing my herb book, I placed it before me. If the book was written in the old language, it should include more names than my mother and Grams. I opened it up to the page that contained our names, but instead of three names, there were generations of names.
Thousands of years of generations exist in the book. That would have meant it was around during the Forgotten War. How did my family end up in Neverwood?
Thinking back to the history lessons while I was a child, Neverwood was founded about the same time as the Forgotten War. A group of Eathials wanted to escape the wrath of magic, so they found a home within the human lands, within the secluded Ikarian Forest.
My head started to pound, and my chest ached. I closed the herb book, figuring I might get my answers one day. All I could do was believe that I’d get the answers when whatever felt I was ready. 
I rubbed my chest. I knew I overreacted with Elliot, but I didn’t fully understand how the mate bond thing worked—so when I felt that command through the bond, it scared me out. It stung and broke my heart, especially since Elliot knew how I felt about being owned and controlled. 
The tears started to swell in my eyes. Ugh, stupid emotions. I didn’t want to feel them. 
I searched the workbench for one of the vials of monkshood. I needed something to calm me down for the night. It seemed to be the only thing that dulled everything. I hated that I was so sensitive to everything. 
Finding a vial, I uncorked it and downed the whole thing. It was more than I had typically taken before, but I didn’t really care at that moment. 
The power stirring within me calmed along with my emotions as everything around me seemed to slow and became duller. The barrier around the greenhouse was no longer up as the magic faded away. I wondered if it would be possible to create a permanent barrier that wasn’t controlled by my current magical state. 
That was the last thought I had before I rested my head on the workbench and stared off at something. 
Something warm with a musky and wooden scent enveloped me, inviting me to close my eyes and find sleep. 
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Chapter 30







Black, Amber, and Green

Elliot


Gods, I fucked up. Disappointment and heartache flooded the connection between us. I hadn’t meant to command her like that. It came out. I forgot about that part of the bond. 
She had started acting weird at the hot springs. She looked at and touched things like they were there. Her fear was heightening every moment that passed. As soon as my clothes were on, she told us we needed to leave. As we left, one of the pools started to boil and I sensed the surge of power that grew.
Once Ivy dropped the barrier around the greenhouse, I knew. She didn’t want to stay away but didn’t want to make an effort. When I blinked into the greenhouse, her head rested on the workbench, and she had a blank expression on her face as she stared off into the distance. Was she that exhausted? The last time I saw the same expression she was in the same spot. 
“Ivy?” I whispered, but there was no response or eye movement.
What the fuck? She’d soaked in the moonlight and felt great hours earlier. I carefully lifted her from the stool and carried her to my room. Halfway to my room, her eyes drifted shut. 
I placed her in bed and removed her cloak before tucking her in. Her body felt cool to the touch, but it wasn’t freezing like earlier. Once she was settled, I went to walk away from her. A hand reached out and grabbed mine. She didn’t keep a tight hold. I looked down at her, and her eyes were half opened. Her voice was sleepy, but she quietly spoke, “Stay.”
I squeezed her hand and climbed into bed with her. Her body slowly turned to face me before she snuggled into my chest. Her breathing evened back out, indicating she had fallen back asleep. Pressing a kiss to the top of her head, I wrapped my arm around her. Sleep consumed me shortly after I finally relaxed.
The sun was shining through the windows when I awoke. Ivy jerked away in my arms, breathing heavily. Once her eyes found mine, she started to calm down. The fear remained; I saw it in her eyes. I cupped her cheek. She pressed into my hand, seeking more comfort. Whatever she woke up from scared her.
“Who are Thoth, Ra, and Geb?” she asked.
“You don’t know?” 
She shook her head. 
“They’re the Gods.” 
Her eyes widened as her face turned white.
“Thoth over Luna, Ra over Sol, and Geb over Terra.”
She mumbled, “Black, amber, and green.” 
I gave her a confused look. 
“The color of the auras and threads related to each magic pillar.”
That made sense, but why was she mentioning it? She must had seen the question on my face because she replied, “The runes at the hot springs. They matched the ones on Stormfury.” She tried to look away, wanting to avoid the topic of the runes. I wouldn’t let her that time. “Fine,” she groaned. “Your sword says, ‘Of destruction or beauty, the Goddess must decide.’”
She closed her eyes before her hand found my cheek. She showed me all that had happened the night before. The runes on the rock walls, specifically the names of the Gods, but Thoth’s name was crossed out. She showed me how she saw the auras and threads surrounding the pools and could see and feel things that didn’t exist—at least not in the realm. She then showed me how the pools each had their aura—matching each of the Gods. The pool that started to boil was the one with a green aura. Lastly, she showed me how she could see the green aura around my sword before it faded.
Her eyes shot back open before she confessed, “I’ve never really been able to see the magical aura around Stormfury. I know it’s there, but it’s undetectable, even by me.”
Pulling Ivy to me, she rested her head on my chest and took a deep breath. I wasn’t sure what it all meant and why Ivy could see it all. Something linked it all to her, but I didn’t understand how. The pools were somehow linked to the Gods. Why did only one pool boil? Why was Thoth’s name crossed off? There were too many questions, and never any answers. 
Then there was the problem of what the runes on Stormfury stated. There had never been mention of a Goddess throughout history. I couldn’t shake the feeling that even that was connected to everything.
Pulling back from Ivy, I peered down at her. “We’re going into Caldor today. You need to start eating more after all that happened this past week.”
She rolled her eyes and groaned as she rolled onto her back and stared at the ceiling. “I’d rather stay in bed.”
Gods, my mate was infuriating sometimes. I swore she would do anything to avoid eating. It could be that her appetite was still shit after all that had happened, but I worried about her.
I ran a finger down her arm. Without moving her head, her eyes found me. I then slowly dragged my finger down her bare stomach. She squirmed under my touch. The smell of her arousal reached my nostrils. My lips formed into a smirk as I let my hand wander lower, softly touching her skin. Her thighs opened, practically begging for more, but I only traced circles on her inner thigh.
She turned her head back toward me. “Elliot, please.” I knew if I gave in to her pleas, there was no chance we would leave the bed the rest of the day. I’d want to spend as much time buried inside of her. I pulled my hand back, instantly missing the warmth and softness of her skin.
“Maybe once we get back from Caldor.” Leaning over, I kissed her forehead before getting out of bed. “Now get up and get ready.”
She groaned and hesitantly got out of bed. “Not fair. I’ll pay you back for that.”
“Nothing is fair, princess.” Another groan of frustration left her. She was cute when she tried to be angry. “We’re going to Nan’s Café.” I knew cinnamon rolls were her favorite, and I’d bring her there daily if it meant getting her to eat more.
She put some clothes on, choosing a pair of leggings and a simple tunic that met her thighs. She’d only really worn dresses for events, sticking to pants and tunics most days. Her few clothes and all her other belongings were in my room. It wasn’t discussed, but we both knew she’d be staying with me. I walked over to her and grabbed her hand, looking at her wrist disapprovingly. “Forgetting something?”
“Hey, I was getting there, same with the ears,” she spoke with attitude, and it went right to my dick. She ran her hand over her wrist and ears, and they disappeared.
I gripped her chin and made her look at me. Ignoring my erection, I needed her to understand the dangers. I knew she didn’t hide the birthmark the first time we had sex, but I wasn’t actively looking for it. 
Revealing that the Magic Reformers wanted her wasn’t an option. I didn’t want to upset her or worry her. I’d be able to take care of it before it was an issue. She didn’t need to know. 
“You need to make sure you hide your birthmark and ears. No one can know about the birthmark beside Runa and myself. Not even Imis.” She nodded before leaning on her tiptoes to kiss me.
We spent the rest of the afternoon enjoying time in the city. I didn’t need to force Ivy to eat. She practically ate enough for the both of us, plus some. We weren’t walking through the city long before I realized someone was following us.
I wasn’t entirely familiar with everyone in the Magic Reformers, but I was confident the male trailing us was part of the group. Leaning over, I whispered in Ivy’s ear, “No magic at all. We’re being followed.” She squeezed my hand.
If we were being followed, odds where they suspected who Ivy was. They didn’t have any proof; that I was confident about. The only thing tying her to being Stamoran was her silver hair. Very few humans around Ivy’s age had that color of hair. Shit. I didn’t think about her hair being a larger problem.
I needed a plan. I didn’t want to lose him. He could have valuable information that would be useful for my father. I was sick of my father trying to command me to get more information, I decided that I’d bring the information to him. I would be there to make sure nothing gave Ivy away. I needed a way to get him.
Thinking fast, I picked up our pace. There was an area in town that I knew wouldn’t be crowded. Aware of the distance he trailed, I kept whispering to Ivy, only loud enough for her to hear. I let her know of my plan: once I let go of her hand, she’d walk into the nearby alley, then use her magic to bind him. I would then come in and grab him and fade. Once I faded, she would need to blink to Runa’s.
That was the furthest she’d ever blinked, but I believed she could do it. She hadn’t been able to fade, but that was within a safe distance. 
She agreed to the plan.
I needed her magic to bind him. I could use my magic, but I needed as much as possible to fade with him to my father in Alitura.
It was time to see if the plan would work out. I kissed her cheek. “I don’t know how long I’ll be gone, but I love you.” I let go of her hand and turned off in the opposite direction. She kept walking, the man trailing her before she turned into the alley.
What she did next was beyond amazing. Using her shadow magic, she masked the alley around her. To most, it would look like nothing was there. The fascinating part was that she let me see, allowed me to see past the magic. She wrapped ivy vines around the man, binding his legs, arms, and mouth. I walked behind the man and wrapped my arms around him. Before fading, Ivy mouthed, “I love you too.”
[image: image-placeholder]It’d been two weeks since I brought the man to Alitura. Two weeks without my mate, and I was borderline going insane. We hadn’t managed to gather any information on the Magic Reformers.
He wasn’t breaking as quickly as the other human did at the Ronan Outpost all those months ago. He was probably higher up in the ranks—meaning he knew stuff. We were waiting on King Kalen to arrive. With his Luna magic, he could probe his mind, digging for the necessary information.
It took Kalen Nesterin a week before he finally showed up. He said he had business in the Kingdom of Umbra, but I knew it was because he didn’t get along with my father.
I was in the cell with our Reformer. He was chained to the wall with his hands over his head. 
Kalen walked in and looked at me, his nose twitched, and his eyes widened. A smile spread across my lips as he nodded his head. 
My father wasn’t in the room with us—claiming he attended to his court.
Kalen was a fine-looking king, and even I admitted that. He had long silver hair that he wore half-up with a few small braids. His eyes were a mixture of dark blue and green but leaned more toward the spectrum’s dark blue end. He stood taller than I did by about a head. Kalen was the youngest of the kings by around two to three centuries, easily. Although, if he were similar in age to my father, he wouldn’t age the same way. He looked tough, with a matching scar on his left cheekbone, but his whole court and kingdom adored him.
My gaze flicked to his wrist. He wore leather straps around his wrists that were simple but sufficient to hide what he needed.
He leaned against the cell door and crossed his arms, raising his eyebrows and twitching his nose. 
“What do you know so far, Prince?” His voice was deep, but there was an edge of patience and calmness.
I knew I trusted him, but I had to be careful of how much I revealed. The guards keeping watch were loyal to my father, and any information divulged would be relayed to him. “We know they’re looking for a Stamoran girl, around one hundred years old. We’ve gathered that she is in Caldor since that is where most of the Reformer’s focus has been.” I started pacing the room, keeping my eye on the guards. Once they started chatting amongst themselves, I stopped close to Kalen. “My father wants me to kill her.”
He took a step back, the shock evident on his face. “It was only a matter of time.”
“They want the Fated One,” I whispered, keeping my voice down not to draw any attention from the guards.
He took a breath and nodded. “Does she know?”
I shook my head before replying, “Not yet. I’ve been keeping it from her. But we got him,” I gestured towards the male, “because he was trailing us in the city, specifically Ivy.”
A grim smile appeared on his face at hearing her name. His expression then changed to a pained one as he scrubbed his hand over his face. “Very well. I guess we should figure out what they know and plan to do next.”
Kalen turned and walked toward the male on the wall. He was about to use his magic on him before pain came flaring through the mating bond.
Grabbing my arm, I gasped, “Ivy.” Kalen turned to look at me. Ivy’s fear came barreling down the bond, along with another burst of pain. “Something’s wrong. He’s useless to us now.” I unsheathed Stormfury, and in one quick swipe, I slit his throat. 
“Are you still able to fade past the barrier?” Only kings could fade or blink past and within the barrier, I wasn’t able to as heir.
“Yes, we’re going together. Make sure she lives.” He grabbed onto me and faded us to Caldor. I used the bond to locate Ivy and help guide Kalen’s fade.
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Just a Cut

Ivy


I couldn’t fade, so walking home from Runa’s was the only option. The weather was finally nice, and a warm breeze filled the night—a perfect night to be walking. 
The Interval of Life passed a week and a half ago, signaling the time for life to return after the cold season. The warmer days brought life into the realm. That new life was seen as sprouts throughout the gardens and forest. Seeing the bright green that blanketed the ground was a delight as the new growth came in for the year.
Walking by myself from Runa’s had been fine since Elliot left. I hadn’t noticed anyone trailing me since he left. That night was different. I wasn’t but a few paces away from Runa’s before everything went dark.
I had a sense of being dragged, I tried to struggle, but I heard men laugh and talk about how they finally found her. If there were multiple men, there was no way I’d be able to get out of it without using magic. I was carried over a shoulder and could not pinpoint where we were. Whatever they used to cover my head didn’t let any light in.
After walking for some time, within the city, I was tossed to the ground. “Chain her up, boys. And if she is who we think she is, better use those new restraints built with that fancy metal.”
Fancy mental? Shit. Everything stopped. It wasn’t possible. Only one blacksmith knew how to make anything from monmyx, and he was long gone to history.
The cold metal wrapped around my wrists, searing my skin. I bit back the scream, not wanting them to realize that the metal did indeed affect me. Shit, shit, shit. My magic was immediately weakened. I realized I had to decide which magic to let go of my birthmark or ears. I let the magic drop around my ears but managed to hold on to the magic hiding my birthmark. I was barely able to hold on to that. The cuff sat right on top of it, but I focused everything I had into hiding it.
My hood was pulled back, and I was in a musky room that smelt of piss and death. A group of men stood before me, all wearing black cloaks and clothing. There was a total of ten men. Fuck. There was no way out of it.
One of them walked around from me and pulled me up to my feet, my hands bound in front of me. Another walked toward me; he was larger than the rest. He pulled out a dagger made of black metal—monmyx. “Let’s see if what the big man says about this metal is true, shall we? Haven’t had a chance to test it out yet. This shall be fun.”
I tried to pull away from the man holding me. In response, he kicked the back of my knee, sending me to the ground. He grabbed my hair and titled my head up. “Looks like we got ourselves one that doesn’t like to listen. They’re always a lot more fun to punish, aren’t they, boys?” The men laughed.
The fear and panic started to settle in. If they found out what I was, what would happen? The one man pressed the dagger to my cheek. I flinched; the metal burned. I tried to pull away from it, but the man behind me kept me firmly in place. With a quick flick of the wrist, the dagger slid across my cheek, slicing the skin.
Like the sword, the cut made with monmyx hurt like nothing else. I tried to bite my tongue to keep the scream in, but it didn’t work. The burning sensation only grew as I screamed out. The pain was unbearable but didn’t completely drain my magic as the sword did. Concentrating on the cut, the magic keeping my birthmark hidden slipped. “Now, let’s try to find that birthmark she’s been hiding.”
He pressed the dagger to my tunic, ready to cut it open to look for my birthmark. The blood from the cut on my cheek started dripping to the ground and into my mouth. Such a small cut, but so much blood. “She’s the whore we’re looking for. We need to find that damn birthmark for proof.”
He was about to cut open my tunic before all chaos broke loose. The man before me turned before rushing away, unsheathing his sword. The one that held my hair released me. As soon as he stepped away from me, a cloud of darkness filled the room before all the men dropped to the ground, dead.
Once it cleared, two men were standing. Elliot and another man. He stood taller than Elliot and wore darker clothes with fur and leather. I wanted to look at Elliot, but the other man held my gaze. What seemed like an eternity was only a few moments. Something felt uneasy as if he were someone I should had known. I couldn’t place his silver hair and blue-green eyes, but they looked familiar. The black and grey auras around him looked familiar as well, similar to Runa and my own auras. Was he Stamoran like the two of us? 
Elliot was in shock, looking around the room. His gaze finally landed on me as I slowly stood to my feet. “Get these Gods forsaken things off my wrists, and then we can discuss how in the hells they have monmyx.”
Elliot walked to me and cupped both cheeks before kissing me, not caring about my blood. “So I come and rescue you, and there’s no thank you, or I missed you to repay me?” He had a smirk on his face.
“Let me put your wrists in iron and see how you like it, Prince.” I tried to push him in the chest, but lifting my arms was a tad difficult.
Elliot and the other man exchange glances. “Ivy, are you saying these are monmyx?” The man’s eyes widened, and he quickly got to work trying to find the key amongst the mess of bodies on the floor.
“Yes, and they are fucking burning. Can we stop this and get them the fuck off of me? Or else I will find a way to lift my hands to punch you.” I growled. I had no patience. It wasn’t how I imagined seeing my mate for the first time in weeks.
“Found it,” the man said. His voice was deep. He handed the key to Elliot before he unlocked the monmyx around my arms.
Once my arms were free, I threw myself at Elliot, wrapping my arms around him and burying my head into him. I inhaled his scent and felt at home.
The man cleared his throat, “Hate to ruin the reunion, but we need to get going before anyone finds us. Elliot, grab the dagger and constraints. I’ll meet you both at Runa’s.” With that, he faded.
I looked at Elliot as he pulled back, grabbing the dagger and shackles. “Who the hells was that?”
“King Kalen,” he replied like it was nothing meeting a king for the first time.
Before I asked anything else, he grabbed my hand and faded us to Runa’s. Once we landed, Runa rushed over to me and titled my face to look at the cut on my cheek. When she grabbed my head, I winced in pain, the adrenaline slowly faded away. “Go sit down, dear. I’ll get some warm water and bandages.”
Instead of sitting down, I looked at Elliot. He looked concerned. “I’m okay, Elliot. It’s just a cut, it’s nothing.”
“It’s not nothing, Ivy!” I took a step back. He ran his hand through his hair before releasing a breath, “It could have been worse, Ivy. For now on, no more coming into the city alone.”
“Alright.” I knew there was no sense in arguing with him. He was right. I was fortunate to get off with a tiny cut. “I’m sorry.” I looked away, down at my wrist. Looking at the birthmark, I ran my hand over it, disguising it.
Wrapping his arms around me, Elliot pulled me to him and kissed the top of my head. I suddenly pulled back from him, my eyes wide in terror. I then quickly closed my eyes, jumping into his mind.
“If King Kalen knows that those were monmyx and I was affected, he knows I’m Stamoran. Fuck, Elliot.”
He cupped my cheeks. “Ivy, he knew.”
I titled my head, “How?”
“Why don’t you ask him yourself.”
Elliot grabbed my hand and led me to the sitting room. We sat on the couch, and I sat Elliot’s lap. His arms were wrapped around me, and I relaxed back into him. We both had felt the distance those past few weeks. I desperately wanted to be as close to him as possible.
My gaze found King Kalen, and he looked me over. The expression on his face looked like he’d seen a ghost. Runa finally walked back into the room, stepping between us as she cared for the cut on my cheek.
She placed the bowl of bloody water on the table and sat in her chair next to Kalen. I took both of them in together. Similar eye color and shade of silver hair. I closed my eyes and opened them, looking at the threads and auras surrounding them. 
I had come to notice that each person with magic had their own hue and signature of auras and threads surrounding them. It was unique to them, their type of magic, and how powerful their magic was. For example, Imis’s auras and threads were much weaker than Elliot’s. 
The auras surrounding Kalen were a deep grey, almost black. It swirled around him like a storm cloud. Then there were threads that wrapped around his hands, the main channeler of his magic. 
I looked to Runa. Her auras were black, darker than Kalen’s, but acted similar in the sense they swirled around like storm clouds. Her threads wrapped more up her wrists, but they hand the same color and sparkle to them. 
Looking down at my arms, the threads around my wrists we the same as Runa and Kalen’s. I looked down at Elliot’s hands and didn’t see any threads around his wrists. It clicked then that it was the Stamoran magic, confirming my earlier suspicions. I whispered, “You’re also Stamoran?”
“Yes, I am.”
Runa spoke up, “Enough of that, let’s get to the real business. Things aren’t good if they have monmyx.”
“I don’t think they had much or trusted it. They said something about testing it on me.” I paused, deciding to reveal the next bit of information. I knew Runa knew about the incident with Stormfury. I decided to be honest with what knowledge I knew. “There’s no magic in the dagger he used. I didn’t react like I did when I cut my hand with Stormfury.”
Kalen quickly stood; fury quickly filled his eyes. He pushed his chair back. “You did what?” Yup, there was anger laced in his voice. It was an odd reaction from a king. I scrunched my eyebrows and tilted my head. 
I had sunk deeper into Elliot, wanting to hide from the fury and king’s focus. Kalen took a step closer before turning and pacing in the room. “Gods, Ivy. What the hells were you thinking?” When he paced, I caught a glimpse of his sword, which from the description in the books, I recognized as Nightfall.
My eyes didn’t leave it as he kept pacing. It was beautiful. The hilt had multiple moonstones inlaid within it. The largest was at the butt of the hilt, and another larger one was at the base, where it met the blade. I saw the magic of Nightfall, unlike Stormfury.
Nothing made sense, and my head started to spin. Elliot hugged me and whispered, “Get some rest, rá ruuhz.”
I nodded and rested my head against him and closed my eyes. “Kalen, calm down. And please, don’t yell at my mate. And she did it to prove she couldn’t wield the sword because she was Stamoran.”
“Foolish, she wasn’t ready.”
I mumbled, “Trust me, Runa has already laid it on me.”
Runa laughed, “That I have, dear.”
“How could they have monmyx weapons, if only one blacksmith knew how to forge with it?” I kept my eyes closed. I was tired, but something told me that conversation was significant, and I needed to be aware.
“It’s as we feared. The other Gods have discovered monmyx.” Runa clasped her hands together and placed them on her legs.
Other Gods? What did she mean by that? How did she have so much knowledge about the Gods and monmyx? I clenched my eyes tighter as I tried to recall the bits of information I’d learned over the months. The only connection to monmyx I made was Aeden Graywood. Did he have the help of one of the Gods? It would make sense if only the Gods could truly forge with the metal. 
She whispered, “Although they shouldn’t be able to come to this realm.” 
My body tensed, and so did Elliot’s. “Theoretically, how would they come to this realm?” My eyes opened slightly, and I looked at Kalen and Runa.
“There are three portals, one for each God. They are located in the Northern Hallows.” I looked up at Elliot. My heart started to pound. Three hot springs, each a different aura matching the Gods, and ancient runes for said Gods, I didn’t think it was a coincidence. “In this realm, it is called Deos Mux Zvlehb.” Mux Zvlehb was the old tongue for hot springs. Deos meant Gods. 
My eyes widened and in unison, Elliot and I mumbled, “Shit.”
Runa and Kalen both glared at us. “What in the hells did you two do?” We didn’t reply right away. “How long ago?”
“During the full moon on the 22nd of Nitn.”
“And what were you two doing there?” Kalen spoke up that time. I thought he was furious before, but that anger didn’t compare to the anger coming off him at that moment.
“I brought us there to complete our mating bond,” Elliot answered.
“Did no one teach you of Deos Mux Zvlehb, Prince? It should be in your book.” 
Book? He had a book? I looked over to Elliot as he shook his head in response to Kalen.
“It would explain how our swords are to never be near the hot springs, as they function as keys to other realms and for the Gods to come to our realm.”
“That’s why something felt wrong and explains the sudden surge of magic when we left. But only one pool boiled, Geb’s,” I divulged as a pieced together the provided information. 
“How did you know that the pools related to each God?” Kalen asked. 
“There were runes on the walls. One for each God, but Thoth’s was crossed off. There were columns, like a temple, but they weren’t of this realm.”
Runa and Kalen both released breaths. “What is done can’t be undone. But these past few weeks, they had enough time to learn how to make weapons with monmyx. This isn’t good, but we can prepare. Things are happening quickly. To slow them down, you must keep Ivy away from the Reformers and keep her alive,” Kalen stated before he faded.
“What do they want with me?”
“We don’t know yet, Ivy. We know they need you for something. They’ve been looking for a Stamoran girl around your age.” Goosebumps covered my body as an eerie feeling overcame me. Something larger was happening, and whether I liked it or not, I was a pawn in the game.
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Chapter 32







A Ring

Ivy


We landed in the sitting room at home. Imis immediately shot up and ran over to us, and she practically pulled me out of Elliot’s hold. She looked me up and down before gazing at the bandage on my cheek. “What the hells happened? I was about to go to Runa’s myself. I’ve been worried sick. You were supposed to be home a few hours ago.” She embraced me before taking a step back. 
A familiar warmth met my back as Elliot’s arms wrapped around me, pulling me into him. I looked up at him. I saw the concern and worry in his eyes. How much did we let Imis in on? She probably had no clue about the larger scheme of things happening with the Gods and Magic Reformers. She was family, and I wanted to protect and keep her away from all of it. There was no need for her to become a pawn in the Game of Gods. The less she knew, the better.
His arms squeezed me, a silent agreement that he knew what I was thinking. “The Magic Reformers captured Ivy for a brief time. King Kalen helped me fade from Alitura, and we took care of the men holding her captive.”
“What would they want with Ivy?”
“We don’t know, but she’s safe now.”
Imis sat back down in her chair. “Thank the Gods.” Elliot and I both tensed as her saying that, but she didn’t notice. She continued, “Also, welcome back home, cousin.”
“Ivy and I are exhausted. We’re going to go up to bed now,” Elliot said as he unwrapped his arms and grabbed my hand, leading me toward our bedroom.
Our room, calling the place home, it all hit me at once. I had finally accepted my place with Imis and Elliot as my mate. It was my second chance at happiness, and I embraced it. The scars of the night the previous year were part of my soul, but they had become bearable—it didn’t consume or control me anymore. 
I wasn’t replacing Neverwood or my old home. That was the hardest thing for me to accept—that I created new memories and family, not replacing the old. The old would always hold a place deep within my heart. I knew there would be days I would miss them and grieve them, but it was easier to live each day. 
The old was my guiding force; the ones that set me in motion, moving forward. I needed to live not only for my future, but for my past. I lived to continue to make my grams and mother proud of me. They were the reasons I was there in the realm. Everything they did was to keep me safe and alive. I owed it to them to find happiness and live life. 
I wasn’t sure what the larger goal of the Game of Gods was, but I knew that I had found my people, my new family, and I would protect them all with my life. 
Imis laughed before saying, “Have a good night, and maybe for once, keep it quiet up there?”
Elliot chuckled. It was a deep chuckle and instantly sent the heat and desire pooling between my thighs. Gods, I missed him. “No promises; I haven’t seen my mate in weeks,” he yelled out. Feeling my face redden, I playfully punched Elliot in his arm. “What?” He laughed, and it warmed my heart. His laugh was wholesome.
“Who said I was having sex with you?”
He stopped walking at the base of the stairs and turned to me. “We both know that’s a lie, princess. I can already smell your arousal.” What? My eyes shot open, and he smirked. He grabbed me and tossed me over his shoulders as he climbed the stairs.
“Hey! Put me down!” I shouted and attempted to struggle, but I figured it was better not to. I didn’t want him to drop me, not that I thought he would. “You could have at least carried me like a princess,” I scoffed.
He slapped my ass before setting me back down on the ground. “Are you done complaining?” My mouth opened, then shut, before I shook my head. “Good, because I’ve been waiting a long time to do this.”
His mouth crashed to mine. The kiss was one of desperation and desire. We only broke the kiss to tear each other’s tunics off. Once our pants were off, Elliot lifted me and pulled me to him. My legs wrapped around him, feeling his dick press against me. I groaned against his mouth.
He slid inside me as he pushed my back against the nearest wall. My legs tightened around him, pulling him closer and deeper into me. Being that close and connected with him, I felt whole, but the weight of my mate being away for weeks hit me.
The warm liquid started to pool at the corner of my eyes and fell down my cheeks. I broke away from the kiss before burying my face in Elliot’s neck. I breathed in, inhaling the smell of musk and freshly cut wood. Elliot gently kissed the side of my neck before thrusting in and out of me. I mumbled against his neck, “I missed you, rá ryxi.” My mate.
He whispered, “Sweetheart, look at me.” I pulled away from his neck and looked at him. His grey eyes showed me everything—his vulnerabilities, love, and desire. The liquid was pooling in the corner of his beautiful eyes, but I knew he held them back to be strong for the both of us. With his hand cupping my cheeks, he wiped the tears away. “No matter how far away we may be, we will always find our way back to each other.” His forehead rested on mine. “You are my moons, stars, my everything. I will destroy mountains, lakes, and rivers and kill to find my way back to you. Nothing will ever keep me from you.”
He picked up his pace, slamming into me. A moan escaped my lips as more tears streamed down my cheeks. I buried my face back into his neck as I held onto him. I loved my mate with everything and never wanted to lose that. Recognizing what I needed at that moment, Elliot whispered in my ear, “I’ve got you, rá ruuhz.”
His thrusts got rougher, and he reached a hand down between us and started to rub my clit. “E-Elliot, please,” I begged and whimpered. With his body pressing me against the wall and one hand rubbing my clit, he used his other hand to pull my hair, pulling me away from his neck. I was a mess, but I slowly came undone.
I completely lost it when he put his mouth on my neck and sunk his canines into my skin. Pleasure unlike any I’d felt before coursed through my veins. My nails dug into his back as I screamed out, coming at the same time he did.
He slowed until he stopped moving and kept himself seated inside me. He pulled away from my neck, licking the blood away. Looking at me, he smiled. “Such a beautiful mess, princess.” He lifted me, pulling out. A shudder went through my body at the loss of him filling me.
He held me and walked us over to the bed before placing me down and climbing in next to me. Snuggling into him, his arms wrapped around me, and he gently kissed the top of my head.
We laid like that for a while, content being with each other. Elliot softly ran a hand over my back. His heart started to pound under my head before he spoke up, “Ivy?”
I tilted my head up to look at him. “Yeah?”
He tucked a piece of hair behind my ear, then shifted and got out of bed. I sat up and watched him as he walked over to our discarded clothing on the ground. He knelt and grabbed something out of his pants pocket before returning to the side of the bed. Standing there, he reached out a hand, and I grabbed it and knelt on the bed in front of him. He cupped my cheek and kissed me. “What is all this about?”
“Ivy,” he paused, emotion filled his eyes. “Since that first night we met, I knew you were my mate. When you disappeared, I lost it. I was so afraid then of losing you, and every day since. You complete me, and I am so in love with you that no number of words could ever come close to describing it. I don’t know what is to come with the Reformers and Gods and your magic, but I do know I want to spend the rest of my days with you. You are my mate, my love, my everything. You are mine, but more importantly, I want us to be equals.”
His hand against my cheek was starting to get sweaty. Was he nervous about something? And what did he mean by equals? He held out what he dug out of his pocket, and it was a ring. I gasped, my eyes widening as I looked back up at him. “Elliot?” My heart raced. What was happening?
“I promised to make you a queen one day, and I don’t know when that day will come. I want to wake up each morning with you, and have something to look forward to, even when it might feel like this realm is falling about or the Gods are trying to destroy us.” My gaze flicked back to the ring. It was gorgeous. Situated within a crescent moon laid five tiny moonstones. Connected to the moon were three larger stones of moss agate. The band was simple, but the leaves were intricately carved on either side of the moon and stones. He tilted my head, so I looked at him. “I love you, rá ruuhz. Marry me.”
Those two words stole my breath away. What felt like a lifetime ago, I was asked the exact same thing, but it ultimately led me to my mate. I couldn’t imagine spending a day of my life with anyone else. A lifetime ago, I worried about the status differences, but Elliot was offering to make me his equal, and I felt it in my soul that he meant every word and promise. I look deep into his grey eyes, getting lost in them momentarily. I thought my heart was complete and full, but Elliot kept proving me wrong. We’d only known each other for a fraction of our lifetimes, but there was so much more to live. I knew I was meant to live the rest of that lifetime with him, my mate, my protector, my everything. I was confident that any lifetimes after that would be spent with him.
I knew he could feel it through the bond since I felt his love. The worry on his face turned to relief and happiness. I nodded my head, “Yes, in this lifetime and the next, absolutely yes.” I threw my hands around his neck and pressed my lips to his, smiling against them. He wrapped his arms around my waist, pulling me to him, almost off the bed. “I love you too, rá ryxi.”
He pressed one more kiss to my lips before stepping back and grabbing my right hand, placing the ring on my middle finger. It fit perfectly. I looked at it on my finger, admiring the ring’s beauty. It was perfect parts of us bot—the moons, the leaves, the green. “I had it made when I went home to Alitura.”
“So while you were, I’m assuming, torturing a man for following us, you were thinking of marrying me? That’s sweet.” He pinched my sides, and I giggled. “And kind of romantic.”
“I’ve known since the moment I laid eyes on you that I would marry you. Those green eyes and silver hair stole my breath away. You are the most beautiful woman I’d ever laid eyes on, and now you’re mine.” He grinned.
“I guess you’re lucky you’re the most handsome I’ve ever seen. Did I mention sexy?” My eyes flicked over his naked body and his erection. “Damn, how did I get so lucky to land myself a handsomely sexy husband?”
“You’re asking for it,” he warned with a low growl before tickling my sides.
We didn’t get any sleep. We fucked and made love multiple times, seemingly unable to get enough of each other. Everything belonged to him, my soul, love, and body. And for some unknown reason, being engaged made the sex much better. I didn’t care how sore I would be in the morning. I needed to be with him and with him buried in me.
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I'm Serious

Elliot


Ivy was in my arms, asleep, when I awoke the next morning. The afternoon sun shone into the bedroom, indicating we at least got a few hours of sleep after making love all night. I looked down at my future wife and smiled. 
After a few weeks apart, we couldn’t get enough of one another. We’d missed each other so much that we fucked before making love. It was a pure need and want to be together. Her raw emotion could be felt through the bond before she started to cry. I wanted to cry with her, but I held on to her and fucked her. That wasn’t enough for either of us. The only other thing left to do was take her blood.
I swore I wouldn’t do it without her permission, or until we were wed. It was the most intimate act between mates, more intimate than sex. It was unlikely Ivy had any knowledge of that part of the mating bond. I had never thought to mention it to her before. 
Our blood was our essence and our souls. A mate’s blood was a rare magic to help mates feel more connected and share magic. I didn’t take much, but I felt a drop of her magic course through me when I did. I smelled and sensed her arousal in her blood as I drank. The pleasure was divine.
After fucking, with Ivy in my arms, I realized that I didn’t want another day to go by without her being completely mine and my equal. I knew I was going to ask her to marry me. It was why I had the ring made while I was in Alitura these past few weeks. However, things became all too real with the Magic Reformers taking Ivy. I planned to ask her in two months when we were at the Interval of Light Ball in Alitura. It all changed when I saw her cut—realizing how vulnerable we all were. None of us knew what the future looked like with the Magic Reformers and Ivy being the Fated One, but I wanted to make her mine in all ways. I wanted her to be my equal and my queen. I wanted to wake up every morning with my future wife in my arms.
I wanted the ring to represent us and our love. It was to be equal parts of both of us. The moss agates came from my mother’s wedding ring, while the moonstones were sourced from the Kingdom of Umbra. The moon and leaves of ivy both represent her, but the leaves represent nature and me. Seeing it on her finger filled me with pride. That woman was mine; not mine to own, but mine to love, protect and support.
I looked down at Ivy; her green eyes were staring at me. They were mesmerizing, and I easily got lost in them. They were on the darker side of the green but were somehow bright, like Ivy was. Sometimes silver specks could be seen within them—especially when she used her magic. One day I hoped our children would have their mother’s eyes. As a Stamoran, her traits would be dominant, but I hoped that held true for her eyes as well.
“What are you thinking about?” Her voice was laced with exhaustion. If I had come to learn anything about Ivy, it was that she enjoyed her sleep.
I leaned down and pressed my lips to her forehead. “I was thinking about you and our future children.” Her face did that cute thing she does when she was confused—her brows scrunched together, and her eyes pinned me. “I know, children seem like a lifetime away. But I want to have them with you. I want to watch you swell each time with my child.” I rubbed her cheek before continuing, “I want to watch you become a mother and love our children. I want to love our children right alongside you. I want them to grow up with both parents.”
A tear ran down her cheek before she rested her head on my pounding chest. I ran my hand through her hair. “I want your children, but not while the realm seems to be falling apart with the Magic Reformers and Gods.” I kissed the top of her head, letting her know that was okay.
We spent the rest of the afternoon talking about the Reformers and what I all knew so far. I managed to withhold the fact she was the Fated One from her. She knew the Reformers wanted her, but I didn’t want her to know that she was actually a larger part of the greater scheme of things. She thought she was a pawn for some reason, but I suspected she was a bishop or the queen. All we knew was that we fucked up while we were at the hot springs a few weeks prior.
I wasn’t sure how it happened. Ivy and I both felt the surge in power, but she knew something was wrong before the pool started to boil. I knew someplace in the realm that allowed the Gods to travel between realms, but I never paid attention to where it was. All the text would say that the sort of portal was locked. And why only one of the Gods? Where was Thoth? When Kalen spoke of the swords being the keys, he left something else out—important information.
It was late afternoon when Ivy’s stomach growled. We’d sat in bed with her in my arms all afternoon. I would never get over the feeling of her bare skin against mine. It was so soft that I often ran a finger over her skin, leaving goosebumps in its wake.
But as we talked about the Reformers and Gods, I sensed Ivy’s worry through our bond. She hid it well, but I could tell how much she thought about it. Bursts of regret would come down the bond. When I would ask her about it, she shrugged it off. I knew she wasn’t intentionally hiding things from me, but she tried to carry her burdens herself. All I knew how to do at that point was to comfort and hold her while she sorted through her thoughts.
When her stomach growled, I took it as the opportunity to get us out of bed. We could go into the city and get dinner with Imis and Runa. Spending time with them would be good for her.
We finally got out of bed, and I grabbed her hand, leading her into the washroom. “Let’s bathe before we go into the city with Imis and Runa for dinner.” Once in the room, I turned the water on in the large tub. Ivy walked toward the mirror on the wall and removed the bandage on her cheek. I let the water run, walked over to her, and wrapped my arms around her from behind.
Her fingers ran along the scab that had formed. Sadness lingered in those green eyes. We knew it would scar, the scar on her hand as evidence. I pressed my lips against her neck. “You’re still beautiful, rá ruuhz.”
Of everything I’d called Ivy, rá ruuhz, or my moons, became my favorite. Since seeing her shine like a Goddess under the moons’ light, I knew she was my everything. She was the light brought into my life. I enjoyed calling her princess, especially since it became a tease and a promise when I first met her. I knew from that moment she would be my princess and queen, even if she didn’t.
Ivy rested her head back on my chest. “Up until my hand, I’d never scarred before. Even with iron back in Neverwood.” I tensed with her in my arms. “I’d been cut a time or two when sword training with Raine. I was sick of using wooden swords and insisted I learn to fight with a real sword. I lost my footing, and he accidentally sliced my arm. The first time it happened, he saw it heal right away.” Looking at her face in the mirror, her face suddenly changed before she turned around in my arms and looked up at me, and whispered, “He knew.” Her eyes were wide with realization.
“Knew what, Ivy?”
“He knew I wasn’t Lunarian. He was the son of an Elder. His elder brother had more formal training, but I knew he learned more about Ellatiel and the history of Asteris than we did in our studies.”
She closed her eyes and entered my mind. “Let me show you.”
She showed me flashes of remembering when she used her magic unknowingly around Raine. With her mother giving her herbs to repress her magic, they were never enough, but Ivy didn’t realize when she used her magic.
She showed it the first time she used it with Raine around. It was colder out, and the lilies around her bloomed because she was sad that they were gone for the season—Terra magic.
She showed that when she saved Raine from falling from a tree when they were older, using wind as a barrier to stop the fall. Sol magic. Then how she used mind magic to alter his mind.
Lastly, she showed me the night the kid died. It was harder to show me. But off in the distance, Raine was there, yelling at her. He saw it happen, her death magic. Luna magic.
But it was more than magic. She showed the first time she was sliced with the iron sword during training. It didn’t hurt her, and Raine was worried about her before her arm healed in front of them both. Everything was written on Raine’s face. There could only be one reason a fae could heal from a cut of iron—she was of the Old Races. He knew without seeing all of her magic. Ivy was confused, thinking it was normal. She never put it together that she could heal from iron while the others in her village didn’t.
She pulled back and looked at me. “He knew, and he kept me safe. He knew before I did, Elliot.” I tucked a piece of hair behind her ear. It was hard for her to talk about Raine and show me everything about him, but I could tell it was getting easier for her. The pain that was once in her eyes when she spoke of him was gone. I didn’t know if she would ever admit it to me, but I knew she would always love him. I was okay with that. In a way, he helped her get to me. He protected her before I found her. I hoped that Neverwood was safely tucked away in the Ikarian Forest—away from the Magic Reformers.
I led us to the tub and got in. Sitting behind Ivy, I rubbed her shoulders. She was so tense. I nipped at her ear. “He protected you, sweetheart. Now, please relax,” I whispered in her ear.
She listened and melted into my chest, letting out a deep breath. “What happens next?”
“You relax more and forgetting about everything besides your mate and future husband.” I slid my hand down her stomach and between her legs. I used my legs to hold her open as I slid two fingers into her. She was wet, and her pussy clenched around my fingers before her whole body loosened and relaxed more into me. I used my other hand to turn her head to me as I took her mouth to mine, consuming her pants and moaning as I finger fucked her. It wasn’t long before she came on my fingers. I slowly removed my fingers from her and pressed my hard dick into her back.
She moved and twisted in the tub so she could face me. Straddling me, she sunk down onto my dick. Her back arched, pressing her hard nipples against my chest. She moved her hips and started to ride me before I took over and grabbed her hips and pound into her. The water started sloping out of the tub, but Ivy used her magic to keep it contained. I groaned, “You are so sexy.” She quickly reached a second climax. I nibbled her neck, “Come on my cock, Princess.” She moaned out my name as she released. I was quick to follow, filling her.
Once we both came down from our highs, I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her to me. I pressed my face into her neck, breathing in the scent of lilies and the night. The feeling of being inside Ivy and breathing in her scent couldn’t be explained. I’d never felt more at home before. “I love you, Ivy.”
[image: image-placeholder]We met Imis and Runa at the shop. She had closed for the rest of the evening. When we arrived, Runa embraced Ivy and said, “I didn’t say it last night, but I am glad you’re alright.”
The embrace suffocated Ivy, but she returned it with a smile. “I’m fine, Runa. Really, I am. I’ll be more careful from now on.”
Runa kissed her cheek before stepping away. Concern was written all over her face. She’d come to care for Ivy, beyond the friendly type, but more so in a motherly or grandmotherly way. I should had noticed it the night before when she bandaged Ivy’s wound. Ivy seemed oblivious to the concern radiating off of Runa. Runa didn’t mind because under all her concern was happiness—happiness to be with Ivy.
Runa walked past me and elbowed me in the arm, whispering, “Don’t overthink it, Prince. Let her keep what she can before it all comes crashing down.”
I simply nodded in response before walking over to Ivy and grabbing her hand. I pulled her to me and kissed her with a smile on my face.
She poked my chest, “What are you smiling about?”
I leaned down and whispered, “Thinking what you’ll look like on our wedding night when I tear your dress off you and sink my cock in you.” I pulled back and saw the red flush across her cheeks and nose. Gods, she looked adorable when I made her blush and embarrassed her.
She pushed me and giggled. “Well, it’s months away at best, so keep it in your pants.”
Imis walked over and looked her arm with Ivy’s. “What’s months away,” she asked. She pulled Ivy along out of Runa’s store. “We need to get going now. Nan’s isn’t going to stay open all night for us.”
Ivy and I both spoke at the same time, quickly saying “nothing” to her question. Ivy then looked at the three of us confused, “What do you mean Nan’s is open? They closed hours ago.”
Imis replied, “We asked them to stay open late today. You had a rough day yesterday, and we know their cinnamon rolls are your favorite.”
We walked toward Nan’s Café. The weather outside was perfect, and the sun had started to set, but it was light out. There was a warm breeze, a sign of warmer months ahead. I watched Imis and Ivy walk together.
Imis had told me how she found and saved Ivy. That was months ago, and she was some scared, lost person with no idea of what was to unfold in her life. Someone who had no control over her unique magic. A beautiful soul who didn’t think she deserved to find happiness and a new home. Ivy was a strong and independent woman. She’d found her mate in me, but I believed she had found a new family with Imis and Runa.
Ivy had no idea of the storm to be unleashed. One thing was sure, we would all protect her. I had confidence that after yesterday, Kalen would protect her as well. On the other hand, my father would try to destroy her once he found out who she was. My alliance would ultimately be with my mate and future wife if it ever came to that.
We had made it to Nan’s and were seated at a table outside. Ivy was served two cinnamon rolls and inhaled them. Her reaction to eating cinnamon rolls would never get old. Her face lit up with delight as the flavors of the frosting and cinnamon hit her tongue. Once she finished, I wiped some frosting off her nose and put my finger in my mouth to lick it off. Ivy’s face went red.
“Was last night and this afternoon not enough for you two? Gods, I need to get a different room in the house,” Imis spoke up. Ivy and I chuckled. “Young love—,” she was cut off when her eyes widened at the sight of the ring on Ivy’s middle finger. “Why is there a ring?” She looked between the two of us. She then pinned Runa with her gaze. “Did you know?”
It was Runa’s turn to look at the ring on Ivy’s finger. The finger was on her middle finger on the right hand—signifying that we were engaged. Once we wed, it would move to her left hand. Most times, the ring was situated on the ring finger, but for mates, they were placed on the middle fingers to represent equality.
Ivy tucked her hand under the table, away from the spotlight of Imis and Runa. “It’s nothing,” she mumbled.
We hadn’t told them, but I figured it wouldn’t take them that long to notice the ring either. I was glad that Ivy was okay wearing it out. She wasn’t shy about it, but she didn’t like being the center of attention, especially when asked lots of questions and put on the spot.
I laced my fingers with hers, pulled her hand to my mouth, and kissed her knuckles. Resting our hands on the table, Runa’s and Imis’s gazes both fell to the ring. Ivy wanted to pull her hand back.
I couldn’t help but keep my mind from flicking to when I asked her to marry me. I was scared, more scared than I had ever been in my life. I knew her history and knew there was a chance she would tell me no due to our status differences. But I would hold my promise to her—to be equals in every way. Ivy must had felt my slight switch in my mood because she gave up on trying to hide her hand and instead squeezed my hand, reassuring me.
“I was going to wait until the Interval of Light Ball at home to ask her to marry me.”
Ivy’s head whipped in my direction. “A ball? And home as in Alitura?” She knew we hosted an annual ball, but her excitement showed, nonetheless. 
I nodded before continuing, “After all that happened yesterday, I didn’t want to wait. As Ivy said, it might be months before we have the wedding, but I don’t want to spend another day without knowing that one day she will be my wife and Queen.” It was my turn to squeeze her hand.
We talked, and Ivy answered any questions they had. I could tell she was uncomfortable being put on the spot, but she answered with excitement. We ate dinner and had dessert. We sat at the café chatting for a while. Imis kept quaking over the ring. I eventually admitted to them and Ivy the meaning behind it and where the stones were from.
On the way back to Runa’s, Ivy stayed by my side, her hand in mine. She rested her head on my arm as we walked. “Why didn’t you tell me about the ring sooner, about it having your mother’s stones?”
“Well, we’ve been busy with other activities.”
“I’m serious.”
“So am I, Princess,” I teased and leaned over and kissed her silver hair.
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Captain

Ivy


It was the 15th of Noehr. The past two nights had been full moons, and my magic had been stirring inside of me. It had been a while since the last time there were full moons two nights in a row. Mix that in with the warmer weather we’d been having; I felt great. 
The gardens and forests were so lively the past few weeks. Everything had finally finished blooming. The gardens around the house were filled with all types and colors of flowers. Most of my free time was spent in the gardens and forests, learning about plants native to the western Ikarian Forest and near the coast. That part varied significantly from the eastern part of the forest near the Northern Hollows near where Neverwood was. 
My favorite flowers that I’d seen so far around there were lily of the valley and foxglove. Both were beautiful, droopy, bell-like flowers. The lily of the valley was an often white bell-shaped flower, but in that part of the forest, they were pink while foxgloves were white. Both plants were poisonous to humans and animals; they could be deadly if consumed in large doses.
After I was out of it for two weeks when slicing my hand, I had to start over with building my resistance to poisons. I knew that as a Stamoran, most poisons never had deadly effects on me but could affect me mentally and physically for a short period. I carried a few vials of various poisons with me. I never knew when it could be helpful, especially knowing the Magic Reformers had been after me. I only wished I had had enough time to try to use the poison on them when they took me that day, but I was caught off guard, and my hands were bound rather quickly.
Looking at the pink flowers, I couldn’t help but smile. They were so different than the lilies my mother was named after, but there was a specific type of beauty to the plant that shared the name lily. I might had found my new favorite poison.
I carefully collected a few handfuls of flowers and returned to the greenhouse, preparing a few vials of poison. I turned some of the flowers into liquid and some into powder forms: I never knew when either form could come into use. 
I ensured I had an antidote available, though I knew I couldn’t die from the poison. Effects could be miserable.
I dipped my small finger into the powder, getting a light coating before sticking it under my tongue.
“Please don’t tell me you’re doing what I think you’re doing,” Elliot’s voice filled the greenhouse from behind me. I closed the vial and returned it to the small belt bag I carried with me.
Swiveling in the chair, I turned to face him. “Nope. However, I don’t recommend kissing me. I suppose it might have the same effect on all fae as it does me, but I don’t know.”
He reached me and leaned down and kissed my forehead. Everything suddenly felt heavy—my eyes, arms, and legs. I rested my head on hist stomach, utilizing him to support myself. I was conscious but surprised at how quickly the effects kicked in.
Elliot ran his fingers through my hair. “I wish you’d stop doing this.”
I attempted to lift my head to look at him, but it was no use. I tried to talk, but my mouth didn’t want to move. I mentally felt fine, so there was that. I expected my body to start to feel normal in a few moments.
He held me for a few moments before my body returned to normal. I finally lifted my head away from him and looked at his perfect grey eyes. A smile formed on my lips as I said, “Hi, handsome.”
He leaned down and softly kissed my lips. “Hi, beautiful.” He held my face, so I kept looking up at him. “Are you packed? We leave mid-day to head to the docks to leave for Ellatiel.”
Groaning, I pouted my bottom lip out. “I still don’t understand why we must take a ship, and you can’t fade us there.”
“You’ve never been on a ship before, and I want you to experience the sea and other parts of the realm that you wouldn’t get to see otherwise.” He kissed me and let go of my face. “I have a few things to take care of with Vyn before we leave. I’ll meet you and Imis at the docks soon.” With that, he faded.
[image: image-placeholder]Imis wasn’t a light packer. She had two full trunks of clothing she brought with her. I, on the other hand, fit all my clothing in one bag. I didn’t need much.
We arrived at the seaside docks on the western side of Caldor, the salty breeze hit my face as we stepped onto the wooden planks. The distinctive scent of fish hung in the air, mingling with the tang of saltwater. Wrinkling my nose, I ignored the pungent odor that filled my nostrils.
As I looked around, the bustling scene came alive with activity. The docks were a hub of productivity, a symphony of labor and purpose. Men of various ages and backgrounds darted back and forth, synchronizing like a well-rehearsed dance. It was captivating to witness the intricate choreography of their work.
One older man, his weathered face adorned with a crown of silver hair and a rugged beard, diligently mopped the deck of the ship. Meanwhile, young men displayed their strength and determination as they heaved heavy crates onto the waiting ships. Their muscles strained with the effort, sweat glistening on their brows. It was evident that their work required both physical stamina and mental focus.
High above, figures climbed the tall masts, their bodies seeming weightless as they expertly maneuvered the rigging. With strong hands, they secured ropes and tied down sails, ensuring everything was in place for the upcoming voyage. Their grace and confidence spoke of years spent navigating the open seas.
Not a moment was wasted. Everyone had a purpose, and their roles were seamlessly interwoven in a maritime ballet. Despite the chaotic nature of the scene, there was a rhythm, an unspoken harmony that enveloped the docks.
At that moment, I couldn’t help but feel a surge of anticipation. The docks held a promise of exploration and new horizons. With the sound of lapping waves and the distant calls of seabirds as the backdrop, I realized that the place, with all its odors and vigorous activity, was the gateway to a realm I had yet to fully discover.
A pair of warm arms wrapped around me, pulling me against a body. Elliot’s lips found my neck as he kissed softly against it. “Ready?”
I smiled, turned around in his arms, and looked up at him. I stared into his grey eyes, quickly getting lost and forgetting about the hustle and bustle around me.
“Come on, we don’t have time for this,” Imis called out. She snapped me out of my trance. Turning to look at her, she was a few paces away from us.
Elliot grabbed my hand and tugged me along, navigating us through the crowded docks to the ship. Once arriving at the ship, I realized how big it was when standing alongside it. I took in the beauty of it in awe. Elliot helped me onto the ship while being cautious of the men loading large wooden crates from the dock onto the ship. Once aboard, I stood there and looked around, twirling around, taking it all in.
“She’s a wonder, isn’t she?”
I faced the sound of the deep voice. In front of me stood the Captain. Given our last encounter with the Captain, Elliot’s hand moved around me, a move of protection and possessiveness.
“Captain,” Elliot curtly responded.
The Captain gently bowed before speaking, “Prince and Princess, welcome aboard.” The word princess had an edge to it as if there was more than one meaning to it.
I tensed in Elliot’s embrace, and his arm tightened around me. My eyes widened at the realization of the Captain’s meaning and choice of tone with the word “princess.” A sly smile spread across his lips, a confirmation. I swallowed hard before opening my mouth. “How?”
The Captain turned and started to walk before waving his hand over his shoulder, signaling us to follow him. Cautiously, we followed him until we were led to a room below the main deck.
The room was small but contained a wooden desk and a few chairs. A bookshelf behind the desk was filled with books and various items, including a ship in a bottle. On the desk, various maps and papers were scattered about. The Captain motioned for us to sit in the two chairs in front of the desk while he walked around and sat in his chair.
I hesitantly sat down in one of the chairs, but Elliot remained standing behind me with his hands on my shoulders. I looked up at him, and he simply nodded his head. My focus returned back to the Captain. “Well, how do you remember?”
Elliot’s squeezed my shoulders as he realized what I figured moments before while on the deck above. A few breaths later, Elliot pondered, “You are a Rylyapil.”
I glanced between them in confusion. What was a Rylyapil? It was the old language, but not a term I was familiar with or had ever heard. 
Elliot’s grip on my shoulders relaxed before speaking, “Rylyapils are something of a legend, a human race thought to be distinct.”
The Captain shook his head. “We are very well still around the realm, Prince.” He paused to pull out a map before he continued, “When the old language died, we took the opportunity to hide, not identifying as Rylyapils. A good portion of us reside on Marauder’s Isle,” he pointed he an island south of the Sea of Elmrose between Ellatiel and Ksara, “but there are others throughout both the human and fae lands.”
“That doesn’t answer my question as to why my magic didn’t have any effect on you,” I noted.
“Ah, yes, that,” he said as he folded his arms and leaned back in his chair. “You see, we are humans, but a sub-race of them with longer lifespans. Rylyapils were gifted by Thoth a certain immunity to Luna magic. So you see, while you did enter my mind, the effect of the mine alteration did nothing. In a way, we can control the effects of Luna magic targeted toward us.”
He sat forward, put his elbows on the desk, and rested his chin atop his clasped hands. “You, princess, are also gifted.” I rolled my eyes at his use of the word princess. A low warning growl came from Elliot. The Captain lowered his voice, “It is no coincidence we met at that ball. You may not believe it now, but it was fate. The Magic Reformers may not be an issue right now, but they will be in the near future. You will have the support of my fleet of ships and the Rylyapils.”
Elliot responded, “How can you be so sure about the second?”
A smirk spread across the Captain’s face. “Because, Prince, Captain is my name while at sea. My real name is Calluric, King of the Rylyapils.”
I tilted my head as I took a better look at him, but that time around, an aura covered his head, in the shape of a crown. The aura was black—Luna magic, but it was ancient. The more I stared, the more the crown materialized, revealing ancient ruins.
I broke out of the trance when Elliot spoke up, and the Captain winked at me, knowing what I saw.
The rest of the journey on the ship was spent learning what we could of the Rylyapils and where groups of them were within the realm. I spent the better part of the first two days at sea completely sick.
[image: image-placeholder]We finally made land in Meridiem Port, about a day’s ride from the palace in Alitura. We traveled on horseback through the jungles in the southern part of the Kingdom of Apricus. It was my first time seeing the tropical plants in person. Palm trees became my favorite type of tree. I would love the opportunity to return to the jungle and observe the region’s different types of plants and flowers.
We arrived in Alitura the day before the Interval of Light. The city streets leading up to the palace were decorated for the week-long celebrations. Unlike Caldor, Alitura’s buildings and streets looked of higher status. Instead of wood and thatched, rounded roofs, most buildings had domed or peaked roofs and were painted various different colors. There was lots of greenery and various plants and flowers planted throughout the city streets.
Once the palace came into view, I had never seen anything grander in my life, and I had thought the building the ball was hosted in during the Interval of Snow was grand.
The palace was a masterpiece of architectural grace and beauty. The domed and vaulted roofs stretched into the sky, creating an ethereal silhouette against the horizon. The intricate design of the roofs accentuated the elegance of the palace.
Once we got closer, I saw it was crafted from stained glass and polished white stone—allowing the shimmering light to reflect off the surfaces.
The palace grounds were an herbalist’s dream come true. The breathtaking landscape provided lush vegetation with vibrant flowers adorning the surroundings. It boasted an array of colors and scents. Towering trees sprawled across the landscape and provided a canopy that was a perfect spot to relax out of the hot rays of the sun in the afternoon.
As we kept walking through the grounds, meticulously tended gardens came into view. Delicate blooms cascaded down trellises, their vibrant petals rivaling the colors of the sunset. Ponds and streams meandering through the landscape, their crystal-clear waters reflecting the resplendent beauty that enveloped the palace.
As we ventured deeper into the palace grounds, I spotted secret groves and hidden alcoves, inviting places of solitude and reflection. Ancient stone pathways wound through the gardens under our feet, their moss-covered surfaces whispering tales of the Eathial heritage.
Even inside, the palace walls were grand. The stone and stained glass from the outside was carried in, along with the intricate carvings, columns, and arches that adorned the walkways outside. Plants and flowers of all different varieties were brought indoors, putting emphasis on the palace’s love for nature.
I was in awe with the beauty the palace beheld, not only natural, but hints of magic as well. I took it all in as Elliot and Imis guided us to our rooms for the evening.
[image: image-placeholder]Once settled in, a knock sounded at the door and Elliot answered it. 
A high pitched, chirpy voice sounded from the doorway. “Elliot!” 
I turned to see a woman hugging him. 
“Maisey,” he replied with a curt nod. He quickly embraced her before stepping back. He then gestured toward me. “This is Ivy, my mate and future wife. Your future queen.” 
She rushed over to me, and I held my arm out but she pulled me into an embrace. “It’s so good to meet you!” She stepped back. “I’m Maisey, a good friend of Elliot’s here at the court.” She must have not been that good of a friend considering I didn’t recall Elliot ever mentioning anything about a Maisey. “My father is a Lord and I live here in the palace. We should get to know each other since we’ll be close!” 
Her attention turned to Elliot. “Oh! What about dinner tonight out in the gardens? She’s free tonight, right Elliot?” She asked, drawing out his name. 
Gods I was exhausted after traveling and wanted to sleep next to my mate, but I suppose court life would require me to get to know others, especially those within the palace. What could it hurt? It definitely wouldn’t kill me to try to make friends there. 
Elliot nodded. “Great! Meet me at the arch to the gardens on the south side of the gardens!” 
[image: image-placeholder]I nodded my head and blinked my eyes a few times as I tried to listen to what Maisey said. I stopped paying attention after we finished desert and that was before the sun started to set for the evening. 
Looking up at the sky, it was adorned with the stars and moons. Ugh I wanted to get back to my mate. But I couldn’t be rude and excuse myself. Actually, I probably could since I was a higher status that her, but it felt wrong. Instead, my gaze returned back to her as I plastered a fake smile on my face. My cheek muscles were sore from all the smiling I’d done while at dinner. 
Did the girl ever stop talking? 
“Ivy?” 
I shook my head and looked at her. “Sorry, what?” 
“Are you listening?” 
“Yeah, sorry. I’m starting to get tired.” 
She looked around and her eyes widened. “Gods, we must have gotten carried away and lost track of time! I should return to my rooms before my father worries. He’s in the palace visiting for the ball tomorrow night. But I had a great time. We must do this again.” 
“I look forward to it.” 
She smiled before getting up and bowing her head slightly before slipping away into the palace. 
[image: image-placeholder]I plopped down in bed next to Elliot. 
“How was it?” 
I turned to him and raised an eyebrow. He smirked. “I know I should make friends here at court since I’ll be queen one day, but Gods Elliot, some sort of warning would have been appreciated.” 
He chuckled and propped himself up on his elbows as he looked down at me. “What did the two of you gossip about then?”
“Not much. She was super kind and friendly, too friendly. I think she was trying hard to please me.” I yawned. “She talked about her life here in the palace and growing up here. Honestly, it was a bore. Her whole life is one dimensional. There’s nothing interesting about her.” 
“She doesn’t have many friends here, so thank you for at least trying to give her a chance.” He laid back down and pulled me to him. 
It wasn’t long before my eyelids grew heavy, and I gave in to closing my eyes. 
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Ball and Dagger

Ivy


Imis was helping me get ready for the ball that evening. We were finishing the final touches before putting our dresses on. I sat in front of the mirror as she removed these sorts of rollers that were warmed and meant to curl my hair. My hair looked like a hot mess for a few moments before Imis tamed the curls and styled my hair. We settled on a half up, half down style with strands of hair braided up to look like a crown around my head. 
Imis walked off to finish her own hair. I got up and went to put my dress on. It was a gorgeous green ballgown. The green was lighter than my dress during the Interval of Snow Ball. It could be described as a dark sage color. The skirt was simple but wonderful. It was full of gathered and layered tulle. Throughout the tulle, gems were scattered about and when hitting the light, made the skirt sparkle. The top was a simple bodice with a corset back. The sleeves were made of tulle and loosely hung off the shoulders.
Imis walked out and helped lace up the back of the dress. Once it was tightly laced up, I turned and looked in the mirror. My breasts looked fantastic in the dress. I walked over to my small jewelry box, took out my lily and green gem necklace, and put it on.
I then helped Imis get into her all-black ballgown. She sure did love her black. I didn’t blame her; she looked stunning in it. The overall dress had a very similar look to my own. The main difference was that the bodice was fully corseted with boning. The fabric in the corset was sheer, showing her skin through it.
Once we were both as comfortable as we could be in the dresses, we turned to walk out of the room. Imis stopped and turned around, walking back toward the mirror. “I forgot something,” she said. She returned, holding a silver tiara in her hands.
The tiara itself was shaped like a branch of leaves. Each individual leaf was embedded with multiple stones that looked like diamonds. In the center was a single teardrop-shaped moss agate. It was dainty but beautiful.
“What in the Gods is that for?” I knew what it was for, but I didn’t know if I was ready to acknowledge my new status publicly.
“You know what it is for, know let me put it on you.” I groaned but stepped toward her and bent my knees to lower my head. She placed the tiara on my head. I stood back up, and she smiled before giving me a curtsy. “Perfect for you, Princess.”
Imis looped her arm in mine and led us toward the ball.
As we passed through the towering, ornate gates, I was immediately transported into a realm of magic and wonder. The annual Interval of Light Ball, a cherished tradition in the Kingdom of Apricus, was about to begin, and I couldn’t help but feel a sense of excitement and anticipation. The grand palace gardens stretched out before me, bathed in the warm glow of the setting sun.
Magic transformed the gardens into a kaleidoscope of colors. Brilliant flowers of every shade carpeted the landscape, creating a breathtaking tapestry. Overhead, cherry blossom trees gracefully arched. Jasmine vines climb trellises, their intoxicating scent perfuming the air, while ivy-covered walls added a touch of timeless elegance to the surroundings.
Magic surrounded and coated everything. Most auras were green, but there were mixes of amber in there as well. It swirled around everything and in the air above our heads.
In the heart of the gardens, a magnificent fountain was the centerpiece. Its waters danced and sparkled, catching the fading sunlight and casting rainbows in the air. Carved mythical creatures were situated around the fountain’s basin, their lifelike forms frozen in stone.
Throughout the garden, tables draped in shimmering silk cloths awaited our arrival. Crystal goblets and fine porcelain gleamed under the flickering candlelight. Each table had a centerpiece overflowing with roses, lilies, and exotic orchids. Lanterns hung from the branches, casting a warm and intimate glow. The air was alive with soft, melodic music.
As Imis and I walk toward the crowd, everyone started to part for us, paving a path toward Elliot and his father. My eyes meet Elliot’s and his face lit up when he saw me. I sensed that he wanted to come to me, but his duty required him to stand next to his father.
We approached the dais and curtsied. “King Ulrod, Prince Elliot,” Imis spoke up.
I couldn’t keep my eyes off Elliot. He was wearing a tunic made of rich, luxurious fabric. His pants were well-fitted and a green that matched well with my dress. Over his tunic, he wore a finely embroidered vest that was green with gold threading. He looked handsome, but I secretly couldn’t wait to take his clothes off once the ball was over.
Elliot stepped forward and walked to me. Once standing in front of me, he took my hand and kissed it. “Princess.” The one single word was double-edged, formal yet a tease. He smirked, knowing what he did, and it sent desire pooling between my thighs.
He then laced his fingers in mine and turned me around to face the crowd. Everyone had stopped their actions, and all eyes were on us. I looked to Elliot, confused, and he squeezed my hand before leaning over and whispering, “The only reason we came to this awful thing is so I can introduce you to the whole realm because you deserve it, rá ruuhz.”
He faced the crowd, and we took a step forward. He cleared his throat, and the music in the background quieted down. I’d never seen Elliot be a prince, not like that. He ensured everyone was focused on us and got everyone to quiet down in one simple gesture.
Elliot said, “We all know that I hate balls and rarely make appearances at these things.” The crowd snickered and nodded their heads in agreement. “But I make an appearance tonight to introduce my future wife, my mate, and your future princess. Ivy Neverwood, of Lily.” Murmurs instantly filled the crowd. Elliot pulled me toward him, wrapping an arm around my waist as he pressed his lips to mine. I smiled against him before kissing him back. I heard the crowd go crazy before returning to partying, but I was lost in my future husband’s arms.
We broke apart, our hands entwined as we approach the dance floor. The soft melody filled the air, guiding our movements. Elliot’s touch sent shivers down my spine as he led me with a gentle yet confident hold. The garden transformed into a realm of pure enchantment as we twirled and glided across the dance floor.
I gazed into Elliot’s eyes, feeling a deep connection that words couldn’t express. His presence wrapped around me like a protective cloak, and I felt safe and cherished in his arms. With each graceful step we took, it was as if the realm around us faded away, leaving only the two of us suspended in that magical moment.
As we swayed to the rhythm of the music, the gentle breeze carried the sweet scent of blooming flowers, mingling with the warmth of Elliot’s touch. The dance felt completely different from our last dance. Our movements became an unspoken language, conveying emotions too profound for words. We communicated with the language of our bodies, expressing the depth of our love and devotion.
The flickering lanterns casted a soft, romantic glow upon us, illuminating Elliot’s face, which expressed pure adoration. In that timeless dance, time seemed to stand still, and we were the only witnesses to our own love story solidifying beneath the moonlit sky—even if all eyes were on us.
In the enchanted garden, surrounded by nature’s beauty and the warmth of our love, I realized how lucky I was to have Elliot by my side. With every turn and every gentle dip, I felt a deep sense of belonging and knowing that no force could break our mating bond.
I was so lost in Elliot that I didn’t notice King Kalen approach us. When he spoke, I jumped in Elliot’s embrace. “I apologize, but may I steal this dance with the future Princess?” Elliot nodded and handed me off to Kalen.
I looked at Kalen. His clothing was more regal than Elliot’s. He wore dark colors with hints of white and silver embroidery. His long silver hair was pulled up into a bun on his head, more casual. Small braids detailed from his temples and were tied back into it. His eyes were bright, and he looked more relaxed than when I met him.
He placed his hands on my hips—it was customary when dancing at these things, but the way he held me, and his composure was much less intimate than with Elliot. My attention was focused on a broach he wore over his heart. I followed his lead and motions to the music.
It wasn’t long before I spoke, “Why dance, Kalen? Last time I saw you, you were uncomfortable around me and more than happy to fade away once you knew I was okay.”
He looked over my shoulder to scan the crowd. I looked sideways, and no one was paying us any attention. His attention turned back to me. His voice was a whisper, “I’m not seen at these things very frequently, but want to make it appear like I am paying my respects to you and your future husband.” He dipped me back in sync with the other dancers around us. He continued, “I also needed you to know not to trust anyone. The only ones you can trust are your mate and Runa.”
“Why tell me this?”
He replied, “Things have been stirring up lately. It is more important than ever that no one finds out who you are. Keep your magic hidden, especially when you are in this palace.”
I scrunched my brows in confusion as I looked up at him. Under the moonlight, he held a familiarity with his silver hair and blue-green eyes. I titled my head and scrunched my brow.
Kalen’s hand lifted, softly brushing his fingers over my brow before mumbling, “You look so much like her when you do that.”
“Who?” 
He dropped his hands from my sides, and his face went emotionless. “You’re not yet ready to know that. I shouldn’t have said anything.”
I took a step back from him. “Why can’t anyone give me answers? Everyone seems to know everything about me, yet I know nothing.” 
He took a step back to me and gentle brushed a piece of hair behind my ear. “Ivy…” 
I cut him off and pulled away from him. “No!” I shook my head. “I’m so tired of never getting the answers.” Why did everyone keep secrets from me? My heart began to pound in my chest as I looked around. Suddenly, everything felt overwhelming and crowded. I needed to leave. I didn’t give any warning before I lifted up the front of my skirt and quickly walked into a more secluded part of the garden.
Aimlessly walking for a while, it helped to clear my head. I was no longer on the brink of crying. I finally stopped walking and looked around, ready to head back and join the crowd. Hedges completely surrounded me. Shit. I walked into the maze.
I was on palace grounds, so blinking back wasn’t an option. It wasn’t worth the risk of using my magic to move and manipulate the plants. My only chance would be to try and find my way out the normal way.
Pivoting, I retraced my steps through the winding maze. Each dead end I encountered forced me to backtrack, amplifying my growing sense of disorientation. It felt like I made no progress when a soft, feminine voice wafted from behind me.
“Ivy! What are you doing out here alone?” Startled, I turned around, scanning the shadows for the source of the voice. After a few moments, a figure materialized. Standing a few paces away was a woman with dark brown hair and a sun-kissed complexion—an Eathial. Her dark grey gown clung to her form, radiating an aura of elegance.
She looked familiar, I had met her the previous night. What was her name? She took another step forward and the moonlight lit her features more. Ah, right, Maisey. She looked different with her hair up. 
“I was only seeking some fresh air,” I admitted. “I hate to admit it, but I seem to have lost my way. Can you help me find my way back to the ball?”
“Absolutely! I spent my childhood in these gardens and know this maze like the back of my hand,” she reassured me, looping her arm through mine and guided us through the maze. 
As we walked, however, I couldn’t shake the feeling that we were venturing deeper into the labyrinth instead of retracing our steps. Doubt crept in, and I questioned her intentions. “Shouldn’t we have reached the party by now?”
Maisey’s laughter held a devious note. “Oh, my dear, I don’t intend to return you to the festivities. You see, I have my own plans. Plans that involve me becoming the next Princess of Apricus, leaving you as nothing more than an inconvenience I need to eliminate.”
Alarmed, I tried to wrench my arm away, but her grip tightened, unyielding. “Maisey, please,” I pleaded, my voice trembling. “Surely, we can find a compromise. I’ll need loyal companions at court, and I enjoyed your company at dinner last night.” Desperation seeped into my words, but I had to be cautious of my magic, unsure if someone was watching. Left with one other option, I slowly slipped my free hand into a hidden pocket and uncorked a vial, letting the powder out. 
Maisey’s laughter rang out. “A mere companion? I was born to marry Elliot and ascend to the throne as the Queen of Apricus,” she sneered. Her gaze flickered to my gown before taunting, “What a pity this exquisite dress will go to waste.”
Before I reacted, she swiftly turned, plunging a black dagger into my abdomen, and withdrew it as swiftly. Horrible pain coursed through me, similar to that inflicted by monmyx. Widening my eyes, I clutched my hand to the seeping wound, my energy dwindled, and blood pooled beneath my trembling fingers. I looked up at Maisey, who wore a cruel smile. “I’m certain the seamstress can recreate this gown for me when I become Princess.” 
I painfully grabbed a handful of powder and flung it at her. She laughed before retreating, leaving me to bleed out amidst the labyrinth’s twists and turns.
Stumbling, I attempted to pursue her, but she vanished into the shadows. My steps slowed, and I leaned against the maze’s hedges, seeking support. Panic overwhelmed me as I realized my chances of escaping the maze alive grew increasingly slim.
My legs got weaker, and the pain in my abdomen became unbearable. The thought of being unable to see Elliot one last time broke my heart. Did he sense my pain and fear through our bond? If he did, navigating the maze seemed impossible. Fading wasn’t an option with the barrier surrounding the palace and grounds.
Vision blurring, I stopped, putting my full weight against a hedge and my hand stained with blood pressed tightly against the wound. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t stop the flow. My magic was gone, leaving me without any way to communicate with Elliot one last time.
My legs gave out beneath me, and I sank to the ground. Kalen’s warning echoed in my mind, a painful reminder of my recklessness. If I had listened, I perhaps could had escaped that hells of a maze and survived.
My eyelids grew heavy, each blink harder than the last. Desperate to catch another glimpse of Elliot, I widened my eyes and struggled to rise, to take one more step forward.
“Ivy!” A familiar voice pierced through the haze of despair. “Damn it.” Warmth enveloped me, offering support and solace. I painfully raised my head and beheld silver hair and piercing blue-green eyes filled with concern. The comfort of his presence tempted me to surrender to the darkness.
“Ivy, stay with me,” he pleaded urgently. “Keep your eyes open.”
Trying to speak, my parched mouth failed me, and all that emerged was a raspy whisper. “Elliot.”
His strong hand pressed against the wound, sending agonizing jolts of pain coursing through my body. I stifled a cry, my voice consumed by the torment. Panic laced his voice as he cursed.
Resting my head against his chest, I closed my eyes, the weight of my lids too much to bear. Kalen’s voice pierced through the darkness; his urgency palpable. “Ivy!” Slowly, I opened my eyes once more.
“Damn it,” Kalen muttered. “I need to take you to Coryza. I can’t trust…” His words trailed off as everything plunged into darkness.
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Agreements

Elliot


Ivy was absolutely stunning. She wore a gorgeous green ballgown. The skirt glittered in the moonlight. But her eyes drew me in and stole my breath away. They had their own sparkle to them, and I would never grow old of looking at her green eyes. Her silver hair was curly, and half braided up, supporting the tiara on the top of her head. The center moss agate sat at the temple of her forehead. 
She looked like royalty, and all eyes were on her because of it. I knew then that it was the perfect opportunity to announce our upcoming marriage. Sort of, anyways. The plan was to announce it later in the evening, but when it came to her, I couldn’t seem to wait. Ivy was the only person I imagined myself ruling alongside.
After announcing that she would be the future princess, I pulled her in and kissed her. It was a show of my love to her and my subjects. There would be no doubt or questions about the marriage. Ivy was my mate, and nothing could change that.
My future wife and I then danced. I was so lost in her and the music that I lost track of time. I would have danced the whole night with her in my arms, but I knew I had to eventually get away to attend a meeting with my father and the Lords. When Kalen approached, asking to dance with Ivy, I was relieved I wouldn’t leave her alone for the rest of the night.
Passing Ivy to Kalen, I waded my way through the crowd and found myself in the council room. My father and the Lords were waiting. I took my seat to the right of my father.
My father cleared his throat and stood up, “Now that we are all here, we can discuss the Magic Reformers.”
“There is a more pressing matter at hand, King Floralei,” one of the Lords said.
I looked around the room to see Lord Viden Teth stand up. I pinched the bridge of my nose, knowing where the conversation would go.
He continued, “My daughter is supposed to marry Elliot, not some unknown girl of no status.” Other Lords nodded their heads in agreement. “Their marriage has been arranged since before they were born.”
Starting to get agitated, I finally spoke up, “I will not marry Maisey. I am marrying my mate. Ivy will be the future queen and princess of Apricus, and you will respect her.”
Viden looked to my father, seeking his support. “We have an agreement, Ulrod. My first-born daughter was to be married to the prince. She’s been raised here at the palace her whole life, learning, and readying her life to serve the prince.”
Goosebumps ran down my back at the mention of serving the prince. We knew what that meant. Maisey was trained in these very walls to submit to me and bear my children. Her only duty was to open her legs for me whenever I wanted her to. I tried to intervene with that thinking because I could never fuck someone who didn’t want it or who was brainwashed into thinking they wanted it to serve me. The thought alone disgusted me.
Maisey was a smart woman and very capable of so much more. She deserved more.
It was my father’s turn to pinch the bridge of his nose. H never supported me growing up, but I hoped he would back me in my marriage to my mate. “Maisey is a wonderful girl, Lord Viden. She is more than welcome to stay in the palace and serve the future princess. Ivy will require a handmaiden. I believe Ivy and Maisey will get along fine. There will be no more discussion on this matter. Elliot will marry his mate, as I did mine.”
I glanced at my father, and he gave me a curt nod. I appreciated his support in that matter. I was actually happy that, for once, my father and I agreed on something.
For the rest of the meeting, I contributed where needed to provide information on the Reformers. The biggest update, and lie, was that there was no new information about the Stamoran they were looking for.
Once the meeting adjourned, the Lords left the council room, leaving my father and I remaining. Leaning back in my chair, I released a sigh. The meeting was relatively short but stressful. “Thank you for your support—” I was cut off by a blinding amount of pain. I grabbed my stomach as Ivy’s fear started to flood the bond.
I looked at my father, my eyes widened. The pain subsided, but I knew it was still there. Ivy was hurt and wasn’t healing. Damn it. “Ivy.” I stood up, heading toward the door.
My father stopped me. “You won’t get there quick enough. Where is she?”
I shook my head. “I left her at the dance.” He grabbed me and faded us to the ball. I looked around. There was no sign of Ivy or Kalen. Everyone and everything looked normal. “She was with Kalen when I left.”
I felt the bond weakening between Ivy and myself. “I can’t lose her.”
He gripped my shoulder before replying, “Search the gardens. I’ll search inside the palace.”
I quickly made my way through the guests, trying to make my way to the outer gardens. Once near the maze, I felt that she was closer, but the bond kept fading. It was harder to tell where she was with the barrier around the palace and the severity of her injury. Shit, it was bad. I didn’t have time to think of what it meant if someone within the palace having monmyx.
I ran into the maze, following the fading bond. I knew the maze, so I kept following it deeper in. As I got closer, I heard a male shouting; the voice was familiar. I rounded a corner and saw a figure holding her. As I approached, I saw Kalen, his hand over the wound on her stomach. There was so much blood.
He yelled out at me, “There’s no time. Hold on now!”
I sprinted before leaping and grabbed onto him as he faded us away.
[image: image-placeholder]It was early in the morning when Kalen’s healers stabilized Ivy. The stab wound didn’t hit anything vital, but it was deep, and she lost a lot of blood.
I stayed by her side all night, holding her hand. The bond was quiet, and I often had to check to ensure she breathed. Kalen spent most of the night pacing the room.
Once Ivy was stable enough, she was moved to a guarded room and left alone to rest. As soon as she was out of the room, I looked at Kalen. “How did this happen? She was supposed to be with you.”
“I said something that upset her. She wandered off for fresh air. Too much time had passed, and then I heard a scream from the maze.” He ran his hands through his hair, which was let down and a mess. “She was nearly unconscious when I found her.”
“How did someone at the palace have monmyx and know about Ivy?”
Kalen shook his head. “The Reformers know who and what Ivy is.”
My chest tightened as it suddenly got harder to breathe. Someone within the palace had connections to the Reformers, knew who Ivy was, and wanted her dead. “The Reformers want her alive.”
“Someone must want her dead more than they want her alive.”
My head spun, thinking of who could want Ivy dead. She had only arrived at the palace, and I introduced her as the future princess. I might not had gotten along with the Lords, but I didn’t have any enemies within the court. There was only one person I thought of who would be jealous and envy Ivy. Shit
How did Maisey have a connection to the Reformers? She didn’t do anything without her father’s orders or acknowledgment. I swallowed hard and looked at Kalen. “Lord Viden Teth. He and his daughter have connections. They are the only ones who would want Ivy dead so I could marry Maisey. Lord Viden was upset in the meeting that I would dishonor our families’ agreement.” I pinched the bridge of my nose. “Why would my father support my engagement with Ivy over an important agreement with a Lord?” 
“She is your mate. Your father and I both know that nothing can come between the love of mates. It is why he has not found another since your mother passed and why it is unlikely that he ever will. You will only ever be the sole heir to Apricus.”
“What do we do about the Teths?” I looked down at my hands, which were covered in Ivy’s blood. “We can’t let them get away with this. There’s no way Viden didn’t know what his daughter was up to.” I stood and started to pace the room as I thought about the next steps. “They are either going to stay at the palace, believing Ivy to be dead. If they get word that she is alive, they will flee.”
Kalen grabbed my shoulders, stopping me. “Elliot, we will worry about this later. Go be with your mate and get some rest. Be with her when she wakes.”
I spent the rest of the morning sitting by Ivy’s bed, trying my best to stay awake. It got harder to keep my eyes open, and eventually, I rested my head on the bed next to Ivy.
The bed under my head moved, waking me up. I looked at Ivy, and she tried to sit up. It didn’t take much before she gave up. “It hurts so much,” she whispered. I saw a tear escape her eye.
I reached up and wiped the tear away. “I know, rá ruuhz, I know.” I stood up and leaned over and kissed her forehead.
“Lay with me.”
I nodded and slid into bed next to her, careful not to hurt her. I laid on my side and watched her. She looked so vulnerable.
Turning to her side, she winced in pain and breathed heavily. “Ivy,” I softly warned. “You need to be careful. You have stitches keeping the wound closed.”
She looked at me, her emotion written in her eyes—sadness and regret. She then grabbed my tunic and buried her face in my chest. Wrapping my arm around her, I carefully pulled her close before gently running my hand through her hair. I kissed the top of her head. There was so much to tell her about the Reformers and Lord Teth, but I didn’t know what to say to her. I knew Kalen would help take care of the Teths, but I didn’t want to worry Ivy.
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When You Fall

Ivy


I groaned as I opened my eyes. My stomach was in a lot of pain—pain I had never felt before. I looked around the unfamiliar room and Elliot was nowhere in sight.  
Where was I?
What happened? 
Painfully, I lifted my hand and rubbed my face. Last thing I remember was being lost in the maze during the Interval of Light ball. 
I tried to sit up but was unable to as agonizing pain shot through my stomach. Tears pricked the corner of my eyes as I let out a scream. 
My hand moved over bandages that wrapped my stomach. The only explanation for how I had a wound would be monmyx, but how? 
Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Elliot appear within the room and rushed over to me. He sat on the bed and grabbed my hand. I looked at him. His eyes were bloodshot red, and his black hair was a mess. He had some facial hair that hadn’t been shaved in what appeared like a few days. 
How long was I out? Did he get any sleep? 
“Elliot,” I mumbled. “Why does it hurt? What happened?” 
I pulled my hand away from him and tried to push myself up, more determined than the first attempt. I was disappointed as I screamed out. 
“Ivy.” 
I looked back at him as a tear finally escaped the corner of my eye. He gently wiped it away before he stood up and walked around the bed and got in beside me. He laid on his side and carefully helped me roll on my side, so I faced him. It hurt, but not as much as it did when I tried to sit up. 
He cupped my face and ran his thumb over my cheek. “Do you remember anything that happened?” 
I breathed in his scent and shook my head. “The last thing I remember was being lost in the maze.” 
“You don’t remember waking up a few days ago?” He squeezed his eyes shut before opening them. 
“No.” 
He sighed before telling me that Kalen found me in the maze with a stab wound. I had lost a lot of blood but the healers there in Coryza, apparently the castle in the Kingdom of Umbra, managed to save me. 
My stomach churned at the thought of dying. 
I moved my head closer to him, needing to be surrounded by his warmth and scent. He moved closer, and I rested my forehead on his chest. He ran a hand through my hair. 
“How long?”
He pressed a kiss to the top of my head. “Four days.” 
“Have you slept at all?” 
“No, I’ve been worried about you. If I wasn’t in here with you, I was working with Kalen and my father to try to determine who did this to you.” 
I lifted my head and looked at him. Moving my hand, I cupped his face. He wore a pained and exhausted look in his eyes. I pulled him to me and kissed him. “Stay and sleep with me?” 
He nodded before pressing a kiss to my lips. 
[image: image-placeholder]With the full moon the night before, my stomach hadn’t healed. The stitches were removed a few days ago, but the human rate healing was a real pain. I avoided trying to use my magic, Kalen said using it would further slow the healing process. I felt the magic and power within me, stirring about, begging to be released. 
The first few days after I awoke, my magic was barely there. I rubbed the temples of my forehead. My head was starting to hurt. Maybe some time in the greenhouse would distract me and settle my magic. 
I had no recollection of the events that happened while I was in the maze. The events leading up to the maze were a little hazy. I remembered dancing with Elliot and then Kalen. Then I was in the maze and lost. 
Kalen could use his mind magic to dig into my mind to reveal the memories, but I didn’t want to relive it. I was content not knowing what happened. I didn’t have any nightmares haunting me like I did after I left Neverwood. 
I slowly sat up in bed. Elliot and I were staying in my old room on the ground floor while I healed. I wasn’t strong enough to do the stairs on my own, and that allowed me some independence. 
Though the bedroom looked lived in, with clothes, mostly mine, scattered around the room and a few of his belongings about, it felt off. I’d gotten comfortable in the room upstairs with Elliot. It was cozy and welcoming versus a cold and bland room. The bed in my old room sucked compared to the bed upstairs, and to think that I once thought it was comfortable. I guessed I started to get used to the luxuries that came alongside having a prince as a mate. 
I planted my feet on the ground and painfully pulled myself out of bed. Once standing, the pain subsided. Only larger movements were painful: standing, sitting down or up, and laying down. It all hurt. Walking had gotten easier, as long as I took it slow and easily. 
That was exactly what I did as I made my way toward the greenhouse. I stopped short as I heard voices talking as I neared the sitting room—Elliot and Kalen. 
“My father is aware that we believe it was the Teths. Plus he informed me Maisey was in the infirmary with side effects from poison, specifically Henbane. It was one of Ivy’s poisons. But he is confident that they have fled Alitura and potentially the kingdom itself.” 
Why did that name sound so familiar? And I managed to poison someone? It clearly didn’t help prevent what happened. 
Kalen replied, “If they are truly working with the Reformers, it is likely they have made their way to Ksara and are blending in with them.” 
I moved and stood against one of the arches to the sitting room, behind the couch they sat on as they spoke. Two glasses of amber liquid sat on the table in front of them. 
Carefully, I pushed off the wall, deciding to continue my way to the greenhouse. Despite being careful, I must’ve twisted wrong. 
I squeezed my eyes shut as the pain grew. Suddenly, a shadowy figure appeared and was stabbing a dagger into my stomach. My eyes shot opened as I grabbed my stomach and let out a scream. My legs cave out beneath me, and I fell to the ground. 
I felt the surge of magic wanting to be let out, but I tried to maintain control over it. My head began to pound. Suddenly it wasn’t my stomach that hurt, but everything. My whole body pounded, no pulsed. 
“Ivy!” Both Kalen and Elliot exclaimed. 
Elliot knelt before me, and I attempted to look at him, but I saw two of him. His hands held my face. 
The pain was constant and unbearable. “Make it stop, please.” I pleaded. I tried to take a deep breath in, but it made the pain worse, another scream left my lips. 
“Something’s wrong, she’s burning up.” 
“Shit! I told her not to use magic, but last night was a full moon.” 
I tried to look at Kalen but saw triples of him. 
“Now that she’s more powerful, she has too much magic within her, and it needs to be released. Fuck.” 
It had never happened before, needing to release magic, but as Kalen pointed out, I was relatively weak when it came to my magic. And I had started regularly using my magic. Since being stabbed, I hadn’t touched my magic, including not hiding my ears or birthmark. 
A painful pulse ran through my body. I screamed out, that time momentarily letting my control slip as well. The pulse from within pulsed outside of me. 
My vision returned to normal, and I looked around, for a moment Kalen and Elliot didn’t move. In a blink of an eye, all returned back to normal. 
The pain quickly subsided, and I relaxed back against the wall. The magic within my veins purred, a content vibration coursing through my body. 
What the fuck happened? 
Kalen’s eyes widened. “Ivy, do you know what happened?” 
I titled my head and scrunched my eyebrows. “The magic had been stirring within me all day. But then the pain. It started in my stomach and quickly spread. It’s like keeping control on my magic was hurting me.” It was the best way that I thought to explain what happened. 
“No, I meant with your magic.” 
I shook my head. 
“Anyways, you need to make sure you release your magic after a full moon. It shouldn’t be an issue if you are regularly using it.” With that, he faded away. 
I looked at Elliot and he shrugged his shoulders. “He has a habit of fading away without warning.” He sat on the ground next to me. 
I rested my head back and looked up at the ceiling as I yawned. “Can we please go back to sleeping upstairs? That bed is so much more comfortable.”
He chuckled. “Of course, princess,” he teased with a grin. 
I looked back at him and rolled my eyes. A smirk spread across my lips. 
“Huh?” 
I wasn’t sure if I should be mad at him calling me princess. I’d gotten used to it, but he did it because I complained about the beds when both were perfectly fine. But at the same time, I was frustrated because I was trying to not let his tease turn me on. I thought the worst part about my stomach healing wasn’t being able to have sex with Elliot. Some days the need for him was bad and was tempted to jump him and fuck him where ever he was. 
With my head on his shoulder, I whispered, “Nothing. Glad you’re here with me.” 
He kissed the top of my head. “I love you, rá ruuhz.” 
“I love you too.” I let my eyes drift closed with a smile on my face. 
[image: image-placeholder]Another week passed, and my stomach was healing ever so slowly. At that point, I didn’t think the poultices of herbs I’d been using helped at all. 
Ugh. On top of the slow healing, I’d been having phantom stabbing pains sometimes. I’d used monkshood more often to help numb the pain of my stomach but some of the emotions and worry I had. I hadn’t ventured out beyond the house, scared of running into the person who stabbed me. 
I pulled myself out of bed. It had been getting easier day by day, but I was restricted from going up and down the stairs on my own. I tried to not use as much magic—only when I felt that surge building within me. 
Elliot was in the washroom, and the thought of joining him turned me on. The ache between my thighs begged to be taken care of. Thank the Gods that monkshood helped dull those feelings as well. 
I searched the room for my belt pouch. I never kept things organized or cleaned, so it took some time before finding it. I dug in and grabbed a vial of monkshood. 
Shit, I would need to make more. That was the last vial I had prepared. One vial was enough to dull my senses, but not enough to the point I would completely zone out. 
I downed the vial in one gulp before Elliot spoke up behind me, causing me to jump and drop the empty vial. “What was that?” I turned to look at him, but he had blinked and leaned over to the vial. 
I saw the brief green aura surround the vial, as he identified the herb within. His gaze turned to me. “Ivy, how long?” He ran a hand through his wet hair. 
I shook my head and turned to walk away from him, but he blinked in front of me. He cupped both cheeks and ensured I looked at him. “How long have you been taking monkshood?” 
I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know.” 
“Ivy.” 
I tried to look away from him, but he kept his hands firm. “I needed something to dull and numb the pain. At first it was the pain of losing my mother, Raine, and Neverwood.” I swallowed. 
He dropped his hands from me and took a step back. 
I looked down, unable to keep eye contact with him. If not for the monkshood, I knew the tears would start to drip down my cheeks. “It was only meant to be temporary. But it was easier to use it instead of facing my emotions.” 
“Fuck. Ivy.” 
My gaze returned to him as he started to pace. 
“When I found you in the greenhouse those times, you had a blank stare on your face, and you didn’t respond. That what monkshood, wasn’t it?” 
I mumbled, “Yes.” I let a few moments passed before asking, “Why does it matter?” 
“Why does it matter? Gods, Ivy, do you really need to ask me that?” He stopped and faced me. “I fucking love you, and you’re using a poison to drug yourself. I know you’re Stamoran, and it doesn’t affect you like fae and humans, but it’s still fucking reckless.” 
He took a deep breath before stepping toward me and cupping my cheeks. “I know you feel differently. You love fiercely so that means you fall harder. That doesn’t mean you need to lessen it and not feel anything at all.” He pulled me to his chest and wrapped his arms around me. “When you hurt, I will be there for you. When you fall, I will pick you up. Feeling is part of who you are. It’s part of the reason I love you. You are so much stronger than you know, Ivy.” He pressed a kiss to the top of my head. “Please, no more monkshood.” 
He pulled me back and I looked up at him. He placed a single hand on the side of my face, and I felt the healing magic flow through me, erasing the effects of the monkshood. Tears built up in my eyes. “Elliot, please.” I shook my head. 
He wiped away the first tears that began to fall. My heart ached, not for him, but for the weight of everything coming crashing down—of almost dying, that those responsible were still out there, Elliot being so gentle, though I heard the pain in his voice. 
His voice got quieter when he was upset. There was that look in his grey eyes; his irises looked darker and glossier. He tried to hide his disappointment, but it was there on his face with his lips pressed into a tight grimace when he wasn’t speaking. Or in the way he swallowed hard when he would look at me. But then his face would relax, and his brows would draw together. 
I tried to pull away from him, but he wrapped his free hand around my waist and kept me pressed against him. “Please, Elliot. I can’t…” 
“Close your eyes.” I listened to him and closed them. He placed his other hand on my face. “Listen to my voice. Take a deep breath in and hold it.” He paused for a moment. “And release.” He repeated a few more times before I slowly opened my eyes. 
The tension released from my body as I focused in on his voice and hands on my body. 
“I am here for you, rá outi.” 
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Swords and Magic

Ivy


It was the first day of the Interval of Harvest—nearly a full year since I left Neverwood. Elliot and I planned on joining in on the celebrations within the city. We planned on getting lunch and walking through the markets; he needed to finish some paperwork. I went to check to see how much longer; my stomach was growling. 
After a slow healing process, my stomach had finally finished healing a few weeks prior. My appetite was back to normal. I kept true to my word with Elliot and stopped using monkshood to numb or dull my emotions. Instead, I sought comfort in him, whether it be talking to him or being held in his arms on a hard day. He was there for me. 
I was about to knock on Elliot’s door to his study, but my hand stopped in the air. Someone was in there with him, and from what it sounded like, they were having a heated discussion. I didn’t think Elliot was supposed to have company.
“Prince,” the familiar voice said. I’d met most of those he worked with but couldn’t recognize that one by voice. “We need to send a group into the Ikarian Forest. The Magic Reformers were spotted heading towards a village there.”
I stilled. I hadn’t heard of the Reformers targeting villages. If they were in the Ikarian Forest... I shook my head. It was a coincidence.
“Vyn, we can’t show our hand yet,” Elliot responded calmly. Vyn was Elliot’s second in command.
My head was pressed against the door at that point. I knew I shouldn’t be eavesdropping, but my curiosity was getting the best of me. “Then you go. We can’t let them kill any more of us.” Us? I never noticed Vyn having any auras of magic around him, disguising himself. “I know I don’t have the power to do it. I’m a rare half-breed, but my magic is nothing compared to yours. You can fade there. I can barely blink.”
I heard Elliot’s sigh. “Do we know exactly where they are going?”
“They were headed east. Rumors have been going around of them wanting to sack a fae village within the human lands,” he paused briefly, “they want to demonstrate how magic is useless, and it won’t save anyone.”
“Vyn, what village?” Elliot’s voice sent chills down my back.
“That village of fae, towards the far eastern border of the Ikarian Forest. The one where they forbid magic.”
Elliot lowered his voice, but I heard him. “Neverwood?”
My heart sank, my vision blurred, and my hearing was non-existent as the realm around me started to stop and spin.
Neverwood couldn’t protect itself against the Magic Reformers, not if they were as brutal as I heard them be. They never needed an army to fight with. Only a few knew how to use a sword, Raine included. Neverwood was peaceful, secluded from most of Ksara, or so I thought.
“It has to be a sacrifice to the greater cause of things, Vyn. There will be more, but we aren’t ready to act yet.” Elliot sounded somber like that decision pained him.
Breathing started to get hard. I couldn’t let my whole village get slaughtered for the greater good of things. I might hate the Elders for killing my mother, but Raine and all the other innocents didn’t deserve to die. I needed to do something. I felt the magic surge through my veins, itching for control, knowing my emotions were getting elevated.
Without thinking, I turned and ran up towards our room to grab a sword and satchel. I sheathed my sword, swung my satchel over my body, and ran out of the house.
I only ever blinked before. I hadn’t learned how to fade, but running and or blinking alone would be too slow to get to Neverwood. And deep down, I knew that if I didn’t get there soon, it’d be too late.
I started running into the forest. I closed my eyes and let my senses take over. I kept running, letting the magic inside me stir and build. I pictured Neverwood, the faces, and the people. I reached into my magic and the magic surrounding me in the forest, reaching for that familiar magic I used when blinking, but extended it. I faded into Neverwood. 
Opening my eyes, I knew I succeeded.
The scene in front of me was horrifying. There was so much blood and so many bodies scattered on the ground. Five men wore all black with black armor. They cut down people left and right. I stood in the exact spot I did when my mother was killed, staring at the same spot in the village center. Screams filled the air all around me, people, familiar faces, ran, trying to escape.
I felt the familiar magic beside me and knew Elliot was standing beside me. “Ivy, we need to go,” he whispered as he grabbed my arm. I yanked it away from him before he could fade us.
“No, I will not let my village be a sacrifice to the greater good,” I let the last words sting.
I turned back towards the village center with my hand on my sword, ready to run out and help. I saw Raine, his back to me, but I recognized that brown. In the blink of an eye, and too quickly for me to react, a sword was pierced through his chest and back. Time seemed to slow as I saw the blade withdrawn from him as he slumped to the ground.
I screamed out, my heart breaking as I watched him fall to the ground. Elliot grabbed my wrist and tried to pull me back, but I ripped away from him and ran toward Raine. I felt the tears run down my cheeks, the warm liquid, but no more sound escaped me as I knelt next to Raine, the one who killed him was gone, and onto his next victim.
His breaths were shallow, and he struggled for air. I grabbed his hand; it was starting to go cold. “Raine, stay with me.” He looked up at me and smiled faintly. I put my hand over his wound, flooding my healing magic into it. “Raine, please.” I pleaded with him, the Gods, whoever.
His voice was raspy, filled with blood, “Ivy, I’ve always loved you.” He squeezed my hand the best he could, and I knew he can feel the ring on my finger. “I’m glad you found happiness.”
Before he closed his eyes, his body went limp, and I saw his green aura leave his body. I knew there was nothing I could do; he was gone.
I screamed, that time a heartbroken scream filled with pain and death magic. The bust of pure death magic radiated from me, targeting the five men who killed villagers. It was laced with hatred.
It did nothing.
They stopped victimizing their current targets and all turned to look at me. In unison, they all nodded with a smile before returning to their killings.
My magic did nothing to them. Completely unaffected. The magic inside me boiled. I should be drained with the amount of magic used from fading and sending out the death burst, but my magic wanted revenge; I wanted revenge.
Elliot stood next to me. “Ivy, we need to go now.” 
I stood up, looking at him. “No. I will not let them kill anyone else.”
I looked at his sword, and my magic flared in response. It was all I needed. He went to reach for me, and before he could, I unsheathed his sword and held it.
My magic hummed in conjunction with the sword. The sword was calling, calling for my magic. I let it, and let my magic become one with the sword in my hand. I turned from Elliot and started running toward one of the men. “Ivy!” Elliot called out, but I didn’t stop. I keep running.
I reached the first man and let the death magic flow through the blade. In one single swing, his head was cut off. The second one put up more of a fight, but ultimately, my death magic sucked his life out.
After a few moments, only one stood. He looked at me with a grin on his face. “We’ve been waiting a long time for you, Fated One. But you are not yet ready.”
I lunged for him, but he was gone, disappearing, without any magic aura to signify the use of magic.
I dropped to the ground in a pool of blood and looked around. There was so much blood and so many bodies. I was too late. I couldn’t save them. 
My hand went limp as the sword fell to the ground. The connection between it and my magic broke. The hum of my magic was left to a speck of nothing within me. I hunched over, dry heaving. My body trembled, but I felt numb.
I forced myself up. My body swayed, but I caught myself. I didn’t bother with the sword, looking at the aftermath, or seeing who was still alive. All I did was put one foot in front of the other and dragged myself along. I realized my body was running on pure adrenaline.
I opened the door to my old home, intact and untouched since I left. I walked in, not bothering to shut the door. I collapsed onto the ground started crying. The adrenaline quickly left my body, and in response, my body shook uncontrollably.
Everything around me was a blur. I didn’t know how much time passed. Warmth wrapped around me. I didn’t sense or see him, but I knew it was Elliot. I leaned into his warmth, knowing I was safe, and continued to let my grief out as I cried.
[image: image-placeholder]I opened my eyes, looking around. I was in my bed, at home, in Neverwood. Did I wake up from some awful dream?
I sat up, and my body ached, and my head spun. I managed to plant my feet on the ground before taking a deep breath. The memories started to flood back to me—the killing, the blood, so much blood, Raine.
I forced myself up and tried to rush to the door as quickly as my body allowed. I needed to see Raine. He couldn’t be gone. The familiar warmth wrapped around me, and I looked down to see Elliot’s arms wrapped around my waist. I tried to pull them away. “I have to go.”
His grip tightened as he pulled me to him, my back pinned against his chest. “Ivy, there’s nothing that can be done now,” he whispered.
“No, I need to help Raine and everyone else.” I struggled against his arms. My whole body hurt, but I try to free myself from his strong grasp. “Let me go, Elliot.”
I knew nothing could be done, but I needed to see it for myself. As if sensing my realization, Elliot held me to him My body trembled. I shook my head.
I was too late the day before. I didn’t arrive in time to save my village. My village. After all that happened, I considered it home. I closed my eyes.
There was blood and bodies everywhere. There were screams in the distance. Elliot tried to grab for me, but his sword called out to me, my magic. I took it, giving in to the need for the sword, handing over my magic to it. My magic alone wasn’t enough to kill the men, but it knew with the sword, it would get past any defenses they had.
The first man didn’t see me coming as I sliced the sword cleanly through his neck, severing his head. The second one tried to fight back, but the magic within the sword lashed out, and my death magic encased him, suffocating and leaving him to ash. The third was when my fire magic mixed with the death magic on the blade. The blade was burning black, wanting more death, craving it. I blinked in front of the third man, swinging the sword. He tried to block, but it melted through his sword and black armor. I heard his flesh sear as the death magic poisoned him. The fourth tried to run away from me. Coward—running away from death, from me. I blinked behind him, and he ran right into my sword, impaling himself.
My sword—that was when I realized that I had little control. The sword was amplifying everything, my emotions, revenge, and magic.
The fifth man looked at me and laughed. The grin on his face looked like he had won the battle. Something was off about him, but I didn’t see any magic auras around him. “We’ve been waiting a very long time for you, Fated One.” He took a step closer. His voice was deep, devilish, “And lucky for you, we will keep waiting a little bit longer until you are ready for us.” I didn’t process much of what he said before he vanished; no trace of magic was to be seen.
The sword was finished with me. I dropped to my knees, releasing the sword next to me, and along with it, the rest of my magic was completely drained.
I blinked away from Elliot and into the small washroom. I leaned over the basin and vomited. For the first time in months, I felt my control slip. There was little to control, but it felt lost.
I slumped against the wall, unable to support my weight any longer. 
My chest felt heavy as I kept imagining what happened and the what-ifs. What if I arrived a few moments earlier? Would I had been able to stop them without Elliot’s sword? Would Raine’s death had been prevented? 
I couldn’t help but keep reliving what happened. There was blood and bodies everywhere. The sword that pierced through Raine’s chest. The children that screamed out before their small defenseless bodies fell to the ground.
The images and sounds kept repeating over and over in my head. 
After a few moments, my head begun to spin, and everything went dark.
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Chapter 39







The Boy

Ivy


“How many survivors?” I yawned as I looked up at Elliot. His arms were wrapped around me, and my head rested on his chest. We were resting on my bed, still in Neverwood. I wanted to stay longer to say goodbye and process everything that happened. 
He rubbed circles on my lower back. “Only a handful.”
I looked away from him, glancing at the ring on my finger. I started to twirl it around, trying to occupy my mind. I couldn’t save them. I couldn’t save my own village. The only thing I managed to do was kill four of the Reformers, who were somehow immune to my magic without the sword. And then I was called the Fated One. What did that mean?
Elliot must had sensed I was in my own head. He shifted, sitting us up. He placed me on his lap facing him. Holding my head in his hands, he placed his forehead against mine. Meanwhile, I kept fidgeting and twirling the ring around my finger. He dropped one hand from my cheek to grab my right hand and interlaced our fingers, forcing me to stop playing with the ring.
“He called me the Fated One,” I admitted. “It’s why they want me, isn’t it?” Elliot’s face didn’t change at all—no hint of surprise. It was easier to read him and his emotions.
I tensed up. Elliot told me they wanted a Stamoran; he knew about that and kept it from me until it was too late. I gave myself up to them because I didn’t understand my part in everything. Elliot did, though. He tried to get me to leave. He tried to fade before I did anything else. He knew and he withheld the information from me. 
I quickly got up off the bed and started to pace around. I couldn’t stop thinking. What else did he know that he hadn’t told me? He was my mate. How could he do that to me? I thought we were past the lies and secrets—I guessed not. I stopped pacing and looked at my old bookshelf. It was small, with only a handful of books. I didn’t know why I chose to look at it, but I needed to not look at him. “You knew, and you didn’t tell me,” I stated.
My control threatened to slip, but I managed to hold on to it, even as I lost control of my emotions. “You knew why they wanted me all along. You knew why we were followed and why I was taken that day. You knew, and you kept it from me.” Tears threatened to surface, but I kept them in.
“Runa said not to tell you. She said you weren’t ready yet.”
“Why is it always about me being ready? I’m not some fragile girl whose magic will consume her anymore!” I turned around and looked at him. He stood a few paces away from me. I shook my head. I didn’t want him any closer.
“Ivy, you don’t understand what this means. Being the Fated One is nothing to take lightly.”
“And who the fuck said I was taking it lightly?” My hands started to burn. I felt the fire build in my palms. I had control, but I knew I needed to release it.
“Being the Fated One was decided long before we were born. It’s why you have the magic you have. The Fates foretold that your magic could consume you if you’re not ready.” He took another step toward me, but I sidestepped away from him. “Ivy, do you have any idea how much magic you hold? How powerful you are? I suspect it’s why you used the sword like you did yesterday,” he paused. “The Fated One is meant to help save the realm.”
Realization hit me. The reason the Reformers wanted me was the opposite of saving the realm. What Elliot wouldn’t say was that I could be the one to destroy the realm. It was why the Reformers didn’t kill me.
Every bit of anger and indifference drained from my body. My palms were icy cold. I wasn’t some pawn in the game. It wasn’t a game, either. It was life or death, salvation, or ruination, forever or never.
I swallowed. There was more than my magic in all of it. If it were only my magic, then I would be ready. I wasn’t ready, so what did that mean, and what else was there?
Another realization hit me as images of Raine and others being slaughtered ran through my head. I shook my head, “I can’t do this,” I paused. “I couldn’t save Neverwood.” I closed my eyes and shook my head. “How can I be expected to save this realm?” 
I wanted to avenge Raine’s death and the village. But having to save the whole realm? That was a lot of pressure. What if I messed up? Then I would be the reason the whole realm was doomed. It all fell on me, like Neverwood did. It was too much. 
Elliot took another step and cupped my cheeks, holding my face to look at him. His calming grey eyes did nothing to calm me. So many emotions were coursing through me that his scent couldn’t calm me. “That’s too much, Elliot. I’m a nobody.” He caressed my cheeks. “Gods, why did you ask me to marry you, knowing all of this? It’s too much. I can’t put you through all of this. It isn’t fair to you.”
He kissed my forehead before pulling me to him, wrapping his arms around me. “Ivy, I chose you. I chose you then and will continue to choose you every day. You are my everything, love. Whatever you face, we face together.” His head rested on mine before continuing, “I know this is a lot to take in. You are the Fated One—foretold about in the book for thousands of years since the Forgotten War. Of Lily and Moons: it was who the Fated One was meant to be.”
Of Lily and Moons. It sounded familiar. Because I was of Lily and Moons—my mother and mysterious father. Familiar because it was in the letter my father wrote to my mother.
I took a step back from Elliot. “How do you know that saying, ‘Of Lily and Moons’?”
“What do you mean?” He looked confused. “You’ve heard it before?”
I nodded. “It was in the letter my father wrote to my mother. It was how I found out they were mates, but in that letter, he called their future children of Lily and Moons. I am of Lily and Moons—my mother and father.”
He gulped and then let out a sigh. “I know of it because the book says that the Fated One is of Lily and Moons. Since the Forgotten War, it was interrupted as a child born in a garden of lilies under the double full moon. It describes whom the child would be born. You.”
It was all too much. It all made sense—yet none at all. Did my father know who I was? Who was my father? Of Moons—that was all I knew. And then there was the same saying in two different places: a letter from my father to my mother and a book. I didn’t know what to think of that fact.
My heart started to beat quicker, and my breathing got harder. The tiny room and house started to feel like they were caving in on me. I needed to get out of there. I needed space to process everything.
“I need fresh air. Alone.” It was all I explained before I turned and walked out of the house.
[image: image-placeholder]There were so many bodies and blood everywhere. Kids, adults, elderly, everyone scattered around the village.
People were working, trying to gather the bodies. Only a few from Neverwood survived. Familiar faces grieved their loved ones of friends, and family. I counted only four. I only managed to save four people. My heart sunk into my chest.
There were others helping. I recognized a few of them as Elliot’s men. They collected bodies and took them to a single location—a mass grave. Those remaining could choose to honor the death of their loved ones as they saw fit. Everyone else, the majority of the village, had no one.
Neverwood. It once was such a lively village. Children ran around, laughing, and skipping. Farmers sold fresh produce, my Mother sold her herbs, men trained with swords and other weapons, all ghosts. Neverwood would become nothing, forgotten to history. I hoped Elliot would allow the remaining few safe passages to the Kingdom of Apricus so they could start over.
I walked around the village, taking in everything. I mainly kept to the shadows, not wanting to bother anyone while they mourned. I thought that Neverwood was targeted because of me. What better way to draw me out and discover who I was than targeting my home village?
“Ivy?” A masculine voice spoke from behind me. It was all too familiar and sounded exactly like his brother’s voice.
I turned around to see Laithen walk toward me. He was a spitting image of his brother with wavy brown hair, tan skin, and brown eyes. He was Raine’s older brother. He was older than Raine and wasn’t around much, but when he was, he would look after the both of us. He treated me like his sister, and I viewed him as an older brother.
“Laithen.” It was all I said before rushing to him and hugging him. He stood taller than me and his brother. He compared in height to Elliot. “Raine… Everyone else… I was too late to save them.”
He wrapped his arms around me, giving me a tight squeeze like he did when we were younger. I called it the brother hug. “It’s okay, Ivy. You did what you could.”
I shook my head. “They’re all gone, Laithen. Practically everyone. I failed them.”
He stepped back and gripped my shoulders, looking down at me. “They failed you. You didn’t owe them anything, but you came back anyways.”
A growl came from somewhere behind me—Elliot’s growl. I couldn’t help but smile a tad. The protective fae bullshit was making an appearance. I stepped away from Laithen and walked toward Elliot.
I grabbed his hand and squeezed it, both a warning and to let him know I was okay. “Laithen, this is my mate—”
Laithen cut me off by bowing. “Prince Elliot.”
I looked up at Elliot, confused. “How?” I looked back at Laithen.
“I suppose you have a new title now, Princess Ivy,” he stated as he looked at mine and Elliot’s conjoined hands and the ring on my finger. “My brother would be happy for you. That’s all Raine wanted for you after everything happened.”
I leaned into Elliot, needing comfort and reassurance. He sensed it because he moved behind me, wrapped his arms around me, and pulled me to his chest. The warmth surrounded me, and his scent reached my nostrils. He whispered, “It’s okay. I’ve got you.”
“I’ve always loved Raine. Seeing him killed will haunt me for the rest of my life. Before I left, he told me I deserved happiness. I found that; I wish he would have as well.”
“He always loved you as well. He was so confident he would marry you, though he knew it would never happen.” He released a deep breath before continuing, “It wasn’t because of statuses, Ivy. It’s because the Fates are particular about certain things happening. You would know, Fated One.”
I felt the blood drain from my face. Elliot stood behind me. “How?” It was all I thought to say. How did someone from Neverwood know about me? If Laithen knew, did Raine? Did the Elders?
Laithen spoke, “Our parents didn’t know. We were in our library one day as kids and came across a book. It spoke of Fates and the Fated One. One with three magics of great power. One of a crescent moon birthmark on her wrist. The book said that the Zale family, our family, was responsible for protecting her in Neverwood. Raine figured it was you before I did. He’d seen your magic, even when you had no clue you were using it.”
Fates. Things didn’t ever seem to be a coincidence anymore. “Your parents didn’t know because the book didn’t show itself until it was time—until the Fates needed it to. But if Raine knew we couldn’t be together, why did he ask me to marry him?”
“Because he was so in love with you, Ivy. He sometimes lost sight of his duty to keep you safe until you were meant to leave the village and go on your own. But there was a consequence for him trying to mess with the Fates.”
I whispered, “The boy.” 
Laithen nodded in response.
Holy shit. Everything had been tied together for way longer than I thought: Raine, killing Mal, to leaving Neverwood.
One night set everything off. As Runa said, things were happening quicker than expected. It all boiled down to one single question. Something told me I was fated to end up at that very moment, but there were consequences.
Laithen and Elliot both continued to tell me how they knew each other. Laithen was sent to his kingdom to learn about the history of the fae and Ellatiel. It was part of his training to become an Elder. He explained that the Elders underwent their training by visiting a kingdom in Ellatiel. They wanted to ensure they knew the history and roots but then to come back and recognize how peaceful our village was without magic.
Before parting ways, Laithen said, “Ivy, I swear my loyalty to you, not only as the Fated One, but as a Princess. Whatever happens next, I want to serve and protect you. There is no life for me here anymore, so I want to ensure you can help save this realm.”
Elliot responded, “We return to Caldor tomorrow at first light. You can join us then.”
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Chapter 40







Share Your Pain

Elliot


It had been a few weeks since the massacre at Neverwood. Laithen arrived after everything had happened, but Ivy saw a lot of it happen. She still woke up in the middle of the night with nightmares. Some nights she tried to avoid sleeping. 
No matter how often she tried to tell me she was better and okay, I knew, it was a lie. She had been withdrawn and kept to herself. Most days, I returned from the city and found her sitting in the library with a book in her hands, but she would be staring off. She wasn’t using monkshood. 
Sometimes she was in the greenhouse, mindlessly working on herbs. She disassociated, and it broke my heart to see Ivy like that. I didn’t know what to do to help her. 
In a matter of two days during the Interval of Harvest, her whole life changed. She saw Raine murdered right before her, and she could do nothing to stop it. She learned that she was the Fated One and that all she knew of Raine and Laithen wasn’t what she thought. They were her protectors in Neverwood and knew she was the Fated One since she was a child. She refused to talk about how she felt about everything.
I had managed to distract myself with work. Laithen kept his word and joined us once we left Neverwood. I immediately put him to work within the city, collaborating with my men. If he was to understand what we were up against, I needed him to learn quickly about the Magic Reformers.
The Reformers had been quieter than usual since the attack on Neverwood. I hadn’t figured out why Ivy’s magic alone had no effect on the men there. The only thing that was known to counteract a Stamoran’s magic was monmyx. Shit. I wasn’t close enough to see the armor, but it was black metal. I bet Ivy’s magic didn’t work because the Gods figured out how to make monmyx armor. That might explain why Ivy’s magic only worked when mixed with the sword. There were a lot of pieces that didn’t make sense.
Something else had been eating away at me since Neverwood. The man that spoke to Ivy before fading looked familiar. I sat back in my office chair and closed my eyes while pinching the bridge of my nose.
The man wasn’t human; he faded away, of which I was sure. But what the hells was a fae doing with the Magic Reformers, and why did he look so familiar?
The man’s face appeared in my mind, and everything clicked, and as it did my heart sunk. 
Sylvar Floralai. My father’s brother. 
I hadn’t seen my uncle since I was a child. My father never mentioned him. I knew he wasn’t dead, but as far as I figured, he didn’t exist to my father for unknown reasons. It could had been an argument of sorts and my father sent him away. I never asked questions, and eventually never thought of him. 
Was it possible that my father was still in contact and working with my uncle? But why didn’t Sylvar take Ivy in Neverwood?
My father wanted her dead. Unless he played both sides and needed Sylvar to report back to him and the Reformers, confirming that Ivy was indeed the Fated One. The Reformers' said Ivy wasn’t ready, and I didn’t understand that. But my father wouldn’t care either way if she were ready or not if he was going to kill her unless there was another reason to keep her alive.
Whatever the reason, Sylvar would have recognized the sword Ivy was using as Stormfury. He would have known it because she was with me. My father knew we were mates, but that confirmed who and what Ivy was. It confirmed why I hadn’t managed to kill her.
It had been weeks since Neverwood, and my father hadn’t come for Ivy. Was he waiting for a distraction to get me away from her? Even in Caldor, I was too close. I didn’t doubt that he had men stationed around the city waiting for her or me to leave the city.
It was quickly getting much worse than I thought it could had been. Not only did we worry about the Reformers, but people within my father’s court, maybe my father himself.
I blinked to Vyn’s office and explained what I had figured out in the past hours. I told him that Ivy and I were leaving Caldor and that I needed him to keep tabs on the Reformers. Any information needed to be provided to Runa. Ivy would be able to communicate with her and we could stay connected.
I wasn’t sure where we would go. My kingdom was out of the question. I had an idea of where we could go, but Ivy wasn’t ready for that. The plan was to leave by horse with Laithen and travel north toward the borderlands.
[image: image-placeholder]I faded home to find Imis cooking in the kitchen, and Ivy was nowhere in sight. She turned to look at me, and her face dropped. “Solstice,” I muttered our code word. 
Before coming to Caldor, we decided on a code word that could easily be utilized in case of emergencies. It indicated something went wrong, and it was time to leave. I continued, “Get what you need and fade to Runa’s. Ivy and I will meet you there.”
Imis dropped everything she was doing and quickly went to her room and gathered what she needed. Laithen was home for the day, and I told him we would all rendezvous at Runa’s.
After warning Imis and Laithen, I went upstairs to get Ivy. She sat by the window, hugging her knees. She stared off into the distance and looked emotionless for the most part, lost in thought. Her body was thinning—cinnamon rolls couldn’t convince her to eat. I wasn’t sure how she’d managed to keep functioning. I knew she hadn’t touched her magic since Neverwood, but she spiraled into a dark place, one that she hid from the outside.
I slowly approached her and sat beside her on the window bench. “Ivy,” I whispered.
She turned to look at me. I saw the pain that was in her eyes. She blinked, and the pain faded as she looked at me. “Your father.” It was all she said to me. She had somehow pieced together what I myself figured out. I grabbed her hand and squeezed it. “How much time?”
“We need to go. I told Imis and Laithen to meet us at Runa’s.” She stood up, but I pulled her onto my lap, so she straddled me. I cupped her cheeks and looked into her green eyes. “Ivy, I know you’ve been struggling.” She tried to shake her head. “You’ve been distant and disassociating. I know you haven’t slept some nights because of the nightmares.” I tucked a piece of loose hair behind her ear. “I don’t know what will happen when we leave Caldor, but we will be together. I love you, Ivy, and we will figure all this out. I promise.”
“I can’t keep putting you and others in danger because of me.” She tried to push away from me to get up, but I didn’t let go of her. “Elliot, please,” she pleaded.
“You are my mate and my future wife. I’m not letting you go now or anytime soon.” Worry was written all over her face. She not only struggled with what happened, but I realize she struggled with wanting to keep everyone around her safe. It didn’t matter if we swore our lives to her. She couldn’t stand the thought of someone getting hurt or dying because of her.
Tears started to run down her cheeks. It was the first sign of emotion and sadness since Neverwood. For weeks she managed to keep it hidden. “All of this is because of me. The boy, my mother, Neverwood, Raine, and now you, Laithen, Runa, and Imis. It will break me if I see someone else die because of me. It broke me to see Raine killed. If I see you killed, I won’t survive it.” The pain in her eyes was back as raw emotion laced into her words. I felt her fear and pain through our bond. She snuggled her face into the side of my neck.
I knew we needed to get going, but there was time. I needed to ensure that she would be okay before we left.
I pulled her close to me and held her. “I’m not going anywhere, I promise.” I heard her deep breath as she took in my scent. I did the same with hers. I pressed a soft kiss against the side of her neck before whispering, “I’ve got you. Take what you need, sweetheart.”
I knew what she needed. She needed to feel something physically—typically love and compassion. She shook her head, “We need to go.”
“We have some time.” She pulled away from my neck and looked at me. I wiped her tears away. “Let me share your pain with you.” I grabbed the bottom of her tunic and pulled it up over her head and arms. All she wore was the tunic; she was completely bare underneath. Once her tunic was removed, I removed mine.
“I can’t,” she whispered. We’d talk about taking each other’s blood, but she’d refused to take mine so far. She slowly lifted up her hips to undo my pants and I slid them off. “I don’t know what will happen. I don’t want to hurt you.” She leaned forward and pressed her lips to mine while I gripped her hips and guided her. She lowered herself onto my dick, and a moan escaped her lips as she broke away from the kiss.
I held her hips so she couldn’t move. “You won’t hurt me, princess.”
She tried to move her hips, wanting to feel more. “Elliot,” she whimpered.
I kissed her neck and nipped her ear lope. “I’m not leaving you, rá ruuhz. Take my blood, Ivy.” She hesitated. I lifted her up and slammed her back down. I growled in her ear. I knew she needed that to feel whole. I needed it as well.
She put her face to my neck and took a deep breath. Her arousal only grew as she took in my scent. I tightened my grip on her hips, digging my nails into her skin. She tried to move her hips, but I gripped harder. “I need you, please,” she begged against my ear.
“Share your pain, and then I’ll fuck you, so you forget everything, including your own name.” I moved my hips up, pressing myself deeper in her. I felt her tears against my neck as she tried to contain her moan. “Stop resisting.” I blinked us to a wall and pinned her against it. Keeping my grip on her hips, I pulled out before thrusting back into her. “Take it,” I commanded.
She hesitated for a few more moments before her canines sank into my neck. All her pain from the past few weeks came flooding through the bond, and I took it.
As she took my blood, my arousal grew, along with my cock that was buried deep inside her. She was tight, but as my cock grew, she squeezed around me. I smelled her blood as her pussy adjusted to my new size. The smell alone was enough for me to lose control. I pulled out and slammed back into her as she pulled her mouth away from my neck and looked at me. She was a mess, with tears falling down her cheeks and blood dripping down her chin. Her eyes were wide with each thrust. “I-it’s too much.”
I leaned forward and pressed a soft kiss against her bloody lips. “You are taking all of me like a good girl.” I picked up my pace as Ivy threw her head back and cried out. “You will bleed and come all over my cock, princess, because it is yours.”
I finally sunk my canines in Ivy’s exposed neck as I fucked her. She cried out my name and groaned. Before the pleasure became too overwhelming for her, her canines bit down on my neck. Both of our pleasures and climaxes became one as we came at the same time.
I pulled away from her neck, panting as she did the same. I looked at her, taking her completely in. Her cheeks were flushed, her hair was a mess, and her green eyes were filled with pleasure. “I will serve you and love you every day, Ivy. I promise that I will never leave you.” I pressed my lips to hers, taking advantage of the blood on both our mouths to seal the blood oath.
I lifted her off me and gently placed her on the ground, holding on to her as her legs wobbled. “Gods, Ivy, you are so gorgeous, even after being fucked senseless.” She looked up at me and smiled. I couldn’t help but lean down and consume her smile with a kiss. She kissed back with that passion and love I knew was inside her.
She pulled back. “I love you, rá outi.”
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Myths and Truths

Ivy


Elliot knew what I needed before I did. 
I’d been lost since Neverwood. I knew I was distant, but I wasn’t sure how to bring myself back. I refused to touch my magic; afraid I’d lose control.
Everything happened so quickly. I avoided sleeping because of the nightmares. I’d tried all the herbs I could think of, but nothing would stop me from waking in the middle of the night to see Raine killed.
I knew that the Magic Reformers were in Neverwood because of me. They’d learn where I grew up and wanted to expose me. Everyone I loved would be in danger because of me, and it was too much. Deep in my soul, I knew if I ever lost Elliot, I would be gone too. Damn the realm. If he wasn’t by my side, there was nothing worth saving.
My mate knew that the only thing to help me past all I felt was to allow me to be one with him. I needed to feel him inside me, coursing throughout my soul and body. I tried to resist taking his blood. He’d explained what it meant after he first did it—a way for us to connect and be completely whole with one another. I didn’t want to share my pain, fear, and worries with him. He knew that I needed a way back to him.
His hands gripped my hips, holding me up. I wrapped my arms around his neck, mainly for support. Everything was sore.
I didn’t think it was possible for his dick to get larger, but it did while I took his blood. I needed the pain and pleasure, and he knew it.
He pressed his lips to my forehead. “Let’s get you cleaned up. We need to get going.” He picked me up with one arm under my legs and the other under my back.
I squirmed in his arms. “I can do it myself!”
He grinned. “We both know you’ll be sore for a few days. There are some things fae healing can’t take care of.”
Relaxing in his arms, I knew he was right. I quickly learned that fae healing was different when it came to sex. Our bodies wanted to remember the sacred act. It felt different with Elliot than it did with Raine. I suspected it was because Elliot was my mate. Regardless, I wasn’t looking forward to being sore for a few days while we fled Caldor.
He sat me down on the tub’s edge and turned to wet a cloth with warm water. When he turned around, I finally saw how much blood covered his dick and thighs. My eyes widened in horror. No wonder I was sore. His dick was larger than normal, and all I thought of was how the fuck did that fit inside me?
Elliot lifted my chin, so I looked at him. Taking the rag, he gently wiped my mouth and cheeks. I stuttered, “You never mentioned the whole getting larger thing when I take your blood.”
He smirked as he finished wiping my face. “Would you have taken my blood if you knew?” My eyes drifted away, and I bit my lower lip. He chuckled, “I thought so.” He knelt before me, spread my legs, and wiped my thighs. Once one of my thighs was cleaned, he leaned in and kissed it. “You were meant for me, princess. Never doubt it.”
He finished cleaning us before we returned to the bedroom. “Only pack what you need.” 
We both got dressed and packed. He was much quicker than I was; he wasn’t sore.
I made sure that I packed a few clothes, my necklace, dagger, herb book, a few vials of poison, and the preserved lily from last year. Once we were packed, Elliot faded us to Runa’s.
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Laithen was the first to speak up, “What is going on? Why are we leaving with little notice?”
Elliot went on to explain how he discovered it was his uncle in Neverwood who spoke to me before fading. He wasn’t sure why they had waited as long as they had, but he was certain it was only a matter of time before they came for me. Before his father came for me.
I stepped back and leaned against the nearest object, the dining table. Everything around me got blurry, and Elliot’s voice became distant. I no longer hid from the Magic Reformers but from my mate’s father. He was going to have to decide between me and his own family. Why did his father want me? Why not take me in Neverwood?
The Reformers said I wasn’t ready, and I didn’t know what that meant. What were they waiting for? If Ulrod wanted me, he had a different agenda than the Reformers. When I thought I finally understood everything, everything changed. It sunk in that it all could mean death for me, not those I loved.
My heart started to pound, and my body heated up. The room started to spin around me as my breathing got heavier. My magic was surging, threatening to come out. I suddenly felt sick.
Quickly, I blinked into the washroom and stumbled to the latrine before leaning over and vomiting. Someone behind me held my hair back as I vomited.
I finally stepped back and turned to find Elliot. The concern was written all over his face. He took his thumb and wiped away a tear from the corner of my eye, and I leaned into his touch. “Did you know your father wanted me?”
He nodded his head before replying, “He wanted me to kill the Stamoran. I’m sure he didn’t know it was you until Neverwood.” He caressed my cheek with his thumb. “When I realized it was you, I knew then that I would always choose you over him.”
Imis leaned against the door frame of the washroom. “You both have a lot of explaining to do. Stamoran? Ivy? Uncle Ulrod wanting her dead?”
I took her in. I felt bad for having kept things from her for that long. She became a sister to me since she found me. If I told her everything, there would be no going back unless I wiped her mind. Elliot stood behind me and squeezed my shoulder. I nodded and motioned for us to return to the sitting room.
Runa sat in her chair, and Laithen stood behind her. Elliot and I sat on the couch together, and I grabbed his hand. I needed his strength. Imis sat down in the chair next to Runa’s. “Well?”
“I’m Stamoran,” I answered.
Imis’s eyes widened with shock. She looked around the room to gauge everyone else’s reactions. “Does everyone know?” I nodded. “How?”
“Runa knows because she is one as well. Elliot knows because I showed him. It was why I was sick earlier in the year. Lastly, Laithen, Raine’s brother, found out when they pieced together that I was the Fated One.”
Her jaw dropped, “The Fated One? As in the myths?”
Elliot responded, “Yes, Ivy is of Lily and Moons.”
I extended my palm and called forth water, fire, and darkness, intertwining them within my grasp to form a luminous orb—a barrier of my creation.
Runa’s eyes widened in astonishment, and I realized that I had never revealed my mastery of all three magics in front of her before. “Amazing,” she breathed, clearly awestruck.
I concealed my hand, allowing the barrier to dissipate. “It’s nothing,” I replied modestly.
“Nothing? Child, do you comprehend the incredible feat you’ve achieved by mastering all three pillars in under a year?” Runa marveled.
Imis chimed in, curiosity in her voice. “Is that why you pushed yourself so hard, always seeking more?”
I nodded, acknowledging her insight. “There was a time when I pushed myself too far and reached my bottom.”
Imis glanced at Runa, seeking confirmation. Runa nodded her head, indicating that she had been aware of it.
“I kept it hidden. I didn’t know who I could trust,” I confessed. “Laithen only knew because we grew up together, and Raine witnessed my magic. I wasn’t aware of it back then. My mind magic was the only magic I ever had complete control over while growing up. I never intended to reveal my abilities to Elliot, but when I discovered he was a Prince, I was furious and inadvertently displayed all three pillars simultaneously.”
I rose from my seat and approached Imis, kneeling before her. “Imis, no one else can know about this. King Ulrod probably has knowledge of it, but it must remain a secret from everyone else. You can choose to swear your loyalty to me through a blood oath, vowing never to divulge this information to anyone outside of this room, or I can erase your memory.”
Imis brushed a strand of her black, curly hair from her face before extending her hand to me. “Ivy, you are like a sister to me. You are family, especially since you’re marrying my cousin. I swear my allegiance to you and Elliot for as long as I live.” With resolve, she retrieved her dagger, slicing her hand before presenting it to me.
“I accept this bond,” I declared, mirroring her action, and clasping her hand, sealing our promise in a blood oath.
Slowly, I rose to my feet, and Imis embraced me tightly. “Please stay safe, all of you,” she pleaded.
“You’re not coming with us?” I inquired.
“I’ll stay with Runa. I want to ensure Prisma’s safety. If necessary, we’ll all leave together,” Imis explained, her determination evident.
I took a step back and gazed at Imis and Runa. I knew Laithen would follow and join us as we left the city. “I will erect a protective barrier around Runa’s house. Only those granted permission may enter, apart from us, in this room. I will maintain regular communication with Runa,” I assured them.
Imis hugged me, squeezing tightly. “I love you, Ivy. Please stay safe and keep my cousin safe too.” 
Finally releasing her hold, I turned to Runa, who stood expectantly, awaiting a hug. I embraced her tightly, and she whispered words intended only for my ears. “Things will only grow tougher from here. Stay strong, and remember that when you’re ready, you will discover more about who you truly are.” She gently kissed my cheek and pulled away from the embrace. “The three of you should be on your way.” Looking at Laithen and Elliot, she added, “Keep Ivy alive,” she urged them with a serious tone.
With a deep breath, I nodded in acknowledgment of the weight of her words. “We will,” they assured her.
Imis stepped back, a mixture of concern and hope in her eyes. “Take care, all of you,” she said softly.
As I turned to join Laithen and Elliot, I felt the gravity of the path ahead. The challenges awaiting us would test our strength, resilience, and unity. But at that moment, I knew I wasn’t alone.
We exchanged glances, silently communicating the unspoken understanding that we were in it together. With a shared resolve, we stepped forward, crossing the threshold of Runa’s home and venturing into the unknown.
With a deep breath, I turned my gaze forward, focusing on what was ahead. We were armed with our skills, our bonds, and the knowledge that we carried the hopes and dreams of those who believed in us.
And so, hand in hand with Elliot, our small group set off into the unknown, ready to face whatever challenges awaited us. Together, we would forge our destiny, navigate the complexities of our intertwined fates, and unravel the mysteries that would ultimately shape the course of our realm.
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Epilogue

Of Lily and Moons - Ivy


We’d been on the run for about a week or two. I lost track of time. Maybe it had been closer to a month. All I knew was that it was colder outside and felt through my connection with magic that it would snow any day. 
Since leaving Caldor, we kept moving every few days. With both the Magic Reformers and Elliot’s father after us, we couldn’t risk staying in one location for too long. There was no further information on the Teths and their whereabouts.
We stuck to smaller villages on our journey to the Land of Cauladra. Elliot wanted to ensure that any fae in the smaller villages were safe and provide safe passage to Ellatiel. We weren’t sure of that anymore. We sent them to the Ronan Outpost with instructions to get to the docks and ask for the Captain, and he would provide safe passage for the fae.
In some of the smaller villages, we had to take care of a Magic Reformer that was stationed to recruit humans. Luckily for us, we didn’t encounter any of the larger groups, and those stationed around Ksara weren’t protected from magic like those in Neverwood.
Seeing Raine killed haunted my nightmares, but it got easier. Elliot was great about it and helped me through what happened. He was patient and understood that I lost my childhood best friend and first lover. Raine would always occupy my heart in some capacity, but the love I felt for Elliot was different.
While constantly on the move, I was happy with Elliot. It wasn’t the best lifestyle by any means, but I had my mate by my side. Then there was Laithen, who was good company and helped us deal with incidents.
I knew why I was being hunted and why we kept moving, but we didn’t know where we were trying to go. I knew Kalen was on our side, so the Kingdom of Umbra wasn’t a bad option.
I couldn’t help but wonder what Sylvar meant when he said I wasn’t ready for them. It was something Runa had said to me many times: when I was ready, the answers would be there for me.
Runa had been doing okay, as well as Imis. Every few nights, we would visit with one another. She was stubborn and wouldn’t tell me anything I wanted to know about my history, who I was, or why things were happening the way they were.
She said they were happening way quicker than anyone anticipated, but fate was playing out. Most times, I felt like I was some sort of pawn in a game of fates with the Gods, and I hated it. I wanted to live my own life and not be hunted like I was some sort of important piece to the larger puzzle. Maybe I wasn’t a pawn but something larger, and that fact unsettled me.
I wished Runa had come with us. It wasn’t safe for her or any fae in Caldor. She insisted she could manage herself and needed to keep her shop open. She said something about being where she needed to be. I wasn’t sure what she meant by that, but once again, she assured me that when I was ready, I would learn the truth and the whole truth, whatever that meant.
It was our second night in Cirrane, a village outside the Land of Cauladra. We’d cross into the borderlands the next day and stay at Ronan Outpost for a few nights. Tension had been building up there, and Elliot had work to do there after his previous trip.
We were staying in a room at a small tavern, the room was barely big enough for the bed, but it was fine. Elliot and I were sitting in bed. He sat against the headboard with me snuggled up against him in between his legs. We were both exhausted, despite a full day of rest.
He rubbed my shoulders, and I barely kept my eyes open, but I added newly discovered plants to my herb book. Being in a new area of Ksara meant new plants I’d only ever heard of and never saw for myself.
“Rá ruuhz, we should get some sleep. We have an early morning tomorrow,” he whispered in my ear.
“I’m almost done,” I yawned. I finished up the page I was on. The book had surprised me. Whenever I opened it, it knew what I looked for, and if it wasn’t in the book, it opened to a new blank page. “I’m pretty sure this book is magical, which is odd considering my family was from a village that forbids magic. My grams and mother had to have known.”
Elliot softly kissed the side of my neck. “What makes you think a book is magical? Magical items are rare, Ivy. I don’t think I’ve ever seen a magical item besides Stormfury. I didn’t know that was magical until you came along.” 
“Doesn’t the house in Caldor count as being magical as well? There’s magic everywhere, the gardens, greenhouse, washrooms, the library, and in your bedroom. Don’t you ever wonder how everything always looked immaculate?” I shook my head. 
Before giving him the time to respond, I continued. “Anyways, the book knows what I need before I know it. It will show me that page if I open it up looking for something specific.” Pausing to think back on other incidents, I remembered one of the days in the greenhouse. “One day, when I was in the greenhouse after you left for Ronan Outpost, a tear dropped onto a page in the book, and a letter fell out. It was a letter from my father to my mother, the one about them being mates.”
Elliot wrapped his arms around me, pulling me towards the warmth of him. “So, you’re saying the book hid family secrets from you?”
I nodded my head. “It’s like it knew I needed to read that letter then. I don’t know why my mother kept it in there. Maybe she didn’t, or maybe she kept it safe for when I needed it, or I was ready to start to learn the truth.” I ran my finger along the current page the book was opened to. I whispered, “When I am ready to learn the truth.”
In front of me, a letter appeared in the book on the page I was on. “Elliot, look,” I mumbled. I felt him look over my shoulder at the open book and he tensed.
I picked it up and looked at the broken seal; it looked familiar. “Isn’t this the seal of the Kingdom of Umbra?” 
Elliot nodded his head in response.
Why was something from a kingdom in my family’s book? 
Carefully, I opened it, starting to feel myself shake. I was ready for the truth, but something told me the truth would shatter my realm and everything I thought I knew. A link between my family and Kalen? Or a king before him? Why would my family have a tie to a kingdom in Ellatiel? As far as I knew, my family history was in Neverwood, besides my mother who left. 
The first words read, “Lily, My Queen.” My heart pounded, but I read on.
Lily, My Queen,
The news of your pregnancy fills me with immeasurable joy. I envision a beautiful daughter who will undoubtedly inherit her mother’s grace and radiance. However, our joy is tempered by the harsh reality that surrounds us. To safeguard our precious child, I implore you to return to Neverwood. Far from the intrigues and perils of the court, she can grow up shielded from the dangerous allure of magic.
Regrettably, I find myself compelled to pen this letter while away on my travels to Lucerna. I confess my cowardice in not speaking these words to you directly. For the sake of our daughter’s safety, you must depart before my return. To preserve appearances, the court and the realm at large must believe that you have accompanied me on this journey. Upon my return from the Kingdom of Imber, I have orchestrated a tragic incident that will leave them mourning the loss of their beloved Queen Lily. Since your pregnancy has not become apparent, no one will suspect the loss of our unborn child.
When she manifests her powers, our daughter will possess magic unlike any other. Such power cannot remain concealed within the court and the kingdom’s public eye. Yet, I believe in your ability to protect her within the confines of Neverwood. She will be the first female born into the ancient Nesterin lineage; a family older than Asteris itself.
By virtue of her Stamoran blood, our daughter will face grave dangers. Once her powers begin to emerge, other kingdoms will swiftly discern her true nature and mine as well. We would become the targets of a relentless pursuit, hunted relentlessly until the ends of our days. I cannot bear the thought of such a fate befalling our child. She will exhibit the unmistakable traits of the Stamoran lineage, making concealment nearly impossible. Hence, you must inform the village that she is the daughter of a Lunarian. You must keep her safely indoors during full moon, for she will be irresistibly drawn to the moon’s ethereal influence.
Enclosed with this letter is a formula composed of herbs native to Neverwood, capable of suppressing her magical abilities to some extent. However, the magic coursing through her veins is an ancient legacy, accumulated over countless generations, eagerly awaiting the birth of a female heir. She will wield power greater than mine, perceiving the threads and auras of magic that weave through the realm. She will observe the magic that surrounds her and harness and manipulate it, drawing from the three pillars of magic to forge her own unique path. Most significantly, she will possess the ability to command all three pillars of magic.
When she reaches the age of maturity, I implore you to present her with the second letter, sealed with my crest. Only my Court shall be privy to her existence, bound by powerful magic to safeguard her secret. Upon receiving the letter, she must journey to the Kingdom of Umbra and present it to my Court. They will recognize her as the true and rightful heir. My deepest wish is to be alive when that day arrives, witness the reunion with our daughter, and, if fate permits, see you again.
Lily, my love, you will forever hold the key to my heart. Though you will continue to live a long and healthy life, I shall mourn your absence. You will always be my queen, my mate, and I shall never take another to my side. 
With unending love,
Kalen Nesterin, King of Umbra
Realization hit me that I had danced with my own father moments before he saved my life. I choked a sob down. How did I not see it then? He looked so familiar, and when he said I looked like her, he meant my mother. Had I been that consumed by grief that I was blind to what was in front of me? 
My father had saved me not once but twice. Both times having to see his daughter—without me knowing who he was. He knew the instant he saw me that day with Elliot. There was an expression that he quickly hid. It explained why he overreacted when I explained what I did with the sword. 
My chest tightened, and it got harder to breathe. I needed space. I went to move out of Elliot’s embrace, but he held on. I shook my head, blinking to an open spot on the floor. I stood, looking at him. Tears fell down my cheeks, and I held onto the letter.
He didn’t look surprised that I had the letter. I knew he read it over my shoulder while I did. His face showed nothing. He didn’t look shocked to be finding out.
It wasn’t a surprise to him. 
I looked down at the letter in my hands and whispered, “You knew, didn’t you?”
Had I been so blind to not see what he hid from me? The mates, being the Fated One, and who my father was? I trusted Elliot. I loved him, but he kept secret after secret from me. 
My magic, emotions, control, grief, everything—it all blinded me from the truth that was right in front of me—time and time again. I trusted too easily. I loved too fiercely. I followed blindly. 
I closed my eyes and took a deep breath in. If I was truly to save the realm, the cycle needed to be broken. 
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Glossary


Warning: Contains spoilers. 
Races
Eathial (Eath-ial)
Lunarian (Loon-air-ian)
Solymn (Sol-im)
Half-Fae
Human
Rylyapil (Rye-la-pill) – human sub-race 



Old Races
Stamoran (Sta-more-an)
Lumaer (Loom-air) – Extinct
Vittara (Vi-tar-ra) – Extinct

Magic System
Luna – shadows & darkness, death, mind
Sol – Light, fire air/wind
Terra – nature, healing, water 

Primary Characters
Ivy Neverwood / Ivy Nesterin (Nest-er-in) / Ivy of Lily (Stamoran) – Heir to the Kingdom of Umbra
Elliot Floralai (Flor-a-lay) (Eathial) – Prince of the Kingdom of Apricus
Imis (Eh-mis) (Solymn) – Elliot’s Cousin
Runa (Stamoran) – Shopkeeper in Caldor

Secondary Characters
Ulrod Floralai (Flor-a-lay) (Eathial) – King of the Kingdom of Apricus, Elliot’s father 
Kalen Nesterin (Nest-er-in) (Stamoran) – King of the Kingdom of Umbra, Ivy’s father
Magic Reformers – A rebellion group against the fae and magic
Lily of Aspen (Eathial) – Ivy’s mother 
Aspen Neverwood (Eathial) – Ivy’s grandmother
Raine Zale (Eathial) – Ivy’s first lover and childhood best friend
Laithen Zale (Eathial) – Raine’s elder brother 

Tertiary Characters
Captain / Calluric (Call-u-rick) (Rylyapil) – King of Rylyapils 
Sylvar Floralai (Eathial) – Elliot’s uncle, Ulrod’s brother 
Lord Viden Teth (Eathial) – Lord in Kingdom of Apricus
Maisey Teth (Eathial) – Daughter of Viden

Places
Neverwood – Ivy’s home village
Ikarian (I-care-ian) Forest – Situated in the southeastern part of Ksara
Ksara – Human lands
Ellatiel (Ella-teal) – Fae Lands
Lake Isira – North of Caldor, main lake in Ksara
Land of Cauladra (Kaul-a-dra) – Borderlands between the fae and human lands 
Ronan Outpost – Outpost in the borderlands 
Kingdom of Umbra – Northern kingdom in Ellatiel, primarily thick forests and mountains
Kingdom of Imber – Eastern kingdom in Ellatiel, primarily desert
Kingdom of Apricus – Southwestern kingdom of Ellatiel, primary tropical
Sea of Elmrose – Sea between Ksara and Ellatiel
Oblitus Insulae (Ob-lit-us In-su-lay) – Northern island, home of the Old Races. 
Deos Mux Zvlehb (Dye-os Mucks Zye-v-leb) – Hot Springs in the Northern Hollows
Northern Hollows – Mountain range to the east of the Ikarian Forest 
Alitura (Ali-tura) – Capital of Kingdom of Apricus
Marauder Isle – Home to many Rylyapils
Meridiem (Merry-dime) Port – Port on the southern coast of the Kingdom of Apricus

Calendar
Weeks = 8 Days
Month = 3 Weeks, 24 Days
Intervals = 1 Week, 8 Days. After 3 Months
Eltaria: Cycle 40 Days
Straxirus: Cycle 24 Days, Shift 1
Klevor (Clev-or)
Iad (I-ad)
Nitn (Nit-n)
Interval of Life
Geenn (Gen)
Nym (Nim)
Noehr (No-here)
Interval of Light
Stuoms (Stew-oms)
Aryth (Air-y-th)
Plaut (Plot)
Interval of Harvest
Slyvarc (Sly-vark)
Teralt (Ter-alt)
Xir (Sir)
Interval of Snow

Moons 
Straxirus (Strax-i-rus)
Eltaria (El-tar-ia)

Old Language 
rá outi (Rye Out-y)  – My love
rá ruuhz (Rye Rowz) – My moons
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