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    For my mom,  
 
    This couldn’t have happened without you.  
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter One 
 
      
 
    Braelyn Sarraret was pressed against a large tree that looked as if it could fall over if she breathed too hard. It was a miracle that most trees hadn’t fallen to the ground by now. They greyed with death and looked dull, but they seemed to be waiting for life to return.  
 
    Jadeite Forest was mostly dead due to the infesting of poisonous mountain ash trees. It had been around twenty years since humans had poisoned the land, and twenty years since Queen Aurelia had vanished. She had been the queen of the Court of Light. The strongest and most powerful Court of them all, the Court of Light outranked the other Courts.  
 
    The Fae and their creatures had become weak when their land started dying and when the queen took off. None of them expected their powers to stop with the queen gone.  
 
    Magic hadn’t existed since.  
 
    Twigs snapped and dead leaves crunch under the weight of the creature Braelyn had been waiting for. The phooka walked out into the opening, scanning the area with its amber eyes that were rectangular-shaped pupils. 
 
    A shiver ran down Braelyn’s spine as she looked at the goat-man creature. The phooka stood on its hind goat legs, showing off his bare, male torso and strong humanly arms and hands. The head was goat-like with a pair of abnormally long horns. The creature was nearly twice as tall as Braelyn herself.  
 
    More leaves crunched under the hooves of the phooka as it walked closer to Braelyn. She had never liked phookas. They reminded her of creatures that would live in the hell realm. For a phooka to be this close to the border must have a death wish.  
 
    Braelyn stepped away from the large tree, pointing her crossbow at the phooka who turned to look at her. There wasn’t a trace of fear in its eyes like she suspected there would be. It just looked at her with a hint of pain or sadness.  
 
    “You’re the hunter girl that is whispered about in our lands.” The phooka said, looking Braelyn up and down. Goosebumps rose on her arms. It isn’t every day you see a talking goat creature. “You do not look like much. You’re merely a child.”   
 
    Braelyn clicked her tongue. “I must be enough if I’m whispered about.” She aimed for the spot between the goat’s eyes. Even though she was a lethal hunter, she did not believe in torturing the beings she killed. “Any last words?”  
 
    The phooka took in a deep breath. He still showed no fear. Usually, anyone Braelyn hunts down begs for their lives, but it all ends the same-- with an arrow between their eyes. 
 
    “One day, girl,” the phooka said. “You will realize who you really are.”  
 
    “I don’t need motivational words,” Braelyn said right before she pulled the trigger. The arrow zips through the air and lands itself right between the eyes on the goat face. The phooka’s body crumpled to the ground covered in dead leaves that crunch under the weight of the dead body.  
 
    It had been eight years since anyone had seen a phooka and she killed one.  
 
    Braelyn thought of how dangerous a phooka could be. As if she needed to believe that she had done something good by killing the creature. The killing and the hunt is all she knew. 
 
    It was a good thing she killed it. Right? Even if it hadn’t been doing anything threatening…  
 
    Braelyn shoved the thoughts away, refusing to consider the intentions of the creature. She unraveled the rope she had hooked to her hip, walked to the phooka, and knelt next to the dead body. Her hands moved quickly in the motion that became a daily routine.  
 
    Once the rope was harnessed around the phooka’s chest, Braelyn pulled the rope off her shoulder and started making her way out of the woods. The sun was getting ready to set behind the mountains and trees, and she wasn’t in any mood to fight off hungry animals that would come for the phooka’s body. She also needed to get far away from the border, especially since she feels like eyes were watching her.  
 
    As if she is being called to cross over.  
 
    Waiting on the woodline was a white stallion, roped to a thin tree. Braelyn pulled the heavy body of the phooka to her horse. She did her best knots to hook the rope on the back of her saddle.  
 
    Dragging the body behind her horse was worse than the killing, but she had no other choice. Even though it seemed cruel and inhuman, she refused to have respect for the creature. 
 
    Braelyn unhooked the horse’s lead rope from the tree and climbed up onto the saddle, digging her heels into its side. The horse ran far from the woodline as if it sensed the danger and every creature lurking thousands of miles away in Fae courts.  
 
    The wind tore at Braelyn’s hunting gear as the horse ran faster back into Marrah, the city in Scarlas. Her eyes watered from the speed. Braelyn pressed closer to the horse to try and soak up its body heat.  
 
    Once they were in the city, she slowed the horse. People were quick to move out of her way. Mothers covered their children’s eyes from the horrid body that was dragging behind the horse. Men and workers cheered and hooted as they usually did whenever a hunter came through after killing a creature of the Fae.  
 
    Braelyn pulled on the reins to her stallion and they came to a stop in front of the Hunters Den. The place where the hunters came together. The lethal killers and skilled warriors were far more dangerous than any type of soldier and warrior in the kingdom.  
 
    Humans feared hunters almost as much as the Fae does.  
 
    When Braelyn hopped off the horse that belonged to the leader of the hunters, she spotted a young boy watching her. He couldn’t have been over ten years old, and yet, he watched her with a scowl on his innocent face. It was the look of harsh judgment. Braelyn ignores him as she hauls the phooka’s lifeless body into the Hunters Den.  
 
    The stench of alcohol was so strong it burned to breathe through her nose the moment she stepped inside. In a back corner was a pair of hunters engaged in a fight, all around them were other hunters cheering for whoever they placed a bet on. Braelyn was surrounded by men varying in age but all of them were much older than her.  
 
    Braelyn came to a stop, waiting for the others to notice her. She just killed a creature that had not been seen in nearly a decade, and yet no one even looked her way. Maybe they had been drinking since noon but that's no excuse.  
 
    A younger man, Maz, went to go walk past Braelyn with a whiskey bottle in hand. Growling, Braelyn snatched the bottle right out of hand and smashed it over his head. Glass shattered into hundreds of small pieces that fell to the floor.  
 
    The Hunters Den went deathly silent and everyone was now looking her way. About time.  
 
    “This was my damn catch of the day!” Braelyn announces, stepping to the side to reveal the bloodied beast. 
 
    The hunters roared and cheered. Braelyn couldn’t help but grin from all of the attention. Hunters clapped her on the back as she made her way to the back of the building that resembled a pub on the inside. The only real difference is the number of weapons scattered all over the counters and tables.  
 
    In the backroom of the Hunter Den is where Braelyn found Ruslan; the leader of the hunters and King Callum’s general. Ruslan sat behind a large oak desk with papers scattered across the top, his attention was on a paper when Braelyn walked in.  
 
    “To what do I owe this pleasure?” Ruslan asked, not bothering to look up. His dark hair was in need of a cut and soon.  
 
    “I’m your daughter, you should be more pleased to see me.” Braelyn crooned, plopping down in the chair closest to his desk. “You would be surprised to learn that the only female hunter killed a phooka today.” Ruslan’s head snapped up and his black eyes landed on her blue-green ones.  
 
    “Where is your proof?” She almost asked if he was serious, but the stern gaze he gave her showed how he didn’t believe her even though her hands were stained with blood. 
 
    Braelyn clenched her jaw and her hands turned into fists. Without answering, Braelyn pushed herself up from the chair and stomped out of the office.  
 
    If Ruslan didn’t believe her then she would just bring the damn beast to him.  
 
    The phooka’s dead body was still lying by the front door, right where it had been left. The hunters had gone back to being wild and drunk. Braelyn reached down and grabbed the end of the rope yet again, and started dragging the body just like she had done in the woods.  
 
    Braelyn didn’t stop outside the office, she continued pulling the body into the office while swearing under her breath. Her legs ached from pulling all the weight around, and she badly wanted to just face plant into her bed.  
 
    The floorboards creaked against the weight as Braelyn pulled just one more time. She dropped the end of the rope to the floor. Her hands were red from where she held it.  
 
    “If you got your ass up, you would see the proof.” Braelyn casually said, pushing her blonde braid back over her shoulder.  
 
    “Take the horns off and hang them in the den,” Ruslan grumbled, narrowing his eyes. Still, he did not say that he had been proud of her. Before Braelyn could throw a chair against the wall, she took out a hunter’s knife and started sawing the blade at the bottom of the phooka’s throat.  
 
    Thick blood sprayed upwards, splattering across Braelyn’s face and staining her golden blonde hair. It was not as hot as it would have been if she had just killed the creature, but the blood was still warm. She still didn’t know why she wanted to make him proud, especially after everything that had happened last year. 
 
    No, she didn’t want to make Ruslan proud. Braelyn wanted to make him aware of how capable she is. How dangerous she can be. 
 
    After a sawing through the thick skin and bone, the goat head rolled off the human shoulders it had been connected to. A passing hunter gagged and walked even fast, getting far away from the office.  
 
    Braelyn moves back and grabs a hold of one of the horns and tossed the head of the phooka onto his desk. Even more blood pours out, staining and drenching all the papers on his desk.  
 
    “You can pick a pretty place on the wall to hang the damn head.” Braelyn challenged. Two men walked in, both of them grinning from ear to ear. But once their eyes landed on the beast with a torn off head, they looked between Ruslan and Braelyn. “Brothers, it seems I hunted a phooka today. If only you could do better but you can’t.”  
 
    “That is enough from you, Braelyn.” Ruslan bellowed, standing up from his chair. “Your brothers are just as good-”  
 
    “Is that a challenge?” Braelyn’s eyes grew brighter. “Oh, I love a challenge. I will take them both in a fight to make it fair on their part.” Growling, the tallest one of the men grabbed a hold of her arm. Before Braelyn or Ruslan could stop him, he threw her out of the office and into a group of hunters.  
 
    But Braelyn caught her balance before she could topple over. Her eyes met his and she grinned. Jorah was the second child and he hated her even more than her oldest brother, Alastair.  
 
    “Challenged accepted, brother.” Braelyn snickered. “Welcome yourself to any weapons. My hands will do just fine.” Jorah ran towards her and slipped through hunters with pure rage and determination etched on his face. Jorah was fast and strong, but he was not Ruslan’s best hunter.  
 
    When Jorah reached Braelyn, he swung a fist towards her face that Braelyn quickly ducked. When Jorah stumbled forwards, Braelyn slammed her elbow close to the center of Jorah’s back.  
 
    Jorah was quick to whirl around. “You will suffer the same fate as Trystan did, little sister.” Braelyn’s whole spine went rigid and her lips formed a thin line. Anger swept through Braelyn, nearly distracting her. She knew that’s exactly what Jorah was intending to do, and she wasn’t going to allow him to gain the upper hand. 
 
    She wanted Jorah’s blood to spill as Trystan’s had. 
 
    Embracing her fury, she only smiled back and silently screamed on the inside.  
 
    Jorah only smiled. “Touchy subject-?” He was quickly cut off by the sound of shattering glass. It took a moment for Braelyn to realize all glasses in the room shattered in billions of small shards.  
 
    Every hunter in the room looked around as silence fell over each one of them. They were looking for the source to cause such an odd disturbance, but they were left without any results. But there was cold fear running through Braelyn.  
 
    No, it wasn’t even possible for her to do such a thing. You will realize who you really are. A chill wrapped its way down her spine. Certainly, the phooka was just trying to get under her skin. There was nothing more than just that. There couldn’t be.  
 
    Her father was a human hunter and her mother died at childbirth. There was nothing suspicious about who or what she was. Taking a deep breath, Braelyn turned on her heel and started for the door.  
 
    Ice-cold fingers wrapped around her arm and whirled her around. Braelyn faced Jorah and stumbled back as hot pain went through the side of her face. She should have been prepared or at least had faster reflex.  
 
    A set of hands steady her and she didn’t bother to look or thank whoever it was. Braelyn spit blood out that had filled her mouth and looked at Jorah. He was grinning like he won a trophy.  
 
    I’ll give you a reason to grin alright. 
 
    Maybe Jorah had made a mistake and maybe he knew better, but that did not excuse his poor choices. No one had been making a sound as Jorah and Braelyn stared at each other, nothing but pure hatred shared between them. 
 
    “You have always been the jealous one.” Braelyn shrugged. “Not that I blame you, there is only room for one of us to be the favorite. To be the best.” Jorah’s eyes darkened to a shocking black. “Trystan had always been right about you.” She clicked her tongue. “You always have your head up your fucking ass.”  
 
    Jorah grabbed a large shard of glass and swung it towards her face. This time she had time to dodge the blow. Braelyn grabbed Jorah’s arm, twisting and pushing. The shard of glass stuck itself into his shoulder and Jorah let out a low yell.  
 
    She pulled her brother close to her and whispered, “That is for speaking about Trystan. Do it again and I’ll aim a little lower next time.” She shoved Jorah away, sending him to stumble onto a round table that was crowded with hunters.  
 
    Maybe he’ll learn to stop being a dick one day. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Two 
 
      
 
    The prince of Scarlas had been waiting for his fiance for an hour. She was always busy, but it wasn’t like her to be that late. What if something had happened while she had been out? Even though he had not been in love with her, he still cared for her very much.  
 
    Maybe she finally decided to call off the insane engagement and go off to find someone she truly loved.  
 
    No. He shook his head. She was nothing like that and would go through the engagement, even if it were to kill her. She was too loyal.  
 
    “Torrin,” Azire Ladson said, turning to look at his best friend and personal guard. “We are visiting her chambers considering she is running late,” Torrin raised one eyebrow as annoyance swept across his face. Of course, Torrin would find it foolish to worry so much.  
 
    Azire and Torrin started down the hall towards the chambers of the future queen. Azire’s blue cloak waved behind him as he walked. Neither of them spoke, the only sound that accompanied them was the heavy thuds of their boots as they walked. If Azire had not been worried, he might be in a more talkative mood.  
 
    Once they made it to the door of the chambers, Azire didn’t even bother knocking. A screech came before Azire found Braelyn Sarraret in her dressing room, holding a sheet around herself to cover her nude body. Her golden blonde hair had been undone in waves around her. 
 
    “Where have you been?” Azire demanded, not caring that she was naked under the sheet.  
 
    He couldn’t help but notice Torrin’s cheeks redden with his eyes focused on the ground. Torrin went as far as turning his back to give Braelyn privacy. It was Torrin who was the definition of a true gentleman, and it was why he made their trio perfect. Torrin was the perfect balance of the friendship.  
 
    “I-” Braelyn started but quickly stopped. As if there was something she didn’t want to say, or it was something she was trying to hide. Either way, Azire knew the tone of her voice.   
 
    He turned back towards the girl who had been his rock in the past couple of years and noticed that there was a cut on her lip, and her left cheek was yellowing with a bruise.  
 
    Those marks had not come from any Fae when she was hunting, that much he knew. A wave of anger washed over him. He was not angry at her for being late and making him worried. He was angry because someone had left those marks on her.  
 
    “If those came from Ruslan, I will behead him myself,” Azire said through his clenched teeth. Torrin turned to face her again and he went rigid. “I proposed to you and that asshole still thinks he can put his hands on-” 
 
    “Azire,” Braelyn says, her voice calm and warm. She smiled slightly. “it was not Ruslan. I got into a fight with my foolish brother.” Her smile turned into a sneer and Azire found himself wanting to run out of the room. “I can handle myself.” Women and their temper. Azire never had good experiences.  
 
    “You can’t blame me for worrying.” Azire defended. “Especially not after Trystan.” It wasn’t often Azire brought their fallen friend into a conversation. It wasn’t often that they talked about Trystan. It was almost as if he never existed and it pained Azire to let the thought even surface.   
 
    Something dark flashed in her eyes and he instantly regretted the words.  
 
    Sighing, Azire walked out of the dressing room with Torrin on his heels. The prince stopped walking to narrow his eyes at his best friend, who was redder than an apple.  
 
    “She was not naked, Tor,” Azire said quietly, holding back a laugh. Torrin only shot a cold glare at him.  
 
    “That is because the two of you act like you are brother and sister instead of  a couple.” Torrin snapped. “I get you two are not romantically involved-” Realization hit Azire like a slap in the face.  
 
    It made sense. Torrin had blushed more in the past month than ever, and suddenly he was worried to see their friend wrapped in a sheet. That should not have bothered him, not after sharing training rooms with Braelyn who wore minimum clothing to train in. Every time they had gone out, he had suggested they bring back Braelyn something nice. Even if it was just a small bag of candies.  
 
    Azire looked at him with his deep golden eyes. “You are in love with her.” It had not been a question but a statement. Torrin shoved him away with one hand and walked to the couch where he laid, sprawling across the entire thing.  
 
    Four female servants hurried through the chamber doors. They all halted once they realized who exactly had been standing in the center of the room. Three of them bowed, but the older woman, Marla, gasped. Her salt and pepper hair was thrown up in a bun on top of her head, and her face was flushed.  
 
    “Prince Azire, you cannot be in these rooms until your fiance is dressed and all done!” Marla exclaimed. Torrin sat up from where he had been sitting on the couch and gave Marla an apologetic smile. “Two men in these chambers with a woman who I left practically naked. I am ashamed of you, boys! Where is she-”  
 
    “I am right here.” A small voice said. Marla turned to look at Braelyn who stood just outside of the dressing room. There was a pale blue sheet still wrapped tightly around her small frame. Torrin’s cheeks turned pink and Azire shook his head.  
 
    “Braelyn Krysanthe Sarraret! You are wearing a sheet, get inside that room.” Marla shooed Braelyn into the room who was quick to return. Once the dressing room door slammed and all the servants were out of hearing range, Azire turned to look at his friend who still sat on the couch.  
 
    “Tell her how you feel,” Azire said quietly. Torrin’s eyes flashed and he pushed himself up from the couch.  
 
    “And put all three of us in danger? I couldn’t do such a thing.” Torrin’s voice was low. “Besides, her heart is still healing.”  
 
    “Of course it is.” Azire’s voice was sharper than he intended. He sighed. “She won’t ever admit it, but that is something that will not ever leave her. She had been betrayed, tortured, and had seen the man she loved die from being beaten to death. Those things just don’t go away.” Azire’s chest tightened as memories flooded back to him.  
 
    It had been about a year ago when Torrin brought Braelyn to his room, she was covered in blood and her shirt was ripped to rags. The scream that came from her mouth when Azire cleaned her wounds still haunted his thoughts. It was a scream he never wanted to hear again. It was nothing but raw pain. She kept screaming for the boy she loved and lost as if her screams would bring him back to life.  
 
    “I know that.” Torrin’s voice went dangerously low. “It was my brother who died and now, I’m falling for the one girl he ever cared about.” Torrin clearly wasn’t in the mood for that conversation and Azire found himself angry with it. He didn’t know what else to tell Torrin because he was not good at advising about love.  
 
    Azire was about to walk towards Braelyn’s bookcase when he heard a small knock at the door. Thinking it must be one of the ladies who lived at court, Azire crosses the room and opens the door.  
 
    Alastair Sarraret met the golden eyes of The Prince.  
 
    Before either of them could get a word out, Azire slammed his fist into Alastair’s face. He knew it was low of him to do so because no one would dare lay a hand on a prince, but he couldn’t bring himself to do it. Azire’s rage was too much to even consider being civil. Alastair didn’t stumble back, but his head had snapped to the side from the blow of the punch.  
 
    Even though it took a lot of effort not to let Azire beat Alastair senseless, Torrin had moved between them before anything could escalate. The two men stare at each other even though Torrin had been standing in the middle of them.  
 
    “What are you doing here?” Azire demanded, narrowing his eyes at one of the men who killed his closest friend. “You are not to be in this part of the castle and those were my orders.”  
 
    “I came to speak to my sister,” Alastair snarled.  
 
    Azire laughed and didn’t believe him for one second. After years of tormenting Braelyn, Alastair decided to just stop by and talk to her? It was not going to happen with Azire around, and he knew well enough that Torrin wouldn’t let it happen, either. Azire knew Braelyn would be outraged if she knew they were being so protective. She hated it and liked to do things on her own. But Alistair was dangerous and toxic.   
 
    “I cannot speak to her when my father and brother are around.” He glanced down both sides of the hall with his dark eyes, as if he was worried he was being followed.  
 
    “Tell me what it is you wanted to talk to her about.” Azire calmly said. “There is no way I am letting you go near her.”   
 
    A moment of silence passed between them before Alastair reached into his cloak and pulled out his sheathed sword.  
 
    The blade was clean as it had never been used before and the hilt had a family emblem. Torrin’s family emblem. But the sword was not Torrin’s and it hadn’t been seen for nearly a year.  
 
    Torrin stepped back with eyes wide and his brow furrowed. After Trystan’s death, no one could find any of his weapons. The sword Alastair held was the one thing Torrin wanted in memory of his brother. After all the time spent looking for it, Alastair stood in front of them, holding the sword out.  
 
    “Give this to my sister and tell her that I didn’t do what she believed me to do.” Alastair's voice became hoarse and his Adam’s apple bobbed in his throat. “I failed her and I didn’t want to. Just tell her she is so much better than me and I look up to her.”   
 
    Azire’s mouth fell open. Torrin took the sword from Alastair without looking at him, but ever since he noticed the sword, that was all he had been able to look at.  
 
    Alastair took off down the hall without another word and Azire let him. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    Braelyn walked to the ballroom with her arm linked with Azire’s. Torrin had vanished before the servants were done with helping her into her dress. Doing her makeup had taken the longest, one of her servants swore the whole time as she tried to cover the bruise on her face. It was hard not to laugh at Marla and her girls.  
 
    The ballroom was full of people who were all wearing a mask over their eyes as she was. Braelyn and Azire had worn opposite colors which had been planned by The Queen herself. Azire was in black from his mask, tunic, trousers, and to his boots. All the black made his golden eyes shine brighter than ever.  
 
    Her dress was a sparkling, off white that nearly resembled a gray color. It shone beautifully in the light as did her matching mask. The Queen outdid herself with choosing their outfits this time.  
 
    All heads turned to watch as The Prince and The Hunter made their way across the dance floor. They walked to the thrones where King Callum and Queen Valentina sat next to each other. They were laughing so hard that Braelyn saw tears form in the queen’s eyes.  
 
    Their marriage had been arranged, but the couple had seemed happily in love every time Braelyn saw them together. It felt long ago when Braelyn had been as happy as them. She had always been happy with Trystan and could have sworn that he was her soulmate.  
 
    “Oh, you both look so lovely!” Queen Valentina’s voice was exhilarated and she clapped her hands together. She stood up from her throne and opened her arms as she walked towards them. Azire quickly unhooked his arm from Braelyn’s to embrace his mother, but she walked right past him and wrapped her arms around Braelyn.  
 
    Even though the queen looked small and delicate, her arms were strong around Braelyn. Azire blinked with his mouth open as King Callum barked with laughter. Even Raelyn was too stunned to move.  
 
    Queen Valentina pulled away and looked between the two. “You guys will have such beautiful children with that golden undertone in your skin. Both of you have the same beautiful complexion.” Braelyn’s cheeks flared and she knew she was blushing.  
 
    “Yes!” The king said loudly with the biggest smile on his face. “I would love a granddaughter who could kick some serious ass. No need for more men when we have warriors like Braelyn.” Having children with Azire was not on her to do, but Braelyn kept her mouth shut and just smiled.  
 
    Azire put a hand on Braelyn’s back and led her to their thrones. He was supposed to sit next to his father, but he gestured for her to sit on his throne. Without arguing, Braelyn happily sat on the large throne next to the king as Azire took a seat beside her on what was supposed to be her throne.  
 
    King Callum looked over at Braelyn and his grey eyes were bright. “May I tell you a secret?” He was smiling and his voice was quiet.  
 
    “May I just wish you a happy birthday?” Braelyn responded, not able to stop her smile from spreading on her lips. The king waved a hand at her.  
 
    “No need to remind me how I keep aging, my dear.”  
 
    “I can only hope that Azire ages as well as you do.” The king burst into laughter again and nudged her arm lightly with his elbow. Then he leaned back into her, a black curl of his hair that was streaked with gray slipped across his forehead.  
 
    “I honestly wish we didn’t have to kill the Fae.” The king's voice was near-silent, she had to strain her ears to hear him. “Once Azire becomes a king, I wish for him to end this killing and to bring peace between the lands.” Braelyn nearly pulled away from him. She couldn’t believe he had said such a thing.  
 
    “Your Highness-”  
 
    “Please call me Callum, I have known you and loved you as if you were mine since you came to live at the castle when you were two.” They shared a smile.  
 
    “Callum, why not just end it now?” Curiosity took over her completely.  
 
    He leaned in a little closer. “The people would live in fear and Ruslan has powerful men backing up his hunting career. Even if I wanted to, I couldn’t risk the retaliation.” It made sense. Except for that part where her father had more men than Callum who would back him up.  
 
    “Azire will be just as great of a king as you are.” She touched his hand.  
 
    “No, sweetheart, he will be a better king. He is a strong leader and with him by your side, you guys will be an epic duo.” Braelyn just smiled at him, knowing that everything he said was right about Azire. The king patted her hand before standing up.  
 
    King Callum held out a hand to his wife who took it and they went to the dance floor. Tears burned the back of her eyes. Every time Braelyn returned to the palace with injuries, Callum and Valentina had been there to heal her. She was just six years old and Azire was seven when the king and queen taught their son how to treat Braelyn’s wounds.  
 
    Her heart ached because Callum showed her what it was like to have a true father. One that didn’t beat her or train her to become a killer. No, Callum loved and cared for her and so did Valentina. It was a gift she would always be grateful for.  
 
    Someone cleared their throat, snapping Braelyn back into reality and out of her thoughts. Standing in front of her stood Ruslan, wearing a general uniform. His hair had been trimmed and there was no trace of facial hair. He looked far too young for his age.  
 
    “May I dance with my lovely daughter?” Ruslan asked, holding a hand out to her. Braelyn wanted to kick him and punch his teeth down his throat. Inhaling a deep breath, Braelyn smiled at her father and placed her hand into his.  
 
    Together, they descended from her throne and made their way into the crowd of dancers. Ruslan made sure to find an area that wasn’t too crowded. Braelyn glanced back and saw Azire staring at them and beside him was Torrin. It just occurred to Braelyn that Torrin had joined them. 
 
    Ruslan pulled them into a dance and Braelyn had no choice but to follow his lead as best as she could. She sucked at dancing. It was what she had been the worst about, which made her boil with anger. If she could fight a group of soldiers, then she should’ve been able to dance just fine.  
 
    “If you are to be queen, I suggest taking some dance lessons,” Ruslan said with a smirk that mocked her.  
 
    “Sorry, father. I was trained to be a killer,  not to dance in pretty dresses as most girls had been.” Braelyn sneered, her blue eyes blazing. Ruslan only chuckled in response. 
 
    “Darling, I have a mission for you.” Ruslan kept his voice quiet as he twirled her then pulled her back towards him.  
 
    “What would that mission be?” They danced in a full circle before he decided to answer.  
 
    “You are to bring me the head of the King of the Dark Court.”   
 
    Braelyn nearly tripped over her own feet. Was Ruslan insane? The King of the Dark Court had taken the place to rule all of the Fae Lands. The queen vanished nearly twenty years ago and he had been in charge ever since.  
 
    The King of the Dark Court was ruthless and he hated humans more than anything. Even though he did not have any powers, he had hundreds of years as a trained warrior. Which means he had much more experience than Braelyn would ever have.  
 
    It was certain death.  
 
    Trystan had wanted to meet the King of the Dark Court to talk about a peace treaty. Of course, Braelyn had laughed and told him how crazy it would be to go after the King of the Dark Court. But Trystan was serious and tired of all the meaningless killings. Trystan was too good for this world.  
 
    “It will be a challenge, but when do I leave?” Braelyn asked. He looked down at her with his black eyes, and they flashed with amusement.  
 
    “Tomorrow morning.” He responded, leading their bodies to flow with the music. “I want you to know I wouldn’t send anyone except my greatest hunter.” Braelyn saw right through the lies that fell out of his mouth.  
 
    Ruslan would not send her because she was the best out of all hunters, he was sending her because she was a female and he expected her to seduce the King of the Dark Court. It would be the easiest approach if that was the approach she would be taking, but that wasn’t the route she would follow.  
 
    The last time Ruslan sent a hunter to kill the King of the Dark Court, the hunter's body had been hung up in the Hunters Den. It was early morning when someone walked into the den and saw his body hung to the wall. A body that had not been in one piece but multiple pieces.   
 
    “Tomorrow it is.” She smiled at her father. Tomorrow she would leave, but the night ahead would be full of planning. Planning against her father because he had taken everything from her.  
 
    Once the song ended, Braelyn turned to get away from her father but found Azire walking towards her with Torrin on his heels. It was like a breath of fresh air seeing the two of them. Ruslan had engaged in a dance with another woman who was no more than five years older than Braelyn. Her stomach turned at the sight.  
 
    “Get me out of here,” Braelyn said as Azire and Torrin reached her. “I have plans to put together.”  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Once Braelyn was in her chambers, she started for her closet. Neither Azire nor Torrin had questioned her, and none of them spoke a word. She had expected Azire to ask about her father, but he was quiet. Braelyn pulled out her best gear and threw it onto her bed.  
 
    Torrin’s eyebrows furrowed. “What exactly are you planning to do?”  
 
    “My father is sending me to kill the King of the Dark Court,” she explained. “But I am not going to kill him.” She turned and looked at both of the men standing together, watching her with unreadable expressions.  
 
    “What do you wish to do if not kill him, Lyn?” Azire demanded. His golden eyes hardened and they had been nearly two shades darker than their typical melted gold color.  
 
    “Get him to agree to help me and build peace between humans and Fae.” She started pulling weapons out.  
 
    “Are you insane?” It was Torrin who looked at her as if she had seven heads. “You do know how they deal with humans. The King of the Dark Court will tear you apart. I'm not going to allow you-”  
 
    “I am doing this for Trystan!” She screamed, letting her anger get out. Tears threatened to spill. “I am doing this because he dreamed about the world to live in peace. That was all he wanted. It might be impossible, but I am going to try. Either way, I think I can convince the King of the Dark Court to help me take down my father and his hunters.”  
 
    Azire was so still as if any movement might cause Braelyn to explode.  
 
    All of them stayed quiet as Braelyn packed a bag. She doesn’t leave until morning, but she will be ready so she can just wake up and go. To her surprise, Azire walked out without saying a word and Torrin did not follow him.  
 
    No one could convince her to stay. This was for Trystan.  
 
    “I can go with you.” Torrin’s voice was low and quiet. A shiver ran down Braelyn’s spine, making her squirm just a little.  
 
    “No,” Braelyn said, keeping herself faced away from Torrin. “I need to do this on my own.” Hands grabbed her but not roughly, it was a gentle touch. Torrin spun her around and he looked down at her with so much pain in his eyes. The pain of remembrance of his younger brother who Braelyn had loved more than anything.  
 
    “You think he would want you to go alone? It is a death-”  
 
    Braelyn dropped her gaze. “I am ready to die if that is what you are so worried about.” Her voice cracked and the tears started streaming down her face. She was angry about crying and feeling so weak. But she trusted Torrin as much as she trusted Trystan.  
 
    After all she had been through, she truly did have a death wish. There wasn’t anything to live for. She had been raised in a brutal family, killed hundreds of innocent Fae, killed humans who had been caught interacting with the fae, and had seen the love of her life beaten to death, turning into a bloody pulp.  
 
    “You know Trystan wouldn’t want that.” Torrin inhaled a sharp breath. “I don’t want you to go after your death just because you think you are ready for it. What about the people who love and care for you? I-” His breathing became hard and Braelyn’s brows pulled together, confusion flickering in her eyes. “I think I might have fallen in love with you.”  
 
    NO.  
 
    The words repeated through her mind, but she refused to think he loved her. Braelyn moved out of his grasp and went right to the other side of her room. How could he say such a thing? It was foolish and downright the stupidest thing he could do.  
 
    “Torrin, you can love me, but you cannot be in love with me.” Her voice was hoarse and wobbly. “Your brother loved me, and look where that got him. As long as I live, I will always be a threat to everyone's lives. It was foolish for me to go through with Azire’s engagement. We did it because we’re best friends, but I would have called it off at some point. It’s dangerous to be close to me. It would never work between us. You’re one of my closest friends and I can’t let anything change that. You are too important to me, Tor.” Her heart ached as she watched his face crumble. It wasn’t often he showed such sensitive emotions around her.   
 
    Torrin shook his head and she had seen that his eyes were bloodshot.  
 
    Before Braelyn could keep talking, Torrin turned on his heels and quickly left the room. She knew he was the perfect man-- attractive, brave, and soft-hearted. But he was her best friend just like Azire was and he looked too much like Trystan. It wasn’t a bad thing, but she couldn't get romantically involved with him when he reminded her too much of his brother.  
 
    Braelyn finished packing and getting her gear ready for the morning. The poison started spreading from the border, meaning that all Fae started to hibernate towards the further courts. She would need a map of the courts so she knew where to find the King of the Dark Court.  
 
    After about two hours, no one returned to Braelyn’s chambers. She was surprised that Azire had walked out without a word, but maybe he was that angry about her mission. Sighing, she took off down the halls of the castle.  
 
    Most of the walls had pretty wallpaper with stunning colors and designs. When Valentina became queen, the servants had said she redid all the designing in the castle. It was needless to say she had exquisite taste. Not to mention, the castle was the cleanest place Braelyn had ever seen.  
 
    Inside the library, there were cases and cases of books. They were all organized by genre, making it easier to find a book. But the library was large and anyone could spend days in it just looking for one specific book.  
 
    At this time of night, the library only had a small lantern by its large double doors. Braelyn took the lantern and made her way inside. She had been in the library more than any other room in the castle. Even to play hide and seek as a child, she and the boys would run around since there were many places to hide. 
 
    Braelyn found a small case that was filled with books that had maps on the inside. Her finger ran over the spine of multiple books as she read their title and stopped on a book called The World Beyond The Border. She pulled it out and opened it, skimming a random page that was near the middle of the book.  
 
    The book was full of the different courts, creatures, powers, and maps of their lands. In the back of the book had been a map of all the Fae courts put together. On the other side of the border was the Winter Court. Of course, I would be going through the Winter Court first.  
 
    She groaned with annoyance. At least she will get the worst one out of the way first. No hunter had been able to cross the border without being returned in pieces. So no one had been able to live to tell a tale from the Fae Lands. Hopefully, the maps were correct.  
 
    Maybe she could be the first to come out and tell the tale of how she survived the Fae and their courts. It didn’t seem likely and she didn’t care. She would admit that she was nervous and even scared, but she was ready to meet whatever end there was to this mission. Either certain death or a chance to change the world. 
 
    Braelyn dragged a hand down her face as she yawned. The night had been exhausting and emotionally drained her. Even though she wanted to be angry at Torrin for confessing his love, she couldn’t bring herself to. Every feature he had was shared with Trystan. It had always been impossible to be mad at the two of them when they looked at her with large light brown eyes.  
 
    She grabbed the lantern and walked out of the library and put it back where it belonged. Braelyn made her way back down the halls yet again. This time she took her time to take in all the details of her home. A place where she had been family to people she wasn’t even related to.  
 
    When she was two, the king came for her father and wanted him as his general. Ruslan had been an excellent hunter and The King wanted someone who could protect his kingdom. So he allowed Ruslan and his family to move into the castle and Braelyn grew up with Azire, Trystan, and Torrin.  
 
    Trystan and Torrin were supposed to both be hunters, but Azire offered Torrin a job as his personal guard. It was like Torrin to be the vicious killer he was meant to be. Trystan didn’t like the killing, but he was good at it.  
 
    In her bedroom, she found Azire laying across her bed as if it was his room. She wasn’t all that surprised to see him. It was often when he came to see her in her room, and not in the romantic way everyone else thought. He usually came with candies or to play games and just talk.  
 
    Azire’s golden eyes flickered to Braelyn as she took out the book she found, and tossed it onto the gear she had laid out. She would study while being on her mission. It could give her an upper hand if things went badly.  
 
    “I broke Torrin’s heart and I am going to assume you are here to lecture me about it.” Braelyn sighed, rolling her eyes as she plopped down on the bed beside him. Azire’s eyebrows pulled together.  
 
    “Lyn, I would not want you to jump into a relationship that you didn’t want,” Azire said, his eyes brighter than ever. “Torrin is a very capable man and will find the right person one day. It is more than okay to have more than one lover in your lifetime.” Braelyn found herself smiling. Azire was the one who was a born leader, who had the heart of gold.  
 
    “If you were not my best friend, I don’t think I would have been able to survive.” Braelyn rolled onto her stomach and looked down at Azire. “You’re like the only person I can be myself around besides Torrin. I can be vulnerable around you and weak and you still don’t judge me.” His eyes had been closed, but he opened one to look at her and smile. Then he closed it again.  
 
    If it was the last time she would ever be able to have time to talk to Azire, she would make it count. Because it might never happen again and if she did die, she wanted him to remember her in all the best ways.  
 
    “Kaveah will assist you on your journey.” Azire’s voice was casual, calm. A shiver ran down Braelyn’s spine. They did not talk about Kaveah much, but that’s because if anyone found out that Azire was in love with a female Fae, Ruslan could easily get him killed. It was still a wonder how Kaveah crossed the border without being noticed. “And before you start mouthing off, I know you know how to do your job.”  
 
    Braelyn rolled her eyes and dropped her head into a pillow. “Az, you do know that I should be doing this alone. She is the love of your life and you don’t want her getting killed because of me.”  
 
    If the room had not been quiet and if her pillow had been thicker, Azire would not have been able to hear a word she said. He opened his eyes and rolled onto his side to face Braelyn, propping himself up with an elbow.   
 
    “I know you are capable of doing it. Both Kaveah and I know the risks we are willing to take for you,” Azire told her. Braelyn shifted so she was laying on her back, looking at Azire as he spoke. “I wouldn’t trust Kaveah’s life with no one else but you. Also, you are the most important person to me and she knows that. You are my best friend and I think you and Kaveah would make a great team.”  
 
    “You’re saying this even though you know girls have never liked me,” she responded, picking her head up to look at those golden orbs.  
 
    Azire narrowed his eyes. “That is only because you are a brute. People fear you.” Braelyn rolled her eyes, but pulled out a book from under her pillow and handed it to Azire. His eyebrows shot up and he tilted his head slightly. “What would you like me to do with such a large book?”  
 
    “It’s my favorite and I want you to read it to me. Once I have fallen asleep, you can leave.” Just like they were children again, sitting in the back of the library, reading books. Even back then, Braelyn and Azire were both consumed by wild stories.   
 
    Azire chuckled, flipping the book open to where there had been a bookmark.  
 
    His voice filled the room as he read and Braelyn curled up on her side, closing her eyes. It took a little while before she drifted off into asleep. She had to make sure he read her favorite part of the book when the heroine had done something badass, and it was one of the biggest plot twists.  
 
    Even when she had drifted into a deep sleep and started to lightly snore, Azire read a little further before he finally got tired and made his way quietly out of her chambers.  
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Four 
 
      
 
    Dressed in heavy clothes durable for winter weather, Braelyn made her way towards the horse stalls. Luckily, it had been early enough so the sun wasn’t out and blazing, but it would be only a matter of minutes. She quietly walked into the stalls.  
 
    Standing in the back were Azire and Torrin. Azire had a horse ready for her to go. Mehira. The fastest horse in all kingdoms. Its coat was a copper color and it had a white snip maring. It was a white marking that resembled the shape of a lightning bolt.  
 
    Her stomach clenched when Torrin locked eyes with her. She wanted to run and hug him, but that would just make everything worse. He had fallen in love with her and she hadn't felt the same towards him. Maybe she wasn’t ready for another relationship just yet. But she needed things good between her and Torrin before she left.  
 
    Azire’s brows pulled together as he examined her from head to toe. “What the hell are you wearing?” Braelyn looked down at her winter clothes then looked back up at her friends, smiling.  
 
    “I have to travel through the Winter Court before getting to the Dark Court,” she explained, noticing Torrin shivering uncomfortably.  
 
    “How do you know for sure?” Azire’s eyes were bright in the darkness of early morning.  
 
    “Because I found maps. Now, you need to let me go because I am putting myself on a strict time schedule.”  
 
    “You will take my horse. Mehira will return you home. Just do not argue.” She did not have time to argue, but she wanted to decline.  
 
    When Azire had been ten, Queen Valentina went out to find him the fastest horse. Braelyn remembered she searched for nearly three months before she came across Mehira. It had been rumored she came from the Fae Lands because she was unbelievably fast. Azire had sworn that she was magic ever since they had been kids.  
 
    She went to go take the reins from Azire, but Torrin grabbed her wrist, pulling her attention to him. He didn’t say anything as he held out a hilt of a sword to her. At first, it looked like an ordinary sword until Torrin turned his wrist slightly.  
 
    There was a family coat of arms with a wolf head and two swords crossing into an X behind it. Under the wolf was a paw print with the initials TJB carved in the center. Trystan Joneth Bleddyn.  
 
    Braelyn found it hard to breathe and the back of her eyes started to sting. She reached out and took the hilt in her hand, examining the sword she had not seen in about a year ago. The night she had last seen it had been the night of Trystan’s death.  
 
    “How?” She managed to ask.  
 
    “Alastair brought it to us and wanted you to have it.” It was Azire who spoke. “He wanted you to know that he did not do the things you think he did.” So many things came to mind, but she couldn’t find the right words to speak. Her thoughts were tangled as she tried to figure out the true reasoning behind her brother's actions.   
 
    What was that even supposed to mean?  
 
    All this time, they had Trystan’s sword and Alastair was giving it back now? Did he know about her mission? He couldn’t possibly know because Ruslan swore to never tell anyone about her missions. It was just odd timing, but in some way, it felt like a farewell gift.  
 
    She shook her head and went to hand the sword back to Torrin. He put his hands up and refused to even look at it. There were so many questions she had about Alastair, but she forced herself to push them aside. Braelyn didn’t have the time to ask questions.  
 
    “Take it,” she told Torrin, her voice firm. “He was your brother.”  
 
    “Yes. But I have his dagger and I have the same sword with my own initials,” Torrin said. He kept his hands up. “He wanted peace as much as you do. Take it on your journey to honor him.” Without saying anything, she closed the space between her and Torrin, and wrapped her free arm around his shoulders.  
 
    After what felt like a long moment, she felt his arms clasp around her. Braelyn needed the hug more than anything at that moment, because she had made things right between her and Torrin. Even though she knew he was still hurting, the hug was the next step to get past his feelings for her.  
 
    With her strict timing, Braelyn pulled away and turned to the horse. The saddle had a sheath that she slipped Trystan’s sword into. On the other side was a bow and arrow quiver hooked to the saddle.  
 
    Braelyn gripped the pommel of the saddle and placed her foot in the stirrup, and swung herself up onto Mehira. Once she adjusted her seating, Azire handed her the reins. Mehira snorted in response.  
 
    “Kaveah said she will meet you about fifteen miles behind the border,” Azire said, placing a hand on the horse. “She knows what to look for and she will tell you my middle Rafe, just so you know it is her.” She nearly rolled her eyes but decided not to go down that lane right now.  
 
    Giving her a small smile, Azire stepped back. She shot him a wink as she pressed her calves tightly on the horse's side and they took off.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Winter wind tore at Braelyn’s hair and clothes. Her cheeks and nose were sore and bright red from the wind constantly hitting her face. The wind whipped the snow around, making it nearly impossible to see anything in front of her. She was thankful for the body heat of Mehira and the clothes she had decided to wear.  
 
    The sun had been bright when she entered the Fae realms, and it shone off of the snow which made it even brighter. Almost blinding. As if they had a completely different sun than the Scarlas Kingdom had.  
 
    She had never seen so much snow in her life. Scarlas has four seasons and usually had rough winters, but the snow never piled as high as it had in the Winter Court. Braelyn thought it was an insane amount of snow.  
 
    Unlike most children, Braelyn never had the privilege to play in the snow. Every time winter rolled around, she had been reminded of the ways she had to train to survive the cold. All Hunters spend nearly half of the winter season in the woods and alone. Ruslan had Braelyn doing it for as long as she could remember. She nearly died from hyperthermia when she was six.  
 
    The wind seemed to come to a near stop and the snow fell lightly to the ground. Mehira stopped right at the edge of a village that surrounded a castle. It looked as if it had been made out of glass, but Braelyn knew it was not glass. It was a castle made of ice. 
 
     It looked like a death trap. Braelyn knew that it was magic that made the castle thousands of years ago, and whoever had that magic was a very powerful Fae. No doubt it was the Winter Court King. Or Queen. Whoever it was, they probably were no longer alive. Maybe females were more equal in the Fae Lands than they had been in the human kingdoms.  
 
    The stone road that led to the castle was dusted over with snow, but the road was still very visible. So were the decomposed bodies littering the sides of the road. There were all sorts of body types that belonged to the fae. All the skeletons were differently shaped.  
 
    Braelyn might have been a cold-blooded killer, but she had all she could do to not vomit on the snow. She knew well enough that the death was not caused by Mountain Ash. There couldn’t be anyway.  
 
    The Winter Court had been a battlefield and many of them were slaughtered. Was their king or queen still alive? Faes were immortal but they were not immune to death. Braelyn knew that too well. Nothing or no one could ever escape death. It was very possible that whoever lived in the ice castle was dead.  
 
    Quietly, Braelyn slipped off from where she had sat on the saddle. When her feet touched solid ground, her legs felt like noodles.  
 
    Braelyn grabbed the reins and pulled them over Mehira’s neck and started making her way into the village. She was careful to stay away from the skeletons that were mostly hidden under the snow dusting. As they made their way through the village, Braelyn couldn’t shake off the feeling of eyes following her.  
 
    Someone was following her. Not many Fae ventured out to the poisoned lands. Besides, Kaveah was supposed to be looking out for her. But it also had been known that the King of the Dark Court had eyes everywhere, because bodies of hunters would be returned over the border. The bodies usually were torn apart.  
 
    What Fae would risk coming to the Winter Court? The woods had been thick with Mountain Ash. Any Fae who dared to come this far out was just looking to get themselves sick.  
 
    Braelyn shook her head to herself and pulled Mehira towards a building that looked much like a pub. She dropped the reins and walked to the door, knowing Mehira was trained to wait even without being hooked to a post.  
 
    There was a tightness in her chest and found herself wishing that Trystan was with her. They should’ve been going on the mission together and yet he was gone. She was doing it for him and to leave the world better than how Trystan left it.  
 
    Her thoughts swarmed with memories of Trystan. He would have loved the Winter Court, he had always loved the snow. The last Yule they celebrated together, he taught her how to battle with snowballs. It was her first time truly playing in the snow as the kids in the village had done.  
 
    It was Trystan who had made everything magical. 
 
    Pushing the memories away, she walked into the abandoned pub, and sitting on the bar was a Fae warrior. He was grinning like the devil and was wearing thick leathery gear. Braelyn noted her body weight and his height. Certainly, he had been trained for hundreds of years, but they were powerless now. His dark brown eyes scanned her as hers scanned him from head to toe.  
 
    The Fae warrior was twirling a knife between his long fingers that were a warm bronze color. He was there to kill her and she was foolish to think she had been lucky. She should have been surprised that the King of the Dark Court hadn’t sent someone sooner.  
 
    Braelyn gave him a sheepish smile before turning and darting back out of the pub. She slammed the door shut, but it burst open just a split second after. Her heart was pounding hard, but she stayed as calm as she could. If she could get him to an open space it would be easier to fight the warrior.  
 
    Standing next to Mehira was a figure with a cloak, hiding whoever was underneath so nothing was visible. The only thing Braelyn noticed was that the cloaked figure had a slim frame, suggesting that it could very well be a female.  
 
    “You have got to be kidding me,” Braelyn muttered, rolling her eyes with annoyance. She stood between the fae warrior and the cloaked figure. 
 
    Something warmed in her chest but she ignored it, focusing on the two beings who were most likely going to try to kill her. She was there to get the King of the Dark Court to agree to a peace treaty and to help her, but she was their biggest threat. They knew hunters were dangerous and killers. They would show her no mercy.  
 
    Braelyn raised her chin as the Fae warrior made his first move, bringing his arm back then shot it forward. A dagger cuts through the air right towards Braelyn with an unnatural speed. Her eyes widened. 
 
    She was going to die. 
 
    The dagger came to a stop just inches from her face and dropped into the snow. It looked as if it hit something and couldn’t get past it.  The warrior's eyes grew wide and his brows pulled together. At least she wasn’t the only one shocked as she had been.  
 
    The warrior started running towards her and she was quick to pull out her sword, getting ready to swing it at the warrior as he neared. But before he could reach her, big scaled wings formed from his back and they started flapping. Braelyn watched as the warrior clumsily made his flight upwards into the sky.  
 
    Braelyn turned to the cloaked figure. “Kaveah.”  
 
    Pale hands reached up to the hood and pulled it back revealing long dark locks of hair. The young woman looked up with pale green eyes, and her lips were twisted into a smile. Her hair covered her ears, but Braelyn knew who exactly stood by her horse.  
 
    “I didn’t think you guys had magic,” Braelyn said, narrowing her eyes at the fae woman who looked no older than herself. Kaveah shrugged before slipping a hand into her cloak. She pulled out an ancient dagger that belonged to the Ladson’s family.  
 
    The hilt was decorated with blue and green gems and the blade had a dragon's head carved in the center. It was a famous family heirloom. Braelyn knew the story of Azire’s great-great-great-grandfather using that blade to slaughter ancient warriors, who were much like hunters. It always gave her chills to think her family and the Ladsons used to be sworn enemies.  
 
    “His middle name is Nikoli,” Kaveah finally said, tucking the dagger back into her cloak. “And I also didn’t think we had powers, but it seems that had changed. So, you’re the lethal hunter that is whispered in these lands.”  
 
    Braelyn grinned. “The one and only. You’re the one who stole the heart of my best friend.” Kaveah’s eyes brightened. “Azire has a soft spot for brunettes, although I did not think of him to fall in love so easily.” Something in Kaveah’s green eyes flashed and Braelyn’s smile widened.  
 
    The two girls stared at each other as Braelyn stalked toward Mehira, who had stayed right where Braelyn left her. Maybe the horse was truly magic if she had not fled by now. A thought crossed Braelyn’s mind and she turned on her heel and walked back into the pub.  
 
    A moment later, she walked back out with the largest bottle of alcohol she could find. Kaveah’s eyes widened at the sight of the bottle in the other girl’s hands, but she kept her mouth shut from commenting. It was going to be a long ride.  
 
    Braelyn swung herself up onto Mehira and looked back at Kaveah. The other girl was also climbing onto her own horse.  
 
    “We need to get out of here,” Braelyn announced, popping the top of the bottle off and taking a large sip. The liquid burned its way down her throat. Kaveah moved to Braelyn’s side.  
 
    “Is your life so horrible that you have to drink on the way to see the King of the Dark Court?” Kaveah’s voice was sharp and bitter. Braelyn wanted to snap at her, but she forced herself to just smile.  
 
    “You don’t even know.” Is all she said. “Besides, I am quite certain I am just making my way to my death.”  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Metal clashed against metal.  
 
    Azire grunted, putting his weight into his blow, but Torrin had been trained as a hunter and a guard while Azire had only been trained to be great with the basic skills. It was likely for royalty to see battlefields especially with no wars raging on at the moment.  
 
    With little effort, Torrin managed to flip Azire and have the prince land on his back. Every ounce of air escaped Azire’s lungs and he gasped for breath. Torrin laughed and Azire swore to get back at him somehow.  
 
    Once his breathing became even, Azire pushed himself back onto his feet and glared at his friend. Anger swelled in his chest. Once Braelyn returned, he would ask her to duel with Torrin as payback. Before he could swing his sword, the training room door opened.  
 
    King Callum walked in without any guards and he was wearing training clothes. “Torrin, I am giving you the night off.” Azire tried to not show his surprise. His father had a day full of meetings and he knew that he must have canceled some to join Azire with training clothes.   
 
    Torrin’s eyebrows pulled together and he glanced at the prince as if to say, what is this all about? Azire shrugged.  
 
    Callum smiled at the boys. Azire used to spend a lot of time with his father, but in the last couple of years they hadn’t gotten much alone time.  
 
    Torrin bowed to both of them, then slipped out of the room, leaving Azire with his father. He watched as Callum looked over the weapons on the table, and picked a sword that is good enough for training but not great for anything else.  
 
    “It had been too long since I had trained with you,” Callum said, moving to stand across from his son. His smile was gentle but he swung his sword, and Azire barely had enough time to block the blow. The weight behind the blow set Azire stumbling back, but he was quick to catch his balance.  
 
    Another blow and Azire blocked it. His father moved fast and Azire had to keep up, his muscles screamed in protest. He needed to be trained way more often. Torrin would have to help him every day, he’d make time for both of them to train every single day.  
 
    “You suck.” Callum laughed.  
 
    “I am out of shape.” Azire corrected. “Besides, when did you become so good?”  
 
    “I’ve always been good. I just went light on you in our previous training sessions.” If Azire had not been so focused on his father's footing and movements, he would have rolled his eyes and had a quick remark. But he was looking pathetic. “I think you’re distracted.” Indeed he was.  
 
    How could he not be distracted? Watching Braelyn leave was not easy and knowing that Kaveah was with her made him even more anxious. He trusted her with Kaveah, but he didn't trust Braelyn with herself. She had a tendency of being too reckless and careless about her life.  
 
    Did his father know about Braelyn’s mission? What would his reaction be? Callum always loved her as his own child. Every time he got Azire something, he would have a gift for Braelyn as well. Callum would even get treats for Torrin.                
 
    “Braelyn is on a mission,” Azire said, panting in between words. He was really starting to sweat now. Callum slowed only a little as he studied his son. “I’m worried about her. She is dangerous and so reckless. Braelyn thinks she doesn’t deserve to live and be happy.” Callums movement slowed even more as he listened, taking in the words.  
 
    “If it means anything, she is the bravest person I have ever known,” Callum said. “I have met many warriors and none share the courage as that girl. She is fierce and will always stand on the edge of death, but that is all she knows.”  
 
    Azire nodded, his sword clashing against his fathers. “All she knows is pain and suffering. Most girls complain about boys and their love life. Braelyn complains when there is a knick in her favorite daggers.” Callum laughed. Warmth spread through Azire’s chest.  
 
    Being able to easily talk to his father felt good. He had always trusted his father and his judgment. They had always had a good relationship, and his father saw him as a son and not just the next heir to the throne.  
 
    “Azire, I hope you realize that I know you well enough to see that you and Braelyn are not in love with each other.” Callum’s voice was barely audible, but Azire heard him as clear as day. His heart thumped more violently against his chest and it wasn’t from the training. “I know you two love each other but it is a love of family, not someone who is romantically involved. I am not mad, but I am curious to know why.” Callum’s eyes moved to Azire. The Prince swallowed but didn’t open his mouth, he didn’t even dare to breathe too hard.  
 
    Azire wasn’t afraid of his father. He was terrified of the disappointment he was avoiding.  
 
    Callum nodded and Azire saw his shoulders loosen. “A long time ago, a very powerful Fae told me and your mother that our souls were bound. We were soulmates. I honestly feel like your soul is bound to Braelyn’s in some way, but you guys are not soul mates. You two have the same type of souls, both fierce, loyal, and good-hearted Why purpose if you were not in love and why did she go through with such a crazy thing?”  
 
    Azire swallowed. How to explain such a thing?  
 
    “It had been my idea and it was to protect her from Ruslan,” Azire said truthfully. “I knew once she would become my wife, she would not belong to him nor would she have to hunt creatures that she doesn’t enjoy killing.” Callum lowered his sword and Azire followed. He wiped the sweat from his forehead, his muscles sore and his arms had been tired.  
 
    To his surprise, Callum put the sword up and grabbed a handful of throwing knives. The king quietly made his way to the other side of the room, nodding his son to follow, and started throwing the knives at the targets hanging on the wall.  
 
    “What are you attempting to protect Braelyn from?” Callum asked, keeping his eyes trained on the target.  
 
    “Ruslan,” Azire replied with bitterness in his tone. “Ever since Trystan’s death and the beating he gave Braelyn that night, I vowed to protect her from him. I would do whatever it takes to take her away from that life.”  
 
    “Ruslan and I were childhood friends.” Callum glanced at his son, his dark blue eyes examining him. “He had come to the castle often with his father. They were hunters so our family had a lot of history. As hunters, they hunted down dangerous Fae. Anyways, a Fae King was after them because they killed his newborn baby and wife. The King hunted the hunter. He found Ruslan and slaughtered his wife, parents, and firstborn son.” Callum paused.  
 
    Azire knew it wasn’t a story that was often shared. Callum was a private man and Ruslan was even more so. It made sense now how Ruslan acted, but that still didn’t excuse the terrible things he has done. Especially not to his own daughter.   
 
    “He had become cold since that very night. Something in him changed and he had not been the man who was my best friend. He turned himself into a killer. Braelyn is his greatest prize by being as lethal as she is. There's a reason why Ruslan wouldn’t show himself for nearly two weeks after Trystan’s death. It was not because he was ashamed. I saw Torrin carrying Braelyn’s beaten and bloody body to her chambers that night.  
 
    I asked around to get information as to what had happened. Once I did find out, I went and saw Ruslan without any guards around. I lost my patience and beat him as he had done to Braelyn. I do not believe in killing the Fae and I don't believe in killing others for doing the right thing.” Callum finished. Azire blinked at his father, digesting all the information.  
 
    When he found Torrin cleaning Braelyn’s wounds that night she had been beaten, he promised she would never go through anything like it again. That is when he got the idea of proposing to her. She argued at first but agreed for his sake.  
 
    “Ruslan would never dare to touch her again for as long as I am breathing,” Callum assured Azire. “Trystan did not deserve anything he received. Even though I did not trust the kid and thought he was up to something, he never deserved to be tormented and killed.” Azire nodded. No one deserved such a death.  
 
    When Azire looked up at the targets, he realized his father had hit every single one with a bullseye. He had to train more with Torrin and he could not lack it anymore. If his father could show him up then he would need to change that. A prince should’ve been able to fight when needed.  
 
    Once Callum threw his last knife, he turned to look at Azire. “I suppose we should bring your mother some chocolates.” Azire smiled and nodded. He would go with his father to surprise his mother with chocolates. It was a daily thing they did for his mother. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Five 
 
      
 
    Braelyn had been dreaming again and it was the same dream it had been in the past couple of weeks.  
 
    Braelyn had sat in a cell that provided nothing more than a bed and a disgusting bathroom area. A place she highly avoided. Across from her was another woman in a cell. The woman’s hair, eyes, and skin were the color of gold. Her hair easily went past her waist and she wore a tattered blue dress, and her lovely skin had embedded dirt patches.  
 
    Her skin dipped into her rib cages and her bones looked as if they could poke through. There were bruises on her skin to indicate that she got beat daily. Even with all of the flaws, she was still beautiful and she had hatred in her eyes, allowing anyone to look into them to know that she was dangerous.  
 
    Something about the woman seemed familiar yet exotic. Why was she in a cell in some old dungeon? The woman looked as if she should’ve been living in a large house with servants. Or a castle. Not in a disgusting dungeon.  
 
    Footsteps sounded from somewhere in the shadows like it had every time during this dream. The figure comes from the darkness, exposing himself to the beautiful woman in the cell across from Braelyn’s.  
 
    “Someone is going to tear you apart and it will not be me.” The woman says, her lips twisted into a wicked smile. “All of you will be destroyed.”  
 
    “For someone who is on the edge of her death bed, you are really pushing yourself.” The male voice said. It was familiar and it sent a chill down Braelyn’s spine. “If you don’t stop lying and give your powers to the boy-”  
 
    “You cannot threaten me if my powers are gone.” The woman got up from where she had been laying in hay, and walked over to the bars. Her thin fingers wrapped around the bars, and her eyes locked with the male in front of her. “You thought you created a weapon, but I created something much better.”  
 
    Growling, the man turned slightly but it was enough for Braelyn to realize it was Ruslan. His eyes were darker than ever and he had a snarl twisted on his face. Braelyn had only ever seen him mad once, and that is when he nearly beat her to death. He was her father, but the two did not share love towards each other; all Braelyn felt towards him was hate and betrayal.  
 
    What did he have to do with this woman? Why was she locked up in these terrible cells? The same two questions she had been dying to ask, but every time she tried to talk there were no words.  
 
    “You would rather die than to just give me what I want?” Ruslan demanded, narrowing his eyes. “Well, let’s see if your children are just as foolish as you.” Ruslan walked back into the darkness.  
 
    “Going after my children is a death wish because they will kill you.” The smile she gave him was venomous. Even though she was caged like an animal and beaten and starved, she had enough power to make Ruslan tremble.  
 
    “It’s a good thing I have one of your children wrapped around my finger.” The woman shrugs, looking bored than ever. “You have nothing. There is nothing left to you anymore.” The woman rolled her eyes, clearly not giving a damn.  
 
    “Your words do not bother me, Ruslan.” She turned and started walking into the darkness of her cell. “You have certainly done worse.”  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Braelyn woke up the next morning by Kaveah slightly shaking her. It was still dark out with only a low orange glow towards the East of the woods, indicating that it was early in the morning. Yawning, Braelyn pressed her face into her sleeping bag and groaned. Maybe the King of the Dark Court could just wait.  
 
    The two girls had traveled for a long while the night before, and it took even longer to find an area that was clear of Mountain Ash. Braelyn had seen the effect it was starting to take on Kaveah. She looked as if all her energy was gone and the girl had been coughing. Luckily enough, they found a small hut that didn’t have much Mountain Ash around.  
 
    “How are you feeling?” Braelyn asked, sitting up in her sleeping bag. Kaveah was pulling her hair back into a beautiful braid that Braeyn hadn’t ever seen, but she certainly liked the design of it.  
 
    “I’m feeling fine,” Kaveah replied. Braelyn only nodded and crawled out of her sleeping bag.  
 
    In silence, the two of the girls packed their things and found their horses where they had left them outside. The winter was still as harsh as it had been when Braelyn first arrived in the Winter Court.  
 
    They mounted their horses and took off North, towards the Spring Court. As they rode, Braelyn wondered what Torrin and Azire had been up to while she had been gone. They didn’t know that Braelyn wasn’t planning on killing the King of the Dark Court. Both of them knew that she was going to try and get him to help. If he refused then she would kill him. If he didn’t kill her first.  
 
    She didn’t know if telling Torrin and Azire would put them in any type of danger, so she kept her plan to herself. Just in case something went wrong and she knew they would be safe.  
 
    The snow under the hooves of the horses crunched as they galloped through the end of the Winter Court. The night prior, Kaveah had told Braelyn that they were not far from the Spring Court. Brelyn knew that from her maps, but they didn’t want to risk not being able to find an area with little Mountain Ash. Although Braelyn definitely would have preferred to sleep in spring than winter.  
 
    Less than a mile ahead of them, Braelyn could see the green of the grass. There was a large archway made of vines and flowers, it was the entrance of the Spring Court. Braelyn smiled as the horses raced towards the entrance and ran through.  
 
    Instantly, the bite of the winter cold was gone and replaced with the warmth of spring. Braelyn slowed her horse so she would start taking layers off, and Kaveah started doing the same thing.  
 
    “How were you able to be in the Winter Court for so long?” Braelyn asked, glancing at Kaveah.  
 
    “I left the human realm a couple of hours before you did,” Kaveah said. “There is a cottage Azire had hidden that I stayed in. I practically lived there. I hated it though because I was worried someone would find me and kill Azire. Even though he spoke highly of you, I am surprised you don’t see his relationship with me as a betrayal. He did tell me you guys were faking an engagement.” Braelyn heard the jealousy in Kaveah’s voice and laughed.  
 
    “Our engagement was only a friend protecting a friend. There is no need to worry about anything happening between us. Even though people think we are in love, he is nothing more than a brother.” Braelyn assured Kaveah, who was watching her closely.  
 
    “Was Azire protecting you?” Kaveah shook her head. “He said you are the most lethal killer he knows, what could a prince need to protect you from?” Her eyes were full of curiosity.  
 
    “My father.” Braelyn looked ahead of her, taking in the bright green of the trees and the grass. It was beautiful and there was a small gust of wind that was warm and soothing. “My father nearly killed me so Azire begged me to agree to his plan, which was proposing at a ball in front of hundreds. He figured my father would leave me alone if I was to be a princess. A future queen.” Both of them went quiet and Braelyn wondered if she could trust Kaveah with personal information.  
 
    If Azire trusted Kaveah then certainly she could be trusted by Braelyn. Besides, it was more likely for Kaveah to not trust Braelyn, who had hunted her species since she was just a child. It should be Kaveah with trust issues.  
 
    Braelyn looked down and her eyes gazed at the sword that had belonged to Trystan. Her stomach clenched and she couldn’t shake off the feeling of wrongness. As if the sword shouldn’t be near her, or she shouldn’t even have the sword. Maybe it would have been better if Torrin took it, even though she was happy to have it. It just felt terribly wrong and she didn’t know how to describe the feeling.  
 
    “Azire told me about your lover and his friend.” Said Kaveah, glancing at Braelyn with darkened eyes. Her brows pulled together as she frowned.  “You saved a girl of my kind, an innocent soul, yet you had the worst punishment of all. I cried when Azire told me your horrific story and I am terribly sorry.”  
 
    Braelyn sucked in a breath. “You should hate me. Do you know how many innocent Fae I have killed in my lifetime? I have blood on my hands that would last hundreds of years. If you were smart, perhaps you should keep your distance.”  
 
    With a smile creeping onto Kaveah’s face, she lifted her chin and straightened her back. “Perhaps. But I think you will become something much greater than you believe.”  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Blood filled the village streets.  
 
    Soldiers were fighting all around. Many of the soldiers with blue and silver armor had been slain. Screams of women and children echoed in the distance, coming from all different parts of the village. To his left, Torrin was fighting viciously with someone in red armor.  
 
    They all had been fighting the soldiers in red armor. Fighting beside the red armored men had been hunters that Azire recognized. Why were they fighting against Scarlas soldiers? They’re fighting on the wrong side and they were more powerful than the soldiers. If the kingdom didn’t have the hunters then they don’t have their last line of defense.  
 
    Shaking his head full of black locks, Azire stepped forwards and he was suddenly in the village center. Blood covered the ground along with dismembered bodies. There was no ground to be seen.  
 
    Where were his father and mother? Where did Torrin go? Was Braelyn even back from her mission yet? Panic grasped at his chest and he felt as if there was a hand gripping his heart. Nothing was making sense.  
 
    It couldn’t be real. The hunters would never betray Scarlas and Braelyn wouldn't ever let that happen. Neither of them would let that happen because Azire would slit Ruslan’s throat himself. He had already wanted to do so. But if Ruslan had betrayed his own daughter then what was stopping him from betraying meaningless people in his kingdom?  
 
    Everything was falling apart and Azire felt defeated. Even though he didn't understand what was going on, he felt a rush of anger. Hot anger tugged in his chest. Anger that seemed to ignite something inside of him, a place he didn’t even know existed.  
 
    There was hot heat by his legs and when Azire looked down, he yelled a string of curses. In the palm of his hands was a ball of flame. There was fire coming out of his hands like he was magic.  
 
    Magic wasn’t allowed and he would be hung or beheaded. Ruslan might even skin him alive. Having magic meant Fae. But Azire certainly was not Fae, he didn’t even have the pointed ears.  
 
    Azire shook his hands, but the flames would not go out, no matter what he did. He nearly caught his cloak on fire in the process of trying to kill the flames. Red armored soldiers were running towards him now. Azire dropped to his knees and pressed his hands into the earth’s ground. 
 
    The ground all around him went up in flames. Screams of soldiers filled the air as the fire devoured them. It wasn’t like anything Azire had ever seen. It was something he had heard only in stories and legends. These types of things aren't supposed to happen to human princes. What would his parents think of him?  
 
    Panicked, Azire stood up from the ground and examined the skin on both sides of his hands. The flames were gone and there were no burn marks or even redness. Nothing to prove that he had flames protruding from his palms.  
 
    More soldiers dressed in red armor started towards Azire. Without thinking it through, he held up his hands with his palms facing the soldiers, and the fire was released once again.  
 
    Azire’s eyes shot open and he sat up in bed, gasping for air. He was slightly trembling and he went through his nightmare. It was just a nightmare and nothing more, but his gut clenched and he felt sick. A nightmare that felt too real.  
 
    It took only a couple of minutes for Azire to calm back down to feel the heaviness in his eyes. Shaking the thoughts of his nightmares away, Azire laid back in bed and turned onto his side. 
 
    He barked out a curse once he felt the heat of his sheet bite into his skin. It was too hot to be from his body. But it was hot enough and felt as if something burned his sheets.  
 
    No. No, no, no.  
 
    The prince shot out of bed and found a candle in the next room over. He returned to his bed to inspect the sheets. On the sheets, there were burn marks that were outlined with black, and the burns went right into his mattress. In the exact spots where his hands had been laying.  
 
    How is this even possible? What have I done?  
 
    Anxiety smothered Azire, making it hard to breathe. The air seemed to become too thick to intake. The candle in his hand was violently shaking and sweat coated his skin even though he felt as if he was naked in a snowstorm.  
 
    Braelyn was gone and she would not be able to help him, or to come up with a way to hide the awful powers from Ruslan. Kaveah was the only one who truly knew about any powers and she was also gone. Torrin was his closest friend and personal guard, certainly he would know what to do. He had to know what to do because Azire didn’t even know where to start.  
 
    Yes, Torrin would help him.  
 
    Azire took his blankets and covered his sheets, then reached for his cloak. Once he was covered, he made his way out of his rooms and towards Torrin’s. It was a late hour in the night, but Torrin would understand. It was most definitely worth waking him up because it was an emergency. Besides, it was his job to help the prince.  
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Six 
 
      
 
    The hunter woke up with her hands feeling as if they were hovering over a fire. There was no fire, but the grass by her hands had been burnt to a crisp. Kaveah was sitting up in her bedroll, watching Braelyn with large eyes. Whatever had just happened, Kaveah had witnessed it all.  
 
    The moon was bright above them, giving off more than enough light. Braelyn moved her hands from the areas that were burnt, and she crossed her arms over her chest. She made sure to stick her hands in between her arms and sides.  
 
    “Stop looking at me like that.” Braelyn snarled, glaring at Kaveah. “I didn’t do what you think I did.” What exactly had she done? 
 
    “Oh, so I just hallucinated the fire powers you seem to have?” Kaveah bit out. “Seems likely with the burnt grass that was by your hands. Not to mention I had watched the entire thing with my own eyes.” Now she was glaring at Braelyn.  
 
    “I have no idea why that happened.” Braelyn crawled out of her bedroll and started rolling it.  
 
    “What are you doing?”  
 
    “I am going to keep riding towards the Summer Court. You are welcome to come, but you do not have to. This is going to be a dangerous mission either way.” Kaveah’s brows pulled together.  
 
    “What do you mean?” It was Kaveah’s turn to start packing up her things, and Braelyn was glad the other female had decided to continue traveling with her.  
 
    “I am out planning on killing the King of the Dark Court.” Braelyn sighed. “I didn’t tell anyone, but I came to try to get him to help me take down the hunters. They are becoming too dangerous and I want them punished for all the terrible things they have done. Even if that means punishing me as well.” Kaveah only nodded slowly, taking in the information.  
 
    The two girls finished packing and mounted their horses, but they stayed at a slow pace for now. Braelyn didn’t want to rush things, she still needed to find the right words to say to the King of the Dark Court. Also, she needed to figure out a solid plan if things went wrong.  
 
    Anything to do to keep her mind from going back to the fire and burn marks.  
 
    Trees rustled in the wind and the moon was bright. Braelyn wasn’t sure if she had seen a moon so full and beautiful. Just like the lands seemed greener than in Scarlas.  
 
    “Have you met the King of the Dark Court?” Braelyn asked.  
 
    “No,” Kaveah replied. “A lot has happened in the past twenty years. Terrible things.” Ruslan had hated the Fae so much that he went after all of them.  
 
    He had a reason to be furious, but to take his anger out on all the others was not okay. Many things Ruslan did weren’t okay and he needed to be punished for it. But when it came time to fight Ruslan, Braelyn knew that she would need to be the one to do so. For Trystan. For the innocent lives. For herself.  
 
    “I have heard mixed things about him,” Kaveah said, looking over at Braelyn. “He is feared yet kind. He was a bastard baby, his father married a woman who was not from the Court of Darkness. She had been from the Court of Light. Enemies to lovers.” Braelyn thought it was interesting. “I heard he is incredibly handsome and that he has wings.” Braelyn knew not all Fae had wings and not all had the same powers.  
 
    Their powers were more based on their home court. The Winter Court was known for its ice-like magic while the summer court was known for its water-like gifts. The Spring Court Fae were able to manipulate trees and vines, and the Autumn court had had fire magic.  
 
    “Kaveah, what court do you come from?” Braelyn asked. She couldn’t believe that she had no idea where Kaveah was from. 
 
    “The Winter Court,” Kaveah said, her voice filled with pain. “My uncle had been the King of Winter, but he went missing not long after Queen Aurelia. All the Kings and Queens of the Courts went missing a little over a year after Queen Aurelia.” Braelyn nodded. If her uncle was no longer the King of the Winter Court, then it was very likely she had a cousin ruling the Court.  
 
    Kaveah had come from a family of nobility, meaning that she has powers. Not just one, but she could have a couple. There were so many powers in the court, but only the ones of nobility had multiple powers.  Whereas ordinary Fae only had one power, and Braelyn learned in training that their powers were not all the same. It was the Court of Light that had the bright sun-like fire manipulation, whereas the Dark Court was known for its ability to bring darkness and lightning. 
 
    If that Fae who went after Braelyn had his powers back, then Kaveah must have her powers as well.  
 
    “Anyways, please do tell me your version of how you and Azire met.” Kaveah steered the subject in a different direction. “He claimed yours was way better.”  
 
    Braelyn tilted her head back and laughed.  
 
    As the sun broke through the edge of the sky, Braelyn told Kaveah that she had moved to the castle when she was two years old. She was thankful for having such a great memory because she burst into laughter. Braelyn went on to explain that she first met Azire when she was just a child watching him play with toy soldiers. She took the Prince’s toys and beat him in the head with the doll soldiers. Azire had cried and that is when she met King Callum.  
 
    The King took Braelyn for a walk and explained that not everyone plays with soldiers the same. He told her that Azire was still learning just as she had been. Ever since then, Callum had given her the advice as a father should. He did not train her to become a lethal killer. He did not beat her when she did something she thought was the right thing to do.  
 
    No, the king of Scarlas bought her the girly toys she wanted which turned into beautiful gowns she would have died for. Every time she needed advice, she would go to Callum. He stepped up to be her father when her very own became her mentor. 
 
    “It sounds like you are very close with Azire’s parents,” Kaveah said, a kind smile was on her lips.  
 
    “I am very much so.” Braelyn nodded. “They are the only true parents I ever had.  My mother was murdered by a Fae when I was just an infant, and my father only sees me as his greatest weapon.”  
 
    “I have a feeling you do not want to talk about it, but why do you have powers if you are just a human hunter?” Panic surged in her chest. She did not want to talk about it because she really did not know.  
 
    “My mother was human and my father certainly is human.” Braelyn’s voice was low. “All my life, I had been trained to kill Fae.”  
 
    “Fire powers like yours come from the Court of Light, in case you were wondering. Not the Autumn Court, their fire is different. And you said your mother died when you were just an infant.” Kaveah eyed her, but Braelyn stayed as still as she could, keeping her eyes trained ahead of her. “I do not believe that you are human. Not fully human, anyways.”   
 
    This was not a conversation that Braelyn had wanted. 
 
    “Why would you suggest such an outrageous thing?” Braelyn said coldly. They were walking on a dangerous edge.  
 
    “There is a glamour coating you, but it is easy for me to see right through it. It will be even easier for the King Of Darkness to see through it, but it might not be a bad thing at all.”  
 
    “I do not care what you see.” Braelynseethed, glaring at the other girl. She didn’t want to know if Kaveah was telling the truth or not, and she wasn’t in a rush to find out anytime soon. If it was even true… No, she couldn’t think of what would happen. “You do not tell anyone about it and we are not discussing it anymore. I am a hunter and nothing more.”  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Torrin sat at his desk, dragging his hands down his face. The prince he was trained to protect was sitting on his bedding, sweating with panic. Even though Torrin hadn’t shown it, he was feeling what the prince had looked like. A terrible panicked mess.  
 
    When Azire came knocking on his bedroom door late at night, he wouldn’t ever have expected to be told that the prince had burned holes right through his mattress. Especially not with fire that came from his bare hands. It just couldn’t be possible.  
 
    In his whole existence, Torrin never heard of humans having any powers. Azire ears were rounded like humans and did not have any type of point to them. Therefore, he definitely was not some creature from the Fae Lands. Maybe it was just a candle he left by his bedside, that had to be the only explanation he could even think of.  
 
    If the prince was anything but human, Torrin would be the first to know. And Azire was perfectly human. 
 
    “I shouldn’t have told you.” Azire’s voice was hoarse. “If anyone found out about this and knew that you had known, they would kill you as well. What was I thinking?” The prince ran a hand through his night-black hair, and Torrin turned to see that his eyes were bloodshot. As if Azire had been up for hours on end.  
 
    “I am your best friend and your only friend around,” Torrin said. “I would have been offended if you did not come to me about such things. I just don’t see how it is possible.”  
 
    Azire looked up at him from the bed. Both of them were wearing their pajamas. “I must be Fae.”  
 
    Torrin rolled his eyes. “That isn’t possible. Even if you were only half-fae, you would still have pointed ears.” Azire pushed himself off of the bed. Torrin watched as the prince walked to the small table and grabbed a bottle of rum.  
 
    Azire pressed the bottle to his lips and tilted his head back, taking large gulps of the disgusting alcohol. Torrin sighed, shaking his head. He never understood why Azire and Braelyn liked to drink away their issues, but it was something they had in common. When they both drank away their issues at the same time, that usually resulted in a terrible night of Torrin keeping them in one room.  
 
    “Drinking never solves your issues,” Torrin stated, narrowing his eyes at his friend. “If it did in the way you try to make it, then I would be drinking around the clock.”  
 
    Azire’s head snapped in Torrin’s direction, eyes blazing. “And what issues do you have that you could drink away?” 
 
    “My brother's death to stop hurting so much would be a good start.” Torrin snapped. Azire closed his eyes with instant regret at the stupid question and looking at Torrin, an apology forming on his lips. Torrin quickly continued. “Braelyn rejected my love and my kingdom had fallen into nothing when I was just a boy.” Torrin’s chin lifted slightly. “But you do not see me trying everything to forget about the horrible things this world has to offer.”  
 
    “That makes you a better man, Tor. You're a warrior and were always meant to be one. I have always hoped there was more this world could offer.” Azire threw his arms open, the rum swished in his bottle. “We just let our friend go off on the deadliest mission and I am in love with a Fae woman. Not to mention, I have fire powers now. So, by handling this world's mess, I like to drink and just forget it all for just a small amount of time.” Torrin rolled his eyes again because Azire had always been dramatic.  
 
    Sighing, Torrin walked over to Azire and took the bottle of rum from his hand. He was gentle and to his surprise, Azire did not try to resist. After he put the bottle back, Torrin grabbed extra blankets and pillows from his closet and handed them to Azire.  
 
    “What is this for?” Azire asked, his dark brows pulled together as he took the blankets and pillow. 
 
    “You are the prince, but you can sleep on my couch,” Torrin told him, grinning ever so slightly. “And if something happens, I will be able to see it. That way we can sleep without worrying about you burning the damned castle down. We should get some rest and we will talk more about everything in the morning.” Azire smiled and walked towards the couch.  
 
    “If you smell something burning, please wake me up.” Azire laughed, flopping onto the couch. “Or run. Either choice I would be fine with.” He would much rather have Torrin stay and not run. Azire knew that he would be lost if he had not had Torrin. With Braelyn and Kaveah went, he always seemed lonely as it was. He thanked whatever god he could that he had Torrin.     
 
    Torrin chucked a small pillow at Azire, hitting him in the side of his face. “You know I would never leave you behind.”  
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
    “Finally!” Braelyn gasped, running towards a small pool of water. The blue water shined brightly and looked magical. Her heart pounded with excitement as she neared the bright liquids that looked as if there was glitter on the surface. Never had a pool of water looked more luring.  
 
    They made it safely away from the Mountain Ash and Kaveah’s color returned to her cheeks. Braelyn refused to stop until they were safely away from the poisonous plants, and she was glad to see Kaveah not looking so ill.  
 
    Mountain Ash only corrupted the Winter Court and most of the Spring Court. From studying the maps before falling asleep, Braelyn knew the entrance to the Summer Court was about two miles away. It had been known to be the largest court because of its oceans, beaches, and the desert in the West of the court.  
 
    The horses moved towards the water to drink from it as Braelyn dipped her hand in. It felt like cool silk on her skin, but it was a comfortable temperature if she had wanted to go swimming. She cupped her hand and brought it up in front of her, and she watched as the glittering blue water ran through her fingers. It was mesmerizing.  
 
    Why would the hunters want to destroy such a beautiful land? Why would Callum allow them to do such awful things?  
 
    How could things go terribly wrong and lead to so much death? 
 
    Behind Braelyn, Kaveah plopped down in the soft grass. She watched Braelyn gaze at the water, and smiled at the sight of the hunter enjoying the lands of the people she was trained to kill.  
 
    Even though Braelyn looked like a child during Yule, she grinned when she sensed eyes on her. Kaveah was looking at her, but Braelyn knew someone had been following them.  
 
    “I would not do that if I were you,” Braelyn said, after seeing something move in the corner of her eyes. She turned to see a warrior kneeling behind Kaveah, his blade to her throat. Six more Fae warriors stepped out from the brush, all armed with weapons and they had been wearing leather gear.  
 
    Braelyn looked at Kaveah who looked as if her glare could kill. It took Braelyn by surprise when Kaveah grabbed the wrist of the warrior, and then ice-coated him in seconds making him look like an ice sculpture.  
 
    “We are not going to fight you-” Braelynstarted, but was cut off by a warrior or her left.  
 
    “You would face death if you were to fight us,” the warrior sneered. Next to him, a warrior whose face was covered only shook his head slowly. As if he was giving him a silent warning. Braelyn flashed her teeth while smiling brightly,  
 
    Something stirred in her chest, a pull. Suddenly, she felt as if she was in the right place as if she was born to be right where she was. It was an odd feeling, but she did her best to push it to the side. There were other things to worry about.  
 
    “As I was saying, we are not here to fight,” Braelyn said, holding her hands up. Everyone glanced at each other, taking in armor and little details to indicate where the other is from. Their armor gave no hint to what court the warriors were from.  
 
    “What is your name?” Another asked, his voice low.  
 
    “Braelyn Sarraret.” It was a risk to tell them who she was, but it was a risk she needed to take. If she was going to try and have the King of Darkness help her, then she would need to be as honest as she could.  
 
    Once her name was out to the others, every single warrior around her raised their weapons. All except the one with the covered face. An arrow was released and Braelyn was quick to grab the arrow just inches from her face.  
 
    She let out a deep breath she had been holding when she realized she was going to be shot. What she hadn’t realized was her ability to grab an arrow aimed right for the heart from mid-air.  
 
    Snarling, Braelyn snapped the arrow in half. Her veins lit up a deep blue color, looking more like lightning spreading across the insides of her arms instead of veins. She did not know what was going on, but it caused the warriors to all move back. Even Kaveah stumbles backward, away from Braelyn.  
 
    The warrior with the mask over his face reached up and pulled off the mask, revealing a smirk. Braelyn’s heart skipped when she locked eyes with him. He must have been the most attractive being to ever exist. But all Fae had been attractive, it was a part of their kind.  
 
    Even though the warrior looked just two years older than her, Braelyn knew very well he could be hundreds of years old. His eyes were the blue-green color of the sea, and his hair was a deep onyx. He would tower over her if they were to stand next to each other. 
 
    “The daughter of Ruslan Sarraret, I have been searching for you,” said the warrior. “Tell me, hunter, why have you come to my realms and mean no harm when your only existence is meant for killing my kind?” Braelyn’s breathing hitched and anxiety seeped in her chest. My realms.  
 
    It was no warrior talking to her, but the King of the Dark Court. The man she was sent out to kill but was desperately seeking his help.  
 
    “I have been expecting you, so go on and tell me what you are doing here.” The King of the Dark Court said, raising an eyebrow. 
 
    “I am supposed to kill you, but I came here looking for your help,” Braelyn told him. “I want to take the hunters down.” The smile on his face vanished and his mouth opened slightly, trying to digest what Braelyn had just said. “If you do not help me then, I will have no choice but to tear all these courts apart.”  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Boredom was eating at the prince as he strolled down the hall alone because Torrin had other duties he had to attend to for the day. Moments like this made him wish he wasn’t an only child, he hated the silence and having no one to speak with.  
 
    Footsteps echoed down the hall and Azire looked up to see a group of hunters following Ruslan. He knew the hunters by Rafe pretty well, thanks to both Torrin and Braelyn, but the first two behind Ruslan were hunters he had never seen in his life. Did they get new recruits when Braelyn left?  
 
    He remembered Braelyn and Torrin talking about hunters needing to be trained as children. But there were hunters in the other kingdoms as well, and Ruslan was ahead of every single one of them. It made Azure's stomach churn to know how much power Ruslan truly had.  
 
    “Prince Azire,” Ruslan greeted, and instead of bowing like the other hunters, he winked. He had never seen Ruslan bow to anyone. Not even his father, King Of Scarlas. “Where are your parents? I can't seem to find them anywhere.”  
 
    “Well, what do you need them for?” Azire demanded, his voice was low and his golden eyes were dark. He didn’t trust the hunter with his parents, and he hated it when they were alone together.  
 
    Ruslan clicked his tongue. “You’re in a rare mood, but I suppose that would be stress from worrying about Braelyn.” Yes and no. “I would like them to meet my newest hunters, they came from Wyvern.” Not many had traveled from Wyvern since it was a crumbled kingdom. It was also a long trip, which was even life-risking.  
 
    Wyvern was the kingdom next to Radolf, the fallen kingdom that Torrin had come from.  
 
    “Follow me.” Azire turned and started walking back the way he came from. If Ruslan wanted to see his parents, then Azire would be there, watching and listening. “I should be there when you introduce your hunters since I will be the king one day.” Ruslan only chuckled as if Azire made a joke. The prince ignored Ruslan.  
 
    Azire knew that his parents had been in the gardens as they were every morning, but Ruslan didn’t need to know that. He led the group of hunters to nearly every corner of the castle, talking about the history of Scarlas and his ancestors.  
 
    He would have kept leading them around if they had not run into his parents in the hallway he turned down. Queen Valentina smiled at the prince as she always had.  
 
    “We were looking all over for you,” Azire told his parents.  
 
    “Indeed we were.” Ruslan’s voice held plenty of annoyance to make Azire grin. “Your majesty, I would like a word with you and to introduce you to some of our newest members.” Callum nodded.  
 
    “Azire, walk your mother to the Queens Room, she is to have tea with some of the court ladies today,” Callum said and Valentina moved towards Azire, hooking her arm around her son’s. Azire wanted to argue that he should be a part of whatever he and Ruslan were doing, he would have told him he was to be king one day, but he just wanted to be around his father when Ruslan was near.  
 
    Instead, Azire nodded and started walking with his mother. He was now taller than her and far broader. Before they turned down to a new hallway, Azire looked over his shoulder and locked eyes with one of the new hunters. He looked to be the same age as Azire and he had dark blonde hair and brown eyes. When he smiled at Azire, there was something familiar about it.  
 
    Maybe he knew that hunter after all, if only he could remember his name, he would feel just a little bit better.  
 
    They rounded the corner and the hunters were gone from his vision. Azire sighed as he walked with his mother, walking in the direction of the Queens Rooms.  
 
    “You do not need to worry about your father, darling,” Valentina said, patting Azire’s arm. “Ruslan is a decent man.”  
 
    “I don’t trust him after he sent Braelyn on a mission that could very likely get her killed,” Azire replied. It was not the truth as to why he did not trust Ruslan, but it was also not a lie.  
 
    “I do not doubt Braelyn’s return and you shouldn’t either.” She pulled her arm back as they came to the Queens Rooms. She gently kissed Azire’s cheek before walking into her rooms where her friends had been waiting for her.  
 
    Azire started back towards his father's meeting room, the room where he had met with the hunters and his soldiers. It practically was the only room he and Ruslan spent most of their time in since Ruslan had been the general of the Scarlas soldiers.  
 
    Outside of the meeting room stood a hunter he knew by the Rafe of Kent and the new young hunter. They stood side-by-side with the meeting room door closed behind them. A chill runs down Azire’s spine. The meeting room was never closed unless there was something seriously wrong.  
 
    When Azire went to walk between the hunters to reach for the door, the younger one put a hand on his chest. “You are not allowed in at this moment,” He said sternly, but there was a smile playing on his lips. Had the hunter not realized who he was talking to? Azire could have him killed for laying his hands on him, but Azire liked to think himself not so spoiled.  
 
    The golden eyes of the prince flashed as he took a step back. He was the prince, not some boy in the court. His authority went higher than even Ruslan’s, and he was not about to allow some new hunter to think otherwise.  
 
    “Do it again and I will kill you willingly,” A voice growled. Torrin stepped next to Azire, pulling a dagger out from its sheath at his waist. The hunter laughed putting his hands up.  
 
    “Ruslan ordered me-” The hunter started, but Azire was quick to correct him.  
 
    “As a hunter, you need to remember I outrank Ruslan and I always will. You obey me before you obey him,” Azire snarled. “I dare you to think otherwise because my guard will be the least of your worries.” When Azire went towards the door once more, neither of the hunters tried to stop him.  
 
    Inside the meeting room, Callum sat at the head of the table and Ruslan stood in front of him with his other hunters. Azire noticed that the hunter he found familiar wasn’t in the room, and he hadn’t been outside the door. Maybe he left. If he didn’t leave yet, Azire would make sure the hunter would leave no matter what.  
 
    Callum looked up at his son from where he was sitting and he smiled. But Azire moved his eyes to Ruslan who narrowed his dark eyes, keeping his gaze locked with the prince. There was a lot of tension between the prince and the general, and Azire knew it had to do with him proposing to Braelyn. 
 
    Not because Ruslan was a protective father, but because there was going to be a day where his daughter would outrank him.  
 
    Azire did it to protect her because even though she was very capable of fighting Ruslan, he knew she wouldn’t be able to fight him with other hunters involved. He was sneaky and cruel. Ruslan did everything he could to keep himself happy, even if it meant tormenting his daughter in the process.  
 
    “Azire, I am surprised that you are joining us,” Ruslan said, crossing his arms in front of his chest. “Is there something I can help you with?” Give this to my sister and tell her that I didn’t do what she believed me to do. Words Alastair had said to him the night of the ball came to mind. Words that made his heart sink.  
 
    “I have decided I want to add more to my training, and I would like Alastair to train me alongside Torrin,” Azire replied, deciding that he would find out what Alastair meant. Training with Ruslan’s older son would get Azire closer to the hunters, allowing him to fight and share their knowledge.  
 
    The more he knew about Ruslan’s plans the better.  
 
    Ruslan nodded. “I can arrange that, but didn’t Braelyn train you?” Yes, and now I suck. It had been over a year since he and Braelyn trained together. 
 
    “I am out of shape. I will send one of my guards to fetch your son when I am ready for him.”  
 
    “Very well,” was all Ruslan said, keeping neutral.  
 
    They were playing a cat and mouse game.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “What the hell were you thinking?” Torrin demanded, walking towards his desk in his bedroom. Azire plopped back onto the soldier’s bed as if he did not just make a stupid decision. “You want us to train with Alastair? Since when could you even tolerate him? He killed my brother, Az, and you’re allowing him to be with us. Why would you do such a thing?” He looked at his friend, his brown eyes were incredibly dark.  
 
    If Azire was not the prince, Torrin would’ve punched him in the nose. He was tempted, but it would be a terrible idea. Not that Azire would do anything, but it wouldn’t be good if the prince walked around with his marks on his face.  
 
    “Torrin, I do not think he killed Trystan,” Azire said, crossing his legs at his ankles. “I am sure Jorah did, but there is a lot we don’t know. Having Alastair train with us is a way to get information without looking suspicious.”  
 
    Torrin bitterly laughed. “You honestly think Alastair  will keep his mouth shut?”  
 
    Azire shrugged. “If he knew what was best for him. If he doesn’t, I will kill him myself. But I don’t think you have anything to worry about.” Torrin shook his head with disbelief and sat in the chair at his desk. Yes, because Braelyn would love to come home to learn that you murdered her asshole of a brother. Even though Braelyn despised her brother, Torrin knew she wouldn’t want him dead.  
 
    “What information are you looking for?” Azire got off the bed and walked to the desk, leaning against it. His amber eyes met Torrin’s dark brown ones.  
 
    “Ruslan is a terrible man and I do not trust him,” Azire replied. “I will feel better knowing his every move, his every motive. Maybe I am a paranoid freak, but I think he is up to something.” Ever since Ruslan beat Braelyn, Azire had always thought he was up to something.  
 
    Ruslan was just a hunter whose soul was colder than ice. If he could just get Azire to see that, then there would be no need for the nonsense of training with Alastair.  
 
    It was nearly impossible to be near Alistair and not think of his dead brother. Alistair was the enemy and not someone Azire is suited to train with. Nothing about it felt right.                
 
    Torrin grabbed his cloak and walked towards the door, pulling the cloak on. Azire questioned him on where he was going and Torrin just shrugged.  
 
    It wasn’t often Torrin made it outside the castle walls if he was not on duty as a soldier. The city was full of people and he kept his hood over his head so no one could see his face. If Azire was going to look more into Ruslan, then Torrin would start by going right to Ruslan’s hideout.  
 
    The stench of alcohol burned his nose as he walked into the Hunters Den. Hunters were drinking and there was music being played towards the back of the building. And there were prostitutes all over, hanging off of any hunter they would get.  
 
    Most of the hunters in the den were no less than ten years older than Ruslan, with the exception of a handful of younger men. There were no female hunters and Braelyn had been the only one Torrin had ever heard of. He didn’t understand why females were looked past when training to be a hunter.  
 
    Sitting in the very back was Ruslan in a chair that resembled a smaller throne. Sitting in his lap were two young girls. They looked as if they were no older than nineteen or twenty years old. It made Torrin’s stomach clench.  
 
    As Torrin made his way further into the crowd, a fight broke out right behind him. He quickly avoided the attention the fight was pulling in, and ran into a woman who smiled at him. Her hair was a light brown, the smile she gave him was seductive. He kept his eyes on her face and knew that she was wearing hardly any clothing. Torrin pulled out a small bag that was weighted with silver coins, and handed it to the woman.  
 
    “Take it and go far from this place,” Torrin said to her, holding out the bag. Her hazel eyes widened and she reached out and gently took the bag of coins. As she passed Torrin, she gave him a soft kiss on his cheek.   
 
    He looked over his shoulder long enough to watch the woman slip out the front door. Torrin relaxed a little to know she made it out safe and no one had followed her.  
 
    Torrin looked around the room, searching for the man he needed to speak with. He found him sitting in the farthest corner, alone and with a large cup of beer in front of him. His hair was no longer blonde but grey, and there were more wrinkles on his face than Torrin remembered.  
 
    How long had it been since they last talked?  
 
    He made his way towards the table and the lonely man, taking a seat across from him. Torrin pulled the hood of his cloak back, revealing his face. The man across from him only laughed and shook his head.  
 
    “You are a fool, Torrin.” The man said before taking a large sip from his cup. Maybe he was a fool, but he didn’t care.  
 
    “It’s been a long time, Uncle Wes.” Torrin’s voice was warm. It had been years since he had seen his uncle, even though he just lived in the city. Less than twenty minutes away from where Torrin stayed in the castle.  
 
    “Indeed.” Wes nodded, putting his beer down onto the table. “I am surprised you did not see me after your brother's death.” His uncle stared at him with dark blue eyes, which had aged much since Torrin last saw him. A lot had aged on his uncle.  
 
    “I have been busy. I am a guard and it’s not often when I get free time.” It was a lie. Torrin refused to go see his uncle because Wes reminded him too much of their home.  
 
    A place where Torrin left as a child where he was supposed to be a prince, and one day a king. But his father's kingdom fell into ruins and there was nothing left. Wes had taken Torrin and Trystan when they were just children, and they traveled to Scarlas to start fresh.  
 
    It was for the best, Torrin knew it. He remembered his father being cruel and the way he used to hit his mother. Nothing about his father was good and he was glad his father had been killed. It was a Scarlas soldier who killed him, and that soldier was close to Ruslan.  
 
    If it had not been for King Callum taking over Radolf, The Fallen Kingdom and Torrin’s old home, then he might not be the man he was today. What if the King never invaded and Torrin became like his father?  
 
    “Either way, you are a fool for coming back here,” Wes grumbled. “These men don’t like you for choosing to become a soldier over a hunter.” Torrin only rolled his. Either way, he worked under Ruslan so it didn’t make sense for them to dislike him. But hunters held grudges like no other. They would have seen Torrin’s leaving as him turning his back on them.  
 
    He only turned his back on being a hunter. If he turned his back on every hunter, he wouldn’t be wrapped up with feelings for the deadliest hunter there was. His feelings for his dead brother's girlfriend.  
 
    “I heard there are new hunters and I am here to get information on them for the prince,” Torrin said, pushing all thoughts about Braelyn to the way back of his mind. “What have you heard?”  
 
    Wes raised a dark brow and leaned in. “I heard it was a hunter who is about nineteen years old and his mentor. Apparently, the kid is excellent.”  
 
    “You haven’t seen them? Are they here tonight?” Torrin would push to get as much information as he could. Wes shook his head and Torrin sighed.  
 
    “Ruslan is letting most of us hunters meet them until tomorrow evening. Why does the prince want to know about them?” Wes put his cup back to his lips and took a sip.  
 
    “Not sure.” Another lie. “How good do you think this kid is compared to Braelyn?”  
 
    His uncle shrugged. “That girl is skilled and quick. But this kid is said to be a nasty fighter. I think he’s a phony if you ask me.” Torrin leaned back into his seat. If Wes didn’t have much information, then he would have to come back. Maybe next week Wes would know more.  
 
    Towards the center of the room, hunters were getting rowdy and started cheering. Someone must be doing something amusing. Even when Torrin tried to see what the hunters were cheering at, he couldn’t see. There were too many of them.  
 
    “How is Braelyn” Wes asked, his eyes carefully watching Torrin. “I heard from Ruslan that you two are rather close.” There was a bitterness in his uncle's voice. Even though Torrin would never admit his feeling about Braelyn to his uncle, he wasn’t at all surprised that Ruslan would mistake their friendship for something more.  
 
    “She is marrying the prince,” Torrin replied. “We are good friends and I think she will become a great ruler one day. Knowing Ruslan, I am sure he made it seem like I am interested in her. We are simply friends. A future queen and one of her soldiers.” Wes only nodded as if he was still thinking it all through.  
 
    “I could fight any of you, bastards!” A voice yelled out from the middle of the crowd of hunters. A voice that put Torrin on high alert. Torrin pushed out of his seat and craned his neck to get a look at the hunters surrounding.  
 
    Standing in the very center, climbing onto a table, was Prince Azire. Of course, he did not look like the prince because he was dressed in disguise. It was the same disguise he used when he needed to leave the castle and didn’t want to be noticed.  
 
    No one would ever realize who was standing on that table, and if Azire was willing to fight then any hunter would take the challenge. They could easily kill him.  
 
    What the hell was he even doing in such a place? 
 
    Torrin started pushing through the other hunters, careful not to push any of them too hard. He couldn’t be in a fight when Azire was challenging them, he had to get the prince far from the Hunters Den. If Azire didn’t get himself killed before then.  
 
    Torrin didn’t miss it; the drunken messes, the viciousness, and the pointless killing. A hunter close to Torrin bent forwards and vomited his alcohol into the floor. It took a lot of self-control for Torrin not to shove the hunter into the others, knocking them to the ground.  
 
    A hunter who looked to be in his forties, shoved Torrin back into the others once he was just a hair from the table.  Another hunter went to grab a hold of Torrin, getting ready to pull him over to fight. Torrin turned and slammed his knee into the hunter's thigh, aiming for the thigh bone.  
 
    With a loud yelp, Torrin pushed the hunter to the side and started for the table. To his surprise, Azire was still standing up at the top and he was still running his mouth. Torrin wished that he was the king's personal guard, so he wouldn’t have to babysit Azire as if he was a two-year-old.  
 
    Hands reached up and grabbed ahold of Azire, which he tried his best to push off, but there were too many. The hunters were getting sick of his blabbing. At least, it was only Azire and not Braelyn starting trouble this time.  
 
    Before Azire could disappear into the large group of hunters, Torrin leaped over the table and was quick to join the group of hunters. Except, when he got his hands on Azire, he pushed him as far as he could into the opening between other hunters and the front door.  
 
    Someone grabbed the back of Torrin’s cloak and fists started to fly. Torrin avoided any fists as much as he could, but he was trying to see Azire running towards the door. Once the prince was out of the Hunters Den, Torrin brought his fist down on a hunter’s nose.  
 
    An elbow slammed into Torrin’s mouth and blood filled his mouth instantly. He ducked down and slipped through the hunters fighting one another, and into an opening. He looked for the exit, but his eyes locked with dark eyes that watched him very carefully.  
 
    Ruslan looked like an animal who was ready to pounce. His eyes narrowed as if pinning Torrin right where he stood. Torrin only flashed a smirk before taking off towards the exit.  
 
    Outside, Azire was dueling with a hunter. Their swords clashed hard and didn’t look as if the fight would be ending any time soon. Torrin leaned down, wrapping his hands around the cool hilt of a knife, and he let it fly. The knife made its target stick into the arm of the hunter battling with Azire.  
 
    The hunter hissed with pain as multiple hunters stormed out from the entrance to the Hunters Den. All of them looked between Torrin and Azire, ready to attack both of them. Torrin glanced at Azire who stumbled as he sheathed his sword. He was definitely drunk.  
 
    This isn’t good. 
 
    Torrin grabbed ahold of Azire’s arm and started running further into the city. Getting Azire to keep up with Torrin was nearly impossible, and he acted more like an anchor.  
 
    Once they ran into a large crowd of shoppers, Torrin reached over and quickly yanked Azire’s wig and fake beard off, discarding them onto the ground. It would be impossible to outrun the hunters. At least when they start looking for whoever they thought Azire was, they wouldn’t be able to find him.  
 
    Torrin looked over his shoulder to see hunters running through the crowds, not caring who they shoved or bumped into. They were running onwards Azire and Torrin, but they were also looking through the crowd. Some had their eyes set on Torrin. He would need to leave the prince.  
 
    “You need to go back home and I will meet you there,” Torrin demanded. “They are trying to get to me, but if you aren’t back to the castle by the time I am done with the hunters, I am going to punch you myself.” Azire only gave him a smirk and Torrin took off, leaving the prince to find a way back by himself.  
 
    Torrin was thankful his uncle brought him and his brothers to the hunters when they were kids, because he wouldn’t be able to outrun the hunters if he hadn't been one. Torrin ducked into an ally and started climbing a building, grabbing any ledge he could to pull himself up.  
 
    Just below there was shouting. Once he got into the roof, he peeked down to see hunters following. There were too many for him to fight off alone. Torrin laughed loud enough for them to hear and wished them good luck before he took off running.  
 
    As Torrin jumped from rooftop to rooftop, the lights of the city reflected off of his clip that held his cloak around his neck. It was of a howling wolf, his family emblem. The city was bright and full of life, it was large enough for people not to notice or care as Torrin made his way over rooftops.  
 
    Behind Torrin were the two hunters trying to reach him but they were still farther back, enough for him not to worry. Torrin jumped to a smaller building and slid down the roof. His feet touched the ground as he crouched into a landing position.  
 
    Standing in the ally was a woman watching with wide eyes. He looked at her closely and realized she had been the woman he gave money to at the bar. Even though he was panting, he smiled at her.  
 
    “Are you running from them?” She asked and he realized she had been wearing a regular gown. “From the hunters?”  
 
    “I am,” he replied. “My friend caused some trouble with a group of them and they are out for my blood.” He chuckled. Yes, Azire did cause quite a mess. 
 
    The woman walked down the alley and stopped to open a door. She ticked her chin towards the entrance, inviting Torrin into whatever the place was. His shoulders relaxed as he walked into the building, finally not having to run from the hunters. Even though he knew he could outrun them if he had to.  
 
    All around him were shelves full of baking supplies. Torrin realized he was in the back of a bakery. Once the woman locked the door behind her, she led him further back into the building. 
 
    They entered a room that looked a lot like a family room. A little boy around three years old was sleeping with a young woman on the couch. A book lay open on the women’s lap.  
 
    “Because of you, I was able to come home and have the night with my son and sister.” The woman said, looking at the children with a soft smile. Her eyes moved back to Torrin, whose cheeks warmed. “I’m Violet, by the way.”  
 
    “Nice to meet you.” Torrin bowed slightly. “I am Torrin.” Violet examined his attire.  
 
    “You are no hunter, what were you doing at the Hunters Den with your friend?” Torrin was taken back by the question, but he should have suspected that she would ask. He just didn't think she would.  
 
    “I have a friend who thinks Ruslan’s new hunters are up to something, so I was trying to get information for him. I could have wanted to prove to him that nothing is going on, but I’m starting to think that there could be something.” Especially since Ruslan’s new hunters were into some kind of hideout until tomorrow evening. Ruslan always introduced hunters as soon as they were in Scarlas.  
 
    So why have these hunters wait until they’re introduced to the others? It just didn’t make sense and it seemed weird.  
 
    “I could help you if that is the case.” Violet offered, waving him over to follow her into the next room. They entered a dining room area that must be a part of the bakery for customers.  
 
    Violet quickly went behind the counter as Torrin sat at a smaller table, it had two chairs across from each other. When Violet came back out from behind the counter, she was carrying a small tray of cookies with two cups.  
 
    She handed Torrin one of the cups and sat across from him. “Help yourself.” She slid the tray of treats towards the soldier. “You did me a great favor tonight and you didn’t have to.”  
 
    “If you don’t mind me asking, why are you working at night if this is your bakery?” He couldn’t get himself to specifically ask why she was working as a prostitute. Knowing she had children she had to look out for made it even worse.  
 
    Violet leaned back in her chair with a small sigh. “My parents died when I was barely seventeen. I became pregnant not long afterward, and I honestly don’t know who his father is. With a kid and a teenager to take care of, I need money. But the bakery is going into the gutters and it doesn’t make enough to get me by. My little sister helps as much as she can, and works the bakery as late as she can, but it's still not enough.” She took a small sip from her cup. Torrin looked down into his and realized it was milk. “What is your story?”  
 
    He laughed because his story was complicated to explain. Her hazel eyes narrowed and he stopped laughing. “I work for the prince and his family at the castle. I used to be a hunter when I was a boy, but I left after the prince offered me a life to live in the castle.”  
 
    She raised an eyebrow. “So you must have a lovely wife, I assume.”  
 
    Torrin shook his head. “No. I thought I loved a girl, but her heart is not mine to have, which is okay because I think we might be better off as friends.” She leaned forwards with her arms on the table. 
 
    “What is the prince like?” Violet asked, eyes widening. “What is his fiance like? Everyone was surprised to learn he would marry a hunter.”  
 
    He used to tell people Azire and Braelyn were a match made in heaven, but that was not the case. They were much alike and argued more than a married couple would. They were simply best friends with no romance at all.  
 
    “They make a great team,” Torrin replied, realizing it was not a lie but total truth. A terrible couple, but a great team. “They have a strong bond and depend on each other.”  
 
    “You sound like you are good friends with them.” Her eyes glittered in the light coming off from the candle on the wall next to them. “I have heard rumors that the huntress went on a terrible mission and might not live through this one.” Torrin paled and his stomach knotted.  
 
    “I have known her since I came to Scarlas as a boy, and I know she will return. She is a fierce warrior who has faced terrible evil throughout her whole life.”   
 
    “She is the one you love.” It was not a question but a statement. “Your secret is safe with me, but the Prince might not be so happy.” Torrin held back a small smile because Azire pushed him to confess his feelings for Braelyn.  
 
    Torrin grabbed a cookie and dipped it in his milk before taking a bite. Unlike the cookies at the castle, the cookie was sweet and full of delicious chocolate. Torrin had never had a treat as good.  
 
    “These are amazing,” Torrin complimented. “Seriously, the best I ever had.”  
 
    “I will pack some for you to bring back with you,” Violet said, standing up from the table. As she made her way back behind the counters, Torrin looked around the bakery.  
 
    The room was pretty plain with cream-colored walls, but it had multiple chairs and tables. Torrin would come back. Tomorrow, he decided. Tomorrow, he would come back and buy some of their goods.  
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Eight 
 
      
 
    “Where have you been?” Azire demanded as his friend walked into the chambers. Torrin had been gone longer than Azire would have liked. Sure, he had drunk a little earlier that night, but he was well aware of everything that had happened.  
 
    Torrin looked at Azire with his brown eyes that had nearly gone black. He was used to Torrin lecturing him and scowling at him, it was almost like he was Azire’s older brother. But he acted more like a disappointed father.  
 
    “What the fuck were you thinking?” Torrin snapped, his eyes narrowed. “You could have gotten killed.”  
 
    “I followed you-” Azire started but was cut off.  
 
    “It might do you some good to get trained by a hunter because you need to know how the hell they think.” Torrin’s voice was dangerously low. It wasn’t often Azire had ever seen him so angry. “To them, you are not a prince, with or without a disguise. Hunters are our allies, but they are sneaky and the most dangerous beings I have ever known. Azire, they could be so much more dangerous than the Fae they claim they protect us from.” When Torrin stepped towards Azire, he had all he could do to not back away. The prince stood his ground as the trained soldier in front of him insanely stared at into his golden eyes.  
 
    “I get that I fucked up, but I can handle myself,” Azire growled. Who did Torrin think he was? He was the prince and he was certain he would be able to handle himself.  
 
    “You might have had a chance if you were not stumbling with every damn step.” Torrin’s voice rose. Azire made a face, mocking Torrin who pressed his lips into a thin line. “Is everything a joke to you?”  
 
    The prince dropped his eyes to the floor, but he noticed Torrin had been carrying a little basket full of cookies. Did he stop on his way home to get cookies? Azire laughed, catching Torrin off guard and the prince snatched the basket of goodies.  
 
    Torrin was quick to lunge at him and Azire wasn’t ready. The two males tumbled to the floor, and Azire miraculously saved the cookies from dumping onto the floor. Before the prince could roll to his side to crawl away, Torrin climbed across Azire’s torso and yanked the basket out of his hand.  
 
    “You are very defensive of those goodies,” Azire noted, grinning wickedly. Torrin got to his feet and gently placed the basket onto his desk, and he turned to stand in front of them. Azire had never seen Torrin act in such an odd way towards something so silly.  
 
    “I would give you one if you had been a good boy,” Torrin said with a raised eyebrow. Azire’s nose scrunched up into a snarl, and he grabbed a pillow from the couch and chucked it at Torrin.  
 
    “You need a girlfriend,” Azire said. “You can be such an ass. But if you had a woman to help you get laid, I bet your mood would change.”  
 
    “You’re a prick.” Torrin rolled his eyes and started for the door. “Where are you going?”  
 
    “To bed so you can lecture me again in the morning.” Azire left Torrin’s room and made his way through the halls.  
 
    He was making his way towards his bedroom when he caught sight of Ruslan walking down a different hall. Azire came to a stop and began following the general, staying low and walking in the shadows. Thankfully, it was dark enough to make him barely noticeable if he stayed a distance away.  
 
    What was Ruslan doing back at the castle?  
 
    Hotness wafted over Azire at the thought of Ruslan being able to welcome himself into the castle whenever the hunter wanted.  
 
    “It’s dangerous to be following a hunter,” Ruslan said, not bothering to stop or look over his shoulder. “Your father might be upset to find out that Torrin was at the Hunters Den earlier tonight.”  
 
    Azire’s heart pounded as he stepped out of the shadows, his golden eyes glowing. “Are you threatening me?” Azire chuckled and Ruslan finally whirled around, locking eyes with the prince. His hands became hot and he curled his fingers into fists. “I thought you were a smart man.” Ruslan snarled at him and Azire felt the flames coursing through his veins, ready to burn something.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The hunter and the King of The Dark Court sat in front of a fire and the others slept in their bedrolls, spread about on the ground, Kaveah had hers set up next to where Braelyn’s was. Theirs were closely put together, but Braelyn didn’t mind; she would protect Kaveah because she meant the world to Azire.                
 
    They all had made it through half of the Summer Court and Braelyn still felt eyes watching her. She had purposely ignored the feeling. None of them said much during the traveling and dinner was also pretty silent. It was the others who were talkative, but they knew each other. Just like Kaveah would only speak to Braelyn.  
 
    Braelyn felt the King of The Dark Court’s gaze from across the fire, where he sat on a log. He had half of his soldiers out in the woods, keeping watch while they made camp. But he showed no fear of Braelyn. For the first time in a long time, a male was looking at her without a hint of fear, she realized  
 
    Torrin and Azire never feared her, but they were her friends. This was someone new and someone who seemed to know her reputation. He didn’t look at her with hate either, his stare looked as if he was trying to figure out a puzzle.  
 
    “You’re quite young,” The King said, letting his eyes lock with hers.  
 
    “So aren’t you by the looks of it. Especially to be the King Of Darkness.” She responded, unable to believe how young he looked. “You don’t look much older than me, but I know very well you age differently.”   
 
    “Leave the questions to me.” His voice was bitter.  
 
    Braelyn laughed. “You don’t scare me. Do you really think that I would come all the way out here if I was scared of death? I’m honestly surprised it took you this long to even find me.” His expressions stayed neutral as he continued to look at her.  
 
    They stared at each other and Braelyn refused to be the first to look away. If he thought he could scare her, then he would be in for a surprise. Even though death did freak her out, she would be fine with either fate. She went through enough to not care anymore.  
 
    “I sent someone to get you,” he finally said. “But I was told you were hard to handle.” She thought back to her first day in the Fae Lands, and the Fae warrior who was after her.  
 
    “He had been able to summon his wings, he could fly,” she said, narrowing her eyes. “He had powers. Since when did you guys get powers again and why haven’t you been using them?”  
 
    He shrugged. “I don’t know if I trust you yet, otherwise I would rift us all into my court. As for our powers, they just came back to us. The Kings and Queens of the other courts seem to think Queen Aurelia has finally returned.”  
 
    “But you don’t?” She tilted her head to the side.  
 
    “No.” He shook his head. “But I think I know what is causing everyone’s powers to return to us, but I am waiting to know for sure before saying anything.” She only nodded.  
 
    It was now or never for her to gain his trust.  
 
    “I can prove that you can trust me,” Braelyn said, lowering her voice as she leaned in towards the fire. The King of The Dark Court raised a dark eyebrow as if deciding if she was telling the truth. “Let me show you.” Before he could respond, she got up from her log and started for the woods.  
 
    The moon was bright as usual, giving her the perfect light she needed. It had been the only forest area in the Summer Court, Kavhea had said so when they first arrived.  
 
    She was careful not to step on any twigs, and avoided brushing against leaves. Braelyn had been crouching down and moving as fast as she could in the shadows, not allowing herself to go into any type of light that the moon provided.  
 
    The huntress made her way around the woods, weaving between trees and bushes. She moved silently as she was trained to, her eyes searching for the thing she came out for.  
 
    Moving even faster and hiding in the shadows, she found the hunter laying on his stomach in a large bush. He was watching the Fae King sitting by the fire, glancing up to the woodline. He had been following her.  
 
    Braelyn made her way towards him, quieter than ever, and grabbed a hold of the back of his shirt. She yanked the hunter out of the bush, realizing that it had been Marcus Vinnel. He was Ruslan’s fourth-best hunter.  
 
    Marcus was in his late twenties and was much bigger than Braelyn, and he was a nasty fighter who did anything to kill his component. Sometimes, he took his time, making whoever his victim suffered Ruslan loved him for the torture Marcus caused.  
 
    Braelyn snarled before pouncing and they both hit the ground. Marcus grunted as he tried to fix his position, bringing an elbow down and hitting her on the side of the face. Blood started filling her mouth and she held back a gag. Braelyn rolled over on top of Marcus, straddling his chest, and she tried to pin his hands down, but he was strong.  
 
    She spat a mouth full of blood out onto the other hunter’s face, aiming for his eyes so he couldn’t see for a moment. Braelyn got to her feet and pulled Marcus up with her. He tried to wipe his face, but Braelyn slammed her head into his. If she had not been holding onto the front of his shirt, he would have stumbled back.  
 
    Around her stood the soldiers from the Dark Court, watching them with careful eyes. At the edge of the woodline, Kaveah stood next to the King of Darkness. No one tried to stop them and no one dared to intervene.  
 
    Marcus grabbed a hold of the back of Braelyn’s hair, and pulled her back before pushing her towards the ground. His shirt ripped down the middle and Braelyn slammed into the ground so hard, dirt went into her mouth. Her hair was starting to snarl with blood, and her face had dirt smudges all over.  
 
    Before she could get to her feet, Marcus’s large hands grabbed a hold of her and pinned her to the tree. Her head slammed back with a loud thwack, and she started seeing black spots in her vision.  
 
    Everyone was watching. Do not let him make you look like a fool.  
 
    Braelyn brought her legs up and kicked out as hard as she could. Marcus lost his hold on Braelyn as he stumbled back, and Braelyn fell to the ground. She quickly got to her feet and ran towards Marcus who leaped up quickly.  
 
    Right before they could clash, she dropped to the ground and kicked her leg out. Her foot slammed hard into Marcus’s knee. He let out a low yell and fell back to the ground. But Braelyn was nowhere near being done with him.  
 
    Braelyn slipped her hand into Marcus’s hair and started pulling him out of the woods. Marcus yelled at her and had no choice but to push himself up onto his feet.  
 
    The King of the Court of Darkness and Kaveah moved back as Braelyn pushed the hunter onto the ground once they reached the clearing. She walked behind him, muscles aching from the fight, and pulled him back up. He stood on his knees and looked up at Braelyn with a bloody face and eyes full of hate.  
 
    His back pressed against her as she stood behind him, putting a blade to his throat that she kept in her boot. Braelyn’s blue-green eyes started glowing brightly in the darkness of the night, and her heart was beating against her chest.  
 
    “You’re a traitor and your father will kill you for this. If not, he’ll leave you broken and mangled.” Marcus spat, looking around each of the Fae that stood around them.  
 
    Braelyn grinned, leaned down, and whispered, “I am already broken because of my father. But he will not leave me mangled because I am going after him.” Her voice was venomous. “All hunters will crumble and I will be there, watching as my father looks at me with nothing but hatred. I want to see the hatred and betrayal on his murderous face.”  
 
    “I have watched you since you were a kid, you have taken more lives than he has, how can you call him a murderer? What does that make you, Braelyn?”  
 
    “It makes me dangerous.” Braelyn slid the knife across his throat. Blood spilled out and Marcus gurgled before Braelyn let go of him, and his body fell forward onto the ground.  
 
    The huntress stepped back and looked up at the others, who all stared at her with a mix of different expressions. She was covered in blood and had been panting.  
 
    “For someone who hasn't killed their own kind, you’ve done exceptionally well.” One of the soldiers muttered. Her flaring eyes met his, and he looked as if he was in his early twenties with dark blonde hair and light brown eyes.  
 
    “Just so you know, he followed us the whole time,” Braelyn announced to everyone standing around her. “Feel free to send him back in pieces. You can even carve my Rafe into one of his body parts, my father would think that I’m captured or something.” Braelyn glanced at the Dark King who had been watching her, but his expression was hard to read.  
 
    Once the soldiers started taking Marcus’s body, Braelyn followed a path that led through the woods and down to a beach. She could see the ocean and sand for miles. Her thoughts wandered to her father.  
 
    She wished she would be able to see his reaction when he realized that Marcus was dead. He was going to be angry and he might even beat the hell out of someone, because that was how Ruslan reacted. He was too cruel and had too much power.  
 
    Braelyn sat down in the sand that was still warm. The waves crashed against the land just below her, and she looked at the moon's reflection on the water.  
 
    She missed home. She missed her talks with King Callum and dueling with Torrin. She missed the way Torrin would chase her and Azire down the halls after they made a mess of something. What had the boys done today? Had they been having fun since she left?  
 
    Braelyn dug her hands into the sand and curled them into fists. She couldn't help but think of all the awful things she had done, that she had done for Ruslan. Everyone had a choice to be made in life, and hers was staying in Scarlas even if it meant killing innocents.  
 
    When she was twelve, she wanted to leave to keep herself from turning into the killer that she was training to be. She could have saved hundreds of lives, but that meant leaving her friends, and she never dared to leave them. Because it was Azire as her best friend and he was all she had ever known.  
 
    Suddenly, the water stopped. Braelyn looked closely and realized that the water had not stopped, but all sand and water in front of her was iced over. Gasping, she took her hand out from the sand and inched back.  
 
    In seconds the ice melted away and the ocean continued as it was before. Had she done that? Kaveah was convinced she had done the burnt marks, which still didn’t make sense.  
 
    Braelyn glanced over her shoulder to see if Kaveah was watching, trying to mess with her. But there wasn’t anyone near the woodline.  
 
    The King of the Dark Court appeared next to her out of the air, sitting too close to her. Surprised, she yelped and jumped back. His teal eyes flashed and a smile spread across his lips.  
 
    “You are full of mysteries, huntress,” he said. Braelyn glared at him, not at all amused with him using his powers to sneak up on her. “How many of your people have you killed?” What was it to him? Braelyn turned to look up at the moon and the sky full of stars. “If we are going to trust each other, I have some questions.  As I am sure you have your own set of questions.”  
 
    “I don’t even know your name,” she snapped, suddenly very annoyed with him. With herself. With everything. “It might be polite for you not to pry into a Queen’s business.”  
 
    “A Queen doesn’t thrive when killing men nor does she order for her Rafe to be carved in a dead body,” he replied, smirking. She looked at him through a deadly glare, which only made the smirk on his lips grow. A smirk that she wanted to slap off from his perfect face. “My name is Kalian and I already know that your name is Braelyn. You can ask the first question if you would like.”  
 
    “Are you even willing to help me or did I just come here to kill myself? Because I will take either choice.” He sat back on the sand, looking out towards the ocean, thinking. Braelyn noticed that he was no longer smirking, but he looked annoyed. Was it a stupid question? Even if it was, she didn’t care because she wanted to get right to the point.  
 
    “Is your life that terrible?” Kalian didn’t look at her, but he didn’t even answer her question.  
 
    “Maybe.” Braelyn shrugged. “You shouldn’t even bother to care if it is or not. I’ve killed many of your people and creatures, don’t waste your time pitying a ruthless killer.” Silence fell between them.  
 
    Bugs chirped in the woods and there was the sound of the ocean waves. Even though it was just an ocean and the sand, it was much more magical than what Braelyn’s homeland possessed.  
 
    If things go right, she decided she would bring Torrin and Azire through the courts. If she were to live that long.  
 
    “I am willing to help you and I am willing to trust you on one condition.” Kalian decided, glancing at the hunter.  
 
    Braelyn looked at him. “Whatever you desire.”  
 
    A wicked grin. “Be careful with your words because you do not know my desires, huntress.” Her cheeks flamed with warmth, and she quickly looked away before he could notice her blush.  
 
    What an idiot.  
 
    “You do not have to tell me now, but I want to know something about you that no one knows,” The Dark King of the Court of Darkness finally said. Braelyn only nodded. She had nothing to share with him that Azire did not know, and she would go through with his one condition. It was a simple yet hard task.  
 
    What about her that Azire and Torrin didn’t know?  
 
    “I will let you know as soon as I find that out myself,” Braelyn replied.  
 
    Kalian stood up and brushed the sand off from his clothes, then he looked down at Braelyn, offering a hand to her. “Then, I suppose it is time for me to bring you to my court, and we can discuss your needs.” Smiling, Braelyn took his hand and they were pulled from the sand and the ocean waves.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Nine 
 
      
 
    It was late in the evening and the sun was getting ready to set behind the mountains for the night. The city started to light up and become busy. Torrin walked down the street with Azire at his side. The prince hadn’t bothered to ask where they were going, he was just excited to get out.  
 
    The two entered a small bakery that Torrin had found himself in the night before. Behind the counter was a young girl who had been Violet’s sister, and sitting at one of the tables was Violet's son. But Violet was nowhere to be seen.  
 
    “Can I help you-” The young girl started, but her voice trailed off as she looked up, her eyes locking on Azire who was looking around the building. Torrin couldn't help but roll his eyes.  
 
    No matter their age, girls couldn’t help but stare at the prince. Who was self-destructive and out of his mind most of the time. Maybe if girls knew how Azire was, they would be smart enough to back away from him.  
 
    Azire walked over to Torrin and leaned in closely. “What are you doing at a bakery? We have cooks at the castle.”  
 
    “I met this woman-” Torrin started with his voice barely audible, but he saw Azire’s eyebrows shoot up, and he became very uninterested in telling Azire about his last night run-in with Violet. “Just-nevermind.” Before the prince could push for answers, Torrin walked over to the counter. “Can I have two dozen of a variety of your cookies, please?” The girl blinked, then went and collected the cookies. 
 
    The prince stood next to Torrin and snickered. The girl came back and handed a goodie bag to the soldier, and he handed her a pouch full of silver coins with a few gold ones. When the girl took it, her eyes widened. Even Azire looked at him as if Torrin had two heads.  
 
    “This is way more than we charge.” The young girl said, shaking her head. “I cannot take this-” 
 
    “Your sister helped me greatly,” Torrin told her. “Keep the change.” He smiled and started for the door with Azire on his heels. Once they stepped outside, Azire closely walked next to Torrin.  
 
    “You’re very generous today,” Azire commented. “So how did this woman help you?” Torrin sighed and told Azire about meeting Violet when he arrived at the Hunters Den. He told the prince everything that he had known and noticed about Violet. It was the first girl who caught his attention that was not Braelyn.  
 
    Torrin spent all his time with Braelyn and never bothered glancing at other women. He had been so focused on her after his brother's death, that his feelings grew towards her. But after talking with Violet, he realized he might not have been in love with Braelyn like he thought.  
 
    Even though he cared deeply for Braelyn, Torrin knew he could never love her the way she needed. Either way, she did not share the same feelings. He would have to get over her and he knew he would.   
 
    “Ruslan is allowing prostitution to happen in the Hunters Den?” Azire asked, his face scrunched with proceeding thoughts. “He is a disturbing man.”  
 
    “Most of those prostitutes are Braelyn’s age, that makes it even more disturbing,” Torrin growled. “He is a terrible human being and the best thing would be for him to just be killed off. If, for some reason, Braelyn doesn’t return home, I might just kill him myself.”  
 
    “She would punch you if she heard you say that.” Azire smiled. “Anyways, you know how my mother is and you must have heard that she is having another ball. Why don’t you ask this Queen you met to come as your date? You can have a carriage to pick her up and bring her to the castle.”  
 
    “She has a child and a sister that I doubt she would leave behind for a ball.” Torrin also didn’t know how he would even ask her to go with him.  
 
    “Her sister could come as well and I have a servant who could watch her brother. It isn’t a big deal and you can tell her so. Let her know that I will buy a dress for her and her sister if they decide to join you.” Torrin nodded as heat seeped into his chest.  
 
    If Violet agreed to go, Torrin just might hug his prince for encouraging him to ask her. He didn’t even want to think about the emotions he would get if she said no.  
 
    As they walked down the street, Azire snatched the bag of cookies from Torrin, and started eating away on the delicious sweetness.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Queen Valentina had been in the ballroom, planning for her next ball with her servants. Azire stood close to his mother, watching her write down things she would send a servant out to retrieve for her. He was glad he had not been any of her servants because the woman knew how to keep them on their toes.  
 
    His mother had been known as the queen who loved throwing balls and parties. The other kings had always asked King Callum how he could put up with it, and Azire remembered the words his father had spoken to them; It’s a simple thing and it makes her happy. When she is happy I fall in love all over again and my life is at its fullest.  
 
    Watching his mother’s eyes light up as she talked about the ball, had him hoping he and Kaveah could one day share a similar bond. Just a couple of days ago, his father told him that Callum and Valentina had been soul mates, maybe Azire and Kaveah were soulmates, too.  
 
    He missed her terribly and knew that she was perfectly safe with Braelyn. But it had been odd not seeing her for days at a time, and they had been seeing each other every day. Everything about her seemed so perfect to him and his heart ached, wishing he could hold her in his arms.  
 
    This world was too cruel for her and he made a vow to change it for her. Azire would change the world for Kaveah and she would be his true queen. Even though he had always imagined Braelyn on a throne, she wouldn’t even bother meeting princes.  
 
    “King Callum cannot come, he is rushing to an emergency meeting with Ruslan, your highness,” A servant said, panting. Had he run all the way down to the ballroom?  
 
    “An emergency meeting with the hunters or the soldiers?” The Queen demanded, her voice soft yet eager. It wasn’t often King Callum had an emergency meeting, especially ones with Ruslan.  
 
    “The hunters, they have just arrived-” Azire’s heart felt as if it shot up into his throat. He didn’t stay to listen to the servant, he took off with a sprint down into the halls.  
 
    Everything was screaming at him that something was wrong, terribly wrong. He was racing up the steps, taking two at a time. Never had he forced himself to run so fast, especially throughout the castle.  
 
    People moved out of his way as he neared, nearly knocking multiple people down as he zipped past. He didn't care. All he cared about was getting to the meeting room.  
 
    As Azire nearly skidded past the meeting room door, he heard the heavy sound of footsteps. Down the hall, walking towards him were every hunter in Scarlas with Ruslan in front of them. They never traveled in a pack unless they had a fallen hunter. 
 
    No.  
 
    A hand clamped down on his shoulder, and he realized his father had been standing next to him. He saw his father's frown and realized he was truly living in a nightmare.  
 
    “Ruslan.” The king greeted, nodding his head. Every single hunter behind Ruslan got to one knee, bowing their heads.  
 
    “I have come bearing terrible news,” Ruslan said, his dark eyes flashed. As if he remembered something he didn’t want to. “I sent a hunter to look after Braelyn, and the body had been thrown into the Jadeite forest.”  Relief flooded the prince and he nearly fell into his father.  
 
    It was just another hunter. 
 
    “There is another thing,” Ruslan said, his voice dangerously low. “Braelyn’s initials had been carved into the hunter’s skin, which means that Braelyn is most likely dead. It seems as if they had gone in slow and awful ways.” Azire heard Callum choke. “I knew your family cared deeply for my daughter, and that she and Azire were to be married. That’s why I wanted you to hear it from me when I tell you that Braelyn is dead and will not be returning.”  
 
    Azire’s legs gave out and his knees slammed into the cold ground, but the pain seemed numbed. His chest hurt and he felt as if he was going to vomit. His breathing became heavier and his head felt light.  
 
    Braelyn is dead and will not be returning. Braelyn is dead and will not be returning. Braelyn is dead and will not be returning.  
 
    So many questions ran through his mind. How could she have died? Why was another hunter with her? Was Kaveah still alive?  
 
    But every bit of pain he felt was removed and replaced with rage. It was unlike anything Azire had ever felt, and his chest tightened and he placed his hands on the ground to steady him. Braelyn is dead and will not be returning.  
 
    As a parent, a father, how come Ruslan did not seem bothered by his daughter's death?  
 
    “This is your fault,” Azire mumbled, it was more of an animal-like sound. He barely recognized his own voice.  
 
    “Azire, we can't understand what you are saying,” Callum said, reaching down to help pull his son up from the ground. Azire pushed his father away and made his way towards Ruslan.  
 
    “If you had not sent her on such a foolish mission, she wouldn’t have died,” he yelled. Before he could reach the hunter, arms clasped around his waist. His eyes began glowing and if there wasn’t any light in the halls, it would have been noticeable.  
 
    Azire tried wrestling Torrin away, doing everything he could to try and get to Ruslan. He would kill him. He would kill Ruslan with his own hands, and didn’t care if the punishment was death. He wanted him dead.  
 
    They stumbled into a room that Azire quickly recognized as his own. Torrin was quick to lock the door and Azire’s rage increased. All candles blew out without any wind or blowing air in the room.  
 
    Azire could no longer see Torrin, but he knew exactly where his door was. But it was the sound of Ruslan's voice, repeating the words over and over, that Azire kept hearing in his mind. It was like a disease that could not be cured.  
 
    Bright white light spouted out from Azire’s hands, and all the veins in his arms were the same white color. Surprised, he stumbled back and fell over something. Azire landed hard against the floor, his head slamming hard enough for his vision to spot. He saw Torrin rushing towards him right before the odd light stopped beaming out from his palms.  
 
    Seconds later, hands were pulling him up into a sitting position. Azire rubbed his head as a small flame came to light, allowing him to see Torrin behind the flickering flame. Tor’s hair looked as if it had a red hue in the lighting of the flames.  
 
    “It’s getting out of control.” Torrin kept his voice quiet as he went around, lighting the other candles. Once there was enough light in the room, the two men looked and realized what Azire had done.  
 
    There were holes in the floor from where Azire’s white light had hit, and it even went through the walls. Smoke was coming off from the burned area and the room smelled acrid.  
 
    But Azire didn’t care about the odd powers that he had developed because the person he was closest to was dead. He was shaking and hot tears started streaming down his face, not caring that he started crying in front of Torrin.  
 
    “Braelyn is dead, Torrin.” Azire’s voice cracked. “I will kill Ruslan. He knew exactly what he was doing, yet he sent her to her own death.” He looked up and saw Torrin staring at the floor, his jaw clenched.  
 
    “We will figure it out, but we will do it smartly and make it look like it was not you,” Torrin promised. “He will get what he deserves, Az.” When the two looked at each other, Azire’s face crumpled. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Ten 
 
      
 
    The night sky was covered in beautiful silver stars and Braelyn stood underneath them, standing on a balcony with Kalian’s hand in hers. He pulled his hand out from hers, and glanced up at the sky which she had been staring at.  
 
    Even the moon seemed abnormally large and beautiful. Behind the silver moon was a dark blue ring, producing more light into the night sky. Braelyn had never seen anything like it, but it was exquisite.  
 
    Below them was a city like she had never seen. The lights were brighter and more colorful than the city in Scarlas. People walked in the streets, some with wings, or different colored skin, or something just abnormal. They were above a city full of fae.  
 
    As if she were a young kind, she rushed over to the railing and peered down to get a better look. Her blue-green eyes were wide as she looked around. The air was warm but not hot, it was perfect.  
 
    “This is amazing.” Braelyn breathed, her eyes roaming the land. There were so many buildings. There was so much life. “I cannot believe the hunters are trying to destroy such a beautiful place. Can I explore your city?”  
 
    She turned towards Kalian who only smirked. “You are not leaving your chamber looking like something out of a horror story.” Braelyn looked down, remembering that she had been covered in dirt and blood.  
 
    “Where is my friend that I had been traveling with?” Braelyn asked, remembering that Kaveah had been there to watch the horror.  
 
    “She is here in my home as well.” The Dark King responded. “How is it that I found the huntress traveling with the cousin of the King of The Winter Court?” Braelyn only shrugged, turning to walk into the chambers. She entered a bedroom that was much larger than the one she had at home.  
 
    There was a huge bed centered in the back wall with thick decorative blankets. Bookshelves lined the wall with books and there was a cushioned chair that sat in front of a set of doubled windows. Walls were painted a dark blue-grey color that resembled a rain cloud. Unlike her chambers in Scarlas, this room was connected to a washroom.   
 
    Even though she had seen only the bedroom, she looked over at Kalian, who had been watching her like he always had. “Whose chambers are we in?”  
 
    “These are your chambers,” he answered. Braelyn nearly choked on a laugh.  
 
    “You can’t be serious.” She shook her head. “Shouldn’t I be locked away in a dungeon?” 
 
    “No one deserves that sort of treatment, but are you seriously asking such a question?”  
 
    “Oh, I have a few people in mind who very well deserve that treatment.” She walked around the room, taking it all in but was careful not to touch anything with her dirty hands. “Why are you being so nice to me? You are the King of Darkness and I am a hunter who has killed your kind. If your people knew who you let into your home-”  
 
    “You don’t need to worry about any of that.” He cut her off. “Just because I did a kind gesture does not make me a kind person, nor does it mean that I like you. So my people will not have an issue with what I do. They don’t dare to.” She saw something in his eyes darkened, but she wouldn’t push. “You should clean yourself and go to bed because you smell like a rotten animal. We can discuss your wants tomorrow.”  
 
    “Oh, you’re welcome, for saving your life.” She snapped as he walked towards the door. When he didn’t thank her or even look at her, she grabbed the nearest object. Which happened to be a candlestick and she threw it. But Kalian vanished before the candlestick could clunk him in the head. Instead, it slammed into the wall and fell to the ground.                
 
    Braelyn turned and walked towards a door and pulled it open. Hanging all along the walls on a bar were dresses for any sort of event, gear that she had seen the fae soldiers wear, different outfits with pants and shirts, and there were shoes lined up below the clothes.  
 
    Curious, she grabbed a loose day gown, one that did require a corset. Holding it up in front of her, she could tell it would fit perfectly. It was odd that they knew her size as if they have seen her before. Or knew exactly who she was. A chill ran through her and she forced herself not to think about it.  
 
    There was a soft knock at her door before she heard it open. When she stepped out of the closet, her heart skipped with excitement at the sight of Kaveah closing her door.  
 
    “Oh, good.” Braelyn sighed. “You’re not dead.” Kaveah blinked at Braelyn and glanced at the dress she was holding. Then her eyes went back to the filthy girl.  
 
    “I will draw a bath because you are in desperate need of one,” Kaveah said, walking towards the washroom. Braelyn rolled her eyes but followed the other girl.  
 
    Her washroom had been huge and quite beautiful. The walls were made of gray stone and there were mirrors in multiple parts of the walls. Shelves were filled with lotions, perfumes, cosmetics, and soaps. It smelled lovely.  
 
    Braelyn walked over to the soaps and found one that smelled of citrus and lavender. It was the most similar to the one she used at home in Scarlas.  
 
    “Undress and get into the water,” Kaveah demanded, gathering towels and shampoos. Braelyn whirled around and narrowed her eyes on the other girl. Who was she to give such demands?  
 
    “I am not undressing with you in here,” Braelyn said. 
 
    Kaveah raised an eyebrow. “Insecure?” Braelyn started shedding her clothes.  
 
    “Insecure wouldn’t be the word I use.” Once Braelyn was undressed, she stepped into the tub and lowered herself in the warm water. Steam swirled upwards and disappeared into the air. The water was almost too warm, but it felt good on her skin. It had been days since she had been able to properly bathe herself. 
 
    Kaveah pulled a chair over and sat where Braelyn’s back was facing her. Braelyn poured in more soap for bubbles to cover as much of her body as she could. Until she heard the sharp intake of breath from Kaveah.  
 
    Braelyn didn’t need to ask or to see what Kaveah had been looking at, because Braelyn remembered the hot white pain that caused the scars that marked her back. It was Azire who stayed with her the entire time until she healed.  
 
    “What happened?” Kaveah’s voice was a small whisper. Braelyn closed her eyes and shuddered as the memories flashed behind her eyelids.  
 
    “It was a punishment for betraying my people,” Braelyn muttered, remembering the sound of the whip snapping and biting in her skin. She remembered the sounds of Torrin’s voice as he yelled for his brother, for her. 
 
    “What did you do to deserve such treatment?” If it had been anyone else asking Braelyn personal questions, she might have punched them in the nose. But she found herself finding comfort in Kaveah as if she knew she could trust her. It was just Kaveah’s gentle personality. “You do not need to speak about it if you do not wish to.” 
 
    Silence fell between them as Kaveah started running her fingers through Braelyn’s matted hair. The water was turning into a dark color as Kaveah scrubbed, pulling the knots out as gently as she could.  
 
    “It was the worst day of my life,” Braelyn started, now staring down at the bubbles in her bathwater. “I was in love with one of my best friends, Trystan. We had been dating for a while when my father told us there was a fae roaming the Jadeite forest. So he sent me and Trystan out to kill the fae. He made it sound like a nasty and dangerous one. When Trystan and I found a fae and it was a little girl. An innocent child.” Memories of Trystan and the fae child surfaced, and Braelyn would always remember the terror in Trystan’s soft eyes. 
 
    “I might have killed my whole life, but I wouldn’t ever kill a child. Even though her skin was green and she had antlers, she was still a child. Trystan and I came up with a plan and we helped the little girl get back to the Fae Lands. I gave her food and water and Trystan gifted her his horse. We told her not to stop because of the Mountain Ash, and to keep going for as long as she can.” Braelyn had even prayed to the gods that the child got away safe, and had run far from the Mountain Ash. Even though she never believed in any gods, she had prayed for the fear-stricken child.  
 
    “My brother had followed us and ran back to my father to tell him that we had let the Fae go. That we had helped the enemy. So when we returned, he was furious. I knew he was the angriest I had ever seen when he was oddly calm, and his eyes were bloodshot as if it was killing him not to get his hands on either of us.” Braelyn nearly choked.  
 
    “My father had my brothers and a couple of other hunters take Trystan into my father's office, and I was brought upstairs by two others. As soon as I was hauled upstairs, my father started beating me while the two hunters helped me up for him.” The memories infested her mind, and it felt as if she was reliving it all over again. She felt a warm hand on her shoulder.    
 
    Braelyn paused, focusing more on her breathing. “Once I was beaten and covered in more blood than I had ever seen, I was tied to a post and my shirt got torn off. My father decided to whip me. I don’t know how many times, but it felt like hours; it was until he got all of his anger out. I kneeled there and passed out against the post, and I heard Torrin yelling for me. One of the hunters came running into the room, and he had declared that Trystan had died. He was beaten to death and my father just wanted his body discarded, as if he was some dirty rag. Torrin carried me home and he used a cloak to hide my bloodied body from people. He took the back way in and took me right to Azire’s room.” She shook her hands with the memory of that terrible pain.                
 
    “They tore my clothes off and instantly started cleaning my wounds and patching them up. I stayed in Azire’s room until I was fully healed and that is when he decided to propose, even though we would never think of each other as more than friends. But he had done it to protect me from my father. Torrin couldn’t do anything and he came and stayed in Azire’s room with us, and he cried in his sleep. I haven’t ever seen someone in so much pain, and I couldn't do anything because his brother was dead. So was the only man I have ever loved.”  
 
    Hot tears were streaming down Braelyn’s face and her breath hitched, she had been sobbing during the whole story. It was the first time she ever spoke about it out loud. She had never shown so much emotion in front of someone who wasn’t Azire or Torrin.  
 
    Silence filled the room as Kaveah worked her hands through Braelyn’s hair. “You have amazing friends.” Kaveah’s voice was hoarse. “I am honored to be on this journey with you because I think you will make history and rewrite the future.” Braelyn turned in her tub to look at Kaveah, whose light sage eyes were red from crying.  
 
    “Want to have a sleepover?” Braelyn asked. She never had any female friends and she was growing to like Kaveah. “You can stay in my room with me and we can do each other's hair and talk about boys.”  
 
    A smile broke across Kaveah’s face. “I would love to.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The hunter and the Dark King sat across from each other at a long table. Braelyn noticed Kalian took his seat at the head of the table, so Braelyn sat at the other end that was directly in front of him. He might have been the King of The Dark Court and he might be in charge, but he was not Braelyn’s superior.  
 
    Breakfast had been served to them, but Braelyn pushed her plate to the side. In her training, she was taught never to eat anything from the Fae Lands. It was said their food has an odd effect on humans. 
 
    “Are you not hungry?” Kalian asked, biting into his toast.  
 
    Braelyn narrowed her eyes. “Are you trying to trick me?” Kalian blinked at her and she waved a hand. “I know your tricks.”  
 
    “Apparently not good enough. Stop being a damn stubborn hunter and eat your breakfast. It will not poison you or make you feel like you’re floating thousands of feet in the sky.” She clicked her tongue, not believing the Fae. “Then, starve.”  
 
    Around his shoulders were shadows that swirled around him, they looked dark and smooth. Braelyn watched the shadows as they moved, and she wondered if they felt like silk. They looked smooth enough to feel like such a fabric.  
 
    She had learned about Fae having the power to have shadows, but it was a rare gift so there wasn’t a lot to know about them. It was assumed that they could speak to whoever they belonged to. They could see things their master couldn't. 
 
    “Tell me, little warrior, why do you wish to take down your father and his men? Why take down your people?” Kalian asked, getting right to the point of their meeting. Braelyn’s skin heated and she clutched her hands into fists.  
 
    “I am a hunter, but you do not get to refer to them as my people.” She bit out, her voice was low. “I’ve killed just as many humans and hunters as I did of your kind.”  
 
    “Your father never saw you as a traitor for those killings?” He was starting to push.  
 
    “I have been a traitor to him. I have betrayed him and I think he sent me to kill you in hopes that I would be killed.” Her nails were biting into her skin, on the edge of drawing blood from her palms.  
 
    “What have you done-”  
 
    “What happened to all the other Kings and Ladies of the courts?” Braelyn cut him off. He was getting too personal with questions she would not answer. Not to him and not ever.  
 
    Something dark flashed in his eyes. “Your father came with hunters, knowing very well their magic was gone and took them. We suspect that they are no longer alive since Ruslan likes gutting us like we’re deers. I hope I can expect something different from his daughter.”  
 
    A strong gust of wind swept through the room and the table underneath Braelyn’s hand caught with flames. Rain poured throughout the room and there was lightning striking behind her, even though they had been inside without any clouds.  
 
    The light had become too bright for Kalian to even look at and shielded his eyes, but Braelyn had no issue looking at the brightness of the light. It was hard to tell where it had been coming from.  
 
    Everything came to a stop and vanished as quickly as it came. She now stood, watching Kalian as he looked at her with not a hint of surprise in his eyes. He was soaked and his hair was ruffled from the wind. Braelyn hadn’t been affected by her elemental powers. Had he expected something so outraged to happen?  
 
    Nothing was making a lick of sense and Braelyn’s mind started to spin. It was too much to register. There was no way she had powers.  
 
    Braelyn was human and nothing else. Otherwise, her father would have killed her himself, and she knew that for a solid fact. But the way Kalian looked at her was unsettling as if he knew she was capable of such things.  
 
    “We can make a great team, Braelyn,” Kalian said, watching her closely as she panicked. She was frowning and her eyes darted around, thinking of how it was possible to have powers.  
 
    Her breathing was hard and heavy and her mind couldn’t stop, trying to find anything that could make sense. Her head started to pound and she became shaky and sweaty, even though she felt as if she was in the middle of winter.  
 
    If Kalian wouldn’t work with her, Ruslan would for sure kill her once he found out. He would humiliate her in front of the other hunters as well. They would do worse things to her than they had done the night of Trystan’s death. 
 
    A sense of calm washed over her. 
 
    Kalian had a hand on her upper arm, looking down at her with his brows pulled together as if he was looking at a puzzle. She wanted to shove him away, but she couldn’t get herself to. Instead, she sighed and slumped back into her chair. Kalian kept a hand on her, not breaking their touch.  
 
    “What are you doing?” was all Braelyn could ask, glancing up at the Dark King. The shadows still swirled, but they looked darker, more a part of the world and not faded as much.  
 
    “You were having a panic attack,” he responded. “If I break our touch, you will fall back into the panic attack.” What kind of power did Kalian have?  
 
    “I don’t have answers for what the hell just happened, so asking would be pointless.” His aqua eyes seemed darker, but his expression was hard to read. “Kaveah said that I am glamoured and she could see through it, and she said that you would be able to see through it even more than she could.”  
 
    He nodded. “Someone has your true self glamoured.” He waited a couple more moments before he took his hand off from her. She had expected the panic to return, but it hadn’t. “You have no idea why you would be glamoured?”  
 
    “Not a clue.” She took a couple of steps back as Kalian leaned against the table. “Can you remove the glamour?”  
 
    “Are you sure that is what you want?” before she could answer, he pushed himself off for the table. “I have your day planned for you. So while you think about that question, come with me.” He didn’t wait for Braelyn to follow as he started for the door.  
 
    Braelyn groaned and quickly caught up to Kalian. They walked through the halls and Braelyn slowed, taking in all the details. The walls were made of beautiful black shiny stones that she had never seen. A light came out from the ceiling, but she couldn’t see from where; it was dim enough to feel comfortable.  
 
    They rounded the corner and went up the stairs. As they passed by windows, Braelyn peaked out and only saw fog and clouds. In the distance, she could see the tips of multiple mountains. How far up were they?  
 
    A large painting hung on the wall towards the entrance of a new hallway. It was a family of four; a father who resembled Kalian, a mother who had hair the color of snow and deep sea-green eyes. In front of the parents were younger children. The tallest one was a boy who had ink-black hair and teal eyes, no doubt that the boy had been Kalian. Next to him stood a little boy with the same colored hair as the mothers, and his eyes were the same color as the boys.  
 
    Each of the family members looked happy, but Braelyn knew that pictures did not serve justice. She remembered Ruslan having a portrait painted of their family, and she had to force a smile the whole time. Her face felt sore for a whole day afterward.  
 
    “Where are we going?” Braelyn asked, moving up to walk directly next to the Dark King. He glanced at her from the corner of his eyes, then returned his gaze to the hall in front of him.  
 
    “I don’t think you know much about my people and I think it might be important for you to know,” Kalian said, not looking at her.  
 
    “I think I know plenty.” She quickly said, her eyes narrowing slightly. “What is it that you think I’m not educated enough on? And why would you want me to know more?”  
 
    “We are allies now, aren’t we?” He reached towards a door and pulled it open, gesturing Braelyn to go ahead of him. She walked past him and into the room that reeked of sweat and leather.  
 
    Spread out through the room were shirtless fae males, each of them training on different weapons and doing excessive workouts. None of them bothered to look up except one, who had ashy blonde hair and a mischievous grin.   
 
    “Do you know what these faes do?” Kalian asked, standing next to her. Her eyes roamed over all fifteen males, who were all different sizes but very built.  
 
    Braelyn was ready to shake her head no, but there was a dark marking that caught her eyes. She looked over the males again and realized each of them had all different markings of an animal.  
 
    “Therrians,” Braelyn responded. “They are warriors who shift into a certain animal that their soul is connected to. They are from the Light Court and the Dark Court.”  
 
    “There aren’t many left,” Kalian said, but Braelyn knew better.  
 
    “There are plenty, but only a small number of shifters become Therrians.” She shrugged. “I have learned that they are remarkable warriors.” 
 
    “I’m glad to hear it.” He smiled. “You will be training with them from now on.” If someone had told her last week that she would be training with a Therrian warrior, she would have laughed herself to death.  
 
    “When are we going against Ruslan?” She demanded, turning her head to look up at Kalian. His eyes locked with hers.  
 
    “Whenever I think we are ready,” he said. “Don’t forget, huntress, we did just get our powers returned to us. We have to work back into them. We have to gain our strength.” It made sense. If it were up to her, she would wait until her people were ready and used to their magic again. She needed to remind herself to have patience and then she could bring hell to Ruslan and his hunters.  
 
    “Is this our very own hunter?” A voice said. Braelyn turned to see that the blonde male had joined them. There was a thin coat of sweat over his body and his hair was damp at the roots.  
 
    Kalian smirked. “Indeed.”  
 
    “I’m Rafe.” The blonde said, holding his hand out to Braelyn. She went to shake his hand, but he turned his to take hers and planted a warm soft kiss on the top of her hand.  
 
    “I’m Braelyn,” she said, trying to hide her amusement. Her eyes trailed to his chest, and just over his heart was the mark of a wolf. “What’s it like being on another body?” 
 
    “It does not feel like another body at all,” Rafe explained. “It feels as you do in your own body, just much more vicious and powerful.” He grinned at her as he placed a hand on her back, leading her further into the training room. “What is it like being the most notorious killer that is whispered about throughout all courts?” His eyes glistened with amusement and curiosity.  
 
    It had not gone unnoticed how the other warriors were quieter, trying to listen without showing their interest. Braelyn couldn’t help but grin at the stillness compared to just moments before. Men did like a little drama even if they denied it until they died.  
 
    “It makes me feel powerful,” she replied. “I have regret that I will always carry, but for others to see me as a deadly woman is truly empowering. It’s dangerous to make a woman feel entitled and empowered in my home kingdom, we aren’t supposed to have so much power and strength. Yet, I outrank thousands of men.” She noticed all the other warriors glancing at her, now even less focused on their training. “Silly men have no idea what I am capable of.”  
 
    Rafe grinned wickedly, wrapping a large arm around her shoulders. “We will make great allies, little huntress.” Braelyn couldn’t help but smile at the warrior who had started bringing her towards the table full of weapons.  
 
    Even though she was not home or with Torrin and Azire, her homesickness seemed to decrease greatly. Maybe it had been that Rafe reminded her greatly of a mix of Torrin and Azire.  
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Eleven 
 
      
 
    The prince and his soldier had been back at the bakery they visited the previous day. After Torrin had brought up his visit with the baker woman and said she had offered to help Torrin, Azire was anxious to see how much she could help with. But he wanted to see if this mysterious woman could even be trusted.  
 
    The young girl who had been in the bakery yesterday had gone in the back of the building, looking for Violet. The same little boy was running around the bakery and had kept asking Torrin to look at his sword. Torrin explained every part of the sword to the young boy even though Azire knew the boy was far too young to understand.  
 
    When the young girl returned, a beautiful woman with dark hair followed her out. Her jaw fell open when she realized that Azire had been standing just a couple of feet from her. The prince had been used to such reactions, but he didn't care for them. He wished people understood that he was normal just like anyone else. 
 
    “Could we talk to you privately?” Torrin asked her. Azire looked between Torrin and Violet and realized he looked at the woman the same way he looked at Braelyn.  
 
    “Of course.” She nodded then turned to the young girl. “Please take Emmett and go play in the playroom with him.” The young girl was quick to grab the boy and leave the room. Violet gestured towards a table, and they all walked over and took their seats. “I am surprised to see you both here. What is it that you would like to speak about?”  
 
    Azire parted his lips to talk to her about using her night job to spy on the hunters. Mainly spying on Ruslan. But he shut his mouth, unsure of how to ask a woman to do such a thing. He glanced at Torrin who looked at him with understanding eyes.  
 
    “Would you be willing to help us with what we spoke of the other night?” Torrin asked her, and her hazel eyes flickered. Azire gave Torrin his full attention, very unaware that he spoke to Violet about the specifics of their reason for being at the Hunters Den. His chest was tight with the anticipation of Violet's answer, and it tightened even more so to learn that Torrin had shared each detail.  
 
    Naturally, Azire felt as if he should say something to Torrin about it. But with the news they recently received from Ruslan, he did not care. He just wanted to get revenge on the hunter and to pick up where Braelyn had left off. 
 
    “I would love to help,” Violet responded. The tightness in Azire’s chest loosened. “I owe Ruslan so it won’t be an issue, but who am I focusing on the most?”  
 
    “Ruslan,” Azire spoke before Torrin could even open his mouth. His golden eyes had been abnormally dark. “He is our main focus and I want to know more about the two newest hunters.” She nodded. “You will be paid and you will have invitations to any ball you would like to go to. I will have a servant here to help you with work or whatever you need done.”  
 
    “You cannot do such a thing,” she muttered. “Ruslan has eyes everywhere. I would love to accept the offer afterward, but we have to do things carefully. He’s a terrible man.”  
 
    “We will hold off on everything except your payments,” Azire said. “Take the payments and once we're done with Ruslan, you can have your servant and any invitation you want.”  
 
    “Instead of those things, could I get my sister into a knight school?” Her voice was firm and her eyes were hard. “She is a young girl, but she has dreamed of becoming one of the king’s knights since she was a child, and I know the schooling is-”  
 
    “I will have it set up for her to start whenever you would like. As for your boy, he can get the education you want him to have as well. But you can still accept the things I have already offered.” A bright smile appeared on her lips. “As of this afternoon, we cannot be seen here. The fewer eyes the better.”  
 
    “What do you owe Ruslan?” Torrin demanded, his voice had been low as if he was holding something back.  
 
    “Don't you worry about it,” Violet told him, raising her chin slightly. “It is my business and I will deal with it.”  
 
    “If at any time you don’t want to continue working with us, that will be okay. We will still pay you for your help. But do not do anything you are not comfortable with.”  
 
    “This world had been cruel to me. I don’t get the luxury of stopping things because I’m uncomfortable. I will be perfectly fine.” She gave them a small smile. “Besides, I think it is time for this world to get rid of Ruslan and that son he has.” Azire knew she had been talking about Jorah, and the thought of either of them using Violet made his throat burn with bile. 
 
    As soon as they were done with Ruslan, he promised Torrin that they would make her comfortable. That way she wouldn’t need to work at night and could be the baker she was meant to be. So she didn’t have to sell her body to men to survive.  
 
    Even if it took time, Azire would change his kingdom.  
 
    “I would like to know if you hear anything about Braelyn, my fiance,” Azire told her, unaware of his shaking hands. Violet's eyes darkened and she bowed her head slightly.  
 
    “I am sorry to hear about what happened,” Violet said. “I heard she was a fierce warrior.”  
 
    Azire looked towards the door that led outside. “She was very much so.” He wasn’t in the mood to talk about Braelyn because every time he thought of her, he felt the worst pain he ever had felt in his whole life.  
 
    The prince stood up from his seat and walked towards a window. Outside, the streets filled with people of the kingdom. The people he would be in charge of one day. A day where there will be no hunters, less killing, and no Ruslan.  
 
    “Torrin, we should go and start my training,” Azire said, turning to look at his friend looking from Violet to him. “We have work to do and I am looking forward to being able to take down hunters on my own, if faced with such a bizarre situation.” He smirked. It is time we get Alastair Sarraret.”  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The training room was packed and everyone surrounded the hunter and the Therrian warrior, watching carefully and cheering on whoever they had made a bet on. After Braelyn had accidentally bumped into the Therrian warrior, he shoved her into the wall. She was full of rage when he challenged her to a fight.  
 
    There would never be a day where she would back down from a fight. 
 
    After spending all day with Rafe and training with his warrior companions, she learned how they fight. Even though she knew they could shift into their spirit animal, she wouldn’t back down.  
 
    As the two very different warriors circled each other, Braelyn’s eyes glanced at the marking on his chest. If he wanted, he could turn into a large eagle and claw her eyes out. Even though a bird seemed like a harmless animal to shift into, Braelyn knew better.  
 
    The Therrian warrior angrily struck first, swinging his fist towards her face. Braelyn was able to quickly dodge the blow, and she brought her leg back and kicked out. Instead of her foot hitting him in the chest, he grabbed her ankle and pulled her towards him. She let herself fall towards the floor, hoping that the Therrian warrior would lose his grip on her. But he didn’t.  
 
    Braelyn gets pulled back towards him and she was quick to use her free leg and pushed off the floor, pushing herself hard. She jerked her body forward and the Therrian warrior finally lost his grip, sending Braelyn tumbling towards the ground. She ducked her head and rolled and landed in a kneeling position, making the fall look smooth.  
 
    She was quick to get back onto her feet and she turned, locking eyes with the Therrian warrior who snarled like an animal. Then he charged. Braelyn closed her eyes for a moment, allowing all the anger and hatred she had locked away to come out. 
 
    As the warrior ran towards her, all she could think of was Ruslan. And she felt nothing but raw hate and rage.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Kaveah had just returned to the Dark Court palace, carrying a gift for Braelyn and some other goodies she had bought for herself. The Dark Court was not what she had remembered. Perhaps a lot had changed since she left. It had been a long time since she had been in the Fae Lands, and she had missed shopping terribly. But she did not miss anything as much as she had been missing Azire.  
 
    She couldn’t wait to bring him to the cities and the inner parts of the courts. They were more delightful than the human kingdoms and with magic, everything was full of light. As if the city came alive at night.  
 
    “Kaveah Gwyneria.” A voice called out, bringing Kaveah to a complete stop. It wasn’t every day she was called by her full Rafe, especially by the King of the Dark Court.  
 
    She turned to watch as Kalian joined her side, and they started walking down the hall. He kept his distance, not getting too close. A shadow slithered up his arms and across his shoulders.  
 
    “What do I owe the pleasure to, Kalian?” Kaveah asked, keeping her eyes trained in front of her. She had told Braelyn she never met Kalian and it had been a lie. Nothing but a great big lie.  
 
    Kaveah wanted to run the other direction from Kalian because of the rumors she heard about him recently. But she had gone for a walk today and the city had not been like what she was told. At all. But Kalian was a whole different thing. He had yet to show his true self.  
 
    “How much of the hunter girl do you know about?” He demanded. Since Queen Aurelia vanished and Kalian’s father went missing not long after, he had been appointed to lead all the courts. So Kaveah knew she had to answer him either way. 
 
    “Her name is Braelyn and she is not just some hunter girl,” Kaveah said more sharply than she intended. “You see what I see, I am not a fool. But keep in mind that she is greater than even you, dear cousin.” Even though it sounded like an insult, Kalian didn’t seem to take offense to it. “Do not come prying because I do not plan to lose her trust.”  
 
    “I wouldn’t pry,” Kalian responded, giving her a warning look through the corners of his eyes. “Why were you traveling with her? Also, why are you now just returning to the Fae Lands? Your family has been worried about you.” It was Kaveah’s turn to give him a warning look, but hers had been much more stern. She was no coward and would not lie about her life, because she was getting tired of living in the shadows of fear.  
 
    Tilting her chin up a little higher, she looked over at the Dark King and said, “I had fallen in love with the prince of Scarlas.” Her tone was neutral, with no fear to be detected. “Do as you wish with the information, but I will not live behind fear no longer.”  
 
    “I already knew that, as I know that Braelyn and the prince were engaged,” Kalian responded, sending Kaveah’s heart pounding. She tried not to show her surprise and kept her eyes trained on him. “I have had eyes everywhere. It was hard without magic, but my shadows had never left me.”  
 
    Her eyes widened slightly. “You had been spying on me?”  
 
    “Of course not, but I have kept an eye out for everyone,” he admitted. “My shadows have claimed that Ruslan told the prince that Braelyn had died. If you truly think we trust her, we might want to try and contact the prince to let him know the truth. He did not take the news lightly at all.” Kaveah came to a stop, turning her body towards Kalian.  
 
    On their way to the Court of Darkness, Braelyn had killed the other hunters and claimed that if the soldiers carved her initials into him that Ruslan would suspect that she was dead.  
 
    Kaveah bit her lip, going through her thoughts that seemed scrambled all over in her mind. She saw Braelyn for her true self, even though Braelyn couldn’t even see it, and knew that they would be able to contact Azire.  
 
    Tonight, they would have to contact him.  
 
    “Braelyn can do it,” Kaveah said, her face deep in thought.  
 
    “We will have to speak with her,” Kalian said. “We can’t have her do it often or else that will put everything at risk. Since you have traveled with her, do you think she is being honest?”  
 
    Kaveah narrowed her eyes, debating on a real answer or a snarky one. She took a deep breath and smiled, trying to ease her nerves. “You have known all along, so do not start doubting yourself. You know that she is going to be our savior.” Just as Kalian opened his mouth to respond, loud hollering and cheering came from directly above them.  
 
    Sighing, Kalian took off down the hall towards the stairs and Kaveah followed. As they neared the room where the cheering was coming from, the smell of sweat hit her so hard she nearly gagged. Before she went closer, she put a hand up over her nose and mouth. It made her shiver to watch Kalian charge into the room without covering his face.  
 
    It was a training room filled with warriors who have been training. Except they now stood in a packed circle, surrounding whoever was fighting in the center. Kaveah noticed Kalian pause to take in the sight of whoever was causing havoc, and he watched closely. 
 
    Bright light blasted from the center of the warriors and Kaveah was quick to shield her eyes. Every warrior turned away from the light and some had cried out in pain. Even Kalian had turned, not daring to look at the light.  
 
    It was the same light that she had seen coming from Braelyn on their journey to the court. It was not fire, but it was hotter; a blazing white color. The fire from the sun.  
 
    Kaveah didn’t know whether to yell or jump with excitement.  
 
    Once the light vanished, Kaveah turned and started pushing her way through the sweaty male bodies that were full of hard muscle and slick with sweat.  
 
    Kalian walked towards Braelyn whose face was cut and bruised, and there was dried blood on one of her cheeks and her bottom lip. She had been up here, training the whole time with Therrian warriors?  
 
    Eyes blazing with anger, she turned her attention to Kalian. “What were you thinking?” Kaveah demanded, walking towards the Dark King.  
 
    “I wasn’t about to have a full bloom hunter in my damned court.” He simply said. “So she is training with Therrian warriors and she seems to not be able to sit and make friends.”  
 
    Braelyn rolled her eyes at Kalian. “I like Rafe. But I will not deal with asshats who think they are better than me because I am a human girl.” She looked at Kalian, her eyes narrowing. “So watch how you treat me, little Dark King.” She walked past him, making sure her shoulder slammed against him, and walked right out the front doors.  
 
    Everyone was still and quiet, watching the Dark King who got sassed out by the huntress. Kaveah bit her bottom lip, refusing to giggle about it at this moment. The next time she sees Braelyn, she just might hug the hell out of that girl.  
 
    “A human with powers and you let her into our realms?” A warrior sneered, limping towards Kalian. He was nearly the largest out of them all, with big muscles and his tall figure. His head looked rather small on his buff body. But his face was covered in blood and there was the telltale of a bruise forming on his cheek. 
 
    Something dark flashed in Kalian’s eyes as the large warrior walked closer. Kaveah’s heart started to thud a little harder as she watched the Dark King narrow his eyes. She has never seen anyone with so much hate twisted on their face, and she had been through wars and battles. And no one looked like the way Kalian did at that moment. 
 
    When the Therrian warrior lets out a deep scream, Kaveah felt as if she nearly jumped out of her skin. It had been many years since she had seen Kalian and even longer since she watched him perform his powers. As the warrior started lashing out and crying, his eyes were blank. But it made Kaveah move closer to Kalian and the screams continued. What was his true nightmare?  
 
    Other warriors backed off but a familiar one came striding towards Kalian.  
 
    Rafe.  
 
    Rafe had been Kalian's closest friend for as long as Kaveah could remember, and she wasn’t surprised to see him walk over and place a hand on Kalian.  
 
    “Now is not the time,” Rafe said, keeping his voice low enough for the others not to hear. But Kaveah listened in as best as she could. “Snap the hell out of it, Kal.” After a moment Kalian inhaled, and then the screaming stopped.  
 
    The Therrian warrior looked around before limping out of the room, moving as quickly as he could. Kaveah turned to her cousin, whose eyes seemed to still be a deep blue instead of their normal deep blue-green color.  
 
    “If anyone has an issue with the hunter I brought into my realms, I would like to know now,” Kalian announced, looking at the warriors in the room. When no one said anything, a devilish grin spread on his lips. “Good. Now resume whatever it was you had been doing.” Kalian stalked out of the room and Kaveah followed, trailing Rafe who was at Kalian’s heels.  
 
    “Where are you going?” Kaveah demanded, quickening her steps to walk next to Kalian. “Also, what was that all about in the training room?”  
 
    “Rafe, go to my father's court and tell them I will be visiting tonight,” Kalian commanded before glancing at Kaveah, whose face scrunched up. Weren’t they already in his father’s court?  
 
    Rafe only rolled his eyes before shifting. His bones moved beneath his skin as his spine hunched and cracked. Kaveah shivered at the sound of the bones cracking. A large wolf stood next to Kalian in place of Rafe. His fur was a deep onyx with no other color to be shown. On all four legs, he stood as tall as Kalian. Their heads were at the same height.  
 
    With a low growl, Rafe took off down the hall.  
 
    Kaveah turned her head to look at Kalian. “Shouldn't we find Braelyn and talk to her?” She asked. Kalian gave her a careless shrug. “Kalian, have you ever shown her the way around the court?”  
 
    “No, so if you find her wandering around, tell her I will be leaving,” Kalian said.  
 
    “And where exactly are you going?” A voice said from behind them. Kaveah whirled around to find Braelyn leaning against the wall which she hadn't been just seconds before. There was no place she could have been beside the hall they stood in, because the next hall was in front of them.  
 
    “How did you get there?” Kalian asked with the slightest smirk. “Discovering more powers, are we?”  
 
    “Where are you going?” Braelyn asked again, patiently waiting for him to answer. Kaveah could sense the tension between them, especially the hatred she felt pouring off of Braelyn.  
 
    “To a place where you would be eaten alive,” Kalian replied. “What does it matter? Afraid you’ll miss me too much?”  
 
    “I won’t be locked up here like an animal.” Her voice turned low. “So either you show me around or take me with you.”  
 
    He raised his eyebrows. “You simply cannot go with me. The place I am going to is full of cruel fae who like to play tricks, and I assure you, they’re none like you’ve ever seen. They would kill you and make a game out of it.”  
 
    “Take me.” Braelyn pushed herself off from the wall and walked over to the Dark King and Kaveah. “I thought the Court of Darkness was the most terrible place anyway?”  
 
    “It is and that is why you are not going with me.” Braelyn blinked at him, her mouth parted as her brows pulled together. Kaveah turned to Kalian. Was he saying that he was going to the Dark Court? How was that possible if they had already been there?   
 
    “What court are we in?” Kaveah demanded. Kalian glanced at her as if he didn’t want to say.  
 
    “We are in the Dark Court,” Kalian said to his cousin. “My father's palace is in the center of our lands. I had this one built because only then can I keep out anyone I want, and allow anyone I want inside.”  
 
    Kaveah blinked, wondering about her aunt. “Your mother-” 
 
    “My mother cannot enter and neither can my brother.” Kalian’s tone was sharp. “Any more questions, little cousin?” Heat rushed to Kaveah’s cheeks, not daring to move her eyes from Kalian.  
 
    “What did you just call her?” Braelyn demanded, stepping closer to them. Kaveah closed her eyes shut. She regretted not telling Braelyn the truth, but she couldn’t get herself to tell Braelyn that the Dark King was her cousin.  
 
    Kalian glanced between the two girls as if trying to understand some secret language. Braelyn clicked her tongue and turned to Kaveah, who opened her eyes to only look at Kalian.  
 
    “So I am expected to be trusted when Azire’s lover can’t be truthful.” Braelyn’s voice was venomous. She threw her arms up and started down the hallway. “This is just fucking lovely. This is why I only have two friends because everyone else is just pointless.” 
 
    “Lying to a hunter wouldn’t be on my list of things to do,” Kalian said. “Especially when she came here for help to take down the other hunters.” Hot anger went through Kaveah as she glared at her cousin. “You need to fix it because your little prince won’t be too happy.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Twelve 
 
      
 
    After nearly an hour of searching, Braelyn had found her bedroom. She needed to calm herself down before something ridiculous happened and her anger activated her powers like earlier. Was she that intolerable that Kaveah had to lie to her as well?  
 
    Everyone she passed in the halls moved away from her, they looked at her with fear in their eyes. Everyone acted as if she was a monster, and Kaveah lying about knowing Kalian had hurt more than she let on.  
 
    It was a question out of curiosity. She would not have harmed the one person Azire loved if she said she did know the Dark King. Braelyn was trained to be a monster by her father, not a skilled killer and she hated him for it.  
 
    No matter where she went or what she did, she did not belong. She never would. She was ruined and there was no going back. She was something that couldn’t be fixed. A person who had too many scars, physically and mentally.  
 
    This was all stupid and pointless, she told herself.  
 
    “If you would like to join me at my family’s palace, I recommend finding something much different to wear,” Kalian said, walking further into the room. Braelyn headed for her closet and started skimming through her clothes.  
 
    “Should I wear gear or like something fancy?” She asked, looking over her shoulder at Kalian.  
 
    “Something that shows who you truly are,” he replied, slipping his hand into his pockets. “Rift to the throne room when you are done.”  
 
    “Is that what I had done earlier?” She asked, remembering stepping through the blackness and ending up going right to the hallway where Kalian and Kaveah had been. 
 
    It was like an imaginary door, but she saw only darkness when she stepped through. It lasted no more than a sliver of a second, and she ended up finding Kaveah. And learning about Kaveah lying.  
 
    “Yes,” Kalian said. “I know you’re angry with Kaveah, but do keep in mind you are still trying to get to know each other. We all have our flaws.” With that, he disappeared from where he had been standing. He vanished.  
 
    Braelyn turned back to her closet and found the perfect outfit. The top was a rich golden color and was made of thin material with an open back, and it dipped slightly in the front. The trousers were made of a thick material and the color was black as night. She rushed to the bathroom to wash up and do her cosmetics, then she was able to change into her new favorite outfit.  
 
    The shirt dipped in the front and left her back completely open, but it covered her perfectly. It was a little more revealing than what she was used to, but it was also elegant. She didn’t mind because she looked stunning.  
 
    She kept her hair down instead of its usual tight braid, allowing the golden locks to fall down her back. They stopped just before her waist, knowing that her hair was long enough to cover the scars that now jagged the skin on her back.  
 
    Feeling proud of how she was able to dress up, she rifted to the throne room. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Sweat was dripping from Azire’s forehead and he panted, trying to keep up with Alastair. Their swords clashed multiple times before Azire’s went flying from his hand, scattering across the floor, too far out of reach. Torrin stood off to the side, leaning against the wall watching them duel.  
 
    “Your right hand is useless,” Alastair said, dropping his sword to the ground. “Every training, we are made to use our less dominant hand.” Azire wiped his face with his hands.  
 
    “And what happens if you cannot learn with your less dominant hand?” The prince asked, walking over to grab his sword off from the ground.  
 
    “Then all the bones in that hand and arm get broken,” Alastair replied. Memories of Braelyn with a broken arm resurfaced. She claimed it was a mistake that she wouldn’t ever make again. Her whole arm had been broken. She was only eight when it happened. “Why did you want me to train with you when Torrin is certainly bored out of his mind? He was trained as a hunter as well.” Azire glanced at Torrin who watched him grin slowly as if he had been waiting for Alastair to ask the question.  
 
    Torrin pushed himself off of the wall and walked towards Alastair, pulling his sword out from its sheath. Alastair picked his blade up from the ground, his eyes watching Torrin’s every move. Torrin had not trained with hunters since he was sixteen.  
 
    The tension in the room became thick in a matter of seconds, and Azire was quick to grab Torrin’s arm, making him come to a complete halt. “He is not here as our enemy, Torrin,” Azire said. Torrin didn’t look at him, keeping his gaze on Alastair.  
 
    Azire stepped in front of Torrin to step between the males and faced Alastair. It wasn’t often when Azire had been able to face Braelyn’s older brothers, but he enjoyed every moment tormenting them whenever he did see them. That was not why he had Alastair train with him, he reminded himself.  
 
    “I want to know what you were doing the night of Trystan’s death,” Azire said, keeping an intense stare on Alastair's deep brown eyes. “What was it that you hadn’t done that she believed you did?” Alastair went still and his eyes roamed the room, searching and listening. Azire knew he was afraid. Alastair was truly afraid of someone listening in.  
 
    “My guards are ten feet away from the entrance of this room, and they aren’t allowing anyone in or near the door,” Torrin assured Alastair, walking around Azire to stand next to the prince. “A lot has happened that the hunters are responsible for, and they killed the only family I had left. So, where were you when it happened while your sister was beaten and whipped?”  
 
    Alastair’s face fell and his eyes flickered as if remembering something horrifying. “I was dragged to a room and pinned down by four other hunters,” he admitted. “When I tried to go help my sister, Jorah stopped me and he was in charge of Trystan’s punishment. So I tried to stop him and he commanded those four hunters to take me away.” He shook his head and his face twisted with disgust. “The red flag was that they listened without hesitation or questioning. I am the oldest of Ruslan’s children, yet the hunters did not listen to a word I said.” Azire glanced at Torrin, who was looking at Alastair but was obvious he was in deep thought.  
 
    Alastair and Jorah would be ranked the same, as Ruslan’s second in command. He always gave his sons a powerful position but never his daughter. Yet, the hunters only listened to Jorah and not Alastair.  
 
    “Have you tried to defend Braelyn before?” Torrin asked. “Or anything of the sort that Ruslan would see as mistrust?”  
 
    “My sister hates me and I allow her to, that way Ruslan doesn’t see me as a threat. That way Ruslan wouldn’t try and punish her in some sick way if she crossed the line,” Alastair said with pure anger. “Jorah and Ruslan have been going out and sometimes don’t even return for days. All I know is that they leave and Ruslan doesn’t even allow me to be in charge.” Azire and Torrin process the information.  
 
    Where would Jorah and Ruslan go?  
 
    There were other hunters that Ruslan was in charge of in other kingdoms, he was practically the king of all hunters. Azire was determined to figure out Ruslan's whereabouts, and he would need to start with questioning his father. Or get into his father's office, where he had a schedule of the royal council. There he should be able to find where Ruslan had been going. 
 
    “Why did you want to know where I was so bad that you faked training lessons with me?” Alastair asked, looking at the prince.  
 
    “To see if you could be trusted,” Azire simply replied. “In your sister's honor, I want your help to destroy Ruslan. To strip the hunters of any power and give them what they deserve.” Alastair gave him an unsure look, causing Azire to panic but he wouldn’t show it. “If you speak a word of this to anyone, I will kill you and I’ll make sure to take my time. Are you with us or against us?”  
 
    Alastair bowed at his waist. “I am on your side, Prince Azire.” He stood back up straight. “I do suggest looking into Braelyn’s family history as well.” Azire’s brows pulled together and he glanced at Torrin.  
 
    “What do you mean?” Torrin asked, sharing the same confused look that Azire wore. “It would be the same as yours.”  
 
    Alastair shook his head. “Braelyn does not know, but we do not share the same mother.” He told Azire and Torrin. “I remember my years with my mother before she died, and Braelyn was born over a year later. We cannot say anything about it to no one, because Ruslan doesn’t think I remember.” A cold chill ran through Azire and goosebumps rose on his skin.  
 
    Who the hell was Braelyn’s mother?  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    It was true.  
 
    Kalian’s palace did resemble his fathers by a great deal, except the other fae that roamed around the halls. The fae were much nastier. They scowled at everything and looked as if they were ready to kill. Or, some grinned and looked as if they were waiting for an opportunity to play tricks. 
 
    Even though Braelyn didn’t need to, she moved closer to Kalian. She got glared at as they passed a group of females that were Dark fae. Kalian glanced down at Braelyn and smirked as if he knew exactly what she was doing. Their arms were linked together as they walked.  
 
    It had been Kalian’s idea to act like a couple, and he told Braelyn that, under no circumstance, was she to expose any of her powers. It would cause trouble if the Dark fae knew about her powers at the moment.  
 
    “Do you enjoy making other women jealous of you?” Kalian asked, his voice thick with amusement. She looked up at his teal-colored eyes and smiled.  
 
    “What is there to be jealous of exactly?” A female voice said. They both looked up and there was a female with light brown hair and deep brown eyes. She was wearing a dark blue dress that nearly looked black, and it suited her tall and thin frame. Her cheekbones were sharp and she wore much more cosmetics than Braelyn would ever put on. But the woman was utterly beautiful.  
 
    “Honestly?” Kalian asked and he looked over at Braelyn, slowly looking her up and down, and then back up again. There was a mischievous grin on his lips as he turned back to the woman. “Everything.” She narrowed her eyes into a sharp glare.  
 
    “She has blonde hair, Kalian. You have never had a little blonde to warm your bed. Especially a human one.” Braelyn kept her mouth shut, but there was a lot she wanted to say to the female fae. Instead of allowing her anger to control her, Braelyn took a deep breath and allowed Kalian to speak.  
 
    “Take it as personal as you’d like, but you should know that blondes do it better,” he replied, shooting the woman a wink. “Anyways, we have important business to take care of.” Kalian led Braelyn around the woman as if she was nothing more than a little bump in the road.  
 
    As they walked down the hall, Braelyn looked back over her shoulder and saw the woman staring daggers at her. Braelyn only replied with a smile before turning to face forward.  
 
    Once they turned down the hall towards a closed door, Braelyn felt Kalian tense. Every part that she touched, he felt as if he was made out of stone. But he kept a playful smile on his lips as he reached out and pushed the door open.  
 
    They entered a massive throne room from the back, and they walked towards four large thrones that they were behind. Kalian unhooked his arm from hers and slid it around her back, just underneath her hair.  
 
    His fingers slid across her scarred back and she inhaled a sharp breath, and Kalian continued to move his hand towards her hip. He glanced at her for a split second with fierceness in his eyes. But it vanished as quickly as it happened. He pulled her closer to him as they walked in front of the Dark Court and all of its fae. 
 
    Sitting on the throne to the left side was a woman with long snow-white hair, and her face was twisted with anger as she looked up. Her eyes darted between Kalian and Braelyn as if she was trying to understand something. Next to her was a young man, who looked a little younger than Kalian, and his hair was just as white except his eyes were the same as Kalian's.  
 
    They were the same woman and little boy in the painting Braelyn had seen at Kalian’s palace, except the little boy was much grown. The room was silent as every single being in the court watched Braelyn, and she felt more exposed than ever. Her stomach tightened as she felt all the eyes, but she ignored them.  
 
    Kalian gestured for her to sit on the throne next to the largest, and it was on the outside of the right side. Smiling, she took a seat and Kalian took his seat on the largest throne next to her, separating her from the other two.  
 
    Braelyn looked at all the faeries in the court and noticed that there was not a back wall. Where there should have been a wall was a large opening to the outside, where the clouds looked gray and it looked dull. It wasn’t like the other parts of the Fae Lands that she had seen and traveled through.  
 
    Warmth touched her upper thigh through the fabric of her pants, and she realized that it was Kalian’s hand, his finger tracing circles on her leg. She swallowed as her heart paced a little faster than usual.  
 
    “Since when do you allow hunters into our home, brother?” The man next to Kalian asked, not hiding the anger in his voice. Braelyn relaxed back into her chair. If she were to speak, she might just burn the whole court down. Then Kalian would be angry with her and she didn’t want that.  
 
    “The last time I recalled, I was the eldest,” Kalian said with ease, his eyes moving to the white-haired young man. “My throne, my court, and my lands.”  
 
    “That is until Queen Aurelia shows herself and then she will rule all the lands once again,” the woman snapped. “Do not forget that, boy.” Kalian turned his gaze to his court. Even the fae below were starting to murmur to one another.  
 
    “Yes and she is gone,” Kalian growled.  
 
    “Because of the girl you have sitting on the throne, and it was her very father who destroyed our family.” The white-haired boy hissed, his eyes were brighter than she had ever seen Kalian’s. “Why is she here again?”  
 
    Kalian’s fingers of his free hand were starting to tap impatiently on the arm of his throne. “She is here to simply kill you if you don’t shut your damn mouth.” The male fae opened his mouth to speak, and Kalian gripped Braelyn’s thigh. “That is an order, Laurent.” The Dark King turned his attention from the white-haired male, Laurent, and looked back out to his court.  
 
    Quietly, he waited as the fae whispered and hissed. They were all looking up at the hunter sitting on the throne next to Kalian. Every single soul that was watching her hated her, and she knew it. It made her smile because it was she who had been sitting on the throne.  
 
    Kalian looked over at Braelyn as his finger started tracing imaginary designs on her thigh again, and he leaned in. “If you are not okay with anything or uncomfortable at any given moment, you tell me and I will take you out of here.”  
 
    When his hand traveled up even further upwards, her breath hitched. He looked up at her and his eyes were dark and playful. She had not been touched by anyone since Trystan.  
 
    There was a lot Braelyn hadn’t done since Trystan’s death because no one felt right. Nothing felt right like Trystan by her side. But now that she was at Kalian’s side, she felt warm and familiar. How could he seem so familiar when they just met days ago? 
 
    A female fae walked over to Braelyn and Kalian with a tray of drinks, but Braelyn was mesmerized by the baby blue color of the woman's skin. Her hair was a deep silver and had eyes that matched her hair. She was stunning to look at. The hunter took a glass and took a sip of the red wine.  
 
    “If you are done yapping, I would like to make an announcement,” Kalian said, leaning towards Braelyn on his throne. Almost instantly the court was completely quiet. “Starting tomorrow, I need every soldier training and more weapons will need to be made. We have our magic back and now it is time for us to gain our strength back. I will have my Therrian warrior checking in with the training camps in a couple of days, and I will be expecting great progress. Now, you can live your night however you like it. Expect me to be back more often.” 
 
    Every single faerie bowed to Kalian before they even dared to leave the court. There were different kinds of creatures such as trolls, goblins, orcs, phookas, and much more intimidating looking creatures although some looked stunning as well, like the servant who carried the wine out.  
 
    “You make it sound as if we are preparing for a war, brother,” Laurent said, watching as the throne room slowly emptied. Braelyn went still and listened carefully.  
 
    “It's what this world might need,” Kalian replied, giving his brother a side glance. 
 
    “You still haven’t found Queen Aurelia and you want to go to war?” The white-haired woman seethed. “Your father is missing along with the Kings and Ladies of the other courts, and you are considering war? You are foolish.” Braelyn saw Kalian’s jaw tick and she grinned, turning to look the other way.  
 
    A shadow was swirling around her arm, snaking its way up towards her shoulders. It was smaller than the ones she had seen on Kalian, but she hadn’t realized he had his shadows. She glanced at him and no shadows were surrounding him. It must be one of his, she told herself, and he was just messing with her.  
 
    When Kalian doesn’t answer, the white-haired woman stood up from her throne and started storming towards Braelyn. Their eyes locked and Braelyn didn’t know how to react. She knew she was a hothead and if she got into a heated argument, she wouldn't be able to control her powers.  
 
    Kalian was suddenly standing in front of Braelyn and the woman came to a quick stop, nostrils flaring. She turned her gaze to the King of Darkness. “You dare pick her over your mother?” She asked, her voice cold.  
 
    “I don’t recall saying I was picking sides,” Kalian responded. “But you are not going to harm her in any way and you aren’t going to start an argument.” Braelyn’s stomach started to cramp sharply, and she pressed a hand against her abdomen. It was her nerves, she told herself.  
 
    “So you’re going to protect a human hunter over your blood?”  
 
    Kalian chuckled lightly. “No, I am protecting you from her. So if I were you, I would go and have a nice night.” 
 
    His mother shook her head. “You disgust me.” Kalian rolled his eyes as his mother walked towards the back of the throne room, and his brother got up to follow her.  
 
    Kalian turned to look at Braelyn, whose cramping seemed to increase. His eyes went wide when he looked down at her, and she realized that the shadow was still swirling around her shoulders. It hasn’t physically touched her and she wondered what the shadows felt like.  
 
    “Will you stop staring at me like I have seven heads?” She demanded. “Get your damn shadow out of my personal space.” Braelyn stood up and stumbled when she took a step towards Kalian. He caught her in his arms, but when she looked at him, she was seeing double and her vision was blurring.  
 
    Cursing under her breath, she squeezed her eyes shut and then opened them. The room around her seemed to spin, and the only thing that felt normal was the feeling of Kalian’s arms.  
 
    Poison. Someone had poisoned the wine glasses.  
 
    When she tried walking again, she stumbled once more. Blackness was edging her vision and when she looked up at Kalian, she remembered something.  
 
    I know him.  
 
    Kalian lifted her into his arms with one arm under her knees, and the other wrapped around her back. As he carried her out the back door of the throne room, memories of Trystan ran through her mind.  
 
    Before Torrin could get her out of the Hunters Den, she fought him off and practically crawled to the room where Trystan was. His face was bloodied and swollen from bruises, and his body was cold and limp. She had never touched someone with skin as cold as he had been.  
 
    When she realized he was gone, that he would never wake up again, she screamed. Torrin had carried her before she passed out.  
 
    But she felt as if she was living in the moment all over again. Her chest hurt and she was starting to shiver.  
 
    “Braelyn, keep your eyes open,” Kalian said, bringing her out of her memories and back to him. When she looked at him, there was only one, but it was still pretty blurry.  
 
    “He’s dead,” she croaked. “Trystan’s dead.” She shivered again and curled into Kalian as much as she could. His body heat was warm, but it wasn’t warm enough to get her to stop shivering.  
 
    “What the hell is going on?” Said a familiar voice. Braelyn glanced over her shoulder and saw Rafe. He was back to his human form, his eyes were wide as he looked between Braelyn and Kalian. “Chavith. Someone poisoned her with chavith. I can smell it.”  
 
    “The blue-skinned servant gave us wine, I need you to find out who poisoned her.” Kalian’s voice was low. “I am bringing her home and then I am going to release hell upon my people if they dare test me.”  
 
    Braelyn stopped hearing and she welcomed the blackness.  
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Thirteen 
 
      
 
    Storms rolled in one after another all day, and Braelyn was soaked. Water dripped from her hair as she walked into the Satan’s Church. Luckily, her cloak protected her dress from getting ruined by the rain and wind. It was her first time out alone in a while without the boys.  
 
    Torrin was out with Trystan while Azire had to attend his mother's ball. She told Ruslan she wouldn’t be around and not to expect her to do patrols or any hunting. Tonight was her night and not even Ruslan would bother her.  
 
    Satan’s Church was not a church but resembled one, it was a large, black building. It was not built for people who praise Satan, but for men and women who were accused of doing such. Or women who were accused of witchcraft. They only called it Satan’s Church to scare people off.  
 
    If Ruslan knew his own daughter was in such a place, he would seriously kill her. But that didn’t stop Braelyn from trying to find out if magic still existed or not.   
 
    “It is interesting seeing a hunter in this place.” A voice said from behind her. Braelyn turned and saw a man who looked to be the age of twenty or so. He towered over her and had onyx hair with bright blue-green eyes. She had never seen anyone with teal eyes, but they were beautiful.  
 
    “I have never seen you around before,” Braelyn said, looking at the unbelievably handsome stranger. The stranger pulled off his hood and she realized why she hadn’t seen him before. His ears weren’t rounded like hers, but they came to a point indicating he was fae. She raised her eyebrows, but then, they vanished and there were rounded human ears in place of the pointed ones. “You are rather brave to show me such a thing. I am Ruslan’s daughter, but you already knew that, didn’t you?”  
 
    The corner of his lip tucked upwards. “Oh, I know. Just like I know that you don’t like killing my kind, and that you are here because you want magic to exist.” He looked around the room then back at Braelyn.  
 
    “How are you able to glamour yourself if there is no magic left?” Her brows pulled together as she looked at him with wonder in her eyes. Instead of answering her, he held his arm out, offering it to her. Smiling, she hooked her arm around his and they walked further into the Satan’s Church.  
 
    Oh, how her father would kill her if he ever found out that she was at Satan’s Church with a fae. A male fae at that. With the thought, she bit her lip to keep her from smiling.  
 
    “Magic is very real.” He leaned down to whisper, his breath tickled her neck. “It exists in small pockets in the world, and there is enough to allow me to glamour myself. Anyone else with less power than I had wouldn’t be able to do it, though. It takes a lot to pull magic from the pockets. Think of it as a backup magic system for emergencies only.” Braelyn had been a hunter and he knew exactly who she was, yet he still had admitted to such a thing.  
 
    “Why are you telling me this?” She asked. “You know who I am but-”  
 
    “You are a clever girl and I know you want more than what this world has to offer,” he replied, cutting her off.  
 
    “What is your name? Mine is Braelyn, but I am sure you knew that, too.” When she looked over at him, he was grinning from ear to ear.  
 
    “I do know your name. I am Kalian of the Dark Court. I will admit that I thought you were older.” Her face twisted with confusion. “You’re spoken of quite a lot in my lands.” 
 
    “Yet, here you are, standing before a lethal hunter,” Braelyn replied.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Braelyn’s eyes fluttered open and she saw Kaveah rushing around her side. At the doorway was Rafe, and Kalian was nowhere to be seen. Her blue and green eyes were feverishly bright, but she was dragged back into the odd dreams again.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    A glass flew across the room and hit the wall next to Braelyn’s head, but she did not flinch. It was expected and nothing out of the ordinary when Trystan stumbled in completely drunk. She crossed her arms over her chest and looked at him as if he was a child throwing a tantrum.  
 
    He turned to look at her, his eyes were black and his lips were pressed into a thin white line. “You know how I feel about you hanging out with other guys,” he snarled, his eyes bloodshot and glassy. “You can’t seem to have any friends that are female-” 
 
    “But you do.” Braelyn cut him off, raising an eyebrow. “You go out drinking when I am out hunting. I come home and you’re not here, so I go out to find Azire. Do not forget Azire has always been in my life and that will not change. As for Torrin, that is your own brother and you shouldn’t be jealous of our friendship.” She pushed herself off from the wall that she had been leaning on, and walked towards the door.  
 
    “You’re in love with him, aren’t you?” Braelyn stopped in her steps just before she could pull the door open. “Not with Azire or Torrin but the other one. The one you sneak out to see? You have told me about him, but we have never met, and you are worried about me going out for a drink.”  
 
    Braelyn swallowed. She hadn’t seen the King of the Dark Court often, not since she started her relationship with Trystan. He was a fae and she wouldn’t risk Trystan seeing him, even though Kalian used glamour.  
 
    But she never considered being in love with him.  
 
    “He is just a friend, Trystan,” she said with cold calm. “I don’t allow other guys to hang off of me the way you let other women do. I love you, but you have a dark side I can’t understand.” With that, she walked out of the small house that Trystan had purchased a couple of months ago.  
 
    Her emotions were a tangled web of uncertainty and she felt homesick. Even though it was past midnight and there was a light rain, she walked into the city. Because on the other side of the city was her home; her chambers in the castle.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Braelyn’s eyes blinked open and her head was pounding. She was back in her bedroom and the light seemed dim. Sitting up, she saw Kaveah in a chair by the window with a book in her hands.  
 
    Memories come flooding back. She and Kalian had been at his father's palace and someone poisoned her. Kalian carried her out of the throne room. Who had poisoned her?  
 
    “Am I dying?” Braelyn asked even though she felt normal besides the terrible headache.  
 
    “No,” Kaveah responded, closing her book to look up at the hunter. “You might have some mild side effects of the poison, but that’s all.” 
 
    “Tell me about it.” She groaned. “I had the weirdest dreams about Kalian as if I knew him before I came here.” Braelyn shook her head as if trying to clear the memories out of her mind.  
 
    “He used to be a brat,” Kaveah said, putting her book on the nightstand. “Spoiled rotten. He never listened to his father and mother, and was a destructive child. But even before he became a King, he was an asshole. So, be glad you didn’t know him before now.”  
 
    Rafe walked into her bedroom, holding an apple that he had been eating. “I knew him since we were youngsters,” Rafe told Braelyn. “The first day I met him, I punched him in the face.” Braelyn rubbed her eyes, trying to get the drowsiness to go away.  
 
    Kaveah pulled the curtain back to look out the window, then she got up and started pacing. Ignoring her, Braelyn climbed out of bed and walked out of her room and into the kitchen with Rafe following her.  
 
    Braelyn’s stomach growled as she climbed up onto the counter to reach the cabinets. There were pots and pans as if she would make food for herself. Not that she was lazy and was used to people making food for her, but she had no idea how to even cook. The only type of cooking she can do was an animal over a fire. 
 
    “What am I supposed to do with this?” She demanded, taking a pan and chucking it. She did it the same way Trystan would chuck glasses at the walls of the home he bought for them, but she barely stayed in it.  
 
    No, she couldn’t bear to think about the bad moments they shared. He loved her, she told herself. Yet she was making excuses for him like Azire said she had done all the time.  
 
    Braelyn threw another pan.  
 
    Even though she had just experienced odd dreams, they still felt too real. Trystan would get angry with her for spending time with Azire, but would be at the Hunters Den with girls surrounding him. 
 
    “He was a good man.” She muttered to herself as she thought of the reason for his death. He wanted peace and they let the child fae go. Trystan would pick flowers to bring home to Braelyn. But he also winked at other girls when he passed them in the city.  
 
    Why were these dreams making her second guess the relationship she had with the boy she had loved?  
 
    Another pan went flying over her shoulder.  
 
    She loved him with everything she had in her soul and he acted as if he was the broken one. Everyone had flaws and everyone made mistakes, Braelyn knew that. But some mistakes were choices in disguise. Mistakes to use as excuses.  
 
    Her heart ached and she missed him terribly, but she felt different. Trystan had been the only one who truly knew her because she was vulnerable around him.  
 
    “Braelyn.” She turned to the voice, Kalian stood behind her and she realized that he was holding one of the pans she had thrown. His eyes narrowed and his brows pulled down, and his lips formed a thin line. “Braelyn, what is going on in that mind of yours?” She dropped the pan in her hand, and it clattered against the floor.  
 
    She squeezed her eyes shut, feeling frustrated and hurt and lonely. “I’m confused.” She took a sharp breath and opened her eyes, and Kalian was still watching her.  
 
    “Come down and talk to me about it.” He set the pan down on the table and took small steps towards her. Kaveah walked in and looked up at Braelyn, who was standing on the counters.  
 
    You’re in love with him, aren’t you? 
 
    The more she thought about the dreams the more they felt real. Braelyn remembered Ruslan’s lesson about the glamour that fae used when she was a young child.  
 
    “Powerful Fae can glamour minds, which is another reason why they’re bad. You understand that, don’t you, Braelyn?” Ruslan had said, looking down at her as she sat at a desk. “It is a way to allow you to keep your memories, but they hide them. So you won’t remember.”  
 
    Kalian was familiar, someone she had known. Because those weren’t dreams, they were memories. The realization struck her and she sat on the counter, because the floor underneath her seemed to spin.  
 
    “Who glamoured my memories?” Braelyn demanded, looking up. Kalian was standing just a couple of feet from her and she watched as his face fell. Something flashed in his blue-green eyes, but he just blinked at her. “That poison gave me some of my memories back, but not nearly enough. Did you glamour my mind?” Kaveah and Rafe stood in the back of the room, watching and listening. While Kaveah looked lost, Rafe looked as if he was putting a puzzle together.  
 
    “It was someone with more power than me who glamoured you,” Kalian mumbled. “I had tried to reverse the glamour countless times. My magic wasn’t strong enough to do it. No one had enough magic to do such a complicated reverse on magic. Finally, I had enough strength and magic to get your mind to open to see the memory of when we first met.”  
 
    They knew each other since she was sixteen. Braelyn had known him even before she was in a relationship with Trystan. How was it possible that someone with stronger powers had glamoured her?  
 
    There were too many questions that she knew wouldn't be answered, because no one would know. Kalian looked at her with a hard gaze, as if he was trying to figure out what she was thinking. His shoulders were tense and his eyes were dark.   
 
    “What do you remember?” Kalian asked, walking even closer to her, his eyes full of desire. He stopped right before her, his eyes softening as he looked down at Braelyn.  Tears stung the back of her eyes as she looked down. She wanted to cry because she loved Trystan who lost his life, and she loved Kalian and she couldn’t even remember.  
 
    She remembered all the times she neared him and there was always that familiarity she felt towards him. There was an emptiness that she felt as if she should have tried harder than to be cruel towards him.  
 
    “I knew you.” Her voice broke as she said the words. “I can’t remember, but my heart knew it the whole time. My soul ached for yours.”  
 
    When she looked up, she saw Kalian’s blue-green eyes were now bright. He seemed to relax. Kalian was standing close to her and they were now the only ones in the room. She saw the pain in his eyes and she badly wanted to remember.  
 
    “I don’t understand why I miss Trystan, but I have anger towards him as well,” she said, her hands were pressing on each side of her head. “But I know I loved you and I am so confused. My emotions are fucked.” She looked at him with tears in her eyes, they started rolling down her cheeks.  
 
    Rain came pouring down on them even though it was supposed to be impossible, and there was a bright white light in her palms. When she thought about the memories she couldn’t have, a trail of fire went across the counters.  
 
    Her head felt like it was spinning out of control, and she didn’t know what to think.  
 
    “Braelyn, look at me,” Kalian said over the pouring rain. She focused on his face, and his soaked hair was blowing in the wind. “You need to try to control it before you activate other powers. Find something that brings you ease. Then we will figure things out together, okay?” Taking a deep but shaky breath, she closed her eyes.  
 
    Azire. 
 
    Her mind went right to Azire who was the most important person in her life. She missed him and wished he was with her, that way she wouldn’t be so lonely. As she sat on the counter thinking about Azire, she felt arms wrap around her and she was being carried.  
 
    Once she calmed down, she looked up at Kalian whose face was hard with determination. “I wish Azire knew what was going on,” she said. “I just didn’t want him having too much information as to what I am doing, in case something went wrong.”  
 
    Kalian placed her down on a bed. One that was not hers and she realized that they were no longer in her room, but a dark room. The lighting in the room was blue and it looked fascinating against the black walls.  
 
    Her hands ran over the black sheets. Thin sheets that were made of the smoothest silk. The bed looked large enough to fit seven people comfortably.  
 
    “You can contact him,” Kalian said, standing in front of Braelyn whose face lit up. Even though it should be impossible, she smiled at the possibility to contact Azire. “If you would like to do so, we would have to do it soon. Just know we can’t keep contacting him after this, it will put him in danger if Ruslan ever found out.” She nodded.  
 
    “Talk me through it,” she said, her eyes bright. “I need to speak to him.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Fourteen 
 
      
 
    It was just after midnight when Azire and Torrin slipped through the back entrance of Violet’s bakery. They walked past the small bedroom she shared with her sister and son, and walked into the family room where Violet sat on a couch wearing a robe.  
 
    Torrin sat directly across from her in a chair, but Azire only stood, scanning the bookcases that were overloaded with books. There weren’t many titles that he recognized but some sounded appealing.  
 
    “My sister loves to read,” Violet said, following Azire’s gaze. “I give her allowance and she goes off spending it on books.”  
 
    Azire turned to Violet and smiled. “A smart girl.” 
 
    Violet sighed. “I couldn’t get much tonight because Ruslan has been in a meeting, and the two other hunters weren’t there. I assumed they had been in the meeting as well.” Torrin dragged a hand down his exhausted face.  
 
    Torrin opened his mouth to talk, but Azire didn't listen to him. His eyes started feeling heavy as if he hadn’t slept in days. He stumbled back and nearly fell over Torrin.  
 
    What was happening? 
 
    Azire went to grab a hold of Torrin, but blackness took over, and he felt his body go limp.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Azire woke up in a green field. There were trees all around him and the grass was long. To his right was a large stream of water, and it was deep enough for any man or woman to swim in. It was who was sitting on the edge of the stream that caught his attention.  
 
    Hurriedly, the prince got to his feet and started for the water. To where he needed to go before he woke up. He didn’t dream often about his friends, but he knew it was better to see them in his dreams than to never see them again.  
 
    “Braelyn.” Azire gasped as he neared. The girl by the stream looked over her shoulder and smiled. She was quick to get to her feet and close the distance between them, and she leaped into his arms. He wrapped his arms around her and buried his face into her shoulder.  
 
    It felt real.  
 
    “I didn’t think this was going to work.” She sighed. “I can’t believe I was able to reach you.” Azire pulled away to look down at her, but all he could do was smile and act like she wasn’t crazy. “Ruslan told you I was dead, I heard.”  
 
    Azire blinked. “You are dead, Braelyn.” His voice shook. “Ever since you left, things have been hell. Now you aren’t coming back-”  
 
    “Azire.” She placed her hands on his shoulders and stared at him. “I am alive and Kaveah is perfectly fine. This isn’t a dream like you think. This is going to sound crazy, but I have magic and a shit ton. I don’t know how, but I am able to contact you through the same realm where our souls go when we dream.” His eyes widened as she talked about having magic, but it felt as if hundreds of pounds were lifted off of his shoulders.  
 
    “You have powers?” He muttered. “I do, too. I have these odd fire powers, but it’s a white fire.” Braelyn laughed and shook her head as if she didn’t believe him.  He reached up and grabbed her hands and took them off of his shoulders, but he didn't release them. He held onto them. “Braelyn, I am being serious. I can’t control it yet and only Torrin knows.” Her smile faded, realizing that he was being serious.  
 
    She inhaled a sharp breath and sat back down, bringing Azire down with her. Their touch broke and Braelyn turned so she was facing the water, and he just stayed facing her.  
 
    “Did Ruslan look upset when he told you I was dead?” She asked, her voice small. Braelyn didn’t look at him, but she kept her gaze on the water.  
 
    Azire’s heart broke for her. “He-” He swallowed. “He didn't seem bothered by it. As if he expected it to happen.” She turned her head slightly, as if there was something that caught her attention. But he knew her better than that.  
 
    Braelyn was crying and he knew she always felt weak when she cried in front of others. Azire moved closer to her and wrapped his arms around her, pulling her against him. She didn’t sob or make a noise as she let the tears fall silently.  
 
    It was raw moments like this that made their friendship stronger. People had romanticized their friendship, but they could never view each other like that. Azire’s mother couldn’t have any more children, so he looked at Braelyn as if she was his family. It was the same way how he looked at Torrin.  
 
    “You should know that I have talked to Alastair,” he said. Braelyn perked up and there was confusion twisted on her face. Azire told her everything that he had learned from Alastair, and his involvement with Trystan’s death.  
 
    He explained that he has been training with Alastair and they were secretly spying on Ruslan. So he went through everything that she had missed. Ruslan’s two newest hunters and how they have Violet helping as well.  
 
    “Alastair said that Ruslan doesn’t know but Alastair remembers who his mother is, and that she died before you were even born. He said he doesn’t know who it is, but you have different mothers.” She blew out a breath.  
 
    “There is so much that I don’t know. Not even about myself.” She sighed, laying back in the grass. “I will figure it out, though.”  
 
    “Do you think one of my parents is Fae, too?” He asked out of curiosity. “It doesn’t seem likely that it would be my father, considering my grandfather despised them. But my mother doesn’t have pointy ears.” He wondered how it was even possible for one of his parents to be Fae. For him to even be a fae.  
 
    Braelyn laughed. “I might.” She told him. “I have a glamour over me and I think I am ready to see my true self.” She looked up at him and her smile vanished. “Did Trystan and I have a bad relationship?”  
 
    How does she not remember?  
 
    “Braelyn, you don’t remember that Torrin and him got in a fight because Trystan was all over some other woman at the Hunters Den?” There was concern in his voice as he asked. “Or the time I punched him in the nose because he didn’t want me around you?” Her face only twisted with more confusion. “Braelyn, you started having feelings for someone else who helped you cope with Trystan’s death.” Braelyn looked down, deep in thought.  
 
    “I-I don’t-” She growled. “Someone had my memories glamoured and I am getting them back. I don’t care what it takes. We have magic now. All fae can access their magic so someone is ought to help me with my memories.” It was Azire’s turn to be confused, but he just wanted her to remember even though he had millions of questions swirling through his mind.  
 
    “Don’t get me wrong,” Azire said. “you loved him and he loved you in the beginning. He did something courageous and he was my friend. But as time passed, you started to suffer in that relationship, and you knew that. You were planning to break up with him, Braelyn.” Her face had gone pale and her eyes were dark.  
 
    “I need answers.” She muttered, pushing herself up from the ground. She looked down at Azire and smiled. “I will be home soon and I will try and fix things. We will discover the truth about us, Az, I promise.” His heart raced as he realized she was going to leave.  
 
    “When will we talk again?” He asked. He stood up from the ground and she wrapped her arms around him, pressing her face into his chest.  
 
    “I can’t let Ruslan know you have magic so stay on the down-low. The next time we see each other, it will be in person. Right after I take the hunters down.” 
 
    After what? Azire pulled out of the hug and looked down at her, not fully understanding what she had said.  
 
    “The King of the Dark Court is willing to help me. We are going to take down the hunters, Azire.” She explained. “You should find out more about those two new hunters and do not let them near you or Torrin.” She kissed his cheek, but when he tried to ask more questions, she was gone.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Azire woke up and saw Torrin’s face hovering over his. Torrin was asking so many questions, but Azire couldn’t hear them, he was too far into his thoughts to even notice Violet kneeling next to him. He needed to talk to Torrin without Violet.  
 
    If Violet knew anything about his powers it would be putting her and her family in danger. But Braelyn was alive. She was somewhere with Kaveah and the King of the Dark Court. They were both okay and they were planning on attacking the hunters. Did Ruslan truly think that Braelyn was dead?  
 
    “We have to go,” Azire said, standing up and moving away from the others. They looked at him as if he was a lunatic. “Violet, thank you so much for helping us. We will stop by tomorrow, but I have to go.” With that, he was quick to turn on his heel and head for the exit.  
 
    Behind him, Torrin said a quick goodbye and ran to catch up with the prince. They walked out of the back entrance of the bakery. Azire was shaking and he knew he needed to leave. The longer they were in the city the more likely they would run into hunters. 
 
    As they stalked through the shadows towards the castle, Azire’s mind went on repeat with her conversation with Braelyn. What kind of powers did she have? How soon would she attack the hunters?  
 
    “Can you explain what the hell is going on?” Torrin demanded as they walked through the gates.  
 
    Azire leaned in close to Torrin and whispered, “Braelyn is alive.” Torrin moved back from him. When Azire looked over at his friends, he saw Torrin’s jaw clench. As if he moved away from Azire so he wouldn't punch him.  
 
    If Torrin didn’t believe him then that would be his problem. Azire was in no mood to argue with him because it could get physical, knowing the moods they both are in.  
 
    Wordlessly, both of the males walked to Azire’s chambers. Azire was more aggressive pulling off his cloak than he meant, he chucked it off to the other side of the room. He didn’t care about anything except trying to get answers.  
 
    “Are you going to tell me what is going on?” Torrin tried again, annoyance in his voice. Azire looked at Torrin and his golden eyes were glowing.  
 
    “Braelyn was able to contact me through some weird power she has,” Azire said through his clenched teeth. “Believe me or don’t, I have things to figure out.”  
 
    “So your episode back there was Braelyn reaching out to you?” There was still annoyance in Torrin’s voice, which only made Azire more annoyed. “What did she say?”  
 
    “She is alive and she has many powers. Oh, and that she is coming with the fae to take down the hunters. So you and I are going to be busy, because I need to find out where I'm getting my powers from.”  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Down below was a large lake from where Braelyn stood at the edge of a cliff, peeking down. Even though it was just a lake, the waves looked deadly as they crashed against the stone below. Kalian and Rafe were off to the side, discussing which way to take into the Autumn Court, and Kaveah went off to look for orange berries. It was a fruit that Braelyn had never heard of, but Kaveah was eager to get some.  
 
    Her stomach clenched as she inched closer to the edge. Drowning was a fear most people have, but Braelyn’s fear was the darkness of the water. She never knew what lurked beneath and was convinced something would grab her if she were to go swimming.  
 
    It was a fear she would not face today. 
 
    Braelyn turned to walk towards Rafe and Kalian, only to come face-to-face with someone she hasn’t even met. She saw the flash of white teeth and red hair before she was shoved.  
 
    Panic seized through her and she tried grabbing ahold of whatever she could to keep her from falling, but there was nothing but air to grab. She heard dark laughter as she slipped off the edge of the cliff.  A yelp escaped from her throat and her mind went straight to her powers.  
 
    How the hell do they work?  
 
    When she couldn’t reach into any of her powers, her body hit the bone-chilling water. Instantly, she was pulled under by the violent waves. She used her hands to claw her way up to the surface and kicked out as hard as she could. As soon as she hit the surface, she had enough time to take a deep breath, but she was pushed back under.  
 
    No matter how hard she tried to swim towards the surface, she was getting pulled down. Her heart thundered through her body, it felt like it was vibrating through her.  
 
    Growing tired, Braelyn stopped moving for just a second. She was not going to die this way, she couldn’t die in a sad and pathetic way. When she reached above her, something grabbed a hold of her and she was being pulled upwards.  
 
    As soon as she broke through the surface, she inhaled as much air as she possibly could. Holding her was Kalian, and his hands were on her waist to keep her above the water.  
 
    “You might want to hang on,” he said, pulling her into him. He slipped his hand under her knees and held her tightly against his body.  
 
    They shot up into the air. Braelyn clung to him, and her eyes widened. Behind Kalian were the largest and oddest wings she had ever seen. They were black and thick and scaled along the top of them. Each one had a talon at the ends. She didn’t know how else to describe them except they looked like black dragon wings. 
 
    She looked below them and saw water nymphs swimming around the surface, smiling up at her. Even though they were beautiful and looked kind, Braelyn didn’t think that was the case. There were plenty of stories about mermaid-like creatures, who were practically demons in disguise.  
 
    Once Kalian landed, Braelyn looked around and narrowed her eyes on the red-haired male. Rafe had all eyes on him. He looked the same age as Braelyn and he was as tall as Rafe, but Braelyn was full of rage.  
 
    Before Kalian could even set her down, she leaped from his arms and started for the red-haired fae. Who did this guy think he was to mess with her?  
 
    Rafe stepped away from the red-headed fae as she neared, and he was grinning but so was the redhead.  
 
    “Aren’t you a cute little thing.” The fae gave her a flirty smile. She felt the power awaken in her and warmth spread through her veins. She smiled at the other fae as she raised her hand.  
 
    White light blasted from her palm and slammed into the fae, sending him back into a tree. When he slumped to the ground, his light brown eyes were wide. He scrambled to his feet and tried to rift away, but Braelyn wasn’t done with him.  
 
    “How the hell am I trapped?” He gnarled. Braelyn glanced at Kalian as he walked to stand beside her. The Dark King crossed his arms over his chest, narrowing his eyes on the fae that Braelyn somehow managed to trap in the area he stood in. 
 
    “I am going to assume your brother sent you, Darius?” Kalian asked. The red-haired fae, Darius, bared his teeth at them. “Fine, don’t answer my questions. I will leave you alone with my lovely companion.” Kalian turned and started to walk away. Braelyn raised her other hand and there were flames, orange and red flames.  
 
    Out of curiosity, Braelyn thought of a tiny dragon and how it was shaped. From the body to the claws and the wings. The flames seemed to flow with her thoughts, creating the smallest dragon that fit in her palm.  
 
    “Only my brother is supposed to have that power,” Darius muttered, looking at Braelyn with disbelief. He shook his head. “What are you?”  
 
    “We are here to access The Mirror of The Kings,” Kalian explained. “We don’t know for sure who she is, but I can see what she is.”  
 
    Indeed.  
 
    They traveled to the Autumn Court to see a mirror. It was a powerful object made by the very first King of the Light Court. Only those with the blood of the Light Court could step inside and it would pull Braelyn’s glamour off so she could see herself. Her true form.  
 
    “I would love to escort you,” Darius said, smiling at Braelyn. She closed her hands and all the light and fire vanished along with the dragon she created. Darius went to step towards her and he found himself no longer trapped. “You sure know how to put a man in his place.”  
 
    She raised a brow with a wicked smirk. “You have no idea.” Darius smiled as he offered his arm to her. She was hesitant, but she slipped her arm around his and they started walking together. “How come this mirror isn’t in the Light Court?”  
 
    “Honestly, you can ask my brother when we arrive because I have no idea,” Darius told her. “I bet you will have my brother on his knees. He has a soft spot for beautiful blondes like you.” Braelyn could have sworn she heard a low growl from behind them, but she ignored it and continued talking to Darius. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Kaveah scoffed at her cousin whose sea-green eyes were so dark, they were nearly black. She popped an orange berry into her mouth as Rafe snickered at Kalian. The orange berry filled her mouth with a fresh taste of orange, except it was a berry and not an orange.  
 
    “I find your jealousy hilarious,” Kaveah said, looking towards Kalian. “You know, since I had no idea you two had a relationship and you didn’t tell me.” She shrugged. “You acted as if you never met her, but I guess I should have known better. Your hormones are insanely out of whack and you reek of testosterone.” He shoots her a warning look in the corner of his eyes. “How long has it been since you have had sex?”  
 
    “Years,” Rafe answered for Kalian. “He was holding out for a special someone.” Kaveah raised her eyes and Rafe shot her a wink. “He stopped sleeping around when he knew about Braelyn.”  
 
    “So we got two very sexually frustrated people with us and they are attracted to each other.” Kaveah snickered. “This will be interesting. Rafe, who do you think will give in first? Braelyn hasn’t been touched in over a year.” Next to her, Kalian went rigid and he was now scowling. Even if he tried to look neutral, Kaveah knew he wouldn’t be able to pull it off.  
 
    “Kal hasn’t had sex or even been near another woman in eighteen years. But he might wait for her to make the first move.”  
 
    “If you two don’t shut your mouths, I am going to use my shadows to strangle the both of you.” Kalian snarled. “Kaveah, I don’t know how you know so much about Braelyn’s personal-”  
 
    “Girls tell each other everything.” Kaveah cut him off. “But I definitely don’t want to know about you two under the sheets if it comes to that.” Kalian shook his head with a deep sigh.  
 
    As they continued through the Autumn woods, they listened as Darius tried his best to flirt with Braelyn. Kaveah noticed her blush more than a couple of times, which made Kalian clench his jaw. It amused her and she couldn’t wait for Braelyn to get her memories back.  
 
    Kaveah slowed her walk and Rafe did as well. When Kalian was far enough not to hear, she whispered, “Are they-” Rafe nodded his head before she could even finish her question. She couldn’t help but smile as she looked at her cousin.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Fifteen 
 
      
 
    Ruslan was leaving that night.  
 
    When Alistair had told Azire that Ruslan wouldn’t be at the Hunters Den tonight, he didn’t know where his father would be going. It couldn't be too far if he would return in the same night, Azire thought.  
 
    The prince was pacing in his room, knowing very well that Ruslan was talking to Callum in the meeting room. He seemed to be with the king a lot, and the king didn’t look pleased with Ruslan’s visits. But Azire hadn’t talked to either of his parents since Ruslan announced Braelyn’s death.  
 
    Sighing, Azire walked out of his room and out of his chambers. He was quiet as he made his way down the hall. He pushed on a door and walked into Torrin’s chambers. It was late at night, but Azire didn’t want to sleep until he knew Ruslan had left the castle.               Sprayed out across his bed and snoring was Torrin, who was shirtless and had the sheets pulled up to his waist. Azire grabbed a pillow from a couch and sent it flying. The pillow hit Torrin on the chest but bounced off. Torrin barely moved.  
 
    “Torrin,” Azire said loudly. No movement. Growing impatient, Azire stomped over and smacked Torrin in the forehead with his palm. Torrin blinked awake with confusion twisted on his face. “You sleep heavier than the dead.”  
 
    “What the hell are you doing in my room?” Torrin demanded, sitting up. “What time is it?”  
 
    “I need you to assist me with something.” Torrin looked up at Azire through a scowl. “Get dressed because we are going out.” Azire turned on his heel and walked into the kitchen area of the chambers.  
 
    After a moment, Torrin came walking out of his room. He had his usual guard attire on and was running his hand through his hair. Azire rolled his eyes and led the way out of the chambers.  
 
    Wordlessly, Azire led Torrin out into the hallway and slipped into the darkness of the shadows. They were quick to make their way out to the stables through the back door. Ruslan and Jorah were with their horses, three other hunters accompanied them.  
 
    Azire watched as they mounted their horses and exited the stables through the front entrance. Once they were a safe distance away, the prince went for his horse that was in the stable next to Torrin’s.  
 
    “Where are you guys going?” A disembodied voice came from behind them. Azire whirled around and found Alistair leaning against the large door frame. “Are you going to follow Ruslan?”  
 
    “Do you know where he is going?” Azire asked.  
 
    The other male shook his head. “My father never let me go with them. I told you they leave quite often and I never get to even know where.”  
 
    “Grab any horse and come with us.” Azire pulled himself up onto his horse, and waited as Torrin and Alistair mounted theirs. They all took off into the darkness of the night.  
 
    They kept their distance from the group of hunters that they followed, and Azire watched them carefully. None of them said a word as they traveled for nearly an hour.  
 
    After what felt like forever, Ruslan and his group of hunters slowed when they approached a large stone building. The place was deep in the woods, away from any prying eyes. Azire glanced at Alistair, whose brows were pulled together as he stared at the place.  
 
    Azire was the first one to climb off of his horse. The other two followed and they laid their reins to the nearest tree. Their horses were far enough to blend into the darkness of the woods.   
 
    “Have you ever been here?” Torrin asked Alistair, his voice barely a whisper. He shook his head with a small sigh.  
 
    “I haven’t even heard of this place,” Alistair responded as they watched the hunters enter the building. There were two who stayed outside to keep watch, but they talked to each other and their laughter filled the silence of the night.  
 
    Azire moved to a large bolder and kneeled behind it, but kept his eyes on the building. Even though it was nearly pitch black out, he could tell there were no windows. What kind of place was this?  
 
    Torrin and Alistair joined Azire behind the rock and they watched, taking in as many details as they could. Neither of them made a sound as they observed and listened, waiting for something to happen.  
 
    Nearly half an hour later, Ruslan came back out, holding a torch. He was covered in blood that drenched him. There was a scroll on his face as he handed the torch off, then mounted his horse.  
 
    A moment later, the hunters were on their horses who started galloping into the woods. The three males behind the giant rock slid to the ground as low as they could. Once Azire could no longer hear them, he shot up and made a run straight for the building.  
 
    The other two followed the prince, who came to a stop in front of two large doors. He expected to see chains and locks to keep people out, but there was nothing. Just two large doors.  
 
    “Why would they leave their little hideout unlocked?” Torrin asked, panting from the sprint.  
 
    Azire shrugged and pushed the door open, revealing a dark hallway. He closed his eyes and reached for his powers. It felt like he was waking something deep in him. But he felt the warmth licking his fingertips and he opened his eyes.  
 
    He used his powers without his emotions controlling them.  
 
    “How is that possible?” Alistair asked, his voice low. Alistair watched with wonder as Azire held his hand up to light the way in front of them.                
 
    “I’m still not sure,” Azire admitted then started into the building. A wet musty smell wafted over him and he could hear the sound of water dripping somewhere in the darkness. As he got a little farther inside, the smell of rotting flesh and pure death slammed into him. 
 
    Azire put a hand over his mouth and nose, but the other two males had looked unaffected by the stench. Unlike him, they were used to death. Azire’s stomach felt weak. 
 
    As they walked further into the dark hallway, they came upon cells on each side of the hall. The stench gets stronger with every step. Azire’s white flames were bright enough to reveal the motionless bodies in the cell they approached.  
 
    Each body must have been dead for over a week. Even though Azire hated it, he forced himself to look at their ears. Every single one of the bodies they found in the cells was all fae. It wasn’t a surprise, but Azire half expected to find dead humans in the cells as well.  
 
    “Azire Ladson, what are you doing in a place like this?” The source of the voice was female and it came from the darkness. Azire spun around and saw a woman hunched in a corner of the cell. The first and only one they had been able to find alive.  
 
    “How the hell do you know who I am?” Azire demanded but kept the bite out of his voice. His flames grew as the woman stood up from her corner. Her hair was as gold as the sun during its setting, and it touched the ground.  
 
    As the women neared, Azire couldn’t help but feel a pull towards her. She was too thin as if her bones were going to rip her flesh open. She walked towards the bars and wrapped her long too thin fingers around them, and looked at Azire with deep golden eyes.  
 
    Eyes that no longer held any light.  
 
    “I can help you,” Azire muttered, his eyes flashed and his insides ached. Something about the woman was familiar. He looked at her young-looking face and realized that she looked like his closest friend. “You have answers that I need.”  
 
    “Indeed,” she confirmed. “But you do not need to help me. I am already dying and I can’t have Ruslan getting suspicious.” She slipped a hand through the bars and gently grabbed Azire’s hand. When she looked at him, tears were staining her dirt-covered face.  
 
    “You’re the mother of Braelyn, the huntress, aren’t you?” Azire couldn’t help but ask the question he had been dying to ask. Especially since he felt as if he was staring at his friend. Even though he knew she was in a different realm.  
 
    “She is my daughter, yes.” The women nodded. “Ruslan thinks he tortures me by telling me about her. But I live for every moment when he comes here to torture me just so I can know about my baby girl.” She gave him a sad smile. “I never got to hold my youngest child and it kills me.” 
 
    “Youngest? Braelyn isn’t your only child?” Torrin blurted. “Wait, what is your name?”  
 
    “You probably heard of my name, I’m Queen Aurelia,” said the fae woman. None of the males spoke. Azire closed his eyes, realizing it made sense for Ruslan to kidnap the most powerful known fae to humankind. But why would he have a child with her? 
 
    “You didn’t get pregnant willingly, did you?” Azire’s voice shook with such a personal question, but he wanted to know. He wanted to hate Ruslan even more if that was at all possible.  
 
    “My first pregnancy was full of happiness. But my second pregnancy with Ruslan was constant fear.” To his surprise, her voice was stern and not uneven. “He used me to create a weapon out of a child. He wanted a baby boy to turn this world upside down. I was happy to learn that the child I had was a girl. He was furious and I saw what she would become and it is nothing he ever wanted.” She smiled, but it was a smile that held a type of wickedness that Azire couldn’t sympathize with.  
 
    Alistair moved closer to the cell, watching the woman with wide eyes. “Who is the other child?”  
 
    She narrowed her eyes, looking at Azire. “You already know who it is.” Even though Azire refused to allow his thoughts to swirl in such directions, he felt as if someone knocked the air out of his lungs. 
 
    The prince took a step back and Torrin placed a hand on his shoulder. He didn’t want to believe it, but he knew. Deep inside he had known that one of his parents couldn’t be his real parent.  
 
    But if he was the child of Queen Aurelia who happened to be Braelyn’s mother… The prince hunched over and vomited. He was relieved that they had never thought of each other more than close friends, but he proposed to her in front of hundreds.  
 
    After vomiting a couple of times, Azire straightened himself up and glanced at Torrin and Alistair. The other boys looked frozen in place, processing what they had just heard.  
 
    “Ruslan told me you were engaged-” Aurelia started, but Azire shook his head.  
 
    “I am not in love with Braelyn.” He explained and his voice still shook. “I proposed to her because I was protecting her from Ruslan. Does he know?” When she simply nodded, anger shot through him. A type of anger he hadn’t felt in a long time. “Why am I still alive?”  
 
    She inhaled a deep breath. “The king and queen came to me before my lands were poisoned, and they begged for me to help them with a child. As the queen could not have children. I agreed if they took an oath. A promise to have peace between our lands and realms. The king easily agreed. Ruslan knew since the first moment he ever saw you. So he captured me and was furious that the king had betrayed him by having a child who would be half-fae.” Azire was chewing the inside of his cheek, absorbing the information as the woman spoke.  
 
    “So since you were born and I returned home, Ruslan came for me. That is when my lands turned to poison and I fell pregnant. I have been locked down here since he impregnated me. He was planning on creating my child into a weapon to kill you and your family. But when she became close to you, Ruslan knew it wouldn’t work. That his plans have failed.” Azire tried to process information as best as he could.  
 
    Braelyn was created to become a monster. A weapon to kill him and the people he cared about. Was it possible that she knew the truth?  
 
    The truth that she was his sister.  
 
    Azire swallowed and looked back at the woman who carried him in her womb. The woman who was supposed to be his mother.  
 
    “Will Braelyn be able to find out the truth?” Azire asked.  
 
    “She will figure out who she truly is,” Aurelia responded. “She has friends and people who care for her. They have sources that will help her along her journey. I suggest that you don’t tell a soul about tonight and never keep your eyes off of Ruslan. Your father only tolerates Ruslan because the army of hunters outnumbers his knights. The hunters have been around for a long time.” She squeezed his hand. “You need to leave and help your sister. Something is happening and it won’t be long now.”  
 
    “I will get you out,” Azire promised. “I will figure out a way when the time is right.”  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “Behold King Harkin,” Darius announced as they entered the throne room. Braelyn moved away from him and turned towards Kalian, who gave her a playful smile. They walked together towards the man sitting on the large throne that was made of golden leaves.  
 
    The man looked as if he was no older than twenty-five. His hair was a deep red and his eyes were a rich brown. He rolled his eyes at Darius who walked over to the woman next to Harkin and gave her a devilish grin.  
 
    “I brought guests, brother,” Darius said, patting his brother in the shoulder. “Interesting guest at that.”  
 
    “King Kalian is always an interesting guest,” Harking replied and Braelyn only grinned.  
 
    “Not him. He is far too boring compared to this lovely pet I met.” He smiled. “A little rhyme.” Harkin stood from his throne. He was shockingly handsome, but nothing as close to Kalian. Harkin was handsome in a unique way with features that matched perfectly. “This is Braelyn and she is a hunter, but a hunter who is fighting on our side. Crazy world isn’t it, brother?”  
 
    Harkin walked to Braelyn and reached out to touch her, but Kalian’s hand grabbed Harkin’s wrist. All Kalian had to do was give Harkin a warning look for the King to drop his hand.  
 
    Kaveah was at Braelyn’s other side and Rafe was next to her. As if they would protect Braelyn from Harkin, which she found rather annoying. She has proven herself to be stronger than them.  
 
    “We are here so Braelyn can look into the mirror,” Kalian explained. “She seems to have memories she cannot access.”  
 
    “That mirror is known for its truths and predictions, but it can be dangerous. Deadly, if you do not have the blood of the Light Court, which had fallen to ruins if I must remind you,” Harkin said, keeping his eyes on Braelyn even though he was mostly talking to Kalian. She held his gaze and smiled.  
 
    “Dangerous should be my middle name,” Braelyn said, shooting him a wink. She glanced at Kalian who looked bored with Harkin.  
 
    “Queen Aurelia has two children,” Kalian stated. “Two children that have been missing just as long as she has.” Darius lets out a fit of laughter.  
 
    Kalian, clearly annoyed, allowed his shadows to slither towards Darius at high speed. Darius stopped laughing once the shadows swirled around him, grazing his arms in a threatening but calm way.  
 
    Curiously, Braelyn concentrated as she reached for her powers. After a moment of concentrating, her own shadows made an appearance. Shadows she didn’t realize she had. They snaked their way down her arms. Their touch was soft and silky.  
 
    She dug even deeper for her other powers. White flames flickered at her fingertips on one hand and the other hand was orange flames. There was a wind gust in the throne room, whipping her hair to the side.  
 
    Kalian looked at her and there was admiration shining in his eyes, and he was grinning with pride. Braelyn smiled at him before returning her gaze towards Harkin, who had backed away with wide eyes. His face was scrunched up as if his life didn’t make sense to him.  
 
    “I don’t know where I belong, but I plan on finding out,” Braelyn said over the wind. She inhaled a sharp breath and released the pull she had on her powers. Everything vanished all at once, except the shadows that seemed to linger around her shoulders. “Now, where is that mirror?”  
 
    “Follow me, beautiful,” Darius said, walking towards the throne room doors. As they started for the exit, Harkin held his arm out for Kaveah and Braelyn narrowed her eyes.  
 
    “You are prettier than I remembered-” The King of the Autumn Court was cut off when Braelyn walked between him and Kaveah, and snatched Kaveah’s hand in the process. 
 
    “She is taken, Harkin,” Braelyn told him as a matter of fact.  
 
    “And whom would this mysterious man be?” Harkin looked around. “I know Kalian is your cousin and there is no way you would love a Therrian Warrior. So who then?”  
 
    “Prince Azire of Scarlas.” Braelyn sneered. “I would watch out what you have to say about Rafe before I burn your court down.” Braelyn left Harkin to gawk at her, as the two girls followed Darius out of the room. Kalian and Rafe only gave Harkin a wicked grin as they walked past him to follow the girls. 
 
    The halls of the castle were full of large windows that peered out at the Autumn woods. Braelyn couldn’t help but walk close to the windows and stare out at the bright colors. Every season in the fae realms was more full of life than the seasons she had grown up within Scarlas.  
 
    They climbed many stairs before they got to the top of a tower. Darius had pulled out a key he kept in his shirt. Braelyn’s hand was still locked with Kaveah’s, and she pulled her friend with her to look out another window.  
 
    Azire wasn’t here to protect Kaveah, so Braelyn would protect her with everything the hunter had to offer. After traveling with the girl, Braelyn learned she was not much of a fighter. She saw the fear in her eyes, but Braelyn knew that was okay. It was normal to feel fear the way Kaveah had and to look scared.  
 
    After all, Kaveah didn’t grow up to get punished if her fear was noticeable. She did grow up without the fear of monsters under her bed like any normal child.  
 
    “We all cannot go into the room.,” Darius said, slowly slipping the key into the hole under the knob. It was a larger key and was the color of brass, but the end of it was oddly shaped.  
 
    “Braelyn and Kalian should go in together,” Kaveah said, unhooking her arm from Braelyn’s. Rafe crossed his arms over his chest and Kaveah moved to stand by his side.  
 
    Braelyn looked between Darius and Harkin. “No flirting with Kaveah otherwise she can turn you into ice, and if she doesn’t, then I will do something much more terrible.” She announced. “Besides, you two aren’t her type and she can say so herself.” Darius rolled his eyes and pushed the door open.  
 
    “You hunters were always dramatic, sweetpea.” Darius’s voice was teasing, so was the smirk he had on display.  
 
    “You males were always tools,” she replied with a sharp smile as she walked past him and into the room. Kalian was behind her as she came to a stop and he ran into her, but she didn’t move.  
 
    Behind them, Darius shut the door. It was just the two of them in a room that was the barest room Braelyn had ever seen, but her eyes were glued to the large mirror in front of her.  
 
    Braelyn.  
 
    Braelyn.  
 
    Come here, Braelyn… 
 
    She walked towards the large mirror. Golden vines wrapped around the outside of the glass, which looked too real to even be glass. As she walked towards it, she realized it wasn’t reflecting as a mirror had been. But it was showing her a large and beautiful castle. It was a castle made with black stones like the walls in the palace of the Dark Court...  
 
    When she neared it, a warm hand grabbed her wrist. Braelyn looked over at Kalian who was watching her with a careful gaze. “Are you sure this is what you want? There is no turning back. You will find out the truth about who you are,” he said, his eyes locked on hers.  
 
    “I need to know,” she muttered. “We are running out of time. The sooner I know the truth about me, the sooner I can train and we can make our move against the hunters. I need some sort of truth in my life since no one knows how to talk to me with honesty. I need to know because I need the information for when I face Ruslan again.” He released her and she neared the mirror.  
 
    “Lyn,” he said, using a name that tickled her memories. She turned back to Kalian and his hands grabbed her face and his lips pressed against hers. His were warm and he smelled of the forest and citrus. She was too stunned to move, but the kiss lasted for only a moment before Kalian pulled away.  
 
    Brealyn’s breathing became hard. When she looked up at Kalian, his pupils nearly absorbed all of the sea-green of his eyes. The need and want for him grew rapidly. She wrapped her arms around his neck, pulling him back into her once more.  
 
    Their lips crashed together once more. Kalian’s hands slid down her sides, and Braelyn bit back a moan. In his arms, she felt like she finally found where she belonged. Pouring every bit of confusion, anger, disappointment, and lost years into the kiss, they kissed like two souls entwined. Finally, she leashed her control and broke the kiss. Kalian looked down at her, grinning. 
 
     “Go kick some ass,” Kalian said, taking a step back. 
 
    Smiling, Braelyn turned back towards the mirror and walked through.  
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Sixteen 
 
      
 
      
 
    Braelyn landed next to a woman who she nearly thought was herself, except the woman had hair that went past her waist and she looked at her friends with bright and lively golden eyes. She was looking at- 
 
    “Callum and Valentina?” Braelyn blurted. Even though she had spoken loudly, no one looked in her direction. Almost as if she was a ghost. The two walked towards the woman.  
 
    Braelyn had been standing next to a hospital bed that the woman was lying in, and there was a baby wrapped in a blanket that she held. She was smiling as she handed the newborn baby to Valentina. Valentina had been crying and smiling and Callum was looking down from behind her.  
 
    Curiously, Braelyn walked to stand behind Valentina and looked down at the baby. The baby had golden blond hair like the woman in the bed, and its little ears were pointed. Braelyn glanced at the woman and noticed her ears were also pointed.  
 
    “He is beautiful,” Valentina whispered as more tears streaked down her face. “I have always dreamt of having my own children and I was devastated when I learned that it wasn’t possible for me, but you are a true blessing.”  
 
    “When he rules,” the golden-haired woman said, “I want peace between our people.”  
 
    Callum nodded. “He will learn exactly who he is when the time is right. He will be a great leader and I am thankful for you giving us a child, Queen Aurelia.”  
 
    “He will bring this world peace, as that is what we need,” Valentina said, not taking her eyes from the baby. “Are you sure the glamour will stay once you start it?” The blonde woman nodded as she closed her eyes and muttered something. Braelyn looked at the baby and watched as his ears forced into rounded human ears. “We were thinking of naming him Azire.”  
 
    Braelyn’s mouth fell open as she stared at the baby, taking a couple of steps back. It seemed hard to breathe as if the air was leaving the room. As if she didn’t have enough questions over packing her thoughts, even more came flowing in.  
 
    In the dreamscape, Azire told her that he had powers. So he must have been fae and she knew that. But for him to be the son of Queen Aurelia was something different. Even though it made sense because he had her golden features, Braelyn’s mind felt as if it could burst at any given moment.  
 
    Azire wasn’t just the prince of Scarlas, but he was also the prince of the Light Court. 
 
    Everything around Braelyn vanished as a new scene built itself up around her. The lighting became dark. She stood in a stone hallway and there was a bedroom door opened in front of her. Coming down the hallway was Ruslan, pulling Queen Aurelia along with him. Her wrists were chained and there was blood that stained her pale pink dress, and her lip was cut and swollen.  
 
    Ruslan growled as they entered the room and Braelyn went to follow, but she slammed hard against something. Even though there was nothing there, she hit against an invisible wall that she couldn't get through.  
 
    “King Callum seems to have betrayed me and my hunters,” Ruslan snarled. “Your kind is going to start suffering greatly.” He shoved the woman onto the bed, and she turned and shifted to where she was sitting at the edge of the bed.  
 
    Tears ran down Queen Aurelia’s face, but there was pure rage in her dark golden eyes. Ruslan started pacing and she didn’t move a muscle. Braelyn realized that Queen Aurelia was just waiting for the right time to attack.  
 
    “You killed my entire family and everyone in my court,” she snarled. “Callum wants peace and you stop him from achieving it.”  
 
    “Because your kind is dangerous and immortal.” Ruslan sneered. “Your kind came to my home and murdered my newborn son, my wife, and my parents.”  
 
    “That had nothing to do with me or my court and you know that.” Her voice was full of hot anger. “If you didn’t go around killing my kind, your family would still be alive. Maybe you should think about backing down, Ruslan.” He turned towards her and smiled.  
 
    “I am going to create a weapon,” he said, walking towards her. She brought her leg up and kicked out, attempting to kick him in the jaw, but he caught her leg and pulled her towards him on the bed. “You are going to give me a warrior who will destroy the fae realms and Scarlas.” He tore at her dress as she lashed out.  
 
    Braelyn slammed her fist against the invisible wall. When it was no use, she moved away from the entrance as she heard Queen Aurelia crying and screaming. She was fighting against him, but Braelyn knew Ruslan was too strong and Queen Aurelia must not have been able to access her magic if she wasn’t using it against him. 
 
    Running down the hall towards Braelyn was Ruslan. Her brows pulled together as she walked back towards the bedroom. She watched as her father ran into the bedroom where Queen Aurelia was trying to push. Hale, a healer Braelyn recognized sat at the foot of the bed. 
 
    What the hell was going on?  
 
    Ruslan watched as Hale caught the baby that Queen Aurelia pushed out and Braelyn’s stomach turned. “It’s a girl,” Hale muttered. Queen Aurelia laid her head back with a smile. Ruslan snarled and snatched the baby as soon as Hale was done caring for the infant.  
 
    “Not what I wanted, but a female might work,” Ruslan said, looking down at the bundle in his arms. There was disappointment on his face and Braelyn knew that look too well.  Ruslan started for the door where Braelyn stood.  
 
    “Give me my baby,” Queen Aurelia cried. Even though Hale told her not to move and to rest, she climbed out of bed and stumbled towards Ruslan. “Give me my daughter.”  
 
    Ruslan kept his back towards the woman. “All you need to know is that her name is Braelyn and she will destroy what needs to be gone from this world. Keep her in here, Hale.” Braelyn’s knees grew weak and she fell to the ground as Ruslan walked out of the room.  
 
    Queen Aurelia fell against Hale as she kept her from going after Ruslan, who walked away with her baby. The baby she grew in her womb but never held. The baby that was taken from her.  
 
    “My God,” Braelyn muttered, coming to realization. “Azire is my brother. We are the children of Queen Aurelia.” Her eyes were wide and frantic as she looked at the floor.  
 
    “Get up, child.” A soft voice said. Braelyn watched as bare feet walked towards her. Her eyes moved up to see the face of a woman with pale blonde hair and silver eyes. The stranger was holding a hand out to her and Braelyn took it, standing back up to her feet.  
 
    “Who are you?” Braelyn demanded. “How are you able to touch me? I can’t touch anyone or anything here.”  
 
    “That is because you are being shown the past that you needed to learn,” she explained. “I’m Gwen. I’m a family member of yours who has been locked in this stupid thing for quite some time.” Blue sparks came from Gwen’s palms and Braelyn took a cautious step back.  
 
    The ground vibrated underneath Braelyn’s feet as a mirror surfaced from the ground. It grew to the length of her, revealing her true reflection. Her eyes trailed up from her legs up to her face.  
 
    Braelyn gasped and moved closer to the mirror.  
 
    “I have pointed ears!” She exclaimed with excitement. Her eyes roamed over her ears that were no longer rounded but pointed. “I’m a fae!” Even though she was raised to hate her own kind, she smiled. A part of her wanted to be fae and to live as wild as they had. She no longer wanted to be the cold-blooded killer her father made her out to be.  
 
    Gwen leaned against the mirror and grinned. As if it was the highlight of her day to watch Braelyn’s reaction. Braelyn touched her ears. They didn’t feel different, but she still was curious.  
 
    “I stripped any glamour that was covering you, so when you return you will be seen with your true form,” Gwen told her.  
 
    “How do I return?” Braelyn asked, looking at Gwen. 
 
    “When your business here is finished, you’ll know. Is there anything else you need to learn?”  
 
    “You took the glamour covering me,” Braelyn mumbled. “but can you take out every type of glamour there is in my mind? I have memories that I need back… they’re important.” Gwen pushed herself off from the mirror and walked over to Braelyn and placed her hand on each side of Braelyn’s head.  
 
    “Are you ready?” Gwen’s voice was near a whisper. Braelyn only nodded before white flashed across her visions and there was a pain. Hot white pain shooting through her head.  
 
    Screaming, Braelyn collapsed to the ground. Behind her eyelids, she saw flashes of memories. She watched her memories returning to her.  
 
    One by one. 
 
    “Do you have a death wish?” Braelyn asked, walking towards the fae that was leaning against a tree. Kalian was tossing an apple in the air and catching it. He looked at Braelyn with a boyish grin. “I’m supposed to be on the lookout for your kind, and then to kill any of you that I see.”  
 
    It was Braelyn’s third night in a row on night patrol, and she wasn't completely alone. Other hunters were scouting the woods. Luckily for Kalian, they were miles away from her.  
 
    “I’m shaking with fear,” Kalian replied. “Besides, I came to visit you.”  
 
    One eyebrow inched up her forehead. “The very first and very last time we spoke, you said I would never see you again.” 
 
    “I did say that, but I changed my mind.” He shrugged. “I enjoy living on the wild side.” The wild side he was living on was too dangerous for his kind. 
 
    “You won’t be able to enjoy living if you get caught.” She mumbled. “Do you not have the brains to realize that?” Kalian rolled his eyes. He pushed off the tree and stepped closer to Braelyn. “What are you doing here, Kalian?”  
 
    He grinned devilishly. “Maybe I find you intriguing.” Braelyn scoffed. That was the most ridiculous thing she ever heard.  
 
    Most of those who knew Braelyn despised her, but nearly all of them were Ruslan’s hunters. Very few people in the city even acknowledged her, and Trystan couldn’t go a day without arguing with her.  
 
    Braelyn definitely was not the intriguing type. 
 
    “Maybe I find you annoying,” she simply replied.  
 
    “So annoying that you and I laid in a field gazing at the stars while I told you stories about my realm?” Kalian teased. “Sounds incredibly annoying.” Heat inflamed her cheeks, and the tips of her ears grew warm.  
 
    The day they had met, Braelyn was foolish enough to ask about the Fae realm. It was interesting and Kalian was full of adventurous stories. She became addicted and they spent their first night together in a field, under millions of shining stars.  
 
    Things would be boring and the same if Braelyn had not run into Kalian at Satan's Church.  
 
    “Will you tell me now what you’re doing here?” Braelyn tried again, sighing as she leaned against a tree.  
 
    “I wanted to show you something,” Kalian said. Before Braelyn could respond, Kalian turned and started walking deeper into the dark forest.  
 
    Braelyn followed Kalian for twenty minutes without speaking. They came to a small river where the moon's light reflected off. Braelyn had never seen the river and she had wandered around the forest countless times, years after years.  
 
    “What is this place?” Braelyn muttered, walking towards the water's edge. Sitting on a twig near the water was a small salamander. It was a pale red color and only blinked at Braelyn. “I have grown up in these woods and I have never seen this river.”  
 
    “That’s because this is a glamoured ancient river,” Kalian explained. “It’s the second way to cross into my realms.”  
 
    “Why are you showing me this?” She asked, turning to look at him. The moon gave off more than plenty enough lighting.  
 
    “The last time we talked, it didn’t seem like you were able to have much alone time. So you could visit and enjoy your free time here,” he replied. Her brows pulled together and her lips thinned.  
 
    “We had just met and I kill your kind,” Braelyn shook her head. “Why would you be kind to me?”  
 
    “Because I think you are much greater than what you expect. You want change and I do as well. I figured we could start to change things together, try and make peace between us.” It was such a small act of change, but it was something, and it was a start.  
 
    Swallowing hard, Braelyn only nodded before turning to look back at the river. It was a bold and risky gesture, and it would be even riskier if she accepted.  
 
    “Do you think there really could be peace between our realms someday?” She asked. It seemed like the killing will never stop, and the humans and fae would continue to harm each other.  
 
    Kalian moved closer to where she stood by the water’s edge. “I think you could bring change to this world.” His tone was low.  
 
    Braelyn snorted. “You have quite the imagination.” The corner of his lips twitched upwards. “I hope you’re right.”  
 
    “I am always right, huntress,” Kalian said.  
 
    Another memory came back to her. It wasn’t as playful or hopeful as the first one. She remembered the fight with Trystan. The terrible memories of him threatening her. And she remembered how that river became her escape. The one place where she didn’t have to worry and be herself.  
 
    Braelyn sat at the edge of the river, looking across the calm waters. Her knuckles were bruised and hot tears ran down her face. Even when she tried to think of something else, she couldn’t help the tears.  
 
    Sighing, she swiped away the dampness on her cheeks. It was ridiculous to cry over a boy. It was even more ridiculous to allow a boy to break her heart so easily.  
 
    A twig snapped close behind Braelyn, but she didn’t bother to look. She knew exactly who walked to her and sat in the grass beside her.  
 
    As long moments passed by, Kalian stayed next to Braelyn as she silently cried.  
 
    “It was just another stupid argument,” Braelyn said after a while. Her face was clear of tears, but her chest still felt heavy. “Torrin nearly killed Trystan last night and I found out this morning. Both of them are cut and bruised unlike anything I had ever seen, and I’ve been through some brutal training. Torrin went after Trystan for having another female give him company at the Hunters Den.” Her stomach knotted at the thought of Trystan with another woman.  
 
    Even though it made her unsettled, what Trystan had done wasn’t surprising. They had both been growing apart for some time, but it still hurt nonetheless.  
 
    “I am so lost when it comes to Trystan,” Braelyn muttered, wrapping her arms tighter around her knees. She rested her chin on her knees and watched the water as it reflected the colors of the sunset. “I see a darkness in him that is slowly taking over.”  
 
    “It seems he is no good for you,” Kalian replied. “But you don’t seem ready to let him go.”  
 
    “I’m terrified to be away from him.” Her heart skipped. “I understand that makes me a coward, but he is all I have ever known.”  
 
    “That doesn’t make you a coward,” Kalian said after a moment. “You have a pure heart, Braelyn. I would never judge you for that.”  
 
    Another memory surfaced. It was at the beginning of their relationship. The comfort and attraction between them was growing.  
 
    Braelyn’s emotions were too heavy and too much to sort out. They were aggravating and she couldn’t believe Trystan had thrown bottles of whisky. He then accused her of loving someone else.  
 
    If Trystan was right, Braelyn wasn’t ready to confirm it.  
 
    “If you were to get caught, they won’t hesitate,” Braelyn muttered, glancing at Kalian. He was looking up at the blood-orange sky. “I wouldn’t hesitate to go against them, either.” Kalian’s head snapped in her direction, and she instantly regretted saying such a daring thing out loud.  
 
    Braelyn would defend Kalian even if it killed her, but admitting it out loud might have been too risky. When she felt lonely and couldn’t get Trystan to understand her, she turned to Kalian. It has been months since she first met the fae in Satan’s Church.  
 
    “Well, I am honored.” Kalian grinned. “I am also flattered that you care so much. I wouldn’t worry about me, though. Your hunters are pretty slow compared to me.” Braelyn rolled her eyes, deciding it would be Kalian’s ego that would get him killed and not his fae heritage.  
 
    Kalian bumped his shoulder against her, and Braelyn found herself leaning against him. It was natural and she felt more settled when she was by the river, or anytime she was near Kalian.  
 
    He had started to feel like home.  
 
    Kalian was supposed to be the enemy but he wasn’t at all evil like Ruslan had said. Braelyn remembered how Kalian was there for her every day, whenever she needed him. How he became a constant in her life.  
 
    Sweat dripped off of Braelyn as she panted, holding her sword in her clammy palm. Standing across from her was Kalian who wasn’t even sweating in the slightest. It was just aggravating that he wasn’t even out of breath.  
 
    “You said you wanted to help me,” Braelyn said. “Not kill me.”  
 
    Kalian laughed. “Is the big bad hunter struggling to keep up with a handsome fae?” Braelyn threw her dagger at him. Kalian only caught the dagger in mid-air and twirled it between his fingers.  
 
    It wasn’t the first time he had caught her weapons. He had even thrown her across the river at one point when she challenged him. It was a mistake and he had nearly broken her leg.  
 
    Snarling, she lunged for him but only ended up tripping over air. Just before she could face plant into the damp grass, an arm wrapped around her to stop the fall.  
 
    Kalian spun her around and she was pressed against his chest. Braelyn looked up into his blue-green playful eyes. Kalian truly didn’t have a flaw. Even though his skin was peppered in scars like her, he remained flawless.  
 
    He stared down at her with unreadable eyes. This winter and spring Kalian had shown Braelyn nothing but pure kindness. She had grown to him more than she would ever admit. They had even shared secrets. Secrets Braelyn hadn’t even told Azire or Trystan. 
 
    Braelyn bit the inside of her cheek and stepped out of Kalian’s hold, separating herself from him. She felt hotter than she had been just a moment ago. She refused to dig into her emotions. It was Trystan who was going to be waiting for her to start their guard shift in just a few hours.  
 
    “You don’t have to feel guilty,” Kalian said, catching Braelyn off guard. She stilled and kept her back towards him. She didn’t trust her reactions enough to face him.  
 
    “I don’t feel guilty.” She replied, trying to keep her tone casual. “How can I feel guilty if there is nothing to be guilty of?”  
 
    Braelyn remembered the first time they were training together just for fun, and Kalian had pinned her to the ground. They were in a forest by a small stream. That same stream they always met at. Where they swam together or just looked at the stars to talk.  
 
    She remembered the feeling of her soul awakening in Kalian’s presence. And the first time he kissed her. 
 
    Warm water wrapped around Braelyn as she walked into the small river. It still felt cooler than the hot air she had been sweating in all day. At least she was able to relax and clean off.  
 
    A large splash erupted from beside her, soaking the remaining parts of her. A moment later, Kalian broke through the surface, wiping water from his face. His blue-green eyes were stunningly bright against his wet dark lashes and a head full of onyx hair.  
 
    “I sometimes wonder if you’re a five-year-old,” Braelyn said, walking further into the river. She stopped once the water reached her shoulders, not daring to go any further.  
 
    Even though the river was calmer than usual, it still had a steady and strong current. It was clear enough to see the bottom filled with rocks and sand. The river had magic in the waters and had for centuries. 
 
    Kalian dipped under the water. Braelyn watched as she saw a school of fish speed by her, barely missing her legs. Once they passed, she saw something shining at the bottom of the river.  
 
    Braelyn took a step towards the object, and then she took another step, except her foot didn’t touch the ground. She went forwards, falling into the center of the current.  
 
    The rushing water pushed Braelyn down further when she tried kicking to the surface. Her heart began to slam in her chest, pounding through her entire body.  
 
    Braelyn tried again and failed to resurface. Panic bloomed inside of her as the water continued to push against her body. She needed to breathe soon, black spots were flashing across her vision.  
 
    A hand wrapped around her upper arm, and then she broke through the surface. Braelyn gasped, filling her lungs with fresh air. She slumped against a hard chest and turned to see Kalian.  
 
    “A lethal killer who can’t swim.” Kalian grinned. “You just continue to get more interesting each day.” He grinned. Braelyn scowled at him and leapt out of his arms as soon as they were in waist-high water.  
 
    “I’m glad my near-death experience is so comical to you.” Braelyn snapped. She went to shove Kalian, hoping he would fall back into the water, but Kalian's hands grasped her wrists.   
 
    “I hope you don’t think I would just let you die.” Kalian crooned, pulling Braelyn against him. Her chest pressed against his, and he smiled down at her.  
 
    “That’s good to know.” Braelyn shot back.  
 
    “Your mouth is what might get you killed.” Kalian released one of her wrists and gripped her chin lightly, running his thumb slowly over her lips. Her stomach tightened and her core ached with the light touch. “What are you thinking?”  
 
    “I’m wondering why it has taken so long for you to kiss me.” Braelyn’s voice was barely audible and she regretted the words. It was too bold of her.  
 
    Kalian’s lips crashed against hers with pure need. It wasn’t at all a gentle or slow kiss, it was full of hunger and yearning. Braelyn fell into the kiss, moving her lips against his and wrapping her arms around Kalian’s neck.  
 
    It was a kiss that had taken months of waiting. It had been four months since Trystan had died, and it still haunted her. But Kalian was new and had been everything good in her terrible life.  
 
    His hands moved to her waist, pulling her against him. His tongue grazed against her and Braelyn nearly moaned.  
 
    Kalian pulled away, his eyes bright. “I don’t want to do anything you’re uncomfortable with.” He mumbled. “If you’re not ready, I understand.” Braelyn wanted to kiss him again.  
 
    “It still hurts and I’m still healing but I am ready,” Braelyn whispered. “I can’t always live in the past.”  
 
    After that, they became inseparable but they never went farther than kissing.  
 
    Ruslan found out. It was Ruslan who took her out one night and brought her to a building made out of stone. The smell was awful and it was eerily silent. It was no place livable. That was where Braelyn saw a strange man and he had glamored her memories. He was fae, but he was friendly with Ruslan. They had been working together.  
 
    But she remembered the night where Kalian had told her that their souls were tied.  
 
    Not soul mates, but they had been twin flames. 
 
    “You’re my twin flame,” he said.  
 
    Braelyn smiled. “What’s that? Soulmate?”  
 
    Kalian played with her hair, a soft smile on his face. “No. People can have multiple soulmates, but only one twin flame.”  
 
    Braelyn turned to look at him better. His eyes were blazing with love and intensity. “You’re my one and only, Lyn. You’re the reason for my existence. You’re the fire of my soul.” He took her face in his palms and kissed her as if sealing the words into her soul. And she felt them there. She felt every word he uttered as the complete truth.  
 
    The memories all hit her with intensity.  
 
    Braelyn gasped, her eyes snapped open, and realized she was staring at a plain ceiling. Her breathing was heavy and her head pounded with a slight headache.  
 
    Gwen’s face came into view, standing over her with amusement shimmering in her stunning eyes. Kalian’s face was looking down at her as well, and she wanted nothing more than to grab him and be locked in a room alone with him.  
 
    “Who is your mother, Braelyn?” Kalian asked, even though she knew that he already had the answer to the question.  
 
    “Queen Aurelia is my mother,” Braelyn answered. “And the mother of Azire Ladson. He is my brother.” Kalian offered his hand and she took it. When he pulled her up, her chest pressed against his. He looked at her with a soft grin.  
 
    Braelyn couldn’t help herself. She was separated from him for too long. She wrapped her arms around Kalian and held him against her for a moment. A moment that she wished could last for hours.  
 
    It was near impossible to hold herself back from the man she loved and remembered. It seemed insane that she nearly was ready to kill him if he refused to help her. Kalian’s gaze focused behind Braelyn.  
 
    “Who are you?” Kalian asked and Braelyn stepped back from him.  
 
    “I’m Gwen. Braelyn’s guardian spirit,” said Gwen with a deep grin. “And before you ask questions, I am not from this world. Queen Aurelia had me ready for when Braelyn found out who she truly was, to guide her.”  
 
    “I’ve never heard of such a thing.” His eyes narrowed.  
 
    “Because you don’t have the power like Aurelia did, little King. Hers was rare and raw just like Braelyn’s.” She touched Braelyn’s shoulder. “Think of me like a fairy godmother.” Braelyn nearly cringed. She did not want and did not need a fairy godmother of any sort. 
 
    Kalian rolled his eyes before he looked at Braelyn. “You are the true leader of all the courts,” he said. “You are entitled to make decisions from here on out. My court and I will stand behind you the entire time.” Braelyn felt something cool against her palm. She looked down and watched Gwen pressed a hilt of a sword into her hand.  
 
    It wasn’t just any sword. It looked as if it was made out of gold and there were symbols engraved along the blade. It was beautiful with vine-like markings that followed the symbols to the tip.  
 
    When Braelyn wrapped her fingers around the hilt, white flames ran down the blade. Kalian and Gwen both stepped back, watching with curiosity.  
 
    Braelyn looked up at Kalian. “We need to start training. I don’t want the other courts involved because they need to heal. I need to get the Mountain Ash out of the realm.” Braelyn started for the door and Kalian followed.  As if he didn’t mind her being demanding. 
 
    Once Braelyn walked out into the hall, Kaveah smiled brightly. Rafe, Darius, and Harkin went wide-eyed and then went down on one knee, bowing their heads downwards.  
 
    “Queen of the Light Court,” Darius breathed. Braelyn’s heart pounded a little more in her chest. She grinned, looking over at Kalian who watched her with a sense of pride in his sea-colored eyes.  
 
    “I have some business to take care of,” Braelyn told Kalian. “Can you rift us back?”  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Once they rifted back, Braelyn asked Kalian to walk her to her rooms. She received odd looks from Rafe and Kaveah, and even Kalian had eyed her suspiciously. As if she was setting him up with an ambush. But she simply told them she had matters to discuss with the Dark King.  
 
    Braelyn acted normal once they entered her rooms, but couldn’t help but grin. Memories swarmed through her mind. Memories of the kisses she and Kalian had shared, the touches that could have gone farther, and the intimacy they shared. Even though they never crossed that line, Braelyn knew she wasn’t going to wait again.  
 
    The room seemed to become warm as she turned to look at Kalian who was still oblivious. She watched him as he walked around the room. Her nerves made her feel jittery.  
 
    Pushing away any doubtful thought, Braelyn walked into the living area where there was a couch in front of a fireplace. Kalian followed her into the room and leaned against the door frame.  
 
    As soon she was able to build up all the confidence she could get, she turned and walked towards Kalian. His eyes narrowed as she neared. Braelyn stopped with very little space left between them, and she looked up and gave him a playful grin.  
 
    “I have a confession.” She muttered and amusement spread over Kalian’s face. “I got my memories right before I came out of the mirror.” His eyes flashed brightly as he pushed himself up from the entrance. “I remember all of you Kalian. The way you cared for me and all the moments we shared. I remember them all.”  
 
    Kalian didn’t move.  
 
    “Are you going to kiss me or something?’ Braelyn bit out. “I nearly was planning to kill you and-” Kalian erased the space between them and grabbed her face in his hands. His lips pressed against hers with a hunger only she could understand.  
 
    Their mouths moved together with equal desire. It was a kiss they both had been craving. A kiss of returning to one another. Braelyn felt it in her soul. She recognized the feeling of safety. As if she was home and nothing else in the world mattered.  
 
    They started pulling at each other's clothes, discarding as much fabric as they could to the floor. Braelyn knew she wouldn't stop any of it. She waited once and she wasn’t going to wait another second. She could never truly know how much time they had together, and she was going to spend her whole existence with Kalian. Because she belonged where he did. Their souls were tied and bound together.  
 
    It felt as if a switch flipped inside of her. A switch that allowed her to ignite.  
 
    Her bare legs hit something and she didn’t have to look to know she had moved to the couch. The kiss broke for a moment as she laid back on the couch and he stared at her, taking her in. His pupils dilated as his eyes roamed back up her body. Her naked and exposed body.  
 
    With his eyes on her, devouring her, she had no reaction to cover herself. She was comfortable with him seeing all of her. He hadn’t been her first, but it was her first time being truly comfortable.  
 
    Kalian grazed his fingers up her thigh, driving her wild with his light touch. She wanted to feel his hands all over her and not with light touches.  
 
    “You’re exquisite,” Kalian muttered, his eyes reaching hers. They resembled the color of a dark sea. “Your body is a work of art. A masterpiece that was made for me. As if you were created for me and I for you.” He leaned down, his body pressing against hers. She shifted down into the cushions from the weight of him.  
 
    She gasped when his lips grazed her neck and her hands gripped his shoulders tightly. He murmured her name between the kisses he trailed down her neck to her collar bone.  
 
    Braelyn moved her hands over Kalian's back, his muscles clenched beneath her palms. His hand trailed the side of her body until he reached her waist, and grazed his hand down to the front of her. His touch was feverish. 
 
    Her heart pounded against her chest as he caressed her center, and she let out a stifled moan. Kalian used his fingers to prepare her, bringing her more and more pleasure with every touch. And when she was delirious with her need for him, he pressed himself against her.  
 
    Braelyn could feel his hardness against her core, and she moved her hips against him, creating the best friction between their bodies. He muttered her name as he kissed her jaw, her neck, anywhere he could reach. Just moments later, he slowly entered her. Her nails dug into his shoulders. 
 
    Everything felt like fire. Braelyn had sex, but nothing compared to what she had been feeling right at that moment. Kalian hadn’t been like anything she had experienced.  
 
    “I have waited so long for you,” Kalian muttered, his eyes cloudy. “I’ve waited for this exact moment and I will make sure to take my sweet time with you.” Braelyn’s eyes fluttered shut, shuddering with a wave of pleasure that passed through her.  
 
    Their bodies moved together and Kalian kept his hands on her. Just the feeling of his touch was enough to set her off. His hands roamed over her body, igniting fire in her flesh. Braelyn tilted her head back, moaning with pleasure.  
 
    “Kalian,” Braelyn breathed out. He slowed his movements as he looked down at her, their eyes locking. “I…” she swallows. “I love you.”  
 
    He pressed a soft kiss under her ear lobe. “You have no idea how much I’ve missed you.” She wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled him even closer to her body. She gave her whole self to him because she was not going to hold back and wait again. 
 
    His hand slid between them, moving down to Braelyn’s very core. His thumb rubbed against the bundle of Braelyn’s nerves, and she let out a moan. Kalian circled his thumb even faster.  
 
    Braelyn felt as if her whole body was tightening, and the only thing she could focus on was the way Kalian touched her and the way he moved. He leaned down, gently kissing her neck which turned into him biting. 
 
    His teeth grazed a soft spot over the bottom of her neck, and she felt herself breaking and shuddering with pure pleasure. Braelyn moaned loudly as she came undone on Kalian.  
 
    The Dark King was indeed a pleasure. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    It was the night of the ball.  
 
    Azire was walking with Torrin to the bakery to set plans with Violet for the ball, which would start in a few hours. Ever since he left the castle, Torrin was jittery and starting to get under Azire’s skin. Even though he knew Torrin was nervous, the small movements were still irritating him.  
 
    “If you keep it up, I am going to punch you,” Azire told him. He received a glare in return. “You have nothing to worry about. She already agreed to go with you. All we are doing is going over a plan.” Torrin only nodded and didn’t say anything.  
 
    Once they went to the bakery, they walked in to see Violet’s younger sister behind the counter with an apron. She looked up and gave Torrin and the prince a welcoming smile. Both of the males returned the smile and continued walking towards the back of the bakery.  
 
    Violet had been standing in front of a mirror, applying cosmetics to her face. She looked at each of the males through the mirror reflection before she turned to look at them.   
 
    Azire could feel the anxiety Torrin was giving off, especially with the frown Violet gave them. Calmly, Azire clamped a hand down on Torrin and smiled at Violet.  
 
    “What’s going on?” Azire asked her, not wanting to beat around the bush.  
 
    “Ruslan wanted me to attend the ball with him,” Violet murmured as if it pained her to speak the words. “I figured it is what you would have suggested to me so I agreed.” Torrin’s eyes darkened and even Azire felt a rush of anger.  
 
    They knew well enough that Ruslan was testing them.  
 
    “I don’t want you to ever agree to something that you are uncomfortable with,” Azire said. “I have a carriage coming shortly for your siblings so they can stay in my cabin.” Violet only nodded. “You don’t have to go with him.”  
 
    “I need to because he would find it suspicious if I didn’t and then show up with Torrin.” She shrugged. “Besides, I might be able to find more information tonight.” Azire realized that Violet truly had a warrior's heart. She was as selfless as Braelyn was.   
 
    Azire wanted to tell Braelyn that her father was taking a girl her age to a ball. A girl who worked with him for terrible things. His stomach knotted. Ruslan was sick and twisted in more ways than one.     
 
    “You guys should go before he shows up,” Violet said. She smiled faintly at the two males.   
 
    Azire reached out and put his hand on top of hers. “Thank you.” Azire nodded and glanced at Torrin, who looked as if he had something to say. But Torrin just gave her a soft smile.  
 
    Without another word, Azire turned on his heels and started out of the bakery. As they walked through the city, people made sure to move out of Azire’s way. They did it with kindness and respect, not fear as they did with the hunters.  
 
    Neither of them spoke as they made their way to the castle, walking the entire way. Of course, the prince had a carriage, but he didn’t like using it much. He would rather walk than ride around in a carriage. It also gave him time to stop and speak with random citizens of his kingdom. 
 
    Azire walked with Torrin at his side, making their way to the city. Soon, they would be getting ready for the ball. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Seventeen 
 
      
 
    Queen Valentina had done an outstanding job with planning the ball, just as she always does. There were teal and yellow decorations throughout the room, and a lot of summer colors. It had been summer solstice after all and his mother never missed one.  
 
    Both the queen and king were standing with a group of friendly people, each of them had been smiling. King Callum glanced up and his gaze caught Azire’s, and he was quick to wave his son over. Next to Azire, Torrin snickered when he heard the prince sigh.  
 
    Azire walked over to his parents with Torrin following. Callum brought a large hand on his son's shoulder and pulled Azire closer to him. “Prince Azire will be the greatest king in history,” Callum exclaimed, laughing with the group of men. “He is loved by everyone and has great leadership skills.”  
 
    “He and that hunter girl did make a powerful couple.” A man from the group said. Torrin chuckled when he saw Azire’s face go pale. “I am sorry for your loss, Prince Azire.” Azire only nodded a small thanks.  
 
    As the men went back into a conversation, Queen Valentina took off to speak with a small group of women who were gossiping wildly. Beside Azire, Torrin tensed. When the prince looked up and scanned the crowd, he found a group of hunters and their dates.  
 
    They brought prostitutes who wore the most revealing dresses Azire had ever seen. It looked as if they were outfits meant for the bedroom and not for a crowd to see. Definitely not something meant to be for his mother's ball.  
 
    He noticed couples whispering and glancing with sharp eyes towards the group of hunters and their ladies. In the center of the hunters was Ruslan with Violet, wearing a dress that revealed even more than the other females. She was dancing in his lap and she locked her eyes with Azire. Violet shook her head slightly as if to warn him to stay still.  
 
    Azire glanced at Ruslan, who only grinned at the prince. A grin that revealed victory.  
 
    Or so he thinks.  
 
    Azire winked at Ruslan before he turned and walked through the guests. Torrin was on his heels as he walked to the group of ladies that was much larger now, and they were gushing over the dress Queen Valentina had chosen to wear. It was a pale teal with deep blue beads on the chest.  
 
    Queen Valentina beamed at her son and the conversation quieted. “You look handsome as always, my little love.” The teal of her dress made her gray eyes even more bright.  
 
    “Thank you, mother,” Azire replied with a smile. “May I have a word with you? I feel like it is urgent.” The queen nodded as Torrin looked at Azire with a twisted expression. The queen hooked her arm around her son’s and they started walking, but Azire was slowly leading them to the group of hunters. 
 
    “What is going on?” She asked, her voice low with concern.  
 
    “Look at the hunters, but be discreet about it,” he whispered. He waited before he heard his mother growl a string of curses. “I believe those women are wearing these dresses against their will, so I would like your help to put Ruslan in his place-” He didn’t get to finish.  
 
    Queen Valentina released her son's arm and stormed towards Ruslan. Once she was close enough, everyone stopped dancing and Ruslan looked at her with his brows pulling together.  
 
    “Ladies, step away from your hunters,” Valentina demanded. For the first time in a long time, there was no kindness in her voice. Azire and Torrin stood on each side of the queen, knowing well enough not to trust Ruslan.  
 
    Violet waited until the others moved before she started to move from Ruslan, but he grabbed a hold of her arm and pulled her back to him. Azire wanted to crush his hand and break every damn bone.  
 
    “We paid for these women, Valentina-” Ruslan started.  
 
    “Queen Valentina,” The queen snarled. “Let go of the girl, Ruslan, now that you confirmed you men are pigs.”  
 
    Ruslan stood up from his chair. “They need to give back our money.”  
 
    “They will do no such thing and whoever tries to force a woman to return their money, I will behead them myself.” Her voice was filled with warning.  
 
    “They’re just whores to be used and played with.” Queen Valentina’s fist slammed into Ruslan’s nose and Azire heard the small cracking sound, but his jaw fell open.  
 
    The leader of the hunters stepped back, his hands went right to his nose that was heavily bleeding. Silence fell over the ballroom and King Callum was quick to make his appearance. He glanced between Ruslan and his wife before he tilted his head back and laughed.  
 
    Blood ran down his face as Ruslan looked up with dark eyes, anger twitched his face. It was a look that Azire knew was hungry for revenge, and his stomach felt heavy as if there was a large rock sitting on the inside. He had the feeling that Ruslan would find a way to get back at his mother, and Azire would do whatever he could to keep him from his mother.  
 
    “These women are allowed to leave and have the night off,” Queen Valentina announced. She turned to Torrin who had been smirking. “Dear, please have your men help the servants find these women gowns so they can stay if they please.” Torrin nodded and started for the doors. “Follow him, ladies.” Smiling, each of the prostitutes followed Torrin. Violet glanced at Azire with amusement dancing in her eyes as she walked past him.  
 
    All the hunters looked at the queen as if she could snap at any given moment, and it made Azire smile proudly even though he saw the glare Ruslan was giving him.  
 
    “I would apologize, but I find myself not sorry at all,” Valentina said to Ruslan. “In my kingdom, we treat women as humans and not pets.”  
 
     
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “Torrin,” said a familiar voice. Torrin had just enough time to turn and Violet lunged herself at him. Their bodies clashed together and her arms clamped around his neck. Her breathing was heavy and she was still wearing the revealing dress from moments before. “He knows.”  
 
    Who knows what? 
 
    Torrin pulled away from Violet as his brows narrowed. Her hazel eyes were large and frantic. It was obvious that she was panicking. Before Torrin asked any questions, he pushed open the door of his chamber and allowed her in before him.  
 
    Once they were inside, he shut and locked the door and turned to look at her. She was shaking and tears were forming in her eyes.  
 
    “Ruslan knows that you guys have been having me watch him and the hunters,” she murmured. Torrin inhaled a deep breath and walked to the table in his kitchen area and sat at the table. Violet followed and sat in the chair closest to him. “He threatened my family tonight, Torrin. I can’t keep going back.”  
 
    Torrin shook his head, looking at Violet who had tears running down her cheeks. “Never,” he told her. “You will never go back to the Hunters Den.”  
 
    “What do I do?” Violet asked. “I don’t trust him and he knows where I live-”  
 
    “You can stay in Azire’s cabin.” He quickly said. “He won’t mind at all.” She only nodded. “We have some servants with your sister and son. They were staying the night with them. If you wanted-” He swallowed. “You could stay here for the night.” Her eyes went wide. “Only if you want to and only as friends.”  
 
    “I will stay, but can I have some clothes?” Torrin was quick to get up from his chair. He went to his bedroom and started digging through his dressers. Behind him, Violet entered the room.  
 
    Her eyes roamed the entire room as if she was taking it all in. Torrin watched in the corner of his eyes as she walked over to his bed, running a hand over his sheets.  
 
    “Silk sheets seem a little…” She giggled. “Erotic.” His face became warm and he kept his head down, looking through his clothes. Torrin pulled out a shirt and grabbed a robe he kept away.  
 
    “These will obviously be huge on you, but they should work for the night,” Torrin said, turning to hand her the clothes. She walked across the floor and took them, giving him a small smile to say her thanks. He slipped out of the room and closed the door as he stepped out.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The next morning, Braelyn had been training with Rafe. They were not using any of their powers, it was just combat training that Braelyn had done all of her life. Rafe didn’t seem too surprised with her skills even though he was panting.  
 
    It had been a while since Braelyn was able to train with someone who had been challenging. Rafe was probably one of the hardest people to keep up with, but she had, and she wasn’t going to give up any time soon. She had been sweating like a pig on a summer day and she didn’t care.  
 
    “Maybe we should tell Kalian that we need to focus more on your powers?” Rafe panted. “Because you’re honestly in great shape for a battle.”  
 
    “I want to train every day,” she replied. “It’s how I get to stay above the other hunters.” He only nodded as he walked over to a bar that was on the wall above his head. He jumped up and grabbed it and started doing pull-ups. “I have a meeting with all the Kings and Ladies of the courts this afternoon.”  
 
    He raised his eyebrows. “Are you nervous?” Braelyn shrugged as she walked towards the weapons table. She ran her hands over the different weapons and grabbed a handful of throwing knives. “They’re all stuck on themselves. Every single one of them.”  
 
    Grinning, she glanced at the Therrian warrior. “Even Kalian?”  
 
    “Especially Kalian.” He scoffed. Braelyn only smiled as she turned towards the targets that were hung on the wall. She started throwing her knives when Rafe dropped down from the bar. “I heard some servants whispering about how your room was a disaster. Things were broken and some parts of your room were even burned.” Braelyn’s cheeks filled with warmth, but she kept her eyes on the target. “You must have been busy last night.”  
 
    “Shouldn’t you be teasing him about it and not me?” Braelyn growled, throwing another knife. Rafe walked over with a smirk and took a knife from her hand and twisted it between his fingers. He opened his mouth to respond, but the training room door opened, and a servant woman walked in.  
 
    “I am here to collect Braelyn,” the servant said. Her skin was the color of the sky on a cloudless day, and her hair was a deep onyx. Braelyn handed Rafe her other knives and headed out the room with the servant.  
 
    In her chambers, the servant had her wash up and then did her hair. Her blue fingers were quick and made tight braids on the side of her head, while leaving the rest of her hair down in loose golden curls. Braelyn had seen the braids done on female warriors, but she could never do them on herself.  
 
    Once her hair was finished, the servant walked into the large closet and found gear. It wasn’t heavy gear and it was black and gold. The color of her court and the color of the Dark Court. She got into her gear and the servant went to fetch the sword by Braelyn’s bed, and walked back to hand it to her.  
 
    She walked over to the mirror and stood in front of it, taking in her new look. Braelyn smirked because she looked like an honorable warrior. She did not look like a hunter or even a human. The braids in her hair allowed her ears to be fully visible.  
 
    “I am going to make the hunters my bitches,” Braelyn said, turning to look at her servant who gave her a small smile. She heard the door to her chambers open and then the footsteps.  
 
    A moment later Kalian walked into the room, wearing black gear that matched hers, he just didn’t have any gold in his. The servant in the room blushed before she bowed her head and was quick to leave Braelyn’s chambers.  
 
    “You look dazzling in your gear,” Kalian said, standing next to her in front of the mirror. He looked at her in the mirror and she smiled at him. “Cute braids.”  
 
    “You have to train with me tonight.” She told him, turning to look up at him. “My powers are out of control and the servants were whispering about how some of my chambers were burned.”  
 
    He raised one brow and there was a ghost of a smirk on his lips. “I will gladly train with you all night,” Kalian replied. Braelyn’s pulse skipped as heat rushed to her cheeks.  
 
    “I’m sure you would.” She quickly replied, knowing her face was as red as it felt hot. “Rafe just thought it would be a good idea to mention it to you.” 
 
    Kalian chuckled. “We have guests waiting for us.” He grabbed her hand and pulled her towards the door.  
 
    A grin spread across her lips even though her heart was picking up its pace. Being a leader wasn’t something new to her; there were plenty of times when Ruslan would leave town and she would take his position.  
 
    Even though others tried to stop her, she had done it anyway.  
 
    Kalian led the way out of the chambers and down the halls. Braelyn would have walked to the meeting room without him, if she weren’t still trying to learn her way around the palace.  
 
    “You obviously know the King of Autumn, but the King of Winter is my cousin, Ash.” Kalian’s voice held venom that he tried to hide. “Queen of the Summer Court is Zelena. There is a King and Queen of the Spring Court as they are twins, known as Rainn and Skylar.” Braelyn nodded, repeating the names to each court in her mind.  
 
    Kalian slowed as they approached two large doors. He glanced at Braelyn. “Are you ready for your first meeting as the rightful Queen of the Light Court?” He asked.  
 
    “Not like I have a choice,” she muttered with a confident smile.  
 
    “You always have a choice, Braelyn. Don’t ever think you’re being forced into something.” She only nodded. It was sweet, but she had bigger responsibilities now.  
 
    Responsibilities that she would never turn her back on.  
 
    Kalian pushed both of the doors open. They were large and heavy enough that it would take a couple of human men to even try to push the doors open. He glanced over his shoulder at Braelyn and she followed him into the room.  
 
    The meeting room in Kalian’s palace was much larger than the one in Scarlas castle. In the center was a huge table with the royal fae sitting around and on the outside of the room stood guards. Guards that belonged to each of the courts. Standing behind the only two empty chairs were Kaveah and Rafe.  
 
    As Braelyn followed Kalian to the empty seats, she felt eyes following her. Eyes that watched her every move and took in everything they could about her. Unlike the other Ladies, Braelyn had not been wearing a dress or a crown. And she felt strong in her gear.  
 
    Kalian took a seat in front of his cousin and Braelyn sat in the seat in front of Rafe, who gave her a smile before she took her seat. She looked up and noticed that everyone had been looking at her.  
 
    “This is Braelyn,” Kalian announced, his voice calm yet stern. “But you will call her Queen of the Light Court.” He leaned back in his chair and crossed his leg, his ankle rested on his knee in a very cool yet powerful way. Kalian then brought his hands together and grinned. “Queen of the Light Court, please tell them your plans.”  
 
    Braelyn sat forward in her seat, resting her elbows on the table. She was never the one to be nervous to talk in front of other people, but she was finding it hard to think of the right words.  
 
    “As many of you know, I am the daughter of the famous hunter Ruslan,” she said, trying to be loud enough for the others to hear. “But I do not believe in my father's doings. I am also the daughter of Queen Aurelia. She also had a son and you know him as the Prince of Scarlas.” 
 
    King of the Spring Court slammed his hands on the table. “You expect us to allow two fae murderers to be in charge of the Light Court throne?” He demanded. The King didn’t look any older than twenty-five. None of the Kings and Ladies looked much older than her. “It was known that Prince Azire had gone on hunts with the hunters.”  
 
    “Actually,” Braelyn said, gritting her teeth. “Azire trained with me as a hunter, but he never actually went on any hunts. He is not a killer.”  
 
    “And what about you killing humans?” Said his sister, Skylar. “You had quite the name. Ruslan’s reaper.”  
 
    Anger was starting to seep into her chest. A part of her wanted to snap and let her anger out, to have them fear her. But that was not what a good leader would do and she knew better.  
 
    Braelyn took a deep breath. “I understand how it looks,” she calmly said. “But I can assure you I am not a cold-blooded killer. I came here myself to look for help from the Dark Court to take down the hunters.”  
 
    “Lies.” River snarled, shooting her a dark glare. Braelyn licked her lips getting ready to talk, but Kalian slowly put his leg down and sat up in his chair.  
 
    “In case any of you would want to know, Braelyn is my twin flame and you disrespecting her is getting to me,” Kalian announced with a sneer. The royal fae burst into whispering and Kalian only rolled his eyes.  
 
    “So you use the hunter girl as your play toy.” River smirked. “I’m sure she doesn’t even mind it.”  
 
    Braelyn was on the edge of snapping, but it was Kalian whose shadows came out from behind him. The shadows swirled through the air towards River. The Spring Court guards stepped towards Kalian. 
 
    Whatever was about to happen wasn't going to be good, Braelyn knew that as a fact.  
 
    “Kalian, sit down,” Braelyn said, keeping the anger out of her voice. At first, she didn’t think he would listen, but the shadows came to a halt then he slowly sat back down. His eyes never left River.  
 
    River grinned.  
 
    “Test me, River. I dare you to because I don’t think you are ready to pick a fight with me.” Braelyn warned. Her patience was thinning by the moment.  
 
    “Your powers would be the same as your mother’s,” he replied. “Less than her actually because you have human blood diluting your fae blood.”  
 
    “I guess it would come to you as a shock that I possess powers from each court.” Her hands were pressed against the table and she made sure to look at every one of them in the eye. “Now, I want to talk about a plan I would like to set into motion. If anyone has something against it, you may leave.” She relaxed and brought her hands together. “The Dark Court is going to assist me in the battle against the hunters. But everyone needs to be training and trying to get things back to the way it was. But when we go to battle, I need you and your court to stay here to heal.” 
 
    They all looked at each other across the table. Braelyn’s gaze landed on Queen Zelena who was leaning back in her chair, a smile across her lips. Her dark skin made her light blue eyes more vibrant. Her hair was a light brown but had sun-bleached highlights.  
 
    She was beautiful and something was alluring about her that Braelyn envied. She and Braelyn stared at each other for a moment until she felt Rafe’s chin on her shoulder.  
 
    “You’re not hitting on the Queen of Summer, are you?” He asked with amusement in his voice. “Because she would like that.” Braelyn moved away from him and turned to hit him in the chest. Kalian glanced at the two of them with amusement dancing in his eyes.   
 
    “I will kick your ass in front of everyone.” She whispered and he only laughed. The way he laughed and played around with her reminded her of Azire. “I want her as a close ally.” He raised a brow at her. “She’s a female and they are much more intelligent than you men.” Before giving him a chance to answer with a remark, Braelyn got up from her chair.  
 
    Everyone turned to look up at her and she wasn’t even sure what to say. Somehow, she needed them to accept her. Even though she knew it could take time, she wanted to make herself seem like a good enough leader.  
 
    Not just good enough, but a great leader.  
 
    “I know you may not like me for my actions from the past.” She started, keeping her voice firm. “But it is my birthright to step up as Queen of the Light Court, and I want to live up to my responsibilities. You don’t have to trust me, but I am on your side.” 
 
    “Why would you want to go against your father?” River scoffed. Braelyn did not lose her anger, but she didn’t even think about lashing out.  
 
    She brought her hands to the front of her chest, and started unclasping the hooks to her leathered corset. Once her corset came off, she turned and grabbed the bottom of her shirt to lift over her head. Rafe glanced at Kalian as Braelyn discarded the shirt. 
 
    If they needed a reason to know why she hated her father, what better way than to show them? She gathered her hair and pulled it over her shoulder, revealing her back.  
 
    “The scars on my back are a reminder of who my father is,” Braelyn said, looking over her shoulder. “He is a cruel man and he killed the first man I ever loved. Actually, my brother had but it was on my father's orders. Even though she wasn’t wearing a shirt, she turned to look at the others. “No one wants him dead more than me.”  
 
    “You have killed more than Ruslan-” River started.  
 
    “Maybe she did.” It was Darius who spoke up. He moved from all and over to the table. He leaned in between River and Skylar. “You both are morons if you don’t want the most lethal killer on your side. But you also don’t have a choice since she is the queen of every single one of us.” He looked up at Braelyn without even looking at his brother and said, “The Autumn Court is on your side, Queen Braelyn.” 
 
    Rafe grabbed her shirt and handed it to Braelyn, who was quick to pull the fabric over her head. She turned to face the others. It was Kalian who stood up next to her, taking her hand into his. His hand was warm compared to her freezing one.  
 
    Across the table, Zelena glanced at Ash who sat back in his chair with his lips in a thin, white line. The Queen of the Summer Court only grinned as she stood up and nodded, willingly announcing herself as a part of Braelyn’s team.  
 
    Ash looked at his cousin. “You believe that this is a good idea? She knows nothing about ruling a court.”  
 
    “Each one of you are new leaders,” Kaveah said, moving to stand next to Kalian. Braelyn looked between Kaveah and Ash, who had the same dark hair and light blue eyes. They even had the same pale skin. “All of your parents were taken and are probably dead, and I am sorry for the loss, but we need to move on and make our realm a home again.”  
 
    “Yes, and it was her father who took your very own uncle, Kaveah. He probably made them suffer as well.” Ash looked at Braelyn. “Of course my cousin would defend you if your brother has taken her to bed. It seems you two are good with sleeping around to get what you need.” Braelyn couldn’t help but laugh and it was not because of humor.  
 
    “Oh, how brave of you to insult my brother,” Braelyn said. Even though it was still odd to her that Azire was her brother, she never considered him anything else. After all, they did grow up together. “I would watch yourself.” She let go of Kalian’s hand and started walking slowly around the table.  
 
    Silence filled the room as Braelyn walked, stepping behind the twins of the Spring Court. Darius had returned to the wall, where he watched with a smile on his lips. Braelyn bit her bottom lip to try and hide a smile, and her shadows slithered from her shoulders onto the twins.  
 
    The shadows twisted and turned into an orange color, looking like living flames. Each of the twins tensed and Braelyn remained amused, allowing her shadows to slowly slither over the twins. She knew she didn’t have much control over her powers, but she was glad they were working with her.  
 
    “I know I come off as a villain,” Braelyn said loud enough for only the twins to hear. “Make me your villain if you would like, even though we are on the same side. But you dare speak ill of my family that I care about, specifically Azire, I will become something that you fear.” She leaned down even more. “Do I make myself clear?”                
 
    River swallowed hard and there was a sneer twisted on his face. “Very,” he replied.  
 
    A cool sensation of satisfaction washed over Braelyn. She stood up and her shadows retracted and even turned back to the deep black color. Her eyes locked with Kalian’s. She grinned.  
 
    “How do you expect the Winter Court and Spring Court to heal?” Ash asked. “The two courts are filled with mountain ash or did you forget your precious father did that?”  
 
    “I will handle that.” Braelyn was quick to respond. She knew the Mountain Ash didn’t make her weak at all, so her human blood had made her immune to its poisonous effect. “I will summon each of you when I have some things taken care of. But you all should return and tell your people to train and heal. It’s what is important right now.”  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Eighteen 
 
      
 
    It had been two days since the meeting with the royal fae, and two days Braelyn had refused to leave the training room except to eat and sleep. Learning how to use her powers was starting to be a little easier, but it was still hard to control the amount she had.  
 
    Everyone had taken turns to help train Braelyn, but it seemed impossible to learn their ways. It frustrated her that she wasn’t able to control them completely, which only sends them spiraling out of control. 
 
    Luckily enough, Kalian had been able to turn her powers off when they became too much. The first day of training, she had learned that twin flame mates were able to help with power control. Sometimes, they could gain more power from their partner.  
 
    Braelyn had asked Kalian if he had any new powers, but he told her nothing of his powers changed. With all of the training Braelyn had tried getting in, she hadn’t spent much time alone with Kalian. She would wake up in the night to find him sleeping next to her in bed. He was busy with meetings and containing the Dark Court.  
 
    With her eyes closed and her hands in Kaveah’s, Braelyn reached deep inside of her as she had done before. She had reached for her powers to tug out, but she couldn't find anything.  
 
    Ice formed over Braelyn’s hands and she opened her eyes to see Kaveah gazing at her. Braelyn blinked and realized that Kaveah was gazing past her.  
 
    “What are you doing here?” Kaveah demanded. Braelyn looked over her shoulder at the King of the Winter Court. Ash was indeed walking towards them. Braelyn dropped her friend's hands and turned to face the prick of a King. She crossed her arms over her chest and narrowed her eyes.  
 
    “I came to help,” Ash responded. “Kalian sent letters to each King and Queen, asking to come train with Queen Braelyn.” His manic blue eyes shifted to Braelyn and his gaze softened. “I would like to apologize for being a total dick at the royal meeting. We got off on the wrong foot.” He took a deep breath. “You are my cousin’s twin flame, which makes us family in an odd sense.”  
 
    Braelyn eyed the handsome King, raising an eyebrow with questions in her eyes. It made sense why Kalian had reached out to the royal fae, but she wasn’t heavy on training with strangers. 
 
    The door to the training room opened. Rafe walked in with Darius following behind him. The Autumn fae always looked like he was in the process of causing trouble.  
 
    “I brought in your Dark King,” Darius announced as he walked in. Behind him was Kalian who looked at Ash and frowned.  
 
    Braelyn turned her attention back to Ash. “I accept your apology,” she said. “Now, how would you like to train?”  
 
    “You need pure motivation,” Ash told her. Kaveah's face scrunched up, looking as if she did not believe her cousin.  
 
    “We have tried motivation,” Braelyn shrugged. “Nothing is working.” 
 
    Ash shook his head. “Not motivation like this.” Once Kalian was close enough, Ash grabbed his arm. Kalian went to pull away, but his cousin only shook his head. “Just don’t move for one minute.”  
 
    Kaveah’s face relaxed with realization and had been replaced with a smirk. “It is a daring trick, cousin. But remember that they are twin mates.”  
 
    When Kaveah walked to the side of the room with Rafe and Darius, only then Braelyn looked at Ash with uncertainty.  
 
    “You need to stay where you are because you will channel your powers,” Ash instructed. “I have your mate and he will feel all the pain I bring upon him until you can protect him. Powers only.”  
 
    “Good thing we have quick healing abilities,” Kalian muttered, looking at Braelyn. Her heart was racing, knowing that she had to depend on her powers to protect Kalian.  
 
    “Are you ready, Braelyn?” Ash asked, gripping Kalian even tighter. “Kalian isn't going to fight back and his pain will end only if you can stop me.” Braelyn nodded, readying herself. Kalian shot her a grin, but it quickly vanished.  
 
    All Braelyn saw was the pain in Kalian’s eyes even though he was snarling, trying to bite back the pain. Ash watched her, but she was looking for what was causing so much pain.  
 
    A growl came from Kalian as he fell to his knees. Braelyn tried to focus on her powers, on a certain one that could help her, but all that came was rain. The rain was useless when her mate was on the floor in pain.  
 
    He closed her eyes and focused. There was a screech and her eyes snapped back open. Kaveah looked at her with wide eyes. Above Kaveah’s head was a hole burned through the wall.  
 
    “I can’t do it.” Braelyn snapped, looking at Ash. He still had a grip on Kalian who was on the floor with his hands and knees.  
 
    Ash didn’t release his hold. What was he doing to Kalian?  
 
    “Let him go,” She demanded. “It’s not working.”  
 
    “No,” Ash plainly said, kneeling to put his other hand on Kalian. “You have your powers so control them.” Kalian cried out, his yell was deep and pained. Braelyn locked her gaze with Ash.  
 
    Anger ran through her veins and she forced herself to stand still, focusing on the pain Kalian was clearly in. She felt as if someone had a clutch on her heart, but it was pounding viciously against her rib cage.  
 
    Kalian cried out again.  
 
    Blackness ran up her arms and her nails were replaced with sharp claws. Inside of her palms, there was a bright white light. She brought her hands together and formed a ball with her sun fire.  
 
    Braelyn looked at Ash and sent the ball of fire flying towards him. He brought a hand up and the ball of fire froze. It shattered as soon as it hit the ground. The blackness was still growing up her arms, but Braelyn held out her clawed hands, reaching for the rain.  
 
    All the rain that she had pouring in the room gathered around her, quickly forming a large wave that she had kept back. Grinning, she dropped her hands and the wave went towards Ash. When he tried to freeze the wave, she brought her hand up and sent fire towards his ice.  
 
    Fire and ice clashed for a split second before the fire ate the ice, leaving Ash to only put his arms up. The wave crashed against him and Kalian, sending them both back against the wall with the water.  
 
    Braelyn walked over to the window and guided her water out, allowing it to fall to the ground far below her. She smiled as the water left the room and she focused, using her thoughts and energy on her shadows.  
 
    They swirled around her shoulders and she was even able to turn them the color of ice. But she quickly turned them back to their typical onyx color, because she liked them better at their true colors.  
 
    Braelyn summoned her water powers, making it rain, and quickly started turning some raindrops into ice as they made their way to the ground.  
 
    “I guess we should have Ash come at the start of your training,” Kaveah murmured, walking towards Braelyn. Braelyn’s attention quickly went to Ash and Kalian.  
 
    The two kings were drenched and shivering as they stood from where they had been thrown. Braelyn moved towards the two males, embracing Kalian in her arms. The pain she had seen flash in his eyes was not something she wanted to see again.  
 
    “I’m okay,” Kalian muttered, kissing the top of her head.  She pulled away from him just enough to look up at him.    
 
    “If you don’t mind, I’m going to test it out on my own,” Braelyn said. Kalian only nodded and then she rifted out from the room.  
 
    Braelyn was now standing in the Spring Court with nothing but a forest of Mountain Ash in front of her. The blackness and her claws had vanished. But her veins were bright red-orange. They were the color of the flames that formed at her hands.  
 
    She waited, allowing the flames to grow. The flame formed into a wave like Braelyn created just moments ago. Except she was using fire and not water. Once the fire became large enough, Braelyn brought her hands forwards and the fire lashed out.  
 
    Instantly, the mountain Ash caught on fire, and Braelyn stood for a moment to watch the poison burn and the fire spread so far into the distance that she couldn't even see the end to it.   
 
    With the mountain ash burning, it would be a start for her people to heal. It was the sign of a new beginning that she would be starting with her new life.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    It seemed impossible to control his powers. No matter how hard he tried, they activated on their own. Luckily, no one had been around the times he had lost control. Especially when Torrin went to him to tell him that Ruslan knew about Violet spying on him.  
 
    They had gotten so close only to be shoved back even more. Azire nearly burned his room down when he had found out. Torrin had been able to go get servants and told them that one of the curtains got too close to a candle.  
 
    The two of them now sat in Torrin’s room, each of them skimming through books based on the fae and their powers. Azire knew where his came from, but he was looking to see if anything explained how fae accessed their powers.  
 
    “This is pointless.” Azire snapped, slamming his book shut. His head started to pulse with a headache.  
 
    “Do not burn my room,” Torrin warned. “Because I will not explain another burned room to our servants again.” Azire only scuffed with amusement. There was a soft knock at the chamber doors.  
 
    Torrin sighed and got up from his seat to open the door. Azire craned his head to look out of the room, finding his father talking to Torrin. Panicking, he pushed all the books off of the bed on the other side.  
 
    He wasn’t ready to confront his father. Not yet.  
 
    The prince climbed off of the bed and walked into the living area, smiling at his father as he walked towards his father and Torrin.  
 
    “There is my prince.” Callum gleamed, smiling at the sight of his son. “I told Torrin he should take the afternoon off while you and I go to the throne room. Ruslan said he wanted to show off his new hunters to us.” His stomach knotted and Azire glanced at Torrin. “If you want Torrin there-” 
 
    “No.” Azire sighed. “He deserves time to himself. I will just deal with Ruslan by myself.” Callum chuckled. Azire walked past Callum and Torrin and started out of the chambers.  
 
    King Callum was quick to catch up with Azire, who placed a hand on the hilt of his sword. His extra training was starting to come along. He was back in shape and was able to keep up with Alistair without a problem.  
 
    It wasn’t often that Azire got to spend time with his father, but he used every minute he could with him. When they entered the throne room, it was oddly empty. Azire looked around the room again and realized there were no guards.  
 
    “Father, where is everyone?” Azire asked as they walked to their thrones. There were always guards in the throne room. Always.  
 
    “I’m sure it is nothing, Az.” His father replied as the door opened. Ruslan walked in with one of the mysterious new hunters next to him, and there was a group of soldiers behind him.  
 
    Soldiers that wore the colors of black and red. Those were not their men.  
 
    Callum stepped in front of Azire, but Azire had already pulled out his sword, and he moved to stand next to his father. But the king put a hand against his son's chest.  
 
    “What is going on, Ruslan?” Callum asked. Azire’s stomach turned when he heard the concern in his father's voice. The uncertainty.  
 
    “It is time for a change,” Ruslan replied, grinning as the devil might have. Soldiers surrounded Azire and Callum, but kept their distance. Azire tried to reach for his powers, but nothing responded to him.  
 
    Rage was rushing through him, but there was no trace of his powers. Nothing to use against the soldiers and hunters besides his sword, which his father had given him when he was eight.  
 
    As Ruslan stepped closer to Azire, he kept his eyes trained on the prince. In his hand was a large rock that was glowing a bright blue color. It was magic, Azire knew that much. But he wondered why Ruslan had something with magic.  
 
    “It could be very easy to expose you, little prince,” Ruslan said. A deathly chill ran through Azire as if the room was frozen over. “You and your father know what you truly are and yet you kept it from each other.” Azire went incredibly still and Ruslan’s grin deepened. “It’s a shame your powers are useless now, isn’t it?”  
 
    Azire only returned the grin. “You can try and shame me for what I am, but you are the one who has a child just like me. A child you sent to her death.”  
 
    “Spoiler alert; she is not dead,” Ruslan exclaimed with amusement flickering in his black eyes. “She is far too smart to have gotten herself killed. Especially by the King of Darkness who so happens to be her mate.” Panic caused Azire’s heart to thunder through his body.  
 
    Ruslan knew everything and there was no way to contact Braelyn.  
 
    The room seemed to spin and Azire went from freezing to feeling as if he was about to break a sweat. Ruslan was chuckling at the ill-looking prince.  
 
    “So why send her?” Azire gritted the words through his teeth. “Why send the only sibling I have away?” Azire glanced at his father and watched as the realization hit the king.  
 
    “You stupid fool,” Callum muttered. “What did you do to Queen Aurelia?”  
 
    “It’s brave of you to call me stupid and a fool.” Ruslan sneered. “Your little fae is rotting as we speak, Callum. It is amazing how you betrayed me. Your people would be ashamed to learn what your son really is.”  
 
    “Why did you send Braelyn away, Ruslan?” Azire demanded, growing even more annoyed. His heart slammed against his chest, vibrating through his entire body. 
 
    The hunter clicked his tongue and started walking around Azire and Callum. Azire followed Ruslan’s every move, his sword ready to slash out if Ruslan were to try something.  
 
    “Braelyn may be smart, but she can still be fooled easily,” Ruslan explained. “Just like you.” Panic flooded through Azire, causing his hands to shake. 
 
    The soldiers held up crossbows and pointed them directly at the prince. Callum’s eyes widened and for the first time in his life, Azire saw the fear in his father's eyes.  
 
    Ruslan handed the blue glowing rock over to the new hunter, who looked pleased as he watched Ruslan pull out his sword from its sheath. His movements were slow but lethal. He was a hunter and every move had a purpose.  
 
    With smooth swiftness, Callum took Azire’s sword out of his hand and turned towards Ruslan. The king raised his sword pointing it at his very own general. Someone he had used to call a friend.  
 
    Azire seemed too taken back to even move. The king and the hunter scowled at each other, but there was a hint of a smile on Ruslan’s face. A smile that Azire wanted to rip off.  
 
    “The prince will have better luck than you, Callum,” Ruslan said. “But you know that.” 
 
    “I will kill you for killing Queen Aurelia,” Callum snarled. “And for putting a knife right through my back.”  
 
    “Queen Aurelia isn’t dead.” Ruslan let out a deep laugh. “Just ask your boy. He followed me out there one night with his friend. It was my eldest son who had been with them as well. I promise you he is being punished this very moment-”  
 
    “So Jorah can kill Alistair as he did to Trystan?” Azire demanded, unable to control his anger. How much did Ruslan know? How did he know so much? “As far as I see it, you will only have one loyal child.”  
 
    “Braelyn will kneel to me.” Ruslan’s voice was low. “You will be there to watch as she does.”  
 
    “She kneels to no one.” Azire shook his head knowing there would never be a day where Braelyn kneels to someone. If that day came… He didn’t want to think about such a day.  
 
    Azire was certain he could find a way out of this terrible mess.  
 
    The soldiers stood still with their weapons aimed. Rage was pulsing through Azire like a mad river and he couldn't stand it. His last nerve was pushed over the edge and he wasn’t going to just stand around any longer.  
 
    Azire yanked the hilt of the sword out of his father's hand and was quick to swing at Ruslan. The hunter was even faster, blocking the blow easily with his sword. Azire knew no one had ever been able to win a duel against Ruslan, but he would try.  
 
    Metal clashed against metal. Azire’s wrist ached terribly with the hard blows, but Ruslan was toying with him. Callum watched as the soldiers now had their weapons pointed at him. 
 
    “You won’t win, little prince,” Ruslan crooned. “No one could ever stand a chance against me.”  
 
    “You're wrong.” Azire panted, bringing his sword down. Ruslan’s sword blocked Azire’s blow, but they stood close together, their faces just inches apart. “You only ever trained with one person because you didn’t want anyone knowing your weak points.” A grin spread across the prince’s lips. “How does it feel knowing the one person that hates you more than anything knows all your weaknesses?” Ruslan had only set himself up when he decided to train Braelyn alone, allowing her to study his skills and weaknesses.   
 
    Growling, Ruslan brought his foot up and slammed it into Azire’s gut.  
 
    Laughter followed Azire as he landed on his back, hard against the cold floor. His father had been urging him to stand up, but the motivation Azire needed was only the pure hatred he had towards Ruslan. The prince gripped his sword even tighter as he got back to his feet. His golden eyes once had light in them but they had gone dark.  
 
    Azire lunged with his sword and brought it down, over and over again. Ruslan blocked every single move, but there was annoyance in his eyes, and it made Azire smile to himself. He wanted to get under Ruslan’s skin.  
 
    Ruslan threw his sword to the side as Azire swung his. There was nothing for the sword to clash against, but Ruslan had moved with quick swiftness and somehow had been able to grab a hold of Azire’s wrist. Before he could register it happening, Ruslan pulled Azire towards him and brought a fist down.  
 
    Thick blood-filled Azire’s mouth as he fell to the ground. Callum was begging for Ruslan to stop now, Azire heard the desperation in his father’s voice and it made him sick.  
 
    Ruslan grabbed the front of Azire’s tunic and pulled him closer to the hunter. He stared into Ruslan’s deep onyx eyes and found it eerie that he had ever seen someone with pure black eyes.  
 
    “Ready to give up?” Ruslan teased. “There is a reason why I only allowed Braelyn to become as good as she is, and that is so I know I will never be defeated.” Azire spit a mouth full of blood at Ruslan, soaking his face with his blood and saliva.  
 
    “She is my sister and you nearly allowed us to get married, which means you're pretty fucked in the head,” Azire replied. “But I knew that the moment I was old enough to know you kill innocent beings for your pleasure.” Another fist came down and Azire felt the pain shoot through his head, knowing very well his cheek will be swollen.  
 
    “When you think about it, Azire,” Ruslan was now panting and his voice was thick with anger. “There isn’t much difference between your sister and I.” Azire spit more blood out but onto the floor. When he glanced up at Ruslan, he was waving someone over.  
 
    Soldiers shifted around and some were dragging Callum towards Ruslan. Azire’s heart was racing and his mouth went dry. It felt as if breathing was impossible.  
 
    “What are you doing?” Azire snapped, pushing himself up onto his feet. A soldier walked over and handed Azire’s sword to Ruslan, who then handed it to Callum. “It doesn’t have to be like this, Ruslan.” The soldiers who had been holding Callum’s arms had released their hold and stepped back.  
 
    “Your father and I will fight to the death,” Ruslan announced. “Whoever is left living is the true king of Scarlas.”  
 
    “When I die, Azire becomes the rightful king.” Callum spat. “So kill me because Azire will be a great king. You know it and you fear him.” Ruslan bared his teeth like a rabid dog.  
 
    “Azire will not be killed and he will not be a king.” Ruslan shrugged. “I can use him for much leverage when it comes to Braelyn.” Angrily, Callum lunged with his sword out.  
 
    Ruslan was much faster. He seemed almost too fast for a human.  
 
    The hunters were able to disarm the king and grab him. In just a flash, the hunters had the king forced down on his knees. Ruslan’s blade was pressed against Callum’s throat.  
 
    “Don’t!’ Azire stumbled towards his father, his golden eyes were wide. “Ruslan, don’t. I will do whatever-” Before Azire could finish, Ruslan slid the sword’s blade across Callum’s throat.  
 
    Blood spurted out and Azire was close enough to get the front of him sprayed with blood. He stood still, frozen in place as his father tried grabbing his neck. Ruslan stepped back and Callum fell to his knees as he choked on his own blood.  
 
    Realizing what happened, Azire rushed for his father. He landed on his knees in front of his father, trying to keep his neck from bleeding. He was doing whatever he could to try and stop the wound from killing him.  
 
    He can’t die. He can’t die.  
 
    “Dad, I love you.” Azire choked and he looked at his father and saw his eyes soften. The choking came to a stop and his father’s body went limp. 
 
    Callum had died. His father had died.  
 
    “No,” Azire muttered. “No, dad. Wake up. You have-” Azire was pulled away from his father, and he was quick to lash out. But nothing he did helped him.  
 
    He was truly living in a nightmare.  
 
    Braelyn needs to know. She needs to be warned.  
 
    The prince screamed out for his father whose body laid on the floor, in a puddle of his own blood. He was threatening the soldiers who were pulling him towards the doors to exit the throne room.  
 
    “As the King of Scarlas, I demand you to let me go,” Azire snarled, trying to escape the soldiers. Neither of them budged. Ruslan only chuckled as Azire was dragged out of the throne room.  
 
    As he was forced down the hall, he noticed the blood and the bodies of people he had known since he was just a young boy.  
 
    People he had considered family. 
 
    Everything he ate from earlier that day rose in his throat, and he vomited on the floor. The soldiers didn’t bother to stop, they just continued to haul the prince down the hall.  
 
    Where is my mother? 
 
    “I will kill every single one of you,” Azire promised. “I’ll make sure to save Ruslan for Braelyn’s wrath. But you all will die as you should.”  
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Nineteen 
 
      
 
    On the other side of the doors were some of the best warriors in the fae realm. Most of them had been from the Dark Court, so Kalian escorted Braelyn to the Dark Court. Where she would meet her soldiers who were to assist her when she took the hunters down.  
 
    The other courts were to stay back and heal. The Mountain Ash burned quickly, so the Winter and Spring Court would be returning to their homes. Braelyn knew she wouldn’t need a large army against the hunters. Especially not since their magic was back.  
 
    Inhaling a deep breath, Braelyn pushed open the door that led into the throne room. She had taken the back entry as Kalian instructed. Sitting in the thrones was Kalian’s mother, Laurent, and him. The throne next to Kalian was empty, he had told her it was hers. Rafe was standing next to the throne, smiling at her. 
 
    Everyone watched her as she walked towards the throne, but she did not take her seat. In the throne room stood five warriors. They each looked up at her with curiosity. She returned their gaze.  
 
    “Bow to your Queen,” Kalian said from behind Braelyn. The warriors started to kneel, but Braelyn shook her head.  
 
    “That is not necessary.” She told the warriors after shooting Kalian a warning glare. “You do not need to bow to me. To prove your loyalty you can join me in battle.”  
 
    There was a soft chuckle.  
 
    Braelyn turned to look at Laurent who was easily getting under her skin. He sat on his throne because he was the son of a king, not a warrior or someone noble like his brother. It was easy for Braelyn to catch on to exactly what Laurent was like.  
 
     “I suppose you would laugh.” Braelyn shrugged. “Without the title your father gave you, you are nothing.” She glanced at Kalian who slipped a hand over his mouth, but she saw the grin he tried to hide. Braelyn turned back to the warriors, intaking a deep breath.  
 
    Just recently she found out her role. She was now the Queen of the Light Court, and she knew she wasn’t ready. But she spent her life watching Azire prepare to be king, so there shouldn’t be much of a difference. Except Azire was much more likable.  
 
    A small dark shadow swirled around her wrist. Braelyn knew it didn’t belong to her but to Kalian, and she felt comfort in the shadow’s light touch.  
 
    “Tomorrow you will be joining me in the battle against the hunters,” Braelyn announced, holding her chin up high. As she spoke, she looked at each of the warriors. “Hopefully tomorrow is the day when peace is brought back between our kind and the humans. We will make a plan once we rift to Scarlas tomorrow, but I do hope you will be ready and we will meet here in the morning.” With that, she turned her head to look at Kalian.  
 
    “You heard Queen Braelyn,” Kalian said, standing from his throne. “You are all dismissed.” Braelyn watched as the warriors walked out of the throne room. She went to turn towards Rafe, but the sound of a pained groan caught her attention.  
 
    A shadow had been wrapped around Laurent’s throat, and his mother looked between her sons with horrified eyes. As Laurent tried to pull at the shadow, Kalian slowly walked towards him.  
 
    “It amuses me that you think I am a fool, Laurent,” Kalian said. “Why did you poison Braelyn the first time I brought her here?” Braelyn’s jaw fell. She forgot about being poisoned. With everything happening around her, it seemed as if it’s been years since she came to the realm.  
 
    The shadow around Laurent’s throat moved away, and he inhaled a deep breath. Kalian grinned at his brother, but Braelyn noticed the confusion on Laurent’s face.  
 
    “I poisoned her because…” Laurent breathed as he looked down at the ground. “I think someone told me to but they never said-”  
 
    “This is no time for games, Laurent.” Kalian bellowed. A shadow started towards Laurent but Braelyn was convinced he was telling the truth.  
 
    “Stop,” Braelyn shouted. The shadow came to a halt and everyone looked up at her. “He doesn’t remember.”  
 
    “How is that possible?” Rafe asked, glancing between Kalian and Laurent.  
 
    Kalian looked back at his brother. “Whoever gave you that poison, what did they say?”  
 
    “They said they are waiting for Braelyn to arrive home.”  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “You are not going alone,” Kalian said as he followed Braelyn down the hall. After Laurent had said she was expected back at home, she rifted back to Kalian’s court and announced she would need to go alone.  
 
    It felt as if there wasn’t enough air for her to breathe, and she was slowly getting light-headed. Whoever had been to the Dark Court to see Laurent knew that Braelyn was going back. They could easily be walking into a trap and she wasn’t going to let the people she loved to follow her into danger.  
 
    Her thoughts kept going to Torrin and Azire. To the family she had back in Scarlas that she cared deeply for. She would need to get them out of there, or at least help keep them safe.  
 
    “It would be too dangerous for you guys to come along with me,” she said, turning down into another hall. Before she could go much farther, Kalian reached out and grasped her wrist.  
 
    Braelyn turned to look at Kalian and he pulled her into him. He placed her hand on his chest where his heartbeat underneath.  
 
    “If you are to be reckless, it just makes sense for me to join you,” Kalian muttered. “As twin flames, our souls are tied. If one was to ever die, the other would shatter and crumble into nothing.” A chill ran down Braelyn’s spine. Even though that was the case, she had grown to care for Rafe and Kaveah. She wouldn’t allow any of them to go with her.  
 
    “Let’s talk about this tomorrow,” she said, smiling at him. “I want you to hold me while I sleep.”  
 
    Returning her smile, Kalian took her hand into his and started down the hall. The opposite direction of her chambers. “Where are we going?”  
 
    “You should stay in my rooms,” he replied. “With me.” Her stomach fluttered with butterflies as they walked towards his room.  
 
    As they walked through the halls, Braelyn wrapped an arm around Kalian. Every few seconds, she would kiss him on the cheek. He only glanced at her with amusement dancing in his eyes.  
 
    When they neared a door, Kalian took her by surprise, pulling her body against his and their lips crashing together. Braelyn smiled against his lips and stumbled through the entrance of the door. 
 
    Braelyn didn’t break their contact as she pushed Kalian against the wall, her hands roaming down his chest. The hunger for him was unreal, it was unlike anything she had ever felt.   
 
    Her hands went to the buttons of his pants and she worked at them, pulling them open. A low growl came deep within Kalian, and he grabbed her waist with a stronghold. Swiftly, Kalian turned Braelyn so she was against the wall, and he was pressed against her.  
 
    He broke the kiss as his hands went to the front of her shirt and he ripped the fabric down the middle. Braelyn saw the hunger and want in his eyes. The blue-green of his eyes were so dark, they were nearly black.  
 
    Kalian began kissing her again as he tore at her clothes, piece by piece. Once she was near to being completely bare, Kalian’s lips moved from her lips to her jaw. His mouth made its way to her neck.  
 
    Braelyn bit her lip, her head falling back against the wall. Kalian’s teeth grazed against the sensitive, soft spot on her neck, making a moan escape Braelyn. Kalian grabbed her waist and lifted her up, his mouth moving back over hers. Braelyn wrapped her legs around his waist and he carried her from the wall to the bed.  
 
    “Did you really think you would be in control?” Kalian asked, his voice raspy. He looked down at Braelyn who was now sprawled out on the bed. Kalian’s eyes flash with desire. His chest was rising and falling as his bottom lip slipped between his teeth.  
 
    Braelyn said nothing as Kalian studied, taking in every inch of her possible. When she placed both hands above her head, she heard a low growl before Kalian was on top of her again, his lips attacking hers.  
 
    Her legs twined around his waist, pulling him closer to her. After a moment, Kalian broke the kiss and pulled Braelyn to him. Very slowly, he slid into her and she arched her back as every nerve was set on fire.  
 
    A gasp escaped Braelyn as Kalian filled her. Kalian pulled back only to thrust into her again. His movements were slow, teasing. Braelyn reached for him but Kalian used one hand to pin both of her wrists above her head as he continued to push into her.  
 
    Kalian’s rhythm grew more frantic and fierce with each thrust. He was devouring her feverishly as she moaned against his mouth, and his free hand slid down the side of her body. 
 
    Every push drove Braelyn closer and closer to the edge, and pleasure was consuming her completely. She moved her hips against Kalian, meeting with his thrusts. He let out a rumbled moan, dropping his head in the crook of her neck.  
 
    “Oh, gods,” Braelyn muttered, overwhelmed with the pleasure. Braelyn arched against him and Kalian let out a low growl.  
 
    The movements became faster than they had been just a second ago, and Kalian pressed his lips against her shoulder as he released his hold on her hands.  
 
    Braelyn didn’t realize how badly she had been wanting to touch him until her hands went to his back. Harsh gasps came from Kalian as Braelyn grazed her fingers down his back.  
 
    “I love you,” Kalian said, his voice low.  
 
    “Kal,” Braelyn muttered as she neared the edge. He only groaned in response, and Braelyn’s control crumbled as her body shuddered with pleasure. A moment later, she felt Kalian thrust once more and felt him come undone inside her.  
 
    Kalian fell on the bed beside Braelyn and she turned onto her side, looking up at Kalian. He was panting and she watched his chest rise and fall. Even his chest was marked with small white scars, but that suited his perfectly carved body.  
 
    “Once this war with the hunters is all over,” Kalian started, rolling to his side to look at Braelyn. “I will bring you to your rightful court, and we will stay there together.”  
 
    Braelyn raised a brow. “You would leave your home to stay in a foreign court?”  
 
    “Nothing is foreign to me as long as I am with you.” He kissed her forehead. “My home is wherever you are and together, we will build a whole new world. Maybe have a family of our own one day, when it is safe enough for children to roam the forest safely.”  
 
    Braelyn swallowed hard. It felt like her heart swelled twice in size.  
 
    “I think I would like that very much.” She replied, smiling up at Kalian.  
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Twenty 
 
      
 
    Scarlas was burning.  
 
    Panic gripped at her insides as she stood on the edge of the city, watching as many of the townhouses burn. Soldiers wearing black and red walked around. There were thousands of them.  
 
    They had been attacked, she told herself. Scarlas had been attacked when she had been gone.  
 
    But by who? The colors weren’t any of the other kingdoms. Except for the fallen kingdom that Torrin had come from…  
 
    No, it was impossible.  
 
    She pulled her cloak tightly around her and lifted her hood to cover her face. As she walked into the city, she kept her face down. With every step through the streets, she peeked under her hood to watch the soldiers.  
 
    What caught her attention was a group of men walking with some soldiers. They talked as if they knew each other, but Braelyn gasped at the sight of some hunters she knew walking with the attackers.  
 
    Her stomach clenched. Something was terribly wrong and her gut was telling her so. Braelyn watched and waited until a single hunter came walking towards her. She slipped close to a building, and when no one was looking, she grabbed the hunter and pulled him behind a building.  
 
    “What-” The hunter started, but Braelyn was quick to put a hand over his mouth, shoving him into the wall. She pulled her hood back some so she could reveal herself to the hunter she knew as Jax.  
 
    “What the fuck happened?” Braelyn snapped, dropping her hand to pull a knife out from under her cloak. A deep smile spread across Jax’s face.  
 
    “Your daddy knew you would come,” Jax said. “You know how to betray your own people-” 
 
    “Ruslan did this?” She seethed. “Of course he would. Why?” Jax shrugged and Braelyn’s blood boiled. She could have used her powers but instead, she swung her arm and her knife sliced through Jax’s throat.  
 
    Pulling her head back down, Braelyn ran. She powered all her anger into the energy of her powers she started reaching for.  
 
    Her heart was hammering hard against her chest and it felt as if it was going to tear her chest open. Even though she had been trained to be a warrior, she felt unsteady like she was expecting to find the worst, but she tried to push the thoughts to the far back of her mind.  
 
    Keeping the others away as she tried to get inside the castle was her biggest priority. Getting to the people she loved and left. If the hunters were a part of this, then they must have found a way to lock Azire’s powers. Because if he had some of the same ones she had, he would have been able to defend the castle.  
 
    As for her, she wouldn’t be using any powers unless it was necessary. Braelyn would wait until she was close enough to her enemies to let herself loose on them. But until then, she would make everyone in her way suffer.  
 
    Braelyn grinned as she walked towards empty townhouses. She stayed in the dark shadows as she ran with her flames flickering at her fingertips. With every building she touched, it caught fire. Soon enough, there were shouts and thundering footsteps from soldiers.  
 
    Coming to another row of buildings, she stopped and knelt. She placed both hands on the ground and reached deep for her powers, to use both winter and autumn powers. A smile broke across her face as the ice started to form right in front of her. She watched as ice and fire mixed in an impossible way.                
 
    The ice took the shape of a dragon that grew taller than every building around her. When the ice dragon looked down at her, she saw the flames as its eyes. Once she allowed her fire to be built inside the dragon, she stood up and started climbing onto her creation.  
 
    Soldiers were yelling louder as Braelyn sat at the base of the dragon's neck, right where its wings met the body. “Take me as close to the castle as you can get, and we will cause havoc on our way.” With a roar so loud that it shook every bone in Braelyn’s body, the dragon shot straight up with an unnatural speed.  
 
    Wind tore at Braelyn’s gear and whipped her braid back. She clung to the dragon as it made its way up into the sky. When the dragon started flying over the city, she scouted out the castle grounds.  
 
    Soldiers were standing all around the castle, and each one was armed to the teeth. Her lips pressed to a thin line. She would have to use her powers on them, but she would still make them suffer. She wouldn’t let it be a quick death for anyone.  
 
    Below them, guards were shouting and aiming their bows and crossbows towards the sky. No arrow came close to hitting them because they were flying too fast and no arrow would go that high. The dragon let out a deep growl and dove towards the city, just outside the castle gates.  
 
    The dragon landed, shaking the earth's ground beneath it. Braelyn gave her dragon a quick pat before sliding off its back. As soon as her feet hit the ground, the dragon inhaled and blew out a breath of fire towards the oncoming soldiers.  
 
    Their screams followed her as she pulled her sword from its sheath and started swinging at soldiers nearby. The dragon turned to the soldiers starting to surround Braelyn and he blew with fire once again. Brelyn was quick to pull up a shield around her, and she watched as the fire wrapped around her invisible shield and went straight towards the soldiers. 
 
    The fire vanished, and all there was left was soldiers running and screaming; they were burning alive. Braelyn took off running straight towards the castle doors. Once she was in, there was nothing but dead bodies throughout the halls.  
 
    No soldier was in sight, but every step she took was in pools of blood. Blood of people she had known. The people who had lived at the castle with her. Braelyn couldn’t help but think about Azire and Torrin. What if they were among the dead?  
 
    She would know it. She knew she would know if one of them had died.  
 
    Braelyn made it to the throne room and ran inside with her sword wielded. Ruslan was standing close to the throne and in front of Braelyn had been a god-awful nightmare.  
 
    No tears came. Nothing came besides uncontrollable rage.  
 
    Soldiers were filling the room and started to surround her, each wielding a weapon. Sitting on the throne was a man she didn’t even recognize, but Torrin stood next to him. Torrin looked more tense than she had ever seen him. He looked at her and she saw him shake his head slightly.                
 
    No matter how hard she tried to reach her powers, there was a wall. A barrier to keep her from using them. What did they use to lock their magic? Her eyes roamed the room, but there was nothing out of the ordinary.  
 
    “You truly think I’m scared of you and your soldiers holding their weapons pointed at me?” Braelyn raised a brow as she grinned. “In case you have forgotten, I was trained to not fear death.” It was all a lie.  
 
    Before, Braelyn wouldn’t have cared about dying. That was before she got her memories back. Before she met her family she built. Before she found out about Azire being her brother. Before she was the Queen of the Light Court and Dark Court.  
 
    Now, she had things to live for, things she wanted to see before she died. If Braelyn died, that meant that Kalian’s soul would shatter and he would never be the same.  
 
    “Maybe.” Ruslan shrugged and Jorah chuckled. “But you would care if we killed your little boyfriend, wouldn’t you?” The room went silent before she heard the sound of chains dragging and the sound of someone grunting.  
 
    Staying in her place, she turned to watch as even more soldiers walked in with Kalian. He was chained and his wings were pinned together by something she couldn't see. Kalian’s sea-green eyes moved to hers and she felt a cold chill go through her.  
 
    Even though his eyes were stone cold, she could see the defeat behind them.  
 
    “I am sure you would care if Azire died,” Ruslan continued. From the other entrance of the throne room, Azire stumbled in. His wrists were bound with chains and his face was bruised and cut. As if someone had been beating him.  
 
    “If my son were to be killed, you would care.” The man on the throne said, shoving Torrin forwards.  
 
    Then everything seemed to slowly piece together.  
 
    Torrin was the prince of a fallen Kingdom. Ruslan had become legendary for fighting in the bloody battle and having their king killed. Yet, it was just Ruslan’s game.  
 
    Ruslan had been going to the Fallen Kingdom and building it back up with King Zander. Torrin had thought his father was dead and refused to even talk about the things he saw the day he left his kingdom. He had no idea that his father had been alive and building an army greater than anything she had ever seen.  
 
    “Now that I have your attention, little daughter,” Ruslan said, walking towards her. More and more rage started to build up as he neared. Ruslan smiled at her. “You have always downplayed me when I knew all along what you were. I created you to take this kingdom and be my ally. But you grew to be loyal to the wrong side. I raised you wrong.” 
 
    “You never raised me, Ruslan.” She said with a cool calm. “The man who lay dead in front of the throne raised me. He saved me from turning into the monster you wanted me to become.”  
 
    “You are a monster,” he said, his eyes darkening. “But we are going to fix you.” He waved someone over who had been behind Braelyn.  
 
    This time, Braelyn did not turn. She heard the sound of footsteps but no chains. So it wasn’t someone she cared about. But when the man walked in front of her, her knees felt weak and her stomach turned. It took everything in her to stay standing as he turned and smiled at her.  
 
    “Hello, Braelyn,” Trystan said, smiling at her like he won a prize. “I must say that the dragon you created was impressive. But you have always been skilled and better than everyone else.” Trystan glanced at Kalian. “Especially under the sheets. But you know that, don’t you, King of Darkness?” Kalian looked at Trystan with a bored look. Braelyn knew Kalian wouldn’t say a word, but she knew she had to be smart, so she kept her mouth shut until she had a plan.  
 
    “Who put their hands on Azire?” Braelyn asked, looking at the men she despised.  
 
    “I don’t see why that matters,” Ruslan said with pure annoyance. “He got what he deserved.” She looked at their hands and made sure she was discreet about it. Jorah had the bruised knuckles.  
 
    “It matters when I slit Jorah’s throat open and let him bleed out like a pig,” she replied. “I’m sure it would be an interesting fight, but I have always been better.” Jorah bared his teeth at her, but she ignored him.  
 
    “You would kill your own blood?” Ruslan sneered.  
 
    “No, I would kill for my own blood.” She clicked her tongue. “You knew this the whole time Azire is my brother. You knew before I was even born. Or created. Whatever you consider my existence.”   
 
    Trystan walked over to Braelyn and she didn’t move as he placed his hands on either side of her face, his eyes wildly roamed her face.  
 
    It could end, she told herself. Act like a fool in love and make them believe you don’t love Kalian. Make them believe you hate their existence and yours. 
 
    More shuffling came from behind her and then she heard chains. Entering the room were more soldiers with Kaveah and Rafe. She looked around the room and felt each person she loved looking at her. Silently, her heart broke.  
 
    Before she could think of it for too long, she entangled her arms around Trystan’s neck and pulled him down. Her lips crashed against his. She half expected to feel a familiarity, but there was nothing.  
 
    A choking sound came from somewhere in the room and Braelyn knew it was Kalian. Her lips moved from his mouth and started grazing his neck. As she got towards the base of his neck, she bit down as hard as she could and held Trystan's arms.  
 
    Trystan’s scream echoed through the throne room and she pulled back, with blood and flesh in her mouth. She spit on the ground, her face smeared thick with blood. Trystan moved back, nearly stumbling to get away from her.  
 
    Braelyn wanted to pretend to be in love with Trystan, but she couldn’t do it. Not when her soul was linked with Kalian’s. It might make her selfish, but she was not ever showing a bit of compassion towards Trystan.  
 
    “Bring her flame mate to me,” King Zander demanded.  
 
    When soldiers started pushing Kalian towards the king, Braelyn moved away from the soldiers that surrounded her. “I don’t think so,” She said. To her surprise, the soldiers came to a stop. All of them were looking between her and King Zander. “You need me alive, don’t you? If you kill him then my soul shatters and I will die from trying to kill everyone in this room, or I might just kill myself.”  
 
    “Bring me Azire.” Panic ran through her.  
 
    “Don’t.” She snapped. “If you leave them alone I will help you and do what you need me to do.” An amused smile spread across the king's lips. He held a hand up towards the soldiers walking towards him with Azire. They came to a stop.  
 
    When she glanced over at Azire, he was shaking his head. His mouth was covered, but he was shaking his head no. Her heart ached terribly and she wanted to go to her best friend. Her brother.  
 
    “Fine,” King Zander said. “They will be in our prisons and every time you refuse the orders you are given, then we will punish each one of these fools that you care about.” Receiving punishment was one thing, but putting her friends through torture was something much worse.  
 
    Braelyn opened her mouth to argue, but the king raised his eyebrows, annoyance flashing across his face. “You are to rebuild your relationship with my youngest son because I need you to carry his children. Of course, you will be married soon.”  
 
    Braelyn’s head started to pound. Nothing seemed to make sense.  
 
    “You hate fae, why would you want him to have children with fae blood?” She asked between clenched teeth. The king was about to explain, but a figure came out of nowhere, standing next to Azire. It was a man with pointed ears to indicate he was fae, but the only thing noticeable was the blonde hair and bright blue eyes. The rest of the stranger was covered in some type of gear that Braelyn hadn’t ever seen.  
 
    She glanced around and there was another fae by Kalian, but he was too covered to see any features.  
 
    Soldiers from behind shot arrows at the fae,  but they bounced off the shields they had around each of them. They were invisible and the fae by Azire smiled, knowing that they couldn't get to him. Azire looked at the fae with wondering eyes, and the fae grabbed Azire and they vanished. Braelyn watched as Kalian had vanished with them as well. 
 
    Eyes wide, Braelyn moved over to where Kalian had been standing. Somehow the fae had gotten into the castle with magic. He was able to use magic while being in the castle. 
 
    Where did they go?  
 
    “Who was that?” Braelyn demanded, asking the king. She turned to look at him, her eyes blazing.  
 
    “They were soldiers who wore the gear of the fae kingdom that was destroyed hundreds of years ago,” Ruslan said, staring at the spot where Azire had just vanished. His eyes moved to Braelyn’s and they stared at each other. “They’re people from Fernweh lands. What do you know of  them, Braelyn?”  
 
    “If you think they were my allies, why wouldn't they just take the rest of us out of here?” She growled. “Why wouldn't they have fought by my side? I don’t know who the hell they are. To be fair, I didn’t even know there were more fae kingdoms.” More and more anger powered through her as she walked up to Ruslan. “Next time, get your fucking facts straight.” She used to fear Ruslan but not anymore. Braelyn was a changed woman and she was no longer his hunter.   
 
    Ruslan raised his hand and slapped her across the face with the back of his hand.  
 
    Braelyn’s head snapped to the side with a sharp sting that shot through her. She looked at Ruslan and smiled. A smile that held a promise to kill him. A promise that she would figure out a way to get everyone out of the castle and to take King Zander down.  
 
    “Father of the year.” Braelyn’s tone was bitter. She turned to the king.  
 
    “Braelyn, you are going to help me take over other continents and I want to be able to rule everywhere,” The king said. “Trystan, take your fiance and do whatever you need to her to make her submissive.”  
 
    “No,” Rafe snapped. He looked at Braelyn as Trystan walked towards her with his face twisted into a snarl. “NO!” The fear in his eyes made Braelyn’s heartache. She looked away from Rafe. It hurt too much to see the fear and terror in those playful eyes.    
 
    Trystan grabbed her wrist and Braelyn felt a tear escape and roll down her cheek as she looked between her two friends. Her friends that she would help even if it killed her.  
 
    As Trystan started pulling Braelyn away, she refused to shed any more tears and to allow herself to frown. They wanted her to be their doll so she was going to make them think as much. With a smile covering how broken she truly was, she stopped fighting Trystan and walked with him.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Both the prince and King of Darkness landed hard on solid ground. Azire stumbled forwards, but Kalian was able to catch his balance. After rifting for hundreds of years, he would have been embarrassed to fall on his face as the prince had.  
 
    The soldier's hand was still gripping Kalian’s arm. The soldier from Fernweh. The realm and kingdom which was supposed to be destroyed for hundreds of years now. Kalian was just a boy when his father had to go help their people, but it was a bloody battle that ended quickly.  
 
    They were in a castle of some sort but none that Kalian had ever visited before. As the soldiers started to take his and Azire’s chains off, Kalian noticed the markings on the walls. They were the same symbols that were on Braelyn’s sword. 
 
    “This is where the Light Court originated from,” said a familiar voice. Kalian turned to see Gwen walking towards them. “My father is the king and Braelyn-”  
 
    “You left before we went out to battle after you told Braelyn you would fight with her.” Kalian sneered. The two soldiers stepped between him and Gwen. Azire was glancing between the two, trying to put things together. “You left her, my best friend, and my cousin with the enemy. Why bother to take me out from there?”  
 
    “My father needs you here and he wanted his nephew.” She waved a hand at the soldiers and they moved out of her way as she walked closer to Kalian. “Azire is smart, but Braelyn is a killer. Braelyn will destroy them from the inside out. You, of all people, should know that. We need her on the inside, but I promise you that they will be destroyed.”  
 
    “I don’t think you realize that Braelyn is with her father,” Azire snapped. “She is in the hands of our enemies. Each of them will gladly tear her apart and you just left her there. You take me back to my sister because she does not deserve to be there.” Gwen narrowed her silver eyes at the prince.  
 
    “Azire, you need to train with your powers.” Her patience was running low and the sour tone of her voice proved it. “You two need to listen very carefully, Braelyn knows what to do. Neither of you knew, but she knows. She always knew.” Kalian felt weak. “It was dawn when she knelt in the wood line and made a wish out loud. A wish to make sure her loved ones got out of harm's way, because she would always find a way if something happened to her.”  
 
    Azire stood up from his kneeling position and walked over to Gwen, staring down at her with anger that Kalian hadn’t ever seen in someone in his entire existence. The soldiers placed their hands on the hilts of their swords and Kalian didn’t even dare to breathe.  
 
    “Bring me to your father because if something happens to the people I care about, I need to know what he looks like when I need to kill him,” Azire said between his clenched teeth. His golden eyes held a darkness that Kalian hadn't even seen in the blackest eyes he’d looked into.  
 
    Clenching her jaw, Gwen turned on her heels and started down the hall. The soldiers eyed Azire before following Gwen. Azire kept his distance from Gwen, and Kalian moved to walk with the prince when he decided to follow the soldiers.  
 
    “We can trust Braelyn,” Kalian assured him. “She might be able to use her powers over the lock they have on them. I’ve never seen any fae like her before.”  
 
    Azire looked over at him with an unreadable expression. “Braelyn wasn’t just born a fae but she was made into what she is. With her powers, she should be considered a goddess.”  
 
    Kalian’s insides felt crushed as if it was hard to breathe. It was the feeling he had experienced the entire time Braelyn had her memories taken from her, and when he had to return to his realms without her.  
 
    Tilting his chin up and looking at Azire with a dark gaze he said, “Braelyn is my twin flame. I would know if something was wrong. We will figure things out and go after her, but she will work on the inside in the meantime.” Kalian had full confidence in Braelyn.   
 
    Even though Azire didn’t look convinced, he turned his head to look in front of him. “They’re going to have far worse than death.”  
 
    Azire didn't understand what it felt like for Kalian to be separated from Braelyn. He knew Kalian must’ve been hurting each second he spent away from her. But if he could believe this thing would work, Azire decided he could do the same.  
 
    Together they could agree on allowing Braelyn to destroy Ruslan and Zander. They would find a way to dreamscape with Braelyn.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The sun was setting behind the mountains for the night when Braelyn walked out onto the balcony. If she were to run, then they would torture Kaveah and Rafe, and then give them a slow and painful death. She would never let them go through that.  
 
    Behind her, she heard her chamber doors open, followed by the sound of footsteps. There was a small chuckle, but she already knew it was Trystan before he walked to stand next to her. In the corner of her eyes, she saw the bandage on his neck and it made her smile.  
 
    “You missed,” Trystan told her. “Just so you know.”  
 
    “I wasn’t aiming for your artery,” she simply said because it was true. “That would have been too easy.” She saw him raise an eyebrow at her, but she didn’t look at him.  
 
    Oh, he’s going to suffer terribly.  
 
    “You’re turning into a monster, Braelyn,” Trystan murmured, reaching out to touch her cheek as Braelyn held back a laugh. She didn’t move away from his touch because she was going to need to play their games carefully. “But we are going to fix you. Maybe if we remove some memories-”  
 
    “I agree,” she said. “I think you can fix me but keep my memories as a reminder.” Braelyn turned to look at Trystan. His brown eyes were dark with the night sky around them. “I will join you and we will be married. But I would like a ball in my honor. A welcome home gift, if we could.”  
 
    Trystan smiled. “Of course, my little lover.” He leaned down and his lips grazed hers. There was a burning in her stomach and she kept herself from pushing Trystan away. She would be smart about this.  
 
    Once he pulled away, he smiled and started out of her room. She didn’t care where he was going, as long as it was far from her.  
 
    Braelyn looked out towards the dark sky that only had a moon and no stars, and she vowed to destroy everyone in her way. Because no one knew that Braelyn had become the rightful Queen of the Court of Light and the Court of Darkness.  
 
    They were going to find out that they just let a starving wolf in a pen full of sheep.                
 
      
 
      
 
    THE END… for now 
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