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Chapter	1

Jessa

The	sun	 rose	on	 the	horizon,	 casting	yellow	hues	along	 the	white	ground.	Slender	 trees
stood	between	the	sun	and	me.	Shadows	reached	out	in	a	soft	silhouette,	as	if	they	wanted
to	 pull	 me	 into	 the	 fading	 light.	 Birds	 filled	 the	 graying	 branches,	 calling	 out	 to	 one
another	of	the	new	day.

I	sat,	huddled	in	my	shelter,	eyes	fixed	on	the	golden	flames	dancing	above	blackened
wood.	My	body	shook	from	the	cold	or	 the	fear	 that	coursed	 through	my	veins.	 I	didn’t
know	which	one	it	was.	Yet,	as	I	thought	about	it,	maybe	it	was	a	little	of	both.

When	Ivy	left,	I	fell	into	Micha’s	arms,	wanting	him	to	tell	me	everything	was	back	to
normal;	that	my	life	was	the	same	and	I’d	only	escaped	a	death	attempt.	But,	when	Micha
left,	I	realized	my	life,	as	I	knew	it,	was	over.	I	wasn’t	the	queen	in	the	Sylphs	or	Elders
eyes.	I	was	an	escaped	convict.

A	fugitive…

Inhaling	the	smoke	and	cold	air,	I	pulled	the	blanket	tighter	around	my	shoulders.	The
crisp	 breeze	 found	 its	 way	 through	 the	make	 shift	 shelter,	 stinging	my	 exposed	 skin.	 I
couldn’t	 live	 here	 like	 this.	With	 each	 heartbeat	 and	 each	 chill,	 I	 was	 reminded	 of	 the
enviable.	I’d	freeze	to	death.

Standing,	 I	 paced	 in	 front	 of	 the	 fire,	 trying	 to	 get	my	 blood	 pumping.	Hoping	 the
exercise	would	warm	me	some	anyway.	However,	with	each	step,	it	was	harder	to	take	the
next.	I	wanted	to	give	up.	I	had	no	hope.	No	reason	for	going	on.

My	mind	kept	drifting	off	with	each	step.	I	wondered	if	I	should’ve	done	something
different,	 if	 the	 road	 I	 took	was	 the	 right	 one.	 Still,	 as	 I	 pondered	 on	my	 endeavors,	 I
realized	 it	 didn’t	matter	what	 I	 did.	 I’d	have	 still	 ended	up	where	 I	was—cast	 from	 the
Sylphs	view	as	the	queen.

From	 the	moment	 I	was	 born,	 they	 used	me.	They	molded	me	 into	 the	 person	 they
wanted	me	to	be	and	when	I	was	of	no	use	to	them,	they	cut	the	ties.

Looking	out	over	mine	and	Micha’s	field,	a	smile	touched	my	lips.	Micha	wasn’t	part
of	their	plan.	He	intervened	and	now	that	the	Sylph	knew	who	he	was…well,	I	assume	they
did.	After	all,	Elam	was	one	of	them.	It	doesn’t	matter	though,	they’ll	still	try	to	kill	us.

My	skin	crawled	as	I	faced	the	fire.	They	used	me.	Turning	to	my	shelter,	my	eyes	fell
to	an	empty	blanket.	The	scrolls	I’d	read	for	days	and	my	diaries	were	absent.	I	realized
then,	I’ve	lost	them.

Groaning,	I	closed	my	eyes	letting	my	head	fall	back.	“Great.”



I	was	alone;	no	one	to	guide	me.	Taking	a	frustrated	breath,	I	fell	back	into	the	shelter
and	pulled	the	blanket	tighter	around	my	body.	I	felt	useless.

Get	 used	 to	 it,	 Jessa.	Eyes	 narrowing	 at	 the	 entrance	 where	Micha	 emerged	 every
night,	I	thought.	You’re	thoughts	are	all	you	have	to	keep	you	company.

“Micha’ll	be	back.”

Tonight?

“Yes,	he	will.”

Keep	 telling	 yourself	 that,	my	 mind	 goaded.	 Do	 you	 think	 he	 wants	 a	 powerless
orphan?

Taking	a	deep	breath,	as	my	eyes	widened.	“My	power?”	I	looked	at	my	hands.	“It’s
gone.”	 I	 knew	 it	 was.	 From	 the	 moment	 I	 joined	 hands	 with	 Micha,	 I	 knew	 it	 was
consumed—well	most	of	it,	the	Physical	power,	anyway.	It	was	my	Sylph	power.	It	was	all
they	could	drain	from	me	but…

Rubbing	a	hand	across	my	forehead,	I	tried	to	remember	what	the	scrolls	had	said.	If
there	was	anything	about	a	surrogate,	because	I	was	beginning	to	believe	I	was	the	Sylphs’
vessel	for	the	power.

As	I	stared	at	the	flames,	I	tried	to	think	why	or	for	whom.	The	more	I	thought,	only
one	answer	made	sense;	only	one	answer	for	both	questions.	Aurora.



Chapter	2

Micha

The	dark	chamber	rattled	as	the	Shadows	filtered	in	from	the	depths	of	darkness	and	into
their	perspective	throne.	Marcus	stood	before	me,	a	slight	smile	on	his	lips.	It	was	an	odd
appearance	to	a	man	who	seldom	showed	emotion.

As	I	walked	hesitantly	to	the	center	of	the	room,	whispers	echoed	around	me.	My	eyes
constantly	drifted	between	each	of	 the	Shadows	and	 to	Marcus,	 as	 I	 tried	 to	understand
what	 was	 happening.	 From	 time	 to	 time,	 words	 of	 praise	 filtered	 in	 with	 word	 of	 the
Sylph.

Drawing	 in	 a	 breath	 of	 stale	 air,	 I	 focused	 on	Marcus	 and	 the	 consequences	 of	my
actions.	Bren	warned	me.	However,	I	was	too	stubborn	to	listen.

Marcus	raised	his	hand,	signaling	the	others	to	be	quiet	as	he	addressed	the	king.	The
crackling	of	wood	in	the	oversized	fireplace	filled	the	silence	around	us.

“Well	done,	Micha,	King	of	Ancients.”	His	voice	boomed	against	the	rock	walls	and
carried	into	the	tall	ceiling.	“We	are	pleased	you	took	initiative,	freeing	our	people	from
the	Falls.”	A	rolling	echo	of	conformation	carried	around	the	room.

I	stood	speechless.	No	words	came	to	mind,	as	I	stood	before	them.	I	could	not	say	I
did	it	for	a	Faery	or	their	queen.	They	would	not	understand…or	would	they?	She	was	the
same	as	I.	A	mixture	of	Light	and	Dark.	Would	they	see	her	as	one	of	us?

“What	do	you	say,	King	Micha?”	Marcus’	voice	pulled	me	from	my	thoughts.

Clearing	my	throat,	 I	pulled	some	words	 together.	“I	did	not	do	it	 for	 the	praise	you
bestow	upon	me.	I	did	it	for	the…love…I	have	for	the	people.”	I	spoke	with	some	truth.

Marcus	 stared	 at	 me.	 His	 eyes	 narrowed,	 as	 if	 he	 could	 read	 my	 inner	 thoughts.
Swallowing	 the	 lump	rising	 in	my	 throat,	 I	hoped	he	was	blind	 to	my	heart.	To	 the	real
reason,	I	put	myself	in	danger.

Instead,	Marcus	lifted	his	hands	in	front	of	him	and	clapped.	The	Shadows	followed
suite	as	if	they	had	no	mind	of	their	own.	Marcus	was	the	puppeteer.

“I	am	honored	 to	serve	such	a	selfless	king.”	Bren	stepped	forward,	offering	me	his
hand.	I	turned	to	face	him	and	noticed	the	Bookkeeper	hovering	in	the	back	corner.

My	eyes	drifted	to	the	book	he	clung	to	then	back	to	Bren.	His	face	showed	annoyance
and	his	voice	was	full	of	sarcasm	when	he	spoke.	Then	the	realization	hit	me.	He	tried	to
warn	me.	For	me	 to	wait	 for	 the	Ancients,	but	 I	 refused.	Therefore,	 I	would	 receive	 the
consequences	of	my	actions.	The	Keeper	was	there	to	tell	me	of	my	fate—my	doom.

“Welcome,	Keeper,”	Marcus	called	from	his	throne.	“Please	read	for	us	the	results	of	a
courageous	king.”



As	the	Keeper	flipped	his	book	open,	he	moved	forward	to	stand	next	to	me.	I	noticed
he	was	 not	 the	 same	 blubbering,	 clumsy	man	 as	 the	 first	 time	 I	 had	met	 him.	He	was
confident	now.	I	wondered	if	I	had	a	hand	in	the	transformation.

“I	tried	to	warn	you,”	Bren	whispered	at	my	side.

Narrowing	my	eyes	at	him,	I	asked,	“Warn	me	about	what	exactly?”	It	could	not	be	as
bad	as	he	anticipated.	Could	it?

“You	must…”

The	Keeper	began	to	read	from	his	book,	drowning	out	Bren’s	whisper.	“When	a	king
shows	compassion	and	selflessness	for	his	people,	it	reflects	his	power	and,	therefore,	he
shall	pass	on	that	strength	to	an	heir.”

My	body	went	slack.	Did	I	hear	him	right?	I	felt	as	if	my	world	had	been	ripped	away
and	I	was	left	floating	in	space.	Closing	my	eyes,	I	wanted	to	scream,	why?

Turning	 to	 Bren,	 his	 face	 solemn,	 I	 wanted	 to	 strangle	 him	 for	 allowing	me	 to	 do
something	that	jeopardized	my	life	with	Jess.	I	frowned	at	him.	You	should	have	told	me.

“Thank	you,	Keeper,”	Marcus	said,	“You	may	go.”

As	the	Keeper	walked	away,	I	turned,	facing	Bren	fully.	“Why	did	you	not	tell	me?”

“I	tried,”	he	whispered,	“You	would	not	listen.”

Frustrated,	I	knew	he	was	right.	I	would	not	listen.	Jess	was	in	danger	and	it	did	not
matter	what	I	had	to	face.	Still,	I	would	do	it	all	again.

“I	will	do	what	I	can	to	fix	it.”

Nodding,	I	took	a	breath	and	faced	Marcus.

“Please	come	forward,	King	Micha.”	As	 if	my	soul	 left	my	body,	 I	 stepped	 forward
meeting	 Marcus	 at	 the	 bottom	 of	 his	 throne.	 “We	 took	 the	 liberty	 of	 choosing	 a	 few
beautiful	girls	who	we	feel	would	make	strong	queens.”

Lifelessly,	 I	 followed	Marcus	 to	my	 quarters,	 Bren	 lagged	 behind.	 “These	 girls	 are
strong	minded,	smart	and	from	a	worthy	line.”	He	smiled.	“Everything	you	need	to	carry
on	your	legacy.”

Marcus	opened	the	door,	revealing	a	line	of	girls	waiting	in	the	long	hallway	outside
my	chambers.	Exhaling,	I	glanced	to	Bren.	He	shrugged	as	if	he	knew	nothing	of	it.

“You	have	until	night	fall	to	choose	one	who…tickles	your	fancy.”

Marcus	 turned	 away	 as	 each	 of	 the	 Shadows	 vanished.	 Bren	 closed	 the	 distance
between	us	looking	down	the	hallway,	as	I	asked,	“How	will	you	fix	this?”

Bren	placed	his	palm	on	my	shoulder.	“I	am	not	sure	but	have	some	faith	in	me.”

Bren	began	to	walk	forward	but	I	grabbed	his	arm,	stopping	him.	“Let’s	walk	around
and	enter	through	the	other	door.	I	am	not	ready	to	face	them	yet.”	He	nodded	and	closed
the	door.	I	only	wished	it	was	on	the	entire	ordeal.



Chapter	3

Hours	ticked	by	as	I	sat	in	my	room,	listening	to	the	ramblings	of	girls	who	wanted	me	to
choose	them	as	the	future	queen.	Luckily,	out	of	the	twenty,	five	were	otherwise	involved
but	not	recognized	by	their	fathers’	houses.	I	wished	them	luck	and	asked	them	to	return	to
their	homes	with	an	official	letter	of	worth	so	their	family	would	not	see	them	as	less	than
adequate	 for	 the	 position	 of	 Queen.	 Ten	 were	 too	 young	 to	 be	 considered	 a	 wife	 and
mother.	It	appalled	me	to	think	Marcus	and	the	Shadows	felt	they	made	good	candidates.
Three	others	were	different.	The	others	were	pretty	enough	to	be	the	queen	but	I	was	not
drawn	to	them	in	the	necessary	way.	After	all,	if	I	were	to	marry	her,	I	at	least	wanted	to
like	her.

Bren	 insisted	 I	 be	 formal	 about	 the	 proceedings	 but,	 with	 each	 girl	 who	 walked
through	my	door,	I	felt	as	if	a	piece	of	me	died.	It	was	going	to	be	hard	to	vacate	the	rule
and	lie	to	the	girl.	However,	I	had	no	choice.	I	belonged	to	Jessa.

“Are	we	close	to	being	finished?”	I	asked,	leaning	back	in	my	chair	after	the	last	girl
exited	the	room.

Bren	tried	to	smile	as	he	stood	against	the	closed	door.	“There	is	one	left.”

Sitting	up,	I	grabbed	a	pencil	ready	to	write	down	her	name	and	send	her	on	her	way.
“Send	her	in.”

Bren	stepped	forward.	“Have	any	of	the	others	spoken	to	you?”

I	narrowed	my	eyes	at	him.	“What?”

“Do	you	like	any	of	the	other	girls?”

“Are	 you	 serious,	Bren?”	 I	 huffed.	 “Most	 of	 them	 are	 sixteen-years-old.	The	 others
are…how	can	I	put	this…not	right	for	me.”

Bren	smiled.	“You	will	have	to	choose	one	of	them.”

Rising	from	my	chair,	I	wondered	what	he	was	up	to.	So	I	took	hold	of	the	door	knob,
ready	to	understand	his	hesitance	about	opening	the	door	for	me.

As	I	twisted	the	knob,	he	placed	a	hand	on	my	arm	to	stop	me.	“You	do	not	want	to	do
that,”	he	warned.

Confusion	worked	over	my	face.	What	could	be	so	bad?	I	wondered.	Without	a	second
thought,	I	opened	the	door.	Standing	on	the	other	side,	in	a	dress	of	blue	that	clung	to	all
the	right	curves,	was	Roselle.

My	heart	sank	as	I	stared	at	the	last	person	I	wanted	inside	my	room	but	what	could	I
do.	The	Shadows	sent	her	to	me	as	a	candidate.

A	smile	spread	across	her	red	lips.	“Happy	to	see	me,	my	King?”



Stepping	to	the	side,	I	glanced	at	Bren.	He	shrugged	as	I	motioned	her	inside.	“Come
in,	Roselle.”

Leaning	against	the	door	frame,	she	said,	“Are	you	certain,	because	I	was	told	to	never
step	foot	in	here	again.”

I	took	a	breath,	remembering	the	night…vividly.	“Please.”	I	motioned	her	to	the	chair
as	I	pushed	every	detail	of	that	night	to	the	back	of	my	mind.

She	sauntered	into	the	room.	Her	blue	dress	swayed	as	she	moved	toward	the	desk.	As
she	sat,	she	made	sure	to	flip	her	hair	back	over	her	shoulder,	emphasizing	her	curves.

Taking	a	breath,	I	sat	in	the	chair	next	to	her.	It	was	not	easy	looking	at	her	after	I	had
found	her	in	my	room	that	night.	The	kiss	we	shared	kept	popping	into	my	head,	drawing
me	to	her	lips.

“I	want	to	first	apologize.”

I	looked	up	at	her,	surprised	by	her	words.	“For	what?”

Her	blue	eyes	floated	around	the	room.	“For	that	night,”	she	said.	“I	did	not	want	to
meet	you	that	way.”

“But	you	were	here	voluntarily.”

“The	Shadows	informed	me,	it	was	my	duty	and…”

She	had	a	sheen	of	tears	in	her	big	eyes	and	it	made	me	hurt	for	her.	Call	me	a	softy	if
you	want,	but	I	refused	to	see	a	woman	cry.	Besides,	maybe	she	was	forced	to	do	what	she
did,	the	way	I	was	being	forced	to	marry	a	woman	I	did	not	love.

“I	 am	 sorry,	 Roselle,”	 I	 admitted.	 “I	 know	 what	 it	 feels	 like	 to	 be	 forced	 into
something	you	do	not	want.”

Her	eyes	widened.	“Really?”

Nodding,	I	inhaled	deeply.	“Maybe	we	can	help	each	other.”

Bren	made	a	sound	between	a	laugh	and	a	cough.	I	glared	at	him	as	he	turned	to	stare
out	the	window	at	the	water.

“What	do	you	have	in	mind?”

“There	 will	 never	 be	 sex	 or	 marriage	 between	 us.”	 I	 needed	 her	 to	 understand	 the
terms.

Pulling	her	bottom	lip	between	her	teeth,	she	asked,	“Not	even	a	kiss?”

“No.”	I	shook	my	head.	“I	have	someone.”	I	wondered	if	I	was	taking	a	risk	by	telling
her	but	 I	needed	her	 to	see	why	I	could	not	do	what	she	wanted.	Why	I	could	never	be
what	she	desired.

Her	eyes	widened.	“They	do	not	know	about	her?”

“Not	yet.”

“Is	she	a	Faery?”

“She	is	different.”



Roselle	 looked	 around	 the	 room	as	 she	 took	 in	 a	 breath.	 “What	 do	 you	want	me	 to
do?”

“Would	you	pretend	 to	be	with	me	until	Bren	and	 I	 can	 figure	out	 a	way	 to	 tell	 the
Shadows	about	her?”

Roselle	rose	from	sitting	and	moved	to	the	bed.	“This	is	a	nice	room.”	She	sat	on	the
mattress.	“Comfy,”	she	purred,	as	she	leaned	back	on	her	elbows.

I	can	give	you	that.	“It	will	be	yours	every	night.”

She	 tilted	 her	 head	 as	 she	 looked	me	 up	 and	 down.	 “But	 I	would	 be	 sleeping	 here
alone?”

“Yes.”

She	smiled.	“You	have	a	deal…for	now.	However,	when	I	get	a	better	arrangement,	I’ll
be	gone.”

I	did	not	care	about	the	details.	She	could	do	what	she	wanted	and	I	could	spend	my
nights	with	Jessa.	What	more	could	I	ask	for?

Standing,	I	took	a	breath	and	stepped	to	the	side	of	the	bed.	I	extended	my	hand	to	her
and	said,	“It	is	a	deal.”



Chapter	4

The	day	went	by	in	slow	motion—an	uncomfortable	whine	of	voices	and	people	moving,
as	if	their	legs	were	weighted.	I	had	wanted	to	throw	the	girls	from	my	castle	and	tell	the
Shadows	I	would	never	do	as	they	insisted	but	I	was	afraid,	afraid	of	the	aftermath	of	what
would	happen	if	I	refused	to	do	their	bidding.

Luckily,	 Roselle	 agreed	 with	 my	 terms	 and	 Marcus	 was	 satisfied	 with	 my	 choice.
When	I	introduced	them,	he	had	a	wicked	smile	on	his	face,	one	I	had	not	witnessed	in	my
few	weeks	as	the	king.	I	wondered	if	he	had	an	ulterior	motive	and	she	was	a	part	of	it.

His	unusual	attitude	caused	me	to	question	his	reasons	and	my	own.	Why	should	I	do
what	they	want?	I	wondered	what	I	could	do	to	block	the	path	they	wanted	me	to	take.	If	I
even	chose	the	course	in	front	of	me.

As	I	walked	away	from	the	castle,	the	fear	I	felt	was	for	Jessa.	It	was	not	about	me.	It
had	always	been	for	her.	If	I	refused	the	Ancients,	I	knew	Jess	would	be	condemned	for
my	actions	and	I	refused	to	do	it	to	her.	I	would	never	put	her	in	danger,	if	I	could	help	it.
One	of	the	reasons	I	stood	as	the	Ancient	king	was	for	her,	protecting	her.

As	I	moved	along	the	stone	path	to	the	edge	of	the	forest,	I	noticed	the	calmness	that
surrounded	 the	 woods.	 It	 caused	 me	 to	 slow	 my	 pace	 and	 narrow	 my	 eyes	 at	 my
surroundings.

Tall	 black	 and	 brown	 tree	 trunks	 scattered	 the	 forest	 in	 all	 directions.	White	 snow
salted	the	earth	and	thin	gray	twigs	littered	the	ground.	My	eyes	drifted	across	the	floor,
searching	 for	 the	 culprit.	 A	 single	 bird	 flew	 across	 the	 sky	 and	 landed	 in	 the	 upper
branches	of	a	spruce.	Watching	it,	I	realized	my	intuition	was	wrong,	nothing	was	there.

Blowing	out	my	held	breath,	I	continued	on	into	the	woods.	As	I	walked,	I	thought	of
reasons	why	 I	 should	 keep	 running	 and	 not	 look	 back.	 I	 also	 thought	 of	 reasons	why	 I
should	not.	Why	I	had	to	stand	firm	and	face	what	was	to	come.

The	people	in	the	realms	were	being	abused	by	greed	and	power	and	it	was	up	to	Jessa
and	me	to	fix	it.	We	were	the	only	ones	who	could.	But	how?

My	path	from	Shadow	Cove	to	the	field	took	me	along	a	small	creek.	It	was	the	same
creek	 that	 bordered	 the	 field.	 Glancing	 at	 the	 water,	 I	 wondered	 how	 many	 times	 she
dipped	her	hand	into	the	cool	liquid	to	drink.	It	surprised	me	how	often	I	thought	of	her.
The	smallest	things	triggered	the	feelings.

As	I	stood	by	the	water,	an	eeriness	worked	across	my	skin—bumps	exploded	along
my	 arms.	 I	 glanced	 around.	 It	 was	 a	 similar	 reaction	 I	 had	 felt	 before.	 In	 the	 field,	 I
thought,	The	Voice.

“Are	you	there?”	I	felt	strange	for	calling	out	into	the	woods.



An	unexpected	chuckle	worked	 through	 the	 trees	as	 if	 it	was	a	breeze.	The	 same	as
before.

“Who	are	you?”	I	asked	to	thin	air.

“It	does	not	matter.”

Frowning,	I	wished	it	would	be	straight	forward	and	tell	me	why	it	followed	me.

“I	am	here	to	help	you.”

“Help	me?”	I	wondered.	“What	with?”

“What	needs	to	be	done?”

I	started	walking.	“And	what	needs	to	be	done?”

“What	did	I	tell	you	before?”	It	asked.

Stopping,	I	looked	up	at	the	sky.	I	knew	what	it	said	but	it	was	far	from	being	simple.
“To	follow	my	heart,”	I	answered.

“And	what	is	your	heart	telling	you	now?”

I	started	walking	once	again,	thinking	of	my	heart,	my	head	and	my	soul.	They	all	said
one	thing	and	it	was	the	only	thing	that	made	sense	to	me.	“She	is	all	it	knows.”

“Then	she	is	all	that	matters.”

Abruptly	stopping,	I	placed	my	hands	on	my	hips,	looking	out	at	the	forest.	How	could
I	do	this?	How	could	I	take	her	into	my	arms	and	my	life?	Feeling	frustrated,	I	knew	the
truth.	 It	 was	 the	 only	 thing	 that	 made	 sense	 and	 would	 always	 be	 right.	 However,	 I
wondered	if	the	voice	was	trying	to	trick	me—to	send	me	in	a	direction	that	doomed	us.

Groaning,	 I	 ran	 my	 hands	 through	 my	 hair	 and	 screamed	 at	 the	 world.	 My	 voice
echoed	into	the	darkness,	which	nipped	at	the	border	of	light.	The	sounds	of	bird’s	wings
flapping	and	animals	scurrying	from	the	brush	followed	my	outburst.

“Feel	better?”	It	joked.

Frowning	at	the	remark,	I	knew	what	I	wanted,	what	was	important.

It	did	not	matter	what	the	Ancients,	the	Shadows	or	the	Sylphs	thought.	When	it	came
to	the	end,	Jessa	and	I	were	meant	to	be.	Our	lives	were	meant	to	be	shared	as	one	and	I
would	make	our	destiny	a	reality.	We	would	walk	among	the	realms	as	one	power.

“I	will	do	it,”	I	mumbled.

“Then	my	job	is	done,”	the	voice	spoke.

I	looked	into	the	sky	and	at	the	treetops,	wondering	from	where	this	ghost	came.	Was
it	 looking	 out	 for	me?	Did	 it	 know	me?	 I	 thought	 about	 the	 questions	 for	 a	moment.	 I
wondered	 if	 it	 was	 my	 dad	 reaching	 out	 from	 the	 grave.	 However,	 as	 my	 feet	 began
walking	to	my	future	with	Jess,	I	thought	of	an	old	friend.	Of	the	brother	I	once	had.	And	I
smiled	as	the	thought	entered,	maybe	it	is	him…



Chapter	5

Jessa

I	could	 tell	by	 the	birds	and	 the	 tiny	bulbs	on	 the	 trees	 that	winter	would	 soon	be	over.
While	I’d	been	in	the	Faerie	lands,	I	hadn’t	paid	much	attention	to	the	way	the	birds	flew
or	how	the	trees	grew—changing	in	size	and	color.	At	my	old	house,	I’d	sat	on	the	porch-
swing	and	inhale	the	new	fragrances	of	spring	each	morning.	I	loved	the	tiny	flowers	that
erupted	along	the	thin	gray	branches	of	the	fruit	trees.	The	aroma	that	drifted	past	my	nose
was	intoxicating.

Now,	 as	 I	 closed	 my	 eyes,	 I	 could	 almost	 taste	 the	 freshness	 of	 the	 green	 grass
protruding	from	the	last	drifts	of	snow.	It	reminded	me	so	much	of	the	home	in	which	I
grew	up.

Opening	my	eyes,	I	sighed.	In	a	way,	I	missed	the	human	world.	The	things	I	did	there
and	the	home	I	once	had	but	I	also	loved	my	new	one.	The	home	I	seemed	to	long	for	each
day	I	was	without	one.

As	I	stood,	I	tried	to	reign	in	my	emotions	to	keep	them	straight	and	not	drag	me	from
one	place	to	another	but	it	was	hard.	I	constantly	thought	of	the	things	I	left	behind	and	of
the	person	I	once	was.

The	 field	 in	 front	 of	me	was	 a	 blanket	 of	white	with	 tall	 brown	weeds	 sticking	 out
from	place	to	place.	As	I	looked	out	at	the	calmness,	I	knew	what	I	had	to	do.	I	needed	to
make	the	Faerie	realm	a	reflection	of	the	human	world.	I	needed	the	home	and	the	safety	I
had	there.

Standing	 in	 the	 center	 of	 my	 field,	 a	 smile	 spread	 across	 my	 face.	 I	 dropped	 my
blanket	and	grabbed	one	of	the	sticks	piled	next	to	the	fire	for	kindling.	Holding	the	rough
bark	in	my	palm,	I	looked	from	the	path	where	one	entered	from	White	Lily	and	the	new
path	Micha	took	to	Shadow	Cove.

I	 took	 three	 giant	 steps	 behind	my	 shelter	 then	 I	made	 an	X	 in	 the	 snow.	Walking
fifteen	feet,	in	a	straight	line,	I	pushed	the	stick	into	the	snow	then	I	moved	in	a	square.	As
I	laid	out	the	plans	for	my	house,	I	couldn’t	help	but	smile.	It	was	what	I	wanted.	I	needed
to	feel	as	if	I	belonged	in	the	realm	and	I	had	a	home.

I	felt	as	if	the	door	was	the	most	important	part.	I	wanted	it	to	face	Micha’s	home	away
from	home,	because	I	hoped	we	would	call	it	our	home,	one	day.

When	 I	 was	 finished	 with	 the	 windows	 and	 the	 chimney,	 I	 started	 working	 on	 the
interior.	I	marked	the	side	wall	as	a	kitchen	and	the	back	corner	a	bathroom.	And	when	I
was	finished,	I	stood	outside	the	door,	a	vivid	picture	of	what	it	looked	like	in	my	head.	As
I	stared	at	what	I’d	created,	a	smile	spread	across	my	face.	It	already	felt	like	home.



Staring	at	my	imaginary	house,	shadows	began	taking	over	the	structure.	Looking	up,	I
watched	as	the	sun	melted	into	the	forest,	as	if	a	light	switch	were	shutting	off,	bathing	my
drawing	in	shadows.

“What	are	you	up	to?”

Smiling	as	if	I	was	a	child	and	saw	my	first	pony,	I	turned	to	face	Micha.	“Doodling.”
I	glanced	down	at	my	project,	trying	to	act	as	if	it	were	an	everyday	thing.

He	stepped	forward,	putting	his	arm	around	me	as	he	looked	at	the	ground.	“A	house?”

“Yeah.”	I	smiled.	“Can	you	see	it?”

His	eyes	traced	the	structure	then	he	answered,	“I	do.”

“Look.”	I	hurried	to	the	kitchen.	“Here’s	the	sink,	so	I	can	look	out	at	the	apple	trees
and	here	is	the	fireplace.”	I	had	never	been	as	excited	about	anything,	as	I	explained	it	all
to	him.

When	I	was	finished,	I	turned	to	Micha.	He	stood	at	the	door,	his	arms	crossed	over	his
broad	 chest.	 His	 demeanor	made	me	 slouch	 and	 I	 instantly	wished	 I	wasn’t	 so	 excited
about	the	thought	of	the	house.	It	was	ridiculous	to	think	I	could	have	it	when	the	Faeries
were	in	trouble.	I	was	being	selfish.	Again.

Sighing,	 he	 dropped	his	 arms	 and	 stepped	over	 the	 threshold.	His	 eyes	 drifted	 from
each	of	my	lines	until	he	stood	in	front	of	me.	Reaching	out,	he	took	hold	of	my	arms;	his
palms	gently	caressed	my	skin.

“Is	this	what	you	want?”

My	heart	skipped	a	beat	as	I	stared	into	his	dark	eyes.	“It’s	more	of	a	need.”	I	bit	my
lip.	“You	don’t	expect	me	to	live	in	the	shelter	forever,	do	you?”

As	 he	 stared	 at	 me,	 so	 many	 things	 drifted	 across	 his	 face	 I	 wished	 I	 could	 read.
“Under	one	condition.”	One	hand	slid	up	my	arm,	so	his	fingers	could	gently	run	through
the	curls	at	my	shoulder.

Pulling	in	my	bottom	lip	to	keep	from	jumping	up	and	down,	I	answered,	“Anything.”

His	eyes	captured	mine	then	he	said,	“If	you	marry	me.”
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