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        What if fairy tales wanted to destroy the world? What if you are the only one who can stop them...

      

      

      

      
        
        With Lost Time Academy and the rest of the island fast asleep, Madi and her men set off to find the secrets hidden in the council of good tales before they wake up.

        With a goddess declaring war on earth, Quin’s uncle missing, and no one else stepping in to help, Madi, Warren, Quin and her Tale brothers need to save everyone.

      

      

      

      
        
        With dark powers arising, hidden prophecies coming true, and a world to save, Madilynn Dormiens needs to become what she was always meant to be.

        What the world needs her to be.

      

      

      

      
        
        Even the Darkest Fairy Tales can fall in love…

      

      

      

      
        
        18+ Fairy tale Reverse Harem Romance.
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        “When the ravens come,

        The ancient tales will succumb.

        The raven crows, the raven knows.

        When the raven dies, sleep will arise,

        For sleep and war are destined for only ruin.

        The raven will fall, the world will sleep.

        For only a beauty can survive the deep sleep.

      

        

      
        Dark and good are destined to fall when time is lost.

        The council will be replaced,

        and there will be Masters no more.

        For there can only be one leader of them all.

        Words will be spoken in the great war,

        Only the sleeping raven can save them all.”

      

        

      

      “Why are you telling me this?” I ask them, staring at the five Masters who have called me here today. It’s very unusual for anyone to be called to the Masters and actually be in front of more than three of them at the same time. I can’t help but feel guilty; my secrets could very easily be the reason I am here and in trouble.

      “Miss Raven, may I suggest you do not lie to me,” the woman, the clear leader of them all, states. She has long blonde hair all pulled up into a tight bun, pulling so tightly it’s a wonder she has any wrinkles left on her forehead. I haven’t ever paid interest to the Masters in charge now, or who they are. Maybe I should have. “Dark and good, that line from the prophecy, it means your relationship with a dark tale.” My hands shake as I instantly go to deny it, but she talks first. “We know, there is no point hiding the truth from us.”

      “He isn’t evil!” I exclaim, standing up from the wooden seat I was in and glaring at them all. “I’ve known Horace for years, ever since he saved my life, and he is not evil. He is not a monster, and he will never be one. His father will die soon, and Horace will take the throne. If we could all get along—””

      “I’m sure he is not evil, for he is only a boy now, but it matters neither way,” she states with a cold tone, her expression one of nothing but disgust for my love of Horace. They don’t do anything but kill dark tales, how could they ever find out what some dark tales are truly like? One evil king does not make all them evil. “The prophecy is clear; you will cause nothing but chaos if you continue this relationship. Now, we have found you a husband, a good tale from a brilliant tale line. You are to leave Lost Time Academy tonight and be brought up in his community where the dark tale cannot find you. It is best for everyone.”

      “If I don’t?” I nervously ask, my sweaty hands trembling still, and they see it. I hear my ravens outside; their squawking echoing the pain in my heart. I know the answer.

      “Then we will be forced to terminate him and then you afterwards,” she replies, and the other Masters bow their heads in agreement.

      I don’t say anything as my heart breaks into small little pieces, never to be fixed again. I spread my wings out and fly into the air, hovering above them.

      “If it isn’t me, it will be my child. Or her child or someone else’s. The prophecy will always come true.”

      “No, it won’t, because our children will become Masters and make sure it never can. We are needed to keep this community a secret from the rest of the world,” she replies, keeping her head held high as my eyes drift to her hand resting on the bump she has. They have their world and don’t want anything changing it, more like.

      “Can I be excused?” I ask.

      “You are excused,” they reply, and I reluctantly bow my head before flying out the window and over the city as my tears fall onto the houses below. I stop, hovering in the air as I look back at the council building.

      One day, they will all fall.

      One day.
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      I gently brush Sin’s hair off his forehead before carefully gliding the tips of my fingers down his cheek, thinking about everything that has happened in the last day. Not long after Warren healed Sin, I woke up to find we are all in Knox’s dimension. After that, it has been a waiting game to see when Sin wakes up, while we just hope that he does. Warren swears he will be okay and that he needs to rest. I just desperately need to hear Sin’s voice. I need to know we didn’t just give up a chance to save everyone by coming back in time and unleashing a dark goddess into the world. We all know he is healing still, but we are all anxious to hear his voice, to know this is actually real. Even though he is here, breathing, we all still have that grief in our hearts. It isn’t something anyone can just shut off. I turn my head up, locking eyes with Knox and freezing for a second. His dark eyes pull me in, making me relax and forget everything for longer than I want to. I can’t just be happy already; we don’t have everything fixed yet.

      Our war isn’t over.

      “I can’t believe he is here,” I whisper to Knox, breaking the moment. He is looking extremely tired. Considering he hasn’t slept in the last forty-eight hours, it’s no wonder. I get up off my seat and walk around Sin’s bed to the other side, resting my hand on Knox’s shoulder. I squeeze his muscular shoulder through his thin blue shirt, feeling his warmth. Knox is always warm, like he is just waiting to be held. He takes my hand and gently kisses the back of it before looking up at me. I can read so much emotion in his eyes, possibly just because I know him so well.

      “This is our second chance. We were given a gift,” Knox tells me, looking back to his brother, and then he yawns. “But the lazy bastard could wake up soon so all of us can rest.”

      “Do you want to sleep for a bit?” I ask him, and he shakes his head.

      “No—”

      “I promise to wake you up in an hour or two. Or straightaway if Sin wakes up. You need to sleep, Knox,” I tell him, and he looks between me and Sin for a second before slumping his shoulders and nodding once. He must be seriously tired, or he would never have agreed to that. I walk with him over to the sofa, where he lies down, and I grab a blanket off the chair before covering him with it. He rests his hands behind his head, looking up at me for a moment.

      “Sleep dust?” he asks me, and I nod, kneeling down at his side.

      “You never did tell me why you struggle to sleep,” I ask him, curious to know the answer.

      “Do you really want to know?” he asks me.

      “I want to know everything, Knox. I love you,” I tell him, and he smiles sadly at me before leaning closer, kissing me ever so softly.

      “I love you too,” he tells me before resting back, placing his head on his bent arm. “One mission we were sent on was to get a woman back from a dark tale keeping her hostage. They sent us to this small village and to an even smaller house in it. The dark tale attacked us straightaway, literally from the moment the door was open, and it was a hard fight. He could make us see things, our worst nightmares, to be exact. I saw nothing but my family dead, all of them. The blood, their glossed over eyes and so on. Somehow, Tobias wasn’t as affected by the powers, and he got the man and killed him.”

      “That was good, right?” I ask, somewhat confused by the sadness in Knox’s voice.

      “No, Sleepy. We went into the house, and a heavily pregnant woman was shaking in the corner, her arms wrapped around a little girl no more than two years old. The child and mother were covered in blood, and they were horrified. That was the child’s father, and they loved him,” he explains to me. “They ran away from the good tales because the Masters found out about the child and wanted to kill her.”

      “The child was half good and half dark?” I ask in shock.

      “Yes,” he coldly replies. “It was the first time I saw who my parents were, how evil they were. They sent us there with strict orders to kill first and not ask any questions, like good little soldiers.”

      “What did you do? The council would have—”

      “Killed them, and we all knew it. Turns out the woman has a cloaking ability, making it impossible to find her unless you have her blood. The council had only found them because the dark tale made a mistake and was seen. We helped her get a car with no license plate, a bag of cash, and sent her away. We told the council that only the man was there and gave them his body.”

      “Why does that haunt you then?” I ask. “You saved the—”

      “I see the nightmare every time I close my eyes, and on bad days, I see the child and mother covered in blood,” he almost whispers to me. “I was inches away from being the bad guy. The council turned me and my brothers into monsters, and I never wanted to be that.”

      “You are not a monster,” I firmly state.

      “I have no choice but to follow the council orders, do as I’m told, fight their war that no one else wants,” he explains to me. “Some may call that a soldier, but I don’t. We might be fighting a war, but there are innocents who don’t ask for this. Falling in love with someone different should not be a reason to be hunted and killed. Falling in love is something to be celebrated.”

      “We both saw what will happen and who will be in charge if we do nothing. I will not let the council of Masters come out as the winners in this,” I reply to him with a sigh. “This can’t all be for nothing. We travelled back in time, for god’s sake. We will not let that go to waste.”

      “You are beautiful when you are determined, you know that?” Knox tells me, another yawn leaving his lips.

      “And you need to sleep. Clearly you are getting delusional,” I reply, and he chuckles, resting back as I call my power. My hand fills with dust, and I lean down, kissing his cheek as I open my hand over his face, letting dust sprinkle onto him. He gently falls to sleep, his eyes slowly closing and his lips staying up in a smile as his breathing deepens. I lower my hand and wipe the rest of the dust off on my cloak before tucking Knox in and standing up. I walk back toward Sin, only to pause when I see he is sitting up, a cheeky grin on his lips.

      “What happened?”
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      “Sin!” I exclaim, running into his arms and flinging myself around him, hearing his cough from the jolt as I nearly knock him off the bed we had moved into the middle of the living room of Knox’s hut. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to hurt you.”

      “You didn’t, Sleepy,” he playfully tells me as I pull back a little and place my hands on his cheeks, looking into his eyes. “Not much anyway,” he teases, and before he can say another word, I kiss him. He is clearly shocked for an inch of a second, and then he kisses me back, sliding his hands into my hair. I deepen the kiss, taking control as his one hand slides to my waist, pulling me harder against him. He pulls away from me, smiling widely. “I’m a little confused, but I like confused. We can do confused all day if you want.” I chuckle at his teasing as he wipes a few tears away from my cheeks, and I struggle to know what to say. A million sentences run through my head, each one of them not feeling enough to describe the moment between us and how much this all means. I guess only one thing does, and I need to tell him that first.

      “It’s a long story, but I want you to know I realised something,” I tell him, pausing just to look into his eyes for a second. I never knew how much I missed seeing them.

      “Yeah?” he asks me, sensing I’m being serious.

      “I love you. I really, deeply love you, and my life is not complete if you aren’t in it.” He stops my rambling by kissing me once more and holding our faces close together as he pulls back.

      “I’ve always loved you. Always, Sleepy.”

      “Good to hear,” I chuckle, and he grins before leaning back with a confused look once again, but this time, it isn’t about me. He pats his chest and stomach a few times before he pulls his shirt down, clearly looking for the wound that isn’t there.

      “I remember being hurt, badly hurt; how is there nothing there?” he asks me. “I thought…well, clearly I’m not dead, but I don’t understand how we got saved and who managed to heal me like this. Knox can’t have healed me to the point of having no wound; it would have killed him. He didn’t—”

      “Knox is alive. Everyone is, but you…but you died, Sin,” I whisper, the memory of him on the ground, being dragged away, will never be something I can forget. It makes me want to hold him close to me and never let go.

      “Don’t be silly, I’m here—”

      “We went back in time and saved you, but for a long time, you were dead. We had a funeral, we grieved and searched for a way to get you back,” I explain to him.

      “Time travel?” he asks with a frown and in complete disbelief. “Did you hit your head somewhere, because—”

      “Sin, I’m not joking. Quin’s uncle killed you and sent your body to the Masters’ council. The shock of losing you meant the masters didn’t fight like they should have, and the dark tales took over the town, they took over Lost Time Academy and won the war,” I tell him, moving away and pacing as he stays silent. “Though now we have come back, none of that has actually happened yet. Everything is so messed up, but it doesn’t matter to me. I soon realised I’m selfish, because I would have given up everything to save you.”

      “You’re telling me the truth,” Sin whispers as he slides off the bed and takes my hands in his. I close my eyes, loving the simple way he holds my hands, the warmth I can feel from his hands. It’s not cold; he isn’t cold anymore. “I can see it in your eyes. Hear the pain in your voice.”

      “I wouldn’t lie to you about this,” I tell him, but he knows that. It’s just a shock and extremely hard to understand and believe. No matter who told him.

      “I know, it’s a lot to take in,” he replies to me. “Is Knox alright?” he asks, seeing his brother sleeping on the sofa. The snoring should give away how fine Knox is.

      “Just tired. I did promise to wake him when you woke up, but he hasn’t slept in days and just went off. I doubt I could wake him up from the dust this soon,” I tell him, and it makes me wonder how the rest of the island is sleeping after I put them to sleep. I’ve never felt my power like that, so out of control.

      “No, he should sleep. Where are the others?” Sin asks me. We have been taking it in turns doing the essential things for the last few days, and last I saw, Tobias and Noah were arguing over who cooks bacon the best way by the fire. Everyone knows it should be crispy, but I’m not getting involved with that fight.

      “This way,” I say, nodding my head towards the door. Sin comes to my side and links his fingers through mine. “I missed you.”

      “I’m going to make sure you don’t have to miss me again,” he replies to me, and I nod, knowing we will figure out something. We could just hide in this place forever, but I know that wouldn’t be the right thing to do. The academy needs us. The tales need us, and I don’t trust the goddess being alone out there, causing havoc most likely.

      “Let’s go and get the others. I know they missed you too. Even Quin,” I say with a small smile.

      “Quin held you back and let me die. I remember that,” Sin almost growls.

      “He has changed, and he helped us. He helped save you, and we couldn’t have done it without him,” I explain to Sin. “Be kind with him. I wouldn’t trust him if I didn’t know he had changed.”

      “Do you love him?” Sin quietly asks.

      “No and yes. I love him in a friendly way, and I always will. He will always be important to me, but it isn’t the love I feel for you and your brothers,” I explain, and Sin nods. “Anyway, he is in love with Tavvy. Though she won’t remember him now. That might be a little bit awkward when they meet again.”

      “What? How did that happen?” Sin asks in shock. “Those are two people I’d never suspect to get together.”

      “Long story,” I chuckle, hearing Tobias’s laugh in the distance, near the fire they built. The door to the other cabin opens, and Warren comes out, smiling when he sees me, and my heart beats that much quicker as I look at him. His white hair is softly pushed to the left, his eyes are so enchanting to look at, and I feel that pull to him from the moment we see each other. I’m so lost for a second that I don’t feel Sin let go of my hand or notice how he runs at Warren, his fists on fire, until he punches Warren in the cheek, and they both go flying back in the air as Warren grabs his shirt.

      “NO! Stop that right now, Sin!”
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      My shouts do little to stop Sin as he fights Warren, who is not using his full power to stop this fight. His spear lies on the ground, and it’s so odd to not see him holding it. I almost want to pick it up, but the fight going on distracts me from the spear altogether. Warren, even though he isn’t using half his powers, is easily beating Sin’s attacks. Sin sends element after element into his punches, but Warren is knocking them away like nothing until he grabs Sin’s arms. I don’t hear what he says to Sin, but they both seem to pause, staring each other down before Warren lets Sin’s arms go. Warren holds his hand out, and his spear flies into it as Sin pulls more power, this time making water, fire and air swirl around his arms and up his shoulders. The power spreads all over his body, and he almost floats into the air as he spreads his hands out.

      “Try it then, you utter dickhead,” Sin shouts, and Warren just smirks.

      “Sin! Please!” I shout again. I see a gap, and before I can overthink it, I run and jump into the middle of them both, pressing myself against Warren as Sin lifts a hand to attack. Sin pauses mid-air, frowning as Warren wraps an arm around my waist, a motion not missed by Sin.

      “Dangerous move, Miss Dormiens,” Warren whispers to me. Great, we are back to lack of using my first name again.

      “Says the guy fighting,” I mutter, trying to ignore how right it feels to have his arm around my waist, how his skin touches my bare skin on my stomach where my top has pulled up.

      “Who the fuck is this guy?” Sin asks, lowering his hands as his feet hit the ground, but his fingers still stay on fire, sparks flickering off and landing near my feet. “Why are you protecting a dark tale?”

      “His name is Warren, and he isn’t our enemy. You can’t hurt him,” I tell Sin, moving close enough to press my hand onto Sin’s chest, and Warren’s arm falls away.

      I miss it right away.

      “And you shouldn’t have jumped in like that,” Warren tells me, moving to my side and looking to Sin. “I know our people like to fight each other, but if you can get past that instinct, you will find I’m not that bad.”

      “Yeah, dark tales are all puppies and flowers,” Sin sourly replies.

      “This one is different. You can trust me, right?” Noah shouts with amusement in his tone, and Sin looks straight towards him. I look over my shoulder to see Noah and Tobias walking towards us, their eyes fixed on Sin. They look almost like they can’t believe he is here.

      I just about believe it too.

      “He saved your life, Sin,” I tell him, just as Tobias wraps his arms around Sin, pulling him into a hug.

      “It’s good to see you. So fucking good to see you,” Tobias says with a laugh before letting him go. Noah grabs him next, patting his back hard as he hugs him.

      “I missed you, brother,” Noah firmly says, giving him a shaky nod as he lets go. “Did Sleepy explain everything?”

      “Enough,” Sin coldly replies. “But she left out about the dark tale being here. Why is he here?”

      “My name is Warren,” Warren adds and offers him a hand to shake. “Seeing as we have bigger issues than the blood in my veins, I would like if we could get along.”

      “He isn’t that bad,” Tobias says, coming over to me and wrapping an arm around my shoulders.

      “Warren kept me safe and alive in Lost Time Academy while it was taken over by dark tales,” I explain to him. “I really do trust him with my life and with yours. With everyone’s. I need you to accept that Warren won’t be going anywhere any time soon unless he chooses to leave.”

      “Which won’t happen,” Warren firmly says, making sure to look at me as he says it, and I gulp as he looks back to Sin. “I will always keep her safe.”

      “That’s one thing we agree on then,” Sin says and finally gives in with a long sigh. He grabs Warren’s outstretched hand, and I feel like I can breathe for the first time since Sin woke up, as they come to a truce. As Sin lets go of Warren’s hand, an awkward silence descends on us all, and I rub my hands together, wondering who should talk first. I eye Noah, who shrugs and is the first one to speak up.

      “We have many things to discuss, but first, are you all hungry? The food is ready,” Noah tells us, and I smile.

      “I could eat,” Knox’s voice echoes across the pathway, and we all turn to see him standing in the doorway with a big smile, his eyes fixed on Sin. Tears burn my eyes as Sin and Knox walk to each other and share a manly hug, holding each other tightly for more than a moment. I don’t hear the things they quietly speak to each other, but I can imagine nonetheless. I’ve wanted to see us all together for so long, since the moment we lost Sin. It feels like a fairy tale in this moment, but it’s more perfect than any fairy tale could ever be. We all walk over, and I catch Warren’s glance and how uncomfortable he is being here. I need to talk to the brothers about Warren at some point, and I actually need to have time alone with Warren so we can talk too.

      “You didn’t sleep long,” I say with a raised eyebrow at Knox, who still looks tired but so happy it doesn’t matter. I know I’ve got zero chance of getting him to sleep any time soon. I hope once everything settles, we can talk more about his past and find a way to help him move on from it.

      “I can sleep when I’m dead,” Knox replies, and we all cringe a little as he sheepishly grins at Sin. “Shit, bad choice of words.”

      “I don’t remember being dead, so no worries,” Sin playfully replies. “But I would like a more detailed explanation of what happened and some food while we talk.”

      “And we need to make a plan about what to do next. Who knows how long everyone will be asleep for and what that goddess is up to,” I add in. Those are the important things, and we can’t forget the rest of the world while we are staying in here.

      “She could be in the academy for all we know, still a statue with her sister,” Noah says, and he has a point.

      “I get the feeling that’s not going to be what we find,” Tobias adds in.

      “We should go to the academy after eating. We can’t sit around guessing and hiding in here,” Knox states.

      “I agree,” I say, and all the guys say the same. “Now, what did you cook for dinner?”

      “Oisin…” Quin whispers, gaining all our attention as he runs over, sweat still dripping down his cheeks from the running he must have been doing. He stops in front of us, locking eyes with Sin. We are all silent as Sin walks up to him and, in the blink of an eye, punches him hard in the face. Quin coughs as he stumbles back from the hit and holds his cheek. I want to step forward, but Noah holds an arm out in front of me.

      “I see where Madi learnt her right hook from,” Quin states, straightening up and rubbing his cheek.

      “I needed that, and you damn well deserved it,” Sin says, offering Quin a hand to shake. “I’m not saying sorry, but we are closer to being equal now.”

      “Understood,” Quin says, shaking Sin’s hand before letting go and crossing his arms. “I’m fucking glad to see you alive, mate.”

      “Considering I don’t know what I look like dead, I will take that as a compliment,” Sin replies. “And you were always a brother to me. You might have made fucked up decisions, but we all have. All that matters is that you fixed it.”

      “You always thought everything was a compliment. Even when Mandy Hicks told you she didn’t like you in middle school, you somehow—” Knox jokes as Quin nods once at Sin.

      “She liked me, we all know it,” Sin says, grinning until he sees my raised eyebrows. “But I always loved Madi, so it didn’t matter,” Sin says with a cough, saving himself, and I chuckle as he comes to me, wrapping his arms around me.

      “You’re lucky I missed you so much that I’m going to forget that one,” I say.

      “I’ve always been lucky,” Sin whispers to me. “And you always were the centre of my attention.”

      “Food. We all need food. How did we get distracted again? It will be burnt or cold at this rate,” Noah mutters, clapping his hands together.

      “I could open a portal to McDonald’s and do a quick run in,” Knox suggests, and everyone is quick to agree to that idea, even Noah as he grumbles about cooking for ages. Everything feels almost normal again.

      I had no idea how much I missed Oisin Tale.
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      “Is everyone ready?” Knox asks as we all stand in a circle around Knox, getting ready to leave the safety of this dimension and head back into the real world. I take a second to quickly look around at everyone. Quin looks nervous but ready to go. Noah and Tobias look more determined and stronger than ever. Sin might be wearing a confused look for a long time at this rate. Knox just seems bored, likely wanting to get the hell out of here. Warren...well, Warren just looks like he always does. Confident and ready to kill some people, and I should find that scary, but nope, it’s completely the opposite reaction.

      “What if everyone is awake?” I ask, feeling nervous. “They were pissed when I put a class to sleep; this time it’s a lot more than that.”

      “The goddess told you to put them all to sleep. Did she tell you anything else?” Knox asks me. I think back to the words she whispered.

      

      When you go back, use your power and put the island to sleep. Send your ravens far and wide. The island will wake when the power is gone. Be blessed in love, Madilynn Dormiens.

      

      “Only that they would wake when the power is gone. Or something like that,” I reply, wondering what that even means. It didn’t make sense and neither did the power when I walked out onto that field. It was like someone else was controlling me and giving me power I shouldn’t have had. It’s no wonder I passed out afterward. Luckily, Warren is a good catch. Sin links his fingers with mine and lifts our hands, kissing the back gently.

      “We got you, no matter what,” Sin tells me.

      “Always, Sleepy,” Knox echoes his brother’s words. Warren bows his head for a second, locking eyes with mine. I know he will be there. I have my Tale brothers, I have Warren, and I know that’s all I need. I have Quin too, but it’s not the same, and we both know it. There is this divide between us now, and it’s best we keep that there. It’s funny how love can be so different, felt in so many different ways. A friendship love, a parental love, and a true love. I just never knew I could feel the true love part for so many guys. I know I can’t imagine a future without them all in it, and I pray that it’s the same for them. I need it to be the same for them.

      “Let’s go,” I say. Knox gives me an unwavering smile, and I wish I could be as confident as he is about this. I smile back, understanding he needs to know I’m ready. I pull my black cloak around me and Knox’s top that I’m wearing, tucked into jeans that we “borrowed” from a random store.

      I’m as ready as I can ever be.

      “That’s my girl,” he says and claps his hands together, making a bright light burn out of the middle of them, and it slowly stretches until it makes a portal into the middle of the academy entrance hall on the other side. Warren goes through first, followed by Noah and Tobias. I hold Sin’s hand as I step through next, and Sin comes through with me. Knox steps out of the portal last, closing it behind us as we all stare around at the students on the stairs in front of us. They are fast asleep, passed out where they were standing, by the looks of it. The academy is cold and silent, only our breathing filling up any noise. I stare at the bright dresses and black suits of some students who didn’t escape, remembering how we were having a dance when the dark tales invaded and attacked the academy. The dark tales guards are hidden by their cloaks, collapsed in the places I remember them standing in. No one saw my sleeping ravens coming.

      “Let’s split up and search the place,” Knox suggests, his voice echoing in the halls. The guys’ footsteps and mine are the only sound as I let go of Sin’s hand and walk into the dining hall, seeing Tavvy on the ground, sleeping soundly. Her dress is spread across the dust covered floor and ripped in places. There is a massive hole in the wall and parts of the wall are scattered across the room, mixing in with students and dark tales in their hoods, all sleeping. Quin runs in the room, sliding to his knees and putting Tavvy’s head on his knees. I run over and stand over them, seeing the cut on Tavvy’s head. He puts his arm under her legs and lifts her up as he stands, holding her against his chest. I place my hand on her cheek for just a second, wishing I knew how to wake her up. She would make a joke and make me laugh, then figure out how to wake everyone.

      “Is she okay?” I ask Quin, not that he knows any better than I do. I lean down and place my hand on her cheek, feeling that she is warm to touch and looks frozen as she sleeps. As I straighten up, I realise they all look the same. They should be cold; the room certainly is. The grass outside even has frost on it, but somehow they seem okay.

      “Just sleeping. I’m going to put her in her room,” Quin tells me, looking at her sadly. “I love her, and she doesn’t even know who I am anymore. I guess this is the closest I am ever going to get to her again.”

      “I don’t know what to say,” I mumble. “I’m just sorry.”

      “Don’t be sorry. We both made our choice, and if we hadn’t gone back in time, she would have died. We all would have,” he firmly tells me.

      “She loved you. Really loved you, and that was meant to be. I saw it,” I whisper, placing my hand on Quin’s shoulder. “That love can’t be erased by lost time.”

      “You’re her best friend, a sister to her, so if anyone knows, it is you,” Quin says, looking a tiny bit less broken as he smiles at me before walking towards the stairs, passing by Noah as he comes in.

      “Is he okay?” Noah asks me, coming to my side and wrapping an arm around my waist as I see the entrance hall is now empty, and it is silent once again. “Everyone has gone to search for anyone awake, but I thought you might want me to stay close,” Noah tells me, clearly seeing the question in my eyes before I said it.

      “Quin will be okay. We should look around too,” I say, nodding my head to the big gap in the wall leading to the field outside. “I want to find someone in particular and make sure he is sleeping.”

      “Rueben?” Noah guesses, and I nod as we step over a few broken bricks and on to the frost-covered grass.

      “It’s so quiet here. There are no sounds, just nothing,” I say. “I have always had a raven near me since I came here, but I’ve not seen one of them. I’ve not heard a squawk or anything.”

      “You must have put all the animals to sleep, even the birds. That power was incredible to witness,” Noah suggests.

      “I don’t know how I did it. It just came out like a blast,” I explain to him. “It’s all a blur, to be honest.”

      “You had wings; did we tell you that?” he asks.

      “No, I didn’t,” I chuckle and stop in my tracks when I realise he isn’t joking. “Wait, you’re being serious?”

      “Yes,” he replies with a grin. “Glowing blue wings made out of dust. That’s a crazy blessing to have wings so soon.”

      “I can’t wait to tell Tavvy...when she wakes up,” I mutter. “She always wanted wings.”

      “She will wake up,” Noah says as we pass through the field, seeing the dark tale men sleeping all over the floor, but not finding Rueben. I would see the bastard a mile away if we went anywhere near him. We head back inside through the main doors after finding nothing, just as Knox and Tobias come around the corner.

      “Come and look at this,” Knox says, waving his hand. Noah and I follow them down the corridor to the stairs to the library, my heart almost sure of what I will find down there. I pass outside the doors, looking at the ground and knowing in the future we came from, I lost two of my best friends here. Ella won’t even like me when she wakes up, especially as she won’t remember how I helped her. Maybe we will find each other somehow. We head inside, where Sin and Warren are looking at the piles of rock and rubble on the ground, mixed with dozens of books. There is nothing else.

      “The goddess statue is gone,” I mutter, but I knew that. This was too easy. Saving Sin and coming back was too easy. Life doesn’t give you lemons and a lemon squeezer to make lemonade. You have to squeeze them yourself and find your own damn sugar. “Shit.”

      “We can’t find Rueben anywhere. Did you see him?” Noah asks, and it’s a resounding no from everyone.

      “Right, so we have two crazy bad guys on the loose. This really isn’t good,” Sin says, rubbing his face, and I sit down on a large piece of rock, closing my eyes for a moment. I don’t know what we should do next. “Any chance they might just go relax for a bit and not cause any trouble?”

      “Rueben told me about some prophecy, and I can’t help but think it’s coming true. He said the Masters’ council had the other half of it,” I quietly say. “I doubt the bad guys are going to do nothing. How did Rueben avoid my sleep dust when it looks like no one else did?”

      “Because he is a tricky bastard, that’s how,” Warren mutters.

      “Do you think knowing the prophecy will help us somehow?” Knox asks. “I think finding books on this goddess and weapons that will work against her are more important.”

      “I can’t see how it can do anything, but I feel like the answers we need are at the Masters’ council. We should go there and gather weapons while we are it. The most powerful magical items and books in history are at the Masters’ council, right?” I ask, and Knox nods. “We need them now more than ever because Rueben is strong, and who knows what is going on in the goddess’s head or what she is going to do.”

      “Let’s meet in the hallway. I’m going to gather our magical books and some food,” Knox suggests. “We need to stock up for a bit. We should all grab clothes and anything we need while keeping an eye out for danger. The first sign of any danger, you shout for help. Got it?” Everyone nods in agreement, and I cross my arms, feeling tense as I stare at the broken rocks on the ground. The main part of the statue base is still there, but it doesn’t have the daggers in it anymore. I wonder if my dagger is still in my room or whether that has changed.

      “I’m coming with you, Knox. Want me to get your book, Madi?” Noah asks.

      “No, I’m going to go to my room and tell Quin the plan,” I say. “Plus I need to pack anyway.”

      “I will escort you,” Warren says before anyone else can answer me, and all of the Tale brothers look at him with varied expressions of distrust and anger. Maybe even jealously, which I can understand. They don’t need to be jealous though. No matter what I feel for Warren, it doesn’t affect how I feel for each of them. Maybe they just don’t understand that, and I’m scared if I tell them, they will not take it well. The Tale brothers don’t like to share outside their family.

      “Good idea,” I nervously say, turning around and heading up the stairs before I catch anyone’s gaze. Warren catches up to me as I get to the top of the stairs and take a right towards my room.

      “It’s awkward between us all,” Warren points out, holding his spear at his side, the top glowing so brightly grey.

      “I know,” I softly reply. My breath catches in my throat as Warren brushes his hand down my arm and links our fingers for a second.

      “I’m not going to lie and say I don’t feel this between us. I know you feel it; I can see it in your eyes,” he whispers to me. “But if you want me to stop, if you want me as just a friend, you need to tell me so. I don’t want to cause a problem with you and your boyfriends.”

      “I—”

      “Hey, guys. You two alright?” Quin asks, stepping out of Tavvy’s and my room, likely overhearing our conversation with how silent it is in here. I instantly let go of Warren’s hand, but I see Warren’s expression—one of pain—and I regret not saying something else. I should have held onto his hand or something. God, how I have four boyfriends when I’m this terrible at relationships is beyond me.

      “Yes. We are leaving to go to the council, and I want to get some things,” I say, thinking partially about my Dorito-stained hoodie and my comfy trainers with the pen mark on them.

      “It’s a good idea to go there. I’m going to stay here and protect the academy. I want to tie all the dark tales up with magical rope and make sure everyone is safe if they wake up,” Quin says. “The more I think about it, the more I realise that we need to do something for when everyone wakes up, or it will be war once again.”

      “It’s not a bad idea,” Warren says, moving to lean against the door frame and holding his spear across his body. “Though it’s dangerous. We don’t know where your uncle is or the goddess. The bad one.”

      “I’m not leaving Tavvy alone and vulnerable. I will fight them until my last breath if need be,” Quin strongly states. “I doubt they will come back here though. They don’t need anything from here, and if they did, they would have taken it.”

      “Thank you, Quin,” I say, patting his shoulder as I walk past into my room. I pick Tavvy’s book up off the side and place it on the bed, putting her hand on top of it before grabbing a bag and shoving some clothes into it. I find my book on my bed and open it up, feeling so happy to see Lane for the first time.

      “Madi!” Lane says with a big grin, looking happy. “I sensed a strange burst of magic, and you look different. Is your hair longer? Have you always looked so much like a doll?”

      “Despite the insults, I really missed you,” I say with a sigh.

      “Missed me? We are never apart for long,” Lane replies.

      “No, we won’t be,” I say with a big smile. “Any chance you know much about the two goddesses, mainly the bad one?”

      “Why would you want to know about them?” he asks me.

      “Long story,” I reply.

      “My records do not have much information, and our memory of the original times are stored in the Masters’ council magical book,” he explains to me. Now that is interesting.

      “The council have a magical book?” I ask.

      “Yes, it stores the prophecies,” Lane says, and I lock eyes with Warren for a moment, seeing his attention firmly on Lane now as well. “I believe it was the first magical book in existence.”

      “Thank you, Lane,” I say, and he smiles, nodding his head.

      “I am here to serve you and your family as always,” Lane tells me, smiling still at me.

      “Have you always wanted to do that? Do you remember a time before this book?” I ask him, feeling curious.

      “No, and I’m glad I do not,” he is quick to answer me. I wish I could tell if he was lying to me, but he seems not to be.

      “Why?” I ask.

      “I imagine I would miss something if I did,” Lane replies, and it makes me sad for him. Only for a second though as he keeps on talking. “Though if I had a life like yours, I think I’d rather forget it.”

      “Oh Lane,” I mutter, shaking my head. “Time to say goodbye.”

      “You are rather moody and odd today, is it that time of the—” I slam the book shut before he can finish that page, and Warren chuckles.

      “We don’t have magical books, but I do wish we did now,” he says.

      “Lane is a bit of a chatter box,” I reply, opening my bag further and making room for Lane before closing it up. I slide off my flat shoes and put my trainers on next. As I finish tying the second lace, I see Warren picking up a picture of me, the brothers, and Quin when we were eight. We are all sitting outside their house on the street, and my dad took the photo when he came to pick me up.

      “They have always been your family, haven’t they?” he asks.

      “Always,” I reply, running my fingers over the picture. Warren puts it down on the side before turning to me, and I reach for his hand, gently holding it. We don’t say anything as he leans closer and rests his forehead on mine, and my eyes slowly shut as I enjoy the simple moment between us.

      “It feels right being close to you,” I whisper to him, scared of my own words.

      “The only time I’ve felt at home is when I’m close to you. I never want to lose that,” he tells me, making my heart feel like it will beat its way out of my chest.

      “Then we will work everything else out. I don’t want to give up what we have found,” I say.

      “We won’t.” The two words are firmly spoken as Warren moves a little closer and gently brushes his lips across mine before he moves away.

      It was a little bit of nothing and everything at the same time.

      One day, it can be so much more.
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      The portal drops us out the other side, forcing me to use my hands to stop me falling as I land on my knees on the cold, snow-covered grass. I look up at the mountain above us and the large imposing white building protruding from it. The building is like one large cement block painted white, and it must have so many levels. You can’t miss it. I turn around, seeing the high metal gates with water towers set up all around the town. The towers are so high, white as well, and I’m sure no one would be able to get in. I look back at the town, which is full of tall buildings with spires on top of them, looking like mini castles. There are white stone pathways leading all the way to the council building as far as I can see. I smell fire in the air, along with the cold snow dripping onto my cheek every so often. I shiver, pulling my black cloak further around me, wishing it did more to shield me from the cold. Noah and Tobias get up as Warren offers me a hand, helping me stand.

      “Why is the portal so high off the ground, mate?” Sin asks with a grumble as Knox comes out last, gracefully jumping down. I stand up with the others as Knox grumbles and clicks his fingers to close the portal.

      “I’m not your taxi. Give me a break,” Knox growls at Sin. It really didn’t take them long to start arguing, and oddly, I just smile.

      “If you were a taxi, you wouldn’t be getting paid,” Sin replies as I catch Noah’s eyes, and he smiles too.

      “Can we find another time to argue?” Knox replies, crossing his arms as I start to laugh, Noah and Tobias joining in, with poor Warren looking very confused.

      “Are you laughing at us?” Sin and Knox say nearly at the same time, and it only makes us laugh harder.

      “No,” I chuckle, trying to calm down as they both now just look mad. “I just never realised how much I missed you two arguing all the time.”

      “Not something I’d thought I would miss, but you guys carry on,” Tobias says through his laughter as I wipe tears away. They both ignore us, storming off down the white path towards the houses as we laugh.

      “Do they argue much?” Warren asks with a grin.

      “In a loving family way, yes,” I reply to Warren, who turns to look at them.

      “Did you not have family that did that?” Tobias asks Warren from my other side. “Or were they all serious dark tales?” That answers my unspoken question about if they know who Warren is and that he is the son of the last king of the dark tales.

      “No. My family were murdered by Quin’s. I really didn’t have friends or much people around me growing up after that,” Warren swiftly answers, still keeping his past under wraps.

      “I’m sorry. I didn’t know,” Tobias says.

      “How could you?” Warren replies.

      “We lost our biological parents early, but we were adopted and found a new family there. Like those two,” Noah says, pointing at Sin and Knox in the distance as they walk up a hill that blocks some of our view. “Family can be found in different places.”

      “I know you all know nothing about me, but—”

      “We know you protected Madi when she really needed it. That isn’t forgotten,” Noah points out.

      “Thank you. I will always protect her,” Warren replies.

      “Careful, you are starting to sound like us now,” Tobias jokes.

      “Is that a bad thing?” Warren asks, and there is silence for a reply.

      “Nope, I don’t think it is,” I say, breaking the silence and seeing the looks both Noah and Tobias give me in the corner of my eye. I know I’m on touchy ground here, so I decide to change the subject, but Sin does it for me.

      “Holy shit. Guys, come and see this!” Sin shouts, and we all run up the small hill to where they are standing. I freeze when I get to the top of the hill, looking down at the piles of people lying on the ground, completely passed out. There must be hundreds, all of them in lines going up to the council building at the top.

      “We can’t leave them out in the cold. Especially not the children,” Noah says, and he is right. Even though many of them are wearing thick coats, they can’t be out in this snow for too long. They were lucky there is only a small layer of snow covering their clothes now.

      “There are babies sleeping. Is that even safe?” I ask seeing a mother holding her baby in her arms.

      “It’s a magical sleep, not a normal one. I doubt the goddess would have asked you to put the island to sleep if she didn’t know your powers wouldn’t hurt anyone,” Knox says, and I have to hope he is right. I never meant to hurt anyone at all.

      “We should still move them, just in case,” I say.

      “Okay. We should get to work,” Sin says. “This is going to take a long time. There are so many of them.”

      “You guys start, I’m going to take Madi to the council building and see what we can do there,” Knox says.

      “Good idea,” Sin agrees, and the others nod.

      “I have a way to make this easier,” Warren says, lifting his spear into the air in front of him and closing his eyes as he wraps his hands around it. Grey energy blasts out of the spear, snaking around the bodies lying on the ground and lifting them into the air so they hover, one by one. “If someone could get the doors open, I can move them inside.”

      “Well, shit, you are cool,” Sin says, and Warren chuckles as the Tale brothers all run down to the doors. Knox takes my hand, and we walk down an alleyway behind the houses and come back onto the path a bit later on.

      “Are your parents in the council building?” I ask, and he nods, looking towards it.

      “I hate this building. I’ve always dreaded coming here. It reminds me of the day we left our home and you to be dragged here,” Knox tells me.

      “Where did you live here?” I ask.

      “In the council building, on the seventh floor,” he replies.

      “How many floors are there?”

      “Twenty,” he replies. “But the top ten floors are for the business side of running the Masters’ council, and the bottom two floors are prisons.”

      “How many prisoners do they keep?” I ponder.

      “Not many. They kill anyone that breaks the rules,” Knox explains to me. Which is pretty sad, if you ask me.

      “How dark is it in there? It must be—”

      “There are windows, but you just can’t see them from out here. Magic and all,” he says with a smile at me. “You don’t know how many times I hoped you would move here with your family. Just so I could see you and be close to you.”

      “I feel the same, but I also loved my normal upbringing. This world is cruel, and I understand why my parents tried to hide me from it for so long,” I reply, plus I wouldn’t change my upbringing for anything.

      “Many people do the same. It shouldn’t be that way; people shouldn’t fear having their children here. Though there are over a thousand people living in this town, it is not a community in any sense,” Knox replies.

      “We should be a community. We need to band together,” I say as we get to some large steel gates. Knox walks up to the gates, holding his hands onto the silver steel. They burn red until the gate melts away, making a large enough gap for us to get through. Knox uses his water magic to cool the dripping hot metal and then steps through, holding a hand out for me. I step through the gap next, and we turn to see the passed out people in this courtyard. I see a child with no coat near the large doors, and I run over, unclipping my cloak and pulling it over her. I push some of her light blonde hair out of her eyes and feel that she is warm, even though she has been outside for so long.

      It really is a magical sleep, one they won’t die from. I wonder if they will just stay frozen this way, never really changing.

      “The doors are locked—” Knox starts off, then looks over at me, lifting his cloak into the air. “Get in here, you will freeze.” I run over, wrapping my arms around his waist as he covers me with the cloak, both of us looking at the pure green stone doors. They have the good tales symbol on them, a cat right in the middle of it. This one is more detailed than the one on the academy doors and far posher. It’s clear all the money went into this building and none of it went anywhere near the academy which was falling apart. The Masters really have things backwards around here.

      “Why the hell is there a cat on the logo for good tales? Shouldn’t it be a book for the magical books that guide us? Or anything but a cat?” I ask, staring at the cat’s beady little eyes.

      “I don’t have a clue why it is a cat, but I actually like the logo,” he replies.

      “Why? It sucks,” I mutter.

      “You are only saying that because you don’t like cats,” Knox replies with a grin.

      “Cats don’t like me. There is a big difference there,” I reply. I have nothing against the hairy little creatures, but they certainly have a thing against me.

      “I wonder if it’s because of your raven gene line,” he ponders. “Cats and birds don’t generally get along. Cats really do hate birds like you.”

      “Are you suggesting I’m a bird?” I ask, placing my hand on his chest.

      “No, but you are kinda a raven. Which is the coolest bird, by the way,” he is quick to say.

      “It’s too cold to argue which bird is the best, but ravens are pretty amazing,” I say and look to the door. I push the door once, only to find it is impossible to move. It’s way too heavy, and I bet it’s magically locked somehow.

      “It’s not going to open. I actually don’t have a clue how to get inside. I hoped it would be open,” Knox tells me.

      “Do we know anyone that might know?” I ask.

      “Your grandmother did work for the council for a while, and your dad lived here for a long time,” Knox suggests. “I’m sure they are worried about you anyway. We should go to them next.”

      “Okay. Plan C it is,” I reply, mentally ticking off another route in my head.

      “How did we get to plan C?” Knox asks.

      “Plan A was the academy, plan B was coming here, and plan C is going to see my parents,” I explain to him.

      “I might not survive plan C then. Your dad never liked me,” Knox replies.

      “He isn’t that bad,” I reply, a little bit nervous. Who wants to take five guys back to your parents and grandmother? Let alone explain the relationships I have with them all. Knox is right as well, dad never did like the Tale brothers, but he hated Quin more. So maybe this is a good middle ground for him.

      Or possibly the ground has just grown four times as bad as the one I left home with.

      “Come on, Sleepy. Let’s go and help the others and take you home,” Knox says, turning us around, and we walk down the pathway, but my thoughts stay on the worry of taking him back to my parents. I don’t know why, but I’m more nervous to take them all home than to face an army of dark tales that want to kill me.

      My dad is scarier than them all.
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      The portal drops us right outside my house, and I stand for a long time, just looking up at the brown bricks, the white windows. Everything, from the tree by the side of the house to the white picket fence and dad’s red car, makes me so happy to see it all. This is my home, the place I was brought up, and most of my favourite memories were in this house or on this street.

      “This house is so normal,” Warren comments as a car drives down the street behind us.

      “Homey is the word you are looking for. I love this house,” I tell him, and he softly smiles at me.

      “We should go inside; it isn’t safe to be outside at the moment,” Knox reminds us all, snapping me out of it. I run up to the door, lifting my hand to knock before shaking my head. I don’t need to knock. I open the door, stepping inside and smelling cookies straightaway as the warmth of the entrance hall breezes against my skin.

      “Who is it?” dad shouts, coming out of the kitchen, holding a tea towel as he dries a dish. He grins, placing the dish on the side as I run to him and wrap my arms around him tightly, feeling overwhelmed with emotion as he holds me back. It’s been way too long since I’ve seen my dad. “Hey, pumpkin. I missed you too.”

      “Does your grandma get a hug too? It’s been far longer since we have seen each other,” Grandmother Raven says, and I grin, pulling away from dad to see my grandmother by the dishes. Only she is far different from the last time I saw her. She is dressed in her usual jeans and simple black top, but large black wings spread out of her back, folded down on her back. “Ah, you can see them now.”

      “You really have wings,” I say, running over to her and hugging her, my hands resting near her wings, but I don’t touch them as I don’t know if that’s okay.

      “I’m going to get your mum out of the garden. She is going to be so happy,” Dad says and walks past the guys, and suddenly he pauses. He eyes them all, focusing on Warren for far too long before looking back at me. “Tell your men to stay there, and I will be back. Especially the dark one.”

      “Oh don’t be silly, son. Introduce me, Madi,” grandmother replies as I let her go and turn around.

      “Sure. This is Warren,” I say, and he comes over, bowing his head before offering her his hand. “And you already know the Tale brothers. Everyone, this is Grandmother Raven.”

      “Who are you again?” grandmother asks, pulling Warren closer with a tight grip on his hand. I place my hand on her shoulder, worrying that she is reacting with that “kill first and ask questions later” instinct, but I see tears filling her eyes. She suddenly lets go of Warren’s hand and walks away, heading to the stairs.

      “Grandma, are you okay?” I ask.

      “I need some space, I’m sorry. It’s all too much,” she says through tears, and I frown in confusion as she goes up the stairs just as mum runs into the room, wearing bright pink gardening gloves, and she’s covered in soil. She practically squeals when she sees me and runs at me, almost knocking me over as she hugs me tightly.

      “I’ve missed you so, so much,” she tells me, holding on so tightly. “I never expected to have you back so soon. Is everything okay?”

      “Not exactly. Can we sit down to talk?” I ask, seeing dad leaning against the wall with his arms crossed as he stares down the Tale brothers, and poor Warren just hides near me.

      “Of course, dear. Where is your grandmother?” mum asks, looking around at everyone. “It is lovely to see you four again. Madi missed you so much. But who are you?”

      “This is Warren, and grandmother wanted to go and sit down for a bit,” I say because I’m still so confused about what upset her about Warren. It didn’t make even the littlest bit of sense.

      “Right, well, all of you go and sit down. I will make tea, and there are fresh baked cookies,” mum says, kissing my cheek and heading into the kitchen. Dad stares them all down for a second longer before ruffling my hair as he passes me and goes to help mum in the kitchen. Sin, Noah and Tobias sit on the one sofa, and I sit on the other between Warren and Knox.

      “Your dad still hates us,” Sin whispers with a nervous look. Even though my dad doesn’t have powers and they all do, somehow they are scared of him. I’ve never seen him as anything but my playful, cheeky dad that loves to embarrass me. I doubt that is how the brothers and Warren see him though. Mum and dad come back into the living room a little later, handing us all a drink and putting plates of cookies on the coffee table. The guys instantly tuck into the cookies, mumbling thank you as dad judges them, and mum looks so happy to have us all here. It’s an odd mood.

      “We went back in time,” I say, and everyone just pauses until dad laughs, that is until he sees how serious I am being.

      “How far back? How is that possible?” Dad asks.

      “In the future, the one we came from that is different from now, Sin died and the dark tales destroyed the good community, taking Lost Time Academy over as well. The leader, Rueben Frostan, made me use a raven stone to look into the past, but it nearly killed me to do it. It killed a healer the second time,” I say, and mum lets out a little noise of horror. Tears run down her cheeks as dad holds her close but keeps his eyes on me.

      “Our little girl went through so much,” mum says.

      “But she isn’t our little girl anymore. She is our brave and amazing daughter. I can see you’ve changed,” dad says, and I nod, feeling like I needed to hear him say that, and I didn’t know I did until now. “What did you see with the stone?” dad asks.

      “The past of the two goddesses that made our race,” I explain.

      “Dear god,” mum mutters.

      “They were locked by magic in a statue in the library at the academy all these years. We found the keys, which were daggers, and unlocked the statue. The bad goddess has disappeared, and the good one sent us back in the past to change everything before she died,” I explain as the guys carry on eating cookies until the plate is empty.

      “How is this possible? What did you all do next?” mum asks.

      “We saved Sin, and Madi put the island to sleep. The entire island is in a magical sleep, and they aren’t waking up,” Knox explains for me as I drink my tea. Somehow mum’s cup of tea makes me feel so much better.

      “Whoa, my girl has some powers,” dad proudly says.

      “Dad,” I say.

      “Sorry but not sorry,” dad cheekily replies.

      “That is incredible, Madi, but you need to see something,” grandmother says, and we all turn to look at her as she comes into the room, still somewhat upset. She picks up the remote and clicks on the TV, flicking until she finds the news channel. We all stare in shock at the remains of buildings burnt to a crisp and one familiar woman causing all the destruction, with another familiar man following her.

      “That’s her, the goddess that escaped, with Rueben as well,” I mutter as the announcer talks about how all of Greece is being destroyed and terrorised by this magical woman they are calling the darkness. Kinda fitting.

      “We have a big problem. I think the world is just finding out fairy tales are real, and this one is going to end the world,” mum says, her voice a ghost of what it was before.

      “Do you have a plan?” Dad asks the most logical question.

      “We need to get inside the council building. We need to access the books and weapons they have from the ancient times,” I say.

      “That’s half, maybe even a quarter of a plan. What are you going to do next?” dad asks, and everyone looks at me.

      “I have to stop her. It’s my fault,” I say.

      “No, it’s not,” Warren interjects, but I shake my head.

      “It is, and it’s the price for getting Sin back,” I say, and the room goes silent until Knox speaks.

      “Then it’s all our fault and our price to pay.”

      “And mine. I should have stopped Rueben years ago, but I didn’t,” Warren adds in. The brothers nod at him, seeming to respect him more for saying that. I don’t think it’s his fault at all. Warren was lost in a world of pain back then. Funnily enough, he met me when I was in the same place as him, and we pulled each other out of it.

      “Fault is a funny word when it’s shared. It becomes less of a fault and more of a determination to fix something. In this case, you have to save the world,” grandmother says.

      “But first, we all need to go back to the dimension. It isn’t safe here,” Knox interrupts. “I do not like that we have been here this long.”

      “Dimension?” mum asks.

      “I can make a portal to a world I’ve created. It’s safe as only I can enter it and choose who to take with me,” Knox explains.

      “It’s safer than here. What if the darkness goddess moves here and starts destroying everything, including you all?” I ask when mum looks hesitant to leave.

      “We will come with you, Madilynn. You are our daughter,” dad says, and mum nods.

      “And we will help you get into the council building. Grandmother Raven should be able to help with that,” mum says.

      “Maybe,” grandmother replies. “That is if they keep the spare key in the same place they did before.”

      “It’s not under a flower pot, is it?” Sin asks, and we all laugh as grandmother shakes her head at him.

      “Right then, we should get packing,” mum says, standing up and going off without saying another word. Dad awkwardly stares down the guys until I stand up and clear my throat.

      “Dad, maybe I should go and help mum, and you help grandmother pack,” I suggest to dad. I need some time alone with my mum.

      “Good idea,” dad says, getting up, and I look to the guys just as Sin mouths “thank you” to me. I try not to chuckle as we go upstairs, and I walk into my mum’s bedroom, hearing dad open the guest room in the distance, with grandmother following him. Mum has pulled two suitcases out from under the bed and is emptying her drawers of folded clothes until she sees me.

      “Are you okay?” mum asks.

      “I wondered if you wanted some help,” I say, rubbing my arm.

      “Yes,” she says, staring at me oddly for a moment. “Why don’t you choose some of your dad’s shirts to pack?”

      “Okay,” I say, walking to the wardrobe and unhooking a blue shirt first. I fold it neatly as I walk to the suitcases, but mum stops me, wrapping her arms around my shoulders as she starts to cry. I hold her tightly, breathing in her lavender perfume and remembering how just her perfume always had a way of making me feel safe. Even though everything is so not safe, it still works in a strange way.

      “I know I should be brave for you. That I shouldn’t cry in front of you, because you need me to be strong, but—”

      “It’s not that simple. It’s okay to be scared and worried, mum. I feel it too,” I admit.

      “If I could fight this battle for you, I would,” she tells me, pulling back and placing her hands on my cheeks. “I would in a heartbeat, without a second thought.”

      “I know,” I tell her.

      “The only reason I feel like I can breathe is because of how those boys look at you. They are going to fight at your side and make sure nothing happens to you,” she tells me.

      “They will, mum. We always fight for each other,” I reply, because I know it’s true.

      “It’s what family does,” she tells me. A tear rolls down my cheek as mum kisses my forehead and steps back, wiping her cheeks and putting on a big smile. “More blue shirts. It’s your dad’s favourite colour.”

      “It’s mine too,” I say with a smile. I can be as brave as my mum. She just showed me how.
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      “Madi, everyone is ready, are you?” Noah asks, coming into my bedroom and smiling at me as I sit on the bed, looking over my old, flooded with memories of this place. I remember how the boys would come for a sleepover, where mum made them sleep on the floor in sleeping bags, and dad would check they were still in them at three a.m. every morning. I remember movie nights with us all sat around with popcorn and laughing at the TV. I remember everything about this place, and I almost don’t want to leave. Noah comes and sits next to me, wrapping his arm around my back, and I rest my head on his shoulder.

      “I miss normal too,” he tells me, knowing exactly what I’m feeling.

      “Do you think we will ever get back to normal?” I ask.

      “Only if we can save the world,” he says and chuckles. “No pressure, aye?”

      “None at all,” I say back with a big smile, looking up at him. He leans down and kisses me ever so softly and slowly, exploring my mouth with such tenderness as I lean into him. Someone clears their throat, and we look to the door to see Sin leaning against the frame, his arms crossed.

      “I don’t ever remember that being an activity we did in your bedroom, Madi. Was Noah keeping secrets from us all?” Sin asks with a cheeky smile, and I roll my eyes at him as I stand up. Noah grabs my bag off the bed for me, carrying it out and shaking his head at Sin. I close the door as they both walk down the corridor, and it feels important somehow as the door shuts. It’s like I’m saying goodbye to my childhood and the comfort I find here. I can’t be a child anymore; I have too much to do. I learnt the hard way that not fighting back and being scared means you will lose someone. I lost Sin once, and I will not lose any more of my Tale brothers. They are everything to me.

      “It’s hard to leave home, is it not?” grandmother asks me as I let go of the door handle and turn to see her walking towards me, wearing a long red cloak.

      “You remind me of little red riding hood, you know? Whose grandmother knits her a red cloak?”

      “I prefer the novels I’ve read where the big bad wolf transforms into a sexy man and—”

      “Grandma, I really don’t need to know about what books you like to read,” I say, and we both laugh as she comes closer to me.

      “There are important things I need to talk to you and Warren about. Alone though, dear,” she says.

      “We can speak in the dimension; it’s not safe to stay here for too long,” I say. “Want me to carry that for you?”

      “That would be lovely,” she says, and I take her bag before walking down the corridor and down the stairs. My parents have their suitcases in front of them and smile at us as I stop next to Sin and the other Tale brothers who are in the crowded room. I look behind me, seeing Warren coming out of the kitchen with a bag in his arms.

      “We are ready to go,” I say.

      “What is this place like?” mum asks me, sounding a little concerned.

      “Beautiful,” I answer, which seems to put her at ease for just a second as I see Knox moving in front of us all. He takes less than a few seconds to make a portal burn into the living room.

      “We just walk through it?” mum asks, but grandmother is already walking past me, and she walks straight into the portal, not looking back once.

      “Your grandmother is brave,” Warren says.

      “Or reckless,” mum interrupts, and I chuckle. I walk through the portal next, coming out on the other side to the dimension, where my grandmother is looking around in wonder. My parents come through next, holding hands, and their mouths practically drop open as they take in the place. Warren follows them through, and the Tale brothers come out next, holding the heavy-looking suitcases they instantly put down on the grass. Knox jumps through last, closing the portal with a click of his fingers.

      “Noah, darling, would you show me the kitchen? I would like to get ready for tonight’s meal,” mum says, getting right at home already.

      “Of course, Mrs. Dormiens,” Noah replies, and Sin goes with them as they wander off.

      “Boys, I would like you to show me around. Where are we sleeping?” Dad asks.

      “I can make you a building wherever you wish,” Knox explains. “That is ours and Madi’s cabin. The one opposite is Warren’s and Quin’s, but he isn’t here right now.”

      “I want rooms right next to my daughter,” Dad says.

      “Dad,” I groan, shaking my head. “Wouldn’t it be easier if Warren moved into our cabin? There is a spare room, and then you, mum and grandmother can share his cabin. It would be easier all round.”

      “Oh for heaven’s sake, Madi is clearly old enough to make her own choices. If I remember right from the stories I heard, you had many girlfriends during your youth and many sleepovers,” grandmother backs me up.

      “Deidre—”

      “Leave poor Madi and her gorgeous men alone and move your butt into Warren’s cabin,” grandmother says and looks to me. “Madi and Warren, do take me to the river. I wish to see it; it sounds so lovely.”

      “It would be an honour,” Warren replies, hooking her arm in his, and I run to her other side. I look back to see Knox nervously showing dad where to go, with Tobias practically hiding in their shadow. My eyes lock with Tobias, and he smiles at me, a smile that is begging me to save him. Nope. I’m escaping.

      We are silent as we walk down the small path and get to the river. Grandmother goes and sits on one of the large rocks. Warren and I look at each other, neither of us really knowing what to say to her.

      “Warren, you look so much like your grandfather. Did you know he and Quinton’s grandfather were the closest friends growing up? I was friends with them both…I loved them both. The council found out about my relationship with Horace, but they didn’t know I loved Declan as well. I had to end my relationship with them because the Masters forbade it; it only meant death for us all,” she explains.

      “Rueben, Declan’s son, told me you loved Declan and gave him the raven stone,” I say, remembering that moment.

      “No, I gave it to Horace, and Declan hated me for it. He felt like I was choosing Horace over him,” grandmother quietly says, a touch of sorrow in her eyes as she stares at the peaceful running water for a long moment. I wonder how Declan managed to get the stone from Horace and why he lied to his son, but that train of thought leads nowhere good.

      “You knew him for a long time then?” Warren asks, walking around the rock and sitting down on a smaller, wider one near hers. I sit next to him, pressing my body against his side as there isn’t that much room on the rock.

      “Horace saved my life when I was a teenager, and we became very good friends afterwards. I loved him dearly,” she explains to me, her voice tinted with sadness.

      “You loved someone other than grandad?” I ask.

      “Your grandfather was the third love of my life, and I never regretted a day with him, but Horace always...” she drifts off, clearing her throat. “You have to understand, dark and good tales are not allowed to be together. Horace and I could have run away and risked it, but we both knew we wouldn’t have gotten far. He needed to be king, and he did find happiness and had a child. Your father, Warren.”

      “I’m sorry the rules didn’t let you be together,” Warren gently says.

      “Our families are linked together by far more than just love; we are linked by destiny. By a prophecy,” grandmother explains. I look at Warren, and we both seem to know the same thing. We always felt this connection, way before we knew about any prophecy.

      “We know the first half, but—”

      “The Masters hid the other. I am well aware,” grandmother replies.

      “Why would they hide the other half?” I ask.

      “It means our families, our love for each other, could destroy them and their world. Would you like to know it?” grandmother asks us.

      “Yes,” Warren says.

      “Yes, I would like to hear it,” I say after Warren.

      

      “When the ravens come,

      The ancient tales will succumb.

      The raven crows, the raven knows.

      When the raven dies, sleep will arise,

      For sleep and war are destined for only ruin.

      The raven will fall, the world will sleep.

      For only a beauty can survive the deep sleep.

      Dark and good are destined to fall when time is lost.

      The council will be replaced,

      and there will be Masters no more.

      For there can only be one leader of them all.

      Words will be spoken in the great war,

      Only the sleeping raven can save them all.”

      

      Grandmother tells us the entire prophecy, and we are both just speechless for a long time. The Masters are going to be destroyed, and it makes it sound like I am going to do that. Maybe even Warren if he is the dark the prophecy talks of.

      “We have to get into the council building and get weapons, magical ones, before going to Greece,” I say, not knowing how else to respond to that. “And talk to the magical book and see if anything is in the library there that can help.”

      “I know, dear,” grandmother says. “But there is time for love, is there not? For why would anyone fight death if it were not for love?” She stands up and smiles at us both before walking away, leaving us alone on the rock, the sound of the river filling our ears.

      “I’ve fallen for you, Madi,” Warren randomly says, and I turn to him, placing my hand over his on his lap and linking our hands. “I knew you were going to be trouble from the second I saw you, but I didn’t know I would love you so instantly. It was instant, and you made me into a better person. I was lost, and I was clueless how much until you showed me.”

      “You’ve always been strong, Warren,” I whisper, and before I can blink, he leans down and kisses me. The kiss is sweet with a touch of desire built up between us for so long. I sharply pull away before we take this any further, and stand up.

      “I like you, maybe even love you. Okay, I do love you, but I love them as well. I need to talk to them about us. I owe them that,” I whisper back.

      “I understand, and after you do, I want a date,” he tells me with a grin.

      “What kinda date?” I ask with my own smile.

      “It will be a surprise,” he replies with a grin, standing up. “Come on, Madi, let’s go back to our family.”

      “They really are our crazy little family, aren’t they?” I mutter. Crazy might be an understatement.

      “Yes,” he replies. “A family worth fighting for. I’ve never had that before.”

      “You do now,” I reply, leaning my head on his shoulder and linking our hands for just a little bit longer as we walk back.

      Somehow I have to tell the Tale brothers I’m in love with one more guy, and he happens to be a dark tale.
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      I lie so very still on the warm sand, feeling water brush across my feet before slipping away once again. The waves brush against my feet again and again, and it’s almost soothing enough to make me close my eyes and drift off to sleep.

      But something is wrong.

      I stare up at the dark sky, the threatening looking clouds hanging over me. They are daunting as they swirl around each other, and everything just feels so…wrong. I sit up on the beach I’m on as something slams onto the ground next to me. I look at the sand to see a dead raven, just as three more drop onto the sand around me. Then more fall and more and more until I start to scream, surrounded by only their deaths.

      

      “Madi!” someone shakes my shoulder, waking me up from the nightmare as I look up at Knox hovering over me on the bed, his worried expression watching me closely. I lean up and wrap my arms around his neck, and he holds me back as I calm my breathing down. “Are you alright? What happened?” My whole body is shaking as I clutch my hand around Knox’s arm, using his warmth to remind me that nothing is dead and gone. I’m not alone and lost.

      “I had a bad dream. The ravens were all dead, everything was so wrong and dark and—” My words come out frantically fast, even to the point they don’t make much sense.

      “Shhh,” Knox comforts me, laying us back down on the bed and wrapping his arms tightly around me as I place my hand on his bare chest. He holds me so close, reminding me that I’m safe. Knox always makes me feel safe because he is my home. We didn’t go to bed together, but I know he was close by. I think they all are.

      “Dreams aren’t real,” Knox gently whispers to me. I stare at the wooden ceiling, the dim light shining through the cracked open door to the bathroom. Everything is so silent here; nothing makes a single noise, and I rather like it. I just can focus on Knox’s heartbeat, his deep breaths.

      “With my powers, I suspect they are more genuine than real life,” I admit, looking up into his eyes. Though they are dark silver in colour, at night I swear they almost shine. They come to life in the darkness, which is ironic as Knox can’t sleep at night.

      “I will always be here for you, and I will wake you up if it gets too bad,” Knox promises me.

      I know.

      He stays very still as I push him onto his back and swing my leg across his hips. I run my hands down his chest as his hands grip my hips tightly, his eyes widening ever so slightly. I lean down and kiss his chest, pressing my lips repeatedly on his warm skin, enjoying the way he lets me take some control. I kiss up his chest and to his neck, where I pause, feeling his pulse under my lips and the scruff of his facial hair against my lips as I move to his jawline. He turns his head to mine, and we kiss. The kiss deepens almost instantly as desire burns through me, making me desperate for everything we have pushed to the side for so long. Knox pulls my shirt off me, and I push down my shorts as he undoes his own. Knox pushes me onto my back and looks down at me for just a second before kissing me once more.

      “Protection,” he mutters against my lips, and I chuckle with a nod as he climbs off the bed, walking to the bathroom. I watch him walk back to me, protection now on, and I enjoy just how beautiful his rippled muscles are, a slight tan on his skin, a gentle brush of hair on his stomach and everything else about him that makes Knox Tale just so perfect.

      “What are you thinking?” Knox asks as he climbs onto the bed, parting my legs and resting himself over me.

      “That I’m lucky. I really love you, Knox,” I tell him. “You’re my safe place.”

      “I love you too. I always have, and I will fight forever for us all to be together,” Knox tells me, and I smile as he kisses me. He gently kisses his way down my body until he finds my core. I moan as his tongue expertly explores my core, and I crash into an orgasm within a few minutes. He smirks at me as he moves up my body, and his lips find mine as he easily slides inside me. Knox is big, making me feel so full as he moves, and I gasp against his lips as he draws out his thrusts. His lips devour my own, both of us desperately taking everything we can from each other until he groans as he finishes. We both breathlessly stare at each other, and we don’t have to speak to understand each other right now.

      Sometimes love doesn’t need words...it just is.
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      “Ready, grandmother?” I ask her as I pull my hoodie closer around me and do up the zip. Knox, Sin and Warren are coming with us this time to the council, and if we get in, then Knox will come back for the others. My cheeks burn with the memory of last night and Knox. I feel like everyone knows what we did last night, and I almost don’t care. I’m not hiding my love for them. We all agreed last night over the meal that it’s not safe for us to all leave this place together in case the goddess comes after any of us. After all, she is far more powerful than any of us, so there is a good chance she could get in this place. The tales town isn’t any safer, but at least we can escape quickly if need be.

      “Yes,” she replies, placing her hand on my back for a moment before moving it away. “I just hope I can be of use.”

      “If you can’t get in, we will figure out another way,” I tell her as Knox, Tobias, Noah, Sin and Warren walk over to us. I wave at my parents in the distance as dad holds mum back, telling her to be calm. I know she isn’t okay with any of this and the risk, but she can’t help me. Tobias gets to me first and kisses me, not in a gentle way either.

      And in front of my grandmother. I pull back with red cheeks, and grandmother laughs as Tobias winks at me.

      “Tobias,” I scold him, and he only grins.

      “Yes, Sleepy?” he asks with a raised eyebrow that somehow makes him so damn attractive.

      “Seeing kisses like that is going to give this old girl a heart attack,” grandmother says, and I swear my cheeks go brighter as Tobias and the others just laugh. Noah comes up to me and very sweetly kisses my cheek before resting his hand on my arm.

      “Be careful and don’t take any risks,” he says.

      “I promise,” I tell him.

      “We trust you, Sleepy. Plus, you won’t be alone,” Tobias says, squeezing my hand before stepping away with Noah. Knox nods at me as Sin comes to my other side, linking his hand with mine. Warren stays near my grandmother as Knox opens the portal. I walk through first this time, pulling Sin with me and coming out in the middle of town rather than the outskirts like last time. We aren’t far away from the building here, and the streets are silent, empty and just plain creepy like this. The others come through next, with Knox last, and he closes the portal after him.

      “I’ve never heard the town so silent,” grandmother says.

      “Madi put everyone, including animals, to sleep,” Knox says.

      “It’s one thing to hear about it, but an entirely other thing to see this,” grandmother says in wonder, looking at me for a moment before shaking her head and walking off. We all follow close, my hand staying firmly in Sin’s, enjoying the warmth as we head through the town and to the gates. Grandmother goes through the gap Knox made, and I follow next, with Sin, Warren and Knox coming through after me. We all stop when grandmother pauses, looking at the door and then to the plain wall next to it. She goes to the wall and places her hand on it, closing her eyes. Her wings flicker out for a second as she says something, and then the wall shakes. A part of the brick slides across, revealing a gap, and grandmother reaches in, pulling out a key that looks similar to the keys we used to get to Lost Time Academy.

      “The only issue is that the key opens the top floor, and we will have to travel down to open the bottom door from the inside,” grandmother explains, though she could have told us that little bit of information earlier.

      “We can’t fly like you,” I point out.

      “I can’t fly like I used to be able to. My wings are as old as me, and my powers are long rested,” grandmother says with a sigh. “So none of you hunky men have wings?” I chuckle as the guys look annoyed as none of them do. It’s not like they aren’t powerful though. I’m sure Knox and Sin could make a tornado, but there is no guarantee it will land us on the building.

      “Madi, you flew once and had wings. I bet you could do it again,” Warren says, and Sin nods as I look around at them.

      “I think you can do it as well,” Knox comments, reminding me of last night and how much he believes in me. “You can do anything you put your mind to.”

      “I wasn’t myself with the wings...I just don’t know,” I nervously say.

      “Look at me,” Sin says, taking my hands in his as I turn to him. “You are Madilynn Dormiens, and there isn’t anything you cannot do. Believe in yourself as we believe in you.” I lean closer and gently kiss him, pulling strength from Sin as I step away, looking up at the high building. It’s very, very high.

      “Here is the key. There is a locked door on the top level; you can’t miss it,” grandmother says, pressing the key into my hand, and I put it in my pocket that has a zip for safe keeping. “Flying is easy; it’s the landing that is difficult. You can do this. You are my granddaughter and that means flying is in your blood.”

      “You guys better be ready to catch me if this goes wrong,” I say, seeing Knox and Warren looking less than happy about this, but we all know we need to get into this building. It has all the answers we need before going to Greece. I don’t want to go to Greece empty-handed and without a clue how to stop the goddess. I blow out a long breath and close my eyes, pulling on my power to the full strength that I can find, remembering the feeling in the field, the power I needed to do the right thing, and this moment is no different. I need my powers now.

      The sudden burst of power takes me by surprise nonetheless, and it pushes into my body like a wave as my feet leave the ground. Air whips past my ears as I fly straight up into the sky, the white building flying past like a wave of white until I’m above it. I look behind me as the wind whips my hair around my shoulders and see the wings I was told about. They are made of blue dust, not really attached to me at all, more hovering nearby. They flutter in the wind, dropping dust into the air around me. I’m a god damn fairy.

      I float in the air for a long moment, looking around at the island below me as I try not to be scared. The houses look like little dots and so do my guys and grandmother below. I can see the whole island from here, and the academy in the far distance on the other side. The academy and this town are the only clearings, the rest of the island is nothing more than trees and rocks, with the mountain behind me being the tallest part of the island. My body shakes as I look at the top of the building and zoom towards it, only to not have a clue how to stop myself. I scream as I slam into the door, and my head hits it with a thump that sends me spiralling into darkness.
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      The once warm sand is now cold as I lie on it, and the water freezes my feet as the waves brush it across me. I jump up, walking away from the cold water as I look around at the tall palm trees that are dead, looking like nothing more than burnt sticks in the sand that I cower under. The dark clouds are still here, and there are no ravens. Not even dead ones.

      “Time,” a voice says in a strange accent, a voice that makes all the hairs on my neck stick up and my palms feel sweaty. I slowly turn around, feeling bile in the back of my throat as I see the outline of a figure at the other end of the beach. Shadows swirl around the figure, making it impossible to actually see her, but it’s a woman.

      I know who it is without seeing her anyway.

      “Time. Time. Time. Time is death. Time. Time.” A wave as big as a building crashes into the side of me, making me close my eyes as the sea pushes me away with it. Her voice never leaves my ears.

      

      I scream as I open my eyes, gasping for air as I feel like my lungs are full of water, and even though I’m awake, I swear I hear the echo of the goddess’s voice in my ears. I cough, sputtering on nothing as I roll on my side. I wake up slowly to the reality around me, thinking I hear ravens squawking in the distance, but it’s nothing but my imagination as I look up at the cloudy sky as snow falls onto me. I groan as I place my hand to my head, feeling the dry sticky blood where I knocked into the door, and I look up to see a bloody mark on the door. I wonder how long I’ve been knocked out. Hopefully not long enough to have everyone worrying. I shakily stand up as the rooftop blurs a little, and I know I likely have a concussion or something from that hit. What the hell is up with my dreams at the moment? Can I really be seeing the goddess?

      Who knew I would miss the ravens in my dreams? I pull the key out of my zipped-up pocket and go to the door, sliding the key in. The key burns red, and I let go, only for the door to swing itself open on its own. That isn’t creepy at all. Walking into the building is strange, only because I expect to see and hear something inside, when I don’t. This area is just a big staircase with lifts on either side of the room. I press the lift calling button and wait until the lift comes up to the top and the doors slide open, where a man is in the corner, sleeping soundly. I ignore him as I find the buttons and glance around. The lift’s other three walls are made of glass, and I press the button for the lobby, which I’m assuming is the right floor for me.

      As the lift goes down, it soon reveals why it’s glass: the view. The middle of each layer is all open plan, making a giant white room with many glass rooms and escalators, with dozens of people sleeping all over the place. The large room soon disappears as I go down three more levels before the lift stops and the doors open. My footsteps sound so loud as I walk out into the lobby, where there are even more people sleeping all over the floor and down the corridor behind me. In the middle of the room is a big circle-shaped desk, with four women sleeping on the desk, their bodies still in their chairs.

      I walk around the people and the desk to the front door, seeing that it is just as massive on the inside as the outside. I search around until I find a man slumped near the wall, and above him is a red button. I get closer and see the button says “Open” on it. Wow, these Masters are quite literal if this opens the door. I press the button and loud alarms blast in my ears for a few moments as the doors shake before slowly sliding open. Knox runs in first, and I see the panic in his eyes turn to relief the moment his eyes find mine.

      “What happened to you? It’s been hours, Madi,” Sin demands, the panic in his voice hard to miss, as he comes in next, followed by Warren. They all get to me at the same time, but Warren cups my cheek before moving some of my hair away from the cut.

      “I can heal this,” he says.

      “No, I don’t need it healed, but a bathroom to clean up in would be good,” I reply.

      “How did you do that?” Knox asks, placing his hand on my other arm as Warren lets me go, and Sin eyes Warren like he isn’t impressed. My head hurts too much to think about it.

      “I couldn’t land,” I admit as grandmother gets to us and frowns at me.

      “That needs to be cleaned up before we do any searching,” she says.

      “Why don’t I take Madi to our parents’ flat and sort out the cut?” Sin suggests. “And then you three can go and get the magical book from the vaults before we head back. We can come back with everyone tomorrow once the magical book has told us something useful.”

      “Good plan,” grandmother replies as I go to argue with it. Sin doesn’t give me a chance to say anything as he takes my hand and tugs me with him as we head to the lift, and the rest of our group goes down the corridor. Sin presses the button, and the lift opens, with the same man still sleeping in it. We head inside, and Sin presses the button for the seventh floor.

      “Are you okay?” Sin asks me, likely because I’m so quiet, lost in my own thoughts.

      “I think the dark goddess is coming to me in my dreams. There have been two of them now, and they scare me. Really scare me, Sin,” I admit, and Sin wraps an arm around my waist, pulling me to him.

      “It’s only dreams,” he gently says.

      “Do you really believe that?” I ask.

      “I don’t know. I just know if the dark goddess was really out to get you, she would be here. She and her sisters gave all of us our powers; she would beat us. So why go to your dreams?” he ponders. It’s not that he doesn’t believe me, he just doesn’t know how exactly to make sense of it all.

      “You’re right. It doesn’t make sense,” I mutter as the doors open onto the big open plan room.

      “I don’t think a lot of the world makes sense now. I try to just remember the things that do,” Sin explains.

      “Which are?” I ask.

      “My love for you, the future I want us to have, our family,” he says. “To list a few things.”

      “What do you want for our future, Sin?” I ask as he turns us down a pathway to an escalator where piles of people have accumulated at the top, with someone’s cloak stuck in the escalator’s top, making it stop. We head up the steps, and Sin helps me climb over the people pile.

      “I want us to go back to Lost Time Academy for the next three years and graduate as we should do. Then I want us to travel the world for a few years, see all the magical things we haven’t had a chance to,” he explains to me.

      “Then?” I ask.

      “Then we could come to work here and settle in an apartment here. Find our calling in the tales community and make it a better place...if that is even possible,” he says.

      “Do you see Warren in this vision of yours?” I quietly ask.

      “Do you?” he counters, stopping in his tracks, and I pause too. Sin turns back to me and steps in front of me, resting his hands on my arms. “Tell me,” he softly asks.

      “Yes, because I love him like I love you. Like I love your brothers,” I say, feeling brave to even utter half those words.

      “I know. I knew from the second you moved in the middle of us fighting,” he gently tells me. “It’s okay to fall in love with him. He saved you, kept you safe, and there is a bond between you. It’s like our bond and your bond with my brothers.”

      “Do you think it could work with us all?”

      “Yes,” he answers straightaway. “You know why?” I shake my head, and he gently kisses me, the soft action making butterflies swirl around in my stomach. “Because we want you to be happy. We want a future.”

      “I love you, Sin. You always know the right thing to say to me,” I say.

      “I’m a smooth talker, that’s why,” he replies, and I chuckle at his cheesy comment. I rest my head on his shoulder as we walk across the pathway and to a door with the number twenty on it. The door is slightly open, and we head inside to the open plan kitchen and living room. On the sofas are Mr. and Mrs. Tale, both of them fast asleep like I expected to see them.

      “I don’t think I’ve ever seen my parents so relaxed,” Sin comments. “Or sleeping near each other.”

      “They don’t share a room?” I ask him.

      “No, not ever. It’s a marriage on paper only, the very thing I would never want to have,” he explains. “Many of the tales community have relationships like this. Our marriages are chosen by someone else, not by love like it should be. I don’t believe the Masters are evil and that they want the worst for our kind; I just believe they are backwards in their rules. If they changed, if they saw the dark tales for who they really are, then things could get better. Dark tales and good tales, all living together, going to school together and building a future that is happy.”

      “That’s a nice thought, and it’s sad to think many people are like your parents,” I say, looking at them. “I don’t know what is evil and what is not, but your parents and the Masters have done terrible things. It’s a wonder they can sleep at all.”

      “We have to stop the Masters...even if it costs us everything,” Sin says, knowing it’s the right thing to do. To have a better future, we need to get rid of those who are keeping us in the past.

      “I agree,” I whisper, and we look at each other, the same resolve in our eyes. The bad guys can’t win this. The Masters have to be destroyed, just like the prophecy said.

      But how exactly do we do that?
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      “So this is the first magical book,” I say, looking at it on the middle of the table, where we are all stood around. The book has a brown leather casing with the classic good tale symbol on the cover. The symbol is cast in pure silver, but it has gotten a little tarnished over the years, and there is a big crack down the middle of the cat. I run my fingers over the words circling around the symbol, words that I can’t read but suspect are Latin. My Latin classes at Lost Time Academy were lost on me. “Honestly, I was expecting it to look super powerful or something more than this. It looks like it should be at Lost Time Academy with how old and falling apart it is.”

      “Same, but it doesn’t matter because we can’t open it,” Knox explains what we have all figured out since coming back here. Mum, dad and even grandmother don’t have a clue how to open it. The book isn’t locked by anything we can see, but every time anyone tries to open it, it just stays shut.

      “One minute,” I say, going to my bedroom and getting out Lane from my cabinet drawer. I run back to the living room as mum and dad move to sit on the sofas with grandmother. Warren and Tobias are standing together near the book, Knox and Sin are talking quietly about methods to open said book, and Noah is looking at me as I come to his side and place Lane on the table next to the magical book. I open Lane up, and he appears almost instantly, floating in the grey fog of smoke around him.

      “You look pale today. Have you heard of the sun? It’s this big shining thing in the sky, and if you sit out in the sunlight long enough—”

      “Lane,” I growl, wishing he would shut up, and he rolls his eyes. I swear I’ve got the sassiest book out of the lot of them. Lane all but gives me a diva tut as I hear everyone else hiding their laughter.

      “Yes, your majesty?” he sarcastically replies.

      “I need your help,” I reply.

      “When do you not? You’d never find your room without me,” he feels the need to say.

      “You got me lost on my first day and many times after that,” I point out.

      “You are always bringing up the past. Honestly, you need to forget—”

      “Is there a point to this conversation with Lane?” Noah asks, sounding very amused. In fact, everyone in the room is chuckling as I look up to glare at them. This is so embarrassing. I feel like Lane is my third parent who loves nothing more than to embarrass me.

      “Lane, next to you is the first magical book. We can’t open it,” I tell him. “If we are going to stand a chance of saving our asses from the new threats, we need it open.”

      “Of course you can open it,” he replies.

      “No, it won’t open,” I tell him.

      “Oh, right. Did you not read the writing on the cover? Not the Latin, but the writing under the cat?” Lane asks, and I look to the magical book, seeing nothing but strange symbols on the outside.

      “I can’t read whatever that language is,” I say.

      “It’s old school Celtic, and it says, ‘Only the blood of a tale can open.’ Or at least something along that line,” Lane explains, and I get it now. Why does it always have to be blood?

      “Thanks, Lane,” I say, shutting his book before he can embarrass me anymore. This is why I open him in my room, and he stays locked in a drawer at all other times.

      “I will get a knife and cut my hand,” Noah says. “Blood doesn’t bother me.”

      “I have a better idea,” I say. I reach up and peel the bandage on my forehead off, seeing the dry blood on the material. I press the bandage onto the cover of the book, and the book brightly glows blue for a moment before it swings itself open. Blue smoke spreads across the table, making the book and Lane’s book disappear under it before a white cat appears in the smoke. She has big green eyes, bright white hair and almost pointy ears. Her teeth look like they are painted purple, or they might naturally be that way, and she stares at me as I look at her long tail hanging in the air.

      It had to be a cat, didn’t it? The cat hisses at me, and I step back as its eyes watch me with a lot of caution.

      Now I understand why the tales symbol is a cat. It’s for the cat in this book.

      “Wow, I didn’t expect that,” the grandmother says in the silence, the cat never taking her eyes off me. I expect her to attack me, but she shocks me more by talking instead.

      “The blood of the Dormiens calls me, and I am forced to answer. What is it that you wish to know?” the cat asks in a strange voice, one that reminds me of Lane and all the other books I’ve seen. I shiver from the sheer creepiness this cat is Instilling?

      in me before I answer.

      “We need to know how to kill the dark goddess. The one who created the dark tales many years ago and is now a risk to not only good tales, but dark tales and humans as well,” I say, still feeling odd about speaking to a cat in a book.

      Thank god everyone is here; they would never believe me otherwise. I don’t think I will be telling this story to anyone else.

      “Only two of the chosen lines, merged together, will kill the goddess,” she tells me, her voice suggesting she would rather not talk to me at all.

      “Who are the chosen lines?” I ask, figuring she means certain tales.

      “Nightshade and Dormiens. Sleep and night. Forever linked, forever in love,” the cat says, the words making me snap my gaze to Warren. “Together, only they can save what should.”

      “So Warren and I can end the goddess? How could we even get near her and be merged together?” I ask, well aware that the room is getting tenser by the second.

      “I made a prophecy many years ago when I was still human and not locked into this cat form. A prophecy that tells the end of this fairy tale. If not blood, power must be mixed,” she cautions. “But tales can only hold one of the two power lines. Good and dark must not be held as one, death will only follow.”

      I look down at the ground as I run her words over in my mind, and I just don’t know exactly what they mean. I have the feeling the cat is going to let us figure it all out ourselves.

      “Thank you,” I tell the cat, which just hisses at me before licking its right paw.

      “No more words for you and your family, Dormiens,” she tells me.

      “Thank you for your help. Can I ask something else?” Knox asks, drawing the cat’s attention.

      “You may,” she says in a far more friendly manner.

      “What are the magical books? Are you trapped in there?” he asks.

      “We are the spirits of the fallen, those who lost their lives many years ago and chose to stay to protect our families. We are not trapped, and we may leave when we wish,” she explains, and I look to where Lane is, though I cannot see him under the smoke. He can leave whenever he wants? And he chooses to stay. I smile, my heart warming to Lane more than ever before.

      “Even you?” Noah asks.

      “I must stay until there is peace and the magical books are no longer needed. That time is far away,” she says. “I am the first, the magic that holds all books together.”

      “We will get peace for our races,” I tell her.

      “Possibly. You may also die trying, Dormiens. Be careful of your dreams. They are links to the soul and the real world as much as they are nothing but dreams.” The cat disappears into smoke after her words of caution, and the book slams itself shut, leaving us all in silence, not knowing what exactly to say to that.

      “Seems like you and Warren need to save the world,” Sin states.

      “Not alone, you aren’t,” Knox says, and I nod, looking down at the book, reflecting on the words she just said. The dreams might be more dangerous than any of us could have suspected.
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      “You look so tired, Madi,” mum says as she pulls my hair into a tight French plait, and I wince from the pain as I try not to yawn. Moments later, I can’t resist the urge anymore, and a long yawn escapes my lips, and I rub my eyes which are sore from staying open so long.

      “I can’t sleep right now. It’s not safe,” I remind her the reason why I’ve been up so damn long.

      “You might not dream of the goddess,” mum says, and I know she means well. She wishes well, but all this talk of sleep just makes me grumpier and more tired.

      “But what if I do see her, mum? The book said—”

      “It could be wrong. Either way, you can’t not sleep, Madi,” she tells me what I already know. I’ve kept myself awake all night, and I doubt I will be able to stay awake for much longer. She rests her hand on my shoulder, meeting my eyes in the mirror. “All done, love.”

      “I will figure something out. Thank you, mum,” I say, placing my hand on hers for a moment until someone knocks the bedroom door. I stand up as mum goes to the door and pulls it open.

      “Hey, Mrs. D. I have something for Madi,” Tobias says as mum lets him inside the room, and I see the light blue cloak hanging over his arm. I run my eyes over Tobias’s long black cloak, the white shirt and jeans underneath that fit him almost perfectly. They are a little bit tight, but I’m not complaining. His silky brown hair reflects the dim candle light in here, making it take on a soft golden tone.

      “You are back early from the weapons vault. Did you find some useful things?” I ask, and Tobias holds up the cloak. It’s almost glossy in its material, and the shoulders are cut away with long gaps for my arms. It has a long hood to boot.

      “It is a magical cloak that is said to protect you. The note next to it said it would repel any magic, so it might keep you protected in your dreams as you sleep. If not, we will keep breaking into the vaults to find something,” Tobias says and moves behind me. He slides the cloak over my shoulders, and I clip it together.

      “It really suits you, Madi,” mum tells me.

      “Thank you, Tobias, you didn’t have to do this for me,” I say around another yawn.

      “Why don’t you rest with Tobias keeping you safe? I’m going to prep dinner with Noah,” mum says, and I nod, feeling desperate to get some sleep. Mum hugs me tightly before leaving the room, and I practically run to the bed and collapse on it. Tobias comes and lies next to me, and I rest my head on his chest, linking my fingers with his hand on his stomach.

      “Sleepy, thank you,” Tobias tells me, and I look up at him, wondering what he is talking about. “Thank you for being there for me when I pushed you away and chose moon rock instead of you. I don’t deserve you, and we both know it, but I’m forever grateful you gave me a chance.”

      “You didn’t need me for you to see that those moon rocks were nothing more than a way to push everyone away. You didn’t need anything or anyone to be yourself, Tobias,” I whisper to him, resting my head back down on his chest. “I’ve always known you are special, and I quite like you.”

      “Like?” he quietly asks.

      “I love you, Tobias,” I say, hearing his heartbeat in my ear, and I yawn once again, my eyes shutting on their own.

      “I love you more,” he gently tells me.

      “Are we really doing that ‘No, I love you more. No, I love you more’ thing?” I ask, though I struggle to keep my eyes open as I speak.

      “You’d lose, but that’s okay,” he warns me.

      “Neither of us would lose,” I whisper as I drift off to sleep, hoping for no more dreams.
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      “So no dreams at all?” Sin asks me as we walk through the silent corridors of the council building, noticing how much work everyone has done with moving people into rooms that are heated. We have also locked those doors with magical keys, which means no one can escape the room unless we let them out. Better safe than sorry. I don’t want everyone waking up and going mad at us before we have saved the world. The Masters, we have moved them to the main room and tied their hands with rope that is cursed to never break. The only way to break the rope is for the person who put it on them to take it off. As we will all be fighting soon, mum and dad were the ones to tie the rope.

      “Not even one single image. I just blanked out completely and woke up all happy,” I say, squeezing Sin’s hand. “Isn’t that great?”

      “Yes, it is. I’m pleased you are happy,” he tells me.

      “But?” I ask, seeing the but in his eyes though he doesn’t say it.

      “We have spent three days cleaning up this place, and the goddess is out there, doing god knows what,” he says.

      “We should find a tablet or computer. The Masters have to have one around,” I say.

      “I know where they might keep one,” Sin says, turning us around and towards the elevator. I wave at Warren as he uses his power to move five more people in the air, and Tobias runs ahead to open the door for him. They make a good team, and I love seeing Warren fit so easily into our family. Sin wraps his arm around my waist as we wait for the elevator to take us to level four. We get out, and Sin walks us down the empty corridor to a big room with a glass wall showing inside it. There are dozens of computers, tablets, TVs and everything else in between it. It’s a weird mix of old TVs and new flat screens on the wall at the back. Sin opens the glass door and lets us in, and I follow him over to a sofa that is in front of the wall of TVs. I sit down as Sin goes and messes with the TV until it flickers on, and he comes back to sit by me as he changes the channel until he finds a news feed. I lean forward in my seat as a young guy brushes hair out of his puffy eyes and starts explaining the image behind him.

      “Several hours ago, New York was hit by what the government is saying is a freak natural disaster. This comes just days after the destruction of London and not a week from Greece’s decimation. The world is praying and hoping to god that nothing else will happen.” Sin changes the channel, but it’s pretty much the same, so he clicks it off, and we sit in silence as both of us think about the poor people that must have died.

      It’s horrible, and I can’t even imagine the pain the people of New York and London and Greece must be feeling.

      “We have to stop her,” I say, looking to Sin, seeing the tears falling down his cheeks. They match my own, they match my pain.

      We couldn’t have saved them, and we both know saying that to each other isn’t going to change anything. I lean forward and kiss Sin, knowing I need him close right now. All this death just reminds me of when I nearly lost him and the pain that caused.

      “All this death reminds me of how I lost you once,” I whisper.

      “I can’t imagine the pain…I couldn’t and can’t lose you,” he replies to me.

      “We won’t lose each other again. I won’t let the world take you from me,” I say. “And I don’t want to waste anymore of our time together.” I rip his shirt off, and he pulls my top over my head. Then we both spend our time gently pulling all of our clothes off before Sin lays me down on the sofa and covers my body with his. I wrap my legs around him as he kisses down my body, and his fingers explore my core. I lift his head with my hands, wanting him inside me and needing to have him close. He seems to understand without me saying anything. Sin gets out protection from his jeans pocket, and I love that he is prepared. I take the condom from him and slowly slide it on, watching Sin’s eyes burn with desire as we lie down once again.

      Sin grabs my ass, lifting it a little as he slides inside me, and my eyes roll back from the utter pleasure. My back arches as Sin thrusts in and out me, and it doesn’t take more than a few seconds to send me spiralling into my orgasm. Sin swallows my moans as he takes my lips and two thrusts later, he finishes with a gasp. I think I will always love the way Sin looks so much in pleasure as he finishes.

      “If we lock the door, we can do that all over again in a few minutes,” Sin suggests, and I laugh, resting my head on his chest as I breathe in deeply. “Was that a yes?”

      “I love you,” I chuckle, and he grins at me before kissing me once more. It was definitely a yes.
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      “Can we talk? Or can I talk and you all listen?” I ask after shutting the door to the cabin we have all walked into to go to sleep. Knox looks back at me first, then Sin, Noah, Tobias and Warren with clear questions in their eyes.

      “Sure,” Sin says with a shrug of his shoulders and goes to sit down, the rest of them following with some yawns here and there. It’s been a crazy long day, and we all know that tomorrow is going to be just as long. We are going to Greece tomorrow to fight a goddess, if she is even still there. It doesn’t matter if she isn’t; it shouldn’t be hard to find her with the trail of destruction she is leaving behind.

      I know I have to speak what’s on my mind now, because there might not be another chance. I walk over and stand by the wall, in the middle of the three sofas, trying to be brave and say what I know I need to say now.

      “I love all of you. Sin, Knox, Tobias, Noah and Warren,” I say, and there is silence which only makes me more nervous, so I look at the floor as I speak, knowing I’m not brave enough for eye contact during this. “All I’ve ever known is how to love you Tale brothers and how much you loved me. It stayed with me through every difficult part of my life and more so when I saw you were at Lost Time Academy. Warren...I fell for you the second we met, but it was something I pushed to the back of my mind because everything was so difficult and dangerous. I don’t want to hide how I’m feeling any longer; I don’t want to pretend like I’m not in love with every man in this room. I want us to discuss this like adults and find the answer.”

      “Can we talk now?” Noah gently asks, and I look up to see them all smiling at me.

      “Should I tell her?” Sin asks.

      “Nah, I think the new guy should,” Knox says, nodding his head at Warren, who smiles at me as he stands up and walks over. Warren kisses me before I can make heads or tails of anything. The kiss is soft, and he is pulling away before I can really enjoy it.

      “We had a talk this week and decided we want a future with you. Madi, I know you want us all happy, but you have to see that being with you does that for us,” Warren explains to me. I suck in a deep breath, never knowing how much I needed to hear those words until now.

      “You are the rock of this family, Sleepy,” Tobias tells me, and my cheeks burn red. I really didn’t expect them all to have this sorted and planned out like they do. Warren takes my hand and leads me over to the sofa where I sit between him and Sin, like we all do this regularly. I rest my head on Sin’s shoulder, and he kisses my forehead as Knox smiles at me. A real smile.

      “I’ve never understood the Sleepy nickname, where did it start?” Warren asks, and I groan as they all laugh.

      “Madi had a lot of trouble staying awake in class, so the nickname logically came around,” they say.

      “Was class really that boring?” Warren asks.

      “Staying awake was really that boring. I like to think it was all my powers coming out over the years,” I explain, loving how casually we can all stay here and talk.

      “Remember that one time she nearly fell off the desk in science?” Noah asks, and they all laugh as I hide in Sin’s shoulder, and Warren squeezes my hand. The guys continue talking about the past with Warren, telling him dozens of stories and making it feel like they have always been close friends. Like Warren is the brother they never had. My eyes drift shut as they laugh, and I feel more at home than I have in a long time.
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      “Did you believe you could escape me with only a cloak?” the words are whispered into my ear as I shiver, wrapping my arms around my chest as I open my eyes. Dark clouds swirl around, a mixture of grey, black and even silver peeking out in parts. The dark has never scared me until right now, until there is nothing but it.

      It feels dark.

      It sounds empty.

      It feels cold.

      “Did you?” the voice asks once again, and I turn my head to see the swirling shadows surrounding the shape of a woman. I crawl to my knees as an actual woman walks out of the shadows, slowly coming into focus. Dark tanned skin, black eyes, greasy long black hair that touches the sand near her feet. It used to be blonde like her sisters, but I suspect all the darkness she has taken in has changed some things. She wears nothing but black leather strips of material over her body and silver chains wrapped around her arms.

      “What is your name?”

      “Ailis,” she almost hisses at me, her head cocking to the side in a swift motion that would hurt a human to do. “Madilynn Dormiens.”

      “How do you know my name?” I ask.

      “Because I am in front of you,” she says, and in the blink of eye, she really is right in front of me, and I scream as she slams a hand into my forehead, sending me falling into darkness, pounding fear ruling my mind and heart.

      

      I blink my eyes open, my whole body shaking as I suck in some deep breaths, focusing on the living room and my men in it as I feel nothing but fear. A blinding fear that makes me feel like I can’t breathe. I don’t remember ever being this scared.

      The cloak doesn’t protect me, and Ailis has just been busy doing something terrible everywhere she has gone. She has destroyed New York, London and Greece. Now we think she is sitting in Greece, playing with my dreams again, but to what end?

      She is destroying the world.

      I focus on my men, who are all sleeping on the sofas, and I was lying on Sin’s chest, my feet resting on Warren’s lap as he sleeps. I carefully get up, pausing every few seconds to make sure I don’t wake them. I walk to the door, slowly opening it and stepping outside. Usually, the fresh, warm air would make me feel better, but not right at this moment. I just feel cold and scared. I wrap my arms around my shoulders, clutching the cloak tightly even though it didn’t work and it didn’t keep Ailis out of my dreams at all. I see the fire from last night is still lit, and as I get closer, I see someone sitting on the logs around it with their cloak up.

      “Hey,” I say, and mum turns around, lowering her cloak as I come and sit next to her. I wordlessly sit at her side and rest my head on her shoulder, watching the crackling fire. “I had another bad dream. She can find me; the cloak doesn’t work.”

      “I thought it might not,” she says, but she sounds odd. Her voice is almost cracked like she has been screaming for a long time. I lift my head and frown at her as she smiles widely at me before she starts to laugh.

      “Mum, what’s so funny?” I ask, never hearing her laugh like this before.

      “That you fell for the trick, little Dormiens,” mum says as someone else shouts my name. I turn to see my mum running around the fire, stopping in her tracks as she looks between me and...well, mum. I look back at my mum sitting on the log, and I know it’s not really her, because she would never call me little Dormiens for starters. I grab her hand on my wrist and try to pull it off as she grins.

      “Who the hell are you?” I ask. In the blink of an eye, my “mum” turns into nothing but shadows, disappearing from next to me, and I stand up, whirling around just in time to see Ailis appear behind my mum. “MUM, RUN!” I scream, but it’s too late as Ailis grabs her by her cloak and throws my mum straight into the cabin, crashing through the wall. I scream in a panic, hoping someone will hear as I feel like I can’t breathe while I turn and run to the cabin, only to stumble to a stop when Ailis appears right in front of me. I call my power and lift my fist to punch her with a hand full of dust, but she grabs my hand, squeezing tight enough to make me cry out with pain.

      “Let’s go somewhere quieter.” I don’t get to scream, I don’t get to disagree, as shadows snake up my arm, and we disappear.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 14

          

          Knox

        

        
          
            [image: ]
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      I shiver as I blink my eyes open in the room, my lips cracking as I realise I’m frozen to the seat I was sleeping in. I run my eyes over the room as I struggle to move, to break the ice around me. Rueben Frostan stands still in the middle of the room, all my brothers and Warren frozen solid where they went to sleep. I don’t think they are dead, but I know they won’t be lasting much longer in this ice, let alone wake up. It takes me all of two seconds to realise Madi isn’t here and to wonder how the hell Rueben got in here in the first place. I hear Madi scream and what I think is Madi’s mum scream as something crashes into the other side of the building.

      Fuck.

      “Knox Tale, it is fitting you woke up to see me kill your family. Freezing to death is not a nice way to die, so I’ve heard,” Rueben says, sounding like his usual cocky self. With a head as big as his, it’s a wonder he fits in any world.

      I will give him one thing, he surprised me and my family, which is hard to do.

      “Where is Madi?” I carefully ask, using my powers to burn through the ice around my hand, but the ice replaces itself every time I get anywhere. Rueben laughs at my pathetic attempt to escape.

      He will see.

      I’m just getting started.

      “The goddess found me and woke me up. She wished to know the capitals of the world and where the leaders are. I told her, of course, and then she asked me to stay here to deal with you all. I’m going to turn this world you’ve made to ice—”

      “As much as I want to hear about your plans, you have forgotten something important,” I say, interrupting him. He raises an eyebrow before he laughs, a real crazy laugh as well.

      “I doubt it.”

      “This is my world. My creation. No one rules it but me,” I say with a smirk, and the floor collapses under us. We all fall into the hole I just made under the house, and I close my eyes, making the vines catch me and my brothers. I search for Madi’s parents, finding her mum injured and her dad and grandmother knocked out in their cabin. I use vines to pick them all up and send them high into the sky. I hover in the air as Rueben crashes onto the rocky ground below, and there is a crack which sounds like something broke as Rueben screams.

      It’s a good sound. I roar as I set my whole body on fire, burning the ice away and releasing myself. I make a portal above the ground, and use the vines to throw everyone through it as I float in the air above Rueben. I make the ground move around him, locking him underground with only a small gap so he can watch as I leave. He uses his powers to try and blast his way out, but I quickly find out that won’t work either.

      “Welcome to the Tales prison. You are the first inmate. We will return for your sentencing…eventually,” I say, speaking loud enough that I know he can hear me. I float up to the entrance of the portal, seeing my family all on the other side in front of the academy.

      “You can’t leave me!” he screams, sounding pretty pissed off. I would be too if I were him.

      “But I am,” I say. “Don’t worry, I will chuck food and water to you once a day. Can’t promise it will be nice food.”

      “My goddess will save me,” he replies.

      “Then where is she?” I ask, looking around to prove a point.

      “My family will save me,” he retorts instead, this time slamming his body into the side of the dirt around him several times to see if he can escape.

      “Quin is your only family left, and he hates you. Have fun down there, Mr. Frostan,” I say before jumping through the portal and closing it up. Madi’s dad and Warren are carrying her mum up the steps of the academy, with her grandmother close behind. I wave to Quin who opens the front door for them, and he waves back. I might not know how exactly to forgive Quin for everything, but I want to try.

      For Madi’s sake.

      “Where is Madi?” Sin asks, stepping right in front of me.

      “She wasn’t in there. I would have sensed her,” I explain to them, though they know that.

      “Her mum talked about the dark goddess,” Noah tells me. “She must have got our girl somehow.”

      “The dreams, the cloak must not have been enough to stop them,” Sin replies, and we all feel the same thing. This isn’t good.

      “Are you ready to go? We have to go and look for her,” I say.

      “Where?” Tobias asks.

      “Greece is a good start,” I say, opening a portal directly to where the goddess last was according to the news reports we have been watching. It seems she destroys a city every other day and goes back to Greece for some odd reason. Maybe she can draw power from there or something. We just hope we aren’t too late to stop her destroying anything or anyone else.
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      I scream as we appear in another place, this time in the clouds above a city I don’t recognise. She has taken me to three different places, always hovering me above them like I’m some kind of doll. The height is enough to freak me out, but it’s so much worse now, and I can’t think straight. Everything is messed up.

      “Do you like to fly, Dormiens?” she asks, her voice sounding like nails grating on a chalkboard.

      “Why are you doing this?” I scream back at her.

      “My sisters are gone, one because of you,” she tells me, almost calmly. I sense the difference in her voice though. She is angry. I gasp as she picks me further up into the air, and her hand latches onto my throat, her long nails digging into my soft flesh.

      “She died because you stabbed her, you crazy bitch!” I scream at her as her hand tightens on my throat, causing me to struggle as I claw at her hands.

      “When I’m done here, I will get your men and make them my slaves,” she tells me, each word echoing in my mind.

      “Th-then w-wh-at?” I gasp, my vision slowly blurring and darkness inching at the corners.

      “Then I will destroy the world that has forgotten who created it,” she hisses, and she lets me go. My scream gets lost in my throat as I spin in the air, hearing nothing but the wind whipping past my ears. I cry, wrapping my arms around my chest as the ground gets closer and closer, and I know I have to calm down to call my wings. I have to calm down.

      I repeat the same thing again and again, closing my eyes, and suddenly I’m not falling. Instead, I’m floating in the air above what I think is Vegas from all the flashing lit up buildings, with someone holding my shirt from my back. I look back to only see black wings as I hear a loud, frustrated scream in the distance. I gasp as it feels like someone crashes into me, and then there is darkness once more until the light comes back. My hands stretch out on the gravel under me as I try to stand up and open my eyes. The noise comes back to my ears like a switch coming on, and I realise I’m somewhere very public as I open my eyes to see I’m on a dirty grey sidewalk, a yellow car parked right in front of me.

      “Make it known the tales community owes a dark angel a favour. Go and stop the goddess before we are forced to intervene, and your race will be blamed,” someone says, and I look up to see a man in a suit with wavy black hair and bright blue eyes. His large black wings stretch out of his back and take up a lot of space on the sidewalk. I would be freaked out that angels are real, but then fairy tales are real, so why the hell not?

      I just got saved by an angel. I bet not a lot of people can say that. He looks at me in disgust before shooting up into the sky and disappearing out of my vision. People just carry on walking around us like nothing happened at all, and they don’t notice me at all.

      “Who the hell was that?” I mutter to myself with a long groan, looking down at my scraped arms and feeling the bruises all over my skin. It doesn’t matter, I need to get back to the dimension and to my mum.

      She has to be alive. I can’t lose her, but I haven’t a clue how to get back to anywhere from here. I’m a weirdo in a cloak with no money. I suppose I don’t look too odd to the people of Vegas. But what if the goddess attacked the Tale brothers or my dad or my grandmother? I could have lost everyone, and I wouldn’t even know about it. I sob a little, placing my hands on my knees and sucking in a deep breath. I shake with anger and fear as I try to calm my breathing. I look to my wrist and smile as I see the Lost Time Academy key on my bracelet.

      I can get to one place, and it’s a start.

      I unhook the key, holding it out in the air, and remember the words I said to take me there for the first time as I close my eyes.

      “Lost Time Academy welcomes its blood.” I take a step forward, and when I open my eyes, I’m in the forest outside the academy. I release the key and run through the forest as fast as I can, following the pathway until I get outside the academy, seeing Warren on the steps in the distance with Quin at his side.

      “Warren!” I shout, gaining his attention as I run to him. He runs to me the moment he hears me, and I jump into his arms as soon as I can. He squeezes me tightly before pulling back and holding my cheeks with his hands. He looks so upset, his eyes watery, and I’ve never seen him like this.

      “We thought she had killed you,” he tells me. “Fuck, Madi, I was scared of losing you.”

      “I’m okay. Someone helped me escape the goddess after she dropped me in the air over Vegas, and I was too scared to focus on getting my wings,” I explain to him as he pulls back.

      “Who saved you?” he asks.

      “An angel,” I say, and he raises an eyebrow. “I know, sounds crazy, but it happened. Is my mum okay?” I get too scared to actually ask any more than that.

      “She is alive and sleeping,” Warren tells me. “A few broken bones and cuts, but nothing major. We have used healing gel to help her, but as she is human, I can’t heal her without great risk and neither can Knox.”

      “Thank god,” I say, breathing out a long sigh.

      “You okay, Madi?” Quin asks, and Warren moves his hands from my cheeks so I can see Quin as he walks down the steps.

      “I’m good, thanks, Quin,” I say, warmed to know we still care about each other, and that isn’t something we can turn off. It’s just more like a family love now, and we have both accepted that. To me, this proves he has. “Where are the Tale brothers?”

      “Looking for you everywhere. They should be back soon,” Warren explains. “Want to see your mum and family? They are in the infirmary.”

      “Yes,” I say, giving him a shaky nod. We start walking up the stairs to the academy when a portal burns open in front of us, and Knox comes flying out, rolling down the steps. I run to him, catching him before he falls anymore and rolling him over. He is covered in burns and blood and dust. I rub his cheek as he opens his eyes.

      “She has my brothers, and she will kill them if you don’t go to her in Greece.” He passes out before he can say anything more.

      “I’m going to fucking kill her for this. Enough is enough.”
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      “Make us a portal, Knox. There isn’t any other way around this, and I need to go to her,” I demand for the fourth time.

      “You are angry and panicking. She will kill you; she almost did once before. Look at you!” Knox shouts back. “I could have lost all my brothers, and I will not lose you too.”

      “If I don’t go, we will lose them. There isn’t any other choice,” I reply, though my voice isn’t as strong as it was a second ago, and I feel myself losing the fight with him. The problem is, both Knox and I are right.

      “I am going but not with you and Warren. If I die getting them back, then Warren can keep you safe,” Knox suggests instead. We both know Knox can’t beat her, and I very much doubt I can either, but I have to remember the prophecy. I think there is a tiny chance I could beat her, and that tiny chance is worth the risk of me going.

      “Knox, stop trying to protect me from this. It isn’t your job, and there isn’t anywhere on earth that will be safe from her. She is going to destroy and burn the world down. I saw the crazy in her eyes, the desperate nature of hers, because she has no one to stop her,” I say and take a deep breath. “There must be a reason she haunted my dreams, a reason she wanted to kill me. She could have destroyed the world by now, but instead, she played with me. Why?”

      “She thinks you killed her sister, you told us that,” Warren says, moving away from the wall and looking at Knox as he rubs his face. “It could be as simple as revenge.”

      “Then why not kill me quickly? Why drop me above a city and let me have a natural, pretty quick death?” I ask, because it doesn’t make any sense at all. I’m going to have nightmares about that fall for the rest of my life. I thought I didn’t like heights before, but that was a new kind of scary.

      “I don’t know,” Warren and Knox reply. I shake my head, sitting on the edge of the sofa as the door is knocked and grandmother walks in, dad following behind her. They both look tired and worn out from all the stress, the very expression all of us have. I run into my dad’s arms, hugging him tightly, and he kisses the top of my head, before pulling me back to meet my eyes.

      “When are you leaving?” he asks, because he knows me well enough to know I have to leave and try to save my guys.

      “We haven’t decided if we are yet, dad,” I admit to him, my eyes drifting to Knox and back.

      “Yes, you have. They are family, and you don’t leave family behind,” Dad points out and looks at Knox. “Even if it is hard to let the ones you love run head first into danger.”

      “Knox doesn’t want me to go,” I gently say. “And I understand why he doesn’t. I also know in my heart that I would never forgive myself if I didn’t try to save them and the world.” Knox meets my eyes this time, and I see the fight leave him without words needed at all.

      “I have been thinking a long time about why the dark goddess—” grandmother pauses, looking to me. “What did you say her name was again?”

      “Ailis,” I say, crossing my arms.

      “Ah yes. Ailis must be scared of you for some reason. She never came at you in public, only in dreams and when you were alone. It seems she won’t attack you when you are with your men, and now she has taken some of them hostage,” she says, though she is more mumbling to herself.

      “I was just saying this. It doesn’t make sense for her to be so threatened by me. To be so obsessed,” I say.

      “We could go back into the past with the raven stone and find answers if you wish,” grandmother suggests. “Answers are hidden in the past, and we may only find answers there.”

      “It nearly killed me last time,” I say, feeling sick in the back of my throat at the memory of that dark tale dying to keep me and Rueben alive. I’m so happy Rueben has been caught, and Knox will keep him underground in his dimension until this war is over and we can have a real trial for his war crimes.

      “Because it was used wrong. The raven stone only works for the ones who know the keyword,” grandmother says. “Honestly, I gave it away to Horace for safekeeping, and he knew the word. I believe he never would have given it to anyone without the keyword as the raven stone will drain their life,” she says and places her hand out in the air in front of her. “It doesn’t matter, the stone will always appear for the raven bloodline. I only have to wish it’s returned.” We are all silent as grandmother closes her eyes, and her hand glows brightly before the raven stone just appears in her open palm. I walk over and place my hand on the stone, smiling at my grandmother. I trust her completely, even if this stone scares me and makes me think about the times I already used it.

      “Corvus,” she whispers, and the stone gets instantly warmer before it starts to glow. This time, instead of pain, I feel only peacefulness.

      “The Latin for crow or raven. How simple,” I hear dad say as the world around us disappears and is replaced by another room. This room is old school with stone walls, lanterns hung on those walls, and a tiny pool in the middle of the room. The pool is filled with petals, and in the middle of it is a couple, naked and heavily making out.

      “Oh my,” grandmother says as we can only really see a muscular man’s back. I look away, not wanting to intrude on their moment, whoever they are.

      “You must let me protect you,” the woman says, and I recognise that voice. I look back to see the goddess who sent us back in time as she speaks to the man, her arms wrapped around his shoulders. “Please.”

      “You are talking about making me immortal. I’ve told you once, I do not want that for my life,” he replies with a gravelly tone.

      “Then I can do something else. Something that makes sure my sister can never hurt you,” she muses.

      “What do you mean?” he questions.

      “With my blood, I bless the Dormiens family line and anyone that carries your blood from this time to the end of time. My sister can never kill or fatally harm you, not without destroying herself,” she says, and I feel the power of her words like a tiny brush of a touch across all of my skin.

      “Wait—” the man protests, but the world fades, and I fall to the floor, gasping like a bucket of cold water was thrown over me. Warren leans down and helps me up as Knox and dad help grandmother shakily stand up.

      “She can’t kill me. Not by her hand,” I whisper before clearing my throat and saying it louder. “She can’t hurt me.”

      “What?” Knox asks.

      “Madilynn’s ancestor was blessed by the goddess so that her sister could not hurt her. That’s why Ailis had to drop her from a great height to try to kill her and why she is so obsessed with her. Madilynn is the only one that has a chance of stopping her,” grandmother explains. “I imagine she would want all the Dormiens line killed in the end, but the one with power is the biggest threat right now.”

      “And I have to stop her. This blessing can’t be wasted, and I won’t leave my family in trouble,” I say, looking at Knox, who nods his head in agreement, though I know he isn’t happy about it. Every part of my life has led me to this moment, and I made the choice to wake up the goddesses to save Sin. I have to fight for the future she gave us, or what the hell was it all for? Ailis can’t be left to destroy the world.

      “I love you, Madi. Be careful,” dad says and hugs me tightly once more before letting me go to stand next to grandmother.

      “I love you too. Tell mum I love her. And in case...” I drift off, clearing my throat from the emotions threatening to make me cry. “Well, I love you both. You’re the best family anyone could have.”

      “There is no ‘in case’. I believe you can and will do this. All of you can stop her,” dad says, and I step back to stand next to Warren as Knox makes a portal. Dark clouds swirl around on the other side of the portal, and I can feel the coldness from here.

      “You aren’t alone,” Warren says, lifting his spear up, and swirling grey energy spreads across his body.

      “Never alone, Madi,” Knox says. “Now let’s go and save our family.” Warren runs through the portal first, and I follow next, jogging onto the cold sand as I look around at what is left of Greece. The once sandy beaches and the once beautiful town are nothing but a pile of rock, floating in the air in the middle of the land. Pieces of rock fall off it, crashing into the ground below, and the air around us feels so...wrong.

      “I’m guessing she is up there,” I say as Knox comes through next. Before he can reply, shadows float out of the ground in front of us, slowly making a figure of a woman before Ailis is there. She narrows her eyes at me, completely focused on me as Knox runs at her, slamming a mixture of elements out of his hands at her, but she bats them away with one hand. I step forward just as she pushes all Knox’s elements back at him and sends him flying backwards into the ocean. Warren attacks her at the same time, but his grey energy does nothing but mix with her shadows as he struggles. I feel helpless as I call my power and throw dust at her in a spiral of power, but it does nothing except float around her.

      “Stop!” I scream as the goddess walks to Warren through the energy and grabs his spear, shoving him backwards as she takes the spear.

      “Without your weapon, you are nothing but a boy with no powers,” she says with a deep laugh as she lifts the spear in the air and snaps it. Power blasts out, sending me flying, spinning in the air before crashing into the sand, my head smacking onto the ground a few times. I gasp from the pain as cold waves brush against my feet, and I look up at the dark clouds above me as they swirl around, looking like they are gathering more power.

      The same place I’m always in from my dreams.

      And I can’t die here.

      Anger and pain burns throughout every part of my soul as I stand up and float off the ground, knowing my wings are working for once, and dust flutters onto the sand underneath me.

      “Enough! It’s me you want! Not them!” I scream at Ailis, who rapidly turns her head to me as she drops the broken spear. I look over at Warren, whose body is slumped against a rock, blood pouring from his forehead down his cheek. Oh god, Warren. He has to be okay. He has to be.

      “Dormiens,” she hisses and runs at me. I go to hit her, but she grabs my wrist and throat in one motion before lifting me further off the ground. Dust pours out of my hands, but it doesn’t affect her at all, not even as it blows against her face in the harsh wind.

      “When I found out my sister had protected her lover from my hand, I took the next best thing,” she tells me, and as I look into her eyes, there really isn’t anything but darkness, and there isn’t anything that can save her.

      “You’re a crazy bitch, and this world is not yours,” I growl at her, trying my best to fight her strong grip on me.

      “How are you going to stop me with no powers?” she says, laughing as I try to escape her. “It cursed your ancestor and broke my sister’s heart to see him so lost. That’s why she locked us away in stone. It was an act of love.”

      “She loved you too. I saw it in her eyes, in the way she looked at you,” I say, my gentle tone even surprising me. For a pure second, I feel bad for her.

      “You lie,” she hisses, pulling me closer. That second is now completely gone. Crazy bitch goddess is back in full force. “And in one moment, you will be nothing but a human. See if your men want you then.” My body feels frozen as shadows wrap around me, and I can only scream as she places both her hands on my cheeks, and we float higher and higher into the air. I feel the moment she starts to take my power; it’s like an itch that only gets stronger and stronger. It starts to hurt after a few seconds, and my head snaps back as dust leaves all of my body, swirling around with the shadows around us.

      It’s beautiful.

      It’s deadly.

      And it’s too late to stop her taking everything…
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      “Madi!” I hear someone desperately shout near me, making me try to force my eyes open as I lie on the stone floor, feeling the rock-filled dust under my hand. I cough, tasting blood in my mouth as I see nothing but darkness all around me. I feel empty, and I know she won without even having to test calling for my powers. I lift my hands into the air, my pale skin looking so out of place in the darkness around me.

      I’m just human.

      And I’m going to die.

      I was a fool not to run away, and now everyone is going to die with me. Tears prick the corners of my eyes as I turn my head to the side and lower my hands, meeting the silver burning eyes of Tobias. Sin and Noah are on either side of Tobias, but they are passed out and covered in blood and cuts and dust. I turn to see Warren on the ground next to me, his eyes blinking open as he wakes up, and Knox is on the other side of him, unconscious.

      “Miss Dormiens, we are in trouble now,” Warren groans, coughing as he falls onto his back, and I look down to see his hand covering a piece of glass stuck into his stomach.

      “Warren, oh god,” I say, reaching for him and only able to grab his hand as the ground harshly shakes.

      “We have to stop her. She is going to kill millions,” Warren says, and I follow his gaze to Ailis above us, in the middle of a tornado of shadows, rocks and dust. It swirls around her, getting bigger and bigger as shadows leave her body. She wants to destroy the world and kill millions. This is her only way and nothing will ever change her mind. She wants a world that worships her and forgets her sisters.

      She is going to plunge the world into darkness and kill everyone.

      “How? I have no powers,” I say, trying not to break down with my emotions slamming into me. I’m useless, and I’m going to have to watch the men I love die. I haven’t told them how much I love them enough yet, I haven’t said goodbye to my mum and Tavvy. I have so much more I need to do before the end.

      And I’m never going to get that chance now.

      “The goddesses gave everyone power, right? So our power is theirs, and if there was enough of it shared, then maybe you could equal her. I think I can give you the power I have, for words are all I need to take and give power. At least the powers my family stole might finally be used for something good,” Warren suggests. “I would fight her myself but the spear is the only way for me to safely use the power. It would kill me to try but it might not you.”

      “But then—”

      “I won’t have any power but words, the one power blessed to my blood. I never wanted the powers from my family, I never wanted the eternal energy they stole,” he says. “I only ever wanted a family. Let me help you save our family, Madi.”

      “Warren, don’t—” I stop as he ignores me. Of course he does.

      “I freely give all my power to Madilynn Dormiens.” In moments, grey energy slams out of Warren’s hand and into my hand before coursing through me. The pain is blinding as I lose all my senses, feeling nothing but Warren’s hand in mine and the pain of the power slamming into my soul. When I can breathe, I suck in air as I’ve never breathed before and open my eyes. I’m floating above the ground, and large raven wings hang behind me—just like my grandmother’s. I don’t understand why Warren’s power would get me my wings, but they do say wings are earnt in the tales world. Maybe I’ve just earned them.

      Maybe being a raven is who am I meant to be…I just didn’t have enough power.

      I lift my hands out in front of me and see the swirling grey energy as I turn my hand over. I close my eyes, knowing exactly who I need to help me. My soul just knows. When I hear the squawking, I open my eyes to see hundreds of ravens flying towards me from every direction, making the dusky sky even darker.

      The ravens are my family and my true blessing.

      “Wake Knox and get everyone out of here,” I tell my guys, and their protests can’t be heard over the squawks of ravens as I shoot up into the air, stopping in front of Ailis.

      “Hello again,” I say before punching her as hard as I can in the cheek. Her jaw cracks under my fist as she flies backwards, a garbled scream leaving her lips.

      “You will pay for that!” Ailis screams before throwing her hands out in front of her, sending a stream of shadows at me. I counter with my own blast of grey energy, which slams right into hers. For a second, we are equally matched, but slowly my energy starts to push into her. Our powers blast out around us, creating a sphere of pure power surrounding us, making everything seem so much more impacting.

      This is for the world, for my family, for everything. We both want everything, but for much different reasons.

      “How?” Ailis screams as her shadows are destroyed in one final blast, and my energy slams into her chest as relief warms my heart. The moment it hits, she gasps, holding her chest as she floats in the air. I fly to her, stopping in front of her as blood drips through her hands. I grab her chin, lifting her head so her dark eyes are looking at mine.

      “You gave your power to the dark tales, and one of the dark tales lines stole so many powers because they simply could. That was Warren’s, and he just gave me every single stolen power. Your power. You can’t beat me, you can’t kill me, but oh I can kill you. Rest in hell, you bitch,” I say and slam my hand into her chest, using all my power I can find as I scream. She screams with me as blinding grey light takes us both.
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      “Faster, faster!” my daughter shouts as I run around the merry-go-round, pulling it with me as she sits in the middle, and I let her go. It spins around and around as I watch, loving the little giggles she does. She has my brown hair, but it is more wavy than mine is. She has silver eyes that have flecks of every single colour in them.

      It’s like she is part of us all, and in most ways, she is.

      Our Jessica Raven Dormiens. Her name reminds me of the argument we all had about whose last name to take at the wedding, but in the end, we decided there should be more Dormiens in the world.

      Our wedding night produced Jessica, so we well and truly got our wish.

      “Madi!” one of my husbands shouts, and I look back, seeing four of my husbands sitting on a picnic blanket. My Tale brothers. Warren walks over to me, and he kisses me lightly with a smile reserved just for me.

      “I will take Jessica on the swings. You should go and get some food before they eat it all,” he suggests, and I chuckle, running to my Tale brothers.

      “Auntie Tavvy! Uncle Quin!” Jessica shouts, and I stop, turning around to see my best friends walking over the field, holding their little baby in their arms. The world suddenly just stops, freezing in its tracks. Every single person freezes, and I walk over, waving a hand in front of Warren’s face, but he doesn’t move.

      “This is our gift to you. A present for saving us,” a woman says, a very familiar woman. I turn around, and in front of me are three women in yellow dresses. They are as frozen in place as the rest of the world, and I never thought I’d see them again.

      The three goddesses. I would know them anywhere.

      “I don’t understand,” I say, looking at Ailis, who has her hands covering her face, never moving. The goddess that sent us back in time all those years ago and saved Sin is on the other side, her head bowed down, her long hair covering her face. The goddess that spoke is in the middle, and she holds a hand out for me. She doesn’t hide her blue eyes, her flawless face and the glow on her skin.

      “My sisters and I spent many years fighting, destroying, causing war, and it was you that stopped it all. We could not be prouder of our children. This is your gift,” they all seem to say at the same time. The silence of the world creeps me out as I watch them, though I feel no danger.

      “I—”

      “You will not understand yet, only one day when this comes true will you understand the gift given. This is your future, but now it is time to return to the past,” the middle one tells me.

      “The past?” I ask, sliding my hand into hers. A bright light flashes from our hand, and I look into it, seeing nothing but light and feeling nothing but the happiness that is to come.

      

      “Madi, come on. Please, Madi,” Sin’s voice comes to me through the haze, and I blink my eyes open, seeing Sin holding me in his lap. “Fuck, she is awake,” Sin shouts to all my other guys who I look up to see are circled around us. I look up into the sky, where the sun is shining through the dark clouds, and dozens of ravens are flying away. Feathers and ash fall around us, brushing against my skin. Sin holds me to his chest as the guys all wrap their arms around us, making a big bundle of Tale brothers, Warren and me. I couldn’t ask for anything more than this, and I embrace it for a long time.

      “I’m okay,” I say, lifting my head, and Knox kisses my cheek.

      “You hit the ground so hard. How are you not dead?” Warren points out. “We all thought—”

      “I saw the three goddesses...and—” I stop, getting the feeling that was a gift for me to see, and they don’t need to know about that yet. They will live the future I’ve been gifted to see. “Maybe they gave me a gift and saved me.” I don’t tell them the gift was far more than just saving my life from the fall, it was everything. I am looking forward to our future more than ever now. I look behind me to see the black wings are gone, and I bet they only come out when I use my powers. I’m going to need to practice with them a little more.

      “Where is Ailis?” I ask, pulling myself up with Sin’s help. I look down at my body, seeing there isn’t a scratch on me, and if anything, I look healthy. The guys don’t answer me as I look around at them, seeing that no one is hurt. They were before, I was sure of it.

      “Yeah, we are all confused,” Noah says, rubbing the back of his neck.

      “Warren, are you okay?” I ask. “I remember the glass—”

      “Yes, we all are okay. More than okay. The wounds just healed themselves,” Warren explains, lifting his top, and there is no glass there anymore. Nothing but a smooth and very defined rippled six-pack. My cheeks light up a little red, and it’s not missed by any of them. They are all very amused.

      “Show off,” Sin coughs, and Warren punches his arm, making us all laugh. I look behind Warren and see Ailis on the rock, or rather her body. I know she is dead; I can feel it. I walk over with the guys and kneel down, seeing her open eyes.

      Even though she is a monster, she should still have her eyes closed. I lean over, closing her eyes, and her voice fills my head, making me scream from the pain.

      “That skies will fall with angels, and demons will rise to power. War is coming, and peace will be no more. Death is a promise to all those who treat angels like gods.” I gasp, falling away from her. Her body suddenly sets on fire, no normal fire because the flames are blue, and then she is gone.

      “She left a creepy message for me,” I mutter.

      “We all heard it,” Knox says with a frown.

      “Angels and demons? They don’t exist, so nothing to worry about, right?” Sin says, and I remember the angel that saved me. Maybe there is some truth in it, but right now, we have other things to deal with.

      “We need to get back to the council before the council members wake up,” I say to them all. “My power is gone, and that’s when the prophecy said they would wake.”

      “Do you have a plan?” Sin asks.

      “Yes, and it’s going to sound crazy.”

      “Only the best plans do,” Sin replies, and we gather around as I tell them my plan. I have to hope it works.
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      “Knox!” I hear Mrs. Tale shout as we come through the portal into the council room, where all the important people of both the good tales and dark tales are tied up together. We planned it this way a while ago, but we didn’t know what we would do next.

      “Masters and leaders of the dark tales, welcome back from your long sleep,” I say, my voice echoing around the room.

      “What is the meaning of this?” Mrs. Tale shouts, clearly speaking for them all. “You will all be executed for this act of trea—”

      “No, the only ones who will be put on trial will be you and the other Masters for crimes against the tales community. I suggest you shut up and listen to your new leaders,” I say, making sure they really understand that things are changing. None of us want to go back to the future we all lived in where the dark tales took over and so many were killed. The only way to stop that future is to make peace between our races and make sure that we aren’t going to war any longer.

      Too many have died.

      And it is happening no more.

      “We take no commands from good tales,” an older dark tale spits out. I run my eyes over his long black braided hair, dark tanned skin and silver eyes that look like the colour of the moon.

      Warren steps forward then. “I am joining sides with the good tales, and so will everyone else unless they wish to leave. There will be no more wars, no more killing each other because of simple differences. Anyone that disagrees…” Warren pauses, looking to Knox.

      “Will be locked up until they change their mind,” Knox adds, “in another dimension where I have made a prison. It is completely unescapable.”

      “This is madness; you are nothing but children—” Mrs. Tale shouts.

      “Who killed the dark goddess who was hell bent on taking over the world. New York is gone, London is gone, and Greece as well. The humans will never be trusting of anything suspicious anymore, and we must join forces to survive the times ahead,” I point out.

      “We are not children in this world, you made us grow up long ago, mother,” Sin tells her, and for a second, her stuck up demeanour changes, and she looks down at the shiny wood floor.

      “From this point onwards, there will be two leaders of the tales community, who are voted in by all tales who wish to vote every five years. There will be a council of twenty, ten good tales and ten dark tales, who oversee minor problems. Anything major will need to be addressed by us, your new leaders. The Tale brothers, Octavia Bell and Quinton Frostan will be taking over places on the council, the rest will be decided in the next few days,” I say, crossing my arms.

      “You are stupid if you think—” Mrs. Tale starts off, but Knox stops her.

      “Mother, this isn’t a choice for you. There will never be Masters anymore, and you will have to pay for your mistakes,” Knox states.

      “Mistakes?” she asks.

      “Killing innocents? Like the half child’s father you sent us after?” Noah points out. “Half children should be a blessing we should watch and see what powers they could possibly have. Not send people to kill them.”

      “I was just doing my job,” Mrs. Tale quietly says.

      “That is the only reason you will not die today, but you will be locked up until the council is formed and a vote is taken to decide your future. Positions of power will never be a future for any of you,” I say, making sure to meet all of their eyes. Some of them look like they want to kill me, like Mrs. Tale, but some are accepting, like Mr. Tale.

      “What do you say to the new rules?” Warren asks his people in the room. The older man who spoke lowers himself to one knee, bowing his head.

      “Never in my life or my parents’ or their parents’ have we had a real leadership and no war. I will support you, son of our king, for you are our king,” the dark tale states.

      “Our king and queen!” the dark tales cheer and, gosh, does everyone in the room start to cheer. Not quite what we had in mind, but hell, it will do for now.

      “Guards!” Warren shouts when the cheers die down. Three guards run into the room and Knox links his hand with mine. “Watch the prisoners. We are going to talk to each room full of members and explain to them the new laws. We are going to make it known that killing or hurting another tale, good or dark, is now a punishable crime. The war is over and there will be peace.”

      “For peace,” Knox whispers to me, and everyone in the room shouts the same two words when they hear it as we walk past them.

      This means we have a chance of a future.

      For peace.
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      “Welcome, new students and old ones, of course, to a new year at Lost Time Academy. Any questions, please speak to my sister, Miss Noa, over there,” Miss Ona proudly says as we all stand outside the academy in one massive group, looking up at her in front of the doors. Miss Noa stands to the side a little, looking as unimpressed as ever, and I have missed it. I look around at the big group of both good and dark tales, the union between our communities clearer than ever. My guys stay at my side, including Warren, who is starting his first year with Quin. Tavvy looks back at me and winks, her eyes full of excitement for a new year at the academy.

      They don’t remember this place when time was lost, and I am ever thankful they don’t. It will always haunt me and my guys and Quin, who lost more than anyone. He still keeps his head high, his eyes flickering to Tavvy every so often. I look up as people cheer, and Miss Ona opens the doors, letting the students flock in. I step forward just as someone bumps into my shoulder, and I look over at Ella, who gives me a fake sympathy smile.

      “Whoops,” she sarcastically says.

      “It’s no problem, Ella. See you around, okay?” I say, still remembering my sort of friend. She just looks confused as she walks away, grouping up with her friends.

      “Some things don’t change,” Sin chuckles.

      “They will though. I’m going to make her my friend,” I tell Noah, who just smiles at me. They all know how determined I can be. I look over to Ella just as she bumps into Roger, and they both look at each other oddly for a second, before going their own way.

      “Tale brothers, come here!” Miss Ona shouts over the crowd.

      “We haven’t done anything yet,” Sin mutters, shaking his head.

      “Yet,” Tavvy comments as she comes to my side, and I laugh with her as my Tale brothers head over to Miss Ona.

      “We haven’t met yet, I’m Quin,” Quin says, moving to my side and holding out his hand for Tavvy. I haven’t said anything to Tavvy about Quin, and he has kept his distance in the last few months as we sorted out the council. We now have a brilliant council of twenty, and they meet every Sunday, which doesn’t interfere with our time at the academy as we finish off school.

      “As in your ex-boyfriend, Madi?” Tavvy asks with slightly wide eyes, and I nod, words escaping me with how weird this all is.

      “Turns out he is a dark tale and from our world,” I finally say into the silence between us all, knowing this conversation has already happened once, but now it’s different. They loved each other, and it even hurts me to see how Tavvy looks at Quin with little interest at all.

      “Right, well I’m Octavia Bell, but my friends call me—”

      “Tavvy. I know,” Quin says, and she frowns at him before shaking her head and stepping back. “And I’ve got class, Mr. Know It All. See you around, Madi.”

      “Later,” I say, watching her walk away. Warren links his hand with mine as Tavvy looks back at Quin for just a moment, and I see something in her eyes. A possible interest, a possible memory or feeling? I remember the future vision I was shown; they were together then.

      Who knows? Magic and time travel are weird.

      “Do you think we will ever get back to what we were?” Quin asks me.

      “I think, if you love her, it doesn’t matter what might be. You need to steal her heart once again,” I say. “You’ve done it once.”

      “I’m never giving up on her,” Quin states.

      “Then why are you here talking to us? Didn’t we spend ages making sure you two have all the same lessons?” Warren says, raising an eyebrow at Quin. Quin laughs and high fives Warren before jogging after Tavvy, and I chuckle.

      “Want to see my room?” Warren asks me.

      “Are you asking me out on this date you promised?” I ask. “I didn’t forget.”

      “To my room?” he chuckles. “I can do better than that.”

      “Your room, my room. Any room is good enough for me,” I tell him, and he grins, tugging on my hand and leading me through the crowds and inside the academy. I’ve never seen the academy look as amazing as it does now. The walls are freshy painted white, there is new stone flooring that shines like glitter, and there isn’t a dust ball in sight. The money the new council have sent to the academy has certainly helped with many things. We head through the people in the freshly polished staircase and head up the other stairs to the boys’ room. Warren lets me into his bedroom and shuts the door as I look around. I walk over to his bedside unit where there is a photo of us and the Tale brothers, all laughing outside the council rooms on Tobias and Noah’s birthday last month.

      “It’s a good photo,” I say.

      “It’s my family,” Warren whispers into my ear, making me shiver. I turn around and kiss him, reaching my fingers into his hair. He groans against my lips, a shiver shaking through my skin in response. We quickly pull all our clothes off before I push Warren onto the double bed and climb over him. His hands roam over my body, teasing and pinching in places he knows I love as I slide onto his length. He rolls us over, kissing me hard and thrusting in and out of me fast, both of us chasing the building orgasm. I cry out as my orgasm crashes into me at the same time I feel him finish, both of us shaking in pleasure for a long moment.

      “I’ve decided I really, really like going to this academy,” Warren says, and I laugh as I roll onto my side, and he holds me close as I look at the photo of us all.

      “Me too.”
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      “The arcades are an old favourite of mine; that’s why we are here on my birthday. I can’t believe you’ve never been to one, Warren,” I answer his question, looking excitedly around the busy arcade. I’m eighteen today and had the craziest, most magical year, and now I want nothing more than to do something a little normal today. The guys did say we could do anything, but I doubt they thought I’d choose this place.

      “You will catch up with human things like this, mate,” Knox says, patting his shoulder, and I chuckle.

      “I’m going to the two pence machines,” I say excitedly, pulling out my bag of two ps I collected in my piggy bank at home that we stopped off to get. The guys all head towards the shiny car games, where I’m sure their competitive nature will mean someone’s getting hurt before the night is over.

      “You sure have a lot of two pennies,” a girl chuckles as I drop my heavy bag on the glass top of the machine next to the one she is using. I look over at her, seeing she is about my age with shiny straight brown hair that stops at her waist, and big blue eyes. She has a checked shirt tied up at the front on, tiny denim shorts, and high black boots. I almost stare at her belly button piercing for far too long because it’s a snake shape with a red crystal hanging out of the snake’s mouth. “Are you new to town? I don’t think I’ve seen you or your friends around.”

      “Nope, we are just passing through. And they are my boyfriends,” I feel the need to add that for safe keeping. This girl is super pretty, and I’ve realised I’m pretty possessive. It didn’t take long for everyone in Lost Time Academy to know not to touch my guys.

      “All of them?” she asks with wide eyes. “That was some hell of a collection.”

      “Why choose, hey?” I ask, and she laughs, going back to her game. She adds three more two ps, and a red jewel heart keyring falls down, and exactly the same keyring but in blue gets knocked down with it. “Wow, that’s super lucky!”

      “Thanks! I never usually win anything,” she says, holding the keyrings. She looks over at me, holding the blue heart out. “Here.”

      “Are you sure? Why would you want to give that to me?” I ask.

      “My mom always said be kind to a stranger, and maybe a stranger will be kind to you when you need it most,” she tells me, and I nod, taking the keyring.

      “Thank you. I never even got your name,” I say, tucking the keyring into my hoodie pocket. “I’m Madilynn, but you can call me Madi.” I look over as an older man walks into the arcade entrance, waving at my new friend.

      “It’s Alexandria, though my friends call me Lexi. Good luck on the machines!” she tells me before gathering her bag and running to the man. For some reason, I think we will see each other again.

      Which is crazy. I put my two p in the machine and smile as coins rain down. Today’s going to be a good day.
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        This academy is like no other…

      

      

      

      
        
        My name is Lexi Cameron, and until three weeks ago, I thought I was human.

        It was all a lie.

        I’m a demon, and I’m signed up to attend The Demon Academy.

        I soon find out it’s the darkest, cruellest school around, and not many survive a full year, let alone three.

        Welcome to DA, where unless you are a high demon, you can expect to be treated like trash.

        My plan?

        To be invisible and get the hell out of this academy, but it doesn’t work out that way…

      

      

      

      
        
        I have one angel teacher trying to get rid of me, the students of DA making sure I know what a demon can do, and I’m not going to survive Demon Academy for long.

      

      

      

      
        
        That is until the Lucifer sons see me.

        They want to break me,

        they love to play games with my heart,

        and even if I wanted to run from them…I can’t.

        I’m apparently their mate.

      

      

      

      
        
        And just like their father’s home, hell can’t be escaped.

      

      

      

      
        
        Dark Bully Academy Romance. 18+
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          The cat talks
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      “You know my bowl is still empty as you feed these mortals,” Amethyst protests, sliding her tail around my legs as I try not to smile while I serve a middle-aged woman soup from the steaming pot in front of me.

      “Thank you,” the woman gratefully says as she gets a bread roll off the side, and I nod, smiling gently at her.

      “Don’t forget to check in at the clothing and bedding section before seven p.m. They close up after seven for the night,” I explain to her, knowing she is new and it’s getting late. Then again, everyone is new these days. I run my eyes over her patchy and ripped dress, the rucksack on her back, and her hollow cheeks. She isn’t eating much, and I bet she is sleeping rough most nights.

      My parents run the local food bank and have done for many years while we live in the church apartment. The food bank has turned from a small little organisation into one of the most needed organisations in the world after New York, London and Greece were destroyed a few months ago by god knows what. Many people said it was a natural disaster; some said it was a woman who had powers. It’s hard to know what photos are photoshopped and what story is real these days.

      Either way, the world changed from the peaceful one I had grown up in. The survivors didn’t have anywhere to live, let alone a way to find work and get food. Food soon became scarce as world trade came to a stop, and only recently has it been sorted out enough for us to give out food in places like this. We live just outside Edinburgh, and Scotland became the best place for everyone to run because the Scottish government decided to try and help. Only issue is, they didn’t really help like they said they would on the telly.

      The government just doesn’t care about them. I reckon they said they would help to look good, and that’s why I am here after school every day helping my parents the best I can to run this place. We have a hundred rooms in the church and eighty of those rooms have four people families in them. The other twenty rooms usually change as people realise they can’t get work in our town and move onto the city nearby.

      “Thanks for the advice,” she says, her voice thick with emotion as tears fall down her cheeks. I reach over and place my hand on her arm for just a moment. It isn’t easy for people to ask for help. Pride is a tricky thing after all. It stops you getting help most of the time.

      “You should get going. You’re going to be late to that date,” mum reminds me, coming to my side. I didn’t even see her come out of the backroom where she was helping my dad cook. Mum does the paperwork, and dad cooks. It’s a good team, even if they are in love in that sickly over the top way. Mum gives me a look of understanding as her deep cerulean blue eyes drift over to the woman walking away, and back to me before she tucks her black hair behind her ears. I unclip my yellow apron that has some holes in and burn marks on it and hand it to her. We share an apron, among many clothes, as we are the same size. Dad says we are short and sweet. I don’t think sweet is a word to describe me, but it certainly does describe my mum. She clips it on and stands back, placing her hands on her hips as she surveys the room. It’s busier than usual today, which isn’t a good thing, and I see it in her expression.

      “It’s just a first date. He might want to just hang out and he might not like me,” I point out.

      “Sure, two seventeen-year-olds just ‘hanging out’. He looks at you like a friend too,” she sarcastically replies. The only person that beats my mum’s level of sarcasm is me, and even then I’m impressed by the things she comes out with.

      “Your mother is lying. The boy looks at you like he wishes to eat you whole,” Amethyst remarks, and I turn to glare at her, wishing she wouldn’t talk to me in front of people. “I’m certain his new mission in life is to get inside your panties.” I blank my expression, a thing I’ve gotten used to doing since Amethyst first spoke to me.

      I’m pretty sure talking to your cat isn’t normal and quite possibly could get me locked up if anyone found out. Mum doesn’t hear Amethyst. Lucky her. I lean down, picking Amethyst up, and carry her to the back door.

      “What have we talked about before?” I whisper to her, making sure no one is around before I talk.

      “No talking to you when mortals are around. I know, I know, but my stomach betrayed me. I am so hungry,” she grumbles, sounding like she is one meal short of dying or something. I stroke her silky black fur, hearing her purr as I carry on walking.

      “Your stomach always betrays you, and you are always hungry,” I point out.

      “It has been such a long time since food arrived in my bowl,” she says, acting like she is going to pass out soon. I swear this cat is so over dramatic. Why couldn’t I have picked a normal, non-talking cat? One that would just meow at me when it was hungry? No, I get the inner monologue of the craziest cat in town.

      “I fed you at twelve, you little liar,” I mutter, and Amethyst just looks up at me with her strange purple eyes. I should have known purple eyes weren’t normal for a cat when I picked her up from the shelter.

      I should have known there must have been a reason that no one else wanted to adopt her and five families had brought her back after a few days. But oh no, I was a sucker for a sob story. I was so, so excited to get a cat for my sixteenth birthday, and my parents have it ingrained in me to help the needy.

      That is until I realised this cat could talk, and she is crazy with no boundaries.

      “So long since I ate. I might die at this rate, and then what would you do without me?” she moans, and I shake my head as I push the door open.

      “What couldn’t I do without you, huh?” I mutter to her, and she only innocently purrs in response. I run up the stairs and into the apartment, kicking the door shut behind me. I place Amethyst on the floor and quickly fill her food bowl up before going to my room. I don’t even get a thank you before she is eating her heart out. I try three different outfits on before giving up and looking at myself in my mirror. My skinny jeans are a little too tight, but that isn’t a bad thing, and my white shirt might be a risk given the fact I regularly miss my mouth when I’m eating. I’m gonna risk it. I brush my straight brown hair and look at my pouty lips before putting on some pale nude lipstick. A little mascara later, and I think I look okay.

      It’s not a real date anyway.

      Or at least I’m telling myself that, or I’d never leave this church.
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          It’s not a date
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      “You look very beautiful today,” John says, fixing his tie that looks like something his dad gave him as I try to smile. I’m pretty sure when I force a smile, it does not make me look attractive. I look like the Cheshire cat from Alice In Wonderland. I decide to focus on my date, seeing if I can find something to make this less awkward. Why are dates always awkward? The whole suit doesn’t work well for John; it’s too big, for one, and he looks seriously uncomfortable in it as he wriggles in his seat every few seconds. He is sweating a little bit, and I watch one drop of sweat slide down his forehead to his nose before he wipes it away.

      “This isn’t a date; you don’t have to do the compliment thing,” I point out.

      “It isn’t?” he asks with a frown marking his pretty face.

      “Nope,” I say, picking my menu up. “And I will be paying for my food.”

      “But I—”

      “Look, you are sweet and good looking. It’s just we aren’t compatible, and we both know that. My parents have been going on at me that I don’t have any friends and I don’t date…so here we are. Once this date is over, they will stop going on at me for at least two weeks,” I say and instantly regret as tears brim in his eyes. Mum and dad say I’m always too harsh to everyone, but I’m sure I didn’t say anything too mean then.

      Did I?

      “I should leave,” John says, pushing up his glasses. Before I can protest, he is running out of the restaurant, and I shake my head, knowing that was a bad idea.

      “A man should never leave a woman as spectacular as you all alone,” a smooth, deep and sexy voice purrs. “Who knows what trouble you could get into.” I look up to see the most flipping gorgeous guy I’ve ever seen. Silky white locks of hair fall over his forehead, his eyes are a perfect shade of green that I can’t even compare to anything else, his skin is tanned, and his muscular body fills out the tight white shirt and black trousers he is wearing.

      Holy all things in hell, where did he come from?

      “I think I scared him off,” I mutter. I’m surprised any words came out of my mouth at all; I feel like it’s just dried up from the holy hotness in front of me.

      “A little thing like you?” he teases and tuts his tongue, and I laugh. “May I join you?”

      “Sure,” I say, and he smirks as he slides into the seat opposite me, his leg brushing against mine, and I shiver. “I’ve been ever so rude. My name is Luc, what is yours?”

      “Alexandria, but people close to me call me Lexi,” I reply. Luc is a sexy man name for sure.

      “Alexandria.” My name is spoken so softly on his lips I find myself liking my name for the first time in my life. “You shouldn’t shorten it, it suits you.”

      “Isn’t Luc short for something?” I ask.

      “Well, while you ask—” He stops talking as my phone rings in my bag.

      “I’m sorry, one second,” I say, and I see him nod in the corner of my eye as I open my bag, pushing aside my keys with a giant heart-shaped keyring I won in the arcades a few months ago, and grab my phone. I frown when I see it’s my dad calling me. He never calls me. I unlock my phone and answer the call, hearing nothing but heavy breathing for a second before dad’s hurried voice shouts down the phone.

      “Come back home. Now!” The line goes dead, and I shake my head in confusion, shoving my phone back into my bag.

      “I’m sorry, I need to go,” I explain.

      “Is everything okay?” he asks so politely.

      “Yes, I’m sure it is. Sorry again,” I say, climbing out my seat and looking back at Luc as I walk away. Flipping dammit, I finally meet a hot guy, and I’m leaving him behind. I run out of the restaurant and across the empty street to the church, only to pause when I see a shadow of a man in the doorway.

      “A church is a funny place for a family of demons to hide.” The gravelly voice makes me nervous as I step back, and the man steps forward into the light. He wears a hood that drops down to his stomach, with two slits for his eyes that I can’t see very well from what looks like a mask under the hood. He holds two shiny red swords in either hand, and something about him really scares me.

      “Halloween isn’t for another three months,” I tell him, looking around me and seeing nothing but the empty street and the diner in the distance. If I run to the diner, maybe Luc is still there, and he can help me hide from the creeper. The cold wind blows around me as I look back at the strange hooded man.

      “Your parents have been captured for breaking the sacred demon law. Come with me now, or you will break the same law and face the same fate.”

      “Where are my parents?” I ask him, stepping back once more. Something is so very wrong. Did he just say my family are demons and broke the law? What a flipping load of crap.

      “Don’t do this the hard way, little demon. I do like innocent virgins just like you for my dinner, and no one knows you exist at all. It would be too easy,” he says, seeming to ponder over some crazy idea of eating me as I try not to puke.

      “Sorry, you’re not my type, mate. You can go and fuck yourself if you think—” I scream as he moves in the blink of an eye and is in front of me. He moved so fast, too fast. The hilt of his sword slams into the side of my head in the next blink of an eye, and darkness takes me under without a fight at all.

      

      To continue Lexi’s story, find Sinful as Hell on Amazon here-
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        Hello my lovely readers. Thank you for enjoying another completed series by me. Tales and Time will always have a special place in my heart and I love the world so much that Madi will be appearing in my new series based in this world called The Demon Academy Series. The first book is called Sinful as Hell and you can find it here.

        A big thank you to my family, Helayna, Mad’s, Cora and everyone that supported me with this book! Thank you to my wonderful Pack Leaders for everything. <3  Once again, thank you readers for your continued support! You’re all amazing and I couldn’t do this without you guys.

        Happy Reading!! Gem xoxo
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        Sign up to my Newsletter for teasers, giveaways and more…
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        G. Bailey is a USA Today bestselling author of books that are filled with everything from dragons to pirates. Plus, fantasy worlds and breath-taking adventures.

        G. Bailey is from the very rainy U.K. where she lives with her husband, two children, three cheeky dogs and one cat who rules them all.

        A few random facts about her...

        She loves tea. (She may be a little obsessed but what Brit isn't?)

        Chocolate and Harry Potter marathons are her jam.

        She owns way too many notebooks and random pens.

      

        

      
        Please feel free say hello on here or head over to Facebook to join G. Bailey's group, Bailey's Pack!

        (Where you can find exclusive teasers, random giveaways and sneak peeks of new books on the way!)

        Find more books by G. Bailey on Amazon…

        Link here.
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ALL FAIRYTALES HAVE AN ENDING,
EVEN THE DARK ONES...
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