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Chapter Two

                Keara blinked as Aleck’s words resonated in the otherwise silent room. Her brows drew together in a frown as she turned their meaning over in her head. Her gaze never left the angel as she released a slow breath, and her body moved to lean against the table once more.

                “So, basically this one mortal baby is the beginning of a war?” Keara asked, the confusion in her voice evident.

                “Not her, per se.” Aleck sighed and shook his head, “Not everything is as cut and dried as it seems. What do you remember of the history on the forming of the Sainloch and the Sinastria?”

                “They were groups formed after Avalon fell and the human realm was cut off from the immortal realms. For all intents and purposes, they were meant to help in regulating our influence on mortals and to help us avoid detection.” She answered softly.

                “Well, that is what we tell people anyway.” Aleck grumbled and shook his head. “The truth is, they formed centuries after the fall. Worse, they were formed because of a divide among the immortals left here on earth when the portals failed.” 

                “There is a lot more to this story than anyone really knows.” Morgana interjected, “After all, Guinevere is no form of immortal by birth. She heads the Sainloch because of her own bitterness in being cursed by the events that caused all of this. My dear sister-in-law is not a true immortal. It’s magic that has kept her alive. Unlike most of us, she wields no powers or abilities, she is as human as the next person on the streets above us. Her actions, however, have damned her to immortality and the inability to age until they break the curse on Camelot.” Morgana shrugged. 

                “How is that even possible?” Keara asked.

                “The same way it’s possible for me to have not aged a day since I disappeared over fifteen hundred years ago.” Morgana shrugged. “Few people were aware that Avalon was a crossroads. A bridge between worlds, where the mortal reality met the worlds or the immortals. For years, they had been attempting to build stable portals between the immortal realms and earth, especially when they found out humans could be a race where they found their mates.”

                Keara frowned, “But humans have no powers, not truly. Those who have lines touched by immortals are the only ones who manifest…”

                “Now, they are.” Morgana frowned, “After the fall of the Isle of Magic, the immortals left behind panicked. They missed their homes, their customs, their people. When it became clear that they could not make the journey home, they began to blend with the mortals, trying to create their own clans here. It took several decades to contain the mess, to clear the world of those who changed too much or had gone wrong. Still, the damage had been done, and there were some families who carried the genetics of some of the immortals hidden in the blood.” 

“It was a struggle, but once we contained the most dangerous of the bunch, we knew we had to establish some boundaries. Before the fall of the Isle, the Immortals had realized that humans were able to be sired effectively into the other races.  Something in their genetic code made them able to adapt or change to bring in new blood or gain powers and abilities of other races. It was too little, too late. The seeds of Avalon’s destruction had already been sown.” Aleck continued and sighed, turning to look at Morgana. 

“By the time we rid the world of the malformed ones, those who were human and had a hand in the fall of both Camelot and Avalon had realized they had been cursed. Immortals, still mourning their losses, were easily taken in by the speech Guinevere gave. She caused a divide among the supernatural creatures trapped here, saying that if they had not mingled with humans, then none of this would have happened.” Morgana frowned, the look of annoyance on her face growing more pronounced.

“She basically told everyone that it would only be safe for us here in the mortal world if we kept to ourselves. No interaction with human society, no families built by blending with the mortals and trying to build a life. All of it, wrapped up with the pretty little promise of everything being controllable until they found the way back to their worlds.” Aleck frowned and turned to look at Keara. 

“That’s impossible though. No one knows the old magic, and we lack-”

“We lack access to some of the bloodlines required to build a bridge to Avalon and start creating portals to other realms. It’s old magic, and none of the humans here on earth are able to harness enough power to complete such a ritual. Even with myself, I would require four to five others schooled in the old arcana, elders with immortal blood to boot, in order to even do half that.” Morgana frowned, “That said, we also k new there is a being capable of raising Avalon. The same one who froze it on the day of its fall.” 

“So where are they?” Keara asked, only to see Aleck and Rothil look away from her. 

“We don’t know.” Morgana answered softly, peering at Keara. “Which is why we could not stop Guinevere from preaching her belief, nor stop the immortals who were grieving their homes and families from following her. In answer, we set up the Sinastria, making it a council for immortals who sought to build a life and move among the mortals. Avalon, Camelot, even Atlantis, were all meant to be epicenters of cooperation between the worlds. Most Immortals sought to protect humans, seeing them as a precious way to preserve their own races as the search for mates continued. So, we took up that mantle, to protect the mortals from those among us that would go mad or become a danger to this world. 

“Guinevere’s hate for being cursed, for my brother and I, had her leading her own faction. The Sainloch. The irony of her people calling themselves saviors of purity and being referred to as Saints, was sickening. Each speech she made was filled with hate and vitriol about how the blending of bloodlines caused all of this to happen.” Morgana sighed, shaking her head. 

“That was the beginning of our private war here in the underworld. Saints and Sinners. Irony if you ask me, considering this has zero to do with any actual morality or battle between light and dark.” Aleck snorted and shook his head. “Anyway, the division had been made, so all we could do was wait. Guinevere was so angry about my brother and what had happened on Camelot, that she began her campaign to try and break the seals and get back to Avalon, in the hopes reuniting with Arthur would break her curse and allow her freedom.” 

“Is it really that simple?” Keara asked, only to hear Morgana laugh. 

“No, it isn’t.” Morgana smiled over to her, “Guinevere is as good at listening now as she was then. The curse placed on all of us, is one that requires us to fix what we broke.  Do penance. I believe she thinks that finding my brother and taking her place as his queen will tide things over and break the curse.” 

“Will it?” 

“No.” Morgana sighed, “Arthur and I are Fae-touched. We’re born of the blending of mortal and Immortal bloodlines. We have mates, soul mates, somewhere out in the cosmos. Guinevere was never meant to be with my brother, but like all men – he thinks with the little head more oft than not.” She shrugged, “That is neither here nor there, back to the subject at hand though – the factions were formed and we went into hiding. I, however, had already found Aleck and the others and told them that this would all be temporary. That eventually, the portals would open again, as the one who closed them became known.”

“So, they are awake once more?” Keara asked, trying to follow the thread of the conversation but unable to place all the pieces together. Seeing the look on her face caused Morgana to stop. 

“I am not sure. Visions are subjective, I was only given flashes, names and events that would lead up to the portal opening. You need to understand, Avalon fell due to one man’s greed. He built an army of the most powerfully dark creatures anyone had ever seen. That baby we sent you to look after, is one of the last pieces of information I was given about what would happen to set things in motion.” Morgana frowned, “You say that she is mortal, so I wonder what exactly her role in all this will be.” 

“I have to go back and watch her.” Keara frowned, looking between each of the elders in the chamber before her. 

“No, you don’t. You will now remain here, with  me. We have a decade, maybe a little more before portals begin to pop up more often. More immortals and races will be stepping into the mortal world. With them, the war that is being fought to control the universe on the other side. There are things you must know, you and Dax. You’re the only ones of your kind on this side of the veil.” Morganna slowly leaned forward, “Avens, you will go to Georgia and keep an eye out on this baby.”

A groan sounded from the male, his eyes narrowing as he peered at the sorceress from where he was seated. Rolling his eyes, he turned his gaze to Keara, “What is the baby’s name?” 

“Storm Analise Delacroix. Her parents died that night, the reason was not supernatural. Her Aunt and Uncle paid someone to set up the accident that killed them. Storm was supposed to die too, but I was there.” Keara frowned, “Last I heard, the Aunt and Uncle were named her guardians and will be leaving her in their home in a small town called Hutchins.”

“I guess I am going to Georgia then.” Shifting to his feet, Aven gave a small salute and then turned to walk down the hall. 

“So, why is this so important after all this time? I mean, if the portals are going to open, what’s with the training and the fuss?” Keara asked softly. 

“The Sainloch have had a tight grip of control on its followers. What do you think will happen as more immortals show up and start to find mortals as their  mates?” 

“They’re going to start executing them.” Keara whispered. 

“Exactly right. Guinevere will do anything to try and separate herself from the Immortals, and keep them from having any stability in what she considers her world. She despises us all, but she knows politics. When the time comes, she will throw in her lot with a being far darker than any you have encountered here on Earth. When she does, we will all be in a fight that will determine if the whole of reality survives, or ends in a ball of fiery destruction.” Morgana finished softly. 

“Seriously, those are the only two possibilities. You just said, your visions are subjective.” Keara pointed out. 

“Morgana’s are, but mine aren’t.” Aleck finished on a soft whisper causing Keara to jerk her head towards him.

“Since when do angels have visions?” Keara shot back. 

“They don’t.” Aleck grimaced. “Angels were not given the gifts to be creative or interpret. We were created with a simple purpose, and specific skills to serve in protecting those about creation.”

“So how is it, you’re telling me your vision isn’t subjective like Morgana’s? If an angel is unable to have visions how is this helpful in what you’re telling me?” Keara questioned. At any other time, the person doing so would likely find themselves on the wrong side of the Sinastrian Council.

“I told you, my kind were created with purpose. You never asked how it was that I came to be here in the mortal world, Keara.” Aleck began, offering a small twitch of his lips in a semblance of a smile. Shaking his head, before he sighed and focused his gaze on Keara once more. “I’m not just an angel. Some simple seraphim of war or song. I was one of the elite, an archangel, my domain is to be the keeper of secrets and madness.”

“Secrets and madness…” Keara repeated, head tilting as she looked up to the behemoth standing before her, “So that means what exactly?” 

“I hear the whispers of what others try to hide. The secret machinations and plans that form in their minds. It is that which allows me to watch the impact of those secrets or plots as they play out across the fabric of the universe. There is a fine line to walk because you cannot be heavy handed in your interventions.” Aleck frowned.

“If you have all that knowledge, know the minds and secrets of all these beings both mortal and immortal, why have things gotten to this point? Why were there even wars here on the mortal plane, you could have prevented them!” Each word grew louder as Keara stared at the man who had practically raised her. Hurt and
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