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​Lily hated carriage rides at the best of times. Her stomach had never agreed with them, and as they travelled down the now-familiar road, she couldn’t help but be reminded of her first visit to the house her love had built for them.

It had been his wedding gift to her. A place she could escape to without fear of repercussions. A place where she could be free from the demands others had placed on her.

A place where he promised she would be free of obligation, even to him, her new husband, if she had wanted it.

That had been the moment.

Not the moment she had fallen in love with him. That had come months before.

The moment she decided not to kill him.

After all, if she had wanted to be free of obligation, a husband seemed the opposite of that.

But he had proven that that needn’t be the case, and she had grabbed his coat as he had tried to leave, asking if he wouldn’t stay with her for a short while.

During their initial trip, when he had wanted to keep the manor a surprise, the carriage’s windows had been blocked out by thick fabric, and Lily had quickly become motion sick.

That wasn’t why her stomach heaved now, however.

She only wished that she would manage to keep her breakfast down until they reached their destination. Nothing would ruin her plan - and the fabric concealed in pretty paper on her lap - more than her bringing up everything in her stomach.

Eventually, they arrived, and her husband raised an eyebrow. “So, are you finally going to tell me what we’re doing here? I feel like we just left...”

He wasn’t wrong. They had barely been back long enough for people to glimpse the new couple in their roles as leaders.

Lily gave him a sympathetic smile as she noticed him fidgeting. They really did need to be back at the palace. To leave again so soon...

Maybe she shouldn’t have orchestrated this whole plan. It had seemed so... Well, sweet, when it had initially come to her, but maybe sweet wasn’t pragmatic enough. Perhaps she should have just told him back at the palace, with none of this fuss.

“It’s just for one night,” she told him, strengthening her resolve. They were already out there, after all. Turning back now would be the same as staying the night. “I’ve made a few adjustments that I thought you might like to see.”

“Adjustments? You didn’t think my original plans were good enough?”

She rolled her eyes at his indignant tone, though there was a smile on her lips. “Your original plans were perfect for me, but these adjustments aren’t for me.”

That seemed to confuse him further, but she didn’t answer. Instead, she got out of the carriage and waited for him to follow.

He did without question, thankfully, and they made their way to their rooms.

“If it’s not an improvement for you, why are we heading to our bedchambers?” he asked, his voice low so as not to be overheard by the servants.

Lily found herself suppressing a snort as she realised where his thoughts were.

“Now, now, I may have grown up an assassin, but I have some sense of decency.”

He smirked at that, knowing full-well how little truth there was to her words.

At last, however, they reached the chambers, only for Lily to find her hand hesitating over the knob.

He would be happy, wouldn’t he? This was what he wanted, right?

He seemed to sense her hesitation, taking her hand in his so that she would turn to face him.

She found her breath catching in her throat. Even after so long, when his crimson eyes regarded her with such tenderness, she found it surreal. As if she had stepped into a fairytale life belonging to someone else.

How could he love someone like her?

And yet, as he closed the space between them and brought his lips to hers, she found no doubt in her mind that he did.

At first, she had tried to prove that he was wrong. That he simply didn’t know her.

The first few days at the manor, after she had chosen not to kill him, had been mostly spent telling him of every horrific act she had ever committed. Of every crime.

She had been startled to learn how much he had known already. She had assumed that to involve himself with her as he did, he must have had some sanitised view of who she was and what she had done.

“Did you ever want to do any of it? Would you have ever raised your hands if not fearing for your life?” he had asked.

“It wasn’t always fear. I’ve killed out of anger before. I didn’t mean to, but... I went too far. Hit too hard. By the time I’d realised what I had done... It was too late.”

The son of a bitch had just held her while she had cried after that, before telling her that he believed she could be better.

And she wanted to be. For him and for...

As she pulled away from his kiss, her hand went to the door once more, pushing it open to reveal the room beyond.

Her love peered in, only pausing once his eyes hit the new addition just in front of one of the wall-length windows.

A crib.

He turned back to her, his eyes alight with question and - dare she hope? - excitement.

“Lily...”

She closed the door behind them. “I’m pregnant.”

He grinned before closing the space between them once more. “Truly? When did you find out?”

“A few weeks ago. I just... I had to... I needed time,” she admitted softly, looking away. “I don’t... I don’t know how to do this mother thing. I didn’t exactly have a stellar role model to work from and... I’m barely convinced that I’m a good wife, nevermind...”

“You’ll be perfect,” her husband told her, no doubt in his tone.

She couldn’t help but smile back as she showed him the paper in her hands. “I’ve been working on this at night when I couldn’t sleep. I needed something to do with my hands and... Well...”

She handed him the paper, and he unwrapped it to reveal a blanket of deep blue, with the slightest purple tinge. All along the fabric, little silver sparks were stitched at regular intervals.

He frowned a little as he ran his hand over the blanket.

“What is it?” she asked.

“Just... I don’t know. It’s like something out of a dream...” He shook his head. “Sorry, that must sound silly. It’s beautiful.”

“No,” she assured him, glancing out of the window to the vast, tempestuous sea overhead. “It doesn’t sound silly at all.”

He went to place the blanket in the crib before turning back to her. “I love you,” he said, sweeping her into his arms once more so that her head rested on his chest, his soft breath comfortingly rhythmic. “This is going to be amazing, I promise you. I know that you can worry about anything, but I swear, you won’t have to worry about this.”

She nodded against his chest. “Just promise me one thing?”

“Anything.”

“Promise that she won’t grow up like I did.”

“She?” There was a hint of amusement in his voice.

“Yeah. She feels like a she. They say a mother knows these things.”

“You mean old wives say it.”

“Edric...” She felt the smile fade at the hollow edge to her tone. “Please, you have to promise me.”

“I promise, my love. Our child won’t have to grow up alone. They will be the most loved child in all of the world, I swear it to you on everything I hold dear.”

​
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Freya stretched awake, her limbs moving lazily as she curled into the warm body next to her.  

The early morning was her favourite time of day.  

Anxiety and fear seemed to need time to wake, leaving the early morning the only time the aura surrounding her and her boyfriend, Damon, was peaceful.  

She loved being able to exchange Energy with him; it was a level of intimacy she had never experienced before. But neither of them had quiet minds. No, they had both been through too much – had too many scars – for that.  

But early in the morning?  

Early in the morning, they could forget that pain and simply be happy and content.  

“Morning,” Damon mumbled as he wrapped an arm around her waist, keeping her close to him.  

“Morning,” she repeated, suddenly not so content with remaining still as her fingers lazily charted a path down his chest.  

Damon moaned as he figured out her intention.  

He went to move a stray strand of hair from her face as a low rumble of thunder echoed through the glass doors at the other end of the room, the balcony they led to having become the ledge of a waterfall in the downpour.  

“Are you doing that?” Damon asked with a slight frown.  

Freya could feel his worry through their bond and couldn’t blame him. If this had been her doing, she would have been in tremendous turmoil.  

She sent reassurance back through her Energy as she said, “No, it’s not me. It’s just the regular end of summer. Did you forget what that’s like after so long in the Underworld?”  

He rolled his eyes. “Har-har.” He looked back out of the doors with a sigh. “We should just stay in our warm bed all day. We can catch up on TV. Or, you know, other things...”  

His thumb went down to play with the waistband of her pyjama shorts, and she grinned at the implication that there was any catching up to do in that department.

“I can’t,” she said simply, hating to spoil the mood, but not wanting him too invested in the idea before she told him. “I need to go and see Rosaline.”  

Damon groaned. “Why?”  

“Because I still live at her coven and part of my arrangement there is that I occasionally have to help out with the upkeep of defensive spells. I won’t be more than a couple of hours, but I do have to go.”  

Damon sighed. “You know,” he said, his tone conspiratorial as he played with the lock of her hair between his fingers, “you wouldn’t have to if you moved in here. With me.”

Freya groaned, burying her head in her pillow. This wasn’t the first time he had brought up the idea. “Ah yes, and then we can move into a slightly bigger place, plan a fancy wedding, and have a baby on the way by the end of the year...”

Damon frowned a little. “Okay, I’m sure that’s supposed to be a joke, but you aren’t inflecting, and I don’t get it...”

Freya sighed, turning to face him. “Of course it’s a joke.”

“Why? What’s so funny about that?” He leaned in a little closer to her. “I, for one, think it sounds like an excellent plan.”

Freya found herself frozen still in surprise, a traitorous seed of hope and excitement starting to blossom in her chest.

No, we’re supposed to be ridiculing this idea, she tried to tell herself, but was struggling to remember why.

“Your father’s trying to kill me,” she blurted out as she finally remembered why this was all a terrible idea, and definitely not something she should be thinking about anytime soon. “I don’t think giving him a cosy little life to ruin will be a good idea. Especially not when he’s trying to kill me because he sees me as a threat to the throne you’re supposed to be inheriting.”

Damon looked away, and she felt a sinking pit develop in her stomach. She didn’t want to remind him of his responsibility to the King. He hated that. But she couldn’t just ignore it now.

“Asking you to move in isn’t that,” he eventually said, seemingly deciding to get the conversation back on track. “It wouldn’t affect any of that, it would just be more convenient. You practically live here anyway.”  

Freya sighed, shaking her head. “You know Rosaline’s rules about anyone moving out.”  

“Surely those rules only apply to her Witches.”  

Freya gave a humourless snort. “Nope. She has made it clear that I am to be held to the same rules as they are. If I just move out, Sarah will be the one to catch hell for it, and I don’t want to do that to her.”  

“Fine. Then I’ll go with you to meet Rosaline and go through her vetting process.”  

“But if you do that then she’ll figure out you’re a Demon.”  

“Freya,” he said with a sigh, “you’re going to have to tell them eventually.”  

She just raised an eyebrow. “And I suppose you’ve told everyone you know you’re dating the... What was it your father’s men called me? ‘The Last Dying Breath of the Ancients’?”  

Damon sighed again. “Do you really want me telling everyone that we’re dating? Telling them who you are? Telling Lady Caroline that you’re back in the city and have been for years, and yet haven’t seen her?”  

Freya looked away, but eventually said with a small voice, “It’s probably past time, isn’t it?”  

“Freya...” Damon said, leaning close, but before he could say anything else, he was cut off by someone shifting into the room, at the foot of the bed.  

Freya swiftly jumped into action.  

The flat was heavily warded – no one but her and Damon should have been able to get in.

Branches shot forth from the little tree in the corner of the room, grabbing the intruder’s limbs and holding him in place as thunder roared around them and lightning struck just outside the window.  

“Freya, wait, it’s okay, it’s just Aaron.”  

Damon’s words only served to confuse Freya, but it was enough for the howling wind to die down a little.  

Damon sighed as he looked to the still tied up Demon. “I suppose this is why you insisted on decorating my flat with so many houseplants...”  

Freya blinked. It certainly hadn’t been a conscious decision. She had assumed that her recent fascination with plants and flowers had been a special interest, born of her autism, but she supposed that her Elemental nature could have also served as an explanation. Or hell, maybe it was a combination of both.

The restrained Demon just raised an eyebrow at Damon’s words, and Freya took a moment to look him over.  

She quickly decided that he was very pretty. Lean, but with muscles clearly trained for combat, though he wore no armour or weapons. Just a plain black t-shirt and jeans with the blood-red crescent moon of the Demon King stitched onto one of his sleeves.  

Damon had a similar symbol on his shirts to mark him as a member of the Kingsguard.  

The intruder – Aaron, Damon had called him – looked Freya over for a moment before smiling, mischief in his blood red eyes. Or at least, in what Freya could see of them. He had shoulder-length black hair with a platinum streak at the front, which had fallen into his face. With his limbs tied up in Freya’s branches, he couldn’t brush it away.  

“So,” Aaron said to Damon, his smile becoming a smirk, “your new bedmate is the Angel, huh? No wonder you’ve been keeping her to yourself.”  

Freya turned to Damon, raising an eyebrow. As she turned, she caught a glimpse of her reflection in the window, seeing that her eyes were fading from the wolf-like form they took when she tapped into her Elemental powers, and back to their usual visage, even if they remained startlingly green.

“I take it he’s a friend of yours?” Freya asked Damon.

Damon nodded tiredly as he sat up. “Yeah, he’s another Kingsguard member.”

“You’ll forgive me if that doesn’t put me at ease.”

“We took care of all the Kingsguard members who are loyal to my father,” Damon explained. “I promise.”

“So that’s where everyone disappeared to,” Aaron figured. “I suppose it makes sense that the King wouldn’t want word to get out about his loyal guards being compromised. Though I am a little hurt that you didn’t tell me...”

“Sorry,” Damon said sheepishly. “It was something that we thought would be best handled quietly. Especially with Freya being the target.”

“Freya?”

“Oh, right, sorry.” Damon nodded to Freya. “Aaron, this is Freya. She is, indeed, the Angel. She is also my girlfriend. And my Soulbound.” He then nodded to Aaron. “Freya, this is Aaron. He... He is also a member of the Kingsguard and... An old friend.”

Aaron rolled his eyes. “That’s his bashful way of saying we used to fuck.”

Freya nodded. “Right, I remember him saying that there had been someone in the Underworld.”

“And it doesn’t bother you that we’re still friends? Or that I’m a guy? What if I try and seduce him away from you?”

Freya shrugged, taking his words as jest. “Just have him back before midnight.”

Aaron grinned in response, before turning to Damon. “I like her.” He then looked to the branches that were still holding him in place before turning back to Freya. “Is there any chance you could let me down?”

“Oh, right, sorry...”

The branches dropped him before retreating back out of the way.

“Handy,” Aaron commented, finally brushing his hair out of his eyes as Freya dropped to sit back down on the end of the bed, feeling a little exhausted after her early morning use of magic.

Freya shrugged. “Sorry about that, Damon didn’t mention that anyone else was allowed through the wards.”

Damon responded by glaring a little at Aaron. “Only the other Kingsguard members that I fully trust can get through them, and they are only supposed to use that ability in emergency situations.”

Aaron
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