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            Chapter 1

          

          Harley

        

      

    

    
      I looked in the mirror and then attempted to flop onto my dressing room sofa. Except I couldn’t because I had weird protrusions coming out of my back. If I’d thought I might be having visual hallucinations, the fact remained that they must also be sensory hallucinations because I could feel them.

      Wings.

      Two large, glowing white wings.

      Taking a deep inhale, I peered over one shoulder and then the other. Yep, they were still there.

      What on earth was I supposed to do?

      Trying, and mainly failing not to panic, I bit on the tips of my expertly manicured fingernails while I tried to figure out what to do.

      There was a chance this—as in my current hallucination—had been coming for a while now. Back when I’d been hired to co-present the television show Britain’s Best New Band with a guy called Dan Trent, there had been a few things happen that I’d done my best to overlook, but I now noted could have been the beginnings of psychological distress.

      When my co-presenter went missing it had understandably been a majorly stressful time. I’d been worrying about what had happened to him—even though I disliked him intensely because of how he treated me—as I would never wish a person harm. The guy still had family who loved him, and I’d also like to think people could be redeemed. Unfortunately, though, his going missing caused me a lot of bad press because of how he’d badmouthed me. Some people actually thought I could have been responsible for his disappearance, saying I wanted the job of presenting all to myself, and I’d been interviewed by the police. I wasn’t the only one, but still, it hadn’t been nice.

      Then as we got ready to announce the winners of the competition at the final, the big boss behind the competition, Bill Traynor of Deep Heat records, had acted strangely out of character and like… well… Dan.

      My bottom lip wobbled, and I started to cry as I let myself picture what I thought had happened.

      Bill had tried to push me off the stage.

      My friend Stacey had fallen off the stage.

      Noah, her now-husband and the bass guitarist of The Paranormals had moved at an impossible speed. Stacey had been thrown on the stage and Noah had landed on a piece of wood. Which had gone through him.

      I was now shaking as I’d never fully allowed myself to think of this before.

      His friend had gone over to him, pulled out the piece of wood and he’d just healed up. Not one scratch had remained. I’d been on the stage watching and wondering if I was seeing things.

      Noah had taken to the stage and hypnotised the audience. Everyone left not knowing what had happened. I knew because I’d gone to say hello to Erica, who ran the band’s fan club and she’d not known what I was talking about. She’d told me she’d clearly had too much to drink as the evening was a bit of a blur and how great was it that the two final bands had won in a dead heat.

      Maybe Dan’s disappearance had affected me more than I’d originally believed?

      I needed to speak to someone who might not think I was having a breakdown, although it was possible I might be having a breakdown. In which case, I realised, I needed to speak to someone who’d take care of me anyway. Picking up my phone, I rang Stacey’s number. It just rang out though until the answering machine service kicked in. Damn!

      Who else could I reach out to?

      In the end, I plumped for the man who I felt a connection with. Roman Idiri, the mysterious lead guitarist of The Paranormals, the biggest band on the planet right now. He was probably screwing a groupie though I thought as I hovered over the keypad. The thought annoyed me and made me press his number on Facetime without further delay. If he was, then I was interrupting any such shenanigans because truth was, I wanted him for myself.

      “Hello?” he answered immediately which made me so relieved I burst into tears. His tone gave away his confusion about my ringing him. Again, it is one am, I reminded myself.

      “R-Roman. I’m sorry to call you. I t-tried Stacey but she didn’t pick up and I honestly don’t know what to do and who to contact.”

      “What’s the matter, Harley? What’s happened?”

      The concern in his voice just made my tears run down my cheeks faster.

      “I think something is wrong w-with me, but the th-thing is, do you remember the final of the concert?”

      “Yesss,” he said a little hesitantly. As I looked at his face staring back at me on screen, there was a crease between his brows.

      “I just put it down to too much showbiz bubbly. Because as you know, it’s in plentiful supply at these events. But, I’m beginning to think now that maybe what I saw that night: Bill acting weird as if he’d been possessed as he sounded just like D-Dan was real. C-can you please tell me, Roman, did you see that?”

      Concern was clear in his face now. He obviously thought I’d cracked up. “Harley, look at me. What’s making you think something is wrong with you, exactly? Spell it out to me so I can understand and help.”

      “I’ll sh-show you,” I said. “It’s easier.” I panned the camera so he could see my top half, including my two huge, white wings. “I can see them, and I can feel them. Are they real, Roman, or am I crazy?”

      “Fuck, Harley. You’re not crazy. Goddamn it. Why do you have to be in the States when you need my help? I can get on a plane but it’s going to take hours. Can you sit tight?”

      He would help me. Oh, thank goodness.

      “I’m not in America,” I confessed. “They made me pretend we’d gone there. I’m in a seedy hotel room in Soho.”

      “Tell me which and then sit tight. I’m on my way,” he told me.

      I’d just managed to tell him the name of the hotel when the line went dead. All I could do now was hope and pray that he came here soon.

      As I thought the word pray my wings widened. Huh? I thought it again.

      Pray.

      Standing proud.

      And again.

      Pray.

      Another flicker, standing out and proud.

      What would be the opposite of that? Erm, satanic rituals?

      I pictured the devil in my head and my wings closed up and disappeared with an abrupt snap, wrongfooting me so I faceplanted the sofa.

      Feeling at my back, there was no longer any evidence of any wings. I thought the word pray again.

      Nothing.

      Great, now Roman was on his way here and I had no wings to show him. Perhaps it would be easier if I just said it was a prank? I walked back over to the mirror to look at myself. All that stared back at me was a woman whose eye make-up was smeared halfway down her face, making me appear even more batshit.

      Sighing, I walked out of my dressing room—which in reality was a converted small meeting room—down the corridor and into the bathroom.
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        * * *

      

      “Hey, are you okay?” Saoirse, one of the assistants on the show, came out of a toilet cubicle and stood next to me.

      “Yeah. I was just thinking about one of the families. You know, the sister, Leonie, was so up for being reunited, but then she died before it happened, and—”

      “It led to the brother changing his mind,” she finished off for me. “I know, it was so sad. And after all that research too. But that’s how it goes on Relatives Reunited. Some we get, some don’t work out.”

      “I know. Just I’m a little bit sensitive.”

      She squeezed my arm. “And that’s why you were perfect for the job. Still, it would have been better if we’d actually managed to travel to Los Angeles wouldn’t it, instead of having to pretend we were there? Do you believe they double-booked the venue?”

      “No. I just believe the budget was cut,” I said, wanting to put my hand straight across my mouth. Since when did I share what I truly felt with the staff of the show? If Saoirse shared my thoughts, I could get in serious trouble. “Please don’t tell anyone I said that,” I begged her.

      “Of course I won’t,” she reassured me. “That’s what we love about you, Harley. You’re so down to earth. Not like most of the presenters we come across, thank God.”

      As she said the word ‘God’, I felt my back tingle. “Oh no,” I yelped, as I dived for the toilet cubicle where I promptly threw up.

      Saoirse knocked on the door. “Oh, Harley. I’ll get you some tablets and leave them on your dressing table. Sorry, you’re feeling ill. Good job we’ve finished filming for the day, hey? I’ll leave you in peace. No one needs an audience when they have a dicky tummy, do they?”

      The door banged shut as she exited. I pulled off some toilet tissue from the roll, wiped my mouth and stood up. I’d pictured the red horned one again to see if that stopped the tingles becoming another explosion of white wings and it appeared to have worked.

      Come on, Roman. I thought. Please help me make sense of what’s happening to me.
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        * * *

      

      After washing and cleaning up my face, I checked there was no one on the corridor and dashed back to my dressing room. Saoirse had left me some diarrhoea tablets on the dressing table as she’d promised. Huh, a dicky tummy would have been much preferable to a dicky brain.

      A knock came to the door, and I swung it open eagerly ready to see Roman, but it was Saoirse again.

      “Oh, you’re looking a bit brighter. I just came to check on you, because if it was a bug you’d need to go home for forty-eight hours.”

      Of course! It might cause a few problems with recording, but it couldn’t be helped. Couldn’t have a TV crew coming down with the shits. This was my way of escape until I worked out what was going on.

      “Yeah, I’m thinking I may need to go home for a couple of days, just to be on the safe side.”

      “Malcolm said if you did need to go off sick, could you stay with a friend who’d keep their mouth shut that we weren’t in the US?”

      I sighed. Of course that would be Malcolm’s concern. Not that his presenter was sick.

      “Tell him I’ll find somewhere and not to worry.” I rolled my eyes.

      “Typical Malcolm, right? We’re just part of his meal ticket. And if he’s not bothered about you, think how he is with us,” she said.

      I parked that thought for later. Right now, I didn’t have time to look into what she meant, but I would. Just at the moment I couldn’t afford to be doing any more good deeds.

      That’s what had led to my spontaneous wing eruption in the first place.

      “I’ll leave you to gather your things, but are you expecting someone? Because I’ll not take offence, but you looked disappointed when I turned up.”

      I bit my bottom lip. “I’m so sorry. I would never win at poker,” I told her. “I’m expecting a friend. I should have said really. He’s called Roman.”

      “Okay, I’ll go look out for him. You sure you should meet someone when you’re sick though?”

      “He knows. He’s come to help take care of me.”

      She smiled. “Oh that’s good then. Right, take care and I’ll see you when you’re better.”

      I said goodbye and hoped Roman wouldn’t be too much longer. In the meantime, I gathered my things together, ready to leave the hotel.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          Roman

        

      

    

    
      Harley had reached out to me, and now I was going to have to be the one to tell her the truth. Her mother had obviously hoped to keep the fact she’d shagged an angel quiet, but the wings were now out of the back and Harley was going to need support.

      Hell, I’d been a satyr for all of my twenty-five years, and I still had issues with it.

      There would be another elephant in the room though, and that would be the fact Harley and I liked each other. We’d admitted it but had agreed while she was filming in the States there was no point in attempting to pursue anything.

      Now though, she was here. Hadn’t been in the States after all. The thought of being vulnerable to anyone made my skin crawl. I preferred to live in denial about my life while being permanently in a state of inebriation. The only time I liked to be sober was when I was performing or rehearsing.

      Being drunk was the satyr way, and while I kept a large distance between myself, my family and other satyrs and nymphs, much preferring to be alone, it now looked like I’d be telling Harley the truth, and nothing but the truth. I only hoped her mental state was otherwise strong, because this was huge. Her being a Nephilim, me confessing my truths, and her wings. HUGE.

      The driver I’d called dropped me off at the entrance to the hotel. Jesus, it was a hovel. There was a woman of the night looking at me hopefully from a few shop doorways down, so I dashed into the reception as fast as I could. The last thing I needed was the press getting an opportunity to take a photo of me near a prostitute on the seedier side of town. They were already always posting about the ‘mysterious party and playboy of The Paranormals’, no fuel needed adding to that fire.

      I walked over to the receptionist. A young girl with lip and nose piercings, she looked up with a narrowed gaze as I tore her away from whatever she was staring at on her phone. As her eyes widened as she realised who I was, I saw she’d been looking at Ashley Banjo flashing his pecs on TikTok. The guy was goals, I had to say. If anyone could entice me to a gym it was Ashley Banjo. I knew far more than I should about his TikTok performances due to the fact my bandmate, Zak, was always moaning about his girlfriend watching them and asking him if he’d thought of asking Diversity to teach The Paranormals some moves.

      “C-can I help you?” The receptionist asked.

      “I’ve come to meet Harley Davies.”

      “There’s no Harley Davies here,” she said firmly.

      What? Had I got the wrong place? I got my phone out and dialled.

      “Hey, Harley. I’m in reception but she says you’re not here.”

      “Oh, that’s because of the heavy secrecy about the fact we’re filming here. Sorry. I should have given you the codeword. It’s Los Angeles. That’s where we were supposed to be.”

      “Okay, I’ll be there shortly.”

      “Los Angeles,” I told the receptionist.

      She smiled. “If you go in the lift or take the stairs to the first floor, she’s in room 111.”

      “Of course she is.” I laughed to myself.

      “Pardon?” The receptionist looked bewildered, not being aware that my angelic friend was in a room numbered with the main angelic numbers.

      “Nothing. Thanks so much for your assistance…?”

      “Mandy. Amanda Huffington.”

      “Thank you, Mandy.”

      “Erm, could you sign this piece of paper for me?” she asked. “Only no-one will believe I met you. I’m not allowed to take pictures with Harley because she’s not supposed to be here.”

      “I tell you what.” I leaned in closer to her, passing her a business card. “If you can arrange for this driver to come for us when I call down and direct him on how to get us out of here without the press being alerted, I’ll arrange for you to come meet the band and have your photo taken with us all.” I nodded at the paper. “Write your details on there.”

      She scribbled them down and I put them in my shirt pocket.

      “We have a very small private car park. I’ll let him come get you from there. Leave it with me.”

      “You’re a star, Mandy. Okay, catch you later,” I said, then I ran up the stairs and hurried to find Room 111.
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        * * *

      

      I only had to knock once, and the door flew open. It took me by surprise when Harley basically threw herself at me shouting, “Oh thank God.” And then whoooomph, two massive angel wings sprouted out of her back, and she lifted us off the floor as they flickered.

      We hovered up around the ceiling for a split second before crashing down onto the sofa as her wings disappeared again. I landed on my back; Harley laid out on top of me.

      As I looked at the bewildered, vulnerable looking woman lying on me, all I wanted to do was to rise up and close the gap between us and let my mouth meet hers. But that wasn’t what she needed right now. She needed my support. Harley scrambled off me as if she was on fire.

      “Oh my… nothing. No deity at all. At all. See, Roman? Did you see them? I have wings, don’t I? Please tell me I’m not imagining it?”

      I sat up. “You’re not imagining it, Harley.”

      She stood still for a second and then she slumped onto the sofa at the side of me, relief etched onto her face so heavy it looked almost permanent.

      “I’m not? How do you know?”

      “Promise you won’t get mad?”

      She nodded her head. “Just tell me.”

      “I thought there was something strange about you. You always seemed so… vibrant. But when you healed my wrist in the dining room that time and you were talking about your family, it just came to me that you were probably…” I swallowed nervously, “half-angel.”

      Harley started laughing. What started out gentle soon turned into a full-blown belly laugh where she was having to hold her stomach. Then her hands went to her face.

      “Oh my cheeks. They hurt. What are you talking about? I can’t be half-angel. That would mean my mum or my dad was an angel and my mum is certainly no angel and my dad’s dead.”

      I grabbed hold of Harley’s hand and placed it on her knee, keeping mine on top of hers, and I looked seriously into her eyes. “Has your mum ever actually told you that your father is dead?”

      “Duh, she said he’s in…” Her eyes widened, “Heaven.”

      I took my hand off hers and patted it. “He’s an angel. Remy, you said his name was. I looked him up because I didn’t know much about angels and he’s one of the seven main archangels of God, known as Ramiel, the angel of hope. He’s responsible for divine visions and for guiding people to heaven.”

      “Oh, that’s good then.”

      “But he’s also known as Remiel, a fallen watcher, one of two-hundred angels who fornicated with human women
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