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The day Aidan found Aisling’s grave was bright, sunny and lightly scented with Spring Blossom.

His long black coat soaked up the sunshine, but barely warmed his frozen heart.

That it was the right kind of beautiful day for a picnic seemed like the most hideous kind of prank a deity could play.

Better that it was as dark and stormy as his mood.

The scrap of land her bones lay beneath was unloved, with deeply rooted sunny dandelions dipping their heads in the light breeze.

While she had no monument, someone had laid a rudimentary marker.

It broke his heart - this was so different from the future he’d dared to imagine for her.

The roses hung from his limp hands, and his sulphurous tears sizzled as they hit the ground.

He sighed and tried not to think of her brightness; her glowing red hair and chiming ready laugh.

She’d been the epitome of a lively Irish girl.

«« • »»

Her zest for life had kept his attention.

As if she’d no moment to lose, she dove headfirst into everything she did.

No second thoughts or guessing allowed.

Including love with him. Poor dear Aisling. She’d warmed him to his cold empty core.

He shivered and pulled his coat tighter around his body. When you’re born from fire, you’re always cold without it.

That’s how he’d met her the first time. Up a mountain bathing in fire. She’d seen his wings and thought he was an angel.

Perhaps that was why she’d thought he was safe and didn’t run away screaming like most humans. Mind you, she was only something like five years old at the time.

Too young to be afraid of much.

“Are you here to take me to heaven?”

“Now, why would I do that?”

“I thought maybe my ma had asked for me to visit. She’s not been gone long, and I’m sure she misses me as much as I miss her.”

She sat heavily on a rock, contorting her little face in an effort not to cry.

Despite the fire of their birth, his people were dispassionate, so maybe it was just curiosity that made him step from the fire and crouch to look at her face.

He brushed a smear of dirt from her soft pale cheek. 

“I’m sure your mother misses you too, but you’ll be together soon enough. Dry your eyes and go home to your family.”

He placed his palm on the top of her head and gifted her strength in sorrow.

He couldn’t see the future clearly but felt she’d need it. Humans always do.

«« • »»

The second time he’d met Aisling, he’d felt an odd compulsion to return to the mountain.

Maybe it was the fresh rowan scented air, closer access to the sun or maybe he felt her calling him.  

As he flew in, there she was, delightfully slim young teen hands on hips, foot tapping, as if she’d been waiting.

And he was very late.

“Ah, it’s yourself again is it?”

He folded his wings and took a moment to look at her. “I see you’re growing up strong and straight.”

“No thanks to you; I’ve been praying and praying for you to come back.”

Aidan smiled, her audacity delighted, surprised and intrigued him. “And what is it that you’re asking then?”

“Well,” she drew a circle on the ground with a toe, “I’ve been missing my ma. I wondered if she is ok and has any advice about Killian for me.”  

“I haven’t seen her for a while, but I’m sure she’s fine.”

God help him, he couldn’t help but wish death upon this unknown but vexing boy Killian. “What’s the problem with this Killian?”

He wasn’t really listening to what she said, just enjoying the sparkling lilt of her voice, her bright green eyes and messy bun.

The way the white blouse of her school uniform brightened her face and the remains of a scab on her knee.

The warmth of her body and animated gestures sent him the pure, innocent scent of bath soap.

Eventually, she ran out of words, and he reached out to tuck a stray lock of hair behind her ear. 

“I know this won’t be what you want to hear, but you should put this Killian out of your
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