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For Astrid

Breathless, I lifted my bloodied hands from the pulp of the daemon that’d been beaten. My followers stared at me without making any move to protect one of their own. They feared my rage. His body twitched and I kicked him hard for good measure. His body hitting the throne with a bloody thud. I would be respected. 

Williamina and her stupid human had failed. The prefect weapon was given. The seeds sown and yet, they still failed. Mina lived and had stolen the heart of the Militant. The very thing I hoped to manipulate and use against her. Nothing on this earth was as strong as a Militant, that was why I allowed him to be given, but even he failed. That complicated things but didn’t make it impossible.  

‘You!’ I pointed. ‘I cannot have another failure.’

The large, robed figure stepped forward and nearly towered over me. 

‘And you will not. Williamina’s connection to the Marley was a weak one. I have the upper hand.’

A smile finally emerged on my face. I should have used this tool the first time, but I held too much faith in the brands that the godparents had. The angels and the Marley were far too clever, but I was smarter than them all. I am after all the reason they existed. 

The young fae child was our way back to the world that had been created and Mina Marley was still a threat. There, however, was another problem those angels had started the wheels in motion for the prophecy to be fulfilled. The final piece had entered Supton and now I had no choice but to send my next weapon. Sometimes you had to match like with like and that was exactly what I would do. 

Pandora’s Box
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Phone Conversation between Uz and Ray

Ray: ‘Talk to me. If they were not at the hall then where have they both gone?’

Uzrel: ‘I swear I’ve no idea. We’ve the bodies of Williamina and Wayne Dodds, everyone else had fled and all we’ve found of Mina was a pile of wet clothes.

Ray: ‘He’s taken her... I told you this would happen...Micka has stolen my daughter.’

Uzrel: ‘Wake up, Ray, Mina would follow Micka blindly anywhere...Ray...HE has arrived. I need to go.’

Ray: ‘What do you mean...? Uzrel...damn it.’

Mina

The past few months had been full of trauma for the town of Supton as it was for me. The Mayor and the head of police had been plotting to destroy me using the resident’s primal instincts. Weres turning against others, fae children being stolen and myself getting kidnapped and threatened with my life.  But it was Micka, the angel sent to protect me that had saved my life. The angel I had fallen head over heels with. 

After we escaped, we both crashed through my front door and I almost tripped on my already torn dress. Between frenzied kisses we’d managed to work our way up the stairs to my flat. I forced myself to pull away from his grasp, merely to try and regain some control, because my legs were about to buckle.  I’d never felt anything like this. The heat and the burning desire immense. I never knew it existed outside of a Mills and Boon. 

Being nearly killed at the hands of my godmother on the orders of some higher power because I was born half angel were far from my mind in that moment. Everything that had happened these past months long gone. 

Taking Micka’s hand, I led him towards my bedroom and I saw a flicker of uncertainty. He was nervous, but I knew he wanted this—I could felt he wanted it when pressed up against him.

I pulled him on top of me on the bed and his body shook and I was just as nervous.  However, for someone who was inexperienced, his kisses didn’t seem to had any problems knowing where they were going as they moved down my neck to where he pushed the flimsy material away from my breast. The pure chemistry between us was beyond any reason and there was nothing to do to stop any form of reaction. 

My name left his lips and his mine. After months of restraint, I could finally call out his name without offending. He moved into a kneeling position and I felt suddenly colder and I was eager to kept him close. He pulled the shirt from his back and I sat up so I could trace my finger over his tattoos, down his chest, finally resting at his navel. The heat that exuded from him warmed my hands and I just wanted him on top of me. 

I looked in his eyes and his pupils were wide and expectant. This was new for him. He had no idea why or what his body was doing, but nature would lead the way. It was like Pandora’s Box, once opened there would be no going back. 

The sound of the door being knocked tried to bring me back from our moment, but I refused to allow it.

Ignore it I told myself. ‘Don’t stop,’ I whispered to him.

Knock! Knock!

Micka stopped just as he was about to succumb to me. He glanced towards the door and I saw something flicker in his eyes that I didn’t understood. He stopped and sat up, his body tensing in a different way. We both rose from the bed, flustered and breathless and I took hold of the dagger, while Micka adjusted himself. I clung on to him as we made our way into my lounge. His hand clenched tight to mine causing my bones to crack a little. Deep down I knew there was change behind that door. 

‘Mina, it’s your father.’

‘Typical’ I hissed. ‘It’s open,’ I shouted. 

The door opened and my father and Uz entered with one other. The stranger stood at the same height as Micka, but dressed in a black suit with a power stance gave him an edge. His dark eyes moved towards me and then at Micka and I am sure I noted disappointment. 

I hadn’t realised it, but I’d moved from Micka’s side who he still held my hand, but quickly released it as I moved away. 

‘Why didn’t you tell us you’d found her?’ Uz asked.

‘There were a few problems, we’ve just returned,’ Micka answered, his voice still a little unsteady.

‘You were needed elsewhere,’ Uz said.

I turned quickly and I watched tears filling Micka’s eyes before he disappeared.

‘You could have thanked him,’ I snapped. ‘He nearly died saving me.’

The stranger started to laugh, which irked me. ‘Yes Uzrel, where were your manners? Mina is right, you should thank him for all he’s done.’

‘And you were?’ I asked.

‘Mina!’ my father warned.

‘I apologise, I’m Sebastian Daniels or more affectionately known as the Lord of the Manor.’

I took his outstretched hand and shook it. It was funny deep in my memories I didn’t remember him looking like he did there—but a child’s view could always be different.

‘It’s not safe for you to be here alone for the time being. I’ve asked your father for you to stay with me. There’s plenty of room.’

‘I am fine here. I’ve Mi−my friends.’

‘Mina, show some gratitude,’ my father hissed.

‘Ray, it’s fine. At least stay tonight, plus there is apparently some unfinished business to deal with.’

A look passed between my father and this Sebastian. I nodded in agreement and smiling, Sebastian and Uz left. My father looked me up and down with disgust and I tried to hide myself with my arms. I had always had disapproving, but never disgusted. 

‘You had better clean yourself up,’ he snapped and left.

Alone in the flat, I waited for Micka to return even though I knew he wouldn’t—not after being commanded. Going to my bedroom I dropped the dress on the floor and stepped into the shower. Though I was reluctant to lose Micka’s smell from my skin. Through the opened bathroom door, I caught sight of the dishevelled bed and my body tensed with sexual excitement once more at the fresh memory.

Shaking the thoughts from my head I needed to focus and figure out why my father and Uz and brought Sebastian Daniels into my home. One thing I knew this man was going to change things for me because why else would they had brought him here. 

The Manor was a building that held such myth and local stories that I never expected to ever see the inside for real. The entrance hall was dominated by a grand bifurcated sweeping staircase which mirrored the one’s in fairy tale movies. A brief image of myself sweeping down the staircase in a wide ballgown caused me to smile.

The tall man that had let me in waited for me a moment, before he introduced himself as Rufus Clegg. His black suit was pristine as was his white shirt. I expected a man servant to wear the white gloves but was disappointed that he didn’t.  He led me towards a set of heavy wood double doors, which he seemed to open with ease.

I was shocked to see the room full of people I didn’t expect Nanna Christine for one. My father stood proudly with Sebastian sat in an highbacked armchair at his side, beside a burning fire. 

In the corner, I spied Micka wearing a black suit that stirred something primal inside. His eyes straight ahead and I willed him to look at me, but it was as though I’d not even entered the room.  Uz stood beside him wearing a small smirk and beside him was what looked like a ten-year-old boy. The three of them dressed exactly the same.

‘Mina, welcome, can Clegg get you something to drink?’ Sebastian asked.

‘I’m fine,’ I answered. ‘What’s going on?’

My father stepped forward. ‘Your mother liked to call them your godparents. These were the four chosen to take care of your every need. But Williamina’s action has caused us to decide that you should release them from their vows.’

‘I don’t understand.’

‘You were not a child anymore, so they were not needed.’

My insides turned uneasily. ‘Err okay,’ I whispered.

‘We should explain, Christine,’ my father started.

‘Fairies may be the lowest of the low when it comes to the order of angels, but I am quite capable of explaining myself,’ Christine retorted, before turning to me. ‘Mina, darling, although I wish I was, I am not your true godmother, the angel that was, uses my voice.’

‘The one who keeps my future?’

Christine nodded. ‘Don’t ask me why you don’t see her like the others—all I know is her name is Lorreli.’

‘Do you know about Aaron and me?’

Christine glanced over my shoulder to where my father and Sebastian were, before shaking her head. 

‘I am sorry.’

‘Mina, you need to let Lorreli go,’ my father pushed.

‘What am I supposed to said Lorreli I release you?’ I snapped.

‘She’s gone,’ Christine whispered after a moment.

My suspicion was roused as Christine glanced in my father’s direction. It cannot be that easy. The bond I had with Micka was so strong that mere words would never break that. Next, the boy stood in front of me and smiled warmly. He was far too cute with his suit that hung loose over his body. He looked very much like the traditional child angel with a crown of white hair and wide blue eyes.

‘I am Cladiel, a cherub. I brought friendship and love into your life,’ he smiled.

‘Like cupid?’ Cladiel laughed at my comment. Such a deep laugh for one so young. ‘So, did you bring Jimmy into my life?’

‘You had to learn some lessons and Jimmy was one of them.’

The maturity of him threw me slightly. ‘Okay, well I suppose I say thank you and Cladiel, I release you.’

I glanced behind me to where Sebastain was sitting looking at me curiously. Things were changing. Whatever was happening I felt it—like being slowly stripped bare and exposed. Unease was starting to turn into a little fear that crawled down my spine. Another stepped into my space. It was Uz’s turn, and we looked at each other evenly.

‘Well, I did my best to advise you.’

‘And I did my best not to listen. Uzriel, I ...’

‘I am not going anywhere. I am still needed. I’ve been asked to remain and replace Williamina as your guardian,’ he smirked.

‘Oh, the joys,’ I sighed. ‘I thought none of you were needed?’

‘The guardian remains no matter what until the time comes.’

‘And when would that be?’

There was no response and with a small bow, he moved aside so Micka could take his place. Panic choked me and my eyes darted around the room hoping for another to take his place, but he was the last one. The last punch in the gut in all of this.

‘I still need protecting,’ I said.

‘You no longer need your protector, you proved it last night when you saved his life,’ my father answered.

‘Tell him, Micka. Tell him that I still need you,’ I almost begged. I turned to my father in desperation. ‘Don’t make me do this. I would never forgive you if you do.’

Sebastian rose. ‘Maybe if Uzrel is still needed then the Militant can stay with her too.’

My father blustered and had a look of confusion on his face. I had no idea why this Sebastian was being kind, but I appreciated it, there was no reason for him to even be there. Turning to Micka, his eyes were still on the floor and I could not get him to look at me. 

‘Forgive me, but Mina remains my daughter and I say what’s best for her,’ my father snapped.

‘Micka?’ I reached out for his hand, but he pulled away. 

Finally, he looked at me with the coldest eyes I had seen and it was as though the past few months had never happened. He held his head high and nausea rose stinging the back of my throat with a bitter taste. 

‘My name is Micka—a Militant, I was assigned as your protector.’

Hurt and anger ripped through me causing me to slap him hard across the face. 

‘How dare you do this to me? After everything you said. After what we ...please Micka don’t do this.’

‘My name is Micka—a Militant and I was your assigned protector. You must release me from my vow,’ he repeated mechanically.

‘I am not letting him go, and you can’t make me do it. I love him. I am in love with him.’

I caught both Sebastian and father look at each other and the latter recoiled. On his face was a mixture of fury and fear. However, Micka did respond to my words. The twitch around his cheek and the blue of his eyes deepening with colour that I had learned was what happened when he felt emotion, but I was disappointed. I wanted the words to make a much bigger impact that he would fight for.  But he remained stoic.

‘Fine,’ my father said, ‘if you don’t release him then he would release you. Micka, you were the last chosen and the last to hold the brand. Break it.’

He caught my eye and there I saw the old Micka. The one who loved me and suddenly hope started to rise. He was going to fight for me. I had just declared to the whole room how I felt. The truth was out.

‘Micka, remember what happens when you disobey,’ my father threatened.

There was a pause—a moment of stillness where hope radiated from me. Micka didn’t move a muscle. He looked at me one last time as he held out his hand, where Uz handed him a small silver knife. 

‘Do it, I command...’

‘I am not yours to command Uzrel,’ Micka growled. ‘I do this for the Powers.’

Flattening his hand, I saw the M mark that we both shared and tears were falling hot and heavy.

‘Micka, please,’ I whispered. 

It was so low, that I was not sure I had heard it or whether my hope and caused my imagination to kick in. 

‘I’m sorry,’ he whispered. 

Holding the blade, he slid it across the tattoo cutting through it and hot searing pain ripped through my abdomen and I fell into blackness. 

I woke up in a large four poster bed and was startled to see Sebastian dressed casually sitting in a chair beside me. True concern in his eyes. The suit jacket hung over the chair arm and his tie loosened as he watched me.

‘How you feeling?’

‘Empty,’ I blurted out.

‘I apologise for what happened. Ray could have handled things better.’

‘When it comes to me he knew no other way, but the cruel way,’ I answered lifting myself up. I flinched and saw that though sore, my birthmark still remained.

‘I would have let the Militant stay if it were up to me. After all, I can see the appeal. I understand the attachment.’

‘Who were you?’ I asked.

‘I told you.’

‘Yes, I know, Lord of the Manor shit, but why do I get the feeling there’s more to it and it relates to me?’

‘You won’t recall, but I remember you being a very obstinate child and from what I see you have grown into a strong woman who knew what she wants. Mina’s was this town’s haven and Supton is my responsibility. I was kind of hoping you and I could work together to repair the damage caused.’

‘And what do you want from me?’

‘Well maybe your soul once Clegg draws up the contract.’ He laughed at my face. ‘It’s a joke. Look, all I want was whatever you have to give me, time—friendship. Nothing more and nothing less.’

He rose and told me to rest and before I knew it, I’d fallen into a dreamless sleep.

Being Human
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Tannini

You would not believe the relief I felt at having Mina safe. However, if rumours were correct, not only had TLOTM returned, but Ray had sent Mina straight to him. And also, and, I swear I’d no fucking idea what he was thinking, he sent Micka away. Deanna had always talked about TLOTM and how he could not be trusted. Noone in Supton trusted him. Custodian my arse, he was always about himself. 

Mina would be a shiny new toy to him that he could hold some power over and even more so she was in a state of vulnerability. Honestly, I had just about enough and I needed to return home, they could all stew in their juices, because I was not prepared to be his little puppet. 

Ray

Finally, Sebastian Daniels was here and although, I should be relaxing, I was even more tense than before. Micka had to leave there was no doubt about that, but Mina, right in front of everyone, said that she was in love with him. It felt as though my heart had stopped. Sebastian Daniels was not a person to mess with and he frightened me, he truly did. His power should not have me that way, but it did. I just hoped that now Micka was gone things could be salvaged.

I’d spent these past few months prising them apart and once done I was suddenly riddled with guilt. After everything I had lost Mina and it’d been my hand and for what? Glory, acceptance? The loss of my daughter was not really worth all what was offered. She would never forgive me. Never. 

Christine

I was exhausted after the night’s events. While the angels searched for Mina it was left to me and Candice to try and clear up the remnants of Williamina’s magic. Candice struggled at first to maintain concentration and seemed to tire easily. I believed she was strong enough for this but now I was wondering if she was really strong enough for what’s in store. Maybe I had put too much expectation on her. There was only one option, I was going to need to test her, just to be sure. 

Then there was Mina. It was revealed who her godparents were and that I am one of them. Well a vessel anyway. Lorreli was like an old friend to me and now silent. I was going to miss her. 

The day that I was asked to be her vessel I was sceptical. Why would the angels want someone like me to host one of theirs? but Ray handed his daughter to me and asked again. Gazing at those innocent green eyes persuaded me. I’d no idea why Lorreli didn’t have her own human form like the other angels, to be honest I didn’t like to delve too far into angel psyche. 

We faeries were angels of sorts. The ancients story of how faeries came about was told to every generation although the angels told it different. 

The story started with an angel by the name of Canaan. She was considered one of high power favourites and was the only sister of the then four Archangels. She was as strong and mighty as her brothers, however, she had a weakness and that was Lucifer. She loved him beyond reason, but Michael loved her more and grew jealous. 

When the great battle occurred, fearing that Canaan’s love may cloud her judgment, Michael tricked her and imprisoned her in a cave only releasing her once Lucifer had been sent to Hell. Furious, Canaan took the matter to their high father and swore that no matter what she felt for her brother she would never had betrayed her beloved father. She was believed and Michael chastised, but she had gained an enemy in her brother and he was determined that she would fall with Lucifer. But Canaan was pious and Michael struggled to find a way to condemn her.

Then Canaan made a fatal mistake. She fell in love with a human man who had been in her charge and Michael used it against her. It was forbidden for angels to love anything other than their own. Canaan was brought before her father to plead her case. She was ordered to leave her human lover, but Canaan refused and when asked why, she revealed that she was with child. The higher power knew she should be put to death, but she was his beloved daughter and Lucifer was still a painful loss. So, he offered his daughter her own realm to rule from and there she would be able to live with her human mate. Furious, that she had not been destroyed, Michael played his one and only card and he had Canaan’s lover killed. 

Canaan waited for her lover to come to her and when he didn’t, she grieved. Giving birth alone, she decided the child would be better off dead. With the new-born babe still warm and fresh from her womb she picked up a rock and prepared to end its miserable life, but Gabriel appeared. He told her not to lose faith and that if she let the child live then the child would be the first in a generation of her new people. And so our people were born from a fallen angel and her fair human child. 

Every fae child was told the story and the legend stated that one day Canaan would be reborn and when that happened faes would gain back their angelic recognition. 

The reason this story now comes to my mind so often, I wondered if there was some significance. Had the time come for our Great Mother to return? This Cycle was supposed to reveal a great person who would change the human world and that was my grandson and Mina was his enemy.

It was time for me to show my face to the fae Royal House. The King and Queen were concerned about what had been happening in Supton as some families had returned to their fae home. I had to be sure that my gut was right because they were eager to knew if our Great Mother was to be resurrected. I needed be cautious, they were never the easiest to deal with and having Candice with me made things difficult given her status. 
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Voicemail message from Jaq to Jono

‘Jono, please answers. I know it wasn’t your fault what happened. I need you to know I forgive you. I love you. I’ve always loved you. Please ring me back. Please.’
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Text Message from Jono to Jaq: 

Jono: I love you too, but I need time and space.

Mina

In the cold light of day, I looked at Mina heartbroken. Supton was usually busy with activity, but not today. Today, the silence was heavy and dense. Remnants of the street party littered the streets. Food and empty cups discarded on the tarmac where panic had caused them to be abandoned. 

I had never seen such desolation in the streets. Not one soul were around. People, I suspected were in hiding from each other and themselves. The embarrassment of having sex or attacking a neighbour would be enough to hide away for a lifetime.  Normally, I would have in sobbed, but not then, I was empty of all emotion. 

The love of my life had been ripped from my side and even though I had been furious with my father, I was hurt and angry at Micka. Where was his fight? He was supposed to be a soldier. He was a Militant, yet what I saw was someone weak and easily threatened. Maybe Micka was not all I thought he was. 

The biggest surprise was Sebastian. The stories told ranged from a party playboy, who bedded anyone and anything, to someone to be feared if you got on the wrong side of him. But one thing that was commonly acknowledged was the loved and passion he had for the town. Not one argued that he was made sure that business was supported as a silent guardian. He was a man of mystery that kept the town guessing of his origins. 

All that’s known was Sebastian was supposedly powerful hated and feared by the many. However, all I found was a kind and funny man and above all incredibly charming. It’s the charming part that made me nervous. I never usually trusted charming. Charming men had something to hide, but there was something trustworthy about Sebastian and had no idea yet why.

That morning, I’d woken to fresh clothes on my bed and Clegg serving a cooked breakfast with a handwritten note from Sebastian telling me he would meet me later. Once at Mina’s, I made my way through the mess and up the stairs, flashes of the previous night entered my mind. Micka and I falling on the stairs. His body on top of mine and his breathing hot and heavy on my skin. I shook the memory from my head. He was gone. He had left me. I was alone once more and had a business to rebuild.

I opened my front door and my breath caught in my throat at the figure sitting on my sofa with head in his hands. My heart lurched and I struggled to swallow tears. I closed the door as he lifted his own tear-stained face.

‘Mina, I am so sorry. Please forgive me.’

After everything that had happened, I’d forgotten about Jono’s actions. I sat beside him and threw my arms around his body, holding tight. His body shuddered in my arms and it made me hold him tighter.

‘There is nothing to forgive. It was the spell,’ I said. ‘Is Jaq okay? Have you seen her?’

Jono shook his head. ‘I sent her a message, but I just couldn’t face her.’

‘Well everyone’s gonna have to face each other sometime. You’re not the only one who was affected,’ I said.

Jono moved away from me, wiped his face and rose to his feet and walked to my window. 

‘Tell me about you and Micka.’

‘Jono, please...’

‘Mina, I need distracting.’

‘Micka has gone. Ray insisted he left. That’s it. Now you. No more avoiding. Uz told me how the spell worked, so what you said to me was real. Deep down you felt that way about me. You hate me.’

I felt myself getting choked up again and I swallowed hard in order to kept the tears at bay, because if I started, I knew I would not stop.

‘Mina...Min...I never...I...’ Jono moved back to my side.

‘Look Jono. I would love you no matter what and up until last night I believed you loved me too. I just want to know what I’ve done.’

‘I just don’t know where to start,’ Jono sighed.

‘Try the beginning,’ I joked.

Jono rolled his eyes and took a deep breath before he started. ‘I’ve been feeling some changes since the Cycle and I suspect you feel the same too...’

‘How do you mean? I have felt something but from the angelic side,’ I interrupted. 

‘No Mina, not your angelic part. This is different. I first noticed when women started to fall at my feet whenever I go anywhere.’

‘Nothing new there then,’ I said, but Jono gave me a look that silenced me.

‘Mina, in five months I’ve slept with over two hundred women. Even when I was with Lydia. It’s like I was addicted to the thrill of the chase, but then afterwards the mood swings would kick in. Like a comedown. I felt disgusted at myself and then at them. I was so close to...I can’t even say the words. So, last week I went to see the person who might know what
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