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Hey Hon,

I managed to get home safely and thank you so much for everything. Driving home, I had a hell of a lot to think about. I know you said to sit tight and ride it out, but the best thing I can do is to be upfront with Dom. It's not like I don't have the results to say who the father is, but I need to be honest. He is who I want to be with. There can't be a future with Jono, especially after the way he's treated me. I don't care how much he loves me. His chance has been and gone. 

When you think about the past it’s always rose tinted and touched with romanticism. That’s what Jono and I are. Romanticism bound together with nothing more than faded and frayed cords. Ones that need to be cut now I’m to be a mother. No more hopes of becoming a Marley. 

Walking in, mum and dad barely seem to have noticed. They’re oblivious to what’s going on under their own roof. We’re falling apart as a family and there’s nothing from them. This isn’t like them, especially mum. She always seems to know everything and anything we are doing. You know that more than most.  But again they are holed up talking in whispers in their bedroom. I was about to storm past but I heard Mina's name, which caused me to  eavesdrop.  

'I can't believe they told us she was dead. That poor girl,' dad says.

'Deanna could be volatile, there must have been a reason,' mum answers. 

'But can you blame her, Freda? She had it tough. I remember going to school with both her and Danny, they were treated like royalty and no one would ever take them on. But while Danny never had any problems making friends, no one went anyway near Deanna. Girls distrusted her and boys were intimidated.'

‘Well you know my feelings when I met her,’ mum says. 

There’s an iciness to her tone suggesting some sort of past with Mina’s mother. 

'But Mina is a lovely girl.'

'Yes, and Ray has had a lot to do with that.'

'I wonder what happens to Mina now Deanna is back.'

Fucking hell, Mina's mother is not dead. What in God's name is going on in this place? Mina must be going through total hell and yet, she came to the city to find me. I should never have called her a selfish cow, because despite everything, she always comes through for me.

Both of us have allowed the previous year to separate us, but we need each other. Especially as Mina’s mother is really alive.  It’s impossible to imagine what that must be like to find out that someone you believed to be dead is not. 

Now, I’m sitting here working out how I'm going to broach the subject of this baby to Dom. I pray that he will not reject us both and that his love for me is true. 

Much love 

Jaq
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I stood there in front of my officers briefing them on what is needed from them. There was a hint of pheromones layering the smell of old cooked food and coffee. The nervous whispers and standing in their packs, made my heart ache for them. They did everything they could to keep the peace, but this past year had stretched them and I needed more. 

There was a mixture that worked with me. faes, one of them a Rose, Weres and a lot of shifters. They all knew the impact Michael had. Even humans had some idea about his reputation. The depiction of him with his foot crushing Lucifer was famous.  It said it all. He was a mean son of a bitch. 

But like Lucifer, he rarely was heard or seen. Far too important to mingle down here with us mere mortals. Although his brothers were more likely to be seen, Gabriel being the only regular, for most of us that situation was not a blessing. 

'It's important that we all work around the clock at the town's perimeter. Many of you know Deanna Marley personally, but it is your job as a professional to protect this town and its residents. As we stand, Deanna is a threat and should be treated as such. Is that clear?'

My men all murmured and nodded. The older ones, who did remember, would be aware of Deanna's power of persuasion. The younger ones will just think they can handle anything. The poor fools had fuck all idea. That woman could turn anyone. 

'Tom, can you stay behind?'

All the men, bar Tom Rose, left the room and went about their business. 

'Sir?' he asked. 

'In the office.'

Leading him into the office, I closed us in. He was the middle child in a brood full of women in the Rose household. A young man of about thirty, he was a hard worker. A single man who lived alone and spent most of his time here. Reminded me a lot of myself, apart from being better looking. Dodds once told me that he’d left school and joined up straight away. His commitment swayed Dodds and was given a chance. 

'Look, I realise that these new developments with the Marleys affect the Roses too. I just wanted to check how you were feeling.'

'Obviously, I'm concerned, but you know the women in the family, they can take care of themselves.'

I laughed, because he was right. You'd be a fool to mess with a Rose woman. 

'I want you to know the family will be watched. Anything you need just call.'

'Thank you, sir.'

I watched the tall blond haired man leave my office with a slight hunch to his broad shoulders. He was worried, I could see it, but he was one of us and we always just did our job. 

Later that day, I pick up the phone and call Sammy, but get her voicemail. The same with Beverley. What is it with these women? Why can't they answer the damn phone?

When did they start to rule my life? 

Sometimes I wished for that single bachelor life I had. The not giving a shit and doing what I wished. But could I give them up now? I doubt it. They’d both gotten under my skin so much I couldn’t live without either of them.

Thinking about Deanna, I’d no idea what I was supposed to do. What would Ray do if he were here? 

His heart broke when she disappeared, or did he know that she lived? No, I couldn’t think about that. Ray would never do that to his daughter. That man worshipped Mina and I would not believe that he’d be so cruel to keep that from her.  
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I'd been staying within the palace in Faeterrea since my arrival. Treated like a queen and wanting for nothing. 

When Lorreli told me to go back to Faeterrea, I didn't know how I was going to present myself. Arrive into court like some evil fae in a puff of green smoke? As I quickly packed a bag, her voice resounded in my head.

'We need to talk and there isn't much time.'

'Can't we talk when we get to Faeterra?'

'No we must talk now. I can't stay.'

'What do you mean you can't stay? You can't just drop a bomb and fuck off. I need you.'

'You need to calm down and listen.' 

'Fine.'

I sat on the edge of the bath tub and waited. She told me since I knew who we both were, that she must merge with the soul that I had. 

'We are one, Candice. I will always be with you, because I’m you.'

The thought of not hearing her voice left me vulnerable. She was the reason, I had control and that would be gone. My eyes stung with tears, not through sadness, but frustration. 

'When will you go?'

'I’m you, you silly girl. We are one. But the transformation will complete once you cross to Faeterrea. And do not even try the: well I'm not going trick. This is our destiny. You will bring the fae and the angels together once more.'

How could I argue with that? 

'What if they ask for proof?' I asked. 

'Then give them it,' was the answer. 

So I crossed over and was met once again by the royal carriage that took me to the palace. I didn't bother to ask how they knew I was arriving, all I was concerned with was how to show these people that I was their Great Mother. A person I never really believed existed, and over the border, my crutch had gone. We’d absorbed each other and yet all I felt was empty. 

All too soon for my liking, I was in front of the King and Queen like a dumb bitch wondering how I was going to say what I needed to. Faes of various stations and importance stood in the throne room clearly whispering and judging me. I wore my human clothes, not even bothering to change into fae attire, but why should I? They had no right to tell me what to do. Screw protocol. I wanted to scream at them to be silent, when suddenly the Royals ordered the room to be cleared. 

Alone, they both approached me and asked about the events in Supton and I told them everything. Then they asked about Lorreli.

'What about her?' I asked. 

'Why doesn't she have her own body as the other angels do?' the Queen asked.

'You already know the answer,' I said, because all of a sudden the truth hit me. They'd always known and to my shock the royal couple, my King and Queen lowered their knees and bowed. 

'Welcome back, Great Mother.'

'Please don't call me that,' I said. 

'You are right. You are Canaan.'

'Candice will do just fine.'

They wanted to know what was next for them and what it meant to the nation of faes. Honestly, Lorreli never went that far in telling me, but she was me. I would know and to be honest, I was just trying to get my head around being Canaan. The fabled Great Mother. But there were changes happening within. I felt them, but I'd yet to know what I'd become.  

‘When should we tell our people?’ they asked.

‘I’m not sure. There’s a lot at Supton that needs my attention.’

‘You mean the Marley girl?’

‘She is Lilith,’ I stated.

‘And her gift?’

‘Will save us all.’

‘But we need you.’

‘Give me some time, that’s all I ask.’

They agreed and then they offered me the one thing I’d craved for since being a little girl. My wings. 

‘You will have your angel wings, and we as Royals will be able to get the fae ones to show if you should wish. That will allow you to use the power of both.’

The thought of having physical wings had always been something only dreamed about and I learned quickly to use the fact I was different to other faes as a positive. But secretly, deep down it was always a slight on my heritage. Something that made me less than I was. 

‘Take your seat on one of our thrones and we’ll get started.’

Looking at them, I couldn’t believe my king and queen were asking me to sit on the seat of fae royal power.  The Queen took my hand and led me to the thrones. Taking the seat, it felt really wrong. The velvet cushion sliding on the gloss wood as I tried to get comfy.

If Mina hadn’t invaded my life then would I still be here? Probably not and I would be lost to the world I was involved in. It messed with my head how much Mina impacted on me. There was sometimes a craving for my old life, but only because when something good happened there was a struggle with acceptance. 

My time after being old enough to leave carers was spent trying to pull myself from the gutter I felt I’d fallen into. Using the gifts of fae, I charmed and manipulated my way up the social ladder until anyone who was anyone would use me for power and that placed them in my debt. 

It was a dangerous life and there were many times I needed protection, but it worked. Was I happy? No, I lacked love and warmth. Sex I had, but no love. I was wanted and needed but never loved. Now it seemed that life had long gone.  

Words of some old language emerged from the royal couple’s mouths and woke me from my stupor.  I managed to catch snippets of it, but was older than even I knew. The magick built and it didn’t take long for my body to start to respond. My own self defence mechanisms were wanting to kick in and fought to keep myself calm. Thinking of what Nanna taught me, I closed my eyes and meditated. Allowed their power to filter through me. Trusting them. Giving them faith that they would keep me safe and that’s when I felt it. 

A pulling sensation started between my shoulder blades and my adrenaline levels rose, my breathing was in short sharp bursts and my head spun through lack of air. I tried to slow everything down, but it was difficult was my skin felt as though being stabbed by tiny blades.. Lorreli, before we merged, showed me a shadow of my wings, but when this was done I would be able to touch and see them for real. There was an expectation of pain, but beside the discomfort it was nothing that I couldn't deal with. 

‘Candice open your eyes.’

Counting to ten, I slowly opened them and there was a full length mirror in front of me. 

‘You went deep into meditation. We’ve been done for nearly twenty minutes. We were unsure whether to try and call you out,’ the Queen chuckled. 

In the reflection were not the fae wings I expected that were membourous, delicate, yet strong bi-wings, but instead like an eagle, powerful and strong black wings dominating the room. There was something else too. My whole persona had altered. My features, softer and my physique sturdier, warrior like. All those years dieting and keeping fit and all I had to do was get my wings. Fucking typical.

‘You look beautiful,’ the King said. ‘You must be tired. Is there anything you need?’

There was something I needed or more to the point someone.

'That is impossible. They don't come here' the King whispered. 

'I’m here, which means it’s possible.' 

They glanced at each other and nodded. I was going to get my own way. I mean of course I was. I was the most important person in Faeterrea, above even them.

However, later. 

'Why have you asked for me?'

My insides turned at his voice. I had no idea when this changed. It just seemed to sneak up on me, but was already happening. The feelings and the need. I doubted it went both ways, but he was the one who continued to come to me when he was in trouble. 

'Because you're the only one I trust and I need answers.'

Uz didn't speak for a moment and instead looked at his surroundings. He was uncomfortable, I could tell. He didn't want to be here, but was not sure if it was me or this place. 

'Candice, why don't you tell me what's going on?'

'I'm not sure where to start,' I sighed. 

'Then just start where you feel comfortable.'

'Lorreli has gone.'

Uz straightened as his face paled. 

'What do you mean she's gone?'

'Lorreli and I are one person now. My true name is Canaan. I’m the sister of the four.'

‘That’s not possible.’

‘Yet here I am.’

‘Then why call me and not Gabriel?’

‘I need someone I trust and I trust you.’

‘This is not for me to know,’ he said finally and my heart broke a little.
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The pasty white face looked back at me. The red rimmed eyes and the sheen of sweat on my skin. A body that shook uncontrollably as I tried to keep control. 

I'd gone back to the Manor, slept in Sebastian's bed all the while trying to work out how I was going to bring up the subject of being pregnant. If we were in some normal happy situation, then I expect that I would announce it and my loving partner would gather me up in his arms in a joyful motion. But I’m not in that situation. Sebastian and I were barely holding on to each other. So there was no choice but to remain silent. 

I laid there while he made morning love to me, trying with all my might to remain attentive. Then as soon as he finished, I made excuses and locked myself in the bathroom with the shower running. 

I believed the sickness was due to travelling to the angel train station, when all the time it was morning sickness. Sitting on the marble tiled floor, I rested my head against the cool porcelain. It's the only relief I could get but then the door rattled and a knock. 

'Mina?'

Hurriedly, I grabbed a mouthful of toothpaste before unlocking the door. A smile spread across his face and looking down at his naked form I noted why.  

'Sebastian, I can't. Not again.' 

He frowned as his finger tilted my head. 

'What's wrong? You don't look too good.'

'I think I'm still suffering from the after effects of going with Uz.'

'Maybe I should call Dr. Powell to look you over.'

'No,' I said too quickly. ‘I just need to lay down for a moment longer.’

‘Sebastian?’ I said while we lay together.

‘Mmmm.’

‘When we marry I want to keep my name.’

‘What do you mean?’ he asked. 

‘I want to remain a Marley.’

I expected an argument, but he merely agreed. 

‘It was a name you were born with unlike mine. You keep the name as long as you will always be mine.’

I couldn’t argue with that and at least I was getting my way. Hopefully telling him about the baby would go the same way.

Getting to work, the diner was almost painful, the smell of coffee and fried food made my stomach churn. Sipping water was doing nothing, so opening a can of coke, I allowed it to fall flat so I could drink it easing the nausea.

There were arguments about returning to Mina's but I fought hard. No matter what my bitch of a mother was doing, my life went on as did the town. The place was not bustling as it usually was, but I couldn’t blame them. Too much had happened to and around me for them to want to be a part of it. One thing about this town is that they got twitchy very easily and read far too much into things. If  considered cursed then they wouldn’t come near. But Mr Jetson still propped up my diner bar, nursing his usual morning coffee.

'Do you not want to eat today?' I asked. 

'Not today, Mina,' he answered and then grabbing my hand, he said, 'There are many that loved your mother, but know this, I for one, love you more.'

Tears pricked my eyes and I managed to turn away before they fell down my cheeks. 

'Thank you Mr. Jetson. For that you get another coffee on the house.'

He gave me a small nod before letting my hand go. So this is what it had come to. A war between mother and daughter all because the mother made some shit choices. Did this town believe it needed to stand on sides? Like some sort of Team Mina, Team Deanna bullshit? I wouldn't allow it. This was a family affair, no one else's business. 

Leaving Astrid to work the front, I noticed Dom hanging around near the kitchen, he had his phone in a shaking hand. Red face with anger. 

'Did you know?' he almost spat. 

I wasn’t really in the mood for his drama, but also could never ignore friends no matter how I felt.

'Only a few days ago, let's go to the office.'

He stomped after me and shut the door behind us. 

'How fucking dare he? When is he going to get it? She's not available anymore. I mean chasing her to her sister’s is almost bunny boiler.'

'He had reasons, Dom. Did Jaq tell you?'

'No, I've not spoken to Jaq yet, Tom got in touch. He's asked me to watch her for him.'

Tom was the only boy in the Rose clan and older brother of Jaq. I admit, me and half of the female population had swooned over this blond hunk. But he was the silent type and kept himself tied to work. He and Jaq had never seen eye to eye. He preferred to think of himself as more human and left anything fae-like with the rest of the family. He had no interest and this was often seen by Jaq as a snub of their heritage. 

‘So you’ve no idea what made Jono chase her to the city?’ I asked. 

‘I’ve no idea why because Jaq won’t answer my calls.’

I breathed unsteadily, I very nearly blurted out more than I should have.

'Well, in Jono's defence, he does love her, but I think now he knows that Jaq has chosen you. He will back off now, I swear.'

'Well he better. I know you have all known each other forever, but that doesn't give him any rights.’ 

‘Please, I don’t want this coming into the workplace,’ I said. 

‘Yeah, I know and I’m sorry.’

‘It will get busy soon,’ I said and it’s a dismissal. 

Once he left my office, I sat back in the chair and felt exhausted. The fact that Jaq and I are pregnant together should be fun and exciting, but whereas Jaq was probably now ready to look at cribs, I couldn't bring myself to accept it. I didn't want to bring another Marley into this world. It was not fair to do that to an innocent being. There seemed to be only one choice and I hated myself for thinking it. I picked up the phone. 

'Mina, are you okay?'

'I'm really sorry to disturb you Carla, but I need some help. Who was the person that Jaq saw that told her who fathered her baby?'

'Why on earth do you need to know?'

As I told her everything, she continued to cuss at every moment. There’s one great thing about Carla and that’s she never judges. An opinion maybe, but never judgement. 

'What is it with you girls down there? Is one guy not enough for you?'

I couldn't help but laugh.  I felt bad intruding on her, she was only just married and should be enjoying wedded bliss, but we kept dumping on her. She gave me an address as well as a warning not to go alone and that it was not going to be cheap. 

There's only one person that I could trust to help me and that's where I decided to go. He would understand the struggle I faced and my reasons. 

'You have got to be kidding.'

Danny looked at me in disbelief. 

'I just need to know.'

'And what will you do if it's not the answer you want?' he asked. 

I don't answer and he gives me a shake of the head.  

'Be logical, Mina. An angel needs to fall in order to become human enough to father children.  Micka is still an angel and so the child you carry belongs to the man you're marrying.'

'Then why am I not convinced?'

'Because you still can't let go of this stupid notion that you'll get your happy ever after,' Danny snapped. 

'I don't care who the father is, I don't want it. I just want to find out first.'

He physically took a step back and a breath was sucked in. But I said it. It's out there voiced. I should have felt shitty, but I didn't. 

'You don't mean that?' he whispered. 

'Yes, I do. So will you help me?' 

'No, I will not be a part of this.’

‘How can you really say that after what Jono and I’ve gone through? If you turned back time are you saying you would still have had Jono?’

‘Mina, sweetheart, you know we all feel bad about what happened to you both. We listened far too much to the Higher Powers and not ourselves, yet despite this I love Jonathan with all my heart and would never change the fact he was born. You will do things differently. You will keep control.’

The reasoning was not what I expected and because I was not getting my own way, it was pissing me off. He was supposed to understand. He beat his son continuously, because of the nature of the deamon and yet he stood here and said there were no regrets. 

He grabbed at my arm in a way I supposed to calm me down, but I pulled away. 

‘I know this must be really difficult for you right now. Especially after losing Ray.’

‘Don’t fucking go there,’ I hissed. ‘I’m going whether you come with me or not and this thing inside me will no longer be there.’

‘That there inside you is innocent and if you do it then you are no better than your mother.'

My hand stung from the slap I gave Danny. His eyes flared as a hand was poised to strike me back, but instead, he turned his back and told me to leave. Turning on my heel, I stormed out of the house. Fine, I would do it myself. I would go to the city and then I would do it. 

Two hours later, I was sitting in some dirty room that oozed tobacco and god knows what else. An incense stick smoked on the table, the wooden holder almost hidden under a pile of grey ash. The thought of just sitting caused my stomach to turn uncomfortably as the cracked leather stuck to my hands as I tried to shift uncomfortably.  Walls were filled with dusty framed movie posters. There were old Marlon Brando and Monroe classics, to the more modern films such as Gladiator. I couldn’t remember the last time I went and saw a movie. 

‘Miss Micka.’

I jumped up out of my seat as the man called Bryan Smales entered the room. The rough deep voice gave the exact impression, because he was some beefcake with a vest. The procedure room was just as dirty. The air was thick with more incense smoke that caused me to choke on a cough. My chest tightened with sweaty palms that I rubbed together just for something to do with them before wiping on my jeans. 

‘Don’t be afraid. The procedure is practically painless.’

‘Practically?’

He smiled. ‘You’ll do fine. Now can you just change into a robe?’

‘Do I need to?’ 

The thought of being near naked alone with this stranger did not appeal, especially if I needed to get out quickly.

‘Would it help, if I showed you some credentials. I may look rough lady, but I used to earn big before luck turned.’

‘I’m sorry. I’m just nervous and I’m sorry that things have not been great for you.’

‘Well, it ain’t your fault. Some dark fae made promises of grandeur and fame, but this idiot here got conned. Now please let’s get this done. I have another appointment.’ 

Scuttling behind a screen, I undressed down to my pants and put on the surprisingly clean green robe. For the briefest moment I was tempted to go out in a bra and pants. The succubus in me. Emerging from the screen, he  held out a hand for me to use as I pushed myself on to the bed. It was cold and hard, and I needed to squirm a little for comfort. A large tilted mirror was suspended from the ceiling and I tried not to look at myself. He explained what he’d do and even though I’d been prepared, the sight of the needle still scared me. 

For humans, a simple DNA sample from the father would determine parentage, but for Aluids it was different, because it was about breeds and blood  was not enough.

My head swam as the blood was drawn from my arm and resting my head to one side I waited for the next part. He moved towards where jar upon jar were kept and he hummed a tune while he poured stuff into a bowl. 

Smales turned towards me with something that was steaming. I didn’t even see him use heat. He continued to hum and the lack of chatter was causing my nerves to grow, but I couldn’t look away from the large mirror that hung overhead. 

Warm oils mixed with herbs were rubbed into my stomach. The heat filtered through skin and the feeling of something tugging from behind my belly button. Smales, with my blood, injected it back into there and I felt a sharp pain shoot through me causing me to cry out loud.  With his hands he started to massage my belly while murmuring words. 

This was where magick and science mingled and the pulling sensation became stronger. Shifting slightly, it was becoming uncomfortable. Then another sharp pain ripped through and caused me to arch upwards like a possessed child. An arm rested across my body to keep me still and I tried to remain calm, but the burning sensation was pulsating through me. Smales stopped and so did the pain. Propping myself, I found a pale man almost shaking uncontrollably.  Looking down, my stomach looked like there'd been some nasty explosion on it. 

‘What’s wrong?

‘You told me that you didn’t know the breed of the father. But what are you?’

‘I know what I am. That’s not why I’m here.’

‘That baby is nothing that I’ve ever heard of.’

I want you to leave.’

‘I’m just a succubus,’ I volunteered. 

‘I don’t care. This is something I am not getting involved in.’

‘But...’

Digging into his pockets, he threw the cash at me. 

‘Take it and get out.’

‘What are you scared of?’ I demanded. 

His fear was contagious. It should have been simple. Angel or human. How hard was that?

‘Look, women come here and they may not know the father, but there
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