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This was it. This was going to be the one where she was finally going to defeat her opponent. Maggie stood in position. She quickly moved a strand of her red hair behind her ears and held up her hands to defend herself. “Go ahead. I’m ready for you,” she called to her opponent from across the way.

Her opponent nodded in acknowledgement before she opened her fist and used her telekinesis to move pebbles straight towards Maggie. Maggie’s eyes darted from one pebble to the next, waiting for the perfect moment to try and use the shielding spell.

Maggie sensed a presence behind her. The pebbles had been a distraction. It was the same trick her opponent had used on her before. She wasn’t going to fall for it this time. She turned around and her opponent waved her hand, making Maggie fly across the yard.

She fell back hard on the ground, and let out a frustrated groan. This was the third failed attempt of trying to defeat Iris. Why couldn’t she get this right? Sure, her older sister was a little more experienced than her when it came to defensive training, but she still should have been able to outsmart her this time.

A shadow casted over her. Her opponent let out a heavy sigh as she held out her hand and Maggie took it. She pulled her younger sister up to her feet. “Okay. I think that’s enough practice for now. You should get some rest. We can do some more training later.”

Maggie shook her head. “No way! How am I supposed to get any better with defensive spells if I don’t practice? I need to prove to the Council that I’m ready to move onto the next level of becoming a full-fledged witch.” She stepped back into position. “That I don’t need to be watched over by them anymore.”

Iris gave her a gentle smile. “I know you do, but you don’t need to do it by exhausting yourself. Give yourself a break. We will do more later, I promise.”

Maggie didn’t respond. Who was she kidding? Of course the Council members weren’t going to release her from their custody. Why would they?

Iris sensed what she was feeling. “Come on. You should have more faith in them.”

Maggie wished she could believe her sister’s words. “How many times have they said they were going to release me from being under their watch? Don’t you remember last year? You requested to be my guardian, and they denied your request. What makes you think it will be any different this year? Because Daisy is now thirteen? That won’t make any difference for me. They will allow you to become a guardian for her, but they won’t do it for me.”

“You don’t know that,” Iris said. “They could have changed their minds since then.”

Maggie scoffed. “You don’t know them like I do. They are never going to change their minds when it comes to making decisions about me. I wish we could petition to the High Council and plead my case. I’m sure they would be willing to listen more than the members of our council.”

The High Council.

The top position in the royal court underneath the royal family. The seniority members who worked with Queen Katherine to discuss the best way to govern the kingdom.

It was a life-long dream Maggie once had to become a member of the High Council. To be able to work with the queen to figure out the best way to keep the peace between the different people in the kingdom.

The witches. The fairies. The demons.

Now all she wanted to was to be released from the Council’s watch. The promise that they always made, but never followed through on it. There was always excuses, and Maggie was numb to hearing them.

Maggie opened her mouth to respond, but she noticed the frown on her sister’s face. What was bothering her? Maggie followed her sister’s eyes towards the woods. She gasped in surprise.

Dark gray clouds were moving towards them.

“Is that a storm?” Maggie asked.

A bolt of lightning appeared and thunder boomed, giving her an answer.

Iris kept her eyes on the dark clouds. “Go find Daisy and get to the church,” she ordered. 

Maggie caught her words. What about her? What was her sister thinking?

“You can’t go by yourself!” Maggie exclaimed. “It’s too dangerous!”

“Well, I’m certainly not going to let you go,” Iris said. “I’m the oldest. I should be the one to investigate.”

“You shouldn’t be going either,” Maggie repeated. “It’s a thunderstorm. A thunderstorm wouldn’t be happening unless someone is tampering with dark magic, someone who clearly wants to get through our wall of protection and cause chaos on our home.”

“That’s exactly why neither of you are going,” a firm voice behind them said. The two sisters turned to see their mother standing in the doorway. They sensed how worried she was, but Evelyn did her best to hide it as she spoke. “We don’t know what’s going on out there, but you two are not going to go out there by yourselves. You need to let the Council handle this.”

Maggie wanted to protest, but she couldn’t stop watching the scene before her. Thunder roared again. Lightning struck across the sky. The mother and her daughters froze in place and watched as the sky grew worse. There was no doubt in Maggie’s mind someone was trying to get through the barrier. And their cottage would be the first house the intruder would reach. That was the disadvantage of being on the outskirts of Harmony.

“We should get the protection circle ready,” Evelyn told her daughters.

Maggie glanced back at the storm. The protection circle always worked before, but there was something about this storm that felt different. Yet, she knew their mother was right. They had no idea what they were up against.

“Maggie, please do what I say,” Evelyn said sharply.

The two sisters hurried into the cottage. They began gathering the supplies they needed for the protection circle.

There was a clear view of the storm out the front window. The storm had settled over the woods and Maggie began to fear for Celeste and the other fairies. Were they safe? She wished her mother would give her permission to go into the woods to get a closer look. To see if they were truly in danger.

She trailed after her mother and Iris back outside. As the daughters began to make a circle, Evelyn closed her eyes, concentrating on the storm. Maggie waited anxiously to see if her mother could sense what was going on with the weather. Her sensing powers were stronger than her own.

Maggie nearly jumped when her mother abruptly turned around and faced her daughters. “Someone’s in trouble.”

Maggie’s fears about her best friend intensified. “Let me go. I promise I’ll be careful.”

Surely, her mother had to know how important it was for her to check on her best friend. 

The only sound was the loud thunder as her mother remained silent. 

Evelyn finally spoke. “Iris, go with her.”

Maggie gave her a quick kiss on the cheek before she headed off the path towards the woods. Iris was right behind her.

The thunder. The lighting. The dark clouds. It was clear the storm was reaching its breaking point. As they reached the edge of the woods, a strange light appeared from the dark clouds. As the light grew closer, it began to form into a huge object. It was heading straight into the clearing, and there were loud screams. The fairies were in trouble.

Iris and Maggie ran through the trees. Would they reach the clearing in time to help to make sure nobody got hurt? As the sisters went deeper in the woods, they encountered many creatures. Apparently, everyone was defying orders to observe the storm and the strange object that was hurling towards them.

Like her family, some of the fairies were ready to defend their home. As powerful fairies were, they weren’t equipped to handle this. Iris felt the same way as they continued to the clearing. They were prepared to stop the strange object with their telekinesis.

As Maggie gazed up to the sky, her eyes widened in surprise. The object was bigger than what they first believed. There was no possible way for them to stop this thing from crashing. Iris had the same thought and signaled to the others to get out of the way.

Everyone scattered as the object crashed into the ground. There was a loud explosion and everyone hid behind the trees as fire burned through the strange object.

Maggie squinted.

There was a shadow in the object. 

It had to be the person she was sent to help. She closed her eyes and concentrated on the shadow. A few seconds later, the figure was lying unconscious on the ground, away from the crash.

Iris furrowed her brow. “Maggie, what the hell do you think you are doing?”

Maggie ignored her sister as she approached the unconscious person. She bent over the stranger and checked his wounds. A huge gash was on his forehead and he was bleeding. To her relief, his chest was going up and down. He was still alive.

“Stay away from him,” a firm voice behind her ordered.

Maggie frowned. Why would she abandon someone who was wounded?

The voice answered with the worst words that anyone could say in the realm.

“He’s a mortal.”

A mortal? This person was a mortal? Maggie stared at him in awe. She had never seen a mortal up close and personal before. He didn’t look too much older than her. Maybe seventeen or eighteen like Iris was. Above the gash was a head full of jet black hair.

Everyone moved as far away as they could from the stranger. Their faces were full of disgust and fear.

However, Maggie remained where she was. Mortal or not, she wanted to help him. She needed to help him.

“He’s hurt. Let me take him to my cottage.”

“I don’t believe that would be a wise decision.” It was the same voice who warned her to step back from the mortal. It was only then that she registered who was giving out the order.

Helena.

The witch with long blonde hair wasn’t just a member of the Council. She was the Council member who Maggie trusted the most. The one who might give her permission to bring him back to the cottage.

Maggie looked at her pleadingly. “Please let him come with me. I know he’s a mortal, but I don’t care. I can’t just let him die.”

“It’s not your decision. He’s not in your territory. Therefore, you have no power here, witch,” a dwarf snapped.

Maggie shot a glare at him. “I’m not going to argue boundary issues with you right now.”

“Ms. Carpenter, let me handle this,” Helena said sharply.

Maggie clenched her jaw, but she stayed silent. Convincing these woodland creatures to release the stranger. The only person who would be able to give permission was Queen Giselle.

As if she had heard her request, there was sudden silence as Queen Giselle walked into the clearing. Everyone including Maggie bowed in respect for the queen of the fairies. 

It was always easy to know when someone came upon the queen of fairies. Queen Giselle’s royal color was gold. She always wore a full length golden gown that matched not only her crown, but her long golden curls that went down to the ground.

Maggie wanted to speak, but Helena spoke up first. “Your majesty, it seems that a storm has brought a mortal to our realm.”

The queen raised her eyebrows in surprise. “The storm? The mortal came through from the storm?”

Helena nodded. “I’m afraid so.”

Maggie wanted to wait her turn to be given permission to speak, but the mortal didn’t have much time. “Your majesty, forgive me for speaking, but I would like permission to take the mortal to my cottage. I understand the laws of the realm. I know this stranger belongs to the creatures of the woods, but I also know no one else will help him. Please let me take him.”

“Your Majesty, he’s a mortal,” the dwarf protested.

Maggie wasn’t finished. “If he was an injured animal, you would jump in to help in a heartbeat. I know he’s a mortal. I know what his kind has done to the beauty of your land, but he is also one who needs our help right now. There must be a reason why he came through the storm.”

There were protests from the other inhabitants of the woods. It wasn’t a surprise to Maggie that nobody agreed with her.

Giselle held up her hand, and everyone became silent again. “That’s enough. T to me that he would not be welcomed among the woods. However, I also don’t want to risk danger to your community either.” Maggie knew the words were coming before they were even said. “Therefore, I’m going to ask the Council to take him into custody until we can determine whether he’s a threat or not.”

Maggie wanted to assure them that he wasn’t a threat, but nobody would believe her.

“Thank you, your majesty. I assure you that the Council will investigate this incident and find out whether this intruder can be trusted,” Helena said. “We will keep him under guard until then.”

They all bowed again as Giselle disappeared back into the woods.

Maggie waited until most of the inhabitants followed their queen’s lead and disappeared back into the woods before checking on the mortal again. He was still breathing, but his pulse was faint. She had to get him back to the cottage before he got worse.

Maggie turned her attention back to Helena. “Please let me take him. I know the healers can do better than I can, but I don’t want him to wake up and the first thing he sees is a jail cell.”

“It’s better than your suggestion,” Iris said, finally speaking up. She looked at her younger sister exasperated. “Thank you for including the rest of us in your decision to bring him home with us.”

Helena tried her best to stop the argument. “I know you want to help him, but we don’t know anything about him, and I don’t think this would help your case with the rest of the Council.”

Before Maggie was able to respond, Iris spoke up again. “Do you mind if I speak with my sister for a moment?” Helena nodded, and Iris pulled her sister away from her. “Look, I understand you don’t want him to be locked up like you were, but we can’t take him home. Do you even realize the risk you are taking by doing that?”

“Yeah, I do,” Maggie said. “It’s the same risk our parents did when they decided to take me in.”

Iris let out a heavy sigh. “Alright. We can take him back with us, but we’re only going to help him heal. Then you have to let the Council take over, okay?”

Maggie nodded. “I promise.”

After returning to Helena, they made the same deal with her. As they prepared him for transport, Maggie still had a question on her mind. Why did the storm bring this mortal to Harmony?
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Evelyn was waiting in the front room when her daughters finally reappeared, and sprang into action when she saw the wounded mortal. She helped them bring the stranger to the sofa and gave instructions to Iris and Daisy to retrieve their medical supplies.

“Why can’t you just heal him with magic?” Maggie asked.

“Because I don’t know how well it will work on mortals,” Evelyn told her. Maggie raised her eyebrows in surprise. How did she know the stranger was a mortal? Her mother suppressed a smile. “You still have a lot to learn, my daughter.”

Maggie didn’t answer as her sisters returned with the supplies they needed.

“Is he going to be okay?” Daisy asked worriedly.

“I don’t know,” her mother admitted as she applied pressure on the wound. “I think your sisters got there just in time.”

Maggie let out a relieved sigh. “I don’t know if it was me. I don’t know what I would have done if Helena was there and she gave me permission to take him in the first place. Nobody else would help me. They were going to leave him there to die.”

Daisy frowned. “Why would they not want to help him?”

“Because he’s a mortal,” Evelyn said gently. Daisy gasped in surprise. “But it doesn’t matter who or what he is. He needs our help, and that’s what we’re going to do.”

Maggie tried to hide her smile. If anyone was willing to take him in, it was her mother.

“Thank you, Mother,” she said. “I knew I could count on you.” She didn’t pay attention to her older sister as she disappeared in another room.

Over the next few days, Maggie kept a close eye on the mortal as he drifted in and out of consciousness. The bleeding on his head wound subsided. It was just the matter of waiting when he would wake up.

She almost wished he didn’t wake up because she didn’t want him to suffer the consequences of being an intruder. At the same time, she was just as curious as everyone else to learn more about him. Who was he? Where did he come from?

Was it possible he was a hybrid? He wouldn’t be the first half-human/half-witch who grew up in the mortal realm. But if that was true, then why weren’t they notified? Was it possible nobody was aware he was one except for the witch or warlock who left him in the mortal realm? Did he know about his heritage?

Or there was another possibility. One Maggie didn’t want to consider. He had been forced by either a demon or an evil witch or warlock to be brought here. If that was the case, what was the purpose? To cause chaos? They could easily do that without bringing a mortal into the mix. No, there had to be some other purpose.

Maggie jumped as the mortal let out a moan. He shifted in his sleep and his blue eyes fluttered open. “Where am I?” he mumbled as his gaze went to Maggie. Confusion was written all over his face. “Who are you?”

“My name’s Maggie,” she said softly. “And you’re in my family’s cottage outside of Harmony.”

“Harmony?” the young man asked, still disoriented. “I don’t understand.”

Maggie shushed him before he could ask any more questions. “Don’t talk. Just rest. There’s plenty of time to explain later.” She handed him a glass of hot chocolate. “It will help.” The young man sipped his drink and he let out a happy sigh. She was relieved to see his color was returning.

“Thank you,” he managed to get his words out. He leaned his head back on the edge of the sofa.

“You’re welcome,” Maggie said. “What’s your name?”

“Christian,” her guest said. “Christian Grant.” His eyes darted behind her. “Who’s that?”

She glanced over her shoulder. “This is my little sister, Daisy.”

Daisy approached the sofa slowly. “Are you really a mortal?” she asked before she quickly covered her hand over her mouth.

Her sister shot her a look. 

Christian let out a laugh. “A mortal? What are you talking about?” 

Maggie didn’t want to alarm him. “Forgive her. She’s a little too excited about having a visitor,” she explained as she gently pulled her sister away from their guest. She lowered her voice. “Be careful what you say. We don’t want to expose our world before he’s ready to hear it.”

“How do we know he doesn’t already know about our realm?” Iris asked, approaching her sisters. “For all we know, he could be working with demons. And if you don’t want the Council to lock him up, then we should start the investigation.”

Maggie raised her eyebrows in surprise. Who was this person? This couldn’t be her sister. She never wanted to go against the Council. “You want to interrogate him now? He just woke up. Besides, he won’t know why he has been sent here.”

Iris let out a heavy sigh. “Look, I’m trying to help you here. Helena may trust you, but you know the rest of the Council will have a hard time believing you. The more we know about our guest, the better it will be for him.”

Why did her sister always have to be right?

Maggie barely nodded her head before Iris stormed back into the living room. Christian had managed to sit himself up on the sofa.

Iris glared icily at him. “Ok, who are you? Why are you here?” she demanded.

Christian was taken back. He held his hands up in defense. “Whoa, hold on here. I have no idea why I’m here. I don’t even remember what happened. All I remember is we were going through a heavy storm and I woke up here. Is my uncle alright?”

Maggie’s heart sank. Uncle? There was another person in that strange object?

Iris had the same question. “Your uncle?” she asked as she glanced at Maggie.

“Yeah, my Uncle Roger was with me. I was talking to him for one minute, and then he asked me to check on something in the back. The next thing I know, the alarm was going off, and I had to try and fly the plane. But I had no idea how to work the controls and I guess I crashed it.”

Iris raised her eyebrows. “Disappeared? What do you mean disappeared?”

“Like he wasn’t there anymore,” Christian said. “It was like magic.”

Magic?

The sisters froze when they heard that word and exchanged glances. They didn’t want to tell him that it was entirely possible that his uncle had powers and he disappeared from the plane. If that was true, then why did his uncle leave Christian by himself?

“Let me see what I can find out for you,” Iris said.

“I’m sure your uncle is fine,” Maggie assured him before she joined Iris in the other room. She spoke before her sister was able to open her mouth. “I only saw him. I didn’t sense anyone else in there. I swear.”

“I know. I didn’t either,” Iris admitted. “I don’t think there was anyone else in the plane with him. Whoever it was vanished during the storm. And that means he was brought here against his will. This probably isn’t enough for the Council to reconsider their decision though. We need more proof before we state our case in front of the Council.”

Maggie grimaced. “Do we really have to get the Council involved?”

“We’ve made a deal, and we’re going to stick by it,” Iris said.

The front door opened and the two sisters went to greet their mother. “I understand our guest has woken up.”

“His name is Christian Grant. He told us that his uncle was with him on the plane, but he then mysteriously disappeared during the storm,” Maggie told her. “He claims he has no idea what happened to him.”

They led their mother over to Christian. She gave him a warm smile. “Hello, I’m Evelyn Carpenter, the mother of these lovely ladies.”

Christian managed a smile in return. “I’m Christian. I’m sorry. I’m still not sure what is going on.”

Evelyn spoke gently to their guest. “There’s no need for an apology. I know you’re scared, but you have nothing to worry about. You’re safe here.”

It warmed Maggie’s heart to see that her mother was being nice to him, considering he was an outsider. How long would he be able to stay here? What will the Council do once they discover he’s awake?

“Now my daughters told me you were accompanied by your uncle on the plane.”

Christian nodded. “Yes. Is he okay? Do you know what happened to him?”

“We’re just starting the investigation into the plane crash,” Evelyn said. “But I will let you know as soon as we know any news. Now is there anybody we can contact for you?”

Contact? How was her mother going to be able to get in touch with the mortal realm? 

Christian groaned. “Oh my god! My mom is probably freaking out right now. This will just prove to her that she was right. I shouldn’t be flying planes. Can I use your phone?”

A phone? That method of communication didn’t exist in this realm.

Evelyn remained calm. “I’m afraid we don’t have a phone, but I’m sure we can get a message out to them.”

“Thank you. I’d appreciate that,” Christian said.

“Let me get you a fresh cup of hot chocolate,” Evelyn said as she took his cup from the table. “I’ll be right back.” She motioned to her daughters to follow her. Maggie remained where she was, but her mother beckoned her to follow her into the kitchen.

She tried to read her mother. Concern was written all over her face.

“As you can see, Christian’s harmless,” Maggie said

Iris scoffed at her. “Harmless? We still don’t know anything about him except he came here with his uncle. An uncle who mysteriously disappeared during the storm.”

“That clearly means Christian’s in danger himself,” Maggie said. “That’s exactly why we need to go back to the crash site and investigate.”

“You saw the crash. There’s nothing left to go through,” Iris said. “That’s why it’s better for us to get some answers from him before we hand him over to the Council. Besides, I don’t think we would be welcomed there right now.”

Evelyn snapped out of her reverie. “Absolutely not! You are not going anywhere near that crash site! You two have done your part. Now you need to uphold your end of the bargain and allow the Council to take him. They will be able to keep him safe until we can find a way to return him back to his own realm.”

“Why can’t we keep him?” Maggie asked. “I brought him here. I’ve been looking after him for the last few days. What’s the difference if we do it until the portal is opened again?”

“He’s not a puppy, Maggie,” Iris said. “He’s a mortal and we’ve made a deal with the Council.” 

“I don’t need to remind you that you’re still underage,” Evelyn added. “And the Council won’t allow us to have the mortal under our roof any longer than necessary.”

“Would it make any difference if I was eighteen?”

Evelyn let out a heavy sigh. She put a comforting hand on her daughter’s shoulder. “Look, I know this is tough for you. For you and your sisters. There’s nothing I want more than to see you girls move up to the next level of training and see your powers grow. But I’m afraid you will have to wait until you’re seventeen. Then the Council will review your case again.”

Maggie didn’t respond as her mother began to make another cup of hot chocolate for their guest. The discussion was over.

Maggie stormed to her bedroom. The room she hadn’t slept in for the last three days.

She let out a frustrated groan.

“So what is he like?” a familiar voice asked behind her, making Maggie jump.

Maggie caught her breath. “Celeste, how many times have I told you not to sneak up on me like that? Where have you been? I was worried about you. I haven’t seen you since the day before the storm hit.”

Celeste’s voice was soft. “I’m sorry. Queen Giselle wanted us in hiding until the intruder was dealt with,” she said. “Then I was busy with my other charges. So tell me more about the mortal.”

Celeste may have looked like an adult to Maggie, but she was still a young fairy. She had chocolate brown eyes. Her long brown hair was pulled back into a half-ponytail, and a blue butterfly hair clip was keeping it in place.

“Well, you can stop calling him “a mortal.” His name’s Christian,” Maggie told her. “And it looks like he was forced against his will to come here.” Celeste looked at her intrigued. “He wasn’t by himself in the plane. His uncle mysteriously disappeared during the storm and Christian was forced to try and fly it.”

Celeste’s eyes widened. “Someone brought him here on purpose? Who? Why? What would that accomplish?”

Maggie shrugged. “Your guess is as good as mine. I told Mother to allow him to stay here, but the Council is going to take over.” She let out a heavy sigh. “Knowing them, they will probably keep him under a spell until he can return home.”

Celeste tilted her head. “Isn’t that a good thing? He’ll be going home. He won’t be punished for being a traitor,” she said, trying to cheer her up. Maggie was quiet. She tried to read her friend. “You don’t want him to leave, do you?”

There were times where Maggie didn’t like how her friend was able to sense what she was feeling. “I don’t want him to leave until we find out why he was allowed to get through the barrier,” she said. “I know it sounds crazy, but I believe he was meant to be here.”

“I don’t think it sounds crazy at all,” Celeste said.

Maggie managed a smile. She could always rely on her best friend to cheer her up. “I just wish there was something I can do to stop them from taking him.” She thought for a moment. Her eyes went wide as she came up with an idea. “Wait a minute, maybe there is a way.”
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“Are you trying to get us exiled from the kingdom?” Iris demanded after Maggie explained her idea. “Because that’s exactly what the Council is going to do to us if they find out that you are going to go over their heads and try to plead your case to Queen Katherine and the High Council.”

“The only one who can exile us out of the kingdom is Queen Katherine herself,” Maggie reminded her. “Besides, you and I both know the Council isn’t going to try and find his uncle. They don’t want to find him. From all the evidence presented in front of them, it’s obvious this Roger isn’t a mortal. He’s a demon or maybe an evil warlock. So all they are going to do is send Christian home before he finds out too much about our world. Besides, you’re the one who told me you wanted to help me.”

“I do, but you also have to remember that you are trying to get on the Council’s good side,” Iris said. “And we both know that going over them and straight to Queen Katherine and the High Council isn’t the way to do it.” Maggie was silent, not wanting to admit her sister was right. “Look, I understand you want to see the good in him, but this isn’t the same situation as it was with you. That’s why you are doing this, aren’t you? You even said you didn’t want him to be locked up like you did.”

“Of course I don’t. But that’s not why I’m doing this. I’m following my heart instead of my head. And my heart is telling me that he’s meant to be here. How can you not feel it too? Or is your wish to become a Council Member clouding your judgment?”

Iris gave her a look. “Don’t be ridiculous. My desire to become a Council member has nothing to do with my thoughts about the stranger.”

“His name is Christian,” Maggie said. “Tell me you don’t feel he doesn’t belong here.”

Iris closed her eyes and concentrated on the energy around their visitor. Maggie fidgeted with her fingers as she waited for an answer. Iris opened her eyes again. “I’m trying to be open-minded, but I also want to be cautious. Just because he came through the barrier doesn’t mean he isn’t dangerous.”

Maggie crossed her arms over her chest. “You didn’t answer my question. What do you feel?”

“It doesn’t matter what I feel,” Iris said, dismissing her question. “You and I know we can’t go past the chain of command without consequences. If you want him to stay, you’re going to have to convince the Council.”

Maggie didn’t respond as their mother appeared in the hallway. “Is everything okay, girls? I thought I could hear arguing.”

“No, everything’s fine,” Iris said quickly.

“How’s Christian? What are you going to tell him when we can’t get a hold of his mother right away?” Maggie asked.

“I gave him some more hot chocolate with a mix of a sleeping potion,” Evelyn said. “I don’t want him to disrupt the investigation.” She could already see the hopefulness in her daughter’s eyes. “I wasn’t talking about your investigation. We have to let the Council do theirs.”

The hope in Maggie’s eyes faded. “I would if they let him stay with us.”

Evelyn gave her a gentle smile. “I know you don’t want him to leave. He seems like a very nice young man, but I’m afraid that he might be a distraction and delay you girls from moving onto the next level of training.”

The next level of training.

Why did she not think Christian would put her in danger of not moving forward into the training?

Maggie shrugged. “They have already delayed it. So I don’t think our visitor would make any difference.”

Iris snorted. “Are you kidding? Do you know how much responsibility it is to look after a mortal? It’s not like he’s a hybrid who grew up in the mortal realm and then his mother or father sent him back here to learn about their heritage. Someone would have warned us he was coming, and there was no warning. In fact, the portal was forced open. What does that tell you? Dark forces are at work.”

Maggie opened her mouth to respond when their mother held up her hand. “Ok, that’s enough from both of you. I want you two to go to neutral corners until you two have calmed down. This is not the time to be divided.”

The two sisters glared at each other before they went their separate ways. Maggie returned to her bedroom where Celeste was still waiting for her.

She gave her best friend a grateful smile. “You didn’t have to wait for me.”

“I know, but I could sense you still needed me,” Celeste said. “What can I do for you?”

Maggie had another idea, but it was a long shot. “I don’t suppose you can help me arrange a meeting in front of Queen Katherine and the High Council.”

Celeste gave her an apologetic look. “I’m sorry, but you know I can’t do that. Even as a fairy godmother, I have to follow the laws that were made during Queen Katherine’s reign. That means I can’t use my magic to bypass the chain of command.”

It wasn’t too disappointing. “Well, I thought I would give it a try.”

“I’m not even sure if I’m allowed to influence the Council to make a decision in your favor,” Celeste said.

“No, it’s okay. I wouldn’t want to do anything to have you lose your wings. I think this is something I will have to do myself.”

She hated saying those words. It wasn’t because she didn’t believe she could do it, but asking a request from the Council meant stating her case in front of them. Something she never wanted to do unless it was absolutely necessary.

Why couldn’t the letter be directed to Helena? But she wasn’t the head of the Council. Sybil was.

She had to take action right away. It was only a matter of time before the Council found out that their surprise guest was now awake, and she wanted to ask her request before they took action themselves.

Maggie quickly wrote the letter, admitting that their visitor had woken up and requesting he continue to stay with her family a little while longer.  By the time she was finished and wrote her signature on the bottom of the letter, a dove had perched itself on the window sill. Maggie rolled the message up and put it in its beak. The dove flew off.

“It shouldn’t take too long before I get an answer.”

Celeste nodded. “Is there anything else you want to talk about?”

Maggie let out a heavy sigh. “Is there any way for me to convince people that Christian is not our enemy? I feel like nobody is on my side. Everybody wants to stay in the past where I was locked up and treated like a prisoner, and they don’t want to trust any newcomers.”

“I’m sure that is not true,” Celeste said gently. “You know I’m always on your side.”

Maggie wished her words would comfort her, but she didn’t believe it. She even sensed Celeste was wary of the outsider, and she couldn’t blame her.

“Thanks, but you don’t have to lie to me,” Maggie said. “You don’t trust Christian either. If Queen Giselle trusts him, would you do the same?”

“I never said Queen Giselle trusts him,” Celeste defended. “She doesn’t know anything more than you do about the mortal. All she knew was that he needed help, and she gave the Council permission to take him.”

“So if there had been a demon in the woods, he wouldn’t have received the same treatment?” Maggie challenged.

There was silence from Celeste before she finally answered. “I have always trusted my queen’s judgment.”

“Please give Christian a chance,” Maggie said. “You gave me one.” 

Celeste smiled. “You were easy. You were a little girl who needed a friend.”

That was an understatement. She needed companionship. She was separated from her family, and nobody had been allowed to see her.  

“What about your mother?”

Her mother?

“My mother may side with me, but she won’t stand up to the Council and defend Christian,” Maggie said. “Nobody would because nobody knows him well enough to declare whether he is truly our enemy or not. I’m just going to have to prove everyone wrong.”

“How are you
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