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Kiera had won the fight, but the battle still lies ahead...
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Devastated as she’s torn away from her soul-matched mate, Kiera faces more foes. Can she discover who’s truly behind her father’s curse and get it revoked before more people are killed? 
As threats pile up, she’s forced to take refuge in the fae realm. But maybe not all of the strange beings she encounters should be fully trusted.
Plus, the elinefae clan are still pursuing her death sentence. 
But what is the point of being half sorceress, half elinefae if she doesn’t wield her full power?

Read this dramatic conclusion to the duology to discover if darkness and light can be brought back into balance. And whether anyone can survive all this.

—-
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NB This is book 2 of The Darkness & Light Duology (Love Bites is book 1).
Mature content.
Contains witches, elinefae, sorcerers, fae, elves, nereid, dragons and a unicorn.
May not be suitable for vegetarians..
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The Story So Far
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Maybe you read Love Bites (book 1) a while ago, and your memory is a little hazy.

Perhaps you’ve only bought this book without reading Love Bites; you’re absolutely welcome to do that.

Either way, here’s a little reminder, or introduction of the story so far. 

However, if, unlike me, you have a great memory and just want to get stuck into the story, please feel free to skip to Chapter 1.
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Shakira was always a bit of an outsider, and had never felt like she had fit in. She’d had an itch which couldn’t be ignored any longer, so took the brave decision to move away from everything she’d ever known.

She found herself in a quiet Welsh village, just going wherever her car took her. She was strangely drawn to the location, and followed her instinct.

Shakira had been getting bad back pain, and uncharacteristically felt rough. It turned out that this was the forerunner of her transition. She’d had no idea that she wasn’t human until that point.  

Thankfully, there was a friendly local witch named Cerys on hand to assist her. 

Cerys helped her transform into her elinefae body and explained what on Earth was going on.

Elinefae are a different species to humans. They have feline DNA running through them. Some strange humans took the tales of these blood-drinking people and ran with it, creating the horror stories of vampires. Not that they like to be reminded of that.

They’re not like those stories at all really. They’re more like hippies living in a commune, attuned to nature. Yes, they hunt at night, have fangs, drink blood, are a bit pale, have fantastic reflexes and supreme hunting skills but that’s as far as it goes. 

The problem is that Shakira isn’t even pure elinefae. She is also part sorceress. 

This causes huge problems; elinefae do not allow any muddying of their gene pool waters. In fact, her own elinefae parents (the real ones, not the adopted human ones who brought her up) were executed for giving birth to her. 

That clan thought Shakira had been killed too. But Lily, another lovely witch, had rescued her as an infant and handed her over to the humans, thinking that’s where she belonged. She seemed human, and she hoped she’d be safe in their world. She’d taken her all the way from Scotland to Surrey via a portal, so she should have been safe enough. 

But Shakira’s instincts had brought her to her soul match, her mate, Pryderi (pronounced “pruh-DAIR-ee”). By the way, you’ll find a handy name list at the back of the book.

It was love at first sight, and they instantly bonded. He gave Shakira her new name of Kiera (which is far easier for his kind to pronounce through their fangs). 

But then her other genetic father (she technically has two), a sorcerer named Threaris discovered where she was. He needed her, or at least her blood to break his curse. He had bred her for this purpose. So he captured her.

Threaris had been a bad man. His true love (a witch named Azalea) had been killed in the time of battles by elinefae. He took this way too personally and set about killing the clans involved. That didn’t reduce his grief, so he sought to kill more and more elinefae. 

The elinefae obviously didn’t take too kindly to this and called in the help of a sorceress. Althea trapped Threaris in his own home, and had tasked him to seek amends. 

But we’re talking about an embittered male here, so he didn’t take the hint. He spent years trying and failing to break his curse. 

Frustrated, he managed to escape his prison for short periods, which was just long enough to meddle in elinefae life.

Threaris set two clans against each other. One clan was where Kiera’s mother had come from, the other was her elinefae father’s clan. 

Kiera was reunited with Frydah, who was the faery enlisted to protect her in her youth. The faery had also been captured by the psychotic sorcerer but helped teach Kiera how to use her magickal powers. And yes, natural/real magick is spelled with a ‘k’.

There was also the offspring of a nereid at Threaris’ home; Zondra. She’d been enslaved by the sorcerer and was Kiera’s allotted maid. Understandably upset by her imprisonment, and growing fond of Kiera, Zondra also helped the girl.

With their help, Kiera updated Threaris’ curse, to try to get him to see the error of his ways. He was firmly stuck in place and now unable to harm anyone at all, thanks to the bracelet the three magickally created and Kiera’s spell.

Kiera then travelled to the warring clans as soon as Cerys alerted her of their plight. Lives were lost, but she managed to stop any further damage, and Kiera brokered peace between her maternal and paternal clans. They were ever so grateful and she was welcomed by the Irish clan Leader, Ailene. 

Bolstered by her success, Kiera went to Rhion, Pryderi’s clan Leader in Wales. The pair sought permission to live together in their happily ever after. 

But Rhion was not as impressed by Kiera’s intervention. He blamed her for it starting in the first place, and feared the terrible power she could wield. Sorcerers were nothing but trouble as far as his experience had shown him.

He offered Pryderi an ultimatum; choose the clan he was sworn by blood oath to protect, or his mate and be forever exiled. 

Phew! Is that enough action? It’s quite a lot to take in if you’ve not read book 1. But that’s the story so far in a nutshell.
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The last book ended with... 

Rhion declared, “You have a choice to make, Pryderi. Your mate or clan.”

Pryderi was stunned. He couldn’t seem to inhale. The wind had been knocked out of him. 

Clan or his mate? Banishment or love? Either way, his soul would be torn in two. Either way, he would never be whole. He was doomed.

His sworn oath was to protect clan. It was a binding pledge he’d made as Watcher. To turn his back on that was unthinkable. But to live without Kiera was unimaginable.

There was a loud scraping noise as Kiera physically reeled back, taking the stool backwards with her. She saw the confusion on Pryderi’s face. She also saw the very moment his choice was made. 

He was not choosing her.
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Chapter 1 - Devastation
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Kiera was utterly devastated. She didn’t need to hear Pryderi pronounce his declaration of betrayal. It was written across his face. Her heart was ripped in two, and her stomach was punched by an unseen force. 

Vomit was threatening to spew forth; desperate to get away, she transported back to her cottage before her so-called mate uttered a word. 

The place had remained vacant since she’d changed into the creature she now was. Her once cute, cosy home now felt alien. Running her fingers along the countertop in the kitchen, she proceeded to numbly fill the kettle to make a cup of tea, acting on auto pilot. 

Her body was a mere shell. She had been filled with happiness and hope earlier today, having finally found the home where she truly belonged. Her mate. And had used her newfound powers to help her kind. But Rhion had shunned her - dismissed as an outcast, lucky to escape with her life.

She was more alone than ever. Now she’d lost the love of her life. The soulmate she had fought so bravely for.

The kettle clicked off as it reached boiling point, bringing her attention back to the kitchen.  Pouring hot water over the teabag in her cup, she turned to her fridge and took out the bottle of milk.

Her grunt of anguish echoed around the small kitchen. Of course, the milk was off. She’d not been here in how long?

Angrily throwing the container into the bin, she sank to the floor, her back scraping against a cupboard. Her anguished grunt had opened the gateway to tears. The searing agony of separation scorched her from root to tip, the pain culminating in a ripping sensation in her stomach.

“How could he?” she cried out, clutching her middle.

‘All that crap about being a soul match. I should’ve known it was complete and utter bollocks,’ she thought bitterly. 

Pryderi, her one true love she was meant to be tied to no matter what, had chosen his clan over her. 

“Eurgh, fucking elinefae,” she raged as her trail of tears grew larger and hotter on her cheeks.

Dropping her head and shoulders, she doubled over as pain drowned her. She screamed, shouted and sobbed until there was more of a Kiera-shaped puddle than a humanoid on the kitchen floor.

Utterly consumed with grief, she didn’t even notice the golden flash appear by her face. Neither did she hear the little gasp as the faery witnessed the scene of desolation before her. 

Frydah had sensed Kiera’s despair through their connection and tracked her down. She’d not expected to see this sorry sight. She wasn’t going to be able to fix this on her own. She disappeared to seek help.

Kiera’s body was wracked with sobs, her chest heaving as she tried to breathe through snotty tears. She was lying prostrate on the floor when the rapping noise of knocking on her front door caught her attention. But she couldn’t move. She just hung onto the floor as if she would sink into a black hole without its presence. 

Fortunately, Cerys required no manual admittance. Receiving no response, the witch waggled her fingers at the lock which pinged open to allow her entrance.

“Oh Kiera,” she exclaimed, running over to the soggy pile of girl on the floor. 

Cerys sat on the floor and pulled the sobbing body over her lap and rubbed her back. An outright hug was out of the question with the girl in this state.

Frydah had re-emerged along with the witch and hovered close by.

“He...chose...them...” Kiera wailed between sobs.

“Shh. Shh now. I can see it didn’t go well. Time for explanations later. Come now, take a deep breath for me,” Cerys soothed.

Kiera tried to comply, she really did, but her body was unwilling. She just wailed all the louder in her failed attempt.

“Oh my dear, this won’t do. Calm yourself. Come on. We’ll sort this.” 

“No...we...won’t,” Kiera bawled, “It’s...useless.”

“Now you stop that right now,” Cerys instructed, pausing her rubbing motions.

“That’s no way for a sorceress to talk.” Her singsong Welsh accent softened the harshness of her words of tough love.

“To hell with...sorcery. What’s the...point? It won’t...bring him...back.”

“Frydah, can you please make some tea?” Cerys asked.

“The milk...is...off,” Kiera wailed, as if that was the worst thing about this situation. 

The tiny golden being pointed to a cupboard, which opened to her magickal request. And two mugs floated down to the side. 

Frydah flew over to Cerys’ discarded bag on the floor and flitted around inside until she grabbed onto a bundle of herbs and dragged them out. It was too heavy for her to lift up to the side, so she magicked the herbs into a teapot and willed the boiled water to pour over them. 

With eyes bulging, and much gasping, Kiera was still trying to take deep breaths. Cerys smoothed the girl’s hair, sending calming vibes over her. 

Eventually, Kiera managed to stop crying enough to lift her head and let it flollop onto Cerys’ shoulder. The witch encompassed Kiera in a cwtch; the most comforting kind of hug. 

Once Kiera’s breathing evened out, Cerys manoeuvred her so the girl’s back leaned against a cupboard. Pulling herself up, Cerys finished making the tea and even found a thimble for Frydah’s serving.

Carrying the cups through to the lounge, the witch also lit the open fire, helping the room feel cheerier. Returning to the kitchen, she helped Kiera to her feet and acted as a crutch as they made their way through to the fireside together. 

Kiera’s body plonked down heavily into an armchair. Curling her legs up with her feet to one side, she held her cup of tea close to her chest. The aroma of the herbs drifted up her nose, maintaining her fragile grasp on quietude. 

Once Kiera sipped enough tea, Cerys ventured some tentative questions.

“So, what happened?” 

“Rhion happened. That big, ugly, stupid, bigoted Leader won’t allow me to live or set foot in his encampment,” Kiera said, grunting.

“Oh, that ridiculous idiot.”

“Yes. He told Pryderi it was clan or me. Guess which option the traitor chose,” Kiera snapped out bitterly. 

“The blood oath to protect clan,” Cerys murmured dolefully. 

“You should have seen him. It was embarrassing. He couldn’t even look at me.”

Kiera stopped what would’ve been a tirade of insults. “Wait. Blood oath?” 

Cerys drew herself eye level with Kiera and locked their gazes. “Yes. Kiera, do not think for a moment this was easy for him. When someone becomes a Watcher they swear a blood oath to protect clan. It is binding in every sense of the word.”

“But he could still have chosen me. Rhion offered him the choice. He chose them.”

Cerys remained silent as she glanced down. 

“And I thought humans were stupid,” Frydah mumbled from the coffee table where she’d been sipping her tea quietly. 

“Not helpful,” Cerys admonished. 

“Why does that big oaf think he has to complicate things?” Frydah asked, her hands on her hips. 

Cerys rolled her eyes as she replied, “Because fear makes us all do stupid things.” 

They all finished their tea in silence. The air in the room felt stifling as if Kiera had replaced oxygen with gloom.

“You need to rest,” Cerys finally piped up. 

Kiera could barely keep her eyes open, so she let Cerys lead her upstairs to the bedroom. 

She was vaguely aware of hands removing her boots, and guiding her to the turned-down covers. Sliding in between the sheets, Kiera’s head dropped onto the soft pillow. Cerys smoothed Kiera’s hair, pushing it out of her eyes, humming softly. 

Closing her eyes, Kiera’s mind drifted off along with the melody, and the soothing birdsong reaching her from outside. She was asleep before she knew it. 

Cerys softly crept back down the carpeted stairs and dropped into an armchair, raking her hands over her face. Frydah’s glow was dim and her beautiful golden wings hung limply down her back. 

“Poor Kiera. So what now?” she asked, her wings twitching slightly. 

“I wish I knew, Frydah. I wish I knew.”
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Chapter 2 – Impact
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Pryderi was not fairing any better back at the elinefae encampment. Kiera’s disappearance was sudden and akin to his arm being ripped off him. He hadn’t even had the chance to say goodbye.  

Somehow, he had managed to bow to his Leader before running outside, into the trees. To anywhere that wasn’t near anyone else. 

He promptly threw up in the undergrowth, pain ripping the fabric of his entire being. Yet he felt empty at the same time. How could his Leader have forced him into this situation? For the first time in his life, he felt hatred towards another elinefae, and it was aimed at his own Leader, whom he’d always respected. 

Upon accepting the role of Watcher, when he had pledged loyalty to the clan, it was also to Rhion. He had looked up to him, admired him. Anger; he felt only anger and hatred. It boiled the blood in his veins. His lip curled as he hissed loud and long.

His duty was now to protect a clan he no longer wanted to be part of. 

Pryderi only belonged with Kiera. The truth of his thoughts drove a knife through his stomach. He would have been sick again, but with nothing left, he was left dry retching.

His life was nothing. Not without her. He sank to the ground and flopped onto his back, vacantly staring up through the canopy of trees. Tears were trickling down from his electric blue eyes to his pointy ears. He didn’t care. He didn’t even bother wiping them away. 

“Hey hey, what is this, my friend?” Arwyn asked, stumbling across his friend.

“Not now, brother.”

Arwyn’s mouth gaped. “What? What madness is this? I thought you would be busy in your den, but instead, I felt a disturbance out here. Where is she?”

“Home.”

“Then why are you not with her?” Arwyn asked, his eyebrows scrunching together.

“Because I am a Watcher and she is a sorceress.”

Arwyn paused. “No. You do not mean..?”

“Do not make me say it.”

“Of course, I will not. He rejected her as a halfling? But this cannot be.”

“It is,” Pryderi replied with all the sadness of the world shining in his eyes.

“But you remained.”

“I am oath-bound to clan. By blood.”

“But your soul is bound to her.”

“And so you feel my pain.”

“I do. To be torn this way. My friend, my brother, I am sorry for this. But she stopped the battle. She is a proven hero and part sorceress.”

“This counts for nothing.”

“My brother, this feels truly wrong.”

Arwyn squatted on the ground next to his friend. His clasped hands dropped between his open knees, his heels raised off the ground. 

“Come, you can help me this shift,” Arwyn offered, getting to his feet and stretching out his hand.

Wiping his arm across his forehead, Pryderi groaned and slowly rolled to his feet, taking Arwyn’s offered hand of support. There was no fight left in him. He blankly followed his friend, allowing himself to be guided around the parameter lifelessly. 

They had no further conversation. Pryderi thought he would completely break if he tried to explain any further, and yet he could think of nothing else. 

His mind replayed all their happy moments. His fingers twitched as he remembered the feel of her skin under his hands, itching to feel her again. When he breathed in, he did not smell the woodland he was in, but her scent. The yellow flowers of her signature, her natural aroma. 

His feet trod the forest floor, but he willed them to carry him to his mate. They remained stubbornly earth-bound though, taking him along his old path. He was unresponsive to everything, even the rabbit which popped up as a potential prey fest. 

At the end of the shift, Arwyn took Pryderi back to his den before seeking his own bed.

Sleep did not come easily. Pryderi was restless, tossing and turning as his blood rushed around his system, thundering in his ears. When he did finally fall asleep, Pryderi’s dreams were filled with Kiera, of their adventure and their union. 

Pryderi did not turn up for duty the next morning. Arwyn was the first to rush to the elinefae’s den. His heart was in his throat the whole way. Had his friend done the unthinkable? Had he ended his own life?

He cursed himself as he ran through the tunnel, bumping into others in his haste. He should not have left Pryderi alone. He should have called for assistance when he noticed how vacant his friend was. It was an unnatural state. 

The door slammed as Arwyn hurried into the den. 

“Call for help,” Arwyn yelled frantically over his shoulder into the corridor as he rushed to Pryderi’s cot.

Pryderi was curled up into a deathly pale ball, shaking and shivering all over. Sweat ran down his skin in rivulets. 

Arwyn soaked a towel in the wash basin and applied it to Pryderi’s head.

“Be still , my brother. Help will soon be here.” 

“Is there anyone there?” he shouted over his shoulder again.

A shuffling of feet preceded the girl who appeared in the open doorway. 

“Has someone gone for aid?” 

“Yes. A call is being made to Cerys,” the girl confirmed.

She gasped as she entered the room. “What can I do?” she asked, wide-eyed.

“Cerys may be a while. Can you get me some herbs and hot water, Alana?”

The girl nodded bravely before dashing off to find the requested items.

Arwyn continued mopping Pryderi’s brow. He wasn’t even sure herbs would help, but he had to try something. 

Alana returned within minutes, puffing with exertion. She had spilt some hot water in the process, but her hand was already healing from the scald.

“There is sage, rosemary and lavender in the water,” she told him.

“My thanks,” he nodded, taking the bowl.

Arwyn dipped the towel into the steaming, herby water and washed Pryderi’s body with it. He brought the bowl close, hoping the steam would also help.

His efforts so far seemed to have been ineffective. Pryderi was still groaning and shivering. And panic was starting to take Arwyn into its grip. His jaw clenched as he kept watch. 

It felt like a lifetime, but it was more like five minutes before Cerys came bustling into the room.

“Go get Rhion. He needs to see this,” she told Alana. 

Arwyn had forgotten she was there; she’d been so silent. The girl disappeared immediately, sprinting off to fetch her Leader at Cerys’ command.

“This is what you get for tearing a matched pair apart,” Cerys grumbled as she took over Pryderi’s care.

“I already have my arnica tincture, the leopard’s bane in my bag.  But I need my bottle of opium extract. Can you also bring me some peppermint leaves?” she asked Arwyn, dispatching him to her den. 

Arwyn set off on shaky legs. 

Cerys had put salt around Pryderi’s cot and was flicking the rosemary and lavender fronds from the water around the area, sending water droplets scattering. Pryderi had stopped groaning. 

“Leopard’s bane,” Cerys explained, without looking up at Arwyn upon his return. 

Reaching over, she grabbed the opium extract from his hand. Using the pipette, she dripped a few drops into Pryderi’s mouth. 

Arwyn span in mid-air and snarled at the sound of a cough in the doorway. Realising it was Rhion he should have stood down, yet he didn’t stop snarling. 

Cerys pretended not to notice as she carried on administering herbs and muttering chants. 

Rhion strode into the room and eyeballed his insubordinate Watcher. Arwyn was immediately silenced, and meekly bowed, placing his fist at his heart centre. 

Rhion brushed past him. 

“Still think separating them was a good idea?” Cerys bitched at the Leader.

She was furious. She had always held Rhion in high esteem. This ridiculous decision was more fitting of Dougal, who at least had the excuse of being influenced by Threaris. 

“It was necessary,” he stated plainly.

“Necessary? Is that how you justify yourself? Necessary?”

“Cerys, you forget yourself. I am Leader of this clan. I must protect it.”

“At all costs? And even if it was necessary, there are ways of doing things. Look at him.”

“I will not remind you again, Cerys,” he growled. 

She looked up directly into Rhion’s eyes, searching for any signs of bewitchment, but was disappointed not to find any. At least that would have excused his behaviour. 

Rhion was acting totally out of character. It pained and shocked her to see it. 

Turning away, she hid the tears which were welling up in her eyes. She wafted herbs and chanted as her mind dwelt on the greater problem at hand. 

Yes, she’d been nervous initially about Kiera’s heritage. But once she’d learned that the other half of her was from a sorcerer and not a human, she’d relaxed a little.

Ailene had welcomed Kiera amongst the Irish clan, had offered her hospitality and was grateful for her intervention in the battle. It had given her hope for the soul-matched pair. 

Kiera had shown herself as nothing but good and pure. How could Rhion not see that?

Pryderi had stopped sweating, and his colour was slowly returning; what little colour he naturally had at least. Elinefae belonged to the night and lived in underground dens, so were naturally pale. Pryderi kept watch during daylight hours, so had slightly more of what elinefae would deem a tan than most. 

His long black hair was sticky with sweat and clung to his chiselled cheeks. He slowly opened his eyes. They too looked paler than normal. 

“Welcome back,” Cerys said softly as she held his hand and rubbed his lower arm.

He frowned. “Cerys? Where’s Kiera? Oh goddess, she’s not here, is she? She’s gone,” he began to rant and rave, clutching his hair in his fists.

Cerys swiped some more arnica tincture across his brow and stroked his hair away from his face. She hummed softly to her patient, who was quieted once more. 

“Arwyn, please can you get a tea made from those leaves?” she asked, nodding at the peppermint leaves he was still holding.

The Watcher bowed and ducked out of the room with a growl.

When he got back with the hot mint tea, he managed a weak smile, which Cerys returned. Rhion was no longer there. Arwyn sighed, his shoulders slumping. 

“When he wakes up again please give him this tea. I need to go and check on Kiera, but I’ll be as quick as I can,” she told him, touching his upper arm. 
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Chapter 3 – Kiera Struggles


[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


Cerys had used the portal system to travel to the elinefae encampment, and used it again now to travel home.

Taking a moment, she wandered back through her garden to enjoy the peace outside. Rhion had unnerved her even more than Pryderi’s suffering. If Threaris wasn’t safely locked away, banned from magick, she would have suspected his involvement in all of this.

“Home sweet home,” she announced with a sigh as she walked in.

“Home is where the heart is,” a voice softly called to her. 

Chen, the Chinese witch had managed to find his way back after many years spent apart. He had managed to find a way to stay this time, which gladdened Cerys. 

She thought back to their own separation. Chen too had been forced to choose duty over love, as the clans battled and waged war in his home country. Her heart had been broken, and she’d spent too many years feeling lost and alone, trying to banish all thought of him.

She let herself get enfolded by his strong arms, her head resting on his shoulder as she sighed contentedly. If they could reunite, she held the hope that Pryderi and Kiera would find their own way too. Although she added the wish for it to take far less time. 

Chen and Cerys had been deeply in love, but it paled in comparison to that of a soul-matched elinefae mated pair. Cerys physically shuddered at the thought of how much worse it must be for Pryderi and Kiera.

Chen had remained at Cerys’ house whilst she looked after her charges. He was not acquainted with the clan, and Kiera probably required assistance from a close friend. 

“It’s just so cruel,” Cerys mumbled into Chen’s shoulder. 

“Rhion must have his reasons.”

“Yes, but it seems to be fear. He is not a coward. It just makes no sense.”

“Then we do not yet see the true reason. We will find it.”

“Maybe, but right now, I need to check on Kiera. Pryderi was in an awful state,” she said, slowly pulling away.

“I will come with you. I am at your service,” he told her as he smiled and bowed. 

They strolled arm in arm to Kiera’s cottage.

“Cooee, Frydah are you here?” Cerys called.

“And where else would I be?” Frydah grizzled. 

“Oh, maybe checking on a certain sorcerer?”

“Relax. His butler is very attentive, and I’ve left Freddy in charge.”

“Freddy?”

“He can be trusted. It’s fine,” she dismissed with a wave of her golden hand. 

“How’s Kiera?”

“Still sleeping like a baby.”

Cerys sighed with relief and tiptoed upstairs to check for herself, whilst Chen remained downstairs with the faery.

Kiera stirred, slowly starting to come to. Cerys sat on the edge of the bed and held her hand, aware this could be bad. 

Stretching and yawning, Kiera slowly opened her green eyes. She frowned as she saw her witch friend there.

“Cerys?”

“I’m here.”

“Where am I?”

“Back home in your cottage, dear,” she said, rubbing the back of the girl’s hand. 

“Oh yeah. I remember. Pryderi is a prick,” she stated, pouting.

“Pryderi is a good elinefae.”

“If he was so good, he’d be here. He would have defended me,” her voice started to rise along with her temper.

Cerys let her seethe. At least anger was better than what Pryderi was facing. 

As she finished hurling insults, Kiera discovered tears starting to fall again.

“I don’t hate him. I love him,” she cried.

Cerys hugged her. “I know, dear. He loves you too.”

“He does?” she snivelled.

“Oh, of course, he does. Don’t you begin doubting that, now. You hear me? You should have seen him this morning.”

“I would if I could,” Kiera said, pulling away, looking down at the patch of duvet she was clutching.

“Sorry. Bad choice of words. He was suffering badly this morning.”

“Good.”

Cerys sat back in alarm. “Kiera! You take that back, young lady.”

“Oh, I don’t mean it. I don’t know what I mean,” she cried, leaning in to retrieve her hug. 

Cerys stroked the girl’s back. “Shh, dear. It’s OK. We’ll find a way. And he’ll be fine. He’s just feeling pain at the moment.”

“He is? Like here?” she asked, pointing to her solar plexus chakra point.

“Is that where you feel pain?”

Kiera nodded and told her, “It’s like there was something there, and it’s been cut. Does that make sense?”

“Regrettably, yes. I think you managed to cut your etheric cord as you left.”

“Is that why I can’t feel him?”

“Yes, it would explain a lot, including his deep shock reaction.”

“I didn’t mean to.”

“I know, dear. Here, let me apply this,” she said, dropping some arnica ointment onto her finger.

She rubbed it onto Kiera’s belly area. Kiera closed her eyes and even managed a smile.

“Augh, that feels better. Thank you.”

“I suppose we still have a lot to teach you.”

“Oh no. I’m done. No more magick. It brings nothing but trouble,” she declared, waving her hands. 

“No more magick? Really?” Cerys gave one of her wry grins and held up the small mirror from her bag. 

“Well, just as much as needed,” Kiera huffed, seeing her ‘normal’ reflection shimmering back at her. 

“Magick is part of who you are. And it is necessary if you’re going to stay here.” Cerys shuddered at the word necessary; it had become a swear word after her discussion with Rhion.

“I can’t be with him if I have magick. Is there a way of taking it away? Permanently. Not like I did with my father.”

“Don’t you ever say anything like that ever again,” Cerys shouted, making Kiera jump.

“But it would mean I can be with Pryderi.”

“Foolish bloody girl. I never thought I’d live to see the day you became stupid. You have a great gift. You are exceptional. Do you know what I’d give to have your abilities?” she yelled, waggling her finger.

“You’re welcome to them. Take them,” Kiera shouted back, throwing her arms in the air.

A cracking sound erupted as Kiera’s cheek got slapped. 

“You should be proud of who you are,” Cerys yelled as she stormed out of the room. 

“Yeah, I’m so proud to be the daughter of a psychotic sorcerer. It’s just wonderful being rejected by everyone,” Kiera called after her. 

Chen grabbed Cerys’ arm as she went to walk by him.

“What the hell just happened?” he asked, gawping. 

“That girl has turned into a petulant child is what happened,” she huffed.

“What is going on? This is not you.”

“I’m not staying here. Please let me go,” she said, squirming in his grasp.

“I will not. You need to stay here and resolve this.”

Frydah vanished upstairs and found Kiera still in bed, sobbing her heart out. 

Kiera looked up with red puffy eyes.

“Are you OK?” Frydah asked, feeling worried.

“No, I’m bloody well not OK. Everybody hates me. I have no friends. Even my so-called mate has rejected me,” came the response amongst tears and sobs. 

Frydah’s drooped wings flicked as she quietly replied, “You’ve got me.”

Kiera took a deep breath and sighed out heavily. “You’re right. I’m sorry, Frydah. I’m sorry. I’m a mess. My head hurts so badly I think it’s going to explode. And now I’ve upset Cerys.”

“You’re a mess? Oh, I hadn’t noticed,” the cheeky faery mocked. 

That earned her a half sigh half laugh. “OK. But aren’t I allowed to be? Argh, so much has happened. And just as I thought I was getting a glimmer of hope, a chance of happiness, it all got snatched away from me.”

“Still thinking like a human,” Frydah said with a sigh and shake of her head, “All things are transient. Besides, someone stole something from you, I say we steal it back.”

“You have a plan?” Kiera asked, leaning forward. 

“Not exactly. Not yet. But we’ll find a way,” Frydah confessed, pursing her lips.

“I hope so.”

“I know so. Kiera, we’ve overcome worse already.”

“Yeah, I suppose we have,” she snivelled, “You’re always on my side, aren’t you?”

“What a funny question. Yes, of course, I am. I always have been. It’s why I chose you.”

“What? Chose me? I thought Threaris asked you to look after me?”

Frydah raised her hand in front of her mouth as she giggled. “Yes, but who do you think gave him the idea?” 

“No! You?”

“Mm-hmm.” Frydah nodded smugly. “Oh, I let him think it was all his doing, he is male after all. But I saw you first. You were so helpless and small. I
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