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Into The Realm


Chapter One

Jordan stood by the back door
of his childhood home, one hand in his jeans pocket and the other
holding a pint of lager. He had only taken a mouthful of it, owing
to the fact he wasn’t in the mood to drink. All he wanted to do was go back to his flat
but at the same time that was the last place he wanted to be. He
couldn’t even bring himself to call it ‘Home’ anymore.

Looking over the
crowded
kitchen in search
of his mother and sisters all he could see was a sea of female
faces. They were glancing at him every few minutes. Their ages are
varying from fourteen up. They were all friends of his three
sisters and mother. The younger ones would go bright red and into a
fit of giggles if he so much as glanced their way, never mind
smiled at them. The older ones always clearly made their intentions
known.

He
usually loved the attention and would partake in a bit of harmless
flirting with the older ones, but tonight he just wasn't in the
mood. If it weren't his sister's eighteenth birthday, he wouldn't
be here now. Even some of his mother's friends kept giving him the
eye. He politely smiled at them while internally shuddering at the
thought.

“Penny for your thoughts,” a
female voice asked at his side, a voice he knew all too well.

Jordan
looked down to see his mother smiling up at him. He was a foot
taller than his mother, but she was definitely a force to be
reckoned with. "They're not worth a penny," he replied giving her a
small smile.

"Jordan
sweetie," his mother said looking him over. "Why are you still in
your leather jacket? Aren't you hot in that?”

“Just a tad, but I’m kind of under orders not to remove it,”
Jordan said noticing his sisters were heading towards
them.

“And whose orders were those?” his mother asked.

“Ours,” three voices chimed at once. Jordan’s mother spun
around on her heels so fast she would have fallen, had Jordan not
grabbed her arm to steady her.
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Isabella
looked at her daughters standing in front of her. She looked back
at Jordan who was watching the ceiling pretending to whistle.
Gathering herself, she turned her attention back to her
daughters.

“Why on earth is your brother not allowed to take off his
jacket?” she asked looking slightly confused.

“Do you want females fainting
all over the place?” Jessica said as a smirk spread across her face.

“What the hell are you talking about?” Isabella said giving
her oldest daughter a stern look which included her two other
daughters.

“Mum, we are cursed to have a gorgeous brother, with a nice
bod. His very presence makes the girls swoon." Jessica said
motioning to her brother.

“Have you been
reading romances
again?”
Isabella asked hiding her snicker.

“Yes, but that’s not the point,” Jessica replied. “If Jordan
takes his jacket off, we will have Joanne’s friends going into
giggles. Janice’s friends will be swooning and trying to flirt with
him and my friends, well, we already know half of them want to jump
his bones.”

“Don’t be ridiculous," snapped Isabella.

“And let’s not forget about some of your friend’s,” Jessica
couldn’t help adding that bit, knowing it would wind her mother up.
Isabella looked at her son, ignoring Jessica and the nods of
agreement coming from Janice and Joanne. She hated it when her
daughters teamed up.

“Jordan, you do remember you are the oldest, don’t
you”?

“Yes,” Jordan replied giving his mother a confused
look.

"And you
haven't told them to get stuffed like you would normally do?"
Isabella looked at her daughters smirking faces and then turned her
attention back to Jordan.

"Hang on
a minute, who told you not to remove your jacket?"

“Nobody told me, as you put it,” Jordan
replied.

“So who was it that
asked you
not to remove your
jacket? Or is that a stupid question?” Isabella had the feeling she
already knew the answer.

“Charlotte did,” Jordan said flatly. His face was void of
emotions. Isabella still noticed the slight gleam in his eye
whenever Jessica’s best friend was mentioned, even if he didn’t
realise he was doing it.

Isabella
let out a frustrated breath and turned towards her daughter's; she
pointed her finger at each of them sternly. "You three have got to
stop doing that."

“Doing what?” the girls said at the same time, faking looks of
surprise like they didn’t know what their mother was talking
about.

“You know bloody well what I’m talking about,” Isabella said
glaring at the three of them. “Now, Joanne you go and keep your
teeny-bopper friends away from your brother. As sweet as it is that
he is their first crush, he is too old for them. I’m pretty sure
the last thing he needs or wants right now is a bunch of fourteen
to sixteen-year-old girls giggling all over him.”

“Yes mum,” Joanne said, turning around.

“Oh, and Joanne,” Isabella said.

“Yes mum,” Joanne answered, looking over her
shoulder.

“No alcohol, you're only fifteen. If you or any of your
friends are tempted so much as to sneak a sip, I will confine you
all to your bedroom until their parents get here to pick them up.”
Isabella raised an eyebrow. “And you my dear Joanne will be
grounded; do I make myself clear?” she said. She had already
stopped a couple of them sneaking out to the garden with some vodka
cruisers.

“Yes mum,” Joanne replied, heading towards a group of girls
dressed in jeans and baggy t-shirts.

Turning
her attention back to her other daughters Isabella continued,
“Janice darling, how much have you had to drink?” she asked
noticing her daughter having trouble standing.

“I don’t know, I haven’t been counting,” Janice replied
grabbing onto Jessica’s shoulder to keep herself steady.

“Go and enjoy your birthday,” Isabella said. “However don’t
come complaining to me when you’re hugging the toilet and your head
is pounding,” she said smiling at the confused look Janice gave
her.

“She will learn the hard way,” Isabella murmured when Janice
reached the fridge. She turned her attention back to her eldest
daughter. “And you.”

“What,” Jessica said standing up as straight as she could in
the six-inch-high heels she was wearing.

“Don’t what me, you should know better.” Isabella took a few
steps closer to her daughter, thankful that the loud music playing
meant she was out of Jordan’s hearing range. “How many times do I
have to tell you and your sisters, not to use Charlotte on your
brother to get your own way?”

“Loads, but it works so
well. He always does as she asks him and with no questions asked.”

“And I suppose Charlotte asked him to stay by the back door as
well?” Isabella asked. She had noticed her son hadn’t moved from
the spot since he’d arrived.

“Not that I know of…why?”

“No reason,” she said catching sight of Charlotte. The look on
the young woman’s face was telling. “You might want to go and get
Charlotte away from that young man over there, the look on her face
says she’s about to thump him one.”

“I’m on it,” Jessica said, heading towards her
friend.

Isabella
turned her attention back to her son with concern. She could see he
was angry, so she walked the short distance to where he
stood.

“What is it?” she asked him standing on his left.

“What the hell is she doing here?” Jordan asked with anger in
his voice. He looked so hurt starring out into the crowd. “And with
him,” he said motioning to the pair.

Isabella
turned her head, spotting the couple in question. A beautiful woman
with ash blonde hair that was curled to her shoulders, she wore
tight black pants that showed off her slim waist that matched the
very revealing top. Sonya, her son’s ex-girlfriend. This was not
going to end well. She looked back at Jordan; he was clenching his
jaw so tightly, she was sure he would break his teeth if he didn't
stop soon. To make matters worse, Sonya had turned up with Michael,
her new lover and Jordan's best friend.

"I don't know, but in our
defence, the invites for tonight were sent out months ago. With all
the various preparations for things, it must have slipped our minds
to un-invite her.
It was only two weeks ago that you split up," Isabella said. She
didn't know what else to say.

“Yeah we split up, and she has still turned up," he replied
through gritted teeth.

“Jordan you two were together for ten years; maybe she came
here to celebrate Janice's eighteenth birthday like everyone
else."

“So who invited Michael?”

“Nobody did, Janice doesn’t really know him. In all honesty, I
think that she’s only here to rub it in and get at you.” She looked
from Jordan to Sonya and back again. “Which is apparently working.
I know, go find one of Jessica’s friends and do some harmless
flirting.”

“What!!” Jordan said looking at his mother in
surprise.

“You heard me. Sonya would only have brought Michael to rub it
in your face. If you notice, she isn’t all over him at the moment.
Wait until she actually notices you, then her actions will change.
So a bit of harmless flirting won’t kill you. It’s not like I’m
telling you to take them upstairs and screw their brains
out.”

“And whom should I be flirting with, mother,” Jordan whispered
in her ear as he moved to the other side of her, closer to the
table. His tone was too calm for her liking.

“I don’t know Lisa, Samantha, Miranda, pick one,” she said
looking at him sternly. “Just not Charlotte.”

Jordan
raised his eyebrows in surprise. “Ok…so why not
Charlotte?”

“Well let’s forget for a second that you, I and everyone else
knows that Charlotte has always had a thing for you. She has also
known you long enough to know that if you did start flirting with
her, something would be going on. Do you really want to use her
affections like that, just to get back at Sonya?” Isabella asked,
already knowing what her son was going to say.

“No. Of course not.”

"Well
then, plus if you smiled at Charlotte, it would piss Sonya off
anyway. By the way, you not telling anyone that you split up with
her hasn’t helped the situation,” she said giving her son a stern
look.

“Doesn’t matter anyway,” Jordan replied, his eyes wandering
from his mother.

“Why?” she asked.

“Charlotte is on her way over here,” he answered.

Isabella looked over at the
young woman carrying two mugs of what she would assume was coffee.
A big smile plastered all over her face. Charlotte always had a
smile for everyone, no matter who it was. The ones she directed at
Jordan were different though. They always made her face glow, like she was being lit
from within.

Isabella glanced over at Sonya;
the woman was sliding her hand around Michael’s arm and placing her
head on his shoulder, her eyes on Jordan. They looked like an odd
couple and Isabella couldn’t help the snicker that escaped when she
saw Sonya’s angry face. Isabella guessed Sonya must have just
spotted Charlotte heading towards Jordan. She was now also
heading
their way. The
closer she got the more lovey-dovey she seemed to be with Michael.
Isabella wasn't buying it; anger showed clearly on Sonya’s face
even with the fake smile plastered across it.

Isabella hated it when she was
right, and this just happened to be one of those times. Without giving
it a second thought, she decided to leave Jordan to it. She had to
make sure her underage daughter was behaving her little
self.


Chapter Two

Jordan
vaguely noticed his mother’s hasty retreat, as he focused on
Charlotte heading towards him. He would swear she had been in a
different outfit earlier and not the tight fitting black jeans and
rhinestone covered belt she currently had on, that sparkled every
time the light hit it.

The black sequined top she wore
was also sparkling under the lights. The top was slightly low cut and showed she had cleavage
but wasn't too revealing. Her blonde curls hung lightly over her
padded shoulders in her usual half up, half down hairstyle with a
teased fringe that always had too much hairspray.

He swore
she was going for the Samantha Fox look. He couldn't help but smile
to himself as he pictured Jessica and Charlotte dancing around the
kitchen singing ‘Touch Me' at the top of their lungs.

“This is for you,” Charlotte said, stopping at his side and
handing him one of the mugs.


"Thanks," Jordan replied smiling at her. He opened his mouth
to say something, but she cut him off.

"You haven't really touched
your drink, so I figured you weren’t in a drinking mood, so I
grabbed you a coffee instead. White with two sugars,”
she
said
smiling.

“Aren’t you drinking?” he asked taking notice of her
coffee.

“Nah, I had a few Archers and lemonade earlier. I’ve had my
drink to celebrate Janice’s birthday.”

“Fair enough then,” Jordan said. Looking into her bloodshot
eyes, concern filled him. “Have you been crying?”

“Just a little.”

“Why?” he asked frowning.

“Tony turned up with his slut,” Charlotte replied seething
with hurt and anger.

“Isn’t Tony your boyfriend?” Jordan said confused.

“We split up.”

“I’m sorry to hear that, why’d you split up?”

“Because he is a two-timing git.”

“Ok then,” That was the last thing Jordan expected to hear.
“Why would he do that, I thought you two got on great?”

“We did until I refused to have
sex with him. So he cheated on me, and I conveniently caught him in the act,”
she
said trying to hide
the hurt she felt. Jordan could tell she was hurting just by looking at
her, even when she tried to hide it like she was doing
now.

“So what is he doing here if you guys have split up?” Jordan
enquired.

“One of Janice’s friends got grounded and wasn’t allowed to
come unless chaperoned by her big brother. Ten points for guessing
who the big brother happens to be,” she finished with a snarky
smile.

"Come
here," the need to comfort her overwhelmed his senses. While taking
extra care not to spill his coffee on her, he pulled her into his
arms. He knew what she was feeling and could only guess at how hurt
she felt because he knew that feeling too.

“Well, that didn’t take long,” snapped a venomous voice,
interrupting them both.

Still holding Charlotte tightly
to his chest, he turned his head towards the voice he knew so well.
Sonya stood there with her arms folded over her chest and a smug
look on her face. Anger is seething from her blue eyes. He had seen
that look more times than he could count especially when he was
near Charlotte. ‘What the hell was her problem?' He thought. He
looked from Sonya back to Charlotte. Charlotte's arms were nestled
tightly around his waist, and he knew straight away what Sonya was
thinking.

Twisting his body, he grabbed
Charlotte’s mug from behind him, placing both mugs on the glass top kitchen table next
to him, he didn’t take his eyes off Sonya for a minute. He still
hadn’t removed Charlotte’s arms from around his waist, which seemed
to have tightened when her other hand became free.

“Sonya,” Jordan said. His tone was flat and void of any
emotion.

“Jordan and oh what was your name again?” Sonya said. Her
voice filled with venom as she gave a sly, sadistic smile to
Charlotte.

“You know damn well what her
name is,” Jordan replied with anger in his tone. This seriously
couldn’t be the woman he had spent ten years of his life with. He
couldn’t believe the amount of anger, hatred and jealousy showing on Sonya’s once
beautiful face. Now she just looked decrepit and full of
hatred
all of which seemed
focused on Charlotte.

He had been looking out for
Charlotte since she was five years old, protecting her just as he
did his sisters and he wasn’t about to let his jealous ex-girlfriend harm her,
putting his arm around Charlotte’s shoulders protectively, he
glared at Sonya not at all trusting what she would do.

“Oh, that’s right…Charlotte isn’t it. The ever-present thorn
in my side during our relationship. Tell me Jordan how long did it
take you to go running to her? Ten minutes or two hours?” Sonya
asked glaring at him.

"What is
she talking about?" Charlotte whispered, apparently
confused.

“Nothing for you to worry about,” he replied, giving her a
small smile.

“Don’t pretend you don’t know,” Sonya snapped overhearing
Charlotte’s question.

“What do you want?” Jordan snapped.

He felt Charlotte's body tense
next to him. He knew it was out of anger and not fear. She had
removed her arm from around his waist and was examining her
fingernails, a clear sign she was getting ready for a fight. Unlike
his sister Jessica who was fists and kicks, Charlotte was the
classic stereotype. Nails, hair pulling, biting, the works.
By
the way, Sonya was
acting it wouldn’t surprise him if she suddenly lunged for
Charlotte. That would be of course if Charlotte didn’t go for Sonya first.
The last thing he wanted to deal with right now was a cat
fight.

“I see you avoided my question, so I’ll take that like ten
minutes then," Sonya said with fury lacing every word.

Taking a deep breath to contain
the rage building within him, he looked intently at Sonya. “I will
ask you again…what do you want?” he said, gritting his teeth. He
couldn’t help notice the smug smile that graced her lips. His
one-time best friend stood behind her. She looked up at him,
and
something flashed
in her eyes. Instinctively he slowly pulled Charlotte behind him.
He folded his arms across his chest and narrowed his eyes at Sonya,
waiting for her to answer his question.

“I was invited,” she replied defiantly, raising her chin
slightly.

“I believe the invitation was for you and me. Not me on my own
and you with your new lover,” Jordan replied.

“Michael’s your best friend,” Sonya said reaching behind her
to grab his hand. “So why wouldn’t he be invited.”

"Was my
best friend and maybe he didn't get invited because it's Janice's
birthday and she doesn't really know him. Hell, you only got an
invitation because you were with me at the time. She doesn't really
know either of you, so why would she want you here on her special
day? Come to think of it; I actually want nothing to do with him or
you. I suggest you leave," Jordan replied, folding his
arms.

“Or what…. you going to get Mummy and Daddy to remove me from
the premises,” Sonya said with a smirk. She thought she had the
upper hand over Jordan.

"No, I
won't have to," Jordan replied. He could see Jessica out of the
corner of his eye, watching the confrontation, it wouldn’t be long
before she started heading over to them.

“And why is that,” Sonya drawled sarcastically.

“Jessica is currently watching
us, and I imagine she will be heading over here soon and you know
what she’s like, hit first then ask questions.” He tapped his
finger on his chin as if he was thinking about something and
continued. “I wonder what she will do when she gets over here and
notices her brother acting protective over her best
friend.”

“You wouldn’t let her touch me,” Sonya said biting her bottom
lip. She’d had many a run-in with Jessica over the
years.

Jordan
laughed sardonically. “Is that fear I see in your eyes. Oh yes,
that's right, you can't take on Jessica and come out the victor.
What do you think will happen when Jessica gets here and jumps you?
Obviously, Charlotte will join in and even though I have the
strength to hold them both back, why would I want to?"

“It would spoil Janice’s
birthday if there were a fight,” Sonya replied smugly.

"True.
However, both Janice and Joanne would just join in. Even with
Janice in her very intoxicated state," Jordan replied raising his
eyebrows at her.

“Michael will defend me,” Sonya said.

“Like he has been since you came over here?” Jordan stated. He
shot a quick glance towards his former best friend. Michael was
immaculately dressed as always with his jet black hair slicked back
and his mauve shirt buttoned up to his throat. Jordan briefly made
eye contact before turning his attention back to Sonya. “He
wouldn’t touch a hair on any of my sister’s heads.”

“And why wouldn’t he defend the
woman he loves?” Sonya asked. Hoping those words would
rile
Jordan
up.

“Because, my love,” Jordan
couldn’t help but wonder why Michael was leaving Sonya to
speak about him like he wasn’t even in the same room, never mind stood
close behind her. “Michael knows that I will floor him. He
may
love you as you put
it, but let me tell you this. He is more than welcome to my sloppy
seconds.”

“How dare you,” Sonya spat with anger.

“How dare I, seriously!! You are
nothing more than a lying, cheating, deceitful, no-good slag, who
always jumps to the wrong conclusions. Now get out of my parents’
house before Jessica gives you a fat lip, and Charlotte scratches your eyes out. All
while I enjoy the show,” Jordan said looking at her
defiantly.

“This isn’t over,” she said with a murderous look, before
turning around and heading towards the front door, Michael
following close behind.

“Oh yes, it is. Sweetheart,” Jordan yelled after
her.

It only
then occurred to him that he wasn’t as close to the table as he had
been and he no longer felt the warmth of Charlotte’s body against
his. When had she released him? He glanced over his shoulder and
winced at the glare Charlotte was now giving him. Slowly he turned
to face the oncoming storm.

“What the hell was that?” Charlotte asked slightly
angry.

“What was what?” Jordan replied, giving her a charming smile
he hoped would ease her now angered expression.

“Don’t you smile at me Jordan
Jason Elfin,” she said putting her hands on her hips. “Now tell me
exactly why I suddenly felt threatened and wanted to smack Sonya. I
haven’t done anything to that woman, so what’s her
bloody
problem?”

Before
Jordan could say anything, Jessica came up beside
Charlotte.

“Hey, what’s going on?” she asked looking between the two of
them.

“Jordan was about to enlighten me on what that prat Sonya’s
problem is?” Charlotte replied never taking her eyes from
Jordan’s.

Jordan couldn't believe it; now
he had two sets of eyes glaring at him. They really are both as bad
as each other sometimes. "What's there to tell, we split up,
and
she automatically
assumed that we were together," he said gesturing between himself
and Charlotte.

“Just because you were giving me a hug, how pathetic can you
get,” Charlotte said frowning.

“Init though,” replied Jessica.

“You know what I mean,” Charlotte replied. ‘Hang on, you two
have split up?”

“Yes,” Jordan replied then continued quickly, noticing they
were about to ask another question. “Two weeks ago, I caught her
cheating on me with Michael. Does that answer the questions about
to fly out of your gob's?”

“Oh Jordan,” both girls said in unison as they wrapped their
arms around him.

Placing
his arms around their shoulders, he looked at each girl in turn.
“Come on let’s go enjoy the rest of the party and see how shit
faced Janice has gotten?”


Chapter
Three

Jordan
sat at the kitchen table the next morning, enjoying the full
English breakfast before him. He looked around at his family and
the three additions that were friends of each of his
sisters.

He couldn’t help smirking at
Janice who had her head on the table. She was moaning something
about her head hurting. Her friend Sandra was also
whining
about her head
although all Jordan could see was her jet-black hair with streaks
of red, purple, blue and yellow in it. He was surprised that Janice
hadn’t done anything like that to her hair yet.

He
noticed that Joanne was giving him dirty looks while elbowing her
red-headed friend Sarah. She was blushing so much that you could
hardly see the freckles on her face. Maybe he shouldn't have worn a
singlet this morning, he thought to himself.

Sitting
next to him was Jessica. Charlotte was the other side of her. They
were having a whispered heated discussion. He couldn't hear what
was being said between the girls, but since they kept firing looks
his way, he guessed it was about him. Probably due to the events of
last night.

Sitting at the head of the
table was Jordan’s father. His dad was smirking at Janice
in-between bites of his fried bread. Opposite him at the
table
was his mother
sipping her mug of coffee, she looked to be in deep
thought.

“Mum,” Jordan said.

“Yes darling,” his mother replied looking at him.

“Was great Uncle Theodore at the party last night?” Jordan
asked.

“No, he had some stuff to do and couldn’t make it,” Isabella
said looking at her son suspiciously. “Why?”

“No reason, I was just wondering?” Jordan replied
shrugging.

“Jordan,” Isabella said putting her mug down. “Spit it out.”
She knew there was a reason for his question since Jordan never
asked after her brother.

“Fine, I was just wondering if he’d moved into Rose Manor
yet?”

“No, he hasn’t. Something come up so he can’t move there yet,
why?” Isabella asked. She had a hunch on why he wanted to know but
thought she would ask anyway.

“I was thinking of heading up there for a while,” he said
nonchalantly. Jordan noticed the fear that crossed his mother’s
face. He also felt the hot liquid now coating his arm as his father
spat out his drink. Wiping his arm on his singlet, he looked at his
parents. “Is that a problem?”

“No sweetheart,” Isabella replied trying to hide the fear
building inside her. It wasn’t time for Jordan to go to the house
yet. It would be up to her to try to talk him out of it, but by the
look on her son’s face, that may not be an easy task. He could be
stubborn as hell when he wanted to be. “So when did this come
about?” she tentatively asked.

“I have been thinking about it
for the past two weeks. I hate staying at my flat and fancy a change of
scenery.”

“So why don’t you stay here for a few weeks?” Isabella
suggested smiling at her son.

“I really want to get out of London and be by myself for a
while.”

“Sweetheart I don’t think you
being on your own is the best thing right now. You are very
emotional, and I wouldn’t want you to dwell on things.”

“Mother.”

“What?” Isabella replied.

“I won’t be on my own to dwell on things. I will, in fact, be
using the time to work. If I didn’t know better, I would swear you
were trying to talk me out of staying at the house.”

“Why would I be trying to talk you out of going to Rose
Manor?”

“I don’t know, but that’s what
it seems like, and you know how much I love it there.”

“That was when you were little,” she whispered.

“Little my arse, we stayed there two years ago.”

“Fine you loved being at the house, but it won’t be the same.
You haven’t stayed there since my parents passed on last
year.”

“Well, it’s time I headed back to the house then, ain't it,”
Jordan said sitting back in his chair. He was getting a little
annoyed at his mother’s persistence.

“Well since there is no talking you out of it, when were you
going to head up there?”

“I don’t know? In a couple of day’s maybe,” he replied
shrugging. “Actually if Uncle Theodore isn’t going to move into the
house then I might as well, save it being empty.”

“You have gone from wanting to stay there for a few days, to
moving there in the space of a couple of minutes,” Isabella said
looking at her son in shock.

“Sure why not. We all have a key
to the place, and Nan did say I could live there whenever I wanted. Now feels
like the right time to do just that.”

Isabella
looked at her son, wondering if he was fully aware of the way that
sounded. She knew that he would be feeling drawn to the house, but
it was still too soon for him to go.

“Well can you at least give it a few weeks? I mean you have to
organise movers for your stuff and sort out what you are going to
do with your flat.”

Jordan
picked up his breakfast plates and walked around the table to stand
next to his mother. “I’ll think about it,” he said as he placed a
kiss on the top of her head.

Isabella
watched her son put his plate in the sink and walk out of the room.
She hadn’t even noticed that the girls had left the room or when.
She turned her attention back to her husband and fixed him with a
glare.

“What?” Richard said in response.

“Well, you could have said something.”

“And what exactly should I have said,” Richard asked, frowning
at his wife.

“The truth as to why he can’t go to the house yet.”

“Oh yeah, because telling him
the house has portals to other realms, one of which he is the
prince of, would have gone down really well... Not”

“Well, you still have to tell him all that anyway.”

“Yes and I will, but not yet. So
what if he goes to the house early? I mean it’s not like he is going
to fall through one of the portals. I wouldn’t worry about it. What
is the worst that can happen?” Richard said as he got up and headed
out of the room.

“FAMOUS LAST WORDS,” Isabella yelled after him.


Chapter Four

Jordan
slowly drove towards the large cottage that had been in his family
for generations. It was the first time he’d been there since his
grandparents passing last year. He usually wasn’t on his own. Every
summer his family would come up here and spend six weeks with a few
friends, usually Charlotte. When Sonya came with them, she could
only stay for a couple of weeks before she had to get back to
work.

Last
year was also the first time he could remember his family hadn’t
spent the summer at the house. Jordan guessed it was because
emotions were still raw from his grandparents passing which were
only a few weeks before summer break. He would have to visit their
graves and pay his respects while he was there. They were buried in
a family plot on the grounds.

It was a
pleasant drive up to the house. The trees that lined the path
looked recently trimmed, which allowed the spring sun to shine
through.

Bringing
his silver Mercedes to a stop on the gravel drive outside the
house, he pulled out his mobile and pressed one on speed dial. "Hey
mum, just thought I would let you know…."

“You’re at the house aren’t you?” his mother
interrupted.

“Yes... Why do you sound like it’s a bad thing?”
Jordan asked cautiously waiting for his mother’s response. She had
tried to talk him out of going to the house, although he hadn’t
known why.

"Why did
you not leave it for a few weeks as I asked? You know we wanted you
to come and stay with us," his mother said with desperation in her
voice.

“Mum. You know I just wanted to get out of London. I thought I
told you that?”

“You did, but I thought you just wanted to get away from
Sonya?”

“Mum, please don’t mention that pathetic excuse for a females’
name,” Jordan pleaded. He remembered the woman that had stolen his
heart, only to throw it back at him in pieces. With the help of his
so-called best friend of course. “Besides, I told you I was coming
up here to get some writing done.”

“Well, Sonya did give you material to work with,” his mother
teased lightly.

“That’s not funny, you know I’m not a romance novelist,”
Jordan responded sharply.

"I know
darling I'm sorry; I just couldn't help myself. So why didn't you
go somewhere else for a few weeks first? Head up to Scotland or
over to France and have some fun, before going to the house? They
are just as lovely this time of year."


"Seriously mum… What's the problem? I wanted to be on my own
for a little while and felt like this is where I needed to be. So
here I am." Jordan was starting to get a little frustrated with
this subject of coming to the house against his mother's requests.
"Mum…oh mother dear…. you still there?" he asked, noticing his
mother's long silence on the phone.

“Yes, I’m still here, sorry I just got lost in thought for a
moment. I was just wondering…...Do you still remember those silly
stories my mum used to tell you when you were little?” she
probed.

"The
ones about other realms. The ones with elves, fairies, witches and
whatever else she could come up with?" Jordan asked.

“Yeah, those would be the ones,” she replied.

“I remember some of them.
Why?” he asked a little confused as to why his mother would bring this up now.

“No reason… Anyway, I had better let you go so you can get
settled in. No doubt, I will see you soon. Be safe, I love you, my
son,” and with that, she hung up.

Jordan
looked at his phone. “Ok then,” he said aloud to himself. His
mother never ended a call like that. She must be getting senile in
her old age, he thought. He grabbed his laptop bag from the back
seat and got out of the car. He decided to head towards the boot to
get the rest of his things, so he didn’t have to come back
out.

Once at
the front door, he fumbled through his suit pocket for the keys. He
looked at the beautiful red rose on the stained glass window
embedded in the front door and smiled to himself. He had always
loved the design, even if it did seem that it wasn’t as open as he
remembered it to be. Not giving it another thought, he opened the
door.

Looking at the entrance, he
always felt as if he'd stepped onto the set of ‘Gone with the
Wind.' The staircase and wooden floors had a beautiful shine to it.
Jordan thought he could still smell a hint of polish. The crystal
chandelier sent rainbows cascading over the entryway as the
sunlight shone through the open door hitting it in just the right
places. He smiled to himself as he pictured his youngest sister
sitting at the entrance wearing only her nappy, telling everyone about
the ‘pity ainbows.'

Jordan
had always loved coming here and spending time with his
grandparents. The house to him had always felt like home. His
sister Jessica also enjoyed spending time here, as did Charlotte.
He never understood why his youngest sisters Janice and Joanne
hated being here. Even Sonya had hated being at the house. She
claimed she felt uncomfortable and never stopped complaining the
whole time she was here. He would have thought being born at home
played a big part in their love for the place, except Charlotte
hadn't been born here and loved it just as much as him. Jordan
pondered that thought as he grabbed his cases and headed towards
the stairs.







Chapter Five






Walking
into the bedroom which had been his when he spent his summers here,
he placed the last of his suitcases next to his bed and flicked the
light on. He finally had a chance to look around. The room had
changed completely since he was last here and guessed his
grandparents redecorated not long before they died since nobody
went into their bedrooms at the burial.

No longer was it dark and dingy
with heavy metal posters plastered all over the place.
He
smiled to himself
thinking back to when he had first put them up. To him, tight black jeans and black
t-shirts with album covers on them were the best things since
sliced bread, which went along with his long greasy hair to
complete the look.

He couldn't believe how much he
had changed. He had traded in his black jeans and t-shirts for an
expensive grey suit and tie. Granted they were only worn to
meetings with his publisher or editor. His long greasy hair was now
long on top with short back and sides and a fringe that parted in
the middle. His sister had said it reminded her of a hairstyle
Johnny Depp had in one of his films; he couldn't remember for the
life of him which one she said.

The
bedroom had an elegant look to it. The walls were decorated with
various shades of blue which had wood trimmings running along the
edges. He liked it, as it reminded him of the bedroom he had shared
with Sonya in their London flat. He smiled at the thought, knowing
how much she had hated it. She hadn't cared much for the posters in
the room either, but he never had the desire to take them down even
when she told him to repeatedly.

The only thing in the room that
looked the same as he remembered was the freestanding mirror. The
mirror looked like it was set in a gold plated frame which had a
spiral design going all the way around. It stood at the foot of the
bed by the wall and looked to be a few centuries old. Every bedroom
in the house had an identical one. His mum had a large mirror in
the lounge room sitting over the fireplace. It was the same design
and looked just as old. He guessed she must have taken it with her
when they moved down to London, not long after Jessica had been
born. His dad had always carried a little compact mirror around
that was identical to its larger counterparts. The only exception
being the compact had gems on the case, which would occasionally
flash. Jordan never could figure out how the jewels flashed.

He decided to open the curtains
to let in some natural light as he made his way around the bed towards the window. He
stepped on the corner of the quilt draped over the bed, his other
foot caught on the rest of the quilt corner, and he stumbled
heading straight for the antique mirror. Reaching out, he managed
to grab onto one of the bedposts to stop his fall.

“That could have been dodgy,” he mumbled to
himself.

He
really didn't fancy calling his mother to let her know he had
smashed one of the mirrors. He could just imagine her, ‘told you
so,' comments. Opening the thick blue velvet curtains, he looked
out the window and saw the old oak tree. It was sitting in the
middle of a beautifully mowed lawn. He decided that he would
freshen up after his long drive from London, grab himself a coffee
and enjoy the sunshine in the garden.


Chapter Six






Jordan
stepped out onto the patio feeling clean and refreshed after his
shower. It felt good to be in his blue jeans and his tight-fitting
white t-shirt. It seemed to mould to his naturally muscled frame,
which always made the girls swoon. He never understood it himself,
but he had to admit he loved the attention.

Taking a sip of his coffee, he
snickered at the many memories of his sisters going mental at him.
Their friends would be as Jessica had put it, having a perve
session over him. ‘Good times,’ he thought to himself.
He
looked through the
door at the white jumper he had placed on the back of the chair in
the kitchen. He had also picked up some daffodils for his
grandparent’s graves. He didn’t know why out of all the jumpers he
owned that one was the one he had brought with him. The black
swirly design screamed it wasn’t the most masculine of
jumpers.

Sitting down on the white cast
iron chair, he couldn’t believe how relaxed he felt. He loved the
trips down memory lane he was having. He had very fond memories of
this place. He looked over at the old oak tree and could picture
himself with his sisters, sitting on a picnic blanket while their
grandmother told them stories of other realms. He had always been
amazed at how easily his grandmother would tell the stories and how real they
had seemed when she told them. It surprised him that his grandmother’s stories
didn’t inspire him to become a fantasy writer. His favourite story
she told had been about a young prince who had been taken by his evil uncle.
Closing his eyes, he let his mind drift back to memories of long
ago that he has never forgotten.






“Because the evil uncle hurt the young prince, it sent out the
call of the rose—”

“Nana Chris,” A ten-year-old Charlotte said.

“Yes sweetheart,” Christina, Jordan’s grandmother
replied.

“Is the call of the rose, like the rose on the front door?”
she enquired.

“Yes, except this one is
magical. It sends out a signal to all who are from the realm and
calls them home,” she explained patiently.

“So why has it been set off?” Jessica asked.

“Because the young prince is in terrible danger from his
uncle. So the magical rose is calling the Elf King back
home.”

“So he can save the prince?” An eight-year-old Janice
said.

“Exactly my darling, so the Elf King can save his only son
from his evil younger brother.”

“How old is the elf prince Nana Chris?” Charlotte
asked.

“Fifteen,” she replied, glancing at Jordan briefly.

“You said he was fourteen last year,” Charlotte
protested.

“And every year you ask the same
question. So why shouldn’t he age as you do?”

“Yeah I guess,” Charlotte said.

"Come on kids, let's go get some cucumber sandwiches and some
fizzy pop. It must be lunchtime by now," Christina said as she
stood up from the grass where they had been sitting under the old
oak tree. Gathering the blankets, she handed them to Jordan as she
watched the girls run back to the house.






Setting
his coffee mug on the table Jordan smiled at the memory. He decided
it was time for a reality check, in the form of visiting his
grandparents’ graves. It didn’t feel like they were gone, just that
they were out shopping or something. Making his way to the back
door, he reached in to grab the flowers he’d placed on the kitchen
table. He had deliberately picked daffodils, instead of roses. It
was an inside joke for his Nan with the house being called Rose
Manor.

When he
reached the oak tree in the middle of the garden, he spotted the
two graves sitting under the horse chestnut trees. With a heavy
heart, he slowly made his way over to them.

Looking at the graves, he
couldn't help but notice how well maintained they were and wondered
if there was a regular gardener that came by, that he didn't know
about. Placing the flowers on both graves, he kissed the tips of
his fingers and touched them to the gravestones. He missed them very much. Smiling
to himself, he decided he would start writing down the old stories
his grandmother used to tell them.


Returning to the table on the patio, he grabbed his coffee
mug to take a swig, realising his cup was empty, he headed back
inside to get a refill and finish settling in.


Chapter
Seven






Jordan awoke the next morning
after the best night's sleep he'd had in weeks. Glancing over the
side of the bed, he spotted his suitcases, still sitting where he
had left them. He should have unpacked them once he had arrived, but had
decided to have a relaxing afternoon in the garden instead. His
evening had been filled with watching the television until gone
midnight when he had finally chosen to go to bed after fishing out
his sleeping attire. He hadn't even needed to rifle through his
cases to get them, knowing he had clothes at the house.

“I really need to unpack those,” he said leaning over to grab
his laptop from on top of his cases, where he had put it last
night.

Placing it beside him, he
turned it on before pulling off the bed covers and slowly climbing
out of bed. Putting on his brown dressing gown, he leaned over to
punch in his laptop password, ‘Charlotte.’ He had deliberately
chosen his sister’s best friends name knowing how much it would
piss Sonya off and that she couldn't complain about
it
because he would
then know she had been trying to get into his computer. He still
didn’t understand why he had been with her for so long.

Deciding
it was going to be a pyjama day, he went downstairs to have some
food while his computer was loading up. Returning he sat on the bed
in front of his laptop with his knees folded he began to type. He
was quite surprised at how well he remembered his Nan’s old
stories.

After
writing for a few hours he decided to stretch his legs and freshen
up a bit, so he turned off his laptop, climbed over the other side
of the bed, and headed towards the bathroom.

Jordan
emerged a short time later clean shaven, still in his dressing
gown, which was open and revealed his blue and white striped pyjama
bottoms and white vest. The dressing gown belt was dangling by his
feet. He shrugged at his attire and picked up his mobile phone and
placed it in his pocket.

He
hadn’t realised he’d spent so much time writing, until his stomach
rumbled, glancing out the window next to him, he could see the sun
behind the trees, a beautiful haze of reds and golds littered the
sky. Patting his rumbling stomach, he headed for the bedroom door.
Reaching the foot of the bed, the belt of his dressing gown caught
on something causing him to trip over the stretched
fabric.

“Oh Shit,” Jordan said, realising too late, he was heading for
the mirror, he could do nothing but close his eyes and brace
himself for the collision.


Chapter
Eight






Trixie walked into the
elegantly decorated bedroom that would be occupied by her nephew
for a few days when he arrived. Lots of greens and golds caught her
eye, and she could only imagine what his room looked like in the
human realm. A shiver of excitement went through her at the thought
of the human realm. She couldn’t wait to see him and her big brother. It had
been way too long.

With clipboard in hand, Trixie
made her way around the room, checking off things that had been
done. She made her way around the bed to the elegant mirror, and she touched the glass.
She
watched as the
screen shimmered when she did a zig-zag motion over the glass with the tip of
her finger. She couldn't help smiling at her reflection as it was
further proof that her nephew was due to arrive.

She couldn't wait to see her
nephew, Jordan. She hadn't seen him in years. The only time she had
visited the human realm was when Jordan and his sisters had been
born, and she highly doubted he would remember her at all, never mind
remember she was his aunt.

The last time she had stepped
foot in the human realm was when Joanne was born. Jordan would have
been ten years old at the time, and even though he would’ve been old enough to
remember her, he was more bothered about his computer games or
playing with Jessica and her little blonde friend. He didn’t seem
to notice the strange woman who stayed for the weekend and was
effectively not seen again.

Ticking
the last item on her checklist, she decided to go and have a little
look at the room for her brother Richard. She didn't need to. The
house knew what the King of Elves liked. She was just so excited to
see her brother again and couldn't help herself. "Only a few more
weeks," she said aloud while making her way back to the bedroom
door. She hugged the clipboard to her chest in excited
anticipation.

A loud buzzing noise suddenly
started coming from the mirror halting her steps. She
knew the mirror
shouldn't have been
doing that. Slowly she spun on her heels, to see what was causing
the noise. Trixie could only watch in horror as the young man she
knew to be her nephew came crashing through the mirror and landed
with a loud thud on the floor. It only took her a few seconds to
realise that Jordan had somehow fallen through the portal and he
was on his own.

"This can't be good," she said
aloud as she leaned against the door frame. She placed her clipboard on the
dresser next to the door as she did so. Not really knowing what
else she should do, she decided to keep quiet and watch.


Chapter Nine






Feeling the pain in his arm and
shoulder from hitting the floor, Jordan laid still. He kept his
eyes tightly shut as he waited to be showered in broken glass. He
was sure he’d hit the mirror, smashing it against the wall with his
weight.

When no
glass fell, he slowly opened his eyes. He looked around on the
floor and noticed that there wasn’t, in fact, any shards of broken
mirror and no blood from cuts he should have received. “What the
hell,” he whispered aloud.

Suddenly realising he was no
longer in his bedroom, he glanced cautiously over his shoulder and
had to do a double-take to make sure what he saw was real. There
was an old mirror identical to the one in his room,
and
it was
perfectly
intact. He laid
frozen to the spot paralysed with fear. He just couldn't seem to
get his body to move. His brain, on the other hand, was going
ninety to the dozen. Where was he? What was going on? So many
thoughts bombarded his mind at once. He had to calm himself down
somehow before he had a panic attack, which he wasn't prone to
having. Concentrating on his breathing Jordan could feel his
emotions calming down, but his body hadn't quite caught up yet, his
fear still keeping him frozen.

Using only his eyes, he glanced
at his surroundings. He was trying to get a clue as to where he
was. After a few minutes, he realised that he couldn't see a lot
from where he was on the floor, especially with the bed in the way.
The frustration he was feeling was slowly replacing his fear. He
decided he was having a bizarre dream after being knocked out from his fall, so
he shifted his body and sat up. Looking into the mirror, he noticed
that the room seemed to be decorated identical to his, only it was
green where he's had been blue. Even the furnishings were the same
except they were placed in different positions around the
room.

Suddenly
overwhelmed with curiosity, he slowly stood up and placed his hand
on the mirror. Hearing a woman’s voice from behind him, he froze.
It was only now occurring to him that he could be in someone else’s
bedroom. He spun around quickly on his heels to face the source of
the voice and stopped dead in his tracks, not quite believing what
he was seeing.






There
standing by the door leaning against the wall with her arms folded
across her chest, was what looked like a tall pixie. She looked as
though she had mugged Peter Pan for his clothes. ‘Finding Never
Land,' he thought, suddenly remembering the film. He couldn't take
his eyes off her it was as if her beauty mesmerised him. Even with
her pointy ears and silver almond-shaped eyes.

Realising he didn't see her in
the mirror, he asked, "How long have you been there?" He was
clearly
more concerned with
his embarrassment than any danger he may be in.

“Long enough to see you’re not so grand entrance,” she said
smiling at him.

“Oh,” he said turning a bright shade of red.

“Don’t worry, your secret is
safe with me,” she replied as she pushed herself away from the
wall. “So what brings you here?” she asked looking
him
up and down. “I
take it you don’t usually travel in your sleeping
attire?”

Looking
down at his clothes he shrugged. “My attire is perfectly suited to
the dream I’m currently having. If by some bizarre twist of fate, I
happen not to be dreaming, I think my attire would be the least of
my worries.”

"Good
point… However you're definitely not dreaming," she
replied.

“A dream would say that even if they are….” He surmised. “What
are you? A pixie or something.”

“Are you always this forward with personal questions, I don’t
even know who you are,” she lied.

“Oh…I’m Jordan Elfin,” he said as he walked towards the woman,
holding out his hand. “I do apologise…I have never seen anything or
I mean, anyone like you before… in the flesh anyway.” Dream or not
there was no need for rudeness. Shaking her hand, he asked “So….
are you a pixie?”

"It has
to be the hair. The short spiky look makes everyone think I'm a
pixie." Looking at him, she realised he seriously thought he was
dreaming. His eyes looked like they were glazed over. How was she
going to convince him he wasn't in fact dreaming? Not really
knowing what action to take she answered his question. "I'm
actually an elf…. I assume you haven't seen an elf in their natural
form before?"

“Only in
books... My nan used to tell me stories about them when I was
little," he said feeling like a complete prat once the words were
out of his mouth. Changing the subject quickly, he added, "And I'm
terribly sorry to have appeared in your room like I
did."

“It’s not my room,” she said blankly.

“It’s not?” Jordan asked as fear
started to retake hold.

“No I was just preparing it for our guest, who should have
been arriving in a few weeks,” she said casually.

“Are you a maid or something?” he asked.

“If you like,” she replied trying to avoid the questions
asked. She wasn’t sure how to answer it anyway. “So what do you
think?”

"It's
exquisite, I have a room decorated the same in blue, except for the
tassels on the bed curtains," Jordan said scrunching up his
face.

“Don’t you like the tassels?” Trixie asked confused since the
room should be exactly how he liked it.

"I can't
stand them, but I'm sure your guests will love it," Jordan replied.
This dream he was having was really bizarre. A pixie is looking
Elf, what would he come up with next a fire-breathing
dragon?

“Hopefully he will,” Trixie answered in confusion. “So do you
still think your dreaming?” she asked changing the subject before
she could dwell on the realms error.

“Hell yeah,” he said in response.

Thinking
of a way to prove to him he wasn’t dreaming she remembered his
grandmother was Christina of the Fae. Maybe if he saw her, he would
believe it was real. “What if you spoke to your grandmother? The
one who told you the stories,” she asked.

“Then I would know I was dreaming.”

Trixie
looked at him puzzled. “How so?”

“My grandmother died a year or so ago, along with my
grandfather,” Jordan said sadly. He still missed them very
much.

“Oh…I’m sorry for your loss. How did they die?” she asked
sincerely confused.

“I don’t actually know,” Jordan answered. His mother was good
at avoiding that subject. “All my mother would say was they were in
a better place and not to worry about things like that.”

“Ok, what about talking to your mother?” Trixie said not
knowing what else to say.

He
pulled his phone out of his pocket and looked at it. "Couldn't even
if I wanted to."

“Why?” she asked.

“No signal,” he replied placing it back in his
pocket.

“I tell you what, how about we get you something to eat?” she
said. She heard the rumbling sound coming from his stomach. “And
when you’re done, I will show you a much better way of
communicating with someone other than using those silly phone
things,” she said taking his arm and leading him out of the
room.


Chapter Ten






Jordan sat in a large dining
room, enjoying the plate of bacon and eggs the pixie looking elf
had brought to him. He looked around at his surroundings and
couldn’t help the thoughts that kept running through his mind.
Was he dreaming? The large dining room looked like something
straight out of Hogwarts, so he figured he could be.

Was he going insane? He didn’t
think insanity ran in his family, although with some of his
grandmother’s story’s it could be possible. Or maybe his split with
Sonya did more damage to his mental stability than he
realised. Perhaps it was a strange coincidence the stories from his childhood
just happened to be true.

Pushing
all thoughts from his mind especially the last one, he turned his
attention back to the woman in front of him and noticed she was
smiling at him.

“So Jordan, you never mentioned how exactly it was that you
got here?” she said. She was trying to make small talk while
pouring two mugs of coffee from the pot on the table.

How did
he get here? He was trying to remember the events of that day. His
eyes widened in disbelief. “That can’t be possible,” he whispered
mostly to himself. A feeling of unease was slowly creeping into his
gut.

“What can’t be possible?” she asked.

“Falling through a mirror,” he answered. He could vaguely
recall literally falling through the old antique mirror in his
room.

"So tell me, why would that not
be possible?" she asked, trying to get him to realise this was in
fact actually happening to him. He was in shock,
and
she had to bring
him out of it somehow before his skin colouring became even paler,
if that was even possible.

Jordan looked at the woman like
she had grown a second head. He didn't understand why she would ask
such a question. "A mirror is a sheet of glass that is coated on
one side with metal. A person cannot walk through
glass. Never mind fall through a piece of it without it smashing
and cutting the person to ribbons," he said with a hint of
sarcasm.

“Well you are currently sitting
opposite an elf so you could consider that anything is possible,” she said
smiling at him.

"Well
since this is a dream and a bizarre one, I guess anything is
possible when it comes to goals."

“Ok then.” It wasn’t quite what Trixie was going for. “How
about you tell me what happened, while you finish your
coffee…...refill?” she asked picking up the pot. With a nod of his
head, she poured.

Sarcasm,
finally an emotion she could deal with. Sitting back in her chair,
she listened to how her nephew came to be in the neutral realm
earlier than he should have been. She watched in sadness as the
reality of his situation started to sink in. She felt the fear and
panic radiating off him which was made stronger by the natural
powers he didn't know he had. She wanted to wrap him in her arms
and tell him she was his aunt and reassure him that everything
would be alright. Trixie was surprised at the anger she felt
towards her eldest brother for not having his son prepared for this
significant life change. She didn't want to cause him any more
confusion, so she said nothing.

“How is that for a crazy story,” Jordan said while finishing
the last of his coffee.

“And you told it so well…You should be a writer,” she replied.
She already knew he was one, hell she owned all the books he had
written.

“I am,” Jordan responded proudly.

"That
will make it easier to write then," she said while standing. "I
think it's time I show you that cool communication device I
mentioned to you earlier."

“Ok,” Jordan said while getting to his feet. “Who will I be
calling?”

“Someone you need to speak to the most,” she said making their
way out of the dining room.
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