
    One

    Aree hung over the edge of an old fishing dock, studying the curves of her reflection along with the brightness of her teal-colored eyes glistening in the still waters. After a moment she sighed, looking for something interesting to catch her eye. Finding nothing more than a pebble, she tossed it into the water, watching the ripples spread. Bored, she scrunched up the skirt of her white linen dress so it wouldn’t get wet. Sitting between two wooden rails, she began tucking the hem of her dress under her left butt cheek.

    Lost in thought, she kicked her legs back and forth so just the tips of her toes touched the surface of the chilly water, each brief splash making her smile’s reflection framed in deep red locks wiggle on the water. She looked at the old fishing dock weathered by time; the railing held a familiar engraving—an M and A inside a heart, found by her fingers. She smiled at the memory as her feminine, slender fingers traced the etching. Her dear Michael would meet her here soon, once the set of suns tucked beneath the horizon. She took a deep breath and released a decompressing exhale.

    She got up, releasing her ankle-length, flowing dress, brushing off the dirt. Twirling like a delicate ballerina, her skirt billowed and fluttered around her. Intent on escaping boredom, she spun and spun until dizziness consumed her.

    Stepping off the dock, she walked up to a very special spot. Atop a hill in a rolling meadow stood the most unique tree in the realm, her favorite, the tree of different colors. The tree had bark as dark as chocolate and roots resembling octopus legs curling through the earth. Creepy Jenny vines crawled up the roots to encompass the enormous trunk. The tree branches reached out, touching the sky, strong and wide enough she could walk on them. Vibrant colors, as if with a paintbrush, the tree grew leaves of purple, red, yellow, and blue, bursting in colors.

    Aree picked pieces of wet grass off her feet before she sat down on the blanket she had spread out under her tree. Enjoying the smell of blooming wisteria clumping around the old fishing dock nearby, the delicate fragrance eased her mind. While she watched, the fireflies blinked from the canopy top, frolicking with happiness through the branches.

    Feeling peaceful, she filtered through her memories of this place. Some of her favorites are shared romantic nights here. Michael would play his violin in a soft, romantic tune. They would dance in the twilight; she would fall in love with him once more.

    The tree is special for both Aree and Michael. Long ago, they had made a bond with each other and planted a seed. As their love grew, so did the tree. They enjoyed climbing up the massive, dark branches deep into the tree canopy, playing chase or lounging on branches with their heads touching and their fingers entwined, oblivious to the world around them. Energy danced around them like layered halos moving up the tree, thriving from their love for one another.

    Smiling, she loved this place. Her fingers stroked through the wild lavender covered in dew, leaving liquid diamonds all over her hand. She inhaled the smell of lavender with delight and sighed. Leaning back on her arms, she wiggled her toes in the furry blanket as she looked up, admiring the brightly colored leaves.

    With a smile from ear to ear, Aree sensed an incredible, warm energy approaching, Michael. Patiently, she waited for the perfect moment. Then, she leaned her head back into the warm and comforting hands of her protector, companion, soulmate.

    Michael smiled down at her as he cradled her head. Gently, he outlined the curves of her face as he turned her chin upward. She tilted her head back in full submission as he placed his warm and soft lips on hers. He held her close, burying his face in her hair, taking in the orangey rose scent causing his eyes to glow brilliant shades of blue, swirling full of passion and pleasure. He watched the red shimmers of her hair as it moved through the warm breeze. Speechless in happiness, he joined her on the blanket.

    Soon, they rested side by side, relishing the early evening sounds. He leaned over her body, kissing her softly. First, he kissed her forehead, then slowly rubbed the tip of his nose with hers, then continued to kiss each rosy cheek. He kissed the very tip of her chin when she wrapped her arms around his powerfully muscular neck and shoulders, crawling her fingers across his upper back and dragging her nails softly down his muscular arms.

    Life was perfect in the little piece of heaven they had created. Being in his presence and feeling his heavenly glow gave her security. There was no pain, no fear or anger, just the most intense feeling of a beautiful, never-ending love. It continued to grow without limitations.

    Together, they loved taking long walks along the shoreline of the sea, where the water reflected liquid silver waves rolling onto the beach, holding hands and kicking the diamond sand as they chased each other around in the receding waters.

    She loved spending time in nature, communicating with flowers and trees and even animals. Aree owned a unique ability. When she meditated, she connected with nature, controlling everything with her breathing.

    Michael, on the other hand, enjoyed being in the stables, where he could ride Nokomis, his winged stallion of Heaven. He loved riding bareback over the beautiful hills.

    They never once worried about their future or time, blessed with the immortality of Heaven. Soulmates, Aree and Michael shared the first bond of a human soul and celestial light being together forever.

    Lying on the furry blanket, they laughed and told each other stories, when in the distance they heard a faint sound of flutes and harps coming from the city. The crystal singing bowls continued to grow in vibrations on the F note—a call to Michael.

    “The Elders are requesting me?” he spoke in a soft, concerned, deep voice. His energy halo swirls had stopped and dissipated from the tree.

    Old thoughts started running through his mind. It had been a long time since he had heard the call from the Elders. Last time he heard the crystal singing bowls vibrating so rapidly, they had requested Michael prepare for war, a war no one saw coming. Deep in the back of his mind, he always knew the time would come and the battle would begin again. He just hoped it wasn’t now.

    Putting space between them, he stood, grabbed the blanket, and turned to her. “We must go,” he said.

    Before she could speak, he wrapped his arms around her waist, laid a firm, reassuring kiss on her plump, soft, pink lips, and then, with a swooping sound, his wings appeared, spread out, ready for flight. He held her tightly against his body as he shot straight into the air above the treetops.

    Michael looked toward the Grand Cathedral. In the distance, he saw the majestic city, Celestrian: the Holy City of Angels, a city of a thousand angels and Archangels. It sat deep among the clouds of color. Different crystals formed a brilliantly bright city, located in the middle level of the heavenly realm. The trails of Celestrian were created from the finest crushed Jade. In the middle of Celestrian, a Grand Cathedral was the source of Michael’s summons.

    Michael turned and flew to the Castle of Archangels, their home nestled against a grassy knoll on a small cliff overlooking the sea. The medieval castle builders had carved it from black granite, and ivy and moss covered the towering walls. Landing softly on the dewy grass in the middle of the courtyard, he released Aree and kissed her forehead.

    “I will be back soon, my love.” He gave her a wink and a smile and then took to the sky to answer his call.

    Aree turned and ascended the castle’s front steps, tucking the blanket under her arm, when she noticed the smell of jasmine around the castle was stronger than usual. She enjoyed the fragrant air. She pushed open their chamber’s doors, accessible through a left archway.

    “Aree, wait!” a familiar voice called out. She turned around to see Michael’s brother Archangel Gabriel coming up behind her, exposing his welcoming smile with his priceless dimples.. “I didn’t mean to startle you; I just heard the crystal singing bowls. Do you know anything about what the Elders want?” he asked. As he approached the doors, she invited him in.

    Placing the blanket on a table, she looked up at him with a blank face. “I don’t know anything,” she said. “We were sitting under our tree when we heard the crystal bowls. Michael dropped me off here and headed to the Cathedral at once. Do you think I should worry, Gabriel?”

    He looked at her. “No! No! I’m sure it’s nothing to worry about. Don’t worry.” There was a strange silence. Then he said in a convincing voice, “I will let you get back to what you are doing. Kindly relay to Michael my search for him.”

    She gave him a reassuring smile. “Is there something I can do?”

    Gabriel grinned, showing his charming dimples, shaking his head no. “I was just curious.”

    Aree smiled as Gabriel left, and she pulled the doors shut. She tried not to let her mind go crazy with nonsense thoughts, so she thought a hot bath would help her relax before dinner while enjoying a big, chilled glass of a new fruit elixir Michael’s brother Raphael had created. This would ease her mind for sure.

    As she enjoyed her drink, she could not keep her mind from wandering, knowing Elders spoke only with the Archangels to relay important orders from the Creator.

    She recalled hearing Michael speak about the Elders, also known as the Wise Ones or the Empyreans. Hundreds of Elders maintained records for all the realms, including every human on earth. Others were astrologers for all the realms. Some worked as monks, studying the secrets of the ancient history of all the realms.

    The Elders were the oldest beings, closest in age to the Creator. They had been with him before the beginning, before the Creator had manifested the universe and its realms with different dimensions. Since the beginning, they had always been there.

    The Elders were tall, smoke-like beings reaching ten feet in height, usually dressed in a veil of the thinnest satin and silk robes of pale blue. Their eyes were bright violet, with hair of white and glistening silver strands reaching to their feet, and long facial hair to match. They radiated blue mist and smoke rising all around them. They could appear in a form with boney appendages showing under their robes and disappear at will, using their mystical powers. Most contact with the Empyreans happened in the Grand Cathedral.

    The Grand Cathedral sat above the middle of Celestrian, elegantly embraced by its magnificent cloud bank. It shone bright like a sun, created from the gold and silver mountains.

    Massive stained-glass windows lined the main narthex in the center of the Cathedral. Statues of mighty angels stood sentinel along the many levels of the Cathedral, some dressed in war attire, some with trumpets turned up to the sky.

    Statues of gargoyles stood on each corner, hiding in the mist from the colossal fountains shooting holy water hundreds of feet in the air. The fountains themselves resembled Celestial Beings of all kinds throughout the universe gathered in unity. Carved from iron, the fountains showed their age through the turquoise patina enhancing their appearance.

    Outlining the ascending steps to the Cathedral were golden, lower-level angel statues in armor holding swords pointing toward the doors. White linen draped in a frame around the doors adorned by a dove.

    In the center of the Grand Cathedral, two towering spires of crystal stretched toward the sky, carved with angelic hieroglyphs sparkling like glitter. Each day, the sounds of flutes, harps, and violins filled the air as Celestial Beings hummed on cue.

    ***

    Michael arrived just as the singing bowls slowly faded. White owls flew down from their perch, signaling Michael’s arrival. As the bowl’s vibrations stopped, this alerted the Elders of Michael’s presence on the grounds. Landing softly, he made his wings disappear as he walked up the stairway.

    There was a commotion near the altar sitting in the middle of the Cathedral. A group of lower-level angels stood in deep discussion and quieted their voices as they saw Michael approaching. Michael, with deep respect, stopped at the altar and bent his knee. He scanned the area for hints about the purpose of his call. Finding none, he turned around and headed into the west corridor where the Elders gathered. Walking down the familiar marble and rose quartz hallway, he admired every stained window lining the massive walls.

    Glancing up, he saw the earth through the crystal dome, magnifying the ancient blue and green orb. It took his breath away every time he looked at its beauty, and it reminded him of how important it was to keep the orb and all its unique creatures living there safe.

    Earth was a planet of matter where all creatures had feelings of love and loss, compassion, and pain. Humans were special, for they had fascinating minds of curiosity. Seeking love, they had the ability to learn from mistakes and keep peace with other creatures. Angels were light beings created to protect, to follow orders, and to help guide humans peacefully to protect their planet. He stood there admiring the orb and took pride in protecting it. He wondered if the earth was the reason for his summoning. . . .

    He turned toward the doors of the west chamber, the entrance to the Hall of Records. The massive doors were made of antiqued sycamore covered in gold and ornamented with carvings of angelic script, glistening across the keystone connecting the double doors, morphing into beautiful vines with inset diamonds covering the door frame. As he looked, he never noticed all carving and script before. Personally, it was a little much for his taste.

    Inside the Hall of Records, Michael’s anxiety rose as he looked across the room. He hadn’t met in this room for a while. Beautifully carved columns stood every twenty feet across the hall, reaching up to meet in a point in the middle of the ceiling where a single stained-glass window hung, creating a soft kaleidoscope effect across the walls. Hundreds of scrolls stacked on old shelves lined the edges of the room.

    The Elders sat on their engraved thrones around a large ruby table in the center of the room, awaiting his arrival. He walked in, bowing his head in respect as he approached his throne, created from the finest lapis. Other Elders came and went freely around the room. None had names or held leadership titles, all equal beings of identical form and function and mind.

    The room settled into silence as a bright light streamed through the stained-glass window on the high ceiling. It forced Michael to cover his eyes as the light grew brighter. The second moon shone directly on the Cathedral. He lowered his arms, adjusting his eyes to the intense colors reflected in the room.

    An Elder stood and spoke, looking directly at Michael. “There is trouble in Faermorreya that could cause devastation in the earthly realm. We need your full cooperation and complete understanding of this mission.

    “There has been a breach of the seal of Faermorreya, nature’s invisible dimension of the earth. This seal must remain shut for the earth and its dimensions to survive. Demons discovered a weakness in the seal. Watchers have informed us the demons are planning on destroying the creatures and magical beings of nature in Faermorreya, destroying the dimension and killing the earth’s oxygen supply.

    “As you know, we do not interfere with politics or issues as nature dimension keeps the peace between all magical beings. But since this threat includes the wellbeing of the outer realm of the earth, we must act.”

    A different Elder rose and spoke. “If demons succeed in their mission, they will have what they need to start the big war. But first, they will cause mass killings and destruction. We must act fast yet draw no attention. All evil entities are expecting our angels to be watching. We must stay calm and do the unexpected.”

    This intrigued Michael. Sitting straight up with his back against his throne, resting a fist under his chin, he felt the sharpness of his unshaven face. “Inform me of your requirements; I’ll guarantee their fulfillment,” he spoke with authority.

    The court of Elders nodded in agreement, their murmurs acknowledging each other. Michael looked around at the Elders, seeing them stroke their long silky beards with their boney appendages, deep in thought but showing some anxiety. . . .

    An Elder turned to study Michael’s expression and manner. They rose and declared, “We have a plan, but it excludes you.”

    Michael raised an arched eyebrow, confused, asking, “Why am I here?"? If I am not going on a mission, I do not understand how this concerns me?”

    An Elder sitting across from Michael leaned over the top of the table toward Michael, his mist and smoke swirling around him. His violet eyes grew brighter, then he, too, started stroking his beard. In a loud voice, he said, “It’s Aree, your soulmate! She is the chosen one for this mission!”

    In complete shock, Michael pushed his throne far away from the table, shouting out, “No! She knows nothing of warfare with demons on earth! She has no knowledge of Faermorreya’s existence. There must be another you can send!” Breathing heavily in defiance, he stood his ground, defending his mate and trying everything not to lose her to the earthly realm.

    He pleaded and pleaded for another possibility. When he finally realized this was an order, he sat down in defeat. His love for Aree was important, but he would always obey any command given to him; he had never disobeyed an order from the Elders. Michael quietly slumped down on his throne with his hands clenched into fists, turning his knuckles white. His knee bounced anxiously. His arms glistened from sweat, his forehead slicked with anger. He gazed into a room corner, aware of this mission acceptance.

    In a calm, peaceful voice, one Elder said, “Michael, we request you bring Aree to us so we can proceed with the mission.” Speechless, Michael nodded his head.

    The bright light dimmed, and all the Elders considered the proceedings satisfactory. They vanished one by one, returning to their daily duties. The doors closed, leaving Michael alone in the room. He pushed his throne slowly away from the table, stunned. Dropping to his knees, he knew he couldn’t do this. Tears burned his angry eyes and his cheeks flushed as he settled into a silent melancholy. He did not want, nor was he ready, to let go of his love. How would he break the news to her that she had to go back to earth, beginning afresh without any recollection of him or their love? He must tell her that night! How did he tell her they had given an order?


    Two

    Back at the castle, Aree hummed a tune she often heard the birds sing and swayed back and forth, enjoying the breeze as it blew across their balcony. The balcony spread across a wide-open marble floor the color of moss. Braids of silver railing intertwined with ivy and moon flowers enclosing the perimeter. Aree stood, glancing off in the distance seeing the majestic snow-topped ruby and garnet mountains.

    Combing her hair, she wove a fishtail braid she laid over her right shoulder, giving her the illusion of a smaller neck and exposing her defined collarbone for Michael to kiss upon his arrival. Chills coursed throughout her body at the thought of his mouth on her neck. She placed small white and violet flower clusters throughout her braid. She had put on a cream, thinly translucent silk gown; she loved to tease Michael. The gown exposed her tiny, toned frame with her natural curves, arched back, and full hips around her tiny waist. Her breasts were barely covered, especially tonight, as she stood in the gentle breeze. She knew he loved it when she wore this dress.

    Leaning over the balcony, looking for Michael, she tried to wait patiently. She desperately desired to understand his sudden departure. Awaiting his arrival, she went into the kitchen and made two tall glasses of fruity elixir. As she sipped hers, letting the elixir cover her lips, she allowed it to tingle just before she swallowed.

    His footsteps appeared to get heavier as he entered their living quarters after locking the doors. Aree scurried over and handed him a huge mug while dousing him with kisses, clinging onto him like she looked at him after a lengthy estrangement.

    “WELL?” She drew away with beaming eyes. “Well, TELL ME!”

    Guzzling a vast sum of elixir, turning, searching for the vessel which it appeared from, he began pouring another. “Aree, do you need some extra?”

    She nodded yes. “Why don’t we relax on the terrace so we can savor our drinks and the tranquil air while you inform me of everything?”

    Refilling the two mugs to the perimeters, he lifted his head in time to observe her turning and walking toward the rail so she could enjoy the cool air. Tracing her frame with his finger in midair, he thought to himself, She is so gorgeous. The precise wife for him. She was consistently cheerful with such a pleasant personality. He also thought it adorable she interacted with creatures and trees. Her natural vitality pulled all individuals near to her. She was peculiar that way, and she stood by his side.

    He approached the table as Aree sat down. Pulling out a chair across from her, peering at the miniature flecks of shadowy blue in her teal-colored eyes, he sought to speak. His tongue felt giant in his mouth.

    “Aree, I strolled into the Hall of Records to meet the Elders there, awaiting assembled around a table. I accompanied them on my throne at the table.” Choosing to offer her the brief report, seeing her eyes fastened strongly on him, adhering to the later news, Aree was all ears.

    “I sat there as an Elder informed me about trouble with an invisible dimension of earth, named Faermorreya, the magical world of nature.” There was a pause. He had another sip and hesitantly glanced aside as tears sought to obscure his vision.

    Reaching across the table, Aree lifted his hand in hers and with baffled eyes said, “Michael, I didn’t realize the nature world was real. I understood it was all a delusion that mothers instructed youngsters with as stories!” giggling with another meager snicker.

    “What’s so amusing, Aree?”

    Smirking in between giggles, she proceeded, “That doesn’t sound like anything you couldn’t handle.”

    Michael, lifting an eyebrow, studied her as she babbled on about leprechauns and elves when he sought to hinder her. “Honey, you are a warrior. I don’t think leprechauns are going to give you an issue. It’s going to be OK love; I can handle a few days while you carry out orders. I can take care of myself! So who is traveling with you? Gabriel, Raphael?” she babbled on repeatedly.

    Michael got up and went around to her and clutched her arms. “Aree!” She stared at him, stunned by his action. “I need you to listen to me, please! I am not traveling anywhere, babe.” A bewildered smile darted across her face just as he spoke. “It’s you.” Her smile instantly vanished.

    Aree rose, glaring at him. “What do you mean me? What can I do? I’m a lover, not a warrior! Michael, there must be a mistake! You must have misinterpreted. This isn’t conceivable.” Taking a step back, leaning on the rail, guzzling the remains of her elixir so swiftly a bit splashed all over her collar and stained her gown. She reached for the big jug, wiping her mouth with her hand. Michael remained there, powerless, observing her, not realizing what to do.

    The third moon soared. The silence between them broke from a soothing murmur. “OK, I’ll do it. I will adhere to orders issued to me, honey. It can’t be that dangerous, or they wouldn’t send me, right? Do you know when I leave?”

    Michael avoided eye contact as he peered into the distance, saying, “There’s more.". My love, while you are gone from the heavenly realm, you will not have any remembrance of me or our love.”

    In an instant, a freezing sensation raced across her body. She released the jug to the floor sending elixir in the air. “WHAT!” fell from her lips, but he didn’t see through her stone demeanor.

    “You will remember everything when you come back. I have served on many missions. It has always been conducted this way for thousands of years.” Michael stepped up behind her, encasing her in a violet, long, fleece shawl around her shoulders. Pushing himself taut against her body, pushing her hair off her shoulder, he murmured into her ear, “I am uncertain when they require you to go, my love.”

    He forced his lips against her collarbone, cherishing the touch of her delicate, pale skin on his lips. Massaging her arms, turning her around but keeping her tight in his arms, he pressed her against his chest. Never could he ever choose to let her leave. She shuddered slightly on the inside. He recognized it as her fear of leaving behind all she appreciated and treasured. Realizing she needed a diversion to ignore the emotions in this dilemma, scanning toward their master suite without her knowing, he took her up in his arms.

    “Right now, you are with me, my love. This is our time.” He had her attention with a passionate kiss as he strolled to their bed.

    In the room’s rear, a large four-post bed made of onyx stood, with rhinestones placed every two inches around the poles shimmering like twinkling stars in the night sky. Misty, violet, velvet blankets and silver pelt throws were strung across the bed with feathery pillows of varied sizes. He steadily released her next to the side of their bed.

    Tossing the violet shawl on a chaise near a wall-sized fireplace, he glanced over again, confirming it landed on the chaise, not in the fire. Aree watched every motion Michael made as he loosened his cloth pants and let them settle to the floor. Remaining still, he let her appreciate him nude. His shadow attracted her attention to the superficial contour formed from the moonlight and the glow of the fire reflecting his masculine physique.

    Michael removed the gold tassels keeping her gown on her shoulders, following it with his eyes as it slipped off.. The gold tassel dangled on the tip of her hard nipple before it settled on the floor, instantly giving Michael a surge of blood to his groin with every pulse of his heartbeat. He induced his eyes to churn a blazing, neon blue with desire, never dropping eye contact with her. Placing his fingers on her neck, he moved her hair off her shoulder, uncovering her slender neckline, tipping her head into position so he could enthusiastically savor her sweet lips and kiss behind her ear.

    Tracing the contour of her sensual torso, he felt and kissed every part of her. He glided his hands up her outer thigh, then suddenly clutched her plump rear. He picked up her up in his brawny arms, lying her on the silvery white pelts and kissed her intensely, compassionately maintaining the contact between them.

    Aree caved into his seductive touch and the warmth emitting against her body as he arranged himself on top of her, pushing his solid erection against her outer thigh as he adamantly kissed her breasts, delighting her nipples with his tongue, giving her a tantalizing sensation seizing her soul, provoking her to moan and close her eyes in sheer gratification, forgetting all about the mission.

    Michael forced his mouth against hers, planting his hand between her upper thighs as she opened them for him. He slid his arm downward so he could slip his fingers to where he could receive the warmth as he began penetrating her tenderly.

    Enjoying her satisfaction, he took over the penetration with his tongue. This shot her into complete euphoria as he taunted her, making her crave more. She lifted her hips in passion, presenting herself to him. He tenderly slid her legs open as he positioned himself on his knees. Gripping her hips to pull her to closer to him, he thrusts himself into her moderately at first, concluding with his animalistic penetration deep inside her, forcing out moans of orgasmic bliss. With their bodies quenched, a glistening glow emitted as they move simultaneously in perfect synchronicity together throughout the night.

    Lying there cuddled in his arms, she knew his mind teemed with intentions of keeping her right there permanently so he could protect her. Aree could feel his anxiety and knew images of losing her had seized his mind. Lying her head on his chest, she put a hand around his abdomen. Their heart beats and breathing slowed enough they picked up on the same breathing patterns. This allowed them to ease into a deep sleep, secure in each other’s arms with weeping eyes.


    Three

    Dawn appeared too promptly. Michael hurt from thinking apathetic thoughts and not choosing to let her leave. Peering back at her sleeping so quietly, he shrouded her with furs as she slept. Remaining on the edge of the bed, he shoved his sandy blonde hair off his forehead, noting the red streaks heightening his royal blue eyes as he gawked at himself in the full-length mirrors.. Standing there studying himself, sporting nothing but thin cloth pants, he looked. Pondering his person without his armor, he saw nothing but an angelic light being in human form. He stayed there, stretching before flexing his arms and legs, posing.

    Thinking to himself, I am an archangel with arms of steel and an impressive, powerful frame.”. If desired, he could display and extend his wings ten feet from his body. The magnificent archangel could not alter the approaching event, but in a split second, could divide an attacker in half with a spiral of his wings. Turning elsewhere, he reached for an appropriate linen shirt matching his pants, exposing just enough of his muscular pecks.. Standing and looking at himself, he looks chilled but mentally is not holding up so well. He is so afraid she will see him weak. He thought, She cannot look at me like this. I must make every minute perfect. He lowered his head as he dropped his arms. He sulked.

    Softly kissing her on her forehead and pushing a few wild strands of red hair off her face, he swept the back of his hand across her cheek, and with a smooth motion, he turned, stepping out, closing the doors softly. He headed to the stables to brush and bath Nokomis. His mind reeled with worries of what ifs. Spending quality time in the stables would help ease the painful feelings he experienced.

    Michael wandered along the gravel trail to the stable of Celestrian. It was a beautiful morning. He glanced up and noticed two of the highly majestic and magical creatures of Celestrian. He saw an adult griffin and winged stallion nibbling on fresh, cool grass growing in the feeding pastures. He paused, leaning on the fence observing, astonished at such creations of exquisite abilities with enormous power and intelligence.

    An incredible creature, with the head of an eagle, the body of a male lion, the tail of a dragon, and silver scales tapering to an arrow-like point, the stallions’ massive size put them around ten feet at heart height. They had the strength of a mighty freight train with wings twice the length of their body. Instructed in warfare, these stallions were the utmost weapon for the archangels. They could move at the speed of light, exploding through the clouds, creating thunder rumble with every step from their heavy hooves, generating lightning to explode across the sky. The creatures could fly through all dimensions.

    Nokomis scampered out of a stall and through the stable’s passageway, making his way across the field. Sensing Michael’s off energy, he sank his head and inserted it under Michael’s arm, demanding rubs from him. Eyes of blended gold, Nokomis was the hue of a thunderstorm, with the spirit as well. He had been with Michael since he was a filly, gaining respect and learning the rules from his master.

    Nokomis grunted and eagerly strutted around, searching for sweets. Michael smirked. “Come over here, you big lug,” he said, handing Nokomis a carrot and sugar cubes. “Let’s go to the stables, boy.”

    He relished brushing the grand breast, feeling much better. He settled his head against Nokomis, hinting “I desire to fly.” Neighing, it delighted Nokomis the need was mutual. Snatching a handful of luxurious black mane on Nokomis, he mounted him, leaning tight against his muscular frame. They were off, leaving stardust as their trail.

    ***

    Aree woke in her routine way, in wonderful spirits. Reaching out her arms, she spread her fingers across the silver pelt blankets shrouding her perfectly. Observing the beautiful songs of the morning birds and feeling grateful for another day with Michael, she took on a cheery attitude and added a smile. Thinking about upcoming events, Michael’s missions were never too long, so hers should be the same. . . . Stretching then slipping into her favorite sheer wraps, she put her long, silky red hair in a messy bun on top of her head with wisps sticking out around her face. She stepped outside onto the balcony and took a deep breath in and out, nice and slow.

    Enjoying the peace she felt, Aree decided she was not going to worry about the unknown of her new mission, and she was going to enjoy the day. She noshed on some fresh fruit, wondering where Michael was. Maybe she should walk down to the stables and check on him. Quickly she shoved the last of the fresh berries into her mouth and went to get dressed.

    Later that morning, Aree left the castle grounds, walking by the olive and orange trees where her little garden of flowers and herbs grow. This was her special place. She meditated and fed birds and other creatures. She watched squirrels race around the oak trees in a game of chase, knowing she had nuts and dried fruit for them.

    Realizing how much she enjoyed being with the animals, she practiced feeling and communicating with nature. Sitting on the ground motionless, she closed her eyes, lifting her arms up above her head in a bowl formation, swaying her arms in a circular motion. Sitting still and quiet, she opened her eyes to watch flowers swaying in the same motions of her arms and her breathing. She communicated with nature. She orchestrated the movements of the flowers and trees to the dancing yellow Spanish moss resembling gold, basking in sunlight.

    Eventually, she rose and scattered a mix of seeds, nuts, and dried corn for the gathered critters. Enjoying the bright violet sky and the sun, Aree replayed last night’s conversation between Michael and her. She wondered about Michael, concerned by his activities yesterday as they were odd, relatively distant. Why is he so worried about this mission they have chosen me to do? What is he not telling me . . . ?

    ***

    They walked along the shore, talking and sucking up every moment. Aree stopped. Turning toward him, she gently swept the light dusting of diamond sand on his cheekbone off. Smiling, she kissed every inch of his face.

    Holding his face in her hands, she whispered, “I love you, Michael, forever and ever. Our love is strong and unbreakable. What we have lasts lifetimes.” Looking into his eyes, she continued saying, “We are soulmates. I could never forget you or our love. I promise to never forget our love.”

    His eyes of royal blue were glossy and watery, reflecting the diamond sand in his hair. He kissed her hard and pulled her into his bare chest, holding her tight. He could feel her breasts against his skin and the heat rising off her body as he ran his hand to the small of her back before lifting her higher into him. Throwing her arms around his neck, she returned the same force of affection to him as well.

    At the castle on his balcony Gabriel stood, gazing across to the east wing. Gripping his fingers tightly around the silver filigree decorating the railing around his balcony, he looked on. With a stature smaller than Michael’s but just as muscular and tone, he looked on with chiseled features. His emerald-green eyes would hypnotize anyone with their beauty. His wavy, dark-brown hair lay perfectly over his shoulders.

    Currently, he fretted over his brother and the meeting’s purpose. Just then, Raphael knocked at his door as he pushed his way in. “Gabriel, they have informed me of the meeting yesterday between Michael and the Elders. Sit, my brother. This is going to shock you!”

    Now Gabriel knew the mission. “Aree must go on alone! Michael is going to miss her. Not able to protect her from danger from the hands of evil entities! He knows they will know who she is!” Gabriel cried out. “Being the soulmate of Michael the Archangel isn’t something of a secret. She is someone they want to get their grubby crawls upon.”

    Raphael said, “Sartael wants to torture Michael with her soul. His hatred for Michael is vicious. Any harm to her endangers the realm’s safety. It could destroy everything, even Heaven.” This concerned Raphael and Gabriel. They finished their discussion right before Raphael had to meet Uriel, the older and wiser brother.

    ***

    The two brothers, Uriel and Raphael, walked on, holding onto braided satin ropes attached to young Griffins. Raphael had concerns regarding Michael and his emotions.

    “Michael has been tense,” Raphael said, as he looked up and noticed Aree and Michael giggling and laughing in their favorite tree.

    Watching on from a distance, Uriel spoke, “She is the one. She can do this; her ability to connect with nature is very strong. She is the only one. Until she returns, emotions aside, Michael will wait whether he likes it or not. . . .”

    As they continued their walk, Raphael started noticing the trail led to an open field. “Is this meant to be a special experience?” Raphael chuckled. “Your aren’t expecting help with these youngsters!”

    Uriel didn’t joke around, so his silence wasn’t something new. Taking the braided satin rope from Raphael, he suggested he go sit over by a crystal pergola dripping with huge yellow and peach Angel Tree flowers sitting atop a grassy knoll. “And see, you will be out of harm’s way there.”

    Raphael’s chiseled jawline cracked into a smirk as he took a seat, pushing aside his reddish-brown locks sticking out of his braided hair intertwined with gold and royal blue satin rope, intensifying the golden color of his eyes. He replied sarcastically, “Carry on!” to Uriel.

    Uriel was a strange loner. One hundred percent devoted to order. If he was not patrolling the different realms, he trained Griffins when they reached a defiant age in their youth. Uriel had a way to make them obey and stay obedient, to not so aggressively snap their huge, powerful beaks when they wanted something.

    At first, he led the young griffins to an open part of the field. Whistling the griffin’s language, he had their full attention as he continued training them. He used raw meat in chunks as treats. Young Griffins were dangerous. They acted like baby goats, playing and jumping around as their dragon scales came in and their front claws started growing talons. Uriel showed them self-control around others and while eating.

    It wasn’t long before he finished training. Uriel said, “The Elders wanted you and Gabriel to be with Michael. Soon Aree will be leaving. They ask the both of you to distract him as I escort her myself to the earthly realm, making sure she arrives safely.”

    Facing, his brother, Raphael agreed and said, “We will do it, Uriel, my brother; I will not disappoint you.”


    Four

    A couple of days passed. Anxieties ran high. Aree, looking straight ahead, took a deep breath as they neared the entrance to the Grand Cathedral. Squeezing Michael’s hand, she anxiously stayed near his side. Passing the altar and looking at the massive stained-glass window’s effect, the array of colors took her breath away.

    She whispered to Michael, “My palms are sweaty.”

    He looked and smiled at her with a loving gleam in his eyes. Turning the corridor, she looked at the marble and rose quartz flooring leading them to majestic doors with such ornate, angelic scripture. On the other side of these massive doors were the Elders awaiting to deliver her quest.

    Michael kissed her forehead, then pushed the doors open to colored mist and heavy chattering among the Elders. “Welcome, Aree,” an Elder stated, “please take a seat next to Michael’s.” Eyes were on them as they started walking around the huge ruby table surrounded with big thrones. She was both amazed and nervous in the presence of the Elders.

    Throughout history, only Archangels had been in the Elders’ presence. Aree felt tiny compared to the ten-foot-tall beings with mystic movements fading in and out. She tried not to stare, but she had never seen Elders. They scared her when in full figure showing their white, boney appendages.

    Seeing the brothers present and in their armor, with wings outlying flat against their backs, this made her sweat even more. As she and Michael took their seats, the brothers made a sudden movement closer, taking one step, standing behind them. Not speaking, Michael lifted an eyebrow at Raphael with a quizzical look. They never put the brothers at attention behind him at a meeting. His fears for Aree quickly intensified. What was she being called to do? How dangerous was this quest? His anxiety was at a breaking point.

    “Welcome to this urgent meeting,” an Elder spoke. “The Watchers brought to our attention a rip in the seal of a dimension belonging to the earthly realm. Demons have entered the nature dimension, known as Faermorreya. What we know is that they plan on causing massive destruction to Faermorreya, killing its creatures and landscape. If this was to happen, it will destroy the oxygen given to the outer realms of the earth needed for all survival.”.

    “As we know, Aree has been called upon to help protect Faermorreya in this mission.”

    Aree felt confused. What could she do to save the earthly realm? This was a mission for an experienced warrior, not a selfless, nature-loving soul! Before she could speak, Michael stood in defiance, shouting “NO! I WILL GO! THIS MISSION IS NOT FOR HER!” Standing and pushing his throne back, Michael faced resistance from his brothers, who pushed him back onto his throne.

    “ORDER! ORDER!” an Elder stood and shouted. It quieted when a different one stood, turning to Michael and Aree.

    “Please, Michael, know your place. If we didn’t believe Aree was the right choice, we wouldn’t have made this decision. Aree feels things and energies we don’t understand. She knows how to communicate with nature and understands the needs of trees and plants. There is no one with her abilities left. She is very special. She has powers to protect Faermorreya, which cannot protect itself in this matter. . . .

    “This mission requires free will and a special love and connection for nature and the earthly realm. Angels lack understanding of free will. Aree is our only hope.”

    Placing his head in his hands, Michael understood she experienced nature differently. She was special, not like any human soul.

    The room was silent when Aree stood nervously and said, “OK, I’ll do it!” Turning to Michael, who was in complete shock, she reached out to cradle his chin in her hands. “My love, my destiny calls. I know nothing of my existence before I found you. If I can save the nature realm of the earth, then I know of no other decision. I must go.” Looking for approval in his eyes, she hid her fears from her warrior mate.

    “Aree, we will make arrangements and explain to you your return to the earthly realm,” an Elder spoke. “The next day is your departure from the heavenly realm. Return to your chambers and mediate for clarity from any distracting thoughts, trust in your love you both have created, and never lose faith in that. This will keep you together. Uriel will call on you tomorrow. We will pray for a quick and safe return.” An Elder slammed a gavel on the ruby table, which echoed throughout the room. They adjourned the meeting.


    Five

    Happy Birthday Sassy Hudson!” the banner used to read stretched out across the porch railing. It was that time again, her birthday, but she didn’t celebrate it anymore. It was the last happy memory she had of her parents before they left the planet.

    She reminisced, thinking of the stories her father used to tell her of their family. Her name was short for Sasalia, her father’s mother’s name. As a child, her parents used to call her Sassy. A little-miss-know-it-all with her head in a book or outside somewhere exploring nature, her dad called her “Miss Sassy Pants” because she loved to debate everything with everyone. These sudden thoughts had her missing her parents; she lovingly smiled, remembering.

    It was a gorgeous day. She lay on the hood of her metallic-blue pickup truck parked high on a hill in the country overlooking her little town. Born and raised in the country, she loved being in nature. The fresh air, birds chirping, the smell of fresh cedar trees spread across the landscape, even the smell of wet gravel.

    Tiny white butterflies fluttered around the mounds of clover leaves. Spring was here. It was one of her favorite times of the year. Everything felt fresh after months of a melancholy, long, wet winter and being stuck inside from the weather.

    The winters caused the landscape to go through major transformations. It turned darker and mysterious as everything went dormant. Sassy referred to it as the sunless weather season. Dark-gray skies filled with heavy snow and sleet pellets banged against the windowsills, making a binging sound. To her, when the deciduous trees dropped their leaves, they resembled creepy old witch fingers sticking up out of the ground. The Junipers trees were the only things green left with their needles.

    Now everything burst with life and colors along with cool breezes. It was so refreshing for the soul. Sassy felt rejuvenated, seeing bright-blue skies and green pastures with new hay or grasses swaying in the breezes. It resembled waves moving over the ocean. She got that same hypnotic feeling when she was on the beach as she did as she looked over the grass fields growing in pastures.

    Today was a special treat for her. Sassy chilled, tapping her finger nails on the beer bottle she held while sipping on the ice-cold beer, looking deep into the clouds. She looked deeply into the clouds searching for her angels. She noticed them lounging and being playful deep within the clouds dressed in flowing, long gowns blending into the color of the pale-yellow clouds, along with a peachy glow and golden, glistening ropes as belts around their waist reflecting in the sunlight. From time to time, they blessed her with their presence. They appeared to her in human form in the clouds.

    They visited her time and time again throughout her life. The angels watched over her. She didn’t know why or what made her so special. She just knew they

    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    





