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HiddeN HeritagE

	Monday, February 12, 2007

	S
am's workday at the power plant wore him out, but nothing out of the ordinary happened. It gave him a headache. He blamed the weather. Clouds loomed above, threatening rain all day. He took a few pain pills earlier. The drive home took him twenty minutes on average, but the pressure in his head kept building when a car accident up ahead on the bridge turned his commute into a stop and go nightmare that had his blood boiling. He wanted to scream. People needed to learn to merge. Sam tried to calm down, taking a few deep breaths. While he wanted to get home as soon as possible, he would rather return home safe than quick, but damn it all if the bridge between Arkansas and Oklahoma wasn't a nightmare to navigate today. All he wanted tonight was a cold brew and a hug from his daughter.

	He parked in the driveway and rubbed his temples as he let himself inside. To find Lynne's cool expression staring back startled him as he locked the door. She looked ready to start a screaming match, which he wasn't mentally or physically prepared for.

	"What happened?" he asked, sighing in defeat and closing his eyes against the incoming onslaught.

	Before Lynne could lay into him, his daughter Ellyria ran around the corner. The sounds of her little feet prancing towards them made him open his eyes, and what he saw made his entire body go cold. A pair of the purest white angel wings, like he'd only seen once before, graced her back. Luckily, it didn't happen at school. Otherwise, he would've received a phone call. Instead, he only needed to deal with Lynne's ire.

	A wide smile dominated Ellyria's face. "Daddy, Daddy, Daddy!" She bounded up into his arms; her wings flapped to help her jump up adorably. "Look it, look it, look it, look it!" she said on loop in her infectious excitement.

	"Oh." Sam couldn't help the sobbing laugh that escaped him. He forced a smile on his face, not wanting to scare her or think she'd done something wrong. It was his fault for not expecting this sooner. She was five next month. Her Mom said Elly's wings would come in around now. "They're beautiful," he said, holding her close while he stroked her dark hair. Tears welled up in his eyes, but they didn't fall. Eiael should see this. Instead, he met Lynne's judgmental expression as Elly hugged him with all of her strength. What could he say now? Furthermore, what could he do? He chose the path of least resistance. "You should lie down. Get some rest. I'll take care of this."

	Lynne scoffed and rolled her eyes before turning. Her blonde hair whirled around with her as she stalked off to the bedroom, where she slammed the door behind her.

	He sighed. Dealing with her later wouldn't be fun. Now, he could focus on taking care of his little girl. Overhead, lightning struck, and the skies opened up. From outside, he could hear the first sounds of rain hitting the ground. It ramped up until they could hear the constant sounds of raindrops hitting the roof. He could almost feel the tension in his head release.

	Elly wiggled with discomfort and whimpered a little. "Lightning is scary."

	Sam kissed her temple. He needed to teach her so much. "Don't you worry. Daddy will always protect you, sweetie."

	She hugged him tight with her arms and wings. Her eyes closed. A radiant smile appeared on her face. "Thank you, Daddy."

	"You're welcome," he said as he carried her into the garage, where he closed the doors behind them. When he waved a hand, a shimmering wall of force appeared, blocking any sights or sounds from escaping. He placed Ellyria down and knelt down so he was at her level. "I'm so proud of you," he whispered, looking into her brown eyes, which were the same color as his wife's. He missed Eiael. He closed his eyes, forcing himself to take a deep, shuddering breath. When he opened them, tears were there again and one fell.

	"Why are you so sad?" Elly frowned; her wings followed suit, dipping down with the emotion.

	He pulled her in for another hug and kissed her forehead.

	"I'm so sorry," he said.

	It didn't make him feel better. Did he speak to comfort himself, Eiael, or Ellyria? He didn't know. Before Ellyria could respond, his fingers glowed; he touched her
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