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Bloodlines: The Dark Fae Chronicles 
 
    When the Fae take over the world, only one girl can bring them down. 
 
      
 
     Nova and her mother take a trip to England, where Nova accidentally awakens an ancient Fae Queen. Now a prisoner to her ‘Uncle’ Phillip, Nova discovers the truth about herself – she is Fae too. 
 
      
 
    A new world order… 
 
      
 
    The Fae Queen unleashes her creatures on the world, seeking revenge on the humans and her brother, who imprisoned her. She will bring them to their knees, no matter the cost.  
 
    Nova is mankind’s last hope… 
 
    Nova escapes from her prison and finds that the world is no longer recognizable. Humans are struggling to survive, driven underground, they scavenge food where they can. Nova stumbles across some of the survivors who take her in, not knowing what she is. It’s time for Nova to make a choice. Side with the humans who raised her, or her true family – the Fae. As the only one who can overthrow the Queen, Nova may be the last hope of humankind.  
 
    Which side will she choose? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    “Oh my God, this is so unbelievably lame,” I muttered. How much longer was I going to have to endure this torture? 
 
    “Just one more picture,” Mom insisted. “How about actually going over to the stones, since we came all this way?” 
 
    I rolled my eyes and trudged across the muddy grass to Stonehenge. The place was crawling with tourists ahead of the summer solstice. I guess I was a tourist too, although not a willing one. 
 
    Mom organized a last-minute trip to jolly old England, to stay with some distant relative, a man she insisted I call Uncle Phillip. I’d certainly never heard his name growing up. Then she insisted on this ridiculous day out together. Mom didn’t do days out. When she wasn’t working at the lab, she was locked away in her office at home.  
 
    I got used to doing things by myself, this was completely out of character. 
 
    Maybe after almost eighteen years, she’s finally remembered that she has a kid. 
 
    I could be back home hanging out with Roxy, going to parties, instead of visiting some ancient rock formation. I mean who cared about them anyway? 
 
    “At least try to smile, Nova,” Mom said, giving me her patented disapproving stare. 
 
    I forced a smile then dropped it as soon as the flash went off.  
 
    Leaving Mom to fuss over the camera, I strolled over to the nearest rock. There was a kind of weird energy in the air.  
 
    Probably static electricity, I thought. It had been raining for most of the day. It wouldn’t surprise me if there was a thunderstorm soon.  
 
    I reached out my hand and placed it on the stone. The second my hand connected, the world started to spin, my vision clouded over and everything around me disappeared. It was dark, so dark, and cold. I couldn’t move my body, couldn’t speak. Then in the darkness I saw something. A face. Skeletal, terrifying. It opened its eyes and I screamed. 
 
    Suddenly I was back at the rock. I jerked my hand away from it, hissing in pain as I scraped my hand. I clutched it to me and looked around at the other tourists. Clearly, I didn’t scream for real as no one was even looking in my direction. I still felt strange, I could feel a headache forming at my temples. What the hell was that? 
 
    “Nova? Is everything okay?” Mom asked. 
 
    I showed her my hand. 
 
    “Oh! Let me see,” she said. As she took my hand, she accidentally jabbed the cut with her thumbnail. 
 
    “Ow! Mom!” I tried to pull my hand away, but she grabbed hold of it and squeezed, causing blood to drip onto the grass. 
 
    “Hold still, Nova. Let me see it.” 
 
    After a few seconds of inspecting it, she pulled a tissue from her pocket and pressed it to the cut. 
 
    “Go clean it in the restroom.” 
 
    Holding the tissue in place, I headed for the restroom. So much for her bedside manner. But Mom wasn’t that kind of doctor, she was a biologist. Everything was cold and clinical with her. I remember cutting my knee as a child when I fell off my bike. It was a quick inspection, a band aid and a warning to be more careful.  
 
    I checked the cut, it wasn’t too deep, but I ran it under the cold faucet anyway. The last thing I needed was to catch some British disease.  
 
    I brushed my auburn bangs out of my eyes and fixed my eyeliner using the cracked mirror above the sink. I tried to put my…vision? Out of my mind. Maybe all this fresh air was making me hallucinate. Or I should stop watching horror movies before going to sleep. 
 
    Mom was waiting when I left the restroom.  
 
    “Can we go now?” I moaned. 
 
    “Yes, fine.” Mom sighed. She brushed her light brown hair off her face and gave me a tight smile. We looked nothing alike. I was a redhead with green eyes, a trait Mom often told me was rare. I was a good four inches taller than her too. I guess I took after my father, whoever he was. Mom never spoke about him. I didn’t even know his name. My guess was that it was a one-night stand, but she would never admit to that. Mom had to be in control of everything and there was no way she would have lumbered herself with a kid if she didn’t want one. Pity all her behavior said otherwise. I often worried if I was just some science experiment to her. There to be observed but not loved. 
 
    Stop it, she does love you. Perhaps she did, but she was definitely not maternal. 
 
    We headed back to the car. 
 
    “A fascinating structure, isn’t it?” Mom said. 
 
    I shrugged. “I suppose.” 
 
    “Come on, Nova. This is supposed to be a fun day out.” 
 
    I checked to see if my hand was still bleeding. It was. “Well I’m sorry, but I don’t think a bunch of rocks are fun.” 
 
    “I thought you would like to get out of Phillip’s house for a while. To see a bit of the world.” 
 
    “Yeah, well now I’ve seen it. Can we go home now?” 
 
    Mom sighed as she started the car. “Why don’t we stop somewhere for some ice cream? Chocolate chip? Your favorite.” 
 
    I bit my tongue to stop myself from saying, “Yeah, when I was five.” Instead I shrugged again. “Whatever.” 
 
    She took us to a little café that served ice cream.  
 
    “What’s the password for the wi-fi?” I asked the girl behind the counter. She pointed to a chalkboard on the wall with the password on it – Sprinkles. 
 
    Taking a seat at one of the tables, I logged in to check my messages. There was one from Roxy. 
 
    Yo, girl, how’s jolly old England? Snore. You better get back here soon. Todd was asking about you ;) 
 
    Todd? Todd Parish was asking about me? He was the hottest guy in school. I flirted a bit with him before Spring Break, but I never thought he would do anything about it. I messaged her back for the details.  
 
    Mom appeared and handed me an ice cream cone. 
 
    “Thanks,” I said, taking a lick of it. It wasn’t bad.  
 
    Mom bought a cup of coffee for herself. She looked lost in thought.  
 
    “There’s something I have to tell you,” she blurted.  
 
    “Oh God, are you dying?” 
 
    “What? No! Of course not,” she said. 
 
    “Good. You just looked so serious,” I said. 
 
    “Well, it is serious. I have to go away on a trip.” 
 
    “So? You always go away. I’ll be fine by myself.” 
 
    “I can’t leave you by yourself. You’ll be staying with your Uncle Phillip.” 
 
    “He’s going to come to our house?” 
 
    “No, you’ll be staying here.” 
 
    “For how long?” 
 
    “I don’t have a time frame yet. At least a couple of weeks.” 
 
    “Weeks? But Roxy and I have plans…” 
 
    “For now, you’re staying here,” she said firmly. 
 
    “I don’t even know the guy. I’m nearly eighteen, I can go back home, I’ll be fine by myself.” 
 
    “I’ve made my decision. I’m sure Phillip can find chores for you to do around the house to keep you busy. The time will fly by.” 
 
    “Can we go home when you get back?” 
 
    Mom sipped her coffee. “Of course.” 
 
    For some strange reason, I didn’t believe her.  
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
    Asteria was asleep and dreaming of the war when the first drop of blood touched the Earth. Her eyes opened for the first time in a millennium, as she felt the vibrations through the soil. 
 
    Oberon’s blood. It has been shed. 
 
    Her kin started to awaken too. They lay below her, her subjects, the ones who followed her in her bid to become Queen. Even Oberon’s loyal followers were entombed with her. He showed them no loyalty to them, choosing instead to seal them all away until only he remained.  
 
    Selfish of you, brother, Asteria thought. She remembered that day on the battlefield, when she lay waste to all around her, smiting and cursing the humans because he preferred them to his own kind. 
 
    She was majestic, riding forth on her winged horse, her red hair, the color of blood, flowing behind her as she rode. She was well named. She held the power of the sun within her and was determined to scorch the Earth, rid the world of the human vermin and make it fit for the Fae once more. 
 
    She should have succeeded, but Oberon fought dirty. He knew he could never defeat her head on, so he used blood magic to open a sinkhole in the Earth. One by one, her brethren were sucked inside.  
 
    As she stared her brother in the eyes, she asked him – why? She didn’t expect to see pain in them, but it was there all the same. 
 
    She fought hard but the magic was too strong. She was sucked down into the ground, her body trapped by the layers of dirt. But Fae cannot be killed by being buried alive, no, they remained conscious, forever subdued, while the world above them carried on. 
 
    But Asteria could still dream and she dreamed of the day she would escape and finish what she started. While she did not share her brother’s ability to see the future, she was able to see glimpses of the world above her. The humans grew in number at an alarming rate. They laid waste to the Earth, murdering each other over petty squabbles. At times she wondered if they would do her job for her, but no, they continued to flourish and breed.  
 
    Oberon decided to mark the spot where they fell, placing huge stones above them, as grave markers. The stupid humans would flock to the site to marvel at the structure. 
 
    If only they knew what lay beneath their feet. 
 
    She wanted to reach out and grab them, to strip their flesh from their bones and swallow it whole. 
 
    Today was one of the days they congregated here – the Solstice. Surprising that the fickle creatures remembered such sacred days. The Solstice was a rare time when she could feel the sun’s energy replenishing her.  
 
    She longed to bask in its glow. It was so cold down here, so dark. That was when she felt it. Some primal part of her reaching out to something familiar in the world above. What was that? 
 
    For a moment, a brief moment, she was connected to it. Oberon? He has returned. The connection broke as quickly as it came. 
 
    Oberon never came here. Even with her ability to reach out into the world, she never once felt him. Saw him. Perhaps he changed his mind? Could he have decided that she was right all along? 
 
    Then the blood dropped. Fresh, warm, it struck the dirt like the first drop of rain after a long drought. 
 
    He is here. He is releasing us. No doubt he has seen what this world has become and decided to join her against the humans. 
 
    All around her, the others were reacting to the blood too, eager to be free. 
 
    Patience, my pets, she thought. It would take time for the blood to reach them, but when that first drop touched her, this Earth would face a reckoning. There would be no more mistakes, no more truces with the humans. They would be wiped out quickly, without warning. Most would be consumed and the rest? Well, she’d had plenty of time to think of suitable ways to torture them. This world would be hers. If Oberon wanted to join her, so be it. She could work with her brother despite all that he’d done. They could slay the humans together, help restore the Earth to the way it once was, so it could heal, and the magic could flow freely once more.  
 
    And when it’s over, I’ll cut off his head and place him in a tomb of his own. Somewhere dark, cold, where he will be completely alone. When a Fae dies naturally, they enter the Summerlands, but she would ensure he never reached it. He didn’t deserve peace. She would trap his essence in a body that could not be used, for all eternity. 
 
    The blood began to work its way down towards her. 
 
    Come. Yes, free us, brother. It will be the last thing you do. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    I watched from my bedroom window as Mom got into a taxi. I didn’t expect her to start packing the moment we got back. She was really leaving me here. I was so angry that I didn’t even go downstairs to say goodbye. When she waved at me, I moved away from the window.  
 
    There was no way I was staying in this house the whole time she was gone. Unfortunately, Phillip’s mansion was about six or seven miles from the nearest town. I didn’t have a car, but maybe Phillip would loan me his? Surely, he didn’t want me hanging around. Like Mom, he was a scientist who spent a lot of time working in his lab at the back of the house. In the beginning, I thought that maybe he and Mom were a thing, but I never saw anything between them. Plus, he was a lot older than her, at least late fifties.  
 
    The worst thing about being here? Spotty wi-fi.  
 
    I headed downstairs to the kitchen for a snack. Phillip employed staff for his house, a housekeeper and cook, Mrs. Miller, and an assistant called Robert. Or Lurch as I secretly called him. He rarely spoke, just followed Phillip around doing his bidding.  
 
    I opened the refrigerator to see what there was. Most of it was health food. Where were the chips, the candy bars? I needed a junk food fix. I’ve always had a sweet tooth which Mom tried to fix, but without sugar I get wicked headaches.  
 
    I found a packet of cookies in the cupboard and was tucking into them as Mrs. Miller came in from outside. She wore a grey dress with a white apron over it, her usual uniform. She was an older woman with gray hair and a thin gaunt face. 
 
    “What are you doing?” she said, snatching the cookies from my hand. “You’ll ruin your dinner.” 
 
    “Dinner is hours away. I’m hungry.” 
 
    “Maybe you would like a distraction. How about mucking out the stables?”  
 
    “Uh, no. I’m good. I have some stuff to do,” I said, making a hasty exit. 
 
    As I passed Phillip’s study, I heard him talking to someone. I moved closer to the door to listen.  
 
    “…can’t believe how unprofessional she was. I knew this was a mistake. She spent too long with the subject.” 
 
    Someone mumbled a reply. I think it was Lurch.  
 
    “Well, she’s gone now. Good riddance. I want to move up our plans. When she goes to sleep tonight, sedate her and bring her down to the lab.” 
 
    I backed away from the door, my heart thudding in my chest. Was he talking about me? 
 
    No, no, that was crazy. Mom wouldn’t leave me here with a crazy person.  
 
    She’s gone now. Good riddance. He had to be talking about Mom. 
 
    I hurried back to my room. Pulling my cell phone from my pocket, I dialled Mom’s number. It went straight to voicemail.  
 
    Okay, she’s probably turned it off before going on the plane. That’s all. 
 
    I kept trying her number over the next two hours, but she didn’t answer. I realized that I didn’t even know where she was going. It could be anywhere. 
 
    Tossing my phone onto the bed, I started pacing, something I did when I was anxious. 
 
    This was crazy. Phillip had been nothing but polite to me since I arrived. He was more interested in working with Mom than anything to do with me. If he gave me any reason to be worried, I would haul ass out of here and call the cops.  
 
    I checked the bedroom door, no lock, but I could probably drag the dresser in front of it. I gave the dresser a shove to test the weight. It didn’t budge an inch. 
 
    “Nova, dinner!” Mrs. Miller called. 
 
    Mrs. Miller. She was nice, most of the time. She wouldn’t let anything happen to me. Would she? 
 
    I went down to the dining room to find Phillip already seated. Most of the time he ate in the lab. I took a seat and Mrs. Miller placed a bowl of soup in front of me.  
 
    “How are you this evening, Nova?” Phillip asked. He was a large man, with a balding head. He always wore a lab coat, even around the house, it was so pretentious.  
 
    “Fine,” I replied, lifting my spoon. I wasn’t all that hungry, but I forced myself to eat. 
 
    “I’m sure you’re eager to get back home, but your mother’s trip to Australia could take a few weeks. I’m sure Mrs. Miller can find things for you to do.” 
 
    “Australia? She didn’t tell me that,” I cried. 
 
    No wonder she hadn’t answered her phone, wasn’t a trip to Australia like eighteen hours or more? 
 
    “She has the opportunity to work with one of the top geneticists in the world. She could hardly turn it down,” Phillip said. He took a sip of his red wine. 
 
    After only eating a few bites of his dinner, Phillip excused himself to go back to work.  
 
    I decided that I was mistaken about his earlier conversation. I’d obviously misheard him.  
 
    After finishing my own meal, I retreated to my room. I lay on the bed, playing games on my phone, unable to relax. 
 
    I wondered what Roxy was doing right now. Considering I was a few hours ahead, she was probably at her job at the bowling alley. She promised to speak to her manager about getting me a job for the summer. Some extra cash would be useful.  
 
    I wondered if Mom would let me stay at Roxy’s house for the rest of the summer. I was never out of her house anyway and I didn’t mind doing chores or even paying my way.  
 
    Part of me really hoped that Mom was trying to change, that she actually wanted to spend some time with me, but once again she just up and abandoned me for her job.  
 
    I hate her. 
 
    Curling up into all on the bed, I started to cry. I just wanted to go home. Why couldn’t I have normal parents like Roxy? If my dad was around, then I could stay with him, hell, if I knew who he was, I would go live with him. Anything was better than being left with strangers.  
 
    At some point, I must have fallen asleep because the next thing I knew, I was awoken by arguing downstairs. It was dark outside, I squinted at my phone to find that it was close to midnight. It was Mrs. Miller’s voice that woke me.  
 
    Dragging myself off the bed, I opened the door a crack to listen.  
 
    “Keep your voice down, you will wake her,” Lurch said. 
 
    “You can’t do this. I thought he was going to wait,” Mrs. Miller said. 
 
    “He has moved up the timetable, now step aside.” 
 
    “Fine, but I’m not cleaning up any mess you leave behind.” 
 
    There were footsteps on the stairs. I backed away from the door, wondering what to do. I ducked into the closet and closed the door as quietly as I could. A moment later, I heard the bedroom door squeak open. The conversation between him and Phillip came back to me. Sedate her and bring her to the lab. 
 
    Oh, God. He’s going to kill me, I thought. I checked my pockets for my phone, but I must have left it on the bed. 
 
    “Nova,” Lurch said softly, his tall, lanky frame leaning over the bed. 
 
    He would see that the bed was empty, I couldn’t stay here, I needed to run – now! Pushing open the door, I rushed for the door. Lurch spun and reached for me but missed. I ran downstairs, Mrs. Miller was standing in the hallway.  
 
    Her eyes widened when she saw me, but she didn’t move to stop me. I wrenched open the front door and ran outside. My mind was a blur, I had no idea where I was going, just as long as it was away from them. 
 
    It was pitch black outside, but I ran blindly on. It was only when I crashed into the locked gate that I realized I was trapped. I could hear grunts as Lurch ran after me. I broke right and followed the wall around to the back of the house. If I remembered right, there was a small gate somewhere in the back wall that led to some trees. If I could get there, then I could hide in the dark from Lurch.  
 
    I was halfway across the back lawn when the first earthquake hit. One minute I was running and the next the ground seemed to drop under my feet. I pitched forward and faceplanted in the dirt. 
 
    Why the hell is there an earthquake? England doesn’t get earthquakes. 
 
    No time to wonder, I got to my feet, but before I could take one step, something hit me in the back of the neck. I reached up and pulled a small dart from my neck. 
 
    “What the…?”  
 
    My vision swam and I collapsed. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    I watched as she rose out of the ground, her red eyes blazing. As she placed her foot on solid ground, her bone white lips stretched into a smile.  
 
    “She’s coming!” I screamed, jerking awake. I tried to raise my arms to my face only to find them tied down. I looked around, but I didn’t recognize the room I was in. It was gray concrete all around, a stainless-steel table sat against one wall and the bed I was strapped to sat in the middle of the room. My back was on fire, it felt like someone was pouring acid onto my shoulder blades. 
 
    “Who is coming?” Phillip asked, appearing beside me. 
 
    “What the hell is going on? Why am I tied up?” I snarled. 
 
    “To make it easier to run tests.” 
 
    “Tests? What kind of tests?” 
 
    He simply smiled and moved over to the table.  
 
    “Let me go, you crazy bastard. Help! Help me!”  
 
    “No one can hear you.” 
 
    I ignored him and continued to scream, twisting my arms, trying to free them. When my throat was raw, I lay back and started to cry.  
 
    “Why are you doing this?” I asked. 
 
    He ignored me. 
 
    “You won’t get away with this. My mom knows I’m here.” 
 
    Phillip finally turned to face me, and he was laughing. “Oh, my dear. She isn’t even your mother.” 
 
    “What? Of course she is.” 
 
    “You are merely an experiment. She has been observing you since the day you were born, and now it is my turn.” 
 
    This is a nightmare. It has to be. I’m asleep in bed and this is all a dream. 
 
    I dug my nails into my leg in an attempt to wake myself up, but it didn’t work. Phillip came towards me with a needle. 
 
    “What are you doing?” I cried. 
 
    “I need to draw some blood,” he said.  
 
    I jerked about, making it impossible to get the needle in my arm.  
 
    “Robert!” he yelled. 
 
    Lurch came into the room and pinned me down while Phillip took my blood. I tried to bite Lurch, but he avoided my gnashing teeth. 
 
    When he was done, they both left the room. I needed to find a way to get free. The straps around my arms were thick, I would need a knife to get through them. I craned my neck to look around for something suitable. The door they left through was partially open and I could see a small TV mounted on the wall. The news was on, a reporter was talking and I recognized Stonehenge behind him. 
 
    “After last night’s earthquake officials are worried that some of the stones could topple. The sinkhole that opened up at the center of Stonehenge has left experts baffled.” 
 
    If the earthquake was last night that meant I had only been here a few hours. Not long enough for anyone to miss me and who would anyway? Roxy? I’d let days go by without contacting her in the past. Mom was apparently in on this, so she wouldn’t do anything.  
 
    “What the hell?” 
 
    My eyes flicked back to the TV. Something was happening at the sinkhole.  
 
    “It appears that something is climbing out of the hole,” the reporter said. 
 
    I saw a clawed hand emerge from the dirt, before Lurch blocked my view by moving in front of the TV. 
 
    What the hell was going on? I remembered my vision, was that what was crawling out of the ground? I shuddered at the thought.  
 
    Phillip came back into the room, looking worried. “Make the arrangements,” he yelled over his shoulder. 
 
    “What’s going on?” 
 
    “Things have taken an unsuspected turn. Once again that woman has screwed up!” 
 
    “You mean my mom?” 
 
    “She took you to the stones. Did you bleed?” 
 
    “How did you know that?” 
 
    “She’s supposed to be a scientist. Believing in bloody prophecies, I told her to leave it alone.” 
 
    I had no idea what he was rambling about. I was more interested in the needle he held in his hand. This one wasn’t to draw blood, it contained liquid. 
 
    Phillip held it up. “Sorry, my dear, but you are going to have to take a little nap.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    It wasn’t like I had a choice though. As the sedative took effect, the last thing I saw was the TV screen, the image was shaking as the cameraman seemed to be running away from something. My last conscious thought was: whatever it is, I hope it doesn’t end up here. 
 
      
 
    ***  
 
      
 
    The light woke me. I was lying on my back, which still burned like crazy. I was relieved to find that my hands were free, but the straps were replaced by a chain around my ankle, which was tethered to the wall. I was lying on a battered mattress in an empty room with dingy walls. The light came from a bare bulb hanging above me.  
 
    I raised my head off the mattress, wondering where Phillip was. They had definitely moved me, but I had no idea where I was. My mouth was dry, and my stomach was rumbling, I needed food.  
 
    “Hello?” I croaked. Complete silence. Surely, they didn’t leave me here? The thought sent adrenaline pumping through my veins and I jumped up making my head spin. 
 
    “Hello!” I yelled. 
 
    The door opened and Lurch appeared. “What?” he snapped. 
 
    “I’m hungry,” I replied. 
 
    He rolled his eyes at me and left the room, returning a few minutes later with a bottle of water and a bag of chips. He tossed them to me. 
 
    “Is that it?” I asked. 
 
    “What do you want? A gourmet meal?” 
 
    The second he closed the door, I called him every name under the sun. I opened the bottle and gulped back half of it, before ripping into the chips. I shoveled them into my mouth, barely taking time to chew them. Who knew where my next ‘meal’ was coming from?  
 
    Once I was finished eating, I checked out the chain. It was closed with a small padlock, the bolt in the wall wasn’t going anywhere. Maybe I could find something to pick the lock with. I snorted, yeah, I was a regular criminal! I had no idea how to pick a lock but sitting here doing nothing would drive me insane. Make a plan, follow it through, isn’t that what Mom always said.  
 
    Great, now I’m taking advice from the woman who left me with a psychopath. A woman who may not even be my mother. 
 
    She certainly wasn’t going to win any mother of the year awards, but I couldn’t believe that she would leave me with Phillip, knowing what he would do. He was lying, he had to be. Mom would try to contact me and when she couldn’t, she would call the cops, or do something about it. I imagined her kicking in the door to rescue me. Maybe not. 
 
    No, I was going to have to save myself, somehow. 
 
    A stabbing pain ripped through my back causing me to groan in pain. What the hell was going on? Was I having a reaction to something? Maybe that dart thing they shot me with? I reached my hand over my shoulder. The skin on my back was burning. 
 
    “Hey, Lurch!” I yelled, not bothering to use his real name. We were well past niceties.  
 
    He swung the door open, letting it hit the wall behind it. “What?” 
 
    “There’s something wrong with my back. It’s burning. I need to see a doctor.” 
 
    “I’ll inform Phillip.” 
 
    “No, a real doctor!” 
 
    He shut the door on me. The pain started to intensify, something was really wrong. I crouched on the floor, moaning in pain.  
 
    “Make it stop, make it stop,” I whispered. I felt the skin across my shoulder blades rip and I started to scream.  
 
    Phillip and Lurch came running into the room.  
 
    “Help me!” I shrieked. 
 
    Something burst from my back, and I collapsed face down on the floor. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Asteria sat on her make shift throne, anger coursing through her. He wasn’t here. That coward ran rather than face her.  
 
    Then why free us, Oberon? 
 
    She didn’t understand it. Unless he didn’t spill the blood himself. But that would mean that someone overpowered him, stole his blood and that wasn’t possible. 
 
    No matter, she was free, that’s all that mattered. She had lost time to make up for. The few humans present at Stonehenge, as it was now known, made for a tasty treat, but she needed more. 
 
    Right now, her minions were spreading out across the land. This land, the humans called it England, was rich in history. It sported many strongholds, castles fit for a Queen. 
 
    Once the humans were brought to heel, she would fashion this world the way she liked it.  
 
    Walking through the dirt, her bare feet drawing energy from the Earth, she could feel the magic build inside her. The sun felt incredible on her skin, how she missed it. 
 
    She spied a human man cowering in the bushes. Drawing her arm back, she let the magic fly free, instantly reducing him to ashes. 
 
    In the distance, she saw a strange metal beast moving quickly away from her. Searching her memory, she recalled seeing them in her glimpses of the world. It was a type of carriage, used to ferry humans around at great speed. 
 
    She whistled and a horde descended on the car. It swerved into a tree as screaming filled the air. It wouldn’t be the last. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    “I don’t believe this. Wings! She’s grown bloody wings!” Phillip said. 
 
    Opening my eyes, I found myself still on the ground. Something heavy was draped over me. The burning pain was gone, but my back felt raw. I reached back and my hand hit something, it felt soft like feathers. Craning my neck, I looked back to find a bloodied wing.  
 
    “Oh my God,” I sobbed. “That…it can’t...” 
 
    Panicked, I grabbed hold of the wing and tried to yank it free. I only succeeded in hurting my back more. 
 
    “Get it off me!” I screamed. 
 
    Lurch grabbed my arms and the two of them dragged me into the other room. I was strapped to a table, face down. 
 
    “Get it off!” I screamed again. 
 
    “It can’t be done. They are a part of you,” Phillip said, and I could hear the awe in his voice. 
 
    “What am I? Why was I an experiment?”  
 
    “You, my dear, are Fae born.” 
 
    “What the hell does that mean?”  
 
    He kneeled down beside the table, I twisted my head to look at him. “You are an actual fairy.” 
 
    I felt something snap in my mind and I started to laugh hysterically. “You’re insane! You did this to me!” 
 
    “No, you were born this way. You are part human, part Fae. The only one to survive infancy, the only one born looking human, at least until now.” 
 
    Only one? There were more like me? 
 
    “My mom?” I said. 
 
    “Assigned to watch you as you grew. She was told not to get close, but she failed in that respect. That is why she was sent away.” 
 
    “Close? You obviously knew nothing about our relationship,” I said bitterly.  
 
    “Oh, you have no idea how different your life could have been. She was the one who insisted on raising you outside the lab, to send you to school. She should have kept you in a cage.” 
 
    “Is that what you are going to do? Keep me in a cage?”  
 
    “We shall see. If you behave yourself, you may have some freedoms. Robert, I need a full work up on her bloods now that these have appeared. I will also need to do a biopsy.” 
 
    I drowned him out, staring at the floor. I was a freak, not human. Just a lab rat without a wheel. I closed my eyes and cried. 
 
      
 
    ***  
 
      
 
    The next few days were filled with tests. On top of blood and DNA tests, Phillip tried to make me use my wings. I didn’t know how, they just dragged behind me. I caught sight of myself in a mirror at one point. They ran from my shoulders down to the ground, about two feet in diameter. The feathers covering them were white or at least they were under the blood from where they had formed. They looked like angel wings, not fairy wings. Fairies were little pixie like creatures, weren’t they? Every picture I had seen as a child showed tiny, glittering wings. Not these monstrosities.  
 
    “If fairies are real, how come no one has ever seen one?” I asked Phillip. 
 
    “Plenty of people have seen them. History is full of stories of the Fae. Over time they have become the work of fiction. Many years ago, the Fae were locked out of our world. A few remained, we even managed to capture one. Your biological father.” 
 
    “And my mother?”  
 
    “We used an anonymous egg donor and a surrogate. She did not survive the birth.” 
 
    “So where is my father?” 
 
    “Dead too.” 
 
    I have no one.  
 
    “Try and move your wings,” he said.  
 
    Sighing, I tried moving my shoulder blades, but the weight of the wings prevented it. “I can’t.” 
 
    “That is because you are trying to move your back. Your wings are an extension of you, like your arms. You need to control them.” 
 
    “I don’t know how.” 
 
    Phillip glared at me. “Would you like to go back to your mattress?” 
 
    I shook my head. My only freedom was in the lab, I didn’t want to go back to that dank room just yet.  
 
    I closed my eyes, trying to focus on moving my wings, but it was so hard. It was like suddenly growing a new set of legs, my brain didn’t seem to be connected to them. 
 
    Phillip circled me, taking notes. Concentrating hard, I felt the wings flutter a little, but that was it. Sighing, I opened my eyes. 
 
    “I can’t do it,” I whined. I didn’t want these stupid things, I wanted to be normal again.  
 
    Phillip said nothing. He set his notebook down and turned his back on me. I waited for him to order me back to my room. He turned, quite suddenly, and screamed in my face. 
 
    I backed off fast, raising my arms to defend myself. My wings unfurled too, spreading out on either side of me as if to take flight. I felt heat rise in my hands, almost like they were on fire, but it wasn’t painful.  
 
    Phillip just smiled and picked up his notebook again. 
 
    “You did that on purpose,” I snapped. 
 
    “Of course, I did. I’ve been thinking of you as mostly human, but I forget that you are also…animal.” 
 
    “Shut up!” I snarled. 
 
    “You have animal like instincts. You thought you were in danger, so the wings reacted, ready to aid in your escape.” 
 
    “Are you saying I can fly?” I sputtered.  
 
    He looked at me like I was an idiot. “What do you think wings are for, Nova?” 
 
    It honestly never occurred to me. I looked at them now in a different light. If I could fly, then maybe I could use them to escape this horrible place. 
 
    That was if I was ever allowed outside. I didn’t even know where here was. There were faint sounds in the distance at night, traffic maybe. Phillip probably had several houses all around the country. I never thought much of it, but now I wondered how he made his money. The science game wasn’t exactly lucrative, not if Mom was anything to go by. Our house in the states was modest and although I had never wanted for anything growing up, we didn’t have expensive vacations or flashy cars. On second thoughts, I probably didn’t want to know where he got his money from. It probably wasn’t anywhere good. 
 
    “I think that’s enough for today,” Phillip said. “Back to your room.” 
 
    My wings lowered, now I knew there was no immediate threat. “What happened at Stonehenge?” I asked. Anything to prolong having to go back to that room. 
 
    I saw the fear on Phillip’s face, but he quickly hid it behind a fake smile. “Back to your room, now, Nova.” 
 
    Scowling, I did as he asked. Once inside, he locked me in. I paced around the room, bored out of my mind already. I wish I had my phone. Or a TV. Or even a magazine. Anything to take my mind off this place.  
 
    I tried moving my wings again but couldn’t even manage a flutter this time. I really needed to get a handle on them, or they were useless to me. If I ran, they would slow me down, but if I could fly, I could get far away from here.  
 
    “Come on, you stupid things. Work,” I urged. 
 
    I thought of what Phillip said, it was a fear response. I thought of what could happen to me here. My worst fear – being dissected.  
 
    Instead of pushing the fear aside, I let it in. Sure enough, my wings responded. They flicked out again.  
 
    Okay, now to try and fly with them. 
 
    I imagined myself lifting into the air, even though the ceiling was only a few feet above my head. It took a while, but I finally got a flutter out of them. Not enough to lift me off the ground, but it was a start. 
 
    I would keep trying. Sooner or later, I would get control and then Phillip better watch out. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    Each day, Phillip would test me and each day I hid what I could do, practicing myself, later, when I was alone. Over the next few days, I managed to lift myself, momentarily, off the ground. No more than half a foot. I would just have to keep trying.  
 
    Lurch was around a lot less, most of the time it was just Phillip in the lab. I still didn’t know where I was, but there was a door at the top of the stairs in the lab, which I hoped led outside. I’d never seen it opened though.  
 
    I had been formulating a plan. I would have to try and knock Phillip out or hurt him enough that I could make a run for the door. I would get outside and try to fly away. It wasn’t a great plan and there were a million ways it could go wrong, but what other choice did I have? No one was going to rescue me, I had to rescue myself. 
 
    About a week later, I couldn’t tell for sure, each day seemed to bleed into the next and with no access to the outside, it was impossible to tell if it was day or night. I was practising in my room, when I thought of Roxy. This summer was supposed to be our last hurrah. We were going to get part time jobs, save some cash and then take a trip before we headed to college. I wondered what she was doing right now. Did she think I was ignoring her? She would see that I hadn’t posted to social media, sent no messages, would she assume I was dead? It scared me, how she was about the only person on the planet who actually cared about me, the only one who would miss me. I needed to get out of here, I needed to find a way home. 
 
    I glanced down and gasped. I was hovering off the ground, my head brushing the ceiling. I tried to hold it for as long as I could, but I dropped to the ground with a thud. Lying on my back, I laughed. I did it. 
 
    It was time to try and escape. When Phillip let me into the lab in the morning, I would try to get out.  
 
    As I lay on the mattress, trying to sleep, I kept going over the plan in my mind. I went over every possible way it could fail until I nearly drove myself insane. What if the door wouldn’t open, what if Lurch was waiting on the other side, what if it didn’t lead outside and just into another locked room? What if, what if… 
 
    I let out a frustrated groan. What ifs weren’t going to help me. If I failed, well then, I failed. Phillip would never trust me again and I would probably be confined to my room permanently.  
 
    No, whatever happens, I have to get out. 
 
    I forced myself to think of more pleasant things. Like getting home, seeing Roxy again and who knows, maybe going on a date with Todd. I snorted. After all this, how could I ever go on something as normal as a date?  
 
    One thing I planned on doing, no matter how long it took, was to find my mother. Or whoever she was. I needed to find her, to look her in the eye and ask her why. Why she did this to me? Why she used me and then left me alone. I hated her so much.  
 
    Deal with it once you get out. You need to focus. 
 
    After a few hours, I realized that sleep was going to be impossible. I sat up on the mattress, crossing my legs. This would all be over soon.  
 
    More time passed, but no one came for me. I got up and started pacing the floor. I was probably wrong about how much time had passed in my eagerness to get this over with. Although my full bladder told me that if he didn’t come soon, I was going to have an accident. My wings fluttered as I walked, there was a strange sensation, like they wanted to take off. I was confident that if I could get outside, I could fly.  
 
    “Come on, come on,” I muttered.  
 
    Where the hell were they? At least another couple of hours passed and I was ready to bust. They needed to let me out of here. 
 
    “Hello!” I yelled, banging on the door. “I need to use the restroom!”  
 
    There was silence on the other side. The door was thick, but sometimes I could hear some noises, now there was nothing. Had they left me here? Abandoned me to starve to death? 
 
    “Help! Let me out!” I screamed, bashing my fists against the door until they bled.  
 
    He knows. That’s what’s wrong. He knows that I’m planning to escape, and he won’t let me out to try.  
 
    That’s stupid. How would he know? 
 
    For all I knew, he could read minds. Or he had a camera hidden in here somewhere and was watching me practice. I moved around the room, checking every crack or mark on the wall for a hidden camera. I found nothing. At least nothing obvious. 
 
    When I could hold it no longer, I had no choice but to crouch in the corner and relieve myself. I used my wings to cover myself. 
 
    I felt better afterwards, but it begged the question, what would I do if no one came? I needed water, food.  
 
    The plastic bottle that Phillip had given me with my last meal lay empty on the floor. I should have kept some of it.  
 
    “Phillip! Where are you? Let me out!” I screamed. 
 
    An explosion went off overhead and I instinctively ducked, my wings curling around my body. The light in the room went out, leaving me in darkness.  
 
    I slowly lowered my hands to look. The room was still intact, whatever that was, it hadn’t damaged my room.  
 
    Is he going to blow up the building with me inside? Is that his plan? 
 
    I waited, but there were no further explosions. Perhaps it wasn’t Phillip, maybe it wasn’t even an explosion. A car could have driven into the building, or any number of other explanations.  
 
    I let out an angry yell. Sinking to the floor, I put my head in my hands. 
 
    Someone please help me. 
 
      
 
    ***  
 
      
 
    The door being slammed open, woke me. I jumped to my feet, still half asleep. It was Phillip and Lurch. I opened my mouth to ask them what the hell was going on, but they each took one of my arms and dragged me from the room. 
 
    “I’m telling you, they tracked the wings. It is the only way they could have found us,” Phillip said. 
 
    “What do you suggest? Do we let them have her?” Lurch said. 
 
    They were talking as if I wasn’t even here. “Who found us? What is going on?” 
 
    “No, I’ve spent too much time and energy to abandon this now. If it’s the wings they are tracking, then we deal with them.” 
 
    I was lifted off my feet and placed face down on the table in the middle of the room. “What are you doing?” I cried. My wings started to react. 
 
    Before I could get up, Lurch handcuffed my hands under the table, trapping me. “What are you going to do?” I screeched. 
 
    My wings were going crazy, I could hear items breaking as they smashed into them. I even felt the table shift as they attempted to lift me off it.  
 
    “Get me a sedative. We’ll have to work quickly. Once we are done, we’ll have to move again,” Phillip said. 
 
    I was jabbed in the arm with a needle. I fought against it, but I finally lost consciousness.  
 
    What are they going to do…? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    I opened my eyes to more pain in my back. This time it was worse than when my wings came in. It was a raw pain and I could feel something sticky on my skin. Part of me knew what had happened, but I didn’t want to admit it. I was still on the table, but the room was trashed. Did my wings do all of this? 
 
    I turned my head slowly, looking for Phillip or Lurch, but they weren’t here.  
 
    “Hello?” I croaked. What had they dosed me with? My head was fuzzy. I managed to twist my head enough to get a look at the door at the top of the stairs. It was lying open.  
 
    I struggled, trying to move, but the cuffs held me in place. Freedom was right there, taunting me.  
 
    “Help!” I called, my voice barely loud enough to hear.  
 
    Panic filled me, and I started struggling, kicking my legs, sending fresh pain through my back. I gripped the chain between the cuffs, trying in vain to pull them apart. Who was I kidding? 
 
    I rested my forehead on the table, breathing hard. I refuse to die down here! 
 
    That strange heat filled my hands again, and suddenly, the chain in my hands seemed to melt and my arms were free.  
 
    I rolled off the table, hitting the floor in my disorientation. I stared at the cuffs. They had melted. How was that possible? Was this some other strange Fae ability?  
 
    That reminded me of my wings. With a shaky hand, I reached back, my hand bumped against the stumps where my wings once were. A choked cry escaped my lips. They had cut them off! They cut off my wings! 
 
    They may have made me a giant freak, but they were a part of me. They had represented hope, hope of escaping here.  
 
    Sobbing, I crawled across the floor to the bottom of the stairs. I could smell fresh air. It was a way out. I pulled myself up using the railing. As I stepped on to the first step, I realized that I looked a mess. I was covered in blood and I didn’t have any shoes. I was wearing sweatpants and a tank top.  
 
    Looking around the lab, I spotted a raincoat hanging on the wall. The thought of wearing one of Phillip’s or Lurch’s coats creeped me out, but I needed to cover the stumps. I gingerly pulled it on, wincing when the fabric rubbed against the stumps. 
 
    I searched the floor for shoes, finding an old pair of sneakers in the corner. They were several sizes too big, but I couldn’t walk around in my bare feet.  
 
    Searching the clutter on the desk in the corner, I grabbed pages from a notepad, balled them up and stuffed them into the sneakers before slipping them on.  
 
    My eyes landed on a laptop. Would it have information about me on it? Answers to what I was?  
 
    Get moving while you can, a voice in my head urged.  
 
    Glancing up the stairs, I still couldn’t see or hear anyone. I opened the laptop, but the screen was smashed. Frustrated, I slammed the lid shut and shoved it away. As I did, I noticed the flash drive plugged into the side, attached to a lanyard. Phillip wore it, I remembered the lime green and black lanyard. Snatching it, I hung it around my neck. The police might be able to find useful information on it. After I had a look at it first. 
 
    With a final look around, I finally headed up the steps to freedom. I hoped. 
 
    The steps led to an old deserted department store. It was dark, so it was hard to make much out, but I could see a few clothes rails from the streetlight outside.  
 
    I walked slowly forward, ears strained, listening for any sound of Phillip or Lurch. They could be back at any moment.  
 
    A figure loomed out of the dark on my right and I fell on my ass in shock. I stared up at the figure, but it didn’t seem to be moving. I sat on the floor, heart hammering in my chest. When it still didn’t move, I slowly got up and moved closer.  
 
    “It’s a mannequin,” I muttered, then I laughed, feeling like an idiot.  
 
    I headed for the doors up front. As I passed the front counter, I noticed a sign hanging. Some kind of special offer for ten dollars. Dollars, not pounds. Could it be? Was I…home? I took a shaky breath. Phillip had moved me, but could he have really flown me all the way to America? Maybe, if he had a private plane. And considering his house, that was a possibility.  
 
    Moving to the doors, I tried to look outside, but the glass had a thick layer of dust on it. I rubbed a section clean with my sleeve and looked out. 
 
    There was a street beyond it, a deserted one. I could see a car parked a few yards up on the right. The ground was littered with trash. Wherever I was, it looked like the bad part of town. I tugged on the door, but found it locked.  
 
    Of course, it’s locked. Otherwise anyone could wander in and find his secret lair. 
 
    I could break the glass, but if Phillip was somewhere in the building, I didn’t want him to hear me. 
 
    I turned and looked around the store. My eyes were adjusting to the light a little, but most of it I couldn’t make out. There had to be more than one door. A store like this, it would have a back entrance, maybe a loading dock. And fire escapes. I didn’t see any Exit signs glowing in the dark. 
 
    I pressed myself to the wall and slowly moved along it, checking for another door. Halfway along the second wall, I found one. Pressing on the bar, I pushed and was relieved when it opened. About two inches. Then it struck something on the other side.  
 
    I pushed it again, coming up against resistance, but with a little more effort, it began to move. The scraping sound on the other side, suggested that someone had put a dumpster against the door. I managed to open it enough to squeeze out.  
 
    An alley lay before me, stinking of rotten food, but I was outside. The relief at being out was short lived, I needed to move, or risk being locked up again.  
 
    I half jogged along the alley, stopping at the end to check the street. It was quiet, too quiet. I couldn’t hear any traffic or people talking. Further down the street on my right, I could see someone moving. Someone small. A kid? 
 
    Who would let their child out alone around here? I could worry about bad parenting later, I needed to figure out where I was, and where the nearest police station was. Pulling my coat tighter around me, I winced as the fabric pressed into the stumps.  
 
    I walked toward the girl, not too fast in case I startled her. Ha! Startle her? I’m going to end up with serious anxiety issues after all this. 
 
    She had her back to me, shuffling around in a garbage can. She couldn’t be more than eight or nine years old. Her hair was a stringy mess and her clothes had holes in them.  
 
    Poor kid, she’s probably homeless. 
 
    “Excuse me?” I said softly. 
 
    The girl’s head snapped up and she started making snuffling noises. She turned to face me, and my breath caught in my throat. There was something wrong with her face. Her eyes were far too big, like freakishly big and her skin had a strange blue hue to it, which was visible in the streetlight. She stared at me, cocking her head to the side. 
 
    “Uh, forget it,” I muttered, backing away from her. 
 
    She tilted her head back and sniffed the air again, like a dog. Her mouth spread into a grin, which revealed tiny little pointed teeth. She gnashed them at me. 
 
    Terrified, I turned and ran. 
 
    She was right on my heels. I could hear a strange rasping noise from her. What the hell is she? She was gaining on me. I didn’t want to end up eaten by whatever the hell she was. 
 
    “Help me,” I screamed into the night. Who was going to come to my rescue, I had no idea, but I couldn’t be the only person around.  
 
    I ran down another alley, praying that it would lead to a busy street. It was almost pitch black and as I was running, my foot suddenly caught on something and I pitched forward. I hit the ground hard, too stunned to make a sound.  
 
    I scrabbled to my feet, but the girl had caught me. She grabbed the back of my coat and yanked me backwards. I fell back onto the ground. I couldn’t see her face in the darkness, but I could imagine what it looked like. 
 
    “Yum, yum,” it growled.  
 
    I screamed.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    I squeezed my eyes shut, waiting for the pain from lots of gnashing teeth, but it didn’t come.  There was a shout and the sound of footsteps running in my direction. I could hear the creature growling at whoever had disturbed its meal. There was a thwack sound and then a thud. 
 
    The next thing I knew, I was being dragged to my feet by someone and led down the alley. We came out onto another street, this one equally deserted, but it also contained burnt out cars. Small fires lit the street, the place looked like a war zone.  
 
    I turned to face my saviour and was certain my theory was right when I saw that he was dressed in army fatigues. He was young though, barely twenty I would guess. He was Latino with dark hair, brown eyes and he was carrying what appeared to be a fireplace poker.  
 
    “Who are you?” I blurted. 
 
    “The one saving you, it would seem. Are you crazy? Why would you go out at night?” he snapped. 
 
    I shook my head. “I didn’t…where am I?” 
 
    He had an American accent, so I knew I had to be back home. I just needed to figure out where. 
 
    “Street names have kind of lost all meaning, don’t you think?” 
 
    “What? Why? This is America, right? I need to get home. I need to get to the nearest police station.” 
 
    He looked at me like I was insane. “Police station? What are you babbling about? There are no more police stations.” 
 
    It was my turn to think he was crazy. “Of course there are. Forget it, I’ll find one by myself.” 
 
    I started walking, with no idea of where the street would lead me. The guy caught up to me, grabbing my arm and spinning me around. “You need to get underground before more Fae attack.” 
 
    I froze at the mention of the word Fae. How did he know about them? Did he know about me? Was he working for Phillip? 
 
    I shook him off, turning to run. As I did, something swooped down out of the sky above us. Some kind of huge lizard thing with wings.  
 
    I was grabbed around the waist and dragged into a store doorway. The guy slapped a hand over my mouth. “Don’t make a sound,” he whispered. 
 
    We watched as the creature stomped through the street, its head whipping back and forth. It was looking for someone. Maybe us. 
 
    “It can’t see us, they’re blind,” the guy whispered in my ear. I wanted to rip his hand off my mouth, but I was scared that any movement would alert it. It may not be able to see, but it could probably hear and smell us. 
 
    It moved past where we were hiding, and I froze. It let out a snort, head lolling in our direction. 
 
    Please don’t eat us. Just keep moving. 
 
    It gave another snort, then continued on down the street. I breathed a sigh of relief and the guy dropped his hand. I’d been free for like twenty minutes and I had almost been eaten twice! 
 
    “What the hell is going on?” I whispered. “What is that thing? What is going on?” 
 
    “Have you been living in a cave?” 
 
    “No, I…I was locked away in a house.” 
 
    “For how long?” 
 
    “I don’t know. What’s the date?” 
 
    “It’s late August. I think. Time really doesn’t have much meaning anymore.” 
 
    Nearly three months.  
 
    “The last I heard, there was something happening at Stonehenge. I saw the news report, some of it at least.” 
 
    “Stonehenge? That was B.D.” 
 
    “B.D?” 
 
    “Before Doomsday. Stonehenge was when they all escaped.” 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “The Fae. Thousands of them escaped into our world. They massacred us, there’s hardly anyone left. They own the world now.” 
 
    What was he saying? They killed billions of people? No, that couldn’t be true. What about Roxy? Her family? They couldn’t be dead. It was a lie, all a lie. Phillip probably planted this guy here to watch me. This was all some kind of elaborate trick. It had to be. 
 
    I took a step forward, my mind racing, then everything started spinning. My knees buckled and I collapsed. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I awoke to the sound of whispered voices all around me. I jerked upright, arms flailing. A crowd had formed around me. The guy from the alley, a dark-haired girl in her early twenties, a boy of no more than ten and a boy in his mid-teens with glasses.  
 
    “Where am I?” I said. 
 
    We weren’t on the street. We seemed to be in a tunnel underground. It was dark and damp, lit only by a fire a few feet from me and a few hurricane lamps. 
 
    “Old train tunnel,” the guy who rescued me said. He seemed bored all of a sudden, walking over to sit by the fire, his back to me. What did I do? 
 
    “Who are you?” the girl asked.  
 
    “Nova.” 
 
    “I’m Lydia. This is Alwyn,” she said pointing to the guy with glasses. “That’s Rat.” 
 
    I looked at the boy. “Rat?” 
 
    He grinned at me, looking proud. “’Cause I can get in anywhere.” 
 
    Judging by his tiny frame, I could believe it. 
 
    I nodded to my rescuer. “What about him?” 
 
    “That’s Enzo.” 
 
    He raised a hand to wave, not bothering to turn around.  
 
    I sat up, wincing when the pain flared in my back. I was relieved to see my coat was still on, I wasn’t eager for anyone to see the stumps.  
 
    “Can someone please tell me what’s going on? He…Enzo said that the Fae have taken over the world. That isn’t true, is it?” 
 
    Alwyn shook his head in disbelief. “Where have you been?” he muttered, leaving us to join Enzo at the fire.  
 
    A real friendly bunch, aren’t they? 
 
    Rat was staring at me, unblinking. It was a little unnerving. Lydia slapped him upside the head. “Go and see if you can find us some food.” 
 
    Rubbing the back of his head, he took off down the tunnel.  
 
    “The Fae were…too much. Before anyone knew what was happening, they took out the UK and most of mainland Europe. Within three weeks, we had fallen too. Hard to fight against creatures that aren’t supposed to exist. It took the Army too long to realize that conventional bullets don’t work. The only thing that can kill a Fae is iron.” 
 
    That explained the poker Enzo was carrying. “Everyone is dead?” 
 
    Lydia shrugged. “Most people, I guess. I know some were kept as slaves. The ones who did survive went underground. We don’t go out at night, that’s when most of them hunt. We always carry iron weapons, although those are getting hard to find.” 
 
    “How could it have happened so fast,” I murmured. 
 
    Lydia sat down beside me on the blankets I was lying on. “They have magic. Some of them can fly. They’re fast, organized. And they have one bitch of a leader. Or so we’ve heard.” 
 
    The skeletal face that I saw at Stonehenge flashed in my mind. Her. I don’t know her name, but I know she’s the one in charge.  
 
    “Who is she?” 
 
    “No one knows her name. Early on, before they killed everyone, someone managed to live stream images of her court. I guess she’s the Queen or whatever. The guy was killed shortly after. It wasn’t long after that when cell phones stopped working. No internet, no news. We’re in the dark.” 
 
    I wrapped my arms around my knees, pulling them against my chest. I suddenly felt very cold. I just wanted to be home in my room, in my bed. To wake up and realize that this was all a horrible nightmare. 
 
    Rat returned, breaking me out of my thoughts. He grinned at me and dumped a Twinkie in my lap.  
 
    “Thanks,” I muttered. I was starving, but it looked like this was all that was on the menu. I opened the wrapper and took a bite. 
 
    “There’s blood on her back,” Rat said. 
 
    “Yeah, we noticed that. Are you injured?” Lydia asked. 
 
    I quickly shook my head. “No, I’m fine. A couple of minor cuts.” 
 
    Lydia took me at my word and moved over to the fire. After a few minutes, I joined them. Only because I was cold. I didn’t get the feeling that I was very welcome in this group. Lydia seemed okay, but the others wouldn’t even look at me. Probably because they were going to throw me back on the streets the first chance they got. They didn’t need a stranger and another mouth to feed. That was fine with me. I wasn’t sticking around longer than I had to. I would set out at first light and see if I could get to Roxy’s house. 
 
    Which reminded me, “Where are we?” 
 
    “In what used to be part of LA.” 
 
    LA? We lived in Michigan. There was no way I would make it there. Certainly not on foot. 
 
    I could steal a car. The thought almost made me laugh. Suddenly I was a car jacker? Although was it even stealing if there were no humans around? I could drive during the day and hide out a night. How hard could it be?  
 
    The heat from the fire was starting to warm me up. The others sat in silence, quietly eating the food that Rat had brought them. I looked at him with pity, he was just a little boy. Where were his parents? Dead?  
 
    My mother’s face flashed into my mind. Was she dead? The thought brought tears to my eyes, which surprised me. Even after everything she had done to me, part of me still wanted her to come back and take care of me.  
 
    Kinda pathetic considering you’re eighteen. 
 
    I forced back tears, refusing to cry in front of any of them. “Um, is there somewhere I can sleep?” I asked. “I will leave in the morning, I don’t want to bother you any longer than I have to.” 
 
    Rat’s eyes darted back and forth between me and Enzo. It was clear he was in charge and would have the final say in what happened. 
 
    “Where will you go?” he asked. 
 
    “I can try and find a car, maybe make my way home.” 
 
    “Where’s home?” Rat asked. 
 
    “Michigan.” 
 
    Enzo shook his head. “There’s no way you’d make it back there.” 
 
    I felt anger rise in me. “I’m not helpless. I’m sure I can find my way…” 
 
    He raised a hand to silence me. “It’s impossible because that section of the country is teeming with Fae. They’ve set up shop in that state and the ones surrounding it. I think they like the Lakes. No human would get past their defences.” 
 
    I sighed in frustration. “Well, what am I supposed to do? My only family is there. I have no one.” 
 
    “Welcome to the club,” he said coldly.  
 
    I glared at him.  
 
    “He’s right, Nova. At best you’d end up enslaved by them. At worst…well you don’t want to find out,” Lydia said.  
 
    I nodded although I wasn’t agreeing with her. I would find my way to Michigan, I had to. For now, I wanted to avoid any arguments and hopefully get some sleep. 
 
    Lydia led me back to the blankets on the floor. I never thought I’d miss the mattress in my cell, I thought. Scratch that, I’d sleep on a bed of nails before I’d go back there. To think that Phillip and Lurch were hiding this from me the whole time. They must have gotten out of England just in time. 
 
    As I lay in the dark, with only the dying embers of the fire providing any light, I forced myself to only think of the positives, what there was of them. I was still alive. I had escaped Phillip. I had a shot, no matter how remote, of finding Roxy. I refused to think she was dead. She was sneaky, resourceful and a fighter. If anyone could survive the end of the world, it was her. 
 
    I drifted off to sleep. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    “Wake up!” someone barked in my ear. 
 
    Groaning, I flung my arm out and hit whoever it was in the face. I opened my eyes to see a very angry looking Enzo glaring at me. I remembered where I was and quickly sat up. 
 
    “Sorry,” I muttered. 
 
    “It’s dawn. We only have a few hours to collect supplies and a lot of ground to cover. You’re going to help out.” 
 
    “I told you I was leaving.” 
 
    He crossed his arms. “We gave you a bed for the night and fed you. You can repay us by helping out today. The more people we have, the faster it will go.” 
 
    I resisted the urge to roll my eyes. My bed consisted of some rags on the floor and I was given one solitary Twinkie. The thought of it made my stomach growl. I was starving.  
 
    Enzo moved off to order the others around. Lydia appeared with a backpack over her shoulder. She held out her hand to help me up. 
 
    “We all have to eat. And maybe you can find yourself some new clothes.” 
 
    I looked down at the raggedy clothes I was wearing. Some new clothes sounded good and some decent boots in case I had to do a lot of walking. I also wanted to ditch the rain coat and get something else to cover my back. 
 
    “Okay. Where are we going?” 
 
    “We’ve hit all the stores in a five-block radius, so we’ll need to go further afield. We move fast and quietly. We’re looking for any supplies we can use, food, bottled water, medical supplies. Just stick close to me.” 
 
    I nodded. “What about weapons? Do I get one?” 
 
    “We’re a little low on iron weapons, but you can use this.” She handed me a baseball bat with the end sharpened into a point. “Aim for the face. It probably won’t kill whatever it is, but it will certainly make it think twice.” 
 
    “Thanks?” I said. 
 
    She laughed. “Let’s go.” 
 
    We followed the tunnel up to an exit. I was nearly blinded when I walked out into the sun after being in the dark for so long. Wincing, I covered my eyes, waiting for it to pass. 
 
    Enzo gave the orders. He and Alwyn headed in one direction and Lydia, Rat and I in the other. We stayed close to the store fronts, with Lydia in the lead. We didn’t speak and every fifty feet or so, she would throw up a hand to stop us while she checked for any sign of the Fae. I wondered if she was military too or if she had been taught by Enzo. 
 
    The streets were quiet. It didn’t look much better in the light of day. We passed a lot of cars, but I didn’t get the chance to check them for keys. There were a lot of roadblocks and debris in the streets. It would probably be different on the main roads and the interstate but trying to get a car out of here would be impossible.  
 
    We reached a crossroads and Lydia stopped again. “Okay, we’re going to be out in the open until we get across, it seems quiet, but be vigilant. We’re heading for a clothing store down on the left and there is a restaurant further down the street.” 
 
    We both nodded to show that we understood. Rat actually looked excited. I gave him a curious look.  
 
    “I need new sneakers,” he said. I looked down at the ones on his feet, they were falling apart. I had to wonder if Rat had lived on the streets longer than the Fae had been around.  
 
    “Ready? Go!” Lydia ordered. 
 
    We moved in single formation across the street, looking both ways for any sign of critters. I spotted something moving to my right, much farther down the street. I said to Lydia once we reached the other side. 
 
    “If it didn’t see us, then we keep moving.” 
 
    We arrived at the clothes store, nothing name brand, but it would do. The front window had already been smashed, but I could see that there were still clothes inside. Maybe the Fae broke it. They probably weren’t too interested in the latest fashion. You mean the last fashion. 
 
    That was a weird thought. 
 
    We carefully climbed through the glass and scoped out the store. It was deserted.  
 
    “What now?” I asked quietly. 
 
    “Grab some clothes,” Lydia said. “I’ll grab some for the others. My advice? Something with a lot of pockets or places to stash weapons. And dark. The Fae like brightly colored things.” 
 
    With that in mind, I moved through the store to look, while Rat kept lookout. Most of the clothes on offer were white or yellow. I guess that was popular. I ignored them and headed further in. At the back, I found a display for jeans, jeggings and cargo pants. I grabbed a pair of each of them and shoved them into a black purse that was hanging nearby. I found some black boots in my size, I was eager to get rid of the sneakers.  I snagged a few black and grey t-shirts too, but I needed something that would cover my stumps. Which reminded me, I really needed to check them. I found a dark blue hoodie, it was big enough to cover them. 
 
    There was a restroom in the back, but it was locked. Moving to the cashier point, I searched beneath it. I found a small lock box with a key inside. As I stood up, I noticed a first aid box too. Popping it open, I removed a roll of bandages.  
 
    The key fit the lock for the restroom. “I’m going to change,” I said to Lydia. She gave me the thumbs up as she browsed a rack of men’s jeans. I wondered how she knew Enzo’s sizes.  
 
    The bathroom was small, with a mirror over the sink. Light filtered in from a small window, high on the wall.  
 
    Taking a deep breath, I stripped off my clothing, wincing as I removed my top. I turned to the side and checked the damage. They were no longer bleeding, but two stubs hung limply, jagged at the ends where they had been cut.  
 
    I hate you, Phillip. 
 
    I hoped some Fae had ripped his face off.  
 
    Unrolling the bandage, I wrapped it around myself, covering the stumps and flattening them down. The pain wasn’t as bad now, but they still throbbed. Once they were covered, I pulled on the jeans and the hoodie. I was going to be sweltered out in this weather, but there was no way I was risking anyone seeing them. I stuffed the rest of the clothes in the bag and left the restroom. 
 
    The second the door clicked closed behind me, I could feel it. We weren’t alone. Maybe my Fae sense was tingling or whatever, but something else was in here. 
 
    I took a step forward, glancing around for the others. Lydia was in the far corner with her back to me, but Rat wasn’t at the window. 
 
    When he appeared from behind one of the stands, I nearly screamed. He grinned at me, holding his foot up to show me the brand-new white sneakers he was sporting. 
 
    “What do you think?” he asked. 
 
    “They’re great, Rat. Are you sure nothing has come in the store?” I asked. 
 
    His brow furrowed. “I’ve been keeping an eye on the window. Lydia said it was okay for me to grab some sneakers.” 
 
    Poor kid thought I was criticizing him. “It’s okay, I just thought I heard something,” I said. 
 
    He cocked his head to listen. The only sound was the low scrape of the hangers as Lydia sifted through the clothes.  
 
    I shrugged. “Guess I’m just paranoid.” 
 
    “What’s paranoid?” he asked. 
 
    “Like when you think something’s after you, but there isn’t.” 
 
    “Oh. Well there is usually something after us, so probably not paranoid.” 
 
    I laughed softly. “True.” 
 
    He jogged back to the window to continue his watch. At least he hadn’t lost his sense of humor, but who knew what he had lost.  
 
    I headed for Lydia. She gave me the once over when I approached. “You’re going to be hot dressed like that.” 
 
    I made a show of rubbing my arms. “Oh, I’m always cold. Besides, it will be cold in the tunnel.” 
 
    She nodded. Lifting a black top off the rack, she held it against herself. “What do you think?” 
 
    “It looks good.” She was really pretty, and super skinny, anything would look good on her. 
 
    She draped it over her arm where several other items of clothing hung. 
 
    “The restroom’s available, if you want to change,” I said.  
 
    “Will you two be okay?” she said, glancing at Rat. 
 
    “Yeah, of course.” 
 
    “Okay, I’ll be two minutes.” 
 
    She hurried back to the restroom and I joined Rat at the window. He was crouched low, his eyes darting everywhere, not missing a thing. He reminded me of a kid I used to babysit a few years back, for one of our neighbors. He was only eight, but he was smart, and he always begged me to play with him. He was an only child, so I’m sure he was lonely. I always wanted a brother or sister, at least then I wouldn’t have been alone in dealing with Mom.  
 
    “See anything?” I asked. 
 
    “No. They like to sleep during the day. Except some of the winged ones, I guess they can’t see to hunt at night if they’re flying above us.” 
 
    I didn’t want to know what the winged ones looked like, although I could imagine. Were they like me?  
 
    “Do you…think there are any good Fae?” I asked, sitting on the floor beside him. 
 
    He looked at me like I was crazy. “No! Why?” 
 
    I shrugged. “Didn’t you ever read any fairy tales as a kid?” 
 
    He quickly glanced away. “No.” 
 
    It seemed like I had hit a nerve with him. “I mean there are loads of stories of fairies being helpful and good.” 
 
    “Maybe the bad ones killed them all?” 
 
    “Maybe. But I hope not.” 
 
    “Why? Do you think they would save us?” he asked, and I heard a note of hope in his voice. 
 
    “I don’t know. It’s a nice thought though. So, what’s your real name?” I asked, changing the subject. 
 
    “Dunno. Everyone has called me Rat for as long as I can remember.” 
 
    “Do you like being called Rat?” 
 
    “Yeah, rats are cool. There’s loads of them in the tunnel. I’m going to catch a couple of them and teach them some tricks.” 
 
    I shuddered at the thought, I’m not a fan of rats. “As long as I don’t have to touch any of them.” 
 
    The restroom door opened in the back. I got to my feet and turned toward Lydia. As I did, I spotted it. A Fae wielding a sword. It let out a war cry, racing toward me. I stood rooted to the spot as it reached me and drove the sword into my leg. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    “Ouch!” I said.  
 
    Rat giggled. “Oh my God, look how tiny it is!” 
 
    I looked down at the tiny pixie looking creature, only three inches tall. The sword it held was barely bigger than a toothpick and had barely broken the skin on my leg. 
 
    Lydia approached it and raised her foot to squash it. “No, wait!” Rat cried. He quickly scooped it up in his hands. “We could keep it as a pet.” 
 
    The pixie growled at him and poked his hand with the sword, drawing a tiny drop of blood.  
 
    “We’re not keeping it,” Lydia said. 
 
    Even I had to laugh at it. It was so small and helpless. Rat scowled at Lydia, then disappeared into the store, returning a moment later with a shoe box. “We can keep it in here. It can’t hurt anyone.” 
 
    “All Fae are dangerous,” Lydia warned.  
 
    I turned away so she wouldn’t see my face. I listened to them argue, Rat finally winning and getting to keep his new pet.  
 
    We made our way to the restaurant in silence. Rat was excited about his new sneakers and pet, but I found myself lost in thought, wondering if I would be put in a box if they discovered what I was. That’s what Phillip did. In the old world, I was a freak, a novelty, but here I was something dangerous. Something to be feared. 
 
    The restaurant was a fancy looking place, somewhere I never could have afforded to eat in. The window was intact in this place, but the door was hanging off the hinges. Inside, tables had been destroyed and the place was a mess. We stayed against the wall, moving toward the kitchen. Every now and again, the Fae in the box would let out a little growl which would make my heart pound. 
 
    The kitchen had been ransacked. “Guess we’re too late,” I said. 
 
    “Check the cabinets, something might have been missed,” Lydia ordered. 
 
    Sighing, I opened the nearest cabinet and looked inside. It held a colander and some pot lids. We moved through them as quickly as we could, well, Lydia and I did, Rat was too busy peeking into the box at the pixie.  
 
    “Ah-ha!” Lydia said. She emerged from a cupboard in the back, carrying a large bag of white rice.  
 
    “Yay,” I said, unenthusiastically. 
 
    She grinned and held something up with her other hand. A jar of sauce to flavor the rice. It was better than starving although I would kill for a cheeseburger. Or ice cream.  
 
    Lydia placed the food into her bag and we left the restaurant.  
 
    When we returned to the tunnel, Enzo and Alwyn were still out. I hesitated on the edge of the camp. Now would be a good time to go. It was still early, I was sure I could make it to the highway and find a car and start driving. I had paid my debt by helping these guys out.  
 
    I watched Lydia and Rat as they lit a fire to cook the food. My stomach growled at the thought of it. But every store couldn’t be completely empty, I could find something on the way. 
 
    “Can you give us a hand?” Lydia said. 
 
    “Um…I was thinking that maybe I should go. I need to head to Michigan. Thanks for helping me out.” 
 
    As I turned away, Lydia said, “Whoa, whoa, what are you doing?” 
 
    She jumped in front of me. “Are you crazy? You know what is out there.” 
 
    “It’s daylight. I can get a car and…” 
 
    “A car would draw them right to you. The noise would alert God knows what and they would rip you from the driver’s seat while the car was still moving. I’ve seen it happen. That’s why we travel on foot.” 
 
    “Well I can’t walk to Michigan. What am I supposed to do? Live down here for the rest of my life?” I didn’t mean to snap at her, but I was so frustrated. 
 
    Lydia placed her hand on my shoulder. “Nova you can’t go out there alone. You would never make it. And we aren’t staying here, at least not long term. Enzo heard about a place, maybe a hundred miles from here. A safe place for survivors. We are going to head there soon.” 
 
    “Is it run by the army?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I think so. Enzo knows more about it than I do.” 
 
    “And you just trust him completely?” 
 
    “Enzo saved my life, he saved all our lives, so yeah, I do trust him.” 
 
    It was nice that she was able to do that, but I didn’t trust anyone anymore. My own mother betrayed me, I wasn’t going to put my faith in a perfect stranger. But right now, I didn’t have a choice. At least I would get a meal out of it. 
 
    We worked together to cook some rice over the fire, until Rat started to get on Lydia’s nerves, and she sent him off to find some rats.  
 
    “So, what’s your story?” Lydia asked, adding the sauce to the pot.  
 
    I didn’t meet her gaze, I couldn’t tell her the truth, not all of it anyway. “I, um, I was on vacation with my mom, then she had to go to Australia on a business trip.” 
 
    “Why were you locked up? Did…did someone… hurt you?” she asked gently. 
 
    I stared at the flames, feeling tears forming. “Um, my mom’s friend, I guess, locked me up in a room underground. He wouldn’t tell me what was going on.” 
 
    “That seems extreme, I take it this wasn’t to protect you?”  
 
    “No. He was a scientist. I think he planned on doing experiments on me. But then, I think some of the Fae attacked. I don’t know if he’s alive or dead, hopefully the latter. I escaped and that’s when Enzo found me.” 
 
    I finally looked up at her. She looked troubled. “Sounds like an asshole. I’m glad you escaped.” 
 
    I tried to smile but couldn’t quite manage it. “What about you?” 
 
    “That’s a long story. I’m an ex-foster kid and I was travelling with my ex when the Fae hit. He was killed and I ran. I hid out while everything went to hell, and then Enzo found me too. He had more people helping him at the time. Two other soldiers. One of them was killed and we don’t know what happened to Greg. I guess our problems didn’t start with the apocalypse, huh?” 
 
    “No, I guess not.” 
 
    Enzo and Alwyn arrived back, carrying bags. “Hey, everyone still alive?” Enzo asked. 
 
    “Yep, what did you find?” Lydia asked. 
 
    He dumped the bag on the ground and opened the zipper. “A few weapons, nothing iron though. Some food and some information.” 
 
    Lydia looked at him expectantly. “Well?” 
 
    “Someone else picked up the transmission from the base. It does exist and it’s not as far as I thought. We could get there on foot in a few days.” 
 
    Lydia smiled at me. “See? Told you we weren’t staying here. Did they know anything else about the place?” 
 
    “No, only that it is a safe place, for now. Better than any other options we have right now,” Enzo said. He turned his gaze to me. “What about you? Planning on running off?” 
 
    “Guess I can stick around.” 
 
    “Good. Then you will be expected to work and follow orders. Understood?” 
 
    I nodded. I didn’t like the idea of taking orders from anyone, but I could be a team player. I would just stay out of Enzo’s way. He seemed to hate me anyway, although I don’t know why. I didn’t ask him to save me.  
 
    We all gathered around the fire and Lydia dished out the food. It felt so good to eat something hot and filling. It was no cheeseburger, but it was food and that’s all that mattered. When we were done, Enzo handed out some candy bars that he had found. Sinking my teeth into the gooey chocolate and caramel, I breathed a sigh of relief. I had been fighting a dull headache all day, but this would help. 
 
    Everyone seemed to relax, sated after getting some food. Rat told us about his new sneakers, his voice rising in excitement. He even got a smile out of Enzo. 
 
    “Did you tell them about your new friend?” Lydia said. 
 
    The smile vanished from Rat’s face and he shot a wary glance at Enzo. “I found a-a pixie.” 
 
    “And it’s dead, right?” Enzo said, sitting up straight. 
 
    “It’s really tiny, I keep it in a box and…” Rat was starting to babble. 
 
    “We don’t bring Fae into our camp. Are you stupid, or something?” Enzo said. 
 
    “Hey!” I snapped.  
 
    All eyes landed on me. If they knew I had infiltrated their group, I would probably be executed on the spot. Nevertheless, I didn’t like them yelling at Rat. He was just a kid. “It’s three inches tall. What can it do?” 
 
    Enzo got to his feet. “What can it do? What can it do?!”  
 
    He moved to stand over me, making me scoot backwards. “I watched a swarm of those things tear the skin off a man. In seconds. He was still alive when they started.” 
 
    “There’s only one,” I muttered, stubbornly fighting back when I knew I should just shut up. 
 
    “Yeah? And what happens if it escapes? Do you think it will just fly off and that will be the end of it? It will alert all its little friends and we are all dead.” 
 
    He turned to Rat, eyes searching for any sign of it. Rat tried to push the box out of sight under his blanket, but Enzo saw it. He snatched the box up. 
 
    “No!” Rat cried, trying to grab it back. They played tug of war with it, but Enzo was obviously stronger. Rat stumbled over his blankets and fell on his butt. I leapt up to intervene. 
 
    “Did it ever occur to you that it might be useful? That we could learn something from it? How do you know they’re all bad?” 
 
    Enzo looked at me like I was crazy. He ripped the lid off and the pixie attempted to fly away. He caught it mid-air. It gave a little squeak, struggling in his grip.  
 
    I was torn. Yes, Fae were dangerous, but it was a tiny little thing. It didn’t deserve to be killed any more than I did.  
 
    “Don’t,” I said, my voice wavering. Shut up! You can’t show emotion for them or they’ll figure out what you are. 
 
    Enzo stared at me and I could see the struggle on his face. There was anger, but there was also pain. I wondered who the man had been. Was it his soldier friend? Someone else close to him? 
 
    Finally, he raised his hand, grabbed the pixie’s wings and ripped them off it’s back. I felt bile rise up. How could he do that? He was no better than Phillip. 
 
    Enzo dropped the pixie back into the box and handed it to Rat. “Now it can’t warn the others. It’s your job to watch it, if it disappears, it’s on you.” 
 
    Rat hugged the box to his chest, tears falling. He nodded and replaced the lid on the box. Even over the sound of Rat crying and the crackling of the fire, I could hear the pixie mewling in pain.  
 
    “You’re a monster,” I whispered. 
 
    Enzo had already sat back down, he didn’t hear me. Which was fine. Because I honestly wasn’t sure who I was talking too. 
 
     I can’t stay here.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 10 
 
      
 
    I spent the next couple of days staying as far away from Enzo as I could. He and Lydia were going over their plan to get to this so-called safe haven. It would be a long trek and they were trying to find the best route, one with places we could take shelter in at night. Of course, with no real idea what was going on up top, we had no way of knowing what we would be walking into.  
 
    As worried as I was about the potential danger, the thought of staying in the one spot was driving me insane. I just spent months locked in a room, I couldn’t stay here much longer.  
 
    Leaving day arrived and Enzo gave us all a bag to carry, each one containing some food, water, blankets and an array of other items such as cooking utensils and spare clothes. Lydia got the first aid stuff as she was trained in first aid from a summer job as a camp counsellor. We were given our weapons, I was given the bat again. I was tempted to ask for one of the iron weapons, but it suddenly occurred to me, what if touching one of them burned by skin? I’m sure I’ve touched iron items in the past, but that was before my wings sprouted.  
 
    It’s probably better to stay as far away from them as possible. 
 
    We lined up while Enzo walked a line in front of us, like he was our commanding officer or something.  
 
    “Listen up. The journey ahead is going to be difficult, it is going to be long and we have no idea what we will be facing. We have a set route, but that could change along the way. The only way we are going to survive this is if we work together and everyone follows orders. Number one, we only move in the daylight. At night we need to be hidden or we’ll be easy prey. Number two, only speak when necessary, no noise that will draw attention to us. Number three, weapons on you at all times. I want your heads on a swivel. If you see something, tell me immediately.” 
 
    I was bouncing up and down on my feet, eager to get moving. Enzo stopped in front of me. “Do you understand the rules?” 
 
    “Yes, I’m not stupid.” 
 
    He scowled at me. “I’m taking a chance letting you tag along. I need to know that you won’t put the rest of us in danger.” 
 
    I glanced at the others. “I have no intention of putting anyone in danger. I just want to get moving. I hate standing still.” 
 
    Enzo sighed. “Fine, let’s move. Single file formation, stay close to buildings. Once we hit the highway, stick to the edge of the road, but not too close to the tree line, in case anything is in there.” 
 
    He led us up to the street. Enzo went first, followed my Lydia, then Rat, then Alwyn and I brought up the rear. It took time to get used to the sunlight, I wished I had some sunglasses, but I guess they were pretty far down the list of priorities right now. 
 
    I did enjoy the fresh air and the colors. Everything had been so muted lately, I missed this. We reached the highway in under an hour. It was strewn with cars, most of them just seemed to have been abandoned, but a few had crashed into each other. I saw glimpses of red smeared on windshields, bodies here and there, but I forced myself to look away. I really didn’t want to see the carnage left behind. I was surprised there weren’t more bodies, but considering that the Fae seemed to eat humans, there probably wasn’t anything left when they were done. 
 
    Funny, Roxy always believed there would be a zombie apocalypse. She went over her plan one night when we were on a sleepover. She had her escape plan ready and knew exactly where she would go if everything went south. It was part of the reason why I believed she was still alive.  
 
    I wished that I had something of my old life. My phone, a photograph, anything. But all my stuff was lying in Phillip’s house in England. The rest was in my house. Assuming it was still standing. 
 
    When we approached a cluster of cars, Enzo signalled for us to slow down. We approached the cars warily, checking that nothing was hibernating inside them. As Enzo leaned his head in the window of one car to check, I felt something wrap around my left ankle.  
 
    I looked down to find a branch curling around the leg of my jeans. Before I could open my mouth to warn the others, I was yanked backwards. It happened so fast, I didn’t have time to break my fall and my face smashed off the asphalt.  
 
    I managed to get out a whimper before I was dragged toward the trees. I tried to grab something, but my hands only pulled up dirt and grass as I was pulled into the undergrowth.  
 
    I heard Lydia shout, but I was too worried about what was taking me to focus on a rescue. Yanked upward, I dangled upside down. Spinning in the air, I finally got a look at my attacker. It was a tree! An actual tree, with a face and a gaping mouth, which I was currently suspended over. I couldn’t help it, I screamed. 
 
    Trying to curl my body up, to avoid the mouth, I looked for my bat. It lay on the ground several feet away.  
 
    What good will it do against a fricking tree! 
 
    It was moving me closer, it was going to eat me. Suddenly, a figure burst forward, aiming a poker at the tree. It sank into it like it was made of flesh rather than wood and the tree emitted a keening noise that nearly deafened me. 
 
    Its branches started whipping around and I was let go. Crashing to the ground, I tried to roll away in case it hit me with a branch. Enzo removed the poker and stabbed the creature again and again. I saw the fury on his face, but I saw something else too. Real fear.  
 
    Finally, the tree fell silent, its branches contracting, the trunk sinking in the middle. Getting to my feet, I put a hand on Enzo’s shoulder as he continued to attack it. 
 
    “It’s dead,” I said. 
 
    He wrenched the poker free, breathing hard. “Trees. Goddamn trees now.” 
 
    He was shaking, literally shaking. I couldn’t tell if it was rage or adrenaline, or something else. 
 
    “Take it easy,” I said.  
 
    He spun to face me. “Be more careful.” 
 
    Stomping off, I followed behind, pissed at his attitude. I’m so sorry I didn’t keep an eye out for killer trees! 
 
    The others waited on the road, their backs to each other as they checked every direction. I wondered if my scream had attracted anything. I really hoped not, my face was still throbbing from meeting the ground. Wiping a hand across my face, I found blood. My chin was bleeding. 
 
    “Are you okay?” Lydia asked.  
 
    I looked up to reply, but she was asking Enzo. He shrugged her off and started walking again. Damn, she’s got it bad. What the hell does she see in him? 
 
    She dropped to the back of the line to walk beside me and help me clean up my chin.  
 
    “Thanks,” I said when she offered me a bandage. We paused so she could fix it into place, but had to keep moving, because it looked like Enzo had no intention of stopping again. 
 
    “I think I pissed him off again,” I said. 
 
    “It’s not you. It’s everything. He won’t talk about it, but I think he might have PTSD.” 
 
    “From when he was in the army, or now?” 
 
    “Now, definitely. He’s been through a lot.” 
 
    “Yeah, you said.” 
 
    I’d heard of PTSD. Post traumatic stress disorder. Roxy’s uncle suffered from it. She told me he was a mess when he came back from the war. The Fae had only been here for a few months, it was bound to get a whole lot more traumatic. 
 
    We walked for several hours without incident, before Enzo let us stop for a break and to eat some food. We sat in a circle, with our backs to each other, by the side of the road.  
 
    As I chewed on a granola bar, my eyes were drawn to a station wagon across the verge. It had come to a stop at an angle, the driver’s window was rolled down. A purple ribbon was caught on the door, fluttering in the breeze. Tired from walking, I found myself mesmerized by it. So much so, that I didn’t hear the buzzing noise at first. 
 
    “What’s that?” Rat asked. 
 
    Forcing myself to look away, I heard a droning noise growing closer. Enzo rose to his feet, then quickly dropped to a crouch.  
 
    “Move now!” he whispered pointing to the trees which were maybe ten feet away.  
 
    Is he crazy?  
 
    As I got up, I shot a glance down the road and saw the angry swarm heading our way. At first, I thought it was bees, but these things were way too big. We raced for cover in the trees.  
 
    “What…?” I didn’t get to finish that sentence as Enzo pulled me behind a tree, clamping a hand over my mouth. The boys lay on the ground, hiding in the undergrowth, while Lydia was a few trees away, her body pressed against it, eyes squeezed shut. Whatever those things were, they were seriously bad. 
 
    I twisted my head to look up at Enzo. He was breathing really fast, so fast I thought he might hyperventilate. I pulled his hand away and faced him. Sweat had broken out on his forehead, he was about to lose it. 
 
    “Stay calm,” I whispered.  
 
    He shook his head, he looked ready to run. When he took a few steps forward, to do just that, I shoved him back against the tree. It looked like he was having an anxiety attack.  
 
    Shit, how do I calm him down?  
 
    If he made a run for it, those things would see us. Grabbing the sides of his face, I forced him to look at me. “Breathe,” I whispered. 
 
    I started taking slow deep breaths, to get him to copy me. After a few seconds, he did. He started to calm down. 
 
    “That’s it. You’re in control, it’s going to be okay.” 
 
    It was only when we could no longer hear the droning, did we all relax.  
 
    “Thanks,” Enzo whispered. 
 
    “Guess that makes us even.” 
 
    Lydia came rushing over and nearly knocked me over in her haste to get to Enzo. I left them to it and checked on the boys. Rat looked close to tears. 
 
    “What were those things?” I asked Alwyn.  
 
    “Another form of pixie. Like the one Rat has, only bigger. They’re scavengers, but they aren’t opposed to fresh meat. They can skin a human in a matter of seconds.” 
 
    That’s what Enzo had been talking about. Judging by the reaction, they were definitely moving to the top of the bad Fae list.  
 
    “Will they be back?” I asked. 
 
    Alwyn shrugged. “Who knows? Although they usually trail after some of the bigger Fae. Looking for scraps.” 
 
    “You’ve certainly done your research on them,” I said. 
 
    “Know thy enemy.” 
 
    We checked the road for any sign of them, but the coast seemed clear.  
 
    “Let’s find somewhere to bed down for the night,” Enzo said.  
 
    I wasn’t going to argue with him. We had been on the road for less than a day and nearly been killed twice. I couldn’t wait to see what tomorrow held. 
 
    *** 
 
    Enzo 
 
    B.D. (Before Doomsday) 
 
    “There he is, my handsome boy,” Grandma Rosa cooed. I barely had a chance to put my pack down before she had me in a bear hug. 
 
    “Let the boy breathe,” Mom chided, pulling me away from Grandma Rosa and hugging me herself. “Thank God you are home.” 
 
    “It’s good to see you, Mama,” I said. I had been on deployment for the last six months and it was strange being back home. The house looked exactly the same. 
 
    I headed into the living room to find my two younger sisters watching TV. “Hey, brats, good to see you.” 
 
    Nadine barely looked up from the TV, but Lucy grinned at me. “Did you bring me anything from your trip?” 
 
    “It wasn’t that kind of trip,” I said. She was only four. Nadine was the older at nine.  
 
    “Let me make you some food,” Grandma Rosa said, hurrying to the kitchen.  
 
    “I’m fine, Grandma,” I called, but she wouldn’t be so easily dissuaded. The woman lived to cook and a meal quickly became a feast when she was involved.  
 
    “You look too thin. Did you eat enough over there?” Mom asked. 
 
    “Yes, they fed us just fine.” She always referred to it as ‘over there.’ Like she couldn’t bring herself to say the words, that I was in the middle of a warzone.  
 
     “At least its all over and done with. And I have good news. I spoke to your cousin, Luis, he says he can get you a job in the construction company he works at. It won’t be much to begin with, but you keep your head down you can soon work your way up.” 
 
    “What? Mom, I haven’t left the army. I’m on leave.” 
 
    She turned to face me, giving me a dark look, I was more than familiar with. It was the same one she gave me when she found out I was hanging out with Tito’s gang. And when I totalled the car. And of course, when I announced that I was joining the army. I thought she would be proud of me, but instead she lost it. She screamed at me for two hours. 
 
    “You are not going back. You got lucky, why would you want to risk it?” 
 
    “Mom I have to go back. I explained this before. I’m doing a good thing.” 
 
    She scoffed. “Fighting in someone else’s war? Risking your life every day? What is good about that?” 
 
    I sighed. I couldn’t keep having the same argument with her every time we spoke.  
 
    “I’m going to stay at Ben’s house for a while,” I said, picking my bag up. 
 
    Mom crossed her arms. “Fine, run away again.” 
 
    “I’m sorry you feel that way, Ma. I’ll see you later.”  
 
    Walking away from the house, I realized she would never really understand. Growing up in this neighborhood, I didn’t have to fly across the world to risk my life. In fact, I probably had a bigger chance of getting shot around here.  
 
    Joining the army was me taking control of my life. I wanted to prove that I wasn’t just some poor kid from a bad neighborhood. I could be more than that, I could do more than join a gang or work on a construction site for the rest of my life. 
 
    I just want to make a difference. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 11 
 
      
 
    Just off the highway, we found an old building to camp in. It was boarded up, so Enzo and Alwyn went in to scope it out first. When they gave the all clear, we climbed inside and headed down to the basement where it was safest.  
 
    After laying out the blankets, we ate a little food and lay down for the night. Except Alwyn. He was on first watch. I was last, which I was glad of. At least I could try and get some sleep.  
 
    My ankle and chin still hurt from earlier, but I did my best to ignore the pain. If Lydia did have any painkillers, I wasn’t going to ask for any. Better to keep them for something more serious. 
 
    I closed my eyes, trying to sleep, but my mind was racing after what happened today. Mostly about Enzo. I saw another side to him, one who was just as scared as the rest of us. I guess he isn’t so bad. We’re all just trying to survive. 
 
    As I lay in the dark, listening to Rat mumbling in his sleep, Alwyn clearing his throat every few minutes as he stood guard and water dripping somewhere in the distance, I realized that having them was better than having no one. If I was out there by myself, I’d be dead by now. Like it or not, I needed them.  
 
    I drifted off but jerked awake a few hours later, as pain shot through my back. I gasped, sitting up. The pain faded, but I was left with a dull ache in my shoulder blades. I needed to check the wounds and put on a fresh bandage, as soon as we found somewhere with a decent bathroom. 
 
    “You okay?”  
 
    I turned to find Enzo watching me from across the room. It must be his turn to keep watch. The others were still asleep. 
 
    “I’m fine. Bad dream,” I muttered.  
 
    “Yeah, I know what that’s like,” he said. He took a drink from a thermos. 
 
    “What is that?” I asked. 
 
    “Coffee. Only the instant stuff, but it does the trick.” 
 
    “Can I have some?” I asked. Roxy and I used to get vanilla lattes at the coffee place in the mall, every Saturday. It was our routine, followed by hours of shopping and then a movie. 
 
    “Sure,” Enzo said, pouring some into a cup. 
 
    I extracted myself from my blanket and took a seat beside him. Taking a sip of the coffee, I grinned.  
 
    “Good?” Enzo asked. 
 
    “It’s no vanilla latte, but it does the trick.” 
 
    We sat in silence for a few minutes, but it wasn’t awkward. Enzo looked tired. “Why don’t you get some sleep. It’ll be my watch soon anyway,” I said. I wanted to be helpful, to show that I could be a team player.  
 
    “I’m good. I can’t sleep anyway.” 
 
    “Nightmares?” 
 
    He nodded. “I’ll feel better when we reach the base. Surrounded by armed soldiers, it will be safe. Or as safe as anywhere can be anymore.” 
 
    “What do you miss the most? About the world like it was?” 
 
    He laughed softly. “Watching football on TV. Hanging out with my buddies. Just being able to walk down the street without worrying about being attacked.” 
 
    “I miss my best friend Roxy. Shopping trips and being able to buy a chocolate sundae whenever I want.” 
 
    “You don’t miss your family?” he asked. 
 
    “I don’t have a family. Not anymore.” 
 
    “A friend of mine used to say the family you make is often better than the one you have.” 
 
    “I like that.” 
 
    Maybe these guys can be my new family. 
 
    It was early days, I couldn’t expect to step into their group and be accepted. I needed to prove myself. I tried to think of a single skill I had that would be useful, but I couldn’t think of any. I didn’t know how to start a fire, or fight. I could barely cook. Mom was a health nut, who would make meals up on the weekend then freeze them for the week. All I had to do was put them in the oven. 
 
    Damn, how the hell was I supposed to survive college? Live on take out? 
 
    Funny how that never crossed my mind before. I was too excited about getting away from Mom to consider how I would manage. Even what I was majoring in wasn’t any use. Business. There were no businesses, unless I opened a Fae cookout. 
 
    “What’s that?” he asked, pointing at the lanyard around my neck. 
 
    “Oh, it’s a flash drive. I don’t know why I took it, it doesn’t look like computers are any use now.” 
 
    “They might have something at the base.” 
 
    I hoped so. I really wanted to see what was on here. 
 
    “Can you teach me to fight?” I asked.  
 
    Enzo seemed surprised, but he nodded. “Sure, I can teach you some of the basics.” 
 
    “I’m guessing most people wouldn’t survive going toe to toe with a Fae,” I said.  
 
    “Depends on what it is. Come over here.” 
 
    He led me across the room, away from the others. Setting the hurricane lamp on a nearby pipe, he took up a fighting stance. “Copy me.” 
 
    I did as he asked, raising my fists.  
 
    “When it comes to taking someone down, all you need to worry about is inflicting the most damage. Go for the soft parts of the body, eyes, throat, groin. Some of the Fae are humanoid shaped, so it applies.” 
 
    “What about giant lizards?” I joked. 
 
    “Probably best just to run.” 
 
    He showed me how to use my thumbs to jam them into an attacker’s eyes, followed by a knee to the groin.  
 
    We spent an hour practising, he also taught me how to get out of head locks and arm locks. It surprised me how patient he was with me and I was glad to be learning something useful. 
 
    As I tried to twist out of a grab, one of the stumps bumped off Enzo’s elbow. I hissed in pain. 
 
    “Are you okay? Did I hurt you?” he asked. 
 
    “No, I hurt my back, it’s still sore, but I’m fine.” 
 
    “Are you sure?”  
 
    “Yes, it’s nothing.” 
 
    When we were done, it was almost dawn. I lay back down, to try and get a little more sleep. As I rolled onto my side, I noticed Lydia. She was awake and staring at me. She did not look happy. I felt a stab of guilt, but then I wondered why. I didn’t do anything wrong. If Lydia wanted to be jealous, let her. There was nothing going on between me and Enzo. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 12 
 
      
 
    On the road, later that morning, Lydia dropped back to walk beside me. She hadn’t said a word to me yet, but that looked like it was about to change. 
 
    “You and Enzo looked…cozy, last night,” she said, staring straight ahead. 
 
    “Cozy? He was teaching me to fight. I want to be useful to the group.” 
 
    “As long as that’s all it was,” she replied. 
 
    “What else would it be?” I asked, sharply.  
 
    She scowled at me, before making her way back to the front of the line. I guess I kind of understood her desperate behavior. Enzo was her savior, she was in awe of him, but she didn’t have to be a bitch about it. 
 
    I wasn’t going to deny that Enzo was good looking and I was definitely warming up to him, but a relationship? How could I ever be with anyone? It wouldn’t take long for them to figure out what I was. No, a relationship was a no go, not that I thought I would stand a chance against Lydia anyway. 
 
    I was so busy staring at Lydia and Enzo that I didn’t see Rat had stopped and I almost collided with him. He was staring into his box, a worried look on his face. 
 
    “Hey, what’s wrong?” I asked. 
 
    “I think something’s wrong with him. He looks sick,” Rat said, holding up the box for me to see. The pixie lay on its back, head lolling.  
 
    “Oh, he does look sick,” I said, wondering if it was because he had lost his wings.  
 
    “When was the last time you actually fed him?” Alwyn asked.  
 
    Rat’s cheeks turned red. “Oops. I kinda forgot.” 
 
    “Rat,” I chided. 
 
    “Well, I don’t know what he eats.” 
 
    “Human flesh,” Alwyn muttered. 
 
    I glared at him. Rat pulled a half-eaten candy bar from his pocket. “This is all I have.” 
 
    “I don’t think that will work,” I said.  
 
    Rat broke off a small piece and held it over the pixie’s head. It’s eyes nearly doubled in size as it snatched the piece of candy from his hand and devoured it. When it was done, it started jumping up and down, looking for more. 
 
    Rat laughed. “I guess he has a sweet tooth.” 
 
    I grinned, then I realized that I had one too. Was it a Fae thing? Loads of people have a sweet tooth.  
 
    It was one more thing to add to the long list of questions I had about myself. Questions I would never get answers to.  
 
    We found a small grocery store a while later. It had been raided, but there was still some food left. We separated, taking a different aisle each. Mine proved unfruitful though, it contained cleaning products on one side, and stationery items on the other. I grabbed a few bottles of antibacterial soap, it would be useful, but not much else.  
 
    I paused over the section which held notebooks and pens. A quick look around told me that the others were busy loading up their backpacks. They weren’t paying any attention to me.  
 
    I lifted a notebook and a pen, sat on the floor and started writing. It was a letter to my mother. I knew she would never see it, but it didn’t matter, I needed to get it out, to try and make sense of things. 
 
    Mom, I began. Then I scribbled it out. She wasn’t that. 
 
    To the woman who raised me. I think the biggest question I have for you is why? Why did you agree to do it? What did you get out of it? Did you even care about me beyond being your test subject? You had to know that I would learn the truth one day. You could have been honest with me, you could have told me the truth. Instead, you abandoned me to a psychopath. I’m a freak, alone in this world, because of you. 
 
    Tears fell on the page, smearing some of the words. I took a shuddering breath, feeling overwhelmed.  
 
    “Hey? Are you okay?” Alwyn asked. 
 
    I quickly closed the notebook and wiped my eyes. “Yeah, sorry.” 
 
    “What are you doing?” he asked, nodding at the notebook. 
 
    “Um, I thought it would make me feel better to write stuff down, things I want to say to people, since I can’t really say it.” 
 
    I expected him to call me crazy, but instead he nodded and took a seat beside me. “Yeah, that sounds like a good idea. My parents were both shrinks, they used to make me keep a journal when I was a kid, so I could ‘express myself’,” he said, making air quotes. 
 
    “Did it help?” 
 
    “Not at first. But some days it felt good to get it all out.” 
 
    “It’s kind of like writing a letter to Santa though, it will never get to its destination.” 
 
    “You can’t know that. We don’t know what’s out there, and as far as I’m concerned until I see a body, everyone I know is still alive.” 
 
    “Wish I was so optimistic.” 
 
    “It’s not optimism, it’s realism. I survived. Look at me. I can’t see more than three feet without my glasses, I can’t fight. I made it, so other people have to.” 
 
    I smiled at him. “Yeah, you have a point.” 
 
    The others appeared at the end of the aisle.  
 
    “Time to go,” Enzo said. 
 
    I stood up, glancing at the notebook. I tossed it back onto the shelf. If I was going to say those things, it would be to her face or not at all.  
 
    As we headed back to the main road, I felt like we were being watched. I looked around the area, but there didn’t seem to be anything about. Then I spotted it. Something in blue, hiding up ahead, behind a dumpster. 
 
    “Guys!” I hissed. 
 
    They all came to a halt. I pointed toward the dumpster, just as he ran out, waving an iron bar in the air. It was a human I was relieved to see, but he was aiming the bar at Enzo.  
 
    Enzo blocked the blow, wrenching the bar from the boy’s hands and shoving him to the ground. 
 
    “Calm down, we’re human,” he said.  
 
    The boy scrabbled to his feet. “I don’t care. Gimme your food,” he spat, pulling a switchblade from his pocket.  
 
    Enzo sighed angrily. “So, what’s your plan? Are you going to rob us?” 
 
    “Yes! Give me everything you have or I’ll cut your throats.” 
 
    I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. He looked about sixteen, would he really try and kill us for some food? 
 
    “There’s food back in the store. Why don’t you try there?” Enzo said. 
 
    “Because I want yours. Do as I say!” he snapped, he was starting to lose it. I could see his eyes were red rimmed, which at first, I thought was from crying but now I realized that he was probably high. He was breathing fast and his hand was shaking.  
 
    “We’re not giving you anything. So, either step aside or I’ll put you down. Either way, we’re leaving.” 
 
    He took a step forward, which surprised the boy. He hesitated, then lashed out with the knife. Enzo jumped back, then took a hold of his wrist. He twisted it sharply, making the boy squeal and the knife dropped to the ground. Enzo kicked it away. 
 
    We all moved passed them, back toward the road. Enzo turned his back on the boy. 
 
    “I’ll find you!” he screeched. “I’ll kill you in your sleep.” 
 
    Enzo spun and punched him hard in the face. He stalked away, leaving the boy moaning on the ground, clutching a bloody nose. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 13 
 
      
 
    “I don’t get it. After everything that’s happened, even though we are facing extinction, humans still want to kill each other,” Enzo said.  
 
    I was eavesdropping on his conversation with Lydia. He had a point. Some people still only looked out for number one.  
 
    Imagine Roxy having to live like that. 
 
    She wouldn’t threaten to kill anyone though. No, she would help people. Like in freshman year when some of the other girls were picking on Suzy Chapman because her clothes were from Goodwill. Roxy told them all to get lost, then she brought Suzy back to her house with us and let her try on her clothes. She even let her keep a brand-new pair of jeans her mother had just bought her. Suzy looked so happy. But that was Roxy.  
 
    As we turned a corner in the road ahead. Enzo stopped suddenly, then motioned for us all to hide. We ducked behind some burnt out cars.  
 
    “What is it?” I asked. 
 
    “Checkpoint,” Enzo said. 
 
    “I don’t get it,” I said. 
 
    “It’s where Fae trade humans like currency, so they can pass into their territory,” Alwyn said. 
 
    “Are you kidding me?” 
 
    He shook his head. “They take the territory thing very seriously. We’ve come across a couple in the past. Enzo rescued me from one.” 
 
    “Oh my God.”  
 
    Alwyn had been a slave?  
 
    “How do you think I know so much about them? The one who had me, he never shut up.” 
 
    “How are we going to get by it?” Lydia asked. 
 
    “We’ll head east, give it a wide berth,” Enzo said. “Take that street there.” 
 
    He pointed to a street up ahead, but it would take us close to the checkpoint. “We use the cars for cover. Move when I say and don’t talk.” 
 
    As we moved closer, I could hear the Fae arguing with each other. Some spoke English, others spoke a strange guttural language. I peeked through the window of one of the cars, curious to see what they looked like.  
 
    The checkpoint was a shimmering border and, on this side, stood a tall, human like man. Human in shape only. He had pale blue skin and pointed ears, but he was the closest I had seen to one of them looking like one of us. In his right hand he held a chain which was attached to a teenage boy. He had a metal collar around his neck like he was a dog. 
 
    The Fae the tall one was arguing with, was a squat little dwarf, also with pointed ears. The tall one yanked the chain, bringing the boy to his knees.  
 
    Were they selling him as a slave or as food? Or both? The boy was skin and bones, he looked so scared. 
 
    I turned back to the others to find that they had all moved onto the next car and were frantically gesturing to me to join them. 
 
    Keeping low, I hurried over to them. “We have to do something,” I whispered. 
 
    “Ssh,” Enzo said, glaring at me. He gave the order for us to move again. 
 
    I followed, but I felt awful leaving him behind. When we were far enough away to talk again, I said to Enzo, “Can’t we do something? There were only two Fae.” 
 
    “Two that we could see. Beyond the barrier there could be hundreds, thousands even.” 
 
    “But he…” 
 
    “Damn it, Nova. I know that you want to help that boy, but there are millions like him, if there are that many humans left. If we try to help, we’ll end up in chains too. Now keep moving.” 
 
    I knew he was right, but it didn’t make it any easier. We followed the street as far as it would go, then turned north.  
 
    As we passed some run-down houses, Rat started tugging on my sleeve. “What’s wrong?” I asked. 
 
    “I need to go.” 
 
    “Go where?” 
 
    His eyes widened. “You know – go!” 
 
    “Oh, right. Enzo, Rat has to use the bathroom.” 
 
    Enzo stopped walking. “Go between the houses and be quick.” 
 
    He handed me his box and rushed off. The pixie was quiet. I lifted the lid for a peek, but he was sleeping.  
 
    We waited, everyone constantly looking around for any signs of danger. 
 
    “What is taking him so long?” Lydia asked. 
 
    I handed her the box. “I’ll go check.” 
 
    Moving along the side of the house, I called out softly, so I wouldn’t surprise him. “Rat? We have to go.” 
 
    I heard a muffled cry. Rushing forward, I found Rat in the clutches of a Fae. This one looked like an Olympic bodybuilder, except he had green skin. 
 
    I opened my mouth to yell for the others, but the Fae stopped me. “Don’t do it, girly. I could rip his head off before you even get the words out.” 
 
    Rat’s eyes went wide as he continued to twist in the Fae’s grip.  
 
    “Please don’t. Let him go and take me. Look at him. A tiny little boy, he wouldn’t make much of a meal,” I rambled, trying to buy some time. I didn’t have an iron weapon, what could I use against him? 
 
    “That sounds like a fair trade. Come here, girly,” the Fae said. He smiled, revealing rotten, stained teeth.  
 
    I took a trembling step toward him. Heat flowed into my hands, reminding me that I didn’t need a weapon, I was a weapon. Moving closer, I wondered how I could do it without Rat seeing me.  
 
    His life is more important than my secret. 
 
    “Let him go,” I said. 
 
    The brute threw Rat to the ground and grabbed me by the arms. Reaching up, I pressed my hands to his face. He shrieked in pain as his flesh started to bubble and burn.  
 
    “Release me,” it ordered, but I held on. I saw his eyes flicker a strange pink color. “Release me, human, I command it.” 
 
    Is he trying to mind control me? If he was, it wasn’t working. 
 
    “Nova? Rat?” I heard Enzo calling for us. I turned my head in their direction. 
 
    The Fae used the distraction to get away from me. He raced off across the yards, still howling. 
 
    Rat lay on his side and for a heart stopping moment I thought he was dead. Then he opened his eyes and looked up at me.  
 
    “Are you okay?” I asked.  
 
    He nodded. “You saved me.” 
 
    I grinned at him. “Any time kid.” 
 
    Enzo and the others appeared.  
 
    “What the hell happened?” Enzo demanded. 
 
    “There’s no time. He’ll alert the others,” Lydia said. “We need to run.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 14 
 
      
 
    When we finally stopped running, I was ready to collapse from the heat. The hoodie wasn’t helping matters but I couldn’t take it off.  
 
    I downed the water in my bottle, but it did little to help. The others were red faced too.  
 
    “I don’t think anyone followed us,” Lydia said, hands on her knees as she caught her breath. 
 
    I dropped onto a nearby bus bench to rest.  
 
    “What happened back there? How did you get away?” Enzo asked. 
 
    “Nova hurt him,” Rat piped up.  
 
    I froze. Oh God, he saw what I did. 
 
    All eyes were on me now. Should I run? 
 
    “How?” Enzo asked. 
 
    “I, uh, I…the move you taught me. I gouged its eyes, then I kicked him where it hurt.” 
 
    Rat laughed. He didn’t contradict me, so maybe he didn’t see anything.  
 
    “Good,” Enzo said. “I knew it would come in handy.” 
 
    He let us rest for a few minutes before we moved on. I saw Rat rub his neck a couple of times. He was quieter than usual too.  
 
    “Are you okay?” I asked. 
 
    He nodded, refusing to meet my gaze. Digging through my pockets, I unearthed a candy bar I had been saving.  
 
    “Want some?” I asked.  
 
    Rat grinned. “Yes, please.” 
 
    I broke the bar in half and handed half to him. He shovelled it into his mouth, only leaving a small piece for the pixie.  
 
    The pixie seemed like it was doing fine without its wings. It gave me hope that I would be fine without mine. I did mourn them, they had been a part of me, but if I had met Enzo in the alley with wings, he probably would have killed me on the spot. Not that I was giving any credit to that jerk Phillip. What he did was still barbaric. 
 
    As the sun started to get lower in the sky, we searched for a new place to stay. We found an old apartment building with basement access. 
 
    Once we checked to see if it was clear, we set up for the night. It was becoming like a regular routine which I found strangely comforting. If we found a place to sleep, that meant we had made it one more day, that we had all survived.  
 
    As Lydia started cooking dinner, we took the opportunity to rest.  
 
    “What would you guys be doing right now, if it was a normal night?” she asked.  
 
    “Talking to my friends online, ignoring my parents yelling at me to do the dishes,” Alwyn said.  
 
    “I would be at the beach, probably at a party,” Lydia said. 
 
    She looked over at Enzo. “Uh, probably grabbing a beer with some friends.” 
 
    It was my turn. “Me and my friend Roxy were going to visit San Francisco for the summer, before college.” 
 
    “What college did you get into?” Alwyn asked.  
 
    “Michigan State, business major.” 
 
    Alwyn seemed surprised. “Why business?” 
 
    I shrugged. “I don’t know, I had no idea what I wanted to do, business seemed like a good choice.” 
 
    “What about you, Rat?” Lydia said, moving the conversation away from me. 
 
    “There was this old lady in the neighborhood, who owned a grocery store and she would pay me five bucks if I helped her sweep the floor,” he said.  
 
    I wondered again if it was a way to make some pocket money or if he lived on the streets. It didn’t seem right to ask him. We were all homeless now though. 
 
    “Come on. Let’s practise a few more moves before dinner,” Enzo said, getting up from the floor. 
 
    I saw Lydia watching me, as we stepped away from the others. 
 
    Trying my best to ignore her, I copied Enzo’s moves. He tried to teach me how to do a hip throw, but I couldn’t quite master it.  
 
    He placed his hands on my hips, trying to show me how to turn. I couldn’t concentrate, every time I looked up, Lydia was there. 
 
    When I got thrown on my ass for the millionth time, I decided to call it a night. “Let me try again tomorrow,” I said. 
 
    Enzo sighed. “Okay but think about what I said.” 
 
    I nodded, maybe we could practise somewhere else next time. 
 
    As we wrapped up, I headed back to the fire, eager for some food. Lydia handed me my plate with a smile. Why is she smiling? I thought she hated me? 
 
    We settled at the fire to eat. As I took the first mouthful of food, I felt my mouth and tongue burn. Eyes watering, I spat the food out on the floor. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” Alwyn asked. 
 
    “Water!” I gasped. He passed me his bottle and I gulped it down, trying to soothe the fire, but it wasn’t working.  
 
    “Is something wrong with the food?” Alwyn asked, turning to Lydia. 
 
    “No, mine tastes fine,” she said. 
 
    I started coughing, I could feel my face burning. Something was in the food, something beyond spicy.  
 
    Enzo came over and started patting my back like he thought I was choking. I kept drinking water, in between coughing fits and gradually, it started to ease. 
 
    “It’s getting better,” I wheezed. “There was something spicy in it. Really spicy.” 
 
    Enzo inspected my plate, but it looked like everyone else’s plate of rice. “Maybe it was contaminated. Someone accidentally got something in it.” 
 
    As everyone resumed their meals, except me, I saw Lydia watching me from the other side of the fire. She had a smirk on her face.  
 
    She did it. She put something in my food. 
 
    I dumped the food I had and dished out the remainder of the rice onto my plate. She didn’t put anything in the pot, she must have put something on my plate before she served it to me.  
 
    Gingerly, I took a bite. The food tasted fine.  
 
    This was punishment for training with Enzo again. 
 
    How petty. She was acting like we were in high school. Was I really so much of a threat that she had to resort to this? It was pathetic.  
 
    When we finished our food and were laying out the blankets on the floor, she walked by me.  
 
    “Stay away from him,” she whispered as she went. 
 
    I wondered if I should sleep with one eye open. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    Lydia 
 
    Before Doomsday 
 
    “Get back in the car, Lydia!” Eddie yelled. 
 
    I ignored him and kept walking. Why did I keep going back to him after all the stupid crap he pulled? 
 
    “Get lost, Eddie.” 
 
    He swore at me, then slammed his foot on the gas and roared off, leaving me standing in the rain.  
 
    Now what am I going to do? I’d been with Eddie for six months. Ever since I aged out of the foster system, I had been on my own. When Eddie came along, I was living on the streets, shoplifting for food. 
 
    Not that he was some knight in shining armor. Far from it. But he did give me a place to stay and he was nice. At first. Lately though, he would start arguments over the stupidest things. 
 
    Maybe it is better he’s gone. I don’t need him. 
 
    I started walking, the hood on my jacket doing little to protect me from the rain. I realized that my bag was still in his car. 
 
    “Damn it!” I screamed.  
 
    The road was empty, I didn’t remember seeing a single car on our way up here. What was I supposed to do? Sleep in a ditch? 
 
    Why does this keep happening to me? Every time I thought I had a good thing, it always went wrong. Maybe I was cursed. 
 
    Checking my pockets, I searched for something to take the edge off. I came up with an empty baggy.  
 
    I put the rest in my bag. 
 
    In a rage, I swung my foot at a rock by the side of the road. Looking up to the overcast sky, I said, “Please, please give me a break! Just this once.” 
 
    As if on cue, Eddie screeched up on the other side of the road. “Finished your little tantrum?”  
 
    Scowling, I stomped across the road and got back in the car.  
 
    Eddie smiled smugly. “See? I know you too well, darlin’. You are useless alone and you always will be.” 
 
    I turned to look out the window. There was nothing wrong with wanting someone, it just had to be the right someone. 
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter 15 
 
      
 
    It was raining heavily the next day, which slowed down our progress because it made it harder to see.  
 
    I was still pissed at Lydia. Did she have to act like a total psycho? I thought she was the nice one. I wasn’t interested in her drama. I would stay away from her and Enzo from now on. 
 
    As we trudged through the wet, I made a list in my head of what I would do once we reached the base.  
 
    A shower. A decent night’s sleep. Hopefully a good meal. It was the little things that you don’t think about normally. Now they could be considered luxuries. 
 
    I rolled my shoulders, trying to ease the pain in my back. It had been constant all day and now I was starting to worry that I had an infection. If we passed a drug store, I would have to see if I could get myself some antibiotics, just to be safe. Assuming they would work on me. Growing up, I rarely got sick. Despite being a doctor, my mother wasn’t keen on me taking anything that I absolutely didn’t need.  
 
    At least it wouldn’t be long until we reached the base. Hopefully they would have a doctor or a medic there. Although I couldn’t show them the wound. We were getting further away from the city, there might not be any more chances. 
 
    Like it or not, the person I would have to convince would be Lydia. I hurried up beside her.  
 
    “Do you think we could make a detour and try and find a drug store?”  
 
    “We have plenty of bandages and supplies,” she said. 
 
    “I know, but for other things.” 
 
    She glanced at the guys, to check they weren’t listening. “If you mean tampons, I have a few boxes in my pack.” 
 
    “No, I was thinking about medication. Painkillers and the like.” 
 
    “I have paracetamol.” 
 
    “I need something stronger. I get wicked migraines and they won’t cut it. Plus, it doesn’t hurt to have extra supplies, just in case the base is empty or understocked.” 
 
    She sighed. “Yeah, I suppose you have a point. Enzo?” 
 
    He glanced back over his shoulder.  
 
    “Can we hit a drug store before we go any further?” 
 
    He looked around. “Is there one around here?”  
 
    “We could check,” I said. 
 
    “We need to find shelter for the night, we don’t have much free time,” he said. 
 
    “Twenty minutes,” I said. “If we can’t find one, we’ll keep moving.” 
 
    Enzo relented and we took a detour back toward town. We covered six blocks and were about to give up when Rat spotted one.  
 
    The windows and door were intact which meant if we wanted to get inside, we would have to break in.  
 
    “It will make too much noise,” Enzo said.  
 
    I looked through the dirty window. Could I really risk it? “Let’s try around back. There might be another way in.” 
 
    Enzo scowled. “Five minutes, then we go.” 
 
    The guys remained on the street, while Lydia and I tried the back door. There was a fire exit, but it was locked.  
 
    “Damn it.” 
 
    “Try this,” Lydia said, pulling a crowbar from her pack and handing it to me. 
 
    “You come prepared,” I said. 
 
    “It’s a brand-new world, I have to.” 
 
    I took the crowbar, wedged the end of it in the door and pushed. The door gave with a little effort.  
 
    We went inside, our wet shoes squeaking on the floor. There wasn’t much light, so Lydia switched on her flashlight. The store was quiet, untouched.  
 
    In the back, we found what we were looking for. Lydia started dumping bottles into her bag. I made a show of looking for migraine medication, while pocketing some antibiotics.  
 
    “This is great,” Lydia said. I saw her lift a bottle of Adderall and toss it in too. When were any of us going to need that? 
 
    I left her to it and checked out the rest of the store. There was a cooler for soda near the back. I opened it and grabbed a few cans. It was warm, but I needed the sugar fix. Popping open the can, I downed it.  
 
    Grabbing some for the others, I went back for Lydia. She had her back to me, and she was swallowing something from one of the pill bottles. 
 
    “Ready to go?” I asked. 
 
    She jumped, turning to face me while slipping the bottle into the pocket of her jacket.  
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    She saw me looking.  
 
    “Painkillers. Maybe your migraine is catching,” she said. 
 
    I wanted to ask her about it, but since I had my own reasons for coming here that I wasn’t sharing with her, I said nothing.  
 
    We re-joined the others. While we walked, I popped a couple of antibiotics. At least it was one less thing to worry about. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    While my clothes dried by the fire, I sat with a blanket around my shoulders, exhausted after a long day. Everyone else was asleep, it was my turn to keep watch, but I could barely keep my eyes open.  
 
    As I sat in the quiet, I could hear the pixie chattering. It was most active at night.  
 
    I closed my eyes for a moment, listening to him. He was definitely talking but the words didn’t sound like any language I’d ever heard before.  
 
    Let me out of here. 
 
    My eyes snapped open. That was English. I took the box from beside Rat, moving away from them. I opened the box and peeked inside. 
 
    “Can you speak English?” I whispered. 
 
    The pixie went on a rant in his native tongue, but nothing I could understand. I must have imagined it. Or was I starting to understand them? 
 
    My wings came out of nowhere and my burning ability, was there more to come? Would I start talking Fae-ish or whatever it was?  
 
    “Say something,” I whispered to the pixie. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    I nearly dropped the box, I jumped so badly. Alwyn peered at me in the semi-darkness. 
 
    “You nearly gave me a heart attack.” 
 
    “You’re supposed to be on watch, which means you should be aware of everything going on around you.” 
 
    “Yes, thank you. I know what the definition is.” 
 
    “Why are you talking to the pixie?” 
 
    I quickly closed the lid. “I wasn’t. He was talking, I was just checking to see if something was wrong.” 
 
    “Why do you care?” 
 
    “I don’t. But Rat does.” 
 
    “Well, try to be more observant, in case we’re eaten.” 
 
    Rolling my eyes, I returned the box to Rat and resumed my post.  
 
    The next thing I knew, I was being shaken awake by Enzo. 
 
    “I’m up,” I said, lurching up.  
 
    “Rat’s gone.”  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    Rat 
 
    Before Doomsday 
 
    I crouched behind some trash cans as the girl approached. She glanced behind her, looking nervous. Wearing a jean jacket, her blonde hair tied up in a ponytail, she was pretty.  
 
    Leaping out from behind the trash cans, I yelled, “Boo!” 
 
    The girl jumped, a hand going to her chest. “Seriously, Rat, don’t do that!” 
 
    I laughed. “I got you!” 
 
    “Yeah, you did, buddy. Are you ready to do this?” Lacy asked. 
 
    Nodding, I followed her out of the alley and across to the store on the corner. 
 
    “Now you remember the plan?” 
 
    “Yes, you distract the man behind the counter and I get us some snacks.” 
 
    “Good. Grab the good stuff, then get out. And don’t get caught.” 
 
    We entered the store and the man behind the counter immediately looked our way. He was old with grey hair, wearing a blue apron over a shirt. 
 
    He watched us as we crossed the store. Lacy headed toward him and I hung back, trying to decide which snacks to get. They all looked good. I knew it wasn’t right to steal, but Lacy said that the man who owned this place was mean. He used to yell at her when she came in and chase her off.  
 
    I could hear her arguing with him. He was angry, calling her lots of names.  
 
    Now! I thought. I lifted snacks and started shoving them into my pockets. When they were full, I turned toward the door. 
 
    “Stop! Thief!”  
 
    He saw me. 
 
    Panicking, I ran for the door. As I pushed it open, some of the snacks hit the floor. There was no time to go back for them. I raced up the street, to the spot Lacy told me to go to. 
 
    I waited for her to meet me, but ages went by and she still didn’t come. I sat on one of the benches and opened some candy to eat.  
 
    It was starting to get dark. Where was she?  
 
    Two policemen came around the corner. They saw me. “Hey, kid? We need to talk to you.” 
 
    Lacy told me to never trust the cops. No matter how nice they seemed. I ran. 
 
    They chased me across town, yelling at me to stop, but I was too fast for them. I needed to find a place to hide.  
 
    I crossed the park, remembering a place I could hide. There was a sewer grate on the far side, small, but I could get inside. 
 
    I needed to move fast. Dumping the candy on the ground, I reached the grate. I quickly ducked down, removed the wire grill and crawled inside. Replacing the grill, I retreated into the dark. 
 
    A few minutes later, the cops ran by.  
 
    They didn’t see me. I smiled in the darkness. I really was like a rat.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 16 
 
      
 
    “We can’t leave him out there,” I said. We had searched the entire building, which left one place he could be. Outside. 
 
    “Of course not,” Enzo said. “He left his box behind, he can’t have gone far.” 
 
    “Why go out at all? He knows how dangerous it is out there,” Lydia said, running her hands through her hair.  
 
    “He could have been tricked. Some Fae can mimic people,” Alwyn said.  
 
    “Whatever the reason, we need to go out and look and we need to go quietly. Lydia you should stay here.” 
 
    “What? No, I want to help.” 
 
    “You’re our medic, if he is hurt, we can’t risk you getting lost out there too,” Enzo said. 
 
    She groaned, then nodded. 
 
    “I’m not going out there,” Alwyn said. 
 
    Enzo scowled at him. “I need someone to go with me.” 
 
    “I’ll go,” I said. 
 
    Enzo shook his head. “No, I’ll go alone.” 
 
    “Enzo, I’m going,” I said, leaving no room for argument. I wasn’t leaving Rat alone out there, he was just a kid. 
 
    “Fine, let’s go. But remember, no noise.” 
 
    Lydia flung herself forward into Enzo’s arms. He looked startled, but awkwardly returned the hug. “Be careful,” she said. 
 
    I didn’t get the same sentiment directed at me, but I wasn’t expecting it either. One thing was sure from her little display, Enzo did not feel the same way about her as she did about him.  
 
    We headed for the exit. When we reached it, Enzo held out one of the pokers to me. I froze, I couldn’t hold it, it might burn me and then he would know the truth.  
 
    “Take it,” he said. 
 
    “I…” 
 
    “We don’t have time to mess around. If you can’t do this…” 
 
    Bracing myself, I took the poker from him. The second it touched my skin, I could feel it burn. Not badly, but I definitely felt it, like I was holding my hand over an open flame. 
 
    I forced a smile. “Let’s do this.” 
 
    We left the building and split off. I went right and Enzo went left. The second he was out of sight, I dropped the poker. My hand was bright red and painful. Wrapping the sleeve of my hoodie around my hand, I picked it back up. Rat needed me. 
 
    As I moved, the only sounds I could hear were my pounding heart and heavy breathing. If anything happened to Rat, I’d never forgive myself.  
 
    Please, please let him be okay. 
 
    Then I heard new noises, Whimpering and what sounded like high pitched giggling. I moved closer to find a creature which I could only think was some kind of troll, laughing as it poked long fingers that ended in sharp talons, into a hole beneath a tree. Every time it did, I heard someone cry out in pain. 
 
    “Rat,” I whispered.  
 
    That thing had trapped him and now it was toying with him. Anger coursed through me, I rushed at the troll, brandishing the poker. I swung it at the creature’s head, catching it off guard. It stopped laughing and backed away, rubbing its head.  
 
    “Oi! No need for that,” it said. I was shocked to hear it speak English. It glared at me with beady brown eyes, drool dripping from its mouth. 
 
    “Get away from him,” I snarled. 
 
    “Nova, help me,” Rat pleaded. He was curled up in the dirt.  
 
    “It’s okay, Rat. You’re safe now.” 
 
    The troll giggled. “Safe? I don’t think so. That’s my dinner and I won’t be denied it.” 
 
    I stood between Rat and this slobbering creature. “I'll kill you.” 
 
    The smile faded off its face as it sniffed the air. “What are you? You smell...different. Your scent is what drew me here.” 
 
    Oh crap, it knows what I am. 
 
    “Just shut up,” I snapped. 
 
    “Ooh, I like a bit of fight. Makes you taste better. How about I eat you for my dinner and the child for dessert?” 
 
    It lumbered toward me. I thrust the poker out aiming for its face. It was impaled in the right eye and as the iron touched its flesh, it started to smoke. It fell to the ground, rolling around and hollering in pain. As horrible as that was, I couldn’t let it get back up. Taking the poker, I drove it into its chest, killing it.  
 
    Shaking, I hurried to the hole to check on Rat. He crawled out, covered in dirt, but at least he was alive. I hugged him tightly.  
 
    “It’s okay, Rat. You’re okay,” I whispered.  
 
    “He was going to eat me,” he sobbed. 
 
    “Ssh, you’re okay.” I helped him up and led him back to the building. Enzo came jogging toward us. 
 
    “What happened?” he asked. 
 
    “It was a troll or a goblin or something. I killed it.” 
 
    “Good. Let’s get inside.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 17 
 
      
 
    Rat clung to me as I led him back into the building. I could feel his little body trembling. Lydia rushed over when she saw us come in.  
 
    “Rat! Are you okay? Why did you go outside?” she asked.  
 
    He buried his head in my side, whimpering.  
 
    “He’s got some cuts, but I don’t think it’s anything serious,” I said.  
 
    Lydia glared at me. “I’ll be the judge of that.” She took Rat’s hand and practically dragged him away to check him over. 
 
    Enzo was right. No matter what was going on in the world, humans always found a way to fight amongst themselves. At least Rat was okay, that was the main thing. 
 
    He seemed to cheer up after Lydia gave him some food, but I was worried about him. Two near misses in a few days. Why did he go outside? 
 
    He sat by the fire, wrapped in a blanket. I sat on the floor beside him. He had a few band aids on his face and neck. 
 
    “Hey, pal. Feeling better?” 
 
    He nodded, shovelling a mouth full of rice into his mouth. 
 
    “Why did you go out there? You know how dangerous it is.” 
 
    He set his spoon down and bowed his head. “I heard Lacy.” 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “Lacy. She was my big sister. Not my real sister, but she looked out for me, before.” 
 
    “What happened to her?” 
 
    He shrugged. “She went out one morning and didn’t come back.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Rat. Alwyn said that the Fae can mimic people.” 
 
    “I know, but I really thought it was her.” 
 
    “What was Lacy like?” 
 
    “She was funny and clever and she always brought me the best food.” 
 
    I laughed. “She sounds cool.” 
 
    “You remind me of her,” Rat said. 
 
    “I do?” 
 
    “Hm-mm. Will you be my new big sister?” he asked. 
 
    “Sure, I will,” I said, giving him a hug. 
 
    I sat with him as he slept. That creature knew that I wasn’t a human. How long before I was outed? The Fae were able to roam freely, to do whatever they wanted.  
 
    Maybe I should join them. 
 
    That was a ridiculous idea. As much as I didn’t want to believe that every Fae was evil, so far, they had all proven me wrong. The only reason I was different was because I was part human. I certainly had no desire to eat anyone. Not even Lydia. 
 
    Sooner or later, they will find out the truth and they’ll hate me. Even Rat. 
 
    He wanted a big sister, but I was no use to anyone. It would be safer for them if I just left. I could sneak away.  
 
    Enzo sat down beside me. “What’s wrong?” he asked.  
 
    “Nothing.” 
 
    “Rat’s okay. He’s tough.” 
 
    “Well, he has to be, doesn’t he?” 
 
    “We’ve just got to look after each other.” 
 
    “To what end? Is this all there is? All there’ll ever be?” 
 
    He smiled at me, reaching out to tuck a stray curl behind my ear. “Keep the faith. We’ll get to the base soon, then we can all relax a little.” 
 
    I forced a smile. “Yeah, you’re right. I’ll keep watch, I don’t think I could sleep.” 
 
    When the others fell asleep, I quietly grabbed my pack and headed for the door. They were all better off without me. At least I wouldn’t lead more trolls to their door. 
 
    The sky was starting to lighten, it would be dawn soon. I paused in the doorway, waiting for it to get brighter before I set off. 
 
    A hand grabbed the back of my hoodie. I looked down to find Rat staring up at me with his huge blue eyes. “Where are you going?” he whispered. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Rat. I think I should leave.” 
 
    “What? No! You can’t go.” 
 
    I kneeled down. “Rat, I don’t belong with you guys. You’ve been attacked several times since I arrived, I don’t want to put you in any danger.” 
 
    “We get attacked all the time. You said that you would be my new sister. You can’t leave me,” he said. He started to cry, gripping my shirt to prevent me from going. 
 
    How could I explain this to him? 
 
    “Please, Rat…” 
 
    “Lacy left and you’re going to leave too. Everyone leaves.” 
 
    I couldn’t stand listening to him cry. “Okay, Rat. It’s okay, I’ll stay.” 
 
    I hugged him tightly. “I won’t leave you. I promise.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 18 
 
      
 
    “We’re here,” Enzo said, just past noon the following day. 
 
    It took me a moment to realize what he meant. Then I saw it up ahead. The base. It was surrounded by a ten-foot chain link fence. There was no sign of any soldiers, but it hadn’t been overrun by Fae either. 
 
    As we got closer, I could hear a high-pitched whine coming from somewhere nearby.  
 
    “Urgh, what is that noise?” I said. It was grating. 
 
    “What noise?” Alwyn asked, searching the skies above us. 
 
    “You can’t hear that whine?” 
 
    The others all paused to listen, but none of them could hear it. 
 
    “Maybe I’m getting tinnitus,” I muttered. 
 
    We reached the fence, but if we were expecting a fanfare, we didn’t get it. 
 
    “Hello?” Lydia called. “Is anyone in there?” 
 
    We were met with silence. The gate was heavily fortified, there was no way of getting it open, even with a crowbar and we couldn’t climb it either. 
 
    If I had my wings, I could fly over it. And be shot on sight. No, there had to be another way in. 
 
    We spread out along the fence, searching for some way in, or at least a sign or something to let us know what was going on. There was nothing.  
 
    When we returned to the gate, Enzo slammed his hands into it. “Come on!” he screamed. 
 
    “Calm down, Enzo,” Lydia said. 
 
    “We came all this way for nothing!” He turned away, looking like he was ready to explode. We all felt it, any hope we had was gone. Now where would we go? 
 
    I rubbed at my ears, the noise was louder now that we were close to the base. It must be coming from inside. Was it an alarm of some kind? Noise would only attract the Fae, but there were none around. Although given what it was doing to me, they would probably avoid it. Wait, was that the point of it? Was it driving the Fae away from here? 
 
    I looked around, searching for some sign of what could be making the noise. Why leave it on if this was an abandoned base? 
 
    That’s when I saw it, up above the gate. A security camera and it was moving. 
 
    “Guys!” I said. I pointed up to the camera. “Someone is in there.” 
 
    The others gathered around me.  
 
    “Please let us in,” I said. “We’re human.” Mostly. “We need your help, please!” 
 
    The camera was pointed right at us, there was no way they couldn’t see us. If they weren’t opening the gate it was because they had no interest in taking in survivors. Some safe haven. 
 
    “Maybe we should just go,” I said after several long minutes.  
 
    As we turned away from the fence, there was a buzzing noise and the gate slowly trundled open. Relief flooded through me, we were safe. 
 
    We moved inside, heading for the main building. The door opened on the building and a man stepped outside dressed in full military uniform. Enzo immediately stopped walking and snapped off a salute.  
 
    The man assessed us silently, his eyes hidden behind sunglasses. His dark hair was cut impossibly short and I had no doubt that he had earned the stripes on his uniform.  
 
    “Name and rank,” he said to Enzo.  
 
    Enzo reeled off his rank and stood to attention. I wondered if we should be doing the same. 
 
    “Why are you here, Private?” the man asked. 
 
    “Sir, we are a group of survivors from LA. We heard that this was a safe haven for humans.” 
 
    “This base isn’t equipped to house civilians. It is a waypoint to another location.” 
 
    “So, we can’t stay?” Rat asked. 
 
    “Sir, we’ve been walking for days, hiding out at night,” Enzo said. 
 
    The man sighed. “You may come inside and rest. One night only.” 
 
    It was better than nothing I suppose. 
 
    “What’s your name?” Rat asked. 
 
    He stared down at the boy. “You can call me the General.” 
 
    “General what?” 
 
    “As far as I know, I’m the last general left alive, so the General will do.” 
 
    He led us inside the building, where we were met by two soldiers with guns. “Show them to the bunks. They can take a shower and sleep. I’ll debrief you all later.” 
 
    The soldiers silently led us through the base. It was huge and I could see plenty of soldiers moving around. It made me feel better to know that so many people had made it.  
 
    Now that we were inside the base, the noise from outside had lessened.  
 
    The showers were individual cubicles, which prevented Lydia from seeing my back. I washed quickly, dressing without getting fully dry.  
 
    After the shower, we went into a room with two bunks in it. Lydia and I would be sharing, while the boys would have another room. As I lay down on an actual mattress and not the hard floor, I didn’t care who I was sharing with. I closed my eyes, feeling some of the tension leave my body. 
 
    I didn’t realize that I had fallen asleep until Lydia shook me awake. “Hey, the General wants to talk to us.” 
 
    Groggy, I sat up. “Is he kicking us out already?” 
 
    I couldn’t have been asleep more than a couple of hours. 
 
    “I don’t know what he wants. Let’s go find out,” she said, leaving the room. Running a hand through my hair, I followed her.  
 
    The General was waiting for us in the mess hall, with a couple of armed guards by his side. I wondered if they were here to escort us out. The others were gathered too. 
 
    “Did we do something wrong?” I asked. 
 
    “No, I said I would debrief you.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “As I said at the gate, this is a halfway point. We have a bunker set up with survivors. There isn’t a lot of room left, but we should be able to get you in. It will take a few days to arrange a safe path.”  
 
    A bunker? Like underground? I felt a flicker of fear at the thought of it. I couldn’t go back to being locked up and with all those people, sooner or later one of them would figure out what I was.  
 
    “What is the situation here, Sir?” Enzo asked. 
 
    “We’re a stronghold of seventy men with the aim of eliminating as many Fae as possible. We have come up with several weapons to aid us in the fight. We have also developed a beacon which cause pain to the Fae when they hear it. It is harmless to humans however.” 
 
    I saw Alwyn glance my way, but I kept my gaze straight ahead. I was right, it was something only Fae and my half Fae ears could hear. 
 
    Just stay calm, they don’t know anything. 
 
    “Sir, I would like to stay here and assist you rather than go to the bunker,” Enzo said. 
 
    “We want to stay too,” Lydia said. 
 
    “Not me,” Alwyn muttered, putting his hands up.  
 
    “I will consider your request, Private, but the rest of you will be going to the bunker.” 
 
    He left the room, with Enzo on his heels. Lydia looked livid, but what could she do? 
 
    It seemed that our futures had been decided for us, once again. I didn’t know whether I would be going to the bunker or not, but for now, I wanted a nap. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 19 
 
      
 
    I slept through most of the night, waking early the next morning to find the room empty. Lydia must have gone to breakfast or was busy drooling over Enzo. I was glad that she was going to be sent to the bunker. Her obsession over Enzo was bordering on nuts, he deserved better. 
 
    Like you? 
 
    I pushed that thought away. Yes, my attitude toward him had changed, and yes, I was starting to like him, but he wasn’t interested in me. He wanted to be a soldier, that didn’t leave any time for the rest of us.  
 
    After another quick shower, made easier by the fact that I was alone in the bathroom this time, I tried my best to tame my hair. Funny, before all this I never would have left the house without my eyeliner and my hair looking perfect, but it hadn’t crossed my mind once on our journey. I don’t suppose it mattered anymore.  
 
    I plaited my hair, leaving it to air dry, then headed for the mess hall for some breakfast. They were serving porridge which normally I would avoid like the plague, but right now my stomach didn’t care what went in it. I dumped a few sugar packets into it to give it some flavor and devoured it.  
 
    There were a few soldiers still eating, most of them stared at me. I kept my head down, concentrating on my food. I noticed that there didn’t seem to be many women soldiers around.  
 
    When I was finished, I returned my bowl and headed out of the mess hall. I tugged on the lanyard around my neck, now would be a good time to see if I could find a computer. I stopped the first soldier who passed me, a young guy with blond hair and freckles. 
 
    “Excuse me, I wanted to know if there are any computers or laptops here?” I asked. 
 
    The soldier gave me the once over. “You know there’s no Instagram anymore.” 
 
    “I’m not interested in going online, I need something to read a flash drive.” 
 
    “Oh. Well, you need permission.” 
 
    “From who?” 
 
    “The General. I doubt he would let you though. The computers are being used for research purposes and there are none going spare.” 
 
    I walked away, there had to be a laptop somewhere. I needed to see what was on the drive, especially if it told me more about myself and what I could do. 
 
    I wasn’t paying attention to where I was going and I collided with someone.  
 
    “Oh, sorry,” I mumbled, then I realized it was Enzo. He had a new change of clothes and his hair had been given a buzzcut.  
 
    “Everything okay?” he asked. 
 
    “Yeah, just a bit lost. I like the new look.” 
 
    “Thanks. What are you looking for?” 
 
    “A laptop?” 
 
    “I know the General has one, but he’s in a meeting at the moment. I could ask him when he comes out?” 
 
    “Yes, that would be great. Thank you.” 
 
    He smiled at me and it amazed me how relaxed he seemed.  
 
    “You seem so much happier,” I said. 
 
    A group of soldiers jogged by us. We headed down the corridor, out of their way.  
 
    “It feels good to be part of something again,” he said. 
 
    “You weren’t part of something with us?” I asked. 
 
    “Well yes, of course, but here I can do some real good.” 
 
    “You did do good. You saved us all.” 
 
    We stopped in the corner near some pipes. “I did what anyone would do.” 
 
    “I think we know that not everyone would do what you did,” I said, thinking of the boy who tried to rob us. 
 
    “Well now you can take care of yourself,” he said. 
 
    “Thanks to you.” 
 
    He actually looked embarrassed, it was cute.  
 
    “What are you going to do now?” I asked. 
 
    “I want to go back out, patrol with the other soldiers, help save others if I can. At least we’ll be well armed. They have some prototype iron-based weapons that I’m dying to try out.” 
 
    “Oh, so you won’t be coming to the bunker?”  
 
    He shook his head. “No, but at least all of you will be safe.” 
 
    “I don’t know, I think I’ll miss our little…group.” I know we weren’t together very long, but we worked well together. 
 
    “Me too.” 
 
    He leaned closer to me. Oh my God, is he going to kiss me? His lips pressed against mine, surprising me. He likes me? It seemed impossible, but I wasn’t going to waste the opportunity, I kissed him back.  
 
    His arms went around my waist, but then he abruptly pulled away, his face flushed. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have done that.” 
 
    “No, it’s fine. I didn’t know that you felt that way about me.”  
 
    “Yeah, well, when you’re not being a pain in the ass, you’re actually pretty great.” 
 
    I laughed. “Yeah, I feel the same way about you.” 
 
    His face lit up, but he tried to act cool. “Uh, great. Look I have to meet with the General, but could we…talk? Later on?” 
 
    I nodded. “Sure, I’d like that. I’ll be in my bunk.” 
 
    As he walked away, the soldier I had been speaking to earlier approached me. “Hey, here’s an old laptop you can use. It isn’t great, slower than hell, but you should be able to check your files.” 
 
    “Oh, thank you.” I took it from him. It was gray and weighed a ton, but it had a USB port so that was all that mattered. 
 
    “Don’t thank me, thank the General. It seems you have a fan.” 
 
    The General was a fan of mine? Why? He didn’t seem too friendly earlier. Whatever, if it got me access to a computer, I wasn’t complaining. 
 
    I walked back to my bunk, lost in thought. Enzo kissed me! I couldn’t believe it. I had no idea that he thought of me like that. Did I have to go to the bunker? Perhaps I could stay here, make myself useful. Then reality crashed down on me. He would find out what I was if I stayed with him.  
 
    That doesn’t mean you can’t enjoy the time you have before you leave.  I had hidden the stumps so far, I could do it a while longer. 
 
    I placed the laptop on the table and booted it up. Removing the lanyard from around my neck, I plugged the flash drive in. Maybe now I could get some answers. 
 
    “You just couldn’t stay away from him, could you?” said Lydia, barging into the room. I quickly closed the laptop, moving around the desk. 
 
    “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “Enzo!” she snarled. 
 
    I sighed. “Not this again,” I said, turning away from her. 
 
    She shoved me violently, making me trip over my own feet and I went sprawling. 
 
    “What the hell?” I cried. 
 
    “You kissed him!” she hissed. 
 
    “He kissed me,” I said, getting to my feet. Before I could recover, she ran at me, slamming me into the wall behind me. Pain shot through my back as the stumps were hit. 
 
    Lydia grabbed my hair, yanking hard on it. She dragged me out into the hall, while I fought against her. 
 
    “Ow! Get off me, you crazy bitch.” 
 
    She brought her knee up into my gut and I doubled over, gasping in pain. She was going to do some real damage. 
 
    I straightened up and blocked the next blow, punching her in the solar plexus. She dropped to the floor. 
 
    “Just stop!” I screamed at her.  
 
    She recovered fast, a look of fury on her face. I turned, ready to get the hell out of there, when she grabbed the hood on my hoodie. I heard the fabric rip as she tore it right down the middle. 
 
    “No!” 
 
    She grabbed my arm to stop me from running off. “What the hell?” 
 
    She could see the bandage under my top and the bulges from the stumps. “Please, Lydia, don’t!” 
 
    She ignored me, pulling the bandage down to see what was underneath. Her face went white. 
 
    “No, it can’t be,” she whispered. 
 
    Enzo, Alwyn and Rat came hurrying toward us. “Lydia, what is going on?” Enzo demanded. 
 
    She moved aside to let them see my back. “Look, she’s one of them, she’s a Fae.”


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 20 
 
      
 
    “She’s one of them,” Lydia said again, disbelief in her voice, but a triumphant look in her eyes. She finally had something on me, something to keep me away from Enzo for good.  
 
    I quickly pulled the ruined hoodie up to cover my back, tears falling. They were looking at me like I imagined they would. A mixture of shock, confusion and horror. 
 
    Whatever we had been through meant nothing now. I was an outsider, one of them. I tried to avoid looking at Enzo, he seemed the most shocked. Shock I could handle, I couldn’t bear to see hatred there. 
 
    Alwyn disappeared into my room, while Rat stared at his shoes.  
 
    “I can explain,” I said, then fell silent. How the hell could I explain this? Any of it? 
 
    “You were pretending all along,” Lydia said. “What were you trying to do? Find out our weaknesses? Oh God, you wanted to be brought in here, didn’t you? To find the bunker with the humans so you could kill them.” 
 
    “What? That’s insane. I’ve never hurt anyone. Enzo…” 
 
    “No!” Lydia stepped between us. “You’ve told enough lies. You don’t get to talk to him or any of us ever again.” 
 
    “Please, Lydia. I’m not like them, I’m like you,” I said. 
 
    “No, you aren’t.” 
 
    “She is, actually,” Alwyn called from the room.  
 
    Lydia’s head whipped around. “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “It’s all here on the computer,” he replied.  
 
    The others filed into the room, while I lingered at the door. Alwyn sat at the desk, reading the information from the flash drive.  
 
    “She’s only half Fae. Apparently, some doctor was doing experiments and he created a half human, half Fae child. She was raised as a human, but they were keeping records of pretty much everything she has done since she was born.” He looked up, the computer light reflecting in his glasses. At least he didn’t seem angry, more curious than anything. 
 
    “I only found out before the Fae escaped. I was normal before that, but it seemed to trigger something in me,” I said quietly.  
 
    Lydia pulled the laptop toward her to read it for herself. Her lips moved as she read. She looked up and frowned at me. “That means nothing. She is still a Fae.” 
 
    I was never going to win her over and I wasn’t sure that I wanted to, but Alwyn might listen. I turned to him. 
 
    “I didn’t know what I am. It must say that.” 
 
    Alwyn nodded. “It does say she was kept in the dark so they wouldn’t skew the data.” 
 
    “So what? It doesn’t matter if she found out five seconds ago, it doesn’t change what she is!” Lydia cried.  
 
    Alwyn ignored her and carried on reading. “There’s several mentions her of royal blood. Do you know what that’s about?” 
 
    I shook my head. “You don’t seem too surprised,” I said. 
 
    “I had my suspicions, I read the letter you wrote to your mother.” 
 
    “You had no right,” I said. 
 
    He shrugged. “Guess we all have our secrets.” He returned to his reading.  
 
    Lydia looked ready to attack me, while Enzo hadn’t spoken a word yet.  
 
    “We should tie her up, at least,” Lydia said.  
 
    Enzo glanced at me, then walked out of the room. Lydia ran after him.  
 
    This can’t be happening, I thought. I’ve lost everything. 
 
    Rat looked up at me, he was clutching the box with the pixie in it. “Are you a good Fae or a bad Fae?” he asked. 
 
    “I’m not…I’m not bad, Rat. I swear.” 
 
    He opened his mouth to say something, but the pixie started going berserk, shaking the box violently.  
 
    “What’s wrong with him?” Rat asked. 
 
    I took the box and place it on the table, removing the lid. The pixie saw me, then dropped to his knees, bowing his head.  
 
    “What’s he doing?” I asked. 
 
    “I don’t know. He seems to like you,” Rat replied. 
 
    I carefully lifted the pixie out of the box and set him on the table. He immediately started bowing again.  
 
    “Why are you doing that?” I asked. 
 
    He made a noise, but I didn’t understand it. We couldn’t ask him questions if he didn’t understand English. Wait, he did understand us, it was us that didn’t understand him. 
 
    Crouching in front of him, I said, “You understand what I’m saying, don’t you?” 
 
    He nodded his head. I can ask him yes and no questions. 
 
    “Why are you…?” I paused. How could I phrase it so he could answer? 
 
    “Are you bowing because she is royalty?” Alwyn asked, pushing the laptop aside.  
 
    The pixie nodded vigorously, pointing at me.  
 
    “Royalty, that’s ridiculous,” I said. 
 
    “Is she related to the Queen, the one in charge?” Alwyn asked. 
 
    Again, the pixie nodded. 
 
    “No, I’m not related to that thing!” I snapped. 
 
    “Have you seen her?” Alwyn asked. 
 
    I suppose there was no point in lying, the truth was out. “I saw her. In my head. I was at Stonehenge right before the Fae escaped.” 
 
    Alwyn sat back in his chair. “Did you let them out?” There was no accusation, just a question. 
 
    “I don’t know. Not intentionally. My mother, or the woman who pretended she was my mother, she did something. I cut my hand and she made sure that my blood fell on the ground.” 
 
    He raised his eyebrows, then started clicking on the laptop again. After a few minutes, he turned the laptop toward me. “According to these notes, this doctor trapped an ancient Fae. He says he was important, a leader, but he turned on his own kind. Maybe he was the one who trapped the others? He’s your father, isn’t he?” 
 
    I nodded. “Yeah, I think so.” 
 
    “Then you could, potentially, be a new leader to the Fae.” 
 
    The pixie started jumping up and down at this. 
 
    “No, I’m not a leader. I’m not even full Fae.” 
 
    Alwyn turned to the pixie. “Who is the rightful leader? The Queen?” 
 
    The pixie shook his head. 
 
    “Nova?” 
 
    He nodded, dropping into a bow again. 
 
    “This is crazy. We’re taking the word of a Fae we trapped. It’s lying.” 
 
    “Maybe. Maybe not. What if it is true? Think what you could do with that kind of power.” 
 
    “I don’t want power, it isn’t true. I want you all to leave,” I said. I dropped onto the bunk and turned my back on them.  
 
    They’re wrong, it isn’t true. I’m just a freak halfling. 
 
    *** 
 
    Alwyn 
 
    The Day After Doomsday 
 
    “Watch out for the guy with the gun!” I cried, right before he blew Player Two’s head off.  
 
    “Bad luck, man,” Player Three said over my headset. We were two hours into a campaign.  
 
    I used the distraction to grab a handful of chips to eat. My parents were out all day, so I didn’t have to worry about them hassling me for spending hours in the basement. 
 
    My phone buzzed. I glanced at the screen, it was my friend Trev trying to video chat. Why was he calling me? He lived in England, we were part of a hacktivist group. 
 
    “Guys, I need to take a call,” I said, removing my headset.  
 
    I answered to find Trev looking out of breath and sweaty. “Dude, why are you calling me?” 
 
    “Alwyn man, you have to see this footage I have.” 
 
    “I’m kind of busy right now. Can’t you email it to me?” 
 
    “No, this is serious! Did you see the report on the news about Stonehenge?” 
 
    “Oh yeah. An earthquake or something?” 
 
    “Yeah, but did you see what happened after?” 
 
    “You mean something crawling out of the hole? I’m pretty sure it’s a hoax.” 
 
    “No, it isn’t.” He moved back from the camera and held up another showing footage from Stonehenge. “You have to see this.” 
 
    He played the footage and I felt a chill run down my spine. “Is that real?” 
 
    “Yes, I swear. I shot this myself. They’re not human. I don’t know what they are, but this is real. The government has been trying to hide it in case people panic.” 
 
    From what I could see, they had good reason too. This was huge. 
 
    “Trev, listen to me. If this is real then you have to get it out somehow.” 
 
    “I plan to. But if this goes sideways, I don’t know what will happen. This might be the last message I send.” 
 
    I was sure he was being melodramatic, but he might have a point. 
 
    “Do what you can. Good luck, man.” 
 
    Switching off the game, I grabbed my laptop and started searching for any other information that was out there. If Trev was doing this, I would help him anyway I could. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 21 
 
      
 
    Rat left the room, but Alwyn stayed to continue reading. Every now and again he would read parts of it out. 
 
    “It says here that the Fae have the ability to tap into the natural world and use the magic that runs through it.” 
 
    “I don’t care. I don’t want to hear it. Please, leave me alone.” 
 
    “Look, Nova, I’m sorry for what happened to you. Some of the stuff in here, it’s disturbing to say the least. But you can’t keep denying what you are.” 
 
    “Why not? The Fae are evil, even I can’t deny that. You think Lydia isn’t telling the General all about me right now.” 
 
    “I don’t think she is. If she does, it will look bad for the rest of us. We’ll be implicated too for being with you.” 
 
    “See? I’m dangerous to be around.” I swung my legs over the side of the bed and sat up. “I swear I didn’t know about any of this until a few months ago. I was normal, I was heading for college, I had friends, a life.” 
 
    “I believe you. But trying to pretend to be something you’re not is going to tear you apart.” 
 
    “You talking from experience?” 
 
    He smiled. “Yeah, I am. You’re not Fae and you’re not human. You’re both. But more than that, you might be the only person who can help us turn the tide.” 
 
    “Sure, I’ll just ask if I can borrow a gun and go kill the Queen.” 
 
    “I’m being serious. There is a hierarchy. If your father was the leader, then you are the heir, not her.” 
 
    “You get all that from the notes?” 
 
    “Some. But before the internet went dark, I was part of a hacking group. It had members all over the world. The guy Lydia spoke about, his name was Trev, he was living in England. When they first escaped, there was chaos for a few days, before they started killing people. He managed to get close enough to live stream from Stonehenge. I’ve seen the Queen. She is one scary looking bitch. The other Fae were completely submissive to her.” 
 
    
“Exactly, she has who knows how many minions. They are loyal to her, why would they follow anyone else, especially someone like me?” 
 
    “If you are the real heir, you could kill her. That would prove to the Fae that you were worthy.” 
 
    I shook my head. “Alwyn, I get that you want to find a solution to this mess, but that is not it.” 
 
    “Then what are you going to do? The Fae will eventually wipe us out. Can you really just sit by and let that happen?” 
 
    “Why don’t you go fight her then!” I snapped. It was fine for him, he wasn’t the one who would be in danger. Go up against the Queen? No way.  
 
    “I’m not a fighter, as we’ve established. You must have Fae abilities. Things you can do?” 
 
    I leaned back against the wall. Alwyn was the only one willing to talk to me, to listen to my side of things. I might as well tell him everything. 
 
    “I can burn stuff,” I said quietly. 
 
    “You’re a pyro?” 
 
    “No, I don’t set fires. I can burn things with my hands.” 
 
    “A pyrokinetic, not a pyromaniac. How hot are we talking?” 
 
    “I melted a pair of handcuffs.” 
 
    Alwyn’s eyes widened. “Okay, that is definitely hot. Surely you could just burn the Queen to ashes.” 
 
    “Yeah, she’ll let me walk right up to her. If her brother imprisoned her, I don’t see her being too pleased to see me.” 
 
    “I’m not saying it would be easy, but if the soldiers could help us…” 
 
    “No! You can’t tell them. They’ll kill me on the spot.” 
 
    “You don’t…” 
 
    The door opened and Rat came into the room. He gave us a nervous look. 
 
    “What’s up?” Alwyn asked. 
 
    “Um, Enzo wants to talk to Nova.” 
 
    I sat up. Was that a good thing? “Sure.” 
 
    Alwyn grabbed the laptop and left the room with it. “I’ll be right outside.” 
 
    Enzo stepped into the room, followed by Lydia. 
 
    “I don’t want her here,” I said. 
 
    She scowled at me. “Well tough because I’m staying.” 
 
    Enzo stayed near the door, hands in his pockets, face neutral. “So, you’re Fae,” he said. 
 
    “Half Fae. I wasn’t plotting against you guys. I swear that I am not dangerous.” 
 
    Lydia snorted. “Yeah, right,” she muttered. 
 
    “Does she really need to be here,” I said. 
 
    Lydia stepped up to me. “You are the one who needs to go. You should be thrown back out with your Fae pals.” 
 
    I could feel my hands heat up. I wanted nothing more than to melt her stupid face, but I restrained myself. 
 
    Alwyn put his head around the door. “Enzo, can I speak to you? There’s new information, information that could help us.” 
 
    Enzo stepped out into the hall, leaving me with Lydia. 
 
    “You really did a great job, you know?” she said. “When we first met you, you seemed like this innocent kid, trying to survive like the rest of us. Then you played your little game. Winning Rat over, coming between me and Enzo. You were playing the long game and I want to know why?” 
 
    “Yeah, you’re right, Lydia. I joined the group to break you and Enzo up from your imaginary relationship!” 
 
    She grabbed the front of my ruined hoodie. “What are the stumps? Some deformity? Is this even your real skin? Or are you wearing it so you can fit in.” 
 
    Her face was only inches from mine now.  
 
    “The stumps are from wings. Wings that sprouted suddenly while I was locked up by a mad man. Until he tied me to a table and cut them off, then left me for dead.” 
 
    Her right eye twitched. “More lies.” 
 
    “Lydia, get AWAY FROM ME!” I bellowed. The heat from my hands filled my entire body, it formed a wave of energy that erupted from me, throwing Lydia back into the door behind her and wrecking the room. 
 
    Lydia’s terrified face looked back at me, as she tried to crawl away from me. 
 
    I could kill her right now. 
 
    The door opened, Lydia scrambled away from it. Enzo and Alwyn came into the room. They saw the mess.  
 
    “What happened?” Enzo asked. 
 
    “She attacked me,” Lydia cried. “She has powers.” 
 
    My hands were balled into fists, my breathing heavy. Why couldn’t she just shut up?  
 
    “Nova?” Alwyn said. “Calm down. She isn’t worth it.” 
 
    Lydia glared at him, getting to her feet. “Lock her up.” 
 
    “Get out,” Enzo said. 
 
    I took a step toward the door, still shaking.  
 
    “Not you. Lydia,” Enzo said. 
 
    “What? Why me?” Lydia said, her voice taking on a whiny quality. 
 
    “We need to talk to Nova. Go wait in the mess hall, I’ll find you after.” 
 
    Lydia’s mouth opened and closed, but she slowly headed for the door. With one final glare at me, she left the room, slamming the door behind her. 
 
    “Tell me about this plan,” Enzo said. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 22 
 
      
 
    Alwyn laid it out for Enzo, about our conversation with the pixie and what he had found on the flash drive. The more he talked, the less convinced Enzo seemed to be. I couldn’t blame him. Although after my display with Lydia, I did wonder how much power I actually had.  
 
    Whatever I have, it still won’t be enough to go against a full Fae. And a Queen no less. 
 
    “Think of what she could do,” Alwyn said. “If they listened to her, she could change everything. No more humans would have to die.” 
 
    “That’s a big if,” Enzo said. 
 
    “He’s right,” I said. 
 
    Alwyn ignored me. “Centuries ago, the Fae did walk amongst the humans. They didn’t wipe us out back then, so her father must have kept them in check.” 
 
    “Are you saying we co-exist with the Fae?” 
 
    “For now. At least until we can figure out a way to lock them all up again.” 
 
    That got my attention. “You think we could?”  
 
    “Your father did. And if it was your blood that freed them, then it must have been his blood that locked them away. Like it or not, we need Nova. She might be our only chance at getting our world back.” 
 
    Enzo paced slowly back and forth by the table.  
 
    “The Queen, as far as we know, is in England. Even if we could get there, which is a big if, I’m sure she is heavily guarded.” 
 
    “Which is why we tell the General. He has the beacon, we could paralyse them, take out her guard and let Nova finish her off.” 
 
    “I said no about telling the General. He’ll kill me,” I said. 
 
    Enzo stopped pacing and looked at me. “I don’t think he would. He’s open to any idea that would stop the Fae. I could get him to listen.” 
 
    “Really? You’ve known him how long? I’m not going to die here and I’m certainly not going back into a cage.” 
 
    If they tried to lock me away again, I would blast them like I did with Lydia.  
 
    “No one is going to lock you up, if you help us,” Alwyn said. 
 
    “You don’t know that. We don’t know anything about this General guy. He might not even be a General.” 
 
    “I assure you, I am.” 
 
    We all turned to find that the General had come into the room behind us. I backed away from him.  
 
    “Your friend Lydia tells me that there is something I should know?” 
 
    Probably ran straight to him. I’m going to kill her. 
 
    Alwyn glanced at me, then he spilled his guts, telling the General everything. I backed further up, thinking of the best exit strategy. I could get out of this room, but would I make it back to the gate without being shot? Would bullets kill me? I really didn’t want to find out. 
 
    The General turned to face me. “I knew there was something different about you. A half Fae. The scientists here on the base have been brainstorming new ideas, but none have considered this.” 
 
    “I’m not going into a cage,” I said. 
 
    This seemed to surprise the General. “I have no intention of locking you away. You haven’t shown me that you are dangerous in anyway. Yet.” 
 
    So, it was still an option.  
 
    He turned back to the boys and they started discussing strategies, like I wasn’t even there. There was talk of an assault team, of specialized weapons. I tried to interject, but I was ignored.  
 
    Frustrated, I slammed my hands down on the desk. “Hey!” 
 
    They turned to look at me. “I’m right here,” I growled. 
 
    The General glanced down at the desk. “Extraordinary.” 
 
    I looked down to find the desk melting beneath my hands. I quickly jerked them away, leaving two handprints in the metal. 
 
    Enzo took a step toward me.  
 
    “No, stay back. I don’t want to hurt anyone.” 
 
    “We can teach you how to fight,” the General said. “We can help you.” 
 
    “You’re just going to accept my help? Trust me?” 
 
    “You have more fans than you think. Including one of our doctors here.” 
 
    “What doctor?” I asked. 
 
    He radioed through to someone. “Send the doctor down.” 
 
    Oh God, what if it is Phillip? What if he’s still alive? 
 
    I couldn’t face him again. I needed to get out of here. When the General started talking to Enzo, I staggered toward the door, trying to escape. The door opened before I could and the last person I was expecting, appeared before me. 
 
    “Hello, Nova.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 23 
 
      
 
    “Mom?” I whispered, certain I was hallucinating. She couldn’t be here.  
 
    “Nova. It’s good to see you again,” she said, smiling. 
 
    I took a faltering step toward her, then I pulled by arm back and punched her in the face. She stumbled back into the door, then sank to the ground looking stunned. 
 
    “You bitch! I hate you!” I screamed, lunging at her.  
 
    The General grabbed me and dragged me away from her. I threw my elbow at his face, catching him in the chin. He glared at me. “That’s enough!”  
 
    I pulled away from him, moving across the room and crossing my arms.  
 
    Mom got to her feet, a hand pressed to her cheek. “It’s okay, Alistair. Leave us alone. Please.” 
 
    The General didn’t look happy, but he did as she asked. Mom closed the door after him.  
 
    “That was stupid. Who is going to protect you now?” I said. 
 
    “Sit down, Nova.” 
 
    “I don’t think so,” I scoffed. 
 
    “Sit down!” she snapped. 
 
    Against my better judgement, I dropped onto a chair. Whatever she had to say, I didn’t want to hear it. Nothing was going to make things better.  
 
    She took a seat opposite me, looking nervous. I almost laughed at that, she had never acted nervous in her life.  
 
    “I was coming back for you,” she said finally.  
 
    “Yeah, right. You were going to rescue me from the psycho you left me with? Pull the other one.” 
 
    “I left because I didn’t have a choice. I was under contract, if I broke it...” 
 
    “Under contract? I was your daughter!” I yelled. 
 
    “If I broke the contract, Phillip would have terminated the experiment. Terminated you!” 
 
    I shook my head. “You can say what you like, can’t you? There’s no way to prove it.” 
 
    “There are files, videos. But I’m telling you the truth. I was supposed to go to Australia and work on a new project, but instead I came here looking for help. A doctor I used to work with, someone who could help me get you away from Phillip. Then the Fae rose and, well, you know what happened there.” 
 
    “I was your daughter, you could have just called the police.” 
 
    She stared at her hands. “Phillip made sure that he had custody. I wouldn’t have won against him. You were intellectual property.” 
 
    “Property? I’m a human being...mostly! You can’t own someone.” 
 
    “It’s complicated. I was just a monitor, no better than a nanny.” 
 
    “At least nannies show affection. You were a robot. I don’t know why I didn’t see through it all sooner.” 
 
    I got up and started pacing. “What about Stonehenge? That was you, wasn’t it?” 
 
    She actually looked ashamed. “Yes, but I swear I didn’t know what would happen. There was a prophecy about a Fae that was locked under the ground. I mistranslated the text. It was the Fae not a Fae. I thought that if I released one, then Phillip would focus his attention on it, and he wouldn’t be interested in you anymore.” 
 
    “Instead you have almost succeeded in wiping out the entire human race. Well done, Mother,” I sneered. “What would you have done if I hadn’t cut my hand? Stabbed me?” 
 
    “It was a prophecy. You would have cut yourself one way or another.” 
 
    “Don’t try and turn this on me. You took me there.” 
 
    “Yes, I did. Please try and understand. You have no idea how incredible you are, Nova. One of a kind.” 
 
    I turned away from her. “Just shut up.” 
 
    “Nova, please. We can work through this. Things will be different. I know I’m not your biological mother, but I did raise you.” 
 
    “What was she like?” I asked.  
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “My real mother?” 
 
    That hurt her and I was glad.  
 
    “I don’t know. Phillip used surrogates, they had no idea what they were really doing. He kept them secluded. There were nine of them altogether. Three died within the first trimester, four in the second. Only two carried to term. The first mother and child both died. Your mother died, but we managed to deliver via C section. You were very small, but you were a fighter.” 
 
    “Did you even try to save her?” I asked. 
 
    “Of course. But Fae offspring are different from human babies. They fed off their life force, drained them. It was too much.” 
 
    I stared at her in horror. “So, not only am I not human, I’m a parasite too?” 
 
    “No, don’t say that,” she said, getting to her feet. She placed her hands on my shoulders. “Nova you have no idea how proud I am of you. You are so strong, you’ve overcome so much. I wanted to let you carry on with your human life, to go to college and see the world, but Phillip wouldn’t let me. He wanted you at sixteen, I made him wait until you were eighteen, but that was all he would allow. He’s gone now. You don’t have answer to anyone. You’re safe.” 
 
    She tried to hug me, wrapping her arms around me. I wanted to believe her, but I couldn’t forgive her for everything she’d done.  And yet, a small part of me wanted her to hold me, to be my mother again. I relaxed against her for a moment, breathing her in.  
 
    “What would you have done? If the Fae hadn’t escaped?” I asked. 
 
    She led us to the bunk where we sat down. “I was going to hire some men to help me get you out of Phillip’s house, then I would have a private plane waiting.” 
 
    “Where would we have gone?” I asked, enjoying the fantasy for the moment. 
 
    “We couldn’t have gone home, but we could have gone anywhere in the world.” 
 
    “Like Paris, or Spain?” 
 
    “Yes. I could have bought a little place on the beach for us, where no one would bother us.” 
 
    “I’m pretty sure we would be at each other’s throats within the week.” 
 
    She chuckled, brushing my hair back off my forehead. “True, but at least there would be no more lies between us.” 
 
    “Guess we can’t go anywhere now.” 
 
    “No, but Alistair will let us stay here. I know this place isn’t much, but it could be our new home.” 
 
    I pulled a face. 
 
    “It isn’t that bad. Once you get into a routine, you really don’t notice it. Maybe you could help me in the lab. I could show you how I test your blood and other samples.” 
 
    “How you test my blood?” 
 
    “Yes, I want to take a few samples so I can see if there have been any changes since the Fae arrived. Then I thought we could…” 
 
    “Get out!” I snapped.  
 
    “What? Nova, calm down.” 
 
    “Calm down! You still want to study me, after all that, I’m still an experiment to you.” 
 
    “No, it won’t be like before…” 
 
    “It won’t be like anything. I’m eighteen, Phillip is dead so I’m no longer his property. I’m my own person, I make my decisions and I don’t want to see you ever again, now GET OUT!” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 24 
 
      
 
    I lay on my bunk, ignoring everyone who came to the door. I didn’t want to talk to anyone, to face anyone. Especially my so-called mother. Nothing had changed and nothing ever would. Whether I stayed with her or went to live in the bunker, I would once again be confined in a box for all the normals to gape at.  
 
    The Fae don’t have those worries. They are free. I could be too.  
 
    I wondered what would happen if I walked into a Fae camp and told them who I was. Would the welcome me? Or eat me?  
 
    It didn’t sound like my father would be welcome either, especially if he trapped his own kind. My father. The Fae. What was he like? Did he have red hair like me? Or was that trait from the anonymous egg donor that was my mother? 
 
    I just wish I could talk to someone, someone who understood how I felt. But there was no on like me in the world. I’ve never felt more alone in my life. 
 
    All I wanted to do was curl up into a ball and cry, but if I gave into that feeling, that would be it. 
 
    I leapt off the bed, ready to scream. I didn’t belong on either side, I would always be viewed with suspicion. I couldn’t live my life like that, it wasn’t fair. 
 
     I have to choose.  
 
    If I chose a side, proved my loyalty, then people would have to trust me, wouldn’t they? They wanted me to take on the Queen, to take her place. If I led the Fae, they would answer to me, they would be on my side. The humans, all they did was treat me like garbage. But the Fae would follow me blindly and I could finally have control over my life.  
 
    To do that though would mean turning my back on the humans. Eventually. I still needed them to help me get to the Queen in the first place.  
 
    Use them like they used you. None of them are worth caring about. 
 
    I sat on the edge of the bed, my head in my hands. Was I really considering this? Turning my back on the humans? 
 
    No, I wasn’t turning my back. Not really. I would take my rightful place and I would stop the Fae from killing humans, but that was it. I owed them nothing. 
 
    Someone knocked on the door. I got up and answered it. 
 
    “Enzo, what are you doing here?” 
 
    His hands were shoved in the pockets of his fatigues, and he looked tired. Which was better than angry. 
 
    “I wanted to talk to you, if that’s okay?” 
 
    I shrugged, backing up so he could come in. “If you are here to accuse me of…” 
 
    “I’m not here to accuse you of anything. I believe you when you say that you are on our side.” 
 
    “You do?” 
 
    “Yes, but now you need to prove it. The General is organising a boat to take us to England. It’s going to be a long trip and we don’t know what we’ll be facing. We can teach you how to fight on the way, you can learn how to use your powers.” 
 
    I forced myself not to react. Once again, this wasn’t a request, it was an order. He didn’t believe me, he had just been told to play nice so I would cooperate. I thought of our kiss. Couldn’t we just go back to that time? Forget all that happened since? 
 
    “So, you think I can do it? Kill the Queen?” I asked, my voice neutral. 
 
    “You have to, Nova. Or humans will become extinct. Do you want that to happen?” 
 
    “Of course not,” I said, but my mind was racing. I wanted to hit him, to scream at him. Who knows what kind of powers the Queen has, she’s Queen for a reason. She could probably kill me with a wave of her hand. Didn’t he care? Even just a little? 
 
    “When are we leaving?” I asked. 
 
    “Today, in a few hours. The General has hand selected his top men, I’ll be going too.” 
 
    “What about the others? Alwyn, Lydia?” 
 
    “No, they’re not soldiers. None of them can come.” 
 
    I’d be glad to see the back of Lydia at least.  
 
    “Pack a bag. I’ll come get you when it’s time,” Enzo said.  
 
    Sure, I’ll just follow orders like a dutiful little soldier. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I stood in the hangar with the others, waiting for them to load up the trucks. According to Enzo, we would drive to the docks and board the boat. We would have to stop further along the shore to refuel, but after that we would be headed back to England. 
 
    I felt numb, everything that had happened was creeping up on me and I was scared that I would crash hard. Then I would be useless. The only way I could avoid that was by not feeling at all.  
 
    Lydia and Alwyn came rushing into the hangar. “Wait. We’re going too,” Lydia said. 
 
    “You can’t go, this is a military operation,” Enzo said. 
 
    “I don’t care. You can’t expect us to sit on our asses and do nothing. I can learn to be a field medic and Alwyn is a walking encyclopaedia of the Fae.” 
 
    Enzo looked at Alwyn, who looked ready to run. “You want to come with us?” 
 
    He nodded. “I have my reasons.” 
 
    The General overheard the conversation and approached. “We don’t take civilians into warzones.” 
 
    “The whole planet is a warzone,” Lydia shot back.  
 
    A flicker of a smile crossed the General’s lips. “I guess we could always use more medics. You will follow orders though.” 
 
    Lydia nodded. She and Alwyn hopped up onto the back of one of the trucks.  
 
    Rat came hurtling toward us. “I want to go too.” 
 
    “No, send him back to the mess hall,” the General said. 
 
    Rat turned to Enzo and started pleading with him. Enzo crouched beside him. “Listen, Rat. It’s going to be really dangerous where we are going and it’s not a place for you.” 
 
    Rat looked ready to cry.  
 
    “But listen, I have a special assignment for you. I need you to stay here and keep everyone safe. Can you do that?” 
 
    Rat turned away from him and raced to me. He wrapped his arms around my waist. “Please, Nova. Let me go. I can help.” 
 
    I stared at his little face, forcing myself not to react, not to cry. “Sorry, buddy. You have to stay.” 
 
    He glared at me and backed away. “I thought we were a family?” 
 
    I turned my face away, before I became overwhelmed. I heard him run off.  
 
    “Everybody, load up,” the General ordered.  
 
    We climbed up onto the back of the truck. I took a seat in the corner, ignoring everyone around me. I closed my eyes, trying to shut out the noise.  
 
    When we arrived at the boat, we were loaded onto a battle cruiser. I’ve never been on a boat before, certainly not one this big. I was led up onto the deck, while everything was loaded on board. I stared out at the water, which was calm at the moment. It was a beautiful day, hot too. I took my hoodie off and tossed it into the water. I wore a t-shirt underneath, and anyone could see the stumps underneath the thin material, but I didn’t care. They needed me, so they were going to have to accept me as I was. 
 
    “Get off me!” 
 
    Rat? I rushed back to toward the trucks to find a soldier manhandling him. He must have hidden on one of the trucks. 
 
    “Let him go!” I yelled. 
 
    The General appeared beside me. “Stupid kid. He can’t come with us.” 
 
    “Is someone going to drive him back to the base? You’re the one who said we had to move.” 
 
    The General did not look happy. “For God’s sake. Let him go.” 
 
    The soldier set Rat down and he ran up to meet me. I hugged him. “That was stupid, Rat. Brave, but stupid.” 
 
    “I won’t go back,” he said. 
 
    “I know. Why don’t you go check out the ship?” 
 
    He raced off, a big grin on his face. 
 
    “This is a bad idea,” the General said. 
 
    “General, all due respect, that kid has more heart and more balls than all of your platoon put together. He can get into places that the rest of us can’t. We need him.” 
 
    “Then he is your responsibility,” the General said. 
 
    “Fine by me.” 
 
    In the distance, I heard Rat asking the soldiers a million questions about the boat and it brought a smile to my face. I was wrong, not all humans sucked. Pity more of them weren’t like Rat.  
 
    “Nova?”  
 
    I closed my eyes and groaned. I hoped that I had seen the last of her, but she was here.  
 
    “Stay away from me,” I said, moving further along the ship.  
 
    “Nova, we have to work together. I need to tell you something.” 
 
    I turned to face my mother. “I don’t want to hear it.” 
 
    “You will want to hear this. It’s something that Phillip didn’t even know.” 
 
    “What? Am I going to grow another head?” 
 
    Two soldiers passed us. She led me away, where we could talk without being overheard.  
 
    “Phillip got everything he could from your father but keeping him locked up the way he did…he started to fade. He became listless, unresponsive. One morning, we found him in his cell, curled up, covered in webbing. His skin took on a hardened layer, we couldn’t extract samples from it. We assumed he was dead. Phillip wanted the body burned. I went with him to the crematorium.” 
 
    “You burned my father. Why would I want to know that?” 
 
    Mom shook her head, frustrated with me. She grabbed my hand, pinning it with her arm.  
 
    “What are you doing?” I cried. 
 
    She flicked a lighter, holding the flame under my hand. I tried to jerk away, but she held on. The flame licked my skin, but it wasn’t burning me. 
 
    “Do you understand now?” she asked, releasing me. 
 
    I stared at my hand. The skin was normal. “You can’t burn me.” 
 
    “A trait you inherited from your father.” 
 
    I looked her in the eye. “You mean?” 
 
    “He didn’t burn. Phillip left, but I went back to check. The body didn’t burn and when I got there, it was gone.” 
 
    “Are you saying that my father is alive?” 
 
    “I think so.” 
 
    “Why tell me that?” 
 
    “Because I want you to know that you are not alone, that you do have family out there.” 
 
    “If he’s alive, where is he? Where has he been all this time?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” She reached out and took my hand. “But I promise you, Nova. If he’s out there, I’ll help you find him.” 
 
    She could try, but it was a big world out there, he could be anywhere. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    Queen Asteria descended the stone steps into the dungeon. She felt some trepidation at returning underground after being trapped there for centuries, but she felt the setting fitting for her captor. He was after all, the one who trapped her.  
 
    She lifted one of the flaming torches from the wall to light her way. The castle they had taken residence in was one of the oldest in the country. 
 
    Not as old as me. 
 
    She replaced the bars on the cells with iron as soon as she acquired it, knowing that she would face enemies in her bid to reclaim this realm. None more so than her brother Oberon. He was the one who banished them all from this realm, while remaining here himself. Yet, he never tried to rule it again. Why? He could have conquered the humans easily, but he chose to remain hidden instead. 
 
    She reached his cell. Oberon lay on the ground, his white hair splayed around him. He was weak, weaker than she had ever seen him before. She may hate him for all that he had done, but there was a time when she was envious of his power. Now he was less of a threat than a human. 
 
    “Still with us, brother?” she asked in their mother tongue. 
 
    He turned his head to look at her. His ice blue eyes, which matched her own, held no anger, only pain.  
 
    “Asteria, what have you done?” he asked, his voice barely a whisper. 
 
    “What I said I would do. I rule this realm now. You have been defeated.” 
 
    He coughed, wincing in pain. Her guards were rough with him when they caught him spying, but there was more to it. He was hiding something. An injury? An illness? 
 
    “Why don’t you fight back, brother?” she asked. 
 
    “I am old, Asteria. I am fading from this world.” 
 
    “Not a moment too soon.” 
 
    He smiled at her. “I fought you for a thousand years, sister. I brought you to your knees, sealed you and all our kind beneath the earth. Do you honestly think I would simply let you win?” 
 
    She knew he had a plan, he always did. “You are too weak to fight.” 
 
    “I am. The spell to hold you was only ever meant to be a temporary measure.” 
 
    “Meaning what?” 
 
    “You know I have the gift of sight, sister. That day on the battlefield, I saw your end. But not by my hand. Enjoy your reign, it will be a short one. Someone is coming who will end your miserable existence for good.” 
 
    “I will kill anyone who gets in my way.” 
 
    “You will try. I will see you in the Summerlands, sister.” 
 
    Asteria growled at him, turning away. He was playing with her, trying to undermine her as he’s done her whole life. 
 
    No one is powerful enough to defeat me. Anyone with that kind of power would have to come from our blood and all my children are dead. 
 
    Let Oberon play his little games, she was the victor. 
 
    This world is mine.  
 
    To Be Continued 
 
    * * * 
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