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 Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    If I never see water again, it will be too soon.  
 
    I lay my head on the rail of the boat, staring out at the endless ocean. We hadn’t even been at sea for that long, but I was sick of it already. The fact that I was sailing halfway across the world to take on a deadly Fae didn’t do anything to help my mood either.  
 
    A breeze blew up, sending my long red hair everywhere. I had given up trying to tame it, it’s not like hairspray was readily available anyway. 
 
    It was early September, summer was over. What should have been my last hurrah before college, was actually a cruel lesson in survival. It was the end of the world, or at least the end of how it used to be. 
 
    Feet pounded behind me and I turned to see Lydia run up to the rail and vomit over the side. Guess I’m not the only one sick of this boat. 
 
    I won’t deny it gave me some pleasure to see Lydia’s suffering after the way she behaved. It was thanks to her that everyone knew my deep dark secret. That I was a half Fae freak. 
 
    I avoided her and pretty much everyone, as much as possible. I couldn’t stand the staring and the snide comments.  
 
    You’d think they’d never seen a girl with wings before. 
 
    Well, wing stumps after Phillip cut them off. 
 
    Lydia wiped her mouth, glancing my way. Her dark hair was plastered to her neck and her face was pale. I glared at her until she looked away. These days, anger was all I had left for anyone. 
 
    “Hey, Nova, look at this,” an excited voice cried. I turned to see Rat running toward me. He was the only one I could stand. Just eleven years old, he had dark hair and huge blue eyes that could make anyone’s heart melt. He sort of adopted me as his big sister. I never had any siblings of my own and at least Rat didn’t treat me differently now that he knew the truth. 
 
    He held out a little brown mouse. I took a step back, I’m not a fan of rodents, but there are a lot more scary things in the world now. 
 
    “Cool, where did you find it?” I asked, trying to sound enthusiastic.  
 
    “Down in the engine room. I’m going to name him Pip. Like pipsqueak, get it?” 
 
    I smiled. “It suits him.” 
 
    He let the mouse run up his arm to his shoulder. “Your mom is looking for you,” he said. 
 
    “Okay, thanks.” He ran over to Lydia to show her the mouse. As I walked away, I heard her shriek. I couldn’t help it, I had to laugh. Serves her right. 
 
    Mom insisted on daily check ins with me. I missed the last two so I would have to show my face. I still hadn’t forgiven her for the lies. I doubted I ever would, but she knew the most about the Fae, so we were stuck together. 
 
    I found her in the lab, no surprise there. Alwyn was there too. He was working with a bunch of test tubes in the corner of the room. After joining us on the boat, he wanted to be useful. Tech was his area of expertise, but that was a thing of the past now. Now he interned for my mother. He was taking medical training and biology. 
 
    Mom wanted to run a bunch of tests on me in the beginning, but I wasn’t letting anyone touch me anymore. No more blood tests or examinations. I had enough of that with Phillip. Nightmares still plagued me from my time with him. I really hope the Fae ate him and his asshole assistant Lurch. 
 
    “Good morning, honey. Just give me a minute,” Mom said, checking something out in her microscope. 
 
    “Don’t call me that,” I muttered. 
 
    She ignored me, taking a sip from her coffee cup and yawning. She used to pull all nighters at home too. 
 
    “Was there a reason you wanted to see me?”  
 
    “Can you please drop the attitude? We have a long journey ahead of us, we should at least try to get along.” 
 
    I resisted the urge to roll my eyes. It wasn’t like I was in a mood because she grounded me, it was because she lied to me my whole life.  
 
    “What did you want to see me about?” I said, forcing myself to sound civil. 
 
    “I want to check you over. Make sure that you are healthy.” 
 
    “I’m fine,” I said. 
 
    “What about your back?” 
 
    I had intermittent pain in my back, where the wing stumps were. I worried that I had an infection, even picked up some antibiotics on the road, but the pain was still there. 
 
    “I don’t need your help,” I said, stubbornness winning out over common sense. Alwyn sensed the tone and made a hasty exit. I’m sure he was sick of witnessing our arguments. 
 
    She gave me the Mom stare. “Just let me take a look. I promise not to touch you.” 
 
    Scowling, I turned my back to her so she could take a look.  
 
    “Well, they seem to have healed up okay. Any pain or itching?” 
 
    “Some pain.” 
 
    “All the time or…?” 
 
    “Just sometimes.” 
 
    “Could be phantom pain.” 
 
    I whirled to face her. “Are you saying I’m imagining it?” 
 
    “No, not at all. People who have lost a limb report feeling pain in the limb, even though it’s gone.” 
 
    “There’s nothing phantom about it. It comes from having a psycho saw them off!”  
 
    Mom held up her hands. “Okay, if you say its real, its real. Its not my area of expertise.” 
 
    “Fae freaks? You raised one for eighteen years, but you’re not an expert? I’m shocked, Mother. Usually only takes you a weekend to become an expert in anything. But then again, you never paid enough attention to me to learn anything.” 
 
    A wave of heat pulsed out of me, knocking her back and cracking the glass in her microscope.  
 
    I ran from the room. As I hurried down the corridor, I passed Enzo. He called my name, but I kept going. He was someone else I wanted to avoid. 
 
    Mom caught up to me on the deck. “Nova, please.” 
 
    “Stay away from me before I hurt you,” I snapped. I was mad enough to do it, although I’m sure I would regret it afterwards. 
 
    She kept her distance. “Look, just tell me what you want from me.” 
 
    “What I want, you can’t give me.” 
 
    “Try me.” 
 
    “I want my life back. I want this nightmare to be over, so I can go home. To my real home at Roxy’s.” 
 
    Mom sighed. “We both know I can’t undo all this. But there might be something I can do.” 
 
    She headed to the other side of the ship. I lagged behind, curious.  
 
    She approached the General, our unofficial leader. He was a tall man, who looked intimidating in his uniform. They spoke in hushed whispers. I moved closer, trying to hear what they were saying. I heard the word poison mentioned. 
 
    What the hell is she up to? 
 
    The General became very red in the face. “You better be right about this.” 
 
    He stalked away. 
 
    “What was that about?” 
 
    Mom grinned. “We’re going home.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    Oberon 
 
    Many Years Ago… 
 
      
 
    “What is it, brother? Where does it lead?” Asteria asked, huddling close to me in the semi darkness. 
 
    The cave was cold and damp, but I loved exploring them and Asteria would often tag along. This cave seemed like any other on the outside. I didn’t expect to find much, especially not a shimmering doorway, leading to a different place. 
 
    The other side was distorted, but it was obvious that it led somewhere outside. I could make out the sun and green fields. 
 
    “I’m going in,” I said, taking a step forward.  
 
    “No, brother,” Asteria cried, clinging to my arm. “Please don’t leave me.” 
 
    Asteria, my little sister. We had many siblings, but we were always close. We shared the same red hair and we loved adventure, although Asteria was always more cautious. 
 
    “Then come with me. It will be an adventure,” I said, smiling at her.  
 
    She looked terrified as she shook her head.  
 
    “Well, I’m going in. Just for a minute, then I’ll come right back.” 
 
    She protested, but I stepped inside anyway. I wasn’t giving up an opportunity like this.  
 
    There was a strange tingling feeling on my skin as I passed through. 
 
    When I reached the other side, I gasped in awe. The land that lay before me was breath-taking. Green as far as the eye could see. It rivalled our lands in beauty, but I was certain this wasn’t part of them. 
 
    It’s another realm. 
 
    I have heard stories of other worlds, places where Fae didn’t even exist, was this one of them? 
 
    I wanted to explore, but I knew Asteria would be worried. As I turned to go back inside, I heard laughter. 
 
    Turning, I saw a small child toddling along in the grass, dressed in some kind of animal skin. It was strange looking. Rounded ears, milky colored skin. There was no hint of magic from it. It appeared to be alone. Perhaps it wandered away from its pack. 
 
    “What are you?” I whispered. 
 
    The child spotted me, his face changed, losing the smile and he began to wail. 
 
    Scared that it would draw others, I quickly ran back through the doorway.  
 
    Asteria hugged me tightly. “What did you see?” 
 
    “Another place. And there were…creatures there. Primitive, without magic.” 
 
    Asteria’s purple eyes widened. “No magic? How do they survive?” 
 
    “I don’t know. But I want to find out.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    The General gathered us all together on deck to tell us about the new plan. There were maybe forty soldiers and crew on the boat, along with us civilians.  
 
    “As you know, we are due to stop and refuel in DC. The plan was to then continue on to the UK. Dr. O’Neill has just informed me that she was working on a Fae poison, one that targets Fae DNA. It is located at her home. In Michigan.” 
 
    Murmurs went up amongst the crew. “Do you know how far that is? In enemy territory?” one soldier said. 
 
    “Everywhere is enemy territory now. We have two beacons. One can be mounted on the truck. We will drive to the location, but we have thirty-six hours max. If we cannot reach the location, we will be turning back, is that clear?” 
 
    Poison? That’s what she was looking for? I pulled her aside when he finished talking. “Is it real? Or did you lie to the General?” 
 
    “Years ago, I was working on something, but I never finished it. He doesn’t have to know that. Now you can look for Roxy, although you won’t have much time.” 
 
    I wanted to grill her on the poison, on why she thought it was a good idea to keep it in the house when I was living there with her, but I kept my mouth shut. If it meant a shot at finding Roxy, no matter how remote, I was going to take it. I couldn’t believe Mom was siding with me on this. She must be desperate to make amends. 
 
    The General organized a team. He would be in charge, taking me, Mom, two soldiers called Travis and Duncan, and Enzo. The others would fuel up and wait for us. 
 
    As we were loading the truck, I saw Lydia heading our way. She shot me a wicked grin as she hopped onto the truck.  
 
    Stalker, I thought as she sat beside Enzo. He didn’t even glance her way. She must have convinced the General to take her too. She had made her feelings clear – Enzo was hers and I was to stay away from him. Except Enzo had no interest in her. She was making a fool out of herself and for what? He’s not even that good of a kisser. 
 
    Okay, I was fooling myself, but you couldn’t tell a lot from one kiss. Like how they would react when they learned you weren’t human. Enzo couldn’t get over his own prejudices. Yes, most of the Fae were deadly, but I proved myself. I wasn’t like them and he knew it. He still walked away. Let him. I don’t need him or anyone for that matter. Just Roxy.  
 
    It would be a long trip to Michigan, but it would be worth it, if I could find Roxy. 
 
    I had donned a black hoodie for the trip. Better to not give away what I was if we came up against any trouble. Or give anyone anything to stare at. Not that I was ashamed, but we needed to focus on the task at hand. 
 
    As I took a seat, the stumps brushed against the wall of the truck, causing pain to flare in them. I ignored it as best I could, concentrating on the journey ahead. We needed to be ready for anything. 
 
    The truck started up along with the beacon and I winced as the noise assaulted my ears. I stayed as far away from it on the boat, but here it was very close. At least it would prevent us from getting eaten. 
 
    Travis sat opposite me, he gave me a disgusted look and spat on the floor.  
 
    “If we get killed over this, it will be your fault,” he said, his brown eyes narrowed. 
 
    “That’s enough,” Mom snapped at him.  
 
    “I don’t need you to defend me,” I said to her. 
 
    “He has no right to speak to you like that,” she argued. 
 
    I rolled my eyes. This was going to be a long trip.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    Before Doomsday 
 
      
 
    “I swear one of these days she’s not going to come back,” I said, as I carefully painted the nail on my big toe a bright green color. 
 
    “That’s child abandonment,” Roxy said. She was sprawled out on the floor, reading a magazine.  
 
    It was Saturday night and we were in her room. I was back at her house while Mom went off on another trip to God knows where. I might as well just move in, I thought. 
 
    “Like she cares. She probably wouldn’t even notice if I was gone,” I grumbled. 
 
    “Look on the bright side. Two more years and we will be on our way to college and you never have to see her again.” 
 
    “I never see her now.” 
 
    “You know most people would love to not see their parents. At least she isn’t hanging around, watching your every move.” 
 
    I grunted in reply, but the truth was I did want her around. I wanted her to complain when I came home late and get on my case about tidying my room. It beat being ignored and abandoned any day of the week.  
 
    “Urgh, I’m out of chips. Why don’t we take a walk to the 7-11?” Roxy asked.  
 
    “But I haven’t finished my nails,” I said. 
 
    “You can finish them later. I need chips!” Roxy roared the last word then laughed. 
 
    I laughed too and pulled my shoes on. No one stood in the way of Roxy and food. Not that it showed on her. She was two inches taller than me, with blonde hair and blue eyes. A new guy asked her out every week. She turned most of them down though. She had her eye on a football player. I’d be happy if anyone asked me out. 
 
    It was dark as we reached the store and it was starting to get cold. “Hurry up and grab your chips,” I said, eager to get back to the house. We could put on a movie and just chill for a while. 
 
    She lingered in the aisle, trying to decide while I grabbed some candy for myself. I couldn’t do without sugar and Mom never bought any when she went grocery shopping, so I had to get my own.  
 
    I chose some M&Ms and took them to the counter to pay. As the guy was ringing them up, someone came into the store. 
 
    “Hey!” the cashier yelled, making me jump. “You are barred. Get out!” 
 
    I turned to see a guy in a black coat. He was mid-twenties with fair hair. He flipped the cashier off and sloped out of the store. 
 
    “Damn shoplifters,” the cashier muttered. 
 
    Remind me never to shoplift. Not that I have the nerve. 
 
    He handed me my change, as Roxy finally brought her chips to the counter.  
 
    As we left the store, I noticed the fair-haired guy loitering near the dumpsters outside. He was watching us. A knot grew in my stomach, as I picked up the pace. 
 
    “Hey! Ladies, want to help a guy out?” he called. 
 
    I kept my head down, but Roxy turned to look at who was yelling. “Keep moving,” I muttered. 
 
    “Don’t ignore me!” he snapped.  
 
    He jogged toward us. I was ready to run, but Roxy stopped and faced him. “What the hell do you want?” she said. 
 
    “Now that’s not very nice,” he said, his eyes glinting in the streetlight.  
 
    “Neither is screaming at strangers,” Roxy shot back. 
 
    He turned his attention to me. “You look much nicer than your friend.” He reached out a hand toward my face. 
 
    A moment later, he was doubled over as Roxy kicked him in the balls. 
 
    “Run!” she said. 
 
    We took off, not stopping until we reached her house. 
 
    “I can’t…believe...you did that,” I panted, once we were safely inside. 
 
    “No one messes with us,” she grinned. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I remember being in awe of her that day. If it was Fae versus Roxy – I pitied the Fae. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    Staring out the back of the truck, I couldn’t believe how much everything had changed. The country looked like an after scene in a zombie movie. Except instead of zombies, it was Fae. 
 
    Cars were strewn across the roads, along with bodies. Most of them had been ripped apart, now only bones left. Buildings were trashed, weeds growing wild. It scared me that this was only a few months in. What would it look like a year from now? Ten? Then again, I might not be here to see it. Chances were the Queen would kill me. I couldn’t pretend it wasn’t a possibility. 
 
    Was Roxy out there? Surviving underground like I did? If I could survive, she definitely could. Her parents too.  
 
    The driver kept taking alternative routes when he came close to a blockade or one of the Fae territories which were protected by a force field. 
 
    I wonder if thirty-six hours will be enough. 
 
    I had a plan. When we reached the house, I would sneak away to Roxy’s house. She only lived five blocks away. I didn’t think she would be sitting there waiting, but there might be a clue to help me figure out where she went. 
 
    Or there’ll be a body. 
 
    I pushed that thought away. She was alive, I could feel it. 
 
    Resting my head, I closed my eyes. I hadn’t gotten a lot of sleep lately. I had to sleep on my side because of the stumps and I kept rolling onto my back and waking myself up. 
 
    I was woken by Mom shaking me. “We’re almost there.” 
 
    Yawning, I looked out to see that it was early evening. We wouldn’t have much light left to move around outside. The Fae preferred to hunt at night. I learned that the hard way. 
 
    Something large was flying around in the distance. It looked like a giant bee, only it was completely green.  
 
    “What’s that?” I asked. 
 
    Mom leaned forward to get a look. “It’s been following us for a while. Can’t come closer thanks to the beacon, but we’ll need to keep an eye on it.” 
 
    It looked like the thing that nearly killed me the night I met Enzo. God, that seemed like a million years ago now. Back before he knew what I was. 
 
    It took another hour, but the truck finally turned onto Oak Drive, our street. It was deserted, the road strewn with trash. When the truck came to a halt, I launched myself out of it. 
 
    Staring up at my home, I was relieved that it was still standing. The living room window was broken, but other than that, it looked exactly like it did the day we left for the airport. Same white front door. The green window boxes. Nothing had changed. 
 
    A sob escaped my throat and I quickly clamped a hand over my mouth.  
 
    Keep it together, I told myself. Don’t show any weakness. But I wanted to run inside and shut the door on the world.  
 
    Mom hopped down beside me. “It still looks the same, doesn’t it?” she said. She almost sounded disappointed. 
 
    I nodded. “What now?” 
 
    The General appeared from the front of the truck. “Set up a perimeter. Doctor, lead the way.” 
 
    Mom stepped up to the door. “Oh. I don’t actually have keys.” 
 
    I reached out, taking hold of the door handle, I melted it and the door swung open.  
 
    Enzo was sent in first to do a sweep. No matter what the General ordered him to do, he did it without complaint. Like a good little soldier. I supposed I shouldn’t complain. It was his skills that kept us alive on the road. But I was doing my best to try and hate him. It was easier. I could have really liked him, but I guess it was better to find out how he felt sooner rather than later. 
 
    He returned a few minutes later. “All clear.” 
 
    Mom led the General to her lab in the back. I stood in the hall, taking it in. There was a musty smell to the house. I traced my fingers on the bannister as I climbed the stairs to my room. Something I’d done a million times before. It was surreal. 
 
    Pausing outside my door, I remembered slamming it the night before we went to England, in yet another argument with Mom. It was one of the few trips I was actually invited on and I was angry that I couldn’t stay behind like I always did. Of course I didn’t realize then that she was only taking me so she could hand me over to Phillip to experiment on. 
 
    Reaching out, I turned the handle and pushed the door open. 
 
    It looked exactly the same, apart from a layer of dust. My bed was still unmade, my dresser was covered in clutter and my clothes lay on the floor.  
 
    At least I can get some of my own clothes to wear. Opening my closet, I grabbed a bag from the top shelf and threw some clothes into it. 
 
    Looking around the room, I tried to decide what else to take. My whole life had been on my phone, all my photos. There was a photo of me and Roxy on my desk, I shoved it into the bag too. It might come in handy if I find any other survivors out there. I can ask if they’ve seen her. 
 
    With a final look around, I left the room, heading downstairs.  
 
    Enzo was standing outside the lab with his back to me. Mom and the General must still be inside.  
 
    This is my chance. 
 
    Moving to the front door, the others were by the truck, watching the perimeter.  
 
    Putting the strap of my bag across my chest, I darted out of the house into the neighbor’s yard, hiding behind a hedge. Pausing, I waited for someone to yell or drag me back to the truck, but no one did. With a quick look back, I started running. 
 
    I moved quickly along the street and turned the corner. I wouldn’t have long and I would be outside the beacon’s range, but I kept moving.  
 
    I passed some bodies on the way, long dead and picked clean. I tried not to look at them, but something would ultimately draw my eye and I would pause to check that it wasn’t Roxy. Every time I saw blonde hair, I was sure it would be her. That will add to my long list of nightmares. 
 
    I made it to her house unscathed. The front door lay open, which didn’t bode well. I stepped forward, ears straining for any sound of the Fae. 
 
    The house was trashed. Furniture was overturned, debris littered the floor. There was no way anyone was still living here. 
 
    I needed to check upstairs though, just to be sure. There were no bodies yet and I hoped it stayed that way. Reaching Roxy’s room, the door lay open, her room was empty. 
 
    I knew it was a long shot but part of me still held out hope.  
 
    I turned to leave, when I saw it. Scrawled across Roxy’s door in red marker – Summer’s here. Ready for some fun? 
 
    Why the hell would someone write that? It looks like Roxy’s handwriting. 
 
    Wait. That phrase. Years ago, Roxy and I went to a camp for the summer. It was a total crap fest but the camp counsellor in charge was crazy. Everything he said felt forced and those were the words he used when we arrived. But coming from him, it sounded like a threat. Roxy kept mimicking him the entire time, saying he was going to appear in the cabin one night with a chainsaw if we didn’t look like we were having fun. She actually gave me nightmares. 
 
    She’s at camp. That had to be what the message meant. It was for me. 
 
    There were plenty of cabins to hunker down in. It made sense.  
 
    Hurrying downstairs, I tried to work out how far away it was. A good few miles by car. On foot, it could take days. I needed to convince the General to go there. 
 
    Wrenching open the front door, I came face to face with two trolls. Crap. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    Face to face was inaccurate, they were actually facing each other, arguing about something.  
 
    “You took it,” the squat, the green skinned one said. 
 
    “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” said his slightly taller, purple friend. 
 
    I slowly backed inside the house and closed the door over. They hadn’t noticed me, but it was only a matter of time. It would be getting dark soon, I couldn’t stay here much longer. 
 
    Heading to the back of the house, I almost tripped several times over the broken furniture. The back door was blocked by trash. Using my foot, I pushed it aside and eased the door open. The back yard was empty. 
 
    I just need to get past them then make a run for it. 
 
    The arguing was getting louder. I couldn’t make out the words though. I was just glad they were distracted. I sneaked to the side of the house and peeked around the edge. They were slapping each other now. It was comical, but what they would do if they found me wouldn’t be. 
 
    I turned to run and crashed straight into something solid. 
 
    Stumbling back, I found my path blocked by a large gorilla shaped creature, but instead of fur, it seemed to be covered in moss. 
 
    Before I could recover, it grabbed me around the throat and slammed me into the side of the house. Gasping in pain, I kicked out, trying to break free, but this thing was strong. Too strong. 
 
    It looked me over, as if trying to work out what I was. I wondered if it could smell Fae on me. It closed its hand tighter and I struggled to breathe. 
 
    I summoned my heat ability, pressing my hands onto its long arm trying to burn it, but it seemed immune to the heat. In fact, where my hands touched the moss, it started to grow. 
 
    It’s a plant! Of course it likes the heat! 
 
    Spots danced in front of my eyes. I needed to do something quick. I reached for anything, a weapon, something, but nothing was in range. All I had in my bag was clothes. 
 
    I’m not getting killed by a damn plant. 
 
    I threw my hand out and a ball of fire erupted from it, burning through the creature’s chest, leaving a gaping hole behind. Did I do that? 
 
    The grip relaxed and I slid down the wall to the ground, gasping. 
 
    The creature toppled over, landing hard on the ground. A few seconds later, the two trolls ambled around the corner to see what the noise was. They saw the dead Fae, then me. 
 
    The one nearest me grinned, revealing small pointed teeth. 
 
    I got to my feet and started running. My throat ached, but I kept moving. Being eaten would hurt a lot more. 
 
    The trolls stayed on my tail. Two blocks from my house, one closed the gap, reaching out a claw and dragging it down my right leg. I squealed in pain, trying to veer away from the troll, but I tripped on the pavement and went down. 
 
    The troll was on me in a heartbeat. “I hate fast food,” he muttered, reaching for me. His friend was catching up. 
 
    My hand shot out instinctively and I melted the troll’s face off, without touching him. Damn, my powers are really advancing.  
 
    I got to my feet, standing over the puddle of goo that was left. The other troll came to an abrupt halt. I glared at him. 
 
    “My mistake!” he said, before running away in the opposite direction. 
 
    I checked my leg. The cut wasn’t deep and I could still walk on it. Mom would have some bandages. I just hoped it didn’t get infected. 
 
    Time to get back to the truck and face the music. 
 
    The General was going to lose it, but I didn’t care. I needed to convince him to go to the camp. 
 
    I hoped we would drive up and Roxy would just be there, alive and well. I wasn’t giving up on that idea until I had to. 
 
    My own ears told me what I already knew before I turned onto my street. 
 
    The truck was gone. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    Oberon 
 
    Many Years Ago… 
 
      
 
    Asteria giggled as she played with two of the primitive children. Though we didn’t share a language, they seemed to enjoy spending time with us. In the beginning, they were a little scared of us, but we soon brought them around.  
 
    Asteria picked up a wildflower and closed her eyes. Concentrating, she used her ability to make the flower bloom and open up. The children gasped and clapped their hands in delight. 
 
    We had been visiting this realm for a while now. No one on the other side knew about it and Asteria and I had struck a blood oath that we would never reveal it to anyone. If the blood oath was broken, the person to break it would suffer great pain and then die. It was not to be taken lightly. 
 
    The children began to chase each other across the grass and Asteria followed them. 
 
    I sat on the grass, taking notes in a book. I wanted to learn more about these creatures, to study them. If my father found out about this, he would want to see it for himself. When he learned that these creatures could be easily conquered, he would wipe them out and claim the land for his own. I couldn’t allow that to happen. They were innocent.  
 
    “Come and play, Oberon!” Asteria called. 
 
    Smiling, I set my book to one side and joined them. My observations could wait until later.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    They just left me! 
 
    I couldn’t believe they would just abandon me. Wasn’t I somewhat pivotal to their plan? 
 
    They must have been chased off or Mom told the General where I went and they went after me. 
 
    A reasonable assumption except I couldn’t hear the beacon and didn’t the whole way here. 
 
    Maybe it stopped working. If it had, would they risk driving around in the truck? 
 
    The question was what the hell do I do now? I could head back to Roxy’s house or I could head to the camp instead. 
 
    They’ll come after me eventually, I’m sure of it, but if I go back to them, there is no way they will go to the summer camp. 
 
    I couldn’t go without letting them know where I was though. A message. Like the one Roxy left.  
 
    I wasn’t about to waste time looking for a pen. Using my power, I burned a message into the front door – Summer, nine years ago. 
 
    I just hoped that Mom would figure it out. It was a long shot. She sent me there to get rid of me while she worked. She may not remember the place. 
 
    Fixing my bag, which I had miracously managed to hold onto, I started walking. It would be dark soon. I needed to hurry. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Two miles down the road and I was regretting my decision. I had been Fae free since I started out, but I realized that I left my water bottle on the truck. I also didn’t have any food. I ate some jerky before the trip, but that was hours ago. It couldn’t be helped now. 
 
    The likeliest outcome was that the truck would catch up to me long before I reached the camp. Then the General would drag me away. 
 
    I stuck to the main road because it was the one we took to camp, I just hoped I was remembering it right. 
 
    The light was fading fast and I struggled to remember if there was any shelter along the road. All I could see were trees. 
 
    Maybe I should turn back. But it was too far now. 
 
    I pressed on, noticing how the noise in the trees increased, the darker it got. Were the Fae waking up? 
 
    Just as I was losing hope, I reached a bend in the road and found a small gas station. It was locked up, but I could melt the lock to get inside. 
 
    Once inside, I wedged the door shut with some wood and took a look around. It had clearly been looted, the shelves were empty. Most of the windows were boarded up, the light dim, but if it lay untouched this long, then hopefully I would be safe in here until morning. 
 
    Dumping my bag behind the counter, I stretched, tired from the walk. I was also starving. 
 
    I began searching the store, checking the floor and under displays for anything that had been missed. I found a dented can of grape soda and a squashed candy bar, behind a cooler in the corner. 
 
    “Guess this is dinner,” I muttered. I savored every bite because it didn’t look like I would be getting anything else anytime soon. 
 
    After double checking the door, I lay down behind the counter, using my bag as a pillow. It was going to be a long night. 
 
    The shop smelled musty and the floor creaked beneath me every time I moved. I tried to relax but couldn’t. Any minute, Fae could burst in and attack. 
 
    I’m sure Lydia is loving this. 
 
    She was probably the one who told them to leave. But at least if they didn’t come for me, I would never have to see her again. There’s a silver lining. 
 
    I didn’t need them anyway. If I found Roxy, I would stay with her. 
 
    She was all the family I needed. 
 
    I drifted into an uneasy sleep, dreaming of dead bodies and the Fae that killed them. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    Something clattering to the floor woke me. I leapt up, hands ready to burn whatever had gotten in. My heart was thumping in my chest. 
 
    The store looked empty, then someone stood up. His back was to me, but he wore a gray t shirt, jeans and a black knit cap. Tufts of black hair peeked out from under it. 
 
    He was searching for food. Probably just another starving human, but that didn’t mean he wasn’t dangerous. I remembered the guy we stumbled on before, the one who tried to rob us before Enzo punched him in the face. With food so scarce, it made most people dangerous. 
 
    I glanced at the door. Could I get out without being noticed? He had managed to get it open, the wood I used to block it, lay off to the side. I wondered why I didn’t hear him come in. Maybe because I was exhausted. 
 
    Quietly lifting my bag, I took a step forward. The old wood creaked loudly under my foot and the guy spun around, raising a crowbar in defense. 
 
    “Whoa, no need for that. I just want to leave,” I said. 
 
    The boy, who seemed to be my age, with really pale skin, glanced around the room like he expected someone else to appear. 
 
    “Are you alone?” he asked. 
 
    Did I admit that I was? Maybe he was going to try and kill me and wanted to know if someone would come to my aid. 
 
    There was fear in his eyes though. I didn’t think he was a threat. 
 
    “Yes, I just needed shelter for the night. I’ll go.” 
 
    I took a step forward and he stepped back. Yep, definitely more scared than anything. 
 
    “Just relax,” I said. 
 
    I moved to the door and he lowered the crowbar a little. I noticed that he had a green backpack over his shoulder and that his clothes were frayed and worn. 
 
    “If you’re looking for food, I’m sorry, there’s nothing in here,” I said. No point in him wasting his time looking. 
 
    He looked distraught. 
 
    “Crap, I’ve been trying to find food for the last two days,” he said, finally lowering the crowbar all the way. 
 
    “Sorry. If I had any I would give it to you. I don’t suppose you’ve come across any other survivors?” I took the photo of Roxy from my bag and showed it to him. “Like her?” 
 
    He shook his head. “No, I try to avoid people if I can.” 
 
    “Oh. I’m Nova,” I offer. 
 
    He sizes me up before answering. “Thorn.” 
 
    I can’t help but smile. “Is that really your name?” 
 
    “Is Nova yours?” he shot back. 
 
    “Fair point. Look, I’m heading to the camp a few miles up the road. I think my friend is there. She might have food.” 
 
    I felt bad that I ate the last of the food, not that I could be blamed for that. What happens when the food finally runs out?  
 
    He placed a hand on his stomach, looking pained. “I can’t really make a decision based on think and might. If you’re wrong, I don’t know if I’d have the strength to make it anywhere else.” 
 
     “Well, it’s the same distance to town. Up to you, if you want to take the chance.” 
 
    Shouldering my bag, I left the gas station and started walking. 
 
    A few minutes later, I heard someone behind me. Thorn was following me. I slowed down to let him catch up. 
 
    “You better be right about this,” he said. 
 
    I hoped I was too. 
 
    We headed down the road, ever watchful for any threat from the trees. I knew from experience that even the trees could kill you now. 
 
    Thorn kept glancing at me as we walked.  
 
    “Ask whatever it is you want to ask,” I said, sick of the silence. 
 
    “Just wondering why you’re out here alone and how you managed to survive this long.” 
 
    “Why, because I’m a girl I must be Fae fodder?” I shot back. 
 
    “Actually, I was referring to that hair of yours. Surprised it hasn’t drawn every Fae in the area.” 
 
    I scowled at him, resisting the urge to tuck my hair into my hood. “I faced my fair share of Fae and believe me, they have no interest in my hair. How did you survive this long?” 
 
    “I did the smart thing and hid.” 
 
    “That can’t have been easy. No family?” 
 
    It was his turn to scowl. “My dad, but I ditched him a while back. Better off on my own.” 
 
    I wondered how bad it was that he left his own father. I could hardly talk, I had no interest in staying with Mom any longer than I had to. My excuse was that she lied to me, I wondered what his father had done. Did he beat him? 
 
    Thorn was so pale, I thought he might be an albino, but his hair was dark. Don’t they have white hair too? Maybe he was ill. 
 
    He was cute though, I couldn’t deny that. He had pale blue eyes and the longest lashes I’ve ever seen. He was a couple of inches taller than me and though he was thin, I could see some muscle through his shirt. 
 
    We finally started up the hill to the camp. The trees thinned out and we were able to get a good view of the lake.  
 
    I stopped walking. “What the hell is that?” 
 
    In the distance, I could see a huge dome pulsing with energy. All manner of creatures seemed to be flocking to the area. Was that why we hadn’t run into anything so far? 
 
    “Some important Fae is visiting, they’re having a party or something,” Thorn said, adjusting the strap on his backpack. 
 
    “How do you know that?” Was he a Fae? He looked human, but then so did I. 
 
    “I was hiding in the woods and I heard some Fae talking about it. They seemed really excited.” 
 
    “Oh. Wait, it’s not the Queen, is it?” 
 
    He shrugged. “Doubt it. They said he was coming.” 
 
    “Oh right.” I didn’t want to think of her being that close. Not now when I was alone with no plan.  
 
    “At least it will keep them off our backs for a while,” Thorn said. 
 
    We resumed walking, but I couldn’t stop glancing at the dome every few seconds. Who was it who deserved such a big party? If there was more than one important Fae, would killing the Queen make a difference? 
 
    The epic plan may not be as simple as I thought. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    Oberon 
 
    Many Years Ago… 
 
      
 
    “You cannot keep sneaking away, Oberon. You could be King one day and if Father found out…” 
 
    I cut Asteria off. “He is not going to find out, because we made a blood oath.” 
 
    “I remember,” she said, taking a seat beside me. I was out by the lake, studying my notes. 
 
    “Aren’t you bored with them? They serve no purpose,” Asteria said, smoothing out her ivory skirt. 
 
    We were teenagers now, Asteria had long since given up on going on adventures and was more interested in fine dresses and jewels. She had changed so much, I wondered if our bond was gone too.  
 
    I admit that I had become somewhat obsessed with the people on the other side of the doorway, but they were fascinating.  
 
    “All life is sacred, Asteria. Just because they don’t have magic, doesn’t make them less than us. In fact, it makes them stronger, because they are surviving without help.” 
 
    She scowled at me. “This kingdom is falling apart. Father needs you to step up and take your place.” 
 
    “Funny, I hear his words, but they are coming out of your mouth. When did you become his mouthpiece? You used to be on my side.” 
 
    She got to her feet, glaring at me. “Keep this up and pretty soon you will have no one on your side.” 
 
    She stormed off, leaving me to my thoughts. When I returned to the castle, a while later, I found Father waiting in my bedchamber. 
 
    “Asteria tells me that you have been somewhere that you shouldn’t,” he said. 
 
    “I do not know what you mean, Father,” I said. Asteria wouldn’t tell him, would she? 
 
    “Another realm like ours?” 
 
    I froze. She betrayed me. My own sister.  
 
    “She could not have told you…” 
 
    “The blood oath prevents her from telling me where, but not what. You don’t think that this was important information for your King?” 
 
    “Father…” What could I say? I had no excuse that he would understand. 
 
    “You will tell me where this place is, right now,” Father demanded. 
 
    “I cannot do that, Father.” 
 
    He struck me across the face. “You dare to refuse me? I am your King, your father!” 
 
    Asteria came rushing into the room. “Tell him, Oberon. Do not make this worse.” 
 
    I took a breath and got to my feet. I have always been a loyal son, always followed the rules, but I could not give up what I knew.  
 
    “I’m sorry, Father. I will not do it.” 
 
    Father’s face went purple with rage. He threw me up against the wall, pinning me by the throat.  
 
    “Father, no!” Asteria cried, trying to pull him away. 
 
    He released me and I fell to the floor. “You have until morning to tell me what I want to know. Or you will be banished to the dungeons.” 
 
    He stalked from the room, his long white robes swishing behind him as he went. 
 
    Asteria reached for me, but I pulled away. “You betrayed me,” I whispered. 
 
    “I did what is required of me. I cannot lie to the King. Break the blood oath and tell him what he wants to know. Son or not, he will lock you away.” 
 
    “Get out,” I snapped. 
 
    Shaking her head, she left the room. If I remained here, Father would get the answer out of me, one way or another. The Fae were loyal to him. There was only one place I could hide. On the other side of the doorway. 
 
    I would rather spend an eternity with the primitive beings than one more minute in this castle. 
 
    Packing a few belongings, I took the tunnels out of the castle, heading for my new home. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    Thorn didn’t say much on our hike up the hill. He was probably too hungry to waste energy talking. I kept listening for the beacon, but didn’t hear it.  They might already be at the camp. It made sense. If they couldn’t find me on the road, then they would head to the camp. 
 
    I really needed some water. Thorn had a bottle, but it was empty. Was there anywhere around here to get water? The sun was hidden behind clouds and a cool breeze was blowing which made it slightly more tolerable. I had to hope that there was something at the camp for us to drink.  
 
    A few hours later, we finally reached the camp. The sign had faded so much that the words were no longer readable. I couldn’t even remember the name of it. 
 
    “Guess they shut this place down,” I said. That didn’t surprise me. It was a dump when I was here. 
 
    At least the cabins were still standing. I had to wonder how Roxy would have fared here. The woods had to be teeming with Fae. The cabins wouldn’t offer much in the way of protection. Too exposed.   
 
    What if all you find are bodies? 
 
    Then at least I would know for sure. 
 
    “We should start checking cabins,” I said. 
 
    Thorn moved to a tree and sat down with his back to it. “Can’t. Sorry.” He looked wiped out, his shirt soaked in sweat. 
 
    “That’s okay. You rest, I’ll see if I can find any food.” Weren’t there edible mushrooms? Not that I would know what they looked like. I’d probably poison us both. It annoyed me how reliant we were on other people before. People used to grow their own food and hunt animals long before they invented supermarkets. They survived just fine. I made a note to ask Mom about that stuff if I ever saw her again. It couldn’t be too hard to learn. 
 
    I started my search, moving from cabin to cabin. Some were still in decent shape, while others I couldn’t get into because the wood had warped and the weeds had grown to the point where they almost covered some of the doors. 
 
    There was no sign of life anywhere. I was sweating, thirsty and starting to realize that I had made a huge mistake. I wanted to take off the hoodie, but then Thorn would see the stumps. 
 
    I led us up here and now I’ve probably killed us both. We’ll be easy pickings for the Fae as they leave their party. 
 
    I stopped at an old picnic bench, taking a seat on it to rest. Weeds had grown up through the gaps. I could see names carved into the wood from campers in years gone by. 
 
    Didn’t Roxy carve her name into one of the benches? I searched for it, my eyes scanning every inch. I know she did, I remember it. Something took over me, I had to find it. It was the last connection I had to her, something tangible, because I knew that this was the end of the line. There was nowhere else to go but back to the boat, if that was still possible. I would never see Roxy again. 
 
    Reaching the last table, I climbed on top of it, ripping up weeds with my hands as I searched for her name, ignoring as several stung my hands. 
 
    “It has to be here,” I muttered. 
 
    Finally, on the corner of the table, I found her name. Roxy R. was carved into the wood. I traced the name with my fingers, remembering the day she carved it. 
 
    “You are going to get in so much trouble if they see you,” I said to Roxy, as she bent over the table, carving into it with her penknife. 
 
    She snorted. “So? What are they going to do? Send me home?” 
 
    “Maybe they’ll make you stay longer.” 
 
    “Don’t joke about that.” 
 
    She finished her work and handed the knife to me. “Your turn.” 
 
    “No way,” I protested. 
 
    She rolled her eyes at me. “You are such a chicken.” 
 
    She started carving my name herself, but only managed half an N before one of the counsellors arrived to stop us. 
 
    I never should have gone to England. I should have fought to stay here. There was no way Phillip could have forced me to go without raising suspicion. I never would have gone to Stonehenge, the Fae would still be locked away and life would be normal. 
 
    You’ve always been Fae though. Even without the Fae rising, it still could have kicked in. Imagine being in the middle of a college lecture and my wings suddenly sprouting. I would have been just as hunted and just as hated. 
 
    Something caught my eye. A flash of blue in the distance. 
 
    I climbed off the table, ready to hide if it was a Fae. 
 
    It appeared again, running between two of the cabins. It was a boy. A human boy. 
 
    I raced after him. He had a good lead and he was fast, but I managed to close the gap. 
 
    Reaching out, I grabbed the back of his jacket. He let out a scream as he was yanked back. 
 
    “Wait!” I said, trying to catch my breath. 
 
    He was only about ten years old with dark hair. He started lashing out at me, trying to break free.  
 
    “Calm down, I’m not going to hurt you.” 
 
    “Let him go,” someone said. 
 
    I released the boy, who fell on his butt. 
 
    I turned to find a familiar face behind me, pointing a shotgun at my head. 
 
    “Roxy?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    “Oh my God, Nova? Is that you?” She lowered the gun and hugged me tightly. 
 
    “I knew you were alive,” I sobbed, clinging to her.  
 
    She pulled back, looking pained. “I didn’t think you were. Not when I knew how close you were to Stonehenge. How the hell did you get here?” 
 
    “Um, Mom knew someone with a private plane. She got us out before things went to hell,” I lied. I wasn’t ready to tell her the truth just yet. 
 
    “This is Troy,” Roxy said, pointing to the boy. 
 
    “Hey. Sorry for grabbing you.” 
 
    He didn’t say anything, just stared at his sneakers. Maybe he couldn’t talk.  
 
    “Have you been hiding out here?” I asked. 
 
    “Yeah, there’s an old bunker at the edge of camp. I do the food runs.” 
 
    “How many? Your family?” 
 
    Roxy looked away. “Mom…Mom didn’t make it. And Dad broke his leg, so I’ve been trying to keep everything together.” 
 
    “Roxy, I’m so sorry,” I said. 
 
    She avoided looking me in the eye. “No time to dwell. There’s five others. A lot of work to do.” 
 
    She lost her mom, its not fair. Mrs. Regan was like the mother I never had. How could she be gone? Was she one of the bodies on the road? God, I hoped not.  
 
    “That reminds me, do you have any spare food and water? There’s a guy and he’s ready to collapse.” 
 
    “We have a little,” Roxy said, but I could sense her reluctance to share it.  
 
    “I can help you get more, he’s in a bad way. I don’t think he can wait.” 
 
    Roxy nodded. “Troy, go and fetch some food. Where is he?” 
 
    “This way,” I said, leading her across the camp. 
 
    She seemed different, subdued. The old Roxy would be talking a mile a minute. But the old us didn’t exist anymore. The Fae made sure of that. 
 
    Thorn was by the tree, his eyes closed. Roxy handed him a water bottle and he gulped it down. 
 
    “Thank you,” he said. 
 
    “So, how do you two know each other?” Roxy asked. 
 
    “We met on the road,” I said. 
 
    “So you don’t really,” Roxy replied. 
 
    “Roxy. He needed help,” I said. 
 
    “Yeah, well, I’m not too fond of strangers. Someone robbed us a few weeks back,” she said, kicking at a weed on the ground. 
 
    “Was anyone hurt?” 
 
    “Yeah, Dad. The son of a bitch shoved him down the bunker steps trying to escape. It’s how he broke his leg.” 
 
    “I’ve no intention of robbing you. Once I get my strength back, I’ll be on my way,” Thorn said, pausing between gulps. 
 
    Troy came running up with some food. I pulled Roxy aside as Thorn shoved the food into his mouth. 
 
    “I’m sorry for what happened, but he seems okay,” I said, trying to placate her. 
 
    “It’s one more mouth to feed,” Roxy said. 
 
    “Or one more person to help find food.” 
 
    Roxy sighed. “We’ll see.” She looked tired. She was thinner than I remembered too and it was strange seeing her without make up on. Another thing that was no longer relevant. 
 
    “Look if he doesn’t pull his weight, we can send him on his way.” 
 
    She nodded. “Come on, I’ll show you where we’re staying.” 
 
    We helped Thorn up and she led us to a hidden trap door, where they used to store camp equipment. 
 
    She knocked three times, waited a second, then knocked twice more. I heard a bolt being drawn back and the door opened.  
 
    Before we could step inside, Troy let out a yell. We turned to find that a Fae had hold of him. A kind I’d never seen before. Guess he didn’t get an invite to the party. 
 
    This Fae had long white quills protruding from its body, like a porcupine. It was over six feet tall with black eyes. 
 
    “Shut the hatch,” Roxy ordered. 
 
    The door immediately slammed shut and the locks were put back in place.  
 
    Roxy aimed her gun at it. Thorn stood off to our left, looking shaky on his feet.  
 
    “Let him go,” Roxy ordered. 
 
    The Fae lifted Troy by his jacket off the ground. He used him as a shield against the gun. 
 
    “Knee,” I whispered to Roxy. 
 
    She glanced my way. “What?” 
 
    “Take out its knee.” 
 
    Roxy aimed at its right knee and pulled the trigger. The noise was deafening as the creature squealed and its leg gave out. I ran toward it ready to grab Troy. I knocked Troy clear, but the Fae lunged at me. I backed off fast, not eager to get speared. 
 
    Thorn let out a battle cry and ran at the Fae. He tackled it hard, sending it to the ground. In the process, he managed to stab himself with several quills. They broke off the Fae and were left protruding from Thorn’s chest and shoulder.  
 
    “Roxy!” I yelled. 
 
    She used the confusion to blow the Fae’s head off.  
 
    “Let’s get inside. Before more of them show up.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    I helped Thorn down into the bunker. He was bleeding but not badly. Roxy’s dad was sitting on a bunk in the corner, his leg elevated. Along with Troy there was another boy who was a little older than him and a woman in her thirties. 
 
    The bunker was small, lit with lanterns. I sat Thorn down on a crate. 
 
    “Do you have a first aid kit?” I asked Roxy. The ceiling was lined with cobwebs and it smelled of damp. 
 
    “It’s fine. Just pull them out,” Thorn said. 
 
    “No, we need some bandages first and what if that thing was poisonous?” I argued. 
 
    Thorn wrapped his hand around the quills and pulled them free. “It isn’t.” 
 
    “Oh and you’re the expert?” I snapped.  
 
    “I think the words you are searching for are thank you,” he said, throwing the quills on the floor. 
 
    “Thank you! For being an idiot,” I added. 
 
    Roxy passed me some bandages. Thorn snatched them out of my hand and turned away to patch himself up. 
 
     I’m sorry I’m not falling all over you! I thought. God, I am so sick of ‘heroes’. Okay, he did help out, but I didn’t need to be saved, I can handle myself. 
 
    I got up and joined Roxy across the room. “We can’t stay here,” I said. “My mom got the military to help. If we find them, they will take everyone in. Protect us.” 
 
    “Great. Where are they?” Roxy asked. 
 
    “Well, I don’t actually know right now. But I’m sure they will find us.” 
 
    She didn’t look convinced. “Uh-huh. Well while we’re waiting around to be rescued, we have a supply run to plan.” 
 
    “I’m serious, Roxy.” Did she really think I would lie about something like that? 
 
    “I’m sure you are, but what can the military do that we can’t? The more of us there are, the bigger the target.” 
 
    “They have a beacon. It uses a high-pitched noise to drive off the Fae. We can travel safely.” 
 
    “Seriously?” Roxy asked, actually looking hopeful. 
 
    “We can’t,” Thorn said, fixing his shirt back in place. “I mean you can’t trust anyone nowadays.” 
 
    “We’re going to have to if we want to survive,” I argued. Why was he being so difficult? 
 
    “My dad can’t be moved,” Roxy said. 
 
    “I’m fine,” he argued but she ignored him. 
 
    “He may have to. If they come by, they won’t know that we’re here.” 
 
    “I don’t know, Nova. We’ve built a life here.” 
 
    “You call this a life? How long before the food runs out? You were hardly a girl scout.” 
 
    “We’ve been doing just fine, thank you!” she snapped. 
 
    “I’m not trying to start a fight. Damn it, Roxy. I came all this way to find you.” 
 
    “Then go and find them and come back for us,” she said, dividing up their supply of food on a makeshift counter. There wasn’t much to go around, just a few canned goods. 
 
    “Honestly, they probably won’t let me. But if you are there, then they’ll have to take you in.” 
 
    “If they don’t want us…” 
 
    Someone knocked on the door, the special knock. Roxy opened it and another boy stuck his head in. “You’re not going to believe this. There’s a truck coming up the road.” 
 
    “That’s them! Quick, we have to go,” I said. 
 
    We gathered everyone up, Roxy and the woman helped her dad. 
 
    I went on ahead so they would stop when the saw me. Or shoot me for running away. 
 
    We gathered near the road. As the truck rounded the bend, Thorn collapsed. 
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    “Oh my God, Thorn,” I cried rushing to his side. I knew those quills were dangerous. 
 
    I shook him by the shoulder, but he wasn’t waking up. How could you tell if someone was poisoned? Was there a cure? 
 
    The General stepped out of the truck when it stopped. “What the hell is going on?” 
 
    “He needs help,” I cried. 
 
    “You are lucky we came back for you at all,” he bellowed. 
 
    Mom jumped out and came over to me. “What happened?” she asked. 
 
    “He was attacked by a Fae with these quill things. He seemed okay at first and then he just collapsed.” 
 
    She checked his pulse. “I can’t really do much for him until we get back to the boat.” 
 
    “Get on the truck,” the General ordered.  
 
    I started to lead the others while two of the boys lifted Thorn. The General stepped in front of us. “Where do you think you’re all going?” 
 
    “They’re coming with us,” I said. 
 
    “No, they’re not. We don’t have the room.” 
 
    “Then make room. If they don’t go, neither do I,” I snapped. 
 
    “Well maybe we won’t need you if we have a poison,” The General said 
 
    “It’s experimental,” Mom said. “I still have work to do on it and I’ll only do that if my daughter is with us.” 
 
    I smiled sweetly at The General. “We really should get going.” 
 
    He looked ready to explode but sighed and stepped aside. He wants to save the world but is happy leaving humans to die? 
 
    We all got on the truck, with Thorn laid out between us. 
 
    “Who is he?” Enzo asked. 
 
    “His name is Thorn. He saved my life.” 
 
    “You are bringing complete strangers back with us?” 
 
    “He’s not a stranger,” I said, placing a hand on Thorn’s forehead to check if he was warm. He actually felt cold. Was that good or bad? 
 
    Enzo glared at him. What was his problem? He didn’t even know Thorn. 
 
    “We are going to be moving quickly back to the boat. Assuming it is still there,” The General said, glaring at me. He got into the front of the truck. 
 
    They wouldn’t leave without us. What would be the point? 
 
    Once we were on the road, I sat with Thorn, trying to wake him. Every now and again, he would moan softly, but didn’t open his eyes.  
 
    “Can’t you do something?” I asked Mom.  
 
    “I don’t know what’s wrong with him. I need to run some tests,” she said. 
 
    More tests. Why was that her answer to everything? 
 
    “Maybe he caught something off Nova,” Lydia muttered to Travis. He laughed. 
 
    “Shut up,” I snapped. 
 
    “Who is this bitch?” Roxy asked, resting her shotgun across her lap. 
 
    “Ignore her,” I said. 
 
    Lydia better keep her mouth shut about me. 
 
    I would tell Roxy eventually, but now wasn’t the time. 
 
    The soldier driving had the pedal pressed to the floor from the look of it. I just hoped we didn’t run into anymore roadblocks. 
 
    Whether I liked it or not, we were safer on the boat. At least Roxy and her dad were safe. It wasn’t a wasted journey. Plus there was a potential poison, although I would be staying far away from it. 
 
    An almighty roar filled the air, followed by a loud bang as something slammed into the side of the truck. 
 
    The world spun as the truck flipped onto its side and came to a stop.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    Oberon 
 
    Many Years Ago… 
 
      
 
    Living in the primitive world was much more taxing than I thought it would be. I was used to living in a castle, sleeping in a soft bed at night, but here – here I lived in a cave because there was nowhere else for me to go.  
 
    The primitive people had built dwellings for themselves, but I could not walk amongst them. The children knew of me, but even they were wary. They were older now and visited less often. 
 
    I learned a little of their language, so different from my own. They called me the ‘Great White One,’ on account of my complexion and my robes.  
 
    It had been a few years since I left home, although time seemed to move differently here. The primitives aged much more quickly than we did. I wondered if living in this world would affect me, but I still seemed to have all my abilities. They were necessary for my survival in the beginning.  
 
    Each morning I would take a walk along the river, catching fish to eat. When I have had a good day, I leave some for the families nearby.  
 
    It was on my return from the river one morning, that I found Asteria waiting for me. She was now a beautiful young woman, her hair gleaming in the sun.  
 
    “What are you doing here?” I asked, hoping that she was here to support me, that she was finally seeing things the way they really were. 
 
    “We need to talk,” she said. 
 
    I stopped five feet from her, resting the rod across my shoulder. It was a slow day today, only two small fish hung from it. “So talk.” 
 
    “Don’t you trust me, brother?” she asked, with a wicked smirk. 
 
    “Right now, I don’t trust anyone.” 
 
    “You need to return with me, Oberon. You are needed.” 
 
    I sighed. “Really? Is that why you are here? What makes you think I will change my mind and return with you?” 
 
    “Our world is dying, Oberon.” 
 
    The words sent a chill through me. “What do you mean?” 
 
    “War broke out shortly after you left. Our world is in ruins, there’s nothing left. Father talks about rebuilding, but you have not seen it. Our home is decimated. Please, brother. Help us.” 
 
    I felt the world spin. Our world was gone. How could this be? 
 
    “Of course. I will return and join the fight,” I said, my voice barely above a whisper. 
 
    “The fighting is already done. We won. The battle at least, but we lost everything else.” 
 
    “Then what do you need me to do?” 
 
    “Break the blood oath. Let me tell Father where this place is. We can cross over and start again.” 
 
    I looked her in the eye, feeling anger inside me. “This is a trick. I should have known.” 
 
    I stalked away, heading for my cave. I could not believe that she would do this. That she would tell me that our people were dying just so Father could get in here. 
 
    “Oberon, it is not a lie. Look for yourself!” she said, chasing after me. 
 
    I turned to face her. “How can I believe a word you say? What happened to you, Asteria. You are not the girl I remember.” 
 
    She sneered at me. “The girl you remember grew up, after her brother abandoned her. Do the right thing. Let us in.” 
 
    “Never. If our people were stupid enough to destroy what they had, then they deserve what is coming to them. I will not let them do the same here.” 
 
    Asteria raised her hand to slap me, but I caught her wrist.  
 
    “I will make you pay for this!” she snarled.  
 
    “You can try.” 
 
    I watched her walk away, knowing that it would be for the last time. Our family was irreparably broken.  
 
    This is my home now and I will protect it at all costs.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 11 
 
      
 
    “Get off me!” Lydia said, shoving me hard.  
 
    When the truck flipped, I landed on top of her. Groaning, I sat up. Everyone lay in a heap. Thorn was still unconscious and from the look of it, Enzo now was too. Lydia immediately pounced on him to check he was okay. 
 
    “Is everyone okay?” Mom asked. 
 
    There were a few murmured yeses, Roxy seemed to have hit her head, but she was still conscious. 
 
    “What the hell happened?” Travis said. He moved to the end of the truck and looked out, before ducking back inside.  
 
    “Shit. There’s one of those flying lizards out there,” he said. 
 
    “Why is it here when…” I trailed off. That’s what was missing. The beacon. It was off. “Uh-oh.” 
 
    “We need to get the beacon back on before they get in here,” Travis said. 
 
    He was right. They would surge and we wouldn’t stand a chance.  
 
    “I’ll go and turn it on,” I said. I was the logical choice, I could defend myself and I doubted most of the people in here would argue. 
 
    “No!” Mom and Roxy both said. Well some might argue. 
 
    Roxy was trying to prop her dad up. He winced in pain as she moved his leg. 
 
    “Yeah, let her go,” Travis said. 
 
    Roxy jumped up and grabbed my arm. “Are you crazy? Let one of them do it, or are you too scared?” she said to Travis. 
 
    Before he could reply, I said, “Roxy it’s fine. I can get to the front.” 
 
    She looked at me like I was insane. “Well take this,” she said, holding out the shotgun. 
 
    “Thanks, but I don’t need it. Just be ready to protect the others if I can’t fix it.” 
 
    “Be careful,” she said, giving me a hug. 
 
    As I passed Travis, I lowered my voice and said, “Keep your mouth shut about me or maybe I’ll take my time with the beacon.” 
 
    He glared at me. “Just get it fixed.” 
 
    I would never risk the others, but he believed I was a traitor Fae so hopefully the threat would work. 
 
    I glanced outside. The lizard was about thirty feet away on the ground. Its head was down, making low groaning noises. The beacon must have injured it. We didn’t have much time before others arrived. I needed to move. 
 
    Climbing out, I heaved myself up onto the roof of the truck, formerly the side, and made my way to the cab. 
 
    In the distance, I could see movement. Was it the Fae? What else would it be? 
 
    Hurry. 
 
    The window was open. I looked inside to see that the driver and the General were both unconscious. Or at least I hoped that’s all they were. 
 
    A long black pole split the middle of the cab. The beacon. It ran through the roof into a loudspeaker.  
 
    The General was hanging across the pole. Lowering myself inside, I tried to avoid stepping on either of them as I reached for the beacon. 
 
    It seemed to be intact, so why wasn’t it working? 
 
    “Are you there yet? Over.” I almost had a heart attack as Travis’ voice burst from the radio on the General’s belt.  
 
    Once I recovered, I grabbed it. “Yeah, I’m here. How do I turn this thing on? Over.” 
 
    “It’s connected to the truck, you need to get it started. Fast. Over.” 
 
    Easier said than done with two bodies in the way. 
 
    I glanced out the windshield and froze. Dust filled the horizon, thrown up by the line of Fae that were currently barrelling toward us. 
 
    “Oh crap!” 
 
    I grabbed the General’s arm and tried to heave him out of the way. It wasn’t easy, but I got him up against the dash. The driver lay across the door, I just needed to reach the key. Manoeuvring myself, I reached under the steering wheel, groping for the key, one eye on the Fae. They would be on us in less than a minute. 
 
    My hand closed around the key and I twisted it. The engine choked and died. 
 
    “No, no, no,” I said, trying again. It still didn’t start. 
 
    A rumbling sound filled the air, the sound of hundreds of Fae feet thundering toward us. There were all sorts of them. Trolls, ogres, sylphs. Alwyn taught me the names of them. 
 
    “Start the truck!” Travis screamed over the radio. 
 
    “Why didn’t I think of that?” I snapped. I turned it again. Nothing. 
 
    The Fae were so close now. One particularly crazed one, with wild shaggy hair and glowing green eyes was looking right at me, teeth gnashing. 
 
    “Please start,” I said, giving the key one final turn before the mob descended on us. I closed my eyes, waiting to be ripped apart.


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 12 
 
      
 
    The engine roared to life and a second later, the noise from the beacon split the air. 
 
    I opened my eyes. One moment the Fae were in front of me and the next they scattered in all directions to escape the noise. 
 
    I collapsed against the steering wheel in relief. Even with the noise cutting through me. 
 
    “Nova, are you okay?” Mom’s voice came in over the radio. 
 
    “Yes, I’m coming back now.” 
 
    Before I left, I checked that the General and the driver were still alive. They were, but both had head wounds. Mom would need to check them over and I would need help lifting them out. As I walked across the roof, I noticed that the lizard was trying to drag itself away from the noise, but judging from the state it was in, it wasn’t going to get far. 
 
    I returned to the back of the truck to find that both Enzo and Thorn were awake. 
 
    Enzo looked livid. “I can’t believe you sent her alone,” he snapped at Travis, as Lydia tried to treat the cut on his head.  
 
    Travis swore at him and hopped out to check on the Fae. 
 
    “Just leave it,” I said to Enzo as he started after him. Why was he so bothered anyway? Or was he disappointed that he didn’t get to play hero? 
 
    I crouched beside Thorn. “Are you okay?” 
 
    He looked dazed. “What happened?” 
 
    “The truck was knocked over.” 
 
    “I have to leave,” he groaned. 
 
    “You can’t. The beacon is the only thing keeping the Fae away.” 
 
    “Not for long,” Mom said. “The truck will run out of gas soon enough.” 
 
    Thorn got up and clambered out of the truck. I chased after him. 
 
    “Thorn, please. It’s not safe.” 
 
    He wasn’t listening to me. He kept going. “Thorn will you stop?” 
 
    He turned to face me. “I didn’t ask for this. I was fine on my own.” 
 
    “I know and I’m sorry for dragging you into this, but we are safer here.” 
 
    “Not for long.” 
 
    “I know, but we can come up with a plan. Maybe we can get the truck upright and…” I was interrupted by a scream. 
 
    I turned to see the others cowering inside the truck as flaming arrows rained down on them. It appeared that the Fae weren’t keen on waiting either and were taking matters into their own hands. I could see them in the distance, lined up with bows. We probably wouldn’t survive long enough for the truck to run out of gas. 
 
    “Damn it!” Thorn snapped. 
 
    He opened his pack and started looking through it.  
 
    “What are you doing? We need to get to shelter,” I yelled as an arrow thudded down five feet from us. 
 
    He pulled out the first aid kid from the bunker and popped it open. Grabbing handfuls of cotton, he balled it up and started stuffing it into his ears. 
 
    “Tell them to get out of the truck,” he said. 
 
    “What? What the hell are you doing?” 
 
    “Fine, then they’re going to be a little banged up.” 
 
    “What are…” 
 
    I didn’t get to finish as Thorn rose to his feet and held out his hands toward the truck. His face scrunched in concentration, he focused on the truck. I watched as it started to rock, then it slowly lifted up on one side, before landing upright. There were several screams from inside. 
 
    “What are you?” I whispered to Thorn. 
 
    He was panting from exertion. He pushed the knit cap up to reveal pointed ears. 
 
    “You’re Fae?” How can this be? 
 
    “Hope someone can drive that thing. Let’s go,” he said. 
 
    He’s like me.  
 
    *** 
 
    Oberon  
 
    Many Years Ago… 
 
      
 
    Staring at the shimmering doorway, I pondered how easy it would be to just step through and return to my lands.  
 
    That is not why you are here. You are here to find a way to close it for good. 
 
    Asteria’s words played on my mind though. I had been trying for weeks to close the doorway. If I succeeded, then I would never go back and I would never know the truth.  
 
    At least if you know the truth, it might make things easier.  
 
    If Asteria was a liar, then I could close that door for good and have no regrets. 
 
    I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. One quick look, that was all I needed. 
 
    Stepping through the doorway, I felt the familiar tingling sensation on my skin. The cave was dark after the bright light on the other side. I blinked rapidly, trying to adjust my vision. 
 
    As I took a step forward, something struck me in the face. I fell to the cave floor, clutching a broken nose. 
 
    “Sire, he is here,” a voice called, echoing around the cave.  
 
    Before I could get to my feet, I was surrounded by Father’s guards. The cave lit up as torches sparked to life and he stepped forward. My father was imposing, standing 6’8 with long white hair and ruby colored eyes. 
 
    “Ah! My wayward son. Long time no see,” he said. 
 
    “How? There is no way you could have found this place by yourself.” 
 
    “You underestimate me? Well, in this case you are correct.” 
 
    He reached behind the guards and dragged Asteria forward, throwing her to the ground. She lay there, blood leaking from her mouth, nose and eyes.  
 
    “You made her tell you, knowing there was a blood oath on her?” I cried. 
 
    “No, she came to me. Asteria understands how things work.” 
 
    Asteria whimpered. It was shocking that she was still alive. She must be in tremendous pain.  
 
    “Why?” I asked her. 
 
    Through the pain, she managed to glare at me, spitting blood at me.  
 
    “Our physicians have been sustaining her life, but I suggest your break the blood oath if you don’t want her to die.” 
 
    Despite her treachery, I could not let my little sister die. Reaching out, I took her hand and chanted the spell to break the oath.  
 
    Within moments, her body relaxed and she closed her eyes. The bleeding stopped.  
 
    I got to my feet. I did not stand a chance against my father, but I would do what I could to protect the other side from him.  
 
    He stared at me, a smile playing on his lips. “Do you believe that you can take me?” 
 
    “No, but I will try,” I said, raising my chin. 
 
    “Do not be stupid, boy.” He leaned in close and lowered his voice. “You know that I will not fight you. I will make you watch while I kill your sister instead.” 
 
    “She betrayed me,” I said. 
 
    “And yet you saved her from the blood oath curse. Step aside. Now!” 
 
    With no other choice, I shuffled to the side to let him pass. Dying here would help no one. 
 
    “Time to explore our new world.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 13 
 
      
 
    I stared at Thorn as we headed back to the boat. Travis had taken over driving duties, while the previous driver lay unconscious on the floor. 
 
    Thorn was hunched at the back of the truck, hands over his ears. That’s why he fainted. It wasn’t his injury, it was the beacon. 
 
    Was he like me? A half Fae? I guess it was possible, although my father was supposed to be the only Fae on this side, before they all escaped. Oh God, what if he’s like my half brother? 
 
    Lydia was glaring at him. They all saw what he did. He couldn’t hide what he was, but she should be grateful. We were alive because of him.  
 
    He’s saved me twice. Not that I’m counting. 
 
    If he was like me, I needed to know. The thought of no longer being alone in the world, the only one of my kind, would be a relief. I would wait until we were alone to ask him. 
 
    When we reached the dock, the boat was still there, although the soldiers didn’t seem too pleased at the long wait. The General started barking orders the moment the truck stopped, his head injury forgotten. 
 
    Rat came hurtling toward me when I got out of the truck.  
 
    “Nova! You’re okay,” he cried. I gave him a hug, then he ran off to hug Enzo and Lydia too.  
 
    Alwyn walked slowly toward us. He had a book in his hand and he looked surprised to see us.  
 
    “Thought you were all dead,” he said. 
 
    “We almost were. I’ll tell you later.” He moved to help the others get onboard.  
 
    Everyone re-boarded the boat, but Thorn lingered on the dock. 
 
    “Come on,” I said. 
 
    “You want me to be trapped on a boat with another beacon? I’ll take my chances with the Fae.” 
 
    He turned away. 
 
    “I’m guessing you aren’t too fond of the Fae either. We have a plan to stop them.” 
 
    He looked back and raised an eyebrow, looking sceptical. “I don’t think there are enough beacons in the world.” 
 
    “That’s not the plan. I’m going to kill the Queen.” 
 
    Thorn laughed harshly. “I’m sorry, but seriously? You’re the best hope mankind has?” 
 
    I glared at him, raised my hand and produced a flame from my palm. It only appeared for a few seconds before snuffing out. 
 
    “I’ve got some tricks up my sleeve.” 
 
    “Oh. You’re one of them.” 
 
    “One of who?” 
 
    “The legendary fire bringers. Super rare with our kind. The Queen is one too.” He didn’t seem that surprised to find out I was Fae? Did he already know? 
 
    “Yeah, I guess she’s my aunt.” 
 
    Thorn seemed to turn paler if that was possible. “Why would you want to kill your own kin?” 
 
    “She’s not my kin. And I’m not a full Fae either.” 
 
    “What are you?” 
 
    “I’m half human. Like you?” I took a guess. 
 
    “There’s no human blood in me. Just one of the unfortunate Fae’s who looks mostly human. Needless to say, I’m not popular with my kind. Which is why I ran away.” 
 
    Full Fae. I wasn’t sure how I felt about that. “So you don’t want the Queen dead?” 
 
    “Are you kidding? It was that bitch’s crusade which led to us all being locked away. I want her dead, believe me.” 
 
    “So come with us.” 
 
    “I’ll be dead by the end of the day being exposed to that beacon.” He hesitated.  
 
    Mom came up behind us. She lifted a pair of blue headphones. “I was developing these for Nova. They are noise cancelling. Might help.” 
 
    Thorn took them and placed them on his head. After a few seconds, he gave us a thumbs up. He pulled them off. “It’s not great, but it helps. Guess I could hitch a ride with you guys. If the worst happens, I can always hurl myself overboard.” He grinned to show that it was a joke. 
 
    He joined us on board, choosing a spot as far away from the beacon as he could get. 
 
    I left him alone for a while. He didn’t seem to like company and I was still smarting over his comment about me. As if I didn’t have enough doubts of my own. 
 
    Roxy came up from below. “Well that was…interesting. I can’t believe that guy is a Fae. That’s crazy. He looks so normal. Are we in danger? Maybe we should throw him overboard just to be sure.” 
 
    I rounded on her. “Oh really? The guy who saved all of our lives? Tell me Roxy, will you thrown me overboard too, because of what I am? Because surprise! I’m half Fae.” 
 
    Roxy’s mouth opened and closed in shock. 
 
    “Nothing to say? Good. Just stay away from me.” 
 
    I stormed off, leaving her alone. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 14 
 
      
 
    I do my best to stay away from Roxy for a while. All this time I wanted to find her; I should have known she would just be like everyone else.  
 
    I found Thorn sitting on the edge of the boat. “Can I join you?” 
 
    He didn’t respond and then I remembered his headphones. I tapped him on the shoulder and pointed to the spot beside him. He shrugged in reply and I sat down. 
 
    “I’m guessing I’m not too popular here,” he said, pushing one of the headphones back so he could hear my reply. 
 
    “We’re in the same boat. Literally.” 
 
    That actually got a smile from him. “Its something I’m used to by now.” 
 
    “So what happened to you?”  
 
    He sighed. “I followed my father into battle, fighting for the Queen. I didn’t want to, I was young, didn’t have a choice. She went to war against your father, I’m assuming?” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “He was smart though. He found a way to get rid of all the Fae at once.” 
 
    “What was it like?” I asked softly. “Being trapped like that?” I couldn’t imagine something so horrible. 
 
    “Most of the Fae were conscious, but my mother taught me a trick which allowed me to sleep, I guess. It saved my sanity at least.” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said, unable to look him in the eye. My family destroyed his life, I wouldn’t blame him if he hated me. 
 
    “It was necessary. I actually believe he did the right thing, but I will not go back underground, no matter what. I will help you take down the Queen, if I can. But if it comes to a choice, I would rather that you kill me than put me back.” 
 
    Surprised at his words, I reached out to take his hand. He flinched but didn’t pull away. “I won’t let that happen. I’ll find another way. I promise.” 
 
    “Why? Why are you trying to help me when I’m the enemy?” 
 
    “Because I don’t belong in either world, and I know what it is like to be an outsider.” 
 
    “The plan is still crazy. I don’t like your odds.” 
 
    “I don’t like them either. But we have time to plan.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    Thorn 
 
    Many Years Ago… 
 
      
 
    “The Queen is mad. This is not our war,” I snapped, turning on my father.  
 
    He struck me across the face for my insolence. “She is our Queen and we follow her orders.” 
 
    “She wants us to go up against King Oberon. He is the most powerful Fae in existence, you know that. If she loses, he will punish us all.” 
 
    “Oberon is a fossil, he deserves to fall.” 
 
    He continued his climb up the hill, and I had to follow. We were headed to the front lines, Queen Asteria had called for reinforcements. Before we were drafted, we were living as farmers amongst the humans. Dad wore a glamor to hide his appearance, I didn’t have to. As long as I wore my hair long to hide my ears, I could pass as one of them. Something my brothers and father despised about me. Like I was somehow tainted because I resembled the humans. It wasn’t my fault. I had my mother’s looks and my father’s pale complexion.  
 
    Despite Asteria’s hatred of humans, I never had a problem with them. Sure, they didn’t have magic like we did, but we weren’t that different. They tilled the earth like we did, looked after their families. They didn’t deserve to be slaughtered because she couldn’t learn to share. 
 
    My brothers had stopped communicating weeks ago. They were probably dead. At least they died for something they believed in. As much as I hated them, I didn’t want to watch any Fae fall in this war.  
 
    I hope I don’t join them. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 15 
 
      
 
     “Truce?” Roxy said, as she found me in my bunk. I was trying to take a nap before dinner, but I couldn’t shut my mind off. 
 
    I suppose I should get this over with. Swinging my legs over the side of the bed, I sat up. 
 
    “Well? Let’s hear it. You’re done being friends with me. It’s not me, it’s you.” 
 
    “I’m not a tenth grader breaking up with you. You can’t just expect to drop a bombshell on me like that and not give me a minute to catch up,” she said. 
 
    “Right, sorry. Well you’ve had time now. What’s the verdict?” 
 
    She took a seat on the chair opposite my bunk, crossing her legs. 
 
    “I have questions.” 
 
    I sighed. “Shoot.” 
 
    “Did you always know you were Fae? Did your mother know? Do you have powers? Did your mother get it on with a Fae?” 
 
    I rubbed at my temples. I should have expected this. 
 
    “No. Yes. Yes and no.” 
 
    Even Roxy looked confused as she tried to match the answer to the question. 
 
    “Long story short? I was created in a lab. My father was Fae, my mother a surrogate. I was given to Mom to raise and I can…melt things.” 
 
    Roxy sat back in her chair, looking stunned. “Damn. I can’t believe you didn’t know.” 
 
    “So I’m a liar now?” I snapped. 
 
    “What? No! That’s not…” 
 
    “You think I wouldn’t have told you if I knew? I was kidnapped and experimented on and I don’t need the third degree from you of all people.” 
 
    Roxy stood up, shaking her head. “I’ll leave you to calm down for a while.” 
 
    A few minutes after she left, there was a knock on the door. “Go away, Roxy!” I yelled. 
 
    “It’s Enzo,” came the reply.  
 
    I groaned in frustration and got up to answer the door. “What do you want?” 
 
    “I wanted to see if you were okay after your little adventure?” 
 
    “You mean almost being killed? Again? I’m good.” I returned to my bunk and sat down. 
 
    “Look, I know we haven’t talked much since everything, but I would like it if we could try and move past it,” he said, lingering in the doorway. He wore an olive green t shirt over jeans. I guess his fatigues were in the wash or something.  
 
    “I’m not the one who needs to do that.” 
 
    “I know. I’m still trying to get my head around it, if I’m honest. But I know you aren’t like them.” 
 
    I closed my eyes. Like them. Still a divide. I hated it. “Is that it?” 
 
    “The General wants me to take over your training from now on.” 
 
    “Let me guess, no one else wants to work with me?” 
 
    “No, not really. They’re worried about the new guy too. That you are making alliances.” 
 
    “Thorn saved all our lives. You need to stop looking at the world like its black and white.” 
 
    He scratched the back of his head. “Isn’t it though? If something tries to kill you, you kill it first.” 
 
    “Thorn hasn’t done anything to you or anyone else. Tell your soldier friends to stay away from him,” I snapped. 
 
    “We’re not going to touch him. I’m just saying you don’t know a lot about him.” 
 
    “There you go sounding jealous again. What do you care? Maybe you’re right, maybe he’ll kill me in my sleep, wouldn’t that solve all your problems?” 
 
    Enzo’s jaw tensed. “You really need to stop pushing everyone away. We’re in this together.” 
 
    “I’m not pushing anyone away, everyone does a good enough job of leaving themselves. You want to train me fine, but there is no need for us to talk until then. Go.” 
 
    Enzo stormed out of the room. I resisted the urge to melt something, even though I could feel the heat building in my hands. 
 
    Humans suck.  
 
    And now Roxy might be joining the ranks of everyone who hates me. I should have known it would come to this.  
 
    I’m on my own. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    Oberon 
 
    Many Years Ago… 
 
      
 
    Pacing my tiny cell, I felt like screaming. How could I be so stupid? I subjected this world to the Fae. It did not matter that Asteria was the one to give up the location, I discovered this world, I failed to get the doorway closed. 
 
    Father wasted no time in establishing his hold. A castle was built for him and a cell for me. It was spelled against my power, meaning I was here until Father decided to kill me or let me go. 
 
    He will never let me go. Father did not do forgiveness.  
 
    I also knew that he was almost out of sons. My brothers died in the war, leaving my younger brother, Rook as the next potential ruler. As Fae, we had a long lifespan. The only way Rook would become King was if Father died or was killed in battle. He visited me a few times at my cell and I saw how he held himself, the slight limp he tried to hide. The war took its toll on him. If he started another war there was a good chance he wouldn’t survive. 
 
    If I could convince him to let me out, I would have a better chance of protecting this world. 
 
    I admit that I contemplated murdering him myself more than once. As terrible as it sounded, I would be saving a lot of people in the long run.  
 
    My day consisted of staring at the walls and trying to work off the pent-up energy I felt. Hard to do with no space to move. 
 
    Footsteps sounded on the stairs above. I was already served breakfast, who can this be? 
 
    When she stepped into view, I sighed heavily. I knew she would show up sooner or later.  
 
    “Asteria, come to torture me?” I asked. 
 
    “Tempting. How are you?” she asked. 
 
    “I am in a cage. If you have come to gloat, I am not interested.” 
 
    She moved up to the bars, peering in at me. She wore her hair back, a silver tiara rested on her head. The perfect princess. 
 
    “I bring news. Rook was injured, the physicians do not think he will make it through the night.” 
 
    “What happened to him?” I asked. He was an idiot as a child, but he was still my brother. 
 
    “It seems these primitive folks are not as weak as I thought. They fought back, caught poor Rook off guard.” 
 
    Wiping a hand across my face, I wondered how many had been killed on the other side. I’m sure Rook’s injury was a fluke.  
 
    “Looks like the crown will fall to me,” Asteria said. 
 
    So that’s why she is here. “Your only chance at the crown will be to marry first. Even then, your husband will hold all the power.” 
 
    “I will not share what is rightfully mine,” she snarled. 
 
    “He would release me before letting you take his place.” 
 
    “Maybe he will not have a choice. If he is dead, there would be no one to oppose me.” 
 
    My little sister – the would be murderer. Would she actually go through with it? Not the little girl from years ago, but the woman who stood before me now – I would bet on it. She had hardened, become cold. 
 
    “Where did you go? How could you have changed so much?” I asked sadly.  
 
    Her face softened for a moment. “Why do you think? How could you choose them over me? I loved you, but you turned your back on me. I can never forgive you for that.” 
 
    “They needed me.” 
 
    “I needed you.” 
 
    “I knew you would be okay. You always are.” 
 
    “Well I’m offering you another chance. One you should not ignore. Pledge your fealty to me as Queen and I will let you live.” 
 
    I laughed. “You’re delusional. You will never be Queen.” 
 
    “We shall see.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 16 
 
      
 
    Training began at 6am under Enzo’s new regime. I wasn’t looking forward to it, but I still had a lot to learn. Anything to help me bring that bitch down. 
 
     I noticed Roxy watching as we squared off against each other. What was she thinking? Probably how come I never noticed my best friend wasn’t human? 
 
    Enzo threw a punch my way and I only just dodged it in time. I needed to focus or I was going to get hit. But I couldn’t turn off my feelings. All my worst fears have come into being and I almost found myself regretting going after Roxy.  
 
    No, that’s not true. I would never leave her to die. 
 
    Enzo struck again, catching me in the shoulder. Grunting, I raised my fists and threw a right hook at his head. He dodged it, bouncing on the balls of his feet. It reminded me of our late-night training sessions on the road. Things seemed a lot simpler back then, when no one knew what I was. If it wasn’t for Lydia and her jealousy that might still be the case. 
 
    I would love to punch her right in her stupid… 
 
    “Ah!” Enzo cried backing away. He was clutching his arm, the skin bright red and blistering where I had blocked his most recent blow. 
 
    “Oh God, Enzo. I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to…” 
 
    Mom rushed over to check the wound. “We need to get you to the medical bay now.” 
 
    She led him away. Stupid! I should have been paying attention. 
 
    I caught Roxy staring, eyes wide with shock. Turning away, I hurried below deck. I needed to check that Enzo was okay.  
 
    Mom was bandaging his arm as I came in. “Is he okay?” I asked. 
 
    “Wait outside for a minute, Nova,” she said. 
 
    Frustrated, I left the room and paced the corridor. Alwyn came down the corridor. “What’s going on?” he asked. 
 
    “I accidentally burned Enzo when we were sparring,” I said. 
 
    “Oh. I’ve never dealt with a burn before,” he replied, heading in to take a look. 
 
    Mom finally emerged, several long minutes later. “He’s okay. I’ve treated the burns and bandaged the wound.” 
 
    “I didn’t mean to do it.” 
 
    “I know. It was an accident, he knows that.” 
 
    “I should talk to him.” 
 
    She let me into the room, where Enzo was lying on one of the cots. Motioning to Alwyn, he left the room with her so we could talk. 
 
    “Are you okay?” I asked. 
 
    “Yeah, it’s nothing,” he said, but I saw the wound. It could have been a lot worse too. 
 
    “It’s not nothing. I really didn’t mean to hurt you,” I said. 
 
    “I know that. Honestly, I’ll be fine.” I wasn’t sure if he was being honest or trying to save face.  
 
    Taking a seat on the end of the cot, I sighed. “Just another reason to hate me.” 
 
    “Nova I don’t hate you. I just…” he trailed off and shrugged. 
 
    “No, finish that thought.” 
 
    “I hate that you lied to us. And I know you had your reasons, good reasons, but…” He sighed. “We had each other’s backs out there. You could have told me. Maybe not in the beginning, but later.” 
 
    “I didn’t want you to reject me. All of you, I mean.” They were all I had after I escaped.  
 
    “But we didn’t. We’re all still here. Apart from Lydia, we still want to work with you. Rat loves you.” 
 
    “Because you think I’m going to save you all,” I muttered. 
 
    “No, because the rules still apply. We still have your back.” 
 
    He reached out and placed his hand on mine. “I mean it, Nova.” 
 
    Tears threatened to fall, but I managed to hold them back. “Okay. You should get some rest.” 
 
    He nodded. “Don’t worry, I’ll be back training in no time.” 
 
    “Back to me kicking your ass, more like,” I joked. 
 
    He laughed. “We’ll see.” 
 
    As I came up on deck, feeling better than I had in a while, I could hear laughing. Lydia and Travis were giggling like school children. They were huddled together near the lifeboats. 
 
    Has she moved on already? 
 
    The boat lurched and Lydia stumbled, dropping a while bottle from her hand. It rolled across the deck, coming to a stop by my foot. I picked up the bottle and read the label. 
 
    It was oxycodone. This was what Lydia was taking from that pharmacy we stopped at. What she tried to hide from me.  
 
    They were both high.  
 
    “Give that back,” Lydia snapped, stalking toward me. 
 
    “I don’t think I will. Does The General know you are taking drugs? Maybe I should tell him?” 
 
    “You’re not telling him anything,” Lydia said, snatching the bottle from my hand. I tried to grab it back, but she shoved me. 
 
    “Don’t test me, Lydia.” 
 
    She grabbed me by the hair, yanking it back. “What are you going to do about it?” 
 
    I swung my fist into her stomach. If she wanted another fight, then she could have one and this time I was going to kick every inch of her bony ass. 
 
    She staggered back from the blow and Travis took a step toward us. 
 
     “No!” she said, holding up her hand to stop him. “I don’t need any help.” 
 
    “You might want to rethink that,” I snapped. 
 
    We circled each other, looking for an opening. Finally, Lydia screamed in rage and ran at me instead. She hit me and I stumbled back into the railing behind me. 
 
    I lost my balance and we both went over the railing and into the water below. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 17 
 
      
 
    The shock of hitting the water made me gasp and I swallowed some of it. Choking, I kicked my way to the surface. 
 
    I broke the surface, sputtering water. There was no sign of Lydia. 
 
    Did she drown? I can’t believe she did that. Crazy bitch. I was definitely telling The General what she was doing now. 
 
    There were shouts from above as they scrambled to rescue us. Where the hell was Lydia? She still hadn’t come up. 
 
    If she drowns, I’m sure I’ll get the blame. 
 
    Taking a deep breath, I dived under to look for her. It took two dives before I spotted her, floating in the water unconscious.  
 
    I kicked out, closing the gap between us. As I reached out to grab her, someone else landed in the water, and brought Lydia to the surface. I followed. It was one of the soldiers. He supported her, keeping her head above water. 
 
    A winch was sent down to pull us up. I went last and by the time I reached the deck, Mom was performing CPR on Lydia. Alwyn stood nearby, watching her work. 
 
    Travis stood nearby, looking dazed. I noticed he didn’t go in the water, probably too high to swim. How long were the two of them doing this? Was he her replacement for Enzo, since he wasn’t interested? Hope he knows what he’s getting himself into. 
 
    A spluttering cough drew my attention back to Lydia. Mom rolled her onto her side as she spat out sea water. 
 
    Yay, she’s alive, I thought sarcastically.  
 
    I wrung out my t-shirt. My back hurt where I hit the railing, but otherwise I was unhurt. 
 
    “How did this happen?” The General barked, striding toward us. 
 
    “She did it!” Travis said, pointing at me. “She shoved Lydia over the railing.” 
 
    “No, I didn’t. She hit me,” I yelled.  
 
    “She’s lying. That crazy Fae bitch wanted Lydia dead.”  
 
    I ran at Travis, but Thorn grabbed me and pulled me away. “Get off me,” I snarled. 
 
    “Let it go, Nova. They’re not worth it,” he said. 
 
    “She attacked me,” I said, shaking him off.  
 
    “I know. But like it or not, you are stronger than her, than everyone on this boat. Humans will always look at us like we are predators. They fear us, so they hate us.” 
 
    We headed back to my bunk. “Lydia has hated me from the start. If she tells them that I started the fight…” 
 
    “They’ll what? Throw you off the boat?” he said. 
 
    “They could lock me up. Say it is for people’s protection.” Another cell? No chance. 
 
    “They wouldn’t dare. Besides, you could just melt the locks.” 
 
    I sighed, suddenly feeling very tired. “I’m so sick of this. Suspicion, accusations, does it ever end?” 
 
    “Now you know what it was like back in the day.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Most of us lived in plain sight, using glamors to hide what we were. Of course, we had magic, so we were usually the families with the best farms, the ones who avoided illnesses. More than a few Fae were accused of sorcery and some were executed because of it.” 
 
    “That’s awful. Couldn’t you use magic to escape?” 
 
    He looked at the ground. “We needed to blend in. If we revealed ourselves, it would have made things worse.” 
 
    “Even if I save them, even if I bring down the Queen, they’ll never trust me. What am I supposed to do?” 
 
    Thorn put a hand on my shoulder. “Stop fighting what you are. Embrace it. I can teach you what it is to be Fae. Once you do, you’ll realize that you don’t need any of them. You’ll finally be free.” 
 
    Free. If only… 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    Thorn 
 
    Many Years Ago… 
 
    Mother rushed into the house, looking distressed. She quickly closed the door behind her and moved to the window to look out. 
 
    “Ivy has just been arrested. They are accusing her of sorcery.” 
 
    I got up from the fire, where I had been helping to prepare dinner. Ivy was our neighbor and a Fae. 
 
    “Who accused her?” I asked. 
 
    Mother wrung her hands. “I don’t know. What are her family going to do? She’ll hang for this.” 
 
    Ivy had three children, it was likely they would starve without her. Her husband died a few years back, he got into a fight with a troll and was killed. 
 
    “It was those humans,” Father spat. “They are always trying to find ways to bring us down.” 
 
    Mother said nothing, but I saw her cast a worried glance at him. If he got drunk enough, he might decide to go out and get payback. We didn’t need that kind of attention on us. 
 
    “We need to keep our heads down,” Mother said. “Don’t give anyone a reason to suspect anything.” 
 
    Father slammed a hand down on the table. “I am not going to hide. This is my home and I will smite all those miserable humans if I have to.” 
 
    “I’m going to collect more wood,” I said, abruptly, hurrying out the door. It was better not to stick around when he got mad. If he couldn’t find a human to punish, he might turn on us.  
 
    My mother was the main target, then usually me. My brothers were grown now and strong enough to fight back. Father didn’t want that, he wanted people who would cower and beg. 
 
    It would be better if we found a place with just our own kind. Then these things wouldn’t happen. 
 
    Father argued that this land was good for farming and he wasn’t being driven out by anyone. 
 
    I avoided humans as much as possible. Not because I distrusted them, it was because Father might see me talking to one of them and beat me.  
 
    I would watch them from afar though. Not having to disguise myself around them, made me feel somewhat normal.  
 
    Heading into the trees, I started gathering fallen branches for the fire. It was early evening and the air was warm.  I loved taking walks alone when I could. It got me away from my family. 
 
    Moving further in, I heard someone talking. I was going to walk around, to avoid eavesdropping, but I heard Ivy’s name mentioned.  
 
    Curious, I placed the bundle of wood on the ground and snuck up behind them. 
 
    “Think she’ll hang?” one asked. 
 
    “I hope so. That’s the last time she steals food from our farm.” 
 
    The conversation wasn’t surprising. The people having it were two Fae women. They turned on one of their own over some food. 
 
    And the humans are supposed to be the evil ones. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    Oberon 
 
    Many Years Ago… 
 
      
 
    Standing before the Fae, I stared out at their faces, not quite believing what was happening. After nearly a year in a cell, I expected to be executed, to lose my head for my betrayal. Only now, as I spoke the oath and the crown was placed on my head, I found myself as the new King of the Fae. 
 
    Rook died of his wounds shortly after my visit from Asteria, leaving me as the last male heir. Rather than have the kingdom fall to chaos, the royal advisors spoke with my mother and I was pardoned.  
 
    I searched the crowd for Asteria, but she wasn’t there. When she found out, she flew into a rage and locked herself away in her room.  
 
    “As the King of the Fae, it is your solemn duty to protect your subjects to the best of your ability,” my advisor intoned.  
 
    I nodded to show I understood, but in my mind, I knew that it was my job to protect all the people of this land, not just the Fae. 
 
    There would be no more wars, we would learn to live in harmony. 
 
    As I walked through the crowd of Fae, heading for my throne, I finally spotted Asteria. She was in the far corner of the room, hiding behind a column. 
 
    I have never seen such hatred before. She was livid when she discovered she would be passed over for her traitor brother. 
 
    I need to try and make amends with her. If we are to live in harmony, I need her to understand and adhere to the rules. 
 
    The festivities lasted well into the night and I found it hard to sneak away. When one of the guests began to sing loudly, drawing the attention of the others, I slipped out of the hall in search of Asteria. 
 
    She was walking the halls of the castle, a bottle of mead in her hand. Swaying wildly, she spotted me and spat on the ground. 
 
    “Is that anyway to greet your king?” I asked. 
 
    “You are not my king, you are a traitor!” she slurred. 
 
    Her hair was wild and her white dress dirty. I was used to seeing her look immaculate but since that was for the benefit of the advisors in the hope she would become Queen, it was now a thing of the past. 
 
    “You are drunk. I suggest you go and get some sleep,” I said. I did not want to argue with her, it had been a long day. 
 
    “Are you happy now? Now you get to live with all your primitive friends. Father would have hunted them for sport!” 
 
    “Father is gone. I am ruler now and you will do as I say.” 
 
    She staggered toward me and stabbed a finger into my chest. “How do you think you got the throne? Do you think Father died of natural causes?” 
 
    My brow furrowed. “You…you killed him?” 
 
    “Of course I did! He was a relic, I should be wearing that crown now.” 
 
    She said she would do it, but I never thought she would actually go through with it.  
 
    “You really are beyond help.” 
 
    She shoved me hard. “I think I will go out and play with your little friends. Maybe I will eat some of them. How does that sound?” 
 
    “You are forbidden from harming them. That is an order.” 
 
    “I don’t take my orders from you!” she screamed. 
 
    “Get out! I want you gone.” 
 
    “Fine! But this is not the end. I will make you pay for this.” 
 
    With that, she turned and fled into the night. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 18 
 
      
 
    I spent all my time with Thorn, listening to his Fae stories and learning more about what I was. I liked spending time with him. He looked at me like I was a regular person and he was on my side. Which was more than I could say for everyone else. Every time I set foot outside my room, someone would be whispering and staring at me. No doubt Lydia had spread it around the crew about what I did. 
 
    She spent a couple of days in the infirmary before being released. According to Alwyn, she was milking it for all it was worth, insisting on staying in her bunk.  
 
    As long as she stays away from me, I don’t care where she is. 
 
    With Thorn’s help, I was starting to feel like I was in control of my power at long last. He told me how he learned to use his. It took years for him to get to grips with it. I didn’t have that long. Every day I would practice calling the power, then pushing it back down when I was finished using it. I didn’t want to injure anyone else. 
 
    I was heading up on deck for some air, when someone grabbed my arm. 
 
    “Nova, I need to talk to you,” Enzo said, leading me away from the stairs.  
 
    “If you are here about Lydia…” 
 
    “I’m not. I’m sure whatever she said happened is far from the truth.” 
 
    I looked at him in surprise. “Oh. Well, thanks I guess.”  
 
    “You really should keep training with me,” he said. 
 
    “I don’t think that is a good idea.” I stared down at my shoes. I could practice with Thorn, I didn’t need Enzo’s help anymore. 
 
    “We will be in England soon, you need all the help you can get.” 
 
    Sighing, I said, “Thorn has been teaching me how to use my powers. He understands them better than I do.” 
 
    His expression changed, but he tried to keep his voice light. “Oh. Good. I’m just worried, that’s all.” 
 
    “Well I don’t have a choice in this. I have to fight her.” 
 
    “I know. And you need to know that I’ve got your back, okay?” 
 
    He seemed sincere. “And after?” 
 
    “After?” 
 
    “The fight. When this is all over and the Queen is dead. Will you still have my back then?” 
 
    “Always. I like you, Nova. You have to know that.” He was actually blushing. I remembered our kiss back at the base. That blissful moment when I actually thought things might turn out okay. 
 
    He likes me? Even after everything?  
 
    “I um, I have a tough time trusting anyone right now,” I said finally. 
 
    He placed a hand on my cheek, pushing a stray lock of hair back. “You can trust me.” 
 
    “Ah!” I cried, as pain ripped through my back.  
 
    Enzo took a step back. “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “I don’t…ah!” The pain was horrendous. I staggered across the deck and collapsed to my knees.  
 
    Thorn raced toward us. “What did you do to her?” he snapped at Enzo. 
 
    “Nothing!” 
 
    “It’s my back,” I cried. “The pain is awful. Do something.” 
 
    “I’ll get her mom,” Enzo said, hurrying away. 
 
    A crowd had gathered around me. Thorn let out a gasp and got to his feet. 
 
    “Everybody stand back!” he ordered. 
 
    What is he doing? Am I going to explode or something? 
 
    A split second before it happened, I remembered where I felt this pain before. It was when my wings came in, back in the cell that Phillip put me in. 
 
    I turned my head to try and get a better look, just as two brand new wings erupted from the stumps on my back. The pain was too much. Everything went black. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 19 
 
      
 
    Pain woke me. My eyes fluttered open and I found myself in the infirmary. Mom was sitting beside the bed, chewing her thumbnail. 
 
    “What happened?” I asked. 
 
    “Um…” she indicated to my body.  
 
    I looked down to find two enormous wings tucked around me like a blanket. The white feathers were pristine. I reached out and ran my hand over them. Soft. 
 
    “What the hell? They grew back? How is that possible?” I cried. I tried to sit up, but the wings were slow to respond and I struggled against them. 
 
    “Apparently so. I’m not sure why. Maybe it is like teeth? You get two sets?” 
 
    I twisted back and forth, trying to free myself. “Move!” I yelled at the wings. They unfurled and stretched out, almost hitting Mom in the face.  
 
    She got up off the chair, taking them in. “They’re just…” 
 
    “Freaky?” 
 
    “Magnificent!” 
 
    “Glad someone thinks so. Is this why my back was sore? They were growing back?” 
 
    She shrugged. “Could be.” 
 
    “You are not filling me with much confidence,” I said, trying to get up from the bed. “You’re the one who studied Fae.” 
 
    “Don’t get up. You need to rest,” Mom said. 
 
    “I’m fine.  
 
    “Doctor’s orders. I mean it Nova. Just take it easy for a while. You have a fight ahead of you. Better to rest while you can.” 
 
    I sighed and flopped back against the pillows. “Fine.” 
 
    The truth was I just didn’t want to face everyone now that the wings were back. Stumps were one thing, at least they could be easily hidden under a hoodie. These things couldn’t be hidden under a tent! 
 
    “I’ll bring you some food later,” Mom said.  
 
    When she was gone, I got up and tried to flap my wings. They didn’t respond at all. Looks like I’m going to have to learn all over again. Not that I got very far before, with no room to test them. 
 
    At least they would come in handy if I could get them working for me. I ran a hand across the snow-white feathers.  
 
    Emotion overwhelmed me and a sob escaped my lips. Part of me was glad they were back, but the human part of me knew that the line had well and truly been drawn in the sand. I was firmly on the Fae side of things now. There was no going back. Unless another psycho tried to saw them off. 
 
    I flopped face down onto the bed, lost in thought. I didn’t hear the door open, but I looked up to find Thorn standing over me. 
 
    “What are you doing here?” I asked, suddenly self-conscious. I sat up and tried to tuck the wings behind me, but they wouldn’t comply. 
 
    “They’re beautiful,” Thorn said in awe.  
 
    “Oh. Thanks,” I said blushing.  
 
    “Not all Fae get wings, you’re lucky.” 
 
    “I don’t feel very lucky.” 
 
    “Really? Nova you have the power to just take off into the sky anytime you want. Your wings are majestic, you should love them. You look incredible.” 
 
    A tear trickled down my cheek. 
 
    “Sorry, I didn’t mean to upset you,” he said, looking alarmed. 
 
    “No, its not that. I’m just not used to hearing good things about being Fae. Most people treat it like it is a disease.” 
 
    “Yeah, well it wasn’t much different for me growing up. My brothers used to bully me relentlessly.” 
 
    “I’m sorry. Are they out there in the world?” I asked. 
 
    “No, they were killed in the war. That’s when my father and I were drafted.” 
 
    “Did you ever see her? The Queen?” The only glimpse I got of her was when I touched the rock at Stonehenge. 
 
    “Once. She rode into battle on a winged horse. It was quite the sight, but she never cared about the Fae fighting for her. She just wanted to beat Oberon.” 
 
    “My father. What was he like?” I asked. He was actually there, he must know about him. 
 
    “Benevolent in the beginning. Willing to work with Fae and humans. Later, he came to the conclusion that the earth belonged to the humans and that we should give it over to them.”  
 
    What would make him turn on his own kind? “Let me guess, they didn’t take it well?”  
 
    “No. The humans may have been here first, but most of the Fae viewed them as inferior creatures. That doesn’t mean that I think we should have it, but I think both sides are as bad as each other.” 
 
    He wasn’t wrong. Humans have murdered and maimed throughout history too. I just wish that it didn’t all fall on me. I did my best not to think beyond the fight, because the fight was one thing – but sorting out Fae/human problems was too much right now. 
 
    “For what it’s worth, I don’t think you’ll turn out like either of them. Maybe that’s what is needed. Someone who can see both sides of the argument.” 
 
    I resisted the urge to laugh. “I don’t know that I do.” 
 
    “The people on this boat are assholes. Don’t ever be ashamed of what you are.” 
 
    Crying, I hugged him. He stiffened, then relaxed and returned the hug.  
 
    Outside the room, I saw Enzo walk by. He paused, taking in my wings, eyes widening, then quickly turned away and kept walking.  
 
    Guess he can’t overlook the wings either. Whatever Enzo hoped for before, all that was well and truly over. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 20 
 
      
 
    Training was a thing of the past. I was not going out in public like this. Instead, I stayed in my bunk. Mom would bring me food, but other than her and Thorn, and the occasional visit from Rat, I didn’t speak to anyone else. Rat was fascinated with the wings at first, then he started telling me about Pip’s latest adventures and they were forgotten. If only everyone was like him. 
 
    They all saw me grow the wings, there is no going back from that. I could imagine the things they were saying.  
 
    Roxy knocked a few times, but I pretended to be asleep. I told Mom to let everyone know that I didn’t want visitors. 
 
    Trying to keep myself occupied, I would do sit ups and push ups to keep my body moving. I hated sitting around and wondered how much longer it would be before we reached England. I practiced my wings too. I was back at the same level I was at in the cell with Phillip, able to lift myself a few feet off the ground. Without room to really practice, I didn’t know what they were capable of. I tried to imagine what flying would be like. It sounded incredible, but it also made me nervous. What if I got up there and my wings stopped working? What would happen then? 
 
    There was a knock at the door and Thorn came in. “Hey, how’s it going?” 
 
    I finished my final sit up. “Good. Just trying to keep busy. It doesn’t do to dwell on my impending doom.” 
 
    “Sitting in this room all the time would drive anyone insane. Come up on deck, there’s something I want you to see.” 
 
    “No, I’m not going out there.” I got up and dabbed my face with a towel. It was hot in here.  
 
    “I’m not taking no for an answer. You have to see this.” He held out his hand to me. 
 
    “Thorn…” I groaned. 
 
    “Please.” 
 
    Sighing, I took his hand and let him lead me up onto deck, my wings dragging behind me. There was no one around, they were probably all eating dinner. 
 
    “Look,” Thorn said, pointing out at the horizon. 
 
     After weeks of looking at nothing but water, I could finally see land.  
 
    “Where are we?” I asked. 
 
    “We’re just passing Ireland.” 
 
    “Wow, it looks amazing,” I said, looking out at the rolling hills. 
 
    “Once the fight is over, you can make a home for yourself anywhere you like.” 
 
    “That would be good,” I said. “Ireland certainly looks nice.” 
 
    It was all rolling green fields and wide-open spaces. No cells or underground bunkers. I could be free. I tried to imagine being able to go anywhere I liked and not having anyone staring or running in fear. It sounded like a dream. 
 
    I glanced at Thorn. What if he was with me? 
 
    “Thorn…” I said, then stopped. He had been a real friend to me recently, but maybe that’s all it was for him. If I said something, it might ruin things between us. 
 
    He turned to face me and smiled. “Ireland is beautiful and it is our ancestral home. I think we could be happy there.” 
 
    “We?” I asked feeling my cheeks flame. 
 
    “Yeah, well where else am I going to go?” 
 
    He closed the gap between us and my heart started to pound. “That is if you’ll have me.” 
 
    I nodded. “Of course.”  
 
    He leaned forward. “Good, because I…” 
 
    Before I could hear the rest, sharp claws sank into my shoulders and I was yanked up into the sky. I was so shocked I couldn’t even scream. A huge creature resembling an eagle had hold of me. 
 
    “Nova!” Thorn screamed, as the boat became smaller and smaller as we climbed higher.  
 
    What the hell do I do now? 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 21 
 
      
 
    Instinct kicked in and I started to struggle. If I could get free, then maybe I could fly away. Or fall into the sea. 
 
    That would beat being eaten by this thing. Its claws were in deep. Blood dripped from the wounds, but it would be nothing compared to what it would do when we landed.  
 
    Taking a breath, I wrenched hard and my right shoulder came free, making me scream in pain. My wings flapped and the eagle-Fae lost its grip on me. I started to fall.  
 
    Just before I hit the water, my wings finally kicked in and instead I swooped back up into the sky. I let out a cry of terror and elation. I’m doing it. I’m actually flying! It was an incredible feeling. 
 
    There was no time to enjoy it though, the eagle-Fae was right on my tail. Leaning to the left, I tried to veer back toward the boat, but the wings had their own ideas.  
 
    The eagle-Fae made a grab for me, but the wings spun me to the right, then started to climb. 
 
    I tried to get a look at the boat, to see if anyone was trying to help by shooting this thing out of the sky, but I was moving too fast and my hair was whipping me in the face.  
 
    How did it get past the beacon? 
 
    Claws raked down my back as it dropped from above. Screaming, I dropped fast out of its reach. It let out a shrill call and followed me. 
 
    I can’t keep running. It will get me. 
 
    I needed to get to the boat. If we moved down below, it wouldn’t be able to follow us. 
 
    Gunfire filled the air and I chanced a look over my shoulder to find that the eagle-Fae was hit, but it wasn’t slowing it down. In fact, it seemed to make it angry.  
 
    Keep shooting, I prayed. They needed to do more damage. 
 
    I tried to stay as far ahead of it as I could, I didn’t want to catch a bullet and depending on who was shooting, it might not be an accident if I did. 
 
    I considered landing on the ground, but that would make me a bigger target.  
 
    Twisting and turning, the soldiers continued to fire at it. As it closed in on me, one of them must have done some real damage. It let out a pained squawk, before grabbing me around the leg and pulling me toward the water. 
 
    I hit it hard and instantly sank, pulled down by the eagle-Fae.  
 
    Reaching down, I tried to pull my leg free. When it came loose, the eagle-Fae took a huge chunk of flesh along with it. It sank further into the sea. 
 
    I tried to swim up to the surface, but my wings weighed me down. Concentrating, I tried to make them move, to help me swim, but they didn’t respond.  
 
    I’m going to drown! 
 
    Freaked out, I started flopping around, but it only tired me out. I closed my eyes, my lungs ready to burst. I had to take a breath. 
 
    I released the air I had been holding. This was the end. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 22 
 
      
 
    My body felt light, like I weighed nothing. I opened my eyes to find myself moving up through the water. But how? 
 
    As I broke the surface, I sucked in a lung full of air. Relief flooded me. Whatever this was, it was better than drowning. 
 
    Why am I still rising? 
 
    My body lifted up out of the water completely and began to float back toward the boat. Once I was over the deck, whatever had hold of me let go and I fell in a heap. I looked up to see Thorn on his knees, covered in sweat. He had used his power to pull me out of the water. 
 
    “Nova!” Mom cried. “Oh my God, you’re bleeding.”  
 
    Alwyn hurried behind her, lugging a first aid kit. Glad he is getting so much on the job experience! 
 
    “I’m fine,” I said. Then I glanced at my leg. The flesh was ripped open and bleeding badly. “Oh. Yeah, you might want to take a look at that.” I turned away, feeling sick. 
 
    Thorn came over and took my hand. “Are you okay?” 
 
    “Yes, thanks to you.” 
 
    “Anytime,” he said, giving me a smile. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “We will be docking very soon,” The General announced as we all gathered on deck. “We will be heading inland in search of the Queen. Miss O’Neill will be protected at all costs until we can get close enough to eliminate the Queen.” 
 
    I tried to focus on what he was saying, but between the pain in my shoulders and leg, plus the beacon, I was having a hard time with it. The beacon seemed to be affecting me more than usual. I wondered if I would eventually end up like Thorn – unable to tolerate it. My leg required stitches, but I could still walk on it. I’m sure the Queen would shake in her boots seeing me limp toward her! 
 
    I thought about what lay ahead. This wasn’t going to be a sneak attack. Even if we were miles from the Queen, word would get back to her that something was driving the Fae off. And if it was affecting me this much, I wouldn’t be able to fight as well. Neither would Thorn for that matter. 
 
    I pulled him aside as we were docking. “Listen, I don’t think the plan is going to work. The Queen will know we are coming and if one Fae was able to get close then there are bound to be others. I think we should head out on our own. Maybe we can take her by surprise.” 
 
    “I’ll support whatever you want to do. And I agree. The humans will be Fae fodder.” That was the other reason, I didn’t want to watch everyone die. Even with their supply of iron weapons, most wouldn’t even get close enough to use them. 
 
    While The General was organizing everyone, Thorn and I grabbed a bag each and sneaked away. We raced to a large container on the dock and hid behind it.   
 
    “How are we going to find her?” I asked Thorn.  
 
    “Someone as powerful as her? I can sense her. I’ll know if we are close or not.” 
 
    “And right now?” 
 
    He closed his eyes for a moment. “Not very?” 
 
    “We’re not going to get far on foot. Let’s see if there are any cars around.” 
 
    “Do you think that’s a good idea?” Thorn asked, hurrying after me as I made a break for it. 
 
    “We just need to put some distance between us and the others. If anyone catches us, we can just pretend we’re two Fae out for a joyride.” 
 
    If that didn’t work, I could always fly us out of there. Maybe.  
 
    On the far side of the docks, we found a battered Fiesta. The keys were still in the ignition, blood smeared across the seat. Someone had been killed here. Were they trying to get on a boat to escape and were caught by Fae? 
 
    Trying my best to ignore it, I got behind the wheel, struggling to fit my wings in too, and turned the key. It had been a while since I had driven a car and it was weird being on the wrong side of it. The engine started. Thorn hopped into the passenger seat. 
 
    As I went to close the car door, a hand shot out and grabbed hold of it. I looked up to find Enzo. 
 
    “Damn it,” I muttered. 
 
    “What the hell do you think you’re doing?” he said. 
 
    “The Queen will know we’re coming. We have to do this alone,” I said. There was nobody else with him. If I could convince him to keep his mouth shut, our plan might still work. 
 
    “Don’t be ridiculous. You’ll get yourself killed.” 
 
    “I’m not going to argue with you, Enzo. I’m going. So get out of my way.” 
 
    He gave me a frustrated look, glancing back toward the boat. Finally, he let go of the door. Only to hop into the back of the car.  
 
    “Let’s go,” he said. 
 
    “Really?” I asked. He was going to help us? 
 
    “I’ve got your back, remember?” 
 
    Throwing the car into first gear, thank God Mom let me try driving a stick when we arrived in England, I started driving. 
 
    Off to kill the Queen. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 23 
 
      
 
    We drove several miles down the road before we came upon a Fae roadblock. I pulled the car over and we got out. There was no one guarding it, but that didn’t mean they weren’t close by. 
 
    “Well that didn’t last long,” I said. 
 
    “A car is too noisy anyway,” Thorn said. “We’re better on foot. Less conspicuous.” 
 
    It wouldn’t do us any good if the Queen was miles away. The General had to know we were missing by now. It wouldn’t be long before they caught up to us. 
 
    Enzo had his gun at the ready and several iron knives tucked into his belt. I didn’t like the idea of putting him in danger, but there was no way he was going to go back. 
 
    “Which way?” I asked Thorn. 
 
    He paused and closed his eyes. When he opened them, he pointed in the direction of the roadblock. “The pull is coming from that way.” 
 
    “Pull?” Enzo asked. 
 
    “The Queen in the old days would keep the Fae in line by letting her power radiate across the land. It can be felt by the ones who…” 
 
    “Who what?” Enzo asked. 
 
    “Who once swore fealty to her.” He bowed his head. 
 
    “You worked for her?” Enzo snapped, aiming his gun at him.  
 
    I jumped between them. “Enzo, stop. He was made to fight in her war, he didn’t have a choice.” 
 
    “How do we know he isn’t leading us into a trap?” 
 
    “Because this was my idea. And what is he going to do? Lead me to the Queen, that’s what we want!” 
 
    “We need to go back, Nova,” Enzo said. 
 
    “No. You can go if you want to. Let’s go, Thorn.” 
 
    Enzo growled in anger but continued to follow us.  
 
    “Let’s try and avoid that if we can,” I said, motioning to the roadblock. It only stretched so far, we could go around it. 
 
    It wasn’t going to be easy, too many open spaces and not enough places to hide around here. Was it unmanned? I expected something to jump out at us at any moment. 
 
    We cut a path across and up the road, trying to manoeuvre around the roadblock. 
 
    The route took us out into an area of wide-open fields. They appeared clear, for the moment. 
 
    Thorn paused, sniffing the air. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” I asked. 
 
    “The Queen. I think she is closer than we think. Maybe we should turn back.” 
 
    “Why? We came here to take her on, let’s finish this,” I said. I wasn’t running, if I could finish this here and now, then I had to take the chance. 
 
    We crossed the field, on high alert. We were far from the road, there was no way one of the trucks could follow us, so the beacon wouldn’t have been any use anyway. 
 
    When we hit the halfway point, I saw movement out of the corner of my eye, something moving low to the ground amongst the weeds. 
 
    I reached out to stop the others and pointed in the direction of the movement. Enzo readied his gun. 
 
    “Don’t!” Thorn said. “You’ll alert them all if you fire that thing.” 
 
    I indicated that I would take a look. Moving slowly forward, I wondered if it was just an animal.  
 
    I searched the ground, but I couldn’t see anything. I turned back to the others, only to see a group of people heading our way. And they were people, not Fae. 
 
    Damn, that didn’t take long. They had caught up to us already. 
 
    I waved toward them and Thorn and Enzo turned to look. The General was leading the way, along with Mom, Roxy and the soldiers. The truck must be back on the road. I could just about make out the noise from the beacon. 
 
    “Great, now I’m in trouble,” I muttered, as I saw the angry look on Mom’s face.  
 
    I trudged toward them, ready to face the music. 
 
    They all stopped and starting gesturing to something behind us. I turned to find a line of Fae behind us.  
 
    “Where the hell did they come from?” I cried. It was like they just materialized. 
 
    There was no time to figure it out as they charged us, wielding weapons of their own. 
 
    A troll swung a short sword at me. I managed to jump back out of the blade’s reach. With no weapon of my own, I threw my hands out, sending balls of fire at the troll’s head. 
 
    It screamed as it caught on fire, running back and forth.  
 
    Mom and the others caught up to us, and the fight intensified as everyone clashed. It was hard to keep an eye on the others as I dodged blows and fought to stop them from impaling me. 
 
    Then something shifted in the air. I felt the hairs stand up on my neck as I saw a figure moving toward us. It was her. I recognized her instantly – Asteria.  
 
    Her long red hair was the color of blood and she was dressed in a long ivory colored gown. A large gold crown rested on her head. She was ethereal, otherworldly, and fixated on me. 
 
    Her purple eyes found mine and she smiled. A chill ran through me.  
 
    Come to me, child. Her voice was inside my mind, compelling me forward. The Fae seemed to sense what she wanted, stepping out of my way. 
 
    When I reached her, she placed a bony hand around my throat. “Child of Oberon? He bred with a human?” The thought seemed to infuriate her. 
 
    I broke out of my trance, raising my hands. Then I blasted her. I threw fireball after fireball at her, but they seemed to be absorbed by her body, causing no damage at all. 
 
    She laughed wickedly. “Did you think your pathetic power would harm me? I control fire too.” She held up her index finger and a flame erupted from it. 
 
    I did not think of that. I just assumed that if I hit her enough it would kill her. 
 
    “I think its time you joined your father.” 
 
    She reached for me, but I was shoved aside by someone, causing me to stumble. I turned in time to see Mom throw something into Asteria’s face. A green colored liquid from a glass jar. 
 
    Asteria shrieked in pain, her hands clawing at her face. I watched in horror as the skin began to melt to reveal gray bone underneath. 
 
    The Fae heard her cries and all stopped to look.  
 
    Shaking her head wildly, wings erupted from her back. They were made of bone and leathery skin, nothing like mine.  
 
    She turned and started running. At the end of the field, she launched up into the air, still shrieking. As she flew over some trees, she lost momentum and dropped like a stone. I couldn’t see where she landed, but I knew what it looked like. 
 
    “Is she dead?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes,” Mom said. “The poison destroys Fae DNA.” 
 
    All the Fae turned to face us.  
 
    Now we’re dead. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 24 
 
      
 
    I stared at the Fae, wondering what they would do. Their own Queen had been killed in front of them by Mom. I stepped in front of her to shield her if they attacked. 
 
    Thorn stepped forward. “Bow before your new Queen!” he commanded.  
 
    There was silence. Then, shockingly, several of them did. Several more turned and fled, leaving us to face what was left. Still too many of them. 
 
    Weapons at the ready, they were going to charge us. 
 
    “Nova, do something. Show them that you are worthy of being a Queen,” Thorn said. 
 
    How the hell do I do that?  
 
    One charged me and I blasted him with a fireball. He instantly turned to ash like he was made of kindling. 
 
    I blasted two more. When the Fae saw what I did to their brethren, they all dropped to their knees, pressing their foreheads to the ground. 
 
    “It worked,” I said. “They’re listening to me.” 
 
    “They respect the power you have. This is it, Nova. Take charge,” Thorn said. 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “What are you going to do?” Mom asked. 
 
    I faced her and the others. “I think you all should leave.” 
 
    “What? What are you talking about?” Mom said. 
 
    “If they are going to listen to me, I need them to respect me. I can’t have you all trying to kill each other. Go back to the boat. You’ll be safe there.” 
 
    “For how long?” Roxy asked. There was a cut across her forehead. 
 
    I looked at Thorn. There was no turning back, I had to follow through with this. “For good. I got what I wanted, I don’t need any of you anymore.” 
 
    Roxy looked hurt. “You don’t mean that.” 
 
    “I do. I’m not like any of you, not anymore. Just go.” It was the best thing for all of us. 
 
    Mom stepped forward, I could see anger in her eyes. “Nova this is not the answer. You need to come back with us. We can sit down and discuss this.” 
 
    She just didn’t get it. The decision was already made, and I wasn’t backing down.  
 
    “Thorn?” I said. 
 
    He started chanting in an Elvish tongue and a semi transparent barrier appeared between us and the humans. They quickly backed off. It spread across the field, cutting us off. 
 
    “Nova, don’t do this!” Mom cried. 
 
    “Go back to the boat. We’re done here.” 
 
    I turned my back on them. “Now, where was Asteria living?” 
 
    “A castle, Your Majesty,” one of the ogres said. 
 
    “Good. Take me there.” I didn’t look back, if I did, I would only change my mind. 
 
    They led us across several fields toward a large stone castle. It was huge. I’ve never even been inside one before. 
 
    Thorn took my hand. “You did it,” he said smiling. 
 
    I tried to return the smile, but I was too nervous.  
 
    We were led inside the castle, to the throne room where a magnificent gold throne stood, covered in carvings of suns.  
 
    “You can always redecorate,” Thorn said. 
 
    “Yeah, I don’t want anything of hers here.” 
 
    The ogre shuffled my way. “What about Oberon, Your Majesty?” 
 
    I froze. “What?” 
 
    “Oberon. What should we do with him?” 
 
    “He’s alive?” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 25 
 
      
 
    I stared at the steps leading down into the dungeon, too scared to go down them. My father was down there. My actual father.  
 
    He’s locked in a cell. You can’t leave him down there. 
 
    Taking a shaky breath, I started walking. It was cold down here and damp. How long had she kept him down here? And where has he been all this time? Questions I needed answers too, but was I ready to hear them? What if he just disappeared and never thought about me again? What if he viewed me as an abomination too? I paused, ready to run back upstairs, but I forced myself to keep moving. I’d come this far, no turning back now. 
 
    The cell at the end was the only one occupied. A man lay on the floor, his foot chained to the wall. He had long white hair, pale skin and green eyes. He wore a dirty gray robe of some kind. His eyes were sunken, this was not a well man. 
 
    “Da…Oberon,” I said, quickly changing to his name at the last second. Calling him Dad was too weird. 
 
    He turned his head to look at me. “You came.” 
 
    “You know who I am?” 
 
    “My blood. Daughter.” 
 
    I unlocked the cell door. “Nova. My name is Nova.” 
 
    “I saw…” he started to cough violently. 
 
    I kneeled down beside him, not sure what I should do. Left down here, it was no wonder he was sick. 
 
    “Can I get you some water, or something?” 
 
    He shook his head, getting control over the coughing. “I am near my end.” 
 
    “What? No. I’ll get my Mom, she’s a doctor,” I said. 
 
    He grabbed my arm with surprising strength. “No. There’s no time for that. Asteria, is she gone?” 
 
    “Yeah, she doesn’t have a face anymore.” 
 
    “The other Fae? You’ve… are they returned to the earth?” 
 
    “No, I got rid of Asteria. I’m in charge now. I don’t need to get rid of them, I can rule over them.” 
 
    “No, Nova. I saw the final battle. I saw you suck them all back into the earth. They cannot stay here.” 
 
    “Like it or not, they are my people. And not all of them are bad. I can change things, I can make it so that both the humans and Fae live in peace.” 
 
    “The Fae will never agree to that. They are predators by nature. You have to put them back where they belong, it’s the only way.” 
 
    He was talking crazy. “I’m going to get some help.” 
 
    “No, listen to me. This is the only way. You have to see!”  
 
    He pulled me toward him, until our faces were almost touching. Then the cell and Oberon melted away and I was standing in the middle of a huge field. All around me, Fae were slaughtering each other, hacking each other to bits.  
 
    Asteria strode toward me, eyes blazing, a wicked smile on her face. She was revelling in it. All these Fae were killing each other on her orders. 
 
    “You monster,” I screamed at her, but she walked right through me like I wasn’t even there.  
 
    I’m not here. This is a memory. 
 
    Asteria made her way toward Oberon. He was chanting under his breath. I moved closer to hear what he was saying. 
 
    “You’ve lost, brother,” Asteria said. 
 
    Thunder rumbled overhead, but the noise was drowned out as Oberon’s words became louder in my mind. I could hear the spell he was reciting. More than that, I knew the spell as though I had spent weeks rehearsing it. The knowledge just popped into my head.  
 
    “Remember the words, Nova. This is your only chance.” 
 
    I snapped back into the cell and pulled away from him. 
 
    “Why did you do that?” I demanded. 
 
    “It’s the only way. Please, daughter.” 
 
    “I’ll do things my way,” I said. He tried his way before, look how that turned out. 
 
    He smiled at me. “You will change your mind. The final battle is yet to come. Be ready.” 
 
    The smile died on his lips and he became still. 
 
    “Oberon? Dad?” I shook his arm. “No, don’t do this. Not now. Help!”  
 
    Footsteps rushed down the stairs. Several Fae rushed in along with Thorn. He put his arms around me. “Are you okay?” 
 
    “No, he can’t die,” I sobbed. There had to be something they could do. “I should get my mom. She can help him.” 
 
    “It’s too late, Nova. He’s gone,” Thorn said gently. 
 
    He led me out of the cell. I came all this way and all I got with him was two lousy minutes? No! It wasn’t fair! 
 
    Breaking away from Thorn, I let out a scream of rage and threw a fireball at the wall on the other side of the dungeon. All it did was leave a scorch mark. 
 
    “Please calm down,” Thorn said. 
 
    “How am I supposed to do this? How am I supposed to be a leader? I don’t know what I’m doing.” 
 
    Thorn pulled me against him. “Ssh, everything will be okay. I’ll help you. I promise.” 
 
    I clung to him, sobbing. The other Fae were carrying Oberon’s body from the cell. He was really gone. 
 
    The final battle is yet to come. What did he mean?  
 
      
 
      
 
    Find out if Nova will survive the final battle in 
 
    Borderlines: The Dark Fae Chronicles Book 3  
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