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To everyone who has stood by my side while I was off adventuring with my characters, thank you. 




ONE.
You know how you go to bed and wake up in what seems like a longer-than-usual blink, but somehow eight hours have passed? That’s how I think of death. It scares the hell out of me. Sometimes I wish I was part of a religion that had a firm belief in the afterlife. I can’t help but find it alarming how one moment we’re here and the next we’re gone. And for some reason, death is all I can think about lately. I get anxiety attacks about dying and leaving everything behind, and I can’t stop it. It’s like no matter what I do, death is right around the corner, and I can’t even slow it down. It’s out of my control, and sooner or later, either I or the ones I love will be in a deep sleep we will never wake from. 
My name is Oriana Acacia Settlers. I am seventeen, and something’s not right with me.
My parents won’t stop. It’s now three days since I dropped out of school, and now they will not leave me alone. Yes, I know I’m possibly screwing my life up, and no, I am not okay. Same answer. Every time. I know, I know, be nice. Just because I’m a screw-up doesn’t mean I don’t love them. But I am allowed to sulk, right? I told them I wanted to stop school, and they said okay. Then I told them I wanted a tattoo; they said no. I don’t understand what they think is okay and what they don’t. Okay, so what if I’m getting my GED? My parents still technically call it dropping out.
“Oriana, will you come down and eat?” I heard my father holler from the kitchen. I didn’t want to go downstairs, but I did if only to save myself from yet another long lecture on how I can’t waste away. As if being hungry is an immediate death sentence. As I sat down at the table, I looked out the window and noticed it was no longer sunny out, and in fact, some dark clouds had rolled in.
“What’s for dinner?” I asked my dad as he bent down to get a dish out of the oven.
“Meatloaf, your mother’s favorite.” I acknowledged what he said, but I questioned whether it really was my mom’s favorite, or if me being so sick and racking up the constant hospital bills had wrecked my parents so horribly that we had to survive on meatloaf. And then it set in.
Mother’s favorite.
Since I have been sick, my mom hasn’t exactly been there for me. It’s not that she doesn’t want to because I’m sure she would if she could. She just can’t handle me being in pain. I used to hate her for it, through the constant testing and her having to hold my hair as I vomited and dry heaved. But my dad took over that position and has continued to stand in her shoes. I don’t see her often; it’s almost as if she thinks not seeing me makes me magically not feel any pain. I wish she could be stronger. I have to have the strength, for all of us. No one knows why I’m always in pain, but we’re only a little less than five months away from my eighteenth birthday. Once it hits, I am going to actually push for answers myself. My parents blew it off on puberty or growing pains, but no one feels as weak, brittle, or sick as I do. No one has hallucinations or black-out spells as much as I do.
“Oh? Mom?” I snapped back to reality and questioned him, just to make sure I’d heard him right. Although I was about reasonably sure of what I had heard, I just needed to be one hundred percent sure.
“Yeah, is that okay? I know I didn’t ask; sorry about that. I should have, but this was her idea.” He kept himself busy laying out the plates. Before I even got a chance to answer, the bell rang. My dad left to get the door and returned less than a minute later with my mom.
“Riana! Hey, baby! How are you? How’s it going? How—”
“Mom, stop with the questions and cut the bull. You know how I am, how I feel. And if you don’t, then maybe you shouldn’t have left.” I cut her off. And no sooner did the words leave my lips that I regretted it.
“Oriana, please.” Dad didn’t look shocked, because I know he felt the same way I did.
“No Derek, she’s right. Okay, so tell me something I shouldn’t know. How’s Jasper?” Jasper was my boyfriend. Well, ex now. He’d recently cut me off, without any explanation.
“Jasper is nothing anymore. Nothing to me, at least.” Both my parents froze. It was the first time I’d told them about our split, even though it’s been a few months. “Don’t worry. It’s for the best, really, I mean why would I want to date someone when I am not guaranteed a happy ending? That would just guarantee him heartache, having to watch me in constant pain. I wouldn’t be the only one suffering.”
“Oriana Acacia. How many damn times do your mother and I have to tell you, no death talk? For one, you might just live out a normal life, and hell, maybe outlive Jasper. We are all uncertain of the future. Just because yours is a bit more foggy does NOT mean you can throw it all away.” I hated to hear it, but he was right. Honestly, Jasper leaving me... it hurt. It hurt almost as much as my body does. But I won’t tell them that. The last thing I need is them being even more worried than they already are. I looked up from my plate and noticed neither of my parents was looking at me, wondering why I hadn’t said anything. Instead, they were staring at each other as if the meatloaf had some sort of romantic vibe.
“Sorry,” I spat out, hoping they’d stop giving each other puppy-dog eyes. I would have thought my dad would have hated my mom by now, for ditching and leaving him to deal with me alone. Well, for some odd reason he still loves her, and I would like to think she still loves him, too. They had stopped looking at one another and began eating the ever-so-scrumptious meatloaf.
“Listen, I know you dropped out of school, but I think you need to get out of the house every once in a while. It’s not good for you to be cooped up in the house all day.” My mother didn’t even look at me while she spoke.
“Mom, it’s not that I don’t enjoy being outside, but I definitely do not enjoy being outside alone. I think we all know by now, I don’t have any friends. Kind of the freak here.”
“Your mom and I saw something about an event you might be interested in, so we picked up a flyer for you—Méllo is hosting an open mic night. You’re going, and if you want your mother and me to escort you, we can.”
 “Dad, I think the only thing worse than going alone is going with my parents. But fine, I’ll go.” I didn’t have the energy to fight and try to present reasons for why I shouldn’t leave the house. But no  
matter what I said, they would always have some sort of rebuttal.
“Thank you, sweetie, it means more than you can imagine.” My mom looked at me, and our eyes met. I had not realized how much my problems had aged her. The crow’s feet and frown lines weren’t there before everything.
“May I be excused? So I can get ready and whatnot.” My dad nodded, and I got up to head upstairs. To tell you the truth, I don’t really care anymore what I look like in public. When you feel like a zombie, somehow your self-image does a weird flop. But using the get ready excuse at least got me away from the rekindled love-stricken adults.
We found out after the fact that Méllo is Greek for future. It’s a pretty unique place. 
I arrived at Méllo and waved goodbye to my parents—well, mainly my dad, but they were both in the car. Everyone who goes there is pretty unique, too. It hadn’t changed much since I was there last—still a coffee shop. I mean, it was more crowded than it usually was, with lots of people I’d known from school, but that was no different from what I’d experienced there before. I tried to find an empty table, but I couldn't find one, so I just stood in the back of the room. I noticed some kids I knew off to the right of the stage arguing; a boy threw his hands in his dark hair as if to give up, then he walked on stage. It was Jasper, of all people. I contemplated leaving, but I knew if he saw me walk out, that would mean he had won. So I stayed, however, my weak body told me I needed to sit. I looked at the coffee bar and saw two good seats open up, both next to impossibly loud people. I took the one closer to the back, in hopes of avoiding Jasper’s poems on how hard his petty life was.
“Here you go.” The coffee barista set down a cup of tea I had not ordered.
“Oh, I didn’t—”
“It’s paid for.” The barista seemed annoyed. Not my fault you hate your job.
“By whom?” I asked, pestering her further. She nodded out into the room as if I was supposed to know who she meant. No one was looking at me; no one was near me. Everything faded out as I focused in to hear Jasper.
“She was life,
My soul and my tomorrow,
And now I only have her memories,
Empty and full of sorrow.
She was my day,
But night came fast
Through all trials
My love will last.”
I swear I about fell out of my chair. How could he? It had to be about me. I knew for a fact that for sure no one had seen him with any other girls. Yes, I might have been checking up on him. But I also knew that he’d left me and disappeared. He was just gone. Everyone was applauding his guilt trip. Seriously? He was not the victim. The more people clapped, the more irritated I got. As Jasper left the stage, an older woman hugged him and grabbed the mic next.
“Who wants to be up next?” She scanned the crowd, adding, “Oh come on, give me something.” I don’t know what compelled me to stand up, but I did. “The beautiful girl all alone over there.” I heard whispers. It wasn’t the first time people whispered about me. Always going in and out of the hospital, and being out of school for doctor’s visits, the kids would spread rumors as to why I wasn’t in class. Everyone was staring at me, and the few who weren’t were still whispering about me. I was sure of that. Part of me wanted just to bolt as fast as I could out the door, but I started my march toward the stage. 
“What’s your name?” The older woman asked as I arrived on stage. She looked confused.
“Oriana Settlers.” I was so close to the mic that you could even hear the air escape my mouth as I finished giving my name.
“Well hello, beautiful child.” She said into the mic, but faced me and winked. “Here is Miss Oriana Settlers.” I was pretty sure she walked off the stage as fast as possible so I wouldn’t change my mind.
“Hi. So umm, this is my poem.” I refused to look up, too scared to make eye contact with anyone, I was shaking so badly. I seriously need to think before I act. Damn it. I took a deep breath and tried my hardest to recall any of my poems. Of course, it was just my luck, absolutely none of them came to my mind. I looked up and saw everyone. I knew what they were all wondering. Did the pain affect the way she thought? That would explain why she’s not saying anything. I decided to wing it. I looked out at the crowd, and even though the lights made everything hazy, I still managed to make eye contact with Jasper. His face was so pale like he had seen a ghost. Well hell, maybe he had. The girl he just recited a poem about was right here on stage. Hah. And instantly I knew which one I would give them.
“One year from yesterday—
Eight thousand, seven hundred sixty-five hours from yesterday,
Things changed.
And when those things changed, you started drifting.
And when you started drifting, I started falling.
And when I had fallen, you left me.
But when you left, I got stronger.
When I was stronger, I fought harder
You can’t handle someone so sick?
I can’t either, yet here I am—
A year from yesterday.
Five hundred twenty-five thousand, nine-hundred forty-nine minutes from yesterday,
I fell sick an consumed with pain.
And not long after, you left me.”
I took a step back and noticed tears had welled in my eyes. Suddenly everyone stood up, clapping. Jasper took off, the little old lady came on stage and hugged me, and a few tears fell from my eyes. I couldn’t hear what the woman was trying to say over the roar of my heart beating in my ears, but I knew it didn’t matter. Her hug said it all. I turned my back to the crowd and wiped my tears, turning back around. “Thank you,” I spat out to the mic. I got off the stage and a few people immediately greeted me, people I had never met in my life, but they made sure to thank me and tell me how beautiful my poem was. One girl even high-fived me.
I made my way back to my seat at the coffee bar—surprisingly, it was still available. My head was swirling, and the adrenaline coursing through my body was nearly as loud as the crowd had just been. The barista set down another cup of tea, and before I could ask anything, she said, “This one’s on the house.”
I stayed until I finished my cup of tea, and began my walk to the door.
“Please come back? We do open mic every Thursday night.” The older lady caught me at the door, her eyes begging me.
“Oh, umm okay, sure. I think I’d have to run it past my dad, but I’d love to!” I gave her a quick smile and started walking past her. I just couldn’t say no to such a frail woman.
“Name’s Cecilia, dear,” she called after me.
“Nice to have met you, Cecilia,” I turned around and said to her as I continued to walk out. I got to the steps and saw my dad waiting in the car.
“How’d it go?” Already attacking me with a question before the door could even shut. “Honestly dad, it was really good.”


TWO.
I woke up feeling much better than I usually do. I stretched and got right out of bed. Sometimes I wished I had short hair. Brushing out bed-head, mixed with my messy brown curls, was never fun. I threw on an old oversized tank top and some black faded leggings; they were almost too baggy to be leggings now, though. I sighed as I saw my reflection in the mirror and ran downstairs. “Mornin’ Pops.” I should not have been surprised when my dad literally stopped making breakfast to look at me.
“’Pops?’”
“Yeah? Is there something wrong with that?” I sat down at the table wondering what he was cooking. For once, my stomach was growling.
“Well no, not at all, but after we got home last night, you went straight to bed. I wasn’t expecting smiles this morning.” Dad had tossed some pancakes on my plate and walked over to the fridge.
“Dad, when I told you last night was good, I meant it.” I shoveled hot cakes into my mouth. The sweet syrup made my mouth thick.
“Okay, well I just wanted to make sure. You didn’t say much.” He smiled as he watched me inhale my breakfast.
“That’s because there wasn’t much to say… oh yeah—Jasper was there.” I said with my mouth semi-full. My dad started pouring me a glass of orange juice. He stopped, then looked at me and said, “And you still managed to have a good time?” He put the jug of OJ back in the fridge.
“Thank you.” I grabbed the cup and took a sip. My pancakes drenched in syrup, and the sugar was coating my mouth. “And yes. For the first time in a long time, I felt normal. I shared a poem.” Half of me expected my dad to have a heart attack, and the other half expected tears. But he did nothing of the sort.
“Very proud of you, sweetie.”
“Yeah, and the manager lady, her name is Cecilia, she asked me to come back.” I finished up my plate.
“Oh? And will you be?” Dad forced through a mouth full of pancakes.
“I told her I’d clear it with you, but I don’t see how going Thursday nights could do any harm.” Dad nodded, and I added, “I was wondering if I could go clothes shopping. You know, since I’ll be in public more often, and I haven’t gotten any new clothes in over a year, and most of my stuff falls off my body now. That and I really only have school uniforms.” I felt guilty for even asking.
“You have never cared before… is this because of Jasper?” Dad looked concerned. He finished his last bite.
“No Dad, it’s not, I promise. Just standing on stage with everyone staring at me has made me a bit more self-conscious.” I eyed him, waiting for a response. He gulped his glass of milk.
“Well, I don’t see anything wrong with that. But you should invite your mom. She misses you.” Dad reached for his wallet. “How much do you need? Three hundred or four?”
“Dad, I seriously don’t need that much. And should I really bring Mom? She’s going to make me get dresses and skirts. You know her.” I made the best puppy dog eyes I could conjure up.
“Four hundred it is. And please bring her. If not for you, then do it for me.” He laid two one-hundred dollar bills and an assortment of twenties and tens on the table and picked up his plates.
“Dad, seriously, I don’t need that much. And fine.” I grabbed the two big bills on the counter and left before he could force me to take the rest.
Looking in the mirror has become a rare occasion. I tend to stay away from them unless something horrid happens. Like a zit or god forbid, something worse. I never had good self-confidence, even before I got sick. So when I began losing so much weight, my confidence was again reduced to basically nothing.
I decided around lunch time that I should probably call my mom and see if she wanted to come to town with me to go clothes shopping. I dreaded the phone call but managed to click the call button.
“Hello?” She asked, almost as if she didn’t have caller I.D.
“Hey Mom! What are you doing today?” I put on my happy voice. I wondered if she saw through it. I almost even believed it myself. Hell, maybe I actually was excited. “I was wondering if we could go shopping. Dad’s giving me some money, and I think it could be fun.” I added quickly.
“Umm, I don’t think so. I needed to go to the city to drop off some paperwork.” My mom was a newspaper editor in Salem, Massachusetts... but the printing press was in Boston.
“Oh! I was going to go into Salem to go shopping, but I think I can shop in the City if that’s alright.” We lived near Salem; our little neighborhood was small and barren. The town’s main street was nothing but a dirt road, but people around here like it that way. Our backyard was decent sized, but had nothing in it—well, of course, there were some trees—and a ton of grass. On one side of our house, we're connected to the neighborhood, on the other, we had plenty of vast greenery. The state-owned it, but that never stopped anyone from throwing bonfires just beyond the hills.
“Oh, you want to go with me?” Could she sound any more shocked? More importantly, could she make me feel any guiltier? I know we don’t spend much time together, but that wasn’t my fault.
“Yeah, I mean, if you’re too busy, that’s alright. I can go alone.” I noticed I was walking around my room aimlessly. I laid on my bed, looking at the ceiling and staring at the rotating fan blades.
“Hello?” She said as I snapped back to reality. Oops.
“Hey, sorry, I keep zoning out for some reason.” I got red in the face. Ever since my body started giving me problems, I would zone out randomly and not even realize it. My parents said I just daydreamed, but there was never any dream.
“Oh, okay. Well, I had said no to going alone, and how wonderful that sounds about us hanging out. I was planning on catching the train in about forty-five minutes, should I swing by and get you?” I honestly thought she said that all in one breath. There was a good chance she just might have been excited.
“Yeah, sure! I can be ready by then.” We always took the train, even though it was only an hour or so drive. I thought my parents did it for the economy, but I know it was because it was cheaper and put fewer miles on the car.
“Okay sweetheart, see you soon.” And she hung up. I couldn’t help but be a little excited to hang out with my mom. It’d been a long time since we got to have a girl’s day.
My mom arrived no more than thirty minutes later—another sure sign that she was overly excited about going shopping together.
“Oriana, come on! Your mom is here!” Dad yelled as if I wasn’t watching and waiting for my mom the whole thirty minutes. I grabbed my bag and my sweater and headed out my door.
“Goodbye, Oriana,” my dad said to me while kissing my mom on the cheek.
I kissed my dad on the cheek—well honestly, it was like a cheek-to-cheek thing. No kissing involved.
“Have fun, Evelyn—if you and Oriana need anything, call me,” then Dad kissed my mom on the cheek—again.
“I’m sure we will,” Mom said, then squeezed my arm. As she pulled me after her like a five-year-old, I turned to look back at my dad. He smiled, then mouthed thank you. If I’d had another moment, I would have thanked him again.
The car ride to the train depot was about ten minutes, give or take a few. No one said much other than her usual ‘I’m so excited’ talk. She pulled into the parking lot but didn’t turn the car off right away.
“I know you don’t like shopping, or me very much right now. But I would like today to be about you. So you call the shots, you do what you want, and I will just tag along, okay?” It broke my heart hearing my mom say that. Before I could say anything, she got out of the car, leaving me to follow behind.
We boarded the train, and my mom gave me the seat near the window. Ever since I was little, I always got the window seat—something about how fast everything can fly past you, yet how slowly they soared at the same time amazes me still. That, and it was fun to stare outside.
“You know I don’t… ‘not like you,’ Mom. I don’t know where you got that from. I know I haven’t talked to you as much. I’ve been crabby, but I think the pain has been making me an angry person or something. I’m sorry, though. I’m just having a rough time. I miss having friends. I miss being a kid and not having to worry about dying, or how painful it’s going to be getting out of bed.” I said all of that without looking at her. I didn’t feel like crying today.
“Thank you. That means a lot to me. And, I suppose I can say how sorry I am as well. You needed me, and I bailed on you. I’ve been going to counseling because of all of this. I guess there are two types of people in this world. Some, the doctors would constantly and repetitively tell you they don’t know what’s wrong with you, and you stay and fight. You are one of those people. When you were told the doctors couldn’t find a cause for the pain, you remained strong. You were determined to fight it. And I could not be more proud of you. And your dad… he is one of those fighters, too. Both of you are so strong.” My mom grabbed my hand, tears welled up in my eyes, and I had that nasty knot burning in the back of my throat, but I did my best to swallow it down. “The other type of person is what they call a flight. We run from the problem, or in other words, ‘take flight.’ I ran from everything, and I am so sorry. I think the counseling is helping. I feel stronger. Like all three of us can all take on the world and whatever it throws at us.” She squeezed my hand and wiped the tears I had not noticed were falling from her eyes. “I guess I’m just trying to say I love you, and I hope you forgive me. I’m sorry that I had to spill everything here, now, when you are supposed to be having fun. Now if you don’t mind, I am going to run to the restroom, and when I get back, we can finish this convo.” I nodded my head as she got up and took off to the bathroom.
Not even a minute after my mom left, someone sat down in her seat. A young man, probably my age or a bit older.
“Umm?” I was sort of at a loss for words.
“I’ll get up when your mom gets back, or sister, not sure who she is to you.” Was he really going to pull that line? My mom wasn’t even here to receive that pick-up line.
“Oh, okay. And she’s my mom.” I glared out the window. I didn’t know what to say to a stranger.
“Your poem was really good. I think it started something like ‘a year from yesterday?’” Out of my peripheral vision, I could tell he was looking at me. I hadn’t said anything in reply, so he continued on. “That Jasper kid is a real douche. Don’t ever let a douche guy get to you.” He totally was hitting on me.
“Really,” I paused, then continued, “and how do you know he is a douche?” I mean, I wasn’t going to deny it. Jasper was a very, VERY, big douche. Who leaves someone you supposedly love like that? I scanned his face, and his eyes met mine. Or, instead looked right through mine. I pulled away and looked back out the window. I couldn’t help but turn red in the face. I sensed movement and went to look back at him, but he was gone. I looked around and didn’t see him anywhere. Shortly after, I saw Mom walking again, and she smiled as she caught my gaze.
“Okay, those papers I have to drop off don’t need to be dropped off until we’re on our way back.” Mom looked at me and smiled. “So where do you want to start first?”
“I was thinking the mall, or maybe a vintage store on the way there. That’d be cool, too. Although I don’t know where any are.” We started walking toward the city, almost as if we had communicated mentally or something.
“Well, maybe we can continue to walk around and find some if you’re able to? I can ask around?” Mom is already on her phone. I don’t know what she does on there, but if for some reason she lost her phone, I think she’d have a panic attack, or worse.
“Sounds good, Mom.” I ended the conversation; I’d prefer not continue to talk to someone who’s not listening one-hundred percent of the time.
“Oh, hey, look at that store,” My mom pointed out to me. I think the best way to describe a store like that was ‘hell, with glitter.’ As we neared, I noticed the store just past it, Retold and Resold. A little vintage shop, just my style. 
“Look at the one just past it, Mom, I think I want to go in there!” I even surprised myself with the amount of excitement in my voice.
“Oh, but what about that little store, right there? See it? Cilver?” But she pronounced it like “silver.” Even the name of that store sounded revolting. It’s not that I don’t like girly stuff. I just don’t ever find anything I actually want; most of the clothes were far too revealing for me to wear comfortably.
“You can go in there, while I go into Retold and Resold. I promise it’s okay.” I gave her my best no-honestly-it’s-okay smile.
“Well, okay. If you get done before I do, meet me in Cilver.” And she headed on in, as did I.
“Welcome to our store! If you have any questions, please feel free to ask.” The store employee greeted me and handed me a basket. I took a look around, rummaging through some books. When I got to the clothes rack, I found the most beautiful black sunhat, and the loveliest black lace dress to go with it. It dipped down a bit in the back, but not too much. The sleeves came down three-fourths of the way, and the dress ended just above the knee. Finally, I found a dress I was entirely in love with. I found a cute pair of bug-eyed sunglasses, an old-school Fall Out Boy band shirt, and some simple sweatpants I couldn’t resist buying. At the register, I pulled out my wallet and noticed a folded piece of paper loose at the bottom. As I grabbed it and unfolded it, the other two-hundred dollars came out that I had refused from my dad. Inside the paper was a note my dad had written:


Oriana,
I gave you four hundred and noticed you only took two, I am assuming that was done on purpose. Stop worrying about how much money your mom and I have. We are the parents, and you are the child. We can afford to take you shopping for clothes. Don’t fret. I love you, my beautiful daughter of mine. Have fun today.
Love, Dad

I tried not to tear up.
“Your total will be thirty-two fifty.” The sales clerk said, not knowing that she had just interrupted a critical moment for me.
“Wow—thirty-two for the shirt, dress, hat, sweats, and glasses?” It seemed like a damned good deal. I dug around in my wallet for fifty cents and passed the money to the cashier. For some reason, I have always enjoyed paying in exact change.
“Yeah since this is a second-hand store, the clothes have to be cheap if we want to sell anything.” As she bagged my clothes, mom walked in with some bags of her own from Cilver.
“Hey, perfect timing, Mom.” I grabbed my bag and change and led the way out. “What did you end up getting?” I asked.
“Well, I know you don’t like glitter, but I got you the cutest black glittery shoes! They were on sale, too!” I cringed at the word ‘glitter.’ I mean, how do you put on your game face with no warning? She stopped to pull out the shoes. They were actually cute. It wasn’t like bright glitter, but a legit black glitter over black-colored sneakers.
“Oh my goodness, Mom, you picked me out something I would actually wear, and honestly, those would go great with the new outfit I just got!” I beamed, and so did my mom. We were clicking for once, and it was enjoyable.
The rest of the day went off pretty swell. I bought a few more items, and some bras, because, you know, what girl doesn’t need more bras?
“Shit,” My mom said as she answered her phone. Damn thing, it’s been going off nonstop all day. But I guess that’s what happens when you become an adult.
“Well that just sucks.” My mom raised her voice and angrily tossed her phone in her bag.
“What does?” I didn’t look up as I spoke. It had just started to sprinkle, and I watched the raindrops hit the sidewalk cement, then slowly fade until another hit.
“I just got called into the office.”
“Are you going home first?” I looked at her, not even sure what I should expect in reply.
“Can you ride the train home alone?” She shuffled through her bags, what she was looking for was beyond me.
“Mom, I’m going to be eighteen in less than a year; riding a train alone is the least of my worries.” I tried to make it sound as playful as I could.
“Oh, well, okay then, because if I get to work now, I can make it home at a decent hour.” She checked her phone. “I love you, Oriana, thank you for such a wonderful day!”
“I love you, too. See you later.” Mom kissed me on the cheek and signaled for a taxi. I waited until she got in, then started walking toward the train depot. As I arrived, the rain picked up, so I was thankful I could stay dry once I got under the canopy. “When does the train back to Salem leave?” I asked the lady behind the window, she rolled her eyes and did some clicking on the computer.
“Just missed it, you’ve got two hours,” and she left the window.
I looked down at my phone and saw it was already 7:45 at night. My stomach let out an embarrassing growl, helping me decide to use the spare time I had left to find something to eat. After all, having an actual appetite was a rarity for me. I turned back toward the door and saw the pouring rain. “Damn it,” I muttered and pushed open the door.
I walked as quickly as I could and found the nearest food joint. Mama’s and Papa’s. I think Italian will do just fine. As I walked in, I was confronted by the most lovely aroma. Sweet garlic and butter. It made my mouth water, and my stomach hollered again, reminding me fumes do not feed. “Hi, umm…” I looked up at the menu. What to get, what to get? “…I actually don’t know.” I looked at the cashier. It was the boy from the train.
“Well, well, what have I got here?” He smiled some stupid, charming smile. Stupid. But handsome.
“I don’t know what to get.” Come on, poker face, Oriana.
“You like cheese pizza? I swear, we got the best in Boston.” He smiled again. Wow, he has beautiful teeth.
“Uh, yeah… one slice, and a medium coke, please.” I smiled, not in a flirty way, but in a sort of thank-you type of smile.
“It’s on the house, gorgeous.” He winked, set the empty cup on the counter, and went into the kitchen. I grabbed my drink and went to the drink fountain, filled it up, and sat near a window. The store was quite empty. A few teenagers came in, and as soon as they got to the counter, they left. All of a sudden, the cashier bolted out of the kitchen and through the front door, running. The teenagers took off as well, like the employee was after them.
He came back in moments later, covered in a mixture of sweat and water. He had a slight cut from the corner of his eye, and it looked as though the bruising was already getting worse. Slowly, he walked over to me and tossed my wallet on the table.
“You should probably keep this in your bag, or at least close to you. I don’t know if they took anything. I tried to catch them as fast as I could, but one of them sucker-punched me.”
“Oh my god, you didn’t have to—” I stopped talking and realized I had only spent one fifty out of the four hundred. I tore open my wallet, and all of it was gone. “No, no, no. Please, oh my god no, how the hell am I getting home? What now? Shit, shit, shit.” I looked up at the young man. “Thank you, sorry.” I whipped out my phone and immediately dialed my mom. No answer. Redialed. No answer. Again and again. Then my dad. No answer. “Seriously, what is the point of having a phone if you don’t answer it?” I said out loud out of pure frustration. I looked out the window, watching it rain. I started panicking. I’m going to have to sleep on a park bench tonight. I’m going to get kidnapped. Oh my god. I don’t even know where my mom works.
“Dinner is served.” The guy said as he set two cheese pizza slices down. 
“I only ordered one slice,” as I looked up at him.
“Well, seeing as I got sucker-punched for your wallet, I figured you could at least keep me company. I’m off now, and I’m hungry.” He took the food tray into the back and came out just a few seconds later without it, and he had also taken his apron off while he was back there.
“How did you know they took it?” I asked him. 
“We’ve got camera monitors in the back.” He said as he began taking bites of his pizza.
“Wait, so were you just watching me?”
“Yes—well, I had to keep an eye on the counter while I was back there—now eat,” he said, and I obeyed. I needed strength if I was going to walk back to Salem.
After I downed a bit of the food and half of my drink, I decided to break the silence.
“What’s your name?” I asked. Suddenly aware that we’d met twice now, and I was sure he knew my name, yet I had no clue who he was.
“Why?” He said.
“Well, you’re sitting here at my table, eating dinner. It’s only appropriate.”
“Alistair.” He breathed out between bites. I was pretty sure he wasn’t even breathing between mouthfuls, but whatever.
“Well, thank you, Alistair.” I took a few more bites and glared out the window.
“Come on.” He stood up and threw his plate away. “You done?”
“Yeah, but where are we going?” I said as I watched him toss my plate in the trash as well.
“I’m going to pay for your ride back to Salem, since I need to catch the train as well. But we have forty-three minutes, and I have something to show you.” He ran into the back and came out with an umbrella. “Here.” And he handed it to me.
“Oh, thanks.” I grabbed it, and out the door, we went.
We walked for about fifteen minutes before either of us spoke.
“Is that the Museum of Science?” I ogled at the beautiful building.
“Yeah, maybe I’ll take you there one day.” He smiled at me. We came to the Charles River, which ran through the town; I watched him sit down on the wet bench, and he motioned for me to take the place next to him. I shrugged, sat down, and stared out at the water. The moon shone through the cracks in the clouds.
“I don’t know what compels me to you. I don’t get why I can’t stop thinking about you. I’ve seen you a few times. And then you disappeared for a bit, but when I saw you again at Méllo the other night, all the feelings came roaring back.” He looked down and fumbled his thumbs. “And then you took the train at the same time as me, and you walked into the restaurant I work at just before I get off. I’m a firm believer in fate. I know it sounds lame, but I think fate brought you to me, and I can’t let it slip through my fingers again.”
I couldn’t believe he was just spilling his guts to me here. I couldn’t look up at him right away, so I only focused on my feet and nervously played with my hair. “You can believe what you want, but due to events in my life, fate sucks. I mean, fate split my family up. Fate decided I was supposed to be sick. Fate hasn’t done much for me. You can prove me wrong, or not.” I looked up at Alistair. He didn’t move, literally, he wasn’t even moving. He was just staring off into space. Then he started shaking and groaning. He grabbed my hand instinctively, and fell to the ground before I could even process what just happened. He started convulsing, and his eyes rolled back. I got on my knees and dialed 911.
“Hello?! Yeah, yeah, umm… my friend… I think he’s having a seizure… I think, please help! What do I do?” I was shaking and involuntarily crying now.
“Ma’am, please stay calm, where are you?” I looked around; I hadn’t paid attention to where he was taking me.
“We’re along a river, near the Museum of Science,” I said as fast as I could.
“Okay ma’am, I need you to roll your friend to the side and loosen anything around his neck. Don’t hold him down, as he could injure you or himself. Move anything potentially dangerous away. Does he have any medical issues?” I rolled Alistair to his side; his eyes were rolled back into his head. The only thing nearby was the bench, but I was between it and where Alistair was. I couldn’t move. “I—I—I don’t know, I—I don’t think so.” Stammering and crying—the two things I was good at.
“Ma’am, please stay calm.” I didn’t understand how she could sound so emotionless at a time like this.
“I know, I’m sorry, it’s just that he’s lying on the ground. I feel so helpless.” I felt like I was yelling through my tears.
“Alright, the ambulance should be arriving any time now, and I am going to stay on the phone with you until they arrive, alright?” That was the first time I sensed any compassion from the operator. Moments passed. It seemed like forever, but when I looked at my phone for the time, I saw it had really only been about four minutes.
“I hear them now, I’m going to hang up so I can flag them down.” I told her and hung up before she could object.
“Over here! Please, he’s over here!” I was waving, crying, and yelling. I was causing a scene, but I didn’t care. I looked over, and Alistair had stopped shaking. I ran over and laid my head on his chest and listened. He was still alive.
“Hi, my name is Edon,” he said as they strapped Alistair to the stretcher. “Are you his wife?” He added. I knew from experience that if I said no, they wouldn’t let me see him or even go with him. And as cold and heartless as it sounded, I couldn’t be alone and stranded.
“Umm, yeah.” Hopefully, it was believable. I looked around and saw the crowd of people who had gathered around to watch, as if it was their only source of entertainment. The paramedic eyeballed me and swiftly turned back to his team. They strapped him down, and I followed as they wheeled him to the ambulance.
“The hell are you all looking at? Go away! God.” I had been unaware of how irritated the people made me feel until I got claustrophobic and unable to move, due to the pathetic bystanders with no respect for personal space. My whole body was aching with pain.
Two hours later, and it was eleven in the evening. My phone had died, of course. And Alistair was sound asleep. I kept flipping through the channels, and there was absolutely nothing on, but you sort of expect that at hospitals. I shut the TV off and walked over to his bedside.
“Alistair, if you can hear me, I’m going to see if I can find a phone or a charger. Something to let my dad know where I am. I will be right back, I promise.” I left his bedside and started walking down the hall. I stopped by the front desk. The older lady looked up at me and slid the window open.
“Can I help you?” Not only are hospitals cold, but nine times out of ten, even the people sound oddly dead.
“Uh, yeah, is there a phone somewhere nearby that I could use? Mine sort of died, and I have no charger… or money.” Because a teenager stole it and punched the hell out of Alistair.
“Come around back, and you can use mine, dear.” She might sound cold, but she seemed nice.
I dialed the number. Not only was I terrified of what my dad was going to say, I was far more terrified of what the people here would do if they found out I was not actually Alistair’s wife.
“Dad?” The phone picked up on the first ring.
“Oh my god, Oriana, where are you!?” It was my mom.
“Why are you at Dad’s? I tried calling you guys both hours ago. My cell’s dead, so I couldn’t call earlier.” I tried to avoid the whole ‘where are you’ question.
“Because I swung by to drop off the shoes, and when I got there, you still weren’t home. I was in the office, and your dad was asleep. Where are you, sweetie?” The question again.
“Don’t freak out. I ran into a friend, got my wallet stolen, my friend ran after the kids who stole it, then the guy who stole my wallet hit him in the head, and now we’re at the hospital because it gave him a seizure. I think.” Saying it out loud made it sound three hundred times worse. “But we’re okay. He’s okay. Once he wakes up, we're going to head home if the hospital discharges him. If not, I will call you.” I tried my best to reassure her that everything was in fact okay.
“Oriana, I am so sorry, I shouldn’t have prioritized work. It was our day, and if I hadn’t left you, this wouldn’t have happened.” She sounded sincere.
“Mom. Honestly, it’s okay. I’m going to go back and check on him. I will talk to you soon.” I looked at the woman who let me use the phone, she nodded, and I hung up and passed the phone back to her.
“Thank you so much, honestly.” I smiled my best smile.
“Married and you still report to your mother?” She smiled and winked.
“Yeah, we’re really close.” I turned around and began to walk back to the room.
“Secret’s safe here, if you need anything, ask me, sweetie.” And she turned back to the window to help another person. When I got back to the room, the TV was on. The doctor walked out and smiled as he passed. Almost like a silent “hello.” Alistair was sitting up watching the news, and he looked at me with a confused expression on his face.
“I thought you left. I woke up and you were gone.” He looked so sad, I couldn’t help but feel bad.
“After what you just put me through, I wouldn’t leave so easily.” I smiled, hoping the lighter vibes would cheer him up.
“So what happened? I know you don’t believe in fate, but you didn’t have to kill me to prove fate sucks.” He cracked his boyish grin. I walked over and sat in the chair beside his bed.
“No, the idiot who stole my wallet had to have done this to you. Still proving my point on fate sucking. Because if I hadn’t been there, you wouldn’t be here.” Yes, thank god for logic.
“But. I had the pleasure of feeling you lay your head on my chest, and that alone was worth it.” I turned bright red. The nurse came in and messed with his I.V., and gave him some pills.
“What? No. I only did that because I thought you stopped breathing, it meant nothing. Honestly. I swear. How do you even remember that? You couldn’t tell me you were alive, but you sure as hell remember me laying my head on you. Figures.” His smile faded and I soon realized how rude that sounded. “Wait, no, don’t get me wrong, you had a seizure, so shit happens, and I was crying and screaming. You suck.” I avoided his eyes and glanced up at the TV I could feel him still beaming at me. “What?” I snapped back at him without looking away.
He smiled in a sleepy gaze. “Oriana, you’re beautiful.” I turned back to him. I didn’t reply, but he ended up passing out before I had a chance anyway. I hadn’t stopped looking at him. He had a sort of mystique about him. He was muscular, not in a beefy-meathead sort of way, but more like a firm, “I will keep you safe,” sort of way. He had a nice jawline, and a tuft of hair slicked back on his head. The sides are short, but not too short. I noticed that as I was admiring him, he began to smile with his eyes closed.
“Like what you see?” He said. His voice had an utterly full-of-it tone, even with his eyes still shut.
“No.” I tried to cover up the fact that he’d caught me. I snapped my gaze back up at the television, and before long, the doctor showed up. Alistair pretended he was still asleep.
“The paramedic stated that you are his wife? Hello. I’m Emrick, his doctor. Here are some papers to look over. When he wakes up, you can have him sign it, and you two are free to go.” The doctor handed me the papers as I nodded, then he winked at me and walked out. Ugh. I hate doctors.
“Wife?” Alistair said from behind me.
I turned around. Half joking, I answered, “Shut. Up.”
“Oh, no, I take you being my wife as the ultimate confidence boost. If you’re my wife, not only must I be one sexy mo-fo to score someone like you, but for someone like you to put up with an idiot like me, damn, I got lucky!” He is. So. Corny.
“Not lucky. No ring on this finger.” I held up my left hand and tossed his papers to him with the right. Before I knew it, the doctor was back and ready to send us on our way.
“Mr. Elysium, after the results of the CAT scan, we can confirm that this seizure should be a one-time thing. We’re still trying to figure out what happened. If you feel dizzy, or have another seizure, call 911 as soon as possible. Mrs. Elysium,” insert red face, and a smile from Alistair, “Keep an eye on him. And you might want to get him some clothes. Due to the emergency response, they cut off your clothes. So you have none to wear home. I hope all is well.”
“Thank you, Doctor.” They shook hands and he gave me a little wave as he walked out the door. He was quite young and handsome for a doctor.
“What are you going to do about clothes?” I couldn’t help but giggle.
“More like what’s my wife going to do?” and he winked. I then remembered I had a Fall Out Boy shirt and some sweats he could wear. Maybe. I walked over to my bags and got them out for him.
“Here, try these.” I turned and faced the wall. “I literally got them today,”
“You’re the best.” I heard him get up and move around. I heard some grunts, but hopefully, it was only because he was trying to balance, not squeeze into my clothes. “Done.” I turned around and burst into tears laughing. My FOB shirt was more than tight, and my sweats said love down the side. What a sight for sore eyes.
“Well, love, shall we head home?” I smiled. He rolled his eyes and grabbed his few things, and off we went.
We took a taxi to the depot and sat for a few minutes ‘til the train arrived. The whole time, we barely talked. Just watched. And watched. I didn’t have a problem with it, in fact, it was peaceful people watching with someone else.
Alistair walked me up to my front door. I couldn’t help but hate that he had to go, and at the same time, I was grateful to be home. I hadn’t been this tired in ages.
“Thank you.” I looked at Alistair.
“I told you. Fate. Believe in it.” He smiled and grabbed my hand. There are so many things wrong with fate, though. Fate gave me this pain. Fate is trying to kill me, it is the reason I can’t get into a relationship, because I’d rather not deal with the pity or the arguments. The longer I thought about it, the more I realized how I couldn't be in a relationship. And right then, he leaned in to kiss me, but I turned my cheek.
“Alistair. I can’t.” I pulled my arm out of Alistair’s grip and ran inside my house.
“Oriana?” My dad called out. 
“Hey Dad, sorry, going to bed. Can we talk tomorrow?” He better say yes. I want nothing more than to forget it all.
“Okay Ana, goodnight.” He peeked around the corner and I took off upstairs. It really sucks. Today, last night. All of the above. I’d felt closer to average in the past eight hours than I had for the past year. And all I could think about was how I couldn't even have an actual relationship til I get cleared. If I ever get cleared. I am not usual, in fact, I am unusual. I have something seriously wrong with me, and no one can figure it out. If for some awful reason we started dating and fate stepped in and caused a supernova, I couldn’t bear knowing I was going to hurt the ones I love. I’m going to bed. I’m going to sleep it off. I hate fate. I hate it all.
I woke in the morning with a sort of hangover. Not the typical type where you were drinking the night before and pass out on the toilet, but the kind you get when you’ve cried yourself to sleep with your hair plastered to your cheeks and mascara smeared all over your face and your pillow. It’s an icky feeling, that’s for sure. I laid in bed staring at the ceiling, wondering what I should do. I didn’t want to get out of bed, I didn’t want to do anything, really. And that’s what I ended up doing. Absolutely nothing.
I stayed in bed all weekend. I must have overdone it, because I felt horribly weak, even though my parents stopped by on occasion with nourishment and support. I did break out my notebook and I wrote a few pieces, though, trying to brainstorm for the next poetry reading at the Méllo. Nothing I was writing was worthy of sharing, in fact, most of them were depressing poems about how pathetic life is.
I almost scared myself walking past the bathroom mirror Monday morning. My hair was beyond fixable, and my makeup was literally everywhere, forehead, chin, arm. Don’t know how I did it, but it takes talent to look that bad. I tied my messy hair up on top of my head and dragged my fingers under my eyelids, wiping away the little bits of makeup that had run down my face. I made my way to the kitchen, yawning and stretching as I stepped in. Dad was sitting down, reading the paper. A pink box of donuts sat in front of him.
“Good morning.” I said, sitting down. I didn’t feel hungry today.
“Morning, Oriana.” He didn’t look up from the paper.
“Sorry about staying in bed all weekend, Dad.” It took me a bit to spit the words out, but it took my dad even longer to reply.
“It’s fine, I just worry, though. I was hoping you were finally getting out and returning to the normal world, then you go and lock yourself away in your bedroom. I know you don’t want to talk about that night, and that’s okay, kids will be kids.” He paused. “You’re just lucky your friend called me over the weekend and filled me in on the details, or else you would not have been left alone. But next time, please make sure you let us know what’s going on.” He sighed, and I think I saw a few new gray hairs.
I couldn’t help but wonder if Alistair phoned my dad, or how he knew my number. “I told Mom what happened, and I figured you two would communicate about it. But okay. Sorry dad. Trust me, I’m going to start carrying my phone charger around with me. But I do feel bad. I only spent like a hundred-fifty of the four hundred. Some idiots snagged my wallet. They took the money before my friend could get my wallet back.” I felt guilty, not only because I had intended to come home with some extra money, but because I had already felt guilty in the beginning for even taking the money. And then on top of it, he had to hear about the weekend from everyone but me.
“I’m just glad you’re okay. I know this is a bad time, as this morning seems to be going well so far, but you have another doctor’s appointment today. Your mom has asked to take you.” He smiled at me, but I could tell its forced.
“Oh, yeah. Okay. Thanks. I’ll go get ready.” I stood up and went to my room. I felt as though my feet were ripped out from below me. I had spent so much time trying to forget about the up-and-coming blood test that I had forgotten entirely. And my mom’s taking me. Which is a first, and a nerve wrecking first at that.



THREE.
“You can’t just hide inside the car. Your appointment is right now. You’re going to miss it. I hope you’re happy.” Mom slammed the car door shut and stormed off into the hospital. It wasn’t like I didn’t want to move. It was more like I couldn’t, my legs were shaking so bad. I already felt like vomiting. If I fail to find answers… or get even weaker, and honestly, all the side effects from the drugs they use, scare me. But the one thing at the top of the list is, what if the blood transfusion doesn’t work? What if I go through months of torture, only to still die? I’d like to say I would hate it, and I’d be pissed. But if that does happen, I’d be dead, so it’s not like I can do anything about it. I mustered up what strength I had and opened the door. I made my way inside and saw my mom sitting there with her face in her hands.
“Mom, let’s go, please.” She looked up; she had been crying. But she stood up and wiped her tears, and led me through the hospital. We checked in at the front desk. The woman who’d let me use her phone when I was here with Alistair walked up to my mom and me.
“Hello deary, this way.” She led us into a room with large chairs, five of them, to be exact. One of them taken by a bald elderly woman, who appeared to be sleeping. I think.
Doctor Emrick was arguing with another doctor, I was assuming from the white coat she wore. He glanced at me and began walking over, followed by the other doctor, who quickly caught up, starting to speak before he could get the chance.
“My name is Accalia, and we think we have found an abnormality in your blood.” She glanced down at the papers.
With a smile, Doctor Emrick added on, “So we will need to run a few more tests, but I’m almost certain it’s nothing.” As they left, a nurse came in and told me I’d be here for about two hours. He hooked me up to machines and gave me a blanket and a thermos of water with the hospital logo on the side.
“I’m so sorry, honey,” my mom said to me with tears in her eyes.
“Mom, don’t cry please, I don’t want to cry, and if you do, then there’s no doubt that I will, too. It’s always a chain reaction with crying. If you want to talk a walk, honestly, it’s okay.” I looked at her. Not hiding any emotion, I just don’t need her crying. I understand—her daughter is going through so much, and it hurts, but I’m the one going through it all. Take a hike.
“Okay, I’m going to go get myself some water.” I started to watch the TV, and after about five minutes or so, I decided to just close my eyes and focus on other things. I heard the door open again, and I just assumed it was my mom—or so I thought. I kept my eyes shut, because either way, I really didn’t want a conversation.
I had drifted into sleep sometime shortly after the weather report sounded off on the TV, only waking up when the nurse checked my pulse.
“Good afternoon, Oriana. You are all done today! Just have your mom schedule you for another appointment.” She unplugged me, and I sat there trying to wake up. When I officially came to, I realized my mom was holding my arm. I smiled at her politely and started to stand up, but then I saw a guy in a hoodie sitting next to the drink machine. Something felt off about him, because he wasn’t visibly with anyone for moral support, nor was he hooked up to any machines. I was just getting a weird vibe off of him. He noticed I was looking at him, and looked as shocked as I was. He quickly stood up and awkwardly walked out.
“Are you okay?” My mom asked me, aware of how I had picked up my pace.
“Yeah mom, just—” I wasn’t in the mood for lying, or covering anything up, “—I thought someone was watching me.”
“Oh, I wish I‘d have known; I would have told security.” She grabbed my hand and gave it a light squeeze. We walked out and got into the car. I didn’t realize how tired I still was—the car ride seemed like it was going to take forever. As we pulled into the driveway, my mom looked to me.
“Are you feeling okay?” She fixed the hood on the back of my sweatshirt.
“Just tired. Would it be alright if you filled Dad in on what went on today? I don’t think I have the energy to even stand at this point.” I opened the door, and in one slow, but seemingly fast motion, I swung my legs out and stood up. I took a deep breath, trying to slow down the dizzy head rush, and started walking.
“Of course Oriana, no worries, you go rest up.” I took that free pass and went up to bed.
I laid down and closed my eyes. I wasn’t really focusing on much. Kind of like a zen state, empty. And then I thought of the guy in the hoodie, and the shocked look on his face when he stood up and walked out.
And then the word fate popped into my mind. That stupid four-letter word that’s cursed me and blessed me. A short word that has the most challenging meaning to anyone with a complicated life. Fate will always be questioned. Like ghosts, no one knows for sure whether they’re here. Some things thicken our belief and some things dissolve them. The question is, why fate keeps on bringing Alistair to me. I’m sick. And tired.
I would often forget what throwing up felt like. My immune system used to be so impeccable, I’d end up going months and months without getting sick. But now, I was throwing up from the intense pain that was always coursing through my body. I spent the next day in bed. It was a fog, a blur, and I didn’t realize I had slept (and hurled) away the day until my dad came in with dinner. But lucky me, I got soup. Nasty, bitter soup. Not even a delicious homemade family secret recipe. Instead, I get the canned left-in-the-pantry-so-long-dust-covers-the-top soup. But it’s the thought that counts, right?
“Where’s Mom?” I pulled myself up to a sitting position. Boy, do I feel weak.
“She went home—well not home, because technically this is her home, but she went to her other place.” My dad should realize that I know he’s avoiding something when he rambles on.
“Why?” I slurped at my dusty soup,
“Because—I shouldn’t be telling you this, and she asked me not to—I feel as though you should know, but your mother had to take another break from all of this. Your pain, the throwing up, weakness. I know you’re the one going through this. But your mother and I are dealing with this, too. Our daughter is seriously ill. It’s nothing like when you were little and got a stomach bug, so you’d curl up in bed with us and feel better in a few days.” He looked at the ceiling, presumably to blink back the tears. He let out a hefty sigh. “I guess what I’m saying is, please don’t be mad at her, it is hard for all of us, sweetie. She just dove in too deep and too fast.” Dad grabbed the tray he had used to bring me dinner, kissed me on the forehead, and left the room.
“I love you!” I hollered after him as loudly as I could, which ended up sounding like a weird version of my voice.
“I love you too.” He popped his head in and out of my room quickly. I smiled and set my bowl aside. I laid back in bed, feeling a bit stronger—not physically, but mentally at least. Like some sort of fog had been lifted. And then I found inspiration for my next poem, so I grabbed my notebook and pen, and I wrote. I wrote with such fury and such passion that some of the feelings passing through my head, I would not even be able to fathom into spoken words accurately. I wrote on and on, until my eyelids burned and I had to stop writing, because my words were getting confused and my fingers started to forget how to write things.






FOUR.
Thursday came faster than I could have hoped for. I wrote something I was so excited to share at Méllo. I had butterflies like I’d never had before. I admit, I was tempted to stay in, almost like ‘why should I go out of my comfort zone? I am perfectly happy and perfectly content in the confines of my own room.’ But the main reason I didn’t want to go was that I didn’t want to risk the chance of running into Alistair. I still feel like hell, and of course, I’m in pain, and I don’t want that to change how anyone looks at me. The last thing I need is sympathy cheering. It took me a bit to get dressed. I tried to look my best, and to hide the paleness. I ended up wearing a long, dark red shirt with some leggings. I straightened my hair a bit, but left it mostly wild, put on some mascara, and flew to the door.
“You’re going out?” My dad peeked in from the front room. I swear, my dad can hear better than a blind man.
“Yeah, tonight’s open mic at Méllo. I told you last week remember?” This conversation needed to be over before I began to run late.
“Oh yeah—you can use the car if you’d like…” He offered.
I tried my hardest not to act surprised. “Thank you Dad, that would be really nice. Are you sure you don’t need it?” Inside, I was hoping he wouldn’t say no.
“Nope, not going anywhere tonight. Have fun, honey.” And just like that, he popped his head back out of the room as I grabbed the keys off the counter, and out the door, I went.
Méllo was a bit more packed than last time. All the seats are full, so I stood in the back, watching people come and go. Some people read poems, some acting, a few sang; it was lovely. No one booed, no one was mean. I noticed I was sweating, so I ran off to the restroom to freshen up. The last thing I wanted was to run out on stage looking like a wet fish. On my way, I felt something strange fall over me, I suddenly felt weak and flush. I looked up in time to notice that same hooded boy from the hospital walk past me. He brushed against my shoulder, and it sent cold chills down my spine. By the time I made it to the bathroom, I was out of breath. It must be the closeness of everyone. I am okay—hot, and a bit exhausted, but I am okay. I blotted the sweat and walked out. The stage was empty, so I figured, Hell, why not? As I made my way to the stairs, I managed to make eye contact with Alistair. My luck is amazing. I got to the mic and made a quick scan for him, but either he’d left, or I’d imagined him.
“Umm hello, my name is Oriana, and this is an original piece, titled ‘Fate.’” I unfolded my poem and noticed my vision was a bit fuzzy. I blinked it away and went on.
“There are many important four-letter words.” My vision kept messing up. What the heck is wrong with me? “Love, hope, faith, and then there are words that are terrifying: liar, risk, fate.” Suddenly it was like I was stuck on a tilt-a-whirl. I felt my face flush, and my legs went weak. I started falling away; I felt myself fading in and out. I saw the lights turn off, and I heard gasping as I felt myself collide into someone; that someone caught me. As much as I tried to fight it, I couldn’t. I heard my name somewhere, then someone checking for a pulse on my neck. I was able to open my eyes enough to see the person holding me: Jasper.
As I awoke, I replayed the thoughts in my head, trying to put together the exact reason I was laying here in a hospital room. I looked out the window and saw that the sun had come back out. The sky was beautiful and blue, with not a cloud in sight. I stared out the window for a while, until I realized I was in fact staring. I looked around the room and saw a vase with baby’s breath and a hellebore. Until the pain became too much for me, my favorite thing growing up had been gardening, so whoever got them for me knew me pretty well. The vase was too far away for me to see who it was from, and I was hooked up to the I.V., so I couldn’t just walk on over and see for myself. I started to get worried after a minute or so had passed without a doctor or nurse making an appearance, so I decided to rest my eyes as I drifted into sleep.
As I awoke, I kept my eyes shut so I could hear what the doctors were saying without them knowing I was awake. I listened to my mother’s voice as she mumbled and then gasped. Then there was shuffling and movement, but I couldn’t tell what was going on. I opened my eyes finally and put on my best ‘mmh-I-just-woke-up-and-no-I-didn’t-hear-anything’ face.
“Hey,” I said. I looked around the room. My dad was the only one in the room, as usual, although I was positive I’d heard my mom.
“Hey, sweetie.” My dad swiftly moved to my bedside.
“What’s even going on? “I replied.
“Well, you passed out, kiddo,” he stated.
“I figured that much, but why? And how long have I been in here?” I was slightly irritated and extremely drowsy.
“About eighteen hours and they’re not sure. The doctors are checking the scans and results.” He looked down. “That boy who caught you is still in the hallway. As your father, it doesn’t make me happy. But because he was able to reach us so fast, I at least owe him the opportunity to come in to see you. That is, if it’s okay with you.”
And… cue heart failure. Well not really, but I’d collapsed, and here I am in a hospital gown. Is Jasper outside? Why does he even care? I can’t just fall again for a guy who’d broken me so severely.
“Umm… yeah, sure, thank you.” I pushed myself up. It was a struggle. I felt so weak. I watched my dad walk to the door, say something, and when he turned, I could see who it was. It wasn’t Jasper; it was Alistair.
My father leaned into me and whispered, “Oriana, I am your father and have been with you almost every day for the past seventeen and a half years. I know leaving my beautiful baby girl in this hospital room with a kid who has a thing for you is a stupid move on my part, but I know it will make you happy. I guess what I’m trying to say is—don’t be afraid to be happy. Just be careful, and keep your wall up. We still don’t know him too well. I want you to make sure that no matter what, you are happy. I love you so much.” He half-heartedly smiled at me and walked out of the room without another word.
Enter Alistair.
“Hey,” he said as he finished walking into the room and stood at the end of my bed. He looked more handsome than I last remembered. His blond hair was messy and loose; his eyes were bright and blue like the sky after rain. He had the perfect smile. His lips looked so effortlessly soft. For some reason, I felt deeply connected to him, and at the same time I couldn’t help but feel completely disconnected.
“Hi,” I replied back.
“How are you feeling?” He shifted. “May I sit down?”
I nodded and watched him sit on the chair next to my bed. “I’m fine, I think—not really sure what even happened or why.”
“I think I do.” He responded quickly.
“Wait, what? How would you even know?” I was kind of confused.
“I wasn’t going to have this conversation with you, at least I wasn’t planning on it. But before I start, I need you to save all of the questions ‘til the end, okay?” He waited for my approval. My heart fluttered in my chest. I didn’t even know what to expect.
“O—o—okay…” I stuttered like an idiot. But I was sort of at a loss for words.
“Oriana, you and I are not alike. And when I say not alike, I don’t mean male versus female, or tall and short. I mean I am not mortal. Well, not completely.”
I couldn’t help but wonder if the pain meds were making me hallucinate this right now.
He continued. “I mean at one point in time, I was an angel. I know, right now you probably think you’re not thinking clearly. I will prove this to you in a minute, but back to what happened to you. I didn’t know it at first. I mean this one hundred percent, I felt an instant connection to you. I still don’t know why, as I have never felt this before, but I do. I had first seen you in Méllo. But I also saw something of a conflict going on between you and Jasper. At first, I thought it meant nothing, but after I saw you faint, I realized he was up to something. I took a look at it, and I, of course, found out he isn’t human either—he is like me in a way. Fallen. When we had been cast out of heaven, some of us stayed light, and some wandered into the dark. Jasper is what we call a henchman. Lately, Lucifer has been having one of them do his bidding. His name is Micha, and he hath more fury than Hell. He has been on the hunt to hurt anyone and everyone. He commands an army of henchmen, which Jasper is involved with. And if you’re wondering, yes, he may be the one causing your pain,” He looked at me, and he was shaking. “You may ask questions now.”
“What—how do you expect me to believe this? Are you crazy?” Alistair stood up and began walking to the door. “No, don’t lea—”
“I’m shutting the door.” He stopped me and began to pull his shirt off. I was confused already, but seeing him shirtless took it to a whole different level.
“What are you doing?” I dared to ask.
“Close your eyes.” I did as he asked, I felt him sit on the bed next to me. He grabbed my hands and placed them on his back, at his fairly large gashes. “Okay, open your eyes now,” and when I did, I gasped. Never before had I seen scars that gruesome. I traced my fingers lightly down them and felt him take a deep breath. “These are where my wings should come out. I’d show them to you, but I can’t, as I was cast out of heaven.” When he said that, he had such a sad expression on his face I could have cried for him. “But I can show you this.” And he took out his pocket knife and cut a large gash into his hand.
“What the hell are you doing?!” My heart began racing. He took the blood and traced a pattern over the cut. The design emitted a beautiful glow and then faded. He showed me the wound, and it was already healed up.
“You really are an angel.” I gazed at him as he put his shirt back on.
“Yes, I am—well, I was.” He looked at me as he sat down in the chair. “Does it frighten you?”
“No, I don’t think so. Wait—so Jasper is one of you?”
“No, he is nothing like us. He was never good, to begin with.”
“Did you know him?”
“Yes, I did, but after the fall, he disappeared. I have been following him since. That’s what brought me here.” He threw his shirt back on.
“Oh… okay… so Jasper is making me sick, what now?”
“This is the part I don’t like. I don’t know how he’s doing it, or if it really is him doing it.” He looked down at his hands.
“So we have to find Jasper?”
“No, I want you to stay away from him. Stay far away from him. Let me figure this out first.” He looked up at me and made eye contact. “You look tired. Sleep—I will be here when you wake.”
Not knowing what I should do, I decided the best way to let this all sink in was to go to sleep. I turned on my side and closed my eyes sleepily, opening my eyes and seeing the blood still on his wrist. “Will you hold my hand?” I asked. I needed to feel him. I need to make sure this was real. I felt the warmth of his hand slip into mine. My skin burned everywhere his skin touched mine. I fell back asleep with concern etched onto my face.




FIVE.
I woke up in a jolt. I was dreaming, and I don’t do that often.
“Are you okay?” Alistair asked. He hadn’t left my side, or let go of my hand.
“Yeah, sorry—nightmare.” I let go of his hand to sit up, wishing I didn’t have to.
“About what?” He seemed more worried about a nonsense dream than anyone should be.
“Now that I think of it, I don’t actually know.” He came closer to my face.
“I need you to try to think.”
I sat and closed my eyes for a moment. “I’ve got nothing.”
He sighed, and I could immediately tell I was irritating him. “Can I try?” He sat on the bed next to me.
“What do you mean?” I scooted away slightly.
“We don’t cast spells, silly. I’m only going to give you a mental nudge.” He placed his fingers on my temples.
“Close your eyes,” he ordered and I did.
My dream started to play like a movie against my eyelids. It started off in the hospital room. Everything was just as it looked if I were awake. In my dream, I was sitting up, and Jasper was sitting on my bed. We were talking, although I couldn’t hear what they're saying. Jasper leaned in to kiss me and began to climb on top of me. The real me started blushing. In the dream, I broke away from the kiss and said something, but again, it was hushed. He lay down next to me and I fell asleep. When I woke up, instead of seeing Jasper next to me, it was the hooded boy. I screamed—and he smiled. Outside of the dream, I started shaking and felt my body tense. I saw him turn and look at the real me and smile. I froze.
Alistair took his hands from my temples and pulled me into him. I started shaking—I didn’t feel safe in his arms. I felt like he was still a stranger; it made me sick.
From behind Alistair, I heard, “Oh god, umm… sorry, I—umm, are you okay?” My dad panicked.
“Hey Dad. I’m fine… I think my meds are making me have bad dreams.” I said through my tears. I couldn’t help but feel a little bit proud of the quick cover story I’d come up with. Alistair stood up and shook my dad’s hand.
“Hello, Mr. Settlers.” He moved aside and let my dad take his place beside me.
“Sorry, your name was what again? Hello, Oriana.” My dad looked at him but sat next to me.
“Alistair Elysium, sir.” He kept eye contact with my dad; I wasn’t sure if it was a good thing or not, but my dad seemed impressed.
“How old are you?” My dad was quizzing him while were in the hospital; to top it all off, my dad is questioning someone who used to be an angel. Pretty sure he knows all the correct answers, Dad.
“Just turned eighteen, sir.”
“Stop with the ‘sir,’ it makes me feel old. Thank you, Alistair, for taking care of my daughter.” My heart got fluttery. I think my dad approves of him already, and it doesn’t feel right.
“Hey Dad, know what would make this more perfect? Being at home.” I joked with him.
“That’s why I came back in here, to tell you we’re clear to leave.” He smiled and set my clothes on my bed. “Come on, Al, I’ve got a few questions to ask you while we wait for her to get dressed.” Alistair gave me a look that made me chuckle. I wanted to save him, but I wanted to leave this room even more. I got dressed and gathered my things up. When I went to pick up the flowers, I saw that Alistair had made sure to put the moon flower in a vase. I finally got a chance to read the card on the hellebore; it read, “I’ll make sure it’s fast —Micah.” I got a chill so deep to the bone I dropped the vase. It shattered into a million little pieces in one loud crash. A moment later, my dad and Alistair came rushing in.
“Are you okay?” My dad rushed at me.
“Yeah, sorry—the vase slipped out of my hand. Can you get someone to pick it up?” I asked my dad; I needed Alistair to stay behind.
“Sure thing,” and he was out the door.
“What happened?”
“This—” I handed him the card. I watched his face tense up as he read it.
“How could he have gotten in here? I don’t even understand. I am so sorry, I should have kept better watch.” He folded the card and placed it in his pocket. “I’m going to hang on to this for a bit.”
“Okay. And don’t be sorry. I am fine, still alive.” I flashed a weak smiled at him and tiptoed around the broken glass. I looked him in the eyes and grinned sarcastically. “Still believe in fate?”
“Oh, you have no idea.” He smiled at me and grabbed my things from me, and walked to the door.
“Can I get dressed first?” I motioned to the large hospital gown that is still draped on me like a shower curtain.
“Absolutely, I will be out here,” He set my bag full of clothes back on the bed and walked out.
After I got dressed and left the hospital, we arrived at home. Alistair quietly helped bring my things in the house. I watched the way his body moved—how gracefully he walked. He caught me a few times and smiled. I, on the other hand, turned as red as a poppy flower. He was wearing a grey v-neck shirt with some lovely straight cut jeans. They were faded and a bit torn, but I loved it. As I watched, I burned him into my memory. I never wanted to forget this moment. I was so confused and conflicted. I wished with all of me to love him, but I wanted to run all at the same time.
“Hey Al, you’re more than welcome to stay for dinner if you’d like.” My dad popped off as he sat on the couch. Alistair then looked at me for approval, so I nodded yes in a hurry, though part of me just wanted to go home and rest.
“Yes, please, Mr. Settlers. That would be nice.”
“Please, call me Derek” My dad opened the fridge and rummaged through it.
“Okay Dad, we’re going up to my room. I’ll leave the door open. Call me when dinner’s ready. I love you.
“I must be doing something right,” I heard my dad mumble. I grabbed Alistair’s hand and ran up to my bedroom when it struck me. My room is a disaster.
“Wait right here.” I squeezed into my room and shoved everything into my closet. I pressed the hardest I ever have to get my door to shut. I then bolted back to my door and opened it to find Alistair staring at the pictures hanging on my walls.
“This is your mom?” He pointed to the frame.
“Yeah, and that’s my dad and me of course.”
“You looked happy.” Ouch.
“I was a very happy kid. I still can be, but you know—I’m sick. It’s hard to be happy.” I looked at the picture of my parents and me, he was right. I was smiling, and it wasn’t forced. I think I was about nine, give or take a year.
“You will be happy again, I promise.” He said to me and walked into my room. He sat down on my computer chair as he looked around the room. I instantly felt under pressure.
I looked at my room as he did, too, and I noticed my bra hanging from my bedpost. I rushed over and threw it under my blanket. “Sorry.” I felt the need to apologize. I always apologize.
“For what?” He looked confused.
“I don’t know. The awkwardness.” He didn’t know this, but he and Jasper were the only boys ever to see the inside of my room.
“Never apologize for who you are. It’s what makes you who you are, what makes you unique.”
“That’s easy for you to say. You used to be an angel. Even now you’re still perfect.” The word angel felt so foreign in my mouth.
“It’s not that easy. In heaven, everything we do has to be precise and proper. As angels, we don’t eat, we communicate telepathically, and we don’t feel the effects of gravity on our bodies. We also cannot feel physical touch. How to talk like a human, and how to eat correctly, even sleeping was new, too.” He didn’t look sad the way I would imagine a fallen angel would.
“What happened? Like… why did you fall from Heaven? I mean, I would think you’d have loved it there.” I sheepishly glanced at him. He stood up and came and sat on the edge of the bed.
“I knew it was a matter of time until you asked. However, I have no way of describing what happened. I think you should take a look for yourself.”
“Oh yeah, sure—you know… if I could.” What did he expect me to do?
“You can. I just have to draw a mark on you. Remember in the hospital how I tapped into your dreams? You can tap into my memories.” He pulled out a pocket knife and my stomach leaped into my throat.
“What are you talking about? So anyone can do this?” I was confused—again.
“Only angels—before and after the fall. It seems like God at least let us keep something.”
“Well okay, what do you suggest I do?” I watched him prick his fingers with his pocket knife, drawing a mark on my hand. When he lifted his finger, my hand began to tingle, and the streak started to glow.
“Here, take your fingers and place them on my temples.” He grabbed my hands. I instantly felt a new tingling sensation. I heard him gasp.
“What is it?” I grabbed my hands back.
“That sensation. I can feel you. God allowed us to be cast out alive but under extreme circumstances. And for whatever reason, I can feel you. I don’t know why, but I can. I do not understand this. I suppose I could have just unblocked something? I don’t believe it.” I hated how I could read his eyes. He was excited, almost, happy. But something else was hiding behind his eyes; he had questions simmering.
“I don’t understand any of this, though.” I looked down at my hands. “What was going on with me?”
“I don’t know, but we can get this over with. Then we can discuss other issues. I don’t mean to seem rude, but we don’t know how long we’ve got until dinner, and the mark will fade soon.” He grabbed my hands again, and he took a sharp breath. He put my hands on his temples, like he did to me in the hospital. “Close your eyes, and picture my memories like doors. Picture the door that holds the memory of me falling directly behind it. Now open it.”
I did exactly as he asked. And within the blink of an eye, the memory played before me. I saw Jasper—and his wings. White, and vast. He was handsome and happy. I saw him on Earth—with a girl. I couldn’t make her out, but I noticed she didn’t have wings. They were talking, then he grabbed her and kissed her, and she kissed back. They were genuinely embraced, deeply in love. Then I saw Alistair descend, and Jasper pulled away from the girl. I saw arguing between the two. I saw the same scenario a few times, in different places, always ending in argument. Then during the last fight, both of them stopped arguing and looked up, as they were thrust upward against their will. For a moment, all I saw was bright light. As if it were slow motion, they both began to fall. First Jasper, then Alistair—their wings were gone, and their backs were bleeding. They both hit the ground hard. When I pulled out of the memory, I opened my eyes and met Alistair’s. I couldn’t find the words to say, because nothing would make it okay. “So from what I understood in your memory, Jasper fell for a human, and you disapproved?” He nodded. “But you never told anyone...”
“When God found out about Jasper, he found out I’d hidden it from everyone as well, so he punished both of us.” The look in Alistair’s eyes was pure pain. They looked wet, not in a teary-eyed moment but an open-sore type thing. I felt so bad. All I wanted to do at that moment was hold him, be close to him, and make him feel better. Our eyes remained locked. I studied his face, and I felt something off, even though I couldn't put my finger on it.
“Dinner! Come on down!” My dad walked in. He had the worst timing in the world. As I stood up, I couldn’t help but feel shy.
“Thank you for sharing that with me.” I couldn’t bring myself to look at him.
“Don’t thank me. It was what needed to be done.” I looked up, into his eyes again, but there was no emotion. He was stone cold and shut down. I felt terrible, as though the memories had ruined his night. I led the way to the kitchen, where my dad had a massive feast set out. Alistair pulled my chair out for me, so I sat down. He sat across from me, and my dad was to my left, at the head of the table.
“Do you say grace?” My dad asked Alistair.
“No sir—oh, umm—I mean Derek. Sorry, force of habit.” He replied.
“Why not?” My dad had no problem making dinner awkward.
“Dad, could you quit it? We don’t even say grace.” I growled.
“No, it’s fine, Oriana. I don’t say grace because as I got older, I suppose I lost my faith.”
“Sorry to hear that. Well, I guess that means it’s dinner time. Bon appetit.” And we ate, we laughed, we carried on like a normally-functioning family. Well, until my dad decided to make things awkward again.
“Are you guys active?” Dad just threw those words out of thin air. Alistair choked on his burger, and I dropped my fork on my plate, letting it clatter loudly.
“Dad, what are you doing?” I guess it’s safe to say my dad was as unsure about Alistair as I was.
“Well, your mom said I should have this talk with you.” He wiped his mouth with the napkin.
“Mom? You’re telling her what’s going on with me?” I was heated.
“Yes, she’s your mother.” He continued eating.
“Aren’t mothers supposed to also be here? I’m constantly in and out of the hospital, while she enjoys her alone time.” Alistair avoided eye contact, staring at his plate, neither eating nor looking up. “And she works her life away. Why does she have a say in my life, when she isn’t even here to spend it with me? Granted, I can see the conversation about being active is important, but we learned about it in school. But no, Mom wouldn’t know that, because she never asked. Mom didn’t have to say anything, and will never have to worry about doing so.” I felt Alistair lightly press on my shoe with his foot, in a sort of hey there, simmer down. I was too heated, though.
“I’m sorry you feel that way,” he replied. That was almost as bad as someone answering ‘K’ after a long text. It nearly pissed me off more.
“You’re sorry that I have become depressed because my mother doesn’t want to be here with me?”
“Oriana, can we do this after Alistair goes home?” My dad had an irritated tone in his voice. I knew tonight was going to be fun.
“Oh, but you can bring up sex during dinner? Fine. But I’m full. Thanks for dinner.” I got up and tossed my dishes in the sink. “Oh, and by the way, no. No, we are not having sex. I just met him. You should know me better than that.” I walked outside and sat on the porch. The sun was already down, but it left just enough light to see a little still. The sky was cascaded in dark blues and light reds; it was beautiful. I sat there enjoying the feel of the fresh air blowing through my hair. I needed to cool down, I hated those sorts of talks. Actually, I hated any conversation involving my mother. Things started getting better and I had let her in, so her rejecting me again only hurt worse.
“Can I take a seat?” I looked up and noticed Alistair standing there. I hadn’t even heard the door open.
“Of course.” I scooted over, even though there was more than enough room.
“You know they love you.” He said after waiting a minute or so.
“I know my dad does. I just wish I could say so about my mom.” I fidgeted with my shirt hem and studied the wood grain of the steps beneath my feet
“I’m not going to force you to do anything, and by all means, think what you want to think. But when God cast us out of Heaven, he told us he loved us and then tore out our wings. For the longest time, I was like you, full of resentment and hate. How do you love someone and then just throw them away? Not too long ago, I realized he could have killed us, or sent us to hell. Maybe even purgatory. He could have done whatever he wanted to us, yet he chose to let us live on Earth.” He fidgeted with his shoelaces. “I guess what I’m trying to say is forgive her. You don’t have to do it right now, but eventually, you should.”
“Do you forgive God, then?” I looked him dead in the eyes. Still heated, I was ready to pick a fight with anyone.
“In most ways, yes.” He maintained eye contact and didn’t even blink.
No one had ever been able to relate, but along came Alistair, and everything he said seems to be connected and made utterly perfect sense.
“Thank you.” I laid my head on his arm as I watched the dark blue of night creep up into our yard.
I must have fallen asleep, because I awoke the next morning in my bed. I couldn’t complain, though. It was much better than waking up in a hospital room.
As I walked past the window, I noticed someone was mowing the lawn, which was rare in this household. I sat and watched; then I saw it was Alistair. He was in a faded red tank top, with jeans that had holes and worn down marks. Yum. Why the hell was he mowing my lawn, though? I scrambled to put on some jeans and a shirt. I threw my hair up and got outside undetected by my dad.
“Is this how you try to make a girl swoon?” I joked with him. He looked at me and shut off the lawn mower.
“What? Sorry, I couldn’t hear you over this lovely machine.” He smiled, then shut it off to let me speak.
“I said, is this how you try to make a girl swoon?” I repeated.
“I was kidding. I heard you the first time.” He motioned me to walk with him to my front steps. “Your dad told me to let you know he had to go to work today. He also said he was sorry about last night, and that he loves you.” I watched him sit down as he grabbed water from beside him. “You know you can sit down, right?”
“Yeah I do, sorry. I was just thinking.” I took a seat beside him.
“Again with the sorry. Are all of you like this?” He tossed back his water and gulped it away loudly.
“Yes, a lot of us say ‘sorry’ for stupid things we shouldn’t be sorry about.”
“Snappy this morning?” He took the last gulp from his water and crumpled the bottle.
“That one I am sorry for. Just a lot on my mind.” I rested my head on my arms. I felt the pain throb through my body in surges.
“Care to share?”
“How old are you?” I spurted out. I was aware that he told my dad eighteen—but my dad was not aware that he was an angel.
“Too old. You begin to lose count after about a thousand.” He glanced out at the yard.
“Oh. You’ve been through a lot then, haven’t you?”
“Seen countless wars and even more bloodshed. So yes, I have seen a lot.”
“Why do we burn when our skin touches?” I was scared to touch him. It drove me nearly insane.
“I don’t know, but I wish I did.” He looked down at the steps. Apparently, I wasn’t the only one interested in the wood grain.
“Can’t you, like, ask God or something?” The moment the words left my mouth, I felt foolish.
“You know I can’t, although there is one person I might be able to ask.” He grabbed out his phone.
“Who?” I asked eagerly as he put his phone to his ear. He put his index finger up, to mean ‘wait one second.’
“Hello, Cecilia? Hey, it’s Alistair.” He said into the phone. “Hey, are you available? I have a few questions to ask you. Okay. Be there in a sec.”
“Wait a minute. Cecilia from Méllo?” He stood up and I quickly joined him.
“Yes. She can see things, or what you people like to call clairvoyant.” He answered and went inside the house and grabbed his car keys. “Want to find out what’s going on with your touch?” I slipped my keys off the hook on the wall and grabbed my bag from the couch.
“Let’s go.”
And we were off.


SIX.
As we arrived, the door opened for us; I about froze stiff until I noticed it was Cecilia herself opening it.
“I knew you would be seeing me soon, love.” She smiled and grabbed my hand. “Follow me.” I looked at Alistair, and he nodded, so I did as I was told. When we got into the back room, it was lit up with candles. The walls were dark red, with gold pieces in it that reflected the candlelight beautifully. I sat down with Alistair, on the couch opposite of Cecilia. “What do you have to ask of me?” She asked sweetly and softy. It was comforting. She glanced at Alistair and gave him a cold but sideways glance. Not sure if I was supposed to notice, but I did.
“First, she knows everything.” He looked back and forth between us. “Both of you are aware of why I am a fallen, and who Jasper is.”
“Glad we cleared that up,” Cecilia said as she winked at me. I replied with a smile. “Oriana, deary, tell me what’s going on.”
“Okay, well—anytime Alistair and I touch, it burns. And fallen angels are normal, but apparently this… is not?” I looked sheepishly at her. I felt as though when I said it out loud, it was much more of a petty problem than it had felt at the time. “Oh, and don’t forget… he can’t feel physical touch,” I added. It made me sad to say it.
“Okay. Now, that is strange. Come sit next to me.” She patted the seat next to her. I did as asked and she took my hand in hers and turned my hands palm up. “Well, well. Never have I ever.”
“What do you see?” Anxiously I asked. I needed answers, not cliffhangers.
“How old are you?” She raised her eyebrows.
“I’ll be eighteen soon,” I kept answering quickly—her questions only made me burn for answers even more.
“Have you noticed any physical or mental changes lately?” She shifted in her seat.
“No, nothing besides the pain I have every day, but that’s not new.”
“Alistair, have you noticed any changes about her?” She looked at him, “and I don’t mean about her feminine figure.” He blushed, and so did I.
“Sort of, I mean her eye color—and her hair. But for the most part, her aura has lightened a lot.” He looked at me and half smiled. “I was hoping it was just because she was feeling better.”
“What do you mean? What does this all mean? My aura?” I looked at the both of them.
“Sweet, sweet child. So many questions. For all of them, I have one answer. Your father does not share your DNA, nor does your mother. You are not their child. I do not know who your father was, but he was an angel—and by the looks of it, a fairly powerful one. It seems your natural mother wasn’t human, either, but I can’t tell what she was, exactly.”
She showed us out the door, saying, “I’m sorry, but I cannot speak further on this.” As I walked out the door, Cecilia grabbed my arm and whispered, “You cannot trust everyone,” and shut the door. She twisted the open sign, so it read closed. I had Alistair take me home. The car ride was unbearably quiet. I was so unbelievably shocked; I was mortified. I didn’t know what to think. I kept repeating everything I was told over and over again. Nothing made sense yet. I didn’t think it ever would. For almost eighteen years of my life, I thought I knew what was going on. A month ago, I was an almost-normal, hospital-ridden teen. Now, I find out that I am not just your average sickly human; I’m technically an orphan. Oh, and my dad is some immensely powerful angel—and who knows about my mom?
I ended up falling asleep sometime and drifting into a deep sleep. The deep sleep didn’t shock me, because I always slept easily. What shocked me was the dream I had.
“You’re hurting me,” I told the dark figure. As soon as it let go, I held my arm against my chest. I inspected my wrist where it hurt, and saw that it had been burned perfectly just above my hand. “W—w—why did you do that? I didn’t do anything to you. I don’t even know who you are!” I was terrified.
“Oh, but your little boyfriend knows.” The shadow spoke and pointed to the right. Jasper was sitting in a chair alone, tied up, bloodied, and bruised. His head hung low, almost too low.
“Jasper! What did you do to him! You monster! Who are you?” I screamed.
“Your pet is still alive—but you won’t be for much longer.” The shadow advanced toward me and I began to cower. I couldn’t wake up. “Come here, Oriana…”
“Oriana, RUN!”I looked up in time to see a figure sprinting toward the shadow with all of his might. I ran and opened the door to my room, and Jasper’s wings were there, wide open and laid on the floor. It all seemed to happen in slow motion. I turned back to look and saw the pain on Jasper’s face. I looked at his wings and admired their beauty up close. I noticed the shadow was looking at them, as well.
“No!” The figure yelled, as he turned back toward me and threw me against the wall. My vision began to blur. In my last focused moment, I saw a figure on top of Jasper, and as our eyes met, I saw the shadow coming at me. I closed my eyes as tears began falling, and heard someone whisper in my ear, “Be careful.”

“Oriana! Wake up! Oriana, come on! Derek, she isn’t waking up!” My mother was shaking me by the shoulders and crying at the same time.
“Mom?” I didn’t know what else to say.
“Derek! She’s awake!” My mother yelled and embraced me. She sobbed into my ear; I let her finish before I began asking what was wrong. “You wouldn’t wake up, Oriana. I didn’t know what to do. Neither did your dad—I mean, he called me, panicking. He said you were screaming in your sleep, and you were so cold and pale. I was so scared. We were so scared!” She still wouldn’t let go of me. I looked at my door and saw my dad, standing there watching us. Finally, my mother managed to unwrap herself from me.
“I just—” It was a dream. But the dream felt so surreal. ‘Be careful’ played back in my head. Who is the boy in the hood? “Mom, I need to ask you a serious question.” I studied her face, wondering how this was going to go.
“Oh, um… sure—go ahead?” My mom wiped her nose and waited politely for me to speak. My dad began to exit, to give us a bit of alone time.
“Dad, can you stay too?” He looked torn and unsure.
“Honey its okay, stay.” My mom insisted to him.
“I really don’t think that would be a good idea,” he told her.
“There’s nothing you have to worry about.” She smiled at my dad. And he grinned in a sort of silent reply.
“Who is my father? And I don’t mean my dad,” I motioned to the one standing in the doorway “but the one who is biologically related to me. I know it’s not you, Dad, but no matter what, you will be my dad. But I just need to know.”
“I… how did you? Derek, maybe you should give us a minute.” My mom looked utterly puzzled.
“Okay—and Oriana, no matter what, I will always love you and protect you. You are still my daughter.” He smiled in reassurance, then left the doorway. I looked down at the comforter on the bed.
“Oriana, who told you?” My mom breathed out.
“You don’t get to ask the questions. I do. I need to know who he is. And who my birth mother is,” I replied. I had to be stern. There was no way I was going to let her wiggle her way out of answering me.
“You’re right.” My mom stood up and walked to the hallway. She took down the frame of all three of us and brought it to me. I watched her as she carefully took the backing off. Inside, the frame held a lot more than the few family ones that were on display. “This is the only photo I have of your mom.” She handed me a photo. It looked old. Fairly old. However, my mom wasn’t the woman in the photo. The man next to her was handsome. He was looking at her; he looked so happy. She looked so in love. “Oriana, you are part Phós. Phós means light. Your soul is of sunlight. Your mother is full blood, and you are half. You were born from pure essence, and you are even a bit more complicated than that. Your father was an Angel; they say he was the most handsome archangel. They fell madly in love. Neither of them knew of each other’s complications until they found out about you. I did not know what to expect either, for you are the first of your type. I will try to answer any questions you have. Some, I cannot, because you are the first of your kind.”
“Is this my father?” I asked her, looking at the handsome man in the photo.
“I wouldn’t know, I have never met him.”
“So neither of my parents are human?” I was devastated.
“Oh honey, I may not have carried you for nine months, but I mothered you for nearly eighteen years.” She looks hurt.
“So where is she, then?” I looked down and fumbled with my thumbs.
“I do not know. She and Derek were fairly close. When she knew the danger you’d be in, she asked for him to take you in, so that you might have a better chance.”
I may have been drooling. They kept telling me these things, and they were all acting as if it was all fine and dandy. Breathe. I can do this. I looked at the photo of my mother, and the man who helped create me. The clothes she wore look like they were circa 1920’s.
“These photos, they look old. How old was she then?” I began asking.
“Hundreds of years, Oriana. Light is burning inside you both.”
“Okay. Now you said something about her not knowing my dad was an Angel, and him not knowing she was a Phós until I happened. How did I manage that? Anyone can get pregnant. What changes the story?” I pushed forward into another question.
“As a Phós, you cannot reproduce… usually. Supposedly the loophole to childbearing is having an Angel mate.” She smiled and looked at the pictures of them.
“Dad… Derek—dad knows about all of this?” I asked, and my mom laughed softly.
“Yes he does, he was my best friend from ages ago. He isn’t human either, but let’s let him tell you what he is. He knew the man who created you and was close with the woman who bore you. He was there for your birth and has been there for you from day one. He took over the position without me asking, or even giving consent. He didn’t need consent, but he wouldn’t take no for an answer. We had never been married, just played the role for you. Thus, the separation, he understood what you were going through far more than I did, as I am human. But all in all, he is a wonderful man.”
“This is so much to take in. I have so many questions. I, of course, can’t think of them all right now. I’m sure I will have a ton more in the morning.” I sheepishly told her, embarrassed at my own stupidity.
“Oriana, your name itself means sunrise. You embody light. You have nothing to worry about. I will always be here. You know that. I promise. I know I don’t live here, but I, in fact, am human, so as you can imagine, it’s hard for me.” She grabbed my face and kissed my cheek. “But I’ve got to tell you about your father, really quickly. He is an archangel. He wasn’t always angry, but he was evil for a very long time. About eighteen years ago, though, he tried to do better. Your mother fell back in love with him, and that was where you came in. His good spell ended when he met a man named Micah, who is far more rotten than your father. They became something horrible together. But when your mother loved him, he was good. Your mother—now she is a wonderful, amazing woman. You would love her. Your father, on the other hand, was a beautiful Angel in the beginning, before the fall. Your father is no longer the amazing man everyone knew.” She smiled and grabbed onto my hand, lightly squeezing it.
“One more question. What are their names?” I needed to know more about him.
“Your mother’s name is Elina, your father’s name is Lucifer. Yes, that Lucifer. I am so very sorry. I want you to know that who he is today is nothing to you. I mean it. Your father’s character does not reflect on you,” she told me in a stern voice. I looked at her, then at my blanket again, not sure what to say, or if I was to say anything at all. “You hear me?” she added.
“Yes Mom, I understand.”
“Now get some rest, Ri.” I watched her walk out of my room gracefully, just as she always had. I tried not to think about it for a minute or two. I’d gone to Catholic school though, so I knew all about the bible and angels. I knew all about the archangel Lucifer. My father is the king of hell. Pure evil, just like my dream. I knew it.
I felt my pulse rise, and my heart began to beat far too fast in my chest. I needed to go to a happy place. I closed my eyes and pictured Alistair. I focused so much on him I felt as though he were next to me. “Alistair, I wish you were here,” I sighed it, hoping to hear a response, but half feeling like an idiot.

“Oriana, how are you here?” Alistair replied to me. I jumped and looked next to me; he looked about as shocked as I was.
“Umm. I don’t know, am I dreaming?” I don’t know how many more shocks I can take.
“No, but I am,” he replied calmly.
“Wait, I’m in your dream?”
“Yes, you dreamscaped—but how?” the expression on his face told me he was as confused as I was.
“Oh, Alistair—I have so much to tell you. I have had the most horrific afternoon. My life is a mess within a mess. I asked my mom about my dad.” And then I thought, What if I tell him my dad’s Lucifer and it scares him away? I can’t lose the one person I need right now.
“You did? Who is he?!” He asked me. His dream altered; I assume his mood changed it. Now he was shirtless and in pajama pants; sitting on his bed; I was on the edge of his bed, with a robe on. I raised an eyebrow at him. “My conscience is doing this, not me. I mean, it’s not like this isn’t nice, but not good timing.” He was red in the face, and it made him look human, if even for a moment. The thought of us being normal made me smile, but then I realized I would not be sharing moments like this with him if it were. “So who is he?” he asked again.
“An archangel. I don’t know which one,” I lied. “Nor is my real mother mortal. I am not just Nephilim.” I looked at Alistair and he looked even more confused than before.
“Wait, what? Okay. So what is your mom?” he beckoned.
“Something called a Phós.” I told him. I saw his eyes widen. He smiled, and even let out a laugh.
“I don’t get it, what’s funny?” I urged on.
“Of course you are. Phós are about as rare as unicorns. In heaven, it was all angels talked about. Although no one had met one, everyone still believed God had created them. It figures I’d fall for you. But how? I thought Phós couldn’t reproduce?”
“Apparently, they do when they meet hunky angels.” I replied in a sense that wouldn’t completely embarrass us both.
“Oh, yeah. I guess that could do it. I mean, it’s never been done before.” His dream altered again. This time, we were in a forest at dawn. I was laying on a blanket of sorts. I looked up and saw Alistair’s face just inches from mine.
“Subconscious again?” I asked nervously.
“No, this time it was me.” And he kissed me. Softly at first, but it began to become more intense. He pressed his body against mine as we continued to kiss. I felt as though I shouldn’t have been kissing him, although I had to admit, I was vulnerable right then. I put my arms around his back as I pulled him in closer to me. He half smiled and kissed my lips, then my chin, then several spots down my neck. He nibbled a bit.
Then I heard a scream, and it wasn’t coming from the dream.
“Alistair, how do I wake up?” I asked urgently. The screaming began again.
“Why would you—”
“Alistair, it’s an emergency—how do I wake up?” I heard my dad shouting, but I couldn’t make out distinct words.
“Oh babe, come on.” He continued kissing my neck.
“Alistair, seriously—my dad is screaming—tell me!” I stood up, pushing him back in the process.
“Okay, okay. Focus on your room. Focus on being awake. I’ll wake up too, and head over.” He said quickly.

 I did as he told me, and snapped out of it. I sat up in my bed, got out, and bolted to my door. I tried to open it, but something wasn’t letting me.
“Dad! Mom! I can’t open the door! Mom! Please!” I heard more screaming. I heard pounding on the window and I ran to it. Alistair had climbed onto the garage and up to my window. I slid it open quietly. Something told me to trust my gut.
“Shhh,” I motioned for him to come in. I walked to my door and put my ear to it.
“You’ll never find her,” I heard my dad say.
“You underestimate us.” I heard an unknown voice. “Check upstairs,” it ordered. Alistair grabbed my hand and pulled me out the window and onto the roof.
“Just trust me,” he whispered.
Moments passed as we laid out on the roof. I wasn’t sure if it was safe to go back in, but I needed to chance it, for my parents’ sakes. Even if they’d only raised me, they were still my parents.
“I need to get to my parents,” I whispered to Alistair. He nodded.
“Stay here,” he said as he climbed down. I watched him walk to my front door, then slowly back up. He gave me a look, turned around, and started running. Three men followed him in hoodies. I took my chances and climbed down into my room. They’d torn it apart looking for me. I slowly made my way down the hall. Oh no. There was blood on the floor. I followed the trail into the living room. I saw my dad knelt over a body. I ran to him as fast as I could and dropped to the floor. He was sobbing and shaking his head. I looked at his face, as I refused to look down. Derek, my dad, the one who raised me. The only father I ever needed. He looked up at me; blood splattered across his face. He had cuts and bruises all over. A black eye, too. His eyes were wet and red from crying. He looked so utterly sad it hurt me physically. I felt something wet on the floor beneath me and began sobbing. I didn’t need to see it to know what it was, or who it was below me. It took all my strength to look down, and when I did, I saw my mother. I screamed and threw myself onto her. Not more than fifteen minutes ago, we were talking—she promised me she wouldn’t leave.
“Dad!” I cried out. I needed him now more than ever. The one person I needed now more than ever was dead. “I don’t understand!” I let out between cries.
He looked at the doorway and kissed my mother on the head, then stood up and walked into the backyard. I watched him drop to his knees again. His shoulders shook violently.
“Oriana?” I turned and looked. Alistair had made it back. He walked up to me and knelt on the floor beside me.
“She’s gone.” I started crying again. He sat on the floor beside me and held me, letting me cry. And even when I stopped crying, he kept his arms around me.
“Oriana,” he said softly.
“Hmm…?” I looked up and frowned, noticing that my clothes completely soaked in my mom’s blood.
“I—I don’t know… I’m sorry.” He didn’t move, just held me tightly. I looked back out at my dad. The sunbeams coming in from the window caught my eye. I stared at them; My mind wasn’t really focusing anywhere. It was one of those moments when you find yourself staring at inanimate objects.
“Oriana?” Alistair repeated, breaking the silence. “I am so sorry about your mother—I don’t know what just happened; I could feel the energy, though. I am so sorry.”
“I don’t understand. Why? Why now?!” I started crying again. “What happened? Please, who were those men? I need to know why they killed my mom—” I looked at Elena—my ‘true’ mom—“I’m sorry, I just found out about you, I didn’t—we were supposed to…” I desperately pleaded and cried all at the same time.
“Oriana, those men were Micah’s henchmen. They’re after you. They want to steal your light. They do not care who stands in their way; what they want is you.” In a more gentle tone, he continued, “Tell me, do you know what Phós means, Oriana?”
“Light.”
“And where do you see light?”
I looked around.
“All around you. I am here, always. I adore you, Oriana. I need you to stay strong; I need you to do what is right. Tell your father that you have always loved him dearly, he needs you now. I will keep you two safe. You can bet on it. I promise. I am sorry I couldn’t save your mom, I truly am.” He paused “I will avenge her death—I will find the killers and make sure they pay. My first stop will be Jasper’s. I will not rest until you get what you deserve. You don’t deserve the pain and misery that begs to follow you.
I didn’t know what to say. I heard Alistair sigh, squeezing me a bit tighter as I felt myself go limp. The sobbing began all over again. He caught me and held on to me.
“I wish we could have talked more. I wish I could have told her I was sorry. Agreeing to be my mom was her death sentence, I guess.”” I looked at Alistair. I then looked at my door. I saw an emblem drawn in blood on the front door. “What is that?” I asked him.
He turned around and stared at it. “It means more death is to come.”
My world went black.











SEVEN.
Days passed, and I hadn’t left my room. No one had said more than a few words. I couldn’t look my dad in the face. I slept the pain away, even though waking up and remembering my mom was gone, and who my parents really were, sure brought all the pain back. Today was my mom’s memorial. So no matter how much I didn’t want to get out of bed, I had to. We decided to have her body cremated, so today we were going to scatter her ashes. Just my dad, Alistair, and me.
“You ready?” I heard Alistair ask through my door. I had been ready for an hour or so, but instead of going downstairs, I’d just sat on my bed staring for the remainder of the time. I grabbed my coat and headed toward my bedroom door. I opened it to find Alistair dressed in a tux. He looked sad but so very handsome. I had to admit, seeing him right now was nice. I made my way down the stairs; I noticed the blood had been cleaned up. I walked into my front room to find my dad standing there.
“Hey, beautiful.” My dad said as he did his best to smile at me. He looked better than I did.
“Hey, Dad. Sorry, it took me a while to get ready,” even though he biologically wasn’t my father I decided I would still call him my dad. He was the man who had raised me; he would forever be my only father. I looked into the room where I had found my mom dead. She wasn’t there, of course, but a rug had been laid in the place instead. I imagined getting blood out of a tan carpet was near to impossible.
“Don’t be sorry. We are on our own schedule today.” My dad grabbed the box containing my mom’s urn from the table. “I think we’re all about ready, right?”
I shrugged and asked, “When did the urn come in?”
“This morning. Alistair picked it up on his way here.” My father smiled weakly.
“We should get going,” Alistair said to me. He placed his hand on the small of my back and gently urged me forward.
In the car, I sat in the back, watching out the window. The sun was beaming in through the window on me, and it had never felt better in my life. I closed my eyes as I absorbed the sunrays radiate through my body. I remembered how my mom told me I am made of light. I kept my eyes closed; the sunbeams almost made me feel better.
“Oriana, is everything alright?” I heard Alistair say from the front passenger seat.
“Just thinking,” I kept my eyes closed. I didn’t want to lose this feeling, not until we were out of the car at least.
The car ride went on for a while. When we finally pulled up to the beach, we came to a stop and the engine was shut off, but no one moved. I figured it was safe to exit the car. We walked on for a bit, past the tourists and locals, past the willows and rocks. We finally got out of sight, and my dad stopped walking. He turned to me and handed me the urn.
“She would have wanted you to say something.” My dad looked sad and relieved when I accepted it. I looked at Alistair and stepped toward the water.
“I don’t think she would want to be here, in the water.” I turned around. “Sure, water reflects, but only after so many feet. After then, it becomes dark and cold. I don’t want her sinking down.”
“Good point,” my dad told me. “But where should we set her free?” I looked at Alistair, then at the willows.
“Will you help me?” I passed him the box and started walking toward the trees. I walked beneath them, looking up at each tree. I felt pain surge through my body; the abnormal amount of physical activity was making my pain nearly unbearable.
“What’s she doing?” I head my dad ask Alistair as they followed me.
“I think she’s going to climb.” He answered my dad. I finally found the perfect tree, and began climbing. I got up a bit and stopped.
“You guys coming?” I asked the boys. Alistair started up, but my dad looked uneasy. Finally, I got to the top, above most trees, but not the tallest by far. My dad stayed below, on one of the lower branches, but within hearing range, while Alistair was nearly right beside me.
“May I have my mom now?” I asked Alistair politely. It felt weird to say it that way. He carefully handed me the urn, and I looked at it somberly. My heart felt heavy, and immediately I was reminded that my mom was no longer here. I choked back the tears and swallowed dryly. The knot in my throat ached and burned, but I coughed it away. “Thank you,” I said to Alistair. “You too, Dad,” I said, looking down at him. “I think I should say something,” I said as I opened the urn and passed the lid down to Alistair and he passed it down to my dad. “Mom, I will never be able to find the words to send you off. You are worth more than words themselves. We’re going to let you go with the whispers of the willows so that you can flow with them through the radiating light. I’m sure you may even find the ocean if that’s what you truly wanted.” I looked down at my dad and half smiled. “I think I should set her free now, okay?” I gasped as I watched the ashes light up like fireflies and float up toward the sun. Even the bits still in the urn lit up and floated away. I watched them fly into the sky as they faded into the sunlight. We climbed down the tree without saying a word.
Once I got to the bottom, my dad asked me. “How did you do that?
Alistair just stared at me, almost in disbelief.
“I—I don’t know exactly—”
“Your mother loved you and how you were full of light, so the sky is where she belongs.” Alistair smiled at me.
As we made our way back to the beach, I noticed something trailing us in the bushes. I motioned for the guys to slow down, then stop. I took off to my right, without warning, to find out who it was. Whoever it was took off running as well. And just like that, I was giving chase. Whoever it was had been watching us—watching us say goodbye to my mom, watching my mom’s ashes incinerate in mid-air and float upward. I continued running after the dark shadowed figure—I was desperate to find out who had been watching. I instantly felt exhausted, and regretted chasing after this shadowy figure. Pain consumed me. My lungs and chest felt as if they were on fire. My legs weakened and began to shake, but I pressed on as hard as I could. I got maybe another ten to twenty feet before I had to stop. I couldn’t keep up. I collapsed in exhaustion.
“Are you okay?” I heard. It was a struggle, but I got to my knees and looked up to see Jasper standing over me. I tried to stand up, but everything was blurry; I couldn’t get my feet to do what I needed them to do. I felt Jasper grab my arm, and when he realized I was too weak for him to help me up, he bent down and picked me up. My body was so exhausted I couldn't care… or just too exhausted to know what was really going on. I looked back to where I had come from; my dad and Alistair were running toward me, but Jasper began moving again to stay ahead of them. My eyelids were falling closed against my will. I looked up at Jasper, who glared forward, and despite myself, I fell asleep soon after—it felt sweet to rest.
I woke up in a dark room. There was a familiar scent about this place that I couldn’t quite grasp. As my eyes began to adjust, I realized I was in Jasper’s room.
“No,” I whispered. I slowly sat up and swung my feet to the side. I lowered myself off his bed and tiptoed to his door. As I opened it, I peered into the hallway, finding it empty. Slowly I made my way to the front door. Turning the knob as quietly as I could, my heart began beating so fast that I was pretty sure if Jasper had been near, the pounding of it would have given me away. I got the front door open and slipped out.
“Leaving me so soon?” I whipped around to see Jasper sitting on the stairs, under the pale moonlight. He was leaned back against the porch pillar, staring at the sky. The soft light danced with the fog through the air, in almost a trance-like way. He brushed his hair back with his fingers and sat up.
“I—well yeah, I mean, why would I stay here?” I replied, progressing toward the steps.
“But why wouldn’t you?” He grinned a sneaky, snarky, mouthy grin that made my heart leap inside my chest.
“Because of who you are, because of what you did to me. You are helping them hunt me, and you expect me to just be happy and deal with that? Just hang out?” I was irritated—angry, even. “Here, how’s this: ‘Hey Jasper, how are you? Loved the poem. Thanks for killing me slowly.’” I rolled my eyes. I moved to walk off the porch, but Jasper stood up in my way.
“But don’t you have burning questions? I’m sure you’re too scared to ask your Abercrombie model because you fear he would be disgusted by who you really are.” He knew he was pushing my buttons.
“How the hell do you know anything about who I am?” I snarled right back.
“I have my ways, and honestly Oriana, I don’t mean any harm. I brought you into my home, and I am an open book. I don’t mean to make you feel like a hostage or anything.” The look in his eyes told me he was sincere, but I had a hard time believing him.
“Honestly? Like you were honest at any point during our whole relationship?” I moved to the steps and sat down. Half of my body felt like I should run with anything I had left in me, but the other half said, sit and find out who you are. Jasper came and sat next to me. He kept the space between us, but for some reason, I could still feel the heat radiating off of him.
“I was, though—as much as I could be.” He looked out at the street, showing no emotion on his face. He swallowed and ran his fingers through his hair.
“What are you talking about? I had no clue who you really were until Alistair told me.”
“Oh, so he told you, though? And I mean, he told you everything?” He looked down at his hands. His fingers fiddled with each other.
“I know about the girl. Who was she, though? Why was she so important that she was worth losing your wings over, and even dragging Alistair down with you?” I felt angry. It was a selfish feat indeed.
“Figures Alistair wouldn’t tell you everything. Oriana, the guy who fell in love with a human, was Alistair—he was her guardian.” He turned and looked at me. He placed his hand on my leg, and his other hand behind my head. I knew Jasper was going to kiss me, and I don’t know why I didn’t stop him. I felt him lean in close; his scent got stronger. The heat of his body was radiating through his hand and into my leg. To my surprise, he kissed my forehead. It was soft and gentle, lingering. I pictured Jasper and his wings. Then the Jasper in my mind turned and looked right at me. Out of nowhere, I became flooded with memories of Alistair and Jasper fighting, then the moment Jasper fell—and when he did, for some reason, Alistair didn’t fall with him. He flew away, for lack of a better term. I felt Jasper pull away from my head as he gasped.
“Why—how—how did you do that?” He looked at me in utter confusion.
“I’m honestly not sure at all.”
“You peered into my memories through a touch, and that’s not something just anyone can do.” He studied my face for a bit. Then he whispered, “How?”
“Yeah. Apparently, I’m not just anyone. I’m half Archangel and half Phós.” I looked down, almost embarrassed.
“How could I have not known?” Jasper lifted my chin up and looked into my eyes. “Don’t be ashamed of who you are. Embrace it. Love it.”
“Alistair went into my head, and then he drew an emblem on me. Could that by chance have done anything?” I searched through my skull, trying to find answers for questions I still couldn’t quite comprehend.
“He went into your head?” The serious look on his face told me he was upset.
“Yeah, he showed me flashes of you and… me. And you arguing with him. But I couldn’t tell it wasn’t you with the girl, he was able to alter it or something.” I scratched at my arm, even though it didn’t itch.
“Then that’s what triggered it. Because he is Angelic, it woke the same cells in you, and that must have begun a domino-like effect. It didn’t happen to you before because I never used any incantations on you. And whichever of your parents who is an Archangel must have put a block on anyone discovering who or what you are.”
“You want me to not only give in to the belief that there are angels and beings called Phós. What else is there? Vampires? Where do you come into play in my life? Why are you here?” I half-joked.
“Actually, all of that stuff is real. All of it. Trial and error. And as part of my punishment, I was appointed to be your guardian. My assignment was to keep you alive, and so I did. When I fell, I kept protecting you. It was my duty. We began a relationship, and I had no clue about them at the time, so when you started getting serious, I had to back out—” He scratched the back of his neck and leaned against the porch beam. “—only to realize that I was beginning to have feelings for you.”
“What? Can we not get into that junk? I honestly don’t think I can handle all of that, too, right now.”
“Sure. Sorry. Hey listen, do you want to come inside? Maybe I can fix you something to eat?” Jasper stood up and offered me a hand. I accepted, due to the cottonmouth that had taken over my tongue and throat. That, and because I didn’t want to see Alistair right now.
“That sounds nice. Thank you.” I took his hand and followed him into his house. He opened the door for me and stepped aside to let me in. “Why, thank you,” I told him coyly.
He poured me a drink as we sat at his table. I looked around at his empty house. You could tell he lived alone.
“So I got punished too, in a way?” I continued the conversation. I was still curious about not being able to remember.
“I never really thought of it that way. All this time, I felt like it was my punishment and my burden.” He looked down at the table.
“You faked a relationship with me and broke my heart because it was your job. That’s cruel. And you only did that because it was the cards you are handed.” I glanced up at him.
“Sorry.” He had sad eyes as if he had dealt with immense pain his entire life.“Why didn’t you ever tell me?” Our eyes met, but he pulled away. 
“I wasn’t sure you’d believe me, or that I would want you involved in this way of life.”
“I still don’t remember, though. I only know because I saw your memory. It still doesn’t feel like it’s real.”
“Oh. I mean I guess that makes sense. You spread Evelyn’s ashes out there?” He looked up from his cup and made eye contact with me.
“Yeah, I figured she’d like being part of the sky. Do you know anything about Elena?” I looked away. His gaze burned into my soul. “I mean, you knew me before. I don’t know what happened then.”
“I don’t. I have my journal upstairs—if you want we can look? You can borrow it too if you’d like.”
“You’d let me take your journal home? Isn’t that a bit confidential?”
“I have nothing to hide from you.” He grinned at me and stood up from the table.
I followed him up the stairs and into his bedroom. When we got there, I noticed I apparently should have made the bed I’d slept in. I started fixing the blankets, unaware of what Jasper was doing. I sat on his bed and looked up at him. He was just standing there, watching me, with a sweet smile on his face.
“You know, even after I fell, you still do the same exact things you used to do before. Other guardians said when the person loses their angel, they change. But you didn’t. Like you always made my bed, no matter who had slept in it. It’s kind of nice to see.” He sat on the opposite side of the bed and set his journal on the blanket right next to me. It was bound in leather, and wrapped closed by a leather rope. “Go ahead, open it,” he said to me. I scooted next to him so we could look at the pages together.
She’s an attractive human. The strangest things make her laugh.
Note: Possibly insane, was crying in theater and then began laughing uncontrollably.
I stuck out my tongue at him, then smiled and turned through the pages, stopping randomly.
Is it horrible to say, I realized when it was too late that I loved her. Every single ounce of her. Nothing made me want her more than her sweet, sweet smile. Sometimes I wonder why I am so mentally and physically attracted to her. As if every atom that creates my body is pulling toward her. If perhaps somehow she has me in a trance. I never meant to fall in love with her. But I guess you can say I literally fell for her.
I felt guilty. I knew it wasn’t my fault he was all alone, but still. If I had known the consequences that I know now, I would have been kinder and more polite. 
I think the one thing I miss about her the most is the smell of her sin. The scent of her makes my knees weak, and she knows it. I don’t think I have the strength to hold her off anymore or even the power to keep myself from—
“You felt this way just from the few months we dated?” I asked blushing already.
“Yes. I watched you for years, Oriana. My love for you developed slowly at first, but the moment I became a fallen, I discovered my emotions were vastly invested in you..” He looked at me. Suddenly I noticed how close we were. I could feel his breath on my skin.
“Do I still smell the same?” I asked him.
“Lovelier than ever.” he kissed my bare shoulder.
“Do I still sound the same?” I smiled as he lifted my hand to his lips and kissed gently.
“Even sweeter,” he said, as he laid his head on his pillow.
“Tired?” I asked him, feeling terribly sleepy myself. I laid my head on the pillow next to him, and opened the journal to another random page. I didn’t even realize he hadn’t replied.
I watched her sleep tonight, and it was the most blissful, beautiful, and bright thing. The way her lashes danced against her cheeks and her the ends of her lips curved up slightly. In a million years I could never find a replica and I would never want to.

I closed the journal and looked over at Jasper; he was sound asleep. I began to scoot out of the bed when I felt him grab my hand.
He mumbled, “Stay.” And so I did, although I tried to lay as far away as I could. I somehow could feel the heat radiating off of him, even from the edge of the bed.













EIGHT.
I woke in a jolt, like one of those embarrassing jumps you do when you’re half asleep and fall? Yeah. One of those. I came to realize where I was, and who was sleeping next to me in bed. I turned over to face him. He was sound asleep. His face looked so peaceful and sweet. And then I realized what we had just done. Yet for some reason, I didn’t feel guilty about it. Not even for doing this to Alistair. As far as I was concerned, that boy was long gone. He knew all about Jasper’s and my past, and yet he swooped in and tried to turn me against him? I was finally on the verge of falling back asleep when I heard a loud knock on his front door. Jasper jolted awake and jumped out of bed with nothing on but some handsomely fit sweatpants.
“Stay here,” he told me as he left the room. I decided now would be a good time to put on my shoes, just in case we needed to go.
“Where is she?” I heard from downstairs. “What did you do with her?!”
And then I recognized the voice. It was Alistair. I hurried up and made the bed and checked myself in the mirror. Nothing out of order. I heard stomping from the stairs, so I hid—not for sneaking behind his back, but in order to avoid confrontation. I could see through the slits in the closet door, which made it all the more terrifying. Jasper walked into the room and looked shocked.
“I told you she wasn’t here,” Jasper said, in almost a sigh of relief.
“Get. Her. Back,” Alistair said to Jasper as he stormed out of the room. Jasper peeked his head into the hallway to make sure he had left.
“Where’d you go?!” He called out to the room. I crawled out of the closet as Jasper scrambled to me to help me up.
“Don’t tell me you have supersonic hearing now.” He smiled at me as he made way to his dresser and pulled out a pair of well-worn blue jeans.
“No, I just figured hiding would be the best idea right now.” I walked over to him. “I don’t want to leave, but I can imagine my dad is frantic right now. I should probably go, though.”
“I know. I can come with if you’d like?” He grabbed my hand and kissed it.
“I think it would be better if I headed home alone for now. But I mean if you want to make yourself useful, find anything about who I am in your diary.”
“Journal,” Jasper said as he stood up and kissed the top of my head. “Don’t be too long,” he whispered as I pulled away and made for the front door.
“I’ll try not to,” I smiled and shut the door.
I made my way home. Jasper never lived far from me, and it was beautiful out. I actually enjoyed the time alone. I needed to figure out what I was going to do now. I’d screwed things up with Alistair. Although I wasn’t too upset, he did hide a lot and twisted stuff on me. But on the other hand, I still am sick, and I don’t know what to do about that anymore. My biological father is Lucifer. My biological mother is a Phós. I am some new mutation between the two. I have a chunk of memory I didn’t know I had missing. My mom is dead. I just spent the night with Jasper. My head is going to explode.
Before I could even make it to the door, it opened.
“Oriana! Where were you?!” Alistair spilled out of my house. He went to hug me, but I pulled away.
“Where’s my dad?” I brushed past Alistair to look for my dad and found the house empty. “Did you hear me? Where is my dad?”
“I don’t know, he said he left to look for you this morning. Did I do something wrong?” Alistair shut the front door and made his way inside.
“Yes. Yes, you did. You lied to me. You tricked me. I trusted you. And all this time you were deceiving me. All of your ‘fated’ BS can’t save you now.” I yelled at him; I was angry. It seemed to come out of nowhere, and all of the anger pent up inside of me was on its way out through my mouth.
“And? Not my fault you’re gullible. I see you were at Jasper’s after all.” He grinned and began moving toward me.
“What the hell are you doing? Stay away from me. Where is my dad?!” I hollered as he began to chase me in circles.
“I got rid of your darling daddy. But don’t worry, he’s alive. Just out of the picture for now.” Alistair was just far enough away for me to make a dash for the front door. But as soon as I went outside, Alistair caught me. I’d be faster if it weren’t for the pain.
“Let go of me! What the hell are you doing?” I wriggled and wrestled. He was too strong. He dragged me into the kitchen and tied me to the dining room chair.
“You know, things would have probably gone smoother if you had at least pretended everything was okay at first. Now, I am going to go for a quick stroll. I have a few people I need to talk to.” He sneered at me and walked out the front door, locking it first so no one could wander in on me.
I tried my hardest to loosen the ropes, but it seemed like the more I pulled, the tighter it got. I was panicking, pulling and twisting at my wrists. I felt a strange heat, blowing it off as rope burn. A burning smell caught my attention, throwing myself into more panic, thrashing my wrists dangerously. My hands broke free, and when I looked at the rope, I noticed it had were burned and frayed. Then I remembered that although my body may look mortal, it most definitely isn’t. I quickly made my way out the back door and through the backyard. I couldn’t move fast, but I could hide pretty well. I silently crept through the bushes in my garden.
“Come out, come out, wherever you are.” I heard Alistair shout from the house. It immediately froze me to the core. I sat behind the bushes and watched my back door as I saw him walk out of the house. “You’re out here somewhere. If you come out now, I will make damned sure your death is fast and somewhat painless.” Then out of nowhere, Alistair was yanked back into the house involuntarily. I seized the opportunity and took off. I bolted out of the backyard, through the side gate, and rounded the closest corner and ducked into my neighbor’s yard. I weaved through yards until I was confident I could slow down. I walked the best I could with what energy I had and was able to make it to the back of Jasper’s house. Part of me was worried that walking down the street would be too obvious. Quietly I knocked on the back door and waited, only to figure out no one was home. I sat on his back steps and took a few deep breaths. I decided to walk to my mom’s apartment. I knew she wasn’t there, but I could still use the spare key. At least I would be safe for the time being.
It was nightfall by the time I arrived, and freezing and windy outside. I un-taped the spare key from the underside of the birdhouse. When I made it inside, it was warm, and smelled like those pinecones everyone seems to sell around the holidays. I got it to the fridge, and although I was pretty sure there wouldn’t be much in it, I was surprised to see a fully stocked fridge. A note was taped to the gallon of milk.
Your mom and I had a plan—in case she was to succumb to death, I was to keep her apartment stocked as a haven for you. She knew that if you needed a safe place, you would come here. —Cecilia
“Thank you,” I murmured. I poured a glass and sat at the table, took a sip, and decided I should go to bed. I was so exhausted I dragged my feet to the bed. There comes a time when there is no amount of issues that can keep you from sleep. Once my bed hit the pillow, I was out like a rock.
I awoke to what sounded like a knock at the front door. I felt like I had slept for days, when I finally stumbled my way to the door, I opened it, expecting to see someone. However, there was only a box on the doorstep. I cautiously opened the door and quickly grabbed the box. I sat on my mom’s couch and eyeballed it. I kept contemplating whether or not I should open it. I noticed a note was left under the thin string wrapped around it. It read;
I need you to have a phone if we are going to save you. —Cecilia
I opened the box almost immediately and took out my new phone. It was attached to a portable charger, powered on, and had all my contacts programmed in. I scrolled to Jasper’s name and pressed send. It rang once and then he answered.
“Oriana?” He sounded frantic. I began to pace like my mom always did. She’d start walking around the house and picking things up like somehow the person on the phone could see the messy kitchen table.
“Hey, yeah it’s me. Sorry, I—”
“Don’t be sorry, that was crazy back there, where were you? How’d you get out? Where are you now?” His frantic voice was all over the place.
I took a curious look out the window, partially to see if anyone was creeping outside, and partly to look at the current weather; it was stormy, like my mood.
“I was hiding outside. I ran as fast as I could—someone, or something, grabbed Alistair, and that gave me a chance to get out as fast as I could. Now I am at my mom’s. Apparently, my mom and Cecilia planned for this, to be kind of like my haven if things were to go south. Where they really waiting for things to get this bad? I feel like I definitely should have known about all of this if I needed a safe haven,” she rambled, “how long have I been out?” I went to the spare bedroom where I was always welcome to stay, but never actually did so. My mom always kept a bunch of clothes for me in hopes of me staying the night with her, or at least that’s what I thought they were for. Now I sort of think it was for the safe haven. Then I realized Jasper hadn’t said anything. “Jasper?” I called out.
“Three days or so. Open the door.” He said, and then hung up. I slowly walked to the door and pressed my ear to it. One flaw in my mom’s safe house was that she’d gotten a place with no peephole. I was scared to call out Jasper’s name because I couldn’t see him, and because I had been tricked one too many times, I was scared. My phone rang, and when I looked at the screen, it was Jasper. I pressed the talk button and put my ear to the phone but didn’t say a word.
“Hello? Are you going to open the door?” He said again. I hung up this time and slowly unlocked the door. I noticed my hands shaking, and as soon as the deadbolt let out that last click, I opened it as fast as I could. If something was tricking me, I might as well get it over with. I didn’t notice my eyes were closed until I heard a muffled laugh from Jasper. When I opened them, Jasper was standing there in all his glory, smiling handsomely. I always knew he was extremely good-looking, but with the rain making his dark hair all wet and messy and his bright green eyes twinkling… for a split second, I thought I saw a halo.
“Although I know I’m quite a sight, it’s raining… may I come in?” He ran his hands through his hair and smiled sheepishly.
“Oh shoot, of course, you can. Let me go grab you a towel.” I turned around and hurried to the bathroom. I grabbed a dark blue towel with grey stripes. My mom loved to decorate. I came back and passed it to Jasper as he walked through the doorway and slowly shut the door behind him as he started drying himself off.
“Thanks.” He passed the towel back to me and I set it on the counter.
“No problem. But here you are, my mom’s humble abode.” I motioned to the area around us. I walked over to the couch, feeling his eyes stare at me as I walked away. I turned around and sat down.
“I really wish I had gotten to know your mom more. I am really sorry for how things have turned out—not just the situation now, but before then. I should have told you the truth, but I didn’t want this life for you.” Jasper stood still, not moving away from the doorway.
“We can’t change the past, but it’s the future we should be worried about. What’s our next step? I can’t hide out here forever. I’ll end up a sitting duck.” I grabbed a scrunchy off my mom’s coffee table and threw my hair up into a ponytail.
“Let’s go see Cecelia,” he said. He grabbed my hand and pulled me up off of the couch. I unplugged my phone from the charger, and off we went.










NINE.
We slowly pulled up to Méllo; the door had been shattered and was left wide open. Before Jasper could say anything, or stop for that matter, I jumped up and was out of the car within seconds. I couldn’t lose another person who had answers—another person whom I needed in my life.
“Oriana, wait! Let me go in there first!” I heard Jasper slam his car door shut behind me. I didn’t stop, though; I kept walking. I grabbed onto what was left of the door handle and felt Jasper grab hold of my arm.
“Don’t—at least let me take the first step. You are far more valuable.” He kissed my forehead, and the warmth radiated throughout me. Even though I’d have preferred to be at home in bed, being anywhere with Jasper was the next best thing. I stood next to the door, leaning against the wall. My stomach was in knots for fear of what we might find. I was worried that every car passing by might be someone after me. I was getting too anxious, and Jasper wasn’t hurrying fast enough, so I decided to walk in.
“I told you to wait.” I heard from Jasper as I glanced around the Méllo. It was a mess; pure havoc had been wreaked upon the one place I felt like myself. I began to walk back to Cecelia’s office—the room where I’d found out my whole life was a lie.
“No,” I gasped. Jasper raced to my side. There were signs of a struggle, and then blood. I walked over to the couch, and sat on the edge with my head hung low. Jasper stayed standing in the doorway; he faced out toward the shop and placed both of his hands behind his head. I guess I wasn’t the only one profoundly affected. I stood up and carefully walked around the room, trying to identify what happened. I knew I wouldn’t be able to, but I was hoping for a miracle. I noticed that in the vase of flowers on her bookshelf was a fresh dozen of hellebore.
“Jasper,” I forced out. He turned around, and when he noticed the flowers, even though I was closer, he was at the bookshelf faster than I was.
“There’s a card.” He said as I watched him take the card off of the plastic holder. He carefully opened and read it. “We need to get out of here right now.” He turned, grabbed my arm and pulled me out of the shop before I could ask why. “Alistair did this, he must have known we would go to her for answers.” He said as he turned around. He then opened the car door for me, walked around, and got in.
“What now?” I asked him. I was sick to my stomach.
“First, let’s grab lunch. Then I call in an old friend.” He said as he started the car. I wasn’t going to object; I was starving. And I needed my energy if I was planning on keeping up with all of this craziness.
We drove past several fast food restaurants until we arrived at a cute little burger joint, it was busy as heck so it must have been an excellent place to eat. Jasper finally found a parking spot, he let me out and held my hand as we walked in.
“It’s so packed here.” I said as we passed a group of people at the register.
“Alistair wouldn’t attack us with so many mortal humans around.” He said as he found us a booth.
“I suppose I didn’t think of that. I’m sorry you have to deal with all of this; if it weren’t for me, you’d still have your wings.” I picked up the menu to hide the tears welling in my eyes. Jasper grabbed the top of my menu and bent it down so he could make eye contact.
“I would rather go through hell with you, than stay in heaven alone.” He let the menu go.
I ordered the grilled cheese, and he ordered the bacon cheeseburger. We sat there for a while, just eating silently. It was nice—well, the peace was. I only wish I’d known what to say to him. Then, from out of nowhere, a handsome guy about the same age as Jasper sat down next to him. Jasper threw his hamburger down and had a wild look in his eyes like he was ready to kill. The guy didn’t look harmful to me, and when Jasper shook his hand, I realized he wasn’t.
“Is this her?” The guy said to Jasper as he looked in my direction.
“Yes, isn’t she beautiful?” Jasper grinned.
I couldn’t help but blush. Two exceptionally handsome men were ogling over me. Amazing.
“Hello, Oriana,” the stranger said to me as he took my hand. “I am Caspian.” He kissed my hand softly and smiled.
“Whoa now, don’t go stealing my girl, I’m her guardian, not you.” Jasper said with a chuckle. “Oriana, Caspian is one of my oldest friends.”
I was confused; old as in heaven-old, or old as in since he became a fallen?
“Is he an Angel?” I blurted out, a little too loud, but the guys didn’t seem too worried. They both laughed as if I had cracked the funniest joke they had ever heard.
“Should I show her my wings?” Caspian said to Jasper, but continued to look at me. I thought for sure my jaw had dropped.
“Wings? As in, like, real actual Angel wings? Won’t you get in trouble for being down here and talking to us? Actually, why are you here?” I took a fry off my plate and shoved it in my mouth nervously. I could see Caspian smiling as Jasper rolled his eyes. I felt a pinch of guilt for being insensitive. After all, Jasper had had his wings torn from him.
“No, fake Victoria’s Secret wings.” He looked me in the face, I was not amused. “Yes. Real wings, don’t get your panties in a bunch now. And no, I can’t get in trouble. Actually, yes I can, but everyone in heaven is far too busy with humans to worry about an Angel doing a bit of a side job. I am here to help you. I keep tabs on my dude here, and when I found out you guys were having a bit of drama, I sped down.” He flashed a smile. He had dirty blonde hair and light brown eyes. His jaw line was so sharp it could cut a diamond. He was a lot more down to earth than Jasper, which struck me as odd. Who would have thought an Angel was more down to earth than an earth-ridden Angel? Jasper smiled and took a drink from his soda. “So what’s the 411?” Caspian asked. Jasper cleared his throat.
“Alistair kidnapped Cecelia because we needed answers about what Oriana is.” Jasper had said quite matter-of-factly. The waitress swung by and sat a glass of water down in front of Caspian. He winked at her as she smiled and walked away.
“Whoa, slow down, what is she?” He asked as he took a drink of his water.
“Her mother is a Phós.” Jasper whispered it, though, which made me wonder if it really was that important. Caspian choked on his water—I was almost confident he was going to pass out.
“No way, you went and got yourself a Phós? Lucky guy.” He looked at me. “You don’t even know how special you are, do you?”
“You haven’t heard the best part,” Caspian raised his eyebrow. “Her dad is Lucifer.” Caspian grabbed fries off of my plate and shoved them in his mouth, standing up and running his hand through his hair, pacing back and forth in front of the booth.
“No, how, not even just how, but why? Do you understand how crazy rare this is? I thought finding a Phós was harder than finding two identical snowflakes. But a Phós-Nephilim? I haven’t even heard of that.” He sat down, stared at me, then stood up and began pacing again. “We have to get Cecilia back. I need—you need answers. We all do.”
“He’s freaking out more than I did when I found out. And he knows about this stuff.” I said to Jasper and watched him laugh. I liked seeing him happy.
Not even a minute later, we heard a scream come from the back of the restaurant. Jasper stood up and Caspian whipped around.
“Get her to safety.” Jasper growled to Caspian. “You have a better chance of getting her out. Go.”
Caspian grabbed my hand and ran with me, through the front door and out to the parking lot; we could hear more screaming and shouting from inside the restaurant.
“Wrap your arms around my neck,” he said, and as soon as I did, I saw three burly looking men burst through the front door. “Looks like Micah’s henchmen crashed my fun,” he muttered.
“We have to go. NOW,” I yelled, and the next thing I knew, we were flying. My grip loosened and I felt Caspian put his arm against my back to pull me into him.
“Hold on,” he said into my ear. I shut my eyes as hard as I could. Without warning, he let go of my waist, and we were thrown down. I opened my eyes to see one of the henchmen had grabbed hold of Caspian’s ankle.
“How can they fly?” I asked Caspian, completely confused.
“Some Henchmen are just rogue angels.” He said quickly. “Alistair must just be rogue, then.” Caspian put his finger in his mouth and bit down on it, just enough to draw blood. He wrote four strokes of blood on his right arm, and pointed his arm toward the henchman on his foot. A beam of white light emanated from the palm of his hand and hit the guy in the face. He let go, and screamed as he fell down to earth. I didn’t think I wanted to know what that was.
“Shit,” he cursed, although I didn’t think he meant for me to hear it. I craned my neck to see what he was looking at; the other two henchmen were in front of us. Caspian shot up, grabbed me around the waist, and pulled me in tight. We started spinning, so I closed my eyes. We instantly made impact with something, violent enough to cause me to lose my grip on Caspian, and for him to lose his grip on me. Both of us began falling out of the sky. I felt a grip tighten on my wrist, then thankfully I was pulled upward. I turned into what I thought was Caspian, only to see one of the henchmen.
“Caspian!” I shrieked. The henchman put his hand over my mouth and tucked me under his arm. He folded his wings around us, and we dropped like a bullet. With his hand still over my mouth, I couldn’t scream. I had never felt more frightened in my life. Less than five seconds later, I felt his wings unfurl, as we slowed down and eventually touched the grassy ground. The man forced me to sit—I fought and fought, but he continued to overpower me. He took out a knife and sliced his hand, using the blood to draw something on my forehead. He ripped a piece of cloth from his shirt and wound it around his hand.
“There, that should work.” He seemed to ease off of me—the look in his eyes was different; he looked sad. So I tried to use the lovely people skills that I genuinely did not possess, but it was worth a try.
“What’s your name?” He looked appalled, as if I had just insulted him. He unwound the bandaging on his hand, and drew on my head again.
“Be Still,” he whispered. “Speak, girl,” he ordered me.
“What does that mean?” I was confused. Was something wrong with me?
“How can this be?” He looked bewildered. “I marked you. You are to be still—to not move. You should not be able to speak.”
But I was confused, too. Jasper’s marks worked on me, so why not this guy’s?
“I won’t move, I promise.” It was the truth; I was no match for him. He looked at me and sighed, then sat down opposite from me and glared. He ripped blades of grass from the ground, and tore up the pieces. “What is your name, sir?” Maybe being more polite would help.
“I no longer have a name,” he said. There was a long pause. I wasn’t sure what to say, and in a way, I felt bad. Names are identities—without a name, who are you? “Decades ago, I was once called Thaddeus. I now identify as Hunter Two.” He added.
“Why are you called that? Aren’t you a henchman for Micah?” I needed to tap into his humanity, if he had any. I hoped to god he did.
“I should not be talking to you—I was advised not to. But I do not see harm in small talk. You obviously know nothing, and cannot do wrong. I am Hunter Two, but I am also a henchman. There are positions within the henchmen.” He looked me in the face and could tell I was a bit lost. So he continued on “Look at it this way. Heaven is the white chess pieces, and the black is Hell. Within those pieces, Lucifer is the king, Micah is the queen. Rooks would probably be the marksmen of the henchmen, as they fight fairly well. Bishops would be the soldiers that stand next to Micah and Lucifer, to protect them in case of a breach, as they would fight better than the pawns, who are neither good nor bad when it comes to fighting. The knights are hunters; we track down people, beings, and artifacts, whatever we are told to find. Then you have rankings, one being the best and from there on, with the exception of pawns—they do not have rankings. I may have confused you more, but I have never had to describe it before. Do you understand now?”
“I think so, there is one thing, though, I can’t seem to get my mind around. Why do you no longer identify with a name?” I yearned for answers.
“Because Lucifer thinks names mean independence, and independence means defiance.” Thaddeus looked toward the sky for a moment. I pondered for a moment on the next question to ask. I had some broad personal questions—ones that brought out emotions.
“Do you have a family?” I questioned him again. He sighed.
“You are far too curious, and curiosity is a dangerous venom… but to answer you, yes and no. No, I do not currently have a family, but yes, at one point I did have one. Now no more talking.” He quickly looked to the right of us, beyond the trees and stood up. “I am truly sorry,” he said as he made me stand up, then swiftly threw me up and over his shoulder. I did not protest, I knew it would be pointless.
“Hunter Two, we have been searching for you.” I heard a man say. His voice was deep, and sounded dark, if that even made sense. “Nightfall is coming upon us fast, we need to meet up with Cardinal One at the lighthouse, the prisoner is there awaiting her fate now.”
I felt a tinge of worry, I wondered if the prisoner was Cecelia or Derek. After what felt like miles of walking, I began to feel weak and somehow fell asleep.











TEN.
I awoke when I was gently set down. The floor was old wood, the type that, if you slid on it, you’d end up with a crapload of slivers. I looked up and saw Thaddeus. He gave me a smile of encouragement. It was nice to see.
“Here, eat. Please.” He set down a cup of water and a plate which held a poor excuse of a sandwich. I looked at the plate for a moment, then back up at Thaddeus.
“Is it poisoned?” I wanted to eat, but not if I was going to die because of it.
“No, I prepared it myself. I was to bring you back alive. You must eat.” He stood up and walked out.
I felt like I could trust him, so I began to take bites of the sandwich. The lettuce was soggy, but it was food. I was nearly done when I heard struggling outside my room. The door burst open; they shoved Cecilia in so hard she flew several feet before landing on the floor. I stood up and rushed over, glaring at the men as I stood over her. They began to approach me; there were three of them. One of them, I recognized from the restaurant with Jasper and Caspian. I formed my hands into fists. I knew I was no match, but I would not let them hurt her. Thaddeus barged back into the room.
“Out, now!” He hollered from behind them. Two of them quickly turned around and left; the third glared at me. There was something terrifying about him—although I would not let it show. “NOW!” Thaddeus boomed. The man left, followed by Thaddeus. I was thankful that of all the henchmen, I got one with a bit of humanity left.
“You need not risk yourself for me, dear,” came from the floor. I knelt down to Cecelia and helped her sit up. She was bruised all over, from head to toe.
I sighed, “But I will. Because I care about you. I know we’ve only met twice, but you have told me more about myself than I ever knew. I trust you, and right now you’re all I seem to have.” I sat down next to her and let out a groan as Cecelia grabbed my hand.
“Thank you. You, in a way, are kin to me. I know you are bursting with questions, and who knows how long we’ve got. Ask away, lovely, I will answer what I can.” She patted my hand and gave me a comforting smile.
“Do you know where my father is?” I began. Cecelia’s demeanor completely changed. She looked as though she could cry.
“Assuming you meant Derek, I am not sure. He was here with me for about a day. They hurt him pretty badly, tortured him to get answers about you, but he would not speak. They dragged him out, and I do not know where they took him. My foresight is blocked in here.” We sat in silence for a while. I could not cry though, I could not show weakness right now. I had to be strong.
“Why it is that Jasper could use his marks on me, but when one of the henchmen tried, he could not?” I watched her face as she smiled.
“There are dark marks which the henchmen use, they are completely different. Two different signs for the same order. Lucifer is your father; he created the signs, but made sure they would not work on him. So for that reason, they also do not work on you. That is a nice asset, but one I would not be let known. For instance, if you are marked to ‘Sleep,’ and you pretend to sleep, you may have a chance at escaping.” Cecelia shifted her weight. She was uncomfortable on the hard floor. It yet again made me feel guilty—if it weren’t for me, she’d be in the comfort of her own bed.
“I didn’t think about that—thank you.” I sat for a while. I still had so many questions; it seemed like everything I once wondered didn’t even matter anymore. “I don’t know what else to ask. Is there anything I don’t know that I probably should?” I watched as she sat there. She closed her eyes for an incredibly long time; I almost thought she’d fallen asleep on me.
“There is one thing, perhaps two. I do not know what others have told you, or even know themselves. For one, you are part of a beautiful prophecy; bright and vivid are the pages indeed. I cannot tell you what the prophecy is, for that is something you have to fulfill on your own, without any influence on who you are to be, and what you are to do.” She paused. “And second, you have a half-sister. She is not your mother’s daughter, but your father’s. She is not a Phós, but she is of something just as beautiful and rare. She is a Skótos.” Then she stopped talking. I was glad she had; I needed a second to register this. In less than a minute, I had gone from only child to sister. I was sure she could see the shock on my face.
“What is a Skótos? How old is she? What does she look like? What’s her name? I’m sorry—I just can’t wrap my head around this one.” Who would have thought the one thing that could stump me was having a sister I’d never known about, yet the Angels and other creatures of sort had hardly phased me. My parents were not my parents, and now I’ve got a sister. 
“Skótos is the exact opposite of you; it is dark. But like you, the dark is still a beautiful and wonderful gift. She is only a month or so younger than you, and I do not know what she looks like. But I do know her name is Luna. Lucifer—the father of both of you—he was a better man then he is now. He is now cunning and deceitful, but those traits were not carried over onto you or your sister. And now Micah wants to have both of you, to harvest your powers together so he can control the world and get into heaven. When you control both light and dark, you control everything. But Lucifer watched the both of you grow, and learn, and laugh, so it strained the relationship between him and Micah. You see, all this Archangel has ever wanted was love—but he is too fearful to admit it.”
My head felt like it was going to explode. I should have eased into the questions. “Thank you, truly.” I mumbled out. I felt fairly tired, and sick. I scooted myself onto the floor and curled into a fetal position, facing Cecilia. “One more thing, Cecilia—what are you?” Dazed and tired, I still asked.
“I am a Fae, darling—catch some sleep. I will wake you if anything changes, but as of now, we are in a room with nothing else to do. Sleep well.” She placed her hand on my shoulder. “And call me Cece, Cecilia sounds old. I’m just a little over six-hundred years; most Fae live to be thousands of years old.” She chuckled, but I couldn’t help but gape at the thought of experiencing six-hundred years alive, let alone thousands. I’d say life must get lonely, but with so many other creatures, you really aren’t ever alone.

I awoke sometime later; because the room had no windows, though, I couldn’t tell what time it was. I scanned around the room and noticed Cecilia was gone. My heart dropped to my stomach. I sat upright and tried to control my breathing; I suddenly felt ice cold. I ran to the door and began kicking it.
“Where did you take her, damn you?” I screamed. “Open the door! Tell me! Bring her back! Please!” I began to beg. I was desperate—I did not want to be alone. I started feeling claustrophobic, and I couldn’t catch my breath. The tumbler on the locks clicked, and the door opened. The henchman from earlier who’d had an issue with leaving came in. He shut the door behind him, and as soon as he did, I felt helpless.
“Sorry, I was only worried about my friend.” I thought that maybe if I apologized he’d just leave.
“Your friend is as good as dead if Micah has his way.” He chuckled and began walking my way, slowly backed me up into the corner. I was trapped, and I had nowhere to go.
“Please don’t hurt me.” I avoided eye contact. The last thing I wanted to do was start crying.
“Please don’t hurt me.” He mimicked. “Shut up.” He chuckled as he got closer to me. His breath reeked of alcohol. He grabbed my chin and forced me to look him in the eye, squeezing my jaw so hard tears began to well up in my eyes. “What’s so special about you?” He looked at my face, then turned my jaw to the left as he continued to look. He shoved me back to the wall and took a step back, examining me like a filthy dog. “Turn around.” He ordered. I didn’t want to; I was shaking, and I felt like I was going to throw up. Maybe if I threw up, he’d leave me alone. Then again somehow my life never really turns out that simple and easy. “Did you hear me, witch? I said turn the hell around.” He ordered again. I slowly turned around. I felt his eyes scanning my backside; it was a disgusting feeling. A few minutes had passed, and I had been doing absolutely nothing but staring at the wall. I heard shuffling and felt him get closer, causing the hair on my neck to raise, and then my stomach turned. He grabbed my hair in his fist and twisted it, so my neck craned to the side. “You’re a pretty one, aren’t you?” Except it wasn’t a question, he wanted me to answer. He threw me to the side, so I was no longer facing the wall. He began walking toward me again, so I backed up until I felt the wall behind me. He then reached around and grabbed another handful of my hair. I winced in pain, and he just smiled. My head was forced into an odd angle, and he leaned in and licked the length of my face from chin to brow. He slowly moved my head to face him, and then he kissed me forcibly and against my will. Disgusted and scared, I closed my eyes and tried to will away the thoughts. Then suddenly, he let go of my hair, and I felt him pull away from me. I carefully opened my eyes to see the man on the floor, and a hooded person standing above him with a short sword in his hands. I looked at the guy on the ground and saw blood pooling under him. I quickly ran to the furthest point of the room.
“Please don’t hurt me, I promise, I’ll do what you want.” I begged. I had never been so terrified in my entire life. I wish I were eighteen already, I could really use some powers or something. Part of me felt like I recognized him. 
“I am here to save you,” he said, “but now we must go. You have to believe me.” He put his sword in the sheath hanging from his belt. He's dressed in black fitted jeans and a black hoodie. I couldn’t make out much of his face, and he turned away before I could really try. I followed him out, knowing that I could have been walking right into danger.
“Wait, please,” I said as I stopped right outside the door. The man turned around; I couldn’t see his eyes, but I could tell he was irritated. “I need you to help me get my friend out.”
“Of course. I’ve already gotten her out, but she is not doing so well. I can take you to her, if you’d like.” He offered. He sounded relatively kind and spoke somewhat formally.
“Please do.” I followed him down the winding stairs. The bottom of the stairs opened to a large room, Cecilia slumped on the floor. I was far away, but even so, I could easily see she looked rough. I ran as fast as I could and dropped to the ground beside her.
“Cece? I’m so sorry. I am so, so sorry.” I started crying. Seeing her beaten and bruised this badly was too much for me. How could anyone do this? Why would anyone do this? I felt a hand on my shoulder. I looked up and saw my rescuer. He wasn’t looking at me, but his hand was comfort enough. I looked back to Cecilia.
“Do you know how to draw marks?” I asked my rescuer.
“Yes.” He answered simply.
“Can you teach me a healing mark?” I begged him with my eyes.
“Those take massive amounts of magic, enough to render the giver lifeless. Normally you cannot use them on Fae. I am sorry, I cannot teach you to do that, nor can I let you try.” He let go of my shoulder. I started crying again, sobbing, actually. I was helpless. As my rescuer knelt down next to me, he took out a small dagger from his boot and carved a design into the ground and passed the blade to me.
“You need to draw this mark on your hand, with your blood, and press it to her heart. Please, listen to me when I tell you this. Let up if you feel off. Please, I did not rescue you only to lose you.” He sounded genuinely worried.
“Okay, thank you,” I smiled at him. It was a weak smile, but I felt forever grateful. He was helping me save someone so dear to me, even if all I could do was try. I stabbed my finger with his knife. It took me a few times to draw enough blood—I’d never needed to cut into skin before. I took my time and made sure I did the mark precisely the way he’d shown me. Placing my palm down onto her heart, and my other hand on top, I closed my eyes and as I focused on her heartbeat, I pictured her cuts and bruises healing.
“Oriana, stop,” I heard him say from beside me. “Oriana, your nose is bleeding—you need to stop.”
But I couldn’t, I felt her healing. She needed me, and it was the least I could do for her after everything she’d done for me. I opened my eyes, and the last thing I saw was my hero in front of me, his hood was down and I could see his face. He had the brightest, most unique eyes. One was half blue and half green, while the other was just green. They were full of fear and worry, but I was not worried. Then the world faded out.


ELEVEN.
I consciously awoke to wind blowing in my face. I flickered my eyes open to see my rescuer. He was holding me and seemed unaware that I was awake. His wings were steadily flapping behind him, and they were beautiful—grey with gold intertwined—or it could have been the sun shimmering, either way, I couldn’t tell. Then it hit me, we were flying. I grabbed around his neck and held on tightly. It caught him off guard and made his wings flutter, which in return caused us to drop a bit in the air.
“You’re awake, thank god.” He said out loud with a smile. He made eye contact with me, and my heart stopped. There was something about him I couldn’t describe. His jet black hair made his eyes stand out even more. I felt myself turn red as our gaze carried on for longer than it should have.
“What happened to me? Where is Cecilia?” I asked, realizing I had no clue what day it even was.
“I don’t know, you had blood running from your nose, and light coming out of your eyes. Then you passed out. Cecilia said you’d used your light to save her, and that you would be asleep for some time regenerating it. I rented her a car and gave her some money to lay low. We both thought it would be the best idea. If we need her, she will know.”
It took me a moment. I looked down but could only see clouds. Resting my head on his chest felt great—he was warming while the air was chilly.
“Are you taking me to my home?” I asked as we began descending.
“Not exactly, but you need to eat and recharge.”
We slowly fell through the clouds, the sweet mist kissing at my cheeks, and I couldn’t help but smile. It was a beautiful moment. I didn’t want to land; up here, and right this moment, I had no worries. Nothing but pure air—it was exhilarating. We touched ground in a grassy field with nothing around us as far as I could see.
“I can’t eat grass, and I don’t think I can recharge using photosynthesis either.” He set me down and let out a chuckle. It was a handsome kind of laugh.
“If we were to land in town, I am pretty sure everyone would either run away screaming or capture us for testing. Not many people can handle the fact that not all of their neighbors are human.” In a swift movement, his wings folded and disappeared into his back. He began walking and turned around when I didn’t follow him.
“What’s your name?” I couldn’t keep thinking of him as my hero; if he knew, he might end up with a big ego.
“Kade, now let’s go.” He began walking again. This time I followed him. Not sure how far we walked, but once we came upon a road, we followed it for a while as it led us right into a cute little town. Following Kade, we began walking past shops and stores. I stopped when I caught my reflection. Immediately I was embarrassed—I looked like I had been through a tornado, dirt and all. Kade turned around and watched me.
“Oh, sorry.” I said as I continued to look at myself. A sigh escaped my lips. I caught up to Kade. “Okay, where are we eating?” I hadn’t noticed how tall he was; he towered a decent foot over me, and I was tall already as it was.
“Just how starving are you?” He looked around at the stores behind me.
“I guess I’m hungry, but not deathly starving. Why?” Honestly, my stomach was digesting itself. That’s how hungry I was, but he didn’t need to know that.
“We’ll get a hotel, and you can clean up while I get you new clothes and food. We can rest for the night and fly the rest of the way home tomorrow. Follow me.” He turned around and began walking again.
My stomach wiggled at the thought of sleeping in the same room as him. I felt a guilty ping—Jasper was out there somewhere, most likely looking for me, and here I was, excited about sleeping in the bed beside Kade. I decided to wait before I would object to him buying me clothes; it was a nice gesture, but I felt weird about him spending money on me, let alone picking them out.
We arrived at the hotel about fifteen minutes later. My feet were sore from walking, and I was beginning to feel weak. Kade, on the other hand, looked like he could walk for days before it would start wearing on him.
He went up and spoke to the woman at the counter. She was somewhat pretty, and she knew it. She talked up a storm with Kade, and kept smiling at him. How is it so easy for her to talk to him? She passed him keys and winked at him, then wrote something on a piece of paper and handed it to him.
We walked down the hallway until we arrived at the last little room at the end. He let me in, but did not follow me.
“I am going to get you food. And clothes. Can you, umm,” He scratched his head; he actually seemed flustered. I was relieved to know he wasn’t completely emotionless. “Write down sizes… of everything you need? Sorry.” He stayed at the door and did not come in.
“I sure can, one sec.” I ran over to the nightstand, noticing there was only one bed. I wrote down my sizes, as well as what I needed. It was embarrassing—giving a guy like Kade my sizes was like telling him my deepest darkest secrets—you just don’t do it. I walked back over to the door and handed him the note. “You know, you don’t have to buy me any clothes. Honestly. And don’t judge. Better yet, don’t even look at the paper until you are out of sight. And, umm, there is only one bed.” I felt myself blush; I wondered if he had expected to sleep in the same bed with me.
“You will be sleeping in here alone, I will be in this room,” He motioned to the door across from it. “Do you like pizza? Or do you prefer something else?” He asked.
“Oh, alright. I like pizza, cheese, please. Thank you so much, really, y—”
“Wait until I get back to talk, go shower. I’ll be back before you’re done. I have your spare key, so I’ll just set your clothes down inside the door.” He smiled and closed the door.
I walked into the bathroom and sat on the edge of the tub—boy, did it feel good to sit down. I turned the water on, and after I wrestled with the knob a bit, got it as hot as I could stand it.
I slowly took my shoes off, then peeled my socks off. Rubbing my feet, I smelt the stench and decided I should probably hurry up and get into the water.
Several minutes had passed, and I hadn’t even washed my hair. I stood with my eyes closed and let the water flood down my face. It had me in a trance. Eventually, I washed my hair, but it felt so good that I was in no rush to leave the steaming hot water. I heard the hotel phone ring from inside the bathroom; carefully stepping out, I wrapped myself in a towel and cautiously stepped out of the restroom.
“Hello?” I answered.
“You shouldn’t have answered, Oriana.” It was Kade.
“Sorry, I didn’t think it would have been a problem.”
“I think I got everything you needed, and I am at the food parlor right now waiting for the pizza. I’ve already stopped by the hotel to get your clothes delivered to your room. They were instructed to leave your clothes outside the door, so once they knock, wait a good six minutes before you open it to retrieve your clothing,” he instructed—not in a rude manner, but more of a caring sort of way.
“Okay.” I heard a knock at the door. “They just knocked.”
“How about if you leave me on the line, and go ahead and grab your clothes. If anyone does anything, scream as loud as you can, and I will be there in a flap of my wings.”
“I cautiously walked to the door. I was begging nothing would happen, especially while I stood still, wrapped in my towel with sopping wet hair. Looking through the eye hole, I could see the bags had been set down, and no one was in sight. I cracked the door, grabbed the bags, then slammed and locked the door.
“Everything went fine.” I said into the phone as I sat down on the bed.
“Okay, I’ll be back in a few.” And then the line went silent. Part of me was so completely confused—one second I felt like he liked me, and the next I felt like he was annoyed. I looked at the phone and desperately wished I knew Jasper’s number by heart—or anyone who knew him for that matter.
I reached into the bags and pulled out black leggings, a long dark blue shirt, a bra, socks, and underwear. He either has good taste, has done this before, or asked for help. The bra was just darling. Rosy pink with a touch of lace and gold and matching underwear. I opened up the last bag and pulled out a hairbrush, toothbrush, and deodorant. Thank god because I’d forgotten to ask for those.
It took me all of five minutes to finish up getting ready. I laid on my bed as the phone began to ring again, then there was a knock at the door at the same time. It made my stomach lurch. I crept over to the door and looked through the peephole. It was Kade.
“Someone’s calling.” I said as I swung the door open, he bolted past me and picked up the phone. He sat there for a good second, not saying anything.
“Shit.” He slammed the phone down and paced.
“Who was it?” I locked the door and walked toward him, stopping and leaning against the wall. He looked at me, then his gaze crept. I could feel my cheeks start burning.
“Trackers. You’ll stay in my room tonight. I’ll stay here.” Something within me desired to have him near. I didn’t know why—even though every ounce of me screamed Jasper, something else within me was yelling Kade just as loudly.
“Would you maybe stay in the room with me? I’d feel safer. I mean, especially if they can fly. There are windows.” A look of shock swept over his face. “Well, I mean, like you can get a rollaway or something, or I’ll sleep on the floor.” I added.
“No need for that; it would be my pleasure. If you should feel uncomfortable, let me know, and I will leave.” He walked past me and opened the door, stuck his head out to check the hall, then stepped back for me to walk past.
“Thank you, and you won’t have to worry about me feeling uncomfortable. I know I’m fine with it.” We settled into the room, I sat on the bed and ate pizza while he sat in the chair and watched TV.
“You know you can have a piece, right?” I told him.
He turned the chair around and smiled at me. “Are you always this kind?”
I paused mid-bite, then set my pizza down. “I guess you could say so. I’ve just always cared about others. Is that okay?” I wasn’t sure where this conversation was going, but I didn’t mind. I enjoyed talking to him.
“Stop right there, don’t ask if it’s okay. That’s like the other mundane humans all saying sorry for things they’re not at fault for. Like, ‘Hey, sorry you failed your diet,’ or ‘Sorry your grandmother died.’ Why would you ask me if it’s okay?” He looked genuinely interested.
“I don’t know, I guess it’s just one of my many faults. Way to make me feel like I screwed up.” I was somewhat offended. Maybe I didn’t enjoy talking to him.
“Now is the appropriate time for one to say sorry. Oriana, I am sorry if I came off rude. I don’t know how to converse like a human. I know you’re not human, but you were raised among them; I was not.” Part of me was relieved he had a legitimate excuse for being short with me, or coming off sort of like an ass. I watched him turn his chair back around to the TV. “Oh, and I refuse to eat right now, and don’t say sorry for it.”
“Okay.” I didn’t know what else to say, but he was right, normally I would have said sorry. I finished eating and threw away my trash. “Why not? And do you need to sleep?”
He shut off the TV and turned back toward me. “Self-discipline. And yes, we do need to let our bodies rest and regain control. We are just entities; these bodies take work to keep them under control. I can tell you have questions. Go ahead, you have my full attention.” He smiled at me.
“Who are you? I only know your name is Kade. Are you a friend of Jasper’s?”
“No.” He raised an eyebrow, and I crinkled mine, which got a chuckle out of him.
“Then who are you? Why’d you save me?” I was desperate to find out about my hero.
“Oriana,” He paused. But hearing him say my name would never get old. “Do you remember when I said if I made you uncomfortable, to let me know and I’d leave? It’s because I had a feeling this question would come up. You are a curious person—if you weren’t a Phós, I would wonder if you were part wolf.”
“Yes, I remember.” I was nervous. I fumbled the bedspread between my fingers.
“My dad is a messed up man, and I think you of all people understand that who created you doesn’t always take effect in you.” I knew he was referencing Lucifer being my bio dad. I hated it. He continued on, “I beg you, do not hate me when I tell you this. My father is Micah.”
I stood up and looked at him. “What do you want with me? Are you taking me to him? Is that it?” I was frantic. Micah was a curse word to me, a bitter taste, like salt to a wound.
“Oriana, I hate him. I want nothing to do with the man. I want to save you.” I could tell by the look in his eyes that he was sincere.
“Okay. I didn’t mean to react like that. It’s just that within a short matter of time, this man has ruined my life.” I sat back on the bed and laid on my back. I felt his eyes on me.
“I have hated him my whole life.” I rolled to my stomach and looked at him; he was looking away, but I could tell it hurt him.
Desperately trying to change the conversation, I asked, “Can I ask you something else?”
“Of course.”
“Why is it I feel so connected to you?” Cue the red cheeks. “I can’t stop thinking about you, no matter how hard I try.”
He smiled at me, and then frowned. “Although I am glad you felt the attraction too, it is caused by nothing good. When I was an infant, far before I had a will of my own, my father decided he wanted to have a special kid like Lucifer had with you and your sister. He captured himself a Phós and harvested her light. Daily he would inject me with light and enjoy watching what it did to me. He kept doing this until I hit eight years old and had no changes. Little did he know it had a major effect on me that wouldn’t hit until I transformed.”
I was shocked, amazed, and sad. I was shocked that a father could inject his newborn, his child, with something he knew nothing about. It could have killed Kade. I was amazed that the guy in front of me had Phós in him, although it may not have been the same, it made sense as to why I was so attracted to him. And then I was sad, I was sad because of what he had to endure for eight years, and for what he had to face now.
“I’m so sorry, and before you cut in and tell me not to say sorry, listen first; I say ‘sorry’ because I genuinely wish with everything in me that you could have had a father worth something—a father like I had growing up. Sorry doesn’t always mean you feel sorry for someone, it sometimes means you feel sorrow for someone.” I gave him a gentle smile, but he didn’t say anything, so I rolled back onto my back and shut my eyes.
I saw black figures, and blood—vast amounts of it. I heard screaming; I could see faces that were twisted and pained. I saw children crying, and fire. I started screaming—I couldn’t make it stop; I couldn’t make it go away. I wanted to open my eyes, but I couldn’t. I felt Kade reach behind my head and pull me into his lap. I think he was talking, but I couldn’t make anything out over the sounds of these screams. I was crying so hard I could feel my body shake. Then I saw a girl, a beautiful girl. She was blonde with beautiful hazel eyes. She was about my age. It was Luna, and she was screaming.
I woke up on the bed, being held by Kade. The clock read 4:00 am. It had been nine hours. I laid still, replaying what I had just seen.
“You’re awake. Kade mumbled out in a sleepy tone.
“Yes,” I said. I wasn’t sure what to say—I wasn’t even entirely sure I understood what had just happened to me.
“Are you okay? You sure know how to get a guy in bed with you.” I felt him snort, as he exhaled against the back of my head. Neither of us moved; I was too busy deciphering my dream.
“I think I had a vision. I think.” Kade sat up and looked at me.
“What did you see?” If I had told someone from high school that I’d just had a vision, I would probably have been sent to the counselor. But Kade wasn’t even phased.
“Luna, screaming, blood, fire.” I could almost feel the pain those poor people suffered. Kade got up and grabbed his knife, drew blood and painted on the wall, and it began to glow. He blew on it, and the light grew brighter. I watched him walk to the bathroom and rinse his hand, then he came back and sat on the bed where he was just lying. “What did you just do?” I asked him.
“I called a friend down to check it out; we should probably get some more rest, and she should be here by the time we wake up.” He frowned and looked to the window.
“What was that? The thing you drew?” I ran my fingers through my hair as I watched him thoughtfully. 
His jaw tensed. “It’s a beacon, to call her. We don’t use cell phones where we’re from.”
“She’s a good friend of yours?”
“One of the best, now rest up. You’ve got the chance to get a few hours of uninterrupted sleep.” He turned back to me and smiled. I nodded and turned my head toward him, pulled the blanket up between my arms and closed my eyes.











TWELVE.
“Oriana? Hey, it’s time to get up.” I batted my eyelashes as I opened my eyes and focused on a familiar face just inches from mine.
“I’m up, Kade.” He backed away. I am not a morning person by any means. My thoughts registered, and I realized what I had dreamt about. “Is your friend here?” I sat up and got out of bed, and began walking over to the desk with the fancy mirror.
“Yes, she is downstairs waiting for us. She has Jasper and Caspian meeting us an hour from here.” My stomach sank. I was not nearly ready to deal with the feelings I had for both guys. I loved Jasper, but I was beginning to think my love for him wasn’t the type of love we both had felt. 
“Oh, okay.” I brushed my hair and walked to the bathroom to wet my toothbrush.
“You don’t seem excited—we don’t have to meet them if you don’t want to.” He couldn’t hide the hopefulness, even if he tried. I finished brushing my teeth and walked out of the bathroom. He was sitting on the edge of the bed, looking at the floor. The curtains were shut, so it was pretty dark, but just light enough for me to see his head hung low.
“Kade, can I ask you another question? I know it’s not the time since your friend is downstairs, but why is it me you want to protect?” I stayed in the light near the bathroom door. I heard Kade clear his throat.
“I’ve been following you since Micah, my father, took an interest in you. So you’re special to me. I have been silently protecting you, even.” He stood up and threw on his leather jacket. He must have bought it when he bought my clothes. He fixed the hood from the sweatshirt underneath, and walked toward me.
“You’ve been protecting me? How?” I stammered. He was getting closer, but I stood my ground.
“I’m the one who beat Alistair up in the city—I grabbed your wallet and ran, trying to lead you away. There were no thieves, just me. I placed a mark on him that sent him to the hospital with what humans call a concussion. When you were in the backyard and Alistair went nuts, that was me that yanked him away. I saved Derek too, and I bought you a drink at the Mèllo. I was always there in the shadows, keeping you safe.” He was then inches from my face.
“That was you at the hospital, too?” 
He nodded his head slightly, I could feel the warmth radiating from him. My soul wanted to kiss him. He smiled and reached behind me as he opened the door. “After you.”
“Thanks,” I breathed out, unable to make sense of things. He was the one who had kept me safe, all while Jasper left me to be eaten by the wolves.
I was left to follow Kade yet again. Being behind someone all the time was getting to be pretty annoying. It’s tough to carry a conversation when you’re so many feet behind them. The lobby was overwhelmingly crowded, and even with Kade being as tall as a mountain, I began to lose him.
“Ouch,” I muttered as I was shoulder-checked unnecessarily hard.
“Probably should have watched where you were going.” I heard the girl say from behind me.
“Excuse me?” Whipping around and facing the rude stranger, I was taken aback by how beautiful she was. She had light brown hair, and big, beautiful, bright hazel eyes. Her skin was so ridiculously flawless, she was nearly glowing.
“Are you deaf?” She snapped at me.
I shrugged it off and rushed to catch back up with Kade, and as soon as I got to him, he put his phone to his ear. He saw me, and a look of relief fell over his face. He grabbed my hand and didn’t let go.
“Where are you, we’re by the ATM sign. Come to us. Yes, humans are ignorant, now get over here.” He put his phone in his pocket while he looked around frantically. “I thought I lost you.” He said as he was still looking around.
“Just got slowed down.” His grip tightened around my hand as he pulled me closer. I looked up at his face and saw him focused on something.
“Oriana, this is Abigail. Abigail, Oriana.” And as soon as he said that, I realized it was the girl who had shoulder-checked me.
“You have got to be kidding me.” She let out a sarcastic laugh.
“You two know each other?” Kade looked confused, I couldn’t help but be amused and irritated at the same time. I assumed she would at least look like an average girl. Like, not so drop-dead gorgeous. 
“You could say that.” She rolled her eyes. “Anyways, I am called a hunter. I know where your friends are, and I am working on tracking your sister.”
“What is your ranking?” I asked her. Remembering Thaddeus was a Hunter Two, I wondered for a brief moment how he was doing. I looked at her as she looked at Kade. I looked back at him, and he looked at me. “What? Are you not supposed to ask that?” No one was saying anything, which confused me a bit.
“No, it’s a fine question. Just shocked me, us, I guess. She ranks one.” Kade smiled at me, he almost seemed proud, and I couldn’t help but grin.
“Do you know Thaddeus? Is he okay?” I said to Abigail.
“I trained him myself. Yes, he is. Why?” She was short and to the point. And rude.
“Just wondering.” I didn’t want to get him into trouble. His kindness helped keep me sane while I was there, even for a moment.
“Odd, but whatever.” She shifted her weight.
I looked at Kade, speechless and somewhat offended by how rude she was. Kade looked amused. I should have known better.
“Shall we get going?” Kade squeezed my hand, I nearly forgot our hands were still interlocked. It felt so natural.
Abigail turned around and began walking, most likely assuming we’d follow. We made it through the crowded lobby and outside the building. Abigail got in the driver seat of a black SUV while Kade climbed in back with me. I was thankful he did, the last thing I wanted was to be the third wheel.
“Plans changed. Your friends will be meeting us approximately three hours away if we make it without complications. It was a safer location.” Abigail put some oversized sunglasses on and adjusted the rearview mirror.
After about an hour of driving, I felt lulled to sleep by the noise of the engine. I laid my head against Kade and looked up at him with tired eyes. He smiled and put his arm around me so I would be more comfortable. He then placed a warm kiss on my forehead that sent a lovely tingle down my body. I felt like at this moment, and it was heaven on earth.
I was abruptly woken when my head hit the ceiling. Kade grabbed me and yanked me into him. I felt his wings curl around us as we were thrown and flung around violently. I did my best not to panic or scream, but it was safe to assume complications had arisen. We finally stopped moving, and Kade uncurled his wings. The SUV was upside down, and Abigail was nowhere to be seen.
“Can you keep up? I don’t think it’s going to be safe in here much longer, but I fear what’s waiting on the outside.” He didn’t really give me a chance to reply. I watched him lay on his back and used his legs to kick the door open, he went before me, and I followed.
The sky was darkening with clouds. I could hear yelling, and as I turned around, Abigail was fighting off two of the henchmen.
“Go back to hell, you ugly broods!” She yelled. I watched her pull a sword out of thin air.
“Oriana, let’s go.” Kade said to me in a hushed tone. We crouched down low and moved as far off the side of the road as we could.
“I see you two.” I had heard from above us. I looked up to find one ugly henchman, his face full of scars—he was pretty terrifying. Kade stood up and pushed me behind him. He, too, then pulled a sword out of thin air, and they began dueling. I took a few steps back and noticed three more henchmen were descending upon us. I looked over at Abigail and saw she had killed one of the two she’d been fighting.
“Kade, give me something to use!” I shouted. I needed something to keep me safe while everyone else was busy fighting. I couldn’t tell if he could hear me, or if he was too busy fighting. I started backing up, and stumbled over something in the tall grass. I looked down to find a beautiful sword. The handle was dark and encrusted with diamonds. The blade glistened, and as soon as it was in my hands, I felt an odd connection to it—like it was my sword.
“I’ll get her,” one of the three in the sky began to dart toward me.
My arm rose, and the henchman plunged into my sword., More accurately, the sword seemed to maneuver on its own.
“She just might put up a fight.” The other two flew toward me. I kept backing up, hoping to keep the two in front of me. The sight of blood on my sword caught me off guard. Suddenly, I felt something behind me. I whipped around, sword drawn, and to my surprise, it was Jasper.
“Hey, beautiful—didn’t know you could kick ass, too. Nice sword—whose is it?” He said as he stepped behind me to face off with the two henchmen. Caspian was there too; his wings were unfurled and as beautiful as I could remember.
“Hey there Oriana, we were here to rescue you. But I think you had it handled—nice job.” Caspian rushed past me to aid in fighting. I looked over and saw Abigail just as she was stabbed through the shoulder. Part of me even felt terrible. Kade looked like he was just about finished with the Frankenstein-looking henchman. Caspian and Jasper teamed up and fought, joking and laughing the whole time.
“Boo.” I heard from behind me. I slowly turned around to see Alistair, he silently appeared, coming out from behind the tree line. I slowly stepped backward and raised my sword. I was shaking, but it did not unsteady my blade.
“You gonna poke me?” Alistair let out a monstrous laugh and pulled out his sword before raising it to mine. In four fast movements, he had knocked the sword out of my hands. He grabbed me by the throat and threw me to the ground. Al must have snuck under everyone’s radar, because no one seemed to be running to my aid. Alistair pointed the blade to my chest and smiled. I felt the tip pierce through the first layer of my skin.
I raised my hands to shield myself and heard Alistair scream, it wasn’t a war cry, but a deafening cry for help. When I opened my eyes, he was gone, and so were the rest of the henchmen. Everyone rushed over to me on the ground. Trying to scoot up, Jasper got to me first.
“What the hell was that? And whose sword is that?” He asked urgently.
“What was what? And I don’t know whose sword it is.” I was dumbfounded. One second, I was going to die, then the next everyone was safe.
“I don’t know, there was a bright flash, and then the henchmen were gone.” Kade announced from behind Jasper. He grabbed my sword and inspected it. “This belongs to Lucifer. Where did you get it?”
“I found it in the grass.” I stood up and started immediately shaking. Jasper grabbed onto my arm and held me close. I weakly looked up at Kade, and he looked away with pain in his face, then passed my sword to Jasper. Abigail was talking to Caspian as he wrapped her shoulder wound.
“We should make camp; she isn’t strong enough to travel, and Abigail must heal so she can find Luna.” Kade spoke as he looked toward the forest. It hurt that he wouldn’t even look at me.
“I’m fine, but you guys should make camp. I can track Luna down and come back when I know where to go.” Abigail said as she let her wings out. They were black as night. The contrast was so beautiful I couldn’t stop staring. She looked at me and smirked. I was green with envy, and she knew it. She crouched and sprang upwards with such force my hair fluttered in the wind. She was out of sight within a matter of moments.
I let go of Jasper and began walking into the forest, the guys following behind me. Finding a small clearing took a little longer than expected, but eventually, we came across one. I kicked at the rocks to clear a smoother surface to sit on. Jasper passed me my sword, and I laid it on the ground next to me.
“I’ll bolt into town to get some gear; it feels like it may rain.” Kade left as soon as he stopped talking.
“What’s up with him?” Caspian spoke out loud as he set up a fire.
“I think I know.” Jasper mumbled. I don’t think he meant for me to hear, but I did. I needed a moment, so I grabbed my sword and began walking. It was probably a bad idea to go alone, but I needed to be alone. “Oriana, wait, I’m sorry.” I heard Jasper say behind me.
I sped up my walking. After about five minutes of walking, I came to a small patch of white flowers. The air was so fresh and so pure. It had never been so easy to breathe as it had been that moment. I laid down in the patch and stared at the sky. The clouds rolled by endlessly, growing and changing. Even though the sky was darkening, I still felt at peace. Then I felt the flowers beside me shuffle.
“I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have spoken like that. It was disrespectful.” Jasper said.
I felt him laying just inches from me, but I felt miles away. A few raindrops hit my face, but stopped after a few moments. I felt tears well up in my eyes and spill at the corners, then roll off into my hair.
“Please don’t tell me I’ve made you cry.” He was laying on his side now, watching me, his head propped up by his arm.
“No, you didn’t.” Short and sweet. Anything more, and I might end up sobbing like a lunatic in a bed of flowers next to a fallen angel, my guardian angel. 
“I can leave if you’d like.” He offered.
Part of me wanted to say go, but the other part of me didn’t want to be alone. I rolled to my side and faced him. His eyes met mine, and I felt a pain in my chest I’ve never felt before. I curled up into myself and began crying. “I just needed a damned break from everything. It seems like every time something is going in a decent direction, without any problems or delays, something ends up going wrong, and people end up fighting or getting hurt. And all because of me, the four of you were out there fighting the henchmen, risking your lives for what I am, even though I still don’t even know what that is. Whatever I did today, what if I do it again and it makes you all disappear instead? I can’t even control the Phòs or the Angel that coursed in my blood. I don’t know what to expect come my eighteenth birthday, and the worst part is, no one does. I have no one to ask for help. I feel so alone and such a burden.” I closed my eyes. I didn’t want to see the look on his face.
“Oriana,” I felt his hand on my cheek. “Sweet, sweet Oriana. Everyone has problems. Granted, some may seem easier than ours, but it’s still hard all the same. We may risk our lives, but it’s of our own free will. If we did not care for you, or you did not mean anything to us, we would have simply left. Caspian, Kade, and Abigail, they all care for you. Derek and Cecilia risked their lives because they cared about you, not because they had to. Evelyn was willing to sacrifice herself to keep you safe, not because she had to. You are surrounded by people who love and care about you. You have a sister you will be meeting here soon, and that will open up something new and maybe even comforting. She’s just as unique as you. There were none before her that she could ask for help on what to expect. Don’t ever worry about harming us, I trust in you so completely. I know with all of my heart and soul that even when you don’t know what you’re doing, you still wouldn’t bring harm upon those you care about. Please, don’t be sad. Everything will be okay, I promise.”
I looked at him honestly in the face. “You were upset because you could tell I have developed feelings for Kade, right?” Then closed my eyes, shying away from the expression that I expected would be on his face right about now.
“Of course I am. I have a strange connection to you. I want to say it’s from the guardianship I had with you, as if the bond is still there, if that makes any sense.” He said gently. “So, you do have feelings for him?”
I wasn’t sure if it was a lie, or if there was at least any truth in the words he said. “I think. I definitely feel something between us.“
Thankfully, a crack of thunder rolled out from the clouds, and a downpour started suddenly, but neither of us moved. I opened my eyes and studied Jasper’s face. He began laughing, as the rain was pouring down so hard the roar was deafening.
“Thank you.” I mouthed and sat up. Jasper stood up and turned around, reaching out for me. I grabbed his hands and let him pull me up, then he pulled me into him and held me for a long time, and I didn't have any problem with it. We were both soaking wet and rocking back and forth in the rain in the middle of the flowers. I was thankful for his warmth and for his kindness. The thunder crackled so loud we both jumped and began laughing.
“We should get back to camp, the shelter should be done by now.” Jasper said into my ear. He picked up my sword and looked at it. “Hold this, and think ‘vanish.’” Taking the blade from him, I took a breath and focused. ”Vanish” I spoke carefully in my head. And my blade vanished into thin air.
“What the heck did you just have me do?” My hand was still open as if the blade was there.
“It’s how we keep our weapons with us at all times in case of an emergency; we call it ‘pulling.’ Now to get it back, just do the same but with the word ‘reveal.’” I smiled as he grabbed my hand and kissed it, then let it drop to my side.
Walking back to camp felt like a march into the dark abyss. I needed sleep to gather my strength. It hit me when I realized soon I would be meeting my sister. Excitement fluttered within me, along with worry.
“What if she doesn’t like me?” My arms swung at my sides as we walked, the rain dripping down my arms and off my fingertips.
“She is your sister, she will adore you. I know it.”
Upon arrival at camp, there were three tents set up with a canopy of sorts sprawled out between the three. Caspian was laying on his back, with his arms behind his head under the canopy. Kade was sitting with his back against a sack near the fire, staring into it with such intensity that he wasn’t even blinking.
“Oriana, is that you?” Abigail popped her head out of the tent furthest from the boys. “Oh god, you’re soaking wet.” She pulled away for a brief second. “Oh man, it’s a good thing I had a few extra mints, you know, since your breath reeks.” She plugged her nose and tossed the tin to me. Don’t know how she knew what my breath smelt like. “I also grabbed some pajamas and clothes, since you know yours were ripped up because of that damned wreck. Get your butt in here!” And her head disappeared into the tent.
“She seems pretty damned serious, you really might want to hurry.” Caspian spoke from where he lay in a humored tone.
I smiled a silent goodbye to Jasper and looked to Kade; he looked up for a split second, then looked right back at the fire. I knelt down and crawled into the tent, which was far more massive than I had imagined.
“Were rooming tonight.” Abigail stated, although it was apparent.
“I thought you were supposed to be finding my sister?” She tossed a black shirt and black shorts with white stitching in my direction.
“Already did.” She turned around and faced the wall. “Change now before I turn around.”
I did as I was told and changed out of my hole-filled leggings.
“Where is she? When will we meet her?” She was annoying me with the short answers. But I could see why she and Kade got along so well.
“She is in Arizona, hopefully here tomorrow by plane, and just so you’d stop asking questions, I had Thad stay with her until we got there. Now turn around.” She pushed me to turn, and after I did, she began brushing my hair. It was comforting, I never had a friend brush my hair. Come to think of it, I never really had a sleepover either. And if I had, I didn’t remember.
“Thank you. I know we had, uh… an awkward start.” Apologizing seemed like a good place to start. She continued playing with my hair, not saying anything at all. “Do you like being a hunter?” I blurted out. I felt her hands pause and then begin again.
“No, and yes, no because I cannot stand having to answer to someone. I am and always have been my own person, and no one can tell me I am not. And yes, because it’s like a hobby. I can’t imagine how boring it is for angels in Heaven. I mean, just look at Casper, the friendly angel.” She said it loudly, hoping Caspian would hear.
“You know it, babe!” We heard him holler back from outside and we started laughing.
She tied off my hair in a braid, it was nice and tight. She tossed a pillow next to hers, and patted it to motion me to lay my head down. And so I did, and with tired eyes, I drifted quickly into a deep sleep.

“Oriana?” A dark figure called out to me. “Oriana, how do you taste?” The figure came toward me and grabbed me around the neck. I then realized I was dreamscaping when I could no longer breathe. I was kicking and choking, gasping for any bit of air. 
The figure let off and leaned beside my ear. “Oriana Settlers, beware, for everyone wants a taste.”

“Oriana?? Oriana, wake the hell up. Seriously, wake up—I’m not kidding.” I awoke to Abigail shaking me viciously. Kade rushed into the tent, followed by Caspian.
“What’s wrong with her?” Kade demanded.
“I’m okay, I think.” I spoke up. Three sets of eyes stared at me, eager for answers.
“Do you normally choke and grab at your neck when you sleep?” Abigail asked me, Kade was watching me fiercely.
“What in God’s name, Oriana?” Caspian murmured. “I’ll go find Jasper, he’s off on lookout.” He left the tent.
“Someone dreamscaped with me.” I focused on my blanket. “I’m not even safe in my own head.”
“Who? What happened?” The fierceness in Kade’s eyes burned brightly. “Abigail, will you leave us a moment?” He didn’t even look at her, she left without saying a word. Odds were, we would hear the complaints later.
“Not sure, but whoever it was, he was dark. And wanted to taste me.” That sentence left a foul taste in my mouth.
“Night lurkers. Damn it.” He itched his head and looked toward the tent opening.
“What’s a night lurker?”
“A vampire—yes they exist. All those stories that kept you up as a kid are real. The heroes were made up to give humans some false hope.” His face was emotionless. “I can show you a mark to keep others out of your head.”
“What sort of mark? Like light or dark?” I thought back to Cecilia and Thaddeus. She told me not to say to others, but either way, I was in possible danger now.
“Dark, why?” He raised an eyebrow at me. The moonlight shone through a crack in the tent and across his face. His eyes were insanely bright.
“They uh, don’t work on me, I guess. But please keep this between us. I seriously need this a secret.” The look of shock on his face was fascinating.
“May I?” He said as he grabbed my hand. He took his knife and cut his palm and drew a mark on my skin. He stared at me for a while as he waited for something to happen.
Apparently, he didn’t believe me.
“Well hell.” He said “Caspian can teach you to draw a mind purification mark. It’s a light mark, but only keeps harm from happening to you. I don’t know the rules of it exactly, but I’ll have him talk to you. Sleep well, Firefly, you’re safe.” He grabbed my hand and gave it a light squeeze, then left. He called me Firefly. I like it.
“Oriana, Oriana, Oriana. Need a mark?” Caspian said as he barged in. He sat down opposite of me and crisscrossed his legs. He nicked his arm and gathered the blood on his fingers and began drawing on his own hand, making sure I could see. “You know you’re everything to that kid, don’t you?” He spoke as he drew. “But I can see you’re everything to the Kade kid, too.” He stopped drawing and passed me the knife. “It’s got to be in your blood.” I pricked my arm and began drawing on my clean hand while Caspian began talking again. “It’s got to be tough. It’s like no matter how difficult your life is, love will always render you even more helpless. Don’t let it get to you. Do what you feel is right. Do what just happens, and do what makes you feel happy. Don’t get me wrong, I’m rooting for Jasper, but we’re all rooting for you in the end.”
I looked up at Caspian as I finished the mark. “Thank you. Honestly, I needed that.”
“Sure thing. That mark lasts a few weeks or so. Not sure about how long it’ll last on you, because… well, you know. You’ll know it’s wearing off when you get a fuzzy migraine feeling before bed.” He reached over and hugged me. It was different seeing him like this. On the outside, he’s usually some jokester with a hint of arrogance. Alone and deep down, he was a kind-hearted man. As he left, I laid my head on my pillow and started drifting to sleep. I felt Abigail crawl into bed and sigh.
“Sorry for waking you.” I spoke softly.
“Shut up,” she told me. I knew she meant well. I let myself fall asleep again, thankful for everyone I had around me. 











THIRTEEN.
“Breakfast call!” I was awoken abruptly by Caspian’s hollering. The tent was empty and stuffy as the sun glared through the walls. I had no clue what time it was, but it was apparently breakfast time. Abigail had done a braid in my hair last night; I was pulling my fingers through it, leaving my hair curly and messy. I looked around for some clothes to put on and found some cut up Levi shorts and a flowing white top. I thought she knew last night that I liked to wear black, but apparently not.
I got my clothes on, and felt a bit out of my comfort zone, what with the teeny shorts, but they’d have to do. Exiting the tent, I found everyone sitting or standing around the fire, eating eggs. Jasper was the first to see me, and his shocked look was enough to cause everyone to look at me. I felt like a deer in the headlights.
“Well hello, sweet thing.” Of course, Caspian was the first to break the awkward silence. The blush crept up and burned my face, while at the same time, a ridiculous smile appeared, too. Smiling was this thing I had no control over—when I got embarrassed or happy or even put on the spot, I’ve always shown teeth way too much.
“About time you woke up. Eat so we can leave,” Abigail ordered me. Jasper made me a plate and quietly passed it to me.
“While she eats, we should discuss flight plans.” Kade brought up. I shoveled eggs into my mouth and listened in.
“I’m not carrying anyone.” Abigail let it be known. Caspian let out a laugh. Kade stood with his arms crossed and glared at her.
“I can carry Jasper.” Caspian offered. “I do it all the time already, so it’s not awkward or anything. And you two have flown together as well. Stay in the same pairs, I suppose.” He motioned to Kade and me. I looked at the three guys, yet only Caspian looked back at me. He shrugged and mouthed sorry. I shoveled the rest of the eggs into my mouth and tossed the plate into the fire.
“Leave the tents, I’ll come get them if we need another night,” Kade said as he walked over to me.
Caspian’s wings unfurled first, then Abigail’s, then less than a second later, Kade’s. The sight was beautiful. Caspian’s feathers were white with a touch of grey, then Abigail’s pitch black wings, and then Kade’s. His were the largest, and the gold glistened beautifully.
“What’s the gold from?” Caspian asked.
“From being force-fed the light of a Phòs as an infant.” Kade replied, with no remorse in his voice.
Jasper looked at me with his eyes wide. I watched him stare at Kade’s wings. It made me wonder if seeing theirs made him miss his own.
“Let’s go.” Jasper turned and walked to Caspian. I watched Caspian hover, then link arms with him and pull him into the sky. Abigail flew up with them and took the lead.
“Wrap your arms around my neck—it’s safest to have you close in case of an emergency.” He stood and began slowly flapping his wings. I rose slowly on my tiptoes and wrapped my arms around his neck. I closed my eyes and rested my head nuzzled up against his neck. I heard him breathe in deeply.
“Can you feel me, too?” I muttered as I felt us slowly begin to rise into the sky. For some damned reason, angels and the like can feel my touch and only mine.
“Yes, very much so.” He put his arms around my waist and pulled me in closely as he leaned forward. “Now hold on tight.”
We propelled so fast I thought we could have broken the sound barrier. The wind was blowing past us so quickly, I felt like couldn’t breathe. In through my nose and out through my mouth. Wait, or is it in through my mouth and out through my nose? I can’t remember shit. I was talking to myself in my head. I think I’m going crazy. I chuckled to myself and felt Kade grip tightly around me. His heart began pumping so fast it made me open my eyes to look at him, and he nodded to something in front of us. I turned to watch and noticed henchmen fighting in the air. My dream was coming true. Abigail was already struggling beside Thad, but they're outnumbered.
“Set me down!” I yelled. Kade dropped out of the sky and set me down gracefully.
“Please, be safe. Find your sister Luna, and hide.” He leaned in and kissed my cheek; I placed my hand over the spot on my cheek where his kiss still lingered and held it there for a while. Caspian dropped down next to me while Kade flew into battle.
“Oriana, we’ve got to find your sister.” Jasper grabbed my hand, and we began running through tall trees. It was odd—I never realized Arizona had forests. We zigzagged back and forth around trees and bushes, until we came upon a gypsy sort of camp.
“I know where we are, this was my nightmare.” Running toward the fire and past it, Jasper followed me. I knew where Luna was.
“Someone help me!” Jasper sped past me—he stopped, a bow appearing in his hands, and as he drew back, I saw his chest rise, then stop as he released the arrow. He took off running again. I was right behind him, I could now see what we were running to, and what it was that Jasper had shot.
“What the hell is that thing?” I spoke and then thought the words appear sword, damn it, appear. It felt familiar in my hand, like it was a soft grip from an old friend. Jasper was running toward some beast I’d never seen before. It was dark and slender, with six legs, and on its back, it had several tentacle-looking things. I didn’t know where its head was or how it saw, but it was moving fast and using the tentacles on its back as weapons.
“It’s an Ookaduvru. Stay away from the tentacles—they sting and are poisonous. He can sense heat, so breathe slowly, and stay calm but swift.” He ran. His bow vanished and was replaced by a battle ax.
I watched him maneuver through the legs and miss a tentacle by inches. Then a single henchman swooped down beside him. Jasper turned to fight him, as the Ookaduvru stabbed him from the back. He withered to the floor. I began to scream as I ran toward him. The henchman picked him up, threw him over his shoulder, and flew before I could get there. The Ookaduvru faced me and reared up with all of its tentacles pointed toward me. It dove toward me. 
“No!” Luna jumped in front of me with her hand raised toward the beast. A dark silver matter emitted from her hand toward the creature; it shrieked in pain and shriveled to the floor. Luna turned around to look at me. We were the same height. Nearly twins if it weren't for our hair and eye colors.
“Oriana?” She spoke softly and let out a smile. “Is it really you?” She teared up, causing me to do the same.
“Yeah, it is.” I said back to her as she wrapped her arms around me. I wrapped mine around hers in return.
“They took that guy and my mom. I don’t know where Thaddeus is, either.” She pulled away and wiped at her eyes.
Caspian landed beside us, soon followed by Abigail and then Kade… who had Thaddeus’ limp body in his arms.
Kade looked at me sadly and laid him down on the floor.
“No!” I ran to his side; Luna followed me shortly. I checked for a pulse and found a weak one. “Let me heal him. Show me that mark again.” I pleaded to Kade.
“No, don’t.” Thaddeus spoke weakly. “I wish to die.” I watched his eyes flicker softly. Blood was spilling everywhere. I ripped a ruffle off of my shirt, wadded it up, and pressed it against his wound. He moaned a bit.
“I am so sorry.” Luna laid her forehead on his shoulder.
“Do not be sorry—neither of you should apologize. It was not your fault. I am grateful I was able to do some good before I die.” He grabbed my hand. “You girls have something greater than anyone can imagine. Be careful who you trust, but the few you do, hold onto. You’ll need them.”
“Thaddeus, you showed me kindness when you shouldn’t have. Thank you. I won’t forget your kindness—it saved me.” I squeezed his hand.
I watched his chest rise and fall, then not rise again. Tears fell from Luna’s eyes, as I did my best to hold mine back.
“Where’s Jasper? “Caspian asked eagerly.
“The bad dudes took him.” Luna answered for me. I looked at Kade and pleaded silently with my eyes.
“I’ll hunt him down. Abigail, take care of Oriana; Caspian, you take Luna. I expect you to guard them with your lives.” He shot straight up into the sky, and a hole appeared in a cloud above us where he blasted through it. 
“Let’s go back to camp.” Abigail spoke up.
Luna and I nodded.
“Where’s camp?” Luna asked.
“Colorado. It’s a fairly short flight when we reach our top speeds.” I watched Caspian awkwardly grab onto Luna. I offered up my arms to Abigail, so she didn’t have to hold me so close. She hovered and hooked her arms under mine. We were in the air within minutes, and flying so fast I had to close my eyes and focus on my breathing.
Eventually, we landed; our camp was the same way we left it.
“I think I’m going to rest in the tent for a bit. I’m feeling weak.” I rubbed my arm anxiously, but no one objected. 
“Can I join you? If not, I understand.” Luna asked. The Phòs in me could read that she was reasonably upset, too.
“Of course.” I smiled assuringly. I crawled into the tent and laid on the blankets. The blankets shifted next to me as Luna laid down.
“Can I ask you something?” Luna broke the silence. I was nearly asleep already, but I pulled myself out of it.
“Sure, what’s up?” Turning my head to face her, I noticed she was looking back at me.
“Is it true? The story between you and Jasper?” She asked. I was taken aback by the question. Not many people knew. “How he was your guardian.”
“Yeah, how do you know about it?” My brows wrinkled, eager to get the answer.
“Part of being a Skótos. I see glimpses into the past. When I found out about you, I decided to find out more about you. I’m sorry he’s gone.”
“He isn’t gone, he’s just missing. Did you have your mom your whole life?” It was my turn to start breaking out the questions. “Just wondering. I didn’t have my mom. I have no clue what being a Phòs is, or what it does.”
“Yeah, I did. But because we’re dark, we can blend into the shadows easier—meaning no one really finds us. I don’t know a lot about being a Phòs, or a Skótos. I’m supposed to wait till my eighteenth before being taught and trained.” She smiled. It was nice having someone there with me. Even though she still knew more about herself than I did, it was lovely having here.
“Thank you for saving me out there.” I mentioned as I rolled back over.
“No problem. Hey, what’s the story on that Caspian guy?” She piped back up.
“He’s Jasper’s friend. And I’m almost positive he likes you.” I smiled to myself.
“How do you know he likes me?” She sounded shocked.
“It’s a Phòs thing.” And that was the last thing we said as both of us drifted off to sleep.
I woke up, and it was night. The tent was empty, and I heard yelling outside the tent. I got up in a hurry and bolted outside. Jasper was laying on the floor, convulsing and covered in blood.
“Kade! What happened?” I ran up and stopped beside Jasper. Luna was laying a cold rag on his forehead while Abigail stitched up a wound on his side.
“My dad. He’s what happened.” Kade had apparently been fighting, too, and had a deep cut on his forehead. I looked back at Jasper; he had passed out again.
“Come.” I grabbed a rag from the pan of water Luna had, and took Kade’s hand. When I did, I felt strange—dizzy, almost. He reluctantly followed behind me. I sat him down on a stump, away from the commotion. I began cleaning his cuts.
“Now talk,” I told him.
“I went straight to my father, to make him have his minions let Jasper go. When I got there, he wouldn’t let me in for the longest time. I finally fought my way through, to see them testing on Jasper. Oriana, they gave him a mixture of the dark essence of a Skótos and the light essence of a Phós. I don’t know what it will do to him, especially with being a fallen.”
I sat down on the ground. I didn’t know what to say or do—I felt at a loss.
“I have an idea, though. We need to go to heaven to ask for help in this war.” He watched me closely.
“I can’t leave Jasper like this, Kade. I can’t, and I won’t.” The words left my mouth a bit more firmly than I had planned to.
“We will wait for him to wake, then we must go. Abigail will stay behind.” Kade moved from the stump and knelt beside me. “Oriana, I know you are confused. I’ve been distant, hoping it would help. But you have got to put yourself first.”
I pondered his words for a moment. It was right, though. He had seemed more standoffish. It was a kind gesture.
“I guess we can leave now, but if he… dies or anything, I will hate myself.” The words left me, and they were cold and harsh, but true. Jasper has guarded me and sacrificed so much for me. He can’t die.
“We won’t be long.” Kade stood up and reached out for my hand. I accepted, and he pulled me upward and grabbed onto me. “I promise, Firefly.” He kissed the top of my head and walked away.
I ambled back to everyone; Jasper was rolled onto his side. His eyes were closed, but his face was still riddled with pain. My heart ached.
“Oriana, Kade. Come here.” Abigail summoned us. She and Caspian were looking at something on his back.
“The hell is that?” Kade asked.
When I walked around and examined his back, he had massive swollen lumps on his shoulder blades.
“It’s where his wings should be.” Caspian spoke. He reached out and touched a raised lump, and Jasper moaned.
“Jasper?” I ran around to his face. “Hey, Jasper?” I grabbed the side of his face. His eyes remained closed, but he gave me a weak smile.
“We are going to heaven to ask for help in this war.” Kade spoke to him.
“Talk to my dad.” Jasper said hoarsely. “Take care of her, Kade, and if you don’t, I’ll kick your ass.” He laughed, then groaned in pain.
“Rest easy, I will—with my life.” He grabbed Jasper’s shoulder and gently squeezed it.
“I’ll be back as fast as I can.” I kissed his cheek and stood up. “Abigail, I know you don’t like being nice to me, but please take care of him.” Abigail nodded in acceptance.
“I’m sorry this happened to you.” Luna said to him. Her face was sad and full of remorse.
“Hush. You’re Oriana’s sister… I wouldn’t have done a thing differently.” Jasper kept his eyes closed.
“You better be one-hundred percent by time we get back. Not kidding.” Caspian stood up and helped Luna up.
“Godspeed, Caspian.” Jasper replied back.
I turned and walked away, following Kade. Luna and Caspian followed shortly behind me.
“Who’s his father?” I turned and asked Caspian.
“Michael, the Archangel.” He turned to Luna. “Hold onto my neck again, we have to go through a portal. It’s a bit of a rough flight, so hold on tight.” He turned to me, adding, “You should hang onto Kade the same way.” 
“His dad is an Archangel? And it’s Michael, out of all of them? Are you going to be okay in Heaven, seeing as your dad is… you know…” I said as I turned to Kade. My anxiety had picked up, and he could tell.
“First, breathe. Second, yes. Third yes. And fourth yes. Now hold on tight.” I did as he said.
“How does this portal thing work?” I asked as I nuzzled my head into his neck.
“We fly up into the clouds, then Caspian has to open the portal since he still works for God. But he has a special blade that splits the sky open, and then we fly in.” Kade wrapped his arms around me and launched us into the cloudy sky.
Once we were into the clouds above us, we hovered. The mist of the clouds made the air thick, and I couldn’t see much farther than five feet in front of us.
“Oriana, see you on the other side.” Caspian giggled. Luna, however, looked absolutely terrified. I felt for her—I was just as scared, if not more so. I’m meeting Jasper’s dad—the father of the angel who became a fallen. And his being an Archangel kind of made the whole situation just a bit more stressful. I watched the sky turn blue; it looked like the surface of the water when you were underwater, looking up. The silvery reflection was so intense I couldn’t see to the other side. Caspian resituated Luna around his neck, having her wrap her legs around his hips as he wrapped one arm around her waist and the other on her back, holding her head against him.
“You should do the same,” Kade said softly in my ear. Shyly, I did so. It felt awkward, yet the closeness was comforting.
They rose slowly. Caspian moved his arm off of her head and touched the portal with one finger. It broke the surface, and looked as if it was sucking him in. Luna’s eyes were closed, and soon Caspian closed his eyes too. Within a minute they were gone. It was our turn.
“Does it hurt?” I whispered into his ear. 
“Not one bit, it’s almost refreshing.” He wrapped an arm around my back and ascended upward into the portal. “Close your eyes, it gets a bit bright.” I shut them tightly and squeezed myself against Kade. Any tighter and we might have become one.
When the portal reached my head it felt cold and tingly. Not the sort of tingly you get when your feet fall asleep but more of a low humming noise against everything.
“Open your eyes, we’re here.” 
And so I did. “It’s so beautiful.” The colors were so vivid and beautiful. It was like a brick city with green vegetation everywhere. The street was lined with green lantern-like streetlights.
“Uh, you can put me down,” I said as I realized everyone was staring as I still clung to him like a monkey. He set me down gently. I gazed around and enjoyed the view. Everyone had stopped whatever they were doing and stared at us. I turned around and saw the same portal behind us, against a brick wall. I noticed Kade was no longer wearing the clothes he had when we left, but instead was wearing old-fashioned brown pants and a loose off-white long-sleeved V-neck shirt that somehow managed to show off his muscles. Glancing down at myself, I noticed I was wearing an off-white dress that was nearly the same shade as my skin. It faded to a dark gold at the bottom, and the sleeves hung purposely off my shoulders.
“The portal to Heaven dresses us for whatever we cross into.” Kade smiled. “You look beautiful.
“Between who my father is and what you are, apparently that causes a bit of a distraction up here.
“Oriana, we’re over here,” Luna called to me from a building down the way. She was in a sleeveless dress that came up and collared around her neck. It faded like mine, but from white to dark blue. Caspian was wearing something similar to what Kade had on. The building was magnificent.It stood several stories high, with gargoyles and beautiful balconies. We joined them quickly. I felt eyes following us as I heard people whispering all around us. 
“Are all of these people angels?” I quietly asked Kade. 
“Yes. And God’s other workers.” He shook Caspian’s hand. “Thank you for getting us here safe.”
I noticed Caspian and Luna were holding hands. I couldn’t help but smile. She needed someone like him.
“Is this Michael’s house?” I looked up at the giant double doors and studied the massive knocker.
“Yes,” he said as the doors opened by a beautiful woman—she was tall and slender; her hair was curly and wild while her skin was pale. Her lips were like red wine, while her eyes were a bright, deep blue. She had a white dress that was too long, the sleeves went far past her hands. She was absolutely beautiful.
“How may I help you?” Her voice was gentle and sweet.
“We’re here to speak to Michael,” Kade spoke.
She didn’t open the door any further than needed. She looked at my sister, then she turned to stare at me
“You. You’re Oriana. Michael is not home. I shall call him and have him arrive at home. He will be soon as he is not far away, but he would not like to come home to this, so go somewhere and wait. Come back when sun falls.” She abruptly shut the door in our faces. Everyone looked at me.
“Well, that wasn’t weird or anything.” Caspian was trying to lighten the mood, and I appreciated it.
“What do you mean, weird is all Oriana, and I know.” Luna laughed. I was grateful I had them to help bring my spirits up. I wonder if that woman knew I was the girl Jasper had been tasked with guarding.
“I think I’m going to take Luna to the falls.” Caspian looked at me and smiled. They seem to be fond of each other. Luna caught my gaze, and I smiled at her. Even though we had only just met, we could somehow communicate without talking. It was like silent acknowledgment. I grinned and nodded.
“Meet back here.” Kade said sternly. I watched the two link arms and walk around a corner out of sight.
“What would you like to do?” He asked me. It wasn’t often I was in Heaven with no plans.
“What even is there to do in heaven?” Looking around, I looked up at Kade as he met my eyes. “Can I see my mom?” I studied his face. His lips pursed. “Evelyn, I mean, that mom…” Hopefully, that was the reason he buttoned his lips, because my real mom was still alive. Of course, I can’t see that mom.
“We can’t visit any lost ones. Heaven is complex and odd—the Archangels we visit are living, alive. People who have passed and moved onto Heaven revolve around a cognitive version of a happy ending. If living under the Northern Lights is Evelyn’s bliss, then she will basically be there… but we cannot find it.”
“If she was at the Lights… would she be what humans see as ghosts?” I tried to hide the disappointment on my face.
“Oh, no—ghosts are sad, trapped souls on earth.” He shifted his weight from one foot to the other and pondered for a moment. “It’s impossible to pinpoint where Evelyn is right now. If we could, by some blessed reason, no one would even know how to get there. What if her happy ending is with you, back before everything crumbled to pieces? How would we get there? It’s a surreal ending, but no one seems to mind. Even the dead deserve to be happy.” He shrugged. His face was sullen, though—I knew he was just as bummed as I was.
“Oh. Okay, well… what else is there to do?”
“We can go to the Infinity Falls… though that’s where Caspian and Luna are going, and I think they wanted to be alone. Then there’s the Stargazers’ Plate and the Mirror Pond.” He stopped naming places. “There are plenty more, but they’re quite a ways away from here.”
“What’s the mirror pond?” In my mind, I envisioned a pond that was so calm and so clear the reflection was like a mirror.
“You peer into it, and it gives you glimpses of random things.” Kade replied with an excitement.
“Let’s do that,” I said excitedly. Kade grabbed my hand with a smile and pulled me to him. He unfurled his wings and launched us up. No matter how many times I thought I would get used to the feeling of flying, I realized I was still utterly terrified the moment my feet left the ground.
We flew for no more than fifteen minutes, leaving the beautiful brick city behind, and heading out toward green, rolling hills. We descended next to a shaded area covered by a thick canopy of trees.
“I have to warn you, the pond shows you what it wants. The images are true, but they don’t show the whole story. Whatever you see, whether it be bad or good, you must not let it get to you.” He smiled reassuringly.
“Are you going to look into the pond, too?” I asked him. I felt anxious and timid, sort of scared. I wasn’t sure what I was going to see, or if I wanted to look at this point.
“Yes.” He replied simply. “Ready?” He raised an eyebrow and squeezed my hand.
“Umm, yeah... let’s do this.” He pulled me around a few trees until there before us was a luminescent pond. It was literally glowing. I felt Kade’s hand drop from mine. I looked up and saw that his face had gone completely blank. He was staring into the water, but his eyes looked empty. I turned back to the pond and stared into the water, then it came to me. It was like a dreamscape, but I was watching myself.
The vision was in front of me. A man and woman were kneeling next to me on the floor. I was dirty and crying. 
“You should have stayed away from him.” The man said.
“He would follow you even if it caused his death, you knew this. We asked you to stay away from him.” The woman added.
I walked closer to the vision and saw my worst fear—Jasper was lifeless. I grabbed my mouth as if to hold in a gasp, but it came out anyways. The woman on the floor was the woman I had seen at Archangel Michael’s house, I now realized that she was, in fact, his mother. The man next to her must have been his father. He had brown hair that hung loose and was no longer than his shoulder. His eyes were so dark blue they reminded me of the most profound parts of the ocean, and the redness around them from crying emphasized the blue even more. His jawline was chiseled, and his shoulders were broad.
“He would still be here if it weren’t for you,” Michael said, cold as stone. The look in his eyes was both saddening and frightening.
I watched as the vision of me dropped to the ground, sobbing, and the image faded away. I came out of it laying in a fetal position, being held by Kade.
“Hey, hey now. Are you okay?” He brushed my hair behind my ear. My eyes were wet from crying.
“No.” I said. My voice was small and weak.
“What did it show you?” He was rubbing my arm to comfort me, but it really didn’t. I sat there for a moment, pondering whether or not I should tell him what I’d seen, ultimately deciding I should. So I did, and he sat quietly as I told him. “One thing about the future is that it’s always changing, but still unpredictable.” He paused. “But don’t give up someone you love over your fear of this pond.” He sighed. How can the son of the man who wants me dead be so wonderful?
“I won’t, though. If he is alive, he isn’t dead, and that’s not technically losing him.” I sat up next to him and laid my head on his shoulder. He wrapped his arm around me and held me tightly.
“It’s your decision, just know I’m behind you fully, no matter what you decide.”
I sat there for a moment, not saying anything. The sun wasn’t quite yet setting. I pulled away from Kade and stood up, and he followed suit.
“I think I know what my decision is.” I turned and faced him. My heart began beating so fast in my chest that I could hear the pulse in my ears.
“And what’s that?” He asked as I leaned up and kissed his lips. My chest was on fire, but my head was in a daze. He pulled away, making my heart sink.
“I don’t want to be your second choice. I want to be chosen because you love me.” He had his hands on the curve of my back.
“No, we have always had a connection. I just now know it’s you I want to be with.” I told him. I felt a small twitch in my chest—guilt. But I hid it and looked into his eyes.
“Okay, then.” He said as he used his hands to hold either side of my face as he leaned in and kissed me, harder than I had kissed him. My lips matched his, and my arms linked around his neck. He walked me backward slowly and pressed me against a tree. When he stopped kissing me, he smiled and rested his forehead against mine. “You have no idea how badly I have yearned to kiss you.” He whispered. “We should go, though.” He looked at the sky. “Sunset has befallen us.”
Without another word spoken, I wrapped my arms around his neck and felt my feet leave the ground. We flew back faster than we came, but we had reason to hurry.
As we touched the ground, Caspian and Luna were waiting. They were holding each other—until they noticed us, at least.
“Oh—hey, Oriana.” Luna said shyly.
“How were the falls?” Kade asked her as he reached down and grabbed my hand. Caspian glared at our intertwined fingers, then at me. For the first time in a long time, I had no clue what was going through his head.
“Absolutely astonishing.” She smiled. Before anyone else had a chance to say much more, the door to Michael’s mansion opened. The woman from before, presumably Jasper’s mom, stood in the doorway. Her eyes looked glossy, but were still beautiful nonetheless. A man walked up and approached her side. He was equally attractive—handsome, had with hair that was loose and no longer than his shoulder, and eyes that were so dark blue they reminded me of the mysterious parts of the ocean. His jawline was chiseled, and his shoulders were broad. He wore a black loose-fitted shirt with black loose-fitting leather pants. It was the man from my vision—Michael.
“Come in.” He said as they both turned and walked into the house at the same time. Caspian motioned for us to go first. I secretly wanted to run the opposite direction as I shouted. “I chose Kade, bye!” But I continued walking.
The room opened up to a vast entryway. There were stairs on either side that went up to the second floor, the ground was marble. There was a massive chandelier I couldn’t help but marvel over. We followed them into a large room between the stairs. There was a grand piano in the corner, as well as several loveseats of sort. It reminded me of the 1800s.
“Please, sit.” The woman motioned to the several seats. “Larine, please bring out some water for our guests.” She smiled to the maid.
“As you should properly know, I am Michael.” He spoke to us as he looked out a window. “This is my wife, Crystal.” He was still gazing out the window. I pondered which was worse: eye contact with him, or none at all. I couldn’t decide. “Oriana, would you walk with me?” He turned and walked toward me as he offered his hand; I accepted it and stood up. I nervously looked around the room, and Luna and Caspian looked about as terrified as I did. Kade had a strange look on his face like he couldn’t decide whether he should object or not. And then Crystal—she just looked at me and smiled. I felt that I could trust her, though. He linked my arm around him and placed his other hand on top of mine. 
We walked out different doors than the ones we came in. Before I was a hallway that turned at the end.
“I know of your dilemma, and I know what you’ve come here to ask. As much as I regret to tell you, we cannot interfere. The Order of the Angels, who make decisions on behalf of all the Angels, have decided against it, for if we did, the moment we did, it would begin war between Heaven and Hell. We wish nothing more than to be able to protect you and your sister, so with that said, I will give you some advice. Talk to the Other Nation.” We rounded the corner and began walking down another hall. This place reminds me of a hotel.
“What’s the Other Nation?” I asked him, my voice crackling with shyness.
“Not what, but who. The Other Nation is a group made up of the others from all beings non-mortal. You have the Vampires, the Fae, the Werewolves, and the Witches. Strays are far, and few between, but rulers from race each meet and decide what to do with them. Go to them, and see if you can convince them to wage war against Micah and his men.” We were at a set of stairs that went up, and when we got to the top we doubled back to another hallway.
“I don’t know how, but I guess I can figure it out. Why are my sister and I so special?” I asked him. The anxiety still sounded in my voice. I felt like a mouse holding hands with a tomcat.
“You two are part of something so great and so beyond words that only God himself knows. Phòs and Skótos, as you know, cannot reproduce, therefore God only gave humankind a handful of each. To spare you the details, your mother was the last of her kind until you, as was Luna’s mother. Luna now is the last of her bloodline, and if Micah has his way with your mother, you will be, too. Somehow, for centuries it was never discovered that Angels were the key to reproduce—until you two.” He gave my hand a gentle pat. We walked into a room full of beautiful artworks. Paintings covered the walls, and sculptures were everywhere. I let go of Michael’s hand and walked over to a portrait of an Angel. He was handsome, with wings whiter than snow.
“Is this Jasper?” His eyes were a dead giveaway.
“Yes, before he fell. I had forgotten that you were his assignment, that you have never seen his wings. How is my boy?” He sounded more human now, less God-like.
“That was another thing I wanted to bring up.” I said softly, Michael stopped examining the painting and glared at me.
“Where is my boy?” He asked with a hint of anger.
“On—on Earth,” I stuttered. I was scared out of my boots. His eyes dilated, and he began to look wild.
“I know that, you doltish girl. Why is he not here?” He began to walk toward me.
“Micah forced him to drink a blend of the Skótos and Phós essence. I don’t know what’s happening to him. I—” He cut me off before I could finish. As he began to walk past me, he grabbed onto my wrist and yanked me behind him. We walked—well, he walked, and I nearly sprinted, to another room down the hall. Of all the rooms he had taken me to, this was the only one that had been locked. My nerves made me start shaking. Once we got in, there was only one thing in the room—a tall birdbath-like stand that was filled with a black liquid—and it was definitely not water.
“Show,” he said to the liquid; it rippled, and then an image appeared. Jasper was laying on his side facing the water; Abigail was changing the dressings on his back. His eyes were open, but they closed shut when she pulled a cloth off the bumps on his shoulders. “How could this be? If this is true, then your world, the one you know, is about to change.” His facial expression was one of pure shock.
“Wha—what’s going on?” I asked. I was stuttering again, but I ignored it the best I could.
“He’s growing his wings back.” And when he said that, my world spun dark.
“We have done it, Lyon. By hell, we have done it.” A hooded man said to the young man apparently named Lyon. “It seems as though the possibilities are endless now that we have both mothers here—and eventually we will have the daughters, too.” The hooded man said. He walked to a window and peered out, it overlooked another room. Inside of that place, I saw my mother—my biological mother. She was hooked up to a machine and appeared to be unconscious. There was another woman in the room hooked up to another device, apparently asleep as well.
“Micah, sir, if I may say myself, you are brilliant.” Lyon said. 
And everything went black for a split second.

“Hello?” I was in a dreamscape, I could tell—I noticed that many times, when I was in a dreamscape, there was a delay in things—like the lamp would blur for a moment, except in this case it was the moon. The ocean roared in the dark, and the bright white moon shone like an intruder in the night.
“Oriana?” I looked behind me on the dark sandy beach to see Jasper standing alone, surrounded by the black shadows of the night. “Oriana, why aren’t you awake right now?” he asked curiously.
“I had a vision, not sure why I haven’t woken up, but my best guess is that I fell and hit my head.” I told him. I turned toward the waves and sat down in the sand. In this dreamscape, I wore a beautiful black dress that went just past my knees, and I had no shoes on. I dug my toes into the cool, wet sand. “Micah is experimenting on my mom—my sister’s mom, too.” I said aloud before he had a chance to ask what I had seen in my vision.
“Oh no. Oriana, I am so sorry.” He said as he walked toward me and sat down. He was wearing torn-up blue jeans and a plain white V-neck shirt that also accentuated his toned body.
“It’s not your fault. I know if you could, you’d do anything to stop it.” I answered back. I laid back on the sand and looked at the sky. The stars twinkled. I flashed back to before all hell broke loose, when I was still in high school. I remember my geology teacher talking about how the gases in the atmosphere caused the stars to twinkle. I couldn’t even fathom how they were able to twinkle in this dreamscape.
“How are my parents?” He spoke from beside me. I felt his eyes watching me, but I didn’t look. I couldn’t muster the bravery just then.
“Good, great. They are really good-looking. Like amazingly good-looking.” It’s where he gets his good looks, but I was not going to say that part out loud. “Your dad did mention something that you either already know, or are about to find out.” I paused. I couldn’t figure out the right way to say it.
“Well?” he asked, and for the first time in a long time, he sounded annoyed.
“You’re re-growing your wings. I’m sorry—I didn’t know how else to say it.” I sat up and looked at him finally. He looked as though someone had just told him they’d run over his beloved pet, and then added that the animal would survive. “Are angels born with wings?” I asked, curious if he had gone through this before.
“Yes, but the pain was not as bad. God gave angels extremely high pain thresholds. When I fell, I lost that. Most angels grow them around thirteen, and by fifteen they’re full grown wings, so even then the pain is broken down over a two-year span. I think within the week, mine will be fully grown, so the pain is immense.” He looked out at the ocean.
“Is that why you’re sleeping?” I asked him.
“Yes, I had Abigail mark a sleep spell on me. I couldn’t stand being awake at the moment.” He looked at me and gave me a half smile.
“That explains why your dream is so dark. I’m so sorry.” I looked down at my feet, noticing that the tide had begun to come in slightly.
“It’s dark because you made it that way. Get your light back. And don’t be sorry,” he said.












FOURTEEN.
“Well good morning, Oriana,” I heard Kade say from beside me. I opened my eyes to see Kade on my right and Luna on my left.
“Did you have a vision, too?” Luna spoke softly and sadly.
“What—you… yes. Our moms?” I looked in her eyes, begging for an answer.
“Yes.” She looked down as I saw a tear fall down her cheek. She let go of my hand and walked over to Caspian, and he embraced her tightly as she wept quietly. 
I decided from this moment on that I would no longer cry. I would have to be strong—for Luna, for our moms, for Jasper, for Heaven and Earth.
“You were out of it much longer than Luna—is everything okay?” Kade asked as he softly brushed my hair back. I briefly considered whether I should mention the dreamscape or not.
“I ended up in Jasper’s dreamscape—well, mine—but he was there.” I met his stare.
“Oh,” was all he said before he stood up and walked out of the room. I didn’t even get the chance to tell him nothing had happened—or that Jasper was getting his wings back.
“I think it’s time to go,” Caspian mentioned.
Luna helped me stand up and held my hand as we walked out. When we entered the large entryway again, Kade was sitting on the stairs. He quickly stood up and took his place next to me.
Michael and Crystal walked us to the portal. I watched as Luna and Caspian walked into the beautiful entrance and vanished. I assumed my position and held on to Kade as he began to step into the portal. Over his shoulder, I watched Michael and Crystal.
“Ask the other beings for help in this war! We cannot help, I am so sorry.” Crystal shouted to me.
“Okay!” I shouted back as I felt the portal pull us through.
“Stay away from—” Michael shouted, but I couldn’t catch the rest. I didn’t need Michael to tell me though, I knew I needed to stay away from Jasper.
We made it back to earth’s atmosphere problem-free. The sun had just begun to set, and the sky was full of so many beautiful colors it was nearly overwhelming.
“I’m sorry I got upset,” Kade whispered in my ear as we slowly descended to camp.
“It’s okay.” I so badly wanted to say never walk away from me before I can explain ever again, or that he was my guardian angel and we will forever have a connection, but I fell silent instead. I watched as the trees slowly surrounded us; the contrast against the orange sky was breathtaking. Kade loosened his grip as my toes yearned to touch ground. “Is it bad that I actually miss Abigail?” I asked him as we walked over to her. She was sitting on a stump beside the fire, Jasper nowhere in sight.
“She does that to people.” Kade joked. It was odd how being back on earth could change his demeanor like that. Being in Heaven must put him on edge.
“Bout damn time,” Abigail declared. She stood up and walked over to Kade and punched him in the arm. I envied how they could play like that.
“We weren’t too long, were we?” Kade asked as he watched Caspian and Luna take their seats around the fire. His gaze was quickly diverted by something in the trees. His sword appeared in his hand and he shoved me behind him. Caspian whipped around and took position.
A shadow was coming toward us—not walking, but flying. As the figure got closer, I knew it wasn’t an enemy, but Jasper.
“How the hell?” Caspian was shocked. I looked up at Kade and he back at me; he was bewildered. I hadn’t gotten the chance to tell them what was going on. But I also thought I had more time.
“Howdy.” Jasper announced as he hovered and then landed on the grass before us. Luna looked back at me with her mouth wide open. I had been avoiding looking at Jasper for the safety of my own heart, but I took one glance and was amazed. His wings were huge and white, the purest of white. However, similar to Kade’s gold wisps in his feathers, Jasper had dark silver bits, presumably from the Skótos. “You all are making me feel weird.” He said as he folded his wings up. He walked over to Abigail and nudged her with his shoulder. “Good thing you were scared to race me, they may have freaked if no one was here when they arrived.”
The flirty attraction going on between the two made my stomach weak, but at the same time, I was somewhat relieved. I felt Kade grab onto my hand, and surprisingly, it helped tremendously.
“Dude—you—wings—what?” Caspian sputtered. He walked over and examined his back.
“We just left—I don’t understand.” Luna spat out. She looked more confused than Caspian, which was understandable. She and I were still not used to this weird stuff.
“You said a week.” I was able to mumble out.
“You knew?” Luna questioned me. I could feel Kade glaring at me, Caspian and Abigail soon began staring at me as well.
“I didn’t have a chance to tell everyone. We dreamscaped after the vision.” I felt Kade’s gaze lessen.
“Wait, what’s dreamscaping?” Luna asked.
“I’ll teach you how, babe.” Caspian snorted. He walked over and threw his arm around her neck and rested it there. She wrapped her arm around his waist. They looked happy, and it felt good to see.
“That was four days ago, Oriana.” Jasper replied to me. His voice sounded hurt.
I gasped. “We weren’t even there for a day!” I exclaimed. How is that even possible?
“’Godspeed’? Duh. What do you think everyone means when they say that?” Abigail and her timing were astounding.
“Oh—well, I didn’t know.” I looked down at the fire and sat on the boulder nearest me. Kade sat on the dirt next to me, and everyone else followed suit. We all stared silently for a moment.
“Well shit.” Caspian chuckled. “You girls bring some crazy stuff about.” Luna shoved him, and he grabbed her and pulled her into a hug. He kissed her on the forehead and caught my gaze. I felt the red rise in my cheeks. I didn’t mean to be caught watching.
“That they do,” Kade smiled. “So what’s the game plan now?” Trying to change the subject. I think he felt bad for my sister and me, but who knew.
“Crystal, your mother,” I motioned to Jasper, “She said they couldn't help, but she mentioned that we should ask other beings too, though.” I sighed. I felt like we kept spinning in circles no matter what was happening.
“Other beings? What other beings are there?” Luna spoke fast, and it was clear she was anxious. For once I wasn’t the last to find something out.
Abigail snickered. “Dude, the stories you heard about things that go bump in the dark? Well, they’re real. And not cute and glittery, either.” She got up and began grabbing firewood. Jasper stood up beside her as she passed him a few wood logs. As he passed them over to the pit, I couldn’t help but squint at the bright flames. Jasper seemed unbothered by the heat, but fire had always scared me. They then sat back down, and he flashed her a toothy grin, he stopped smiling when he caught me watching. I wondered what he knew.
“Yes, what she said is partially true.” Kade added. “However, the largest groups that would be the most beneficial to us would be Vampires, Werewolves, Fae, and Witches. Angels would be, too, but they have their hands tied, and there are Demons, too, but they aren’t for the greater good.” He looked at each of our faces.
“Wait, are there Mermaids?” Luna’s face lit up like a child in a candy store.
Caspian chimed in, “Sirens, babe. Beautiful and deadly. Actually, now that I think of it are you sure you aren’t part Siren as well? Cause, you know.” He winked and Abigail made a loud hurling noise. I couldn’t help but giggle. That was beyond corny, even for him.
“I think I’m going to jet.” Abigail finally said. “I am gonna see if I can tune in on anyone. Maybe find out whatever happened to Alistair and his idiots, since Oriana pulled her magic trick out of some book we don’t know.” Her wings unfurled.
“Wait—” Jasper stood up and went to take a step toward her.
“I don’t do goodbyes.” She began to hover.
“Can I tag along? My wings ache, and all I want to do is fly.” He basically was begging her.
“Whatever.” She said, but you could clearly tell she wasn’t annoyed, almost delighted.
“Later, guys.” Jasper turned, and with a wave of his hand he crouched, let his wings out, and launched into the sky.
“Show off,” Caspian muttered.
“Well, that was abrupt.” Kade came off as irritated, but I couldn’t blame him. He was probably conflicted about those two as well. “So who do you want to meet first?” He asked me, but glanced at Luna as well.
“Oh, umm… witches? Sort of ease into it? I think diving into Vampires may send me into shock.” I smiled, and Luna nodded her head, almost thanking me silently. It was nice knowing I wasn’t the only one quietly melting down.
“Black Briar Coven is a few towns over. I can rent us a car, and we could be there in about two hours.” Kade looked at me as he spoke.
“Drive?” Caspian spoke up, it was odd, him being so quiet. I wondered if it was because of Luna.
“We need to stay under the radar. Blend in with the mundane.” Kade said.
“So, it’s a plan. Can we go to bed now?” Luna sounded exhausted. I noticed how tired I felt myself.
“Let’s go, babe.” Caspian stood up first and gave her his hand as he effortlessly lifted her up. She flashed me a smile, and for the first time, I felt like the protective big sister. But I knew that I had no room to tell her what to do, so I let them stay together.
“Caspian, be smart, brother.” Kade had called Caspian ‘brother,’ and I think both Caspian and I were both a bit taken aback.
“Of course bro, it’s just… keeping her close feels safer.” He smiled as they turned and walked toward the tent Abigail and I had slept in.
“I can sleep out here if you want,” Kade spoke up.
“But please don’t.” I said as I stared into the fire. “I don’t want to be alone,” I added. It was the truth, though.
“Okay, then.” He sounded almost giddy. He stood up and took my hands like I had watched Caspian do just seconds before with Luna. Except when he pulled me up, he also pulled me into a tight embrace. I laid my head on his chest as he held me. We rocked back and forth in the shadows of the fire that was nearly out, the embers crackling in the fire pit. 
“Are you okay?” He asked, breaking the beautiful silence.
“Yeah, why?” I asked back, not moving my head from his chest. I felt it rise and fall under my head.
“Abigail and Jasper.” He spoke softly and kept us swaying.
“It was just awkward, and a little weird.” I sighed. I couldn’t help but jump a bit when the log in the fire let out a loud pop. Kade tightened his grip on me momentarily. “Did you and Abigail ever have a thing?” I asked, curious if it was bothering him, too.
“Yes, Micah had our marriage in order.” He rested his cheek on my head. “So basically, we were engaged, even though neither of us had any interest. As time went on, we did end up figuring out that the idea of being with each other wasn’t so horrid, and eventually we fell for each other. But then you came about, and Micah’s plans for you. For the most part, Abigail was blindly following him whether it was pure evil or not. And I hated everything he did from the moment I was born, you could say. We fell out of what love we had, and now, Abigail’s come to her senses, and we decided a friendship was far more beneficial right now.” The fire was a pile of glowing embers now. I stared at them.
“I think the reason my mind finds its way to him in my dreams, is because of the guardian bond,” I said shyly.
He cleared his throat. “That’s a plausible explanation.”
“Do you think they like each other??” I asked openly.
“Very well might.” He answered. I tried my hardest to fight a yawn, but it still wound its way out of my mouth.
“Bedtime?” He asked me.
“Yes.” I pulled away, and he grabbed a bucket and dumped water on the fire. The smoke and steam billowed up and into the stars. Under the circumstances, the sky remained beautiful. I couldn’t help but watch them twinkle.
“My Firefly, you are so beautiful.” I felt him grab my hand and start to pull me toward the other tent. We crawled in, and he scrambled to make the bed area as neat as possible for me.
“It’s okay, don’t worry. I’m so tired I could probably sleep on a sack of potatoes and not have any problem whatsoever.” I chuckled as I laid down, leaving enough room between us, so we weren’t touching.
I rolled over to look at him, and he turned onto his side to do the same. He was far more handsome than I could ever fathom. I studied his face, and he began to smile.
“What?” He asked. I think I could see some color rise to his cheeks.
“Nothing,” I smiled. I decided at that moment I wouldn’t hold back, I wouldn’t build my walls up, or push him away. I would let myself fall for him. “I love you.” I think I mumbled, or I dreamt. I couldn’t remember; I was far too tired.
I awoke alone and cold. I shuddered as I pulled the blankets tight around me. When it registered I was alone, I threw the sheets off of me and scrambled out the tent door as fast as I could.
“Calm down, sleepy head.” Caspian’s voice came from beside me. I glanced at him, and he smiled at me in return, then nodded toward the campfire. I turned and noticed Kade sitting in a car with the door wide open, his leg resting on the ground outside the vehicle.
“You okay?” He noticed the worried look on my face. He got out of the car and walked over to me. I wrapped my arms around his waist, and he wrapped his around me.
“I thought you guys had left me.” I replied. I was embarrassed to admit it.
“Oriana, never, ever think that. I would never leave you.” He stated as he kissed the top of my head.
“We wouldn’t ever voluntarily ditch you, either.” Luna said. She was pouring sand on the fire.
“She’s right, kiddo.” Caspian walked over to help Luna finish putting the fire out.
“Ready to meet the witches?” Kade smiled at me. “I grabbed us a rental car, a bit less conspicuous than flying.” He let go of me and began walking over to the car.
“Yeah, let’s go.” I followed him, making awkward eye contact with Caspian.
“Wait! Shotgun!” Caspian yelled as he dropped the rest of the sand on the fire and bolted in front of me to the car.
“Fine, I was going to sit in the back with Luna anyways, she shouldn’t have to suffer riding next to you for hours at a time.” I teased.
“Ouch.” He wrinkled his face up at me, and Luna was roaring with laughter. I opened the door and let Luna climb in first. Kade cranked the key, and the engine came to life. The radio came on automatically, and the song Savior by Rise Against came on the radio. I smiled to myself as I stared out the window and watched the mountains in the distance through the trees.
After about thirty minutes or so had passed, I began feeling a strange sensation in the pit of my stomach. Luna grabbed my hand, and I looked at her.
“You feel it too?” I asked her. She nodded her head, but the look on her face said it all.
“What?” Kade asked from the front seat. His eyes didn’t leave the road.
I looked into the review mirror, and he glanced back at me.
“Something’s not right.” I told him. “We both feel it,” I added on in case they try to dismiss it as road sickness.
“Shit.” Caspian murmured. He reached between the headrest and the door for Luna, she grabbed onto his hand and they awkwardly held onto each other.
“Ditto,” Kade said as he pressed on the brakes. I leaned over so I could see in front of us, to see a barricade of black SUVs. “I am gonna pull over now. If we stop, we just might avoid rolling the car.” The car stopped and the engine stalled. The silence lasted just long enough for it to be clear that everyone was worried. “I don’t suppose you girls are willing to stay in the car?” Kade looked at me in the review mirror.
I looked beside me at Luna, and she shook her head.
“Not a chance.” I replied.
“Well, just be safe, please.” Kade asked as he opened the car door. Simultaneously the rest of us shuffled and got out. I saw Kade summon his sword and went to do so with mine, but when I looked down, I noticed my sword was not in my hand, but instead a dagger—and the blade was glowing white.
“What in the world?” Luna said from the other side of the car.
“Dagger?” I asked.
“Yep.” She replied.
“Good luck, sis.” I smiled at her. She smiled at me, but I could see she was nervous.
I walked to the front of the car to stand beside Kade. There looked to be about five henchmen; it was hard to tell if there were any more hiding. One of them came running toward us. I raised my dagger and threw it as hard as I could. It struck him in the chest, and he fell to the road hard enough for him to slide backward on the asphalt.
“My girl’s got moves.” Kade smiled at me. The remaining four were now charging at us. I drew my sword and squared my feet, ready to take them on.
I raised my sword and parried with the henchmen who targeted me. I recognized his face, and it chilled me to the bone.
“You will pay.” He slithered out as our swords danced.
“What are you talking about? I did nothing.” I argued back and did my best to keep fighting.
“You. Took. My. Wings.” He breathed in sharply, and those words shocked me enough to cause a momentary pause in my defense against Alistair’s blows. He took full advantage, disarming me and drawing his sword. “I want to feel the life leave you,” He said as he moved against me. I pictured the dagger that was in the henchman’s chest, and yearned for it to appear in my hands. Within milliseconds, I felt the blade in the palm of my hand. I held it tight as Alistair collided with my body—and my dagger. He tried to reach for my neck but fell short when he felt the sharp pain in his stomach. The momentum of his body caused me to fall back as he fell on top of me. I did what I could to push him off of me. The blade was still in his gut, but the wound began glowing white. It became so bright I could no longer see his body. When the light faded, all that remained was my blade. I looked up to see Kade standing near and staring, the other henchmen dead on the ground.
“You okay?” He asked me. I looked over to see Caspian and Luna teaming up on what seemed like the last henchman. Using the tree next to him, Caspian ran up the trunk of the tree, twisted, and threw his blade into the man’s chest. 
“Hey?” Kade asked me again as he sat on the grass beside me.
“Oh. Yeah. I think I’ll be fine.” I answered, but I wasn’t really sure if I was in fact okay.
“What happened?” He asked me as Caspian and Luna walked over. He grabbed onto my hand and gave it a tight squeeze.
“He told me I took his wings. I think that’s what happened during our last fight.” I looked down and saw blood on my leg; somehow I’d been cut. It wasn’t a deep gash, but enough to have blood running down my leg. “He ended up throwing my sword, and his, too, and when he came at me, I was able to summon the dagger that I used in that guy’s chest. It’s the same one that appeared in my hand after we got out of the car. ” I paused and looked at Luna. “She got the same one, too. But when I stabbed him, it glowed so brightly that when it faded, he was gone. I don’t know what happened.” I told them.
“Whoa, you killed Alistair?” Caspian sounded excited.
“Is he the one you told me about, the one who fell with Jasper?” Luna asked.
“Yeah. The douche is dead.” Caspian said and high-fived Luna.
“Ready to go?” Kade asked me and stood up. I nodded, and he reached out and grabbed my hand. He hoisted me up and we all walked back to the car. My leg was tender where the blade cut me.
We all got back into the seats we were in just moments before. Kade started the car and began driving, but first, he had to pull off the side of the road the get around the SUV roadblock. I began feeling weak, and my head started feeling hot and dizzy.
“Hey, Oriana, are you okay?” Luna put her hand on my arm. “Guys, she’s burning up.” She told them. I could barely see, but I noticed Kade’s eyes staring at me in the rearview mirror.
“Is she cut anywhere?” Caspian asked her. Luna looked me up and down, and I used what strength I had to point to the cut on my leg. I was amazed at how fast I’d gone downhill.
“Her leg, the blood looks silver.” She told him.
“Hurry up, we need to get to Phoebe Willow. She’s the coven leader. She can help.” Caspian told Kade. He shook his head. The last thing I remembered was looking out the window and seeing a thick forest.




FIFTEEN.
I couldn’t move or talk. I couldn’t even open my eyes. All I could do was listen. I could feel warmth radiating from my leg, and I knew I was being carried. I could smell Kade—the warm cologne of his skin surrounded me and comforted me. I was so drowsy I couldn’t panic, which was good. I was to the point where when I get sick, and I become claustrophobic in my own body.
“I’ve been waiting, please come inside and lay her down.” I heard from a woman, along with hollow footsteps. “You must be Luna, hello. My name is Phoebe. Nice to meet you.”
We are at the Witches’ house. Thank god.
“Oriana?” Phoebe asked me, her hands felt cold against my forehead.
“She won’t respond to any of us. She was cut with something—we were attacked by henchmen on our way here. Micah’s most faithful follower, Alistair, took after her, but she killed him.” Kade spoke faster than usual, I could hear the anxiousness in his voice. I wanted to scream I am here and listening, but I couldn’t, and it killed me.
“Her blood was silver. I don’t know if that helps. It dried black.” Luna spoke. Her voice seemed stuffed like she had been crying.
“Please save her, please. I can’t lose her. She is what keeps me from my father’s dark ways. If I didn’t have her, I would be terrified of myself. I need her.” Kade broke down. I wanted to cry, but I couldn’t. It broke me down.
“Hey, I have her now. She won’t die on my watch. Caspian, please. Take Kade for a walk. Luna can help if I need it.” Phoebe spoke calmly. I heard a clatter of dishes and the closing of a door.
“Hold this,” she said.
“Okay. What do you think is wrong with her?” Luna asked her. I could barely feel anything, but there was some pressure on my leg where the cut was.
“She’s been poisoned. Alito, it’s a poison of sort. It means Revenge.” She spoke openly; her voice was raspy and beautiful.
“She said something about Alistair wanting his revenge. Apparently, somehow she was able to take his wings away,” Luna told her. Part of me began to grow weary of the information she continued to share. I heard a clatter like someone had dropped something. “You okay?” Luna asked.
“Yes, it’s just that not even the most powerful witch can pull that off. I am going to need complete silence now.” Phoebe breathed in slowly but loud enough for me to hear. My senses were heightened, and it felt a bit strange.
“Red as blood, black as coal, stop this flood, save her soul,” she chanted. I felt a cool numbness wash over me. “That should do it.” She told Luna, “You may speak now.”
“How much longer until she wakes up?” Luna said. 
I began to will myself to open my eyes. I needed to wake up; my panic began to rise as I was feeling trapped. My eyes shot wide open, and a sharp pain coursed through my body. I couldn’t hold back a blood-curdling scream. 
“What is happening to her?” Luna cried out.
“Grab her and help hold her down—he must have thrown in a secondary poison—something that activates once the first is cured.” I was in so much pain I couldn’t see, then all went dark.

I came to on the same beach I was in during my last dreamscape. There was a red glow far away in the ocean, like the lights of a distant city reflecting off of the clouds—except there was no city in the sea.
“Oriana?” Jasper’s voice came from beside me. He was beaten and bruised.
“Jasper? What happened to you?” I cried out as I ran to him. All of the memories and images flooded back to me—and the pain—the fact that he was connected to me.
“Abigail and I were captured. They’ve been torturing us. But don’t worry, ever since I got my wings back, my healing rate and pain tolerance are faster and higher. I can take it; we won’t crack.” He tried to smile, but he winced in pain. “Why are you asleep again? Seems like every time we talk anymore, one of us is in pain.” He tried to joke, but it didn’t work. I was far too upset to smile.
“I somehow caused Alistair to lose his wings, and he wanted revenge. I killed him, but he was able to slice me with a blade dipped in some poisons. I say poisons because apparently, he used more than one. The first one wasn’t painful, it just basically locked me inside my mind for a bit. The second one caused me to pass out from the pain.” I was always able to talk to him, and I never truly understood why.
“Wait, you took his wings? Only God has ever been able to do that.” He looked amazed.
“So far, yeah, I apparently did.” I shrugged. “What’s that glow?” I asked him and pointed to the red. It had gotten bigger since I looked at it.
“Poison. Because the dreamscape is in your mind, and you’re affected by the poison, it shows up. Who is curing it?” He asked.
“Apparently her name is Phoebe—at least, that’s what I think I heard. She’s the coven leader.” I stared at the red, it had become a pulsing light.
“You’re in good hands, then. That’s good.” He looked to the pulsing on the ground, too.
“I’m going to rescue you. And Abigail, and my mother and Luna’s, too. I promise, even if it kills me.” I swore to him. “Hold on to that hope, please.”
“Don’t say that, though. I wouldn’t have anything to live for if you were dead because of me.” He admitted, rubbing at the sand and digging his hands in. I looked down at my feet.
“Then I won’t say it, but I will rescue you. I promise. I’m sorry for all of this.” I rubbed at the wet sand that clung to my skin.
“If you say so, beautiful.” He gave me the first real smile.
“Why is it when we're in pain and asleep, we find each other?” I asked, honestly curious, choosing to ignore the ‘beautiful’ comment.
“Because our hearts control our heads.” He watched the red glow. “It’s going down; she must have found a remedy.”
I leaned my head on his shoulder and fell asleep.

I woke up, looking up at a dream catcher and a wood ceiling.
“My head…” I muttered. I tried to get up, but my body felt like it weighed a million pounds.
“She’s awake!” Caspian yelled.
“Shu…” I sputtered out gibberish. My head throbbed even harder now, almost like the echo was bouncing around in my head.
“Hey there, I’m—”
“You’re Phoebe, I know. I was able to hear everything until the first poison wore off.” I rubbed at my head.
“Hey Kade, grab the purple vial on my shelf, the small one.” She told him. He came back and into view. I tried to smile, but the pain was not even halfway gone.
“Drink.” Phoebe tilted my head up and poured the liquid into my mouth. I felt a numbness wash over me, hitting my head, neck, shoulders, and every body part on the way down. And as it did, the pain faded.
“Thank you so much,” I smiled. “Can I sit now?” I asked. Lying down was the last thing I wanted to do. “I need to tell you all something.” Luna and Phoebe held onto my hands and helped me swing my legs around while Kade helped support my back. Caspian moved things around on the table, so they weren’t knocked over.
“What’s going on?” Kade asked me.
“I know it’s the last thing you want to hear, but when I passed out from the pain, Jasper was there in my dreamscape again. But just like last time, it wasn’t good news. Micah has him and Abigail—he’s torturing them. Kade, we have to rescue them. They have four of us now. Our mothers,” I motioned to Luna, “and now Abigail and Jasper.” Kade looked at me with an angry look on his face, something I had never seen before.
“Damn him. I swear, I will kill him if it’s the last thing I do.” Kade punched the table I was sitting on, it vibrated throughout the wood, causing the bottles that were sitting on the table to rattle.
“Please, there will be no violence in my house.” Phoebe demanded. She hastily picked up the bottles and put them in their places on her shelves. Her house was beautiful and dainty. Small, but not horribly quaint. It was made of wood and smelled sweet like roses. There were plants hanging upside down from the ceiling, bound up for drying.
“My apologies..” Kade said and bowed his head.
“Sorry to have met you the way we did, but of course we always get curveballs thrown at us. Never fails.” I told her.
“I’ve been watching you and your sister. So I know all about the hardships you both have dealt with. It does not bother me one bit, both of you are fulfilling the prophecy with every step you take. I will not be the one who disrupts the path.” She smiled and laid her hand on my shoulder. “How are you feeling?” She asked me.
“Sore, but much better.” I smiled reassuringly. I watched her walk into the back room, she came back out with a paper and a box.
“This paper is one from my books. It’s the little bit I could find about you two. I don’t know if it will help, but I figured it couldn’t hurt to try.” She passed the paper to my sister and opened the box.” This vial is something you must keep on your person at all times. As you go around meeting leaders, you must collect a drop of blood from each. When war is upon us, you shall cut the palm of your hand and mix their blood with yours. It will summon us so we can aid you in battle. The witches are already on your side, and behind you one hundred percent. That is my blood in the vial now.” She hung the vial on a piece of leather and bound it around my neck. “Occult,” she said as she cupped her hands around the vial. “Now no one but you can see it.” She smiled and let the necklace go. She reached back into the box and pulled out a candle. It was small and white. She closed the box and handed the candle to me. “When you light this candle, it will quickly melt. After it is melted, you and your sister shall place a hair strand each into the wax. When all is said and done, the hair will spell out Micah’s location.
“Wow, thank you so much. Wait. Can we vanish it like our weapons? To keep it safe?” I asked her then looked at Kade and Caspian curiously. It was too valuable to keep visible. The thought of it just sitting around made me uneasy, like it would break the moment I put it in my pocket.
“I do not see why not.” She smiled. I vanished my candle and flashed her a smile “You best get moving to the next beings.” She nodded to herself. “If you need me, we can dreamscape, too. Good luck, girls—Godspeed.”
I slid down carefully off the table; my leg was wrapped up with a large bandage. I walked to the door hiding the pain.
“Thank you so much. It goes both ways—if you need anything from us, let me know. We owe you as well.” I gave her a single nod, letting her know I was sincere. I held the door open as everyone walked out. I attempted to walk out the door, but she gently grabbed my arm to stop me before I could.
“Oriana, I must tell you two things. One, you are more powerful than anyone here. You were made with love, therefore your power is great. Your sister was not, so please be careful. Watch her closely, do not let her fall to the depths. And two, Kade. He is dangerous waters, you must tread carefully. His heart means well and his temper is quick. If he loses it, the battle may just be lost. Now hurry up before they question things.” She hugged me and released me. The door locked as it closed.
“What did she want?” Luna asked as I hopped in the car.
“Nothing, just wanted to thank me again.” It hurt keeping the secret, but I had to. The secrets alone would destroy the both of them.
“Where to now?” Kade asked us.
“Let’s try the Wolves?” Luna asked. “After all, they’re my kind of dark.” She winked at me with a smile.
“Wolves it is,” he said, and the car came to life. We backed away from Phoebe’s lovely little home, as she watched in the window and waved goodbye.
“Why were you so quiet?” I asked Caspian. “It’s not like you.” Luna and I giggled.
“Give me Wolves and Vamps. Witches though, those girls scare me.” He sounded terrified.
“I felt at home with her.” I spoke softly. My leg was warm still, no doubt from the wound. “Where are the wolves we are going to meet?” I looked at Caspian.
“Uh, which Wolfpack should we go to?” He asked Kade. After a moment of silence, he looked at me and shrugged.
“I think New York, the Tierney pack. So—fly or portal?” Kade asked me through the rearview mirror. He looked beautiful right now. His eyes had a different look in them—something most people wouldn’t notice on an average day.
“Umm,” I paused and looked at Luna for help. I always hated being the decision maker. She was no help though, she just shrugged her shoulders. “Portal? I feel like every time we drive, something bad happens.”
“Good point.” He flashed a smile. “You girls should rest. I want you well rested for meeting the Wolves.” He told me. I sure as hell wasn’t about to argue.
“Are we driving through a portal?” I asked with my eyes closed.
“No babe, we're going to drive to it, then walk through. The portal will land us near where the leader of the pack lives. Now goodnight.” And that was all I remember.
I woke up as Kade picked me up.
“We’re here?” I mumbled. I felt his lips against mine, and I pushed into his kiss.
“Mmhmm. Good morning beautiful.” He whispered. I opened my eyes and saw that we were inches away from the beautifully mirrored portal. “Hold on tight, babe.” He told me, so I wrapped my arms around his neck and held on as tight as I could.
After we stepped through the portal, he set me down. Pain seared through my leg, but I ignored it. It was cold, and I wasn’t the only one who noticed.
“Can we get some clothes first? I’m freakin freezing.” Luna asked Caspian.
“Fine, but make it fast.” He pulled out his wallet and passed it to Luna, and she looked at me as if I was expected to go with her.
“Here,” Kade said from beside me. I looked, and he was passing me a card. “There’s more than enough on there, get what you want and need. But be fast, please. I think Caspian and I will wait in the food court at the mall.” He looked at Caspian and nodded.
“Where’s the mall?” I asked. Luna grabbed me by my shoulders and spun me around. We had stepped out of the portal right in front of a huge mall. “Oh. That works.” Kade kissed me on my cheek as Luna grabbed my hand and pulled me toward the mall. I glanced back and they both were grinning. I couldn’t help but smile. My sister and I had the most charming men here.
“What sort of clothes do you like to wear?” My sister asked me as she looked at the map directory for the mall. I glanced down and read the map. Three floors. The first thing I made sure of was where the food court was. It was located in the middle of the second floor. Then I looked at the shops. I hadn’t heard of many of the shop names, but then again I hadn’t shopped much since last time with my mom. The somber thought apparently showed on my face.
“You okay?” Luna asked, her face full of concern.
“I’ll be fine.” I told her and glanced back down at the list. “Why don’t we just walk around and hit the shops as they come?” I told her. She smiled and clapped, then grabbed my wrist and yanked me away.
We first walked down the pathway, and a shop caught Luna’s eye. It, of course, had to be Cilver. The last store my mom went into.
“You go in there, and I’ll go into…” I glanced at the nearby stores. “Mad Hatter.” It was a cute, funky store with blaring music.
“Sounds great!” She squealed and went into the store. I wondered for a second if this was a bad idea.
“Wait!” I hollered at her. I decided to stick with her, especially after what Phoebe told me.
“Yay!” She ran into the store. For someone who possesses dark light she sure as hell is a happy chick.
I decided I didn’t need to stick next to her, but near her at least. I walked around the clothes racks and found myself a pair of black leggings. Thank god, seems like you can find those anywhere. I kept walking and grabbed myself a black and red top with a shirt pocket—it was large on me, and perfect that way. I wandered over to the shoes and came across the black sequined shoes my mom bought for me that I never even got to wear. I found my size and headed to the checkout. I stopped by the underwear bin on my way up—thank God, or I would have forgotten.
“Done already?” The woman asked me.
“Yeah, not in the market for fancy clothes.” I smiled at her.
“You’re done, too?” Luna walked up beside me.
“Yep.” I swiped the card and signed my name. Luna showed me her clothes as she set them down for the girl to scan. She got torn up skinny jeans, an oversized brown sweater, and brown combat boots. “Cute.” I smiled at her. She paid and we began to walk out.
“Elevator is over there.” She pointed down the way. We walked for a while, window shopping as we walked.
We came up to a men’s store called Truth. I found that strange, but I looked anyways.
“Wait, can I get something for Kade?” I asked her.
“Duh, that’s a great idea. I can get something for Caspian, too.” She linked her arm into mine as we walked in. I was slapped in the face with the scent of an overbearing men’s cologne. Luna unlinked my arm and brought her hands to her face as she sneezed.
“Bless you.” I told her.
“Why thank you. I think I’m going to run over to the shoes.” She took off before I could reply. I turned and looked at the wall of clothes. I found a white v-neck shirt, and guessed he was about a large. I found a perfect black pea coat and went to the checkout. I wasn’t brave enough to imagine pant or shoe sizes.
I paid and went over to Luna. She picked up a box of shoes and a shirt she had set aside.
“Let me go pay, then we can meet the boys.” She told me. I followed her over and watched her pay. As we exited the store, she linked arms with me again. We made it to the elevator and walked in. A lady followed us in and smiled as she pressed the button for the second floor.
“Same floor?” She asked us.
“Yes ma’am,” I replied to her. “Thank you.”
“Are you two twins? I have got to know.” She asked us, looking back and forth at our faces.
“Yes. I bleach my hair to help people tell the difference.” Luna told the woman before I could say anything.
“Is that so? I just knew it. I’m a twin too. Have a nice day, ladies.” The elevator doors opened, and she walked out, followed by Luna, then me.
“Twins?” I asked her.
“Easier to explain than the truth.” She said. The food court was a short walk from the elevator. We stood there and glossed over the area. I saw hands flying in the air and noticed it was Caspian flailing his arms around. Kade was laughing as everyone stared at him.
“Found ‘em.” I pointed to the boys, and Luna laughed. We walked over and I passed Kade his card back. “Thank you.” I told him.
“No problem, babe. How’d it go? You girls were much faster than we had expected.” He put his card in his wallet and sat down. I sat my bag on the floor and the Truth bag on the table.
“Walk me to the restroom?” Luna asked Caspian.
“Be right back, kids.” Caspian told us as he got up, carrying her bags for her.
“I got you something.” I told him.
“What? You didn’t have to, honestly.” He told me. He sat up attentively.
“I know, but I wanted to.” I pulled out the shirt and coat. He grabbed them and smiled.
“I love it, thank you.” He stood up and kissed my head. But I reached up and grabbed the back of his head and kissed him hard.
“No, thank you.” I told him and smiled. He raised an eyebrow at me and flashed a toothy grin.
“Well, to be honest, I would take a kiss like that over a coat any day. But to get both, damn, I’m lucky.” He winked and linked his hand in mine. “How was it shopping with your sister?” He led the way through the tables to the restrooms so we could change.
“Different. She’s so perky, I don’t understand.” I sighed. It confused me. Especially after what Phoebe told me.
“Don’t forget, just because she seems uppity doesn’t mean she always is. A lot of people hide emotions. I know you do.” We walked up to the bathroom, Caspian was on the floor outside the restroom, working on his new shoes. They were some hipster-looking leather boot-shoes. Kade looked at him and laughed.
“Shut. Up.” He said and went back to the laces.
I walked into the woman’s restroom; it appeared empty. I walked down the aisle between the two rows of stalls until I heard sniffling.
“Luna?” I called out. I heard a cough, and a throat clear.
“Hey, yeah. I’m changing.” She hollered back. I grabbed the restroom next to her and began changing. “You know, it’s okay to be upset. Being emotional is okay. Our situation is cruddy. I can’t imagine anyone taking this situation well.” I said with a low voice, so it wouldn’t echo outside the restroom. I was struggling, balancing on one foot, and decided to wait until Luna got out to have her help me adjust, not wanting my feet to touch the nasty floor. I walked out and threw away my old clothes, along with the bags. Luna’s stall door opened slowly. Her eyes were wet from crying.
“You remember when you asked me if I’m okay? Honestly, I’m not. The last time I went shopping, and nearly the only time, was with my mom, literally just before she died. To top it off, the store she shopped at was Cilver, and I didn’t want to go in because it’s not my sort of store—or at least, that’s what I thought. These shoes?” I lifted the shoes that were in my hand. “My mom bought a pair just like them for me, but I never got to wear them. I naturally hide my emotions a lot, and when I show them, a lot of the time, it’s against my will. My face shows what I feel no matter how hard I try to hide it. You, on the other hand, are always happy. I haven’t seen you sad more than once. But I want you to know, you can talk to me. You can tell me anything, or cry on my shoulder if you need to. I am your sister, and may not have known you for a long time, but I feel like I have.” I gave her a tight hug. She grabbed at my shirt and dug her face into my shoulder. I could feel her sobbing, so I stood there and held her. I heard her say something, but it was muffled by my body.
“Wait, what?” I asked her.
“Thank you so much Oriana, honestly. Thank you.” She smiled and wiped away at her eyes. She threw her hair up loosely in a messy bun, the same way I do all the time. It made me smile. We may have had different moms, but we had a lot of similar characteristics. “Now let me help you get those shoes on.” She stood still and held my arm as I balanced on one foot. I didn’t want to put my sock down on the public bathroom floor. Who would?
“Thank you.” I smiled and threw my old shoes into the trash. I wished I could donate them, but we needed to hurry so I could go and save everyone. “You look beautiful.” I told her. She knew how to dress to best suit her.
“As do you, sis.” She smiled and held the door open for me.
My eyes were instantly glued to Kade. He had his coat and shirt on, and it made me catch my breath. He was staring back at me, though, and the smile on his face told me he was thinking the same thing.
“Aren’t you two girls stunning?” Caspian stood up; his shoes and shirt actually looked good on him.
“We sure are lucky, aren’t we?” Kade nudged Caspian with his elbow. I couldn’t help but blush. “I like your shoes.” He mentioned. It made me wonder if he was listening in on us.
“Both of you look great, too.” I told them. And as I looked around, I noticed we weren’t the only girls to think so. Just as I was about to walk up to Kade, a girl stepped in front of me.
“Hi there, handsome.” Her desperation was showing.
“Sorry, but you’re in my way.” He stepped around her and grabbed me around the waist. We walked out of the mall together, from the same direction Luna and I had come in.
“Thank you.” I told him, and he pulled me close.
“So how far away is the you-know?” Luna asked him conspicuously. He grinned and pointed to a hotel across the street. It took us almost no time to get there. When we walked in the lobby, it was completely empty besides the young woman at the counter.
“Hello, my name is Lyla, how may I be of service?” She asked us politely, she seemed reasonably nice. She made eye contact with me, and the color of her eyes was something I had never seen before. They were yellow-green, and the pupils looked animal-like.
“Your eyes, they’re amazing.” I told her. 
She gasped like I had just told her that someone killed her dog. “How can you see them?”
“We’re angels.” Kade glanced at me as he told her, stopping me before I could reply. “Were here to see Edon and Accalia.” He finished. The girl nervously picked up the phone. The names triggered deja-vu for some reason.
“Yes, there are four angels here to see you. No, not at all. Okay, thank you.” She hung up and set the phone down. “You can go up to floor 73. Thank you.”
Caspian led the way to the elevator, as we all got in I pressed the button marked 73.
“You have to be careful, she’s a Wolf. That’s why her eyes looked like that. But no one needs to know you two are what you truly are, except for the leaders, of course. Just be wary is all.” He looked concerned. The elevator came to a halt, and the doors opened to a massive room. The ceiling was raised, and the wall looking out over the city was complete glass. I had never seen anything like it before.
“Well hello.” A man spoke.
“Edon, hello.” Kade bowed, so I did as well. I could see that both Caspian and Luna were dipping, too.
“Hello, darlings.” A woman said as I heard her heels clatter on the floor walking toward us. I looked up to see a woman with yellow eyes staring just inches from mine. “You’re not pure Angel, are you?” She sniffed around my hair and swiftly moved to Luna. “Neither are you.” She took a step back. “Kade, what is this?” She glared at him with a stare intense enough to bring a human to their knees.
“Accalia, these two are the pror re ets.” He motioned in my sister’s and my direction. The looks on both her and Edon’s faces were captivating. She looked bewildered, while he looked appalled. He bowed low, and she grabbed my hand and kissed it, and then did the same to my sister.
“My humblest apologies, I was not expecting you so soon. Please, follow me.” She led us down into the room where there were couches and a fire place.
“I recognize you… both.” I raised an eyebrow. 
Accalia looked at me out of the corner of her eye, a smile grew from one side of her mouth. “Observant, aren’t you? We had heard Alistair was closing in on you, so we needed to get a closer look.” 
“Oh.” I sighed, but I really wanted to tell her off for not interfering with Alistairs bullshit plans.
 “Tobias! Bring our guests some drinks. What would you like? Water? We have wine and sparkling water as well, champagne and whiskey, too, if that suits you. Anything else and I shall have him fetch whatever else you need.” She gazed at me in amazement.
“Water, please,” I told her.
“Water for me and Luna,” Caspian smiled and winked at my sister. She smiled back at him nervously.
“Water as well, thank you.” Kade told her.
“Well, that’s easy. Tobias, water times four. Bring out the appetizers, too. They look starved.” She sat down next to Edon, and he placed his hand on her thigh. “My name is Accalia; I am the leader of this pack. You may call me Lia. He is Edon.” She motioned to him. “He is my better half, and the man I chose to imprint on. As humans would put it, we are married.” Tobias brought out the glasses of water and passed them around. He gave Edon what looked like whiskey, and wine for Lia.
“Thank you.” I spoke up. Everyone looked at me as though I had done something wrong. Tobias looked at me but did not smile—he looked terrified, in fact. I caught a glimpse of his eyes and they weren’t yellow, they were human brown eyes. I think he knew I noticed, because he hurried away.
“You are a funny little thing, aren’t you?” Lia glared at me some more.
“What’s his story?” I asked her, realizing I was possibly overstepping my boundaries.
“He is a servant, nothing of importance to you.” She sort of rolled her eyes as if she was irritated, then watched my sister.
“But he is. The way I see it, we’re here to ask for help in the great battle. If I feel you are shady in any way, I will not ask you to help on our side if you can not be trusted. So who is he?” I asked again. I stood up from where I was sitting, ready to pounce. She stood up as well and walked up to me.
“Tobias, come tell this woman who you are.” She called out to him. He briskly walked over to me.
“I am her son.” He answered. He looked everywhere but my eyes.
“Your eyes, though, they don’t shine like the others.” He met my eyes when I said that.
“You can see our eyes?” Lia exclaimed. At this point Edon stood up, too, and I could also hear Kade standing up.
“Yes. I can.” I raised an eyebrow. So far, I did not like the wolves one bit.
“How is that possible? One can only see our eyes when we turn.” Edon proclaimed.
“I don’t know, but how come his eyes aren’t colored the same as yours?” I asked again. Accalia gave him a look, and he turned to me.
“Because I have not changed yet. ‘Late bloomer,’ my grandmother says.” He blushed.
“Thank you. This is all new to me,” I turned toward Lia and Edon. “I hadn’t even known what I was until seconds before my adoptive mother died. I still don’t know much of what I am. I am sorry if I stepped out of line, I just needed to make sure we were all on the same page.” I sat back down, and Kade sat beside me. He wouldn’t look at me, though.
“No need to apologize. In all honesty, knowing you are our prophet, with the mentality you have just displayed, you’ve scared away any second guesses I had about you.” She smiled for the first time. “But I can tell you are all tired, and it is late. Please stay in one of our many guest rooms. Rest up tonight, and we shall discuss our alliance tomorrow.” She smiled and stood up. “Tobias, dear. Please show them to the rooms. Make sure you offer four rooms first.” She added as she walked out without another word.
“Goodnight, warriors.” Edon then walked out behind her, and Tobias motioned for us to come with him. We walked back into the elevator we came in on.
“Four rooms?” Tobias offered us as his mother had said.
“One for us?” I replied back as I looked up at Kade. He still wouldn’t look at me. I wondered what I had done wrong.
“We will share a room as well.” Caspian spoke up.
He pressed the button to take us to the floor below us, and the doors closed.
“I’m truly sorry.” I broke the silence.
“As a leader, you should not be sorry.” Tobias told me.
“But that’s the thing, I am not a leader. I am just a girl, doing what’s right—what I believe in.” I spoke quickly and as correctly as I could.
“You do not know the prophecy, do you?” He asked with his eyebrow raised. 
I let out an exaggerated sigh. “No, I’ve managed to ignore the fact that I’m not allowed to know.” 
The elevator opened,Tobias walked out and turned around. “The key code for your room is 4890,” he told me, then turned to Luna and Caspian, “and yours is 3762. Luna, your room is to my right, and Oriana’s is to my left.” Kade walked over to the door and punched in the code before any of us could say anything. He walked in, and the door shut firmly behind him.
I told him. “Thank you… for being so kind. Goodnight.” I smiled and walked over to my door. “Wait, what was my key code again?” I felt embarrassed that I had to ask, but my mind was too busy worrying about what I had done wrong to make Kade act the way he had.
“4890. Goodnight, prophet.” He walked away.
I entered in the code and walked in. The room was larger than my entire house. It was a massive suite. I went and sat on the bed and stared out the window. It wasn’t quite night yet, but the sky had already turned a grey-blue. I could hear the shower was on, so I decided to rest a minute. I sat on the floor between the bed and the window, and laid my head in the palm of my hands. I could hear my heartbeat in my ears.
“Oriana?” I heard Kade call for me. I quickly stood up.
“Oh hey, hi.” I said faintly. My knees wobbled, causing me to instinctively lean against the bed for support.
“Wait, are you okay?” He rushed over—his hair was wet and he had his coat off, but his white v-neck was perfect on its own. I twisted and sat on the bed, leaning against the headboard.
“Yeah. Still weak, I guess. Not even a day later and already in pain.” I took the wrap off my cut. It was clean, healing fast and well, not even any dried blood left around it. My body aches had returned, no matter how much I pushed on.
“The wound looks good,” he said, and then walked away into the next room. Still short-worded, and it irritated me. I rushed after him despite my sudden lightheadedness. 
“What did I do?” I stopped and watched him. He sighed and closed the fridge.
“You don’t even think before you jump. Like, you literally force the Matriarch Werewolf into answering who the boy is? It is none of our business. If you had pushed the wrong buttons, we would have been in deep waters. There are four of us in here, but I guarantee you, at least four hundred wolves reside in these walls.” His words hit me hard—he hadn’t had a problem with my initiatives up to this point. No matter what I did, he was behind me.
“You don’t understand, and I won’t expect you to. But I know what I’m doing.” I paused and rubbed at my temples. I felt a raging migraine roar inside my skull. “Look, if they had a human kid in here basically being a servant against his will, would you want those sort of people on our team? If they don’t care, they simply don’t care.” I did my best to make sense, but a migraine was distracting me.
“Don’t expect me to understand? The hell is that supposed to mean?” He was mad. I had never seen him like this, ever. Even when we battled the henchmen, he wasn’t like this. He slammed his fist on the counter and ran his other hand through his hair and scratched his head.
“Really. You’re going to take it like that?” I raised the tone in my voice. I was irritated beyond recognition. He was working his hardest to fight with me.
“I’ll be back.” He walked past me, grabbed his coat, and was out the door. It slammed shut, swung closed by its own weight. Seconds later I heard a soft knock at the door. I walked over and looked through the peephole to see Luna standing there.
“Hey.” I said as I opened the door. The light from outside was much more harsh on my eyes than the dimly lit hotel room.
“I just wanted to give this to you—I forgot that Phoebe had given it to me. I tried to read it, but all I saw were symbols and stuff.” She passed me the paper. “Hey, you okay? I saw Kade haul it out of here.” She looked concerned. Honestly, I wanted to cry. I wanted a hug. I wanted to sleep.
“Thank you, I’ll see what I can figure out. Everything’s okay, just got a nasty headache. Transformation stuff, I think, so let it be a warning. You should probably keep some meds on hand.” I smiled at her, and she gave me an I know you’re lying smile. “Goodnight, thanks again.” I slowly closed the door and made my way over to the couch. I grabbed the paper in both of my hands and looked at it.
“Whoa.” I said to myself as I dropped the paper and rubbed my eyes. Slowly I picked it back up and glanced down at the script written on it. Everything was clear as day, no symbols—just regular words.
Energy forced into the palm, and placed upon the wall, the solid become like that of glass, you will see and hear all. Though you spy with your own eyes, you will not yourself be seen, and thus to all the unknown secrets, you will be cleverly keen.
I turned to the wall the bed was set against, and placed my palm against it. Closing my eyes and focusing on the heat in my palm, I let it grow. As it grew, I felt the wall at my fingertips grow strangely cold. I opened my eyes to see a small area around my hand had become clear. Not the whole wall, but just a little area so far. I smiled and dropped my hand from the wall. Slowly I stood up and made my way to the fridge; not much was in there besides meat. Must be a Wolf thing. There was a bowl of fruit on the table, so I grabbed myself an apple, found a blanket, and sat on the couch. Curled up, I began dozing off. Kade left me alone on the couch when he finally came back, but oddly, I felt okay with being left alone.
When I was abruptly awakened by a hard knock on the door, I sat up and noticed I was tucked in bed, and Kade was sound asleep next to me. Whoever was outside the door banged again, this time loud enough to wake Kade up.
“Stay,” he said as he crept up behind the door. He sighed and opened it.
“Wake up. We have been summoned down to meet with Accalia and Edon. Here—Luna got this for Oriana. See you in a flash.” Kade shut the door and set a brown paper sack on my side of the bed.
“Caspian says we are summoned—guess it’s time to get on the move. Your sister got this for you,” he repeated and turned, making his way into the bathroom.
I took a peek in the bag and found a large bagel with several small containers of cream cheese. She must have noticed the lack of proper foods in the kitchen, too. My stomach growled, signaling me just to eat the stale bagel.
“While you eat, can you listen to me?” Kade asked. He ran his hands through his hair. It didn’t take a brain scientist to know he was at a loss for words.
“Sure.” I replied. I didn’t know what else to say. The bagel was dry, but I didn’t want to get up to get a drink while Kade wanted to talk.
“Okay, so just listen, please. I just can’t lose you. I don’t think you really, truly, know how much you mean to me. You can’t go around playing with fire.” He looked at me, apparently waiting for a reply. I forced myself to swallow the dry bagel and cleared my throat.
“You can’t tell me to be silent. I have been silent my whole life, and now that I finally found my voice, you want me to shut up? Don’t tell a Phós not to play with fire. You wouldn’t tell an angel to be quiet, right? Now, I know I am a prophet—I know that what I’m doing is important. I am new at this, but I am doing what I feel I should. You should back me on that. And before you get it twisted, you mean more to me than you can imagine. But I have to stand up for what I believe is right.” I rifled through the bag for a plastic knife, found one, and spread some cream cheese on the bagel, hoping to help combat the dryness. I absolutely hated eating without something to drink.
“You are right, I suppose. The truth is,” he paused and scratched his head furiously. Kade was never at a loss for words. “You told me you loved me. And when you did, it sort of slapped me awake. For a split second, I pictured a life without you, and at that moment I felt my heart shatter at the pure thought. I couldn’t picture losing you, so I got overprotective. I’m sorry. I’ll stop now.” I had forgotten about the ‘I love you.’ I had thought at the time I’d just said it in a daydream, though. He went to stand up, but I grabbed his arm. Cautiously, I crawled over to him and sat on my knees. I gently took his face in both of my hands and gazed into his eyes. He grabbed onto my wrists and gave me a weak smile.
“What is your full name?” I asked him, realizing I didn’t even know.
“Kade Grey Abernancy is what I was named. Why?” The blue in his eyes was brighter than usual today.
“Well then, Kade Grey Abernancy. You have me, and all of me. And I have all of you. Without a doubt, we are together at this exact moment, both fighting on the same team. I trust you with my life. And you have already saved my life on many occasions. Thank you. I love—” The pounding at the door startled both of us. Kade grabbed my hand and kissed it as he stood up and walked over to the door. As soon as he had the door open, both Luna and Caspian barged in.
“Told you.” She told him. “You owe me five bucks.”
“Wh—what are you guys betting on?” I asked her suspiciously.
“Caspian tried betting against me that you two were… in bed together.” She suddenly got red in the face and embarrassed herself.
“We technically were.” Then I realized what she meant. “Oh! No, not like that in any way.”
Luna was giggling uncontrollably, and Caspian teased Kade.
“She’s like my little sister. You better be careful with her.” Caspian told him. “Can we go now?” He looked at me. And then everyone looked at me. Of course, I had stuffed the rest of my bagel in my mouth the second before he asked.
“The food was dreary here, I figured that would suffice.” Luna smiled. “Let’s go.” My little sister to the rescue. Pretty sure if I had tried to speak, I would have either choked or sprayed messy bagel bits all over the room. I followed them all out and shut the door softly behind me. As we got to the elevator, I went to press the button, but as the door opened, Tobias was already standing there. He smiled and gestured us to come into the elevator.
“Did you sleep well?” He focused only on me.
“Yes, thank you.” I replied. He pressed the button for the floor above us again, and we arrived just seconds later. This time we were led to a room with chairs that surrounded a long rectangular table. There were two other people in there, and by their eyes, I knew they were wolves. Luna turned around and grabbed my hand.
“Are they…?” she asked.
“Yes.” I whispered. We sat opposite the two men, both of whom had buzz cuts.
“Hello, lovelies.” Accalia rang as she walked in the room. Like usual, Edon was not far behind. “We have summoned you all here to discuss… let’s just say our allegiance to the battle.” She looked at the two wolves. “This is Aiden, and his brother Anthony. They are twins born under the blood moon. They command our armies together, and they have asked why we should help you.”
“Why not?” Caspian barked back.
“Leave the prophets to speak.” She stared him down. I stood up and looked at each of them, then at Kade. He smiled and nodded, and I knew that meant he was backing me now.
“First and foremost, Kade and Caspian may not be prophets, but they will be respected. They are our counterparts and saviors, therefore they deserve it. Now… Caspian was correct. Is there a reason you wouldn’t want to help us?” I raised an eyebrow and waited for them to reply.
“You must not know.” Accalia chuckled. “As the legend goes, you and your sister are supposed to be the key to unlocking our race from our never-ending doom.” She paused and searched my face, sighing when she noticed my irritation. “You see, normally we only change on the full moon. Legend has said, though, that once we consume your essence, we will be able to transform any time we want.” Her grin made me want to smack it off her face.
I looked at the twins, and they returned my look with a peculiar hunger in their eyes.
“Have you lost a battle to Micah?” I asked them, they looked at each other and then back at me.
“We have not won one, to be truthful.” Aiden answered. 
“What makes you think he won’t take us from you? He would murder every one of you for us. If you battle with us, then we all have a chance.” I threw Accalia a stare. “All of us.”
“So tell us again, why not?” Kade spoke for the first time since being in the room. The brothers looked at each other and nodded simultaneously.
“We are in,” the other brother said.
Accalia clapped. “I love a good fight,” she sneered.
“Now all we need from you is a drop of your blood.” I told her. She looked at me, confused. “It’s so I can summon you when the time for battle comes.” I was getting irritated, and I was trying my hardest to keep my sarcasm at bay. Then it clicked, Accalia was only exhibiting normal animal behavior. Timid, aggressive, protective. All Wolf traits. Perhaps I shouldn’t be so rude. My attitude could be controlled; hers was in her DNA.
“Yes, boys you can leave.” She told the twins. They bowed and walked out. “Edon and I shall go and get a knife.”
A red flag raised in my head—Why did both of them need to go? Better yet, all of them? As soon as they left, I ran to the wall between us and placed my palm on it.
“What are you doing?” Kade asked me. He got up and walked over.
“Shhh,” I whispered at him. Part of me was still worried that the wall was not soundproof, that the people I spied on could possibly hear me as well as I could, them. I focused more intensely on the heat now, willing it to grow. I closed my eyes and pictured sunlight glowing from my hand. I heard Luna gasp—my cue to open my eyes. The whole wall was transparent.
“You will cut your palm and pour the blood in mine. I do not trust them.” She turned from Edon to the twins. “Tobias alerted us that he smelt a witch on them—do you?” The twins nodded their heads in unison. “And I’m supposed to just give them my blood? I think not.” 
The wall started to return to its opaque white, so I pushed harder; the pressure in my wrist told me to relax, or I was going to end up breaking something. I took in a deep breath, focused, and pushed again, just in time to see Accalia squeeze blood from the palm of Edon’s hand into her own. “Quick, wrap your hand and put it in your pocket,” she said, and turned to leave the room. 
I panicked and let go of the wall. As soon as my skin left the stucco texture, the wall again returned to its normal state, thankfully, and Accalia returned to our meeting room seconds later.
“Here,” she said as she held out her hand.
“No.” I looked at her hand and shook my head.
“What, you do not trust me?” She snarled, and at that point Kade and Caspian got up. Kade walked over behind me.
“Actually, no, I don’t. I asked for your blood, not Edon’s. The witch we were just visiting saved my life from poison, and gifted me a vial that will summon everyone at once when we need to convene for battle. Now, if you don’t wish to help, step out of the way, because I don’t want to waste any more time here.” The look in her eyes was like a deer in headlights.
“But how…?” I did not answer her question. Accalia impatiently thrust her hand out to Edon, who wiped the blood from her hand, using the rag around his own. She pulled her blade out once more and cut the other palm. “Where is this vial?” she demanded. I grabbed it and uncapped it. “I do not see it.” She said, reminding me that the vial had been enchanted.
“Here.” I tilted her hand and collected just one drop of her blood. I capped it off and let her hand go. “We will be going now. You will be summoned when the time comes.” I took Kade’s hand and walked out the door; Caspian and Luna were right behind us. As we got into the elevator and the doors closed, I let out a deep breath. Luna hit the first-floor button and the elevator began its descent.
“You were freaking feisty. You literally just challenged an Alpha Wolf and shut her up. And not just any Wolf—literally The Wolf.” He raised his hand for a high five and I gave it to him.
“Proud of you.” Kade kissed my cheek from behind me.
The elevator doors opened, and we all stepped out. I felt like a million bucks.
“Where to now?” Luna asked.
“Vampires.” I told her and smiled. “I could take on the world right now if I wanted to.” And we exited the lobby.
“What Vampire cult are we going to?” I asked Kade as we walked down the sidewalk.
“They don’t call themselves a cult. And honestly, they would probably attack you for saying that. They call themselves a clan. They’re family-oriented, believe it or not. But instead of actual families, it’s based on its creator and those he or she has created.” We turned down an alleyway with a dead end. “But the man we are going to see is Emrick. He looks young but is quite old and fairly wise.” 
“That name’s familiar, too.” I frowned.
He started pushing on bricks and listening to the wall.
“Let me help.” Caspian walked up and started pressing stones. Kade hit one that pushed in, then about fifty other stones disappeared while a portal opened. “Never mind.” He stepped back and looked at Luna. “I think it’s time.” Caspian looked at Kade.
“For what?” Kade looked confused, like this hadn’t previously discussed, although Caspian seemed like he was it had been.
“For the girls to walk through on their own. It’s getting down to the nitty-gritty, and portal stepping is an important skill.” By the look on Kade’s face, he agreed with Caspian’s reasoning.
“True. You first, and secure the area. Then Luna, then Oriana, and lastly myself.” Kade ordered. Caspian didn’t waste any time; he kissed Luna on the cheek and walked out.
“Any advice?” Luna asked Kade.
“Just let the portal take you, and if you feel awry, imagine home and it will send you here.” He gave a supportive smile. “Off you go.”
Luna walked to the portal, glanced at me over her shoulder, and stepped in. We waited in silence for a few moments but she never came back, so I figured it was my turn to step up.
“Remember, if you feel something is not right, then picture ‘home.’ It would send you right back here because it’s the place you stepped from.” He smiled and kissed my head. I took a deep breath and let it out.
“Do I need to hold my breath?” I asked him when I was just inches away from the portal.
“No.” He let out a breathy laugh.
I stepped in, and even though I had done this few times before, I was never alone previously. I still felt so new at it and I didn’t know why. I felt the coolness take hold of me. All I saw was a blurry image and what I thought was Caspian and Luna. Then something dark began swirling, and I started choking and gasping. Somehow I felt as though I was choking on smoke. I closed my eyes and pictured my home, how it was before all of this. The burning stopped, and the coolness faded. Almost immediately, something hit me in the back of my knees, causing me to fall to the floor. I opened my eyes, and the ground below me was actually brown wood.
“Who are you, and what are you?” I heard a man’s voice come from behind me, causing the hair on my neck to stand on end.
I slowly tried to rise, but someone had placed a foot between my shoulder blades, blocking me from standing.
“Ah—ah—ah…” Steps leading out from behind me. The foot lifted from my back, and a blow came at me from the side, straight into my ribs. It sent me rolling across the floor and smacking into the wall. “Say something, before we drain your blood.” The man spoke in a thick accent.
Through my gasping for air, I realized the man had mentioned draining my blood.
“Emrick!” I cried out.
“Hold her down while we get him,” someone said in a hushed tone while another pressed on the back of my head with what felt like a shoe.
“What do you want with our leader?” The man continued to push down on my head. Footsteps led into the room, stopping near me. “How does she know who I am?” Emrick demanded.
The pain in my side was becoming so intense that it was difficult to breathe. I was gasping for air at that point.
“How do you know me, girl?” He yelled. The pressure against my head increased.
“I—am—Oriana—” I somehow managed to say in between gasps for air.
“And how is that of use to me?” Emrick answered; everyone in the room chuckled.
“I—am—prophet—” I gasped again. I was getting lightheaded forcing words out.
“Pick her up! Pick her up and bring her to my table now!” Emrick screamed his orders. “I should have noticed.” It seemed as though he was possibly angry with himself right now. I felt someone lift me easily and set me down on the table. “Be gentle with her! Please, drink.”
I felt something cold against my lips—my thirst was nearly instantly quenched by a warm, smooth liquid. In a matter of seconds I could breathe, and within moments my side stopped hurting. I opened my eyes and was met with a set of eyes so blue they were nearly white.
“How do you feel?” He asked me without moving away.
“Better. What was that?” I asked as I blinked. He looked at my lips, then back at my eyes, and stood back up.
“My blood.” He grabbed my hand and sat me up. “It healed you faster than expected. Strange.”
“How did I get here?” I glanced around the room and was met with several other vampires—at least five or six of them.
“I am not sure. You appeared rather suddenly, hence the interrogation.” He grabbed my hand again and leaned down to kiss it. His lips were ice cold, causing my hand to twitch a little.
“I was in the midst of passing through a portal by myself for the first time. I started choking on smoke or something, then I ended up here.” I looked down at the ground. “Is there a way I can get in touch with my friends, to let them know where I am?”
“I’ll have my men summon them.” He sat on the chair in front of me, his elbow on the armrest, propping his head up by his fist. “You have me so curious. And you smell of… summer?” He closed his eyes for a moment and took a deep breath.
“I’d never noticed,” I lied. I must smell like summer because of the Phós in me.
Looking Emrick in the face, and listening to his voice, I realized where I’d heard his name before—he was the doctor who’d treated Alistair in the hospital… and the nurse had been—Accalia?
“You pretended to be a doctor?” I eyed him. 
He smiled. “Absolutely. I wanted to see what was going on, too. Wolves aren’t the only curious creatures.”
I just nodded my head, partially irritated, but also a bit relieved. At least they hadn’t all attacked me in the hospital, when I had no idea about them.
“Shall we take a walk?” He stood up and offered me his arm, and I graciously accepted. As soon as we exited the room, he looked at me tenderly. “I truly hope you accept my apology. We are not very keen to visitors. Seems like everyone these days wants to either hunt us or take our blood.”
“If I were in your situation, I would have acted the same way. You have to assume the worst in people these days.” I reassured him with a grin and did my best to keep pace with him.
“How has your journey been, if I may ask?” His voice was calming.
“Alright so far, you are our second-to-last stop.” I smiled to myself when I realized how close we were to being done with this mess.
“Were you scared?” He looked at me as we walked.
“Yes. But only because I had never actually met a Vampire before, and I mean, if it weren’t for you feeding me your blood… I’d probably have died.” I was trying my best to be truthful, without pushing buttons. Kade was right in a sense—playing with fire right now seemed like a bad idea. 
“You seem wise beyond yourself, if I may say so,” he chuckled.
“Well, I’ve dealt with a lot lately.”
“Yes, you have. Who is next on your visits, if I may also ask?” He opened a door and held it for me to walk in.
“The Fae.” I smiled a silent thank you. The room was old-Victorian styled, with large glass windows and a giant chandelier. The fire pit was ablaze and made the crystals on the light throw small rainbows all over the room.
“You will like them. While you smell like summer, they smell like sugar.” He snickered and sat on the cushion on the window sill. He patted the place next to him, and I obeyed. He then looked at me in my eyes, he held my gaze for a moment. “Now listen to me, what are you, really?” He kept his gaze connected to mine.
“What do you mean?” I asked him. He blinked in bewilderment.
“Nothing. Hold on.” He paused and caught my gaze again. “Stand up and dance,” he ordered.
“I’d rather not.” I answered him. I started to grow weary of his intentions and I wished I weren’t alone with him.
“Remarkable. I tried trancing you and nothing happened. That only happens to other Vampires, which you clearly are not. The prophecy says you are rare, but I wonder just how rare.” He glanced out the window quickly, so I did too. Kade was basically bolting down the pathway, followed by Luna and Caspian. “Well well. They will be up here in a moment.”
He was correct, a mere moment later the doors burst open, and in walked my three.
“Oriana!” Kade ran to me and I to him. He hugged me so tightly I nearly re-broke my ribs.
“The hell happened to you, kid?” Caspian asked.
“Not sure, to be honest.” I let go of Kade, and Luna took her turn hugging me. “All I know is I could sort of see you and Luna, then I started smelling smoke and choking. I did what you said,” I looked up at Kade. “I pictured home. But I ended up on the floor here.”
“Micah?” Luna asked, still hugging me.
“Sounds like it to me.” Emrick finally said as he stood up and walked over to us. He shook Kade’s hand first, then Caspian’s. Luna let go of me and turned around to face him.
“A pleasure.” Emrick took her hand and bowed as he kissed it. “The other proph—” He wrinkled his face and kissed her hand again. “You smell like winter, but more damp, and not as crisp.” He looked back and forth between both of us. His face lit up, and Kade grabbed my hand.
“Impossible. A Phós and a Skótos under my roof? And they’re the prophets. Damn the bad luck.” He rubbed the palm of his hands together and paced around the room. “Do you understand how bad my situation has just become? As the story goes, if we drink from both of you, we would be able to walk in sunlight.” He grinned from ear to ear.
“As the story goes, we are prophets and not to be messed with.” I replied, struggling to fight the urge to roll my eyes. Kade gave my hand a light squeeze. 
“Touché.” He stopped. “So let’s get this war over. Do you want my army or not?” He asked.
“If you are willing to fight on our side, under my command, then yes, we would.” I bartered. He held out his hand and we shook on it. “Done deal, then?” He raised an eyebrow and clapped his hand.
“Not exactly. I need a drop of your blood, so I can summon you.” I whipped out my vial and watched him stare at me, confused. He bared his fangs and bit into his wrist, then held it out to me. I placed the bottle under his wrist and let a drop of blood drip in. His blood was nearly black.
“Thank you.” I smiled.
“We have a portal in the key room, I’ll take you.” He smiled and began walking. “But I must remind you—do not travel alone until the battle is over.” As he turned and walked into the room, we were blindsided by several henchmen. Emrick shouted, “Run!” But I couldn’t. I was writhing in pain that suddenly seared in my chest. I was able to glance at Emrick, he was bleeding from the chest.
“What’s wrong with her?” Kade screamed at him. Caspian was fighting off a henchman; Luna was holding my hand as I slouched against the wall.
“She has my blood coursing through her—she feels what I feel.” Emrick said without emotion, no doubt part of being a Vamp.
“Why the hell does she have your blood?” I heard Kade’s voice go stone cold. He was helping Caspian finish off the henchmen.
“What do you think happens when a random visitor just suddenly appears—in my room, of all places?” Emrick said as he rubbed his chest and stood up. Moments later, I felt the pain disappear. Luna let go of my hand, and when I looked up, Emrick was standing beside me, holding out his hand to help me up. I politely took it, and quickly regretted it. He pulled me in tight and whispered in my ear.
“You. Will. Be. Mine.” Emrick grinned and walked away. “Portal’s there.” He pointed lazily and walked away.
“You didn’t tell us.” Luna came to me, hurt in her eyes.
“Tell you what? When was there time? Honestly, I was waiting to leave this place before starting any new chaos. But apparently, I was too late.” I rubbed at my chest. “When will the blood wear off?” I asked Kade. The look on my face must have said it all, because he walked over and wrapped his arms around me. “I do not know with you. With mortals, give or take a week. Angels, about a day, no more than three. And Phós? Well, that one, I have no idea. But we will find a way around it. The Fae should know.” He kissed the top of my head and grabbed onto my hand. I decided against telling him about what Emrick said. We needed to focus our energy on Micah.
“What are the Fae like?” I asked Kade as we watched Luna and Caspian enter the portal first.
“Honestly, they are not bad. Most fairy tales portray them as tricksters and ugly creatures, but in all honesty, they were God’s creation when he tried blending Angel and Human. He obviously got something wrong in the chemistry, because they ended up having powers. So they are brave, beautiful, and smart. But at the same time they are also clumsy, and they bleed and die… just not as fast as humans.” He picked me up. “The Fae Queen’s name is Caelian. She is the most beautiful creature you will ever lay eyes on. Do not be surprised if she hits on you; Fae do not have a sexual preference—and you are more beautiful than she is, so of course she is going to try to hit on you.” He kissed me on the lips as we stepped into the portal, and I was sure glad he did. I needed the buzz to get me through the blue without having a panic attack.



SIXTEEN.
It was dark, and the noise, quite loud, caught me off guard. Kade put me down, and as I stepped away from the portal, I realized we were in a cave, trapped inside by a roaring waterfall.
“Hello there.” A young woman stepped through the water, but somehow remained completely dry.
“Oh, umm… Hello.” I tripped over my words.
“Hello, we are the companions of the prophecies. We come with them in hopes of speaking to Caelian.” Caspian yelled, a bit too loudly, obviously having problems with the loudness of the waterfall.
“Hello, Oriana and Luna—and Kade and Caspian. We have been rather excited, waiting for your arrival. ‘Best for last’ is what the Queen tells us. My name is Marion—follow me, please. There is a bridge.” She turned around and briskly walked through the waterfall without skipping a beat.
“Nuh uhh, I am not going first.” Caspian stepped back and dragged Luna backward with him. I grabbed onto Kade’s hand and led him behind me through the waterfall. I could feel the coolness, and it felt as though the water was running down my body, but yet it didn’t soak through. My hair was dry as dirt, and my clothes even dryer. I could have stayed under the falling waters forever, but I didn’t. I opened my eyes when I was clear of the waterfall, and was met by the most beautiful pond, the reflection of the greenery, and lanterns along the bridge. We stepped onto the grass, and I immediately felt safe.
“There is only one way in and one way out—the portal there. Otherwise, the forest is surrounded by jagged mountains. It looks vast from here, but I assure you, it is quite small within our mountain limits.” Marion said as she walked. “We live here and claim to be an Amish community to the outside world, but among ourselves, we all know what we truly are.” She looked back at me and winked.
“Are all Amish Fae?” I asked her, curious if everyone in my life had really been that deceitful.
She let out a slight chuckle. “No, we all hide in broad daylight. Every single non-human entity hides right in front of you. Like this wonderful woman.” She walked up to a small cottage and knocked, then stepped aside. When the door opened, my heart burst with joy. “Cecelia!”
“My child, my sweet, beautiful girl.” She embraced me. Until that moment, I hadn’t known how seriously I needed this. I grabbed onto her as if my life depended on it. She was sniffling onto my shoulder. “I owe you my life and soul, Oriana. I owe you everything.” She pulled away and kissed my cheek and then my hand. She held her hand against my cheek. “When Caelian told me about your journey, and how you would be stopping here, my heart sang. I wouldn’t be here for you. And the Queen is forever in your debt, as well.”
“Why is she in my debt? I haven’t even met her yet.” I looked at her, puzzled. “I know I’m to be responsible for saving everyone from Micah’s wrath, but it’s my duty as the prophet.”
“I am her sister, dear. Shall we go meet her now?” She pulled me down along the path. I glanced behind me and saw Marion linking arms with Luna, and the boys close behind. 
“You look… great.” I mentioned, noticing she looked much younger than when I had met her.
“This is my true form. Our water here keeps us young. The mundane world calls it the ‘Fountain of Youth.’” She squeezed my hand. “Not much further away.” We arrived at a small cottage about the same size as Cecelia’s. “Sister my dear, open up! Oriana is here!” She turned to us. “Also, she dreads the name Caelian, call her Caelia.” She winked.
“I’m coming! I’m coming!” I heard from within the home. The door burst open, and I was nearly knocked off my feet. She wrapped her arms around me and squeezed tightly. “It’s about time,” she whispered in my ear and pulled away. The look on my face must have shown my surprise. Not many royalties would act this way. “Did I offend?” She questioned me.
“No no, not at all, it’s just… with the wolves and vampires, the royalty were…”
“Asses,” she finished and smiled. “We differ from most. We run things how they ought to be. My home is no bigger than everyone else’s, my income is not higher than the rest. I treat everyone as they treat me or my kin. Since you saved my sister, I owe you.”
“But you don’t, she was kind to me when I was alone and confused. Even in the darkest moments, she was kind. I couldn’t lose her.” I looked at Cecelia. “And thank you for that.”
“Pish posh, let’s go eat, shall we?” Caelia walked along the pathway, it curved alongside the pond. As we walked on, I could hear music and laughter, and as we continued, it got louder. We walked through a large archway and were met by a crowd of people. Everyone was clapping and cheering; there was even a small band playing, and decorations all around.
“What is this?” I asked as Kade walked up next to me and grabbed me around my waist.
“To celebrate—by tomorrow, we should be facing Micah.” Kade said and gave me a gentle squeeze.
“I’m starved. This is awesome!” Caspian ran past me, dragging my sister along. She glanced at me with eyes full of joy.
“Caelia, may we take a walk?” I turned and asked her. I looked back at Kade, and he nodded and kissed my cheek, then chased after the others.
“Yes. Let’s.” She offered me her arm and I linked mine through.
“I need to ask you something,” I asked her when we were out of the others’ hearing range.
“Ask away.” She said simply.
“Tomorrow, after my sister and I find out where Micah is, do you possibly think I could leave her and Caspian behind? I know she and I are the prophet together—or so I think. But I can’t be fighting Micah while I worry about her. And although Caspian would make a great warrior, he should be here for my sister in case I don’t make it… in case something bad happens.” Caelia stopped and looked me in my eyes.
“Oriana, I will keep them here, that is not a problem. I think the problem would be convincing them to stay.” Her eyes looked understanding.
“I think I would sneak away, in all honesty. I wouldn’t care if she hated me. As long as my sister is alive and okay, I would be okay, too.” I focused on the water, watching the koi fish swimming around lazily.
“Amazing how they don’t even realize the chaos going on around us, isn’t it?” She observed. “Peaceful.”
“Yeah, if only,” I added. We sat there for a moment, staring at the water.
“It should have been impossible for you to bring my sister back. I don’t know how you did it, but I know how you feel the need to protect our sisters. So yes, I shall keep them here and safe. The bridge under the waterfall is the only way in. The waterfall is enchanted, to only let in those who have been invited. And consider yourself eternally invited.” She smiled and patted my hand. “The look on your face says you have another question.”
“Actually, yes, but I would hate to give you another burden to keep from everyone.” I shrugged. “It’s fine, though. My burden to carry.”
“Oriana. Go away with that bad attitude. I can keep secrets. Just because we run things differently around here does not mean we do not have secrets around here. I don’t tell everyone that my undergarments do not match. Or that Louise tastes her ear wax. Or that Thomas is smitten on her and tastes his boogies. They’d honestly be a perfect couple, but, the secrets I keep from the people here would shock everyone. Now speak.” She raised an eyebrow at me. For an older woman, she was feisty.
“Well, on our journey around, we first visited a Witch, the leader of the Black Briar coven. Her name was Phoebe.” Caelia nodded. “She stopped me just before we left. She told me I was made from love, and my sister was not, so our intentions may differ. And she also said that I’m more powerful. How do I handle that?” I glanced at her. She took both of my hands in hers.
“By leaving her here during battle, that solves the first problem, and the second is true. When you were conceived, Lucifer was in love with your mother. However, when your sister was conceived, it was through a witch who practices the dark arts. The witch was forced by Micah, of course. Lucifer didn’t know ’til well after the baby was born. During the pregnancy, though, the witch confessed to Luna’s mother, Airlea. She went to a witch, wishing to alter the child she was carrying, to make her neither Angel nor Skótos. The witch was able to change the baby a little, and made Luna less than half Skótos—so she is not full capacity. She is still rare, just not as special as you. But we should get back to the party before people begin to wonder. Being hounded by questions is always the worst.” She smiled and turned us around, and we began walking back to the celebration.
“Do you think I could turn in for the night?” I asked her as we walked through the archway.
“Of course. You will be staying in the cottage next to mine. I’ll have Kade bring you something to eat. Sleep well, dearie. You’ll need the strength.” She hugged me.
“Oh, wait—I forgot. I know you say you’re in debt to me, but don’t let it prevent you from doing what you think is right. I was wondering if you would be willing to send some soldiers to help during the battle.” I asked her curiously.
“But of course. Now open your enchanted vial,” she said as she pulled an earring out of her ear and pricked her finger.
“How’d you know?” I questioned as I uncapped the nearly full vial.
“We Fae keep in close contact with the Witches.” She winked and smiled, and dropped her blood into the vial. “Night then!” she smiled and wandered off. I pivoted around and wandered back to the Queen's cottage. I found mine and went to open it, seeing the door was unlocked.
When I walked, in the room smelled of cinnamon. There were frills and flowers, reminding me of a dollhouse. I found the bed and fell onto it, face-first. Not much later, I heard a knock at the door, rousing me from a light sleep.
“Oriana, it’s me.” Kade hollered through.
I stumbled to the door and opened it. He had a pink drink in one hand, and a giant sandwich in the other.
“I brought the goods.” He smiled as he stepped through the door.
“Thank you.” I held the door as he walked in, and set the food on the table. He watched me as I ate. I usually hate people watching me eat, but I let it happen because I was starving.
“How was it?” he asked as I finished.
“Wonderful. I haven’t eaten something like that in ages.” I got up and walked over to the bed and laid back down. I felt Kade lie down beside me. “Were leaving Luna and Caspian behind tomorrow. I’ve already set it up with Caelia. I can’t put my all into this battle if I’m constantly worrying about Luna.” Kade squirmed beside me.
“Alright, I understand. Caspian will do well for her.” I felt him sit up, then he placed his strong hands on my back and started rubbing. He pushed and pulled at my muscles, and I didn’t bother to move.
“Lay beside me? We should sleep.” I pouted until he gave in. I scooted closer, and laid my head on the soft spot just below his shoulder. He wrapped his arm around me and I intertwined my legs with his.
“You’re so beautiful, Oriana.” Kade wiped the hair out of my face and tucked it behind my ear.
I looked up at him and kissed him passionately.
“I love you, Kade Grey. With every fiber of me. Promise me you will never leave me? Please?”
“I love you, Oriana Acacia. My Sun, my stars, my firefly. I would be mindless without you. I would hate myself without you. I truly love with all of my heart, Oriana. And I promise—I could never leave you. No matter what.” It was the first time I had hear Kade tell me he loved me. My heart fluttered, like that feeling you get right before you drop off the edge on a rollercoaster. I fell asleep in his arms, listening to his heart—which was new for me. I usually hated cuddling.
Morning came in what seemed like the blink of an eye.
“Good morning, pretty.” Kade said as he brushed my hair out of my face. “Luna is at the door and wants in.” He leaned over me. I sat upright. My stomach was uneasy, and I was worried.
“I hope Caelia didn’t spill.” I spoke softly as Kade opened the door.
“Ready to burn a candle?” Luna ran in excitedly, and jumped on the bed. Caspian strolled in right behind her. He looked exhausted.
“Drink some of the fairy rum?” Kade laughed and shut the door behind him.
“Shut up, my head is raging.” Caspian sat in the seat beside the window and slumped over, holding his head.
“I snatched some matches from some lady burning incense outside.” She winked and pulled out the little packet.
“Got a piece of hair?” I asked her as I plucked one of mine. She quickly did the same. I brought out the candle, and she lit it as I held it. Kade gave me a bowl to place the candle in, and it melted within seconds. “Ready?” I asked her. She nodded.
“One, two, three.” She smiled and we dropped our hair in. We watched and waited. Nothing seemed to be happening. I looked up, and Kade raised his eyebrow.
“Luna, can you go get Caelia?” She smiled at me and hopped off the bed. Caspian followed her like the puppy dog he always was. Kade quickly walked over to me.
“What’s it saying?” Kade looked in the bowl, then up at me.
“He’s at my house.” I looked at Kade and stood up.
“Let’s go while we can.” Kade grabbed my hand, and I dumped the candle in the trash as we snuck out. We ran down the pathway as fast as we could—like we were running for our lives. But a knot in my gut told me we were running the wrong way.
“Quick, through the waterfall.” He waited for me to go first. I stood by the portal, staring into the silver blue. “Okay, ready?” He hoisted me up like always, and walked us through the portal.
This time, we came out into my mom’s closet in her apartment.
“Alright. I guess that works.” I smiled as he sat me down.
“Where are we?” He asked as we stepped out into the rest of the apartment.
“My mom’s apartment.” I smiled and pulled him to the front door. “How are we getting out to the country?” I asked as we stepped into the sunlight. It kissed my skin, welcoming me back home. It was strange how my small town seemed completely normal on a day like this.
“Let’s fly.” He ran the small gap between us as he spread his wings out, and picked me up. After a few short steps, we were soaring high into the clouds. “You’ll have to point where to go.”
“Okay, but you’ll probably want to set us down at the road entrance. I really want to wait for the army before we get too close.” I held on to him and pointed the way. Everything felt so rushed. It took all of five minutes. We slowly descended.
“I didn’t see anyone, but it is Micah. He does this kind of stuff.” Kade mentioned. I summoned my blade and cut the palm of my hand. I carefully took the vial of the leaders’ blood and dumped it into my palm, letting the blood mix. Kade glanced up behind me, which frightened me, so I quickly whipped around.
“Hello, Oriana.” Accalia and Edon bowed.
“Oriana, you look much better than the last time we met.” Phoebe smiled and sort of curtsy-bowed.
“Oriana.” Emrick bowed his head.
“Oriana, I was sent by Caelia; she cannot leave because she is handling Luna.” Marion smiled and gave me a fancy curtsy. Behind each of them was a sea of armies, everyone in full battle attire. The sight was overwhelming. I felt as though I was going to vomit and cry, possibly even laugh.
“Thank you, everyone. Truly. If any of you do not want to fight today, I beg of you to go home. I will not be upset or hurt. I will understand wholeheartedly.” I paused. Not one soul moved from where they stood. Pride swelled in my heart, and almost saddened me at the same time. “Just know, this will not be forgotten, and this is not for nothing. Keep clear heads, and don’t be afraid to ask for help. Our enemy, Micah, is right up the road, in my childhood home. Thank you all from the depths of my heart.” I smiled and bowed my head.
“Godspeed, everyone.” Kade added.
Accalia turned around and faced everyone. “For the Prophet!” She yelled as she thrust her fist into the air. The armies cheered and thrust their blades and shields up into the sky.
“I love you.” I faced Kade and kissed him hard on the lips. He returned my kiss just as passionately.
“I love you,” he said as he smiled.
“Wait, we have something for you.” Marion and another walked toward us with suits of armor made of leather and metal; we were each also given shields. The fronts had a face made of half moon and half sun. They put them on each of us; surprisingly, both sets were a perfect fit. “Caelia snuck in while you were sleeping and had you measured.” Marion smiled and let out a giggle and stepped back with her army.
“We fight together, we fight now.” Kade told me as he picked me up and hovered above the army as they progressed forward.
We arrived at the house and were met by an ocean of henchmen.
“I’m going to get us into that house so we can get close to Micah—we need to find his hostages.” Kade spoke into my ear.
“Charge!” I heard someone scream from below. They all collided in a clash of metals. Kade dive-bombed into the crowd and landed us at the front door. As we got in, we were immediately met by a henchmen. In one swift swipe, Kade killed him. The mark that had been left on the door the day my mom was murdered was still there, and it was indeed correct. Bloodshed had come. I began running upstairs as another henchmen came in. I went to turn around, but Kade beat me to him.
“Go, I’ll be behind you!” Kade yelled. I ran as fast as my feet would let me. I checked my parents’ old room and saw blood all over. I went into the guest room and was met by another henchman. I used my sword and began dancing; my blade grew brighter than I had ever seen it before. It whirled around and I ended up disarming him. I plunged into his chest, and saw the life fade from his eyes. I drew my blade out and kept running through the house. I made it to the last room, my room, and opened the door slowly.
I saw my mom, then Luna’s mom, both lifeless, and on the floor next to my bookshelf. Then I saw Abigail. She was face down, bleeding out at the foot of my bed. My soul felt as though it had been ripped from me against my will. I glanced over at my bed and saw Jasper. I ran over beside his body, stumbling weakly along the way. He wasn’t breathing. My heart was in my throat; his wings were strewn out and limp. The silver strands had now turned black.
“You brought this upon yourself. You could have simply turned yourself over to me. But did you? No. You brought an army, so I killed everyone. I don’t need your mothers anymore, when I have more powerful versions now.” Micah laughed malevolently. The rage inside me burned. I was caught off guard and dragged backwards by my hair. No matter how hard I kicked and swung, nothing mattered. I gave up and let him take me. “Well, this was a bit of fun. But you’re mine now, and it’s just a matter of time for your sister. Enjoy the sunlight. It’s the last you’ll be seeing.” He let out a roaring laugh.
“Father. Wait.” Kade finally made it through the fight to get upstairs to me. Micah stopped immediately. I twisted my body around to see him. He was covered in blood, yet the crimson on his face brought out the green in his eyes.
“Son. Why don’t you come home? You would be of wonderful assistance, seeing as this… disgrace of a girl seems to like you.” Micah tried to reason with him. Family is family, I now know this.
“Kade, no. Don’t. I mean it.” I was grabbing onto my hair, trying to lessen the pain of Micah’s grip. My chest was heaving, and my heart was aching. Tears welled in my eyes, but I did not let them spill over. I can’t show weakness, not right now.
“I have a proposition, Father.” Kade looked at Micah but would not make eye contact with me. “Let her go, and I will come home. Her sister isn’t even here anyways. Luna will hide forever if you take Oriana now anyways, and where she is now, we will never be able to get to her. So let’s go home, regroup, and get both girls at the same time.”
I felt my heart shatter into a million pieces. Kade was sacrificing himself for me.
“Kade, please—don’t—I’m fine, let me go,” I told him, but he still wouldn’t look at me. I felt the grip on my hair tighten.
“Shut up, girl.” Micah spat. “Kade. Son—”
“Father, I beg you. Give mercy.” Kade cut him off and pleaded.
“Fine.” Micah threw me against the wall. Kade followed him out without muttering a single word to me. Not even a goodbye. Not a simple ‘I love you.’ I needed him now more than ever. And for the first time since I’d vowed not to cry, I wept. I crawled over to Jasper’s lifeless body and rested my head on his shoulder.
“You should have stayed away from him.” I looked up, and my eyes met Michael’s.
“He would follow you to his death, you knew this. We asked you to stay away from him.” Crystal added. The vision from the lake was coming true.
“He would still be here if it were not for you.” Michael said, cold as stone. The look in his eyes was both saddening and frightening.
“But I stayed away from him. I did my best to push him away. It literally took every fiber within me to keep away from Jasper.” I was crying as I spoke. “I loved your son and you know it.”
“You did not hear us appropriately, then. We had instructed you that day at the portal to stay away from Micah. Not Jasper. I see now how that was our fault. And now our son has befallen this fate.” Michael looked away, out the window. The dirt road to my house was littered with bodies.
“Let me try something. Crystal, if I… if something goes wrong, tell my sister I love her, and thank Caspian for me.” I sat on my knees and drew what I could remember from what Kade had taught me, then placed the palms of my hands face down on Jasper. I closed my eyes and focused on the heat. I focused on losing Kade and our mothers. I focused on Abigail, and Thaddeus. I focused on Jasper. I used the hard, deep pain in my chest, and the deaths of everyone close to me, and pushed it out through my hands. I heard Crystal gasp, and I opened my eyes. The color in Jasper’s cheeks began to rise.
“Oriana, don’t—you could kill yourself.” I could see the black spots in his wings were starting to turn to gold again. But he was still not breathing. I closed my eyes. I began crying. I played back the first time I met Kade, and how he had saved my life then. I let my wall down so I could love him—and I ended up falling in love with him. I needed him. I opened my eyes, but all I could see was light. I closed them and pushed more. Jasper simply loved and cared for me. Everyone close to me kept dying; I was cursed. The tears poured out of me. And then it stopped. Everything stopped.
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“Oriana?” Luna’s voice rang in my ears. “Hey? Can you hear me? If not, it’s okay, I’ll talk to you anyways. It’s been about four months since the battle. Everyone’s calling it The Battle Not Yet Lost. It’s not over yet. I wish you’d wake up. Just so you know, I forgive you for leaving Caspian and me.” She stopped talking. I could hear her sniffle.
“Hey.” I said hoarsely as I opened my eyes. Luna leaped out of her seat and wrapped her arms around my neck.
“Oriana. Oh my heavens, Oriana. I was so scared.” Luna cried hard. “Caspian!” She yelled as hard as she could. I realized I was with the Fae. Then the door burst open and Caspian stumbled in.
“What—what—you okay?” Caspian panicked. He looked at Luna, and she looked at me. Then he followed her gaze and met my eyes. He ran to my bedside. “Dude, about time. She’s been in here every day to talk to you.” He hugged Luna around the shoulders. They looked happy. Then I remembered Kade was gone, and my heart sank. She must have noticed.
“Should we?” Luna asked smiling.
“Should we what?” I weakly pulled myself into a sitting position. I looked at Luna as Caspian ran outside. He came back in and motioned for Luna to walk over to him, then they stepped aside. The door opened slowly, and the sunlight shone so brightly that I could barely make out who it was.
“Hey.” That was all I needed to hear. Jasper was alive.
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