Chapter 1 

Andras

This void of anguish. desolate is my soul. I crave freedom from existence. The burning of smoke in every orifice, the wails of the decrepit surrounding me. I find myself hiding within my own bones burying my humanity in the mere marrow of my awareness. Enshrouding my soul in the memories of my past life, the warmth of the sun, beauty in the wind, any crumb of my physical life I can devour I have but still I cling to every grain. 

The wails turn to a distant murmur and I feel as though I have finally reached my demise: I am filled with a calmness that brings me to tears, and then there’s a song.  A melody so beautiful I am breathless and I feel it.  Finally…the kiss of a wave. I am dead at last! I have finally reached nirvana and it is the feeling of sand beneath me and the kiss of waves against my feet. At last.

“I’ve been waiting for you” says a voice above me surrounding me and suddenly everything falls away.

I jolt up muscles tense breath ragged to the sound of silence. I look around and am surrounded by darkness as my eyes adjust. I recognize shapes: a desk and chair, a linen curtain billowing in the light of the moon. I look down to see my restraints are… a blanket?

A cup of water at my bedside stops my heart. I am alive. I am free. 

I clamor to my feet and hear a small voice say, “Andras, you’re safe” I spin around as clumsily as a new fawn to find a small woman sitting by candle light Copper hair aglow and eyes so wide they take up her whole face. “I am Eir descendent of the daughter of life. I am a healer and will not hurt you. “Please sit” she stammers out. 

I stand there not realizing it I had stopped breathing I let out a huff and say “Am I alive?”

“Yes dear” Eir says with a saddened expression 
“Take a seat and I’ll explain”

I slowly bend to sit and scan the room again 

“I promise you’re safe, you’re in my home. The year is 2023. You were under a marmor inferna spell, I can’t imagine how you’re feeling right now but can you tell me what you remember?”

I take a deep breath and choke out “no, I won’t. What’s going on? Where am I”

“Well I guess I can understand your hesitation dear” she grabs a mug next to her and extends it to me. “Please drink this, as I mentioned I’m a healer this is a blend of herbs for helping to restore one’s true self” 

I grab the mug and just hold it in my hands entranced by the vision before me, my physical body holding an object as mundane as a mug elicits a stab of pain in my gut. I’m truly alive.

“Andras you were sent to uh the horrible place 30 years ago by your father Balsalm.”

At the mention of his name I drop the mug and it falls to the hard floor and shatters.

All of a sudden the door flies open and another woman appears but this one is fiery.

Not even a step through the door and she’s yelling “don’t you dare touch her get back” I stumble back in a daze as Eir approaches the raging young woman “Frances I told you to stay out of here, he just dropped a mug he’s harmless”

“He has the blood of a dark one mother!”

Eir seems to grow in stature and a gust of wind takes the young woman away as quickly as she came with a slam of the door.

I’m against the window feeling the cool glass behind me. I look at Eir as she is crouched picking up the pieces of the mug. 

“Andras you must not listen to her, she's half human and cautious as albeit.”

That brings a small smile to my face, “I’m fine, sorry for the…”  wave to the mess on the floor. 

She shakes her head, “your presence is worth much more my dear” 

We stare at each other realizing that a new age is upon us both. Her eyes fill with tears and she brushes them away, “how about some supper? I’m sure you’re starved” as she heads for the door. 

The feel of the steam rising from my bowl with the scent of garlic and lemongrass is like a fever dream, I hear Eir clear her throat and I open my eyes to see 2 pairs staring back at me. Both Eir and the fiery one Frances are focused on me. I realized I had been hovering above my bowl basking in the aroma while they watched. I sputtered out “thank you it smells divine” which in response I received a sweet smile from Eir and an eye roll from Frances. 

As I lift the spoon to my mouth I am in awe of the colors, the green of the spinach, the earthy brown of mushrooms, the small white cubes of potato all in a bright yellow broth. As the spoon touches my lips I almost black out from the flavor. I let out a moan and hear Frances “get it together bruh it’s just curry” Eir shoots her a shut up look and rubs my hand on the table “glad you like it, there’s plenty more, eat up.” 

Bowl after bowl I revel in the intricate flavors and textures. I remain at the table long after Frances and Eir, Frances shot up as soon as possible to get away from me but Eir sat in stillness serving me bowl after bowl. She left a few moments ago to go check her garden to make sure the gates were set up to keep the bunnies out. Just the idea of animals brought joy to my heart. 

Once I finished my bowl I stood up to find Eir and roamed back to a living room area I had seen as we had walked to the kitchen. I slowly step into the space, very aware of my size ducking my head so as to not hit the ceiling and saw Eir building a fire and I stumbled back knocking down a lamp. “You’re like a bull in a china shop” Eir laughed out. But after seeing the fear in my eyes she gestured to the fire, “would you like me to put this out?” As I nodded feverishly” and within an instant it was gone.

“I’m sorry dear I didn’t mean to be insensitive” , she coo’s and like before everything falls away and I’m surrounded in darkness.

This time when I awaken it’s to the sound of birds, the room is filled with the rays of the sun and I blink a million times unsure if I’m trying to assure myself this is real or if I’m trying to take a million mental pictures just in case it’s not. After a few moments I turn my head and see a note.

“Frances and I have gone into town for the market. I made some coffee. It's in the kitchen and you’re welcome to anything in the fridge.” we’ll be back at 12:00 pm -Eir” I glance at the clock it’s 8:10 am.


Across the room I notice a dark blue and green flannel shirt on the chair I look down and for the first time am aware of my clothing, gray sweatpants and a white t-shirt. Both a bit worn but comfortable. I take a step across the small room and grab the flannel and another small note falls out “hope these fit 🙂” I notice a pair of brown boots and gray socks next to the desk and slip them on after I pull my arms through the flannel. I catch a glimpse of myself in a mirror as I navigate down the hallway and stop. I lift a hand to touch my face as I step towards the mirror, seeing myself for the first time in 30 years. I search my eyes and face for proof and I am as I was before… dark green eyes, brown curls, a 5 o’clock shadow and strong nose. None of it there, the decades or the demons, there’s no proof.

How strange… Just as I am about to check the rest of my body movement catches my eyes out the window. I see the water waves rhythmic and steady. I continue walking through the house, pour myself a cup of coffee and head out the door like the water called my name. I breathe in so deep I feel the salt in my lungs as seagulls swoop above my head the beach littered with pine needles and kelp. 

That’s when I saw a thrash, was that a hand? I look closer and see something almost spinning in the water..? Again there it was again that was a hand and before I know it I’m in the water strokes propelling me forward eyes burning from the salt but searching searching and then I see her in a cloud of hair, a glimpse of white fabric body flailing. I kick as hard as I can and my hands lunge forward grabbing her middle and thrusting her up. I follow and look for her face as we break above the wave searching for her to make sure she’s breathing but more than that I hear her scream. A scream so penetrating it floods my memories of the inferna a sound so piercing it could reach the gods. I wrap her arms around my necks as I tread us back to the sand all the while she’s screaming eyes closed tight. I lay her on the sand and do a quick overview of her body. Is she hurt? Is there blood? Then silence. my eyes go up to meet hers and hers at wide open staring me down and I shift back hands up. 

“I uh, I saw you out there. Are you okay?” And she just keeps staring…

The seconds pass but it feels like hours. “Are you okay I say slower and louder? Maybe she doesn’t speak English?” I ravage my brain trying to remember shock symptoms and remember she needs clothes I move towards her and say ‘I’m Andras you’re safe. I’m going to take you inside to get warm” and she stays silent I reach for her and she doesn’t move so I take it as a sign of acceptance I scoop her up and walk us up the path to the house I get us through the entrance and set her at the dining room table and rush to find a blanket or towel all the while slipping around in my wet clothes I see a quilt on the back of the couch and snatch it up rushing back to the table I drape it over her and rub her shoulders “its okay you’re okay I say on repeat” she grabbed for the quilt to tug it tighter around herself and I realize here I am a huge man touching her without permission after bringing her inside a home she’s never been in and I lurch back. “I’m sorry” I say as I fold my arms across myself and step in front of her “I’m sorry I was uh touching you…” Just then the door opens and Eir walks through eyes going between me and drowning girl “Grace? Honey, are you okay?!” I look at her and she nods as Eir approaches in a flurry of fabric “what’s going on?” She asks finally the girl opens her mouth to speak “I heard something in the water and I couldn’t get out. He he saved me”

Eir turns to me as Frances comes through the door “Grace!” she exclaims and grabs the girl and envelopes her in a hug. “Are you okay to walk? Let’s get you warmed up” as she helps Grace up and down the hall. 

Eir just looks at me with a knowing glance “are you okay Andras?” “Yes," I reply as I look down at the lake of water I’ve been dripping onto her floor. “I’m sorry I’ll clean this up.” She cups my face in her hand and looks up at me “your presence is worth more than this thank you for saving her '' as she leaves in a swirl of fabric and returns with a handful of towels and a new pair of sweats and a t- shirt. “Go ahead into that restroom honey there’s a shower if you’d like one and here’s some fresh clothes. I’ll clean this up.”

I step into the dollhouse size bathroom and rest against the wall finally taking a minute to reflect on what just happened. But that’s just it I don’t know… it seemed like something had a hold of her when I got there. But no blood… what voices was she talking about… I shook my head and realized it was actually a shiver. I undressed and dried off, slipping the dry clothes on without a shower. Wiped up the puddle on the floor and hung the towel on the back of the door. 

I came back into the kitchen and watched as Eir unloaded a variety of produce onto the counter. It was a delight to see fruit… bananas and apples. My stomach growled and she turned and gestured toward the table to tell me to take a seat. 

In a matter of minutes the room smelled of warm bread and butter and she filled plates with eggs and toast and sliced apples. Just as she took more mugs down from the cabinet Grace and Frances reappeared. Grace in a big black hoodie and matching sweats hair up in a towel. I felt my heart stop. As soon as her eyes rested on mine I felt the heat of my magic and the room started to shake. The women all looked at me and in a moment I was on the beach again. 

“What just happened?” I whipped my head around and found Eir with her hands up standing 10 feet away, Francs on the porch even more pissed than before.

Eir spoke more confidently this time
“Andras she’s unaware.”

Grace 

My toes curled, my muscles tightened up my legs with every step contracting against the cold as I pushed forward into the sound. My morning swim was the one constant in my life. Other than Frankie and her mom of course but when I was out in the water, nothing else mattered, the thoughts just washed away and were replaced with a sense of… belonging. I let my eyes wander across the water finding nothing but calm rhythmic waves and the sunlight on the mountains in the distance. I continued to step forward. I always walked in slowly, like a psycho, according to Frankie but I savored the discomfort of the cold, a discomfort I was in control of. I walked until I was on my tiptoes and could start to kick. I swam like that for awhile along the coast but slowly went further out hesitating to dunk my head knowing I just got a fresh set of box braids. But seeing Drea, my stylist once every two weeks was about as much socializing as I did. Kind of came with being a bartender. I use up my social battery during my 3 nights at the bar and then could live my best introverted life the rest of the week. 

I waded through the water thinking of the painting that I left back at my cabin picturing what my next move would be when an eagle  swooped down and caught a fish not even 20 feet away laughing I looked around after getting lost in my imagination I wasn't paying attention to where I was I turned my head ah yes there’s Frankie’s house now. I thought as I submerged my head clenching my teeth bracing for the cold. Only to find something much worse a voice behind me “GRACE GRACE GRACE” it said urgently as I thrashed through the water but the more it said my name the heavier my limbs felt like I was swimming in concrete “the time is now now grace now grace it badgered me screaming at me and then something grabbed me and I felt the surface break and gasped for air and heard screams unlike anything I’d ever heard deep guttural screams but wait are those my screams?

Wait What had a hold of me? I grasped beneath me and felt strong shoulders and they were heading toward shore. Why couldn’t I stop screaming!? As I felt him lurch us out of the water and rest me on the sand I silenced and felt as if she was petrified like a branch that had washed ashore. 

I looked at him as he asked me… what was he saying? All I could hear were the voices fading now. What just happened? 

Ifelt his eyes on me scanning my body a quick thought zipped through my mind. Am I naked? Am I bleeding? And then he was scooping me up again heading towards a house I looked up at. Oh thank god it’s Frankie’s house. He walked them in without knocking and sat me down and I felt the fear wash over her. There was nothing in the water. She was imagining it. She was hallucinating… her stomach turned to a ball of ropes. No it was happening to her too! 

She opened her eyes and he was staring at her again expectedly and then jumped up and out of the room and came back with a blanket and draped it on her. Rubbing her shoulders then he was apologizing and she recognized a blush on his face and finally took a real look at him, he was… giant… shoulders as wide as the table and she remembered grabbing them earlier clinging onto him and she caught his eye and he crossed his arms she finally heard him continue to apologize as she was about to protest and thank him Auntie Eir walked through the door, Thank god! 

Then I started to question the look of concern present on both Eir and Frankie’s faces.
It had been 21 years of this, ever since her mom passed they had been doting on her but in the past 4 months since her dad went away they had doubled up on the maternal care. Frankie swooped her off to her room for dry clothes.

“Hun are you alright tell me what happened” Frankie blurted as she opened dresser drawers after handing me a towel. I stood there drying myself.
Taking a deep breath I started 
“ France I don’t know I went out for my regular swim but once I put my head under I couldn't get out there were voices screaming my name…” Frankie swallowed and held out the matching set. “voices?” She said with her therapist voice on “yeah” I gulped “they said it’s time..?” I rushed the words out breaking eye contact as I pulled off my wet bathing suit and pulled on the sweats. When I met her eyes again I swear I saw a glimmer of fear? 

But that’s normal, she’s my best friend and she knows how much my dads mental illness has affected me these last few months, him having to leave for treatment left me in a really low place and she’s the one that had to help me out of it of course she would be scared if she thought I was showing signs of something similar.

She grabbed a pair of fuzzy socks out of her drawer and reached out to envelope me in a hug “ I’m here doll it’s all going to be alright she said” and rubbed my back. She stepped back and let me put the socks on “have you eaten?” She asked 

“Not yet”  I said sheepishly “just coffee” she looked at me with her judgy eyes and gestured towards the door. “Let’s go grab a bite, mom was going to make a quick breakfast for Andras” I stopped and she looked at me “uh who’s Andras? The guy that saved me?” Yeah she said he’s my cousin she said slowly and I looked at her like wtf? “I’ve known you for over 20 years how do I not know you have a cousin?” “He’s like a second cousin half removed from the east coast” she nodded, breaking eye contact “let’s get you come food” she said as she opened the door.

We wandered down the hall and the smell of Auntie Eirs scrambled eggs made my mouth water. I don't know how she did it but the most simple foods tasted amazing at her house she always said it was love. As I turned the corner into the kitchen Andras’s eyes met mine and it felt like someone turned a light on inside me. Something had been hiding in the shadows within me that only he could see. And then there was an earthquake.


Andras

“What do you mean she’s ‘unaware’” I growled out unsure of where this anger was coming from. 

Eir breathed out “her mother is Mayim she looked at me and her father is Eugene” those two names alone pulled respect from my core. I relaxed my fists not realizing I had been in my warrior pose. 

“While you were gone” she whispers “Mayim passed.” I blinked fists curled again  “what?!”  I barked. 

She gestured for me to follow her behind a small gathering of trees along the water. Once there she said “I wanted to share this all with you in due time but the universe had other plans.” After you were cursed the order came together and banished your father. Our powers combined were able to subdue him long enough for she whispered for Eugene to perform Altum abyssus inanisa” a dark magic spell that binds the recipient to a deep sea hell void. 

I relax my jaw a little “okay that’s great” I say but what about Mayim. Her and Eugene fell madly in love. Myself and Airbek as you know are half magical children, you Andras are the only full blood descendant eligible for the Accession.” I nodded slowly but I point toward the house slowly recalling my past memories “she’s Mayim first born” I say as Eir nods I remember my father incanting in the dark days before my curse fell upon me ‘Impotence Medeis utero’ “he cursed Mayim's womb” I said Eir nodded “ he stripped the power transfer to her first born when he realized her and Eugene were in love. Effectively eliminating the only other possible descendants eligible for the Accession…” I ground my teeth and “then he cursed me to assure I would be ready when it comes. I said matter a factly finally seeing how the pieces fit together” 

She nods yes “but once your father was out of the picture the order met and crowned Airbek king to solely rule until the next Accession when at the time we would determine if you could safely lead” she says slowly and if not then the order was considering the potential of opening The Order up to mixed blood. Your fathers minion Samael heard of this and tracked down Eugene and Mayim” she says sadly. He performed “tarda mors” on Mayim when grace was just 8 years old. I flinch at the words Tarda mors the forbidden spell of slow death on a descendent no less. I’m wringing my hands at this point as Eir glances behind herself towards the house. “You know Mayim she wasn’t going down without a fight” she smiled sadly she requested my presence and I, I tried everything but each day it took a little more of her. So she asked for the order to meet, Airbek came here,” she said with a hint of pride in her voice “and we decided that for the good of our realm we would perform Fenix…” she said avoiding eye contact. The sigh that left my body could have flattened a wheat field. She nodded slowly “it was our only option.” Fenix was the second most forbidden spell; it meant a Phoenix death, the energy from one would be transferred to another body. It was forbidden because of how easy it was to be misused but also because it could only be done by those with extreme power, essentially only by descendants. I swallow and speak with a shaky voice “so she sacrificed herself” Eir nods. “But there’s more.” I look at her incredulously “more?” “Mayim's last wish was that Grace have as much of her life as possible before the Accession she asked for her to be Ignarus necius” she breathes out. 

I stand there mystified “her dying wish was for her daughter to be unaware of her magic until she’s 30!?”I almost scream but see the don’t fuck this up look in Eir’s eyes. She nods. “Eugene maintained it for 21 years and now Frances and I do or have been trying to… but the voices she heard in the water…” she trails off biting her lip.

I sit on a nearby beach log suddenly feeling unbalanced. 

“She’s marked,” I blurt out.
Eir nods

“She’s marked by my fathers magic! Part of his power lives in her! Plus she’s the daughter of Mayim siren queen and Eugene king of warlocks.” I start pacing. “And she knows nothing!?” I spit out! My voice raising my body trembling. 

Realizations dawned on me “This young woman is the most powerful being on this earth, and she has no idea.”

Grace

Frankie sets us up on the couch in front of the tv to watch reality tv like I didn’t almost drown, have a hallucinogenic episode, oh and just throw in a minor earthquake. 

I hear the back door open as booming footsteps echo from the kitchen to the living room down the hall and the guest room door closes.

Eir appears in the doorway

How’s it going girls? 
“Good” says Frankie “the earthquake was a bit weird but nothing fell. We’re just getting cozied up” she shoots me a glance “just want to keep an eye on our girl for a while longer” Eir nods. “Well I’m going to head to the bar and get the team ready. Grace I want you to take tonight off Frankie will cover for you” glancing at her daughter knowingly.

“Oh okay thanks auntie Eir…” I mumble with a forced small smile. She returns her own and heads down the hall toward the front door the sound of keys being grabbed off the hook, “France I’ll see you at the bar in an hour and Grace,  Andras will walk you home when you’re ready. I know you’ll want to get home to Remmy but you know you’re always welcome.”

The image of my precious girl Remmy, a black cat with so much sass, warms her heart. Frankie seems in another world as we watch a couple episodes of rich women arguing and throwing parties before she gets up to throw on an all black outfit, a bartender's uniform and heads out. Not before placing a mug of tea and a taser on the coffee table in front of me with a wink. “Text me when you get home” she says as she blows me a kiss and heads out the door. 

I giggle and reach for the tea. Flipping the channel to watch a cooking show, my personal favorite and scooting down deeper into the couch under a nest of blankets. After a couple episodes I look at the clock, 5:00 pm. Damn, the day really flew by. Realizing I didn’t give Remmy breakfast before my swim this morning, I get up and stretch, turning around to fold up the blankets. I stop and there's Andras in the doorway watching with more intensity behind his eyes than before.

Andras 
Back in the room Eir’s words play back in my mind “she’s unaware Andras and it needs to stay that way for just awhile longer, she deserves peace for awhile longer.”

I sit on the edge of the bed, elbows pressing into my knees, head in my hands trying to grasp reality. I am Andras Future King of The Order descendant of Balsalm the son of darkness and she is… Grace. Grace descendant of Mayim Siren Queen and descendant of Eugene Warlock King the son of strength. The curse my father put on her mother was his last spell leaving her marked with his power as well. 

To have protected her from all of that, to have kept it all a secret would have taken immense power and dedication. My heart went out to Eugene. I knew Grace's parents well. Thirty years ago I had joined them secretly in their fight against my father after discovering that my father was having his army kidnap young human women to sacrifice during his dark magic rituals. I was so ashamed to be his successor I knew I had to stop him. I joined Eugene and Mayim who were already determined to end his reign and save these girls and prevent feminine energy being used for evil. The sirens were the grassroots of this mission, with so much of their power being their divine feminine energy they saw all women as kin. Mayim requested the help of Eugene in ending Balsalm's hellacious acts.

My heart aches thinking of Mayim. Her beauty was eternal it was no wonder Eugene had fallen for her but more than that she led with integrity, determination and kindness. 

He saw Mayim's beauty reflected in her daughter. The long dark hair, golden brown skin and full lips were a tell tale sign of a siren. But her big brown eyes, those were unusual. Siren eyes were always blue like the ocean. It’s part of how they drew you into their depths. Her body was also sirenesque with full breasts and wide hips; it was only natural that generations of men had been haunted by the beauty of the sirens. Just thinking of Grace's physical features made him uncomfortable. You are a warrior he reminded himself you protect. 

Go check on her he rose and walked to the door opening it silently to avoid disturbing her. He crept down the hall and peeked around the corner to see her nesting in the couch like a baby bird watching someone baking a cake. He observed her in this state of ease; he hadn't even introduced himself to her in a normal setting; he wasn't sure how to approach her now… so he didn’t. He just stood there watching her for over two hours. He just watched the back of her head like a weirdo. The longer it went on the more he felt like it was too late to say something. He saw her look at the clock on the wall to the side of the tv and his gaze followed. Damn it was 5 o'clock when he looked back she was standing turning to face him and he was stuck. Her eyes locked on him and he just kept standing there like a big dumb tree rooted in the floor.

Grace 
Our eyes locked 1.2.3.4.5.6.7.8.9.10 the seconds passed.

Why isn’t he saying anything I thought

“Uh hi” I said “ I’m how long have you been there?” I asked 

“Um, just a few minutes” he stammered and pointed to the screen “that cake looks good.” He replied sheepishly brushing his hands through his hair.
“I’m Andras” he said stepping forward extending his hand

I looked at his massive hand blankly um what the hell did I just short circuit!? Say something! “Grace” I said pointing to myself and grabbing his hand like my own was a pair of salad tongs my brain is screaming "have you never shaken a hand in your life? BFFR” “thanks” I stammer pulling my hand back and reaching up realizing my hair is still in the towel it’s been in all day.. I start unraveling it as my brands drop one at the time. “My hair takes a long time to dry” I say blankly “that makes sense he says. how are you?” He asks earnestly “alive, thanks to you.” I say “really thanks again jumping in to save a drowning stranger at the crack of Dawn really goes above and beyond cousin duties.” He blinks at me, he looks me up from the ground, shaking his head “we’re not cousins” he says in a deep voice almost too deep to hear. 

It is time to pass away. My brain says he’s the hottest man you’ve ever seen and he saves your life and you call him your cousin!? 

“True” I say, diverting my eyes and grabbing up the blankets from the couch to fold up. “I’m going to head out now so tv’s all yours” Andras steps forward grabbing one of the blankets and starts folding  “No” he says “ I’m walking you home” 

He just says it like that’s that like he already decided and I take one for the team and keep my mouth shut I just nod.

A few minutes pass and I finish tidying up, put the blankets in the linen closet, wash my mug and put it in the dishwasher to look down and realize I don’t have shoes. I swam here. Andras is pulling on a coat as he maneuvers his wide shoulders down the narrow hallway; his presence takes all the air out of the room. I look down scanning the available shoe wear. I'm a size 9 and Eir and Frankie are a 6 and a 7 so I dig through the shoe bin to find my flip flops I left here probably 5 summers ago. Andras frowns at my feet “how far is the walk he asks?” “About 3 blocks I say” he points to my feet and I blurt “ it’s fine let’s go” and head out before he can say anything else I hear a short chuckle behind me and keep walking even though it’s currently raining so my feet are slipping out of the flip flops on every 3rd step and squeeking like windshield wipers. 

Andras stays a few feet behind me though a nice gesture seeing as how one of his steps equates to about 7 of mine. So I try to fill the silence “where are you from I ask” “not here” he says. I nod. “What do you do” “military” he says automatically “oh what branch I ask?” He looks at me for an extra second and says “can’t say” 

Ooooh Kay, not a talker I turn to face him and my foot snags on a fallen branch and pain shoots my foot to my ankle but Andras’s hand is crushing my biceps trying to hold me up. We’re face to face confused by my clumsiness, me in pain with my eyes welling up. “Are you okay?”  he asks I nod as I turn to take a step pain shooting up my leg he’s still gripping my arm. He sees me wince as I apply weight to my now bum ankle. Very graceful of me.

“Get on my back” he says as an order I look at him brows furrowed ready to ask him who he thinks he is talking to me like that and suddenly I’m off the ground in his arms in a fireman’s carry “tell me where to go” he grunts and I point to my small white cabin at the end of the road. We walk in silence, me without my pride, him probably filled with annoyance. As we approach the cabin the automatic light comes on and I see Remmy in the window waiting for me. 

His eyes light up when he sees her. “You have a cat?!” He says trying to hide his excitement.

“Yeah” I say, studying his face. His eyes don’t leave me once we get to the door and Remmy’s inside meowing at the top of her little lungs and he’s smiling. 

Okay so he’s handsome, strong and like cats?! Cool, cool,cool. I go ahead and drown in front of him and then twist my ankle walking 4 blocks, love that for me.

“She’s not friendly though…” I say making sure to heed her warning. “Like she is to me, sometimes, but usually she’s quite mean. Still a precious girl though” 

“What’s her name?” Andras asks “Remmy Louise” I reply automatically. 

He nods as he continues staring at her through the window, he sets me down on the front porch as I fumble with the door knob adding a bit of force as I step through. 

“It’s unlocked?!” he growls suddenly “uh yeah” I say, “ I didn’t expect to be gone all day…” 

Andras shakes his head and follows me into my cabin, uninvited might I add. 

Immediately his presence fills the room. The light green walls and light gray couch I specifically chose for the cozy atmosphere they created, seem to only make the room look even more cramped. While I’m noticing this he’s holding Remmy and NUZZLING her. Nuzzling. She doesn’t even let me do that. And she’s purring, little rat. 

“She likes you… which is unusual” I state. His grin takes up his whole face. “I love all animals” he says "She’s something special though, I haven’t seen a cat in ages” he trails off. 

I take off the muddy flip flops and tiptoe to the hall closet in search of a hand towel. I sit down right there on the floor and start drying my feet. I can feel Andras’s eyes on me. 

“You don’t have a foot fetish or something I say” immediately wanting to rollie pollie up to hide the blush that takes over my whole face. 

His eyebrows furrow and he says “no?” like it’s a question. 

“Oh good” I reply, standing up and gesturing towards the open door. “Would you mind” I say then pointing at Remmy “ya know just in case.” He nods and closes the door still cradling my precious girl in his arms like a newborn baby. 

And then it’s us standing in my tiny cabin staring at each other, me basically breaking my neck to look up at him. As my stomach fills with enough butterflies I’m surprised my feet are still on the ground. I turn at once and  head towards the kitchen, “you want something to drink?” I ask. “I'm going to make an iced coffee.” I say as I pull the fridge door open. 

“Coffee? It’s 5:00 pm, he says.” I stare at him waiting for an answer “Sure I’ll have what you have he says.” still just standing in the doorway. “You can get comfortable.” I gesture to his boots then the couch. “Just no shoes” 

He nods and plops Remmy onto the floor as he bends to unlace his boots. Remmy starts screaming like a grown man to get his attention. 

“Remmy Louise” I say “be nice he’s our guest.” 

I fill the glasses with ice, cold brew and grab for the oat milk creamer. 
“Do you want oat milk?” 

“Huh?” he says immediately behind me. 
“Ya know” I say holding up the carton “Oat Milk…”
He blinks at it and says “do I?” 

“You’ve never had oatmilk” I say shocked. It’s 2023. Who's drinking cow’s milk? I think to myself. I add it to his taking his lack of answer as a yes. Grab two metal straws and plop them into the glasses as I hand him his. He watches me as I stir mine with my straw and does the same. His mammoth hands make my cup look like it belongs to Polly Pocket. 

He takes a sip, nodding and taking another. 

“I’ve never had iced coffee. This is good. Thanks” he says. 

“You’ve never had iced coffee…” I stare at him shaking my head. “You really are from the East coast.”

We sit there for a few more minutes in silence. 

Remmy’s doing the most. Rubbing figure 8’s around his ankles. 
I grab her treats off the top of the fridge and hand him the bag.
“Give her a few of these and she’ll be trying to go home with you.”

I blush and head to the sink to wash my cup. 

He comes up behind me and places his cup down on the edge of the sink. 

“Thanks again” he gruffs out. I feel his massive size looming over me but he’s so warm, almost radiant. 

“Yep” I say turning to face him “it’s the least I could do, ya know since you saved me twice today” 

He’s looking down at me and his eyes are searching mine like he sees behind them. I clear my throat and he takes several steps back apologizing. 

“I’m sorry” he says and turns to leave. 
Pulling on his boots without lacing them he points at the door. “Lock this” he says and just like that he’s gone. 

Andras

She caught me staring. I step forward introducing myself with my hand outstretched like I’m a politician or something. Her small fingers grab my hand and I feel it. The magic within her is stirring my own. I try to help her fold up her nest to cover up the fact that I cannot say what is truly on my mind. Which is, you are what our world has been waiting for” because you know that sounds weird as hell and I would be breaking not only my agreement to Eir but disrespecting Mayim’s last wish. “TV’s all yours I hear her say” “No I reply without hesitation I’m walking you home” I turn to grab a coat I noticed in the small room, a raincoat in a 4x. Eir is really guessing with the sizes here but a bit big is better than too small. I head back down the hallway towards the door and pull on my boots. Feeling her approach is like a literal tsunami, her power is so intense. The incident this morning must have really shaken her but now that she is feeling calm her energy is steady and it’s no wonder Eugene went mad trying to keep it from her. Being in her presence is like standing on a ship as a wall of water approaches you, you are completely powerless. 

She’s looking at me now and I realize I’ve just been staring again. “How far is the walk?” “About 4 blocks” I point to her feet, 10 light blue toes showing she’s got on red flip flops even though it’s been raining all afternoon. 

“It’s fine let’s go” she says, leading the way out of the door. A small chuckle escapes and I follow closing up behind us. 

It’s twilight now and the rain is really coming down almost like someone turned a shower on. I stay behind her a move from my warrior days protect from behind and have sights on all other directions. She’s slipping every few steps in her black sweat suit and red flip flops. I smile looking at her. Immediately straightening up and refocusing. Stop. She is to be queen you must respect and protect her. In the back of my mind I realize that her existence, even unaware, has made me completely irrelevant. The decades I spent training, fighting, learning every spell I could all of it is irrelevant. Tortured in marmor inferna. She will be queen. 

I sigh and at the same time my reflex grabs her as she slips out of her sandal. As she goes to step I see her wince. “Get on my back” I bark and the look in her eye says it all, I overstepped. Unsure of what to say I just scoop her up, my protection instinct overcoming my lack of communication skills “tell me where to go” I bark she murmurs and points at a tiny white cabin at the end of the lane. I march us done the road suppressing my magic and using my physical strength to hold her to my chest. 

How did Eugene go decades without his magic? It's been two days back in my physical body and I feel it rushing in my veins eager to jump out at every instance. 

As we approach the house the light turns out on the porch and I see a black cat in the window. “Thank god” I think “she has a void.” A black cat in our realm is a void for dark magic, her parents must have given it to her to help with her unawareness as well as protection against my fathers followers. “You have a cat.” I say my excitement that she has a bit more protection evident in my voice. 

“Yeah” she says staring at me “She’s not friendly though…Like she is to me, sometimes, but usually she’s quite mean. Still a precious girl though” she says. 

“What’s her name?” I ask “Remmy Louise” Grace replies. 

As I gently set Grace down on her porch I see she just opens the door. “It’s unlocked” I growl. 

She looks at me confused “yeah I wasn’t expecting to be gone all day”

I take a deep breath suppressing my anger. She’s unaware and basically human living alone in the WOODS with the door unlocked!? The nearest help is gone at some bar and I’m not supposed to be concerned. I reach for Remmy as soon as I walk through the door feeling her void; her energy is strong and infused with a protection spell. At least there’s that. Grace looks at me with wide eyes. 

“She likes you… which is unusual” Grace says almost with a hint of jealousy. As she turns to walk down the hall a moment later she’s on the ground my instincts peaked looking for danger. She says “you don’t have a foot fetish do you?” 

My brain goes blank, “I don’t have a what?” I think “no” I reply automatically barely registering she thinks I’m sexualizing her. 

She pops up off the floor and heads into her kitchen, it’s bright and white with a huge bowl of lemons on the island which is confusing but beautiful having not seen fruit in 3 decades I am in awe. 

Grace turns and asks if I would like an iced coffee. Again I’m confused before more marmor inferna I was a 30 year old in 1993… we weren’t drinking iced coffee. Especially in the magical realm things were more traditional before I was turned to stone. 

“Sure thanks I’ll have what you’re having” I say trying to play it cool , she mentions something called oat milk and again not quite sure what that is but it can’t be bad if she drink it right? 

She hands me a glass and I take a sip, then another. Delicious, it’s creamy and caramelly almost no coffee flavor. Thanks this is good. I’ve never had iced coffee I say and she mentions me being from the East Coast. I’m distracted looking at her in this bright light of the kitchen, she’s comfortable here and obviously more relaxed her dark braids are down to her waist and the oversized clothes have me reminiscing of this morning on the sand observing her body searching for signs of injury. 

She turns to wash her empty glass and I stand to follow having noticed how quickly I drank the coffee which was really more like a dessert. I’m behind her now and feel a pull from within my magical is being drawn to the surface. She suddenly turns to face me and I can’t help but search her huge brown eyes looking for a glimmer of blue just a small sign that her siren power is in there somewhere and she clears her throat. I all but throw myself backwards. Ashamed that I was so close to the future queen and apologize as I turn to the door, slip on my boots and leave with only a “Lock this” growl become closing the door. 

Once on the porch I realize, I saw it. I saw the blue it was coming to the surface. I shuffled back down the street the rain truly pouring now and turn to head back towards Eir’s cottage. I remove my boots and slip inside hanging my raincoat on the hook and running my hands through my damp hair. 

I look up to find Eir sitting at the dining room table. 

Come dear she motions to the chair across from her. 

“We have much to discuss”

I find out that Eir owns a bar called Roots Bar where both she and Grace work. Frances works there on occasion but has a corporate job in downtown Seattle a few blocks from the bar. Whereas Frances goes in once a week for a staff meeting and inventory. Grace works Friday-Sunday evenings. They reside on Bainbridge Island and commute via ferry on work days. Frances works from home mostly since the pandemic. 

“While you were stone the humans suffered greatly” she says “most recently there was a pandemic that has taken millions of lives and their modern medicine has finally mass produced a vaccine so life is getting back to normal. The bar was closed for 2 years because of restrictions and during that time Grace’s work was affected as well.  She’s a marvelous painter” Eir says. “Water colors of course” with a wink. “She’s been featured in magazines and galleries downtown but while the masses were worried about unemployment and social distancing the demand for art slowed greatly. I convinced her dad to let her work for me at the bar where I can maintain the unawareness and keep an eye on her. She stayed here on the island, never went to college. Too scared to leave him as his madness progressed. She submerged herself in her art and began isolating herself from everyone but Frances. These last few months we’ve been able to bring her out of her shell again encouraging her to get her hair done, grab a coffee on a weekday with us. That sort of thing”

I nod realizing that there is so much I have missed…  millions of humans lost… “I’m sorry I know how much that must have pained you as a healer not being able to protect the innocent” Eir nods, “it is the way of our realm, to keep our existence in hiding but one day I hope…” she trails off. We both know what she means. If Grace goes through Accession she could combine the realms with just her power alone she could bring all magical beings into the modern world.
 
I stare down at my hands they’re burning the magic within me that is forcing it’s way to the surface. “How do you stay in hiding?” I ask. 

Eir pushes a mug towards me “this elixir is helpful in suppressing magic” we also do it in the home as long as Grace isn’t around. My son Marc… he had a hard time hiding it. He recently moved onto a house boat down on the main island dock. 

“I didn’t realize you had a son” I say, “yes she says he’s two years older than Frances and Grace. Would have been in the Accession with you if not for his human father. After his father passed 5 years ago he started to resent his magic. Hated being different and hated having to hide it, especially having Grace being around since she was 8 he was always pestering me about telling her. Eugene had to take him aside on more than one occasion and remind him the importance not just for her sake but for the magical realm as one. This secret needed to be buried until it was the right time.”

Now that he’s older he’s had an easier time, he works at Roots with us as a bouncer. Keeps an eye on Grace when I’m not there. 

Just those words alone and Andras was aflame literally on fire his chest heaving flames engulfing him and Eir and just as quickly Eir dissipated the flames. 

Smiling at him knowingly. “I’m sorry” he spat out “I don’t know why…” he said looking at his hands in confusion. 
“You don’t?” she said with a coy smile 
“Just like how it was a coincidence you caused an earthquake the minute you met eyes with our girl? 

“Grace has that effect on men. I see it at the bar often. But just know the way to her heart is through stability and control. All of her life she has been at the mercy of the fates. She has been in my Marc's sight for years but he never got her attention, he’s a bit like his father… human” Eir says with a laugh. “And unpredictable in her eyes, as a mother I know it’s just him trying to harness his magic to ensure she stays unaware.”

With a sigh Eir stands up from the table and passes him with a touch to his shoulder. “Good night Andras, your presence means so much” and with that she’s gone. 

He stays at the table contemplating everything Eir just shared. 

Grace is an artist, she’s lost so much. 
my magic reignites as I think of men watching her at a bar or Marc setting his sights on her and I’m up and out the back door. Walking down the path, barefoot in the sand. There’s a break in the rain and I can actually see a few stars. I stand there in awe. Letting my nerves relax.  My soul settling as I reminds myself this is all real. 

So much has changed in the past 48 hours. From being in literal hell, to standing on a beach thinking about a woman. I allow myself the thoughts I’ve been avoiding all day. Her hand on mine, the blue swirling in her eyes, the foot fetish comment. I let out a laugh and  look around and see the area I carried Grace out of the water and something catches my eye. A small gold coin. I reach for it and notice it’s a necklace. I stare and realize it’s for Grace. It’s the sign of Mayim embedded in the coin. Had she been wearing this? I look out at the waves hoping for a sign but it’s steady rhythm is unchanged. I tuck the necklace into my pocket and head back to the house. 

I check the clock on the wall inside as I walk in, it’s only 9:00 pm but I am beat. I head to the guest room. 

Undress down to a pair of boxers I found in the drawer earlier and set the necklace on the nightstand. 

As soon as I close my eyes. I’m out. 

Grace

Remmy and I stare at the door. He just… left. 

After a moment I step forward and deadbolt lock. Scoop of Remmy who protests, escapes and jumps up on the windowsill to survey the yard. 

I shake my head as I head towards the bathroom, lighting a candle in the dark room and turning on a hot shower. 

A long day like today deserves a dark hot shower. I step out of the sweat pants and pull the sweat shirt over my head. I take a step into the shower the smell of the rose scented candle filling the room with a swirl of the steam. I lather my body saying words of gratitude over my safety, the support of others, the actions of Andras and him. Just his presence. 

Visions from this morning flicker across my memory. Grasping his shoulders in the water, his eyes on me as I lay on the sand, the feel of his chest as he carried me to my home and the way his eyes searched me and it felt as though that something hidden in the depth of my essence was slowly rising to the surface. 

The sound of glass breaking caught my breath in my chest. I peeked around the shower curtain to see my candle on the ground wax on the tile floor. 

Remmy I call knowing she must have jumped up there and knocked it down, leaving a mess for me. I double check to make sure the flame is out and decide that’s a problem for later. 

I condition my scalp and think back to Andras watching my take my hair out of the towel earlier. I wonder if he likes my hair?

And with that I turn off the water and remind myself that he is my best friends cousin and who gives a fuck if he likes my hair. 

I grab a towel and turn on the light assessing the damage. Just a bit of wax on the floor and a pretty clean break. I step over it on the way to my room to grab some pajamas. 

I snatch a black cotton tank nighty and a matching robe out of my closet and set it on the bed. I reach for my vanilla shea butter and lather myself in the calming familiar scent. I have to ask Frances where she got this, it had been a gift last christmas and I’m starting to run low. I pull in the night and robe and slip my feet into slippers and head back to the bathroom to clean up the candle. 

I turn and out of the corner of my eye I swear I saw… Andras. 

Hello? I say stepping forward. Remmy sits where he just was. Weird I say out loud. I look at the door and see it’s still locked. Scoop Remmy up and hustle to my bedroom. Locking the bedroom door behind me grabbing the bat I keep behind the door and my phone from the night stand I check all the corners of my room, the closet and under the bed and determine we are alone. 

I take a few deep breaths. You’re just exhausted, today was scary, normal people sometimes think they see things too. It’s okay, just get some rest. As if sensing my stress Remmy comes and stretches up my leg as if asking me to pick her up. I oblige and walk us over to the bed, hiding us under the covers as if I’m 8 again. Goodnight precious girl i say as I drift off to sleep. 

Andras 

I dream of Grace for just an instant. I'm standing in her hallway as she approaches in a short black nightgown and matching robe hair up in a towel, fear in her eyes. 

I stir myself awake. It’s only been an hour. How was I already dreaming… 

Maybe it’s something in the tea Eir keeps pushing at me. 

I roll over and fall back asleep. 

Not a single dream. 

I awaken to the sound of birds. No sun rays this morning, I glance out the window and see a blanket of clouds. 

I walk to the bedroom door and open it to a wall of boxes all labeled Amazon.” Who needs this many books I say under my breath.” Just then Frances comes around the corner. “They’re not books rocks for brains it’s clothes and stuff for you from amazon.” “Mom kept hitting up the thrift store in town but the mammoth size selection was minimal. She asked me to do a little online shopping since ya know. “She gestures to me standing there in just boxers. “I don’t want to hear any complaints all of the pieces are modern and should fit you she says” and grabs her keys. I’m headed into the office. “See ya Stonehenge.” 

I squint at the door as she leaves. Rocks for Brains, Stonehenge …. Ohhh marmor inferna, marble hell she’s cleverly insulting my stone age. Wowww. I chuckle and start moving boxes into the small guest room. I open them as quietly as possible, unsure if Eir is awake or not. Once I finish opening the last box I look around and take a quick inventory. 2 pairs of jeans, black cargo pants, two waffle knit long sleeves, a Carhartt workman's jacket, a multipack of neutral t’s and 2 pairs of athletic pants and a pair of sneakers. 

I check out the sneakers, before my stone age I wore the traditional clothes of the magical realm. Workout clothes didn’t exist. We just trained in whatever we were wearing. But during mu occasiona; visits to the human realm I did enjoy observing their trends and technology. Thinking about training made my heart speed up. I always loved training, running, weight lifting, dueling I had a natural knack for it and after 30 years the most physical activity I’d done was swimming out to save Grace. I decided I would try them out, I popped on a fresh t-shirt, boxer briefs and socks which stopped at the ankle, strange. Pulled on the athletic pants that kind of felt like water… a bit weird and laced on the sneakers. “Damn these are comfortable” I said out loud. I heard Eir outside the door. “Happy to hear it. The only shoe your size in this town was the work boots, glad you have something a bit more comfortable to use!”

“Thank you” I say gesturing to the empty boxes and clothing. “Of course dear” she says. “I’m on my way to tend to my garden and you are”, she points to the sneakers. “Going on a run?”

I nod and she just smiles a coy smile. “Enjoy,” she says and walks down the hallway. 

I walk out the front door and jog down the driveway. Slowly picking up the pace, I head the opposite way of Grace's house. How weird would it be if I’m just running past her house. 

I turn left and keep going, admiring the feeling of the sneakers hitting the pavement. The burn in my lungs as I exert myself. I take a deep breath inhaling the essence of the evergreens and admire the mist above the trees. Before long I come across the docks. Immediately my brain recalls last night eir saying her son lived on a houseboat down here. I stop dead in my tracks and look to the left. Standing on the dock rope in hand is a man, Blond hair, brown eyes. Maybe 6’0” looks like he plays football. He nods at me. 

I start towards him, he drops the rope and puts his hands in his jeans pockets. “You must me Andras” he draws out my name like he already knows me. I nod once “Marc.” I say. He nods. “My mom mentioned you’ve returned and she found you washed up on the beach.” He says as if it’s an insult. I nod again. “Yes I have returned” I say in a low voice. I can feel his magic bubbling under his tough guy demeanor. “I also heard you saved Grace” he says in a softer voice. He reached out to shake my hand. I look at it and grab it stiffly. “Thanks” he says, “for saving my girl” he catches my eye with a stupid grin. I withdraw my hand. Cross my arms and nod. 

I point to his boat, “home sweet home?” I say he looks over his shoulder and nods. “She’s a bit small” I say looking him up and down. “Perfect for you Captain. I’ll be on my way.” I turn to leave. 

“Hey” he says I stop. “Stay away from her” he says with as much grit as he can muster. Suddenly the dock he’s standing on is crumbling as I walk away “Never” my voice booms over the sound of destruction. 

Suddenly I’m outside of Grace’s house. Dammit I used my magic, without even thinking. My anger from Marcs words made me lose control and transferred me here. 

His words ringing in my ears. I take all four steps in 1 lunge and pound on the door. 

I hear a shuffle inside and see Grace’s face peek through the curtain she swings the door open. 

“Who do you think you are pounding on my door like the damn police” she stands there in her short robe arms crossed hair in a satin…hat? Remmy rushes out the door and I scoop her up drop her in Grace’s arm and push past her into the living room. 

“Uh morning” I say, unsure of why I’m here and what my excuse should be.

“Got any of that um oat milk? “

She looks at me like I’m drunk. 
Places Remmy on the back of the couch. And just stares at me. 

“Andras what is going on?” She says. Quietly. 

“I uh. I met Marc.” I say and she kind of looks at me in a okay so kind of way. 

“He uh says you guys” are I point back and forth like he’s standing there and she shakes her head. “We’re just friends” she murmurs and heads into the kitchen. 

I let out a breath I didn’t know I was holding. I reach in my pocket and suddenly know what my excuse can be I close my eyes and summon the coin from the beach last night that I left on the nightstand into my hand. I pull it out and turn to her. “I uh I found this last night, I figured it was yours.” She’s yawning and pulling two cups down from the cabinet. I can't help but glance at her thighs as she reaches up. I clear my throat and she slowly makes her way over to the island to look and immediately she’s going down. I jump to grab her and it’s too late she on the ground glasses broken around her all I hear is ringing in my ears and I grab her and transfer us to Eir’s garden she looks surprised to see us and immediately reaches to check Grace’s pulse. “What ,what..?” she tries to ask. “The coin of Mayim” I say and she gasps. 

“Come come” she says in a hurried voice bring her inside. I carry Grace into the house and rest her on the couch. 

“Is she okay?” I repeat over and over my voice getting louder. Eir places a hand on my arm and I feel silence coming over me. A calming spell. She rushes around the kitchen gathering herbs and bottles and whatever else a healer uses and rushes to Grace's side. 

“Tempus est nunc” she says in a strong confident voice with a hand over Grace’s heart. Immediately the sound of thunder cracks and I glance at the window the waves can be heard crashing their getting closer and Grace is she’s glowing… a blue light is radiating off of her body. 

The calmness spell still has me silenced I can’t move. 
I’m frozen watching Grace I see her lips quivering and somehow fuller, her chest is heaving and the straps of her nightgown seem strained her feet reach the edge of the couch now and I look at Eir realizing what’s happening she nods once and continues pressing into Grace’s chest as she writhes on the couch. 

Mayim’s coin. It was enchanted, it was what was calling to her when I pulled her out of the water. It told her the time is now. 

Grace is no longer unaware. She has claimed her power. 

Chapter 2. 

I’m in the depths surrounded by nothing but blue and I hear a soft melody, 

A song. How strange I swim in circles looking for the source and touch my throat to realize 

It’s me.

I jerk awake. Unaware of where I am, my whole body aches, it feels like I’ve been hit by a car. I slowly look around. I’m in Eirs guest room. What the? I furrow my brow and hear a jostle in the corner. I look and it’s Andras. Immediate fear, he came over that’s the last thing I remember, now I’m here in the room he’s been staying in feeling like I have been like I have been I scream at the top of my lungs a blood curdling scream. The kind Oprah tells you to do and then silence. My voice is gone. I lunge out of bed scrambling to reach the door. I run into the hallway to find Frances running towards the room she grabs me and I’m weeping in her arms. “Your safe your safe” she says again and again I point back to the room and she looks at me and back. “He didn’t touch you” she says sternly petting my hair. “I promise he didn’t do this.” I’m shaking and weeping a shaking silent mess on the floor. I point to my throat and she says “Doll I promise everything is going to be okay but you can’t scream alright” I look at her and nod slowly. “Andras” she says quietly and then I’m panting I can hear myself panting. “What’s going on?” I manage as I grab my knees and pull them to my chest. 

She sighs dropping to the floor next to me. 

Suddenly there’s a bottle of whiskey in her hand. “We’re both gonna need this” she says shaking her head. 

She takes a swig from the bottle and passes it to me nodding for me to do the same. I take a gulp and feel it burn my throat. 

“First off” she says shakily please know, “I had absolutely no choice to share this with you before now. Me not telling you is not an indication of my feelings for you. You are truly my best friend on earth and if there was a shadow of a doubt that I could tell you this before now believe me I would have.”

She grabs the bottle for another swig. “Fuck she says I wish my mom was here.” I look around and she pats my shoulder “don’t worry just an emergency at the bar. That pipe finally burst.” 

She grabs my hand and looks into my eyes. 

“Grace. You’re a siren”. She says. 

I blink at her. It feels like hours pass as I just stand there looking at her. 

Frances continues clearing her throat. “I am half witch”. 

She just says it like she’s saying she had a bagel for lunch. I scoff. 

She nods. 

“France” I say shakily and she squeezes my hand. “And your not hallucinating” she says. 

I look around and everything is… the same. 

“No” I say simply. 
I go to stand she she pulls me back down. 
“You’ll want to stay seated doll. That’s not all.” I glance at the bottle wondering how much of that she’s gone through to be talking such BS. 

I wince as I rest my butt against the floor and she adds “I promise it wasn’t him.
I’m going to give you the cliff notes summary and you can get the rest from my mom when she’s back. But from what I know you’re mom was Siren Queen and your dad was the King of The Good Warlocks that is an important distinction.” She hands me the bottle and I take a sip. 

“Before we were born they took out the bad Warlock king, he did something to your moms womb to make you powerless. Years passed after you were born and your parents wanted you to live a normal life. One day one of the bad kings followers shows up and curses your mom to a… “she stops eyes filling with tears. “Curses her to a slow death. That’s when my mom and I moved here she’s a witch specifically a healing witch and is a descendent. I’ll let my mom explain all that. She tried everything to save her but time was running out The Order. She looks at me and must see my confused face and says “like the leaders of the magical world came here and decided that they could use a forbidden spell to transfer your moms power to you. Her last wish was that you wouldn’t have to deal with any of this till you’re 30… she looks down at her apple watch. Apparently give or take a week” she adds. I rest my head against the wall trying to digest everything Frances just said. Theres no… denying it. As she speaks it’s as if the a cloud is blown out of my vision and I see behind the mist. My entire life… I began recalling memories, swimming with my mom in the sound, she could hold her breath for so long. And her voice in the shower was so hauntingly beautiful my dad and I almost always stood frozen outside the door. And her beauty, she stopped traffic, hell she stopped a few seaplanes. 

And just like that I tucked my head to my chin and threw up. In my own lap. 

“Oh shit” said Frances scrambling out of the spew zone, “Oh honey I’m sorry one second. 
Andras Andras” suddenly an enormous shadow loomed over me and I was off the floor spinning I heard footsteps and the bathroom fan turn on and then cold I was sitting on something cold. I couldn’t open my eyes. 

“Shit” I heard Frances say “is it the booze or the news?!” She’s rubbing my head saying words I don’t understand and then I hear “Move” in a booming voice and suddenly the water is on raining down on my. The curtain closes and I hear shuffling then the door closes. 

The feel of water on my skin makes me sob, I know deep inside that Frances is right. 

I just lay there for what feels like days with the water running, sobbing, 
I feel a rough hand check my pulse and then a big soft fluffy towel to drapped around me and suddently I’m in his arms I know it’s him Andras and he’s cuddling me to his chest. I nuzzle his neck and take my first deep breath. 

“I’m sorry you found out like this “he whispers and kisses the top of my head. 

For the first time since opening my eyes this morning I feel a sense of calm. 

He navigates us out of the bathroom into the guest room and sets me on the bed still wrapped in the towel. A giant tshirt and sweats are on his bed. He turns his back. “Change” he commands and I tighten the towel around myself he takes two steps towards the door without opening it. “I’m not leaving” he says bluntly. 

“Andras” I plead. “No” he growls “I can’t see you and I’m not leaving.” 

I sigh and open the towel still seated on the bed I try and pull my nightgown up over my head but my arms are so sore I moan just trying to get them up to shoulder height. 

His head cocks, “are you okay?” I hum a yes and he speaks “Eir transferred Frances to the bar.” She heard how blunty Frances explained things and… was very displeased she asked me to stay here and console you.”

I drop my arms admitting defeat.
“Why you?” I ask confused. 

“This conversation is best had face to face Grace” as he turns and steps towards me. Noticing that I’m still in my soaked night gown he murmurs under his breath and touches my shoulder and suddenly I’m dressed in the sweats I just saw next to me. 

My eyes shoot up to meet his, 
“Breathe” he demands,
I inhale. 

“My name is Adras but I’m not Frances cousin. I am Andras descendent of the King Of Dark Warlocks.”
“Breathe”  he reminds me. 

“I defied my father and was sent to….” he trails off “I was turned to stone.. For 30 years. I washed up here with the help of your kind. Eir tells me it’s to be judged by her to determine the quality of my soul and if I’m fit to lead.” 

“I know all of this is a lot to take in but I can assure you, you are safe in my presence.” 

“I know,” I say immediately

He looks into my eyes. 

A small smile curves the edge of his mouth before he takes a step back. 
“I was a warrior in my fathers army before my stone age.” He explains
“That explains…” he gestures to himself

“Your physique?” I say sleepily he laughs “No, my bluntness. My apologies I don’t usually sit in the presence of Grace”
I look at him confused. 
“So I say, if my mom was a siren and my dad was a warlock but my powers were postponed until now does that mean I’m both?” I ask 

He nods once, “yes Grace.” 

“Is that why I feel like you tackled me?” I joke his eye catches mine anger and undercurrent in his energy. “I would never.” 

“Mmmm” I say “I know but what happened to make me feel like this all of a sudden?” 

He nods. “The coin I found on the beach that I thought was a necklace you had been wearing was actually an enchanted heirloom your mother instilled her powers into. Only to be found by you on your birthday. That’s what you heard talking to you that day I saved you. It was her coin calling to you. It must have found you that day and that’s what caused… well you know.” I nod remembering his setting something on my kitchen island before everything went black. 

“So the outfit change you just did was magic?” He nods 
“You didn’t see anything right?” I say in a whisper
“No of course not”  he says quickly and I catch a whisper of blush creep up his cheeks. 

“Mkay good…” I say sleepily every muscle in my body is aching my head is throbbing trying to recount every memory of my life.

I sit there unsure of what to ask next. 

Andras steps forward “May I?” gesturing to the bed I nod unsure of what he’s asking and he murmurs under his breath again and I find myself tucked in under the covers. “Get some rest my Grace” I hear him say and did he just bow? I drift off to sleep wondering. 


Andras
I’m standing in the guestroom eavesdropping on Frances and Grace, I hear Frances go into the most simplified version of the events of Graces life and her relation to the magical realm as possible. Her human side definitely reared it’s head. After biting my tongue and listening mostly  to Grace’s reaction I hear… vomitting. “Andras! Andras!” I rush out of the room to find Grace double over getting sick on herself. “Fuck!” I exclaim “Frances you should have waited” I bark as I scoop Grace off the floor and carry her into the bathroom. “I’m sorry” Frances exclaimed “I went off cuff when I saw her so upset she thought you she thought you ya know.” I clench my jaw in understanding. “I see” I say “but still she should have heard all of this from your mother.” 

“Obviously!” she screetches eyes welling up, I’m going to call her and tell her that Grace is awake and update her. I’ll be right back can you handle this she looks at Grace sitting in the tub covered in vomit. “Yes” I growl and close the door on her. Turning on the shower I see the color come back to Graces skin and then the sobbing starts. I close the curtain as a way to give her privacy but also to hide my rage. 

After 22 years of keeping a secret a bottle of whiskey and the cliff notes rendition is how she learns of her power. I’m wringing my hands and feel a gust of energy and I know Eir is near. 

“Get!” she shouts as I hear Frances voice dissipate and the door cracks open Eir tilts her head to signal come here. I open the door and she’s pacing. “I feel horrible” she says. “It will be alright” I reassure her. “How much has she had to drink?” Eir asks.  “Uh I’m thinking they split that” as I point to the empty bottle of whiskey on the floor of the hallway. Eir shakes her head “Frances is lit and the bar is flooded can you watch Grace and if she comes to please console her” Eir says sadly. 

I bow my head in respect” Of Course” I say and turn to open the bathroom door. “Your presence means so much” I hear her whisper and she’s gone. 

I walk back into the bathroom squeezing my body down onto the floor next to the tub and listen to Grace’s sobs. I know she is mourning the loss of her parents, her life, her future, the self she thought she knew. 

I know she must go through this stage but it almost has me craving the torture of marmor inferna just so I could feel a pain I understood. This heartache was like anything I had every experienced. 

I sit there reflecting on the conversation with Eir. She always says that phrase “your presence means so much” but why?  She’s said it since the first night and I realize showing this humanity is giving her the proof she needs to pass a judgement on my soul. 

I notice the sobs have slowed and pull the curtain aside to see Grace drifting in and out of conciousness. I check her pulse and stand to grab a towel. I turn off the shower and squat down to pick her up noticing how frail she is. 

If this girl only knew how much power she has just below the surface I think to myself. I take back to the guest room and sit her on the bed. She’s awake now watching me, I gesture to the clothes and say “Change”, like a damn militant. I turn my back and hear her say my name I know she’s trying to be modest and I growl “No I’m not leaving and I can’t see you” Just for good measure I don’t want her to have any doubts of my intentions especially after her concerns earlier. A shiver goes down my spine just knowing that for a single moment Grace thought she had been defiled and by me?! Rage pumps through my veins and I hear Eir’s voice “the way to her heart is through control and stability.”

I try to explain why I’m here not Frances and that Eir asked me to console her in return she says “Why you?”

I see no way through except the truth. 

“My name is Adras but I’m not Frances cousin. I am Andras descendent of the King Of Dark Warlocks.” 

After a few more sleepy questions I step away from Grace having just put a sleeping spell on her and bow. I look around the room, riled up but almost trapped in this small space. 

I head out of the room and leave the door ajar I stand in the kitchen and take a deep breath next thing I know Remmy is there, it’s funny that Grace thinks her void can’t travel freely and that an ajar front door poses such a threat. But Remmy’s there with me almost as if she was waiting to be summoned. She runs down the hall and finds the guest room immediately. I check the locks on the front and back door and head into the kitchen. Noticing a bowl of fruit I grab an apple and take a bite mindfully I take another fully experiencing the taste and texture. 

Once I finish I throw out the core and head into the living room. Unsure of  how to pass  the time, I turn on the tv it’s still on the cooking channel Grace left it on, a few moments later Grace is standing in the doorway of the living room with Remmy at her feet. What the I think to myself that sleeping spell barely lasted 20 minutes and then I remember that Remmy is enchanted to break dark magic which unfortunately mine is still classified. I take in the sight of Grace, coherrent and mobile I see that she’s about 4 inches taller and her eyes are the brightest blue her skin is still golden but almost luminescent now her lips are fuller and more pink. I swallow hard. “Hello” I stand and gesture to the couch, “oh no” she says “sit” and comes over and sits right next to me. She points at Remmy with an expectant look in her eyes. I thought she might comfort you, I say. Not wanting to explain further that the “pet” she loves is also a magical being. Now’s not the time.

“I hope you don’t mind” she says her voice a bit raspy. “I didn’t want to be alone.” I simply nod and summon the blankets from the hall closet and recreate her nest she sighs and leans back into the deep couch her eyes fixed on the tv. We sit in silence for a full episode until drivers dine in’s and dives come on and I hear her stomach growl. She smiles shyly “I can’t remember when I ate last, oh wait I had a coffee this morning” she states as if she ate en enitre buffet and forgot. 

“Coffees not a meal Grace even if yours should count as dessert. I nod at the screen any of that look good?” A plate of bulgogi taco’s comes onto the screen and she nods “mmmm that” she says. I murmur under my breath and the room fills wit the scent of garlic, chilis, sesame oil and grilled beef. She looks at the coffee table and there are her bulgogi tacos. 

She looks at me wide eyed. She extracts herself from her blanket nest and plops down on the floor and grabs one not even hesitating to take a bite and she moans, “oh my gosh thank you I needed this it’s seriously the best hangover food I’ve ever had” I laugh and lean forward “hopefully your last” I say bluntly. She looks at me and I continue, “Grace alcohol affects magical beings differently, you know how it’s called spirits. That’s what it does it affects the magical connection to our spirit. Someone with your level of power can never lose control” 

She inhales deeply and nods. Doesn’t say a word and continues to eat. 

“When will I learn how to do that?” She asks point between the screen and the taco’s “Or really when will I learn how to do anything magical?” “In due time my Grace” I say

She turns to look at me, “why do you say My Grace when you refer to me?”
I contemplate her question not fully aware that I was doing it but also not surprised that I was. 

“I feel compelled by your power, I know that in the future you will be a leader amongst our kind and I see it as a token of my loyalty to you and in respect of your parents as their descendent.” 

She blinks, “ohkay” she says slowly “I thought you were going to say something very different” she laughs and then winces. 

“The body aches your experiencing are because of the physical changes that took place as you  accepted the siren power” I say unwaiveringly so she knows that I am aware of her fear from earlier and try to assure her that there was a reason unrelated to me as to why she feels so rough. 

She looks down at her hands, “what changes she says?”
I point towards the mirror near the door she slowly gets up off the floor and stands before herself. Her hands go to her face immediately. 

To be in the presence of her discovering her beauty as a Siren feels unnerving, before she didn’t know she looked different but now she can behold the lure she carries. She touches her lips and moves her hands down her body and I look away. 

“I’m taller!” she exclaims and I laugh just nodding as I continue to advert my eyes. “I have her eyes” she says sadly. I clear my throat. “Is that why you were always looking into my eyes so deeply where you looking for this?” she gestures to her Siren form. 

I shake my head. “You’re power is unlike any other beings in our world. I felt it the minute I looked into your eyes and it has grown ever since, I was looking for a sign I guess that it was coming to the surface.”


Chapter 3

Andras
Eir and Frances arrive back to the cottage a few hours later, Frances basically unconsious, Eir with an air of exhaustion. She sends Frances to bed and walks into the living room a small sad smile on her face. “Grace” she says with just the utter of her name Grace is in tears again. 

My pulse stsrts racing. Eir approaches and hugs Grace from behind the couch enveloping her shoulders as Grace cries into her neck, I feel a pull of energy and know that Eir is telling me to I get out. I stand and head towards the guest room as Eir comes around the couch to pull Grace into her lap. 

I close the door unwillingly for my own selfish curiousity but out of respect I keep it closed and don’t perform an amplifying spell to hear their voice. My Grace deserves privacy during these intimate moments. 

Grace
I’m at it again crying my eyes out but just seeing Eir and knowing now how much she has done for not only me but for my mother. I weep for the love she has shown us. 

“My Grace” Eir says please know in your heart that you mother’s power is her love and now it is living in you. And damn that really brings out the water works.  

I wake up to the sounds of light snoring and already know I’m in France’s bed. The curtains are drawn and I look at the clock, it’s 12:00 pm. I groan and Frances rolls over swinging an arm over me and grabbing my waist she opens her eyes and meets mine a startled gasp escapes her mouth. I nod knowing that it’s because I now have my mothers eyes. “I’m sorry Grace” she says and I know it’s for… everything not just her keeping a secret. It’s for the loss of my mother, learning that she was actually murdered, that we’re friends because her mom came here to try to save mine, that all of these years she knew the truth about my life and had to hide it that there is a future I’m apparently destined for that I know nothing about.  I reach over and touch her shoulder. “No worries” I say and we both bust out laughing because if there was ever a time for worries it would be now. But with that laughter all shame and guilt left the room because like she said nothing was a lie, not our friendship or our connection. “No more whiskey” I say with my pinky out, “never again” she says pinky promising. 

We hear a mans voice outside her room and a soft knock, expecting to see Andras I turn my head as Frances grumbles a “come in” and in walks Marc. In black jeans, brown boots and a dark green knit sweater he looks like he just walked out of a nordstrom catalog. But was else is new. I pull the blanket up a little higher and turn to avoid eye contact. I don’t feel like 
Dealing with his questions regarding my new looks. Apparently not giving him attention didn’t keep his eyes from baring down on me “Good Morning ladies” Marc says “Mom said she hear you two laughing I wanted to stop by before I head for Seattle for the day, see if maybe either of you want to come" he says with hope in his voice. 

“We can’t” says Frances “we’re hungover.” I silently thank her for covering for us both. 
“Ah I see well maybe another time,” I hear the disappointment in his voice. Marc had always been sweet, since they were kids, he always let them play with him and is friends, helped deal with bullies and once punched a guy for looking up my skirt at a football game. 
But he was always trying. If that makes sense like always trying so hard to be nice, to get attention to do the right thing it made my skin crawl, it just felt inauthentic. 

They said good bye and a few minutes later heard his car leave the gravel driveaway. A steady blunt rhythm was coming from the yard and Grace couldn’t make it out. Francs and I head to the kitchen in search of coffee and found a note from Eir, “went into the city with Marc to meet with the plumber at the bar. Text me if you need anything. XO”


Frances poured us both a cup of coffee, “I’m going back to bed” she said eyes already closed. “The world is too bright.” I chuckle from her seat at the dining room table. Once Frances was gone I stood up and looked around. No sign of Andras, heading out the pack door after slipping into some birkenstocks that I had left by the back door, I had been looking for these! Dressed in Andra’s sweats and t shirt I pulled on a cardigan from a coat hook in the mudroom area and headed down to the beach coffee in hand. As she approached the water an intense feeling started blooming within her core, like when you stretch the most perfect stretch and every muscle in your body releases. 

She bent down to remove her socks after slipping out of the birkenstocks I’ll just dip my toes she told herself setting the coffee on a log she took another step without even thinking she was head first diving into the water fully clothed. She lifted her hands and pull the t off as she wiggled out of the heavy sweatpants all while under water. She needed to be free from clothes from land from her own thoughts she dove deeper and deeper into the water until the surface just just a small glimmer and she looks around realizing she could breathe. She was breathing underwater! She looked down to see that her bare legs had fused together covered in an iridescent pearl and gold scale pattern she panicked for a minute scared that someone would see her like this but after realizing she was too far down to be seen she took in her surroundings she saw some deeper trenches that both scared and intrigued her, she saw tons of fish and sea anemones and starfish. She laid back as if lying on a bed and just inhaled. This was amazing but how had she changed? Why now? 

This question is one that had been in the back of her mind, why had her mom wanted her to be powerless until 30? Why was Andras in a stone age for 30 years? Why had this asshole dark warlock cursed her mothers womb in the first place? 

This sense of belonging as soon as I stepped into the water propelled my confidence while also settling a deep desire I hadn’t realized she was struggling with.I was craving the ocean. I felt as though the insecurities I had been harboring for as long as I could remember were stripped from me as soon as I submerged myself. This is who I was truly supposed to be. 

As I glanced at the surface I noticed the light that had been just a flicker above had gone as I swam upwards I felt my legs unfuse and looked down to see my human form, my scales had disappeared and that’s when I realized I am naked and far from shore. Iwasn’t scared but slowly poked my head above the water line to determine where the hell I  was and how I could get back to either her cabin or Frances’s without being seen. I was right off the shore of myplace. I didn’t realize how much time had passed but it was twilight so probably around 4:30 pm since it was winter in the PNW the sun seemed to disappear almost as quickly as it came. I made her way to the edge of the water looking in every direction the coast was clear. My neighbors worked late in the city and there wasn’t a boat in sight. I used my arm to cover my chest noticing how fuller it felt and my other hand to cover in between my legs and took long quick steps up the beach through the small cluster of evergreens at the edge of my yard. Once I made it to the grass I  figured I was in the clear. Inhaling deeply I rested my arms at my side and walked up to my back door. I turned the knob to to open it and nothing, it was swollen shut. I  never locked it but the increase rain and humidity these last few days sealed it. Cool cool cool my spare key was in the front yard under one of those key turtle things. I look around for something to cover myself with. 

And that’s when I heard his booming voice. “Grace!” Goddamnit it Andras was here! What the hell? I look all over the porch for something to cover my nakedness with and I hear his footsteps bounding around the side of my cabin. “Stop!” I scream and I hear his pace increase within seconds he's standing there face wild he looks at me then around the yard I turn and cover myself opting to show my buttcheeks vs all my goodies. “Stop, I say again go away!” 

“Are you alright?! “ he says breathless “Yes, don’t look at me” I say as confidently as possible when I can feel a cool breeze on my full moon and a moment later I feel fabric over my shoulders and look down and his flannel is around me. “Thanks” I mumble.

“Where have you been?” he barks.  “We’ve been looking for you everywhere.” 

I point to the sound and he lets out a sigh.

“I changed” I say quietly and I feel his arms around me in a bear crushing hug. 

As quickly as he grabbed me he releases “I’m sorry” he mutters stepping back 
I turn and he looks at the ground and walks up the couple steps to the back door and opens it with no effort at all. I shake my head and squeeze past his massive frame into my home. 

Grateful for the warmth and familiar smells, as Remmy makes a run for the open door, Andras scoops her up and heads into the living room as I head down the hall towards my room. 

 Briefly aware of how comfortable and familiar this feels. I arrive in my room and close the door quietly behind me hesitating for just a moment not wanting to take off Andra’s flannel it’s damp from the mist and his sweat and smells like smoke and cedar. 

Okay gurl I tell myself cool your jets. I drap it on a hook on the back of my door and walk over to my mahogany dresser. I open it and pull out a pair of black yoga pants and a matching crop tshirt. Pull on the fit and grab a fair of gray wool socks. I twist my braids up into a bun and stare at my reflection. I had just been going through the motions not really aware of my appearance. Staring back at me is a beauty. Eyes big and blue lashes long and full, my lips are the perfect dusty rose and my skin has never looked this good. Not even after that blood facial Frances dragged me to in Bellevue that was supposed to take off 10 years. My eyes scan down my body and the fullness I felt in my chest when I ran from the water was an understatement I must have gain 3 cup sizes. My b cups looked like a whisper of a titty compared to these melons. My eyes continue down my body my hips are fuller and I am definitely taller these leggings once bunched at my ankles and now they were more capri style. 

“Holyyy shit” I say out loud. “Thank you mama” I laugh and apply a bit of moisturizer as a nod to her, she was always on me about moisturizing. I add a spritz of my favorite rose scented perfume as well, the same kind she bought when she was still here. It was her signature scent and my dad always made sure I had a bottle. 

I grab for the knob to head out to the living room suddenly realizing I am starving. I decide to play it cool, yes he saw my bare ass BUT there’s no way it was the first one he’s ever seen and you can see that much on IG any day. I turn into my kitchen and open the fridge, it’s a bit bare but I grab a carton of eggs and some spinach and reach in the drawer for some feta I bought last week and forgot about. “Are you hungry?” I say as if he’s just a friend who happened to stop by. 

I turn and there he is close. Like I can feel his heavy breathing and smell that smokey cedar smell. He doesn’t reply and I don’t move we just stand there breathing. 

I look up and his eyes darken and he clenches his jaw and we are suspending in time for a moment he steps closer as if pulled to me his hand reaching out to my waist, as soon as his fingertips touch my skin I break contact. He stumbles back, “fuck” he says in anger. I’m sorry he says and heads for the door. 

“What’s wrong?” I say confused 

“I touched you” he says in a quiet rage. 

“Bruh” I say “calm down, I’m not poisonous.” I turn and set the food on the counter and pull a pan from the cabinet next to the stove. “You seem hangry, sit” I command. Surprised at my new found confidence. Ordering this mountain of a man around. 

Slowly I feel him approaching again and hear him pull a chair up from the island. 

I ignore him and focus on the task at hand aware of his eyes on me. I add a square of butter to the pan and wait as it melts, crack 3 eggs in a bowl. Remember who is sitting behind me and crack 5 more into a bowl and whisk them with a fork. The room fills with the smell of melted butter and if you ask me it is one of the top 10 smells on earth. I pour the eggs into the pain and reach into the cupboard and pull out garlic salt and pepper. My mama may have been a siren but she was also a black woman so no food in this house went unseasoned. 

I add a generous sprinkle of both stir them with a spatula and add two handfuls of spinach while th eggs finish cooking. I pull a loaf of sourdough out of my bread drawer and pop 4 pieces into the toaster. 
I finally turn and god damn he’s fine, this is the first time we have been alone, while he’s been calm and I’ve been coherent. He breaks eye contact first and gestures towards the food. “Smells great my Grace” he says. I smile at the compliment and my grace comment and nod a thank you. I grab down two glasses to make iced coffee and simply say “breakfast for dinner.” His brow furrows but he doesn’t say anything. I replicate our iced coffee’s from the other night and dish up the egg scramble and toast. I crumble a bit of feta on each because in my house feta makes everything betta and set his plate and iced coffee in front of him. I grab my own and move beside him I decide to keep the middle chair empty, he’s a big guy and we would be bumping elbows. I hear him murmur under his breath and the middle chair is gone and I am 6 inches closer. 

“I want to keep my eyes on you”, he says flirtily. I let out a laugh. 
“Are you Andras Son of The Dark Warlock Flirting with me?” 

I say and he BLUSHES like deep he shakes his head and then says and “of course not I just need to to be sure you’re safe. With your track record you’ll choke on a piece of toast.” 

We both laugh and then sit in comfortable silence and finish out meal. The only sound is Remmy begging of course for something anything acting like she’s never seen a meal in her life. 

Andras is done a few minutes before me and waits for me to finish. He scoots back grabs my plate and heads to the sink. “Thank you he says for breakfast, dinner and dessert” he says nodding to the glass. “You’re welcome” I say as he turns on the dishes and starts to clean up. 

“Oh” I say “you don’t have to” but he just looks at me like hush. “Thank you” I say and look at the clock. Ah shit it’s 5:30 pm on a Saturday and I am going to miss the ferry I shoot up “I have to go” I say quickly. “Uh this is your house” he says as if I’m joking. 

“No I mean I have to go to work, the ferry leaves in 15 and my shift starts at 7:00.” I hurry down the hall grabbing a red lipstick from my bathroom counter and my bag off the hook in the hallway closet I pull on my heeled docks and a long leather jacket. “Can you lock up?” I yell over my shoulder as I rush towards the door. 

“Where are you going?” his voice is right behind me now, I can here the anger. 
“Andras” I say rudely because what the hell?! “I am going to work you know the place I go to on weekends that pays for Remmy’s lavish lifestyle.” And then I’m out the door getting into my black volkswagen beetle and pulling out of my driveaway. Andras is in the doorway and I feel like I see flames around him. I let it go, I have other things to worry about like catching the ferry and getting to work in time for my shift. I already missed yesterday because of my little drowning slash finding out I’m a magical being slash getting shitfaced on whiskey on an empty stomach fiasco. 

I need this, just a hint of normalcy and routine. I know I could take another day off but there’s nothing that clears my head more than the pounding of rap music and the scream of drink orders. 
I zip down the road and head to the terminal. 7 minutes later I’m in line with my ticket. I breathe a sigh of relief, I made it. I grab the dark red lipstick I threw in my bag and take the free couple minutes to apply it. I grab a vanilla body spray I keep in my car and dose myself. Men are such easy creatures to manipulate a little red lipstick smell like cookies and watch the tips triple. 

Just as I finish my line gets called and I drive onto the ferry. Once I get to the city it’s just a 10 minute drive. As I pull into the Alley behind the bar that has a couple parking spots for employees I cut the engine grab my bag and head towards the back entrance as I go to reach for the door it opens and there’s Marc. I don’t know why I’m surprised but I am. Not as surprised as him though. “Grace” he says almost shocked he looks me up and down, apparently the glimpse he got of the new me this morning didn’t fully register and I am extremely grateful to past me for putting on this long leather coat it’s tied at the waist but at least I’m not as exposed. You look different he says still in shock “oh really?” I reply faking surprise “I thought I’d try out contacts.” I avoid eye contact and head towards the back office. I put my stuff in my locker and check my phone. It's 6:35 pm. I decide to start a little early, especially since they were short handed last night the place could probably use it. I grab an apron and tie it around my waist and slip my phone in the pocket. Not that I’m expecting any messages but you never know when you might need to call the police especially on a Saturday night. 

I head to the bar and take a quick inventory avoiding the glances from the regulars there right after work before the crowd comes around 8. Plus the other bartender Shana, we’re friendly but mostly because we’ve had to have each others backs on nights when it gets rowdy. She smiles at me but keeps prepping fruit for mixed drinks. I add my tally to a sticky note and head to the supply closet and grab the spirits I need. No surprise we need tequila and Tito’s vodka our two most popular shots. 

I head back to the bar and who do I see? None other than Andras, sitting dead center. A look that can only be described a fury behind his eyes. I approach because Shana can sure as shit sense that she shouldn’t. “Hey welcome in” I say sweetly, “what can I get you?” He looks me in my eyes and softens with a bow of his head he says “You don’t serve me.”  We stare in silence for a minute and he shakes his head/ I opt for a double tequila and lime and pass it to him. On the house I say, I know it’s your first time here. He swigs it back and doesn’t bother with the lime. The people around him are watching. I don’t blame them, he's what 6’5” gorgeous and radiating with intense energy. I see the women across the bar flipping their hair trying to get his attention and smile to myself. I grab him an ice water and place it in front of him. Not saying a word and not looking at him. I move on down the bar, Shana went to the few tables we have for VIP’s she's trying to buy a house so I let he have them most nights, better tips. I grab 4 beers for 1 guy, 3 shots for another, 2 old fashions for a third. I glance up at Andras as I go to ring everyone up and his eyes are watching my every move. Dammit why is that so hot. Out of the corner of my eye I see Marc approaching Andras. Oh fuck I say my self. I know why though Andras’s presence is a lot, usually I would have made 4x as much in the hour I’ve been here but people are afraid to approach the bar. I make eye contact with Marc and he nods as if he understands and will let me try to handle it. I walk quickly up to Andras. “Hey I say sweetly can you go to the back and grab me a new keg.?” He blinks and stands to walk around the side of the bar I follow him and quide him to the back. “Why are you here” I say with as much sass as I can muster. “Huh?” he says looking at me like I asked him if he had grapes in his pockets. Why are you here just watching me? You’re scaring everyone away. He laughs at this and then crosses his arms. “That’s kind of the point my Grace” he says. I shake my head. “You need to leave” I say sternly. He starts to disagree. “No” I say shooting down whatever excuse he has “leave” and with that I look up into his eyes and see the pain I’ve caused but immediately he softens and bows  then turns and shoves open the back door. 

Hmph I say, feeling like that bitch and rush back to the bar. The night goes along smoothly, a few bachelor parties and a slew of orders I feel people looking at me differently but thankfully it’s so busy I can’t dwell on it. The tips are niceee though. By the time last call rolls around I calculate I must have made over 3k. Shana rounds up the empty glasses from VIP and helps the last few customers as I start cleaning up the bar. The cleaning crew usually comes in bright and early to sweep and mop the place along with our dishwasher. We’re all grateful for Eir for scheduling things like that and being so good at delegating tasks to the right people. All Shana and I have to do is get all the glasses into the dish room and we’re good to go. Marc stays to count down the till after he walks us to our cars. After I slip on my jacket on I shove my apron full of tips into my tote bag. Shana approaches about to ask about my new look and Marc appears “Ready?” He asks us both and we nod. Shana parked closer so we drop her off and Marc walks me a few more yards to my car. “Grace” Marc says, reaching his hand out to grab my waist and one second later there’s Andras. 

“Thank you Marc. I’ll take it from here.” He whips around stunned and looks between us. I can tell he’s pissed but it’s late and he’s caught off guard. Andras nods towards Shana as if to send him away and then escorts me to the passenger side opening my door. He watches Marc retrace his steps, obviously talking shit about Andras to Shana. I hear “ can you believe this guy” and then my door closes. Andras is in the driver's seat now and opens his hand as if demanding the keys. 

The sight of this huge man behind the wheel of my small car basically knees to chest has me cackling. I hand him the keys with tears in my eyes. He starts the engine and skirts us down the alley and out onto the road. Once the laughing subsides I ask, “where you just waiting out there all night” he nods once “Yes my Grace” I shake my head. “The next Ferry isn’t for a couple hours I usually take the long way home.”He grinds his teeth but stays silent. 

“I don’t like you being there, working there and with him no less” he spits out. “Andras” I say “I have known him most of my life and I have been working here for over a year and I enjoy it. How you feel about it is irrelevant.” I say and turn on the radio and shift my body away from him as I watch the city lights pass us by. 

He murmurs under his breath and suddenly the view  outside the car window is my drive way. The car is parked and he shoves the door open in a second he is swinging mine open for me and stands there waiting. I stutter about to ask what happened and decide against it. If he wants to act all fussy and jealous he can stay that way. I walk up to my door unlock it and close it behind me. 

I don’t even acknowledge him. I pull of my boots and hang up my coat exhaling the breath I didn’t know what still trapped inside me. I crouch to rub Remmy’s belly a demand she makes as soon as I walk through the door after work. I stand and head to the bathroom I undress and enjoy a boiling hot shower. I head to my room and grab my big fuzzy robe. It’s only 2:30 am now and usually I don’t get home for at least another hour. I decide to head into my studio. It’s been days since I looked at my latest piece with everything going on it slipped my mind. 

I leave my room and grab the little lever in the hallway that brings down the stairs to the attic aka my studio. I take the few steps up and crouch a bit till I get through the low ceiling area into the studio which is almost the exact dimensions of my living room. I stand in front of the giant canvas. The largest I’ve done in a while as I approach a name comes to mind Condecens. Usually I wait until I’m done to name a piece but this one seems to be naming itself. With it’s blacks and blues swirled toward the bottom left and the bright oranges and red’s at the top right is shows a story of awakening, a journey to the light. I grab my cell out of my robe pocket and turn on my art playlist over my bluetooth speak. The room fills with the sound of Amy Winehouse Back to Black my go to song and album for when I’m painting. I grab my brushes and immerse myself in the strokes embedding these feelings of wonder, sadness and fear over my near future into each movement. 

My concentration brakes when my phone dies. I look around and realize I’ve painted through the night. The sun is high in the sky and it must be past 9 am. I sit back reviewing my work and tears start to stream down my face. This moment was a final goodbye to the person I thought I was. 

I take a deep breath grab my phone and head towards the stairs a feeling of accomplishment rooted in my core. I missed this feeling, of truly getting lost in my art. Ever since my dad went away it’s been hard to turn my mind off in a way that allowed my creativity to flow. 

As I descend the stairs I hear Remmy screaming like a grown man in the kitchen I laugh and head that way knowing that she is wanting her favorite liquid treats that her vet calls mcdonalds for cats but I can’t deny my precious girl. I turn the corner and there is Andras. IN MY HOUSE. I stop dead in my tracks. 

My Grace he says. KNEELING  What in the actual fuck. I huff past him swinging the door of the fridge open in search of coffee. I don’t even know how I feel, a piece of me feels finally at ease seeing him another part is just confused. What is going on? Why is he so protective and always around? 

I point to the chair at the island and he sits I have a brief flashback of our shared breakfast for dinner meal last night and clear my throat. “Explain” I say bluntly. 

He nods and says. “I wanted to give you time to adjust to your new found abilities but the time has come to address my… presence.” Andras says. 

I nod and pour myself my coffee, I feel like I’m going to need this. 

“As you know I am Andras Son of The Dark Warlock king. 30 years ago I was an Ally to your mother and father. They had discovered my father and his followers were.. Using young human women as sacrifices in dark magic rituals. I was horrified and hated that I would be his successor after finding out his acts against the innocent. Your mother Mayim Queen of The Sirens had already been trying to protect the girls, “all feminine energy is kin to sirens” she would say. Your father of course was tied to this mission by the love for your mother and was already looking for ways to stop my father. I approached him offering my services as a way to infiltrate his army.”

“Somehow my father was made aware of my deceit and he used the Marmor Inferna spell on me.” He pauses realizing he just dumped tons of unknown information on me. I just nodded. “Marmor inferna is translated to marble hell, I was stone to all around me but in my mind I was in hell. For the past 30 years” he mumbles. I swallow hard and nod encouraging him to continue. 

“The 30 years is important because I am a descendent as are you.Descendents of the original order of magical beings. I was born in 1963… my stone age began in 1993 until a few days ago. Physically I am just 30 years old.” I rest against the counter nodding because what else can I do?

He stands pacing. “The order has a passing of power called the Accession. It happens on the first day of the 100th year. So it will happen on January 1st 2023. The Accession is a ceremony that the first born of each of the full blood descendents of the order are called upon to bring our realm into the next century and help adapt to modern times. For a descendent to obtain a place in the order you must be a full blooded magical” being he stops. “And 30 years of age.”

“Up until a couple of days ago when you obtained your siren powers. I was the only full blooded descendent eligible for the Accession. As the son of the Dark Warlock King my legitimacy as a leader was under scrutiny by the entire magical kingdom, which is why I arrived here to be judged by Eir. A descendent of the daughter of life. Her children are ineligible because of their human father as are Airbek’s our current reigning king. You My Grace Are the Descendent of Two out of Five members of The Original Order.”

“Well fuck!” I say out loud.

He let’s out a quick laugh, “Exactly” he says. 

He continues “your fathers power transfer has been delayed until your 30th birthday. My father cursed your mother’s womb unaware that she would perform the Fenix spell before passing instilling her power into the coin for you to find at the right time. Your father has been withholding his magic from transferring to you your entire life in hopes that you could find true happiness before Accession. That’s why he’s gone mad. Withholding power for our kind if almost impossible.”

“Why didn’t he just let me be magical from the jump” I say? 

“When I approached your father to offer my assistance I gained his trust by telling him of your mothers cursed womb. My father knew of the love they shared and that one day the only opponent to the throne on Accession would be their child far more powerful than his descendent. Before I was aware of his true evil I helped his army obtain the spell so I knew that it was his hope to keep your parents in the dark and to allow the fate of their kin to be at his will.” 

“By keeping you human for so long your father protected you against Balsalms army of followers. If they believed his curse had worked on your mother they would lay low until the Accession knowing that Balsams descendent would return to defend his honor and obtain the throne.”

“I see” I say exasperated. 

He nods, “I’m sorry I’m the one to tell you this. Eir has left to find your father and return him here in time for your birthday.”

“Oh what a party it will be” I say sarcastically. 

I slide down the cabinets onto the floor hugging my knees and Andras crouches down next to me rubbing my shoulders. 

“Are you alright my Grace?”

I nod gesture for him to sit. I lean my head on his shoulder. 

“Andras?” I say. He turns his head. 

“Sure you don’t want to be king?” And he bursts out laughing as I groan and give him a smile. 

He regains his composure and nods. “My Grace, I know the integrity and power of your parents as individuals and combined I know that I alone cannot compare to what you are to become” 

“But I will stand by your side as a loyal follower.” 

Andras

I sit on her kitchen floor. The most powerful being to have ever existed is resting her head on my shoulder. I’ve just explained all our history and my past and she just nodded. No emotion no fear just nodded drinking it all in. I’ve just admitted that I intend to forgo my place on the order and stand by her side and she hasn’t said a word. 

“I need a smore” she says rolls to side side and shes up off the floor. She grabs her phone clicks a couple buttons, I’m not sure the cell phone situation since I was last present has definitely changed she heads to her hallway closet grabbing a flannel and some boots, is back in the kitchen grabbing a basket out of her pantry and is about to head out the back door. All the while I sit on the floor. “Coming?” she says and she’s bounding out into the back yard. 

I get to my feet, grab my boots and head out to follow her. She’s set the basket down near a small fire pit. And is heading to grab some wood from the side of her cabin. I put up a hand to let her know I will do it. I grab two logs and place them in the pit and murmur under my breath. Instantaneously they catch aflame. 

Damn she said tucking the lighter back into her pocket and that’s when I notice she’s wearing my flannel I stare a moment too long and she blushes. “Yeah sorry this is mine now” she says in a sweet innocent voice. I step forward and grab for the buttons at the bottom edge and slowly close them until I reach her neck. I raise my gaze to meet hers and see her eyes look down at my lips. 

“Ahem” I hear a cough from behind me and turn to find Frances. Of course 

“Hey guys” she says with a laugh caught in her throat. “Hey doll” Grace calls over her shoulder she bent over the basket grabbing the supplies and then looks up at me with sultry eyes dancing with flames. “I texted her to come over” she whispers feeling my irritation from the disruption I nod once and take a few steps back allowing Frances to stand next to Grace. They embrace immediately and a pang of sadness grips my chest. They truly love one another. They separate and Grace hands Frances a stick and Frances opens the bag of marshmallows holding up two for Grace. I realize I am witnessing a friendship ritual. 

At that exact moment they both look at me and laugh. I must look funny I glance down arms crossed in a warrior stance. 

“At ease” says Frances and points to a chair across the pit. “Take a load off man.”

They both giggle as I navigate around the pit and Grace hands me a stick “how many mallows” says Frances. 

“I guess a safe bet is two” I say looking at theirs. 

They both nod. And we all three extend them over the flames and let out a sigh. 

We all smile and say nothing. I know my place and refuse to start a conversation this is their time I’m just grateful to be a witness. 

“I’m going to be queen” says Grace. 
Frances rubs her shoulders. “Mhmm” she says 

Grace nods. She turns her head to Frances “will you teach me how to use my magic?”
Frances lets out a low blow of air. “I would love to she says. But I’m half human the level of magic you’ll need to learn is in a whole nother ball park doll.” 

Suddenly I feel 4 eyes staring at me. I nod once in agreement. 

Grace says “So your mom then…” I interject, “Eir is a healer.” Like that is enough to answer her question I grunt and say “she practices a different kind of magic more intricate and nature bound.”

Grace nods, “my dad?” she looks at both of our faces with the excitement of a child behind her eyes. 

“We hope so…”says Frances with a sad expression in her voice. 

“Will he be alright” says Grace directly to me. 

“I believe so My Grace” Frances gawks at my words I continue “we will know more once the transfer of power occurs. No magical being has withheld for so long but Eir is the most powerful healer of our time I am sure she will do her best to protect him”

A tear falls from her eye but she brushes it aside. 

“So you” she says looking at me, “you will teach me.” She says it as though she’s already decided. 

“It would be my honor My Grace” 

Frances rolls her eyes. 

“It is not up to me though, Eir is not only looking for your father she is meeting with the reigning king Airbek to share her judgment on my soul, If they agree I am worthy it shall be.”

Grace smiles as if satisfied. “Sounds like a lot of hoops to jump through.” Frances laughs, “you’ll see these royal hot shots don’t make nothing easy.”
The air of stress has left us and the girls start assembling their smores. Two marshmallows, half a bar of chocolate and two full graham crackers. They see my expression “we go hardcore” says Grace as she lifts her supersize smore to her more and take a bite lips covered in marshmallow and chocolate I stare a little too long and Frances clears her throat again. I divert my eyes to the fire and Frances assembles hers. 

Grace sets hers on the edge of the fire pit on a rock to assemble mine I take a bite and release a moan I open my eyes to both girls looking at me and we all burst into laughter. My laugh is booming and lasts a little too long. I shrug and say it’s been a long time since I laughed like that and they both nod in understanding. For the first time I see something other than annoyance in Frances’s eyes. It almost looks like sympathy. Grace checks her phone and groans. Ugh I gotta get ready for work. She hugs Frances “thanks for everything doll love ya.” Frances nods “love you too doll. Have a good night, get all the tips with those new hips” she says with a wink and exits the yard without another glance my way and it’s just Grace and I. “I’ll wait out here” I say pointing to the fire. She nods. An unspoken understanding that I will be coming with her to her shift at the bar. 

“Sundays are usually a bit slow” she says and heads up the stairs of the porch to go in the back door. 

I sit and stare at the fire and finally relax a bit. It feels like it’s been ages. My past self saw relaxation as weakness. My tortured self saw it as a sign of salvation and my current self sits in discomfort. Unsure of what to do or think of. So I let my gaze rest on the embers of the fire and my breath. 

Grace

As I enter my home and close the door behind me I feel a smile spread across my face. Andras is coming to work tonight. I don’t know why it makes me so happy but it does. I know why but I still hesitate to let myself acknowledge any feelings towards him other than respect. I add a scoop of dry cat food to Remmy’s bowl and check the clock on the oven. It’s 4:45 pm. I have some time I think and head into the bathroom scrolling through my spotify playlist to find my current song fixation Pretty Please by Dua Lipa starts and blasts through the speakers I had installed in everyroom. I get undressed and step into the hot shower. Deciding today’s a good day for an everything shower it is Sunday I exfoliate, shave and scrub my body. Using my coffee body  scrub and vanilla bodywash I smell heavenly. 

I step out dry off and lather myself in body oil topped with my shea vanilla body butter. I pull off my shower cap and massage hair oil onto my scalp and inspect my braids. I check my phone tomorrow is my hair appointment with Drea. Perfect timing, I decide to wear my braids down tonight usually I opt to get them up and out of the way for work nights helps avoid them accidentally getting splashed with something but since they come out tomorrow it should be fine. I apply some skincare serums and a touch of tinted moisturizers and a  berry cream blush. A swipe of mascara and some lip oil and I look… goregous. It’s hard to really see yourself I know most of us are used to looking in a mirror and noticing our flaws right away but I don’t have any. I guess that’s the point of being a siren to be so stunningly beautiful men risks their lives to be in your presence but it feels so strange to be able to feel like myself but look like a goddess. I laugh out loud and dance down the hall to the kitchen I decide to have a glass of wine before work. Especially since I know I’m not driving. I open a bottle and pour myself a glass of chilled white wine and stare out the kitchen window. Andras is entranced by the dying fire so I head back to my room to decide on an outfit. I go for a pair of high waisted black denim jeams and a black corset top with thick spagetti straps. It hugs everything it should and I slip in my chunky heels docs. Working at a bar Eir insists we wear safety shoes but after weeks of begging from both Frances and I she agreed Docs count. When she saw my heels books she rolled her eyes but never said anything. 

I grab my same long leather coat from the closet and stop by the bathroom for a couple spritz of rose perfume it mixes with my vanilla lotion and I smile. I’ve never felt this confident before this alluring. I feel powerful. It’s taken a couple days to settle in but Siren Grace is here to stay. I pull on the coat and open the back door checking my phone. “Hey” I say to Andras and he’s immediately on his feet “I’m ready” I say and he stands there. Not moving, it doesn’t even look like he’s breathing I motion for him to step forward and he does. But it’s in a weird way like I am controlling him. I turn my back and head to the door calling over my shoulder “Andras let’s go and he’s there at the front door.” He must have transferred he’s holding the door as I head to the car and then he’s at the passenger door opening it for me. We get inside and again he holds out his hand for me to drop the keys into his palm. 

“Are you okay?” I ask and it’s as if he snaps out of a trance. “My Grace” he said with a small laugh adverting his eyes. “Your powers have gotten stronger.” I smile to myself, “what do you mean?”

“Although I am a descendent and a warlock. I am still a man.” He avoids eye contact and I see his neck turning red. 

“What? I ask again feigning innocence. “Grace” he says gesturing to me, mimicing braids coming from his own head and “the way you smell” he says. 

He bites his lip and I turn to look out the window. We’re already on the ferry. Wait I say and he just smiles. “I can’t stand driving he says” Then why take the car I say. He looks at the small space between us. “I like the car” and I turn to face him and finally his eyes meet mine. 

“Why do you like the car?” I say with a edge to my voice. 

“Any reason to be closer to you  My Grace” he says back in his trance like state. 

A pang of guilt hits me, I am forcing him to say things. I’m already using my power against the innocent, for my own benefit. I shake my head and say “thank you for sharing that Andras, I feel the same way” I break eye contact. 

And he’s back his natural energy returns and I ask him “how can I turn my siren powers off?” 

He stare’s at the steering wheel and wrings his hands. 

“There is a spell that can supress it for a short amount of time but now that you have claimed the power it will become you.” 

I nod because it seems like nowadays most things are out of my hands. 

“Will I learn to control it or is there a way to stop it from effecting certain people?”

“You will learn to control it My Grace, give yourself time. Also yes certain people can become immune to it. But it’s a very specific qualiffication for an individual he trails off sounding nervous.” 

“Okay, how?” I say. 

“True love.” he states after a moment. “A true love match will not be affected by a siren’s power. It’s part of the reason your mother wanted your powers to be delayed. She hoped you would find someone before Accession.”

“Well that’s a hell of a biological clock” I say under my breath. He takes my hand and kisses the back of it. “My Grace everything is as it should be.” 

I turn my head and try to suck the tears that have appeared in my eyes back. 

Why am I crying? I never saw myself having a family I’ve never even dated anyone. Why should I care? But his statement makes me all the more aware of my singleness. That my power will draw every man on earth but none of them wlll ever truly know me. Knowing that my mom dealt with this fear for me makes me more aware that she must have experienced it herself. 

I suck in a breath and shove the emotions back down if my life has taught me anything it’s how to fake it. I look down and see my hand is still in Andras’s as he caresses the back of my hand with his thumb.

We’re departing the ferry now and with a murmur under his breath we are parked outside the bar. 

“Please don’t come in” I say. “I need some space away from you.” I see the hurt in his eyes as he goes to protest. I shake my head. “Please Andras” and look up at him and he nods once back in a trance. 

I’m really milking these powers but all I want is a fun night, I want to feel like the hottest best version of my human self. I want to get attention and dance behind the bar and live a little and with Andras there as a hot but giant wet blanket shutting all vibes of cutting lose I trap him with my powers.

I take off my coat ini the car, it’s not raining and I want to make an entrance. I walk past Marc at the back entrance and his mouth is on the floor. I look into his eyes and say “leave me alone tonight,” then add “protect me if there’s danger but don’t approach me romantically” and he nods once. I check my phone a bit early again but I take the time to go to the kitchen and have them whip me up a grilled cheese if there’s one thing that will boost your ego it’s a group of line cooks. I drink a glass of water with my sandwich realizing I had a giant glass of wine and a smore today. I am a health queen I laugh to myself. I reply to a text from Frances about how things went after she left today I reply back with Fine, I got ready and now I’m at work. How’s your night going? 

I keep it surface level when it comes to the question about Andras. Technically he’s much older and is from a place more traditional and old fashioned. I don’t know how to talk to men, the only experience I have is from my high school days, the brief exploration of online dating that resulted in a girls night with Frances requesting dick picks from every man and ranking them on a scale of 1- 10. Then of course the bar and Marc… I did have a crush on him before my dad left. Just his constant presence on work nights and the little thoughtful things he does like bringing me coffee and flowers on Sundays when he comes to review the bars books with his mom. 

Usually just wild flowers from along his walk to her cottage from his house boat and a double espresso from the coffee shop on the water. Just him knowing that “hey on Sundays after working nights for 2 long days in a row she might enjoy something strong and to the point to help get her out of bed.”

That awareness of me and my needs has been comforting since dad left. 

I don’t let myself sink into those thoughts. I know it’s what had to happen. It’s what best for him. He’s getting the care he needs. It’s not forever. 

These are the mantras I have been repeating to myself for months. 

Reflecting on the chat from earlier today I’m not so sure, none of those mantras could be true but I’ll find out for sure in a couple weeks. 

I check the calendar hanging in the break room it’s November 9th and by birthday is on the 27th. 

18 days until my power transfer and 53 days until The Accession. 

I tuck my phone back into my tote and stuff my items in the locker. I grab my clean apron and turn to head out to the bar. I stop short. Marc is there he stretches an arm out to block my path down the narrow hallways that holds the staff lockers. 

“Grace” he says in a deep husky voice, so unlike him. “What the fuck is going on?” he demands. 

I take a step back not used to him or any man for that matter talking to me like that.
He inches closer, “are you fucking that guy?’ He says crassly, “you chose him over me” he shouts incrediously. 

That’s when I smell the alcohol on his breath, I’ve never seen Marc even take a sip of a drink, Andras’s words float back into my mind “magical beings can’t tolerate spirits like humans, it disconnects us from our power” 

“Marc” I say sweetly with a hint of fear in my voice, he doesn’t let me get another word out before he shoves me up against the wall hands groping my ass as he nuzzles into my neck 

“I should be the one” he says over and over again I try to push him back, try to make eye contact with him so maybe I can use my siren powers to put him in a trance.

“Get off” I say loudly with staggered breath I’m thrashing against him and that’s when I see the flames in less time than it takes to blink Andras has Marc by the neck choking him against the wall his hands to shoulders aflame his eyes red as coals he doesn’t say a word just stands there all 6’5” of him choking Marc with murderous scowl on his face. I look between them. Well fuck what do I do? 

“Andras” I sing in a melody that doesn’t even feel like it’s coming from me. “Andras enough” I continue. 

Immediately Marc drops to the concrete floor gasping. He’s barely conscious and Andras stands there still enflamed chest heavy fists shaking as he spits on Marc and turns to me. He doesn’t make eye contact just reaches his hand out and I take it. I feel myself spinning through the air. His hand still clutching mine. Suddenly I’m standing in my yard… I turn to him and he’s looking away shaking. 

“I told you!” he says angrily. “Never again,” he barks. “You will never leave my sight EVER again!” 

He’s still engulfed in flames voice like a god from below eyes still embers. 

He’s looking directly into my soul and nothing, he’s not calming down. My siren powers aren’t working. I realize that I am human in this moment and he is in his true form. Andras son of Balsalm King of The Dark Warlocks. 

Before I can think I’m running down the path to the beach not bothering to look behind me. I stumble over logs and run into the water docs and all and dive as far as I can getting as far away from him as I can. 

I feel it then my clothes dissipate my legs fuse and I swim deeper and deeper into the dark water. 

My powers aren’t gone I think to myself. They just don’t work on Andras. 

His words return to me “only a true love can be unaffected by your siren power” 
I stop. Every muscle in my body tightens. 

True Love. 
No, no way. It must be a fluke he’s lost in his anger and drunk on power right now he’s out of his mind that’s why my power isn’t working. 

We barely know each other. 
He’s only protective of me because I will be Queen. 
He’s a warrior it is in his instincts to protect. 

Right?

As I continue to swim further and further into the depths. I gain more and more strength. 
And get more and more frustrated. 
Yes I’m grateful for Andras for saving me I reflect, all of the times he has this week. But almost killing Marc turning into a raging monster acting like his word is law. 

I’m going to be his queen soon, how dare he treat me like this. I can never be out of his sight what the fuck is that? 

I’m fuming at the bottom of the sound.
I let out a sigh and look around and finally take in my surroundings. 

How many times did I crave this exact feeling and didn’t know it’s what I was missing. I think back to my early memories with mom swimming in this exact water, she was out here everyday she always said she was a mermaid in another life but as I look down admiring my scales I put my hand over my heart as I do when I want to talk to her. 

“Thank you” I say in my mind but also into the depths of the ocean. “Thank you for this power, thank you for your sacrifice. I will honor you as queen” I feel a current swirl around me and a slow but forceful rhythm moves me towards the shore. As I swim to the surface I realize whatever I said must have been heard. The waves are strong and almost excited? That sounds crazy but they crash against the shore at a quick pace like they’re dancing. 

I smile to myself, grateful for this sign from my mother. I look around and note that all the lights are off in my neighbors place. No boats would dare approach the coast with waves like these. 

This whole losing my clothes aspect of being a Siren is not my fave. I say a quick prayer that Andras is calm and at Eir’s cottage. I just want to be alone with my cat. I miss the simplicity of my life. 

I cover my bits and run for the trees that line the path to my cabin. 

I hear a cough, fuck I think

“My Grace” I hear and it’s Andras. Holding a towel up with his head turned, no flames in sight so I snatch it from him, wrap myself up and head up the path I don’t acknowledge him or even say thank you. 

I use my new long legs to take big strides. Into the house I slam the door. Lock it and close the blinds. 

Remmy looks at me like where the fuck have you been and follows me down the hall as I go into my room to search for sweatpants and my dads old hoodie. My comfort fit. 

I dry off and wrap my hair, remembering that I have my appt with Drea tomorrow. Well more like in a few hours. I check the clock and it’s 11:00 pm. Time seems to pass so quickly while I’m as siren. I pull on the sweats and hoodie and head back to the kitchen, I am in desperate need of boxed mac and cheese. As I approach the kitchen the smell of roses hits me, weird I think I haven’t put any perfume on since I left for work. I turn the corner and the kitchen is filled with roses. Hundreds of red roses, HUNDREDS all suspended by magic. As I shuffle into the kitchen they part like a red sea. Everwhere I look there they are. On the counter there is a note. 

My dearest Grace, 

I don’t expect you to forgive my actions but please try to understand. I have withheld my power for over 3 decades. Seeing that sad excuse of a man put his hands on you ignited a darkness I almost forgot I had. I never intended to make you feel unsafe. You have my word that I will never allow my anger to instill fear in you for as long as I exist. 

Andras 


Aight do I feel a little guilty for giving him the cold shoulder? Maybe. 
Am I going to swoon like some loser damsel in distress? No 
Do I understand why he did what he did? Yes 

Also “dearest” he’s laying it on a little too thick. 

I opt for a microwave quesadilla instead of mac and cheese less work. I zapp it for 45 seconds and head back to my room. Remmy and I nestle into my bed and I give her a bite she also loves quesadillas. I nibble away with a smile on my face. 

A room full of roses. 
A room full of magical roses and an apology IN WRITING. 

A tinder fuckboy could never. I laugh to myself, set the plate on my night stand acknowledging my crusty girl action and snuggle into bed. 

Tomorrow is going to be chill I tell my self. 

I wake up at 8 to Remmy pawing at my eyes, as if she’s checking I’m alive but also letting me know if I continue to sleep there will be a price to pay. 
I scoop her up and head to the kitchen. I have some time before my hair appointment so I decide to make myself some breakfast. I pour myself an iced coffee of course and check my fruit bowl. My avocado’s are perfect for avocado toast and my bananas are screaming to be used. 

I decide my day will consist of beauty treatments, a hike and baking banana bread. Hopefully Frances can come over for dinner and I’ll make our favorite vodka pasta with tons of parm. I send her a quick text 

“Hey doll pasta at my place tonight?”
I immediately see her little dots pop up 

“God yes” she replies 
“I’ll bring the wine and dessert. I’m working from the office so I’ll grab that chocolate cake we love.” 

I send back a million heart emoji’s

Sweet, plans are in motion. I pop some sour dough down into the toast and cut open my avocado. 

I slice it and apply it top it with maldon salt and some crumbled feta and transfer my plate and coffee to the bar side of the island. Remmy hops up the stool beside me and I give her a crumble of cheese. 

I eat in silence. I really needed this. Just normal day. 

I get up and get ready. 
Black leggings, black Sam Edelman boots since my docs are at the bottom of the sound. Black lulu jacket and a long tan puffer. I pop on a baseball cap and grab my favorite jolene bag also tan. 

I’m going for an effortless hot girl look. I always wear the stuff Frances gets me when I go into the city. She's the fashionista out of the two of us. She has my credit card on her apple pay and whenever she buys a trendy basic she makes sure I get one too. It’s like having a personal shopper and she knows I love it when we match. 

I’ve always thought of her as my twin, my true soul sister even though we couldn’t be more opposite physically.


I smile thinking of our plans later. When she hears about the roses she’s going to shit a brick. 

I grab my stanley cup from the cupboard and fill it with pebble ice and add two cans of diet coke to sip on at my appointment and head out to my car. I Want to catch the next Ferry to give me some extra time before my appointment. I figure I’ll peruse the skincare and gift section of the salon and pick up some stuff for my selfcare night maybe a little something for Frances. 

I pop into my car, I named her Ramona, and buckle in. That’s when I see Andras out of the corner of my eye, he’s on a run? I scoff, his run just happens to be past my house. I pretend not to see him blast my music Meg The Stallion Her and zoom by. Ignoring him altogether 

Yes the roses were sweet but that’s not enough for me. 

What am I even thinking about? Enough for what? An apology from a friend who saved me? 

Okay I’m being a brat. But today’s for me and I’ll figure all of this out tomorrow. 

I get to the ferry terminal and get my ticket. 

Next one’s not for 15 I move my seat back and grab my phone, I decide to scroll through tiktok, it’s been ages. I see a few women who had gotten out of their cars turning to watch something. 

I glance to what has their attention and it’s none other than Andras. Shirtless in tight athletic shorts running past the terminal. 

Aw fuck I say under my breath and duck down. He knows your car idiot. 

Then I hear a tap on the glass. I peek up and it’s him breathless and sweaty. 

With a coy smile on his face. 
I shake my head 

He motions for me to roll down the window, EVERYONE is staring. I click the button and he leans down arm on the roof of my car. 

“My Grace, where are you headed?” 
“Out” I say with has much sass as I can muster 
I stare into his eyes hoping that now that he’s not in his raging state I can have some sort of effect on him. We both just stare at each other. 

He seems to realize what’s happened. Clears his throat and says “My Grace I am sorry but I must address the situation at hand he points between us. Last night he says…” I hold my hand up. 

“Andras”I say, my voice quivering.” Can I please just have today? Just one last normal day? Where I’m just Grace, on my way to get a hair appointment. Please” I say.

He bites his lip and I can feel the heat coming from him, 

He’s holding back his magic I realize. 

He nods and says, he nods once opens his mouth like he’s going to say something and then. Turns and jogs back past the terminal and out of sight. 

Everyone’s eyes are on me. I grab my shades and put them on despite the clouds. 

He was so calm, so understanding. My heart is rushing blood through my body and to places I wish it wouldn’t. 

The smell of him still lingers and I grab my diet coke to cool off. Damn he is fine. 

There is no doubting my feelings for Andras any longer. 

I hear a honk behind me and realize my line is being ushered onto the ferry. 

I pull on reigniting the excitement inside me to have a fun chill day. 

I get back to my tiktok scroll and the ferry ride is over before I know it. 

I drive through the streets of Seattle on a high, I don’t know if it’s the promise of a fun girls day or the pheromones from Andras but I am feeling happier than i have in a long time. I pull up to the salon and valet my car. 

I head inside and take a deep breath the smell of hairspray and the sound of blowdryers fill my senses. I wave to the receptionist Tina and point to the gift section she nods understanding that I’m a bit early but noting that I’ve arrived she heads back to Drea’s chair to give her a heads up. 

I decide I want to make a little gift set for both Frances and I. I sniff every candle and settle on moss + rain, grab two sheet masks and a bottle of eucalyptus body oil for each of us. 

“Hey doll” I hear from behind me and turn to see Drea, her beautiful olive skin, green eyes and perfectly balayage shoulder length coils, she’s in a matching tan loose fitting set with a large gold cuff and brown flats. She’s done it again, she’s always so chic, part of the reason I always try to wear something halfway trendy when I come to see her. Her eyes are quizzical as she looks at me. “Something’s changed,” she said, gesturing to me. I forgot, “I got contacts” I say quickly with a laugh, I breeze by her and set the items on the counter for Tina to add to my tab. She smiles and Drea ushers me to her chair, I remove my jacket and that gets a low whistle from Drea. “Honey those” she points to my chest “aren’t contacts.” I laugh, “oh I started a new birth control and bam” I lie. She nods slowly then gives me a wink “whatever you say.” 

“It’s good to see you,” she says and squeezes my shoulders. I pull of my hat and smile at her in the mirror “it’s so good to see you” I beam back at her and she looks stunned. 
 
I blink shit I drop my gaze and she clears her throat. “Great so we’re going to do a take down and wash first. Then what are you thinking?” 

“I think I just want to get a trim and a deep condition and leave it out for a bit, I’ve been doing more swimming lately so just want to make sure I can keep it dry ya know.” She nods and smiles. 

I avoid eye contact and sip my diet coke. She’s a whizz and gets my box braids undone and I head over to the sink. My favorite part, the warm water is like a godsend as she scrubs my scalp with tea tree scented shampoo. She applies the deep conditioner and has be go sit under a dryer. She sets a heated blanket on my lap and hands me a glass of champagne with a coy smile. “Thank you” I say and she nods. “I’ll come grab you in 30 minutes.” 

I scroll through my phone and make a to do list in my notes app of things to grab from the whole foods around the corner before I get back on the ferry. Our island grocery store is more of a doritos and beef sticks kind of establishment. 

Before I know it Drea is back and takes me to sink to rinse and to the chair to style. 

I look at myself in the mirror eyes blue as can be and my hair… down to my waist… It must have grown 6 inches since the last time I was here. She’s looking at me with questions behind her eyes I say, “my aunt gave me some herbs to start taking for hair growth.” “They must really be working” she laughs and says ‘I’ll say” 

“So just the very ends right?”  I nod. She ads some layers and starts to diffuse. 45 minutes later and I’m in shock my 3c curls are CURLING. I still have length even with the shrinkage it’s right below my breasts. 

“Damn” we both say and laugh. The other women in the salon whispering and smiling. I grab my coat and head to the reception area where Tina is waiting with my items in two separate gift bags, for Frances she says? I nod, Frances set me up at this place a few months ago and often comes along with me. ?Thanks Tina” I say and hand her my credit card. I add a handsome tip because Drea went off and toss my cap in the bag. No way in hell I’m covering these curls up. 

“By ladies, Thanks again Drea.” She smiles and waves returning to her conversation with the other women waiting. 

I ask the valet if he can put the bags in my car and he agrees happily and I walk the couple blocks to Whole Foods, I grab a basket and decide to just load up now. I add my 4 fruits, 4 vegetables and 4 protein sources to my basket. I skip the flowers because I had my fill last night. Then head to the pasta aisle, I grab two jars of Rao’s pasta sauce and some fun shaped noodles. Last stop is the cheese section, I grab a hard age parmesan and head to the counter. I was so in my head I didn’t realize every man in my vicinity is staring. At me. Oh damn, I want to hide inside my coat but I take a deep breath and stand tall another tip from Oprah, don’t act weak they can sense it. 

I pick a checkout with a female employee and pop my headphones in as she hands me my reusable bag I provided from the depths of my bag. I sling it over my shoulder and head out the door. Cozy by Beyonce blaring through my airpods 

I turn the corner and there is Marc, he looks terrible. Dirty clothes, bags under his eyes and the energy coming off of him makes my stomach churn. 

“Hi” I say mustering up as much confidence as I can. “I have to catch the ferry” I mutter “dinner with your sister” I emphasize hoping mentioning that someone is waiting for me and it’s someone he respects will help keep his actions in check. 

He doesn’t say anything, just turns and watches me walk away I feel his eyes on me. I increase my pace and once I turn the corner I am RUNNING I don’t care if the jars break or if I look crazy. I get to the valet and he’s looking behind me ready to defend me and there’s no one. “I I saw someone I used to know I breathe out.” He nods probably thinking some ex boyfriend and requests my car over the walkie talkie a minute later Ramona is in front of me and I throw the grocery bag in the back and hop in locking the doors immediately. 

My breathing is ragged and inside I hear my heart screaming for Andras. 

Something is wrong with Marc, like his soul. 

I try to center myself. Just get home I say out loud, just get home. 

I drive to the ferry terminal and make it back just in time to catch one about to leave. 

I sigh with relief, the more distance I put between me and Marc. The more I talk myself down. 

He’s probably just still drunk, mad and upset with you for choosing Andras. 

I sit in silence. 

My mind is racing too much to add any other source of noise. 

We’ve arrived back at Bainbridge. I drive off the ferry happy to be back. I turn on some music trying to salvage my happy feelings from earlier. I turn the corner to my cabin. Doing some breathing exercises to reset my stress levels. Let it go I say and park in my driveway. 

I almost hope to see Andras waiting for me on the porch but he’s not. Disappointment creeps in but I remind myself I asked for space and a normal day. I plaster a smile on my face, fake it till you make it right and head up the steps arms full of groceries the selfcare kits and my empty stanley cup. I unlock the door and shuffle in settling everything on the floor inside as I remove my boots and coat. I move the giftbags to the coffee table then grab the groceries to go unload. 

I peak around the corner, look out into the yard. No Andras. 

I start putting away all of the food and decide I’m a little too shaken up to go out into the woods ALONE for a hike, and there’s no way I’m ruining my hair in all it’s glory before Frances can see it so a swim is out of the question. I decide to do some painting. I grab the new candle I bought and light it and set it on the island. My place is already clean, I’m a bit of a neat freak but it helps me feel in control. I check my phone. It's 3:00 pm so I have a few hours until Frances arrives. I change into a big tshirt and shorts and head upstairs to the studio. I turn on the lamps around the room and my playlist and once I focus on the canvas I’m breathless. 

It’s us I say, I stare at the deep dark swirls the exact colors of the deep ocean and my eyes and my eyes flit to the oranges and reds, the colors of Andras’s magic. 

I look down at my notepad to remember what this pieces name is and it’s Condescens I grab my phone to google it, it means Becoming in Latin. 

Huh, I say and notice in the middle of the painting the colors have combined to create almost a form, as soon as I see it I CANNOT UNSEE IF, it’s a baby like one of those medical pictures of a baby growing. 

I keep backing up stumbling, this painting named itself this piece was the first time I have ever lost full control. Is it an omen of the future. I sit on the floor in the fetal position hyperventilating. 

This was the last fucking straw to break a camels back. 

Is nothing in my life ever going to be my decision again, a mutant baby, the partner I choose, my job, my existence. I feel like a fucking feather in a tornado just being whipped through life. 

I stay there till darkness falls outside and I am basically comatose having released every once of stress through my veins I feel fried. 

I gather myself up and walk down the small stairs slamming them up and closing the memory of what I just saw up there with it. 

It’s 6:00 pm now I see on the oven as I walk into the kitchen. I grab the Tito’s out of my freezer and a small glass, I pour it straight and lean against the counter. I pour it back and slam it back onto the counter. 

I’m going to have a good night damnit. I go into my room and put on my skims body con black dress, it always makes me feel amazing, apply some of my rose perfume and go back to kitchen turning on a Lizzo playlist as I grab the ground chicken out of the fridge. I dice up garlic, onions and sautee them a bit before adding the meat. I’m swinging my hips and pouring myself another drink. Letting the stress of today and life really melt away. The meat to browned and I’m 4 shots deep. Frances won’t care, she’ll walk through that door and catch up. I look at the clock wondering what’s keeping her. I add the sauce and set it to low. I’ll make the noodles once she gets here. I peak out the window and of course it’s raining and pretty hard. 

I feed Remmy and decide to open a bottle of red, I set it on the counter to breathe when I hear a knock at the door. Come in a yell. Weird Frances has never knocked in her life. Another knock comes a bit more frantic. I walk over and peep through the hole. It’s Andras. I open the door a crack and he adverts his eyes. “My Grace I’m sorry to disturb you, I was at Eir’s cottage when Frances was transferred. Eir requested her help and called for her.” 

“She told me to let you know she wasn’t going to make dinner.” 

My shoulders drop in disappointment. Today isn’t turning out like I expected. Andras turns his back to me. 

“What I say you’re just going to leave.” 
I hear a grin on his face. “No My Grace, I would be happy to stay once you’re… decent”
I look down confused. It's just a… tight black body con dress with a low scoop no bra and hair thin straps. 

“Andras” sweetly I say knowing I’m playing with fire. “Do you like my hair./” He repeats “Once your decent My Grace.”
Leave it to him to have the will of a damn saint. “Fine” I say in an annoyed tone and turn to head down the hall, leaving the door cracked. 

Once I’m in my room I hear him close the front door and some shuffling which I assume is him taking off his boots. Fine apparently dresses aren’t allowed but.. I have decided to use my new looks to have some fun. Have the 4 shots hit me? Oh yes. I grab some gray shorts and a white tank, I pull them on with some gray wool socks and head to the kitchen ignoring his jaw on the floor. He’s sitting at the island with the bottle of wine in his hand when I walk in. “Are you hungry?”  I say in a soft voice. Immediately his eyes are embers. “Goddamnit Grace.” He growls. 

His hands are in fists and I can feel his magic pulsing to the service. 
“What I ask simply?” “Oh” I say “what do you think of my hair?” I turn tossing it over my shoulder.

I hear him intake a breath. “It’s perfect” he says in a calm controlled voice. 

I’m surprised and a little disappointed I turn and his eyes are closed! 
“Andras” I say and he just smiles eyes still closed. “I saw your hair and it looks perfect, now please my grace go put on a potato sack so I can open my eyes again.” 

I let out a laugh and then pout and move towards him reaching out to rub his forearm. Taking in all that is Andras, he’s in a black long sleeve with those two buttons at the throat, basically mens lingerie. And dark jeans. And his smell. 

“Grace” he says sternly, a very no funny business tone in his voice. I sigh and return to my room. 

Is it bad that his determination feels likes a challenge. I grab a pair of sweats and pull them on and grab the matching cropped hoodie both in baby pink, cute but covered I think to myself. 

I walk down the hall “Oh andras” I say and he leans back and watches me “better?” I say he stares directly at my mid drift he shakes his head with a laugh. “It’s better” he says wringing his hands. 

“Ok good,” I step back in the kitchen and pour two glasses of wine. He shakes his head. 

“No thank you” he says. 

“It’s one drink” I say. Definitely slurring my words. 

“My Grace, I cannot and will not lose my control around you. I made a promise.” 
and then a rose appears and he hands it to me

“You may” he gestures to the glass and uses air quotes “have one more normal day” 

Then he winks at me. 
Oh my god. He’s a babe, it’s official. Andras isn’t just a stoney old soul with warrior instincts. 
He’s a man. 

Just that thought brings a rush of blood to my face. 

He stands and heads over to the sauce, “may I” he asks reaching for the spoon. 

Andras is a man, in my kitchen, trying to help cook! 

I set my wine down. And grab my stanley cup. I fill it with ice and water and take a sip I need to cool off and stay in control. 

That’s the first time I have seen you drink anything other than coffee or alcohol he says in a playful tone. I nudge him with my elbow and he flashes me a smile. Like a stop your heart smile. 

I point, “do you cook?” I ask “Never” he says “things are more traditional in the magical realm.” He says “you’ll see.” 

Then it hits me, someday soon this won’t be home anymore. 

Not just this house but this world. 

“So where is the magical realm?” I ask 

He raises his hands in an all encompassing motion. Where there is light there is magic he says. Our realm exists as the human world does but it just can’t be seen on this plane. If that makes sense. 

He nods a contemplative look on his face. 

It’s like were in the human world and he points towards my bedroom and in there is the magical realm and the door is the transfer. 

They both coexist but the action is what changes the experience. By action I mean walking into the room or transferring into the realm. 

I nod. “So Eir and Frances transferred to the magical realm but they really aren’t far away.” He nod encouraging me to continue. 

“So why are you here?” I ask “why not just transfer to the magical realm and enjoy a normal warlock life.” He laughs. “My normal warlock life ended a long time ago my Grace.”

“If I were to be seen in the Magical World my father’s followers would be hounding me to find away to bring him back. Encouraging me to allow his horrific acts.” 

Plus he looks me up and down. And shakes his head. 

Did he just check me out. Like for real for real. 

I grab my wine again because… yolo. And if this is my last night of a normal life. I’m going to take it. 

“So this normal warlock life you led, did you have a girlfriend?” He looks at me in shock. “No of course not” he says. 

“What?” I say surprised by his harsh response. 

“My Grace in the magical realm things are traditional like, we wouldn’t ever be in this situation traditional.”
 
“What do you mean?” 

First off he points to the wine, then my exposed belly then him stirring the food. 

“Alone” he says. Making his point. 

“Ohhh I say, so there’s no dating in the magical realm?” 
“There’s courting he says,” in a lower register “you know, flowers, letters, walks.”

I look him up and down. 
Finish my wine and one gulp and shout 

“Andras ARE YOU COURTING ME?!”

He step back looks at me like where have you been 

“My Grace” he says like that’s the answer. 

I sputter and close my mouth. Even in my less than sober state I make sure to choose my words carefully.

“Is that allowed?” 

He looks at me and says “I thought so… but you tell me” with a smile. 

The wine mixed with his, his essence and these flirty messages I take a few steps back and he straightens. I hadn’t realized he had been leaning down to be closer to me. 

I say “Is it okay in the magical realm for a descendent to court another descendent” 

“My Grace” he says “ You tell ME”
“You will be queen. Of course I also mean I wouldn’t want to advance on you romantically without consent but on a larger scale the future of the order and what is and isn’t allowed is your choice.”

I take a deep breath and grab the glass of wine I had poured for him. 
I nod taking it all in. I feel his warmth like it’s getting stronger the more we communicate. 

“Okay… so why doesn’t my power work on you anymore. “
That’s when he blushes. I silently pride myself even in my current state I am asking the hard hitting questions. 

“Over these few days” he begins “I have grown rather fond of you, the respect I have for you was automatic, I noticed your beauty right away but it’s your strength and the quality of your character that draws me in. The other night when that piece of shit, touched you.” I bow my head and he immediately puts his finger beneath it the raise my head. “ You bow to no one, Don’t give him that power Grace. That night my magic overtook all measure of common sense” 

“I feel very… attached to you and I protect what’s mine with all of my being. 

Magic doesn’t necessarily view true love in the modern sense of the word it attaches to true devotion.”

“That’s why since that night your power hasn’t worked on me your power recognizes my true devotion to you and allows me to stay aware when you try to trance me out “he says playfully. 

Making this very serious heartfelt conversation feel more relaxed which I really appreciate. 

“Trance you out?” I ask faking innocence. “My Grace” Andras says “as soon as you figured it out you blinked up at me every chance you got.”

“Not that I minded” he says with a smile. 

I take a deeep breath. “So I think I’m good on the magical realm talk.” I say bluntly “the wine is hitting and I know I need food. Ready for your first cooking lesson?” He runs a hand through his hair and smiles. 

Just tell me what to do he says 
I instruct him on the absolute basic task of BOILING WATER and making boxed pasta. 

He stirs and looks confused by the amount of salt I add to the water. 

“Trust the process” I say. 

As the noodles boil I reach into the fridge for the parmesan. 

He goes to the cabinet and grabs a couple plates. 

I look at him surprised. 

“I noticed you at breakfast grab them out of there.” 

I tuck that sentence into my brain “I noticed you”
I go to drain the pasta and he immediately steps in I’ll do it he says murmurs and the water is gone. 
“I’ve never cooked like a human” he says 
I laugh and spoon a helping and a half onto his plate and a small serving for myself. “You need more than that My Grace.” And he scoops another heaping spoon of pasta onto my plate. 

We add the sauce and grate parmesan on both and head to the island.

He murmurs under his breath again and there a candle stick appears already lit. 

i smile at him and he shrugs. “Ambiance” he says simply. 

“Are you putting the moves on me Andras?” I say bluntly

He laughs “My Grace if I were to “put the moves on you” you would know and be consenting to such actions.” But of course tonight I am here to answer any questions you have and ensure you remain safe”  he nods to the glass of wine I refilled before dinner. “On your last normal night.”

I stare at him dumbstruck did he just admit that he had game AND included the word consent. 

I am in troubleeee. 

I dip my head and take a bite of pasta, mmmmm I moan and he clears his throat and adjusts in his seat. I look up at him with a smile and cover my mouth. “Do you like it?” I ask and he stares back at me “oh yes My Grace” without having touched the pasta. 

We sit there staring at each other with the handle flickering between us and it feels right? 

I have never felt so myself in my life. 

Even with Frances she’s known me through every hard time and almost every stage of life and with that comes the memories but also the remembrance can sometimes filter the way someone sees you today because they knew who you were. 

He stares at me and I see my future. 

Andras

I had to let her go, despite my instinct to protect her the sadness in her eyes and her plead for one last normal day broke something in me. 

I wouldn’t let myself protest, I RAN AWAY. I’m cursing myself on my run back, I force myself to exert this energy. 

She has made it through every day before you got here. 
She is her own person and deserves privacy
She isn’t a helpless lamb she is more powerful than you. 

I repeat these notions over and over in my head.

I get back to Eir’s cottage and she is seated at the table. 

I didn’t realize how much I missed her presence until now she smiles and motions for me to join her. I sit, “we have much to discuss” 

She shares how she has found Eugene and set him up in her home in the magical realm and called upon her younger sister to help him come to terms is how she phrases it. He has lost a sense of time and needs to be made aware that release is just a few days away. This seems to have settled his soul a bit along with a sedative herb tea that allows him to get some rest. 

She also has met with Airbek, she shared her observations and even opened her memories for him to see and they have decided that I am fit to lead. 

I shake my head, “thank you I say for your belief in me but she” I point toward Grace’s cottage. “Is what our world needs” tears well up in Eir’s eyes. “You love her” she says as though it’s like saying a rose is red. I nod. 

“Mayim would be so happy that it’s you.” I stare up at her in disbelief. 
“No I say she wouldn’t not with the blood that runs through my veins.” 

Eir pounds on the table. “You dear Andras are not Balsalm. You are not your blood. You are your soul and your soul is true. Treat yourself as such. “

I had never seen Eir angry but I sit back, yes Eir descendent of the daughter of life.  
Referring to her with her formal title was as much respect as I could give her. 

She settles back and says. “She is safe, she goes to a hair salon run my a witch named Drea. She’s a friend of the family and her salon is enchanted, so is her car, the ferry and the grocery store nearby.” She smiles. 

“She’s OUR Grace” she smiles.
I breathe a sigh of relief. 

Now she says “her training”

I sit up to attention. 
“She needs protection first of course how to cast a protection over a place Eliminare tenebris, eliminate darkness.  Also how to defend against an attack. Protego Essentia.

Then she sighs smiling, essentia was a descendent specific spell. It was as strong as a spell could get protecting the essence of the person being attacked. 

“I wish her mother was here”  she says in a sad tone. The waves crash outside and she nods. “Okay” she’s right back to it as if that was Mayim telling her to pull it together. “Then she must master Irridatio Anima, the illumination soul spell. That will be her most powerful spell with her fathers transfer.”

“Do you remember it?” She asks aware that it’s not one my kind performed often. “Yes” I reply. 
“Great then she will need to learn to call upon the water.” 

Liquidum protestas 

“This must be practiced in our realm.” 
Understanding how a newly empowered super descendent controlling bodies of water in the human world MIGHT attract attention I laugh. “Understood” I say and she smiles. 

“That should be plenty to keep you both busy with until her father is able to recover and help with her education.” 

“Frances tells me that she was going to go over and have dinner with Grace tonight. 
Something has come up for me in our realm that I will need Frances assistance with” I look at her and she winks. “Please let Grace know and insure her safety until we return” and with that and a flurry of colorful fabrics. Eir has transferred. 

I sit back that woman is worthy of sainthood. 
I smile thinking of having dinner with Grace. 
I decide to get cleaned up, I walk down the hall to get in the shower and notice someone in the yard. 

It’s Marc. I wait I know he is here to see me, in a moment he has transferred into the living room. And it takes everything in me not to kill him on the spot. 

“I lost control he says, I apologize Andras son of Balsalm.” My anger wells inside me. 

“Do not ever attempt to address me with respect, not using his name and not coming from you.” 

“Scutum fornication.” I spit at him a shield of fornication has been placed upon his power. 
He will never advance a woman without consent again. 

He bows and runs out the door feeling my energy boiling under my skin he’s obviously trying to avoid what happened last night. 

I walk out onto the porch needing to not feel contained within these walls. 
How I wish I could transfer and walk the halls of my own dwelling. 

This is the first time I have wished to return to the hallowed halls of my fathers castle. 
One day it will be mine and I will eradicate any evidence he ever existed within those stones. 

I’m puffing on the back porch and I catch a glimpse of the spot I found the coin the same place I had placed Grace after pulling her from the water. 

A key has been placed there, no longer believing in coincidences I pick it up and tuck it in my pocket. Another gift from Mayim I’m sure. I let my mind wander and take a few deep breaths. I head back into the cottage to get cleaned up. 

After a shower in the smallest bathroom known to man and a quick clean up spell to trim my beard and hair and I pull on a long sleeve and pair of jeans wondering if Grace would like it. 

She hasn’t mentioned the roses or the note. Tonight will be my final effort before Accession to make my feelings known. If she isn’t already aware it could be a sign of disinterest or she might not be in the right headspace for a romantic advancement. 

I sound like a damn general. How do men show their intentions without the structure of a courtship? I think to myself. 

This human realm is so messy. 

I will just have to explain my intentions, I’m not a man of mystery I want her to be aware of my attraction and make her decision. This feeling of the unknown is driving me mad. 

I check the time and it’s only 3:00 pm. I decide to go on a walk, clear my head. Maybe take a peek around the shops. I head out of the cottage and stroll down the street. I know what I’m truly doing. I want to see if Grace is back yet. I see her car in her driveway and decide to just go back to the cottage. Who am I fooling I don’t give a damn what’s in the shops. I straight to the kitchen. I haven’t eaten yet so I murmur under my breath and a steak and broccoli appear on a plate before me. I realize I ran 6 miles this morning on an empty stomach and apparently this is what my body was craving. 

I eat in silence. Acutely aware of how strange it felt to be alone. Before my stone age I was always at a table or in a dining hall enjoying meals with the other warriors or the staff of the castle. I never ate with my father unless it was a statesman dinner or something official. 

I don’t remember ever eating alone and the only presence I crave is Grace’s. 

It’s been 30 minutes, when’s an appropriate time for dinner. I assume 7. Okay just 3.5 more hours. I decide I should brush up on my spells and head to a bookshelf in the corner of the living room and find what I’m looking for almost right away Magus Lux, Magic of Light. When I was in training as a child this is what we started with, master the basics until you’re 16 and then you were allowed to practice Magus Tenebris, Dark Magic. My father started me at 10 being the son of Balsalm meant a root in dark magic. 
I continued to study the light in secret though knowing that if I was ever to be in the order I wouldn’t want to represent darkness. Dark magic does have a place it for light to exist there must be it’s equal and opposite force. 

I switch on the radio and it automatically starts playing something. It’s so crisp and clear I glance at the small screen and it says track 1. I’m not exactly sure how it’s playing but the deep voice of a man singing Take Me To Church stops me on my way to sit on the couch. 


“I’ll worship like a dog at the shrine of your lies
I’ll tell you my sins and you can sharpen your knife
Offer me that deathless death.” 

His lyrics embedd into my blood. 

Grace has no idea who I truly am, the sins I’ve committed and where my power comes from. But I would confess them all to her and more. 

I turn around and turn off the music acknowledging that this specific artist is a bit too intense for where I want to be. I sit and start reading. When I glance at the clock on the mantle it reads 6:55 pm. Which makes sense I have about 50 pages left in this hefty book. 

It felt good to submerge myself, even if it was just a few hours, in the magical world. 

My heart bear quickens as I pull on my boots and head out the door and over to Grace’s 

She opens the door and I feel my eyes flint down her body and I immediately focus on her face. “My Grace” I say, “Eir requested Frances presence in the magical realm. She asked me to come and let you know she wouldn’t make it to dinner.” 

I can see the disappointment in her eyes and withhold the urge to step forward and embrace her. 

“Today’s not turning out how I expected” she says and I turn not being able to keep my eyes on her face. 

“What are you leaving?” she says. 

I smile at the thought of her wanting me to stay “No My Grace, I would be happy to stay once you’re… decent” I say. A sweet voice says “Andras Do you like my hair?” I feel a hint of a flirtation in her voice and deduce she is trying to get me to turn around. “Once your decent My Grace” she releases a small huff and says Fine and I hear her footsteps leading away. 

She left the door cracked open so I take it as a sign to come in. I close the door behind me to ensure that Remmy isn’t able sneak out. I remove my boots and head to the kitchen. It smells amazing in here, she’s making something but I notice a candle on the island Moss + Rain it smells clean and earthy at the same time. I also notice an open bottle of wine. Frustration runs through my brain, I told her she can’t have this. I remind myself that this is her house, she is a grown woman and she requested one last normal day. I hear footsteps and then she’s in the kitchen I tried not to watch her approach I didn’t want to ogle her but “Goddamnnit Grace” I growl once I laid eyes on her I knew she was testing me. Her in the shorts shorts I had every seen and a see through tank top was printed on the back of my eye lids. 

“What?”  she says in her sweet gotchya voice what do you think of my hair? 

I take a deep breath and control my emotions “It’s perfect” I say which is the truth her natural curls suit her face so perfectly she is unreal. A true goddess come to life. 

“I saw your hair and it looks perfect,”  I say keeping my obsessive thoughts to myself. “now please my grace go put on a potato sack so I can open my eyes again.”

I feel her touch my forearm. Grace I say sternly 

She laughs at this and I hear her foot steps down the hall again. 

Did I open my eyes at the last second to see her pefect behind turn as she went into the room? Yes, I told myself I would stay in control while she was in my presence. The blood pumping through my veins is looking for any and every loophole to allow these inappropriate thoughts. 

A few minutes later steps approach again,” Andras better?” she says. I open my eyes and immediately see her bare waist my eyes travel down her body, at these her legs are covered. Back up to her face. And her breasts. “Better” I say deciding I can handle this. 

Plus she looks radiant in pink. 

I notice a glass next to the pan it’s a whiskey glass but I don’t smell it on her breath. Hmmm. The wine bottle is still full but I can tell she’s had something. It’s apparent in her magic it’s seperated from her almost like an aura. She doesn’t know I know and I attest to keeping it that way. I want her to be able to exist as she wants without my judgment. 

She grabs two glasses and pours wine into each othering me one. I almost take it but she licks her lips and I remember how I am barely maintaining my composure as it is. 

“No thank you” I say 

“It’s one drink” she says 

“My Grace, I cannot and will not lose my control around you. I made a promise.” 
and twist my wrist under the table to conjur a rose and hand it to her. A subtle reminder of my gesture the other night. 

“You may” I say gesturing to the glass I do air quotes “have one more normal day”

I wink for good measure and she blushes so deep. 

I want her to know I was listening this morning and that I won’t be upset if she indulges. 

I stand and head over to the stove needing to do something with my hands other than grab her exposed waist and pull her into my arms. 

“May I,” I ask as I grab for the spoon. 

I don’t want her to feel like she will ever serve me when we’re together. 

This night is going rather smoothly. 

She’s had a couple of sips of wine by now and I am happy to see her grab a water. 

“That’s the first time I have seen you drink anything other than coffee or alcohol” I say with a smile. 

She nudges me and I feel my magic bubbling to the surface from my excitement. 

She asks me if I cook and I’m honest “never” thinking of the meal I conjured earlier “the magical realm is more tradtional I explain you’ll see. 

With my last words I see her expression she looks lost. 


“So where is the magical realm?” She asks accepting my answer and explanation she asks for details about Eir and Frances current location. Then hits me with 

“So why are you here? Why not just transfer to the magical realm and enjoy a normal warlock life?”

I laugh. “My normal warlock life ended a long time ago Grace. I say to the point. I explain how my presence in the magical realm would wrec havoc.” I picture being there for a moment and then look to her and can’t help but admire her I shake my head trying to keep the thoughts at bay. 

“So this normal warlock life you led, did you have a girlfriend?”

I look at her stunned “No of course not he says.” say bluntly

“What?” She says with a surprised look on her face. 

“My Grace in the magical realm things are traditional like, we wouldn’t ever be in this situation traditional.”

What do you mean? 

First off I point to the wine, then my exposed belly then him stirring the food. 

“Alone” he says. Making my point. 

“Ohhh” she says, “so there’s no dating in the magical realm?” 
“There’s courting” I say, in a lower register “you know, flowers, letters, walks.” 
She looks at me gulps down her wine and shouts 

“Andras ARE YOU COURTING ME?!”

I take a step back surprised by her volume.

“My Grace” I say with a emphasis on the My. 

“Is that allowed?” She says 

I look at her pleased that she didn’t immediately turn down the idea  “I thought so… but you tell me” I say with a smile. 

“Is it okay in the magical realm for a descendent to court another descendent” she says 

“My Grace” I say “ You tell ME”
“You will be queen. Of course I also mean i wouldn’t want to advance on you romantically without consent but on a larger scale the future of the order and what is and isn’t allowed is your choice.”

She takes a deep breath and nods. 

“Okay… so why doesn’t my power work on you anymore?” She asks 
That’s when I blush I was hoping she hadn’t noticed. I take a deep breath and decide to share my emotions. 

“Over these few days he begins I have grown rather fond of you, the respect I have for you was automatic, I noticed your beauty right away but it’s your strength and the quality of your character that draws me in. The other night when that piece of shit, touched you.I see the shame flash in her eyes and she bows her head immediately I put my finger beneath her chin  the raise her head. You bow to no one, don’t give him that power Grace. That night my magic overtook all measure of common sense.”

“I feel very… attached to you and I protect what’s mine with all of my being.” 

“Magic doesn’t necessarily view true love in the modern sense of the word it attaches to true devotion.” 

“That’s why since that night your power hasn’t worked on me your power recognizes my true devotion to you and allows me to stay aware when you try to trance me out” I says playfully.

“Trance you out?” She asks acting innocent.  “My Grace, as soon as you figured it out you blinked up at me every chance you got.”

“Not that I minded” I say with a smile. 

She decides that enough magic talk and we continue cooking our meal she teaches me some basics and I show her the reason I never had to learn to cook. Magic. 

We sit down to eat and I can’t help but stare, she moans and my blood rushes to my manhood.

I stare at her and she does the same. No rush to look away no awkwardness. 

It feels like coming home. 


Grace. 

I break eye contact first nudging his knee, eat. I say and we enjoy our meal in silence. 

He waits for me to finish and then clears the plates. 

“I’m sorry there’s no dessert” I say with a bit of a slur. “Frances was going to bring it.” 

“What would you like?” he asks simply… 

“Mmm it’s this cherry chocolate cake it’s amazing from a bakery in the city.” 

I murmur under my breath and place my hand on the counter and a small cake appears on a gold plate.

“My Grace” he says as I approach in disbelief. The pasta water was one thing but this man just made me a cake in less time than an easy bake oven. I reach for him and it’s as if our bodies have been waitig for this, he embraces me snuggling me into his chest and he places a kiss on the top of my head. I rest against him truly taking it all in, his magic calls to mine, his scent is intoxicating his arms feel so strong and I realize how long it’s been since I felt precious. 

I sniffle and realize I’m crying. Great I think to myself but the water works just keep flowing but his embrace never waivers. He holds me as I release it all, the fact that this is my last normal day.

That the childhood I treasured was an illusion, that my parents have been through so much to get me to this point and that this man has just swooped in to hold me up. 

“Grace what can I do?” He says in a soft kind voice. He sets me on a chair and there’s a glass of water and a slice of cake in front of me, Remmy beside me on the stool and I hear water running in my tub down the hall. Suddenly there are hundreds of white candles a glow in the room and Hozier’s Take You To Church is playing from idk where. 

I look around in awe, too stunned to continue crying. 

He approaches me and rubs my back, “it’s alright dear Grace. The future holds so much for you. This may be your last normal day but it won’t be your last good one.” 

“Now no crying when there’s cake to eat.” He smiles and takes a bite himself. “You’ll have to tell me how I did.” I wipe my eyes and take a bite. Drunk me is in awe. “It’s perfect of course” I say shoveling it into my mouth. I point down the hall to the sound of the tub. 

What’s that for?

“You, it’s a siren thing he says being submerged in water helps ground you. I’ll be out here of course and take your time. When you’re done we can watch something” he nods to the tv. I grab him for a quick tight hug and kiss him on the cheek. “Thank you” I say. 

I turn and head down the hall before I enter the bathroom I say “Andras?” 

“Hmm” he responds

“You’re doing a great job courting me" I say with a smile and go into the bathroom and close the door. 

I remove my clothes and get into the tub once I’m submerged I feel my legs fuse together. 

Andras I call a bit surprised by my transformation. I hear his voice outside the bathroom door immediately. He’s literally waiting outside the door. 

“I I changed.” 

“Yes My Grace your magic knows when it’s safe to change, from my understanding it’s when your deep in the water or alone. One day when you are most confident in your abilities you will be able to do it on demand.” 

“Oh” I say admiring my golden and pearlescent scales. 

“Do you want to see?" I say. 

There’s a hesitation in his voice 

“I would be honored my Grace.” 

“Come in I say” after positioning my hair over my breasts

He opens the door and steps in closing it behind him. 

He turns and kneels,” Andras” I say in a what the hell kind of tone and he ignores me. He’s in awe, I suddently feel VERY exposed but I just stay very still. 

“You are the light of the sun embodied in a woman” he says and bows his head. 

“Thank you a say” softly he points to the door and I shake my head. Please stay. 

I don’t know if it’s the care he’s shown me or just the vulnerability I feel but I need him close. 

“Have you ever seen a siren in her form?” I ask 

He nods onces just once, “Mayim.” He says sadly. 

My eyes shoot to his as soon as he says her name. “You saw her?” I say with excitement tears beginning again. 

“What was she like?” I manage to get out betwen silent sobs. 

“Magnificent” he says, “she was beautiful of course but her beauty radiated out of her and hit you like a wave and left you feeling loved. She was strong and fiercly protective and when she harnessed the water it was truly the most amazing show of power I have ever seen.? 

“Her scales were blue by the way he says, the same color as your eyes.” 

That brings a smile to me face and I sink down further into the water and it carries my hair to the surface so my breasts are exposed I look towards Andras and he has already turned to face the door almost anticipating what might happen I breathe a sigh of relief. 

Andras I say, “is there a reason you are so hesitant to admire me physically?”
I see him run his hands through his hair. 

“My Grace there is a time and place for admiration. I am devoted to you and hope to earn the same from you but it must be earned.”

“All men will notice your beauty My Grace, but I want to learn your heart.” 

“The desires of the flesh are for marriage.” 

I shoot up. 

“Uh what?” I say

He nods, “the magical realm is traditional Grace.” 

Ughhh I release a long groan and that illicits a booming laugh from Andras. 

“I know right” he says and I start to laugh as well. 

“At least I know you’re not a monk” I say. 

“No My Grace, don’t give me so much credit. In your presence I am a mere man.” 

The tension in the air is palpable.

He clears his throat and stands to leave, “I will be right outside the door My grace. When you’re ready just release the water and the air against your skin will signal to your magic to change you back.”

“Thank you for allowing me in your presence” he says softly and then steps out of the room. Closing the door behind him. I grab a claw clip from the edge of the tub and twist my hair up and out of the water. Hoping to salvage Drea’s hard work. 

I rub my hands over my scales and start to sing 

My all time favorite shower song.

Lovely By Billie Eilish 

Isn’t it lovely, all alone 
Heart made of glass, my mind of stone
Tear me to pieces, skin to bone
Hello, Welcome home

I’ve sang this song a million times but hearing my siren voice sing this song it’s utterly haunting. 

I look around. 
I’m drunk alone in my bathtub singing depressing ass songs. 
While a goregous kind warlock is standing outside this door waiting to spend time with me. I lean foreward and unplug the tub. 

I watch as the water level decreases and my legs unfuse. 

“Amazing” I say and step out of the tub. I grab a towel from under the sink and dry off. 
I pump some vanilla body lotion into my hands and smear it on my legs arms and belly rubbing it in quickly. I wrap the towel around myself. I’m not someone who will put clothes I’ve already worn on after a bath. I open the door and Andras is there in his warrior stance and I suddenly feel very small he steps out of the way not looking at me and I head into my room leaving the door open a crack… he said he’s just a mere man right? Maybe he just needs some bread crumbs to follow. 

I pull on some cotton boyshorts and put on a fluffy robe. This is the level of comfort I need to be in. 

I walk down the hall past him and he looks as if he’s going to say something but stops. I am covered. I found a loophole. 

I head for the couch and grab the blanket off the back. I gesture for him to sit and we stand there waiting for the other one to sit, Me so I can snuggle into him he to be a gentleman. I sit first and he sits as far away as humanly possible. I sigh and scoot towards him and rest my head on his belly throwing the blanket over my lower half he’s so rigid. I look up at him. “Andras this is the human world. This is innocent I just want to snuggle a bit. This is how human women court” I smile at him. He shakes his head with a grin so big across his face. 

Got em I think to myself he rests his hand on the back of the couch refusing to touch me. 

One step at a time. 

I turn on the TV and start perusing netflix. ?Can we watch Gilmore Girls?” I say, of course he says. 

I hestate for a second excited that maybe he’s seen it before and I realize. That’s why he’s fine with it. He has no idea what he’s in for. 3 episodes later and we are agreeing to disagree he thinks Dean is a better match for Rory and everyone knows it’s Jess hands down. 
He doesn’t even read I rebuttal, he protects her and cares for her reading is irrelevant. Jess is trouble he says sounds like he was truly born in 1963, I just laugh he lets out a huff. So another episode I say and he nods sheepishly. I snuggle in again more on his chest this time and he rests his hand on my hip above the blanket of course. 

The next thing I know I wake up and I’m in my bed, my hands roam the side next to me. It’s empty. Had I really been wishing Andras was there?

I sit up and look down still in my robe and I notice it is tightly tied. 

Hmm. 

I open the door and creep down the hall to find Andras asleep sitting up on the coach. 

Was he a robot what the hell. I approach him and rub his shoulders. “Andras” I say softly He’s up at once looking around in a daze. 

“My Grace” he says with a bow and then a smile. 
“How are you feeling?” He asks?

“Very well thank you” I reply in this very formal tone he’s adopted. 
“How are you?” 
“Very well thank you.” 

He glances at the door. “I should be going. Uh um Eir asked me to begin your training today. It’s a bit early but it’s good to get spell wording down before the time comes to actually test them out. “

I nod. “Great” he says “I’ll be back in an hour.”

And he’s pulling on his boots and closing the door behind him. 

Okayy I say confused and go to make myself a coffee apparently I have some studying to do today. 

Andras 

Her breasts are in my mouth as I caress her hips she straddled across my lap, head back curls wild I feel her touch…

Andras. 

I open my eyes. I quickly survery my surrounding. Yes I’m on Graces couch I stayed last night after putting her to bed after our Gilrmore Girls marathon she must be awake… as I stand I am very aware that my legs are not the only part of my body standing I hunch forward a bit and try to rush through our good mornings and explain my plan for the day. I head for the door as soon as possible and close it quickly behind me. 

Fuck I say to myself. 

Hand behind my head I inhale. 
How could anyone magical or not be so alluring all the fucking time. 
Even just seeing her in that fuzzy robe and satin hat i had stuffed her curls into after noticing that seems like a requirement for her by the note on her bedside that was a reminder to herself satin cap!!!! 

Once I laid her in her bed she had shuffed a bit and the tie of her robe started to loosen I murmured under my breath and the edges closed and the tie tightened. I could have just used my magic to transfer her but having amy excuse to hold her I was going to take. I tucked her in and returned to the couch I sat there with the dopiest grin on my face and must have fallen into that hormone ridden dream. 

I let out a groan and went down her front porch steps and decided the cool morning air would do me well as I walked the couple blocks back to Eir’s cottage. I didn’t want to do anything but be in Grace’s cabin watching her do her morning routine but with the images of my dream still creeping to the front of my mind, I decided I would take back a bit of my control and give my emotions a bit of distance from Grace. 


Grace 

If i’m not mistake I may have accidentally seen Andras morning wood. I laugh as I stir my iced coffee, Remmy at my feet meowing her good mornings. Such a precious girl, I give her one of her favorite treats and decide to sit on my deck it’s a bit sunny out for a November morning so I head out in my fuzzy socks and robe. I pull out my phone as I take a seat and scroll through messages. 

I stop at one from Marc. “I need to talk to you” it says sent last night. 

I ignore it, how dare he act like I owe him a conversation. 

I scroll and see a message from Frances
“Hey doll miss you so sorry I missed dinner. I heard from a little birdy that Andras has feelings for you! Not surprised at all maybe he isn’t all rocks for brains. 

Mom said you start your magic training today. I am so proud of you! Can’t wait to hear all the deets. I should be back in the human realm tomorrow so let’s have a lazy day.” 17 heart emoji’s 

I smile, a little birdy aka Eir. It warms my heart knowing that Andras has mentioned to someone his interest. Especially someone I see as a mother figure. Didn’t she say she needed Frances help last night suddenly, it clicks. Eir is playing wing woman. This makes me laugh out loud. 

I stare down at my empty glass deciding an ounce of two of water couldn’t hurt and head back into the kitchen. I fill a glass and see a shape outside the front window. I duck and crawl behind the island. I don’t know why but my first instinct was to hide. I hear a pounding on the door and I immediately get the sense that my nerves know what’s best in this moment. The back door is open but the screen is closed. 

For fucks sake I think to myself. I peer around the island and the shadow is gone 

Now my mind screams I jump and body slam the door locking it immediately 

Right as I see a blur on the porch. 

Was I too late? I stumble back looking around the kitchen for a weapon. 

I grab the bat I keep behind the door and back myself into the mudroom. God bless oprah the self defense episode has been saving my ass left and right. No windows one entrance and I’m armed. 

Siri call 911 I say phone in my pocket. 

911 what is your emergency 
Possible home intruder 111 maple way I am armed with a bat but have no way out. 

Yes ma’m someone is on their way I will stay on the line with you. 

Pounding on the door increases and I see eyes peering through the glass. I duck down to avoid eye contact and say a little prayer. 

I see swirling red and blue on the walls of the kitchen 
Damn that was fast 

Ms. Williams this is the police we have the house surrounded stay where you are. Seconds later Andras is in the mudroom, what’s wrong he scans me. 

Someone tried to break in, his eyes turn to embers and he’s gone. 

Well wtf why didn’t he take me with him?!
A few moments later hear the door lock being picked and panic sets in. I have a weapon I scream Ma’m this is officer markson We have done a thorough search and the suspect has left the premises. 

I take a deep breath and step out of the mudroom to meet them in the kitchen. 

Please explain what happened says the officer and I recap the last 20 minutes he nods. Can you describe the suspect I hold my hand up, dark hoodie hunched over bright eyes I say. I tried to hide as soon as I noticed him. 

You have good instincts ma’am but terrible locks. Do you live alone? I nod. I’ll leave this card a local security system team they can install some window alarms and stronger locks to help you sleep a bit better at night. Is there someone I can call to come to stay with you as we continue to look for the suspect. Um ya…I say blankly and I hear Andras’s voice “I will Officer. “The policeman looks up at Andras. “I’m Andras her boyfriend I was out on a run and noticed the sirens.” The officer nods. “I will give you a call Ms. Williams if we have any updates we suspect it was a prowler just looking for valuables but please let me know if you think of anyone who maybe has ill will towards you or him” he points. 

Andras and I both nod as the swarm of officers that had descended on my home trickle back to their squad cars. Andras immediately embraces me as soon as the last officer leaves. I drop the bat and let him. 

Holy Shit, can’t a girl just chill god damn. 

“I’m sorry my Grace for leaving you.” 

“It’s fine it’s not your fault. I just never thought something like this would happen especially here.”

He points to the bat, “good girl” he says bluntly. 

“You are protected, My Grace, from dark magic to someone from my realm this place is a fortress but as for human intruders this place could use an update.” He grabs the card from the counter and nods. “I’ll take care of it.” 

I fake a smile and head to my room, it feels like my safe haven. I immediately crawl into bed and cover my head with a blanket. I feel the mattress dip beneath me and Andras is in my BED. on top of the covers, shoes still on, like a heathen, but still in my bed and he has an arm open like an invitation I immediately snuggle into him. Breathing deeply my heart slows and I unclench my jar. 

I was going to have our focus be the fun part today, learning to control water but it seems as though defensive spells should be the priority. He murmurs and suddenly a large old book is in this left hand the thing is the size of an enclyopedia and his giant hand makes it look like a readers digest. I groan. 

“My Grace I will not allow another day to pass without you being able to defend yourself,” I open my mouth to protest, “WITHOUT a physical altercation.” He finishes. 

“Is someone out to get us?” I blurt out. Not even looking into his eyes. 

He takes a deep breath. 
“It was Marc my Grace.” 

I shake my head. 
“Yes” he says sternly “I see his magic trail all around this cabin.” 

“He came to Eir’s cottage. To apologize” he says with an infliction of anger.
I may have cursed him, just a little he says. 

“You what?” I sit up turning to look at him. 

“My Grace” he says looking at me like I’m not the bad guy
“He’s my friend” I say

He is enraged 
Ah fuck. 

He’s out of bed now eyes a glow 
“A friend does force themselves upon a woman” he growls 

“You didn’t have to curse him” I scream back 

I can feel his magic it’s like a forcefield around him. 

“My Grace” he says calmly “for the good of all women and your future realm a man of his caliber must be punished. It is my role to protect, he is unharmed. I simply performed a defensive spell that prevents him from being able to advance a woman without consent.”

I huff, why is he so calm? I was ready to fight about this, 
“Oh” I say. Kind of at a loss. “I didn’t realize” he points to the book, “how about we begin the lesson and I can share some of the other defensive spells that will be at your disposal.” I nod and climb back into my bed looking at him. He grabs a chair from my desk and pulls it up to the bed. 

I look at the empty spot next to me and he glumly says “it must be earned” 
He opens the books and scans the page before looking up at me. 

“My apologies My Grace, I did not mean to upset you or keep my actions a secret.” 

“It’s alright” I say, “thank you for your protection.” 

“But why would he be so angry, why is he so unlike himself?” 

“I am unsure, I believe he may be abusing spirits or it is possible he has been influenced by dark magic. I intend to bring it to Eir’s attention upon her return. He is her son and she is our elder she will know what’s best.” 

I nod and sigh “okay teach” I say with a smile, “let’s get into it.” He swallows hard and nods. 

Hours pass and who knew learning magic meant sitting around listening to someone talk. Even if that someone was Andras. 

We go through the basics. 
How to acknowledge within
How to know your type of power 
And the rules of the magical realm. 

All quite boring. 

I’m losing steam and he can tell I’m currently laying on the floor with my legs against the wall having needed to change positions 5 times to stay awake. 

“Andras, when is this lesson over,”

He’s been reading from this book and elaborating whenever I asked questions without a single complaint or even adjustment. 

He nods and closes the book, “we can take a break and return to this lesson this evening.” It’s 1:00 pm now and I am feeling restless. 

“I want to do something” I say he raises his eye brows. “Like?” He says. “We could go on a hike," I say. He shakes his head. “Into town for lunch?”. Another shake of the head. “We could leave the house?” he shakes his head. 

“Andras”… I say getting frustrated “My Grace he says with less patience. This is a new beginning, it requires a higher level of dedication and patience. Your understanding of this material and your role in the future of our realm is essential.”

He get’s up and starts pacing. “If something had happened to you today.” 

“But it didn’t I say”
“But it COULD have.”
“You are the future. I cannot lead.” 

“Why, why is it me?”
“What happens if neither of us can lead.”

“When Accession happens without a descendent available to lead it restarts the terms for existing descendents. Almost as if our world goes back in time.” 

“So you and I will cease to exist. As well as Frances, Marc and Airbek’s children.” 

“Our fathers, Airbek and Eir will return to their early days on the order. 

Your mother will not. The line of Siren’s will have ended. 

And it will be up to your father, Airbek and Eir to stop my father’s reign. 

The sirens will not exist Grace.” He says his eyes filled with sorrow. 

“Are you fucking kidding?!” me I say. 
Outraged. “So you’re saying if I don’t exist the line of siren’s is gone?”

“If you don’t Ascend Grace. If you are not a full blood descendent by the time of the Accession THEN you and I are gone.’

“What about you?!” I ask “you were supposed to be it all along.” 

“I cannot.” He says. 

“WHY?! It is law if one of the descendents is off a higher line of power they will automatically reign.”


“Who says?” I yell. 
“It is law.” Andras replies calmly. 

I am fuming. Suddenly a dark blue light flashes through the room I feel as if I have been opened. Like I was hit by lightening and the floor beneath me is shaking and then I feel nothing beneath me at all. The wind and the rain are beating down on me. 

Omnes Potenes I hear the words whipping around me 

I feel as though I am among the clouds, I try to look around but all I see is this blinding blue light. 

I close my eyes trying to make it all end and slowly I feel myself descending I feel the grass beneath my feel and I open my eyes. I am in a field. 

Dark field I whip my head around searching for Andras. He’s gone I start to panic and I hear. 

“my Grace” from behind me and it’s Eir. 

She bows “Omnes Potentes” she says 
“Eir what, what happened?”

“You called upon your magic you transferred your fathers magic he is weak but alive. “

“What what did you just call me?” 
“You My Grace are Omnes Potentes, the all powerful.”
She bows again. 

I grasp my chest holding back my scream. 

“You are in the magical realm. You are safe.” 
“Andras” I say 

“He’s alright she says he will have to stay in the human realm for awhile longer.” 
I nod I look around and she gestures towards a cluster of trees. 

“Would you like to see your father?”
I start taking steps towards her she goes to grab my arm and resists I look at her strangely. 

She bows again and I realize that this must be some sign of respect. 
“Auntie Eir” I say quickly “it’s me I’m just me” and she looks at me with pride in her eyes. 

“My Grace, I have been waiting for this day since I saw the life leave your mothers eyes. You are everything she knew you would become. But you are not just you anymore.” 

My eyes mist up, I have no idea what’s going on but after the crazy shit I just went through I’ll take her word for it and take another step. 

As we approach the bank of trees I notice her looking around as if on guard. She shoots me a reassuring smile. “Right this way My Grace.” We start watching through a ravine with roots and rocks around us. She gestures for me to walk behind a giant boulder. I hesitate for a second and step forward, I feel a gust of warmth and a swirl of cinnamon and vanilla hits me. As we walk past the boulder she murmurs under her breath and the boulder rolls the entrance closed. 

She wipes he hands and walks past me as if us walking into essentially a hidden underground cottage was normal AF. 

I point at the boulder “Uh can I get a few more details?” 

She nods. 

“It had been many years since I had returned to the magical realm. Airbek is our current reigning king as you know but there has be a resurgence of Dark Magic supporters. That is why I called Frances here our family home here in this realm has lost it’s protection, we’re not sure if it’s because of time or if it was tampered with so we created this… hide out” she says. 

“Your father was spotted and has created quite the stir of course. We wanted to create a safe space for the transfer to occur. But My Grace, it has already happened” she said with a hint of glee. 

So I point to the air and say “the blindy light and floating situation?”
I hear Frances laugh from around the corner. She sees me and bows. 

“What in the actual fuck is going on?” 
“Since when did we stop hugging?!” 
Frances looks up with a smile and says “My Grace.” With a smirk

Eir raises a hand as if to signal Frances to stop egging me on 

For the time being “My Grace, we are not able to make physical contact with you. 
Your powers are too new and too close to the surface.” 

I nod as if that makes any sense at all. 

I point to the back room, “is he in there” 

They exchange a look and nod
“Just so you’re aware he is quite weak, he may not resemble the man you saw a few months ago but he is alive.” 

I heed her warning and take long steps into the back of the living area I pull a curtain to the side and there, the mere bones of, the man I call my father his eyes are glistening and he has his signature grin. 

“My grace” he says and I go to hug him and he jerks away. 
“Right” I say with a small smile 
“Dad are you okay?” 

“Never better” he says like he used to when he got home from work each night. 
“I’m sorry my darling girl for keeping this all a secret, your mother, My sweet Mayim.” 

I nod knowing that he had no choice. 
“Don’t apologize, thank you for protecting me and your sacrifices.” 

His eyes well with tears and I bow to him. 

“You bow to no one” He inhales deeply and closes his eyes, 

I lunge forward and Eir intercepts. 

“No! My grace don’t touch him!”

I look at her with wild eyes. 

“I know but you cannot!”
She checks his pulse 
“He is alive.” 
That’s all she says 

“He is exhausted this is the first moment in almost 30 years he has not been doing the unthinkable. We should let the old man rest.”

My mind and body are running through a million emotions Frances and Eir both take a step back to give me the space I apparently need. I point to the chair and look at Eir 

She nods
“Alright at least I can touch inanimate objects.” I sit and put my head in my hands. 

“So, what happened?”

“I was going to ask you” says Eir. 

“I was in my room Andras was ragging on me about needing to be more focused and explained how if I don’t get my shit together time apparently rewinds, we die I point to Frances and the siren legacy ceases to exist.’

“I just couldn’t take it anymore I lost my temper and the next thing I know this bright blue light surrounded me and I was in the clouds someone was whispering something and then I wound up here in a empty field.”

Frances busts out laughing, “sounds like a bad trip.” 
I shake my head, “if only”
And we all share a chuckle. 

“How did you guys know where to find me?”

“The whisper you heard was me I opened the channel to bring you here. 
I saw the light and knew”

“You saw it? I was in the human world” and they both nodded. 

“Sooo… the humans will think it was a comet or something. 
The magical realm… they know you’ve arrived.” 

“How? the light?” I say

“It’s a very specific spell My Grace….”

“Okayyyy can we skip the ‘keep shit from Grace stage’ and just lay it all on the table?
I’m underground in a different realm by father is a mini version of his formal self and yall are acting weird as hell.”

Frances clears her throat “aight so the spell is Omnes Potentes and it hasn’t been done in like 2000 years it is said to be the spell that God used to create Deus, the god of the magical realm who had a bunch kids with different powers and they were the original order. That’s why the descendent thing is so important. People around here believe you are to be the next Deus because of the garbage Balsalm pulled and the half blood other descendents your supposedly going to reset the order and your future children will be the new order and from there the descendent things lives on.”

I sit back in my chair pretty sure I’m going to throw up. 

I extend my neck out looking at Frances. Like be for real right now, she nods and wrings her hands. 

So yeah just a wee bit of pressure love. 

“Cool cool cool” I say my mind is RACING. 
“Can I get a drink?”

Eir hands me a glass of water and I look at her like this is a joke. 
Frances hands me a mug, “it’s our realms version of alcohol cuz ya know no more human booze.” I nod and the liquid is thick and tastes like black licorice but it burns like tequila so I’ll take it. 

I exhale trying to use the breathing techniques I learned from the one yoga class Frances managed to drag me too. 

“Mkay so I’m guessing by the fact that we’re in a hole underground that the magical realm isn’t too happy about my new found powers.”

“Most of us are excited about it, but for the time being until Accession occurs we will need to keep you safe.”

“So why can’t Andras come back?” I say bluntly. 

“What did he do?” 
Eir looks worried and Frances sighs and says “he fucked up hun,

In his early Warrior days he was surrounded by dark magic he didn’t have google to get updates on the rest of the realm. His father Balsalm had him and a group of his followers…” she stops and Eir looks at her like it’s too late now.

“He had them kill other magical beings, Airbek’s line they’re shape shifters humans call them werewolves. He told them that it was their line or Airbek’s that would survive and rule the realm. 

And not like 1 or 2 hun. Like thousands.”

“Excuse me?”
“Yeah” she nods, “he obviously didn’t kill everyone on his own but he led the army.”

I am in shock, sweet Andras, watcher of Gilmore Girls is a murderer. 

I swallow, then swallow again. Feeling like I can’t get a breath of air. 

“Your father seeked him out, told him of Balsalms atrocities towards innocent human women and it’s as if a switch flipped he realized that his father had created the idealogy that it was the Airbek’s or the Balsalms but that he truly placed no value on a life other than his own.” 

“He immediately tried to stop the army, ya know leading them to the wrong targets, meeting with Airbek’s officials in secret to tell them of Balsalms plans really trying to blow it all up from the inside but of course Balsalm figured it out he knew it was your father who told him of the innocent sacfrifices and that’s why he cursed your Mother’s womb and that’s why Andras was send to Marmor Inferna in hopes that the torture would like reset his evil and when he finally returned he would be ready to lead dark magic into power.”

She says all this with a huff at the end as if just explaining the newest scifi book she read. 

“His sou”l I say softly and look at Eir. 
“His soul is scarred my dear but light lives within it.” 
“He was led astray from a very young age.” 

“Airbek and I have decided he can live amongst our realm. His position on the order is lost since you” she points. At the sky like ya know since you got zapped. 

“Wheeew” I let out a long breath. 

“Did they know” I ask and they both nod knowing exactly what I’m asking with just those few words. 

My parents knew, they knew I would be the all powerful. 
“But if my mothers womb was cursed how did I still become all powerful.” 

“It’s hard to know exactly” says Eir “but from the stories of our kind. Deus was created within a void with the light of the sun and the water in the human realm. Our people suspect the dark magic that cursed the womb represents the void and the water your mother and the light your father. 

“Wow” I say what do you say to any of this. I have no out. 

“What’s next?”

“We prepare you for the Accession.” 

“We get Andras here somehow to help protect you.” 

“We nurse your father back to health.” 

“And we give YOUR people the knowledge that you have truly arrived.” 

“What about Marc?” I blurt out. 
A fog goes over Eir’s eyes. 
“He’s been tainted my dear.” 

“The dark magic called to him and that’s why he seems unlike himself. I tried to protect him but it is up to him to find the light.” 

I swallow. Andras was right, damnit. 

“Okay well let’s get started.” 


Andras

I can’t believe I almost lost her. The image of her crouched with a bat with fear in her eyes reminded me of how fragile she truly is. 

I’m reflecting as I read her the laws of magic. Very aware that she is losing interest. I had to leave I had to find the being responsible for putting my grace in this position. I think to myself 
still distracted by the events of this morning. 

I had Transfered to the sky above her cottage peering through the clouds andsaw his trail of magic, his light purple energy was visible. He been roaming the grounds of Grace’s home. 

Waiting for her. Waiting for me to leave. 

I see that the strongest energy is deep in the woods on the other side of the island deep within the Hoh Rainforest. 

I had returned here to speak with the officers and comfort Grace. All the while my rage has been boiling. He’s bee tainted. I can smell it in the air, the rank smell of dark magic has been growing stronger these last couple days. 

I zone back into the text and hear Grace whining asking when we can be done. My patience snaps “This is important.” I’m snapping at her, accusing her of not taking her training seriously. Then suddenly I’m yelling I’m reciting every awful things that could happen. Not holding back my emotions or how her role is essential in EVERY way. To us even existing to the erasure of the sirens to the time reset. And she’s taking it she absorbing every word and as I pause to breath she let’s me have it. She is screaming back 


“What about you?!” she belts “you were supposed to be it all along!” 

“I cannot.” He says sternly.  

“WHY?!” She’s enraged and it’s my fault. 

“It is law if one of the descendents is off a higher line of power they will automatically reign.”


“Who says?” she continues to yell
“It is law.” Andras replies. 

And then I see it the flash of light blue behind her eyes and then it’s like crack of lightening across  the room. 

No I say this can’t be happening she’s gone. 

No I yell but it’s too late. 

Grace’s magic, it’s arrived. 

I know that Eir is aware that beam of light has crossed every Realm. 

The Omnes Potentes has arrived. I just wish I had helped prepare her more. 

I begin pacing. 

I can’t return but she’s not safe in this realm. I conjure a message to Eir. 
“She’s arrived. Marc has been tainted he has been hunting her. Si vis pacem para bellum. If you want peace, prepare for war” 

I leave her with this message because somewhere on this earth her arrival has reached Balsalm. 

I begin scoring through the texts hoping to find a spell that will will eliminate dark magic from the spirit of a halfling. Dark magic is tricky because if the individual is choosing the dark side it will not release you.

You have to want the light or the dark will consume you. 

That’s why all those years ago being in the presence of Mayim, feeling her energy feeling what love could be. It sparked the light within me. Seeing her and Eugene showed me that love truly existed in this world. In our line no such thing was ever spoken of. Women were for breeding and the enjoyment of men. There was no respect or connection to them at all. My own mother was selected because of her strong blood line not a single human had ever been mated with. That is all and when I was born, she was killed. 

It was our way in the kingdom, my fathers way. 
If a soldier showed an ounce of admiration for a woman she was killed. 

The traditional skew I painted of the magical realm for Grace was true but not for the Dark Warlocks and not the for warriors. My chest ached. Knowing I had withheld my past discretions. Telling her I never had a girlfriend was correct though, but of course I had laid with women. As a warrior is was forced. We needed more warriors we needed to breed as many as possible. It was our duty, the men in my battalion enjoyed this too much it was disgusting. Memories of them defiling women and cheering each other on. 

I had laid with a handful of women opting to stick with a few of the same ones, all that shared my beliefs. That I would not produce an heir, it protected us both. Them from being cast aside after birth and me from being exiled by my father for being weak. He would always remind me that women were a pleasure for men and nothing else and any man who didn’t partake was not a warrior. So I did, I always tried to be kind to them, I never released my seed and I never spoke of my encounters. 

The interactions felt forced. When I awoke from marmor inferna I felt reborn. I wanted to let my past die and return as the man I had always wanted to be. A man like Eugene worthy of the love and devotion of a woman, a strong partner who I respected and honored in public and private.

Now Grace was in the magical realm and she would learn the truth, I had waited too long. My actions as a caring protector would be forever tarnished when she learned the truth. 

There’s nothing I can do. She will learn of the women and the wars. 

I slam my hand down on the table and it disenigrates, saw dust is everywhere. 

I hear a voice behind me 

Andras a hiss from behind me, it’s Marc and I can feel his energy. It’s changed, something about it is familiar. Coercere Sanguis he hisses, contain the blood, he was withholding my power. He’s not strong enough to do that he’s a halfling, then I realize why his magic feels familiar. He has been marked by my fathers magic. 

I feel the energy drain from my body. Suddenly dark hooded figures transfer into the house and I am being snatched into a new location I don’t know if it’s the magical or human realm but I do know that the arrival of Omnes Potentes has reignited the past I had tried so hard to forget. 

I awaken in total darkness unsure of if I have even opened my eyes the black has consumed my senses. My hands and feet are bound but I can smell it. The sulfuric rankness of dark magic, 

I try to turn my body but I feel so weak, I try to call upon my magic and nothing I feel as empty of magic as this room is of light. 

I know in the depths of my blood that my father has returned. 
I am a prisoner. 

Grace will be next. 


Grace

Eir looks worried she is transfixed over a blank document eyes searching. 

France looks at me and says, “magical beings form of security cameras”

“Andras was taken” she forces out as if all the air in the room was sucked out. 

I lunge forward Eir and Frances stumble back I look at the document and it’s like a tablet and we see Marc and then Andras is on his knees and in a whirl of black the cottage is empty. 

I look at Frances and Eir and we’re all coming to the same awareness. 
Balsalm. 

“I must tell the king” Eir says and hands me a scroll, if anyone comes for you use this spell. She says shaking as she releases it. I must go and she disappears. 

I look at Frances and we are both in a stage of what the fuck and why us. 

Show me every entrance I command. 
She looks at me for a moment and bows. 

As we approach a small tunnel in the back behind a cabinet sort of a if shit hits the the fan back door. 

Words are tumbling out of my mouth, in a language I have never spoken in my life. 

“Concustodio Ut opus” I know that it means Defend As Needed. 

Frances leads me back to the boulder
These are the only two ways in or out. 

I repeat the spell. 

Once I finish I place my hand on the wall of the living space and feel the magic within the earth 
Haeream 

Frances is watching me in awe. 
We both don’t know what or how I am doing what I’m doing. 

But I know I have just enchanted the earth surrounding us. 

It will be safe here. I glance at my father. 

“No” she says reading my mind 

“You can’t leave Grace, you have had your powers for like 20 minutes!”

A wave of anger comes over me unlike anything I have ever experienced. 
Frances looks at me with hurt in her eyes and bows her head. 
She must sense that something has changed within me. 
I place a hand to my chest and breath in and I’m back in the meadow. 

My eyes adjust to the darkness. 
I feel lost and incontrol at the same time

My power knows what to do and my mind is just along for the ride. 

I stoop down to the earth placing my hands into the soul 

tempus est nunc veni
The time is now, I have arrived. 

Suddenly the meadow begins to flood water is creeping up my legs. In the distance I hear them. The sirens heard me. 

Balsalm has returned I release the thought into the water. Somehow knowing it will get to them. 

Your Grace, I hear behind me and there stands King Airbeck. 

I nod once, I feel calm and aware of his presence like seeing an old friend. 

He bows deeply. 

I wait as he returns to standing he gestures to the flooded meadow 
They are aware I say. 

I need an army I say sternly in a voice I have never heard so strong and forceful. 

He bows and extends a hand. I place my palm upon his and when I open my eyes I am on a balcony overlooking a forest I turn and he is already walking through the door. This is the Airbeck Castle. We rush through corridors each one with a security check point. I had been wondering why we didn’t just transfer to where we needed to go but it must be part of the protection surrounding the army. 

Finally we reach a room the door is iron and Airbek waves his hand and it opens. 

Within it are 500 creatures, unlike anything I had ever seen. All made of iron. 

Ferrum Agmen, he says and with a dark green light so subtle I barely notice the statues come to life. 
Airbeck bows to me and I face the army as they in one fail swoop drop a knee and bow their heads in a show of solidarity and respect. 

invenire tenebras sanguine meo as, I demand
Find the darkness, where the blood is mine. 

Airbek I say, send one of these soldiers to defend Frances and my father. 

Eir I say into my palm and she is before me. 

“What has he done to him,” I demand. 

She bows “My grace he has been stripped of his magic, I assume he is still alive” she trails off. 
“Balsalm is still in Altum abyssus inanisa”

“The sirens have confirmed but he has awakened.” 
“The spell holding him needs Andras’s blood to be shed by the magic of Balsalm to release him, but” she says with hope “the blood must be fidelus sanguis, loyal blood and she gestures to me.” 

“His devotion lies with you.” 
“So he will be killed,” I say my voice raising she shakes her head “no a member of the order cannot kill their descendent it will end their blood line.” 

“They will come for you and when your dead his devotion will be as well.” Airbeck says coldly. 
“The only other option would be to somehow penetrate his magic and break his will. Kill his soul so with it goes his love for you.” Eir finishes. 

“The spell you gave me” I say to Eir and her and Airbeck exchange a look. 
Your father he wasn’t just mad with the need to release his magic. He has spent 30 years searching through ancient texts to find that spell. 

“We cannot perform it.”she points between her and Airbeck then just an all encompassing motion. 

“It is the lost spell it is the spell of creation that god used to create Deus” she gestures to me “and Antitheus the true essence of darkness, that mated with deus to create the first descendents the roots of all magic. Were both good and evil.”

I blink at her, so if I’m the modern “Deus who is Antitheus?” 
“Balsalm” says Airbeck 

I gape at him. 

“He is still Antitheus until Andras Accession. But if he has no magic he cannot take the thrown.” 

“Okay so I’m the queen and Balsalm would be an order member but I would rule I could drive him out?” getting excited. 

Eir shakes her head. 

“What the hell?” I shout

“Balsalm will claim equal power and challenge your rule.” 

“If you bow to him he gets your power.”

“And he will do anything to get you to bow to him. 
He will kill your father, your friends, your kind.” 

I feel anger rise within me adduc eum ad me
My voice echo’s through every stone in the castle

I open my eyes and the army is gone. 

Airbek and Eir are kneeling I look down and I an radiating blue light. 

“He is finished” I say shortly. 

“This ends now. 
Balsalm is to be killed “
Andras shall live 

But the accession isn’t for _________________ days starts Eir. 

“We are making a change” I look between them. 
“You both go to my father, Accession will take place when a ruler worthy of reign gains their power. There is no order any longer. Quod Est Lex, that is law.” I say fiercely.


“Your Grace,” says Airbeck. “What does that mean for the descendents?” 

“If they are worthy regardless of their full blood status they will be considered as an advisor to the queen.” 

“God will determine who is worthy by instilling the power and integrity within them as a leader.” 

“What does that mean for you?” says Airbeck looking like I just destroyed his entire government with a single sentence. 

“It applies to me as well, I vow to honor the souls of all realms, to cast out evil and take actions toward peace for as long as I am crowned. But if my rule is every questioned if a single drop of innocent blood is every dropped because of my commands. 

I must be judged as an equal. That is our law.”

“Murder is murder. 
Human or magical being. If they are innocent. There will be a judgement.” 

“But what of war times?” Airbeck is visibiy shaken. 

“If a leader cannot value the lives of others regardless of their form. They are not fit to lead. If a man cannot communicate and debate on the issues of his people without bloodshed he is not fit to lead.”

Eir approaches. Timid but with a glint of pride in her eyes. 

“My Grace” she says. 

“Si Voluntas Tua Fiet she says, if it is your will it shall be done” 
The chamber fills with golden light

I nod once, “any bloodshed from this moment on shall be judged. 
We are not beginning a war, we are ending one. Balsalm will fall.”
“Eir you will be my advisor, Airbeck you are dismissed. Thank you for your service to our people. Your reign is over.” 

The fury in his eyes, I see a blur of dark green light but I am already surrounding myself and Eir with my magic. 

I stare into his eys and he is entranced. 

“Your reign is done.” I say coldly and he nods once then kneels. 
“Stay.” I say to him. 

Eir looks at me utter surprise. “Come” I say and hold my palm out. 

And we are back in the hideout. 

As soon as we transfer I am breathing hard grasping my chest I lean forward rest my hands on my knees it’s like I just ran a mile in the seconds it took us to arrive. 

“What, what” I stammer looking around. I feel like myself like the magic I had has hidden within me somewhere. 

“My Grace,” Eir approaches me. “You were amazing” she squeels! 

Frances is looking between us like what did I miss? 

“She just ended Airbeks reign, ended the order, descendents can be halflings and will be advisors to the reigning leader who is chosen my their integrity and power alone. And murder on any innocent will be judged regarding of RANK!”

I feel like she’s at a basketball game she’s so loud. There’s an edge to her voice like an IN YOUR FACE kind of vibe. 

Frances looks at me… “uh doll have you been secretly journaling about what to do when you beomce queen? Cuz not even to days ago you could barely accept it.” 


“Et ab intus,” I say not realizing I was speaking that other language until she looked at me like wtf?” It came from within” I translate. 

“It’s all coming from within I feel like an observer of my own actions like I’m possessed.” 

That gets me a look of concern from both of them. 

“Like not actually” I say, “it’s as if I already know what to say and do like it’s been bottled up inside and now that the moment has arrived I’m just going on autopilot.”

“My Grace” says Eir. “Andras.” My heart beat increases. 
“If he is of the light he will be fine.”

“I like how you lead” says Frances, “like a boss.” 

I smile, “my feelings do not equal innocence. God knows his soul and if he is harmed there will be judgement for the abusers. But if what you say is true and the only way Balsalm can truly return is with the fidelus sanguis of Andras then it is not my place to save him.” 

“We must wait and see. The army is aware of the threat. The law has been made to protect all souls. If Balsalm returns we know that their line must end.”

“If not we will know when they come for me.” 

“Okay but like who is this badass and where is Grace?” Eir casts a look at Frances like watch your mouth. 

Frances smiles at me, “doll you might be queen but we’re still besties.” 

I nod, “of course. Eir is now my head advisor. You will be next in line. I want to meet with the current leader of the Sirens she will be as well.”

“Oh damn girl power.” 
“We have seen where letting men rule has gotten us. We are moving into the modern times.” 

“I feel as though Balsalm and his followers have been waiting until the anticipated Accession date but that is now irrelevant. As the news travels they will begin their rituals of trying to revive Balsalm.” 

“I must leave you both. My presence here puts you both at risk.” 

Eir take my hand. She looks at me with fear in her eyes.

I nod knowing deep within that she is safe. I hold her hand in both of my own and kneel to her. “If I perish Eir is queen.” “My Grace” she says starting to pull away and I hold tighter. 

Integritas, Fidelus, Fortis. Regni Principium. 
Integrity, Loyality, Strength, Accession

Her eyes fill with tears. 
“Thank you Omnes Potenes” she says, I look up at her. “Eir daughter of the descendent of life. Thank you, you alone have protected our people, our realm and the future.” 

Frances is crying and that never happens. 

Eir and I exchange a smile. 

I hear something shuffle and look to see my father. 

“My Grace” he says. 

“The spell, the lost spell.” 

I rush to his side, “yes father. I have it thank you.” 

Now my eyes fill with tears and he looks up to me then as if he’s staring right behind me his eyes light up “My Mayim Meus Amor” and then he’s gone. 

A jolt of energy hits me and I feel a burning white light within me. I look to Eir and she kneels as does Frances. 
Then darkness. 

“My Grace” I hear in a thunderous voice

I open my eyes and the room is spinning. Green eyes come into focus and I feel his embrace. My Andras. 

I pull away, suddenly aware that I am imprisoned. There’s no other way. I shove him and he flies backward and a crash like the sound of a head on collision rings through the room. 

He stands as if unphased. 

I’m in his face snarling now my magic like a dagger in my hand I pin him against the stone wall 

“Fidelus Sanguis?” I ask him sternly he bows his head. 

“My Grace” he says with sorrow in his eyes. 

I step back scan his body looking for signs of blood letting 

I don’t see anything but that doesn’t change anything. 

“My Grace” he says attempting to step forward. 

I glare at him and I see my magic reflected in his eyes. 

He kneels 

“My Grace” he says then peers up at me in awe “Omnes Potentes” he immediately bows his head again, like he just realized that I have already ascended. 

“I, I,” he starts. 

“Silence” I hiss at him. 

“Antitheus” (Devil) I say to him this one word has him clutching his chest. 

“You knew.” I say pacing the cell as he kneels. 

He nods a yes. 

“You KNEW” I scream 

Suddenly guards appear but with a wave of my hand a wall of burning white light surrounds Andras and I. 

“You played so innocent, The magical realm is more traditional” I mimic him. 
“You’re just like him” I shout. He glares up at me “No” he says sternly 

“You murdered beings, you used women, you destroyed souls. 
Then thought that 30 years in stone would erase your acts.” 

“I spit on him. There will be no Antitheus, I deny you. Your bloodline will never be Purus (pure), you will never be Lux (light).” 

“The descendents are finished, the order is gone.” I say harshly. “You will not ascend.” 

He looks at me aghast. 

“A leader has integrity, strength and loyalty.” I look him up and down and just see weakness. 

I look around and say “postulo (prosecute)” and the guards have disappeared. 

Andras is stunned sat back on his feet still on his knees he looks at me in desperation. 

“No innocent blood shall be spilled” I say. 
“Grace” he says 

“DO NOT ADDRESS ME” I say vehemently.
.  

“You are alive for one reason.” 

“I’m not going to sit around and wait to see if you are loyal to the darkness. 
I will test it myself and when Balsalm returns I will end you both.”

“Meus Amor (my beloved)” he says quietly. 

“Amor est honestas (love is honesty)” I say and when our eyes meet it’s as if none of this has happened it feels like we’re just standing in my kitchen. I look away. I hold out my hand face up to transfer him to the Altum abyssus inanisa (deep ocean void)

He doesn’t hesitate. 

In a moment we are surrounded by the blissful pressure of the deep ocean. 
A quick hope that the pressure has killed him so I don’t have to runs through my mind but he is there as I pull him into Altum abyssus inanisa (deep ocean void) As we enter the water falls away. The sirens had shown me the way in my mind. I knew that this place was an underwater tomb but the tomb itself was almost like a submarine. As we enter my legs unfuse and I am checking to make sure he is behind me and his eyes are huge I look around and it’s just an iron chamber. He adverts his eyes and I look down. I’m naked. I forgot. I murmur Vestimentum (clothing) and suddenly I am adorned in all blue, Mayim blue,  so well fitted it’s as if it’s painted on grateful for the long sleeves and leg coverage. I look at Andras, it is just the two of us in the depths of the ocean, acutely aware of the fact that in a few moments I will take his life while simultaneously releasing the king of darkness. This minute of awareness throws me, I feel like myself just like back at the hideout, my breath is heavy and I hear him say “Ego Vero In Virtute Lucis” ( I am true to the power of the light) 

I look at him allowing my longing to escape the depths of my heart, I nod once. 
“Tempus voluntatem” (time will tell) 

His eyes are embers and I feel him baring into my soul. Not an once of fear. It gives me a glimmer of hope that he could be of the light. 
I break eye contact and he kneels 

“Get up” I say. 
He shakes his head 

“If these are the last moment of my existence I will spend them giving due regard to Omnes Potentes Deus (the all powerful spirit)” 


“I command you” I say and he looks up at me and smiles. 

I swallow hard. Caught off guard. He nods in respect and walks through the small archway and there an marble tomb intricately carved with a pattern I don’t recognize. 

The smell of iron hits me and I look and see Andras, eyes ember has slit his wrist extends it above the tomb and puts his other hand over his heart “Meus Amor” he says looking into my eyes the ember fades and his jade eyes begin to lose their light. 

I scan the room, nothings happening. I start to panic. NOTHINGS HAPPENING. Andras rests his hands on the tomb to steady himself the sound of blood dripping and our haggered breathing filling the space. 

“Andras” I scream he nod once “My Grace” and then he collapses. 

Eir I say palm open. She appears I point a shaking hand to Andras she immediately rushes to his side “Sigillum Vulnus” (seal wound) she says her light green energy swirls around his unconcious body. 

I place my hand over my heart and go inward. 

My power is calm but my mind is racing. 
“Habuimus Temptare Eum” (we had to test him) 
Fury at myself burns in my throat, flashes of my horrible words to him, destroying him with my distrust. 

“Nullus alius tormentis comparat” (no other torture compares) 

I crumble within myself, my power is strong as ever. “My power knew that whatever Balsalms followers did to him nothing would turn him, it had to be me it had to be him believing he would never get my devotion that would determine if he would still choose the light.” 

I look to Eir and she nods reading my expression. “He will live.” She transfers with him. I am alone in the cell of Balsalm in the depths of the ocean. I have no fear. 

I say aloud “Lux Remanebit” (The light will remain) 
A warning to him that Andras is no longer his descendent 

I transfer back to Airbeks castle he is still in the chamber unmoved. 

“I need to awaken Balsalm” I say to him and he comes to and looks at me like I just ate a snake. 

“My Grace,” he stutters I hold up a hand. 

“Andras’s loyalty is with the light” 

“Then why awaken Balsalm?” He says incrediously 
“Because I will not allow my people to live in fear of his return, I will not allow his existence to undermine my authority and I will bring his followers forward for prosecution.” 

“The time has come Airbek.”

He’s looking around as if looking for a way to escape this time and place. 
“Your army is ready.” I say beginning to pace. 

“What of my fathers followers?”
“The sirens are ready but I anticipate we need support on land where their powers are limited. 

Airbek scoffs. “My army is all their is. The sirens are useless and your fathers followers were too weak minded to participate in warrior training preferring to read and nurture children.”

The white flame is back. The rage flame. 

Suddenly I am face to face with Airbek hands on his throat.

“You speak ill of a dead king, you disrespect his legacy and strength? You disresepct the father of the Omnes Potentes Deus. You gained your title by the forfeits of others and you believe you have the regard to disrepect a true leader? “

“My Grace” I hear behind me 
“Dimittis (release)”  is said in hushed tones. 

I turn to find Andras. Airbek is gasping on the floor. 
Andras gestures without looking at me “Eir” he says and Airbeck is transferred. 

I stand in my power, unable to cage it he approaches me without hesitation. As he takes the last step before me he enflames. His magic radiating off of him his eyes aglow and he embraces me. 

I stiffin, I haven’t been touched no in this form. I fear I may hurt him. He holds me tighter to his chest and I feel my rage finally dissipate. 

“He’s gone” I hear my true self say in a whisper.
And a second later I am boneless in his arms, a sound of agony escapes me and I am screaming a scream so piercing it blocks my horrific memories and Andras is there. Calm, strong holding me as I lose myself in the despair. 

My power fades tucked away beneath my anguish. I return to myself feeling more vulnerable and weak than ever before knowing true power means when it is gone I now recognize a feeling of awareness of my fragility. 

Andras stays silent his energy speaks for him, it’s the feeling of the sun in the dead of february. A reminder that there is more life to come and this too shall pass. 

I’m unsure how long I stay in his embrace, I feel his kiss on my forehead.

“Miratio (admiration)”  he says as he places kisses on my face slowly.

“Meus Amor Regina Integritas, Fidelus, Fortis.”
(My Beloved Queen Of Integrity, Loyality, Strength,)

My heart swells. 
“How can you say that after what I have done?”

“Because a true leader puts their feelings aside and does what is best for their people. 
You had to be sure my intentions were true. 
You followed your instincts 
You listened to your divine power. 
I am in awe of you My Queen” he says as he kneels before me and places a kiss upon my hand. 

My eyes well with tears. 

I feel my power radiating in my core. 

“My father his last words were Meus Amor”. I say and he covers his hand with his mouth briefly. 

“Grace you parents love for one another and their devotion to the light was the spark that ignited within me. Until I met them I had never known that love existed. Once I knew what could be I never looked back.”

“The darkness was all I EVER knew. My actions will haunt me for an eternity it is why I told you I’m not fit to lead. But you, it is truly your destiny.” 

“I know that your father gave you the Lost Spell and I know you will evercerate my bloodline our magic will cease to exist.” I nod.

“It was supposed to be you I say,” recalling the information from Eir. “If I’m Deus you’re Antitheus. But i cannot allow it.” I saw sternly. 

He nods. “Your will is law” he says. 

“I had a vision” I say “well it came to me in my last painting I say it was us,  it’s what could have been.”

“There, there was a baby.” He inhales deeply. Silence, 

“My womb will not restart the order. This ideaology that only certain bloodlines are fit to lead is so misled. And Accession it’s just another barrier it’s a system that leads to corruption.” 

He smiles under his breath. I look at him. “What?” I say 

“I guess you didn’t need my lessons afterall.” 

I smile for the first time in what feels like days. 

I realize that I am exhausted, I see concern cross Andras’s face. “My queen it will take some time to notify your fathers followers of his passing and your Consecratio (inauguration) Balsalm has been locked away for 30 years. We can give it a few more days to prepare the community.” I look around the empty chamber. 

Andras continues “Airbek’s castle is the safest place for you right now. The army will watch over the premises and Eir has informed me that she has sedated Airbek he is alive but a bit… upset. Frances and her are resting now that he is settled. 
You must rest to lead my Grace.” 
I nod once and look towards the exit of the chamber. “The guard will escort you” says Andras. I look at his confused but I’m too tired to protest. He bows as I turn to leave. 

As I approach the Guard he gestures towards the stairs and I saunter up them, limbs feeling heavy and vision blurring. 

Why didn’t Andras come with me? Is he upset? Normally me being in the presence of a man would send him into a rage. Now he sends me away with an unknown Airbek in a strange place. 

Maybe it’s because I can protect myself now. 
That must be it, I arrive at the end of a long hall with a lapis door. The siren suite, Your Grace. 

I thank him and unlatch the door and enter. 
The corridor is lined with crystal sconces eminating a deep blue light. There’s a sitting area and it has furniture the color of sand the walls are the same stone throughout. I turn the corner and the bed is huge, with white linen that ombres out to a deep midnight blue like the splash of a wave. To the left I see a bathroom and decide to do some selfcare I feel myself return to my body. My power has been leading my every action since it arrived. I walk into the bathroom and everything is marble a beautiful white marble it looks like a spa. I see a soaking tub out of the corner of my eye and immediately I am craving the water. I turn on the water as it fills I remove my clothes. I look around for a hair clip and laugh out loud to myself I think of it and my hair is up. 

It seems silly to use my magic for such basic tasks after everything I did today. The tub is full and I step in conjuring some bath salt to help ease my sore muscles. 

I lay my head back against the edge. My legs don’t fuse. That makes sense Andras says my siren powers only allow the change when I am safe and alone. That thought crawls up my spine. I open my eyes and jerk forward. 


Protego Essentia (protection spell) escapes my lips as my power bubbles back to the surface. The only sound is of my own breath. I contemplate calling Eir but she’s finally resting. I just want to know if me not changing is a sign of danger or maybe it’s just stress. 

Andras I say out loud not realizing he was at the forefront of my mind. 

Then he’s there in the bathoom looking at me scanning my body breathing heavy like he’s checking for an injury. What else is new?

When he reaches my eyes he just stares. I breathe in deeply chest expanding and I see his eyes flicker immediately he’s on the other side of the room back to me.

“You called me here My Grace. Are you alright?” 

“Yes”  I say quietly I go to ask why I didn’t change and see a sparkle under the water. My beautiful scales twinkly beneaath the surface. 

I don’t say anything. 

Just lean back, rubbing my hands on along the edges of my body admiring the feel of my scales. 

I hear Andras clear his throat. I don’t open my eyes. But I can feel his eyes on me, not in a sexual way but in appreciation. This is the most peace I have felt in weeks. 

With the whirl of emotions of the day I just want to focus on the feel of the water against me and recenter myself into my body. 

Silence extends but there is nothing to say in this moment. It is the calm before the storm. 

The kiss of the tide on your toes before a wave comes crashing down. 




Andras

When she first appeared in the cell I felt a stone drop in my soul, but the fury she had was arrousing. Her power penetrated every cell in my body making my own feel like a drop in the ocean. 

Her words, cut so deep. Her power it was testing me I could see the sorrow behind her eyes. Seeing her manipulate her light as if she had trained her whole life was incredible. She reduced 20 guards to nothing with the wave of her hand.  She didn’t sound like herself though her voice more forceful and her weaving in Latin took me by surprise. Her rage was dignified I had kept information from her, I had wanted to restart my life after marmor inferna. 

But being in her presence, seeing her so strong made me hum with pride even as she tore me down. 

After days of torture from my father’s followers I was unchanged his plan had backfired. NOTHING compared to marmor inferna. My will was still marble I could withstand anything. When Grace arrived enraged. I knew she knew that. The only option was loyal blood or her death and she had to lead our realm. I’m against the wall in an instant I try to keep my pride in check. Fidelus Sanguis she’s at my throat. 

Antitheus she rages. You Knew she screams at me. 

I had been waiting for her and so had the guards. Little did they know she was the Omnes Potenes (all mighty). They didn’t know she was already a siren but had their suspicions from the great light. But this was a higher level of power than any of us could have expected. Nothing had ever been documented on Deus other than the origination story and the Lost Spell. 

I stare in shock she just eviserated 20 guards with the wave of her hand 
I am in awe of her power she is more formidable than my father her power is truly enthralling. 

No innocent blood will be shed in a growl. 

I try to tell her I am light that I’ve truly changed. 

Meus Amor I say trying to break through her power 

Amor honestisas ( love is honesty) 

My heart aches for the woman I have betrayed, by trying to protect her. 

She extends her hand and I offer mine hovering above her palm. 

Suddenly I am being crushed it feels as though I am being burried by concrete. 

I feel her pulling me and we whoosh into an archaric tunnel beneath the ocean, I look around and Grace her body so beautiful and soft I am astounded at the strength beneath the surface

She realizes that she is naked and suddenly her body is covered in Mayim blue pants and long sleeve she is completely covered and I thank the stars that I saw her in these last moments. 

When I call within myself the darkness is a sliver of a shadow, I feel called to the light constantly. Even knowing that she will never be mine I am still of the light. 

But what if I don’t know myself, what if my darkness was so deep the light I feel isn’t enough to change my blood. 

I am still kneeling to her and she commands I get up so I follow her through the small hallway to the tomb of my father. 

I won’t hesitate I won’t make her wait to know the truth any long I conjure a dagger and slice my wrist. Pain shoots through my body as my blood falls to his tomb. With my other hand I pledge my devotion to her. 

Her eyes are are wild as she scans the room waiting. She looks at me and I feel her heart beat in the air. 

I see the recognition in her eyes. Andras I hear her call as the I feel my magic draining from me Meus Amor. I say and then I feel the floor beneath me. 

I awake to the smell of the earth surrounding me. 

I feel weak but aware

The smell of cinnamon and vanilla rushes to me and I know that I am in the presence of Eir. 

“Andras” she says with a tone of excitement. 

“I knew it” she says “I knew your soul was true to the light.” 

A small smile spread across my face. 

“Here” she says and I feel myself incline at the waist “have some of this.” A warm thick liquid touches my lips the familiar taste, potio bellator. Potion of A warrior. 

I feel my body awakenening my awareness increases my blood is pumping and I feel the heat of my power return to my core. 

“My Grace” I say and Eir nods and I am transferred to the chamber of Airbeck I focus and see Grace choking Airbeck her power is emanating through the room it’s almost blinding. I hear her words. The rage embedded in her voice. 

“Dimittas” I say and I hear Airbeck hit the stone floor and Graces eyes are on me she’s swarmed in a watercolor of lights, the blue of her mother the white of her father and the rose of her Omnes Protense (all powerful) 

I start towards her and her power doesn’t diminish as I call upon my own magic and feel myself enflame in power as I reach and embrace her. 

The feeling of her in my arms is true nirvana slowly I feel her power dwindle. Her bones are resting against me and I feel as though I am holding the woman I carried out of the water that first day. 

“He’s gone” she says and I realize Eugene has perished. 

I hold her tighter as the empty chamber fills with the most gutteral screams. 

I am her strength in this moment. I hold her tighter. 
I will never let her feel this way again, I vow to myself. 




Grace 

I open my eyes and meet Andra’s they are bearing into my soul. He nods once. 

I feel very aware of my nudity but don’t move he kneels to the edge of the tub and cups my face with his hand. 

Quomodo Possum Merentur (how can I deserve you) he whispers to me

“Iam sum tuus (I’m already yours)” I reply

Andra’s magic expels filling the room with flames and we sit in the glow of my possession. 

My eyes scour the room. “What’s this?” I say softly 

My legs unfuse and I curl them beneath myself sitting up on my knees I come to the edge of the tub. My curls surround me and are cascading down my shoulders. My breasts are bare and my eyes are penetrating his embers. I outstretch my hand and he brings it to his lips. The embers dull and are replaced my his darkened emerald irises filled with a look I had never seen from him. A look like that of a predator. He wraps his rough around mine and holds it away from my body as he hungrily roams his eyes down my body till his eyes stop at my feminity still submerged in the bath. 

He stands still clutching my hand and I’m looking up at him his dark curls falling into his face his broad shoulders heaving as he breathes heavily. I allow my gaze to slowly descend his body his tight black long sleeve shirt tight across his enormous arms with rolled up sleeves exposing his veiny strong forearms. I stare ahead directly at the fly of his dark jeans expecting a bulge but notice it much further down along the inseam of his pants. My breathing quickens and I raise my eyes to seem him biting his lip watching me see his attraction right in front of my eyes. 

A shiver runs through my body and it causes him to release my hand I let it drop along my hip. 

The only sound is his rough breathing. I look down at the floor for an instant and he immediately turns and leaves the room slamming the door behind him. I’m left on my knees in the tub wondering what just happened? 

That’s it, a few moments of sexual attraction and he’s gone. 
I shake my head confused and stand to dry off. Grab the towel on the hook on the wall and smooth it across my skin. I notice I slight tremble running through my hands and legs. As if my nervous energy could finally show itself once he was gone. I sigh and sit on the edge of the tub. 

I place my hand on my decolate hoping to keep the emotions within. I sit up straight and inhale deeply. I turn and head to the vanity and murmur under my breath, my favorite hair and body oil appears I drop my towel and pour some into my palm I massage it into my scalp and run my fingers through my hair and use the excess to rub down my arms. I fill my palms again inhaling the eucalptyus scent supposedly it’s supposed to get rid of stress I laugh I’m gonna need a bit more than a scent to save me now. I rub it on my stomach and hips and up to my breasts. The image of Andras’s eyes taking in my naked form sends sensations throughout my body. I bend to massage the oil into my thighs and down my legs. 

Grateful for a moment of normalcy. I conjur a tooth brush as I stand there brushing my teeth admiring myself as I waited for the oil to absorb into my skin. When I’m done I remember that i can conjure any outfit I want. I glance at the clock on the wall it’s 2:00 am. Finally seeing the time allows my conciousness to rush the exhaustion to the forefront of my mind. The picture of my favorite fuzzy robe comes to me and in an instant I am enveloped in it’s softness. I tie it tightly and open the door to the bathroom I peer into the bedroom expecting to see Andras probably standing guard and prepare myself for the awkwardness but he’s not theree. 

I step up to the bed admiring the beautful linens as I draw the duvet back and crawl in. Pulling the sheets over me. I say a protection spell under my breath a bit weary to fall asleep in an unfamiliar place completely alone. But sleep takes me quickly I dream of Andras his hands on my hips pulling me to him our mouths connect and it’s not just stars it’s all of the cosmos. Then I’m awake jolting out of my slumber by the force of that kiss. I’m panting and look around the room and I see him sitting in a chair in the corner watching me bent forwards hands interwoven between his spread legs. 

“My Grace are you alright?” he says quietly as if unsure it I am actually awake or not. 

I stay silent and hear him stand feel his energy warming me as he approaches. 

He stands above me searching my eyes I just stare at him silently begging for him to touch me. 
I can’t get myself to say it out loud. 

He leans forward and kisses my forehead. 

“I’m here, get some rest Meus Amore.” 

I turn away from him my frustration brewing in my stomach I glance at the bedside table and the clock reads 3:00 am. I exhale I only got an hour of sleep, my heart and mind are racing from the dream and my awareness is peaked knowing that Andras was here the whole time watching me. “Get out” I huff. 

“My Grace” he says confused. 
“I don’t need your protection” I say bluntly. 

“I’m not just here to watch over you” he says I hear the anger in his tone. I turn back sitting up 

“Then why are you here?” 

He runs his hand runs through his hair, silence. 

“Why are you making this so complicated?” I say almost whining

He turns to leave and my fury sets in. I stand and walk into the bathroom slamming the door. I’m pacing unsure why I feel like this. 

I try to tune into myself 
Why am I upset? 

I feel out of control 
I feel rejected
I feel this strong connection to him but he’s so unavailable while simultaneously always being around.
I feel self concious 
I feel inexperienced, I’ve only ever kissed guys here and there. Never more and I always assumed a man would take the lead but he makes me feel wanted and then leaves. 

I feel stupid there are so many other things I should be worried about. 

I nod to myself like I found the solution. 
I finally notice the pounding knock on the door.

“Grace “he yells. And I realize I had blocked him my magic had closed him out. I swing the door open arms folded. He’s pissed. It’s kind of hot 

“I’m not making it complicated” he shouts. 

I let out a humorless laugh 

“Right.” I say poision hanging on the word 

He gestures between us, “this isn’t just about us” he says. 
I shrug like I don’t care. 

That does it and he’s pinned me against the wall his heat encompassing us and his eyes a glow I’m breathless and he growls. 

“I will make you mine, I will make you beg. But now is not the time to blur lines Your Grace.” He spits out

I swallow hard and he’s across the room. Shit I just threw him across the room. 

“Get Out” I say. My magic seeping out of my pores. 

My power did not like his possessive language or the idea of submitting. 

He gets up wiping the blood from his mouth he glares at me as he storms out. 

I’m fuming surrounded by my light. I hear the door to the suite slam and collapse to the floor of the bathroom. 

Gasping through sobs. I stay there till dawn. 

I feel like shit but the sun beaming in reminds me that my feelings don’t actually matter anymore. I have a job to do. 

I opt for a shower instead and I make it a cold one rinsing the night before off me. Vowing to not allow another minute of my attention go to Andras. 

I dry myself and conjure an outfit. I need to feel confident, badass and strong. 

I imagine tight black jeans, docs of course and a red corset top with long sleeves. 
Also I imagine my box braids are back and when I look in the mirror I am shocked to see a fit better than I even imagined the blood red top makes my eyes look icey. I would have loved to wear this at the bar for a shift but with heels of course. Seemed impractical for my current gig. The braids would make Drea proud. They are waist length and thick. 

I conjure a red lip and transfer to the Hideout. Eir and Frances are enjoying a simple breakfast of eggs and toast and the sight has my stomach in knots. I don’t remember the last time I’ve eaten. They look at me with huge eyes. 

“Our Queen’s a Baddie” says Frances. Eir nods and dishes me up a plate I smile and dive in. Why are scrambled eggs made my someone you love so delicious? 

I finish and ask “Where’s Airbeck?”

Frances smiles and avoids eye contact. 
Eir sighs “he left this morning stomping off, i think you hurt his feelings” she says with a hint of humor. 

“The male ego is a fragile thing” says Frances. 

“You can say that again.” I blurt out.

Their eyes are on me

Frances moves her hand in a rolling motion “Okay spill any tea on Andras I need to hear immediately.”

Eir looks at her like watch it. 

“His presence just feels significant.”  I say Frances wiggles her eyebrows, how significant are we talking 7’ -8’” Eir whacks her arm. “Frances!” she says. 

But we’re all laughing. I say “No it’s not like that between us he’s just so. Ughh masculine, everything is protect protect, respect respect, slam a door and then be kind. It’s just so frustrating the communication coming from his is borderline caveman. 

Before all of this” I motion like I’m miming out falling from the sky, shooting out powers and choking people. Frances laughs at that one. 

“It felt like he was in control like he knew what came next and now. Now it’s just not the same. I feel like now that I don’t need him to protect me he doesn’t know why he’s still around.”

Frances rolls her eyes. “Doll you’ve got to be kidding me?” I look at her like go easy on me. Eir says. “My Grace, you are the most powerful being to have existed since the creation of our realm.”  

“His father is your enemy and you have changed the workings of our world that have existed for Thousands of years in less than 24 hours.”

“What you speak of is an imbalance of power. He’s used to always being a warrior. Now you don’t need him.”

“Not to protect me I say but to keep me true to myself. He held me yesterday and it was the first time I have felt peace in years. Probably since my mom died.”

Frances makes a gagging motion and I laugh. “I know he has me acting so unlike myself but having him there especially during these transitions it’s helping but we just keep yelling at each other and pushing each other away.”

“Awww” says Eir “a lovers qual how I miss those.”  “No I say it’s not like that, we’re just friends…” I trail off. “We haven’t, I’ve never” I say hiding a blush. Eir looks at Frances who nods like ‘yeah I know crazy.’ 

“Oh I see.” Says Eir. 

Frances pushes her dish aside. “Doll it sounds like a whole lot of sexual tension and you’re both just trying to avoid ya know…”. 

“No I say again standing to put my dishes in the sink, he doesn’t even look at me when I’m naked. My memories from last night return and I blush. 

“I’m gonns skip over why you’re hanging out naked” and she points to her cheeks. “You sure about that?” 

I sigh. 

Standing straight,” I have better things to be doing than worrying out Andras and I’s acquaintanceship.”. 

“Ohhh not even friends now.” I nod like ‘yeah fuck him.’

Eir bows her head “My Grace, I have been in contact with your fathers followers. They need two nights to gather and arrive at Airbecks castle. We have decided that is the safest place for now. Frances and I will be heading their today. I nod. Thank you for your work on this. 

Airbecks army is set and with the help of my fathers followers I feel more confident making the desicion to revive Balsalm.” 

“Today I am heading to the coast I say, I’m meeting with Serena the current leaderof my kind. I want to learn from her and connect with them.”

They nod. “Please let me know if you need anything Eir says and I nod you guys too. I appreciate you both.” 

We hug and I hold my palm out. 

“Your Grace” says Eir, “what should I tell Andras when I see him. I’m sure he’ll be curious of your whereabouts.” 

“Just tell him I’m busy,” I say with a wink. “Yass” says Frances “keep him on his toes.” 
I laugh and suddenly I’m on the shoreline. The water in the magical realm is a patchwork of every shade of blue but the steady rhythm of the water eases the tension in my body. I pull off my boots and leave them on the bank as I walk across the sand. Loving feeling the heat from the sun in the earth. I step forward and walk into the water just like at home, walking until the water reaches my neck and then I dunk my head. And I’m diving into the depths, admiring the creatures and vegetation of this realms vast ocean. I hear a call to me an excited loving call and I increase my speed until I see it the siren kingdom, it’s made of living coral and has every color of the rainbow. I swim forward until I am face to face with the one I know is Serena. She bows to me and I admire her long black hair and deep blue eyes, her skin is pale and her scales are lavender. 

“We’ve been waiting for you Queen Grace. Welcome home!” Suddenly thousands of fish swim buy almost like a blast of fireworks and I smile. As we head through the castle I note that they have a special type of light. “That is a reflection of the sun in a bubble” says Serena. 

We come to a stop at the end of the hallway and the guards, two Sirens with tritans. Open the doors, and the hall is stunning, made completely out of mother of pearl it is the most beautiful place I have every seen. The room is filled with my kind, with scales and skin of all colors. Even men! I was surprised to see male Sirens but of course how else would our species continue. 

As I enter, I bow to my people and applause erupts as Serena leads me to the front of the hall and onto a evelvated platform above the crowd. 

Our Gracee has arrived she bellows and I smile and wave feeling kind of like I’m on a float in a parade. 

Thankyou I say and the room is absolutely silent as soon as I speak. 

I hadn’t been expecting this and I place a hand on my stomach urging my power to come alive and take charge. I feel a blue swirl behind my eyes and I nod once. 

“To see you all here is a blessing, one that my mother Mayim would give anything to see again. Thank you for your bravery these last few decades and the service of Serena.”

“Your dedication to the safety of our realm and the responsibility you have had on your shoulders has been immense.”

“To you our people. Thank you for the beauty you bring to our realm just by simply existing is true magic.” Serena smiles sweetly and addresses the crowd. “As you know the Queen and I have much to discuss so please excuse us.” 

She leads us down a hall from the great room. We enter a study lined with shelves of every shell imaginable. My eyes revel in the beauty, “My Grace” Serena says, “I have sent the call to every corner of the world. We need a few days to allow our warriors to arrive.” I nod once, recognizing that not all sirens can transfer. 

“That will work well, my fathers followers are gathering as well. Airbecks army is ready but I want there to be as many of us from the light as possible”. “Of course your Grace.” 

“Serena”  I bow. “I thank you for your contribution to our kind. I would like to offer you a role as one of my advisors.” 

“My Grace, I would be honored.” I smile. “I know with the distance it may be hard for you to make it to Airbecks castle as we navigate these times but I will be sure to seek out your opinion as we move through this transition.” 

“I’m sure you have heard of the changes I have made as of recent.” 
She nods. And I say, “what do you think?”

“With all due respect your Grace, I firmly believe in the innocent blood ban. As well as the persecution and judgement of perpetrators regardless of rank.”

“I see your intention in eliminating the descendents Accession. I do wonder how in the future this will effect the loyalty of the citizens of our realm to you and your future kin.”

I have heard that your intention is that when a new more powerful being is found they will be the next in line. 

But what if that power is dark? What if they seem respectable and fail us?”

I would suggest “the only line is yours. As the Omnes Protentes your descendents will be the most powerful. Your integrity is deeply rooted, your parents may their souls finally rest in peace. They were honorable and pure. I believe your line can be the ruler of our kind for the forseeable future.” 

Thank you Serena, but I don’t intend to have children. She gasps “what do you mean? You’re Deus?!” Her voice slowly rising. 

“May I speak plainly” I gesture, “the responsibility of being Queen is enough for me. My mother hoped I would find true love before my Siren power found me. That hasn’t happened. I don’t believe that moving forward I will find a mate that loves the true me and I refuse to settle for anything lessl than the devotion I saw between my parents.”

She’s breathing heavily now. “Your Grace” she says. “Andras.” HIs name is spoken like the obvious answer. 

“How do you know him,” I ask?

“I know of him, he is popular in our realm. Women were eyeing him for decades before Marmor inferna. The news of his return and devotion to you has caused quite the stir.” 

“Just between us girls” she says in a hushed tone. She raises a hand I am sworn to siren secrecy. 
“Why not him?” She asks, “he’s handsome, powerful, has blood of a descendent, is from our realm and cares for you.” 

I shake my head, “he cares for me as the Queen. Nothing more.” I feel a blush creep up my face at the lie. 

“Thank you for insight into my updated laws, I will take your suggestions under advisement and share them with my other Advisor Eir.” 

Serena clutches her chest, and releases a sound of Glee. “I just adore Eir, a truly pure light. She nods. Congratulations your majesty” and bows. “I am eager to serve you during your reign.”

I smile and bow my head in appreciation. “Please don’t hesitate to come to me with any needs of our people or our warriors.” 

“Thank you your Grace," she says with a bow. I wave and picture the beach I stood upon ours earlier and suddenlt I am back. I glance around and realize this beach is uninhabited and the sun is high it feels amazing on my skin. 

I feel myself return as my power settles deep within me. I love these moments of awareness, when I feel like my true self. I conjure a dark blue one piece bathing suit with a sweetheart neckline thick straps and short type bottoms, a cute vintange inspired piece but modest. I am queen and I don’t know if the magical realm has tabloids but I don’t want to end up on one. I say a quick protection spell and then conjure a light linen blanket, a bottle of water and a small bowl of cut fruit. 

I take a seat on the blanket feeling the heat of the sand radiating up from the earth. 

I go through my internal to do list. 
· Checked in on the arrival of the light army. 
· Met with Serena, requested her participation as an advisor - update on the arrival of the siren warriors
· Touched base with Eir and Frances. 
· Airbeck is more settled and under the supervision of Eir 
· Limited thinking about Andras and last night 
· Await the arrival of my fathers supporters to provide a proper remembrance celebration

All checks except the last one, I had managed to be present in my important meetings and move the needle forward. But the loss of my father makes my blood run cold. As I lay in the rays of the sun I imagine it as the love of my parents and their reunion.

The only sounds my breathing and the waves. 

As I let my mind rest Serena’s words return “Why not Andras?” I ask myself.

Nothing with him feels clear, he says he’s courting me in the human realm and now in the magical realm he just feels like a loyal follower but I can sense his attraction and frustration…

He’s so kind of thoughtful but if we are alone and the barrier between us slips just a little he’s storming off angry. 

And the fighting. 

We’ve had a few spats, mostly because of his protectiveness when I was human. Now it’s just i don’t know miscommunication and frustration and the involement of our magic makes it so apparent it’s not like we can hide how we’re feeling. 

My converation with Eir and Frances this morning comes to mind. Is it sexual frustration?
I’ve never had sex and never been in the presence of someone so masculine and just powerful. 
I know that last night I was embarassed when he just stormed out of the bathroom after devouring me with his eyes. 

I feel my energy swelling in more core. “Aw fuck” I say and turn over resting my forehead on my hands allowing the sun to warm my back. 

Frances was right. I should have known. And Serena’s comment about Andras being popular in the magical realm did stir a bit of jealousy in me so women of this realm were just pining over him while he was in marmor inferna. 

I sigh trying to release this stress from my blood. I lift myself onto my hands knees so I can sit and enjoy my fruit hoping that will help me relax and enjoy this time I have for myself. 

I stretch a little bit doing childs pose, I release a moan and hear someone clearing their throat right above me, before I even open my eyes I know it’s Andras. I sit back on my knees and look up at him. The same position as last night but at least his time I am clothed. I wish I could say the same for him, he’s in black fitted swim shorts. He’s wet and glistening and smiling… 

I nod a hello but don’t say anything. He turns and crosses his arms apparently he’s just there to stand guard. I roll my eyes. I grab my fruit and take a bite of pineapple and the taste is so sweet, the grab a chunk of watermelon and it’s the best I’ve ever had. And the grapes the crunch of a green grape while sitting in the sun looking at the ocean is truly one of those moments you try to capture as a memory while you’re still living it, but it’s just so perfect you want to be sure it’s saved somewhere so when your old and grey you will remember how you truly lived. 

I sigh. 

“My Grace” he says from behind me. 
“How are you today?” He asks 

“Lovely thank you” I say bluntly. 
He hums in acknowledgment. 

A minute passes as I continue to enjoy my fruit. Once I finish I set it down and open the water bottle, realizing this is the first water or fruit I’ve had in days. I need to take better care of myself I think. Which immediately makes me want an iced coffee. Because you know Treat yourself.  I laugh out loud and start chugging the water telling myself I can have one once this is gone.  

I feel his eyes on me after he heard me laugh. He doesn’t say a word. 
“Can you leave” I ask 

“No”

I turn to him “Andras, I want to be alone. I want to enjoy this time while I still have it and you just standing there is frustrating me.”

“Why?” He asks. 

“Because, I don’t need you hanging around. I can protect myself like I told you last night. 
I want to relax and you stress me out.”

“Oh really” he says and I can hear his smirk in his voice. Just like a man to diminish my feelings as entertainment. 

I feel the white light surfacing within me. 

“Calm down” he says and it grows brighter. 

“I came to find you” he starts. Eir told me you went to meet with Serena this morning and she hadn’t heard from you since. 

“Okay” I say like and you see me so…

“I also wanted to apologize” he says. “For my actions last night, for raising my voice, leaving like I did and uh” he lowers his gaze to the blanket. “For looking at My Grace while you were immodest. That was not liberalis (gentlemanly) of me” 

Something flashes within me, now is the time I think to myself. 

“Andras” I look up at him my siren power rushing through my blood. 

“Grace” he says sternly and runs a finger through his hair biting his lip.”Stop.” he says. 

“What?” I say innocently. 

“Trying to trance me, it’s not going to work.”

I huff, “I just I don’t like feeling this out of control.”

“Explain.” he says still looking down at me, I gesture for him to sit. 

I turn so I’m not facing him. I need to just communicate how I’m feeling, I’m part of this situation and if I am clear maybe it will allow him to do the same. 

“I felt like you were romanitcally interested in me before when I was just human, but now that I’m ya know different. You’re always frustrated or angry or just disinterested. But sometimes I still see it in your eyes and I just don’t like not knowing what to expect or what your intentions are. 
I know you’re not interested anymore because of my power and responsibility but I just wanted to share how I’m feeling so hopefully we can turn a new page and be friends.”

“My Grace” he says, I start to turn to look at him and he shifts away. 
“I am devoted to you he says. I thought you knew my intentions.” 

“I don’t know what that means!” I say exasperated. 

“I intend to marry you” he says bluntly. 
I inhale deeply feeling like I am breathing through a straw 

“My soul is devoted to you, that his why I can’t be far away for long. I admire your power and respect it. I understand the responsibility it takes and the pressure you’re under.” 

That is why I have not continued to court you. I know that my actions during this transition need to be supportive and strictly tactical.”

“That’s why moments like last night” he says as if remembering it now. 
“Can’t happen” he says coming back to the current moment. “That is why I leave or seem frustrated.”

“And your attitude” he says and I can feel his smile, “just increases those… feelings.” He says. 

I am in shock. My eyebrows are furrowed and I’m looking around for a camera like I’m on punked 

“I am a mere man in your presence My Grace, please forgive my Illecebra (attraction).”

We sit there in silence facing away from each other. Letting the conversation we just had sink in. 
I don’t know what to say I finally break the silence. 

“Please know that as time passes the frustration will pass. I know that things are hard right now and everything’s so new but I want to be your constant” he says. 

My heart swells and then my eyes get the memo. 

I turn and see that he is looking at me, I reach forward wrapping my arms around his neck and he pulls me into his lap. His kiss on my forehead send energy to the tips of my toes. 

“I, I don’t want to lead you on” I say. He shushes me, “My Grace. It’s too late for that, you are under no obligation to me in any way.”
 
I nod. “I, I’ve never had a boyfriend I say and he scoffs. I know I’m a late bloomer I say embarassed.” “No My Grace, that is not it” he laughs. “I am not a boyfriend” he says his eyes are embers and I feel him searching my face. 

“Oh” I say confused, I guess I don’t know what to call you then. 

“I am a man” he says. I burst out laughing, “Oh I know” I say his arms tighten around me and I nuzzle into his neck. 

“Consors” he says quietly. “Consors” I repeat, “partner” I say. Still unsure how I understand Latin but hey if highschool Grace could see this she wouldn’t feel so bad about flunking spanish. 

He nods. 

We stay like that for awhile me in his lap resting against his chest embraced in his warmth, a warmth stronger than the sunshine surrounding us. 

“I have something to show you” he says. 
“Oh?”

“Yes, I visited your fathers castle.” 

“Eir and I went today and made some improvements. I wanted you to have a home here, somewhere that felt, safe and your own. I know that you had trouble sleeping last night at Airbecks and the hideout is not fit for a Queen.”

“You redecorated a Castle for me.” 

He grins and shrugs. 
“With Eir and Frances’s help.” 

I look out at the water and the sun has moved quite a ways across the sky. 

“Can we go now?” I ask 
He nods and he stands with me still in his arms and within a moment I am standing in a meadow of wildflowers looking at a whitestone ivy covered castle surrounded by cherry blossom trees all in bloom. I squeel I can’t help it, it’s so beautiful. Like something you see when you look up castle core on pinterest. He sets me down on my feet but I keep hold of his hand and start walking through the meadow, the sound of birds chirping and the smell of the cherry blossoms engraving itself in my soul. This will be my home. 

I release his hand and run towards the door unable to wait a single second longer. 
I open the grand front door and the beauty within, all aged white marble, curved archways and the grandest staircase to ever exist. Light seeps in through stained glass windows in Mayim Blue. Somehow this immense space feels like it’s hugging me, the smell of roses and vanilla. It smells like my cabin back on the island. My heart falls. REMMY I have been so distracted she slipped my mind.

Don’t worry he says and gestures towards the end of the hall. Eir was still feeding her and not to spring this on you but she is a magical being, it’s called a void she can come and go as she wants not only between realms but also between homes… 

She arrived this morning she likes being a castle cat. Her little chirps fill my eyes with tears. I scoop her up and snuggle her until she decides it’s enough and escapes my clutches. 

“So this whole time you knew and let me fret about the front door?” 

Andras laughs if off, “apparently she didn’t get the memo that you’re queen.” 

I walk forward towards the stair case. In awe, I’m still in my bathing suit and I blush when I realize. “I should change” I say, “I don’t mind” he says with a coy smile I blush harder and picture, a neutral linen set like the one Drea was wearing at the salon that day. Instantly I’m dressed and Andras shakes his head like he’s disappointed. But a moment later he’s in dark jeans and his black long sleeve. He points down a hall “that is the way to the kitchen and dining room upstairs is your suites and balcony.” 

“Suites, as in multiple?”

He laughs and nods. 

“Their are 4, one is the Queen, one for a princess, a prince and a King” he trails off. “But as you probably know already Frances and Eir have claimed two of the 4.” I wiggle with excitement. 
“Oh yay!” 

I want to see the kitchen first and walk down the hall arms wide head turning in every direction trying to take in every detail. The light is so beautiful every ounce of this space has light spilling in. As I approach the kitchen, I see that it’s almost exactly like my kitchen at home, I turn to see Andras in the doorway smiling at me, I can’t contain myself I rush over and hug him tightly immediately his arms surround me and his nose is in my hair. “Welcome home My Grace” he whispers. 

I pull away and look up at him. It feels like it did before just us in my kitchen. He’s looking into my eyes and I feel his energy swelling within him he’s looking at my lips I nod gently and his lips are on mine. That dream I had doesn’t compare and in that I saw the cosmos. I feel something in me release like I have been waiting for this moment for millenia. My tension in my neck releases bending to deepen the kiss to allow him to take more of me and he does my lips part and I taste him and I feel his tongue tasting me his hands are on my waist there’s no urgency from him he’s in control and so loving. From his embrace to his soft lips and slow movements as if he’s savoring this moment just as much. His hand reaches up to hold my face and he breaks the kiss searching my eyes and I just stare back allowing every ounce of vulnerability and I see my light reflecting in his eyes. I lower my gaze and see my watercolor light swirling around me. I step back anchoring back into myself I back into the counter. Hand on my chest willing my breathing to steady. He steps forward into my light “My Grace” he says sweetly I nod and smile back. “This is beautiful” I say looking around. “Thank you.” I say trying to cap this experience there. 

“I would like to go upstairs” I say. Then realizing what I just said I stammer. “I mean, to look at the space. I can go by myself” I say rambling. 

“Don’t be sorry”, he says. “One taste of you is not enough to destroy my will.” 

I blush and nod heading past him. Wishing my power would settle down but no, on the way back down the hall my watercolor swirls of rose, mayim blue and white surrounds me and fills the space. As I proceed upstairs the stairwell and foyer fill with my light. 

Andras stays at the bottom of the stairs. I look at him curiously, wondering if maybe he feels like his will is being challenged. 

He says “Praesignis (remarkable, magnificent)” while his eyes take in the sight of my power within the walls of my castle. 

I smile and bow my head in gratitude and he kneels to me. “Your Grace” he says with a professional sound in his voice. “May I accompany you upstairs?”  “You May” I say and continue up to the suites. The halls are still the aged marble but it has ivy winding down the walls and across the ceiling. “It’s beautiful” I say, admiring the combination of nature and the architecture. He smiles “Frances thought you would like the ivy.”

 I nod and let out a short laugh, of course. He points to the right “their suites are that way. Your’s is to the left Your Grace” he says. As if giving an official tour. I feel torn between appreciating his respectful regard especially after the kiss in the kitchen but I’m also a bit sad to feel as though that aspect of our connection has to continue to be tucked away. I continue down the hall and walk through french doors that lead to the Queen suite. All white walls, hardwood floors. Cream linen bedding. An olive tree in the corner and very clean organic looking, another set of french doors leads to a balcony. I turn and see the entrance to the restroom, It’s floor to ceiling roze quartz. I gasp hands immediately touching the walls. “It’s stunning” I say and see the sunken tub in the corner 3x the size of a normal tub. 

I turn to see Andras staring at me, the predator look back in his eyes. I think back to last night again me in the tub and bite my lip. He turns and I hear his footsteps crossing the room and the door open. Great I think he’s left again. 

I peer out of the bathroom and see that the doors to the balcony are open and he’s standing there arms raised behind his head, face towards the setting sun. I approach but decide against it, he obviously needed a minute. I turn and head towards the bed I can’t help but run and jump. Oh my goodness it’s a cloud, the chilled fabrics the down pillows I am truly in heaven. I lay on my back eyes closed one hand on my stomach the other on my chest. Breathing deep inhaling light and exhaling gratitude. I am truly blessed. I lay there for awhile allowing myself a few minutes to get in tune with myself. I feel so warm and comfortable. I feel myself drifting into sleep and jerk awake. The room is dark and I am cuddled beneath several layers of blankets. I get up and notice the doors to the balcony are still open and I walk across the room unsure of the time. I step out onto the balcony and there is Andras his body completely enflamed with his power. He feels my eyes and turns and slowly the flames die down.

“I didn’t realize I feel alseep. I didn’t mean to disturb you” he shakes his head. “My Grace this is your home I apologize” for he points behind himself like he’s pointing to the past moment. “I needed to release” he says. “I didn’t know that was needed.” I trail off. 

He chuckles hand through his hair again. “Yes it is definitely necessary. You have done it a few times but I’m sure it’s all so new for you it will take some time to recognize your triggers.” 

I turn and notice a porch swing and go and sit, looking up at the stars breathing in the scent of the cherry blossoms. “It’s all sooo new” I say. Agreeing with him. 

I stare at him, “what are your triggers?” I ask curious
He shakes his head, “no need to go there my Grace.” 

“I asked you a question” I say sternly. 

He looks at me with a smirk, 

“Why yes you did my queen.” 

“My triggers are frustration, often physical frustration. Or rage usually towards someone who has intentions to hurt others.”

I nod, “that makes sense. So like when you need to workout?” He looks at me cocking his head. 

“The physical frustrations” I say trailing off. 

“No, Grace he says his eyes darkening. 

I sit there confused then it hits me Frances said our problem was sexual frustrations. 

“Oh I see” I say quietly. He nods once and turns, 

He points up “that’s Mars” he says and I hum an acknowledgement. 

“Do you ever sleep I ask?”

Another laugh, “yes My Grace.” 

“When? Everytime I wake up in the middle of the night, you’re awake.” 

“I admit my sleeping patterns are a bit erratic but it’s part of warrior training. I try not to sleep more than an hour for 3-4 days and then I will sleep 6 consecutive hours and do it again.” 

“That’s insane” I blurt out. 

“It can lead to insanity that’s for sure” he says. “It’s good to prepare before a, big transition to ensure that if needed I can be alert for long durations of time.” 

“What do you do to fill the time” I ask. 
He points to a book I hadn’t noticed sitting next to the swing. 

“Ohh you’re a bookworm” he laughs at that. 

“I didn’t get much light magic training when I was younger so Eir has provided me with some material.”

I beem up at him. 

“So you read all night?” He nods “and train. I was immobile for so many years I want to make sure my skills are still dependable.”

“Well  don’t let me disturb you.” I get up and head back into the room, feeling his eyes on me. I head to the bathroom. I decide to do my selfcare routine since I had been swimming in the ocean and laying at the beach. I conjur back my natural hair, my ringlets streaming down my back, I brush my teeth and head to the standing shower, unable to resist. It’s just so beautiful. I get undressed and step into the shower which is equivalent to my entire bathroom back on the island. I think of my rose perfume and wish I had something with that scent right now. I open my eyes and on the shelf appears a bottle of rose oil infused body wash. I lather myself and rinse my hair. 

I step out of the shower after 20 minutes. My body feeling relaxed. I conjure a bottle of my vanilla lotion and moisturize my entire body. I decide a big t is best that way my sticky legs don’t get all hot like they do when I put on PJ’s I gesture to my hair and it is in some protective twists. Perfect, lastly I add a satin sleep cap and head back to the bed. I point to the night stand and a clock appears. It’s 11:00 pm. Hmm I fell asleep before the sun went down so I’m not that tired. I notice the balcony doors are still open just a crack maybe Andras has an extra book. I push the door open slowly and his eyes immediately meet mied and he’s clenching his jaw. “Hi I was going to see if you have an extra book?” He nods and stands up 4 books appear floating between his two empty hands. “Which do you recommend?” He shrugs “whichever calls to you” I nod and reach for a rose colored book. Am I choosing a book by it’s cover? Yes. 
Magicae Amore it read in gold cursive. He nods “that is an important one, especially for you.” My brows furrow why for me. 

“Your magic it came from the true love of two descendents. Plus siren magic is based on it and light magic is often associated with it.” I nodd and turn to leave. Very aware of his eyes on me as I leave. 

Once, I’m in bed I notice the glow of orange outside realizing that Andras is once again needing to release his magic. I smile to myself and hunker down and start reading. 

To be honest it’s boring as hell, the language is so outdated it’s hard to focus and I keep re reading the same sentence over and over again. I decide to conjure up some of that magical realm alcohol since I can’t have any wine. 

I catch Andras walking back into the room from outside. Shirt off… SHIRT OFF. I almost spit my drink on myself but I pretend I’m still reading. I see him conjure a glass of water and he approaches the bed. 

My Grace, may I use your shower? He says with a smirk, I nod. Not able to say a single word. I focus at the page as much as possible as he walks past into the bathroom. Using magic to close the door. I picture him undressing and stepping into the same room I was just in naked. My breath is accelerated and I try to calm down. I am having to physicall withhold my self from getting up and walking in. 

I take a deep breath and rush out of bed and across the room out to the balcony. My body is humming, I place a hand on my abdomen and inhale calling upon my magic seeking release. Nothing happens. I try sitting on the porch swing, still nothing. 

I lay directly on the stone ground thinking maybe my body needs to be completely relaxed, I hear a rush of footsteps and Andras is beside me. Smelling of cedar and My jaw drops. 

“Are you alright?” he asks hurriedly,I nod. He gestures around 
“Why are you laying on the ground?” He growls like I broke some rule. 

“Uh just cause trying to blow it off.” 
“Grace” he says “I came out of the bathroom and you were gone and all I see is you out here lying on the ground I thought you were hurt.” He’s breathing deeply now and pacing. I’m looking up at him now and may I add it’s quite a view. He’s in grey sweatpants, Frances says only slutty men wear grey sweats, that notion is not serving me in this state of mind. And no shirt. 

I realise my hair has slipped out of my satin bonnet, it’s caught on a twig on the floor of the balcony. Andras’s eyes roam up my body and catch my eyes. He step forward extending a hand, I take it gingerly and he pulls me up off the ground but doesn’t let go he’s holding me against his bare chest. I can hear my heart beat in my ears so I’m sure he can feel it. 

“Grace what were you doing out here?” he asks softly still holding me close. 

“Um, I was uh trying to release my magic.” 

I feel him stiffen and his grip on me gets tighter. 

“I was feeling overwhelmed… I thought it might help.” 

“Did it?” He asks

“Nothing happened.” 

He pulls away, a small smile on his face. “One day” he murmurs, “you should get some rest” he says releasing me. 

I nod and walk away. 

“Andras” I say, “come cuddle me.” I just blurt it out and he stills and I see his breathing change and his muscles become rigid. He nods once and conjures a shirt on. Rats I think but he heads towards the bed. I get in under the blankets and he stays on top of course. He extends his arm out allowing me into his nook I nuzzle in immediately. He stays firm, unmoving. “Relax” I whisper. I feel his inhale. 
Slowly his arm reaches around and encompasses my shoulder. He kisses my forehead. “Rest.” 

I nod. 

I’m out like a light.  

As I open my eyes the smell of cedar and man fills my sense and my heart beat increases. 
I look up Andras is asleep! He stayed with me all night. 

The Sun is beaming through the french doors and for a moment the world stops. The stress of the day seems like a distance worry buried beneath my happiness. I look down and see the distinct swell of Andras manhood under his sweats. My breathing increases and I feel him move underneath me. 

“Grace” he says in his warrior tone, releasing me and sitting up turning away all in one motion. 

“Good morning” I say sleepily. 

“Good Morning My Grace.” “I am meeting with the army today to provide some training to the new arrivals.” He says all of this with his back turned. 

“I will be joining you.” I say authority arrives without me even noticing. 

I see him nod and then strides out of the room. 

I watch him as he leaves his back muscles tense and his hair messy from sleep. 

I feel a stir in my belly. I get up and hit the bathroom doing a quick french braid and splashing cool water on my face. I head down the corridor in my over sized tee looking for Frances. In awe of the beauty of the space noticing the beautiful art on the walls I stop to admire it. It’s a water color but in grays and greens it looks like a blooming bud of spring. 

“My Grace,” I hear behind me and turn and there is Andras, in armor. Black boots and iron panels built for mobility cover his legs and chest. I notice a broad sword sheathed at his waist. 

He watches me take him in. There I am in a white tee and a french braid while he looks like the embodiment of strength. 

I gesture to him. “I thought we were just doing training…?” 

“It’s a formality My Grace, as the former leader of the Dark army I was required to dress as such.”

I nod again. 

“Might I suggest you wear something regal My Grace. The army is looking to you as their queen.”

“So no yoga pants I say?” With a small smile looking up at him. He bites his lip stepping forward, “a gown would be more appropriate” he says caressing my face. I feel the heat between us and stare up into his dark eyes. 

“But how will I fight in a gown?” 

“My Grace with your power you won’t even have to move to make an impact. But I would prefer it if you would not prioritize fighting that is why we have an army. Your role is to lead not to fight.” 

“But I,” I start and he bows. “My Grace I must go now. I am meeting with Airbeck to review strategies and strengths prior to the light armies arrival.”

I nod, “you may go” I say. And he catches my hand and brushes a kiss on my hand. He smiles and suddenly he’s gone. I am standing alone in the corridor unsure of why I was even out here. Frances opens the door to her suite and leans against the frame. 

“My Queen” she says dramatically and I look up to focus on her. “You have some explaining to do” and waves me forward. I laugh and jog her way. 

As I walk through the door I am in awe, her suite is a literal jungle plants and crystals are everywhere you eyes can reach. I squeal “this is amazing” I say turning to take it all in. There’s an emerald green couch near her balcony and her bed is made of driftwood pieces and has sage green linens. 

She steps forward like she’s about to grab me, she bows. “Your Grace” she says and I swat her and grab her in my arms. Relishing in the familiar feel of her hug. I feel her squeeze me a bit and then she gestures to the couch. Two iced coffees appear on the glass coffee table. 

“We have a lot to catch up on,” I nod and we sit and start sipping the familiar taste of caramel, espresso and oatmilk has me remembering moments of us in my car picking up coffees from the local stand and heading to the beach. 

“So much has changed” I say softly and she grabs my hand and smiles. 

“For the better Grace.”
“Are we sure about that?” I say and we burst out laughing. 
“Ugh I needed this” I say and gesture to her and the coffee. 

“I’m sorry I’ve been distant” I say, and she shrugs “well ya know, leading a realm is a good excuse.”

I smile. “I met with Serena the Siren leader and she has joined the advisory.”

“Oh that’s so great” she says. 

“Eir has the light army arriving this afternoon and Airbeck and Andras are meeting to review ‘strategy and strengths’” I air quote him. 

I sigh, “he basically told me to show up and look pretty.” I roll my eyes. 

“Yeah what’s going on there?” She asks I heard your door open more than once today… 

“Are you guys, ya know?” 

I shake my head, “no it’s not like that he is just protective. Last night I had to convince him to cuddle me.” 

“Wait what?” Frances blurts out. 

“Rewind and start from the beginning.” 

“I fell asleep almost instantly yesterday when I went into my suite. It’s been awhile since I got good rest but I woke up at like 11:00 am and saw his magic on the porch. He said he was releasing his magic because he was triggered…” Frances chokes on her sip of coffee. 

“Oh. my. God.” she says I look at her confused “okay then wha”t she says excitedly. 

Um, nothing really I got ready for bed since I had passed out with my hair unwrapped in my day clothes. I borrowed a book from him and he asked to use my shower Frances shoots me a pointed look. “He was working out” I say,” did I see him sweaty and shirtless yes I did. Did I have to leave the room because the thought of him naked in the next room was too much to bear and so I went onto the balcony and tried to release my magic too. I tried it standing sitting and laying down but it wasn’t happening. Of course he came running when he saw me laying on the ground.”

“What did you tell him?” she says in a more serious tone. “That I was trying to release my magic too…”  “nooo” she whispers. 

“Yeah…”I say and “he just said it would happen one day…” 

“Grace.. Lord have mercy!”

“What?!” 

“Grace, magical beings have a bit of a different situation than humans when it comes to the birds and the bees”. 

Immediately blushing “France do not tell me” I trail off realization hitting me. “Ohmygod” I say holding my face in my hands. She’s cackling. “Doll you really did that.” 

“OH my god” I say again feel mortified. “He, I.” I putter out. 

Frances calms and says “I told you there was tension.” 
“But why would he need to but not me…?” 

“Grace magical beings have a magical release as well as a physical release when they have sex. But your body has never had either so of course it doesn’t know how to do it yet.” 

“Are you fucking kidding me?!” She shakes her head slowly

“So not only did I tell Andras I was horny, but I also told him I’m a VIRGIN.” 

She nods solemnly. 
“Then I asked him to cuddle me” I say in a small voice. 

“Frances this is soooo not ideal”. 

“Grace, it’s not that big a deal. He knows your single and grown. He’s probably happy your a virgin…” she trails off and I shoot her a glare. 

“I deserve that.” She conjures another couple iced coffees. 

“Don’t let it get to you, he was nice about it right?” I nod and she continues, “he still spoke to you this morning and gave you some advice. He’s just looking out for you.” 

I sigh. “I need a gown” I say remembering his advice. 

“Yassss” says Frances her fashionista energy coming to life. “What color” 

“I’m not sure” I say, 
“oooo I know let’s mimc your power in the dress. We’ll mix the blue white and rose energy into the fabric.”  “Whatever you think will be great” I say. “Let’s add the pearlescent and gold into it as well.” I look at her surprised that she knows what my scales looks like, “Eir told me she answers my silent question, Andras told her.” I nod my head. 

“Can you conjure something quickly, I want to meet with Andras and Airbeck before the army arrives.” 

She nods closing her eyes. I know she’s focusing on the gown now so I hold open my palm and summon Eir. She arrives and bows “My Grace” with a smile on her face. “It feels so lovely to be back in this castle she beams.” I smile “Thank you for your help in restoring it. I wanted to let you know I will be addressing the armies this afternoon. I met with Serena yesterday and she is a part of the advisory now as well.” Eir nods and looks me over. “My Grace, you’re going to change correct?” I laugh “yes I say Frances is creating my gown now, Andras suggested I wear something more regal, he was in armor” I say incrediously. 

Eir has a knowing look on her face. 

“My Grace, you should know that the people of this realm know of his devotion to you. That his blood is of the light.” I nod. “He was, is,  the highest ranking officer to ever exist your Grace. His return has reignited the interest of the people. So it may be best to play to the interest and support of the people.” I look at her blankly. 

“So… I say. What does that mean?”

“He will be addressing the warriors of our realm. Directly after you My Queen. Sort of like a uh king would do…”

My white light ignites within me feeling threatened. Eir holds up both hands. “We as the insiders know that he has to prove himself and does not think of himself as such. He is just your protector at this point but the people are following him into a battle. I would advise displacing a strong union a union worthy of the sacrifice my Grace.” 

I swallow hard. “So that’s why he’s so dressed up?” I ask stupified. She nods. 

“He’s going to look like garbage compared to you.” In an instant my white t shirt is replaced by a floorlength fitted gown it’s ivory with off the shoulder long sleeves with golden threads intertwined and a gold scale lace at the cuffed. It’s corseted with a silk watercolor pattern in the colors of my magic, I feel comfortable flats envelope my feet and my curls are up off my neck with a few tendrils in my peripheral. Eir’s eyes immediately fill with tears and Frances lets out a “god damn” in approval. I step forward towards a mirror I saw at the entrance of the suite. And my reflection takes my breath away. I am stunning, I look like a damn queen. I hear Eir murmur under her breath and a tiara made of mother of pearl rests upon my head. 

I feel Frances and Eirs eyes on me but I can’t stop staring at myself. The clock in the room strikes noon and I turn to them “I guess it’s show time.” They smile and bow and for the first time I feel like it makes sense. I would bow to me. 

“Thank you” I say and hold my palm out and imagine Andras. I arrive in a moment and turn to take in my surroundings. We are back at Airbecks castle. Back in the chamber room and I see Airbeck kneelings and Andras is stunned. I give myself an internal high five. And look at him expectedly. He blinks and kneels. “You may rise” I say after a moment. Any hostility Airbeck had towards me has dissipated. He looks in awe as does Andras but there is an underlining attention from Andras. 

“I want to hear of the strategies and strengths of my army,” I say. 

Aibecks begins “My grace let us handle..” I hold my hand up to tell him to stop. 

“I want to hear this information Airbeck and I advise you to never undermine my authority again.” 

Andras smiles “Your Grace” he bows, “we have decided on an offensive strategy. We will defend if necessary but after training today individual groups travel throughout the realm and hit every major city establishing a hub of protection that citizens can flee to if notified of an attack. This will help implement the innocent blood ban and alert the cities of the intentions of our queen. He bows his head. Combat training will be provided to those who request it and the Airbeck army is well versed and ¾ of the fleet will remain close to protect against imminent danger.”

I nod. “What defensive tactics will be used if necessary.” 

Airbeck stays silent. 

“I will speak of those with you in private” Andras says plainly. I’m a little caught of guard but nod. 

“Very well thank you for your time.” I look at both of them. “I would like to address my army now.” Airbeck is still but Andras extends a arm for me to grab. I turn and pretend not to have noticed. He continues forward through the corridors and up the stairs. I am grateful for the flats as we ascend the stairs. I am led to a large room with very little in it, almost like a study. “This is the addressing room it overlooks the court and will allow you to be visible to all.” I nod 

Andras goes forward before me and I hear him murmuring a protection spell, at the sight of him the crowd goes silent. He gestures for me to come forward and I feel my power rising to the surface. 

As a walk I am amazed to see thousands before me, men and women. I smile at the sight of them. 

“I am Grace, daughter of Mayim and Eugene.” Not sure what else to say I hear a chant of “Omnes Protentes” come from the crowd. I nod in acknowledgement. 

“I’m sure you have heard many things in recent days regarding my reign, intentions and self. But what I want for you to take from today is my gratitude. This will be the last battle during my reign of this realm. I will see to that with best of my abilities. But I am grateful to see the brave individuals of the light coming together for the common good. My current advisors are Eir descendent of the daughter of life and Serena leader of the sirens. Please join me in a round of applause for former king Airbeck and his service to us all. I gesture and he steps forward bowing to me and the people.”

“The most important piece of this transition is the emphasis on now. Now is the time to address evil, to make changes for the better and start a new brighter future for us all. That is why I will awaken Balsalm myself.” I hear a collective gasps and a murmur is coming from the crowd. I raise my hand and still the murmuring continues. I hear a bellowing “Silence!” Come from my side and it’s ANDRAS. Why was that so hot? I nod in appreciation. 

“I know you’re all wondering why I would intentionally awaken him if we could continue to have peace. But again my emphasis is now, I want to eliminate any threats now so that peace in the future doesn’t have an underlying fear of when. Andras is of the light” I say matter of fact. “Myself and my advisors have confirmed this. He will lead the army moving forward.”

“Please know that my every intention is to protect all of you. But we will no longer allow darkness to shadow our realm. We will bring the light forward as one.” I finish and the crowd erupts in cheers. I bow to them and turn to leave. Airbeck gestures for me to stay and Andras walks forward. 

“Voluntas Tua Est Lex”  he says as he kneels to me and a wave of immense volume repeats his words and suddenly the crowd is kneeling. 

I wave my hand and a stream of magic surrounds us all in my unique light. I imagine love radiating out to my people and bow again. My light disappears and the entirety of my army is silent. Andras looks up to me with a light in his eyes. He stands. And turns to the crowd. 

“Hoc est lumen futurum he bellows ( that is the light of the future)” and the cheering now is deafening. 

“Usque Ad Extremum Spiritum Meum (until my last breath)” and his orange magic ignites around him. The chanting repeats his phrase and the energy in the court is electric. 

He looks at me breathless eyes aglow and suddenly he’s gone, all of them are gone including Airbeck. 

I sigh and see Eir in the addressing room approaching she full blown crying. I embrace her feeling a puff of pride in myself and my army and Andras. 

“He was amazing” I say out loud and she cups my face in her hands. “Because of you” she says sternly, “that power you embraced us all in, that was Magicae Amore.” I briefly see a flash of the book I was looking over last night. 

“Your mother she had a similar influence. Her wave of love we all called it, it had the power to change people, to ignite the light within them. You did that today. If there was a shadow of a doubt in the crowd of your ability to lead it is gone.”

I smile my heart swelling. 

“So what should I do now,” I ask. 

“I would suggest a luncheon, we can have the castle prepare meals and board for the army. To ensure they are comfortable.” 

“Then if possible I would like to meet with Serena it’s been many years since we’ve seen each other. I thought now would be a good time.” 

I nod. “That sounds great. I’ll get in something more practical and meet you in the court, I’ll summon Frances as well.”

I transfer back to my castle and enter the front door and head back up the stairs to my suite wanting the few minutes it takes to walk to let what all just happened settle. 

I just addressed an army, my army as queen. 
It felt so right. 

And Andras the way the crowd obeyed him in an instant the respect he commanded he was so regal just in his actions. 

A blush crept up my neck. Denying my feelings wasn’t going to work, everyone in the realm thought we were a couple why was I still holding this boundary strong? My power responded. “He must earn it”. 

Aw yes the self respect. Damnit. 

I smiled as I walked through my room and gestured to remove my dress intentionally imagining it on a hanger on the wall though because I didn’t want it to just disappear. I was now wearing leggings, a sports bra, a turtleneck and a long black puffer. I pulled on black waterproof boots and conjured a french braid like I did this morning. I looked modest and weather ready. I had seen rain cloud while addressing the court this afternoon and the sun was due to set in a couple hours. I head out of the suite and met Frances at the stairs. She had received my summons and was dressed similarly. We laughed and intertwined our arms and I transferred us back to Airbecks castle. We were in the court and Eir approached us scouring a text in front of her. “Alright my dears we need 1123 beds, 3 meals a day for them and enough water to sustain them for at least a week.” “Whew”I said.” I’ll handle food” say Frances, “I’ll start on the beds says Eir” “I guess me handling water makes sense” I laugh. 

Eir is reviewing her spell book as I approach her, “need anything?” I ask. She smiles “I’m more of a healer than a conjurer” she says “I was seeing if there was a spell in here that might jog my memory.” I nod and close my eyes, pulling from within I feel my arms raise and suddenly the smell of maple is all around me, I peer through my lashes and see Eirs shocked expression, we’re standing in a barn sized structure filled with warm lights and there are hundreds of bunks around us all made with wool blankets and cotton sheets. Lanterns on the end of each. “UH I think there’s probably enough here but maybe we should count” I say. She laughs and claps me on the shoulder “you are full of surprises.” “I’ll handle the count if you can figure out the water.”  I smile and look around. “We will need wash rooms as well as water fountains.” I place one hand on my chest the other on my stomach and breathe in picturing concrete washrooms with 20 stalls each a mens and women’s toilets and a water fountain in every bunk area. “So it shall be” I say and I open my eyes and see the silver water fountains at the end of every row of bunks. 

“Amazing” I hear Eir scream from a distance and I assume she found a washroom. 

I’m feeling a bit tired but I assume this conjure must have taken a significant amount of magic. I sit on the edge of one of the bunks. It’s comfortable. I smile, happy to know that my army has a place that is safe to rest. 

I head out the large front doors and see Frances, hands deep in the earth murmuring. I see a garden is rapidly unearthing itself, ears of corn, beans tomatoes even pumpkin appear in a matter of minutes. “Hey doll dumb question, but why are you conjuring vegetables instead of just meals” I ask. Frances laughs, “it is tradition in the magical lands to have homecooked meals before battle as a symbol of family and togetherness” 

She turns and smiles at me as I nod.  “I don’t love conjuring animals just to butcher them” she says quietly and I nod again “Yeah sounds gross. Let’s leave that to Andras I say with a wink”. She laughs. 

“It’s good to have men around for some things” she winks back and I shove her with a small glare. 

I hear someone clear their throat behind me. Of course it’s Andras. 

“See ya”  Frances and she’s gone, what a brat I think to myself. 

“Hello” I say and he bows. “My Queen” he says eyes penetrating mine immediately. He gestures around, “this was you?” I nod. He blows out a breath. “Amazing” he says quietly. “Eir is doing inventory and Frances started this garden for the army. I want to be sure they are comfortable.” I look around as if expecting the crowd to come rushing in. “I came back early to speak with you” he says eyes dipping down to my chest and down my legs. “Oh?” I say in a voice I hope is flirty. 

“But first” he says “let me take care of the animal situation” he says with a wink. 

I blush realizing he heard that convo and probably Frances innuendo. “Thank you” I say. “The kitchen is through there” I point realizing I had conjured one already right around the corner from the garden. 

“My Grace” I sit in the grass next to the garden as Andras handles the meat situation I admire Frances handiwork. I always knew she had a greenthumb but damn. 

I hear a chorus of moos and realize that Andras had conjured a heard of cows. He returns a bit dirty and I can’t keep my eyes off him. I gesture towards the sound. “I have provided the raw materials when the time comes the cooks shall prepare the meals” he says. I realize he didn’t want to kill them either and I smile. He catches my eye and diverts his eyes to the grass beneath me. “My Grace may I speak to you in private” I nod and suddenly we are in my suite. I am immediately too hot and pull off my jacket and boots. I turn and he has conjured on his go to dark denim and a black long sleeve. He’s cleaned up a bit but I can still smell the earth on him. 

He steps back “We must discuss strategy moving forward.” 
He starts pacing

“How will you revive Balsalm, are you sure the lost spell will be able to?” 
“Do you intend to do it while he is in Altum abyssus inanisa - sea hell and hope that the siren army can keep him contained to the ocean or bring him back to land entombed and revive him while he’s surrounded.” 

“What about his followers should they imprisoned to be persecuted or are we maintaining the idea that their actions are cause enough for judgement and eliminating them?” He finally turns to stare at me. 

I’m reviewing his questions in my mind as he steps to me “Are you sure” he asks? 

“Yes” I hiss. “I intend to release him in the void alone. If he surpasses me he will be the responsibility of the sirens if he surpasses them then you and the army will be the final step to his defeat.”

He looks at me enraged. 

“You, ALONE?” 

“Yes” I nod. Surprising myself but my power is doing the talking. 

And I simply walk away. I feel his magic growing around him and I simply ignore it. 

“Is that all you wish to discuss?” I say as I peer out the window at the setting sun. 

“Grace” he says, “Your Queen” I say hastily, realizing he has been addressing my more casually in our intimate moments. “Do not question me again” I say bluntly. 

His rage is palpable. I don’t know if it’s my power or my attraction that gives me confidence and causes me to turn and walk up to him allowing his magic to encompass me, not an ounce of fear. I look up at him as he holds his stare ahead “Andras” I say sweetly he’s ignoring me. 

I place a hand on his chest and the fire grows. I smile at him. “You like it when I touch you don’t you?” And he’s gone. He didn’t even walk away he transferred out of the room. 

Ughhh I growl. Fine, it’s better not to play with fire. I laugh at the pun and head to the bath. Conjuring the book to be at the edge. I also conjure a glass of Vinum, I’ve recently learned is the magical realms version of wine. I undress and add some rose petals and salt to the water. 

I get into the tub and sip my wine, reflecting on my to do list for today
· Met with Eir 
· Addressed the court
· Performed Magicae Amore to my people 
· Set up camp for the army
· Enforced my rule against both Airbeck and Andras

Seems like a productive day. I reminisce on the feeling of love I was trying to project onto the warriors of light. 

I grab the book on the edge of the tub and say aloud Magicae Amore and the page flips open. 
Magicae Amore is a spell of immense love, onlyable to be performed by those true of heart with immense power. I smile to myself. 

I flip through pages and my eyes fall upon the page of Anima Mate (soul mate) 
Two souls that exist in equal harmony of equal devotion and equal power. 
Deus and Antitheus, 

I continue flipping through pages my interest peeked. 

Sexus Amore 
I don’t need a translator to realize I have found the content regarding sex. 
I skim the page and see the word Gaudens, orgasm, 
A magical being separates from and shares their power at climax, therefore only honorable connections are encouraged. Magical release is common amongst those of immense power without an Anima mate. Is encouraged to maintain celibacy. A being who has never experienced sexual relations will be unable to perform a magical release. 

My face reddens it’s as if my power wrote the last part as a dig at me. I set the book aside and finish my Vinum.  My legs stay unfused and it’s just a reminder of Andras and his intolerance of me and my actions. 

I had to stand my ground I think to myself. My power bubbling it’s agreement in my core. I sigh and get out and dry off, enjoying the normalcy of the ritual. I apply my body oil and dress in a rose colored floor length silk nighty this time trying to make myself feel more feminine and alluring since apparently sweet talking the descendent of darkness is not working out in my favor. It’s probably not helping that my power is checking his ego at every turn.

I leave the bathroom and sit on my bed, my stomach growling. I should have had dinner with the warriors but I feel so exchaused after the massive amounts of structural conjuring I did. I opt on conjuring a plate of fries and a diet coke and get under the covers to enjoy them. I twist my damp curls up into a claw clip and think of my favorite candle back home and it appears at my night stand emitting a calming vanilla fragrance. I look around wondering what Remmy’s been up to now that she’s queen of this castle and I hear a soft meow towards the suite entrance. Remmy runs and jumps up onto the bed as if she’s been looking for me and my heart sinks I’ve been a terrible cat mom these past few days. She nibbles at a fry and I just let her have it. What’s one fry gonna do. I sit there painfully aware of the silence. TV seems trivial in this realm. But I could really go for some music. I finish my fries and get out of bed I approach the desk and a record player appears with the Hozier album I add it to the table and the sound of From Eden fills the room. I swing my hips conjuring another glass of Vinum. 

I twirl around the room letting the lyrics guide me 

Babe
There's something tragic about you
Something so magic about you
Don't you agree?
Babe
There's something lonesome about you
Something so wholesome about you
Get closer to me

Ugh this song is singing to my soul, I feel myself relaxing with the help of the Vinum. I remind myself to ask Frances the proof of it so I know how to pace myself better. 

I continue to allow myself to flow to the music feeling so free and feminine 
Eyes closes hips swaying feeling like the main character. 

My magic radiating off of me and holding me at the same time. 

No tired sighs, no rolling eyes, no irony
No 'who cares', no vacant stares, no time for me
Honey, you're familiar like my mirror years ago
Idealism sits in prison, chivalry fell on its sword
Innocence died screaming, honey, ask me I should know
I slithered here from Eden just to sit outside your door
Babe, there's something wretched about this
Something so precious about this
Oh what a sin

These lyrics are putting my feelings for Andras to words. 
I sigh and stop dancing going to sit on the bed feeling like the world is spinning a bit 
As soon as I sit I feel it, his magic. I look up and he’s in the door his predator eyes are back. 

He doesn’t ask he just does suddenly he’s before me lifting me up wrapping my legs around his waist hands gripping my ass mouth taking mine, with the slow intention like before. He’s still controlling himself not allowing himself to fully release his masculine energy. I respond by just opening my mouth slightly allowing him to take what he needs. He groans lowering me down onto the bed and I feel his manhood pressing against his jeans pressing against my femininity. 
I shift for more contact and he’s pulling away, “no” I say. He’s above me hands on either side his erection still pressed against me. 
“Stop” I say and the flash in his eyes is pained. I wrap my arms around his neck. “Stop leaving.” I say shyly, “stop putting up this wall between us. This feels right” I say. 
“Grace” he says the frustration embedded in his voice. 
I cling harder. 
He caves and scoops me back up hugging me to his chest. 
“Why do you keep changing your mind” I whisper and he laughs. “I am already yours. But you My Grace are worthy of so much I have to resist my instincts when you're near.” 
Leaning back and looking into his eyes. He nods. 
“You are still pure” he says, I roll my eyes. “You are the queen of our realm and intimacy is different amongst our kind. Touching you like this is forbidden.”
“I like it and I’m Queen” I say and he groans. 
I blush “so you know I’m a virgin.” He nods and looks down at the place our bodies meet. 
“Yes Grace, I noted that you were unable to perform a magical release and deduced that information. Plus you never mentioned a boyfriend when we discussed having a true love before you turned 30.” “You don’t have to be in love to have sex” I say plainly and he grips me tighter I feel his rage beneath his skin. He’s clenching his jaw eyes on me. 
“Not that I have” I saw softly, He nods and releases me down onto the bed. 
“You’re lovely my Grace, please know that everything you hope a man would feel for you is within me. But I must earn your devotion…” and “yeah yeah” I butt in. 
“Stop treating me like this” I say bluntly. He looks confused. 
“I am a person, a woman. I like affection and attention and COMMUNICATION.” I raise my voice. 
“This whole treating me like a precious object you can’t be around but always have to protect is so archaic” 
“You get hot then dip out on me, like somehow your attraction to me is something I’m doing wrong.” 
“I get it the virgin thing is a turn off and adds a layer of expectation but damn we’re not even dating chill out” I say, “we can cuddle and talk and build a relationship. It doesn’t have to be marriage and sex right now!” I’m straight yelling again and he’s fuming. 
“This” I point to lowering my voice gesturing to our current emotional state. “Isn’t healthy, if you can’t handle me talking back to you or voicing my opinion, get out. And don’t come back.” I am slamming the bathroom door. I sit on the edge of the tub eyes filling with tears. 
Once they start I can’t stop them, I hate not knowing what to expect and that is all my life is now. I crave the feeling of my cabin my home so badly. 
I have so much responsibility and no one to truly vent to, no one who can just hold me and be there. 
It used to be Frances but now things are so far above either or our experiences it’s just more stressful and Eir is just so kind and wonderful I don’t want her to feel like I am ungrateful for my position. I realize I am full blown sobbing, in a rose quartz bathroom in my CASTLE, like a bitch. 
I inhale deeply and stand up splashing cold water on my face. I decide it, drink a glass of water, get some rest and tomorrow morning I need to prioritize movement. I need to release these feelings and this stress that’s weighing on me. I open the door and Andras is gone, I almost start with the tears again but my power wells inside me. 
At least now I know. 
I pull back the sheets and see a note on my pillow. 

My Dearest Grace, 
I apologize for my lack of emotional and physical control. I feel out of sorts in this situation. My devotion to you will remain unwavering but for the duration of this transition I will remove myself from the role as your watchman. I continued it selfishly well past a time when you are more equipped to protect yourself. I valued the time we spent together despite the tumultuous events that have occurred. Great passion, my grace is not just in love it also appears in communication. Please know that I see the frustration my presence has caused in these last few days and will spend my evenings in the 4th quarter. Your will and happiness is my one true goal in this life. 
Yours Truly, 
Andras 

My heart sinks, great more mixed signals. I drop the note to the floor and crawl into bed grateful for when Remmy returns and snuggles up against my leg. 

Rest I tell myself as a mantra until I am opening my eyes to the brightness of dawn. 
Memories of the night before flash before my eyes. I groan getting out of bed. I conjure on a running fit, all black and fitted best for when I want to sweat out my feelings. Put my hair in a messy bun and I conjure an iced coffee. I leave the suite, knowing that the quicker I do this the better I will feel. Head down the long corridor for the stairs and see Andras in his doorway of the Kings Suite, ah I think he called it the 4th suite. I nod to him as you would to a doorman and rush down the stairs. Trying to burn the memory of Andras sleepy in sweatpants without a shirt looking at me with concern out of my brain because damnit I want to feel normal. I finish my coffee as I head out the door and through the garden admiring the cherry blossoms it’s probably like 6:00 am and the grounds are quiet.
 I start jogging conjuring some headphones because if I hate to hear myself breathing I will lose it. I think of my workout playlist back home and immediately Meg the Stallion is bumping through my head phones. I run to the beat of Her I run through a meadow, a small forest and find myself on the beach of a lake. The water is perfectly clean you can see the stones at the bottom. I look around I strip down to my bra and panties and commit to myself that I will stay near the surface so I can keep my clothes this time. I wade in the water is freezing but the discomfort is clearing my mind with each step. I lay back allowing the water to hold my body. I close my eyes and float for several minutes. When the cold becomes unbearable I swim back to shore and see a figure in the tree line. That’s weird I say conjuring clothes back on my body as I take steps out of the water. 

A man immerges hands up. “I am Michael he calls, a light warrior I was enjoying a walk through the forest this morning and saw someone in the lake, uh not swimming so I was concerned.” He kneels as his eyes meet mine. “My queen” he says immediately. 
“Hello Michael, I say thank you for looking out for a fellow citizen. I am fine as you can see I was out for a run and the water was calling to me” I explain. “You may rise” I say off hand realizing he was still kneeling he stands and my oh my, he’s handsome. Dark skinned with a thick beard, broad shoulder and muscular but more like a basketball player than a warrior. 
He smiles and says, “thank you my queen. In the few days since you began your reign you have shown us all the vastness of your light.” I smile and nod in appreciation. 
“Where are you heading?” I ask. “I was going to just continue through the woods and see what animals might also be waking up. The bunk is beautiful” he says as if worried I might think he is being ungrateful, “I’m just a light sleeper and curious about the grounds. Me too” I say. 
“I just moved here” I add. He smiles “may I walk in your presence my Grace?” and I nod. Hearing the words My Grace come out of his mouth has a herd of butterflies at my throat. 
He gestures forward and we walk up the beach into the trees. 
“So what line do you come from?” I ask curious of his powers. “I am a life and light line descendent. Too old for accession and not a direct descendent. I have some human ancestors” he says. I nod. Wondering if that makes him my cousin. I’ll ask Frances later. 
“Are you a warrior?” I ask?.He shakes his head, a craftsman. “I help build homes in my village. But I heard of your reign and wanted to serve.”
I stop and look him in the eyes, “Thank you sir” I say and he looks astonished. I smile and keep walking. 
“How long have you been a craftsman?” I ask ducking under low hanging branches and laughing as they hit his chest his eyes too focused on me to notice them. 
He laughs, “I was an apprentice most of my life. When I turned 25 I took over my fathers business.” 
“That’s lovely” I say. And we walk in silence for a few moments. 
“And you my queen? What were you doing before…?” he gestures to the woods around us. 
“Oh” I say “I lived in the human realm. I am an artist.” 
“Now that’s lovely” he says and I blush. 
“It was” I say painstakingly. “I would love to see your work one day” he says. “Likewise” I reply I see the edge of the garden come into view. He walks me to the door and bows. 
“Have a good morning” I say casually, “it’s already surpassed my greatest expectations” he says with a smile. I turn and head into the castle. I turn and close my eyes my back closing the door behind me. I smile and open my eyes. To the right I see movement and it’s Andras sitting in a large chair facing the front windows he’s bent forward elbows on his knees hands gripped together jaw clenched. Stress floods my blood stream and I walk, I just walk away. I walk through the grand entrance and up the stairs not stopping until I am in Frances room with the door closed.” I am fucked” I say she stirs in her bed still asleep because of course she is it’s 7 in the fucking morning. I rush to her bed crawling under the covers. “I’m fucked” I say facing her as she sleeps. “Doll the sun aint even warm yet how are you already fuckin up.” She says hastily eyes still closed. 

“Andras and I got in an argument last night about him treating me like a precious gem instead of a woman and he wrote me a letter apologizing saying moving forward he still stop being my watchman and we will focus on the mission at hand.” “Hmph” she says, “you did fuck up.” “That’s not the it”  I squeel her eyes open giving me her full attention. “I got up early to go on a run and clear my head while I was swimming in the lake on the grounds a man approached me Michael tall dark and handsome and we just talked we walked through the forest just talking” I emphasize and “he walked me back to the castle doors. I came inside and ANDRAS was sitting right there watching he saw me with him!”
“Oh damnnnn” she groans covering us both over the head with the blanket. She sighs “so objectively speaking you are allowed to speak and walk with other men. Andras said he was going to stop being so protective and he just happened to see you with the new guy. “
“He’s not the new guy!” I exclaim. “Well to him that’s how it probably looks!”  
“So yes you are fucked. Let’s have a coffee and ask my mom what to do.” She laughs and we sit up the coffees are already on the table along with a plate of warm cinnamon rolls. Frances winks “thought it would help.” We shuffle over to the couch me wrapped in her duvet. Suddenly Eir appears. Looking at me like the mess I am. “My Grace” she says. 
“I have heard both point of views she says Frances just shared yours and I just left Andras in the garden. To say he’s upset is an understatement.” “What happened to the united front I talked to you about?
I groan, “it was a walk a casual walk. Gracee Eir says that is an act of courting in this realm and you are queen and in the eyes of the public you are partnered with Andras”
“Now we are not going to start off this new reign with a scandal. Today you will attend warrior training IN SUPPORT OF ANDRAS.” Eir is madddd. “As your advisor” she says, “your hormones and your insecurities have no place on the throne. Andras is not a human Grace. Stop expecting him to act like one of those fuckboys from Seattle” she says and she’s gone. 

Frances and I stare at each other. “She told you” says Frances stating the fact and passes me a cinnamon roll. “Mhmm” I say. 
“She’s right though” I say, “mhmm” says Frances. And we sit in silence me pouting her giving me the space to feel. 
“So game plan,” France breaks the silence. “You eat another cinnamon roll. We get you dressed up as a baddie you pop into  training bat your eyelashes touch his arm and say some encouraging words and all is right with the realm.”
“Sounds good” I say continuing to stuff my face. When I’m done I drag my self off the couch “what look are we going for today my queen? Pilates mom? Old money? Dark feminine?”She says
“First you’ve been spending too much time on tiktok second none of those scream ‘queen going to visit her army.’”
 “Trueee” says Frances “I have just the thing.” She waves her hand and I am in a floor length body con dress cinched waist with long sleeves and a collar. Very 1920’s with the fit she add a black flat and some pearlescent hoops. My hair up in a matching clip. 
One more thing I look up and see my reflection she added red lips which make my eyes standout even more. “I look perfect” I say.. Classy, sexy, powerful. 
“Now go Andras runs a tight ship they started at 8:00 am sharp.”
I nod and place my hand out palm up and imagine him and I am in the court yard. On the edge of the platform that Andras is giving a lesson on. The two men are sparing and when Andras sees me suddenly the other man is on the ground. He approaches me but doesn’t look at me directly he looks around seeing the eyes of the warriors every single one of them on us. He bows a few steps in front of me. “My Queen” he says. “What brings you to the training today?”
“I wanted to support our warriors.” I emphasize our. 
I beam up at him. He nods in appreciation. “Thank you but this is not the place for a lady.” He says. My power rises.” Andras” I say in a warning tone still trying to keep my face gentle and kind. He looks at me frustration in his eyes. 
He nod his acceptance. “Thank you for your presence my Queen we are all delighted to have you join us.” I nod. And take a step back from the platform. 
“As I was demonstrating Warriors. Always lift from your legs and strike downwards. This with ensure the opponent doesn’t get the upperhand.”
“Yes Sir” a chorus rings. I smile politely feeling like a fish out of water amongst these sweaty weathered warriors all exerting so much energy as I stand there in pearls. What in the actual fuck am I doing here I think to myself a leader participates. I close my eyes and conjur on similar clothes to those around me most are barefoot in simple linen fitted clothings I wear the same my hair is in a braid and I ascend the platform. “Andras” I say confidentally “it’s my turn.”
 He looks at me his eyes a glow. “Your Grace” he says “we cannot,” “YES” I stop “him you can.” I look around. “I will not lead with a silver spoon in my mouth.” I say. “A leader participates and learns from those around them. Now I say Andras, attack me” I say with a smile and the crowd cheers. He looks around for support. Not finding it anywhere. He walks up to me. “I will not lay a hand on a woman” he says, “oh I know you have difficulty with that” I whisper egging him on. “You said that I won’t be needed for hand to hand combat so try to get me with your magic.”


He is enraged but he knows the place we are in, we are a united front, he is the leader of this army and I am the queen. My will is law. He steps back his arms enflame his magic whipping around me. My power immediately ignites a forcefield surrounds me but he comes up from the earth I feel it whipping at me legs. It feels like I’m being squeezed by a python. I swoop my arm down towards the earth squatting as I do I imagine blowing his magic away and a swirl of my own wrapping around his legs and I move my hand and I hear a thump I can’t see through my blinding white forcefield
I relase and see Andras on the ground deafening cheers surround me and I realize I fucked up for real this time. I showed him up at his own job. 
No wonder I’m still single I rush to his side and  kneel to check on him “Andras” I whisper close to his ear he groans and sits up and he’s smiling like actually smiling even his eyes are light he joins in cheering despite the blood on his forhead. He stands while I’m still kneeling in shock. He scoops me up and puts me on my feet raising my hand in the air. 
I’m smiling to appease the crowd but I don’t know how to feel. My power has returned to my core and so has Andras’s 
“Our Queen” he bellows and he grabs me by the waist and plants a kiss on my lips in front of the entire army. He places dirtyyyy I think to myself. 
I catch his eyes as we part, the predator is back. I fien a blush and motion for everyone to settle down. “Now I think he went easy on me” I say coyly “but that tip of his to use your legs and strike from above really made a difference.” I give him a side hug “thank you for the lesson Andras.” I say. “Good work everyone, I must go but I’m rooting for all of you.” I transfer out of there as quickly as I can I’m back in Frances room. “Sooo what happened to the dress? The plan? “She says. 
“He said it was no place for a lady and I may have lost my shit” I say. 
“The recovery though was smooth” says Frances. I need a day locked in my room after that. 
Frances nods. “My mom finally went to meet with Andras. The army has been fed and some of them volunteered to be the cooks.”
“Apparently you don’t need training so I think you can take a load off.” I smirk. 
“When are you going to do it?” She says and I immediately know what she’s asking and somehow know the response. 
“On my birthday” I say she nods. 3 days away. 
“Just in case” she says. I nod. 
I realize that I am waiting until my 30th to ensure that no other changes occur that my power stays strong or gets stronger before I release the king of darkness from his tomb. 
“Happy birthday to me” I say and she laughs. 
“I’m going to get cleaned up, a run, a swim and kicking ass got me feeling pretty rough” she laughs. “Do your thing” she says

I head out of her suite, walking down the hall. The 4th quarter draws my attention and I look around sure that Andras is still at training. 
I sneak in and look around just curious as to what it looks like I tell myself. 
It’s dark probably the only place in the entire castle that is. 
Dark gray curtains dark wood floors, dark green walls. A huge dark wood bed with black linen sheets. I hear the door open behind me. I’ve been caught. He looks exasperated. “I’m sorry I say” instinctively, “for pushing you away for walking with Michael for kicking your ass in front of everyone.” I smile at the last one. 

He bows. “Queen Grace, all is forgiven.” And he walks out of the room into the bathroom and closes the door. 
I notice the subtle change in title. It was My Grace, then Your Grace, Grace,  My Queen, now it’s Queen Grace. 
He distancing himself from me and my heart is pounding I feel like I can hear my blood rushing in my head. 
Go to him says my power and I walk into the bathroom and he’s butt naked walking into the shower. He turns to hide his member but I walk up behind him and grab him from behind wrapping my arms around his waist leaving kisses on his back. 
I conjure my clothes off as he turns and he’s stunned the softness in his eyes is fleeting and is replaced by desire. I walk backward stepping us into the shower room his eyes are on mine. The layout of his bathroom is exactly like mine but in a dark jasper stone. The three shower heads are raining down on us and I release my braid facing the spray so it rinses my face and turn my back to him as I rinse my  hair. I shiver with the thought of his eyes on me knowing it’s just us. 
I turn and step to him my eyes catch on his cock, the outline I’ve seen does not do it justice it’s huge. My mouth drops open and I hear him grown and it moves. I almost jump I didn’t know that happened I blush and look up at him. I conjure some bodywash and pour it into my hand walking around him, He’s standing soo still like if he moves he won’t be able to stop. I massage the soap down his back reaching around to his chest, down his belly and his hand catches mine. “No” he says sternly. I feel him start to pull away. “Andras I want you. Please don’t leave.” He turns immediately pulling me up on his body careful not to enter me he’s holding me just holding me. 
“I only want you” I whisper and I hear his exhale. And he clenches his jaw. Please say something. He walks us to the wall and rests my back against the stone. “Never again” he says and I know what he means. I nod. “NEVER Grace” he barks and I tense in his arms. 
I feel his anger swelling and I adjust myself his cock pressing against my entrace, “please” I whisper and he shakes his head setting me down. He’s shaking I see the anger under his demeanor. He is pouring bodywash into his hand now and rubs it down my arms across my stomach and back and kneels to wash my legs. He’s eye level with my femininity. Staring directly at it and my stomach clenches. “You can touch me” I say and his eyes turn to embers. He shakes his head. “No my grace. It is not the time for that.” I sigh, “when” I say “when is the right time?” 
He stands looking down at me he craddles my head and kisses me. “I know my love, it is hard to be patient and these new standards are a challenge for you but we must wait.” And he holds me I feel his arousal against my belly. “When?” I say again. Not taking that as the answer. 
“On your birthday, when you have received your full power, when my father is gone and our people are safe.”
I look up at him. “No” I say sternly. “No” I repeat myself. “Tonight. I know that my power will enhance and I know that intimacy like that will seperate me from it. But I don’t want to feel like this and have to face your father. What if… ? He glares down at me. “I’m not going to take you just in case Grace” he says I feel him pulling away. I cling tighter. “Just explain” I say “just tell me what you’re thinking.” 
“You’re statement has upset” me he says, “the idea that something could happen to you, the idea that I would take you tonight just in case it almost feels like you are expecting that. The more established answer My Grace is that. My father will die and his power will transfer to me. The lost spell will annhilate him but power of that magnitude cannot be destroyed. Then you will kill me. And get all of his power as well. I will not taint you knowing that in a few days I will cease to exist.” 
I am shocked. “I’m not going to kill you” I say I’m going to end Balsalm. “I thought the lost spell would take away your magic not enhance it.” He shakes his head. “The lost spell is to destroy the Antitheus, my father. As his descendent I will claim his power but” he says.”With his level of darkness I will not stay of the light and will need to be destroyed as well.” 
I’m crying against his chest. “You’ll stay of the light,” I whisper and he shakes his head. “I cannot gurantee that my Grace” he says sadly.  “But Anima Mate, Two souls that exist in equal harmony of equal devotion and equal power.” I say remembering what I read yesterday. He nods once, “I had hoped so my Grace but I have not earned your devotion. I lost it.”
“So you knew about this too, you kept it from me something so crucial was once again an after thought only mentioned when I bring it up.”
“I did tell you” he says “I told you multiple times that I needed to earn you devotion, that I stayed my your side selfishly, that I thought of you as a Consor. But I cannot tell you to LOVE ME Grace! His voice aches. Every time we are alone together we end up in a screaming match he continues, you avoid me, push me away and today. Accepting Michaels advances. Putting me in a position to harm you. I thought we just needed more time, that the pressure was too much for you to focus. I had hope the night you couldn’t release your magic but then you got upset with me again.”
“Andras” my voice shaking. “I do love you.” He turns to leave but my magic blocks him in. “I do love you” I say again my magic ceasing and he looks at me, His eyes absorbing all of me. 
“I wish that were the truth” he says and leaves. 
I’m screaming now curled in a ball of the shower floor.  A familar scent envelopes me and I am in a bright room filled with colors in a warm bed and in dry clothes. This must be Eir’s suite. She comes around the corner with a mug and a concerned look. 
“Here” she says handing me the mug. “Why did I just get s frantic summons from Andras requesting I come collect you from his shower floor?” 
I am beyond embarassed but I have little self respect at this moment. “I asked him to take me basically threw myself at him and he declined saying it’s not time yet. That in a few days I will end his life and he will not taint me.”
I sip my tea disassociating. “My dear” she says. “Yup” I say. I look at her. “The lost spell will kill Balsalm?” she nods, “and Andras will get his power” she nods again. “Will he become evil?” I ask. 
“I hope not” she says and” I’ve discussed this with Andras he loves you so much and believes in your power and respects you” she says. “He is of the light and I am convinced that his soul will remain of the light regardless of his fathers power but. If I’m wrong then yes Andras will need to be eliminated for the good of our realm.”
I choke back a sob. 
“What’s the alternative?” I ask. 
“Well” she says “that’s partly why I went to visit Serena.: 

“We have been studying ancient texts and believe that if Andras is in the human realm at the time of Balsalms death you being the most powerful being in his presence will absorb Balsalm dark power.” I suck in a breathe “okay… but what does that mean for Andras?”

“He will remain as he is and if you were to consummate your union that energy when separated from you would tie itself to him. We hope that it would bind to the light of your union and almost dilute the dark energy.”

“Oh my goodness” I say feeling hopeful since Andras broke the news to me of his death. 

“That’s wonderfu”l I say! “My Grace” she says, “Andras is the leader of the Army and we must convince him to stay in the human realm as our world undergoes it’s last battle against his own father. Essentially abandoning his people and his mate. At the time when he believes his worth is most needed.”

“Can’t we just like knock him out for the next couple days?” I say she laughs. “We have considered this but we fear that the presence of Balsalms magic will call to him too greatly that any spell we can perform will be too weak to subdue him.”

“Our hope was that we could send you both away. To a secluded cabin under the pretense of providens et heres (providing an heir)  a common practice amongst the military.” My face is gaping at her. “The people will be ecstatic and it will continue the idea of a united front.”

“You can learn from Andras during this time, the ways of dark magic so you are better equipped to defeat Balsalm. Waiting until the morning of your birthday to return and hopefully having convinced Andras that to earn your devotion he must honor your will and remain in the human realm.”

“So let me get this straight, we’re going to tell the court that I am trying for an heir while unmarried… leave them in the final hours before a battle. Then I will be stuck in a cabin with andras for 48 hours trying to convince him to bitch out on the battle to win my devotion.” 

She nods. “It is common practice to try for an heir regardless of marital status when devotion is apparent and war is imminent. The people won’t look down at you for that. It is also custom that the days before a battle are spent resting. They have trained rigorously and we want them to feel their best before the big day.”

I nod “well that makes me feel a bit better.” 
“This is the only way?” I askand she nods. 

“Okay. so it shall be” I say. 
“Perfect” she claps her hands, “My Grace just so you know if you happen to have physical relations, there is no shame in that and it won’t cause any complications as we move forward. May I give you some motherly advice my Grace.” I nod feeling the blush creep up my face. 
“I know how difficult it can be to give your power, not your physical power, the emotional power that comes with a relationship. But rest in your feminine energy my dear. You are queen, your will is law, you don’t need to argue or prove your power with him. Allow yourself to exist in space with Andras as you both are. 
While you’re there I want you to focus on creating space within yourself. Serena and I agree that with your birthday approaching and the possible transfer from that plus Balsalms energy you need to create space within. To get in touch with your power and your soul and anticipate this change with Grace with acceptance.” 

Her words are calming the nervous energy in my core. “Thank you” I say. She nods and squeezes my arm. 

She claps now, “I will send you along and have Andras address the army.” 
I shake my head. “I would like to speak with him and stand at his side while he addresses the court. Then we shall go together.” 

Her smile is beaming, “good job” she whispers. 

I stand realizing I am still wrapped in a towel. I murmur and summon Frances. “Can you help?” I gesture to myself. She nods happily. “Are we thinking powerful but feminine?” I blush Eir hums her agreement. 

Suddenly I am standing in an organza gown in a lovely light rose color that ombre’s at the bottom to a deep orange. The color of Andras’s magic, the bodice is fitted and it’s a cap sleeve off the shoulder cowl neck moment. I look like his queen. I smile “I think he’ll like it” I say with a smirk. 

Frances whistles “yaaa you might actually come back pregnant” she says and I glare. “Not a chance” I say. 


“I’ll summon Andras so you both can head to Airbecks court.” I nod and France and Eir are gone. A few minutes pass I stand admiring Frances handiwork. I hear a knock at the door and turn as it opens. 

Andras is standing in what I assume is a royal suit. It is black with a few gold buttons down the front a straight collar very old fashioned. His eyes trail down my body and stop at the edge of my dress, he’s noticed the color. He bows. “Queen Grace  Eir summoned saying you wanted to speak to me.”

“Yes Andras, I would like to request your accommodation.” He looks at me blinking. providens et heres(provide an heir)

His jaw drops, he’s shaking his head. “That’s what the public will believe,” I continue but “I need your help learning to navigate dark magic my advisors insist I have this training before my birthday.”

He’s clenching his jaw and his fist. 
“We will be leaving after you address OUR court.” I say and his eyes catch mine with a hunger behind them. 

I bow to him. Since those last minutes with my father I have been acutely aware of who I show this level of respect to. 

I hear his steps and he is holding my chin raising me up. His eyes searching mine trying to figure out what’s going on, I allow my siren energy to flow through me I see his gaze soften his jaw relax. 

“You’re so beautiful” he says. He cups my face “but stop trying to trance me out” he says sternly. I smile a guilty smile. “I need your help” I say softly. The hunger returns and he nods once in agreement. He holds out his hand for us to transfer and we arrive in Airbecks addressing room as we step forwards on the balcony I intentionally fall back and he turns to look at me. I bow deeply for him in the presence of the court and the air falls silent. I stand and stand two steps behind him on his left. He’s still staring at me in awe. I nod once encouragingly. He turns. 

“In two night falls the last battle of our realm will commence” his voice bellows. “We would like to thank you for your service and your dedication to the protection of our realm.” 

“Requiem Inchoare will begin after this we encourage you all to be mindful of the blessing of time and community. Please eat and be merry for in a few days time you will be called upon.” 

He steps back and looks at me and I raise my hand and perform Magicae Amore on the court and hold it, sending an intention of goodwill and health to all. I release my hand and the light falls away. The crowd erupts in cheers and Andras grasps my hand and we are transferred immediately. We arrive under a willow tree with the sun shining through the branches. I am staring in awe still riding the high of his addressment. His hand is on my waist and his gaze is one of calmness for once. I smile up at him and turn and see the cabin. He gestures me forward. I shake my head. “Go ahead” I say” I’d like to rest here” for awhile he furrows his brow but turns and walks into the cabin. 

A nervous energy is stirring in my core. Realizing that I am to spend the next two days alone with Andras I decide to take Eirs suggestion and try to relax into my feminine energy. To open myself up and accept what is and what is to come. I sit on the mossy grass beneath the tree in my gorgeous gown I place my hands face up and close my eyes to feel the sun on my face. 

Femina vis aperta gratia (feminine energy, open to grace) 
I repeat this spell in the depth of my being. I notice the smell of the earth the wind against my skin, the sun beaming down upon me. 
Slowly i feel the tightness in my shoulders release, the tension in my core unravel, the undercurrent of stress and fear that has been propelling me forward settles. 

I feel tears stream down my face as I allow the emotions I have been forcing aside to arrive, the loss of my father, accepting my fate without the presence of my mother, the change in all of my relationships, moving to a new realm. I feel a wave of love rush from my power. 

An feeling of ease surrounds me. I place one hand on my chest and another on my core. 
Gratiam i say to myself, my power 

Suddenly the wind picks up and I feel the sun get a little strong like the realm heard me. 

I smile and stand up slowly approaching the cabin. I see Andras standing in the doorway. I smile and run my hand down his chest like it’s the most natural thing. I cross the threshold and graze my hand across the surfaces. It’s my home, my cabin back in the human realm. It is the exact replica. I turn to him beaming 

He bows and stares at me expressionless. I continue into the kitchen and open the fridge. I do a little dance and grab out my iced coffee supplies. That gets a laugh. I bring down two glasses and make us each an extra sweet caramel americano. I carry his to him and he grabs it gently eyes on me. I continue walking until I am in his nook cuddled beneath is free arm I lean my weight against his frame and I feel his heart beat increase. I sip mine and moan at the taste. “It’s perfect” I say eyes wide at him waiting for him to try. He does, he laughs “yes dessert in a cup.” I playfully swat him. I look down still in my gown and I set my coffee on the entryway table. “I’m going to go change” I say and walk slowly down the hall head bowed. I come to my room and my heart leaps it feels so good to be surrounded my things that feel so familiar. 

Our of the corner of my eyes I see a silk house dress and matching robe in the orange color of Andras’s magic. With a note attached to it in France’s hand writing, “You got em doll :)” 

I laugh and conjure the dress off and the house dress on. It’s 1:00 pm and I don’t plan on leaving I just want a cozy day inside. I leave my hair in the intricate updo from the addressment. I grab the robe and slide it on and spritz myself with my rose perfume that I know he loves. I walk down the hall and he is sitting at the kitchen Island he’s changed as well. He’s in his dark jeans and black long sleeve. Like usual his eyes are deceiving themselves. He stays silent though I maneuver around the kitchen looking for something to make for lunch. I haven’t eaten since the fries or maybe the cinnamon rolls. My diet as queen has been mostly trash I find tomatoes cucumber and basil and yess feta. I rinse the produce and set it on the island across from Andras and start preparing one of my favorites, a greek salad. I open the jar of olives and fork a few slicing them down a bit I pour it all into a huge wooden bowl and pour on some olive oil squeeze the lemon juice and crack some salt and black pepper on top. I make sure everything is evenly coated and open the feta. “Do you like this?” I ask motioning to the cheese and he’s dumbfounded and just nods I break up some feta with a fork and add it to the salad. Serving us both a plate and setting his in front of him as I take the seat directly next to him at the island. I smile and take a bite. Making sure to get a piece of every ingredient with each forkful. He watches and does the same. “Very delicious, thank you” he murmurs and I pat his arm acknowledging his thanks and he looks at where I made contact and furrows his brow and just keeps eating. When I finish he goes to grab the plates but I motion for him to stay seated. “Okay Grace what is going on?” He asks sternly. As I place the plates in the sink.

“What?” I ask innocently.

He looks at me like seriously? “The bowing to me at court, the amazing dress with my colors, the air of calmness, the meal. You just feel so different.”

“In a bad way?” I ask

“No no of course not just it’s not like you. You’re just softer…” he trails off.

I hear Eir’s voice in my head. I’m always defensive, aggressive, easily angered. He looks at me as if all of that is on the way. 

“I have been having a hard time,” I say softly. “With all of it. I felt like a caged animal like every advance demanded my full power. That I needed to force everything and do everything and know everything. I just couldn’t accept it. I thought I had by being productive by demanding respect by not needing anyone but it was so unaligned with my soul.”
He nods. 

I continue “Eir told me I need to go within to find acceptance and this afternoon I truly felt it sitting beneath that tree. I just let everything I had been afraid of come and I feel so much better” I say. 

“I’m sorry Andras, for pushing you away and treating you like you’re human. I don’t have experience with men in a romantic capacity but a man from this realm is a different story. I felt like the only way I could show that I care for you was physically and when you kept turning down my advances it made me question myself and my power and what our connection is.”

He steps forward and embraces me. 

“No need to apologize Grace, I’m just glad you’re feeling better.” 

“I’m so grateful for you” I say into his chest. 

His embrace tightens and I feel him shift his lower body closer to me and I allow myself the comfort of being held. 

He rubs my back and his breathing is so even and steady and present. 
I pull away with a smile and point to the couch, “wanna watch gilmore girls?” I ask He laughs  “I have been wondering who Rory ends up with” I smile big and he gestures to the couch and takes a seat, his body relaxed and his legs wide. I cuddle into his nook and he actually puts his arm around me! We spend a couple hours like a couple. Just laughing and talking and resting together. 

As we notice the sun setting I turn and ask him “what was it like for you growing up?” 
He stiffens, but looks at me and sighs. “It was very rigid. My mother was killed after my birth and I am my fathers only child and in the kingdom of darkness they don’t believe in a childhood.” 

“The brightest times in my life were when I was learning light magic, so that’s what we study ages 5-10 we have to know the basics. Then when I turned 10 I went to warrior training and remained there as I rose through the ranks until I was 25 I was named militaris generalis ( military general) and led my fathers army until marmor inferna.” 

“I’m sorry” I say kindly and snuggle closer. “I’m sorry if our interactions have been less than comforting, I too have limited experience communicating with the opposite sex.” 

“But” I start and he looks, I gather my courage. “But you’ve been intimate before right. He avoids eye contact and nods. In the dark army it is ingrained in service to use women, to release, create heirs. I have had relations with women but I never wanted to have children so I have not seeded a woman” he says quietly, still avoiding eye contact. “Especially as a descendent my release would separate me from my magic which my father frowned upon. He insisted I maintain control and use them for fun” he says disgusted. 

I rub his shoulder “thanks for sharing” I say. “Would you be able to teach me some dark magic?” 

“Grace”, he saiy. “It will help protect me” I say simply. 

He groans as I stand to get ready his eyes light up a little seeing me eager to learn something from him. “Well dark magic is something that comes from the shadows of the mind. That’s why those who have dark pasts or dark souls have stronger magic.”

“Light and dark magic aren’t inherently different they just come from a different source if that makes sense. We all carry both sources within us because of Deus and Antitheus being the creators of the descendents. But it is what we nurture that decides our fate.” 

I nod actually fascinated by what he has to say. 

“You are of the light despite the trauma of your past because of how you were nurtured. I was of the dark because of how I was raised. But I can pull from the light because of the love I was shown by your mother. You will be able to pull from the dark because of that trauma of losing your mother.”

“But if we’re born with both why does it matter if we are shown the light or dark. Shouldn’t we be able to access both regardless?” 

“It was like that many centuries ago but as the dark kingdom became more power hungry it made it’s followers choose. Because of the acts of those individuals the light kingdom also encouraged people to choose so that there was a clear separation and hopefully one day judgment would be served. That’s why your stance has spurred so much hope within the realm.”

“I don’t want to kill a kingdom of people” I say sadly. “Oh my Grace in the past few decades since my father and I have been gone. There is no longer a dark kingdom, there are Balsalm followers. There are several hundred we estimate but most of those who were left without a ruler parted off into the other kingdoms and found the light within again.” 

“I still don’t want to kill hundreds of people” I say. “Grace, that is war. They will gladly kill our warriors and we must protect the realm” he says a bit more firmly. “But what if they’re like you?” He shakes his head in surprise. “What do you mean?” 

“What if they never truly knew the light or love? What if I can ignite that spark within them and have them rejoin the other kingdoms?”

“Grace your ban on innocent blood shed…” “I stand by that but what if they were only partaking in warfare. Or are my age and born to extremists and felt like they had no other option? I want to judge each individual soul not completely wipe them out based on past decisions.”

“What do you think I say?” I can’t even look at him because he’s a blur I feel his hands on my waist and I entangle my legs around him as he sets me on the entry table kissing my neck then  shoulders I gently drop the robe and the straps of my dress breasts exposed and his rough hands are grabbing them squeezing as my breath catches. Never having felt his touch or any mans but the desperation and lust in his eyes. He back at my mouth I part my lips and moan for him his hands fall to the side of me gripping the table beneath me as he rests his head on my shoulders breath heaving I feel him trying to regain control, I raise my hands and place them on the back of his shoulders holding him. I don’t push away, I don’t read into it. I just allow him to exist as he is. 

I hear him laugh And I lean back curious his eyes reach mine and he says “I think that you are everything I have been waiting for Grace”. I giggle and kiss his cheek. “Slowly bringing my straps back into place as I feel his eyes on my breasts as I slip them back into my dress.” 

“Let’s practice” I say, he nods once, eyes closed exhaling deeply. “Excuse me a minute Grace “he says. I shrug to say sure no worries and he heads out the back door. Realization dawns onto my and I hurry after him “Andras” I call he turns and I shake my head. He looks at me confused and I immediately blush, how do you ask a warlock to not release his magic without telling him you plan to give it up. He strides back towards me and I am very aware of his bulge memories of seeing it in the shower feeling it against me. I look directly at it and bite my lip. “Maybe you can do that later” I say softly and he looks at me like I just set a flame. 

He blushes and says “we’ll see.” I let my eyes roam his entire body. His strong thick thighs solid core, not like the gym bros but grown his shoulders and strong arms those hands I blush thinking of how they were just on my body. When I catch his eye he looks on edge. 

I realize I am in the yard in a silk nightgown. I conjure on some jean shorts and a white tank and he bites his knuckle turning in a circle. “Gracie” he yells, “I like when you call me” that I say. 

“Alright let’s do this lesson” I say. “Focus Andras” 

“He nods I see his control slowly coming back. I need to call upon the dark” within he nods. I close my eyes and place my hands on my stomach I focus remembering, the day of my mothers death, the loss of control when I thought I was drowning, the feeling of fear when Marc had me pinned I feel a pressure building a rage a feeling like I’m falling through the air takes me but my hands fly forward an image of dark water floods my mind it’s coming like a tsunami. I can’t stand the pressure any longer I scream releasing the power within I open my eyes and it’s still expelling through my hands but it’s met with a wall of orange. The rage builds and my scream grows I sound wild but it feels so amazing to release and the midnight blue crashes through the wall of orange and immediately stops. Andras is crouched his magic surrounding him. “Are you okay?” I rush to him he stands looking at me bewildered. He steps back “Grace what the fuck was that?” He asks bluntly. “I just did what you said. And it felt so good to just let it flow I had to release the pressure. “His hand goes through his hair. 

“That show of power, the consistency, the force, the ability to stop it so suddenly. You are Omnes Protenes” and he bows.

“Thank you” I say softly. “It was easier than I expected. When it comes to your powers it flows so naturally Grace. I mean it I have never seen anyone so effortlessly execute magic. From the light to the darkness you are truly divine.”

I don’t reply feeling like another thank you isn’t much in comparison to his compliments. 

“So is the lesson over?” He laughs, we’ve deduced you can wield your power. He shakes his head in amazment. “But to concentrate it with the same strength but directed at an individual will be key. Your’s was a wave we want a stream. The lost spell is an inunctura (combination/ joint) spell it must be done by someone who has a balance of power within. 

“You will need to harness you light and dark magic into a concentrated target. This cannot be done without control Grace.” I nod his eyes rest on me making sure that warning hit. 

“If by chance it was what would happen?” “With your magic, it could kill everyone.” 

I gasp are “you fucking kidding me?” The feminine takes a backseat

He looks surprised and nods. “Why do you think it is forbidden and has been lost for millenia?” 

“When practiced by those without balanced power it would kill villages at a time.” 

I’m pacing stress flooding my veins. 

My power whispers in my ea”r libratum centrum omnes potentes.” I try to stablize my breathing my power knows my fear and is prepared. I nod, okay I got this. 

He laughs like loud booming laughter. “Potentia, Pulchritudo, Fidens. (powerful, beautiful, confident) he bows. I have faith in you My Grace.” 

I beam at him, “Basileus (king)” 

He swallows hard and shakes his head. 

I step to him pulling his head down controlling this time I take his lips and slips my tongue in his mouth. When we part I whisper Basileus. 

I run my hands down his chest. “Tenemur (we are bound)” I feel a shiver go through him. 

“In aeternum (for eternity)” I feel my magic rushing through my hands and he closes his eyes and says repeats In aeternum

“Grace” he trys to pull away but my magic holds him. A moment passes and I nod as my power returns to my core. 

He grabs my hand Places a slow kiss and kneels. 
I kneel to him and our eyes reflect mine burning blue his embers. The ground beneath us shakes but we don’t pull away. 

Once it subsides he grabs my waist pulling me to him. 
“I love you” he says, I feel tears in my eyes. “I love you too” my heart is exploding with happiness. 

As the sun finally tucks behind the mountains. He pulls me to my feet and then scoops me into his arms carrying me back into the house. 

I look around and this no longer is my home, it feels like I walked into my past life. My present is Andras. My future is my power. 

Eirs words flood back to me, the fear of his response when I tell him of my intentions burns in the back of my throat. The feel of his love has me drunk, I can’t let it escape my lips tonight. 
He rests me on the kitchen island and stand between my knees. I rub my hands down his arms just enjoying his closeness. 

He kisses my shoulder. 

I nod, for tonight. I want to practice my siren magic now that I am safely in the magical realm. 

I kiss his forehead and start to get down. 

“Grace, do you know what you did out there?” He asks quietly. My self isn’t sure my power whispers for me to answer, “we are eternally bound my King.” 

He steps back, “Grace we are eternally bound” he says slowly and I nod. “Grace, till death do us part…” I whip my head up in realization. “We’re married?” I ask he nods. 

I feel like I should be freaking out but it was effortless it came from within me my power knows what’s right, I have to trust it. I rub my hands on my legs trying to release some nervous energy. 

 well at least now the court can’t shame me for premarital relations I think to myself.  

“um Andras. I just need one minute.
 He nods stepping away he also looks stunned so this is probably for the best. 

My instinct is to rush down the hall and push this discomfort away, cling to my pride. 

I get off the counter, grab his hand and pull him to the kitchen floor he comes without question we are sitting on the floor of the kitchen. Holding hands, in silence. 

“I trust this” I say. He squeezes my hand “You are the sun embodied in a woman and I will stand in your warmth for the rest of my life.” 

He leans forward and kisses me and the feeling was so pure so natural and loving. It’s as if the committment made the connection better. The fear was gone for both of us.

I feel tears well in my eyes and I hold them back. 

I scoot closer as the kiss intensifies neither of us wanting this feeling to stop 

I climb onto his lap straddling his manhood as he grips my hips. 

Hot breath between us and the fog of sexual attraction has taken me, I feel like I’m his and he is mine. 

I moan as I feel his erection pressing against my feminity through my jeans. 

For once he’s not stopping us. His hands are trailing up and down my back and ass. 

Grace he murmurs and the possessiveness in his voice almost sends me over the edge. I moan into his mouth. He pulls back and rests his forehead on my declote. 

“I love you” he says 

I kiss the top of his head and say devotus

“Even though you are my wife now” he’s saying into my breasts. 

“I will not be taking you on the kitchen floor.” 

The image sends more frustrations surging to my core. 

His voice clears the fog a bit and I realize that I can’t in good concious have him inside me when I know my intentions of bringing him here. 

I nod and stand stepping over him so he can do the same. 

I realize that honesty is the only option, this new connection is so pure and intense. I can’t imagine tainting it. 

“Andras,” I say deciding that I won’t wait another minute. 

“Yes my love” he says grabbing for my hips. 

“We need to talk.” 

A concerned looks comes across his face. 

“Okay” he says reaching for the barstool at the island and hoisting himself up. 

“Shoot “he says. 

Now that I’m on the spot I’m not sure how to proceed, I feel my magic ignite and a whisper appears in my mind. Condescens. 
First I say I want to show you something. He nods. 

I imagine my painting and it appears before us. I hear his gasp and I turn to see his eyes taking it all in. He’s running his hands through his hair visibly more stressed. He points, “You did this?” He asks. I nod and his eyes get wider. 

“It’s magnificent Grace” he says. 

“Do you see it?” I ask quietly. 

He nods avoiding eye contact. 

“I did this the day I got my powers. I was feeling so overwhelmed I just let my concsiousness escape onto the canvas. 

When I stepped away and realized what it was I broke down. I felt as though I had no control and my power was telling me that this was my destiny.”

Andras swallows hard and stay quiet allowing me to continue. 

“If the Deus and Antitheus beliefs are true I say. Then… I have to be prepared.” 

“We don’t have to “ he starts. 
“I’m not talking about sex Andras.” 

“Eir told me that if you are in the presence of Balsalm when I kill him you will absorb his power.” He nods. “Then I will lose you,” I say. He’s eyes are on me and I realize tears are streaming down my face. 

“But Eir and Serena believe that if I am the only one present I will absorb his power.” I say in a breath. 

“I’m not going to let you” Andras says as I put up my hand. 

“Andras, you will.” I say simply.

I feel his rage before I see it. 

“I can do this” I say calmly “I will do this and you will live.” 

He’s stands up his power and size radiating in the small kitchen. “I bow to him then” taking him off guard. 

“This is not me against you I say, this is us against Balsalm” US, he says indignently and I interrupt him  “FOR THE GOOD OF THE REALM Andras. You will go to the human realm and allow me to accept Balsalms Magic so that when he is gone I can transfer it to you. So that I point to the painting IS OUR Future.” 

He’s shaking and I look up into his eyes. 

“You will not only be my king for two days. 
You will be King Antitheus”

He releases a growl his magic rumbling in the earth beneath us his stare is burning into my soul. 

“Me Voluntas Est Lex (my will is law)” I feel my power whisper into the space between us. 

His jaw clenches as the entire house begins to shake, I stand my ground in the kitchen and a moment later he is gone. 

The anguish the rushes through my core almost sends me to the ground. I’m gasping for breath not realizing that I had been holding it in, waiting for his response. 

Tears prick at my eyes and I let them fall The overwhelming desire to be submerged in the ocean calls to me. I walk out the back door onto the porch and across the grass down to the sand bank so similar to my home in the human realm it is startling but when I see the patchwork bluea of the magical realms water I feel a hint of calmness my siren soul feels so at home staring at this ocean. I place a hand over my heart like I often do when I want to speak to my mother. The waves intensify when they were once just lapping against my toe they have reached my thighs. The waves are warm and it feels like the water is filled with a lively energy. I walk further in to my waist, my chest. My neck then I’m diving into the depths deeper and deeper until my legs fuse and the sunlight I had been basking in on the shore is nothing but a flicker in the distance. As I swim deeper the pressure increases and the temperature decreases until I realize I am in complete darkness. I can’t see my hand in front of my face. My heart stutters a bit at the realization but I take a moment to rest and indulge in the feeling of being held by the ocean, the cleansing and grounding I feel from being without my normal senses. I use this time to call into myself as Eir suggested to accept the upcoming fate and create space within my being for the power that is coming. As I sit with this practice I think I feel something brush past my body, almost like a breeze but I’m in the depths of the ocean so deep there isn’t even a current. Fear ignites within me. Realization that I am alone, no ones knows where I am and I can’t see or hear anything has me frozen. I try to calm my mind. It’s just a fish or some seaweed. I tell myself I call upon my magic and my light radiates around me and I see that I am in the midst of a black swirling cloud when the light touches it it scatters. I imagine the shore and I am back on the sand, naked and shaking from fear. It’s dark and I look around, I’m alone. I’m safe. I transfer myself back into the cabin and can barely walk to the bedroom, my body is shaking so much, I don’t know if it’s the cold or the fear. I’m in the kitchen and I try walking down the hall and fall. I let myself lie there I don’t have the energy to move. To do anything. What happened down there? I conjure on a robe and remain on the floor, aware of my loneliness. I realize I have been sobbing I am so out of touch with my being I feel as though I am observing myself. I see Andras at the end of the hall, he’s rushing to me screaming but I can’t respond. He’s shaking me and I just lie there I don’t understand, why can’t I respond, why am I watching this if that’s me. Panic sets in, am I dying?! Suddenly the brightest flash of light I have ever seen encompasses us all. I open my eyes and see Andras.  

“Grace, Grace” he’s grasping my his hand on my face. Looking into my eyes searching. 

What happened I croak. 
He’s crying and hugging me to his chest. 

“I thought I lost you” he says and I jolt up at his words. I was dying I say but how?! He’s patting my hair. 

“What happened?” I am demanding
“Where were you?” he shouts

“I, I was swimming, I just kept swimming, diving deeper and deeper” I say. “I was in complete darkness and I called upon my power and saw a black swirling cloud all around me. I was able to transfer back but I was weak and shaking then it was like I was watching myself from above. The bright light” I look at him his eyes searching mine like when he was searching for my power inside of me.

I nod to him like, does any of that explain 

He shakes his head, I feel his anger. “The magical realm ocean is not the same as the human realm. Sharks are not the only thing that can harm you here.” 

“Grace I believe that my fathers magic was calling to you.” Andras says bluntly. 

“Your mothers womb was tainted by his magic and you have been marked since birth. I noticed it before I knew who you were. That’s why it feels so good for you to exert dark magic, that is why your dark magic was so strong right away. It has been hiding in the shadows growing until the slightess hint of ignition. And that’s why his magic was able to penetrate you I believe he was trying to dissolve your light. 

I’m shaking, what do you mean your father is still entombed. How could his magic be penetrating me?”

“How do we know that?” Says Andras. 
I look at him, bewildered.

“Because I haven’t released him” I say… 
“Fideli Sanguine (loyal blood) is what is needed” he says he’s up from the floor. 

“Yes but he’s in the deep ocean hell void, no one can get to him but the sirens…”
“Unless someone found a way to transfer there,” he says. 

“But who is that loyal to him that their blood would be strong enough?” 

“Samael” he shakes his head. “Samael is my fathers shadow, he idealized everything about Balsalm he’s who cursed your mother on behalf of Balsalm. He has killed thousands and he enjoys it, he never had a qualm performing forbidden spells that’s why my father kept him close.”

“Why are certain spells forbidden?” I ask. Andras seems surprised by my question having forgotten that despite my power I didn’t grow up with this information. 

“There can be a few different reasons, spells like the one your mother used to harness her power into objects are more like a misdemeanor, the (slow death) spell he used is forbidden is similar to manslaughter, there was intention and planning to kill someone. Others like Genocids (genocide) are forbidden because they eliminate every living thing in the vacinity. Plants, animals, humans, magical beings. It was a favorite of my fathers army. He says shaking his head. The only person willing to perform it was Samael.”

“Why?” I ask

“It fractures the soul of the being that performs it, and with that fracture a glimpse of hell is engraved into you. The more you perform the spell the greater the fracture becomes.”

“My father was power hungry, dark and fucked up” he says. 
“But Samael was pure evil. His presence sucks the life out of every room, his eyes are haunting and his body was emaciated. He lost touch with humanity.”

“And he’s still alive?” I ask 

“I haven’t heard otherwise. Evil like that doesn’t disappear it waits in the shadows.” He says 

Shivers run through my body. 

“We will let Eir know our concerns now and have her inform Serena and Airbeck.” He says matter of fact. 

I nod. 

He puts out a hand to help me off the floor. I grasp it with as much strength as I can muster. He frowns and suddenly I am in him arms. 

We are in the tub, he transfers us to the huge tub. It's filled with warm water and rose scented bubbles. The heat soothes the cold and fear from my bones. I close my eyes to relish in it and a few minutes later I can feel his eyes on me. I realize he’s in the tub with me. I bust out laughing seeing this huge intimidating man submerged in bubbles. He smiles and I feel my heart sing. 

I also realize that my legs haven’t fused, Andras must read my expression and he reaches down to rub my thigh beneath the water. “The events of this afternoon may just be weighing heavy on your mind keeping the change at bay my grace” he grabs my other thigh with his free hand and looks up to me not seeing any protest in my gaze he pulls me to him. I’m in his lap straddling him. His hands have moved to my low back eyes intently on my own. The move isn’t sexual it’s comforting, I can’t help but think of how amazing it feels to be in his arms, I lean in and kiss him softly the grip on my waist tightens. He releases a hard breath and I lower myself down and feel his strength between my legs at my entrance. I rock forward and he releases a moan. 

I meet his gaze and his eyes are blood read it startles me and he grips my chin. “My Grace is eager isn’t she.” I blush and nod. He releases a short laugh and shakes his head. His hands roam up my back and down my shoulders his eyes stare intently at my breasts. 

Muliebris transcendentia (feminine transcendence) he mumbles. 

I smile unsure of how I know latin so well. Thank you I mumble. 

He nods Gratias Tibi

“Please my Grace understand that there is nothing I want more than to take you right here.” 
I gape at him surprised he is so honest 

“Your body calls to me in a way that can only be from the God’s. But it is my duty to protect you and I must refrain from deflowering you until we are in a place of peace.”

“But” I say. 
“No my love” he says. “You may have desires but an intimate relationship in the magical realm is more complicated. You are under a lot of stress right now both physically and mentally and I am here to ease those burdens but our focus must be of a more rational sort.”

I don’t know why him being so caring and calm is such a turn on, I feel a pout coming on but decide to try a little harder. 

I splash some warm water on his chest and run my hands over it he bites his lip, I let my hands run down his belly and feel his grip tighten on my waist. 

“Grace” he says in a lot growl. 
“I know” I say softly. 
I reach back up and wrap my arms around his neck leaning my breasts against his chest and arching my back just a little. My head on his shoulder I whisper to him “you feel so good” He pulls me closer tighter against his chest and I feel his breath speed up. 

“Grace” he says sternly 
“My Basileus” I say sweetly “I just want to be close” I say 

I feel him swallow. He nods and hugs me arms warm from the water. 
“I love you” I say 
“I love you grace.” 

I shift my hips a little more forward and feel him tense up. 

“I’ve always been yours” I whisper and kiss his neck
His hands drop to my ass and he squeezes I feel his frustration. 

“Fuck” he whispers. 
I smile knowing my feminine power is working. 

“I want my husband inside me” I say and I hear his teeth grinding. 

“Grace” his voice is weak like I’ve finally broken him 

He lets out a forced breath and releases his hands.

“My love I need to get up.” Damnit I think 

“Why” I say whining. 

“One of us needs to maintain control in this situation," he says in his military voice. 
I sigh and lean back and grab his hands and place them on my breasts. 

He sucks in as I say “oh you’ll be in control Andras”

That did it. 

His eyes are aflame then his mouth is on mine taking it with no resistance, 
His hands are back on my hips pressing me down I can feel his huge manhood pressing against my entrance starting to stretch me but my tightness prevents him from entering. He groans and moves one hand down between us and strokes my clit I release a deep moan as he continues to rub my hips rolling with his motions one hands wrapped around my waist holding me in place one hand pleasuring me while his mouth takes mine. 

He releases my lips and his travel down my neck and clasp around my nipple as he sucks I scream his name and it’s as if it snaps him back to reality and he stops everything and lets go

I’m left panting in the tub he’s dressed and looking down at me. “My love” he says with a smile his hand extended to help me out. What I stammer. 

I told you one of us had to maintain control he says with a smile. “As much as you tried to destroy mine.” I bite my lip and flush a little realizing everything that just happened between us. 




FINISH THIS SCENE LATER 




As I awaken the next day I feel a sense of urgency that something isn’t right in the world. I sit up in bed and notice Andras is already gone. 

I head out to the kitchen and he’s no where to be found I peer out the kitchen window and see a glowing orb of orange light suspended in mid air it’s pulsing with intricate flames licking out   around it. As if it was a fireball paused above the yard.

Instantly I know it’s him, Andras is engulfed in his power. 

But that feeling that something is amiss is so strong, I decide I need to contact Eir. I whisper into my palm and suddenly Eir appears I gesture to Andras and she nods solemnly. 

“Balsam has risen” she says with sadness dripping in her voice. 

It feel as is my organs are being wringed out in my core. 

“Wh, what?” I say 

She nods, “early this morning. His magic was seen above the atlantic ocean.” She points to Andras “and he’s calling upon his son.”

“How can he do that?” I demand. “I thought they needed loyal blood to open the tomb?!”

She nods, “Samael.” 

Immediately I realize that the loyal blood was never from Andras. They were waiting in the shadows with the knowledge and plan long before I came around. 

Samael would release Balsalm when word of Andras returning to the magical realm spread. They would do it before the Accession so that in case Andras wasn’t of the dark any longer they could kill us both and Balsalm would ascend again as the Dark King. 

“Where’s Airbeck” I shout. Her eyes drop to the ground as she shakes her head. “He’s gone” she says. “They found his body impaled on the fence of the dark castle.”

“Fuck” I shout. I look at her desperately. “You must leave, take Frances and Marc with you.” She shakes her head. “You know us better than that she gives me a smirk. We’re going to fight. Marc is of the dark now” she says withholding her emotions. 

I feel my pulse quickening. 

“What’s happening to Andras?” “He’s being called upon” she says simply. 

“Balsam is essentially trying to transfer him to the dark kingdom but he’s fighting it off.” “How long does he have?” I ask. 

“With his level of strength he will stay suspended as long as he stays true to the light. But Balsalm will come for him by nightfall. Which means we must kill Balsalm by nightfall. Tomorrow is the date of Accession.” I open my mouth to speak and she raises a hand. “My queen” she says “your decree is being respected but it is an ancient ritual that cannot just be ignored.” I close my mouth and gesture for her to proceed. 

“Have you harnessed your dark magic yet?” she asks. I nod once. “Andras says that it is more powerful than he expected.” That gets a smile from Eir.

I feel a flush creep up my neck. I blurt out the words that have yet to be spoken. “We’re married” 

She whips her face to mine and immediately I’m in her arms and feel her tears on my neck. “Divinus Consecrare (divine sacred union with purpose)” she whispers 

My heart swells and I share in the embrace with the woman I have been cared for all of these years. 

She grasps my face in her hands and stares deeply into my eyes. I stare back unsure of what’s going on and she pats my shoulders as her hands rub down my arms. 

“My grace” she says “we have been waiting for this union for centuries. Benedictio (blessings)”

I smile “thank you Eir” I say. 

Out of the corner of my eye I see Andra’s flame grow. 

He agreed I say flatly he will go the human realm. 
I will kill Balsalm. 

I breathe deeply feeling my power filling the space between every cell in my body. 
I stand a little taller and Eir takes a step back and bows. 

“Airbeck will receive a royal burial in 3 days time.” 
“Call upon Serena tell her to prepare the army both Siren and land.
You and Frances return to the white castle. Tell Airbecks chief officer I want 12 soldiers here by 1:00 pm to protect my husband by any means necessary Balsalm will not touch him.”

I hold my hand out and close my eyes. I imagine a suit of armor pearlescent and gold fitted and flexible and feel the snuggness engulf my body. I open my eyes and I am in the most beautiful armor probably to ever exist. I see Eir’s eyes are welled with tears. 

Be careful she says and bows. 
I touch her shoulder. “If anything happens you are queen.” 

I place a hand over her heart and her eyes glow with my colors. 
I realize I have just transferred some of my power to her. 
I bow to her, “praesentia benedictio ( your presence is a blessing)” 

“I will address the army at the white castle at sunset.” 

“Where will you go my queen?” she asks softly. 

“Hunting” I say coldly. Surprised by the darkness in my own voice. 

Suddenly I’ve transferred. I am at a waterfall deep in a forest. 
I hear my name in the trees in the burble of the waterfall. I close my eyes and extend my hands out and upward in a a receiving position and suddenly the winds begin and the earth beneath me shakes. I am observing myself from within and my power has taken complete control. I feel like this place is from a memory. Suddenly I am a little girl and I hear my mothers voice “one day, you will save the world dear Grace. You will remember this when the day comes and you need to know that you are love. The light, the earth, the water. Never waiver. With great power comes great responsibility. I will be gone soon, my power will have already found you but I have hidden the power of love and light created by your father and I in the stones of this waterfall. Omnes Protentas is your destiny you are Deus embodied. With the gifts hidden in this waterfall you will be able to balance the darkness of Balsalm. A clairvoyant told me of your future before you were conceived. That you would restore light to the magical realm and that one day you would kill Balsalm. I feel her hand on my back, my Grace, I am so proud. NEVER WAIVER,” She says and suddenly I open my eyes. The voices are gone and I hear the water and the chirp of birds. 

Sadness nips at my heart but my power suppresses it. 

I step forward and lean to grab the stones. As soon as I touch one I feel the warmth of the sun, the embrace of my mother, the mindfulness of life and I know that she is the source of this guiding power within me. 

I am at peace, the greatest gift that could ever have been given to someone about to kill the King of Darkness and absorb his power. 


Non Repulsa (never waiver) I say outloud so the trees can hear me. 

Suddenly I am in a dark room, the smell hits me first. It’s damp and acrid. The energy of the space is negatively charged and has the hair on my arms standing up and the pit in my stomach gets heavier. 

I close my eyes and imagine my power radiating out of me and the room fills with light. 

I am in a study, with dust everywhere. A broken window and no electricity. Stacks of books and letters are littered everywhere it looks like it has been devoid for years. My power whispers in my ear. The Dark Castle. 

“Fuck” I whisper under my breath realizing that my power isn’t wasting any time. We got the light power from my mom and came right over to Balsalms house. 

I hear the floorboards shift behind me and see a creature hunched over, eyes red, in filthy black clothes in shreds. Its hair is patchy and disgusting, it smiles without a single tooth in it’s mouth. Samael. This creature looks like a demon but has the slight mannerisms of a human like when you look at an AI and something seems off. Humanity is a flickering essence but it’s there. 

My power is pulsing, feeling the evil radiating from him. Ego te exspectat est ( I’ve been waiting for you) he croaks 

I don’t give him another breath 
Cremare I say and feel my dark magic explode from me and flames fill the room. 
I hear the screams of a dying animal, the room fills with heat and the most putrid smell as if I had been forced inside of a corpse. 

I don’t falter until the room is silent. 

As I withdraw my power I see a crisped figure where Samael once stood. Pleasure fills my soul and in the back of my conscience a whisper of fear bubbles as I recognize how good it felt to kill. 

Tenebris advenit (the darkness has arrived)

I stand amongst the flames while a feeling of wholeness fills me
I am outside of myself watching as my power grows absorbing Samael’s essence
I sliver of fear runs through me he’s pure evil how can I absorb his essence without damning myself?

But this feeling of wholeness is too strong as if I needed that evil.

I catch my reflection in a cracked mirror across the room, clothed in my pearlescent and gold armor flames surrounding me and a darkness in my eyes that can pierce my soul from here. 

My power whispers to me lumen restituet (restore the light) and as soon as the spell crosses my awareness the flames dissipate and my consciousness is forced back into my body. 

I drop to the floor gasping. My watercolor light surrounds me and a sense of calm returns. 

After a moment I am able to intellectualize what just happened. I thought the wave I showed Andras in the garden was as intense as my darkness would ever reach but releasing Samael’s energy took me so far into the depths that the void felt like home. 

I become aware of the time it’s felt like hours but the light is still the same outside the window. I peruse Balsalm’s office finding most of it has been rummaged through over the decades. 

I stare out the window at a willow tree in the center of the dead garden and flashes of my moment at the cabin resting beneath the willow returning to my feminine energy and the warmth returns to my core. Expelling the heaviness I had been feeling. 

I transfer back to the cabin kitchen to find Eir in the same place but with one hand on her heart the other directed towards Andras praesentia tua donum est ( your presence is a gift) she repeats over and over again she hasn’t sensed my arrival but I an aware that she is sending an unwavering stream of support to my husband and my heart aches. 
Is his will wavering? The idea that Balsalms darkness may overtake him and force me to destroy him enrages me. 

Eir’s words flutter across my mind “you need to make space within yourself to accept the darkness when Balsalm is killed” (MAKE THIS MATCH THE EARLIER WRITING) 

My power overcomes me and a force greater than the cosmos expels from me and surrounds Andras. He drops out of the sky surrounded by my watercolor light. He’s choking on the ground trying to regulate his breathing and Eir’s eyes shoot to me in fear. 

“I gave him the light,” I growl. My aura has shifted Eir kneels “Omnes Potenes” Through the darkness infiltrating my mind my consciousness recognizes her, I nod. 

“I made space for the darkness”, I say. She looks up at me with tears in her eyes. 

My eyes flicker to the garden and see Andras standing there eyes piercing mine. “NO!” He screams realizing what I’ve done. 

“Silence” my spell comes out in a hiss. And his voice disappears. 

“I am Omnes Potenes, I am able to hold immense power. By transferring my light to you I will be able to kill Balsalm and absorb his magic” 

My eyes reach his and what’s left of my heart swells as he drops to his knees. For a moment a memory of us in the kitchen at my cabin in the human realm swims through my consciousness.

“You both will return to Airbeck’s castle and tell the armies that I am no longer of the light, that I have killed Samael and am on the hunt for Balsalm. He has been released and the troops must prepare for war, they are to defend our realm with no regards to my well being.” 

Two pairs of eyes are penetrating me while the realization of what I just said dons onto them. 

“My Grace?” says Eir with a questioning tone. 

“If I am not of the light I must be destroyed, that is an order. I look at both of them.”

I feel them both fill with rage.

Quod Est Lex, that is law. [image: Community Verified icon]

I kneel before them both, Non Repulsa (never waiver).

With that I transfer to a location that has been a vision in the back of my mind. 

I am standing in what must have been a street once upon a time every living thing has been extinguished, buildings have gone to ruin and the air is still, nothing but silence surrounds me. 

But immediately I know I turn my head and there he is, Balsam.

His eyes rake over me slowly and when his eyes meet mine he’s all predator. 

Hello Grace, you feel familiar.

I say nothing. 

He continue’s to approach me, 
Circling me looking me up and down.

He’s muttering to himself, “non potest esse (it can’t be)”

A dark chuckle passes my lips “communi sanguine shared blood”

His body stiffens

And he crouches into an animalist pose a snarl ripping past his lips. 

I smile. 

Welcome back Balsalm, I’m sure you have questions. 

Andras has returned from Memor Inferna and is of the light and WILL remain that way. 
I assure you, I say condescending. 

I have taken his darkness. Oh and your little friend Samael’s as well. 

He chokes on his next breath. 

“A pain worse than death for a creature like yourself is iactura potestatis (loss of power) your bloodline will continue but without a drop of darkness, your followers have been killed or have ,excuse the pun, seen the light. All of your efforts, sacrifices and manifestations have been slaughtered and I have weilded the sword.” 

I feel familiar because I have your bloodlines power pulsing through my veins and tonight we both end. 

You stupid cunt he barks. 

I belt out a laugh. “Honey you are gonna have to do worse than name calling” 
You ignorant little bitch, you have disgraced this realm. Your whore of a mother was never supposed to bear a child and your father such a sad excuse for a man. 

HIs words are the trigger a darkness rushes through my fingers and throws him down the street and in an instant I am on him hand around his throat as he sputters. 

“Those descendents created the Omnes Potentes” I hear behind me, I see Balsalms eyes shift to a figure to my left and I know. It’s Andras. 

He places a hand on my back and immediately I release my grasp on Balsalm. 

He’s gasping and gagging and I am pulled to my feet. 

“Leave” I demand as soon as I look at Andras. 

“My Queen” Andras says licking his lips causing a stirring in my belly. “I’m here to serve” and with that he pulls a sword and pierces it through his fathers heart. Mors Venit (death has come) he spits. 

Blood leaks from Balsalm’s mouth as the light flickers out of his eyes. 

I watch in horror but my focus starts to blur and in an instand a cloud of blackness propels from him and goes straight through me. I black out but the sounds of war, screaming and the smell of smoke and blood fill my mind and that wholeness returns.

I open my eyes and find Andras above me doing chest compressions on me. “Grace!” He’s shouting. My body surgers forward and I shove him off me.

He whips his head back to look at me and his eyes darken. 

“So weak” I growl, “to think you were so hungry for affection you would devote yourself to such an abomination, you were so promising as a young boy” I realize that it is not me speaking Balsalm has taken over my body. Andras must kill me. 

Worse than your worthless mother, believing in light and love. All of it is fucking garbage. You destroyed my bloodline, you have damned this realm and everylife you took was for NOTHING” 

Hearing these words and seeing the effect they have on Andras is the most horrifying moment of my life.

“Gracie” he says sternly and I flick my eyes to him “Non Repulsa (never waiver)” my mothers words. My mother said I had to destroy Balsalm this isn’t over. 

I feel a rush of negative energy thrust towards Andras and a wall of my watercolor light emerges to meet it. Andras is wielding my light against me as his father controls me. 

Well this is fucked

Balsalm will kill Andras. My plan has backfired and I will have a front row seat as my husband is murdered and my people are slaughtered. 

A screeching pierces my mind but it’s not a sound it’s a call, A siren call. 

The darkness falters and my body is thrown back. 
The screeching continues and my body is transferred and slammed to the ground. 

I raise my head and feel Balsalms anger but a moment later I am being dragged into the ocean. 

I feel the fear rising in Balsalm as memories of Altum abyssus inanisa return he gasps for breath using my body but my true self is fucking cheering

Serena. 

Yass bitch.

The screeching intensifies and it feels like intense pressure within my head, I feel Balsalm trying to escape the sound it’s driving him mad but it just gets louder and louder. 

We are surrounded my darkness as we are dragged through the water until we reach the Siren castle. We don’t go into it as I anticipated but past it to a dome shaped structure with no windows. 

When we enter the screeching surpasses any sound ever recorded but as I enter a sense of peace returns to my core. 

Suddenly I am alone within myself. Balsam has disappeared, Frantic I open my eyes to see that I am within the dome surrounded by my people all female sirens a chorus of light. 

I smile and close my eyes knowing that this will be the last thing I ever see with the knowledge that Balsalm has been evistersted. 

I hear the sound of a water falland open my eyes I am surrounded by Mayim blue light and my mother is seated at the water fall I rush to her sobbing My Grace she says and I search her eyes. Regina Integritatis, Fides, Robur. Tu numquam waivered (Queen Of Integrity, Loyality, Strength you never waivered.) I stare into her eyes my soul knowing this moment is fleeting. 

I am so proud of you my girl she smiles sadly. To lead is to sacrifice. That is why I hid your true powers from you for so long, I knew this life was going to hold so much pain for you I had to protect your heart for as long as I could. I nod I understand, but we’re together again and the realm is safe. She smiles sadly and shakes her head, I must go my Grace. No! I shout hush my grace she says cupping my face. Ego te exspectat est Benedictio In aeternum (I’ve been waiting for you, blessings for eternity) No no no I belt feeling her slip away praesentia tua donum est (your presence is a gift) and she’s gone. 


I am on the shore I feel the sand beneath me, smell the salt and feel the waves kissing my feet. 
Gracie I hear him before I see him my head is lifted Gracie. 

I open my eyes and it’s there the light the love it’s there. 
His eyes fill with tears. 

Suddenly Eir appears Grace she screams and is kneeling arms around me. You’re freezing she says and mutters under her breath the warmth of fire surrounds me I feel boneless and drained. 

We sit like this on the beach for what seems like forever. 

I close my eyes and when I awaken I am surrounded by a white down comforter, sunshine is streaming through the window and I open my eyes to see Frances looking directly at me also in my bed. We’re snuggled under the covers and tears stream down my face. 

“Oh doll” she say wiping them away. I’m so proud of you she whispers and I nod. 
Praesentia tua donum est (your presence is a gift) she says and a sob racks through me

We grab hands and lay there just being. Frances gives me the space to grieve to return to myself without expectation. As my sobs subside I realize she is stroking my hair and my head is on her chest. 

You did it she whispers. 
I am so out of it I reply with hmm?

Balsam is gone, none of the soldiers lost their lives, Andras is of the light. 
You literally slayed and everything worked out as it should. 

I gulp unsure if ths is just a dream. 

Frances clears her throat “Alright it’s time to stop wallowing, go wash your face”

I laugh and sit up, feeling a bit light headed but overall much better than I expected. I step into my bathroom in awe of it all over again and when I see my reflection in the mirror a small smile returns. I am me again, the darkness has lifted. I hug myself and take a deep breath. I step forward and wash my face and brush my teeth for good measure. I take these human moments to ground myself. The bath starts behind me and I hear a knock on the door. I turn to see Andras in the doorway. I rush to him and he lifts me. 

My love he exclaimsi crushing me in his arms kissing my neck and face. I look deep into his eyes and I feel my power ignite. His lips are crushing onto mine Omnes Potentes he says between kisses and I giggle, he releases me enough to set me back on my feet as he kneels. 


My Grace, your sacrifice, strength and loyalty to our realm is truly of the light. Deus he says looking up at me I swallow aware of his addressment. Sum devotus (I am devoted) I kneel in front of him as well Deus Sum devotus ( God I am devotedI repeat. In aeternum (for eternity) we say in union. He engulfs me in his arms and the rest my soul feels will live within my bones for all of days of my life. Knowing true love and devotion I feel my feminine energy soaring through my veins. He scoops me up against his chest, we’re both suddenly naked and submerged in my rose quartz tub. He looks into my eyes and our lips meet, immediately I feel his masculine energy it’s finally unbridaled, I move to straddle him and he pulls away to look into my eyes as he grabs my hips and eases his manhood into me. The pain sears through me making me gasp and one of his hands caresses my low back. He pauses allowing me to adjust, I nod and he slowly presses my hips down another inch. The feeling is so intense I feel tears come to my eyes he kisses them away and lifts his hips to meet mine filling me completely. As soon as I take him fully We are surrounded my darkness my watercolor light and his orange are swirling within the cosmos. I look into his eyes and he’s staring in awe as well. I move a bit and we both gasp. He grips my hips and we match our rhythm the only noises our breathing and the slight waves of the bath. Tenemur (we are bound) Andras murmurs. Meus Amor I whisper. Our rhythm continues the pleasure overcomes the pain and we continue until the water surrounding us is cold. Andras cups my face, looking into my eyes he says “dimittis (release)” as soon as the command leaves his mouth my back is arching and I am screaming his name I feel his grip tighten and his member surge forward filling me. We are suspended in the cosmos, I feel my magic return to me, I collapse against his chest breathing heavily and he has me wrapped in this arms. A moment later I am in my bed, dry and exhausted. He’s above me on all fours looking at me in complete awe. I blush and reach up to cup his face he nuzzles in. “my wife’ he says with a smirk. I slap his chest playfully and he smiles. 

“So that’s why you held out so long?” I say and he nods. “That was so intense” 

“How are you feeling? He nods towards my hips “I’m sorry I didn’t go slower, he says” 
“I feel amazing, a bit shaky and sore but wonderful”

He kisses my neck and a moment later there is a tray with two cups of mint tea and a few squares of dark chocolate on the night stand. 

He sit back, “come’ he gestures I sit up and he positions himself next to me and grabs the treats. The tea is so calming and help warm me up, I didn’t realize I was chilly from the cold bath water until this moment. I smile at Andras shyly as he sips his tea. 

He sets it down and is just observing me. 

Yes? I say. He just shakes his head and grabs my hand.

We sit in silence with the awareness that this truly perfect moment almost didn’t happen. We almost lost each other. 

We cuddle up when I finish my tea and drift off into the most perfect slumber. 

When I wake up the sun is high in the sky and my body is deliciously sore,I finally understand what all of those romance books I read where talking about, I feela wall of muscle behind me with a heavy weight around my hips. Andras is SPOONING ME! AHHH I am freaking out. 

The reality that he is my husband and we made love last night has me spiraling in a good way. I slowly move from under his arm and he grunts. Just using the restroom I say, he nods and I sneak to the door of my suite and run down the hall to Frances room. Closing the door behind me I run and jump on her bed. 

What in the actual fuck she jolts awake I am squishing her “We did it” She grins, “girl the whole kingdom knows, your magic appeared in the night sky last night” “What?!” I sit back, she sits up. “Yeah doll, your ‘union’ confirmed you guys as omnis potentes and deus.” “Both of us?” “She nods “my mom has been looking into it, because you absorbed all the negative magic from Samale and Balsalm Andras is of the light especially since he was the one to technically kill Balsalm.” “But Balsalm was alive, he was taking over my body…” I say with a shiver. Frances shakes her head “his essence was trying to take over your body, your light was too strong and then Serena came in like a baddie” “Yes! What even happened I say remembering the piercing siren screech and the chorus of light.” Frances nods “her army lux feminea (feminine light)” their combined voices create and impenetrable force of light that can eradicate darkness. Since Balsalm’s body was dead it forced him out of yours and was destroyed within their vibration” 

I flop on the bed. 

“Yeah girl, I know…” She hands me an iced coffee. 

We bust out laughing, because it has been a week! 

I hear a knock at the door and Eir is stepping inside. I wave her over and she climbs into bed with us. I bow my head to her. “Thank you” I say sincerely. She cups my face and bows her head. 

“I saw my mom” I say horsely they both reach out to touch me silently urging me to continue. 

“Once Balsalm was removed I felt myself, you know…” I look up and see tears in their eyes.

I was at this waterfall and she was there she told me how proud she was of me as a leader and how I never waivered and she said my presence is a gift… and that she had been waiting for me and offered me blessings for eternity. I say choking out the words. 

I look up and Eir has a knowing smile on her face and a trembling chin. Frances direct her attention to her mom. 

Frances speaks first, “Mom you always say that too…”

Eir wipes her eyes and nods. We always said it to each other, to have a true soul in your presence is a gift. We were both able to feel people’s energy and it was our sole goal as descendents to ensure that the leaders of the next realm had that same energy. I always felt she was near after she passed so I would recite that phrases whenever I felt called to. She must have been waiting for you dear and know that she knows your safe she has set off on her souls journey through eternity.”

We’re all crying. I nodd. 

Frances steps away first and washes her faces, bringing tissues to her mom and I.

Alright ladies let’s get it together. For once everything worked out in our favor so lets sit back and reap the rewards. 

We collectively let out a long breath and smile between each other. 

To know that these two women have stood in my corner, supported and protected me for decades warms me from within and suddenly I am glowing with my magic but this time it is intertwined with orange and they both look at me knowingly.

“So how was it?” Frances asks and we  bust out laughing. 
“Girl” I fan myself and Eir stands to leave patting me on the back, that’s my cue and leaves the room. 

I share the details with Frances and she CLAPS. 

I laugh and I realize how lovely this moment feels. Girl chat with my bestie. 

“I appreciate you” I say. 


“Ditto now stop being so soft and go see your man”

I nod and head back to my suite. 

Andras is standing on the balcony when I return and he turns to smile at me, he steps inside and grabs my hand and leads me back outside. I’m standing against the banister with his arms around me. I haven’t been out here in the daytime I say he kisses my neck as I take in the view, mountains, oceans, valleys and so many trees. 

Hoc quod honestum est (this beautiful life). I hum in agreement. 

His hand drifts to my abdomen. And a visions of my painting Condens overtakes my mind. I turn my head slightly “Andras” I say “Yes Grace?” “I think I’m pregnant” He just nods. “I think so too”

The End. 



Epilogue

I smile at his response, “it’s not too soon” I say hesitantly. He turns me around brushing his hand against my face. “With magical beings there is more of an awareness in regards to the creation of life” “Oh” I say. “Is that why?” I point to the sky, he nods. “So the whole realm knows…?” He chuckles, “Yes Grace. Now you know why I wanted to wait” Whew okay I feel a little overwhelmed but also at peace he leads me to a chair and kneels at my feet. “My Grace, your body would only allow the creation of life if it was a true desire within you to be with child” 

“I have always wanted a family.” I say quietly he rubs my shoulder reasurringly. When I thought that my child would be forced through Accession and forced to be a leader regardless of their nature it made me hesitant to allow that desire within myself.”  Andras nods in understanding. “What will come of our child?” I ask. Andras grabs my hand, they will be loved in the light. And kisses me knuckles. 

Our people are on the dawn of a new age, they see our power and respect our union, You have eliminated the Accession, the darkness and the spilling of innocent blood. Our realm will live in harm for the foreseeable future. Our child will have a choice in their future just as our people will have a choice in their future Order. 

I smile, “I love you” he smiles back, “I will stand in your light for eternity my love”
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