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Chapter 1 

 

“Hey, Harry, look at that!” Emma called me from where she was emptying a box full 

of old-looking books. She was holding in her hand what looked like a page coming from one 

of them. When I reached her, I noticed it was, in fact, a stand-alone parchment.  

“It’s in Fae I think. Can you translate it?” She asked 

Not only was the parchment in Fae, but it had a magical feeling to it, as if it had been 

preserved somehow to last through the years, or even maybe centuries. It was hard to tell 

since the Fae language hadn’t much changed over time. I wasn’t fluent in it but I managed to 

decipher it. 

 “One day we will be revealed to the world and we will tell them we are not humans. 

They will refuse to trust us and will carry on in their madness. 

But we will walk on the path of light. 

So they will see our example and some will follow. 

Only then will we be able to save the Earth and the humans.” 

 

“It sounds like a prophecy. We need to get it to Osborne I think.” Emma was already 

taking the page and walking to the door. I followed. We went back up a few floors, the 

archives being underground, to our superior’s office where the fate of our world, Shadow 

World, was about to be changed. 

 

Shadow World is part of the world; there is no specific physical place for it. It’s just 

how we call our own “world”: the paranormal creatures such as the fairy races, the shifters, 

the psychic vampires, the magicians…  

I am a magician; we are the closest to the humans: we look like them, we don’t change 

shape, but we have abilities that they don’t. We develop those abilities through much work 

but we also use spells and incantations when needed. We can use our ability to heal, attack, 

protect… I try to develop a bit of all, so I’m not really strong in anything, maybe because I’m 

afraid of letting my strength get to my head. 

Once in the office, I translated the text again to our superior, Mr Osbourne, a man in 

his forties with short brown hair, green eyes and a warm smile. Tall and muscular, his bear 

shape was obvious even to those who didn’t know. 

He agreed with Emma that it seemed an important paper, important enough to bother 

the Council about it, which he lost no time in doing. How, we never knew, having been sent 

back to the archives to carry on our work. 

 

*** 

 

According to the legends , the council is set “in a place that is not a place, in a timeless 

time”. There are special means to be used to contact it.  

Few Shadow world citizens have had the honour to meet one of its members, and more 

rarely to go there. Although the “special investigation bureau” and its teams are a mix of 

races, each one has its own delegate sitting on the meetings.  

The moment the door closed behind Harry and Emma, Jon Osbourne stood up and 

walked to the mirror facing the window. Most people would assume it was there to reflect the 

light, but they would be wrong. Jon stood in front of the mirror and whispered a few words in 

Fae. The surface seemed to ripple before changing. Instead of his reflection, he could now see 

inside another office, not quite like his.  



 

 

The walls of the room were of stone, the furniture in wood; there were no signs of 

modern equipment. A man was sitting behind a big desk, covered in parchments and old 

looking books.  

Aldaran Bernhart was looking over some parchments when he felt the tell-tale 

sensation of magic being used. Then, a cough told him he was no longer alone in the room. 

Lifting his head to look at the mirror, he smiled and stood quickly, making his way to it in a 

second.  

“Jon! How are you my friend? Looking good it seems!” Aldaran seemed happy to see 

him. They had got on well the moment they had met, years ago, as members of the same 

team.  

“Hello! You’re not looking bad yourself! Are you busy?” Jon looked at the man in the 

mirror: long silver hair, purple eyes, pale skin, tall and thin; a typical Fae. He thought about 

how contrasting he must look like, all brown and stocky.  

“For you, my friend, never.” 

“I would tell you to sit…” Jon shrugged “One of my archivists found this” He held the 

parchment up “and I think it might interest the Council.” He was now holding the page in 

front of him to allow Aldaran to read it.  

“By the Goddess!”  

Jon peered over the parchment “How about I pass it to you?” 

The Fae didn’t bother replying and said a few words in Fae, then plunged his hand in 

the mirror, holding it open on Jon’s side. 

The burly man chuckled “I take that as a yes then” and handed the page over. 

It went through the mirror and Aldaran examined it in details. 

“It has a magical feeling and it looks very old… I wonder…” More words in Fae and 

the parchment glowed briefly “Ah, protective magic, to keep it intact.” He looked up to Jon. 

“I thought so, or rather, Harry, the mage who found it, did. But he isn’t good enough 

with magic to have gone further than guessing.” 

“He is the young man you told me about?” Jon nodded “If he is anything like his 

father, he has great talent.” 

Jon interrupted him “He has, but he is scared. I think some lessons would help him, 

when you have time of course.” 

“Don’t worry, I keep it in mind and I will come to help you soon. The study year is 

almost over, here. In a week or so I will be able to take some time off.” 

“Thank you, I appreciate it. Now, what do you think of the actual text?” 

Aldaran read it once more. “That the seer who warned us of “troubles coming” last 

week might have been right? If this is, as I expect, a prophecy talking about our coming out to 

the humans, we are going to face two problems.” 

Jon chuckled again “If there are only two of them we will be fine.” 

Aldaran smiled “I meant two main problems, leading to a multitude of smaller ones. 

We wouldn’t want your teams to get bored, would we?” He winked, then looked serious again 

“The first will be the Council itself. Half or more of them would rather look for better ways to 

hide than come out. The second will be the humans themselves. They are not known for their 

tolerance of difference.” 

“Al, you know they are not all like that…” 

“I know, but not all of them are as open minded as your wife, you have to admit it.” 

Jon had to agree that his friend had made a valid point. He had been surprised when he 

had realised his mate was a human, but even more so by her reaction. She had wanted to 

know everything about his life and Shadow World right away, embracing his family and 

friends like they were her own. She might not physically shift, she had the personality of a 



 

 

bear and she often joked that she had embraced him so well she had turned into one. Jon and 

Aldaran had another idea on the matter, but no proof so far. 

“Aldaran to Jon, do you hear me?” 

“Yes, sorry, I was reminiscing…” 

“Ah, getting lost in thoughts and memories. It is something to do once old, my friend, 

and neither of us are yet. Anyway, I was saying that I am going to take this parchment to the 

Council and I’ll keep you informed.” 

“Yes, please do. And thank you.” 

The two men saluted, right fist over the heart, and “closed” the mirror again. 

It didn’t take long for Aldaran to contact Jon again. Although only the afternoon had 

passed in the human world, a couple of days had passed already at the Council, and they had 

been quite eventful. 

Jon went straight to the point “How did it go, then?” 

Aldaran sighted “They took one look at the parchment and decided that it was a 

prophecy and that they needed to discuss what to do with it. They’ve been arguing for the past 

two days and the better part of the nights, too.” This explained why the man looked tired. He 

had stayed until the end of each meeting. “There have even been arguments between delegates 

of the same races. Some had a valid reason to be against it, having been in danger before we 

went into hiding, but the magicians were divided. Why ever for? They are the closest to the 

humans…” He sighed again and dragged his chair in front of the mirror. 

“That’s probably why they are scared. They know what their “cousins” can do. Who 

else was against it?” 

“Some Shifters, some Faes, but I’m more surprised that some agreed with it; theTrolls 

wanted it but the Council refused. Mmmh… Some Psychics, as you can imagine.” 

“I would have thought they’d enjoy taking the place of the vampires the humans seem 

to enjoy reading about so much.” 

“Ah, but then it wouldn’t be fun to hunt, they said. Those of them who are protective 

of the humans nearly had their heads.” 

“Yet you came to an agreement?” 

They indeed had, and Aldaran gave him all the details before, he said, heading to bed. 

Jon agreed he looked like he needed it. Once the mirror closed again, he sighed. The council 

had taken a decision and all his teams had to do were follow orders, yet he knew it wouldn’t 

be so simple. He shook his head before making his way to the dining hall, knowing at this 

time he would find everyone there. 

 

*** 

 

Emma and I had spent the afternoon in the archives to carry on our sorting out task. 

When we weren’t busy tracking a rogue magician or a troll on the loose, our assignment was 

to go through all those old books and sort them out by theme. A part of them were 

compilations on Shadow World history, another were spell books, and the last parts we had no 

idea because we couldn’t understand the writings.  

When we finished our day, we went to the cafeteria on the ground floor. The base 

might be in London suburbs, there is enough space here to live, work and train. There we met 

up with the rest of their team. we had barely settled around the table when Mr Osbourne 

arrived. 

“I’m sorry to interrupt your evening meal but I have an announcement to make.” 

The whole room fell silent as all the staff paid attention to our superior. 



 

 

“Today, one of our archivists found a paper that I deemed important enough to bother 

the Council about. It appeared to be a prophecy talking about the need of Shadow World to 

reveal itself to the humans.” 

Whispers broke throughout the room. 

“Silence please. As you can imagine, taking such a decision hasn’t been easy to do for 

the Council but they’ve come to an agreement.  Only a few races will come out: the Pixies, 

the Faes, or should I say those of them who agree.”  

Some chuckles were over-heard. 

 Mr Osbourne carried on “The Leprechauns, the protectors of Nature and the 

Magicians. The human Governments are already informed; they will make an announcement 

to their citizens tomorrow. The Council and the governments have agreed on holding a joint 

conference in three weeks’ time. In the meantime there will be local meetings held between 

Shadow World citizens and humans. We will overview those.” He paused, looking around the 

room. “That’s it for now. If you have any questions, my office is open. Good evening.” 

He hadn’t exited yet that conversations broke around the room. Everyone was giving 

their own thoughts and opinions on such a surprising event. To see the Council going back on 

a decision taken centuries ago to protect us was something no one here would have ever 

expected to see. 

Shadow World had gone into hiding when the humans had started to follow the new 

religions that pretended we either didn’t exist or were evil. Of course, not all of us are nice 

and gentle like a fairy but evil might have been a bit extreme, even for the trolls. 

That evening, all we talked about around the dinner table was the coming out and the 

summit. 

“As usual, it’s only the cute little pixies that get all the fun! We wouldn’t want to scare 

the humans by letting them know the monsters from their nightmares do exist, right?” 

complained Nathan, the grumpy wolf of the group. Standing at 6 feet, dark short hair and 

matching eyes, he was our weapon expert. He still bore unseen scars from his short spell in 

the army. 

“Don’t be stupid, of course we don’t want to, do you want to be shot by a silver bullet? 

I don’t!” That clever reply being by Katy, our own lynx-shifter and tracker. Her Spanish 

accent still tinted her perfect English. She was a good looking girl, curvy, and knew how to 

look her best.  Had I been interested in girls she might have interested me, except for her fiery 

temper. “Humans killed my parents whilst in Lynx, I could wish them ill but I don’t. I mean, 

everyone makes mistakes, everyone needs to learn…But there is also no point in scaring them 

and putting ourselves at risk.” 

“I agree with Katy. Personally I’d hate to have to let them know I can read their 

thoughts and take their life force. Where would be the fun if they protected themselves?” Jim 

was grinning, looking rather pleased with himself. Our own personal Psychic took the 

“Vampire” part of his race far too seriously at times, looking all gothic and mysterious. He 

could look like an obnoxious twat for an outsider but in reality he was a really caring guy. 

“Nice try Jimmy, but we all know here you’re just as ready as the rest of us to protect 

humans, not harm them.” With that, Emma, our wolf-shifter-with-an-angelic-gift stuck her 

tongue out at him. She was my closest friend here, maybe because of all the hours spent 

together in the archives. Em’s abilities were a complete mystery for all of us and even for 

herself. Angels, even for us, are usually seen as mythological creatures. So far, all we knew 

was that she was highly empathic and a natural protection magic user. 

 “Personally, I’m not too keen on the idea of the whole conference thing…” I 

tentatively started, earning myself a concentrated audience with wide eyes “I have nothing 

against letting the humans know about us” I said holding out my hands “but I’m really not 

keen on coming outs; maybe because mine went so wrong…”  



 

 

Everyone nodded as they recalled the story I had told them. 

I told my parents I was gay when I turned eighteen. They eventually pretended they 

were fine with it, when they saw I wouldn’t go back on it. I know they are still wishing it’s 

just “a phase” though, that it will all be ok when I meet the right girl, four years on. I’m 

hoping they’ll accept it once I meet the right guy and they see me happy. It’s painful to think 

about but, since I’ve been single for the past couple of years –since I came to work here- I 

don’t really have a reason to talk about it with them anyway. 

My parents’ reaction was sometimes hard to deal with, but some of my friends were 

downright mean to me. I even lost my best friend over this. I know many people don’t like 

differences, be it in skin colour, religion or love. I was getting really worried about this whole 

idea of coming out to the world.  

Of course, the governments have always known about us, we have to work with them 

so as to protect both humans and Shadow World citizens. The team here usually works with 

their secret services, helping each other solving crimes and catching criminals. I wasn’t really 

worried about our work, since there was only part of us coming out. We would probably have 

even more work to do now. 

 

Chapter 2 

 

The coming out happened on a Saturday, which I found was an interesting way to start 

the week-end. The governments issued a statement letting the population know about these 

new citizens they had been living along side with unknowingly. It was something along the 

lines of “We want you to know that amongst us are fairy tale creatures, such as fairies, and 

people with magic powers. They have always lived alongside us and have decided that now 

was the right time to come out. The governments have called a European wide summit, which 

will happen in three weeks, concerning this announcement.” The statement sounded a bit dry. 

On Saturday evening, the coming out was front of the news, of course. There were 

correspondents all over the country reporting in with news of unusual sightings of fairy tale 

creatures. Many pixies had lifted the spell that keeps them looking like humans so all could 

now see their butterfly-like wings. 

“I know I should be used to seeing them, my mum being a pixie” started Emma “but 

seeing so many wings like that at once is just so pretty!”  

“There aren’t that many faes though” noted Jim. 

The few Faes to be out were noticeable, being all tall, fit, with unusual eye colours; 

but most of all they carried themselves in a particular way. The rare ones I have seen 

reminded me of ancient nobility.  

“Makes sense, they like to keep themselves to themselves.” Commented Nathan 

“That’s what makes them so deadly, as warriors and magicians. No one has ever been able to 

study with them so their techniques are unknown.” 

Katy made a face “You always bring everything back to fighting. There is something 

outside of war, believe it or not. “ 

“Yea, well, some of us don’t have the luxury to forget about wars…” The wolf let his 

words trail, letting himself getting lost in his thought.  

I looked at Emma, then, who was looking at him; her face showed so much pain. 

Those people are my family and there is nothing I can do to help.  

I sighted quietly and Jim looked at me, one eyebrow raised, his question in my mind. 

“What’s up, mate?”  

I replied in the same fashion, knowing he’d receive it “I just worry about them two 

sometimes.”  



 

 

He looked at Nathan, still lost in his thoughts, and at Emma, still living his pain with 

him. “Don’t worry; we’ll get them sorted, eventually.” 

Our attention was brought back to the TV by Katy. “No fucking way! They always 

talk about love but they’re the first one to show hate! Seriously!” 

This outbreak had been caused by the next report, showing demonstrations in various 

big towns –London being one- of extremists with signs saying stuff along the lines of 

“Monsters, go back to hell” and “God will punish the monsters’ lovers”. Interestingly enough, 

facing the protestors in London were people with signs saying “I am Christian, I believe in 

Love” and “Jesus said “love thy neighbour””.  

Emma looked at us “Do you think it would be a good idea to let them know angels 

exist?” 

We all looked at her, stunned. Katy was the first one to react, as usual. “Are you mad? 

Do you want to have them on your back all the time?” 

Jim joined in “Can you imagine trying to work with those guys on your heels?” 

“I’m not stupid, thanks guys” Emma mock glared at them “I wasn’t thinking about me, 

but about a real angel…” 

“You what?” I spluttered 

She was now grinning like a cat who ate the cream “Angels exist, they are very rare 

though. But there is one in Britain, up north. Mr Osbourne told me about her when I joined. I 

have only a fragment of her abilities, of course, but we’ve been writing to each other and 

she’s helped me learning to “deal” with them.” 

“It’s Jon and Andrew’s team that’s up north, I wonder if they know?” Nathan mused. 

Jim’s eyes unfazed briefly then he returned with a grin “Yep, they know, and Taylor’s 

supposed to be tailing her. He’s so happy about it…not. It’s Christmas in a couple of months, 

can you imagine the mess if those crazies find out about her?” 

We could only nod in agreement.  

As much as the fairy creatures attracted curiousness and wonder, the magicians 

attracted fear. People were so afraid of these powers we have, some even changed jobs or 

houses when they found out they had magicians as co-workers or neighbours. I felt lucky I 

wasn’t affected by it: as a member of a secret service, no one knew me, let alone knew I was a 

magician. 

My parents hadn’t been much affected either: they live in a small German village 

where they already had a reputation of natural healers so it only made sense when they 

admitted to being magicians. They had even more people visiting them now, as if it reassured 

their patients to know they had a real power. 

They were part of the lucky ones: increasingly we heard of people being targeted for 

being “monsters”. The governments and the Shadow World council suggested putting 

together small meetings between their citizens so that they would get to know, and hopefully 

learn to appreciate, each other. This was supposed to happen before the summit so that the 

reports from those meetings could be discussed then. Since the summit was in a couple of 

weeks’ time, there was enough time to hold those meetings and secure the conference centre. 

The first meeting had been asked by the dryads. They wanted to meet the people who 

took care of the trees, as well as those who felled them for business. In some cultures they are 

thought to be the spirits of the trees but in reality they are just extremely close to them, so 

close that they have attuned themselves to them and can communicate with them.  

 

It’s thought in Shadow World that, initially, we were all humans, but some developed 

specific capacities, such as magic, and others became so in tune with their favourite element 

that they started to look like it, became capable of communicating with it and even developed 



 

 

a form of “elemental magic”. This legend, however, doesn’t explain how the Fairies and Faes 

came to be, since they are neither magicians nor psychics, nor do they use elemental magic.  

 

*** 

 

The meeting was planned for the Tuesday, at midday. Everyone was to meet up at the 

Great Riding Wood, a Woodland Trust allotment, and bring something to share for the picnic. 

Since it was the only meeting happening near London, we had planned to go.  

When we got there, we were met by a local official. A group of dryads were already 

there, looking rather shy and being stared at by the locals. Admittedly dryads, when not using 

their magic to hide their true form, are very different from humans: their natural skin tone is 

more earth coloured and their hair has all sorts of different shades of greens, just like leaves. 

Their eyes are also in various shades of green, with brown tones sometimes.  

We all settled down for an enjoyable lunch and everyone relaxed and got chatting, the 

dryads and humans sharing their love of the trees. 

Soon the conversation moved on to a touchy subject: the care and felling of trees. 

Everyone was agreeing that it was, at times, necessary to fell trees. But when the topic of 

felling trees for business –paper making for example- was brought on by one of the 

lumberjacks present, things got out of hand. 

To the Dryads, harming plants for selfish reasons wasn’t understandable. They always 

made do for fallen wood if in need for fuel or paper, which they didn’t use themselves. They 

made it for the Faes. For building they only ever cut branches, always asking the tree first. 

One of the dryads suddenly lost it and started yelling at the men.  

“You don’t understand, trees are living creatures, you can’t harm them just for your 

own profit! We will protect them! At all cost!” 

She grabbed the one who had started the topic by his shirt and was about to throw him 

against a tree when Nathan grabbed her arms and Jim pulled the man away. She seemed 

completely out of control. She was fighting Nathan, not that it was doing anything, and was 

shouting things about “tree killers”.  

Her dryad sisters looked completely shocked, being peaceful creatures mostly. They 

hadn’t considered this conversation a threat and really didn’t understand Brucie’s reaction. 

When I asked them if we could take Brucie with us to see what was wrong and what had 

caused this outburst, they agreed and entrusted us with their sister’s care. We had to 

tranquilize her to be able to bring her back to the base. 

When we left, the groups seemed a bit shaken but willing to keep getting to know each 

other, which was positive. 

 

*** 

 

We heard later from the local official that the rest of the meeting had gone well, the 

dryads and humans deciding to tend to the trees hand in hand, each willing to learn from and 

understand the other. I hoped this would be a general occurrence.  

 

Chapter 3 

 

Back at the base, we went straight for the underground part, to the scientific facilities. 

There we were met by Mr Osbourne and Prof. Falconer, the head doctor and scientist. Whilst 

we made a complete report about the incident to our superior, the professor was examining 

the dryad, Brucie. 

 



 

 

Professor Falconer was a specialist is Shadow World creatures’ biology. He was the 

head doctor but also directed the researches for specific tranquilizers –to limit the potential 

problems with using the same product on creatures with such a different metabolism. 

 

Soon he joined us in the room in which we were, which had a window so we could 

watch the examination room. 

“I am not sure what I have found, but there is something wrong with the dryad. All her 

metabolism is working fine, but her energy readings are...unusual.”  

Brucie was connected to a machine that the professor had invented. Mixing 

technology and magic, he had made it possible to read the energy and aura of people and 

creatures. It was very useful to see if someone had been hurt by magic for example.  

Jim agreed: “The readings from her mind are confused, as if there was a layer of 

confusion thrown on top of her mind but, underneath, it’s working fine. I have seen that 

before when people have been put under spells.” 

I joined in: “The most well know spells which do that are constrain spells. They are 

used to manipulate someone to do what you want them to, against their will of course. Only 

very strong minds can break them once in place.” 

“Do they stop eventually or do we have to find a way to stop it?” Emma wondered, 

most likely not knowing much about this type of magic since her angelic gift tends more 

towards protection and healing. She had never had magic lessons as such either. 

I explained to her “It depends of the spell. If the person has asked one specific task, 

then it will usually die off once the task is done. However, it can be done so that the person 

changes her life around, in which case it’s made to be permanent. It can be broken, but with 

difficulty.” 

We all agreed with Katy when she joined in “Let’s hope it’s the first one then. Now, 

how do we find the magician behind this? I smelled her, there is nothing unusual. Not that I 

can tell, anyway, but then again I am not really used to dryads’ smells.” 

Mr Osbourne suggested “Maybe we should ask the Council for help on this matter. 

They have more knowledge than any of us about magic. I will contact them about it. I’ll ask 

you to keep an eye out for any reports that look like they might have a link -any creature 

behaving unusually, magic going astray, anything.” 

 

*** 

 

Keeping an eye on police reports meant either asking nicely the police for them or 

hacking their database. We ended up having to do both  

We walked back to the office we had on the first floor, a big open space with enough 

desks and computers for all five of us, even if we didn’t spend all that much time in there.  

“OK, I’ll start by calling Alex and then you two can get hacking if needed.” Emma 

didn’t give Jim and Katy, our IT team, time to replied and picked up the phone. “Hey Alex, 

how are you?” 

She had turned on the speakers so we could hear both sides of the conversation. 

“Hey Emma, I’m good thanks, how are you all doing?” 

“We’re good, but we need your help.” 

Alex chuckled on the phone “I thought you might have another reason to call me! Let 

me guess, it has to do with the incident at the woods during this morning meeting?” 

“Exactly. Mr Osbourne wants to know if there have been other situations like that or if 

it was just for us. Can you do that please?” 

“Sure thing, in the south at least. Looks like kitty and Jimmy will have some work 

too.” 



 

 

“They are glaring at the phone now, but I doubt it’s due to them having work to do.” 

“Oh, I know. Jim is giving me mental hell right now. Send everyone my love and I’ll 

get in touch as soon as I have anything for you.” 

“Thanks, Hun! Take care!” And Emma put the phone down. 

Katy was seething “The next time I see him, I’ll show him about calling me kitty.” 

Jim looked about to say something, and then changed his mind. In the end, he merely 

suggested: “Shall we get to work? The soonest we start…” 

Had I known, I would have ended his sentence by “The soonest we get bored out of 

our minds.” 

 

*** 

 

We spent the rest of the day looking through reports that didn't have anything 

interesting for us. By the end of the afternoon, we were all growing rather annoyed and 

restless. 

“Seriously, it’s amazing the amount of things that get people calling for the police!” 

Emma mused as she stretched out. Nathan’s tummy chose that moment to rumble, sending 

Katy and her off into giggles.  

“Sounds like wolfy’s hungry” joked Jim 

Nathan stood, hands on his desk and looked straight in Jim’s eyes “I am, and you look 

like I could make a good meal out of you...” He growled, baring his teeth.  

Jim didn’t look scared for one second and just stood up, suggesting “How about we go 

get food then? I bet the other two fur balls are hungry, aren’t you girls?” 

The aforementioned fur balls just mock-growled at him and we all went downstairs to 

the cafeteria, happy to leave all this behind for a night. 

 

*** 

 

The Council, deeply worried about that news, send one of their best scholars to help 

us. I was to work with him. 

Aldaran, as it turned out, was not only a well-learned man, he was also a Fae lord, a 

warrior and one of the archivists of the Council. He looked like a typical Fae: he was tall, had 

long silver hair and purple eyes. I have to admit I admire their ability to pass as human but, 

with us, he never bothered. Because of his past as a warrior, his body was lean and toned. He 

was truly beautiful. Working with him was going to be both a pleasure and a worry… 

He asked first to see our library then our book archive, to collect the materials needed 

for our researches and, to my great surprise, my studies. When he had been told the resident 

magician wasn’t all that confident in his skills, he had decided to take this opportunity to help 

me develop them. This, coming from a Fae, was extremely surprising.  

But he explained it easily: “The Special Investigation Teams are both protecting the 

Shadow World citizens and the humans. The Council wants this conference to go well and 

wants me to ensure you are all able to do anything possible to protect those participating and 

listening, both humans and Shadow World citizens. If I need to teach you how to use better 

your gift, I will. This said, I will teach you what all magicians have access to, not Fae magic. I 

would need a special authorization from the Fae mages to do that.” 

Spending all those hours in the archives with him, going over books, was like a dream 

come true. Not only did he know a lot but he was a very patient teacher. The first thing he 

suggested we do was assessing my skills. 

“Don’t you want to start right away on researching that spell?” I asked him, surprised 

at his suggestion. 



 

 

“I have already an idea as to what to search for. I want to start with your training as 

soon as possible since the team –and myself- need you. “ 

I agreed with his point, too happy to finally have a real teacher since all I had ever 

learnt had been from books and time alone practising.  

Aldaran devised some practical exercises to test me. For the first one he threw a ball at 

me to see how I would react. The only spell that came to me was to create a reflecting shield 

in front of me. 

For the second test, he asked Emma to join us. The moment he made a move towards 

her, I raised a protective sphere around her.  

Aldaran got me to sit in the library with him to discuss those exercises. He was pacing 

in front of me. “I put you in easy situations, not to test whether you know difficult spells, but 

to see what sort of magic you use the most easily. The answer is obvious.” He paused to look 

at me “Do you only know protective magic?” 

I blushed “No, I’ve studied some attack spells too but it’s what comes naturally to 

me.” 

“I can see that. I am guessing it comes from the will to protect those you love?” He 

raised an eyebrow and I nodded “You know, sometimes, the best defence is to attack. I am 

saying this as an experienced warrior.” He returned to pacing, visibly lost in thoughts.  

Then, stopping and turning to me again “I have a suggestion.” I nodded again, unable 

to speak, as a knot started in my stomach “Maybe training you in a physical form of combat 

would help you apprehend the flow of attack and defence. What do you think?” 

I let out a breath. This sounded ok, even fun. “Why not? I’ve never really done any 

physical training. Only the fighters of the team do.” 

And this is how I started lessons in stick-fighting and wrestling with Aldaran. 

We split the days: in the morning we would do the research and in the afternoon the 

physical training. Not only did I end my days exhausted but being so close to him as he 

explained the moves, corrected me, or wrestled against me, was starting to become difficult. 

He taught me a form of wrestling where both opponents hold the other’s neck with one 

hand and his elbow with the other. The goal was to trip the other fighter. Once on the floor, 

we would fight to submit the other, and pin him down on the floor.  

Since Aldaran was a well-trained warrior, I was usually the one being pinned down. It 

didn’t actually bother me. But seeing him above me, topless, looking down on me was both a 

pleasure and a pain, so scared I was to let him realise just how much I appreciated him.  

Aldaran was six feet tall, muscular, with just a hint of silver hair trailing down from 

his belly button which always caught the light, and my eyes. I often thought, once in the 

safety of my bedroom, about what it would be like to kiss his chest all the way to the hidden 

place in his pants… 

By the end of those sessions, my trousers would feel tight, very tight. I prayed every 

time that he wouldn’t notice it and he never said anything about it. 

 

Chapter 4 

 

It didn’t take long for the troubles to start again. We had to overlook another meeting 

the next week, this time between the mermaids and the fishermen. We had to go all the way 

down to Southampton for it. 

We arrived on the docks just before the meeting started. It had been planned on a 

fishing boat. We rushed on as we heard loud voices, seemingly arguing, at least two women 

and a man. 

“You are all murderers! See all this? You use it to kill the seas!” 

“We do our job! We fish to feed the people! What do you mean we kill the seas?” 



 

 

“My sister is right, you over fish. You do it for the money, not for food. Using all this 

technology you are poisoning the fishes and the algae!” 

We reached the deck just as one of the two mermaids, definitely not hiding their true 

colours, grabbed the fisherman with whom they had been arguing and threw him in the water. 

They turned to the fishing lines and nets and started to rip them apart with magic and throw 

the pieces in the water. 

“Why can’t I move?” Growled Nathan and I suddenly realised I wasn’t frozen by 

shock or surprise but by something else, an invisible net. 

“Someone get that shit off me!” Katy was clawing at the air around her as Jim asked, 

calmly “Harry? Any chance of you undoing this?” 

“Erm… I am very sorry but I have no idea what’s causing it!” Then I felt it “There’s 

someone around here doing this!”  

I looked around, my head being the only part of me still willing to move and realised 

the other fishermen and the local official were also frozen on the spot whilst the two 

mermaids were wrecking the fishing gears. I didn’t see anything or anyone else. 

Once the mermaids were done they made to jump in the water. One was slower than 

the other, however, and the spell was released soon enough for Katy, not caring to hide her 

true nature, to pounce on her and immobilise her on the floor. 

The fishermen were quite shaken and Emma had to take some time to calm them. Jim 

got Mr Osborne on the phone and assured the official that the Special Investigations office 

would help with the repairs. 

 

*** 

 

As soon as we were back, Aldaran scanned us and detected a restraining spell. 

“This is strange…” He was pacing in the room, as he does when he thinks “This kind 

of spell can only be done in two instances: if the magician has something belonging to the 

person, usually hair or a piece of clothing; or if the victim is directly visible by him. I am 

guessing in this case it means the rogue was there.” 

“He definitely was, I felt it. Well, I felt magic being used and whose source was 

close.” I sighed “I’m sorry, I feel useless…” 

“I’ll teach you. I am here to help the team and teaching you is part of it.” Aldaran was 

always trying to reassure me. 

Nathan suddenly asked “What do you think that guy has against the coming out?” 

Emma corrected him “That person; nothing tells us it’s a guy!” 

Jim chuckled “Are you trying to tell us women are evil too? But seriously, is it against 

the coming out or us specifically? I asked the guys up north and nothing happened there. Why 

would it always happen on our watch?” 

“Maybe because it’s in or around the Capital?” I suggested, feeling an old fear being 

reawakened. But it just couldn’t be him, could it? 

 

*** 

 

After that, Aldaran intensified my training, mainly in magic. He wanted me to be able 

to cast screening spells and protective spells the minute we got anywhere. Spending so many 

hours with him was starting to become difficult for me as I was developing a severe crush on 

my teacher.  

I was very careful not to be obvious when I looked at him when he was poring over 

books. If he noticed, he didn’t show it and kept his friendly demeanour towards me. The girls, 

however, noticed. 



 

 

 One evening they ambushed me as I was making my way back to my room after 

having watched some TV –our evening ritual as a “family”.  

“Hey, Harry, do you have a minute? We would like to talk with you…” Katy was the 

first to reach me 

“Yes, sure. What’s up?” I was watching them suspiciously 

“We wanted to know how your lessons are going…” Emma glanced at Katy who 

nodded in agreement 

“It’s going great, thank you. It’s very helpful but…” I felt I needed to let my worries 

out to someone and I knew I could trust them. “I am so scared to fail you all.” 

The girls looked sympathetic “Don’t worry about this. We are a team, we work 

together, and we look out for each other.” Emma was being, as usual, reassuring. 

“You are doing your best, right?” Asked Katy. I could only nod “Well then, what are 

you worried about? Just do your best, like the rest of us, and then it’ll be fine.”  

Her blunt talk made me smile again. “Thanks girls, I appreciate your support a lot. 

Sometimes I think too much I guess.” 

The girls looked at each other again and I knew something was coming.  

“Speaking of thinking…” Started tentatively Emma  

Katy cut her “What do you think of Aldaran?” 

I stared at them, feeling my cheeks reddening. “Erm….” was all I could manage. 

The girls grinned at each other. 

 “Don’t worry, the guys haven’t noticed anything, I don’t think. And we won’t say 

anything. But… Does he know?” Emma looked concerned and I felt gratitude for her, for both 

of them, for being my friends. 

“Not unless he can read my mind…”  

“Or unless he’s seen how you look at him…” suggested Katy 

“Yes, that’s a possibility.” I thought for a minute “Wouldn’t he have said something or 

made me understand he wasn’t interested though? He is my teacher; I would think that, if he 

did notice, he would put a term to my infatuation…” 

Emma looked choked “Infatuation? Are you trying to lie to yourself Henry?” 

 I winced at the use of my first name. Emma only uses it when she is annoyed, and she 

was. 

 “You know I can feel feelings and I can assure you that’s not just a “silly 

infatuation”” She had made it sound silly. 

“But you know I have no chance! I am a man and he’s my teacher! I might as well 

convince myself that’s all it is!” I was getting rather emotional. 

“I shouldn’t tell you that…” Emma started “But you are my friend and I don’t like 

seeing you hurt. I think you are not the only one confused in this…”  

I looked at her blankly “What?” 

Katy sighed “She’s trying to tell you she thinks Aldaran might be interested too but 

that, since he’s your teacher, he probably has no idea how to deal with this.” 

I stared at them both, utterly confused. “You what? You’re serious? What am I 

supposed to do then?” 

“Give him time I think. For now he sees you as his student but it won’t be long before 

you are his equal. Then it probably will be easier.” Emma was the sensible one “Also, for 

now, you two are worried about that magician. It probably doesn’t help.” 

We separated shortly after that and I went to bed with a lot to think about. If what the 

girls had said was true then there was hope still. I fell asleep a lot easier than I had in the 

previous weeks. 

 



 

 

Chapter 5 

 

Aldaran surprised us at breakfast by saying he had stayed up late the previous night to 

finish some research and that he had put together the complex spell that would enable us to 

break the magic confusing the creatures’ minds. Once this would be done, we would have a 

magical trail to follow to identify the rogue magician behind it. That’s when the rest of the 

team would be finally able to start working. 

We all went downstairs to the “hospital wing”, where our two guests were kept. I was 

feeling really excited and scared at the same time, with a tight knot in my stomach. I really 

hoped this would work. I also felt a bit…maybe not jealous, but ashamed that I hadn’t been 

capable of doing the spell myself. I reminded myself what Aldaran had often said himself, 

that for someone who taught himself magic I did really well, and that I was learning really 

fast now with him as a teacher. 

Aldaran decided to do the spell first on Brucie, who had been here the longest. He and 

the professor were getting worried about the effects of the spell on her mind since it had not 

receded one bit. Clearly the one behind it didn’t care about what happened to the creatures he 

hurt.  

We moved to the examination room, everyone behind the window whilst Aldaran 

stayed alone with Brucie, strapped to the examination bed so that she wouldn’t hurt herself or 

him. I had offered my help but he had preferred being alone for it so that there would be no 

other energy or magic interfering. Jim and I were to identify the magic once it would be 

released Jim through his psychic capacities and me through a spell. 

He hovered his hands over Brucie’s face and started the incantation, letting his power 

go. When it reached Brucie, it stopped, as if blocked. Aldaran’s face contracted as if he had to 

fight to remain concentrated. After a while, his power won and the spell broke. Brucie arched 

her back and scram as dark light, wispy like smoke, came out of her head and tried to engulf 

Aldaran, whose power protected him.  

And then it hit me: I knew that magic, that scent. The black trail seemed to register my 

presence at the same time and tried to reach me through the glass. Aldaran said the last part of 

the incantation, then, and his power, now visible and purple, absorbed or dissolved the smoke. 

I was too shocked to pay much attention at how it had happened as I suddenly knew he had 

found me again. Lucas. My brother. 

Jim hadn’t had enough time to pick up anything from the magic as Aldaran, seeing it 

coming for me, had destroyed it. He was about to tell me off for it when he stopped. I must 

have looked like I’d just seen a ghost, and that’s how I felt too, utterly shocked. I hadn’t heard 

from him for a past couple of years, ever since he went away. I was always grateful when the 

rogue magicians we met weren’t him but I knew I wouldn’t always be lucky. Today proved it. 

Now I was going to have to explain to those who were to me like a family why I had kept this 

part of my past from them. 

Aldaran, when understanding I knew this scent, had quickly performed the release 

spell on the mermaid so that she could rest too. We were now sitting upstairs, in one of the 

conference rooms, on the second floor above ground and I was about to ruin the trust of some 

of the people who mattered the most to me.  

The only one who had ever known about Lucas was our superior, Mr Osbourne. 

Having a rogue magician in my family was something I could hardly hide from the head of 

the Shadow World’s version of the secret services. He wasn’t in the room now, having 

preferred to leave us, the team, together. The only person exterior to the team present was 

Aldaran, as he needed to know more about this magic. 

I took a deep breath and started talking.  



 

 

“I never mentioned this to you. It’s not that I don’t trust you, it’s just that… I was 

scared; scared of what you might think. I’m sorry.”  

They nodded in silence, waiting for me to carry on. 

“I have an older brother, Lucas. He is a magician, like our parents and myself. When 

he was a child, he was always being naughty, being told off by our parents… He wasn’t really 

bad or mean, but he always tried what was forbidden. When he grew up, he started trying 

different types of magic. At first he was just experimenting, until he found a teacher. That’s 

when he really turned rogue.”  

I had lowered my eyes and was now keeping them downcast, too scared to look at my 

team and face their disapproval. 

 “I was so afraid of doing the same thing that I never really learnt magic. I only 

practiced with my parents and all they know is how to heal humans, animals and plants, and 

some light protection spells. I looked into my father’s books but I never really tried anything 

until I was recruited by Mr Osborne.” 

 I sighed  

“I think he took me on as a favour to my father who’s a friend of him. I don’t know 

why, though. I’m useless. I’ll understand if you want me to change team. Or maybe I’ll 

resign.” 

 I finished my monologue and the silence fell on the room, heavy, almost suffocating.  

When the team started talking again, all at once, I thought for a minute they were 

telling me to go, until my brain caught up with my ears. 

“You bloody idiot! I can’t believe you thought we’d want you gone!” Katy was 

shouting at me, being her hot blooded self. 

“Seriously, Harry, why didn’t you tell us? We are more than a team, you know that?” 

Emma was reaching for my hand and squeezed it. 

“Jim, how come you never knew?” Nathan was puzzled and so was Jim. 

“I have no idea, maybe because Harry never specifically thought about it around me. I 

don’t tend to pry in my friends’ minds you know!” 

“Anyway, it’s good you told us. This is now a team matter. If someone goes for one of 

us, we all go for him. Right?” Nathan’s teeth were starting to show and he was growling with 

anger. 

Everyone agreed with him.  

Emma pointed out “We are like a pack, we protect our own.” 

Aldaran, once everyone had calmed down again, pointed out “You could never have 

turned like your brother, you care too much about others to harm them.”  

He looked at me then and I felt myself blush, yet I couldn’t turn my eyes away from 

his. For a moment I thought I could feel something between us but then it faded as he talked 

again 

 “Since Lucas is your brother, I guess you have similar magic.” 

 Seeing the scared look on my face he reassured me “The power itself, I meant. What 

you do with it, how you use it, is up to you. The power doesn’t take over if you are not ready 

to let it. You are a good man, Harry, it won’t happen to you.”  

There it was again, the pull between us, the nagging deep down…Maybe Emma and 

Katy had been right after all. 

 

*** 

 

What Aldaran had meant was that we didn’t need to study someone else’s magic since 

we had mine. He asked me to talk about Lucas’ personality, what he was like as a child, so 



 

 

that they could all get a feel for what type of person he was. The idea was to try and guess 

what his next move was and why he was doing all this. 

I told them all I could but in the time I hadn’t seen him he could have changed and so 

could his magic. For one thing, I never knew he could manipulate people’s minds but the fact 

that he had learned to do it didn’t surprise me.  

The next step, we decided, was to track him with all means we had and at the same 

time to get ready for the conference, during which there was a good chance either Lucas or 

someone else would try something. That meant, for me, more one on one fighting and magic 

lessons with Aldaran. That thought alone helped me feel better about this mess. 

 

Chapter 6 

 

As much as I would have loved to spend all my time alone with Aldaran, we had to 

join the team at the conference centre later that week. They had already had a tour of the place 

and they were working on securing it. Having a former member of the special military 

operations in the team really helped, although the usual security team was quite efficient too. 

We all had our speciality job: Nathan was our defence against weapons experts, Katy 

took the shifters part, Jim checked the minds of all the employees. That left Emma, Aldaran 

and I to work on the magic defences.  

Emma, having an angelic gift, could protect people but only at a short radius. She 

would be near the stage, to be able to protect the few officials from the government and the 

council on it during the talks. 

Aldaran and I had the difficult task to put together a spell that would filter magic, 

leaving only the protective one functioning. Our plan was to make sure no mind-controlling or 

harming magic could be done in and immediately around the centre. We also wanted the spell 

to deactivate all objects that might contain such spells.  

Because the magic protection of the centre was such a complex task, Mr Osbourne 

asked the help of Alex. We met up at the base, where we had all the resources necessary to 

create the spell. We had decided to use basic objects that were already in and around the 

centre to hold the “net” so that anyone looking for amulets of sorts would miss those out, or 

so we hoped. 

We were well aware, however, that our plan had –at least- one flaw. Nathan had taken 

great pleasure in pointing it out, hoping to prove us that only numerous armed men could truly 

protect the centre. But since Mr Osbourne wouldn’t allow him to recruit a small “army”, we 

had to hope our plan would hold. 

  

*** 

 

The big day arrived. Over breakfast there was little talk as we all seemed to be going 

over our plan in our heads. I was so nervous I wasn’t sure I would hold the little food I had. 

Then it was time to get ready. Bulletproof vests were unavoidable, not that I minded 

but I wasn’t used to wearing one. Those who knew how to shoot were taking guns –with 

tranquilizers, the idea was to catch them, not kill them; basically everyone but Emma – who 

never managed to learn it somehow, Aldaran – who didn’t need one to be lethal, and me. I am 

a bit better at aiming than Emma but I needed to concentrate on magic and a gun had never 

felt protective in my hands. 

We made our way to the centre early to take our positions. Alex was meeting us there 

and he wasn’t alone. Apparently Mr Osbourne had agreed on some more armed support, in 

the manner of Jon, Andrew and Taylor. Aside from all being Jim’s long-time friends, they 



 

 

were all SW citizens, trained in firearms and members of the Special Investigations team 

based in the north of Britain. Jon and Andrew were two shifters and Taylor another psychic.  

Whilst the armed team –Jim, Katy, Jon, Andrew, and Taylor, led by Nathan- went to 

take position, Alex, Aldaran and I got to work. We started the spell right at the entrance of the 

car park from the street and worked our way towards the entrance. Alex took the left side, I 

took the right and Aldaran went in the middle. Once at the main door, we anchored the spell 

once more and worked our way around the building whilst Aldaran crossed it to meet us at the 

back door. Once this was done, we had to secure the entrance and the inside of the building, 

which was done in the same manner. 

We then joined Emma, who had decided to take position above the stage as it gave her 

a better view of anything that could happen. On either side, at our level, were based three of 

our own. The usually security team was covering the ground floor but, knowing what we were 

looking for, or rather who, we had decided to take some height. The shifters could jump if 

needed be. 

Aldaran and Alex had joined the teams on each side so I was left standing in the 

middle with Emma. By the look on her face she was more concentrated than nervous. I envied 

her. I was so scared. She must have felt it, being very empathic, because she hugged me 

briefly telling me it was all going to be ok. I didn’t have more time to think about it as, then, 

the doors opened to let in the public.  

People from all over Europe were here; to listen to the various talks there will be 

during the next three days. Speakers included members of governments and of the Council, 

but also sociologists, who had studied the integration of minorities in societies.  

Then there would be some debates and talks about the place of SW citizens in society. 

This was rather difficult since we were already part of society, as humans. The main question 

was “Does the knowledge of our true nature changes, or should change our rights?” I was 

hoping the answer would be “no”, but then I knew many people didn’t like us, such as the 

demonstrators in front of the centre holding signs and shouting “the monsters out of our 

towns” and the like. Unfortunately, those extreme groups have money and that’s what makes 

them influential.  

Although our position was perfect to listen to the talks, that wasn’t why we were here 

and I was conscious of it. The first morning went without incidents. There was a nice 

inauguration and then the Council envoy talked. This went well; there were very few “boos” 

from the public, which reassured me. 

 When everyone went out for lunch we were brought some food. After a quick picnic 

and a walk to the bathroom in turn, we settled back into our positions for the afternoon talks. 

 

We didn’t have time to let the post-meal slumber take over though as, as soon as the 

first speaker made his way on-stage, we heard some commotion outside. We didn’t even have 

time to move that the doors were thrown open and a band of infuriated trolls walked in, 

breaking everything in their way.  

Their appearance started a panic in the public, which the security team evacuated at 

best they could through the back door. Nathan and his team took aim and several shot but 

nothing was taking them down. Aldaran casted a brief spell and warned us they were mind 

controlled, in a stronger way than we had seen before. The one flaw in our magic protection 

seemed to be also too much for the armed team! 

We all made our way down, the shifters being the quickest. Nathan shouted to keep 

firering until they fall, that they couldn’t keep going for ever. But the more they got hit the 

more violent they got. Emma, after having protected the people running from the place, was 

now trying to protect the team, as the trolls were trying to “squash those annoying things” as 

they growled. Alex, Alderan and myself were doing all we could magically but that didn’t 



 

 

seem to have much effect either. Then Jim “broadcasted” “We need to find the magician 

behind it, it’s the only way to stop them!” 

I decided to go out there and find Lucas myself, since he was my brother. I ran outside 

and, sure enough, there he was, on the parking, enjoying watching the mess he had created. I 

provoked him in a one-on-one fight, to get his mind off the trolls to give Aldaran and Alex 

time to break the control spell.  

The idea was good but I must have been unconscious: Lucas has a lot more training in 

magic fights that I have and soon enough all I could do was trying to keep him from harming 

me. Until he felt the control spell break and he lost it. The next spell hit me hard and sent me 

flying. My shield went down and I didn’t have time to raise it again before he started hitting 

me, magically, over and over again. Suddenly, Aldaran was there, between us and fighting 

back. And then it all went black. 

 

Chapter 7 

 

When I came back to myself, Emma was crouching next to me. I looked around and 

realised the whole team was there.  

“Harry? You’re ok?” She looked worried.  

“I’m ok. What happened? How did Aldaran get here so fast?” 

“He teleported”  

I spluttered “He what?” 

“He suddenly shouted that you needed help and disappeared. We ran out and found 

him fighting Lucas whilst you were unconscious. I didn’t know magicians could teleport like 

that…” 

“Neither did I…What happened inside with the trolls?” 

“Aldaran broke the spell and they dropped unconscious. Professor Falconer had them 

brought back to the base so he could keep an eye on them. They got hit so much by 

tranquilizers he isn’t sure what the effects might be.” 

“So it was just the spell keeping them standing then…” 

Just then, Aldaran approached 

 “Harry, are you ok?” I could hear concern in his voice. 

“Yes, I will be. Thanks for the help. Emma said you teleported yourself, how is that 

possible?” 

He seemed to look embarrassed “I will explain it to you, but later. For now, let’s get 

you checked at the base.” 

He handed his hand to me to help me stand up. Once he was sure I could stand he 

stepped aside and I suddenly realised I had no idea about what happened to Lucas. I couldn’t 

see him anywhere. The rest of the team were taking their equipment off by the van, there were 

ambulances moving away, presumably with the trolls, but where was Lucas? 

Emma must have sensed my questioning. “Don’t worry, Lucas is fine. Well, he will be 

when he wakes up.” 

“When he wakes up?” I looked at her and Aldaran, who held out his hands “I have 

nothing to do with it. I would have immobilised him by magic, but your friends were 

quicker.” 

“They shoot him?” I couldn’t believe it. I wasn’t sure I was angry or surprised. 

Emma seemed aware of the tinge of anger in my voice. “They saw you unconscious, I 

think they panicked. Well, Nathan did…” 

“Nathan? Panick? ” Now there was only surprise left in my voice. 



 

 

“You know he lost most of his unit. We are his team, he feels responsible for us in a 

way. He knew he wasn’t going to harm Lucas with the tranquilizer. He did what he thought 

was best.” 

I could only nod and make my way back to the van with the rest of the group. 

We made the drive back to the base in silence. All I wanted was to get there and check 

on Lucas. He was the bad guy but he was still my brother.  

I was quickly reassured when I got to the hospital wing. Professor Falconer assured 

me he would be fine once he’d wake up, in a couple of hours most likely. He suggested I go 

and lie down myself, since I had taken quite a flight earlier. Emma insisted as well so, to 

reassure them all, I agreed and made my way back to my room. 

 

Chapter 8 

 

Once there alone I couldn’t help but going over my thoughts of the day again, reliving 

how my brother had fought me like I was his enemy. It hurt me so badly to realise I was 

nothing to him, or maybe worse: someone he hated. I curled up in a ball on my bed and cried, 

muffling the sound in my pillow. Just then a knock on my door startled me. I didn’t have time 

to answer that Aldaran was already making his way in the room and closing the door behind 

him. I propped myself on my left arm and looked up at him, still to hurt to be able to talk. My 

tears were still running down my cheeks. 

He sat on the bed and caressed my cheeks, drying the tears. He was looking at me with 

so much tenderness. “I felt your pain. I couldn’t let you face it alone.” 

I stared at him “You felt it? How?” 

“For the same reason I was able to teleport to you earlier, when I felt your shield 

shatter.” He paused “Have you heard about shifters mating bond?” 

“Yes.” I was getting confused now 

“Faes, when they mate, form a similar bond, through which we can feel the other’s 

emotions, communicate telepathically and, in emergency, teleport to their side.” 

I looked at him still confused “But we are not mates…” 

He smiled, then “No, but it seems we share a bond already. And, if the way you look 

at me when you think I’m not looking is any indication of it, I’d say you wouldn’t mind if we 

were.” 

I blushed then but still found the courage to reply “No, I wouldn’t mind. Would you?” 

My stomach knotted as I waiting for his reply. 

“No, I wouldn’t mind.” I exhaled, then “But…” I stared, scared “Are you sure you 

want to form a bond with a man older than you, whose work will keep him away from you for 

long periods of time? And have you considered what would happen if I was to die?” 

I took a deep breath, sat up and replied, looking straight in his eyes: “Yes I want to 

form a bond with you, even though you are older than me. I will wait for you and miss you 

when you are away but I’d rather have that than nothing.”  

He looked relieved then, as if he’d feared I might change my mind 

 “As for if you die, if faes’ bonds are like shifters’ then I know it will hurt, maybe 

drive me mad or kill me, but it would even if there was no bond.” 

He suddenly had so much sadness in his eyes and I could feel it too.  

He realised it “I am sorry, I have been keeping my emotions from you but it seems this 

is too much. There is something I have to tell you, about my past and about bonds.”  

I nodded silently, waiting.  

“I grew up in a fae town. I had a childhood friend with whom I went to school and did 

all the things youngsters do together. However, when we reached puberty, we realised we 



 

 

wanted more. We bonded. As you know, faes are trained as warriors as much as 

philosophers.”  

He was looking away, like he could see the past. I could feel his sadness like it was 

mine. This was still hurting him, all these years later. 

 “One day a band of trolls were reported in the area and were attacking villages. We 

were sent to stop them. The fight was heavy, many were wounded… and my mate died in my 

arms.” 

My tears were now pouring, as if I was crying in his stead.  

“I thought I would go mad from the pain. The only way out, it seemed, was to take my 

own life. But our magicians had been working on a spell for a while, one that could break the 

bond. You see, faes have been mating with humans for centuries, but because we live longer 

than them, so many of our kind would go mad or die from the pain of losing their mate. This 

spell breaks the bond enough that it’s possible to move on and even start over, love again…” 

He looked back at me then, with a sad smile “If anything was to happen to me, I know 

you wouldn’t have to go through hell like I did.” 

I couldn’t stop myself and blurted out “I’d go through hell anyway, bond or not, spell 

or not. I love you.”  

I blushed then and he looked at me with surprise. Then, he kissed me. One minute he 

was looking at me, the next his hands were on my shoulders and his lips were on mine. It was 

a hungry and possessive kiss, as if he was trying to make me feel just how much he wanted 

me in his life. I responded eagerly. I wanted him just as much. 

His cold hands found their way under my shirt, making me gasp. His fingers caressed 

me as his mouth moved to my neck. I placed a hand on his neck and one on his shoulder and 

closed my eyes, loosing myself in the sensations. When he pulled away I looked at him 

questioningly. 

“Don’t worry; I have no intention of stopping. I just want you to take your top off.”  

I did, as he stood up and took his shoes off. Next went his shirt and I admired his taut 

stomach. He might be older than me, he was still fitter, and so sexy. He caught my eyes and 

his hands made their way to his trousers. I sat on the bed, leaning on my arms, wide eyed, as 

the man I loved was stripping for me. Soon, his trousers were on the floor and he was 

standing in his boxers. When I realised just how much he wanted me, my jeans became 

incredibly tight. 

He came back on the bed, kneeling between my legs and leaned to kiss me. I closed 

my eyes and wrapped my arms around him as he pushed me down on the bed. He moved to 

my neck, kissing and nipping, as his hand made its way down my chest and stomach to my 

belt. My hands joined his to help him undoing it and soon my trousers were open. He pulled 

them off me and smiled as he saw just how much effect he was having on me. 

His hands were caressing my tights as he looked at me, as if unsure where to start. I sat 

up then.  

“Your turn to lie down.”  

He complied and it was my turn to kiss and nip his neck as my hands trailed teasingly 

along his sides. My kisses made their way down his chest and stomach to the waist of his 

boxers. His hands were already clenching around the sheets when I kissed him through his 

underwear. He gasped then.  

“Harry… There is something… I forgot to ask you…”  

I looked up “Can’t it wait?” I grinned  

“No. Have you…ever been with another man?”  

I blushed “Never. Never with a woman either actually.”  

He sat up “Never? Are you sure this is ok?” He looked rather worried then. 

“Did you miss the part where I told you I loved you?” 



 

 

“No, but this is…Oh Goddess, Harry!” My hand had apparently found the way to shut 

him up. He leaned back on his arms and closed his eyes then, enjoying my caresses. 

“Aldaran” He opened his eyes and looked at me. “You are the man I love. You are the 

man I want. And I want you now.” I said, never stopping my caresses. 

He pulled me to him, then, and kissed me passionately as his hand mimicked my 

caresses on me. We stroked each other for a little while until he gasped “Harry, I want you, 

now.” 

Our boxers were thrown away as he pulled me underneath him, still kissing and 

nipping me until “Do you have anything we can use as lubricant?” He asked, looking 

embarrassed.  

I was confused for a second until I realised what he meant.  

“Erm…Yes, I’ve got some Vaseline in the bathroom…for chapped lips, you know?” I 

spluttered, blushing. I hadn’t finished my explanation that he was already gone to get the jar.  

He came back in no time and settled back on the bed, kissing and caressing me, which 

got me back in the mood. Soon his hand was finding its way between my legs and against my 

opening. I somehow realised he must have put some Vaseline on his fingers at some point. 

The thought left me as soon as it arrived, however, when his finger pushed inside me. 

Although I was a virgin, I had been with guys before, but it was the first time I was 

with someone so experienced. His strokes got me moaning and writhing in pleasure in no 

time. He started with one, added a second and so on, opening me, preparing me for him. All I 

could do was moan my pleasure as I arched my back. 

Suddenly he pulled out and I moaned in frustration, but I was quickly reassured by the 

feeling of his hard member against me. I held my breath as he pushed in, letting it out in a cry 

of pain. He froze, giving me time to adjust to him, and then started moving again, slowly, 

teasingly. This rhythm was fine at first but soon it wasn’t enough anymore. I told him so and 

he picked up pace, bringing us closer and closer to pleasure, getting me to moan louder. 

I vaguely felt his hand cover my mouth but I didn’t really realise. Soon I was arching 

my back as the biggest orgasm I’d ever felt overpowered me. I heard him shout my name and 

felt him tense, then collapse on top of me. I drifted off for a few seconds. 

When I came back, he was kissing my neck tenderly. I realised suddenly I could feel 

his emotions too, his love, his tenderness, his fear… everything. We were truly bonded. 

 

Chapter 9 

 

A few hours later we made our way back to the hospital wing, after Professor Falconer 

contacted me to let me know Lucas was awake, although still groggy.  

 I stood at the window, looking into his room. He was lying, strapped to the bed, his 

eyes closed. I felt like running away, I couldn’t face him.  

Aldaran squeezed my hand and I heard him, in my mind: “You can do it. You are not 

alone. I am always with you.” 

 I closed my eyes, breathed deep and reached for our link. It gave me more courage 

and confidence than I would have ever found in myself at that moment. I reached the door and 

opened it. 

Lucas opened his eyes and looked at me, surprised. He stayed quiet as I closed the 

door behind me and made my way to the foot of the bed. There was a chair to his side but I 

couldn’t imagine sitting so close to him. I preferred standing, my hands on the metal bar at the 

bottom of the bed. I waited for him to talk but he didn’t. He was waiting too. A few minutes 

passed until, finally, he spoke: 

“When are you going to start telling me how I am such a bad person, little brother?” 

 He smirked 



 

 

 “you have always been the most perfect of the two. Even when we were children, this 

is what the parents always said. How you were so cute, so calm, so willing to learn whilst I 

was the bad one, the naughty one. They preferred you from the moment you were born.” I 

could see the pain in his eyes. 

“So you decided to prove them right?” I was getting angry now “Maybe they said you 

were naughty because that was true? You were always messing up! If you had listened to 

them, you would have realised they love you, they were just worried about how you would 

turn up, and you proved them right! You have no idea what they went through when they 

realised just how you were using your gift!” 

He cut me “Gift?! You talk like them! Yes, it’s a gift and I have the right to use it how 

I want! Look at what they’ve done with their lives! They are serving humans! It should be the 

other way around…”  

I had made my way around the bed and slapped him then. “Don’t ever say that! We 

are no better than humans! And certainly not you!”  

He looked shocked. It was the first time, beside at the conference, where I fought 

back. He glanced at the window then and I realised he was looking at Alderan. 

“I was wondering what had made you so bold… You found yourself a lover, then! 

Good for you. Not surprising though, considering how everyone has always loved you…”  

He trailed off, looking away from me and I finally realised just how much pain he felt, 

and how much jealousy.  

“You are an idiot, Lucas. Our parents always loved you just as much as they loved me, 

and they still do. If you hadn’t let your fear, anger and jealousy corrupt you, you could have 

the same life as me.” 

“I don’t need your pity and I don’t want your perfect life!” He spat at me “Get out. I 

don’t want to see you or talk to you.” He closed his eyes then, ignoring me. 

“Fine, I’m going for now. But I will come back tomorrow, and every day after that 

until you admit your mistakes and decide to do something about it and about yourself!” 

“In your dreams!” 

“Lately they have a tendency to become real.” I said, holding on to my link with my 

mate “Think about what I said, I’ll be back tomorrow”.  

On these words, I walked out of the room. Aldaran was waiting for me. I hugged him 

tight to find some strength to fight back the tears. 

“He is in so much pain. I don’t know what to do. He is blind to the love our parents 

have for him!” 

“Give him time, Harry, give him time. You will help him, and your team will too, if 

you ask them.”  

I really hoped it was true, that we were going to be able to help him. But if he didn’t 

want to, if he didn’t let us, then I had no idea what I’d do. 

 

*** 

 

As promised, I came back every day. The first three he didn’t open his eyes, refusing 

to acknowledge my presence. On the fourth day, he finally looked at me. 

“You really are stubborn.” He sighted.  

“I told you I would come here until you accepted your mistakes. We can help you, 

Lucas.” 

“Help me? You mean help me become perfect like you?” I could hear the pain in his 

voice again “Why do you want me to become like you?” 



 

 

“I’m not perfect and I’m not trying to get you to become like me.” I sighed “I just 

think that if you could let go of your jealousy you’d realise you can have a good life too; a 

happy life.” And for the first time, I sat next to him. 

“What do you want? I mean, really, beyond the fact that I’m your brother? Why is 

your team so ready to help me change? What’s the deal little brother?”  

He had asked without anger in his voice. It was the first time in years he had used 

these words in a non-derogatory way. I swallowed hard to stop the emotions from overcoming 

me. 

“We want you to join us. You are powerful; you know a lot… we need you.” 

“Why? Aren’t you the magician of the team?” He looked curious now. 

Could I tell him the truth? I decided to risk it  

“Yes, but I’m still learning. When I saw how you turned up… it scared me. After that, 

I never really mastered magic.”  

I looked at him, expecting him to mock me but he didn’t, he looked concerned.  

I carried on “Aldaran teaches me a lot but it’ll take time before I can be half as good as 

you. Will you help us? Please?” I waited then. 

He seemed thoughtful “I don’t see how I could help you. I am so used to using 

“forbidden” magic… How can you be ready to trust me again after everything? What tells 

you, if I agree that I won’t manipulate or turn against you?” 

“We’ll watch you closely, and we have a powerful magician and a psychic vampire 

working with us. You can teach us about those magics so we know how to watch for them and 

counter their effects. You are powerful, it won’t take you long to learn other types of magic.” 

He laughed then “You have thought about everything I see… I don’t really have 

another choice, have I?” 

“Unless you want to stay locked up in a cell in the basement, not really…” I looked 

expectantly at him. 

“Alright then… I’m not promising anything but…” He paused then “I wouldn’t mind 

having a different life.”  

He looked away then but not before I could see his pain. I stood and hugged him 

without thinking. He froze for a second, then hugged me back. 

“Don’t worry, the team will help. You’ll be ok.” 

He smiled sadly “I am the oldest; I should be the one reassuring you. Instead I’ve 

messed up your life. I am sorry, Harry, really. Can you do something for me please?” 

“Erm… I suppose. What?” 

“You don’t trust me yet, I understand. I just want you to tell the parents I am sorry. 

Tell them you’ve got me and you’re going to help me fix my life, ok?” 

I nodded “I will, don’t worry. They’ll be happy to know you’re safe.” 

“True. Thanks for everything Harry. And thank your team too please.” 

“Will do.”  

“Harry, to prove you I really want to change…There is something you and your team 

need to know. I wasn’t working alone. I have a teacher, who taught me everything I know 

about dark magic, and he works with Shadow World criminals; the kind of people who don’t 

want humans and human police looking into their business. They are dangerous and 

powerful.” 

“Thank you, I appreciate you warning us. But we are dangerous too, if needed be, and 

you are on our side now. We will be fine.” And on those words I left him. 

Helping my brother was important to me but it wasn’t the only thing on my mind at 

that point in time. Since we had solved our “rogue magician” problem, Aldaran was supposed 

to go back to his work with the Council. 



 

 

Everything had gone so fast between us that I hadn’t had the time to get used to it all 

yet. Having to be parted from him so soon was scaring me, even knowing the strength of our 

bond. At the same time, as Emma and Katy pointed out, it’ll help me sort my mind out. But 

then, what? What will happen to us? He is a busy man, so am I, when are we going to make 

the time to see each other? Are we even going to be able to have a “normal life” as a couple, 

as normal as possible in our world anyway?  

Then there’s what Lucas had told me about his old teacher, that I passed on to the rest 

of the team … More work coming up for us it seems! 

 

*** 

 

We spent the night together, trying to make the most memories possible before he left. 

Aldaran taught me how to open and close the link between us so as not to project 

everything I felt or thought, for example when during a mission. He taught me another way to 

use our link as well, which to me was more akin to a torture, a sweet torture… 

Then morning was there. I told myself I wouldn’t cry but it was so hard. We hugged 

one last time, he shook hand with my superior and then he left, just as he had arrived, one 

minute here the next gone. The only thing different was that he left with a piece of my heart. 

I was so grateful for my friends’ presence then. As the tears started to run down my 

cheeks uncontrolled, Emma and Katy hugged me as the guys grouped around us telling me I 

was going to be ok. Even Mr Osbourne squeezed my shoulder before leaving us. 

Once alone in my room I contemplated where my life stood: I was in love with, and 

mated to a Council member who worked in an unknown place; my brother was a rogue 

magician, who had agreed to be helped, and whose mentor wanted to stop the coming out 

from actually working out. I sighed.  

Why do simple when you can do complex? 


