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Dramatis Personae







Clint’s Group




Clint, Crystal and Mickey – Half-human, half-fairy teenagers who discovered their heritage during the war with Feth’rael. Crystal is the child of fae death god Feth’rael.

Niana – Princess of Hope’s Reach, Clint’s fiancée.

Nara – Cornish Pixie, Crystal’s romantic partner.

Selina – Non-binary fae child of the US president, Mickey’s partner and historical expert of the group.

Marek – Half-Sidhe, half-fae child of uncertain parentage. Although younger than the rest of the group he is one of the most outspoken.




Other Fae




Naarin – Prince of Hope’s Reach, commander of the city’s military when action needs to be taken.

Nikkela – Naarin’s partner, the chief healer of Hope’s Reach and one of the city’s best archers. Clint’s cousin on his mother’s side.

Narina – Queen of Hope’s Reach, engaged to Clint’s uncle, sister to both Naarin and Niana, recently recovered from the strain of having to shield her city almost single-handedly.

Desh’ayi – Nikkela’s mother, Clint’s aunt, fled Hope’s Reach after an attack that killed her husband. Only recently reunited with her daughter.




Human Allies




Rick – Scott’s uncle, fiancée of Narina, appointed the UK’s ambassador to the fae world after the war with Feth’rael. Acts as much as Narina’s emotional rock in times of stress as her partner.

Scott – UK Prime Minister, close friend to Rick, one of the first world leaders to aid the allied forces.

Terry – The US President, father to Selina, survivor of an assassination attempt during the war and fierce defender of his daughter’s right.

Izzy – Talented journalist, goddaughter to Terry, who played a major role in exposing Feth’rael’s plan to the world.




To Kate, the first person to review Fairy War.

A beautiful human being taken from the world far too soon




Chapter 1







Birdsong.

I had been living with the fairies for almost a year and waking up to the sound of unsullied nature still caught me offguard every once in a while. However, it was only when I turned over in the bed and realized Niana had already left it that I remembered what was happening today. 

I got up, slipping slightly uneasily into the set of formal clothes one of the fairy tailors had created for me, and took a moment to look in the mirror. It was a dark brown jacket, something I had rarely worn before in my life, with grey trousers and a pair of formal but comfortable shoes, my wings just visible behind my back, shimmering slightly in the light of the room. I walked over to the room’s lone window, opening it and looking out upon the city below. Nareena had felt the name of Shadowglen no longer appropriate for a city meant to represent the new world we found ourselves in, and thus it was now called Hope’s Reach. Fresh buildings sprawled out in all directions, and fairies could be seen milling around, as decorations were hung through the streets.

“We don’t have long to prepare before the guests arrive,” came Naarin’s unmistakable voice from somewhere below me, causing me to let out a chuckle. Although I couldn’t see him from where I stood, I could imagine him being as regimented as he was with the soldiers.

I took a look in the mirror before walking out of the bedroom door. As I walked towards the entrance of the tower, I found myself once again feeling a little uncomfortable at the few soldiers within the palace saluting me as I passed. My relationship with Niana felt fairly ordinary, so being treated like a royal still seemed bizarre. I finally reached the entrance, opening the double doors to find the central square packed with fairies milling around, although the two figures I was looking for stood out from the crowd easily. Queen Nareena, her skin glowing as if it was reflecting the sunlight and dressed in a flowing red dress, was stood talking to an older female fairy. My uncle Rick, who was stood next to her looking more comfortable in a tuxedo than I had seen him a very long time, wasn’t holding his fiancee’s hand at that moment, but was near enough that she could see she had his support. He smiled as he saw me approaching.

“Where are Mickey and Crystal?” I asked. “I thought they weren’t going to miss this commemoration for anything?”

“Crystal and Nara are making sure the banquet hall is presentable,” Rick replied, pulling me into a quick hug, Nareena offering me one of her warmest smiles as she noticed me. “Crystal seems to be enjoying indulging her creative side. As for Mickey and Selina, last I heard they were exploring an old fairy archive near Madrid, but they sent a message last night to say they would be back in time for some of today. Looks like someone’s been looking for you,” he said, indicating somewhere behind me.

I turned to find Niana, dressed in a long blue gown which seemed to have gems like stars stitched into its fabric, walking towards me, pulling me into a delicate kiss.

“Good to see my love polishes up even better than I expected,” she said, taking my hand in hers. “It’s weird to think this time twelve months ago we were fighting to save the world, I’m glad that’s not an annual experience.”

At that moment there was a gasp from some of the fairies around us, causing us to turn around in time to see the dignitaries arriving, the Prime Minister and his wife at the front. Selina’s father Terry wasn’t far behind, followed by the head of the UN who gave me a familiar smile, along with other dignitaries I did not recognise. What caught my eye however was a young woman with two small children, and the wheelchair bound teenage girl who was staying close to her.

“Glad to see your new job is having such a positive effect on you,” Scott said, giving my uncle a firm hug, before bending down to kiss Nareena’s hand. “I’m glad I came here under better circumstances than we first met your highness. This is King William, the King of the United Kingdom,” he said, moving aside to allow Nareena to greet a tall man in a well-pressed suit, the only sign he was a royal was the small crown perched on the top of his head. Although I was curious to watch this meeting, I suddenly felt a hand on my shoulder, turning to find Selina’s father stood behind me, offering a handshake.

“I feel like I should apologise for not congratulating you on your engagement sooner,” the President said with a wry laugh. “I feel like even Izzy spends more time here than I do,” he said, nodding to the young woman I had first met as a journalist, now employed as his press secretary. She was deep in conversation with a male fairy who was even taller than my uncle. He wore plain armour, a brown cloak thrown over his shoulders, a mess of black hair looking as if it had been placed haphazardly on the top of his head. “Are she and Maethra ever going to become a couple?”

“They’ll probably get there eventually,” Niana replied. “But I know Maethra well enough to know he won’t rush anything, he had to be persuaded to become head of the city guard after the end of the war.”

“I think it’s time for the ceremony to begin,” Naarin said, walking over to us. “You guys had better take your seats, I’ll show you where to go.”

Niana grabbed my hand before we walked away. “Are you sure you’re okay?”

I let out a nervous laugh. “Yeah, just…I never quite learned how to deal with interacting with celebrities, it’s going to take me time to get used to this. I’ll be fine with you here though.”




• • •




I found myself in the front row of the seats that encircled the large object in the central courtyard, a sheet thrown over it to disguise what it was, while Niana sat to one side of me, Izzy with her notepad perched on her knees to the other. The young woman and the children I had noticed before were sat in the front row a few seats away from me, the mum occasionally having to chide her children to not run after the sparkly lights dancing in the air. To one side of the hidden object, I could just glimpse Rick and Nareena deep in conversation, unable to decipher anything from that distance, but it didn’t take long before the queen walked to the centre of the circle of chairs, letting out a cough to make sure that she had the undivided attention of her audience.

“Ladies and gentlemen, welcome,” she said, her voice seeming simultaneously quiet and composed, while also loud enough it would be heard for miles around. “Some of you I have met before, to those I have not, welcome to our great city of Hope’s Reach. This is a moment that some of my more recent ancestors feared would never come about again, but we should not forget how this newfound friendship came about. A year ago, our two races came dangerously close to our doom, and while we have much to celebrate it is important we do not forget what it cost us to get here.”

She took a moment to turn away, which from where I sat looked as if she was wiping a tear away, before turning back to face us again.

“When I spoke to the US President and the head of the UN in the aftermath we made a decision,” she continued. “In order to acknowledge that both our races worked together to save our world we decided we would have memorials in important locations for both of us. Stood outside the UN in New York is a statue to Nightshade…” Once again, she had to pause, waving Rick’s offer of assistance away. “He is…was one of the bravest fairies I ever knew, and it was his last action in this world which ended our enemy’s ritual once and for all. I wished to have a human remembered in this city, and I could think of only one.”

At a single gesture from her Rick pulled a rope, revealing the statue. It was of Colonel Jack Samson, the young soldier we had met only briefly in New York, the statue so well sculpted it was almost as if he was stood in front of the entire audience.

“I only met Jack once,” Nareena said. “But for those fortunate enough to know him, one thing was clear: he had the kind of bravery and selflessness there should be more of in this world. He was a man his widow and children should feel nothing but pride for having known.”

It was when the crowd looked at them that I realized who the woman and two children I had noticed among the visitors were, and then I remembered the story of the girl he had died saving, and suddenly the disabled young girl’s presence made sense.

“I suspect however that both Nightshade and Jack would not wish us to feel sad for long,” Nareena said, finally smiling again. “Our meal will be ready soon, feel free to mingle while we wait.”

Niana, Izzy, Rick and I all made a beeline for the platform. Nareena gratefully accepted Rick offering her a hug and a kiss on the forehead as we reached her.

“I told you, you would be fine,” Rick said, smiling at Nareena. “If you can face down a lord of the underworld without fear then public speaking is vastly less intimidating experience surely?”

“Thank you for reminding me why I love you,” Nareena said, laughing softly. There was a sudden noise from behind her, and we all turned to see the soldier’s widow, her two small children, and the young woman he had rescued waiting expectantly. “Katerina, I am glad you could come today.”

“Your highness,” Katerina said, trying to curtsey while keeping hold of the little girl and boy’s hands. “I don’t know how to repay you for that speech, you—”

“Katerina, you do not need to repay me,” Nareena said, curtseying herself. “Besides, do not call me your highness, you have the right to call me Nareena.” The two shared a warm hug before the Queen knelt down in front of the two children. “So you must be Jake and Rosie, it is a—” She was caught off-guard by the fact both children suddenly hugged her tightly, causing Nareena to let out an almost childlike laugh herself.

“Darlings, don’t just throw yourselves at the poor lady,” Katerina said, unable to stifle her own laughter.

“I don’t mind,” Nareena said as they finally let go. “I have long believed we can all learn much from our children.” She turned to the other young woman. “How are you holding up Nicole? I’ve kept an eye on your progress, you have a bright future ahead of you I believe.”

“I haven’t done anything remarkable,” Nicole said, blushing slightly at the sudden attention she had garnered. “Most people in my school don’t even know who I am.”

“You don’t have to be famous to achieve something,” Nareena said, kneeling in front of her. “It’s not who you are that makes an impact on this world, it is what you do with your life which does.” From where I was stood, I could see her brush a tear from her face, but before she could say anything else the sound of a loud bell cut through the still air around us, causing both human and fairy alike to look around. “Naarin, is that—”

“The Bell of the Sentinels,” Naarin said, taking a step towards the gates to the city.

“The bell of what?” I asked, looking between the two siblings.

“The Bell of the Sentinels,” Niana replied. “The Sentinels who guard the borders of our city cannot ordinarily enter in their military garb, that way if they have to come here armed, we know something serious has occurred. Brother, what shall we do?”

“Nareena, remain here with the delegates,” Naarin said to the Queen. “Clint, Niana, come with me.”

Before we had a chance to ask further questions, he launched himself into the air, Niana and I having to fly as fast as we could manage but eventually we caught up with him. It only took a few moments to see what had caused the bell to be rung: hurrying up the central street towards where the dignitaries were came two figures in long green cloaks, one carrying the prone form of a young woman in a plain blue t-shirt and jeans, with unkempt brown hair; the other’s cargo to even my relatively inexperienced eye was an extremely young fairy, its barely formed wings folded against its back. Just as one appeared about to stumble Naarin managed to land, taking the unconscious girl from him, Niana landing just after.

“What happened?” Naarin asked as he looked at the girl.

“We found them near the entrance to the old tunnels,” the Sentinel replied between deep breaths. “We are not sure how they got there, but the girl…” he didn’t finish the sentence, simply lifted her shirt far enough we could all see a nasty cut across her stomach which had turned a deep purple colour.

“Shall I get Nikkela?” Niana asked.

“We don’t have time,” Naarin replied. “Clint, are you sure you’re up to this?”

“I can try,” I replied. I knelt down next to Naarin, reaching out my right hand towards the wound. But as I attempted to touch it I felt a sudden, inexplicable jolt of pain through my hand, at the same moment seeing a sudden dark blur appear momentarily in front of my eyes before vanishing as quickly as it had appeared.

“Are you okay Clint?” Naarin asked, giving me a confused look.

“Yeah…Yeah, I’m fine,” I answered, trying to regain my composure, before moving my hand towards the wound again, feeling confident when there was not a similar reaction as before. However, the minute my hand touched the wound, the pain came back even worse than before, and the blur became far clearer. I could see was a darkness only interrupted by a pair of yellow eyes with no pupils, which seemed to be looking straight into my very soul. There was a sense of an entity but it’s body was entirely transparent

I wasn’t sure how long I had been like this, but I suddenly found myself looking up into Niana’s concerned face. “I…I can’t heal her,” I stammered. “Whatever hurt her…this is dark magic, something I’ve never felt before now. I…I don’t even know how that’s possible.”

“Stay with us,” Naarin was saying to the girl as I sat up, realizing I had collapsed exactly where I had been kneeling when I attempted to heal her. The girl was now conscious, but her eyes were barely open and despite her lips moving no sound seemed to be forthcoming. “Can you tell me your name?”

“Drak…” the girl managed to get out. “Show them…” she said, placing something in Naarin’s hand, before a final rattling breath escaped her, her body going still as Nikkela landed in front of Naarin. In a moment that reminded me of the time after the battle of the Glade that had shown me the love shared between the two, Nikkela pulled Naarin into a hug, no words passing between them.

“Prince Naarin,” one of the Sentinels said after a few moments. “The girl, what was it she gave to you?”

“What do you…” Naarin started asking, before he remembered what the fairy meant. I couldn’t see what he was looking at, but I could see the colour suddenly drain from his face.

“What is it Naarin?” Nikkela asked. “What’s going on?”

“Nikkela, find my sister,” Naarin replied. “Tell her our guests need to be taken inside now, and then she, Rick, Scott and Terry had better meet us in the Grand Hall.” He turned to me and Niana as Nikkela took off again. “Find Crystal and Nara, they’d better join us too.”

“What is it brother?” Niana asked as he turned away from us. “What did she give you?”

“If it’s what I believe, something bad,” the Prince replied. “Something bad for everyone.”




• • •




Elsewhere in the world, a raven wound its way through a mountain range was winding through a mountain range, its destination visible for miles around: a castle set on a lower slope of one of the larger peaks, but whose tower stretched above almost all its surroundings. The bird didn’t stop until it reached a window near the top of the tower, landing on its sill and knocking its beak against the wooden shutters drawn across it. For a few moments nothing seemed to happen, but then the shutters suddenly opened inwards, revealing a room barely illuminated by the light now pouring into the room. While there was a pool of light in the centre of the room only the outline of an occasional shelf could be seen beyond. After a few moments the bird leapt off the windowsill, but by the time it landed in the room it had changed; in place of a bird was a small but fearsome looking fairy, long black robes stretching covering most of his body, a wickedly sharp blade strapped over his back. He knelt down, waiting for some kind of signal.

“Did you ensure they got the message?” came a voice from somewhere in the darkness, the fairy nodding silently in response. “Good, I had expected this to be far more difficult. I do so enjoy pleasant surprises. You had best return to them, ensure that we are not discovered too quickly.”

As the voice finished its sentence the fairy jumped into the air, by the time it had returned to the windowsill it had returned to its raven form, turning back in time to catch a glimpse of a cloak that seemed composed of features as dark as his own, moving in the darkness beyond as it heard the last words before it departed.

“After all, the Lord of Ravens needs time to prepare, we’re about to have some very…entertaining guests.”




Chapter 2







Niana, Naarin and I sat in sombre silence in the meeting hall as we waited, the quiet only broken by the doors opening as Nareena, my uncle, Izzy and the two leaders walked in, taking the remaining seats around the table before the Queen cleared her throat.

“I am sure by now we are all aware a tragedy occurred here today,” Nareena said, not making eye contact with any of us. “Naarin, can you explain exactly what has happened?”

“Approximately three quarters of an hour ago a young woman of no more than twenty was discovered outside the walls of this city,” Naarin replied. “Unfortunately, despite our best efforts,” at that moment he gave me a sympathetic smile before continuing, “her injuries were too severe.” He allowed a few moments for the news to sink in among all those around the table. For a moment I thought I could hear Niana saying a prayer under her breath.

“What of the cargo she brought with her?” I asked when it became clear no-one else would break the silence. “The baby? Whatever it was she handed to you?”

“The baby is a mystery,” Naarin said, rolling up his sleeve to reveal what looked like a tattoo in the shape of a single red rose on his wrist. “We haven’t told you children this because up to this point it has not seemed necessary to do so, but we do not have baptism as you humans would understand. However, shortly after birth, fairies are marked with a…tattoo that represents their home city, this is the one for this city.”

“And the child?” Niana asked.

“Bears a tattoo that matches none of our records,” Naarin replied. “I would not claim to know every fairy city on Earth, but this one is…different. We will have to explore further unless we hear about any missing fairy children. And then,” he said, reaching into his coat and pulling out a small piece of parchment. “There is the reason I called this meeting originally: before she died the girl passed me information that should concern us all.”

As he passed it to Niana, and the piece of paper slowly worked its way around the table, I couldn’t help being fascinated by the different responses its contents elicited from the readers: human readers seemed puzzled by its contents, whereas Niana and Nareena had looks which ranged from shock to sheer horror. Finally, Niana passed it to me, and I read it with a mix of anticipation and concern.

“The gates of the Ravenspire have opened, all comers are welcome to see its secrets,” read the small note scrawled on the paper.

“I hate to sound ignorant,” I said, handing it back to Naarin. “But what exactly is the Ravenspire?”

“There are all sorts of legends about the place,” Niana replied. “Most of which modern fairies assume are exaggerated legends. I’m not sure any of the stories are actually true.”

“I might be able to help you with that,” came a voice from behind me, causing us all to turn around in time to find Selina and Mickey had entered the room. Selina was dressed in a plain black top and short skirt, a large, dusty looking book tucked under their arm. Mickey on the other hand was in a red t-shirt and shorts, a pair of sandals on his feet indicating that they had not stopped to change out of their vacation clothes before coming into the room. Terry drew Selina into a warm embrace, which Selina returned after a few moments, before he shared a similar embrace with Mickey. Selina walked over, placing the book on the table. “Luckily for you all I managed to retrieve this book from La Biblioteca de la Magia de las Hadas in Madrid,” she said, stifling a laugh at the concern on her father’s face. “I didn’t steal it, when I told the librarian about the notes that were circulating, it was he who suggested I bring this book with me.”

“Are you saying this message has been passed to other people?” Naarin asked, the colour seeming to have drained from his face, much as it had when he first read the note.

“I’m not sure how many copies of this note exist,” Selina replied. “One thing I know for certain is that Naarin’s concern is well founded.” She opened the book, and seemed to be humming an unfamiliar tune as she flicked through it, eventually exclaiming as she reached a page that caused her to turn the book to face everyone. On one page was nothing but a wall of text, but on the other was a drawing of an immense tower, at the base of which huddled a group of small buildings, the background seemed dominated by large mountain peaks. “To some people the Ravenspire is the fairy equivalent of Atlantis, a place many claim is awaiting rediscovery, while others claim is nothing but a myth created by those unable to understand events taking place around them.”

“If this note is genuine,” Rick said, stroking his chin thoughtfully, “then I suspect the Ravenspire has more of a grounding in fact than the Atlanteans ever did.”

“The Ravenspire is real,” Selina replied. “I assume you all know this is far from the first time that humans and fairies have co-existed? There was a time when human and fairy society was almost impossible to tell apart, and during that time there lived a human whose name has been lost to memory. He was a trickster, he claimed to be able to turn any metal into gold, but of course he was a liar. It went the same way every time, his lies were discovered and he was chased out of the town. He was on the verge of destitution when he crossed paths with a fairy called Maraile.”

At the mention of that name a gasp rippled through the fairies: Crystal and I shared a confused look.

“Who is Maraile?” Mickey asked. “I feel like I’ve heard that name before, but I don’t know where from.”

“Maraile is a story told to young fairies to frighten them,” Nareena replied, trying to regain her composure. “A story of the dangers of unleashing dark magic. At least, that was what I believed it was, I take it I have been misinformed?”

“Maraile was real,” Selina replied. “He was cast out of his fairy colony for pursuing…unnatural magics, but he sought still greater power. He searched every fairy and human archive he could find, until one day he and the would-be alchemist crossed paths. The alchemist believed Maraile’s intentions were to give him the power he always sought, but the fairy saw only one thing: a naive child he could manipulate into giving him everything they wanted. And they came so close, this was the medieval era of human history, they had little that could withstand true dark magic. 

“Eventually Maraile and his servant found themselves a hiding place in an island off the coast of modern-day Italy. Between the cold weather, nightmarish seas and the magic that protected it their position seemed unassailable, he’d found a way to make the island impossible to approach by sea. But the leaders of the greatest fairy cities joined forces, and with an army of human and fairy soldiers alike they assaulted the fortress. 

“But ultimately Maraile brought about his own demise: At the height of his powers his ally saw him for what he really was and tried to flee, Maraile took exception to this and attempted to kill him…but Maraile had trained him too well. Engaging in a magical duel, when the allies finally found their way to the throne room they found the human dead, and Maraile turned into something akin to a husk. He had forgotten the key lesson about dark magic, power like that comes at a cost, one you must be willing to pay.”

“This is a fascinating story,” Scott said, interrupting. “But I am not sure what links this to this…Ravenspire place.”

“The enemy may have been effectively dead,” Selina said. “But he possessed artefacts and spells that could not be allowed to remain accessible to just any casual visitor. Somewhere needed to be found that would be difficult, if not impossible, to locate. No-one is quite sure what purpose the Spire served before that time, indeed there’s almost no history of it that can be located anywhere, but someone suggested it as it was a fortress in the middle of a mountain range with a massive central tower. It was so difficult to reach it was a unanimous choice, and soon any possessions that had been in Maraile’s fortress had found its way to the Spire. For several centuries human and fairy alike acted as envoys, visiting the Spire to ensure that the fortress was still secure. The last time this happened was sometime in the 16th Century, when a representative from the Vatican accompanied a Pixie, but a journey that should have taken them a week and a half was done in less than two days. They returned to the Vatican claiming they could not locate the Spire. Nothing has been heard from the Ravenspire since those days, at least until now.”

“A treasure trove of ancient dark magic welcoming god only knows who,” Izzy said after a few moments of silence. “Okay, now I understand why you’re worried about what is going on here. What are our options?”

“We don’t even know where to begin,” Selina replied. “The Spire’s location was kept hidden from all but a handful of fairies and humans, and if it is written in a book, I am not aware where its location is. If we’re going to find it, especially before anyone less…savoury does, we will have to work quickly.”

“Let Izzy help you,” Terry said. “Assuming she doesn’t mind, her research skills may be of some use to you in this situation, and I have plenty of staff who can cover her role. If this situation is as serious as you are saying, this needs to come first.”

“The President is right,” Nareena said after a moment. “We need to discover the link between the Spire and this girl’s death. I would offer a word of caution however: dark magic is not something to be trifled with, tread extremely carefully, we cannot be certain what secrets await us, let us hope we do not regret seeking answers to this question.”




• • •




Once we had attended the banquet and said farewell to the dignitaries we made our way to a room beneath the old library, which contained the books they were unable to find a place for within the main body of the library. Waiting for us there, sat in front of a laptop and staring intently at its screen, was Izzy. She looked up as we reached the bottom of the stairs, smiling broadly at us and beckoning us over.

“I’m amazed you can get any kind of internet connection down here,” Mickey said as we reached her. “I hadn’t even thought to try.”

“This is a fairy city, not the middle of the Sahara Desert,” Izzy said, stifling a laugh. “Although the fact they installed electrical supply here after the war helps, a lot. I need to introduce you to someone.” She turned the laptop around to reveal a man who didn’t look much older than 20, with unkempt ginger hair and a superhero-themed t-shirt matched by the myriad posters covering the walls of his room. “This is Spyke, I thought he could help us on our little fact-finding mission, at least in the human world.”

“A pleasure to meet you all,” Spyke said in a thick Texan drawl. “What Isabella here is forgetting to mention is why she knows me. I’m a computer hacker.”

“Ex computer hacker,” Izzy said, shooting him a look of mock disapproval. “He works for the US government on improving cyber security nowadays. More relevantly though he’s managed to trace our mystery dead girl’s identity, and it makes…interesting reading.”

“In what sense?” I asked as the others found chairs for us all to sit on.
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