
 

Candice's Journal 17th August 0945hrs 

I've been staying within the palace in Faeterrea since I arrived a few days ago. 

When Lorreli told me to go back to Faeterrea, I didn't know how the fuck I was going to present 

myself. Arrive into court like some evil fairy in a puff of green smoke. What I didn't realise is what it 

meant to Lorreli and I. As I quickly packed a bag, her voice resounded into my head. 

'We need to talk and there isn't much time.' 

'Can't we talk when we get to Faeterra?' 

'No we must talk now. I can't stay.' 

'What do you mean you can't stay? You can't just drop a bomb and fuck off. I need you.' 

'You need to calm down and listen.'  

'Fine!'  

I sit on the edge of the bath tub and wait. She tells me that now I know who we both are, that she 

must merge with the soul that I have.  

'We are one, Candice. I will always be with you, because I am you.' 

I'm not sure what to do, because the thought of not hearing her voice frightens the fuck out of 

me. I need her.  

'When will you go?' 

'I am you, you silly girl. We are one. But the transformation will complete once you cross to 

Faeterra. And do not even try the: well I'm not going trick. This is our destiny. You will bring the Fae 

and the angels together once more.' 

How can I argue with that?  

'What if they ask for proof?' I asked.  

'Then give them it.' Was the answer.  

So I crossed over and was met once again by the royal carriage that took me to the palace. I didn't 

bother to ask how they knew I was arriving, all I was concerned with was how the fuck do I show 

these people that I am their Great Mother. A person, I never really believed existed, plus now, over 

the border, my crutch has gone. We have absorbed each other and yet all I feel is empty.  

All too soon for my liking, I was in front of the King and Queen like a dumb bitch wondering how I 

was going to say what I needed to say. Faes of various standing standing in the throne room clearly 

whispering. I wanted to scream at them be silent, when suddenly they ordered the room to be 

cleared.  

Alone, they both approached me and asked about the events in Supton and I told them. Then they 

asked about Lorreli. 



'What about her?' I asked.  

'Why doesn't she have her own body as the other angels do?' the Queen asked. 

 'You already know the answer,' I said, because all of a sudden the truth hit me with a slap. They've 

always known and to my shock the royal couple. My King and Queen lower to their knees and bow.  

'Welcome back our Great Mother.' 

'Please don't call me that.' I said.  

'You are right. You are Canaan.' 

'Candice will do just fine.' 

They obviously want to know what's next for them and what it means to the nation of Faes. 

Honestly, I'll be fucked if I know. Lorreli never went that far in telling me, but she is me. I will know 

surely and to be honest, I'm just trying to get my head around being Canaan. The fabled Great 

Mother, who I never really believed in. But there are changes happening within. I can feel them, but 

I've yet to know what I will become.    

‘When should we tell our people?’ they ask. 

‘I’m not sure. There’s a lot at Supton that needs my attention.’ 

‘You mean the Marley girl?’ 

‘She is Lilith,’ I state. 

‘And her gift?’ 

‘Will save us all.’ 

‘Give me some time that’s all I ask.’ 

And they agree and then they offer me the one thing I’ve craved for since being a little girl. My 

wings.  

‘You will have your angel wings, but if we are correct then we as Royals will be able to get them to 

show if you should wish.’ 

The thought of having physical wings has always been something only dreamed about and I 

learned quickly to use the fact I was different to other Faes as a positive. But secretly, deep down it 

was always a slight on my heritage Something that made me less than I was. Now’s my chance.  

‘Then take your seat on one of our thrones and we’ll get started.’ 

Looking at them, I can’t believe my king and queen are asking me to sit on the seat of Fae royal 

power.  The Queen takes my hand and leads me to the thrones. Taking the seat, it feels really wrong.  

If Mina hadn’t have invaded my life then would I still be here? Probably not and lost to the world I 

was involved it. It fucks with my head how much Mina has impacted on me. There’s sometimes a 

craving for my old life, but it’s only because when something good happens there’s a struggle with 

acceptance.  



My time after being old enough to leave carers was spent trying to pull myself from the gutter I 

felt I’d fallen into. Using the gifts of a Fae, I charmed and manipulated my way up the social ladder 

until anyone who was anyone would use me for the power and that placed them in my debt.  

It was dangerous life and there were many times I needed protection, but it worked. Was I happy? 

No, I lacked love and warmth. Sex, I had but no love. I was wanted and needed but never loved. Now 

it seems that life has long gone.    

Words of some old language emerges from the royal couple’s mouth and wakes me from my 

stupor.  I manage to catch snippets of it, but it’s older than even I know. The magick builds and it 

doesn’t take long for my body to start to respond. My own self defence mechanisms are wanting to 

kick in and I’m fighting to keep myself calm. Thinking on what Nanna taught me to do I close my eyes 

and meditate. Allow their power to filter through me. Trusting them. Giving them faith that they will 

keep me safe and that’s when I feel it.  

A pulling sensation starts between my shoulder blades and my adrenaline levels rise in a fear and 

excitement. Lorreli before we merged showed me a shadow of my wings, but when this is done I will 

be able to touch and see them for real. There’s an expectance of pain, but beside the discomfort it’s 

nothing that I can’t deal with.  

‘Candice open your eyes.’ 

Counting to ten, I slowly open them and there’s a full length mirror that is now in front of me.  

‘You went deep into mediation. We’ve been done for nearly twenty minutes. We were unsure 

whether to try and call you out,’ the Queen chuckles.  

In the reflection are not the Fae wings I expected, but like an eagle, powerful and strong black 

wings dominating the room. There’s something else too. My whole persona seems to have altered. 

My features softer and my phisque sturdier, warrior like. All those years dieting and keeping fit and 

all I had to do was get my wings. Fucking typical. 


