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“Thanks to words, we have been able to rise 
above the brutes; and thanks to words, we have often 

sunk to the level of the demons.” 

~ Aldous Huxley 

English Novelist and Critic (1894 – 1963) 
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ONE YEAR ON...

  It seems such a long time ago since 

Alex and I first tumbled into the Tiennador Lands, a 

parallel world swarming with clans of every type of 

beast and monster you can imagine.  It is a land of 

mystery and wonder but it is also a place that will snuff 

you out the instant you let your guard down. 

Lynette, my best friend, had been the first to 

unwittingly discover a portal to the Tiennador Lands.  

She was snatched into a world of waking nightmares by 

mistake.  The clans inhabiting Tiennador had believed 

that she was the ‘Chosen One’ – how I have come to 

hate that term.  They believed that if one of the clans 

managed to open her veins within the walls of the 

Fortress of Kirator during the full moon her life blood 

would force open the portal and allow the winning clan 

free run of our world.  And that was something I 

couldn’t allow to happen. 



��������	�
����

4 

What I could never have known was that from 

the moment I set foot in Tiennador my fate had been 

sealed.  It wasn’t Lynette they had needed after all, but 

me.  I was the one they wanted.  It would be the spilling 

of my blood that would allow the winning clan, whoever 

it might be, to storm through into our world.  The race 

had then begun between the clans to catch and kill me in 

Lynette’s place. But I had no intention of letting anyone 

spill my blood. 

Unfortunately, playing the heroine doesn’t come 

without some serious baggage and I was forced to drag 

Alex Charlton, Private Investigator and general pain in 

the arse along with me for the ride.  When you go from 

investigating reports of minor poltergeist activity to 

running for your life from werewolves and warlocks, 

you soon begin to realise what a sheltered life you’ve 

been living.  Our journey through Tiennador searching 

for Lynette dragged us through every emotion possible, 

from extreme fear to extreme passion, and also a few 

new ones I hadn’t experienced before.   

It had also come as an unpleasant shock to learn 

that the elderly man who had run the Paranormal 

Institute in London, where I work, was also the Guardian 

of the Tiennador Lands.  He was there to guard the 

portals from all the other clans – and that arrangement 

had seemed to work just fine until the clans started 

busying themselves with chasing blood sacrifices to 

force the portals open.   

The Guardian had been living two separate lives 

in two different worlds but he had only one aim.  He had 

wanted to free himself from the chore of Guardianship 

and break away from Tiennador so he could live in our 
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world instead.  In the end his desperation to escape 

Tiennador had cost him his life.  But the Tiennador 

Lands had to have a Guardian to crack the whip or Earth 

would quickly become the devil’s stomping ground.  

So Alex and I became the new Guardians.  

Peachy.   

Well, okay, perhaps it wasn’t that peachy.   

Life for Alex and I changed forever.  My best 

friend, Lynette, bitten by a vampire when she was first 

pulled through the portal, was now a fully fledged 

vampire. The Guardian could have helped her before she 

turned, but he had chosen not to, and I would never 

forgive him for that.  We had all come close to losing 

our lives because of that monster.  Some might argue 

that Lynette had lost her life when she became the 

walking corpse that she is now, but I like to think I can 

see past her unnatural craving for blood and know that 

the old Lynette is still there.   

A year on and Alex and I are living together.  It 

just seemed the natural thing for us to do seeing as we 

had been ‘hand-fasted’ in Tiennador anyway.  It had 

been a bit of a shotgun wedding affair, hardly romantic, 

but seeing as the choices left to us at the time were to 

either throw our lot in together and get hitched or have 

the faery clan split us up never to see each other again, it 

seemed the sensible thing to do.  ‘Hand-fasted’ sounds 

better than ‘married’ even though technically it means 

the same thing.  Alex hadn’t yet tried to get a ring on my 

finger but seeing as it had already been prophesised that 

we would be together for ‘a lifetime and longer’ (I still 

shudder at the wording used), I didn’t think it would be 

long until we made a more permanent commitment in 
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our world.  Well, why not?  A girl’s got to say yes at 

some point, hasn’t she?  Twenty-eight and single wasn’t 

a happy thought for me, as much as I hated to admit it.  

Even carefree, tough-as-nails Heather King has 

aspirations of getting married one day.   

So, a year ago, we’d saved our world from being 

raped and pillaged and had tumbled back through the 

portal from the Tiennador Lands into our mundane little 

lives once again.   

Did I say mundane?  I wish.   

Alex was up to his eyeballs with his private 

investigation work and life at the Paranormal Institute 

was getting busier, not to mention weirder, every day.  

We had acquired a new female professor to take over 

from Professor Alfred McGregor, the late Guardian, but 

instead of investigating cases of faeries at the bottom of 

the garden I was convinced she spent most of her life 

away with them herself.  How such a dotty old woman 

got to be the head of such a prestigious institute, I have 

no idea.  I think that might be the next case for me to 

work on.  But in all fairness, she leaves me alone to do 

my job so I leave her alone to do hers.  I’ve had enough 

of interfering professors for one lifetime. 

As the new Guardians of Tiennador, Alex and I 

have to make appearances on a regular basis in case the 

clans begin to think we have forgotten them – as if that’s 

ever going to happen – and start trying to cause havoc 

again.   

And we can’t have that.   

One of the three portals used to get into the 

Tiennador Lands is hidden inside a grimoire tucked 

away in a library in London, just off Regent Street.  An 
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odd place to keep it, I agree, but we have placed a strong 

ward on it to keep people away from it.  If you should 

happen to notice the huge hunk of book you would feel 

an overwhelming compulsion to stay the hell away from 

it.  The ward works well.  I can pick it up when I need to 

get to the portal because the ward has been sealed with 

my own blood.  It hadn’t been the nicest of rituals to do, 

but it had been necessary.  The ward is also designed to 

prevent unsuspecting people, like Lynette, from falling 

through the portal and ending up as the next sacrifice.  

Or something’s lunch.   Alex and I have since discovered 

that the incantation to open the portal inside the Fortress 

of Kirator has to be very precise.  One wrong word and 

you end up being spat out of a second portal deep within 

the Tiennador forests. Shemhax still lurks on the other 

side of that forest portal, waiting like some hopeful giant 

predator, for the next sacrifice.  We’ve disappointed him 

a number of times by mispronouncing a word and 

dropping through his portal, spoiling his fun.  Poor baby.   

Sometimes we do it on purpose, just for a laugh.   

The third portal is in the Professor’s office at the 

Paranormal Institute. We tend to use that portal for late 

night runs when the professor’s gone home.  It’s easier 

to get in and out of her office late at night than the 

library.   The new Professor is not a night owl, which is 

lucky for us.  The library portal, on the other hand, is 

easier to access during the day, because whereas the new 

Professor’s office is in constant use during office hours, 

the library is often deserted.  It would appear that the art 

of reading is on the wane in London.   
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For the past year the other clans of Tiennador 

have been carrying on as normal; squabbling amongst 

themselves and engaging in the odd minor civil war.   

But nothing ever stays quiet for long. 


