
There are fifty-seven of us. Each of us has the ability to fly, yet we look like 
ordinary human beings. All of us have unique personalities, all of us are 
fighting against the Demons and all of us are Angels. We all share the same 
life ambition; to get our Flight Merit. A Flight Merit is gained by helping a 
human, either by saving their life or by saving them from a Demon. 

Demons are the opposite of Angels; their life is one big competition. Their 
ambition is to become the most powerful Demon of their kind. They seek 
humans to feed on - that gives them their power - but they can only do so 
when a human is upset; so upset or fearful that they leave the safety of their 
homes. It is then when they are the most vulnerable to the Demons. 

There is only one way to kill a Demon. An Angel’s pure blood needs to touch 
a Demon’s foul blood, which isn’t an easy task. 

I’m an Angel, called Robyn, and I’m known for my shyness. I have mousey 
brown hair scraped back into a ponytail and brown eyes concealed under 
thick black glasses. I wear a plain white t-shirt under a red hoodie, black 
jeans and some red Converse shoes I picked up from the Human Earth. 

*** 

I sit crossed-legged on my bed, writing furiously in my diary. Why did I have 
to be so shy? So timid? So… stupid? These questions were joined by many 
others floating around in my mind. I slam my diary shut, and change into 
my pyjamas. I get into bed, angrily resolving that I would speak up when I 
see something, and not be so stupidly shy. 

I wake up to the shrill sound of my alarm clock, and sleepily get out of bed. 
Staring at my timetable I realise there’s a meeting at the Angel Hub. I get 
changed, substituting my t-shirt and hoodie for a red blouse, and quickly 
hurry down to the dining hall. 

I’m welcomed by the bustling and chattering of the other Angels. I take a 
bowl of cereal and sit on a table by myself, quietly observing them. I glance 
over at Luna, with her three Flight Merit marks. She has wavy blonde hair, 
which she wears in a braid that runs down her back. She possesses kind 
blue eyes and a beaming smile. She wears a frilled white dress, and white 
satin shoes with dainty white bows on the toes. She never brags - in fact 
she’s quite the opposite – always modest, and her desire is to help people. 
Exactly like an angel from a fairy-tale. 

Some people envy Luna; others don’t, for example Ashley. Ashley is a bully; 
known for being mean and spiteful. As with any ‘bully’, she has a group of 
six other Angels afraid of being bullied by her, so they join her, help her, so 
they don’t have to suffer the consequences they would encounter if they did 
otherwise. Ashley has sleek black hair that hangs loosely over her 
shoulders, and piercings up her outer ear, and on her nose. Her eyes look 
black, and she wears a deep purple shade of lipstick. She wears a black 



leather jacket, black jeans and black boots with sliver buckles. Although, at 
heart, she wants her Flight Merit just as much as the rest of us.  

I hand my empty bowl back to the breakfast staff, and walk down the hall 
towards the Angel Hub, wondering what this meeting could be about. I 
stand outside the room, and knock politely on the door. “Come in,” says a 
kind voice I recognise as the Head Angel, Avery. I silently walk in, 
desperately wanting to know why there was a meeting, but yet again too shy 
to ask. I wordlessly try to force myself to overcome my shyness, but no 
words come. I just attempt to smile at Avery and sit down, feeling foolish. I 
look around, and realise I’m the only one here. I stare at the clock on the 
wall; it’s five past nine. The meeting should’ve started five minutes ago. 
“Why has...” I trail off. Avery smiles at me. 

“Pardon Robyn?” she says, looking at me intently, but not with the same 
twinkle in her eye that she usually has. 

“I…” I manage to stutter, and just shake my head; she nods, and turns away 
again as if in a hurry. I kick myself under the desk, furious with myself. 

 

After about five minutes seemingly everyone has arrived, but they all have 
the same disheartened look as Avery. Avery clears her throat and begins her 
speech. “I’m sure you all already know this, but I want to make sure 
everyone is clear on how to deal with what is happening,” What? “Lately 
there have been many… well…” And for once, someone other than me trails 
off, and I see a small drop form in Avery’s tear duct. “The... the Demons are 
attacking a lot more than usual, I don’t think many humans will survive.” 
And to my immense shock she rises to the ceiling, and shakily flies out of 
the room. 
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