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      Travis never thought he’d see the day when a mere teenage girl would be stronger than him.

      Him. The grandson of Lucifer.

      But Ebony wasn’t just any teenaged girl.

      She had a power no one had ever seen before. Strong enough to free his father from the prison beneath the Institute of Light.

      Travis and Samson were free now, but because of Ebony, he was still pulling shards of debris out of his body from the destruction of the Institute.

      Samson stirred. The room suddenly turned icy cold, despite the thermostat standing at a warm 26 degrees.

      That was what it meant to be related to Lucifer.

      Those with demon blood ran cold.

      “Travis…” He groaned.

      He grabbed the glass of water he had filled at the kitchen sink and walked over to the couch where his father had been lying for the past few days.

      “Here. Drink this. I’ve ordered some food. It should be here soon.”

      As soon as Samson’s fingers touched the glass, it frosted over. When he breathed on it, the glass turned transparent again. And then he downed the water in one gulp.

      “How long have I been out?” he asked, after laying there a moment longer in silence.

      “Five days. It’s been five days since the destruction of the Institute.”

      “Five days…” He struggled to sit. I rushed to prop him up with cushions. He had rented a cheap hotel room in Paris. It only had one bed and a couch. Neither was comfortable, and he was fairly sure he had seen a mouse in the kitchen earlier, but it would do until he knew they were out of danger. Until they could formulate a plan.

      Samson threw the water glass against the far wall. The glass shattered into a million pieces.

      “Five days since we lost your mother!” he shouted, his eyes glowing red with anger and despair.

      “Shh. I know, Dad. It’s okay. When we’re both recovered, we will go after Ebony.” He sat next to his father on the couch, laying a hand on his leg. “We will avenge my mother’s death.”

      He met his gaze.

      “You’re a good boy, Travis. Thank you.”

      He smiled. “Anything for my old man,” he replied. Standing up, he headed to the kitchen to find a dustpan to pick up the broken glass.

      “What was with you and that Blackbell girl?” he asked suddenly. It caught Travis unawares. He was bending down looking in the cupboard under the sink for the dustpan, but Samson’s question startled him, and he hit his head on the counter above. He sat back on his heels and rubbed his head.

      “What? What are you talking about?”

      “Don’t play dumb, boy. I saw the way you two looked at each other. I also heard the way she talked about you. You two grew close in that place.”

      He shook his head, finally finding the dustpan at the back of the cupboard. He walked over to where his father had thrown the glass and began to clean up the shards.

      “Nothing is going on between us. Are you forgetting that she killed your mate, my mother, as well as everyone else at the Institute? She’s powerful. She’s a monster, and she needs to be stopped.”

      Samson laughed wickedly. Travis didn’t know what he was going on about. He dismissed him and kept cleaning.

      “Yes. Yes, she does.”

      But there was a gleam in Samson’s eyes that Travis couldn’t ignore.
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      Ebony held her hand out toward the stack of books before her. She had already read them and been told to put them back and tidy up the library. That didn’t mean chores had to be boring, she smirked, focusing on lifting the books into the air through telekinesis. But a momentary lapse of concentration caused the book to explode into a cloud of dust.

      That distraction was the sound of her tutor returning from an emergency which he had been called away to. She was working on moving the next book with her mind when the door opened, and this book exploded as well, covering her in dust and paper. She fell back onto the ancient rug and laughed.

      “Ebony, please. Stop mucking around,” commanded Max. “Those books you just ruined are rare and one of a kind. Now, where in the universe is your great grandmother meant to get new ones?”

      “I’m sure you can, at another academy.” An idea popped into her head, and she focused on the pile of dust and the remaining stack of books.

      A moment later, two new ancient tomes appeared on top of the stack, replacing the other two.

      “There. Good as new. Is it lunchtime yet?”

      Max sighed and slammed the palm of his hand into his forehead.

      “Yes. As soon as you clean up that mess you created. And don’t tell Beth!”

      She saluted him and grabbed a broom from a storage closet nearby. Her powers were still a work in progress.
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      In Rome, Italy, the Nephilim Capitol where the Academy was located was the busiest in the world. Nephilim and pureblood angels, and sometimes guardians, visited from all over the universe. Beth, the president of the Nephilim, also regularly held meetings with other world leaders. So it wasn’t unusual to see the human president, or other Nephilim leaders, around the Academy.

      Today was hectic. It was a Monday, and because of the events that had unfolded last week in Geneva, when she destroyed the Institute of Light, inadvertently setting Samson and Travis free, Beth was on the warpath.

      It meant meetings and press conferences with the humans and Nephilim leaders every day.

      And that meant damage control for Ebony.

      She had been put on cleaning duties throughout the Academy for the next few days. It was the only punishment everyone seemed to agree on.

      The human representatives argued that she be thrown in prison, but her family, including her parents and grandparents, didn’t want that for Ebony. They wanted to keep her close. Besides, a human prison was no place for someone like her, someone with the ability to create and destroy with a thought, someone with trace amounts of demon and angel blood, and someone who was in love with her guardian.

      Speaking of, Luca was now her guardian full time. He had been reassigned to earth so he could be by her side at all times. And also, because they felt Ebony had a bounty on her head.

      Seeing as Travis was the grandson of Lucifer, and he and his father were out there somewhere, they knew it was only a matter of time before they sought revenge on Ebony for killing Willow, Travis’s mother and Samson’s soulmate.

      Luca sat down beside Ebony with a whole tray of hot food and didn’t wait to start eating.

      She watched in amusement.

      “Hungry?” she teased.

      “Starving. Guardian training is hard work. This morning, they had me doing flying drills. My wings and body are exhausted.”

      “Aww, poor Luca. Yeah, I’ve been cleaning the library all morning. I’m tired too.”

      He met her gaze, setting down his sandwich on the plate.

      “It’s all my fault, Ebony. If I hadn’t strayed from my duty…”

      She reached for his arm, setting her hand gently on his skin. A shot of pure energy moved through both of us like adrenaline. At that moment, there was only them. They both leaned closer to each other.

      “No. It’s not you. It’s me…”

      Luca burst out laughing and reached for Ebony’s hand, slipping his fingers through hers.

      She smiled, and they sat that way for the remainder of lunch, oblivious to the chaos around them.

      Little did they know how far they had both fallen and how much further they were set to fall.
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      As Luca stepped out of the shower that night after training, he felt something tickle his foot. Then again. He looked down, and his heart fell when he saw two perfect white feathers laying on the bathmat by his feet. He picked one up, twirled it around in his fingers, and hurried to the bathroom mirror. It was quite a large mirror, thankfully, revealing half his body. As he turned, pushing out his wings, another feather came free, pushing through his skin and fluttered to the ground.

      This wasn’t good. If he was losing feathers… what did it mean when an angel began to lose feathers? Did it mean he was ill? Could angels even get sick? Whatever was wrong wasn’t good. Luca pulled his wings back inside his body and dressed quickly. He then hurried through the halls of the Academy into the library.

      Luca expected to be alone tonight, but he wasn’t.

      His heart fluttered when he saw Ebony sitting on one of the stuffed armchairs in the corner, reading a fiction novel.

      A floorboard creaked under his weight, causing her to look up from her book.

      “Oh, hey,” she said. “Couldn’t sleep either?”

      “No, I… don’t worry. I was too wired from training, so I thought I’d go for a walk and grab a book. I guess we both had the same idea,” he explained. Ebony smiled. Luca’s heart somersaulted. Then he mentally kicked himself. He should not be feeling this way. Damn it! He pushed the palm of his hand against his ribcage as if that would stop the feeling.

      She smiled and gestured for him to join her. Luca hesitated but then smiled and walked over. The chair Ebony was in was on the second level, and typically, angels with wings just flew up there. But Luca didn’t want to use his wings and risk Ebony finding out about his feathers and the fact they were falling out, so he walked up there, climbing the tall wooden ladder to the second landing.

      She met his gaze when he reached the second-floor landing. Her smile changed to a frown when she sensed his hesitation.

      “Luca? Are you okay? What’s wrong?”

      “I… nothing. Nothing’s wrong,” he said, dismissing the fact that he was falling apart. He sat on the chair next to her. “What are you reading?”

      “Oh, an awesome young adult fantasy series about angels. It’s so good. I’m on book five already. I’m glad there’s going to be like fifteen books.”

      “Really? Do these angels have magical powers like us?”

      “Yep. The protagonist in this one has the ability to manipulate fire. She sounds a bit like Scarlett.”

      “Oh, cool. I wouldn’t be surprised if we were the inspiration behind some authors’ works.”

      “I know, right? Who wouldn’t want to write about us? We’ve saved the world, killed Lucifer, and kicked serious ass.”

      He frowned. “Speaking of, Samson and Travis are still out there.”

      She paused, setting down her book. “I know. I’m trying not to think about it, but it’s pretty hard to forget you’re the reason two of the most dangerous demons in the universe are free and possibly planning to kill you.”

      He reached for her hand. “Hey, I won’t let that happen. They won’t get anywhere near you.”

      She looked down at their joined hands, and it was then that a paralysing pain ricocheted through his body.

      He fell to the ground and cried out.

      “Luca!” Ebony was at his side in an instant. “Tell me what’s wrong!”

      “I don’t know,” he panted. Pain washed over him, causing stars to fill his vision. His vision then blurred just before he blacked out.
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