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Prologue

 


 


Everything was
white.

Everything was
black.

How could something be two
things at once?

Dyston didn’t remember the
bullet. Was it a bullet? He only remembered leaping on top of his
brother.

And then the pain.

The pain was unlike
anything he had ever felt.

“Lakyn?” He
gasped. “Lakyn!” He eased himself off his brother’s body and
slumped down on the palace’s cracked stone steps next to him.
“Lake, look at me, buddy.”

He looked up into the ice
blue eyes of his older brother and saw a kind of blissful
expression on his unshaven face. That look shot him right through
the heart all over again. It hurt worse than the actual
bullet.

“It’s
all right, little brother. It’s just a flesh wound. I should be
worried about you. You’re hurt worse.” Lakyn reached out and
touched Dyston’s chest, brushing his fingertips over his brother’s skin
sending some of his healing trait toward the affected area. There
was a gaping hole in the middle of Dyston’s chest. The edges of the
wound looked charred and blackened. What would cause a wound like
this? It definitely wasn’t an arrow. No matter how many times Lakyn
tried healing Dyston, it just wasn’t working.

“I’m… so…
sorry,” he gasped, before falling unconscious against the
steps.

“Lakyn? No.
Don’t close your eyes. Lakyn? Lakyn!”

He wasn’t answering him.
Why wasn’t he answering him? He was about to shout for help when
pain seized him and he fell onto the steps beside his
brother.

 


 



Chapter One

 


Wounded

 


 


Scarlett checked her phone and the oak
bedroom door. Dyston should have been here by now. Beth had
probably wanted to spend more time with her youngest son before
going back to her presidential duties. The door burst open and
Scarlett shot up in her bed, pulling the sheets up to her chin to
cover herself. She’d dressed in the sexiest sleepwear she could
find—a black lace nightgown, ready for the long awaited reunion
with Dyston. But it wasn’t Dyston who rushed into her
room.

“Em?”

“Turn on the
TV. Quick!” Scarlett blinked, barely registering what Emer was
telling her to do. Thankfully, she didn’t have to move off the bed.
Emer found the remote control and switched on the wall-mounted flat
screen before joining her on the bed. Emer sat on the end and
Scarlett moved to sit beside her. Emer nervously twirled her blonde
ponytail around her finger.

A news program was on the
screen with the words ‘breaking news’ slashed across it. Emer
turned up the volume. What they witnessed made their blood
freeze.

“We’re
coming to you live from St Peter’s Square in Vatican City, where it
appears there has been a
shooting,” the news reporter said as an
unsteady helicopter camera shot filled the screen showing an aerial
view of the square. The Palace could easily be seen on the left.
When it zoomed into focus on something on the steps of the palace,
Scarlett’s breath caught in her throat.

“No!” she
whispered. It couldn’t be. She would know those two figures
anywhere.

“Now, it is
not clear who was actually shot at this point, but it appears there
were possibly two victims, both related.” A female reporter
appeared on the screen standing in front of the palace steps. She
put her hand to her ear. “We’ve just got confirmation from the
Nephilim Palace, home to the President of Nephilim society, that
the victims are none other than the President’s own sons, Lakyn and
Dyston Blackbell.”

“Oh, my God!”
Emer exclaimed. Her hand flew to her mouth. Scarlett couldn’t
breathe.

Scarlett swallowed the
lump that had formed in her throat. She could still feel the
familiar sting in her eyes as if she still had tears, but no liquid
pooled there. She couldn’t speak. What words could convey how she
felt?

“The
Blackbell brothers have been taken to the private Nephilim hospital
where they’ll be undergoing emergency procedures in order to save them.” A montage
of Lakyn filled the screen. It showed him leaving the palace and
walking to a waiting car at the airport walking to the Blackbell,
Inc. private plane, always dressed in a well-cut suit. It also
showed him shaking hands with powerful world leaders and Nephilim
dignitaries—people whom he had done business with. Scarlett tuned
it out.

“Lakyn
Blackbell has become a public figure in recent years, heading his
family business, Blackbell Incorporated, which as you all know,
created the angelic weapons most of you use today. The
Blackbells also used
to run an Academy in Melbourne, Australia until it was destroyed
last year in a suspicious fire.”

The last few words gave
Scarlett pause.

“Suspicious
fire?” Emer questioned. “That was you. It was destroyed by you when
you fell.”

“I know,”
Scarlett croaked. “It seems as though someone covered it
up.”

“That’s weird.
I wonder who?”

“Probably Beth or Zachariah… I’ve heard enough.” Scarlett
turned off the TV when the reporter started to go on about how
Lakyn became the head of the Lucifites with his father.
Scarlett was glad there was no gossip about Dyston. She slipped off
the bed and went to her closet.

“You’re going
to see him, aren’t you?” Emer asked, studying her best friend from
the end of the bed. Scarlett nodded. “I have to. Something isn’t
right about this. Lakyn has the ability to heal. He could heal
Dyston and himself. There’s no way they could be mortally
wounded.”

“But the
reporter said the news had come from the Palace… from Beth
herself.” Scarlett finished dressing in jeans and a
long-sleeved black
top, her boots, and a leather jacket. She tied her long unruly red
hair into a ponytail atop her head and strapped her dagger at her
hip.

“Something
doesn’t feel right.” With one last glance at Emer, Scarlett left
the room.

 


 



Chapter
Two

 


Sacrifice

 


 


Scarlett would know
if Dyston was injured. He was her soulmate. She would know. The
fact she didn’t feel any different, and the fact that Beth had
given the news reporter
information stating he was hurt, didn’t seem to
fit together. She knew she had to put the pieces together herself.
There was no way they could be hurt. It just wasn’t possible.
Unless… no! She couldn’t go there.

When she reached the
Nephilim hospital, it was a hive of activity. Nurses and doctors
were rushing around frantically and people were shouting. Scarlett
didn’t know where to start. Then, she noticed a nurse standing a
few feet away so she ran to her.

“Excuse me.
Where might I find Dyston Blackbell?” She wanted to see both
brothers, but Dyston was her main priority.

“I’m
sorry. Only family can be privy to that kind of information. Are you
family?”

“I’m his
girlfriend, his soulmate. I’m Scarlett P—”

“I’m sorry.
Only family…” The nurse repeated the same words to her she had said
the first time, making Scarlett think she might be brainwashed. Was
there a Demon here or a Nephilim with a memory-wiping
trait?

“Scarlett?”
Thankfully, she heard her name being called. She searched the room
and saw Beth rushing toward her.

“Oh, Beth.
Thank goodness. Are they okay? Have you seen them?”

“I’ve seen
them. Come with me, away from this media craziness.” Beth placed a
gentle hand on Scarlett’s upper back, right between her wings and
guided her down a corridor to the left of the triage. It was far
quieter down here. Beth glanced around them quickly. “In here.” She
ushered her into a room and closed the door behind them. The room
they had entered looked to be a large private room. There was a
vase of sunflowers on a side table to the left of the room, and a
painting of two winged angels, one with white feathers and one with
black, hung on the wall opposite the beds. The artwork creeped her
out a little. She hated hospitals. The disinfectant smell made her
feel like puking. There were two enclosed compartments surrounded
by drawn curtains. A moan came from behind one of the
compartments.

“What…”

“Scarlett,
look at me, dear.” Beth took both her hands and squeezed, then she
met her gaze. “I don’t want you to get your hopes up. It doesn’t
look good for either of them.”

“What do you
mean? They are okay, aren’t they?” Another lump formed in
Scarlett’s throat.

Another groan came from
behind the curtain. Ignoring Beth, Scarlett ran forward and yanked
the curtain back. On the bed, she found Dyston with pain etched
across his face.

“Oh my,
Dyston!” She ran to his side immediately and grasped his hand. “I
saw on the news that you’d been shot. How did this
happen?”

“I don’t…
know,” he gasped. “Scar, you have to help Lakyn.”

“What? No, I
have to help you first. I’m not losing you, Dyston.”

Dyston moved his body
towards her, ignoring the fact that any slight movement hurt him.
He gripped her hand in both of his and pulled her closer to
him.

“Listen to me,
Scar. Help Lakyn. Without him, everything is screwed up. You have
to save Lakyn.” The monitors went crazy and Dyston went
still.

“Dyston? No,
no, no! What’s going on? Help! Somebody help!” Nurses and doctors
came running into the room and Scarlett was pushed back against the
wall. She looked over at her soulmate’s too still body and the
nurses working on him, giving him CPR. Then, she glanced over at
the figure in the next bed. Why was Dyston being so unselfish as to
put his brother before himself? There was no way she was going to
save Lakyn before Dyston.

But he was so adamant that
she did.

The more she watched
Lakyn’s lifeless body and listened to the beeping of his IV, the
more she pondered Dyston’s
words.

“Help Lakyn.
Without him, everything is screwed up. You have to save
Lakyn.”

A light bulb switched on
inside her brain and everything became clear.

She knew what she had to
do.

She had to save Lakyn
because his blood was like a vaccine for the entire world. Without
him, everything would fall apart.

Without Lakyn, she
couldn’t save Dyston.

 


 



Chapter
Three

 


Son

 


 


Samson rushed down
the corridor of the cheap mundane hotel they were staying at. He
had no idea why his father had chosen a dump like this to reside
in. A cockroach skittered across the moldy carpet inches from his
boot. He didn’t want to inhale too deeply. The pungent scent of
mildew burned his nostrils. He saw his father’s two burly henchmen
standing guard outside the room and inwardly groaned. He wasn’t in
the mood to be on the receiving end of their bad moods today.
Samson often wondered why his father kept those idiots around when
he was the most powerful Archangel/Demon in existence. He
could flay a
body of its skin with a mere thought if he wanted. Samson stepped
up to them with his head held high.

“Stand aside,
gentlemen, I have urgent news my father needs to hear.”

“Not today,
spawn. The boss is busy,” said one of the men, a scowl marring his
features.

“But he’ll
want to hear this. I have news of Lakyn Blackbell.”

At the mention
of Lakyn’s name, like it was some magic password, the two demons’ eyes
widened and they moved to open the door.

“Why, thank
you.” Samson strolled right on in. He found his father standing by
the window, staring out over the city skyline.

“You may have
wondered why I have chosen Sydney to be my next pit-stop,” said
Lucifer. He could have been speaking to anyone. He didn’t even turn
to acknowledge his son.

“Yeah, I kinda
have. This place is a dump. You’re like the king of freaking
demons. You could stay anywhere you please, yet you chose the
seediest hotel in the city. Almost every room I passed had moaning
coming from it.”

Lucifer turned from the
window, a smirk covering his youthful face. Lucifer didn’t age. If
people didn’t know Lucifer was immortal, the very idea of him
having a son in his twenties would have been creepy. “Patience,
son. Now, what have you come to tell me?”

“Unfortunately, it wasn’t my doing this time. I wish I could
take all the glory for this, but someone beat me to it.”

Lucifer’s face fell. “What
happened? Does it involve the Blackbells? I was unable to get a
clear image as it happened inside the Vatican barrier. Damn
Michaelites.”

“Yes, sir.
Lakyn Blackbell has been shot along with his brother. It looks
fatal.”

“Good,”
Lucifer said, nodding. He turned back to the window. “The sooner
the world is rid of those Blackbells, the better. Now we can move
onto the next stage of our plan.” He adjusted the brass cufflinks
of his sixties-style red velvet jacket.

“Oh yeah,
speaking of… I’ve recruited those Nephilim you wanted.”

“Recruited?”

“Don’t worry,
they’re going to listen to me soon enough. They’ll soon be doing
whatever it is I ask of them,” Samson replied smugly.

“What
have you done, Samson?” Lucifer growled, his irises glowing
a fiery red. He
turned on his son. Within two seconds, his hands were at his son’s
throat.

“Easy…
Father,” Samson croaked. “I merely did what you wanted me to do.
You asked for young Nephilim with pure minds to corrupt and to
inject with demon blood. These two girls are perfect.” Lucifer
tightened his grip on his son, lifting him up above his head with
one hand.

“Answer me
clearly this time, Samson. What did you do?”

“I took them
from their beds. Don’t worry, they’re fine.”

Lucifer dropped his son.
Samson wasn’t quick enough so he landed on his arse. He got up from
the floor with a scowl on his face rubbing his backside.

“You idiot! I
didn’t tell you to kidnap them! Now they’ll suspect us!”

“There’s
no way they’ll know it’s
us.”

“Oh, they’ll
know. They always know.”

Samson left the meeting
with his father a little worse for wear. He wasn’t going to let his
control freak father ruin his plans. While his father played big
mob boss and got his cronies to do his dirty work for him, Samson
preferred to do everything himself. He didn’t trust anyone else. He
flew back to the house where he’d been staying and landed on the
roof. He tucked his charcoal black wings neatly behind him and
climbed in through the open upstairs window. He crept out of his
bedroom door and down the hall to the next room. He peered in and
saw his second victim was still asleep. Her purple pixie cut stuck
up around her head like a lion’s mane. His job was going to prove
tough, literally, with this one.

He knew Diamond from
Blackbell Academy and knew what her Trait was. She had the ability
to turn her skin as hard as a diamond so that nothing could
penetrate. He wanted to inject her with demon blood, but he had
tried and failed… twice. Each time, even while she lay
unconscious, her skin would harden so the needle
couldn’t penetrate. Everyone had a weak spot, though, and Samson would
find hers. One day.

He closed the door quietly
and went to the next room. The girl lying in this room was special.
She was his first victim, though. He knew she probably would have
gone with him willingly, but he didn’t want to take any risks. He
hadn’t seen her in years and it was his fault. He knew she still
held a lot of anger towards him for leaving the way he
did.

Samson didn’t believe in
love, but he just couldn’t quit Willow. She was like a drug. He was
so lost in thought he hadn’t noticed Willow stirring until it was
too late.

Willow sat up and gasped
when she saw the guy she thought she’d never see again.
“Samson?”

His black eyes met her
hazel ones and he panicked. Oh, crap. she had seen him. He spotted
a glass of water on the nightstand beside her bed. He picked it up,
and ever so slightly, dropped a tablet he had pulled from his
pocket inside the cup.

“Here. Drink
this. You must be thirsty.”

“What am I
doing here, Samson? Why am I here with you? I thought you left
me.”

He didn’t want to
answer any of her questions. The less she knew, the better. He shoved the
cup in her hands and stepped back towards the
door.

“Drink. I
don’t want you to get dehydrated.”

He watched as she
reluctantly drank and then placed the empty cup back on the
nightstand. It wasn’t long before Willow’s eyelids fluttered and
she lay back down. He kept watching until her eyes closed and the last whisper
of his name escaped her lips.

“Samson…” He
quickly but quietly shut the door and leaned against it.

He shook his head before
doubt could creep into his mind.

 


 



Chapter
Four

 


Splintered

 


 


Jacob woke up
gasping. Something had woken him, but what? The room was still
dark, obviously early morning. That or the drapes were still drawn.
He went to lie back down in bed
but found his sheets were soaked
with the sweat that
covered him. What had he been dreaming about? It was then he felt
the presence in the room. He reached for the dagger he kept under
his mattress, but it wasn’t there. Kat and Dyston were the only
ones who knew he kept it there. Had they taken
it?

“Who’s
there?” He then remembered Kat. He felt around the bed for her, but
she wasn’t there. He carefully crept off the bed, careful not to
make a sound. As a Nephilim, silent movements came
naturally to him, even
if he no longer had wings. He stood by the window and yanked the
heavy drapes back. Sunlight washed through the room, changing the
darkness into light. And it was there he saw the intruder standing
in the doorway of the bathroom, clutching his dagger and dressed
head to toe in black.

“Kat? What are
you doing?”

She stood there like a
deer in headlights or a frightened rabbit. Her straight long brown
hair hung like a curtain around her petite body. Her brown eyes
shifted around and then down. The dagger fell to the carpet. Her
knees followed.

“Hey. Shh.
It’s okay.” Jacob rushed to her side and wrapped her in his arms.
“What happened?” Her body shook as tears took over. Jacob picked
her up and carried her to the bed. He settled behind her, spooning
his body with hers. He gave up on questioning her further. He
settled for just holding her, praying that she would tell him what
happened on her own accord.

 


* * * * *

 


When he was sure Kat was asleep, Jacob
left the room. He had to talk to Dyston. Something suspicious was
definitely going on and he had to get to the bottom of it. He made
his way to the hospital, but when he arrived at the Blackbell
brothers’ private room, he found Scarlett leaning against the wall
outside the door.

“Scarlett?”
She looked up, and he saw her soft brown eyes were bloodshot and
dark circles rimmed them.

“Jake,
hey.”

“What’s going
on?”

She looked up at him and
her eyes showed sadness. He wanted to pull her into his arms, but
he realized he had forgotten his gloves. He mentally kicked
himself. All the drama with Kat had thrown him.

“Dyston
crashed and Lakyn’s still unconscious. They won’t let me inside,”
she said, her voice cracking.

Jacob knew what had
happened with the brothers. He had wanted to be there when they
were brought into the hospital, but the doctors had ushered him away and told
him ‘family only.’ He was practically Dyston’s brother, but mateship
wasn’t important enough in the medical staff’s eyes. Obviously, a
soul mate wasn’t important enough either. Jacob sighed and leaned
against the wall next to Scarlett.

“So, what’s
going on with you?” she asked after a minute of silent staring at
the closed door in front of them.

“I… I just
came to talk to Dyston. I had hoped he would be awake.”

“What did you
want to talk to him about?”

Scarlett was
Dyston’s other half.
He could trust her with this information, right? And Kat was her
best friend.

“I’m concerned
about Kat. She’s been acting… strange lately.”
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