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      Eden’s eyes snapped open.

      “Asher, did you hear that?”

      “You mean the chanting outside? Yeah. It’s been going on for hours.” Asher yawned and leaned back against the headboard and closed his eyes. Eden got off the bed, her chains rattling and straining as she ambled to the window.

      “No. It wasn’t that. I can feel Ebony. She’s close.”

      “Yeah. They have her somewhere trapped inside this apartment block as they do us. But we can’t do anything.”

      Eden turned from the window and looked back at her husband.

      “We have to do something. I can’t believe you’re acting like this.”

      His eyes opened, his irises glowing bright blue.

      “Like what?”

      “So… like you don’t give a shit.”

      He sat up straight now and stared at his soul mate.

      “I do give a shit, Eden. But if you haven’t noticed, we are chained up in demonic-strength restraints.”

      “When was the last time something like this stopped us? Between all of us, one of us must have the power to break these chains. My mum and dad are here. And Ebony and Luca.” She walked back to the bed and sighed loudly. “Sorry, Ash. I hate feeling powerless.”

      “I know, babe. We had better pray and hope that someone comes looking for us soon.”
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      Scarlett pulled the cloak over her head and pushed through the media and journalists crowding around the main hall and throne room of the Nephilim palace.

      “Scarlett Blackbell, why the decision not to act on the growing war in France and other European nations? Especially when it involves your family.”

      Dyston ran after his wife and soul mate.

      “We won’t be making any comment at this time. As you can see, it’s quite a difficult time for our family. Please respect our privacy. Thank you,” he told the reporters. He ushered Scarlett through the crowd to the waiting car.

      Once they were safe inside the car and moving through the city’s streets, Scarlett removed her hood, leaned back against the plush leather seat, and sighed.

      “That was insane.”

      “You did good, Scar. I’m proud of you.” He smiled and leaned across and planted a kiss on her cheek. She turned toward him.

      “But was it enough? I know Lakyn told us not to come, but how can we not? Our family needs us. They’re in grave danger.”

      Dyston smirked, and his irises flared white like lightning. Scarlett knew that look. But she wasn’t in the mood for his games. She turned and looked out the window.

      “We’re going to go. Okay? Despite my brother’s warnings. We have to. It’s the only choice.”

      “I know. Samson will be expecting us. But what if it’s a trap, Dys?”

      “It’s only a trap if they know we’re coming. So the plan is to sneak in when they least expect it and rescue our family.”

      Scarlett let out a nervous breath. “Do you think it will work? I’m scared.”

      “Where’s your confidence, Goddess? Of course, it will work.”

      “Fine. The most we can do is try. By the way, where did your mum go?” she looked back out the rear window. You could see the domed roof of the palace in the distance.

      “I’m not sure. She’s a busy woman. I’m sure we’ll see her soon.”
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      Samson stared down at the growing crowds filling the streets. He stood on the balcony of the penthouse suite of the apartment block they had since taken over in Paris. Travis walked back out, hanging up after being on the phone.

      “What’s the update, son?” asked Samson.

      “As far as the Institute of Light knows, our allied numbers have risen to just over five thousand now. That’s including Light rebels, guards, and the possessed ones.”

      “Great. But we need more. That’s not going to be enough to defeat the Blackbells, their family, and all the Nephilim academies, plus the Realm of Fire. Don’t you forget, they have the goddess and all the guardians on their side.”

      “Yes, but we have some of their most prized family members. And we’ve weakened Ebony’s trait. All we have to do now is wait.”

      Samson sighed and nodded. “Good. I hope they’ve actually taken the bait.”

      “They will. Whenever their precious family is concerned, they will fight.” He spat the words ‘precious family’ as if it were poison in his mouth.

      “I hope we don’t have to wait too long. The people are growing restless.”

      Travis patted his dad on his uninjured shoulder. “Then you need to inspire them. Pump them up, Son of Lucifer. They need hope.”

      “Fine. Go check on our captives again. We can’t let them escape. They’re our bait and bargaining chip.”

      “Don’t worry. They’re not going anywhere. Especially Ebony.”
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      Luca sat up suddenly and coughed.

      “Luca? Are you okay?” asked Ebony.

      The cough brought out his wings, and this time, more than just a few feathers fluttered to the ground.

      Luca looked up at her in worry, picking up a handful of his own feathers.

      “This isn’t good. I think I’m getting worse.”

      Ebony jumped to her feet and flung herself back against the furthest wall.

      “Oh, my goddess. I completely forgot. I’m killing you!” she cried out, anguish filling her voice.

      “Eb, it’s okay. I think I’m too far gone.”

      “No, no. The closer I am to you, the weaker you become. You’re dying, and it’s all my fault.”

      His irises flared bright white, and the light pulsed, suddenly filling the room and blinding Ebony. She covered her face.

      “What is happening? Luca!”

      Luca cried out, screaming in agony, and then both the light and his screams vanished, and Luca collapsed back on the lumpy bed they had been sleeping on in their bedroom prison.

      “Luca?”

      His face was still. Too still.

      “Luca!” Ebony cried. “No, no, no. You can’t die. Not yet.”

      But he wasn’t responding.

      Ebony sank to the ground and crawled over to him. She shook his lifeless body, but he didn’t respond.

      He was dead.

      She fell onto his chest and cried and cried. Until a wave of pain, like a limb being ripped from her body, overwhelmed her. She writhed and screamed on the mattress beside Luca.

      The pain was so bad that she thought she might die too.

      She didn’t mind if she did die.

      At least she would be with Luca in the Realm of Death forever.

      Her pain was excruciating. It made her body feel as if it were catching fire. She hadn’t felt pain like this before in her life. Her vision began to blur, blackening at the edges, and then she didn’t remember anything else after that.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            3

          

        

      

    

    
      At least Eden had had the mind to bring a few books with her as well as her e-reader. At least that demonic bastard Samson had let her have her books. She would surely go insane if she couldn’t. She was awake reading that night when a small glowing orb drifted into her room. She sat up straight, realising what it was.

      “What the hell? I’m not the Angel of Death or the Angel of Death’s apprentice anymore. Okay? That’s Max’s job. I think you’re lost, soul.”

      The little soul drifted over toward Eden, where she opened her palm, and the soul landed on her hand. The soul was white and pure, with only a hint of pink inside. Which meant this person had died committing the sin of Lust.

      “I release you from this life. You’re free, okay?” She tried letting the soul fly, like it was a bird, lifting her hand and dropping it. But the soul wouldn’t leave her alone.

      She sighed and tried calling Max.

      At the last minute, she realised how risky it was.

      But it was too late. A portal opened in a swirl of black and red, and Max stepped through into the room Eden and Asher were being held captive.

      “Hey, cuz. What’s up? You called?”

      “Max! No, no. Sorry. You shouldn’t be here. It’s too dangerous.”

      Max took in the scene, seeing the chains, the locked door, and Eden and Asher tied to the bed with demon-proof restraints.

      “Oh, my goddess. My parents said you’d been captured. It didn’t click until now that I’ve walked right into the thick of it.” He ran over to the chains and tried to break them. Asher was now awake and staring at Max, confused.

      “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have called you. and I wouldn’t bother with the restraints. They’re demon proof.”

      Max pushed his hands through his hair, showing the stress he was under.

      “Great. I’ll call Mum and Dad. I’m fairly sure they’re on their way, though.”

      “Scarlett and Dyston are coming?” Asher asked, alarmed. “No, no. It’s a trap. We’re a trap.”

      “I know. But we must get you guys out of here. Where are the others? Uncle Lakyn and Auntie Rachael? Ebony and Luca?”

      “They’re somewhere in this apartment block, I think. Oh the real reason I called you was about this soul,” Eden said, gesturing at the little pink soul floating in the air around their heads. Max stood and reached for it, cupping it in his hands.

      He gasped. “Um… guys?”

      When the soul was sitting in his hands, it throbbed like a heart, glowing, and ebbing and flowing with energy. Then Max did something with his hands, rotating them around like he was conjuring magic like a witch, and then spread them wide and threw the soul towards the wall.

      Luca stood there, floating in mid-air, his body translucent like a ghost.

      “Luca?” Eden gasped.

      “Eden, Asher, Max,” he said, looking at each of them. “Thank the goddess. I’ve been trying to get your attention for ages.”

      “Are you dead?” asked Asher.

      Luca bowed his head. “I’m afraid so. My angelic form, anyway.”

      “Oh no,” Eden said, her voice breaking. “Where is Ebony? Is she okay?”

      “She is… for now. She’s alive. But with my angelic soul now detached from my body, I’m afraid the guardian bond we used to have will weaken her further.”

      Max caught something in his words.

      “What do you mean by further? Is Ebony okay?”

      Luca shook his head. “No. The alchemist on the plane gave her something to nullify her powers. I don’t know if you know this, but Travis and Samson know what she can do, how dangerous she is to them. That’s why they did it.”

      Eden gasped. “Oh, my poor baby! She’s not only powerless and weak but broken because her guardian is dead. Max, you must do something. Go to her!”

      Max nodded and opened a portal in the wall. “I will. Luca, take me to her. I won’t reap your soul. We need you.”

      “I am happy to help however I can,” Luca agreed and went with Max through the portal into Ebony’s room.

      When Max and Luca were gone, Ebony let out a sound that was halfway between a scream and a cry and collapsed back on the bed.

      “Eden?” cried Asher, rushing to her side.

      She turned her head to look at her soul mate.

      “I’m fine, physically. We have to get out of these damned demon restraints.”

      “I know. We need Scarlett. With her heavenly fire trait, she’s the only one who can break these chains.”

      Eden sighed. “I know. I hope she’s on her way.”
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      Ebony looked deathly pale, lying on the mattress.

      Max rushed to her side and shook her lifeless body. When he held her in his arms, her eyes fluttered open, and she gazed up at him.

      “Max?” she croaked. “Is that you?”

      “Yes. It’s me. I’m here. And so is Luca.”

      “Luca?” Ebony tried to sit up, but she was frail due to the broken guardian bond and the poison coursing through her veins.

      Luca drifted closer, hovering near the end of the bed.

      “I’m here.”

      Ebony gasped.

      “But you’re dead. How are you here?”

      “My angelic soul has left my body, but I am not truly dead. Also, good news, Max here has promised not to reap my soul yet.”

      Surprised, Ebony looked at her cousin.

      Max nodded. “It’s true. We need his help. I have a plan to get you all out of here. But first, we need to find my parents. My mum is the only one who can break these demonic restraints. They’re made of Hellmetal.”

      Ebony nodded. “Have you been to see my mum and dad? And my grandparents? Are they okay?”

      “We were just with Eden and Asher. We will go see Lakyn and Rachael soon,” explained Max. “But here’s what I thought we should do…”
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