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        For you, I’ll do anything.
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      Adam knocked three times on the cast iron door. It opened and a gravelly voice spoke.

      “What business do you have here?”

      “I bring news of Lakyn’s whereabouts,” Adam told the man through the small slit in the door. There was a moment of silence, and then the door opened wider.

      “You may enter.”

      “Thank you.” As Adam stepped inside, the heavy door closed behind him, and he was plunged into darkness. The smell of mildew was abundant in the gloomy staircase, and he would have tripped if it weren’t for the flickering of candles coming from below. The man with the gravelly voice led Adam through a dingy hallway towards some ornate wooden doors, a sight he never expected to see down there. The doors opened, and in the doorway stood an older man with a greying beard and cold dark eyes.

      “I hear you bring news of my son.”

      “Yes, sir.” Adam bowed his head reverently towards the older Nephilim, as if he were worshipping him.

      “My, my, it has been fifteen years, but you haven’t changed.”

      “Excuse me?”

      “It is you, is it not, Adam?”

      “Yes. It is me,” he said, but he still could not look at him.

      “Then come inside and tell me about my son.” Zachariah ushered Adam inside where a hall built for kings awaited them. There were rows and rows of tables filled with laughing and merry Nephilim who were eating from a lavish feast. Adam was at a loss for words. Was this really what the Lucifites did all day? Zachariah led him towards a table at the back of the room and sat himself down in a large plush chair that looked quite like a thrown—decorated in gold and green velvet. Did Zachariah Blackbell see himself as a king?

      “So, tell me about Lakyn. Where has my son been?” Zachariah asked once Adam had sat down. He took a large gulp from a medieval goblet and trained his eyes on him.

      “He’s been living with my sister, Rachael, in a secret location with their daughter.” He saw Zachariah’s eyes widen, but he didn’t look surprised.

      “Well, he has been busy, hasn’t he?” Zachariah chuckled.

      “But that won’t be for much longer. You see, sir.” Adam leaned closer towards Zachariah as if to tell him a secret. “My sister and niece are going to move away, so Lakyn will have no choice but to come back here.”

      “That is good news. Foolish boy. I never thought he would betray me like this. I always thought that would be my youngest. He has the same loving soul my wife has. But Lakyn… he is more like me, was more like me. But that is about to change.” Zachariah stood up abruptly and raised his goblet.

      “Listen up,” he shouted, and the room fell silent. “Young Adam Daylesford has come as the bearer of good news. Lakyn will return to us soon.” A roar erupted throughout the room followed by the stomping of boots and a clanging of crockery. But it soon died down when Zachariah raised his goblet again.

      “So I’d like to propose a toast to Adam. May he always be welcome within our ranks. To Adam!”

      “To Adam!” mirrored the rest of the Lucifites, raising their goblets and drinking to Adam, who sat there speechless.

      “I… I don’t know what to say,” he stuttered.

      “You don’t have to say anything. Just join in the celebrations.” Zachariah took another sip of his wine and leaned in close to him. “Now, tell me, where exactly are your sister and niece moving to?” he asked. Adam picked up his own goblet of wine and leaned back in his chair, a knowing grin appeared on his face.

      “To the Michaelite Sanctuary.”
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      Lakyn stirred. He could hear signs of activity within the bedroom. He opened one eye and saw Rachael moving about the room.

      “Rach, what are you doing?”

      “Oh, morning. I’m just cleaning.”

      “With suitcases?” he asked, not buying it. Rachael stopped packing clothes into the open suitcase on the floor and looked at him.

      “Rachael, what’s going on?” He pushed the covers back and sat up in bed.

      She sighed and pushed her hand back through her hair. “I’m so sorry, Lake, but we have to do this. We have to leave. It’s better for her.”

      “Leave? You’re leaving me? And taking Eden?”

      “I don’t want to, but I have to.”

      “Why? Why do you have to? I told you, I can help her.”

      “No, you can’t. We have to go.” Rachael turned and picked up the bags on the floor. But Lakyn was quick and was across the room in the time it took for her to take a breath. He grabbed hold of her wrist causing her to drop the bags.

      She gasped. “Lakyn, please. This is why you can’t help her.”

      “Why can’t I?” he snarled.

      “This! Your insatiable anger and your constant greed. I don’t want Eden to be like that.”

      “Are you saying I’m influencing her?”

      “Not your heart, just your ties with them. You are still connected to them. I can tell you think about them constantly. You miss them.”

      “That is not true. I left them. I’m tied to you and Eden now. I’ve changed.”

      Rachael tugged her arm away from him. “No one can truly change.” And she picked up her bags and walked out the door. Lakyn clenched his fist and threw the vase of tulips sitting beside the bed against the wall, leaving it dripping with water and the carpet soaked. He dressed and decided to leave the place he had begun to call home, without as much as a second thought.
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      Abraham picked up the Soul Sphere that contained Kat’s soul, and her spirit immediately appeared in front of him.

      “Oh, good, Miss James. You’re here.”

      “What do you want? Just because you hold my soul, doesn’t mean you have power over me,” Kat retorted.

      “Feisty one, aren’t you? No wonder you’re still around. I summoned you here, not only because I like seeing your pretty face, but because I need you to do something for me.”

      “A favour? I don’t do favours for demons,” Kat retorted.

      “No, not a favour—a bargain. It’s the bargain of the century, and it won’t be around for long.”

      “That’s worse! No, I won’t do it.” She crossed her arms over her body.

      “Going, going…” he held the Crystal sphere over the desk in the office where they stood, threatening to smash it. An uncontained soul was unprotected and free for all to take.

      “Wait! What’s the deal?”

      Abraham smirked and hung the Soul Sphere back around his neck. “Tell your underwear model boyfriend that the only way he’s going to get your soul back is if he retrieves something for us.”

      “What does he have to retrieve?”

      “An item of great importance to our cause, and it lays in a place only angels and humans can enter.”

      “Tell me what it is. Otherwise, I won’t help you.”

      “Patience, pretty one. Tell him to bring us The Golden Chalice of St Michael, and we shall negotiate the return of your soul.”

      “That’s blackmail!”

      “I know. It’s what we do best.” He smirked.

      “How do I know you’re not just going to smash that sphere before he gives it to you?”

      “Darlin’, we may be demons who have no souls with black hearts, but we keep our word.”

      “Fine. Then I’ll do it.”
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      Lakyn felt soulless. The inescapable truth hit him in the face as he flew. Rachael was gone, and so was Eden. He had barely gotten the chance to know his daughter, and now he didn’t know when, or if, he would see her again. One thing he was glad for though, he had his memories back. He decided to reminisce on one of his favourites, back in a time when all was perfect. He wished he had Rachael to take him back there now.
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      “Rachael?” Lakyn called as he ran through the blue maze-like corridors of the hospital. This hospital was owned and run by Michaelite nuns and priests. He didn’t know why Rachael had chosen to come here. Nephilim infirmaries were perfectly all right.

      “Rachael?” He turned a corner and almost collided with a nurse.

      “Lakyn Blackbell?” she inquired.

      “Yes, that’s me,” he replied as he tried to catch his breath.

      “She’s through here.”

      The nurse led him through a black curtained doorway. The hospital was dark, which was weird. Weren’t all maternity wards normally bright and cheerful? All the walls were painted the same shade of steel greyish-blue and black curtains hung from every doorway. Lakyn was perplexed. But everything made sense when he heard her.

      “Rachael?”

      “Lakyn!” cried Rachael desperately. “Lake? Is that you?”

      “Yeah, it’s me.”

      The nurse pushed aside another black curtain, and he saw her, lying on a bed, sweating, and holding her still-pregnant belly.

      “I’m so glad you’re here. You’re just in time.” She winced in pain and held her hand out to him. He took it.

      “I’m sorry that we were separated again.”

      “Don’t worry about it.” Rachael cried out in pain again.

      “It’s time to push, Rachael,” informed the nurse. Lakyn squeezed Rachael’s hand firmer.

      “But I don’t want to… I can’t!”

      “You can, Rachael, you can do this,” Lakyn tried to comfort her but the expression on Rachael’s face showed fear.

      “Rachael, you have to push now. The baby’s coming,” warned the nurse.

      “But…”

      “Now, Rachael. You have to push now!”

      “No!” Rachael screamed as she pushed with all her might. And soon after, a new life was bought into the world.

      “It’s a girl!” cried Lakyn as Rachael collapsed against the bed.

      “That’s…good,” Rachael gasped, exhausted.

      “What are you going to name her?” the midwife inquired.

      “I was thinking… Eden. It means ‘a place of pleasure’,” Rachael stated.

      “Why?” asked Lakyn.

      Rachael’s eyes met his as she held their daughter. “Being with you, reminds me of the Garden of Eden from The Chronicle.” This caused Lakyn to smile.

      “Because you were tempted like Eve?”

      “Exactly,” she smiled. Lakyn leaned forward. He was about to kiss her when he heard his name being called.

      “Mr Blackbell?” It was one of the midwives.

      “Yes? And it’s Lakyn. Mr Blackbell is my father.”

      “Well, Lakyn, can you come with me for a moment?”

      He nodded and turned to Rachael. Baby Eden was already asleep against her chest. He stroked both of their heads.

      “I’ll be right back,” he told them, following the Michaelite midwife through the black curtain. Rachael hugged her daughter closer to her and stared after Lakyn with concern.

      Once out in the hall, the midwife confronted Lakyn and pulled him aside.

      “What’s going on?”

      “Do you have dark intentions?” asked the midwife. Lakyn was dumbfounded. It was peculiar question to ask, and a bit rude, he thought.

      “Um… why are you asking?”

      “I need to know, because if you do, that child is in grave danger.”

      “What do you mean, ‘in danger’?”

      “We did a blood test, and the results… they were unusual, to say the least.”

      “Look, can you please clarify? Because I’m freaking out as it is.”

      “Your daughter’s blood showed trace amounts of demon blood.”

      “Demon blood? But I’m not a demon, I’m Nephilim.”

      “You are more connected to the darkness than you realise.”

      “Look, lady, you don’t know what you’re saying, you’re just a Human,” he accused, pointing a finger before turning to head back into the room. But the woman’s voice gave him pause.

      “Up until Rachael met you, she was, too.”

      “What?”

      “The mother of your child was raised human.” The midwife fixed Lakyn a warning glare before entering the birthing suite, leaving Lakyn standing alone in the hallway with his thoughts. The lights flickered above, and then went out, shrouding Lakyn in darkness.
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      The Lucifite lair came into view and Lakyn cursed. Realising that fourteen years ago, after Eden’s birth, he had been warned about her trait. Her blood had shown early signs of it, and he had only taken it lightly.

      “Stupid. How could you be so stupid,” he told himself before landing at the door to his future.
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      “Scarlett?”

      “Mm?”

      Dyston placed a kiss on her head. “We’re here.”

      Scarlett opened her eyes and took in the sight before her. The lights of the town looked like fireflies in the distance. She knew they were approaching paradise. The flight over the Pacific Ocean to Fiji was long, boring, and dark since it had just turned six p.m. local time, so these lights were a sight to behold and welcoming.

      “Where’s the Academy?” she asked, stretching out her arms and yawning.

      “On the other side of the island along the Coral Coast. It’s not too much longer now.”

      The Fijian Academy was another branch of Gabriel. All the Academies in the Pacific were Part of Gabriel, but this one was more of a hotel—a rest stop for angels with tired wings, like Scarlett’s were now. Two hours in and her wings had begun to ache, and she had grown sleepy, so Dyston had offered to carry her the rest of the way. He was much more used to flying than she was. Scarlett wondered what the farthest distance he had ever travelled on wing was. She made a mental note to ask him later. As they flew over the dark expanse of grassy meadows towards the Academy, Scarlett couldn’t help but think of her friends, especially Jacob. He had become accustomed to being alone since Kat’s death, or rather her soul-napping. She wondered where he was now.

      As they flew over the dark winding road, Scarlett could see torch fire everywhere, but there was only one sign they were meant to watch out for—the sign of wings. And there it was. A neon sign blazed over the entry—two golden wings. And out near the sea, torches were placed strategically to form the shape of wings on the beach, which could only be seen from the air. They were here.

      “Bulla!” announced a jolly Fijian Nephilim standing at the entry.

      “Bulla,” replied Dyston as their feet touched the ground. “Are the rest of our friends here yet?”

      “Yes. They arrived not long before you. Please make yourself at home,” said the burly man.

      “Vinaka,” replied Dyston before leading them inside.

      “You know their language,” gasped Scarlett. He surprised her everyday.

      “Fijians and Australians have a very close and friendly relationship. I also have a good grasp of languages. Just another one of my traits, I guess.”

      “What else are you hiding from me?” she joked, playfully shoving him. He shoved her back and then pulled her close, putting his arm around her waist.

      “I am a man of mystery,” he joked.

      “A man of secrets more like it. Don’t get cocky.”

      “I will share everything with you when the time is right. Right now, we need to find our room.”

      The foyer to the Fijian Academy was cavernous. It had high ceilings and everything was made of timber. It even had an old rowing boat hanging from the roof, adding to the seaside feel of the place.

      “Welcome, Mr Blackbell, Miss Porter. We’ve been expecting you,” said a Nephilim man with an Australian accent.

      “Thank you,” replied Scarlett.

      “Here is your room.” The receptionist handed Dyston the key. “It’s on the top floor. Your luggage has already been taken there. A butler will show you the way.”

      “Thank you very much,” replied Dyston, taking a hold of Scarlett’s hand. She gave him a warm smile. She couldn’t believe she was really here in this paradise with him. Now they could spend some genuine time together without having to worry about an upcoming war, or threats made against her life. She could be herself.

      Their room was large but not too large, just right for the two of them. There was a decent sized bathroom with stacks of fresh towels, and a bath that also doubled as a shower. There was a king-sized bed along the wall, and a flat screen TV facing it. They also had their own balcony, which probably had a magnificent view, but it was too dark to tell at the moment. Scarlett flopped onto the bed and sighed.

      “Want to order room service?” inquired Dyston. “We don’t have to go out if you feel too tired.” He investigated their bags, which had been placed next to the TV.

      “I was going to find Emer but, yeah, room service would be great.”

      “Okay. Want me to order?”

      “No. I will. You go have a shower,” Scarlett suggested.

      This made Dyston smirk. “Why? Do you think I smell?”

      “Yes. And it’s not the clean man scent that I like.”

      “Right, then.” He pulled off his leather jacket, followed by his grey t-shirt and tossed it at her. It landed in her face, overwhelming her with that same scent.

      “Ugh.” She faked disgust and threw it back at him, catching a glimpse of his naked torso. She couldn’t peel her eyes away from him.

      He chuckled. “Maybe you should join me?” he offered. She almost accepted. She would have if it hadn’t been for a persistent knocking at the door adjoining their room. They shared a look as Dyston moved to open it. On the other side stood a familiar face.

      “Hey guy… um, Dyston,” she stammered, taking in his shirtless glory.

      “Emer!” shrieked Scarlett.

      “Scar!” Emer ran to her, jumped on the bed and hugged her friend. “You’re finally here! Isn’t this place great?”

      “It’s amazing.”

      “It’ll be even more amazing when the sun rises,” added Emer. Dyston cleared his throat.

      “I’m going to have that shower now,” he told them before disappearing into the bathroom. Emer turned to Scarlett.

      “Was I interrupting something?”

      “No, he’s going to have a shower.”

      “And you should be in there with him.”

      “As tempting as it is, I’d rather talk to you.”

      “Aw, you’re so sweet. Choosing your friend over your boyfriend.”

      “Speaking of boyfriends, are you sharing a room with Joshua?” she teased, playfully punching her arm.

      “No!” Emer shrieked defensively, then recovered herself and added, “Delilah.” She looked down at her hands on the bed.

      “Em? Is something wrong?”

      “No. I’m fine.”

      “Did something happen between you and Josh? You can tell me.”

      Emer hesitated and then spoke. “He doesn’t want to sleep with me,” she mumbled, but Scarlett caught every word of it.

      “Em, there’s more to life than sex.”

      “But Josh doesn’t even suggest it, doesn’t even hint that he’s even thinking about wanting it.”

      “Maybe he’s more Angel of God than human. Have you ever thought about that?”

      “Perhaps. But he still won’t share a bed with me.”

      “Hey, don’t be down. That time will come. Maybe he’s an old fashioned guy and believes in sex after marriage. Don’t give up on him.” Scarlett told her, wrapping her friend in an embrace. The door to the bathroom opened and steam flooded out.

      “I better go,” Emer said, quickly excusing herself and exiting the room through the door she entered, sneaking a quick glance at Dyston on the way. Dyston sauntered into the room with only a towel slung around his lean hips.

      “What was all that about?” he asked, raising his eyebrow.

      “Oh, nothing. Secret women’s business. Did you have a nice shower?”

      “Yes, beautiful. I left some shower gel for you.” He walked towards her and sat on the bed. “Want to test my man scent now?” he asked with a smirk. Scarlett crawled towards him like a cat and placed her lips on his bare shoulder, trailing kisses over his shoulder blade. A low moan escaped his lips. “So?”

      “That’s better. Rain and… coconut?” she raised an eyebrow at him.

      “That’s all they have here. If you prefer vanilla, I’m going to have to buy some.”

      “No, I like coconut,” she said and continued to kiss him, this time making her way to his lips where the kisses grew hungry and needy. They lay back on the bed. She reached to remove his towel, but a knock at the door stopped her. They both sat up and looked at it.

      “Is that room service?” he asked.

      “I didn’t order any.” They looked at each other in confusion. Scarlett raced to get the door while Dyston adjusted his towel. When she opened the door, Scarlett never in a million years expected to see the person who stood on the other.
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      Emer walked through her room and out the door that led outside. She walked down one room and knocked. She only had to wait a few seconds before it opened.

      “Hey, Emer,” smiled Josh, a slice of pizza in his hand.

      “Can we talk?”

      “Uh, sure. Want to come in?”

      “No. Can we talk out here?”

      Joshua looked at Thomas and closed the door behind him, stepping out into the humid night air to join Emer.

      “Are you all right?” he asked, leaning against the railing to finish off his pizza.

      “Yeah, I’m fine. It’s just that… I don’t know if I can wait.”

      “Wait? What are you talking about?”

      “Gosh, you are so oblivious sometimes. Us, Josh. I can’t wait for us to happen.”

      “Oh. But I told you, I respect you, Emer. I’d rather wait, until… you know, we’re married, or something.”

      “Are you proposing to me?”

      “What? No…”

      “Well, then sorry. I can’t do this anymore.” She spun on her heel and re-entered her room, leaving Joshua standing confused with his slice of pizza paused half way to his mouth.
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      Scarlett stood frozen, staring at the woman she thought she would never see again.

      “Nan, uh… what are you doing here?” she stammered. The middle-aged woman stepped forward and crushed her granddaughter’s body against hers.

      “It’s good to see you, sweetheart. I’m glad you’re okay.” She tucked Scarlett’s fiery hair behind her ears and kissed both of her cheeks before crushing her into another embrace. Scarlett hugged her back then wriggled free. Her grandmother had a tendency to suffocate her while hugging.

      “I could ask you the same question. I thought you had died.” She looked her Nan in the eyes, and peered over her shoulder at the open door. “Where’s Pop?”

      “I’m afraid he has allied himself with The Other Side,” Mary said, bowing her head.

      “What? By The Other Side, you mean…”

      “Yes. That’s exactly what I mean.”

      “But, why?”

      “He has a strong fascination with The Cause.”

      “I don’t understand.” Dyston chose that moment to come and stand behind Scarlett. He leaned lazily against the wall. Mary’s eyes widened, and she rushed to shield her granddaughter from the threat she thought was in the room.

      “What is he doing here? We have to go—now,” Mary said sternly as she tried ushering Scarlett out the door, but Scarlett put on the breaks.

      “Nan, what are you saying? This is Dyston. He’s fine. He won’t hurt me.” She glanced over at him, and they exchanged concerned looks.

      “He’s one of them. We have to run.”

      “No, Nan, you must be mistaken. Dyston’s good.”

      “It’s okay, Mrs Porter, Mary. I would never hurt your granddaughter, I… I love her,” said Dyston.

      “You will do no such thing. It was you who started this whole mess,” Mary said, pointing an accusing finger at him.

      “I can explain.” He put up his hands in surrender. He didn’t understand what the older Nephilim was talking about but he went along with it anyway. His family was always being blamed for something.

      “I think you have him confused with someone else, Nan.”

      “No. I Don’t. I know exactly who he is.”

      “Who is he?” asked Scarlett. She looked to him for an answer.

      “Why don’t you let him explain?” Mary gave him a warning look as if to say, well, go on then. Dyston sighed and sat down on the bed. Scarlett and her grandmother followed. Scarlett sat but Mary remained standing with her arms crossed. Scarlett had the feeling her grandmother wouldn’t let Dyston out of her sight.

      She turned to look at his chocolate brown eyes. “What does she mean, Dys?”

      “She thinks I’m a Lucifite, a follower of Lucifer.”

      “But you’re not. He’s not Nan,” said Scarlett.

      “No, not that. Tell her the truth,” Mary said.

      “I don’t know what you think I am, but I am telling the truth. I have allied myself with The Michaelites. I don’t associate with my brother and father anymore.”

      “No, that’s not what I’m talking about. Stand up Blackbell, and show me your wings.”

      “Nan…”

      “It’s okay, Scar.” Dyston stood and his brilliant charcoal wings unfurled, their wingspan almost reaching across the width of the room. It was an automatic reaction. If someone wanted to see your wings, you had to comply, like someone said the magic password. Scarlett could never get used to the feeling the sight of his glorious wings gave her.

      “See, just as I thought. Black as midnight.”

      “Yeah, it’s because I failed my task, so God judged me and set this punishment upon me,” he said, bowing his head.

      “God does not judge nor does he punish, young Blackbell. You were born with this,” Mary told him.

      “But that’s what I was told.” Dyston got the same feeling now as he did when he found out that St Nicholas didn’t bring you your Christmas presents, but your parents did.

      “By whom?”

      “By my father.”

      “Well, he lied to you.”

      “But none of my parents have the black feather gene.”

      “It is not a gene, Dyston. Something happened when you were young,” replied Mary. Scarlett stood up between him and her grandmother. She could feel the heat rising inside. She clenched her fists to try to keep it contained.

      “Enough! Don’t you see what you’ve done? Maybe God doesn’t judge or punish, but some of his highest ranked angels do. I think you should leave. I’ll come find you tomorrow.” Scarlett’s warning gaze burned through to Mary’s soul and she retracted.

      “Okay, but I still don’t like the idea of you being with him.” Mary’s gaze never left Dyston as she stepped backwards out the door. Scarlett shut it and hurried to him.

      “I’m sorry. She’s always been like this. Over-protective I guess.”

      “It’s okay. I guess she has to be. Her granddaughter is the last remaining half-Archangel,” he said.

      “But that stuff she said, about something happening to you when you were a child—that was just rude.”

      “What if she's right, Scar?”

      “You can’t believe her. Sometimes I think she’s lost her marbles, like all this trauma of losing my Mum, and my Pop leaving. It’s like this whole situation has given her Post Traumatic Stress Disorder.”

      “Perhaps you’re right. Come on, where’s that room service number? I’m famished.” He changed the topic because he couldn’t let her know the real truth. The truth they had just come so close to unveiling.
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