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        To the guy who gave me the inspiration for Dyston, I am forever thankful for the dreams.
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      SEVEN YEARS EARLIER

      Dyston bowed his head. He hadn’t wanted to come to this place. To him, the Realm of Light was a place where an angel came to receive judgment or their Task. At the age of eighteen, the latter was now upon him, and he was petrified. Although Dyston considered himself a rebel, not a Mummy’s boy, he wished his mother had come inside with him. At eighteen, all Nephilim received their first ever Task, the one that would determine all other tasks for the rest of their lives. Dyston’s father had drilled into him that he was not to fail this one above all else, or he would ‘bring shame upon the family’ and probably be banished. Yeah, Zachariah was an extremist and often over-dramatized things. Dyston rarely went along with what he said, unlike his older brother.

      “Dyston Blackbell, are you ready to receive your first task?” Ariel, the Gatekeeper of the Realm, asked him. As Gatekeeper, it was her role to give each Nephilim their tasks. If it was a generic task, such as to watch over someone or to retrieve an item of importance from the Michaelites, then Ariel gave these out. But if the task was of more importance, Nephilim were sent to the Realm of Fire or Heaven as it was named in the Michaelite bible. Dyston had no idea which task he was going to receive, but as he felt the presence of Ariel’s hand hovering over his head, his answer came right out.

      “Yes. I am ready.”

      There was a rustling of paper, and Dyston took that as a sign to raise his head. When he did, he saw Ariel unrolling an ancient looking scroll. She met his eyes before reading from it.

      “Dyston Archer Blackbell, I gift you…” Ariel paused, squinted, and then looked up at him. A worried look was apparent on her face.

      “Is something wrong?” he asked.

      “Uh… there seems to be a slight problem.”

      “What?” He couldn’t believe this. His very first Task and there was a problem.

      “It looks like I’ll have to send you up to the Realm of Fire.”

      Dyston’s eyes widened. The Realm of Fire! He was going to the Realm of Fire. He couldn’t help but smile.

      “Really? Is my task that important it needs to be gifted by God himself?”

      “So it would seem. I am only following instructions. It says to send you to the Realm of Fire right away.”

      Dyston stood and brushed off his knees. Kneeling really hurt his patellae. He hated it. “Awesome.”

      As he was about to turn away and leave, Ariel stopped him.

      “Give Uriel my regards.”
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      Present Day

      

      Dyston shut his book and rubbed his eyes, sitting up straighter in his chair. He hadn’t realised he had fallen asleep, let alone dreamed. Dreaming was second nature to him, and for the past thirty-nine days, he had been living in a dream drought. And he knew why. Because thirty-nine days ago, he had left his soul mate to go off on his own. He didn’t want to, but he had to because protecting Scarlett was of the utmost importance. After all, God himself had asked him to watch over her. But he had broken his promise, not just to himself, but also to God. He had sinned greatly. And he blamed his father. When Dyston was only an infant, his father had injected Demon blood into him, thus causing him to have black wings. And from that day onward, he was tainted, cursed, and broken. That was why he had to leave. That was why he had to make Scarlett think he was dead. Her thoughts earlier that day had told him as much.
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      It hasn’t rained in thirty-nine days. The plants have shrivelled up and the grass is brown. The pavement is cracked and you can probably fry an egg on the road. Thirty-nine days of no rain. For thirty-nine days, the world has suffered for our selfish love. It has been thirty-nine days since the boy who created the rain had died.
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      Dyston had woken up dripping in a cold sweat. “She thinks I’m dead,” he said to the darkness. “Well, I guess it’s better than the alternative.” The past thirty-nine days, Dyston had adapted quite well to shielding his thoughts from everyone. Especially Scarlett. To let her think he was dead was better than letting her find out what he had been doing these past thirty-nine days. “She’d hate me.”
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      Jacob slammed down his glass and wiped his mouth on the back of his hand. He had just downed his fourth glass of water and third pint of beer, and he still wasn’t feeling back to normal.

      “Here you go.” A steaming plate of burgers and fries was placed in front of him, and Jacob’s stomach growled. It was as if he hadn’t eaten in years.

      “Thank you,” he told Ruth, biting into his mouth-watering hamburger. It was the best thing he had ever tasted.

      “That will help replenish your blood and kick start the healing.”

      “So how long have you been here?” he asked around a mouthful of food. He swallowed and looked up at the beautiful strawberry blonde-haired woman in front of him.

      “For a few months. I’ll have to move on again soon.”

      Jacob put his burger back down. “Why? Are there demons still around?”

      “I haven’t sensed any, but it won’t be long before they find me again.”

      “You don’t have to run, you know. You could come back. You’d be safe with us.”

      Ruth bowed her head and then busied herself with polishing some glasses behind the bar. “I can’t go back.”

      Jacob didn’t want to push it, but he didn’t understand why Ruth couldn’t go back to her family. While finishing off his fries, he made a pact to himself that when he was strong enough, he would take Ruth back so she could be with her family and so he could be with Kat.

      Kat.

      He missed her like crazy. He couldn’t imagine how she must be feeling. He wondered what the demons had told her after they had cut his wings off. Had they told her he was dead? He hoped she wasn’t alone.
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      Dead.

      How could Dyston be dead? Was Lakyn telling the truth? Scarlett couldn’t admit it to herself, she didn’t want to. It couldn’t be true. But the evidence in the basement of Lakyn’s house had been clear. Something wasn’t right. Dyston wasn’t okay and the weather was responding.

      A sudden and very loud bang drew Scarlett out of her bed and to the door. She threw it open. She expected chaos outside her bedroom, but no one was running about. The corridors in the palace were quiet and dark. She wrapped her robe around her body and tiptoed to the top of the stairs. She listened but heard no sound. Strange, she thought. She was about to go back to bed when she heard another loud bang. It seemed to be coming from the roof. She made her way to the rooftop, and when she stepped out into the chilly midnight air, a bolt of lightning streaked across the sky. Dark rain clouds were moving in. Scarlett shivered and hugged her robe tighter.

      Lightning and rain?

      It couldn’t be.

      Those things were associated with only one thing, and that one thing, one man, was gone. How could this be happening?

      A rumble of thunder rolled above her. She looked up, and that’s when she saw them. Something dark fluttered down and flew into her face. She yelped and flicked it away. Another came down on her head and she jumped away. When she looked down at the ground, she saw she was surrounded with them—numerous large black feathers. She looked up and something hot and black splashed into her eyes. She wiped it away and another few drops fell onto her skin. Something struck her as familiar about these black raindrops. They were not raindrops at all. They were drops of hot, sticky demon blood. She glanced up into the sky in horror. It was raining black feathers and demon blood. Then the sky opened up, a flash of light and a crash of thunder later and she was thrown into darkness.

      She woke up gasping for breath in bed.

      A dream. It had been a dream. As she tried to calm her racing heart, something became clear—not only were the rainstorms becoming more frequent, but the dreams were becoming more intense.

      Was Dyston alive? Was he doing this? Or was the earth reacting to his death?
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      Later that morning, after Scarlett showered to wash away the night, she made her way to the ballroom. When she heard Beth had called an emergency meeting, she was a little cautious. She knew the meeting would be about their efforts to find Jacob and Dyston, but knowing what had happened in past meetings, anything could go wrong.

      She walked into the ballroom with an open mind. She scanned the crowd for a brunette head and found Kat sitting in a pew in the second row. As Scarlett approached her friend, she saw Kat had her arms around herself and her face looked ashen. Her hair also looked greasy under the lights. Scarlett felt as broken and dead inside as she knew Kat felt, but she needed to be strong for her and everyone who was suffering through this. Scarlett stopped in the aisle beside Kat and waited for her to notice she was there. Kat stared straight ahead, and from this angle, Scarlett could see her eyes were glossed over and hazy. She was in a daze. She needed to break her friend out of this funk.

      “Hey,” she said with a smile, hoping to lighten the mood.

      “Hey,” muttered Kat, not moving or looking up. Scarlett climbed over Kat and sat next to her in the pew.

      Scarlett had been avoiding her friend. How could you look at someone you had made a promise to that you couldn’t keep? As if reading her thoughts, Kat turned to Scarlett, tears glistening in her eyes.

      “Any news?”

      What could she say? Scarlett didn’t have an answer, so she simply said, “Not yet. We’re trying as hard as we can.” She was about to tell Kat about her dream, but how could she tell her that she thought her boyfriend was alive when her best friend thought her fiancé was dead? She couldn’t. Luckily, Beth chose that moment to enter the room and take her seat upon the dais. Scarlett turned and looked at the assemblage of people who had also come to this meeting. There were many Nephilim dignitaries and students from local Academies, as well as Blackbell’s own. But two faces stood out above all others.

      “Kat, your brothers are here.”

      “What?” Surprised, Kat turned and began to search for the faces of her brothers. Her older brother saw her and gave a small smile. He nudged their younger brother, who gave only a small nod and then looked back down at his phone. Scarlett hadn’t heard much about Kat’s brothers, Alex and Jude, but she was anxious to meet them. More so, she was glad they were here for their sister.

      “Thank you for coming, ladies and gentlemen. If I may keep this brief,” said Beth. The chatter in the room died down as everyone’s attention turned to the front of the room and to their leader. “There are a few issues to address today, and your patience is greatly appreciated. First and foremost, I would like to give my greatest sympathies to Katherine James.” Kat tensed beside Scarlett. Scarlett placed her hand on Kat’s arm. “While we don’t want to assume that Jacob is dead, just like we don’t want to assume my son is dead, I want you to know we are doing everything we can to track down Mr Fox and return him to you.” Kat sniffled and nodded, and Beth continued. “As for my son, I do not believe Dyston is dead, but his absence, and the way the earth is responding to his disappearance frightens me. Many of you may not know that my son, Dyston, has the ability to control the weather and to create lightning with his hands. The abundance of freak lightning storms lately is nothing to be alarmed about.” The low hum of whispering could be heard around the room. ”There is so much we do not yet understand. I have been trying to contact my eldest, Lakyn, but it seems he too has disappeared.”

      A jolt of cold fear shot through Scarlett’s body. Her heart froze mid-beat. Lakyn was missing, too? How could that be? Could it be that he was simply hiding away in grief or cowering from his lies? Scarlett believed the latter and wanted to track him down and make him confess. That and finding Jacob was at the top of her to-do list. She had so much to do and so little time. As she contemplated how to begin, the back door opened with a loud bang and strong footsteps made their way up the centre aisle toward the front of the room. Scarlett turned and gasped.

      “No, no, no!” she cried quietly. This couldn’t be happening.

      “What’s wrong?” asked Kat, looking between the man who was standing near them in front of the dais and her best friend. “Who is that?”

      “Excuse me, sir, you cannot simply walk in on the President’s press conference,” one of the presidential guards told the man. The guard went to grab the man’s arm to escort him out, but the man held up his palm, and the two guards, who were flanking him, flew sideways to opposite sides of the room. They landed with an audible thud against the wood panelled wall and slid to the ground. Scarlett gasped and stood.

      “Dad!”

      Everyone gasped and turned to look at them. Oh, crap, she had just revealed one of the biggest secrets known to angel-kind.

      “It’s okay, Scarlett,” assured Samuel. “I’ve simply come to assure the President that she doesn’t need to lift a finger.”

      Beth was standing now. She stepped forward and stood two steps away from Scarlett’s father.

      “You, sir. I know you. You’re Scarlett’s father?”

      “Yes, ma’am, I am,” he said with a reverent bow.

      “How can this be possible? We were told Archangels were extinct, apart from Scarlett, of course.”

      “Well, begging your pardon, Madam President, but that’s what I wanted the world to believe. It simply wasn’t safe for me to reveal myself, until now, of course.”

      “And may I ask why now?”

      “You may. Madam President, I believe you were looking for information into the disappearances of your son Dyston and Jacob Fox. I want to let you know that I know where they are.”

      For the second time that day, the entire room gasped. Beth stumbled on her feet as her knees went weak. Her guards ran to her assistance and helped her back to her seat. “How? How can this be true? Where are they?”

      “My apologies, Madam President, but I think you have misunderstood. I may have said I know where they are, but I don’t know how to get them back.”

      “What… what do you mean?”

      Scarlett, like everyone, hung on Samuel’s every word. The suspense was killing her.

      “I meant to say, Madam President, they simply do not want to be found.”
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      After the meeting was adjourned, Scarlett wanted to confront her father and yell at him for revealing himself and their kind to the world, but she was distracted from her furious thoughts by a male voice.

      “Hello, ladies.”

      “Jude!” Kat squealed and literally leapt into her eldest brother’s arms, wrapping her arms and legs around him like a monkey. He chuckled, a little taken back.

      “Nice to see you too, Kit Kat.”

      “Oh, my God, what are you doing here? Are you doing exams back in London?”

      “I finished early. Alex was in London on gap year when we heard about Jacob.” Kat unfurled herself from Jude’s body and turned to her younger brother.

      “What were you doing in London, you devil,” she said, shoving her little brother.

      “Calm down, Kat. I’ve decided to finish up my schooling at the Michael Academy with Jude.”

      “But what about Mum and Dad?”

      Jude bowed his head. Kat turned to look back at Alex.

      “Didn’t you hear? Mum and Dad have separated,” Alex told her.

      “What?” Kat stumbled and Scarlett had to stand behind her to hold her up. “What about the Vineyards?”

      “Mum bought Dad out and is running it on her own.”

      “And where is Dad?”

      “He moved back to the city with his big breasted secretary,” Alex added.

      “Alex!” Jude smacked his brother’s chest and shot him a glare. Alex shrugged.

      “What? It’s true.”

      “Try not to be a dickhead. We’re here for our sister. Try to be a gentleman.” Jude gave the girls an apologetic look and turned his attention to Scarlett.

      “My apologies, you must be Scarlett?”

      “Yes, nice to meet you, Jude.” Scarlett shook his hand and tried to give Alex a smile, but the boy was looking at his iPhone again.

      “Dude, will you get off that thing?” Jude let out a frustrated breath. “Sorry about him. He’s still not pleased about our parent’s breakup. I, on the other hand, am anxious see this amazing palace and this city.”

      “I’ll show you,” Kat offered, giving Scarlett a knowing smile before taking both her brother’s arms and linking hers with theirs. Kat knew what Scarlett wanted to do. “I’ll see you later, Scar.” She led her brothers away, leaving Scarlett alone to look for her father.
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      Samuel was no longer in the room. Scarlett thought he was evading her until she got to her room. She opened her door to find her father sitting on her bed reading from her journal. Technically, it was his journal, but she hadn’t been expecting it. She thought she had hidden it well. Obviously not.

      “There are pages missing,” he said as soon as she entered. He didn’t even look up from the book.

      “Yeah, I know. What was that back there?” When he didn’t answer her after a few beats, she stomped over to him and tore the book from his hands and slammed it shut. “What are you doing here?”

      “It’s time everyone knows I exist, Scarlett.”

      “What? But why? Do you realize the danger you just put us in? The demons, the Dark Lucifites, and Samson could come back and hunt us down.”

      “I’ve got something to tell you, Scarlett. Sit down.”

      Scarlett huffed and reluctantly sat down on the bed next to her father.

      “Your mother’s alive. So are Jacob and Dyston.”
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