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      Ebony screamed and ran to the bars of the cell as the demons gathered Sylvie’s feet and dragged her out of the room.

      “Stop! Where are you taking her?” The door shut with a resounding clatter that echoed through the cavernous room. It was too late. Andrew Smith and his demon minions were already in the elevator.

      “It’s no use,” said Travis, sitting on the edge of one of the cots. Ebony turned to look at him. He was staring down at his hands. He sounded defeated.

      “Trav, what’s going on? Andrew said you and Sylvie were working for him. Is that true?” Her voice cracked. Please don’t let it be true. She wasn’t sure she could deal with that sort of betrayal.

      His head snapped up. “What? No. Not me. Sylvie, perhaps. But I have no knowledge of that.” He got to his feet when he sensed the sadness in his mate. He walked over to her, wrapped his arms around her, and kissed her cheek.

      “Hey, Eb. Why did you think I would work with that bastard behind your back? I would never.”

      Ebony sniffed and looked up at him. He was a head taller than her.

      “Really? You swear?”

      “Yes. I swear.”

      Ebony threw her arms around his neck and kissed him. His tongue slipping between her lips was enough to dip them both over the edge. After being apart for so long, and after all they had gone through, they didn’t want to waste another moment. Travis pulled her against him, and she climbed on him, sending them backward on the narrow cot. He laughed and pulled her tight against him as they wrapped their legs around each other.

      They were so immersed in each other the soulmates completely forgot they weren’t alone.

      “Well, this is awkward,” muttered Cora, turning her back away from the lovers on the other cot. Luca sighed and sat beside her. Some moaning and groaning came from the other cot, which was enough. He whistled and made the lovers spring apart.

      “Hey, if you guys wanna do that, we should probably wait until we’re in separate rooms first.”

      Ebony flushed beet red and tugged down her top. Travis ran his hand through his mused hair and zipped his jeans back up.

      “Sorry, guys. We kinda…. got carried away. I just… have missed Ebony so much. You know how it is.”

      Luca glared at him.

      “No, I don’t actually.”

      Cora sighed and jumped up, breaking the awkward tension. Being together in the cell was going to be torture.

      “Guys, what are we going to do about Sylvie?” asked Cora.

      Ebony crossed her arms. “Well, I don’t know what to think about her anymore. If she’s been working with the enemy, she’s betrayed Scarlett and us. All of us.”

      “What was that thing Andrew picked up off the floor? It looked like a dead, gutted fish. Smelt like one, too,” said Cora, wrinkling her nose in disgust and looking at the pool of blood on the floor outside the cell.

      “It’s a mermaid’s fin,” muttered Travis.

      All eyes turned toward him. he didn’t say anything, just shrugged.

      “Oh, you’re serious?” asked Cora.

      “Mermaids don’t exist,” replied Luca.

      “I know. I didn’t think they did either, but I saw it—her—with my own two eyes. She wasn’t at all like the books. She was vicious and angry that Sylvie cut off her fins.”

      “What does Sylvie want with a mermaid’s fin?” asked Ebony, trying to come up with all the possibilities in her head as to why the alchemist might want a mythical creature’s body part and came up empty.

      “I don’t know. All I know is that she said it was to finish her project.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            2

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      The demons tossed Sylvie’s body onto one of the beds in the infirmary. They were all hospital-grade cots stolen for his rebels in case of war. And there would be a war. He had been planning it for decades. He couldn’t wait to taste freedom from the oppression of being ruled by those narcissistic, stuck-up angels. The mixed-race bastards of the sinful affair between archangels and humans centuries ago. He couldn’t wait to take back his planet. Many before him had tried and failed to rid the earth of those with angel blood, and he knew he would finally be the one to do it.

      He had one tool under his belt that none had possessed before. Well, two, actually.

      Ebony and Sylvie.

      The goddess and the alchemist.

      “Careful!” Andrew Smith growled. “I need the alchemist in one piece. Go and fetch her some food from the kitchen. Something hearty, preferably something with red meat.”

      Sylvie moaned. Despite what Ebony had done to heal her, she looked pale and half dead. That was obviously only superficial. He realised she needed food and possibly a blood transfusion to survive.

      Thankfully, one of his minions was a nurse, so he demanded the nurse begin the transfusion while they waited for someone to bring her food.

      “But, sir, I don’t know how… I wasn’t trained…” the petite female nurse dressed in scrubs stammered nervously.

      He growled once more, then turned around and grabbed a medical journal off the bookshelf behind him. He then tossed it toward the nurse. The tome was heavy, and she dropped it on her toes.

      She cried out and bent down to quickly pick it up.

      “Quickly! God, I am surrounded by morons. Do I have to go find myself a new person to possess with medical training?” He stood over her, snarling. The poor nurse nervously shook as she fumbled with the heavy book.

      “Yes… yes, sir. I… I’ll try.” She made her way to a desk in the corner and looked up how to do a blood transfusion, all the while sniffing.

      “And stop crying. Realms, are all demons so weak these days?”

      A few minutes later, while the nurse read, Heather brought in a tray with food, a large pitcher of water, and a cup. She placed it beside Sylvie’s bed on the nightstand and shuffled out again.

      Sylvie moaned and opened her eyes. She blinked and stiffened when she saw the demon headmaster sitting beside her.

      “Hello, Sylvie.”

      “Andrew… What am I doing here?”

      “I’ll answer that in a moment. First, I need you to regain your strength. Eat. Drink.” He gestured at the tray filled with a steak and the water. She kept an eye on the demon as she sat up and reached for the tray. She brought it to her lap and lifted the metal lid.

      An almost rare steak was on the plate, marinating in its juices, surrounded by potatoes, leafy green vegetables, and gravy.

      Typically, Sylvie preferred her steak medium well to well done. She detested the sight of blood, but she was starving and did need her strength. She picked up the cutlery and cut into the steak. It was still delicious. She quickly consumed it and everything else on the plate. Then she gulped down two glasses of water.

      “Thank you. Now, what do you want?”

      “Sylvie, have you forgotten why I hired you in the first place?”

      She crossed her arms.

      “I don’t work for anyone. I’m freelance.”

      “No, you were hired by me to be a spy! Are you saying you’ve forgotten our goal?”

      “I haven’t forgotten. But my, uh… allegiances have changed. I’m no longer fighting for the rebels.”

      Andrew Smith began maniacally laughing. Sylvie scowled.

      “Oh, how sweet. You’ve fallen in love with the Nephilim.”

      “No, I was working on something with them, and I would really like to return.”

      “Correction, you were working on something for me. Have you also forgotten the reason for the Angel’s Bane? Why I hired you to create it in the first place?”

      She didn’t reply. She did know. But she couldn’t tell him that she didn’t want to do what he had asked of her.

      Angel’s Bane was being created to nullify the Nephilim's powers, so they essentially turned human to weaken them so he and his rebel army could take back their planet.

      But Sylvie couldn’t do that.

      Travis was her friend. And she actually liked Ebony. She couldn’t do that to them.

      Andrew Smith suddenly moved with demonic speed and lunged at her throat.

      Sylvie gasped and cried out.

      “Listen, you will finish what you started. You will follow my orders or all your friends will die. Not rendered useless, but will be annihilated. Wiped off the face of the earth by my other secret weapon—along with everyone else who chooses not to follow us.”

      Sylvie’s eyes went wide.

      He let her go a moment later, and she bent over, gasping and holding her throat.

      “I hope the message is clear,” he said before leaving her alone in the room.

      When the demon was gone, Sylvie rubbed her throat and sat back against the pillows. What was she going to do?
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