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This book is dedicated to my Nanna,
whom was always the first to request a copy of my books and loved
reading everything—even the steamy bits.

RIP Nanna Hunter.

You will live on in my heart and in my
soul.


Prologue

****

 


 


There was once
an angel born of fire who was fated to rule
the world. Her existence was planned, her destiny mapped out before
she even knew who she was. The Angel of Fate also had a hand in
picking this angel’s soulmate. And while things were rocky at
first, fate soon found a way, and this fire angel fell in love with
her dark angel. Everything in their lives was intertwined and
fated.

Even the son
they were soon to have was planned. It was his destiny too.

This is how his story
begins…

 


 



Chapter One

****

Fated

 


Scarlett
stood on the edge of the Realm of Fire and looked down at the world
she now ruled. She was the new queen, the new leader of the
Nephilim. Lucifer was dead,
and with Abraham out of commission… she needed a new leader for the
demons too. A new leader for the dead.

She felt a
presence behind her. She turned and came face to face with her
soulmate. She smiled and placed a hand over his heart and the other
on her pregnant belly. As she did so, a deep voice filled her head. “Your son is mine.” She
knew who would be perfect as this leader.

 


Scarlett sat
up gasping for air. She pushed her hand through her hair and tossed
her legs over the side of the bed. She tried to process what she
had just seen. No, she knew what she had seen. It
was something that had haunted her
for quite a while. It was her secret. This dream was telling her
something. The bed moved, the sheets rustled, and Scarlett froze.
She had to tell him. How could she keep this from him? How was he
going to react when she told him God wanted her baby to be the new
leader of the Realm of Death? There was no way a secret this large
could sit stagnant in her heart. It would poison her. It would kill
her. Secrets were deadly.

“What’s going
on, Scar?”

She remembered what she
had been told in the Realm of Fire when she visited with her father
some months ago. No, she couldn’t keep this from him. She turned
around and met his gaze.

“I need to
tell you something.”

Now was the time to tell him
everything. She would leave nothing out.

 


 


 


Six months earlier

 


“Do I have to
do this?” Scarlett asked as she walked into the office in nothing
but a grey fluffy bathrobe. Dyston turned to her
and smirked holding out his hand. She stepped into his
embrace.

“Yes. Don’t
worry. I’ll be right here with you. I have to go through the same
torture too.” The door creaked opened then, and Beth glided in, her
long black dress swishing around her like a storm.

“Oh, good.
Scarlett, you’re here. Put this on.” From behind her back, Beth
produced a shimmery copper-coloured dress. Where had it come
from?

“Uh, sure.”
Scarlett took the dress reluctantly and made her way behind a
partition that had been set up in the corner of the room. Her hair
and makeup had already been done by Kat and Emer. They loved
nothing more than to do makeovers on their stubborn friend. All
that was left was to put on the dress she now held.

Whose
idea was it to sit for a portrait?
Oh, that’s right. It was her soulmate’s mother, aka the president
of the entire freaking Nephilim world. Beth was going to wait to
get her two sons and their soulmates immortalised in paint
until after the mission she was about to send them on, but she had
no idea what would happen. Scarlett had agreed only to ease her
mind. Besides, she may not come back.

She slipped on
the beautiful gown and kitten heels and came out from behind the
partition. Dyston stood near the plain dark backdrop the artist had
set up, and when he saw Scarlett, his eyes lit up. They also glimmered with
amusement. Scarlett blushed. She mouthed, “Shut up,” and walked
over by Beth to wait her turn. The door creaked open again, and she
soon felt a presence at
her shoulder. She turned to see the
eldest Blackbell
brother standing beside
her.

“I wonder if
the artist will be able to capture the particular quirk that
is Dyston’s
cockiness. It’s fairly clear.”
Smirking, I looked to Dyston as he flipped his brother the
bird.

“I heard that.
In fact, I can hear everything you say, brother. Your voice is so
damned obnoxious.”

“Whatever you
say, little brother.” Lakyn turned to Scarlett again. She met his
gaze and smiled. It wasn’t so long ago that she hated Lakyn, but
since reuniting with Rachael and Eden, he had become a better
person. He had definitely grown on her.

“Is Eden going
to have her portrait done too?” she asked.

“I suppose so.
Knowing Eden, though, she’ll reply with a few choice words at the
suggestion.”

“Ah. Like
father, like daughter.”

“Hey, I’m a
new man now. I’m not out to kill you.” He gave her a smile that
hurt her heart and brought tears to her eyes. “You’re
family.”

When it was
Scarlett’s turn to pose for her portrait, she stood where Dyston
had. The artist asked her to sit on a stool. When she sat down, she
stared over at Dyston and Lakyn. Rachael had joined
them, and so had Beth. She looked at her family and couldn’t help
but smile. She would do anything for them. She was happy she knew
who she was now. She had come so far.

 


 



Chapter Two

****

Concerned

 


Present day

 


Lakyn knew the
exact moment Rachael drifted off to sleep. It wasn’t that her
breathing slowed into a steady rhythm. It wasn’t that her body
stilled. No, he knew she was asleep when he could cross over into
the dreamscape. Now that his soul existed in a tiny crystal sphere
that rested upon Rachael’s chest beside her heart, he was free to
drift in and out of her body whenever he pleased. But only when she
was asleep. This was how he had managed to cope these past few
months. So, that night, when Rachael finally fell asleep,
Lakyn, in his glowing milky white form, drifted out of the
sphere and into Rachael’s head via her mouth.

By
doing this, Lakyn was then able to
communicate with others. His dream self woke up
into a grey-tinted world. He was in a cemetery and a low fog
hovered over the ground and amongst the tombstones. He immediately
knew where he was.

Ever since he had
sacrificed his life to save his friends and family, Lakyn had been
on a mission to rid the universe of Lucifer’s influence. He knew
Dyston would try to destroy Lucifer, but there was only one way for
Lucifer to truly die.

And that’s why
he had decided to visit the Realm of Death. The fog
parted, and a shadowy figure emerged. The shadow threw back his
hood and assumed his Nephilim form. But Abraham’s eyes still glowed
a deep crimson red—a representation of what he truly was. He was a
reaper. He was the Angel of Death. At least, he was until Lakyn
banished him.

“You’re late,”
he said, his voice deep and rough.

“Sorry. Rach
has been having trouble sleeping lately. I can’t put the sleep
touch on her or slip her a sleeping tablet. Her mind has to be
clear for me to enter. Abraham nodded and scratched his
five-day-old beard. Ever since he and Rachael had banished Abraham
to Mars with Jazmine, Lakyn noticed Abraham had stopped worrying
about his appearance. He guessed he didn’t have to worry so much as
Lakyn was the only one apart from Jazmine who saw him.

“Do you have
it?” Lakyn asked. Abraham nodded then pulled out a bundle of cloth
from behind his back. Lakyn didn’t know whether Abraham had the
object on his person the whole time, or if he had pulled it out of
thin air. He didn’t care, as long as he had what he had come
for.

“I had to come
back here for it, as it is difficult to transport.”

Lakyn nodded. “Just tell me how
to use it.”

Abraham removed the brown
calico cloth and held the object out towards Lakyn. Before him, he
beheld a glimmering white frosted blade. It looked to be made of
pure Hellmetal and covered in ice. Lakyn’s dream-self widened his
ice blue eyes.

“As a master
swordsman and blacksmith, I admire fine craftsmanship.
This blade is unlike anything I have ever seen. It’s
magnificent.”

“Go ahead and
pick it up. The blade should recognise your
blood.”

Lakyn looked down at the
blade and carefully, and ever so gently, picked it up from the
cloth. He expected the metal to give him ice burn, but it wasn’t
cold at all. It was comfortable to hold. Lakyn twisted his body and
slashed at the air a few times, parrying with some imaginary foe as
he got used to the weight of the blade in his hands.

“It’s
amazing.”

“Yes. It’s one
of a kind. Just make sure you strike Lucifer’s soul right in its
nucleus, right in the centre.”

Lakyn turned back to
Abraham.

“I have to
kill his soul?”

“Yes. It’s the
only way. Summon it out—you may have to enlist that precious
daughter of yours to help you—and then stab the soul. I have faith
in you, Blackbell.” Lakyn stepped forward and embraced his friend
in a tight hug. He then closed his eyes as his dream-self faded
into the night. He fell back inside Rachael’s mind and exited
through her mouth. He came to rest back in his Soul Sphere as dawn
was breaking.

 


* * * * *

 


“Mum?” Eden stood
nearby her mother. The blinds were still drawn despite it being
almost noon. “Mum, come on. Get up. It’s Kat and Jacob’s wedding
day.”

Rachael stirred but only to
roll over. Her arm flipped out and moved over the space Lakyn
usually occupied, but it was now empty and cold. Rachael panicked
and frantically felt around the bed searching for him.

“No, no,
Lakyn!”

“Oh,
Mum.”

Rachael sat up
and screamed when she couldn’t find her soulmate.
The same thing happened every
morning. Eden was used to it now, unfortunately. She climbed on the
bed behind her mother and wrapped her arms around her.

“It’s okay.
Only his body is gone, though. Dad’s soul is still here.” As if by
habit, Rachael’s hand flew to her heart, over which the soul sphere
laid, Lakyn’s pure white soul being the only source of light in the
dark room. “See, he’s still here, Mum.” Eden kissed her mother’s
head and jumped off the bed heading to the closet. She yanked an
azure blue dress from the hanger—a similar colour to Lakyn’s
eyes—and lay it on the bed. She walked to the window and pulled the
blinds up to let the daylight in. Rachael turned her face from the
light.

“Come on, Mum.
Put this on,” Eden said, walking around the bed and patting the
blue silk dress. She picked up a pair of black strappy heels from
under the bed and placed them on the floor beside her mother’s
dangling foot.

“I’m not
going,” Rachael croaked.

“Yes, you are.
I’ve given you ample time to mourn. Everyone has. It’s been two
months. Dad isn’t completely gone so you can stop
wallowing as if he is.” Rachael turned to face her daughter, who
was already dressed in a black lace and tulle number.

“That’s easy
for you to say. Your reason for living isn’t gone.”

Eden sighed before turning and
heading back to the door giving her mother one last sympathetic
glance.

“Yes, she is.”
She walked out slamming the door in her wake.

Asher peeled himself off the
wall when Eden stepped out. “Is she coming?”

She sighed.
“Who knows? I’m over her crap. Come on, let’s go.” Asher smiled and
offered her his elbow. Eden took it, and they made
their way downstairs.

 


* * * * *

 


The palace was busy this
morning. Scarlett had to dodge many people on her way to Kat and
Jacob’s suite. When she flung the doors open, she found the room
full of flowers. She stopped to take it all in. There were flowers
everywhere, covering every inch of space from ceiling to floor and
everything in between.

“Whoa. It’s
like a florist threw up in here.”

“Nope. That’s
just Emer,” said Kat.

“Hey, I’m
getting better.” Scarlett smiled and laid the bundle of fabric
she’d been carrying down on the bed.

Ever since
returning from the mission and after restoring Jacob’s wings and
Trait, Kat and Jacob had moved into one of the bigger suites in the
palace. It was airier
than their other room, and Scarlett
preferred it since the day she walked in on Kat reciting from
Lucifer’s journal some months earlier. Her friend had been in a
dark place. As Scarlett smoothed out the bridesmaid dresses for
herself and Emer, she felt a pain in her temple and in her stomach.
She sucked in a breath.

“Scar, are you
okay?” Kat got out of the chair where she’d been doing her makeup
and rushed over to her friend.

“Yes, I
haven’t been feeling well lately. Maybe it’s a stomach virus or
food poisoning. I’ll be fine.” Kat helped her on the bed and stood
before Scarlett with her hands on her hips.

“Scarlett,
Nephilim don’t get food poisoning. What are you hiding this
time?”

Scarlett paused from rubbing
her belly and stared at her friends’ worried faces. She couldn’t
hide.

“Is it that
obvious?”

“Yes.
Scarlett, you’re a freaking Archangel. You’ve never been sick as
long as we’ve known you.”

Scarlett
searched the room, looking anywhere but at Kat and Emer. She was
tempted to call Dyston telepathically. But no, she couldn’t avoid
this forever. Soon, she would begin to show, and they’d
know.

“Okay, I don’t
know why I’m waiting to tell you. I guess I’m scared.” She took a
deep breath. “I’m pregnant.”

Emer dropped the hand she had
been using to create white roses and screamed.

“Oh, my god!”
Kat exclaimed.

“OMG! That’s
amazing!” Emer rushed her friend, and so did
Kat. Scarlett laughed as her friends smothered her. But then Kat
pulled back.

“Wait, why are
you scared?” The girls sat beside their friend on the bed, not
caring they were crumpling the dresses.

“I… I’ve been
having these dreams for a few months now. I’m still trying to work
out what they mean, but they’re not good.”

“What kind of
dreams? What do you see?”

“I’m standing
on the edge of the Realm of Fire looking down on the world, and
Dyston comes up behind me. I’ve just been crowned the new Goddess
and Dyston, the new God. When I touch my stomach, I hear a voice.
It sounds familiar, but I don’t know who it is. It tells me it
wants my son. That’s when I wake up. It happens the same way every
time.” She deliberately left out the part where the voice said he
wanted her son to be the ruler of the Realm of Death. She hadn’t
even told Dyston that.

“Your son…”
Emer said placing a hand on Scarlett’s belly, but Scarlett flinched
and moved away from them.

“Scar, are you
okay?” said Kat, moving cautiously to her holding out her hand as
if Scarlett were a frightened animal.

“Yeah, I’m
fine. It’s just the nightmares. They… they’ve frightened me.
Whoever is sending me these dreams wants my son. And I…” Sobs
take over, and Scarlett collapses to the floor.

“Oh,
Scarlett.” Kat runs to her side and holds her close. Emer sits
beside them and strokes Scarlett’s dark orange hair. “It’s going to
be okay. No one is going to take your baby.”

But Kat and Emer meet each
other’s gaze over the top of Scarlett’s head. They knew there was
not much they could do. If something was fated to happen, you
couldn’t change it. No one could change fate but fate itself.

“Come on, we
have a wedding to prepare for.”

 


 



Chapter Three

****

Loved

 


Jacob stepped out of his
room, and when he turned back around from locking the door to his
suite, the suite he had been forced to spend the night before his
wedding, he was so distracted he almost collided with his Best
Man.

Dyston chuckled. “Whoa. Man,
are you okay?” He placed his hands on his best friend’s shoulders
to steady him. Jacob stepped back, but not before patting Dyston’s
hand.

He smiled. “Yeah, man. I’m
getting married today finally. I couldn’t be happier.”

“Yeah, I know,
right? It’s been a long time coming. But it’s finally
here, and you should cherish it. It may not happen again.” Dyston
avoided Jacob’s gaze and stared over his shoulder. But Jacob forced
him to look at him.

“Are you okay,
Dyston?” Dyston looked up then quickly looked away. He turned and
scratched at his wrist. He walked to the window that looked out
over the Vatican square. Jacob joined him.

“Scarlett’s
pregnant,” he said deadpanned.

“What? That’s
amazing. Congrats, man. Wait, aren’t you happy?” Dyston turned to
look at him.

“I would if
Lucifer was actually dead.”

“What do you
mean? We torched him, remember? He’s dead.”

“Jake, he’s
the ruler of the Realm of Death.”

“I thought
that was Abraham.”

“No, Abraham
was the caretaker, the Grim Reaper. Lucifer is the God of all
demons, and it won’t be long before he comes back for
revenge.”

“Well, he
can’t get past the wards. He can’t get us here.”

“Yeah.
Physically.” Dyston hadn’t realised he was pacing until he was
standing a few feet from Jacob. He strode back over to the
window.

“Relax, man.
We’ll be fine. Can you hold it together long enough to see me get
married?”

Dyston momentarily forgot his
worries and looked into the golden eyes of his best friend. “Of
course.” He smiled and placed a hand on his shoulder. Jacob smiled
and pulled Dyston into his arms.

“Thank you. I
don’t know what I’d do without you. You literally saved my life,
you know?” Dyston stepped back and remembered what he had done for
Jacob, giving him Lakyn’s blood to restore Jacob’s Trait and
wings.

“No, that was
my brother. He saved you.”

“Okay, but you
brought me back from that alternate dimension Scarlett’s mum was
hiding in.”

“That was
technically Uriel using Ruth’s body as a hiding place.”

Jacob took his friend by the
shoulders and shook him. “For realm’s sake, will you just take
credit for saving my life so I can go get married?”

Dyston smirked enough for Jacob
to let him go and stop worrying about him. The truth was Dyston
wasn’t going to stop worrying until he knew Lucifer was truly dead.
He knew he wasn’t going to stop until he got what he wanted, and
Dyston was afraid to know what that was. He followed Jacob to the
ballroom lost in thought.

 


* * * * *

 


“There, you
look perfect,” said Emer as she created the last of Kat’s tiara of
flowers in her hair. She’d entwined little white roses through her
hair with her fingers. They matched the bouquet Kat now
held. Scarlett and Emer’s
bouquets were a bit less extravagant. Instead of the baby’s breath
and white pearls and Swarovski crystals, the bridesmaids’ bouquets
were made with luscious red roses and delicate white roses. They
need not spend any money on flowers with Emer around. Kat looked at
herself in the full-length mirror, brushing down the skirt of her
bias cut dress. Scarlett stood beside Kat, wearing a dress of ruby
red—a colour Kat had picked red for the bridesmaids’ dresses, as it
was Jacob’s favourite colour on her.

“You look
beautiful, Kat. Jake won’t be able to take his eyes off you,” said
Scarlett. Kat smiled and turned to face her.

“Thanks. You
and Dyston should get married soon since you two are
expecting a little one.”

Scarlett bowed
her head, then looked up and fiddled with Kat’s veil, just
for something to do. “Yeah, but we haven’t really talked about it.
With everything that has happened the past two months, I don’t know
if now is the right time.”

“I think now
is the perfect time to talk about weddings and all things love.”
Kat’s head snapped up at the sound of the familiar voice. She
turned and ran into the arms of her eldest brother.

“Jude!” she
pulled back and looked her brother in the eyes. “You didn’t reply
to my messages. I didn’t know you were coming.”

“I can’t miss
my little sister’s wedding. Besides, I thought we might surprise
you.”

“We?” Kat
asked, brows furrowed. Jude smiled and looked toward the door as an
unfamiliar guy walked in followed by their mother.

“Mum?!” She
hugged her mother then looked over at the stranger. He looked to be
in his late twenties with reddish brown hair, ginger
stubble and was looking at Jude as if he were the only person in
the room.

“What is
this? Who is this? Jude?”

But Jude wasn’t listening. It
wasn’t until Kat walked up and stood right in front of them did the
boys draw their eyes away from each other.

“Kat, I’d like
you to meet Harrison. He’s my…” Jude’s
voice faltered
as if he were stumbling over a word.
But thankfully, Harrison stepped in. With a smile, Harrison put an
arm around Jude’s shoulders.

“I’m his
soulmate. It’s lovely to finally meet you, Kat. Jude has told me so
much about you.”

Kat’s jaw dropped open as she
looked at the two boys clearly in love. Then she glanced at her
mother, who was looking down at something on the floor.

“Mum? Did you
know about this?”

“I didn’t
until they came and got me from Adelaide. It was a complete shock
at first, but I must admit, I am very proud of my two eldest.” The
James matriarch looked like a splitting image of Kat, only with
shoulder length hair and a stockier build. Kat was petite like her
mother, but slim whereas her brothers got their height from their
father. Matilda James shook her head.

“I just wish
your younger brother took after you two.”

“Speaking of,
where is Alex?”

“He’s
downstairs with dad,” replied Jude. “And that’s where we should be
as well. Come on, Harry.” He slipped his hand in Harrison’s and
walked toward the door.

“It was nice
to meet you,” said Harrison, turning back to face Kat. He gave her
a wink. “Congratulations.”

“Thanks. It’s
nice to meet you too, Harrison. See you down there.”

When the boys
were gone, Kat turned to her mother. Matilda smiled and reached up
to adjust her daughter’s veil so it covered her
face.

“Are you
nervous, sweetheart?”

“No. I’m
happy,” she said honestly. She turned to her best friends, who sat
on the bed to give Kat privacy with her family. “Ready?”

Scarlett and Emer moved swiftly
to their friend’s side.

“We are. The
question is, are you?” Scarlett asked.

Kat smiled.

“Yes. I’m
ready.”

When they reached the doors to
the ballroom, Kat saw a familiar man standing outside. Not caring
about her dress or heels, she tossed her bouquet at Emer and bolted
into the waiting arms of her father.

“Daddy!”

“There she
is.” Alastair James laughed as his only daughter leapt into his
arms. “Oh, my kitty Kat.” Kat pressed a kiss against his
cheek.

“Dad, you know
I hate that name. Oh, but I’ve missed you. Where’s Alex? How’s
Alex?”

“Your brother
is inside with his new girlfriend.”

Kat raised an eyebrow.
“Girlfriend? So, both my brothers have brought their new soulmates?
Excellent!”

Alastair held up a warning hand
to her. “Slow down, your mother and I aren’t too sure about
her.”

“What do you
mean?”

“Don’t worry
about it now. We have a wedding to get you to. I can’t wait to have
a drink with my son-in-law later tonight,” he said, giving her a
wink and offering her his arm.
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