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          THE FALL

        

      

    

    
      Lucifer paced, the pressure coiling in his chest tightening with every step. He hated waiting. And yet that sickening feeling had nothing to do with wasted time. Instead, it rested solely on who would soon enough appear and what he planned to say to him. The one who had cast him away from heaven. The one who’d taken the only angel he’d ever cared for away from him. The one who had blackened his magnificent wings to prevent him returning above.

      God.

      Thinking his name had Lucifer’s fingers curling into fists. The weight of his raven-black wings pulling from his shoulder blades raised his pulse. As did the sound of their feathery tips brushing over the luminous floor.

      His glazed sight focused, bringing clarity to his surroundings in the Realm of Light. Going around and around, he skirted the open space where the glass floor concaved downward like a shallow bowl. His glare intensified and his fists cranked even tighter. No matter what part of the world he glimpsed, it was all the same. Humans, whether ruling barbarians with all their wealth and power, soldiers who killed without thought, or the peasants that lived like rats in the streets, they were all the same.

      Sinners.

      From the day he’d been torn from Gabriel and sent to Earth, he’d advocated for the humans. He’d spread the word of God and done his angelic duty. Until he saw that his efforts were futile. Humans cared not for their maker. The atrocities they committed against each other were unfathomable. Unlike him, they were free—to act in any way they saw fit, and to believe in whatever they wanted…without repercussion.

      Unlike him.

      Now here he was, banished from heaven to that horrid existence below, only able to venture into the in-between space of light. All because he’d acted like one of God’s forever-forgivable humans, rather than remaining subservient like the other angels. All because he’d challenged God—because he’d wanted some freedom too, he’d wanted something or someone to live for.

      As fire swam in Lucifer’s veins at the memory of it all, a sudden sensation made him freeze. His tight fists ached as he forced them to unclench. “You grace me…” He stalled at the flap of beating wings and spun, teeth clenching at the angel who had landed behind him. “I did not call for you, Michael.”

      The archangel regarded Lucifer like he was filth he’d stepped in. “God’s time is reserved for more important tasks.” He smirked as that internal fire reddened Lucifer’s face, the triumph in his blue eyes unmissable. “You have reports from your time below?”

      More important tasks? With his skin crawling in irritation, Lucifer resisted the urge to scream. Instead, he knelt and touched the tepid water that pooled over the concave-shaped looking glass, grappling to keep calm. Currents rippled out in waves, dying out before they hit the edge. His ire remained. “They do not follow God. Many Gods are their idols. They kill and rape in their names. They create wars not only in God’s name, but also in other’s to feed their greed of power, wealth, and control. They do not deserve what God has given—”

      “And what would you have God do, Lucifer?” Michael’s self-important voice interrupted.

      Lucifer couldn’t help the tightening of his lips as he rose to face Michael. His wings unfurled with swift movement, making him feel powerful in their expanse. “You, Michael, have no power to do anything. You are but an ant in an anthill. A soldier with no mind of his own.” He stepped closer, coming face to face with the other angel. “Only God can create the change needed. He alone has the power. Except He can’t see any error in his perfect creation. In his humans. He is blind when it comes to them. Blind to what his gift of free will makes them. Every single one of them. Sinners, unworthy—”

      Lucifer stopped speaking as his tongue became dead numb in his mouth. The light around him intensified and the temperature spiked from neutral to blazing. Michael’s voice boomed with unexpected power, vibrating the air and the watery view of the world below. “You think He can’t see into your soul? You think He can’t see what you truly desire? To take their free will, the free will you so easily betrayed God to receive?” Red blazed in Michael’s eyes. “Though not because you regret your actions or want peace for the below. You desire the opposite, Lucifer. You wish for anarchy. The destruction of man—”

      “God is blasphemy to the most of them!” Lucifer clamped his mouth shut, shocked at his sudden ability to speak the words he’d been screaming inside his head. But it was too late. He knew it as Michael’s broad hands clamped onto his biceps and the heat in the air roared up his arms. “God watches you, Lucifer. I do too. Like God, I’ve seen it all. Heard it all. You encourage their wicked ways. You plant the seeds of doubt and greed. You rejoice in their destruction.”

      If God had been the one to confront him, Lucifer may have been able to stop himself. But he wouldn’t back down to anyone else, especially not Michael. The arrogant, holier-than-thou angel had scorned him from the start for failing to follow every order unquestioned. Lucifer gritted his teeth. “I only encourage what God’s precious humans are already capable of.” A stronger sensation alerted him to someone’s incoming. The expectation of God only fueled his words as he tugged from Michael’s hold. “He created monsters he is unwilling to take responsibility for. He—”

      “Lucifer, stop!” Gabriel’s panicked yet ethereal voice preceded her form solidifying through the white light. She stopped suddenly at seeing the scene, the folds of her sapphire robe dancing around her ankles.

      Lucifer’s eyes drank her in, the shock of her presence thundering through him. It had been so long now. The time that had passed felt like an eternity. “Gabriel.”

      Her pained expression dissolved as she set her sights on Michael. “I am God’s messenger. Not you.”

      Michael barely spared her a glance as he shrugged. “Then why do I have His power.” He reclaimed Lucifer’s biceps and shoved him back toward the looking glass.

      Fear widened Gabriel’s eyes. “Do not do this, Michael, please. Lucifer, repent while you still can.”

      Lucifer’s anger fully melted at the request of the only one of the archangels that had ever stood up for him. The only one he’d ever cared for more than himself. He wanted to do what she was asking of him. For her. But he knew it wouldn’t change his station. Their separated existences. The fact that it was her fighting for him, and not God, on top of everything else, made her wish impossible for him to fulfill. His crime of wanting love was nothing compared to what God’s humans committed every day. “Gabriel, I—”

      Before he could say sorry, Gabriel rushed forward and Michael released one hand to throw it back at her. Lucifer cried out and lunged, but stumbled on one of the twelve anchors that surrounded the concave. And then it was too late. Gabriel was sucked back into the light like she’d been catapulted. Her silver hair and her legs and arms flung out in front of her as if they were struggling to keep up. Her wings created a protective cocoon around her body. And then she was gone from sight.

      Michael grabbed Lucifer and pulled him up to the edge of the looking glass, the archangel’s hands hot as fire. Lucifer bit back a cry as that unrelenting heat speared up his arms to shoot through his heart and out his back. “No!” He foolishly tried to break free, to undo what was already in motion. “No!” He’d gone too far. He’d pushed too hard. Worst of all, he’d been caught out. That’s why Michael was here. Why he was infused with God’s wrathful power. He knew it now as fire burst from the base of his wings, consuming his long black feathers, crackling down and down, burning his skin and turning his bones to hot coals.

      His wings fell to cinders, collecting on the ground around his bare feet and over the water’s resettled surface. The weight of his wings was replaced with a sting as his flesh healed over the stubs protruding from his back.

      Michael’s voice was as unwavering as it was cold. It was a promise that there was no arguing or repenting to undo what had already been done. “If it is darkness and mayhem you want, Lucifer, then so be it. Perhaps you will find it hard to hate what you now are, human.”

      Michael shoved Lucifer and he didn’t fight it as he tipped back. Water erupted all around him as he hit, the glass floor giving way beneath him with a splintering crack—and then he fell.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          NEW ALLIES

        

      

    

    
      Lucifer collided with the earth with an almighty bang, his bones shattering and skin opening in countless lacerations on impact. Dirt erupted up around him at the same time, while a foot-deep indent was left below him. Face down and struggling for breath, he could barely move. All he could see was the fleeting light of dusk as darkness settled over him. As his breaths leveled out, letting him pick up the earthy smells of grass, plants, and dirt, something else registered. More than the agony that roiled his body as his bones reset and his skin pulled back together. More than his mind that was scrambled incoherently. The sensation was feather light. Looking up with a strike of pain, his head now working with his spine almost healed, he saw how correct that description had been. Falling like ash, remnants of what had once been his feathers settled on his healing flesh—his flesh that was drying of silvery-black torrents. Of his blood.

      Part angel—and now, part something else.

      The rest came back to him as the hemorrhaging in his brain healed itself. Michael. Gabriel. The punishment…and his fall that had taken hours and only seconds at the same time.

      Lucifer settled back on his haunches, capturing his raised knees with his arms. Hearing far and wide, he picked up the sounds of wild animals, running water, and beyond that, humans. But the population was small, and he knew why. He’d been banished to a scarcely civilized land, a place on Earth that he’d have the least lives to influence.

      Alone again and with Gabriel so far away, his anger resurfaced as he glared upward—and he froze. Something swayed back and forth below the brightening stars, gliding slowly down, down…down. Lucifer held up his hand, letting the white downy feather settle across his palm. “Gabriel.” His chest hurt with his exhaled words while he remembered the fear across her beautiful face. She’d tried to save him. But Michael had arrived, ready to provoke him. Set on the act of banishing Lucifer for good.

      Lucifer’s fingers curled around the feather, cranking tight to crush the soft length. And now this… He strained to force his fist to unclench from the anger that shot through his veins like acid. A gift from her. His only supporter. A lifeline. As he looked the feather over, using his forefinger and thumb to straighten out the vanes on either side of the shaft, he felt the power that resonated through it. The power of angels to communicate from one world to the next, and to take flight above or transport below. He knew what Gabriel wanted him to do with this gift of hers—she wanted him to reach out to God. To beg forgiveness.

      Lucifer’s nostrils flared at the thought. Gabriel had always seen the good in others, always seen hope even when there was none. God had forsaken him. He’d sent Michael to do his bidding rather than waste his time on the angel he’d given up on long ago. Using this gift from her in that way would be a waste. Lucifer knew the only way now to reach God would be to draw him down here to him. But it wasn’t forgiveness or love he wanted anymore. Those things were not his to hope for. He now realized they never had been. Confronted with this harsh reality, Lucifer’s heart hardened. His loss morphed into burning rage. A flame so bright he would turn this world to ashes. His small crime would be nothing compared to what he would turn God’s humans into. And with this gift, he wouldn’t have to toil away decades or even centuries to start making his impression on the world. With this gift, he had a way to speed things up.

      Groaning as he got to his feet, Lucifer clambered out of the indent he’d made and stood tall. His back still felt like it was ablaze. The heated pain resonated more and more for every second his body healed from the fall. He had a feeling the lack of relief was meant to be a reminder of his crimes, of being individual and not pandering to God’s every whim. A reminder of wanting something more. Free will—without his wings, he felt the ability to fully act as he wished. Instead of letting the pain conform him, he used it to spur himself on.

      Striding forward, only sky was visible above the huge tree-lined clearing he’d landed in. He held the feather out before him, tapping into its angelic power. His lids shut out the starry view and with the flow of unseen water soothing him, he drew the power into himself. The civilization he’d viewed from above rose in his mind, with its stone castle and expansive surrounding town.

      The dusty Persian plain rose in his mind like he was seeing it from the looking glass above. Lucifer lifted his free hand, pressing his thumb and middle finger together.

      Then he clicked.

      Lucifer collapsed where he landed, firelight from a stone pit warming the air and his tender skin. The room he was in was empty but for the blankets, bed, and benches that filled the space. A gentle breeze floated through a window opening that glimpsed out at a glowing moon. The feather was gone from Lucifer’s hand, and as he struggled to rise he heard a sound. Following the shuffling, he stumbled to the fine cloth that covered an open doorway.

      “It has grown late. I…I must retire.” The voice was male and young, and somewhat shaky. As Lucifer used the wall for support and peeked through the cloth he saw why. The chamber, illuminated by dozens of candles on surfaces and stands, was not empty. Dressed in a royal robe, with bright blues and gold, the young man was backing away from a group of three partly clothed women. Terror widened his eyes as one dropped her draping cover to stand naked and the other two reached for him, forcing him to back up to a large bed of blankets. “I mean no disrespect. I…”

      Lucifer lost his grip on the wall and fell into the bedchamber. The women gasped, and to Lucifer’s surprise the young man came forward, keeping the women, including the one who scrambled to redress, behind him.

      “You are no guard or servant. You are trespassing in my kingdom.”

      Despite his clear inexperience with the women, this boy was not a nobody. Lucifer smiled up at the royal, knowing he made the right choice to come here and to this place. Unlike his report and subtle influences to display human nature that had been passed over, his influence this time would be un-ignorable. “You are the King of Persia.” As he had on every human he’d influenced in the past, he used the power of his compelling gaze. He implored the boy to feel at ease with his presence. To be open to suggestion. “May we speak alone?”

      The king’s eyes narrowed, studying Lucifer as if seeing something that confused and peaked his curiosity. Eventually, he nodded and glanced at the women, hiking his chin towards a closed door. “You may all retire of this night. I will call the guards if I need them.” Though the women looked concerned, they obediently slipped from the room. Now alone together, he palmed the sword around his waist and knelt down to Lucifer’s level. His brown eyes flicked from behind Lucifer then to his face. “What is that silver? And what happened to your back?”

      After the fire that had taken his wings, his robe had been left with singed holes, which along with his spilled blood worked in his favor. “I am sent from the heavens.” Lucifer sent a smirk toward the closed door the women had left through. “You are a new king. An inexperienced one. Though with me by your side, you could be great. A name that would never be forgotten. A kingdom that would rise above all others.”

      The young king’s shoulders slouched with a long exhale. He seemed to think Lucifer’s words over, rubbing his forehead as he ambled across the chamber and slouched onto the bed. “I want to make my father proud. Yet I am not ruthless like he was. War is so devastating…”

      As the young man’s eyes glazed, Lucifer could have read the past even if he hadn’t glimpsed parts of it from above. This new, inexperienced king had been thrown into this position after his ruling father died in battle. Lucifer chose his words carefully. “True, though it is the way of the world and a must to keep your people safe. A must that, as your new advisor, I will take care of. And the women…”

      The young king’s cheeks reddened as he glanced down to the bed he sat on. A scowl creased his face as he looked up. “You have no right to spy—”

      “I can help you with them, too,” Lucifer interrupted, his voice gentle and alluring. “I can change your life in ways you can only imagine. I can give you the world.”

      “I do not want the world.” The king’s fierce rebuttal died on a sigh. “I only want my family and my kingdom safe.”

      Lucifer frowned, studying the boy who’d too easily refused his offer. Was he losing the power of his stare now that his wings were gone? Regardless of the answer, he wouldn’t stop now. Ignoring his dwindling ability and the discouragement of this naive boy, he had, at the very least, years to mold him into the driving weapon he needed him to be. “Then that is what I shall deliver to you when you accept my help.”

      The king stared vacantly for a few long moments, thoughts spinning behind his distant eyes as Lucifer fought to hold his gaze. Eventually, the boy shook off the daze and stood with a smile, striding forward to hold out his hand. “I am Cyrus. King Cyrus.”

      The fallen angel accepted the palm outstretched to him with a grin, and let the king hoist him to his feet. “And I am Lucifer.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          TREASON

        

      

    

    
      Lucifer gathered up his robe from the animal skins that covered the floor. Having been beside the large, round fire pit that centered his room, the fine material was warm. A deep breath delivered the smell of dirty humans and brewing food that mingled on the open air with the perfume of this chamber. Walking naked and with purpose past the hissing and crackling flames, he peered out over the City of Babylon that hummed with excitement. Another war won. Another spike in body count—in those killed and those now under King Cyrus’s rule. Anticipation fueled him. He was through with waiting, through with acting through someone else.

      The new plan he’d decided on was taking place today.

      Lucifer drew his long robe gently over his back, cringing as he fastened the pale material in place. The last two decades had passed like days. Still those tiny jagged stumps below the skin on his back were as raw as the day Michael had destroyed his wings in God’s name. His jaw clenched at the memory. Like the day he’d fallen, his stumps remained a constant reminder of the unpunished humans allowed to run wild while he was banished to live out eternity alone in this hell on Earth.

      Each day since then, he’d spent his time wisely, whispering in the King’s ear to influence his decisions to follow Lucifer’s plan. Although the king remained resistant to Lucifer’s almost faded power, wars had been fought and thousands upon thousands had died to keep his kingdom safe. And still, God refused to step in. Refused to take away his humans’ right to choose. Refused to confront Lucifer for acting against him.

      Thinking back over all the bloodshed made Lucifer smile. It was human nature to ruin one another. To kill without care and take what you wanted. Yet, without retaliation, it was never enough. God’s lack of action and the king’s resistance made him want more. It was clear the king wouldn’t cave completely. Even clearer was the fact that God was not coming. But he would soon enough. After today there would be a change, one that would ruin humans as irrevocably as God had ruined him.

      Now Lucifer was ready to take the next step, ready to take exactly what he wanted. With his lack of aging, humans believed he was a deity. Since that first day, he had become and remained the king’s main advisor. He was a God among men. But he craved more than the power and bloodshed that came from his status. Craved more than the destruction of God’s beloved and sinful humans. And here on Earth, as he watched the busy streets where humans moved like rats in a brown maze between buildings and huts, he could have it all. He could rule over all…if he too was a king.

      The sound of the door opening and then closing, followed by the footfalls of only one, had Lucifer smiling. He turned away from the view and bowed down onto one knee. For the last time. “My king.”

      Washed feet in sandals stepped in front of his lowered eyesight. The king’s armor was cleaned of blood and his gold-hilted sword hung in easy range at his side. “You sought my audience, my trusted advisor. I pray it is not with word of a new threat.” Now a true man, his voice was deep, the depth of his upset at the war they’d won like a stain on his tone. “So many perished this time. Too many to consider our triumph a clean win.”

      Lucifer moved with the power he still possessed from heaven, going from kneeling before the king to the door in the blink of an eye. He dropped a thick wooden plank over the door to lock it from the inside. Then he was face to face with the king who’d spun at the noise. “Too long you have resisted and I bore of waiting. Your time to rule is finished. I am the next king.”

      The guards’ panic-rising voices called through the door as the king groped for his sword. But his war-hardened hands didn’t find his weapon. Taken from Cyrus, Lucifer held the blade to the king’s throat. The king stood his ground, his face hardening. “After taking you at your word, after trusting you and raising you to the stature of royalty, you dare to challenge me in this way?” He spat in Lucifer’s face. “Like a snake in the grass, you are a coward.”

      Lucifer spared no emotion for the king. This had been a long time coming. “You chose this end when you went against my battle strategies time and time again. You are no more a ruler now than you were that night I came to you. But, please, prove me wrong…” He withdrew the sword, holding it hilt up in offering to the king. Killing was better with an active opponent, even if not a worthy one. A look of challenge passed between them.

      Cyrus snatched his weapon and swung—

      Lucifer was suddenly beside his bed, slicing his sword free of his blankets. The metal gleamed, looking red as it caught the light from the fire’s crackling flames. “I had planned to make your death quick, though God forbid I refuse you a fair fight…”

      King Cyrus came closer, arching his sword in challenge. “No one takes my kingdom from me. Not even you.”

      The king lunged first, weapon driving down, aim perfect to lop off his advisor’s head. He hit Lucifer’s sword instead, the clang loud as a clap of thunder. Banging started up from behind the door, the guards’ calls turning to shouts. Lucifer shoved the king back and threw the hilt of his sword into the ruler’s face. The king teetered as blood spurted from his forehead. He caught himself on the fire pit’s edge as he went down to one knee.

      “You need to do better than that, my king. I’m going easy on you.” Lucifer lunged when the king didn’t retaliate, sword point ready to take the man’s heart—

      Cyrus stabbed his sword into the fire and flung a spray of hot coals. The larger pieces hit Lucifer, burning through his robe and searing his skin. The fallen angel fell in shock of the pain, weapon clattering and then kicked out of reach. The burn was too much like having his wings seared off, and as memories of that agony invaded his mind, he became paralyzed. As he grappled to think beyond that torturous event, more firebombs landed atop of him, keeping him down.

      “In spite of your cowardice and betrayal, this brings me no pleasure.”

      “That makes one—” Lucifer quit speaking as the king’s sword pierced his back—right above his heart. He froze dead still. Would it kill him? He’d survived so much since his fall. He healed extraordinarily. Though he couldn’t imagine living through the removal of his heart, and the fire his body would no doubt be burned with thereafter by the king’s order.

      “Now roll over so I can kill you with honor. I won’t fall to your level by stabbing you in the back.”

      The burn started to recede even as warmth bloomed around the sword tip in his back. Lucifer smiled once more. “Then that is your downfall.” He twisted, a chunk of skin flinging from his back as the sword came free and he shot upright. But the king was ready and drove the sword right through Lucifer’s gut. Silvery-black blood welled at the site, and a cough brought more up to his mouth and lips. And yet Lucifer didn’t go down to his knees. Instead, he grabbed the blade up near the hilt and walked forward, driving the sword further into himself until it came out through his back.

      The king’s eyes widened and his skin turned gray. “What in the name of the Gods are you?”

      “The Morning Star. The disgraced of heaven.” Lucifer head-butted the king and shoved him back. The sword came free as the king stumbled, tripping on coals and falling. The king's head smacked the fire pit’s edge, flipping him onto his back and to the ground. Lucifer was on top of him in an instant, his leaking blood covering the king’s armored chest as more dripped from his mouth onto the king’s lips. “Face to face. Now your time is—”

      The king convulsed beneath him, shaking so hard that Lucifer moved aside in confusion. That hit had caused a split in the king’s forehead that continued to bleed and was already swelling. But aside from that, he’d barely been injured. He hadn’t been run through like Lucifer had. And yet the shaking continued, knocking bones joining the sound of the guards that continued to scream and bash on the door. When the shaking finally stopped moments later, the banging continued, but Lucifer couldn’t take his eyes off the king. He was still as death, growing paler by the second, but his heart was strong as a horse’s. Leaning closer, Lucifer reached out, palm open and fingers curling around his opponent’s neck.

      King Cyrus’s eyelids flung open, his irises blood red.

      Lucifer fell back on his butt right as the door plank gave way. Ten guards poured inside and on seeing their king on the ground, they made for Lucifer, ready to take him down—

      King Cyrus moved like only an angel could, mouth split wide as he launched at the closest guard. He tore into the man’s jugular, crimson spraying as the rest of the guards froze in horror. But this was only the beginning. Lucifer knew it as he saw the first body fall dead and the red-stained fangs that protruded from the king’s mouth. There was a shout as the king caught his second victim. A few guards tried to flee, but the fallen angel moved and slammed the door shut to block their escape.

      As Lucifer watched one body fall after the next, hearing the screams dwindle as fewer mouths were left to cry out, he felt a sense of ownership, of accomplishment. Somehow, he had made this once honorable king into the creature before him, into the blood-drinking, murdering weapon he now was. He had brought the monster that hid inside this human to the surface—with his own blood.

      When the king had taken every human life in the room, Lucifer held out his hand. His plan had changed. It was even better than he could have imagined. God’s precious humans turned into monsters. His very own creation. “To the future. Together we can now rule the world.”

      The king snarled, his tongue tapping his pointed teeth. “After your treason, you will die with them.”

      “After watching you kill your trusting guards in cold blood, I know you hunger for more than that.” Lucifer stood his ground, even as the king stalked closer. “You want an army that can be as ruthless as you now are? That can make men quiver in fear of their total damnation? I made you what you are. Only I can make more. An army of monsters to command. You can be their king, and I will be their God.”

      The king’s eyes pulsed vibrant red as he stepped even closer, licking his bloody lips. He caught Lucifer’s hand and yanked him forward, baring his fangs. “Cross me again, and you will be my next meal. Keep to your word, and we will rule over everything.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          A NEW WORLD

        

      

    

    
      Blood-curdling screams tore Lucifer from his peaceful sleep, dissipating with the flutter of his eyelids. Still the quiet did nothing to slow his racing heart. Had he been dreaming of the night before? The first of many to come that had been plagued with havoc and mayhem? His sense of achievement resurfaced as he recalled the hours he had spent picking out the best subjects for their army of monsters. All were men who believed in God and who knew how to command a sword. After the hunt he’d bled into them while the king and the few already infected guards held them down.

      But the ability to dream had been lost to Lucifer since his fall.

      And this, the very first, in all its vividness…could it have been a warning that someone was watching?

      Was she?

      With his heart finally slowing at the possibility, he stretched out on his bed, his naked skin warm as he grazed against—other warm bodies. He tensed and forced himself not to suck air in as he remembered the rest of the night. The women draped over him shifted too, most in a daze. They had been weakened by the feedings the king and their new men had subjected them to. Despite the bloody mess of it all, the pleasure Lucifer had handed out afterward to each of the king’s fine women had been readily accepted. The king’s order to obey could not be refused. One direct look from their king’s eyes with his spoken words had stripped the terror from their faces and left them malleable. The power he’d lost. A power that would now again be a valuable weapon to order any man, even armies of men, to do their bidding.

      The king’s attempt to spell Lucifer’s own actions, much to his anger, had failed.

      Now as Lucifer rolled over and fondled the closest warm body, he felt drained. All the sex was only partially to blame. More than exertion was weighing him down.

      As a new day rose, the light had long chased away the shadows and screams of Lucifer’s handpicked subjects as well as the women he’d dominated. For the first time in so long now, he felt like he was at the beginning of something epic. He should have felt whole. He should have felt like he belonged. And yet…there was an emptiness to it all that threatened to drown him. An emptiness he struggled to ignore. What was the point of all of this? He suddenly felt tired.

      Lucifer freed himself from the arms and legs that tangled around him, gentle groans emerging when he stood. As he crossed the room to the balcony, sunlight bathed his bronzed skin, warming him from the outside in. Down below the town was quieter, only peasants about setting up their stalls of crops to make some silver. Those meager lives didn’t hold his gaze for long. The one thing he still missed after all these years was not down there amongst the filth. It was above…

      Face lifting to the heavens, his long golden hair brushed past his shoulders to his back. Lucifer sighed. The only being he’d ever trusted and wanted by his side was not with him. Since that fateful day when he’d been banished to the below, he’d not heard or seen a glimpse of the one and only angel who’d ever meant anything to him. Gabriel.

      For the first time in so long, he let his mind drift back. At the start of days, they’d been chained beside each other with the other archangels around the looking glass. Together they had watched the Earth form and change. Together they had created language, and after experiencing kindness and love from the first angel to evolve out of them all, she had taught him how to feel too. How to love…and as a result of the despair of losing that love, how to hate.

      As he glanced back at the mess of women cramping his bed, he felt a sense of shame.

      It had never been that way with Gabriel. What they’d shared was deeper and so much more powerful. He would have given a thousand women like the ones he’d had last night just to see her face. To hear her voice and its compassion and understanding. Only in his deepest, darkest yearnings had he ever envisioned being with her in that primal sense. Again he thought of his dream. Was she looking down on him now? Had she seen all that he’d done in the past day? In the past two decades?

      He would never apologize. He would never change himself for her. And that, apart from God’s interference, had been the problem. Despite her acceptance, he knew he had never been worthy of one like her. Especially now.

      Lucifer sighed again, his chest burning as he let himself feel a sliver of what he’d locked deep down inside. “I miss you.”

      A clatter and then shouting pulled Lucifer’s head out of the clouds. He spun and raced into the room as the king stumbled into his chamber. Right behind him were four of his six infected guards, all their faces still marred with last night’s bloodshed. “Get out!” the king screamed, frightening the women who instantly awoke. In their nakedness they scurried up, fear in their eyes as they ran to escape Lucifer’s chamber and the fanged monster who used to be their king. When the door slammed on them, any questions on the sudden interruption died on Lucifer’s tongue. He gaped at the sight of the five men.

      The king stalked forward, his sword free in an instant and poised at Lucifer’s throat. His skin was covered in reddened and bloody welts, as were his guards who hissed as they created a tightening semicircle around Lucifer. “You have cursed us and now you will die.”

      “What ailed you since last eve—” Lucifer leaped back as the sword sliced, any questions stalling on his tongue as their welts shrank and repaired before his very eyes. “You heal as I do.”

      The king lunged again and scored a track across Lucifer’s chest. His guards went to pounce as Lucifer stumbled back to the balcony. But as he stood, ready to defend, none of them came closer. The king glared at the naked angel bathed in sunlight. He spat through clenched teeth, “You have condemned us!” His arm lifted, fingers tense like he was imagining how much he’d love to strangle Lucifer, but it was the step forward that made the difference. Bathed in sunlight, Cyrus’s arm bubbled and smoked, continuing to sizzle after he pulled it back out of the light. “Monsters chained to darkness. Two of my guard perished this morn, burned to cinders while they screamed.”

      The noise Lucifer had woken to. Not a dream.

      After the success of last night, Lucifer could have taken this revelation as a downfall, a setback. Instead, he saw the advantage. Now the king had a weakness, one that gave Lucifer more power than before. “It matters not to our plans. This changes nothing.”

      The king bared his fangs, red eyes pulsing. His guards looked equally ready to tear someone’s head off. “This changes everything. We can’t fight wars if we cannot step outside.”

      Lucifer shrugged, easing down onto the animal furs on the step down from the balcony. The cut on his chest tingled as it healed. “We fight wars as we have always done. With men willing to kill and lay down their lives for their king. Who care not for whom they kill or why, but who kill solely to follow your rule.”

      “Then this thing you have created of us, it is nothing but a curse—”

      “No!” Lucifer’s shouted interruption made the king’s face redden. He stood and came face to face with King Cyrus in the shadows. “It is a gift. What you are, and the creatures we will continue to make, are my gift to you and this Godforsaken world. At times of war when soldiers come to collect their dead at night, when the exhausted armies and their commanders retire to battle another day…we will strike. We will hit them when they least expect. We will take them in their sleep. Their men will feed your bellies and our numbers. Their loss will be our triumph. No army or king will ever take what you have, and none will ever keep what you want to take from them. I promised you the world, and now I deliver, Cyrus the Great.”

      The old king would have balked at the idea of killing without honor, of taking people out while they slept—but not the new king, the improved king. Cyrus the Great smiled, the dried blood on his lips cracking as his smile stretched wider. “Looks like this day you live, fallen one. Now, have chambers sealed of sunlight. Many of them. And do it this day. We need a safe space to build our army of monsters.” Facing his men, he declared, “For this night and every night thereafter, we shall feast!”

      The guards grunted and cheered their king.

      Lucifer donned a clean robe and made for the door, complying only because it served his cause to ruin God’s sinning race. “It will be done.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          DEVINE INTERVENTION

        

      

    

    
      Gabriel hovered way above in the sky, so high that any onlooker to gaze up could mistake her for one of the glittering stars that surrounded her. Finally, she was taking the leap she’d been desperate and fearful to take for so long now. Hear heart ached while her strong wings kept her aloft as she followed the movement down on the ground. Desperation sat like a coiling ball of energy in her chest.

      The enemy camp below crawled with lurking men. Lucifer’s creatures. There was nothing she could do to stop the events that were about to play out. Yet, even though she had not been given approval to be here, she knew she would do something.

      She had to.

      Great white wings slowing, Gabriel descended lower, her sight of the action rising up fast. The first of the creatures slipped inside enemy tents—and then the screaming started.

      The sound shot through Gabriel and she dropped faster, the air fighting with her robe as she landed with a thump amongst sheltering trees. Beyond the secluding darkness, she stared helplessly as humans escaped their tents and scrambled to get away. Except there was no escaping. Not for any of them. The monsters moved as fast she could, catching a clawing into their prey until one and then another fell quiet. She scanned the red-eyed faces and terrified people—

      From only a hundred yards away, she felt a sensation that stole her breath. Like all the nightly ambush attacks over the years since his first monster was created, Lucifer was here. And if she could feel him—then he could feel her.

      And then she saw him.

      As with every ambush since his first creature was created, Lucifer didn’t join in on the initial attack. His battle clothing was free of blood and would remain that way. His hands were no longer used in battle as instruments of pain and death. At least not until the time came to turn these unsuspecting soldiers into his own. Staring up at the heavens, terrified men scampered around him. His strong chin lifted and his arms opened as if in invitation. An invitation to God that to this day had never been answered. Gabriel had seen it all from the Light Realm above. Had watched how each refusal to act had turned Lucifer’s damaged heart darker while provoking his ambition.

      Now she only hoped she would be enough—to stem his hatred and fill the void he felt.

      As a tear rolled down her cheek, Lucifer’s head snapped down. He stared straight out in her direction, the silver intensity of his irises so bright she was sure he could see her. His lips curled back from his teeth in an expression that was too cruel to be a smile. He struck out fast, grabbing a young male soldier around the neck.

      Gabriel watched in fear as the boy screamed and struggled to get free, but Lucifer didn’t break his neck. Instead, he stalked toward her and away from the camp, dragging the boy whose screams failed with the tightening of Lucifer’s grip.

      Shrieks and cries continued to split the air as he closed in on the sheltering trees ahead. “You finally grace us with your presence. To see firsthand what your most prized possessions, even above your angels, truly are.” He thrust the boy down to his knees and freed his sword to cut open his forearm before re-holstering the weapon. His smile dared retaliation—from God. “How perfect they are in their freedom.”

      As Lucifer stared into the darkness beyond the thick line of trees, something was horribly clear. He thought she was God. Gabriel’s heart sank like a stone. “You know better than to taunt Him.”

      Lucifer’s eyes widened, a flash of happiness stealing away that hard edge. But then the expression fell with grief and he shook his head. “I suppose I should have known better after all this time. I along with this Godforsaken Earth may as well be dead for all he cares.” When he glanced back up he looked as lost as the time they’d been separated from the looking glass—her to join God’s side and him to venture below to spread the word of God to humans. Gabriel came forward, remembering how he’d fought for and advocated for humans in the beginning. She remembered how he’d desperately wanted to be like them. Free.

      Moving forward around thick trees, her bare feet padded over the leaf-mulched ground. The gentle light that surrounded her intensified as if she were a white flame burning brighter because of their closeness. Lucifer regarded her face, his lips parting as if mesmerized at the sight of her. Yet on glimpsing her saddened expression, his morphed with the same pain that had resonated across his face the day he’d fallen. “Lucifer, please. Let the boy go.”

      Seconds went by, his expression unchanging and body unmoving. When his arm had almost healed, he blew air through his nose and tugged the shocked boy up, shoving him back in the camp’s direction. His eyes didn’t leave her face for a second. “It has been almost three decades.”

      And yet, he looked exactly the same as he had all those years ago. As did she. Timeless and eternal.

      But still, so much had changed.

      Gabriel spoke as Lucifer remained still. “I have missed you, Morning Star.” Her tender name for him. “You tempt your fate too much.” She moved closer with the weightlessness of the wind, coming right up to him. When she reached for his face, Lucifer leaned his cheek into her warm palm. “I fear what this petulance will cost you. His forgiveness may not withstand—”

      Lucifer jerked back with a snarl and Gabriel’s hand fell along with the hope she’d held onto for all these years. “God’s eternal forgiveness is saved for his precious humans. They alone are his pride. We are merely his servants. Loyal and pure is not what he values. Now I am like them.” He held his arms out to either side of him and glared up at the sky. “Existing solely for my own gain and other’s demise.”

      Gabriel unfurled her wings. The soft downy feathers quivered with the sadness that pooled in her eyes. She was losing him. “Lucifer, no. You allow your anger to blind you. He does not want—”

      Lucifer shoved Gabriel back, and she continued back stepping as he stalked forward until her wings hit a tree. With his next words her fear and frustration peaked. “I am human. One of his precious creations. Still I am not good enough. He cast me out. He took my wings—”

      Her warring emotions exploded and Gabriel punched Lucifer in the face. It was all too much to contain. Knowing she wasn’t getting through to him. Knowing she was failing him like the day he’d fallen. As he stumbled, her wings flung open, huge and powerful as her ability to be soft vanished. Striking out, her long fingers grabbed Lucifer around the neck. “I will not let you continue this.” She squeezed with the might of God as silvery tears streaked down her cheeks. At the sight, Lucifer’s entire body turned rigid, but he didn’t fight back as she spoke. “This plague you have cursed the earth with…I cannot bear to see it. Not for them, but even more so, not for you. I know you, Lucifer. You burned so brightly once. It can be that way again.” Her grip loosened as she blinked her eyes clear. Her full lips lifted with a small, hopeful smile. “If you would only let go of this pain and accept your place among us once more. Accept God’s love again, Lucifer. Do it for you, for what we both know you can be.”

      Tightness melted from Lucifer’s body and his sigh was resigned. Gabriel’s hand around his throat fell. With her hope redoubling, she tried to ignore the indent she’d left around his neck as it faded. When he reached up, she let him brush her cheek with his rough hand and tuck her waist-length hair behind her ear. His hand lingered there with his arm outstretched between them, a battle waging on behind his eyes. Then he took a hesitant step closer and brought his lips to her forehead. His hand moved at the same time to clasp the back of her neck.

      Gabriel softened at his touch, her heavy wings dipping lower as gentle wind swept her silvery hair back from her shoulders. “Lucifer, please…”

      “I am sorry,” he whispered, his breath warm against her forehead and hard to hear over the rustling of tree leaves. Lucifer’s grip tightened on her neck. He freed his sword of its sheath and drove it into her gut, stopping only when the hilt reached her body. “My place is here where he left me. I am the humans’ God. Their messiah. I will make every last one of them mine. I will ruin his precious humans by bringing out their true natures. Tell your God to keep watching from his pearly throne as the world turns black. Or until he undoes this mistake he created and eliminates this hell.”

      A sudden well of blood choked up Gabriel’s throat and she coughed, silver splatter coating Lucifer’s face the same color as her streaming tears. The pain was merciless, but she didn’t care. This had been her one chance and now it was gone. Even her love couldn’t sate Lucifer’s hate of their maker. “I will pray for you.”

      “Do not bother.” Lucifer tugged his sword back. The anger across his face broke into disgust then fear at the sight of the bloody hole he’d cut into her. His sword fell from his hand as if it had become too heavy to hold, and as he spoke, his voice cracked. “God is not listening.”

      Letting her blood fall freely, the light around Gabriel dimmed. Her angelic light, the power of her soul and eternal life. And yet she made no move to leave Lucifer. She spared a glance down at her gouged stomach, the silver staining down her white robe. “I won’t leave you, Lucifer.” In truth, she couldn’t bear to say goodbye. To leave him for good. “Despite it all and what you think, you have never been alone. I believe in you. In what you used to be. In what you still can be.”

      Lucifer staggered, hand covering his heart and clawing into his armor as if he were in pain. As he stood straighter, fighting the tremble of his legs, she knew he still cared. The horror across his face proved it. He knew as well as she did that if Gabriel stayed, the injury he’d inflicted would kill her. Angels could heal of almost anything…if they returned above in time. In his anger, his long and wide sword had almost cut her in half.

      Lucifer’s expression hardened, any gentleness chased away. His fists clenched so hard, blood dripped from his hands. “Then stay and die. I will use your cold body as a trophy, as proof to show humans that I rule over even the heavens. I will mount you to the castle wall for all to see. I will watch you rot like all who plot against me.”

      Those words resounded in Gabriel with a hundred times more punch than his attack had. He didn’t mean it. Not a word. He was saving her. Forcing her to leave. And what choice did she really have? In her state, there was no saving him now. As she wiped her tears away, her sorrow remained. “Then I failed you greatly. I am sorry, Morning Star. I am so sorry.” With one last look at Lucifer, she bent at the knees and then pushed up with power that rippled out in waves on the air. Her wings beat with force to take her straight up—and away from him.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 6

          

          THE RITCHEOUS

        

      

    

    
      Michael watched as Gabriel exploded through the looking glass with a shower of shards and water that reformed and resettled once she’d cleared it. Collapsing in the shallow pool, warm light beamed up at her. Her knees were bent beneath her, and her hands below the surface held her body up, while her head remained bowed. A few deep breaths were drawn, the sight of her back clear as silver tainted the crystal clear water. The bleeding from her slowed and as she sniffed back tears she froze momentarily. Splashing water up to cleanse her face, she looked sidelong. “Who’s there?”

      In her state, she hadn’t felt Michael’s presence straight away. But he’d been there the whole time. Watching. “You almost didn’t survive him this time.” At the edge of the looking glass, Michael shook his head as Gabriel spun around with a splash. Anger speared through him at the close view of her injury. An injury that could have killed her. Since the beginning, he’d always kept a close eye on her, especially when it came to Lucifer. She was too blind to the fallen angel’s charms. “You almost died in vain. And not for the first time.”

      Gabriel eased onto her backside, face scrunching at the pain of it. Looking up at Michael as he towered over her, she seemed so small and fragile, so in need of protection. Even if she didn’t want it. She was so close to perfect—and Lucifer would never be worthy of her or God’s love.

      “I know you saw,” Gabriel spoke up at him, that poisonous hope still alive in her teary eyes. She regarded his battle clothes with a frown but said nothing about it. “I almost got through to him. He forced me to leave him.”

      Though no shadow was cast as Michael stepped onto the concaved glass, his feet disturbed the resettling water. He shook his head, dark locks softly curled and swaying. “You are blind to him, Gabriel. You always have been. You choose to see only what you want to.”

      Gabriel grunted as she pushed her healing body upright. Her hands remained tense at her sides, looking like she was restraining from curling her fingers into fists. “I am the messenger of God. I choose to know everything that I have witnessed with my own eyes. I choose to see the whole picture, the bad, and the good. To…” She frowned again, trying to look past Michael’s huge frame. “Who is with you?”

      Remiel stepped to the side as Michael glanced over his shoulder. With his hands clasped before him, his eyes were kind but filled with sadness. “When will you accept that Lucifer is not like us?”

      When his eyes fell on the silver-stained hole in her robe and the healing flesh beneath, Gabriel crossed her arms over the damage. With nothing but endless light around them, there was nowhere else to look—or escape to. She was too weak to fly up to heaven. And that fact would serve Michael well soon enough.

      “We are God’s archangels.” Gabriel’s voice was pleading. “All of us. We are all different in our own right, and despite what you all believe the future holds, I choose to hope for a better way. For all of us.”

      “Then you are a fool,” Remiel said with sadness. He strode forward to one of the unbreakable anchors surrounding the looking glass that used to chain them to watch over the world. Hands now behind his back, he faced her from the glass edge but said nothing more.

      Michael neared, wading through the huge, shallow pool. Sliding a finger under Gabriel’s chin, he forced her face to tilt up. Unlike Remiel, he didn’t let any emotion shine through. His strong, unbreakable, unswayable facade had never been cracked and now was no different. “He never belonged here. Not before and not now. And we will not lose you in your plight to save what cannot be saved.”

      [image: ]
* * *

      Gabriel backed up, her feet slipping as the curve of the glass worked against her. She frowned as she looked from Michael to Remiel. Something in Michael’s determined stare and Remiel’s inability to look her in the eye had her heart jumping in her chest. And then she saw the angel sword with its sapphire-jeweled hilt strapped to Michael’s side. The only weapon that could kill an angel instantly without any hope for healing. She stood taller. “You have no right to order me to do anything. Only He—”

      “He is occupied at the now. Many a soul is passing through after Lucifer’s last reign of destruction.” Gabriel flapped her wings to lift up, but as her toes broke the water’s surface, Michael caught her wrist and brought her back down. His grip was punishing as he nodded over his shoulder to Remiel. “This is for your own protection, Gabriel. I know you will see that in time.”

      Remiel touched the anchor before him and a gold chain burst from it with clatter, the end still equipped with a locking clip. Then he flew in a speedy circle to free chains from three more of the anchors. When he stopped short and opened his palm before him, two manacles appeared with a burst of light. Both were gold with loops to lock onto.

      Gabriel flapped her wings harder and tugged to free her wrist, but Michael refused to let her go. “Why are you doing this? What are you planning?”

      Remiel didn’t meet her accusing stare as he came forward. Instead, he bent to one knee and Gabriel kicked out, water spraying about with her assault. She knew what was coming. A grounding. They were locking her down. They were keeping her from telling God—and she knew why. She could see it as she glimpsed a scene through the rippling water. The camp…he hadn’t left. That’s why Michael had that sword. They were going after Lucifer.

      “No!”

      As Remiel grabbed her ankles, Michael moved his hold to both her arms. “We wish not to hurt but to protect you. Only our hands will be marred by this.”

      “No! You leave him alone. Michael, please!”

      A touch of cold and a loud clank announced the locking of the first manacle around her ankle. She fought harder, splashing the water every time she was yanked back down. Now that Lucifer was cast from heaven, Michael could only track him through Gabriel. Which—aside from having no order to—was why she hadn’t ventured to the below until now. She’d been so sure she could appeal to the goodness she’d always seen in him. Though like many of the times she’d stood by him in the past, she’d been wrong. Some hurts couldn’t be mended by anyone but the person who had inflicted the pain in the beginning. And now she’d betrayed him. She’d led them to where he’d been. Even if he did flee, it wouldn’t take long before they followed his trail and acted out their plan.

      “Remiel, stop!” The second clank was louder than the first, and Remiel flew from the pool to gather up the ends of the chains before rushing back in with a splash. With great effort, he fought to secure them to Gabriel’s ankles—two to each manacle—as she kept up the thrashing. Michael enveloped her body along with her arms, trying to stem her retaliation. One, two… Three. The last chain took the longest, and Gabriel kicked out mercilessly. Yet it was no use. Michael’s hold released without warning and Gabriel flapped her wings to take off—and got yanked back, the manacles cutting into her skin.

      Remiel straightened and waded out of the looking glass, keeping his gaze downcast. His lips pursed, his frown changing from physical strain to internal torment. “I am sorry, Gabriel. I truly am.”

      With a single leap, Michael returned to the glass edge. His eyes traveled from Gabriel's hovering and trapped feet up her body and to her face. “You will thank me one day. And God will forgive us for what he never had the heart to do himself.”

      The two angels’ bodies glowed brighter, their wings unfurling to take flight. “Michael, stop!” Gabriel’s words fell on deaf ears as Michael and Remiel exploded in light, traversing this plain for the below. Her wings beat with purpose, the manacles slicing deeper and deeper into her ankles as she tried to follow. But there was no use. She was trapped. When her adrenaline petered out and exhaustion finally took hold, she fell to her knees, cold chains clattering below the saturating water that weighed her down even more. “Lucifer!” He couldn’t hear her up here. He’d never see them coming. And yet she still held on to her hope. She wouldn’t give up on him—not like everyone else had done.

      Crossing her legs in the tepid pool, Gabriel forced her need to scream down and attempted to quiet the chaos swirling through her body and mind. If she wanted to be heard, she’d need to concentrate. She’d need to put her all into sending out her cry for help. It was a long shot, but it was all she had. Folding her wings around her like a cocoon, she breathed in deep. On her exhale she let the words she needed say propel from her mind. My God, please help me. Lucifer is set to die.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 7

          

          HELLFIRE

        

      

    

    
      Inside a tent at the enemy’s camp, Lucifer knelt over the body of a young man who began to stir. The same boy he’d released—because of Gabriel. The sick grief that had swamped him as he’d watched her light shrink smaller and smaller still had its claws hooked into him now. The loss he felt when she’d disappeared from sight amongst the stars was still drowning him on the inside. He could barely believe what he’d done to her.

      But what choice had he had? He knew God had not ordered her to him. So his options had been few. Let her become condemned like he had been. Or force her to leave in hopes his actions would compel God to finally act.

      Still God didn’t come, and the thought that Gabriel hadn’t made it back in time made his hand tighten around the razor-sharp length of his sword. He was disgusted with himself.

      He was disgusted with God.

      As his blood welled through his tight fingers, his exterior hardened to hide the breakage inside. Holding his bleeding hand in the air, the silver-black drops of his blood spattered the bludgeoned boy’s face and lips—inflicted by his monsters—and collected in his gaping mouth. With each drop, he wondered if somehow this boy might be different—able to resist his infection. But why would he be? Even the good king had been powerless to resist.

      Beyond the skins that made up the walls of the tent there was constant noise. His men were on the move, gathering up more and more to infect. After at least twenty, there were still many more to go. But the night was dwindling with each new monster that he brought into the race he'd created. His creatures would need to head for shelter from the sun soon enough.

      The young man’s eyes flung open suddenly and Lucifer curled his hand around his throat. “Swallow and live. Spit my blood out—and I will end you.”

      The boy closed his mouth, gulping past the tight hold around his neck. Then he stopped moving, his muscles that had been tight with shock and fear releasing as his face became expressionless. Lucifer crawled up off of him and grabbed a torch from its suspended place along the wall. As he eased back on a bed of soft furs, the blazing fire lit up his work and all the blood and mud that covered the young man.

      And then the convulsing started up.

      Ready for the next victim, Lucifer opened his mouth but paused before the command could pass his lips. Sudden tingles had inundated his body. He was not alone. Spinning around, the sensation throughout his body intensified. His grip on the torch squeezed harder and the wood creaked in his palm. This visitor meant one thing that both relieved and angered him. Gabriel had survived and God continued to refuse to step in. “Michael. I wondered how long it would take.”

      Michael smiled and the expression was anything but kind. His intention was clear in the armor he wore and the angel sword he held in his ready grasp. “You knew I’d follow Gabriel to track you down, and yet you did not run.”

      “Only those who fear run.” Lucifer held the torch between them, their shadows large on the skins. Michael’s perfect, massive wings stirred his ire. He stepped closer. “I care for nothing, thus I have nothing to fear. Nothing to lose.”

      “Lucifer!” King Cyrus’s voice bellowed through the tent flap. “The sun waits for no man. Not even Gods. We are short on time this night.”

      Remiel appeared with a flash of light, equally dressed and armed for battle. Regret marred his face with harsh lines—and Lucifer knew it was due to what was planned for him that would hurt Gabriel as a result. Together they clicked their fingers and the orange-lit tent vanished around them. Tall trees appeared that looked like black soldiers against the night sky. But they weren’t beyond the camp amongst the trees where he’d met with Gabriel. With the open space and choking trunks and branches, and the moon rising up instead of falling with the approach of sunrise, he knew where they’d taken him. The place of his fall.

      Lucifer tensed, noticing his torch was gone. He withdrew his sword, his lips thinning into a grim line at the sight of Gabriel’s blood that stained the length. “I see you still cannot fight your own battles, Michael.” He nodded to Remiel. “I suppose you know you would never win in a fair fight against me.”

      Remiel stood back, silver light striking from his hand down into his own sword. But it was only Michael’s sword that concerned him. It alone could end him in an instant—for good. Michael began to circle Lucifer, slowly slicing the air with the angel sword in a figure-eight motion. “Since when has honor ever been your game? Those creatures you created kill without care, they murder men, women, and children. Their maker deserves no special treatment. This fight, fair or not, only has one end. And that is when I pierce your heart with this blade.”

      “Hurry up then, brother.” Lucifer held his arms out in invitation. “Do your worst.”

      Michael moved like lightning, blade cutting the air, aiming for the angel’s heart—a kill shot. Lucifer moved too, bringing his sword up in time to deflect his demise. When Michael struck again, Lucifer was ready. All the battles he’d fought on earth before creating his creatures had served him well. With each clattering deflect, Michael swung again and again, the quiet clearing being filled with noise that echoed off the trees. Each attack brought Lucifer closer to a direct hit, until his blood was finally spilled from a slice on his shoulder.

      Lucifer struck back at speed, cutting into Michael’s forearm. “Is that all you’ve got?”

      Michael sneered back at Lucifer while Remiel watched from the sidelines. “Not even nearly.”

      As the battle forged on, Lucifer felt the drain of his bloodletting begin to set in. Michael lunged again and stabbed a hole below Lucifer’s collarbone. He snarled in return, answering with an elbow to the angel’s nose. Michael barely stumbled, and with the elevation his flinging-out wings provided, he booted Lucifer in the head. The fallen angel went flying back into a tree, the impact jolting him enough that he dropped his sword.

      Remiel moved like the wind then, taking hold of Lucifer from behind who bucked—until the angel’s glowing blade plunged into his side. Remiel twisted Lucifer’s arm back against the tree, and he bit back a cry as the sword twisted deeper into his side.

      Michael came closer, a gust blowing his long dark hair back from his composed features. He pointed the angel sword at Lucifer’s heart. “You brought this on yourself.”

      Lucifer quit fighting, though not because he was giving up. “Then do it. Tarnish your perfect conduct with my murder. God shunned me for challenging him. He’ll never forgive you slaughtering the Morning Star.”

      Michael’s expression hardened and he leaned in, the tip biting into Lucifer’s skin. “You know nothing about the depths of his forgive—”

      Lucifer threw his head forward, cracking Michael in the nose. With all the strength he had left, he tugged his arm free and snatched the angel sword from Michael, twisting it to stab him—

      “Stop!” Remiel cried out, his voice a booming command.

      The ground quaked beneath their feet, stopping Lucifer’s forward thrust and adding to the force Michael had been hit with to knock the other angel down. Cracks appeared in the ground.

      “What is this?” Michael demanded as Remiel stumbled back, the blade sliding free of Lucifer’s side.

      “Not what,” Remiel replied, eyes wide and shooting upward. His whole body glowed with sudden light as his hand that pointed at the ground quivered with strain. “Who.”

      Lucifer knew where the rippling power that now filled the forest clearing had come from. Invisible to all of them and from above, God was acting through Remiel. Exacting his demands by force through someone else. Keeping his own hands clean in the process.

      Infuriated, Lucifer got over his surprise and lunged for Michael—as the ground split open beneath him. Directed by Remiel’s hand, the grassy earth Lucifer stood on shot up like a platform as the dirt around it crumbled away. Lucifer dropped the angel sword and it tipped over the edge, ricocheting down until Michael caught it by the hilt. Heat grew like lava and as he looked down, he saw a lake of fire below the Earth’s crust. Barren black land surrounded the flames—empty of any life. Hell. As the others bowed down on one knee, their heads dropped, he knew what was coming. Something worse than earth. So much worse.

      His eternal damnation.

      Lucifer knew there could only be one way to escape the hell below, and still he could not do it. He would not. “Until we meet again.”

      With the snapping shut of Remiel’s shaking hand into a fist, the core that held up the chunk of earth on which he stood cracked. Lucifer fell with it, seeing the earth above shift back together as he hit the lake of fire.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 8

          

          EXTERMINATION

        

      

    

    
      Back in Babylon, Michael looked down at the town and its grand stone castle from above. His great wings moved rhythmically to keep him aloft. Although it was now close to dawn, not a single human milled in amongst the huts and larger dwellings. They knew better than to be about in the dark hours. But soon, their fears would be taken away. At least that was his plan—although his intentions hadn’t gone his way with regards to Lucifer. Knowing the fallen angel still lived sat like hot coals in his gut. Would they be diverted again? Would they, too, be punished? “Remiel, any word?”

      The other angel shook his head, the depression across his face as he hovered revealed his thoughts. He hoped God would step in. Hoped he’d be saved from acting so drastically without order. “Not as yet.”

      Michael let his gaze fall, watching as Cyrus lead his swelling army of monsters back to the castle. With no interruption or command since their travels back here, nothing stood between him and what he’d intended to go through with from the start. “Lucifer may not be dead, but his creations soon will be.”

      “So long as we are not stopped.” Remiel looked doubtful as he hovered beside his angelic brother. He hadn’t been on board with their imprisonment of Gabriel or in this plan that had not been approved. Yet he’d gone along with it all the same. And would continue to do so until directed otherwise.

      Michael began a gentle descent, glancing back up with impatience. “Let us follow inside before the town’s people begin to venture out.” He hiked his chin at Remiel, refusing to let his brother’s concerns get in the way. “What will be will be.”

      The angels landed on a roof platform and kept to the fading shadows, tucking their wings in as tight to their bodies as possible. With human soldiers stationed at every castle exit to guard what would soon be vulnerable when daylight broke, they wanted to keep their arrival quiet. Jumping down to an open balcony, they stole inside a vacant bedchamber and out into a passageway. Michael detected the creatures’ footfalls and the scent of blood that covered them after all their kills. “This way.”

      Moving on, blazing fire torches lit long walkways and back stairwells. It was no surprise when they were led lower and lower, the smell of death rising in the frigid air. When there were no more stairs to descend, Remiel unhinged a torch from the stairwell and swept it from side to side. The dark stone cavern lit up with moving orange. Highlighted in the glow were piles of drained bodies that were in need of burning—and countless red eyes that blinked open. The monsters hissed and shifted, readying to pounce. It was tempting to burn them all to cinders in this dead-end space. But there were too many to make sure they all perished and that none escaped.

      In the back, King Cyrus stood atop a platform. The naked women around him on the crimson-stained bed were bloody and dazed. He bared his fangs, his lips and chin red with blood. “You are what befouled Lucifer. I see it, winged Gods. And now you trespass on my land. Steal inside my castle. You dare to seek Lucifer’s glory for yourselves.”

      “We seek to stop this reign of terror.” Remiel met the king’s hard stare. “To stop every one of Lucifer’s creations.”

      The king scoffed, crimson palms stretching out to the men that remained low. With their numbers swelling since their last attack, they filled this cavern and the adjoining ones. “You two seek to cage or control us all?”

      Instead of answering Cyrus, Michael lifted his brows at Remiel. “It is time.”

      The king leaped off his bed, creatures parting to clear a path from him to the angels. “We are thousands now. We will not bow and we do not need Gods. We are Gods.”

      Michael let the king stalk right up to him and smiled. “And you will die as such.”

      The king’s jaw split wide and his followers were instantly upright, racing for—

      Michael and Remiel clicked their fingers at once, their power instantly transporting themselves and every creature around them. The dark stone cavern, along with its decaying scents, vanished as the bordering trees beyond the enemy’s flattened camp shot up around them. Gentle sunlight grew, getting closer to the horizon and stripping the last stars from the sky. Every one of Lucifer’s creatures gave up their attack of the angels centering them all and cowered back. With God’s power still manifesting in him, Remiel waved his hands. The tall trees responded before anyone could pass through, long branches striking out to weave and wind, twining together to prevent the monsters from gaining shelter among their shadows.

      “Return us!” King Cyrus spat as his monsters hissed and recoiled. Though his body seemed to tighten at the rise of light, small licks of steam rising from his shoulders, he strode forward. Slicing his sword free, he held the blade to Michael’s throat. “Return us to our home and you shall survive this too.”

      “I am an angel of God. I have no fear of you.” The angel sword appeared in Michael’s hand, and he thrust it into the king’s abdomen. “Or your creatures.”

      The king’s mouth gaped, his sword falling from the angel’s throat to the ground. As he went to his knees, Michael drew the weapon back, ready to slice his head clean—

      “Michael!” Gabriel plummeted through the clouds, landing so fast the earth compacted beneath her. Her robe was still stained silver and her ankles—now free of the manacles he’d imprisoned her with—were reddened and stained by dried blood. Right beside him, her touch to his shoulder was sent from God. Power shot straight down his arm, exploding the angel sword into a million pieces that disappeared as they fell. “This is not God’s way.”

      Michael stepped back, glaring at Cyrus who scrambled away. The light was growing and they would all have been dead in minutes—but not anymore. “He freed you.”

      Gabriel smiled, the expression at odds with itself because it was the saddest thing he’d ever seen. Her look at Remiel who was now armed was filled with sorrow. “And he sentenced Lucifer to hell.” Her glistening eyes returned to Michael, strength resounding in them. “But these souls are not yours to extinguish. These are not your children.”

      “They are monsters,” Michael rebutted, sweeping his arm out at the hissing creatures. “They have no souls.”

      “Unless God can remedy that?” Remiel’s weapon disappeared from his hand and he held his palms together, sending a prayer up above.

      “He can,” Gabriel answered, but her frown made it clear it wasn't going to be that simple. “Though he will not force it. Once the choice is made it will be up to them to follow the right path.”

      “This is a mistake.” Michael faced his heavenly sister, teeth clenched and jaw tight. He hated what he’d had to do to her, but he couldn’t stand to see these creatures freed. “They will not live up to this gift he is offering. You know they will not.”

      “And that will be their choice. Now and for the rest of time. It is God’s way. His decision.” Gabriel held up her hands, a middle finger pressed to each thumb. Then she clicked. The growing light beyond the trees vanished as the scenery shifted. No longer alongside the enemy camp, they were back at the place Lucifer had fallen. The place he’d now been sent to hell from. The curls of smoke coming off the monsters dissipated instantly. Daylight was not breaking on this land across the seas. “I am here to deliver unto you a choice. A choice you were never given when you were made into the creatures you now are. From God’s mouth, I am his messenger. Align with light and vow to follow the path of honor and righteousness. The path of God. No more lives will you take. If you bow down, your soul and humanity will be restored.”

      Held up by a few others, Cyrus spat blood as he spoke. “And should we refuse?”

      Gabriel delivered the only other choice there could be. “You will be banished to fiery pits of hell, trapped there with Lucifer for all eternity as the monsters you now are. This choice is each of yours. Bow to God—or meet his wrath.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 9

          

          A NEW RACE

        

      

    

    
      Long seconds passed as Gabriel stood alongside the other two angels, waiting for Cyrus and the rest of the monsters to make their choice. It wasn’t a hard decision—in her eyes—but as time went on, her belief in what she’d come here to do shrank. Would she fail all these men too? Warmth rushed through her at the thought. Even though she’d been infused with God’s power, moving all these men across oceans had drained her badly. After already having obliterated the angel sword she swayed on her feet, sweat sprouting as her panic rose. After Lucifer’s eternal banishment, she couldn’t bear the thought of all these lost souls falling too.

      Hisses from the monsters grew louder. Each of them got back on their feet, no longer cowering in fear of the sun burning them alive. No longer afraid of what the angels might do. The king smiled a bloody smile, his wound improving with every passing second. “This hell you speak of does not exist elsewhere. We are already in it.” He cocked his head to his monsters. “Kill the winged creatures. Drain them dry!”

      The monsters launched and Michael and Remiel shot sky-high. Gabriel remained below, too weak to lift off. Instead, the angel sword reformed from her hand—as the monsters covered her like rabid oversized rats. She struck out but didn’t get far. Fangs claimed her arms and she was knocked down. She continued to fight, even though she knew it was the end. The stars above weren’t visible through the thick piling of bodies over her—

      A sudden collision sounded, shaking the swarm of monsters. The ones covering Gabriel went flying as light whizzed by. Michael. He’d dive-bombed with Remiel’s sword. He’d saved her. Swooping again, his face was wild with anger as the monsters around her scrambled.

      Rushing to stand, she almost came plummeting back down—and not only because she was weakened.

      Soaring above, Remiel’s hands shook. The tremors matched the ground that vibrated the entire clearing. Palms directing the power, explosions burst up and sent grass flying, driving jagged cracks out around her. The fragment split wider and wider as monsters scurried not to fall. Heat grew in tangible waves from below as Michael continued swooping and lashing out with the sword. The first to refuse God’s offer fell, their screams fading until the flames consumed them.

      Gabriel felt the horror of each spent life as she watched in despair. But as the numbers diminished, her focus diverted from their falling bodies. Down below on a raised structure of rocks at the fiery shore’s edge, a tall figure stood. His face was raised and his eyes locked on hers. “Lucifer.”

      With sight more superior than any of God’s other creations, she saw the rags his burned armor had been reduced to, and the almost healed skin beneath. His relief as he watched her suddenly vanished. “Gabriel, watch out!”

      Gabriel’s head cranked up as Cyrus leaped from one crumbling section of earth and onto the shrinking platform she stood on. She swung the angel sword too late, and it tore from her grasp as the once respectful king flattened her. Snapping over and over for her neck, she tried to hold him back. But she was too weak. Sight darting, she saw that this time no one was going to save her. Michael was grounded, battling against the remaining monsters with Remiel’s sword. Still hovering, Remiel looked pale as his wings struggled to flap. He swayed in the air while the tremors in his hands had little influence on the ground.

      Knowing she had to stop these monsters and save herself, Gabriel kicked out between the king’s legs. He grunted and tipped off her as she shoved. But as she scrambled up, she wasn’t fast enough. Cyrus was already up and—holding the angel sword.

      Gabriel backed up slowly. Her heel met the edge of the ground behind her and took her off balance.

      A crack erupted from below. The ground jolted lower beneath her feet and tilted, keeping her from falling. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Remiel fall from the starlit sky. Michael launched up to him.

      At the same time, Cyrus stabbed forward with the sword—and a hand appeared on the grassy edge as Lucifer leaped up from hell.

      With the element of surprise, Lucifer snatched the sword from Cyrus and sliced the blade across his throat. Then he threw the king over the edge.

      The platform they stood on tilted with another crack. Gabriel reached for Lucifer. “Take my hand. Please.” Her wings flapped, struggling to lift her from the ground.

      Lucifer stalled as he reached out, seeing her feet come back down. Not taking her outstretched hand, he handed her the sword as he scanned past her with a look of wonderment. Before she could question it, the ground gave way. Unable to save them both, Lucifer shoved her so hard she flew up and back—as he fell.

      Scrambling to the edge of the now gaping hole in the earth, she saw him land on his back and the dirt shatter to pieces over him. A few moments of stillness stretched on as she held her breath, and then he twitched to life. Rolling sideways, his muscles strained as he rose to his knees. His joined hands lifted to his lips and a silver tear trickled from one eye with the movement of his lips. “I am sorry, Gabriel. You were right. Forgive me.”

      Seeing him down there, and after what he’d done to save her, Gabriel wanted to plead her case with God. Plead that he lift Lucifer up and give him the chance to repent. Though she knew there was no point. She had already failed to change His mind. Lucifer had to learn a lesson. One that—for now—was eternal. The last few monsters across the gaping hole fell as Michael and Remiel fought with all they had left. And then the ground shifted, reforming not by Remiel’s hand but by Michael’s on top of his brother’s. As her sight of the angel she’d held the most hope for shrank, she smiled down at him. “I already have. Please do not squander it.”

      The grassy earth continued to grow, becoming solid once more. As Michael and Remiel came to her, she frowned and then followed their stares to look behind her. Her eyes widened in disbelief. Not every one of the monsters was gone. Down on their knees, twelve men in total surrounded them, their heads bowed in reverence.

      This is what Lucifer had seen, and the reason he’d said she was right.

      “You bow to our God?” Michael looked from one to the next as if he couldn’t believe it either. “You surrender to His will?”

      In a snarl that was more animal, one replied, “I do.” The rest made similar vows in grunted agreement or a hissed, “Yes.”

      Gabriel, though glad for any to surrender, felt saddened by the countless monsters that had refused. So many lives—souls—now lost. So many below that could sway Lucifer to continue his destructive ways. Weak on her feet, she moved to the first that had spoken, feeling the power that waited inside of her to be let free. The power that kept her going on in this moment. “Lord Bathory, rise.”

      The man did as told, but as his face lifted, she saw he wasn’t quite a man. He was young. The same boy Lucifer had spared when she’d confronted him outside that camp. “I am no Lord, winged creature. Before this,”—he ran his hands that were now dried of blood down his body—“I was a peasant.”

      Gabriel’s smile was as bright as the sun that waited back in Babylon for them. “No longer.” She touched the man’s cheek and his eyes widened as a spark of light absorbed into him. Moving on, she said the men’s names and ordered them one-by-one to rise before delivering their gift. Once done, she watched each of the men as they looked down at themselves, knowing they felt the phenomenon of God’s power with the realignment of their souls and consciences. “You twelve will be royalty. The beginning of a new race.” Blinking the sweat from her eyes and forcing her legs to hold out, she nodded back to Michael and Remiel, requesting their help.

      Without words, they each knew what she wanted, and responded by clicking their fingers at once. Darkness fell as the campsite returned. A gentle morning breeze swept in as the trees untangled themselves, and light speared in through the border of thick trunks. The twelve men cringed, their hands coming up as if to ward off the danger.

      “You returned our souls only to kill us?” One of the men, Lord Ruthaven, stammered.

      “God is nothing like the monsters inside of you that you are now able to control.” Michael was the one to answer as he slung a supporting arm around Gabriel who weaved on her feet.

      “He is your savior,” Remiel added.

      The light grew brighter, the sun rising fast as if eager to deliver something great. As glorious beams broke over the canopy of trees, the twelve men threw their arms up to cover themselves.

      And were not burned to dust.

      “You are free to walk amongst the light once more,” Gabriel announced. She watched as the men slowly lowered their protective arms when they hadn’t burst into flames. As they stared at her with awe, she retrieved the angel sword. Holding the jeweled hilt, she pointed the tip down at the ground and it blazed to life with blue light.

      Remiel flashed to her other side, understanding across his face as he placed his hand on her shoulder to lend her all the strength he had left. His voice was strong as he spoke to the men. “So long as you abide by your promise.”

      Gabriel drove the sword down into the earth, twelve power-filled blue bolts striking out, one at each of the men. They cried out as they were hit, falling down to their knees. Gabriel staggered too, but Michael’s hold kept her upright even after Remiel’s touch left her. She took a few deep breaths, leaning on the hilt of the long sword. “I name you The Twelve. The first of the saved race.” She rushed on as the ground seemed to tilt beneath her and her head swam. “Blood is your weakness, and though you need it to survive, know that taking even a single life will bring about your end. From this day on, you are a new and pure race. Remain with light and control your hungers…or be cursed for all of time. Welcome to your new lives and your new race—as the first vampires.”

      Gabriel’s consciousness fled with her last words, and as Michael swooped her up, everything faded. It was time to rest so she could fight another day…for Lucifer.
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            Thank you for reading!

          

        

      

    

    
      Dear Reader,

      Thank you for reading Fallen Angel (Blood Bound Origins). If you enjoyed this book please turn to the last page an select a star rating, or if you have a moment to spare, you can leave a review. It doesn’t have to be long—one or two sentences would be amazing. The more reviews a book has the more Amazon is willing to put it in front of potential readers. As an indie author, I don’t have a big publishing company promoting my work, so every little bit helps and I’d love for my audience to be a part of it. I read every one of my reviews and completely appreciate the thoughts and opinions of all my readers.
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            * SPECIAL NEWS *

          

        

      

    

    
      The Fallen Angel novella is just a bite-sized installment of what is to come for the Fallen Angel Series. Currently in the works is a special prequel to reveal the origins of Lucifer and Gabriel’s relationship and the heartbreaking events that separated them. After this glimpse into the past, Fallen Angel will continue with three epic stories on what the future (the past to all of us!) has in store for these forbidden lovers, and how their love will change the worlds of Earth, Heaven, and Hell.

      These four new full-length books are set to come out in 2018!

      If you want to stay in the loop with all the juicy details and special teasers to come, follow, like, subscribe, and stalk away on all my social media platforms at the end of this book.

      

      In the mean time, if you’re into romance and paranormal beings that must fight tooth and nail to overcome the dangers of their supernatural lives, come check out my new adult paranormal series.
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            Epic Books With Bite – Amelia’s story starts in…

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        What Lies Inside – Blood Bound #1

      

      

      

      My mind screamed for me to move. To fight the monster who trapped me with its arms. But my body remained paralyzed, a prisoner of flesh and bone. It wasn’t fear. I knew that much. Inside I was striking out with limbs, nails, and teeth. But any connection to actual movement was lost. My whole body felt like it was filled with cement.

      Parted lips closed in on my neck. My eyes darted around, desperate to find a way out of this. Darkness stretched beyond the waning light of a naked bulb. There was a single door, then nothing but damp stone and shadow. The stink of death and decay hung thick in the air. Horror seeped through my veins.

      There was nothing I could do. No way to stop this. No way to save my life.

      The sound of labored breath rasped. Not my own. Not this monster’s. In the shadows it was impossible to see where it came from. Was someone watching? Fear snaked through my soul. The fear wasn’t for my own life, not really. I was afraid for someone else. But who?

      Any thoughts vanished as fangs punctured my flesh. A gasp escaped my lips.

      Flames bloomed from the punctures, swarming across my skin. The monster clutched my body tighter and tighter with every sickening gulp.

      As the flames began to dull, my internal screams and my drive to fight faded. Without the current of blood filling my veins, violent shivers took hold of my entire body.

      My body was giving up.

      With shallow contractions, my heart slowed. My mind wavered as my body began to fail. The crushing pain of imminent death faded. As my eyes fluttered shut, a memory of the boy I loved floated across the backs of my eyelids. I saw his dejected expression. I felt the moment he had crushed me against his body, covering my lips with his. Then I heard the words he had spoken for the very first time. “Amelia, I love you.”

      An icy tear escaped my eye. Now he would never know the truth. Never know that my feelings for him were still as irrefutable and irrevocable as ever. Never know that I would give anything just to be in his arms and feel the warmth of his kiss one last time. The realization was more agonizing than knowing my fate now, more agonizing than any lingering pain.

      I love you too. The memory faded, dissipating like a cloud of smoke.

      The room began to blur and spin. Unable to blink, my eyes stared up at the dusty light bulb. Blood loss pressed in on me. I was so deathly cold. The edge of my vision turned black, light being eaten away by a stain like blotted ink. Then empty darkness took hold.

      This is it, I thought. I’m dying.

      

      Get What Lies Inside Here: http://bit.ly/whatliesinsidebb1

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Hunted and anything but normal…even for a vampire - Amelia’s story continues…

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Made By Design – Blood Bound #2

      

      

      

      My eyelids fluttered as my vision cleared. Through the disappearing haze I could see a row of thrones illuminated by the dancing candlelight of a chandelier. The reigning royals occupied them, cloaks draped over formal attire. Muted whispers rose behind me, the sound coming from countless people. Yet there was no scent of human blood. An audience of vampires…

      I shot a glance down and my heart stopped. Elevated on a dais? I was kneeling, dressed in a white bodice and thin billowy skirt that pooled over my legs.

      Approaching footsteps across planked wood drew my sight up.

      Panic sliced through my chest, liquefying my insides. Caius stood before me. In one hand he held a scarlet-painted sword, the tip biting the wooden floor like a pointed cane.

      What he held in his other hand would have made my mouth water in any other circumstance. It was a gold chalice coated with jewels…and filled with the peppery, metallic aroma of a vampire’s Pure Blood.

      Caius smiled and held out the chalice. “Take it, Amelia.”

      Instinctively I went to bolt, to escape whatever heinous act he was about to pull on me. Only my body refused to move. I wasn’t in control.

      As I fought harder my hands rose against my will. A moment later the chalice was in my grasp.

      Stop, I screamed internally, unable to force my lips to move. But it was no use. Inch by slow inch the chalice lifted until its cold edge grazed my lower lip.

      There was an instantaneous hush around me and I wavered. Had my scream gotten through? Was I resisting Caius’s poison?

      The sudden slice of metal cutting air broke the silence. Gasps erupted as Caius’s sword arched towards my heart. His eyes gleamed, incredulous and crazed.

      “Traitor!”

      

      Get Made By Design Now: http://bit.ly/bb2madebydesign
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        J.L. Myers is giving away a free short prequel to the Blood Bound Series.

        Use this link to get the your free copy.
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        Visit : www.jlmyers.com, enter your email address and you’ll be the first to know when my next book is released. You can unsubscribe at any time and your email will be kept 100% private.
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      As an adult and after meeting the love of her life, Jessica moved to Brisbane, Australia, got married and started a small construction business with her husband. With the birth of her son, Jessica suffered PPD and found escape in her books and their imaginary (real!) characters and landscapes. It was at this time that her need to write flourished. In 2009 the decision was made and the first words to her Coming of Age Paranormal Romance novel What Lies Inside were written.
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