
        
            
                
            
        

    
Table of Contents


		Chapter 1

	Chapter 2

	Chapter 3

	Chapter 4

	Chapter 5

	Chapter 6

	Chapter 7

	Chapter 8

	Chapter 9

	Chapter 10

	Chapter 11

	Chapter 12

	Chapter 13

	Chapter 14

	Chapter 15

	Chapter 16

	Chapter 17

	Chapter 18

	Chapter 19

	Chapter 20

	Chapter 21

	Chapter 22

	Chapter 23

	Chapter 24

	Chapter 25

	Chapter 26

	Chapter 27

	Chapter 28

	Chapter 29

	Chapter 30

	Chapter 31

	Chapter 32

	Chapter 33

	Chapter 34

	Chapter 35

	Epilogue



 
   
      
 
    Requiem 
 
      
 
    The seraphim series 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    By Sophia Stafford 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Note: This story is written in       British English. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Other titles by Sophia Stafford- 
 
      
 
      
 
    Ruined (#1 The Seraphim Series) 
 
      
 
    Ruthless (#2 The Seraphim Series) 
 
      
 
    Requiem (#3 The Seraphim Series) 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    www.sophiastafford.co.uk 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Copyright ©2017 MOGLOMAS LTD 
 
    SOPHIA STAFFORD 
 
    All Rights Reserved 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Table of Contents 
 
    Chapter 1 
 
    Azrael 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
    Lilliah 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
    Chapter 4 
 
    Azrael 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
    Lilliah 
 
    Chapter  6 
 
    Chapter 7 
 
    Chapter 8 
 
    Chapter 9 
 
    Chapter 10 
 
    Chapter 11 
 
    Chapter 12 
 
    Chapter 13 
 
    Chapter 14 
 
    Chapter 15 
 
    Chapter 16 
 
    Chapter 17 
 
    Chapter 18 
 
    Chapter 19 
 
    Chapter 20 
 
    Chapter 21 
 
    Chapter 22 
 
    Chapter 23 
 
    Chapter 24 
 
    Chapter 25 
 
    Chapter 26 
 
    Chapter 27 
 
    Chapter 28 
 
    Chapter 29 
 
    Chapter 30 
 
    Chapter 31 
 
    Chapter 32 
 
    Chapter 32 
 
    Chapter 33 
 
    Chapter 34 
 
    Chapter 35 
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
    THE END 
 
    
 
   
  
 

 Chapter 1 
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Azrael 
 
      
 
    “You killed her.” Azrael squeezed his eyes shut, his grip tightening around the Angel lying in his arms. 
 
    He didn’t need to open his eyes to know where he was or to know it was Sebastian, Lilliah’s brother, talking to him. This very scene had been haunting him for a week now; every time he closed his eyes he saw this. He saw the love of his life dying on the ground, blood pouring from her stomach. Every night he was pulled back to this memory, unable to do anything but hold Lilliah close. 
 
    “Why did you kill her?” Sebastian asked emotionlessly.  
 
    Azrael lifted his head to look at the young man in front of him; Sebastian was the one difference from the dream to the memory. He hadn’t just stood there as his sister died, no, he fought to get to her.  
 
    “Don’t you dare touch her!” he had screamed. “You’re a monster!” 
 
    He had been right, Azrael conceded, twisting a piece of Lilliah’s hair between his fingers, he was a monster. He had been the one who had done this. He had been the one who killed Lilliah. 
 
    “Why did you kill my sister?” the dream Sebastian repeated again. 
 
    He opened his mouth to speak, but just like the previous nights, nothing came out.  
 
    “This saddens me,” a new, but familiar voice spoke. Azrael stiffened and instinctively tightened his hold on Lilliah. 
 
    “Lucifer.” He turned to see the devil himself standing just a few feet behind him, a cold, chilling smile gracing his lips.  
 
    “I don’t know why, but I expected more from you.” Azrael tensed as Lucifer walked around him to where Sebastian was standing. This wasn’t part of his usual dream, he realised, gently putting Lilliah on the ground. This was new and felt a heck of a lot more real. 
 
    “I mean, you killed the love of your life, for heaven’s sake.” Lucifer casually draped his arm over Sebastian’s shoulder, while grabbing his face with his other hand. “You killed this poor guy’s twin sister, and his girlfriend, by the way. And yet here you are, dreaming about it like a twelve-year-old girl.” 
 
    Azrael sprang forward, his arms grasping nothing but thin air as both Lucifer and Sebastian disappeared. 
 
    “But then again, what is a man to do when he loses everything?” Lucifer taunted, Azrael spun around, once again facing Lucifer.  
 
    “He kills the man who took his everything.” He’d been imagining coming face to face with Lucifer again. He’d imaged killing him slowly and painfully. And even though this was only a dream, it was close enough. 
 
    Lucifer placed his hand over his chest, the fake show of sympathy almost nauseating to Azrael. “She’s gone. Lilliah is long gone. And you can sit here and dwell on that, or you can join me. By choice this time.” 
 
    The moment felt so real that Azrael couldn’t help but laugh. “Join you for what? Your powers are pathetic. You want to start a war that you could never win. You’re on a suicide mission.” 
 
    Lucifer’s features tightened. He stood a little taller, even though Azrael had at least four inches on him. 
 
    “Pathetic?” Suddenly, they were no longer in Azrael’s back garden but down a wide street. It was barely dusk but already there were a few people around, most likely getting ready for work. They were no longer in England, Azrael noticed almost immediately. Japan possibly?  
 
    “My powers are growing.” Lucifer gestured to their new surroundings, looking far too pleased with himself.  
 
    Azrael took in the street, then turned back to Lucifer and raised one eyebrow in a silent question. He wasn’t impressed. Before his lips could part, the ground started to rumble. 
 
    “What is it?” Azrael demanded, a chill running up the back of his neck.  
 
    A cry of a child rang out, just as the rumble echoed over a nearby mountain.  
 
    “Tell me, Azrael, do you still think this is a dream?” 
 
    Lucifer vanished as a wall of water came cascading over the mountain, destroying everything in its path.  
 
    “Oh my . . .” He stood, paralysed for a second until screams echoed around him, people running for their lives. But it was the sound of a young girl screaming that rang louder than all the others. 
 
    He ran without thinking, his ears zoning in on the cry. He rounded a corner and found a young beautiful child, wearing nothing but her nightgown. He grabbed hold of her just before the water took them both. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Azrael’s eye’s shot open, his breathing laboured and forehead sweaty. He stared up at the ceiling for a second, running his hands over the fabric of his bed sheets beneath him. Was this real, or just another dream? Or was he simply losing his mind? 
 
    He sat up and pinched the bridge of his nose. “How am I having nightmares?” It had only been in the past few months he had started dreaming at all. His first dream had been of Lilliah. She’d been dancing in his kitchen, and the smile on her face had been so serene but joyfully happy all at the same time. He’d dreamt of her almost every night since. Had he ever told her that? He got up from his bed and walked around the room, rolling his shoulders. Had Lilliah ever dreamt? he wondered, not for the first time since she had gone. Had she ever dreamt of him? 
 
    Footsteps close by brought him out of his musing. He turned to the door just as it opened. 
 
    “Oh, you’re here, and awake.” Benedict stood in the doorway, his eyes flickering from Azrael to the wall behind him.  
 
    For a few seconds, neither spoke. Azrael waited for Benedict to explain further why he had come into his room in the middle of the night, but when he still didn’t speak, Azrael muttered, “Yes. I’m awake, and I’m still here.” He held out his arms, letting Benedict get a good look before he moved to sit on the bed.  
 
    “I didn’t expect you to be in. You leave most nights. The others, they don’t know that you go. They think you just stay in your room.” Benedict shut the door but didn’t move further into the room.  
 
    Azrael nodded once, not really sure what he was to do with that information. He wasn’t even one hundred percent sure who “the others” Benedict spoke about were. He would have guessed them to be Caleb, Benedict’s brother, and Iris, a psychic American friend of Lilliah’s. But he didn’t know for sure. 
 
    “Then tell them that I leave,” he offered simply, turning his head to look at his oldest friend. Benedict wasn’t really seeing him. He was staring past him at something on the wall. It was something that he did often, Azrael realised, trying to ignore the dull thud in the bottom of his stomach. Since the day he broke free from Lucifer’s spell, Benedict, a person whom Azrael had depended on since the day they met, couldn’t look him in the eyes. Not that he could blame him of course, there were days when he couldn’t even look at his own reflection.  
 
    “They like the fact that you don’t leave. I suppose it helps them with the illusion that you’re our prisoner.” Benedict snorted as he relaxed a little and leaned back on the door. 
 
    Prisoner. Azrael chuckled. He’d been Lucifer’s prisoner for a month. An entire month he’d been a puppet on a string. But now he’sd cut those ties, and he refused to be anyone’s prisoner ever again.  
 
    “I know the idea is absurd,” Benedict continued, a small smile still playing at the sides of his lips. “But it helps them sleep at night.” He rubbed the stubble on his chin, and for the first time since he’d entered Azrael’s room, really looked at him. “Today was a pretty rough day; it was Rebecca’s funeral.” 
 
    Azrael’s throat tightened. Rebecca, Lilliah’s best friend, Sebastian’s girlfriend. A young woman that had once threatened him if he touched Lilliah. And a woman he had killed. The act of killing had been nothing new to Azrael. It had been something he had done constantly for years. He had become good at it. After all the lives he had taken, none of them had affected him like Lilliah’s and Rebecca’s deaths. He had expected the guilt and the horror he felt with Lilliah, but the emotions he had experienced with Rebecca had taken him by surprise. She had been young and impulsive, even annoying to him at times. But she had also been brave, and strong. And she’d have given her life for his Lilliah. To him, that meant everything. 
 
    “How was Sebastian?” he finally asked, aware that Benedict was watching him closely. 
 
    “He was distraught,” Benedict said simply, his eyes narrowing. 
 
    Azrael nodded, he didn’t need any more details. He could imagine the rest. “Lilliah’s family will want to bury her soon.” It was a thought that had been plaguing his mind the last few days. He wasn’t sure what Sebastian had told his mother about how Lilliah had died, but they’d soon want to put her to rest. It was something Azrael was not prepared for. 
 
    “Yes. Her funeral is next week. Sebastian wants to take her body tomorrow.” 
 
    She was leaving. She was gone in spirit, and now she was going in body. 
 
    “Of course. I will get her ready.” And by that, he meant he would get himself ready to say goodbye.  
 
    “I’m presuming that she hasn’t been reincarnated yet?” Benedict tried to make his voice sound casual, but it held a hint of something that Azrael couldn’t quite put his finger on. 
 
    “Not yet. But she will be, and when she does, I’ll find her.” But this time I’ll stay away, he finished silently. Lilliah had died many times since she had fallen from Heaven. She had lived so many different lives in so many different eras. The one constant was that Azrael had always found her. At the time, it had been to kill her, he mused darkly. His plan had been simple, use her blood to open Heaven’s gates. At the time, nothing was more important than getting back into Heaven, going home. But one touch of Lilliah’s hand in his and he had a new home. Her. If he closed his eyes, he could still remember how it felt. How soft it had been, how fragile. He hadn’t understood what was happening at the time. Heck, he could barely understand it now. But something had changed, and he had loved every minute of it. 
 
    “Her life this time was very different. How do you know she will be reincarnated again?” Benedict pressed again.  
 
    A muscle pulled in Azrael’s cheek. The truth was, he didn’t. She had been reincarnated so many times before, but Benedict had been right, this time her life had been very different. She now knew about her past, she knew about her brother being a Demon. Could that life have been her last?  
 
    He shook his head, almost wanting to shake the thought out of his mind. Lilliah had always been in the world. For as long as he had been on Earth, she had also been there in some way or another.  
 
    “That wasn’t her last life. She’ll be brought back, I’m certain.” She had to come back, Azrael reasoned with himself. Because a world without Lilliah was simply not a world at all.  
 
    “Well, then, maybe you’re looking in the wrong places. With the wrong people.”  
 
    Azrael was about to question Benedict’s statement when a nearby rustling caught his attention. Footsteps, hushed conversation, men, he could tell by their walk. Three, no, he thought, listening a little harder, four men.  
 
    “Someone’s here. Four men, outside, go!” Azrael was out of the room and down the hall before Benedict could even think of a response.  
 
    Four men, on foot and moving fast. He could hear them running down the side of his house, keeping low and probably out of sight. They turned left, entering the house through a small kitchen door. Two things he knew for certain, they knew the house layout and Azrael knew their destination.  
 
    Azrael hung back in the shadows, keeping his back to the wall as the men ran past him, oblivious to the danger that stood just a few feet away. He grabbed the last man in the line, his finger digging into his throat, his other hand covering his mouth. The intruder thrashed, trying to hit and kick his way free. His attempts were pathetic, and in a few minutes he was unconscious and Azrael was moving on to the third in line.  
 
    He took him out just as easily as the first, and Azrael quietly laid his body on the floor. He wasn’t going to kill these men, not yet anyway. He wanted answers first, and then he’d make them scream.  
 
    “We’re nearly at the library. I’ll keep watch and you grab the girl. Be quick and be quiet,” the first intruder ordered, completely oblivious that two of his men had been compromised.  
 
    They weren’t professionals by any means, Azrael realised, watching their clumsy steps and listening to their loud whispers as he followed them into the large room. This, of all things, angered him. Not only did these men have the audacity to break into his house, but there was also the fact that these men weren’t trained. Did they really think it would be that easy?  
 
    Both men entered the library, still keeping low. Azrael walked in behind them and closed the door. “Do you know who lives here?”  
 
    The intruders swung around, one of them fired a small handgun.  
 
    Again with the amateurism, Azrael thought, not even having to dodge the bullets. Not that the bullets would have inflicted any injuries, but he’d rather not ruin his shirt. 
 
    He waited until the smoke from the gunfire had disappeared, his eyes scanning the room and lingering on her for a second before turning back to the task at hand. They hadn’t gotten anywhere near her, and they never would, he vowed. 
 
    “Well?” Azrael’s voice almost echoed around the room, both men jumped back a little. 
 
    “Yes, we know who lives here.” 
 
    The man’s voice quivered and broke with every word. Azrael smiled, their hands were trembling slightly, sweat dripping down their foreheads. Azrael had lost control over his life the past few months, resulting in him losing the Angel that lay just a few feet away. But now, sensing the fear roll off the two men in front of him, he was back in control. 
 
    He swooped in, breaking the man’s neck in one sharp movement. There were enough of them to torture. He smiled at the silent intruder. 
 
    “Now, tell me. Who sent you and why do they want Lilliah?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 
 
    Lilliah 
 
      
 
    Death had been easy, and at the very end, painless. It was just like falling into a dreamless sleep. Lilliah lay there for a while. For how long she wasn’t sure, she was just basking in the warmth.  
 
    “I want to be informed the moment she wakes up.” A deep, male voice broke through Lilliah’s thoughts. A voice she vaguely recognised, but she couldn’t quite put her finger on its owner.  
 
    “Yes, your Grace,” a soft female voice answered. They both sounded close, but Lilliah wasn’t ready to open her eyes yet. Opening her eyes would mean she was ready for her new reality, whatever that new reality was, but Lilliah wasn’t prepared for it.  
 
    She sensed movement around her; she could feel a light breeze on her bare arms. It wasn’t cold, but warm. Almost like a caress.  
 
    Lilliah jumped as a hand smoothed over her forehead and down her hair. “Your breathing is more even when you’re asleep,” the lady whispered in her ear. 
 
    Reluctantly, she opened her eyes. The woman was now standing above her.  
 
    “There you are. Welcome home.” 
 
    Home, for a wonderful moment Lilliah’s heart soared. Maybe she was back home, with Sebastian and Rebecca, and she dared even hoped, Azrael. She sat up on the bed, or the counter she seemed to be on and took in her surroundings. The room was bright and open. The floors, walls, and even the hard altar-like bed she was on were all made of a light stone. And then she saw the woman standing next to her, with big beautiful white wings, delicate traces of blue running through them. There was no doubt where she was. Heaven. 
 
    “How are you feeling?” The woman stepped forward, her light brown hair fastened up into a neat bun, her eyes creasing at the corners.  
 
    Had they met before? Lilliah pondered for a second, trying to recall her one memory of Heaven. When trying to unleash her powers, Lilliah had recalled her previous life, or death, as it had been. She had met a few people in that memory, but she hadn’t met the woman in front of her. 
 
    “That was Michael, wasn’t it? The man that just left?” Michael, her real father. A man she didn’t know, and could only remember having one conversation with.  
 
    “Yes. That was him.” The woman's voice sounded silky soft. Lilliah smiled a little at the comfort it provided 
 
    “Who are you?” she questioned quietly, a lump building in her throat, the gravity of where she was just starting to settle in. If she was here, that meant she was really dead. No more Sebastian, because up here she wasn’t a twin. Sebastian was a Demon, and she doubted he’d ever make it through Heaven’s doors. Then she thought about her mother, the only mother she could remember. She would have to bury her only daughter.  
 
    “My name is Ariel. And please, deep breaths. I can see the trouble in your eyes. You are okay now. You are safe.” 
 
    Lilliah followed Ariel’s hand with her eyes and breathed in deeply as her hand went up and let out her breath as it went down. Ariel had misunderstood the sadness in Lilliah’s eyes for fear. Which made Lilliah wonder, just how much of her life on Earth did they see up here? How much did they know? 
 
    “What happens now? Do I get reincarnated again?” Lilliah twisted off the hard bench she was sitting on and gently eased off it. Her joints ached like she had been sleeping for years. Her hand ran over her abdomen, where her thoughts slammed to a halt, remembering how Azrael had stabbed her. The memory started to flow back, like a dream she had forgotten. The bonfire had been crackling in the background. Lucifer had been on his knees, screaming in pain. She turned her hands over so she was looking down at her palms, he was screaming because she was hurting him. She had used her powers on him. And then Azrael had stabbed her. At first, all she felt was pain. Then she saw his eyes and the pain had disappeared, or it just didn’t matter anymore. When Azrael had been under Lucifer’s control, his eyes had been blood red. But that night, after he’d plunged a knife into her stomach, they changed back to their normal, beautiful, clear blue. What did that mean? Had he come back? His last words to her just before she passed ran through her ears as Ariel answered her question. 
 
    “No more reincarnation. You are back to your true home, with your true family.” She helped Lilliah jump down off the altar. “Please, get dressed and you can meet your real family.” 
 
    “This is way too fancy.” Lilliah twirled around, trying her hardest to not take her eyes off her reflection in the mirror. The dress Ariel had left was a very beautiful, a light pink silk dress that hung on the floor around her. Dresses never fit her properly, thanks to her height. They always stopped above her ankles. “You look like you’re preparing for the flood.” Rebecca used to laugh at her. But not this dress, this dress fit perfectly. Was it new, or had it been one of her old dresses? A dress she would have worn thousands of years ago? If that had been the case, Lilliah conceded, Heaven’s fashion never went out of style. 
 
    She stopped twirling when the door opened and Ariel appeared in the doorway. 
 
    “Is the dress to your liking?”  
 
    Lilliah nodded, turning to look at her reflection again. “It’s beautiful. Was it one of mine? From . . .” She paused, unsure of what to call the time. “The last time I was here?” 
 
    For a moment Ariel looked taken aback. She frowned before finally smiling a little. “No, this is a new dress. Made just for this occasion.” 
 
    “You mean my death?” Lilliah elaborated, unsure of how she felt about it. It seemed way too gruesome for her liking.  
 
    “I meant for when you finally returned to us.” Ariel, at last, walked into the room and placed her hands on the top of Lilliah’s shoulders. “Today you are going to meet your father and you are going to take your rightful place at his side.” 
 
    Lilliah stared at Ariel through the reflection in the mirror. She knew Ariel had meant to make her smile, but all her words had done was make Lilliah more nervous. Rightful place at his side? What did that even mean?  
 
    “Deep breaths and follow me.” Ariel swung around on her heels and almost marched out of the room. Lilliah had to jog to keep up with her.  
 
    She followed Ariel out of the small building they had been in and into the streets. 
 
    Heaven was just as she remembered. She stopped to run her hands over the old, light stone buildings. The streets were clean, with tall brick buildings and narrows streets. There was also a warmth about the place; not heat from the sun warmth, but a familiarity about it that instantly made you feel safe.  
 
    “All of these buildings had to be rebuilt after the Great War,” Ariel shouted over her shoulder while leading the way through the city.  
 
    The Great War? Lilliah assumed she was talking about the war between Michael and Lucifer. And then she wondered why they named it at all. Surely it should have been the only war. They were in Heaven after all. Then she took notice of how normal everything looked, and apart from the wings, how human the Angels were. Maybe Earth and Heaven weren’t so different after all. 
 
    “This way.” Ariel pointed straight ahead, picking up her pace. 
 
    Men, wearing gold armour, bowed their heads as Lilliah passed. 
 
    She waved her hand and muttered an awkward “Hello” before hurrying off to catch up with Ariel.  
 
    Eventually, they come to an opening, filled with people and chatter and a large round building at its peak. Lilliah’s mouth fell open. It was huge. No, bigger than huge, she corrected, tipping her head to the side to see how far back it went. Why would anyone need a building so big? she wondered, ascending to the steps that Ariel was already climbing.  
 
    “Oh, it is her.” 
 
    “She doesn’t look like I remember.” 
 
    “I heard she made friends with Demons on Earth.” 
 
    Lilliah stopped and stared at a group of women just a few feet away as they gossiped about her. Did they not think she could hear them? Or were they simply rude? She decided to find out. 
 
    “Actually, the Demon was my brother. And his name is Sebastian,” she informed them sweetly. 
 
    The crowd hushed around her; the women looked more horrified than embarrassed.  
 
    One of them, a tall brunette, stepped forward. “A Demon cannot be a brother. It cannot be anything. A Demon doesn’t have a soul, nor does it have any trace of intelligence that could possibly lead to complex emotions. I’m afraid you don’t have a brother, you have an infected being.”  
 
    Would it be frowned upon if i hit her? Lilliah thought, staring at the woman's smug but perfect face. Probably, she decided. 
 
    “Have you ever met a Demon?” The blank look on the lady’s face gave Lilliah her answer. “Or a Vampire? A Werewolf?” 
 
    The three women all shook their heads in unison, the brunette standing stiffly. 
 
    “In fact, have you ever left Heaven?” 
 
     “My daughter, you’ve finally returned to us.” A boom of a man’s voice interrupted Lilliah before she could further interrogate the woman in front of her.  
 
    Michael was walking down the steps towards her, his arms outstretched and a bright smile on his face. Lilliah was rooted to the spot; she didn’t even breathe as the man approached her and engulfed her in a tight hug. This man was her real father. She had seen him once when she was made to re-live all of her lives and witnessed a conversation between him and a Lilliah she didn’t know. This was the first time he had really met her. A Lilliah with a demonic twin brother called Sebastian, a Lilliah who loved her mother and had lost her father too young. And, a Lilliah who had fallen in love with a fallen Angel called Azrael.  
 
    What if he doesn’t like me? She tried to squash the thought down; he was her father, wasn’t he? And wasn’t it somehow imprinted on them to love their children? No matter what? 
 
    “Oh, I have missed you,” Michael said into her hair, but he wasn’t speaking to her, more for the benefit of hundreds of people who stood around watching the exchange. Finally, he stepped back. “Come, come. We have so much to discuss.” 
 
    She let him lead her upstairs and into the large building, the women and everyone else forgotten. Michael, her father, ran Heaven. What that actually meant, she wasn’t sure. But it sounded important and very official.   
 
    Azrael had once explained Heaven to her. It seemed so long ago now when they had first met. “All the faiths on Earth are in a way, true. There is one God. We call him The Creator.” 
 
    “What is he like?” she had questioned, already conjuring up images of a tall white guy with blue eyes and a white beard, realising her image of God was either Santa Claus or Gandalf.  
 
    “No Angel has ever met The Creator. In that way, we’re a lot like humans. We simply have to have faith. The true faith is really a collection of all the faiths on Earth. Humans have taken little parts of it and made their own interoperation of it, I suppose.” 
 
    “You look very deep in thought, my dear. You can speak your mind here.” Michael squeezed her hand, a little too tight for Lilliah’s liking.  
 
    Pulling her hand free, she folded her arms, not quite ready for all the touching. “Nothing’s wrong. I was just trying to remember what I’d learnt about this place.” 
 
    The room was, in one word, beautiful. The floor was marble, and every inch of the walls and ceiling were covered in blue. Some parts where a light baby blue, then it transitioned into a darker blue. She squinted at one of the walls. It could almost have been the 
 
    “The sky,” Michael finished her thoughts as if he had been in her head. “It’s magnificent, isn’t it?”  
 
    Magnificent wasn’t the word. Lilliah thought it was almost hypnotising, walking towards one of the walls with her arms outstretched. What did it feel like? 
 
    Michael caught her arm just before she could touch it. 
 
    “We do not touch it,” he scolded lightly as he turned to walk away. 
 
    Lilliah followed him further into the room, still staring at the ceiling and the ever-changing colours. “So, what is this?” She had been pointing at the ceiling, but Michael, not looking at her, held out his arms. 
 
    “This is called the Holy Govern. The high council gathers here to discuss many matters.” 
 
    He spoke as if he were giving a tour. Lilliah dropped her hand and slowed her pace. She didn’t want a tour; she wanted a conversation with the man in front of her.  
 
    “Many matters? Like what?” She had so many questions to ask, and if he carried on at this pace, they’d leave the room within minutes. 
 
    Michael looked back and smiled, but still carried on walking. “I wouldn’t trouble yourself with matters of the council, my dear. Governing had never been one of your interests, and I’m afraid it hasn’t got any less boring. Even in all of these years.” 
 
    That was rude. Lilliah had to press her lips together, afraid the words would slip out and she’d offend him. He was clearly doing what he thought she’d been interested in, Lilliah acknowledged, even if it sounded a little patronising.  
 
    “Well, what about the walls of the sky? Is it magical? Or is this particular sky somewhere on Earth?” She relaxed when Michael finally stopped walking and turned to fully face her, an amused expression on his pale face. 
 
    “You are very inquisitive.” He took a few steps towards her and pointed to the far end of the room. “Do you see that basin, right there?” 
 
    Lilliah nodded, spying a large circular object. 
 
    “That is called The Quanto. It allows us to see Earth. We simply think about the place and The Quanto takes us there. The walls change to copy the sky for that place.” 
 
    Michael spoke the words so unpretentiously he almost sounded bored. Lilliah couldn’t think of anything else more magical.  
 
    “You can see Earth?” Lilliah wasn’t looking at Michael but past him, unable to take her eyes from the magical object. She wanted to run over there and make it show her, her family. Was her mother still crying or had she stopped? Was Sebastian helping her through the grief? 
 
    “Could you show me how to use it? To see my family again?” Her feet moved of their own accord towards The Quanto. It wasn’t just her heart that wanted to see her family but her body as well.  
 
    “Oh no, no.” Somehow Michael was back in front of Lilliah, shaking his head at the absurdity of her question. She waited for him to elaborate, her heart breaking just a little. 
 
    “Only The High Council members may use The Quanto. It is forbidden for anyone else to use it.” 
 
    Lilliah grasped Michael’s arms tightly. “But you are a high council member, right? You could use it and just tell me what is happening?” It wasn’t the best choice Lilliah realised, but any news of her family was preferable to no news.  
 
    “I’m afraid not. The Quanto is to be used for council business only. And besides, the family you once had on Earth wasn’t your true blood. They were not your real family. I am your real family. Forget them, forget the horrors you have lived through, and embrace your life here.” 
 
    “It was” Lilliah started to object, but Michael’s attention had already been drawn to a man on Lilliah’s left. 
 
    “Please excuse me, Lilliah.” Before she could reply he was gone, leaving her in the middle of the vast room. The people that passed all gaped at her as if she had grown an extra head. 
 
    While Michael’s attention was drawn away, Lilliah walked further into the room, heading for The Quanto. She just wanted a closer look, to try and figure out how it worked. She only wanted a glimpse of her family, just one, so she knew they were okay. And then one more question needed to be answered.  
 
    “Lilliah.” Almost by magic, Ariel appeared at her side. “How are you?” 
 
    “Fine,” she muttered, taking her eyes away from The Quanto and staring at the woman. “I just have one question. What happened to Lucifer? Did I kill him?” 
 
    Ariel’s eyes widened her face paling to an almost ghostly white. “We do not speak his name, Lilliah, especially here,” she whispered harshly. 
 
    Taken aback, Lilliah leaned in, refusing to let this subject go. “But he’s gone, right? Back to Perdition or wherever he went?” 
 
    “Lucifer is long gone, Lilliah. We don’t need to worry about him. Not now, not ever.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    All day Lilliah had been passed from one person to the next. Michael would introduce her and then he’d leave on more urgent business, abandoning her to small talk with complete strangers. 
 
    “Your father must be so pleased to have you back,” a lanky gentleman said, handing her a glass of clear liquid. 
 
    “I hope he is,” Lilliah offered, gulping down the drink, disappointed it wasn’t alcoholic. The day had quite possibly been the longest of her life. People, mostly men, had come over to her to shake her hand and exchange pleasantries, but not to really talk to her.  
 
    “I hear we are to have a celebration, for your return,” the lanky man continued. 
 
    “Is that so?” Lilliah nodded, a big fake smile plastered on her face. She knew all about celebration. The man she had spoken to just before the lanky one in front of her had told her everything. And so had the gentlemen before him and the gentleman before him. Lilliah had heard so much about the festival that would take place the next day, she was bored of it before it even began. 
 
    “It will be the most beautiful festival the city has ever seen. Michael will spare no expense celebrating the return of his favourite daughter.” 
 
    “His only daughter,” Lilliah corrected. She was just about to excuse herself when she noticed the man’s confused expression.  
 
    “What’s wrong?” She tipped her head to the side as the man’s eyes darted from one part of the room to another. 
 
    “Well, you’re not his only daughter, you have three sisters.” The shock Lilliah felt must have shown on her face, because the man quickly apologised and backed away. 
 
    Sisters. She had three sisters. The room started to spin as Lilliah made her way to the door, searching for either Michael or Ariel. Why hadn’t they told her she had sisters? Surely their introduction would come before anything else? Hadn’t they wanted to meet her? 
 
    “Miss, are you okay?” 
 
    Lilliah looked up as the guard approached. Even in the night, his gold armour shone.  
 
    “I’m looking for my . . . my . . .” Her words died when she saw the man’s face. She knew him. 
 
    “I know you. You helped me.” She pointed, trying to recall the vision she once had. 
 
    He nodded, his dark brown eyes narrowing in clear confusion. “You remember?”  
 
    “No, I just remember that one day. The day I fell.” The more she spoke the more the memories came flowing back. She had known him, and he had been a friend or an acquaintance at the very least. He tried to help her when Lucifer attacked Heaven.  
 
    “Erik?” she said cautiously, just in case she was wrong.  
 
    “Yes. I was your personal guard.” He straightened his back, his face turning serious. “But I failed you. You fell because I couldn’t protect you, and for that--”  
 
    Lilliah held up her hand and shook her head. “It’s fine. Honestly.” It hadn’t been Erik’s fault she had fallen. It had been her own fault and that of a woman who was called Sapphire. A woman who she assumed had been her friend but had betrayed not only Lilliah but all of Heaven when she had let Lucifer’s army in.  
 
    “Trust shouldn’t be won so easily.”  
 
    “Mine is. Besides, it was more my fault anyway. Well, mine and that girl Sapphire.” Lilliah looked past Erik to Michael who was now walking towards her, his long wings dragging on the floor behind him.  
 
    “Sapphire was arrested and is now in the cells. She will never be released,” Erik promised, his intense eyes boring into Lilliah’s. “You are safe here. Those monsters that took you before will never harm you again. I swear it. On my honour.”  
 
    With everything that Erik had just said to her, the word prison rang out the loudest. Who would have thought that Heaven would need a jail? She wondered how many Angels were in this prison. Were all their crimes related to the war, or had some of them committed different crimes? Did stealing happen in Heaven? 
 
    “Thank you, and please excuse me. I just need to speak to my . . . to Michael.” People had been referring to Michael as her father all night; she hadn’t corrected them, because, well, he was. She just wasn’t ready to call him that herself yet.  
 
    Erik bowed his head formally. “Of course. If it pleases you, we could talk again tomorrow? I’d like to go over your security details with you?”  
 
    “Security?” she squeaked, already horrified at the idea. She tried to hide her discomfort with a smile. “Right. Security, tomorrow.”  
 
    With an awkward thumbs up she ducked around Erik and made her way to Michael, making a mental note to carry on their conversation about prisons and security later. The more she learned about Heaven the less magical and holy it became.  
 
    “Michael.”  
 
    “Not now, Lilliah.” He dismissed her with one hand and rushed past, not bothering to look up.  
 
    Lilliah watched him march away, refusing to run after him. She’d been doing that all day and yet here she stood, with no more information about the life in Heaven than she had ten hours ago. So instead she stood still and shouted out. “Why didn’t you tell me I had sisters?”  
 
    Michael’s steps faltered. He looked back at her over his shoulder. “I didn’t want to overwhelm you. We’ll talk about this later. But now, I must go.”  
 
    Overwhelm her? All day she had been passed from one official to the next. She had met every council member that had ever existed and yet he didn’t want to overwhelm her? What a load of garbage! Lilliah stared at the empty space her father had been standing in, half expecting him to come rushing back and apologising. He didn’t of course; instead, she was left in the dark hallway with Erik long gone and the hum of the small party still in full swing next door. Were her sisters in there? Keeping their distance until Michael said it was okay for them to meet? Instead of going back to join in with the boring chatter, she decided to take a walk.  
 
    She hadn’t intentionally headed for the Holy Govern, but she wasn’t surprised when she stumbled across its large wooden door. As she had found out during the day, only one room of the large building was for The High Council, the rest were full of meeting rooms and galleries. She’d spent all day inside, not seeing the sky once.  
 
    Lilliah pressed on the doors, a little impressed at how easily they opened. They definitely looked heavier. 
 
    “What is he doing right now?” a deep male voice echoed. Lilliah paused in the slightly open doorway, knowing that she shouldn’t be listening in, but also too nosey not to listen. 
 
    “The same thing he was doing an hour ago. Preparing.” It was Michael who spoke next, and Lilliah leaned in a little further, for some reason not feeling half as guilty listening in on her father. It was a daughter’s right to snoop, wasn’t it? 
 
    “And what are we doing exactly? What is our plan, Michael?” The third voice Lilliah didn’t recognise. It was squeakier than the two others. 
 
    “We’ll use The Quanto again. We’ll get more details, specific details. Then we can move forward with a solid strategy.”  
 
    The Quanto? Her curiosity couldn’t be contained. Carefully, Lilliah peeked out from behind the door. The three men all stood at the other end of the room, their wings blocking most of Lilliah’s view as to what they were doing, but she could still see them all bent over The Quanto. 
 
    What were they talking about? She couldn’t get a closer look without being seen, so she watched them for a few minutes more. Eventually, they moved away from The Quanto and walked around the room, making it impossible for Lilliah to snoop so she backed away and headed back down the hall. She had nearly made it back to the party when Michael called her name. 
 
    “So you have time to talk now?” She didn’t stop walking, only slowed her pace so he could catch up.  
 
    He reached her quickly and squeezed her arm. It was oddly affectionate and for some reason a lot more personal than all of his other attempts at touching. It also reminded her of her mother. 
 
    “I’m sorry about that, I didn’t mean to upset you. Something needed my urgent attention.” 
 
    Seeing her chance to pry, Lilliah stopped walking and turned to face him. “Oh, really? Anything I could help with?” she asked, trying to play it cool and innocent. 
 
    “Oh, no.” He shook his head and carried on walking. “I really wouldn’t worry about the business of The High Council, if I was you. It’s terribly boring.” 
 
    “What could be boring about governing Heaven?” Lilliah asked perplexed, not understanding his reluctance to talk about his job. Surely he’d want her to know what he did? Her dad back on Earth, Perry, had talked about his jobs all the time.  
 
    “Don’t you guys want to know what I do? Can’t you at least pretend to care when I talk about my job?” He used to joke when she and Sebastian used to roll their eyes at the dinner table.  
 
    Being teenagers, they hadn’t of course, but now Lilliah actually did care about Michael’s job  he just wasn’t sharing.  
 
    “I suppose you’re right. Boring wasn’t the right word. It’s very trying and tiresome. Far too tiresome for you to worry about. You should be growing your roses again, painting, or something more fitting for a young woman.” 
 
    More fitting for a young woman? She didn’t even try to hold back the disgust from showing on her face. “What does that mean?”  
 
    Finally, Michael turned to look at her, clearly taken back by her expression. “Do not be offended, my dear. You are currently thinking with an Earth mind. That will soon go when you remember more about your life here. Who we are and how we act.” 
 
    “How we act?” She couldn’t help but repeat his words, still trying to figure out if the sexism coming from his mouth was intentional or simply a misuse of words. Surely this wasn’t what Heaven was about? 
 
    “You’ve had a long day and you are taking this to heart. You should go home and rest.” Once again he leant up and squeezed Lilliah’s arm. It was then that she noticed his bandaged hand. 
 
    “Are you hurt?” she asked, pointing to the white cloth that was stained with his blood. 
 
    “Sometimes I need to bleed for my job.” He shrugged while clapping his hands. As if by magic three guards appeared, Erik being one of them. “They will ensure you get home safely.” 
 
    “Safety, huh? Is Heaven such a bad neighbourhood that I need constant security?” She really wasn’t trying to be rude, but Lilliah still couldn’t get her head around Heaven. First a jail, then the sexism, and now this? None of it was adding up. 
 
    “You need to rest,” Michael said, ignoring her comment as he walked away. “I will see you tomorrow.”  
 
    The three guards all stood around Lilliah, either blocking her from running away or to usher her in the right direction, she wasn’t sure.  
 
    “I would like Erik to walk me home.” She wasn’t even sure if that would be allowed, or even if she had that kind of power to tell them what to do, but she thought it was worth a try. After a moment of hesitation and sideway glances, the two men finally stepped back, leaving only Erik. 
 
    “Please, follow me.” 
 
    They walked in silence, Erik leading the way and Lilliah trailing behind, trying to decide whether or not to bring up one of the many questions she had thought of over the course of the day. 
 
    “You were a quiet girl,” Erik spoke first, laughing a little. 
 
    “Wasn’t I?” It had been the first time someone had mentioned what she had used to be like. She couldn’t help but be intrigued enough to hold back the million and two questions she had been about to ask. 
 
    “Oh, no. When you were quiet, I knew I had to worry.”  
 
    Lilliah jogged so she was walking in step with him, now completely confused about her relationship with Erik. He spoke about her with more warmth than Michael had, that was for sure. 
 
    “What was I like then?” she pressed, folding her arms over her chest, trying to protect herself from the light breeze. It couldn’t have been too late, and yet the streets were completely empty and eerily silent.  
 
    “When you were younger, you were very playful and always getting into trouble.” Even in the dim lighting, Lilliah could see his eyes shine with memories and she fed off it, wanting to know more and more. 
 
    “I bet Michael wasn’t a fan of that?” She couldn’t imagine him having the patience for a naughty child.  
 
    “I made sure he never found out half the things you did. It would have distracted him from his job.” 
 
     Lilliah raised one eyebrow at the news, very impressed, even if it had been for practical reasons. “Well, thank you. It sounds nice, me being the naughty one. Sebastian was always the one that got in trouble back home.” 
 
    Erik clasped his hands behind his back and stared at the cobbled floor as they walked. “Oh, yes. The Demon.” 
 
    Lilliah hated that. It seemed that everyone in Heaven had heard about Sebastian and they'd all made up their minds about him.  
 
    “Yes, the Demon,” she replied sharply, perhaps a little too harsh. But she wanted everyone to know that she wouldn’t tolerate people talking about her brother  Demon or no Demon. 
 
    “It must have been…interesting. Having him around?” 
 
    “You make him sound like a chimp.” Lilliah quickened her pace, not wanting to get into an argument but unable to hold back her temper. Angels, it seemed, were very rude. 
 
    “Tell me about him.”  
 
    The question threw her off guard. She looked back at Erik, trying to gauge if he was serious or not. 
 
    “What do you want to know?” she asked after a beat. 
 
    Erik shrugged his broad shoulders. “Anything you want to tell me.” 
 
    Lilliah beamed and carried on walking. “He’s funny. And loyal, like, he would straight up punch someone in the face for me just because they made me upset.” She giggled at memories of Sebastian’s many fights in her honour. “Well, he always said they were for me, but honestly, I just think he liked to fight.” 
 
    Erik laughed, a deep natural laugh that sounded like he genuinely thought she was funny, so she continued. 
 
    “He was always in trouble, too. Mum had a hard time trying to rein him in, but he never pushed her too far. He always knew his boundaries.” 
 
    Erik nodded. “He sounds like a good brother. How did you find out about him being a Demon?” 
 
    Her cheeks pinked slightly. “Well, I was snooping in on a conversation with Azrael and Benedict, and overheard them talking.” Lilliah hadn’t realised just how much snooping she did. It turned out, snooping was something she did all the time. She didn’t feel bad about it, people never told her anything outright, so she had to snoop. 
 
    Lilliah hadn’t realised Erik stopped walking until she turned to talk to him again. “What’s wrong?” she questioned looking back. 
 
    “Azrael?” Erik repeated, his face rigid and his eyes hard as stone.  
 
    “Yes.” Lilliah turned and tipped her head to the side. “Why?” 
 
    Erik hurried over to her, his expression still troubled. “Lilliah, this may come as a shock to you. But Azrael, he’s not good. In fact, he is a very dangerous Angel.” 
 
    She couldn’t help the small laugh that escaped her lips. “I know what he is.” What she didn’t know was just how much they knew about her old life up here. She assumed when they spoke about Sebastian they knew everything. That clearly was not the case. 
 
    “Then, why would you be near him? Knowing he tried to take down your own father? Knowing that he worked with Lucifer?” 
 
    Well, when he put it like that, Lilliah was a little dumbstruck. So she decided to be honest. 
 
    “I didn’t know at first. I had no idea who he was or even what I was. And then after, well, I fell in love.” It sounded so naive, so simple, but it honestly was the truth. Azrael had told her over and over again that he wasn’t a good person. She had seen him do unspeakable things, and yet she still didn’t care. Because she loved him. 
 
    “Love?” Erik said the words as if it was the first time he had heard it and he was testing out how it sounded. “You fell in love with Azrael?” 
 
    She nodded intensely, keeping out the part about Azrael killing her. It would have been way too difficult to explain. Maybe she would explain it one day, but today wasn’t that day. 
 
    “Does your father know about this?” 
 
    Lilliah nodded her head and then shook it. “I assumed so. He can look down on Earth, and you knew about Sebastian. But now, I’m not sure.” 
 
    “He mustn’t have known. He would have pulled you from Earth within minutes if he had known.” 
 
    “Maybe,” she said quietly, wanting to change the subject but also wanting to get some clarity on a subject that was bothering her. “I have one quick question.” She held up her index finger. “What do you know about Lucifer?” 
 
    Erik seemed confused for a minute. “I know everything about him. I fought against him for years. But you don’t need to worry about him. He’s been in hell for centuries. And it’ll stay that way. Michael will make sure of it.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 4 
 
    Azrael 
 
    “So they didn’t know what Lucifer wanted with Lilliah’s body?” Benedict leaned on the desk and folded his arms over his chest. He’d also been repeating everything Azrael had been saying for the past five minutes, and it was getting old. 
 
    “Yes,” Azrael gritted out, his nails biting into the leather seat he was leaning on. Benedict’s composure irritated him. How was he not bothered by this? 
 
    “I think we need to step up our security,” he said after a minute, before pushing himself to his feet and heading for the door. 
 
    Azrael’s temper flared, he moved for the door, reaching it way before Benedict. “Security?” he roared, slamming the door shut with such force the wood cracked down the middle. “That’s your plan? To ramp up the security? Have you lost your mind? How are you dealing with Lucifer?” 
 
    Benedict stepped back. “I thought you didn’t care about Lucifer? I thought you cared about getting Lilliah back?” 
 
    Azrael had to bite back his response. Benedict took his silence as permission to carry on. 
 
    “I know you’ve been to see Zara. I know that’s where you go at night.”  
 
    “I wasn’t keeping it a secret.” Azrael fisted his hands at his sides, the need to hit something getting more and more extreme by the minute. Who cared that he had been to see a Witch? She’s helped them before; why couldn’t she help him find Lilliah now? 
 
    “While you are obsessed with finding Lilliah, you’re not in the right frame of mind to fight Lucifer. Your head needs to be in the game, and right now it’s not.” 
 
    Azrael grabbed Benedict by the scruff of his neck and slammed him into the wall, their faces inches apart. “I’m going to find Lilliah again. She’ll be reincarnated and when she is, I’ll be there. Then I’m going to kill Lucifer. She’s number one, he’s number two. But now he wants her, and I want to know why. He’s just put himself at the top of my list.” 
 
    Azrael pressed his fists into Benedict’s chest a little more, until he gave a jerky nod, and Azrael released him.  
 
    “Good,” he crouched, rubbing his chest where the pressure had just been. He recovered quickly and walked over to the door. “Now that you’re on board, we have a meeting to get to.” 
 
    Benedict exited the room, Azrael following behind like a silent predator. For days he had done nothing but research, nothing but spells, and a lot of sitting around waiting for answers to appear. That had amounted to nothing. Now he needed action. His body and mind ached for it. 
 
    “That was good back there.” Benedict pointed back but kept marching on. “It’s good to see the fire inside you again. I thought that had died with Lilliah.” 
 
    Despite himself, Azrael laughed. Only Benedict would find Azrael attacking him funny. Others would quake in fear for their lives, but not Benedict. “I killed two men last night, captured the other two. That’s not fire enough for you?” 
 
    Benedict shot a smirk over his shoulder. “For an average man, yes. For you? Hell no.” 
 
    He couldn’t argue with that, Azrael realised, following Benedict further down the hall and into the open living area. 
 
    “Who are you meeting?” he asked, not hearing any movement in the house.  
 
    “Me. Hello, Azrael.” Azrael slowed his pace, the hair on the back of his neck and arms standing to attention like little soldiers.  
 
    A woman appeared out of the shadows, her pitch black hair blending into the darkness. A knowing, familiar smile was on her wide mouth. 
 
    “Camari.” He stepped back, his eyes unnaturally wide. Was he seeing a ghost? 
 
    “Azrael.” She gave a small nod. “It’s good to see you.” 
 
    He couldn’t speak, he couldn’t even move. He didn’t even turn to Benedict when he asked, “When were you going to tell me the spell worked?” Anger coursed through him as he tried to assess this new situation. The woman standing in front of him, Camari, was like him. An Angel fallen from the heavens long ago, and just like him it made her powerful, it made her strong. And just like him, she fought for Lucifer.  
 
    “At first it didn’t.” Benedict walked further into the room, one hand casually in his trouser pocket. “It had been a full week since Zara performed the spell and nothing had happened, then suddenly they woke up.” His voice held an edge of wonder as if he still couldn’t quite believe it.  
 
    “And here I am.” Camari held out her hands, that same, wide smile still fixed on her lips. A smile that Azrael knew better than to trust. 
 
    “I was going to tell you last night, but then all the drama happened. I’m sorry Azrael, but your mind has been elsewhere.”  
 
    At least he had the nerve to sound apologetic, Azrael conceded, walking past Camari and to the small seating area.  
 
    Slowly, he sat down, well aware of the two sets of eyes on him. “Fill me in on everything.” 
 
    Benedict sat on the chair opposite, his eyes filled with a brightness that Azrael hadn’t seen before.  
 
    “Well, as I said, at first nothing. Then one night something changed, and the spell finally worked. All twelve Vampires and Werewolves are now awake,” he finished almost whispering.  
 
    “And, that’s a good thing?” Azrael deadpanned, still not taking his eyes off Camari, who was now standing behind the chair that Benedict was sitting on. Her pale skin almost shone in the darkness, her light blue eyes gleaming and pointed straight at Azrael. 
 
    She ran her hands over the back of her chair. He could hear the fingers brushing the rough fabric. 
 
    “I was shocked to hear you were still alive. That you were still, you.” For a brief second her eyes flashed to Azrael’s ring before returning to his face. Camari might once have been an Angel, just like him, but unlike him, Earth had changed her. Decaying her cells, enslaving her to the thirst for human blood, and transforming her into a Vampire. One of the first. Azrael would have turned too had it not been for the ring on his finger, a ring that protected him. 
 
    He fingered the ring with his thumb, knowing she wanted it, and daring her with his eyes to try and take it. After turning, the originals were still powerful, just not as powerful as him. 
 
    “It’s a miracle, is it not?” She finally looked away, her breathing a little heavy. 
 
    “Where are the others?” Azrael directed his question at Benedict, his body still tuned to every breath and every move Camari made. 
 
    “Well,” Benedict hedged, the excitement in his eyes finally dying down. Azrael was pleased. He didn’t know what to do with the child-like wonder in Benedict’s eyes. All that excitement, it made him feel a little uncomfortable. “Some of them are still with the Vampires and Werewolves. They are learning about everything that is happening and they really want to help.” 
 
    When Benedict stopped speaking, Azrael made a motion with his hand for him to continue. “So where are the rest of them?” 
 
    “We don’t know.” 
 
    He didn’t move for a second, just nodded his head and processed the information. Waking up the originals had never been his idea. Personally, he thought that the idea of waking up the most powerful beings on Earth, who would either fight with you or against you, a little reckless. But he hadn’t been there when this plan had been decided. He had been brainwashed into serving Lucifer at the time, so he didn’t get a vote. And yet somehow, he was going to be left with the mess. 
 
    “Let me just get this straight.” He held up one finger. “First, you awaken twelve powerful beings. They could all either be your friend or foe and then you lose some of them. Is that right?”  
 
     Hesitantly, Benedict nodded. 
 
    “Any idea where they went?” Somehow he kept his voice even, not letting the roar that was currently building up inside him out. It had never been this hard to keep his temper before, but Benedict just kept on pushing him with his stupid ideas. 
 
    “I tracked one down,” Camari spoke up, raising her hand and wiggling her fingers.  
 
    “And?” He raised an eyebrow, just on the brink of flying over to her and ripping her head off. It would be easy, very satisfying to wipe that smile off her face.  
 
    “Believe it or not, he’s been partying. In a place called Los Angeles.” 
 
    The city of lost Angels, how fitting Azrael silently mused. “You’ve tracked just the one?” 
 
    Her head tipped to the side. “I presume some would have gone back to Lucifer. I thought I’d leave finding them to you. I hear you are both still so close.” 
 
    Azrael was on his feet and across the room before his mind could tell him to stop. His hand gripped Camari’s throat as he slammed her into the wall.  
 
    “Do you want me to kill you?” He tightened his grip, demonstrating just how easy that would be.  
 
    She didn’t answer, just stared into his eyes and tried gasping for breath.  
 
    “Azrael stop.” Benedict materialised next to them. “Camari is working with us. We need her.” 
 
    He gave one last squeeze before releasing her.  
 
    She gasped for breath, her eyes still staring into his. “Azrael, Azrael. Always the strongest. Always the fastest. I came here to help you, not to fight you.” 
 
    “Then give me something that’s useful.” And stop smiling, he added silently in a way that only Lilliah would describe. It freaked him out. 
 
    “Cael is now in London. I know where he’ll be. We can go there tonight.” 
 
    Benedict turned to Azrael, clearly pleased with the information. 
 
    He turned and headed to the garage, grabbing a set of keys off the side. “Well, it’s a start.” 
 
      
 
                                                                 ************** 
 
      
 
    “Are you sure this is the place?” Benedict sat forward in the front seat, looking at the quiet cocktail bar in front of them.  
 
    Camari stuck her head between them from the back seat. “This is it.” 
 
    Azrael watched a group of young women walk past the car, all giggling as they approached the bar’s entrance. Now he understood Cael’s reason for picking this kind of place. 
 
    “You two wait here. I’m going to go in.” He got out of the car before they could protest and headed for the entrance. 
 
    Two bouncers nodded as he entered. Music and a lot of chatter filled the air. Women stopped what they were doing and watched him pass. Some of them stood in his way a little longer before stepping aside to let him proceed. Women were so open these days, he conceded, not caring if he bumped into them as he went by. In centuries gone by, some women had always been forward, either brushing their bodies against his in a dance or suggestively touching his arms. Nowadays, women were a lot more forward, and it repulsed him.  
 
    Lilliah had been the exception. She hadn’t been like the others, so blatant with their lust. No, Lilliah had been almost shy when they had first met, making him want to throw himself at her.  
 
    “Another drink!” a male voice rang out above the rest. Azrael watched from across the room as Cael led a young blond woman to the bar. Just as he had expected, women surrounded him, all giggling as he passed. And unlike Azrael, Cael was not put off. 
 
    “He did always have a thing for the ladies.” Camari came to stand beside him, Azrael could feel her looking at him. 
 
    “I told you to stay in the car.”  
 
    Cael was now at the bar, and by the sound of the cheers, buying drinks for everyone around him. Azrael wasn’t worried about losing him in the crowd. He stood taller than almost everyone in the room, and his mop of white-blond hair was visible no matter where you stood. 
 
    “You’re not my general anymore, Azrael. You can’t order me around,” Camari reminded him. 
 
    Azrael was about to reply when he caught Cael’s eyes from across the room. His relaxed smile was long gone, and his eyes widened with fear. 
 
    “He’s going to run.” Azrael pushed past people, trying to make his way across the room. 
 
    “He’s not . . . oh, never mind,” Camari shouted above the music as Cael pushed through the group of women and bolted for the door.  
 
    Azrael didn’t care who he hurt as he moved through the throng of people. He could hear Camari close behind him. Refusing to lose Cael, Azrael ran through the crowd, ignoring the shouts and sounds of smashing glass. He made it to the back exit just after Cael. 
 
    They both ran out of the bar and into a back alley. 
 
    “It’s a dead end,” Azrael called out, watching Cael panic as he looked for a way out. Like vermin caught in a trap. 
 
    Finally, he stopped and stared at the ground.  
 
    “I never expected to see you still here.” Cael spun on his heels to face Azrael, rubbing his chin. 
 
    “You don’t look pleased to see me,” Azrael noted, unable to stop himself from smiling a little. Unlike Camari, Cael never fought with Lucifer; he had always been team Michael. 
 
    Camari burst through the doors, zeroing in on the two men as soon as she stepped out into the darkness. 
 
    “I’m not fighting with you. So you can take your jerk,” he stared at Camari. “And tell Lucifer to piss off.” 
 
    “What did you dare just call me?” 
 
    Azrael didn’t stop Camari from flying past him and grabbing Cael by the neck. For a second or so he seemed caught off guard, but before Camari could execute, he moved, punching the side of her head and tripping her onto the floor, placing his shoe on her throat. Camari squirmed on the ground, her legs kicking the air as she tried to push herself up. 
 
    “I could take your pretty little head off right now. Nothing would give me greater pleasure.”  
 
    Camari looked at Azrael, her eyes pleading as he reached out a hand in silent help. 
 
    He stayed silent for a moment. “I see you haven’t forgotten how to fight.” Azrael moved faster than both of them could anticipate, grabbing Cael and slamming him onto the ground. The concrete cracked underneath him. Azrael pulled him back to his feet and held him upright.  
 
    “That’s good. I want you to fight with me.” 
 
    Cael spat at the ground, blood pouring from his mouth. “I would rather die.” 
 
    “I want you to fight with me, against Lucifer.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 5 
 
    Lilliah 
 
    “This is, erm . . . this is great.” Lilliah lifted the spoon to her mouth and slurped up the green liquid. Trying not to wince as the gooey mush ran down her throat. She had no idea what it was, but food it was not. 
 
    “I am so glad you like it. Enjoy!” the chef gushed, bowing and then withdrawing from the room, leaving just her, Michael, and Ariel to eat in silence. 
 
    Lilliah swirled the jelly-like soup around her bowl, spying Ariel out of the corner of her eye. What was in the mush? And who had soup for breakfast? Lilliah held herself back from asking, getting used to Heaven’s customs was proving a little more difficult than she had anticipated. She had almost screamed when she woke up and a woman had been standing at the side of her bed. 
 
    “Who are you?” Lilliah kicked the bed sheets, not quite ready to fight that early in the morning.  
 
    “I am here to help you get ready, Miss. Today I thought you would wear blue. It would match your skin tone perfectly.”  
 
    “What?” Lilliah was completely dumbfounded, half of her body hanging off her bed and her hands gripping a pillow, ready to throw it if needed. Who needed help getting ready? And how long had the woman been standing over her? 
 
    Lilliah had tried to politely decline the woman’s help, but she was insistent. 
 
    “I really don’t feel comfortable with this.” Lilliah held the bed sheet up to her chest, feeling herself blush at the woman’s attempts to undress her.   
 
    “Don’t be shy. It’s nothing I haven’t seen already.” She laughed, trying to pry the material out of Lilliah’s hands. 
 
    Finally, they came to an arrangement. Lilliah would get dressed with the woman in the room, as long as she looked away. 
 
    “I’ll be back tonight to help you undress,” the lady promised, leaving the room with a bemused smile on her face.  
 
    Was everyone in Heaven okay with getting naked in front of complete strangers? Lilliah decided not to ask that particular question at breakfast. With the long line of queries forming in her head, this particular one fell to the bottom of her list. 
 
    Now Lilliah sat in the hall of Michael’s house, running her hands over the blue fabric. It was very beautiful, and it did match her skin tone. It also reminded her of Azrael’s eyes, the blueness of it, the beauty of it. 
 
    Refusing to get upset, she pushed her bowl away. “What’s the plan for today?” she asked, unable to take another mouthful. She’d rather not eat. 
 
    Ariel made a point of looking at the discarded bowl, and then to Lilliah in silent disapproval. She felt like a small child being told off by her parents for not eating her vegetables.  
 
    “Do we have a schedule for today?” Lilliah asked again, refusing to back down over the green mush.  
 
    “I thought today you could meet the guard, there will be a formal ceremony in your honour.” Ariel finished her breakfast and quietly moved the bowl aside.  
 
    Lilliah then looked down the table at Michael, waiting for him to bring up the subject of her sisters. She hadn’t spoken to him since last night, but she knew she wanted to meet them. When he did nothing but smile, she decided to ask. 
 
    “When will I be meeting my sisters?” Her eyes bounced between them, not understanding their reluctance. Didn’t her sisters want to meet her? Was that it? 
 
    Michael leaned back in his chair, seemingly mulling over the questions. “If you are so insistent about meeting them, then you may. I believe you have time before the meeting of the guards, don’t you?”  
 
    Ariel nodded. 
 
    “It’s settled them. You will meet this morning, then you can carry on with your schedule.” Pushing back his chair, Michael stood and rounded the table. “Tell your sisters I said hello.” He bent and kissed the top of her head before leaving the room. 
 
    “Oh, okay,” Lilliah agreed, watching him leave the room. When she turned back, Ariel was already standing. “We’re going to meet them right now?” She shot to her feet. 
 
    “Of course. You have a busy day ahead of you. If you want to meet your sisters, then we must be hasty.”  
 
    Ariel led the way through the halls, taking so many lefts and rights that Lilliah had lost count. Michael’s house wasn’t too far from the Holy Govern right in the centre of the city, sitting pretty at the top of a hill. It was grand, possibly a little too grand, Lilliah thought, looking down at the smaller, but just as beautiful, houses below. She hadn’t expected Heaven to be like this, with their leader living in so much luxury.  
 
    She continued following Ariel into a small courtyard, the smell of flowers hitting her instantly and the sound of running water trickling in the background.  
 
    Lilliah slowed, running her hands over one of the petals. 
 
    “Ariel! Long time no see!” The unexpected female voice broke Lilliah from her thoughts. She watched silently as a dark haired woman embraced Ariel in a tight hug. “To what do we owe this pleasure?” 
 
    Ariel detached herself from the woman’s arms and stepped aside so she could see Lilliah. 
 
    “Your sister would like to meet you.” 
 
    Lilliah’s mouth hung open as two other women joined the first. They were in Michael’s house. Not miles away as Lilliah had first thought, but right down the hall. Why hasn’t she met them before? Why weren’t they at breakfast? 
 
    “Is that so?” the smaller one of the three drawled out, blatantly looking Lilliah up and down, clearly unimpressed with what she saw. 
 
    This was not how she had imaged meeting her sister, Lilliah thought, trying to muster up a smile under the intense gaze of the three women.  
 
    “Well, I’ll let you all get acquainted.” Ariel smiled and made a move to leave. Lilliah grabbed her hand as she passed. “You’re not staying?” she half asked, half pleaded.  
 
    “No, unfortunately, I have a busy day that I must attend to. But I will come and get you when your time is up.” And with that Ariel left Lilliah and the three women in front of her. For a few moments, no-one spoke, they all just stood there staring at each other. Lilliah had never felt more judged in her entire life. Not even on the first day of school when Sebastian had easily found friends and she hadn’t, at least until Rebecca had bumped into her of course. What she wouldn’t give for Rebecca to be there at that very moment.  
 
    “Hi,” Lilliah spoke first, getting nervous under the pressure of the silence. Still, none of them spoke, so she continued. “I just found out I had sisters last night. I had no idea.” 
 
    “Why did you want to meet us?” the tallest asked, brushing a piece of her dark brown hair away from her face. They looked completely different, Lilliah noted, unconsciously playing with the ends of her own light blond hair. Part of her had been expecting women that looked like her, tall and thin with light blond hair. But these women were completely opposite.  
 
    “Why wouldn’t I want to meet you?” Lilliah counted back. 
 
    The tallest one stepped aside and pointed to set of cushions on the floor. “Come and sit,” she offered, already walking over to them.  
 
    The other two stared as she passed.  
 
    They all sat on the cushioned ground, a small table with tea already laid out in front of them.  
 
    “I am Damaris,” the tallest sister, who seemed the most talkative, said as she placed her hand over her chest. “This is Lizeth.” She pointed to the only sister that had yet to speak. “And finally, this is Patience.” She motioned to the small woman who was still giving her evil eye. 
 
    She gave a small and dorky wave. “I take it we didn’t get on when I was in Heaven?” Lilliah guessed, nervously pulling on the edges of the cushion she was sitting on.  
 
    Damaris bent forward and poured a cup of tea. “Would you like one?”  
 
    Lilliah nodded a yes. She needed something to do other than sitting here under their intense scrutiny. What was wrong with these women? Whatever the reason was, no one mentioned what had become evidently clearthey were jerks.  
 
    Carefully, she took the cup from Damaris and sipped, trying to relax as the hot liquid washed away the horrid taste of her breakfast. 
 
    “It’s not that we didn’t get on before you fell,” Damaris answered, pouring the other two sisters cups of tea. “But we hardly knew you.” 
 
    Patience snorted. “We didn’t know you at all.” 
 
    Lilliah frowned into her tea. “Why not?” 
 
    The three sisters all looked at each other, all communicating with their eyes.  
 
    “You’re his favourite and most precious daughter. Michael kept you locked away. Safe. Even from us.” 
 
    Lilliah held her cup between her hands and blew into the steaming liquid. “Safe from you? Would you hurt me?” she asked with a smile, but she silently wished they would. She had a strong feeling she could take any of them on. Every time she met someone new, she’d assess the situation, working out who would win in a one-to-one. She did this constantly, ever since she had begun training with Azrael. She had a strong feeling these women weren’t trained. 
 
    Lizeth laughed while sipping her tea. “More like you would hurt us!” 
 
    Her eyebrows slanted into a 'V' with a silent question.  
 
    “We are the same age, you and I. We used to share a nursery. Even then your powers were starting to come through. They say you burnt the whole room when you were only two.” 
 
    Lilliah almost dropped her cup, catching it just before liquid split out and ruined her dress. 
 
    “I burnt down the nursery?” she clarified, remembering all the times blue fire had shot from her body. She hadn’t known much about the powers on Earth, no one did. She didn’t even understand how it worked. She had practised for weeks and weeks, trying to control it and channel it. She hadn’t been able to, but then Lucifer had attacked them and it had worked. In that moment, she fully understood what she needed to do, and it had worked.  
 
    “I don’t remember it, of course. I was too young,” Lizeth carried on as if she were sharing a juicy bit of gossip. “You were kept away from us from that point on.” 
 
    Lilliah finished her tea and put down the cup. “So you guys don’t have powers?” She knew Azrael didn’t, but would any of the other Angels in Heaven have the same gift as her? 
 
    “No one has powers like that,” Patience scowled, flipping her dark blond curly hair over her shoulder. “I suppose that’s why you’re his favourite.” 
 
    If Lilliah were his favourite, she didn’t want to think what he was like to his least favourite.  
 
    “He barely talks to me,” she decided to share, somehow wanting to build some form of a relationship with her family. If she was going to be stuck in Heaven, then these women would be all she had. No more Mum and Sebastian and Rebecca, no more Azrael. This was it. 
 
    “Well, we barely see him, so I guess we’re even,” Damaris shared, a small sympathising smile on her lips. 
 
    This time when they fell into silence it wasn’t quite as awkward. Or at least they weren’t shooting daggers at her with their eyes.  
 
    “A lot happened before I died on Earth and, well, I think my best friend died.” She stopped talking and pressed her lips together. The words sounded so strange being said out loud. It just didn’t feel real. 
 
    Damaris bent over and patted her knee.  
 
    “Where would she go?” She bit her lip, half afraid of their answer, half anxious. Rebecca had been good, better than good. She’d been amazing. No way would she be in hell. But at the same time, she only saw Angels here. Where did you go when you died? 
 
    “When everyone dies from Earth, they go to their own heaven. It’s peaceful, and from what I hear very beautiful. There will be a book in the Holy Govern that will tell you where she goes when she dies and what her heaven is like. You won’t be allowed to look through it though. Only members of the council can use it. I’d ask Michael to look for you.” 
 
    With each word Damaris spoke, Lilliah relaxed. Her Rebecca deserved so much, she deserved Heaven. 
 
    “That’s good.” She breathed in deep, ignoring the burning in the back of her eyes. She wanted to look at the book herself. Michael was being far too shady for her to fully trust him. But maybe once she found out where Rebecca was, she’d talk to Michael about it. Maybe there was a way for her to see her friend again. 
 
    “Do you guys have any questions about what Earth is like?” Lilliah smiled, wanting to lighten the mood. “You can ask me anything.”  
 
    The three sisters glanced between themselves, all now finally smiling and seeming to be warming up a little.  
 
    “I heard you had a Demon for a brother?” Lizelle asked first, leaning forward, her deep brown eyes wide. 
 
    “Yes. Sebastian. He wasn’t evil. He didn’t try to kill me. He was just . . . just my brother.” She liked that was the first question they asked. From the way the women talked about him yesterday, Lilliah could only imagine the rumours that must have started about him. 
 
    “I snuck into The Quanto once and spied on you. He was very handsome. Not how I imagined at all!” Lizelle giggled, covering her mouth with her hand. 
 
    “You used The Quanto?” Now it was Lilliah’s turn to sit forward.  
 
    “Yes,” Lizelle said in a hushed tone but nodded shyly. “We’re not supposed to. But we’ve broken in once or twice. We haven’t done it for about a year though. Father nearly caught us last time.” 
 
    “Wow.” Lilliah breathed, trying to get as close to Lizelle as possible, her whole body screaming “tell me how! I can keep secrets!” 
 
    “So what do you do?” she whispered, looking behind her to make sure no one had crept up on them. The coast was clear. “How does it work?” 
 
    Lizelle held up her hand and wiggled her fingers. “Only Michael’s blood can start its magic. Luckily for us, we have his blood.” 
 
    She wanted to jump up and down. She wanted to hug everyone and make up a song about how amazing this information was.  
 
    “This is brilliant,” she said instead. “Just brilliant.”  
 
    Lizelle asked another question about the food on Earth, and Patience asked about her many lives, specifically, which one did she like best. She answered them both honestly. One thing that was very clear was that they didn’t know about Azrael, or about Lucifer. And Lilliah didn’t mention it, still not trusting them that much just yet. Maybe she’d tell them one day. 
 
    Loud chatter from outside caught Lilliah’s attention. She beamed when she saw Erik walk down the hallway. 
 
    “I, I, need to go.” She stood up quickly, still staring at where she had just seen Erik pass. If she lost him now, there was no way she’d find him in this maze Michael called a house. 
 
    “Oh, so soon. Is Ariel here?” Patience stood too, looking around. 
 
    “She’s just outside,” Lilliah lied, already making her way to the door. “I really had fun though! We should do this again sometime!” 
 
    She ran out of the courtyard and into the corridor before they could reply. In an odd way she’d had fun with them, but at this moment she needed Erik and only Erik. 
 
    Luckily, the corridor had no turns and she could see him at the far end. “Erik.” She waved and jogged towards him. 
 
    “Lilliah.” He looked around and then frowned down at her. “Something tells me you aren’t supposed to be by yourself.” 
 
    She placed her hands on her hips and tried to steady her breathing. She had literally run a few metres and yet she was tired. Even after all those workouts, she was still so unfit. It was actually kind of embarrassing. 
 
    “I can be on my own.” She had no idea if that was true, but she wasn’t a child, so she guessed the occasional solo trip wasn’t forbidden. “I need you to take me somewhere,” she jumped straight in, not wanting to be caught by Ariel. 
 
    “Where?”  
 
    “I need to go to The Quanto. I need to find a book, a book that tells me where people go when they die.” She decided to stick with the truth; she trusted Erik. 
 
    “The Nirvana.” He nodded once. 
 
    “Oh, is that what it’s called? That’s nice.” Lilliah smiled.  
 
    “Yes, why do you want it?” He pulled her to the side of the corridor and looked around, Lilliah did a quick look around, too. They were alone. 
 
    “My best friend died the same day I did. I need to know that she’s in Heaven and that she’s safe.” 
 
    He stared down at her, his face taut with emotion. “Why don’t you ask your father?” 
 
    “I don’t trust him to tell me the truth. If she’s not here, I need to know. And Michael, well, he’d lie to me.” 
 
    Erik turned away, pinching the bridge of his nose. “Fine. I’ll take you there. But we have to hurry. The Holy Govern is empty now, but it won’t be for long.” 
 
    Lilliah jumped and fist pumped the air. 
 
    “Sorry.” She shrugged gaining her composure at the bizarre expression on Erik’s face. “I won’t do that again.”  
 
    “Right,” he drawled. “Come on. We don’t have much time.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter  6 
 
      
 
    It was still early and the streets were dead. 
 
    “Your father holds a mass every morning. Everyone will still be at that,” Erik told her as he led the way out of Michael’s house and down into the streets. He wove in and out of them so effortlessly, knowing exactly where each street went. To Lilliah they all looked the same. 
 
    “I am only helping you because you lost your friend. That is it. After this, no more breaking the rules.”  
 
    She held up her hands even though he couldn’t see her. “Just this once. I swear.” 
 
    His huff sounded like he didn’t believe her. She followed the rest of the way in silence, keeping her head down and keeping close to Erik. 
 
    “The Nirvana will be in one of the room’s main halls. Mass will finish in about ten minutes. We need to be out of there by then. Got it?” 
 
    “Got it.” Lilliah picked up her pace so she was walking beside him as they rounded the corner. They entered the opening with the Holy Govern at its top, its sheer size still taking her aback.  
 
    Instead of going through the main door as Lilliah had before with Michael, Erik led her around the side to a smaller, more discreet door.  
 
    They both slipped inside the eerily quiet building, different to when she was here last. Instead of proceeding straight out into the main room, they entered a smaller one filled with boxes. 
 
    “Well, this definitely looks a lot less holy from back here,” Lilliah muttered, more to herself than Erik. He turned around anyway, holding his finger to his lips. 
 
    “Sorry,” she mouthed. 
 
    She followed Erik out of the room and into another corridor with two large wooden doors at its end. Lilliah didn’t need to guess to know where those doors led. 
 
    “Don’t forget, you only have a few moments. Find your friend’s name and close it. We need to get out of here.” 
 
    “Read the book, find Rebecca’s name, leave. Got it.” Lilliah was already pulling the door open and marching inside, scanning the room and looking for the door. 
 
    “Over here.” Erik led the way to a door on their left. “I’ll wait here.” 
 
    Lilliah didn’t waste time getting into the room and closing the door behind her. It was a lot smaller than she would have imaged. With everything else in the Holy Govern so large, it seemed strange to have a place so tiny. No more than two people could fit in at once. However, one good thing about that was it made it a heck of a lot easier to find the book she was looking for. It was directly in front of her, placed in the centre of the already small room. 
 
    “This is so crazy.” She ran her hands over the gold and brown detailing. To her, it didn’t look thick enough to have so many names in it. Carefully, she opened the first page, hoping there would be some form of an index; otherwise, how would she find Rebecca’s name in this? 
 
    She flicked through the pages, carefully turning each one and was thankful it was in date order.  
 
    “Very efficient.”  
 
    It didn’t take her long to find her date, seventeenth of July, and the first name at the top of the page was hers.  
 
    Name - Lilliah Daniels      Age - nineteen     Nirvana - Heaven. 
 
      
 
    She let that sink in for a second, the fact that she was really dead, then she scrolled down, her finger passing so many names, none of them Rebecca’s. Her name wasn’t there. 
 
    “No.” Lilliah stepped back, gripping her head. Images of Rebecca standing in front of her, Azrael just behind her. Azrael breaking her neck. She had to be dead. There was no way she could have lived through that. She scrolled through the pages again, passing thousands of names, none of them the one she needed to see. 
 
    “No. No. No.” She slammed the book shut and left the room. 
 
    “Did you find it?” Erik asked as she passed him, heading for the other side of the room. She knew what she needed to do. 
 
    “I need a blade.” She held out her hand, not stopping until she stood directly next to the Quanot. 
 
    “You can’t do this, Lilliah. This is strictly forbidden.” Erik tried pulling her away, but Lilliah wasn’t moving and jerked her elbow away from him. 
 
    “Her name wasn’t there. Why wasn’t her name there?” she demanded, already noticing a small blade next to the basin. “Rebecca would be in Heaven. But she’s not, so that means only one thing, it means Lucifer has her.” 
 
    “Lucifer is in . . .” 
 
    “Lucifer is on Earth. I thought I had killed him, but I couldn’t have if he has her!” she shouted, grabbing the blade quickly before Erik could stop her. She sliced her hand, letting the blood drop into the Quanot.  
 
    “Lilliah! No!” She could hear Erik’s scream as the Quanot pulled her in, thrashing her around in the darkness. She had no idea what was happening, or even how to work it. Her body was jolted from left to right as if someone was actually kicking and hitting her. She thought of Rebecca, she thought of the night they both died. The thrashing stopped and Lilliah was floating, floating on black water. Slowly, a picture emerged in front of her of the night she died. She could see the fire behind them. She could almost hear it crackling in the breeze. She stood in the middle with Caleb, Benedict, and Sebastian to her left, and Maliki, his uncle, and the Vampires to the right. Their elders were still boxed up. And then there was Rebecca, standing alone a little further back. Lilliah reached out to touch her, but her hand drifted through the image as if it were made of smoke. 
 
    Then, slowly, the image started to move. Lucifer was now standing in front of Lilliah. She saw the Vampire, Amelia, drop to her knees. 
 
    “Please, master. It was I who told you about this meeting,” she had begged, but Lucifer hadn’t been merciful, telling her to run and that he’d kill her when he was ready. Then he turned to Lilliah. She wasn’t watching herself talk to Lucifer. No, she was staring at Azrael with his hand wrapped around Rebecca’s throat. She watched him drag her across the grass to Lucifer, and she watched Lucifer grab her head and twist, the cracking sound of her best friend’s neck breaking somehow louder than before. 
 
    Both her image as well as her current self screamed. She tried to kick and claw at the image, tears streaming down her face, but the image disappeared in a cloud of smoke and a new one appeared in front of her. She grew still when she saw Lucifer’s face, his blood red eyes almost staring right at her as if he knew where she was and what she was doing. 
 
    “I’m so glad you could join me.” He held out his arms, the same sick smile on his face as when he killed Rebecca. “You have made the right choice, my children. The right choice. You were Angels once, dropped from Heaven so maliciously, so carelessly. You feel because Michael wanted to protect himself.” 
 
    She couldn’t see who he was talking to, but she could hear them cheer. . . 
 
    “With you by my side, we will take Heaven again,” he continued to the sound of more cheering. She was suddenly pulled from the image as if someone had grabbed her shoulder and was pulling her out.  
 
    She gasped for a breath she hadn’t known she needed, her heart pounding. 
 
    “Lilliah look at me.” Cold hands grabbed her hand and she turned to look at Erik. They both sat on the floor next to the Quanot. “Are you okay?” 
 
    She touched the top of his hand with hers, needing to feel something was real. She thought she had been in water, and yet she was completely dry. 
 
    “I was right.” She swallowed down the bile in the throat, her heart still racing. “Rebecca died, but she’s not here. That must mean she’s in hell. Lucifer has her.” 
 
    Erik pulled away, but stayed crouching next to her and looked deep into her eyes. “Lilliah, you must listen to me. Lucifer is safe in hell. If your friend is there, well, she must have done something to deserve it.” 
 
    She shook her head like a mad woman. “No. He’s not in hell. He’s out and he’s on Earth and he’s coming for Heaven again. He’s going to attack. You have to believe me. Please.” 
 
    Before Erik could open his mouth, a louder voice rang out. 
 
    “Lilliah? What are you doing here?”  
 
    She turned to see Michael walking into the hall. About twenty or so people flocked by his sides. She watched as Michael assessed the situation. She was still on the floor, and Erik was next to her. Her hand was bleeding. And then his faced paled. 
 
    “Did you use the Quanot?” 
 
    She stayed silent as Erik helped her to her feet. 
 
    “Did you use the Quanot?” This time he roared and ran up to her, his large hand grabbed the side of her neck and forced her to face him. 
 
    “Yes,” she answered loud enough that everyone could hear. 
 
    Michael pushed her away and cursed. “You do not have the power or the right to use it.” His voice echoed around the room as everyone else fell silent. His eyes then turned to Erik. “And you have betrayed me.” 
 
    “No,” Lilliah shouted. “Erik just found me here. He had nothing to do with this. I understand that I made a mistake, but I needed to see my friend. I needed to see if she had died.” Now, members of The High Council and a few guards stood around them. “But when I looked into it, I saw Lucifer . . .” 
 
    “Guards!” Michael raised his hands and three guards flanked Lilliah on both sides, two grabbing her arms in an iron tight grip.  
 
    “What?” She tried to pull free. “Lucifer is out of torture. He’s on Earth and he’s coming for Heaven,” she pleaded, trying to walk towards Michael, but the guards’ grip stopping her. 
 
    “Sir, I don’t think . . .” Erik stepped forward, but with one sharp stare from Michael, he remained silent. 
 
    “You know that it’s true. If you look in the Quanot, then you know he’s back.” Everyone stayed silent as Lilliah begged.  
 
    Michael walked over to her until he was looking her straight in the face. “You have broken the law, and now you must pay for that.” 
 
    The shock bolted through her. He’d rather punish her than face what was right in front of him.  
 
    “You’re a fool. Lucifer is coming.” 
 
    The back of his hand connected with her cheek. The sound of the slap seemed to have echoed louder than any voice. 
 
    “And you are a disobedient child. We are safe here. Lucifer will never be able to open Heaven’s gates. He needed your blood for the spell to work, and he’s lost you. That is why I brought you back. You are here because of me. So do not forget it!” He spat the last few words, his face reddening.  
 
    Lilliah didn’t move; she couldn’t even speak. The room fell into silence as everyone processed exactly what Michael had said. He knew about Lucifer, he knew about it all, and yet he had done nothing. 
 
    “Take her to the prison. A few days in the cells should teach her a lesson or two.” Michael turned away and pushed through the small gathering crowd.  
 
    Lilliah made a point to look at as many people as she could as the guards led her away. 
 
      
 
                                                             **************** 
 
      
 
    The prison was exactly how Lilliah would have imaged. Old, dirty, and smelly. The guards had practically thrown her into the stone cell and slammed the door shut, leaving her with nothing but a small wooden plank which she guessed was a bed.  
 
    She lay on the bed, looking up at the ceiling. How could Michael be so blind? How could he know what Lucifer was up to and still do nothing? 
 
    Well, that wasn’t exactly true, Lilliah conceded. He took her. He hadn’t brought her back because he loved her, or even really because it was time. He brought her back so Lucifer couldn’t use her blood. Nothing more. 
 
    Lilliah didn’t know how long she had been in the cell when the little hatch on the door opened, a guard’s face she didn’t know just visible.  
 
    “Your father has requested that you eat.” Another small hatch at the bottom opened and a bowl of the green mush was pushed through. Scrunching her face up, Lilliah turned to face the wall.  
 
    “Tell Michael he can shove that bowl up where the sun doesn’t shine.”  
 
    A few seconds later the hatch closed. She peered over her shoulder; the bowl was still there.  
 
    “Why do they eat such gross stuff?” She sat up, resting her elbows on her knees. She’d have to eat it at some point. Somehow she’d have to get used to its sticky texture and foul smell.  
 
    “Lilliah?”  
 
    At first, Lilliah thought she imaged her name being called, it was so quiet and small, but then it was called again and she shot to her feet. 
 
    “Hello?” 
 
    “It is you. Oh, my goodness. How are you here?” 
 
    Lilliah walked over to the wall, placing her ear against the cold brick. “Who is this?” 
 
    “It’s me. Your friend, Sapphire. Do you remember me?” 
 
    Sapphire? Lilliah knew who she was, she had betrayed them when Michael was fighting Lucifer. She had let them in. At the time that would have been huge, but after what Michael had done to her, she silently applauded Sapphire. 
 
    “I . . . have one memory of you, yes. We were friends, right?” she spoke into the stone, trying to speak loud enough so Sapphire could hear her but quiet enough to not get caught.  
 
    “Yes. Yes,” sapphire practically squealed, sounding like a small child rather than a fully grown woman. It seemed the time behind bars had not been good to her mentally. “We were the best of friends! And now we are both here.” 
 
    “Yes, we are.” She turned and pressed her back against the cold brick and slid to the ground. Somehow, they had both ended up in prison.  
 
    Lilliah tried to jog her memory, back to her angelic life. She could vaguely remember Sapphire. She had been very beautiful, with long dark hair. She wondered if she looked like that now, just less polished? 
 
    She could remember the panic when Lucifer attackedpeople running everywhere, buildings tumbling down, and Sapphire letting his troops in through a hidden door. 
 
    “Sapphire.” She turned her head into the stone. “Sapphire, can you hear me?” 
 
    “Yes, yes, I’m here,” a scurried whisper came back. 
 
    “Do you remember where the door is? Do you remember it? You let Lucifer’s men through?” 
 
    Lilliah had been caught by Lucifer’s men and taken out of Heaven’s walls. Then Michael had closed the gates, making her fall from grace and onto Earth. Her mind started to race at the possibilities. Maybe she could somehow fall again? She had no idea if it was even possible, but it was worth go. Anything was better than staying in this cell for the rest of her life, or even being let out and living in the gilded cage that Michael called a home. No, she had to get to her real home.  
 
    “I can’t talk about that. It’s naughty, naughty, naughty.”  
 
    Lilliah shifted around on her knees, both hands pressed onto the old stone as she spoke into the crack in the wall. “It’s okay, Sapphire, you can talk about this with me. Okay? I can’t remember what happened, do you?” 
 
    Lilliah held her breath, waiting for an answer. 
 
    “Oh, okay, we can talk about it.” Sapphire’s reply was so faint she almost hadn’t heard it. 
 
    “Do you remember where the door is?” Lilliah pressed again. 
 
    “Your door. They came and destroyed. And . . . and then you fell. Your door. Your door.” Lilliah could barely make out the stuttered response. 
 
    “My door?” she asked a little louder. 
 
    “Yes, yes. Your door and your key.” 
 
    Just like a bucket of water had been tipped over her head,the memory of that day came rushing back, everything in perfect detail. Sapphire was rightshe hadn’t known exactly where the door was because Lilliah had to show her. Erik had given her a key and told to escape, but she had wanted to get back to her father.  
 
    The door was under Michael’s house. Her house. 
 
    “Yes!” She jumped to her feet. “Thank you so much, Sapphire. Thank you so much!” 
 
    There was no response from the other side of the wall. “Sapphire?” Still nothing, so after a few more minutes of listening to the silence, Lilliah moved away from the wall and lay down on the bed, staring at the ceiling and plotting her escape. After hours of plotting and planning every outcome, Lilliah finally drifted off into a deep sleep, thoughts of Rebecca and Azrael on her mind. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    The bang of the door opening jolted her awake. She bolted upright, the realisation of where she was settling in fast. 
 
    “You didn’t eat your dinner,” Erik stood in the doorway looking down at her untouched food and nudged it with his foot. 
 
    “I wouldn’t eat that if you paid me.” Lilliah turned on the bed, letting her feet dangle off the side. She rubbed the back of her neck and twisted it side to side. She might as well have slept on the floor the bed was so uncomfortable.  
 
    “Your father asked about your well-being. He wants to know that you’re okay.” 
 
    She couldn’t stop the unladylike snort that fell from her mouth. “Michael doesn’t care about me. He doesn’t care about anyone but himself. How long have I been here?” 
 
    “Twelve hours.” Erik walked further into the room and sat down on the bed next to her. He wasn’t a big guy, but with two people in the tiny cell, it felt small and cramped.  
 
    “Thank you for helping me back there.” 
 
    Lilliah twisted her head to look at him. “You helped me, remember?” She nudged him with her shoulder. 
 
    “I mean with your father. Thank you not telling him that I helped you.” 
 
    She smiled and shrugged her shoulders. “You were only trying to help me. And you did try to stop me from using the Quanot. I just didn’t listen.”  
 
    Erik stood and held out his hand. “Your father wants to speak to you.” 
 
    She took the hand but shook her head. “Please don’t call him my father.” 
 
    They both walked out of the cell. Lilliah spied Sapphire’s door as they passed, nothing but silence coming from it.  
 
    “Sapphire was in the cell beside me,” she said once they were out of the prison and into the early morning sun. She closed her eyes and lifted her face. She couldn’t imagine spending her life in there; it was no life. 
 
    “That must have been . . . interesting.” 
 
    Interesting couldn’t even begin to describe the situation. “She just stopped speaking, though. Could you check on her? Make sure she’s alright.” 
 
    He nodded and they carried on walking. Lilliah could see Michael’s house at the top of his hill, staring down on everyone else. Somehow, she needed to get up there. She’d already spied the set of keys dangling from Erik’s belt. One of them could quite possibly be the key she needed. She wasn’t going to ask him for it, though, or steal it. He’d already done too much for her, and if they found out that it was his key that was missing, they’d assume he’d helped her and punish him anyway.  
 
    “How did you know about Lucifer?” Erik asked, breaking her deep trail of thought. 
 
    “He broke out of torture months ago. He’s been after me ever since.” That had been her life for the past six months narrowed down into one simple sentence. It hadn’t sounded half as bad when she said it like that, but in real life, it had been a living nightmare. 
 
    “And you saw him again when you went into the Quanot?” 
 
    She nodded, still looking up at Michael’s house. Was it her or were they walking towards it? Was this where her father wanted to see her? Could she be that lucky? 
 
    “What . . . what was he doing?” Erik’s pace slowed until they were barely walking. 
 
    “I’ll tell you what. I get to ask a question, then you get to ask a question. Does that seem fair?” 
 
    He thought about it for a moment, but then he agreed. 
 
    “Okay, me first. How would an Angel fall from Heaven . . . again?” She knew it gave her game away, but it needed to be asked. For some unknown reason, she felt a deep trust with him. Somehow, she knew he wouldn’t betray her.  
 
    “Oh, Lilliah. Please do not try anything foolish,” he tutted, kicking the dirt as he walked. 
 
    “The only foolish thing for me to do would be to stay here. I need to get home. I need to help my family and friends. Heaven knows what Lucifer will do to them.” 
 
    “You just need to be out of the city walls. Michael closed Heaven’s gates and he never re-opened them. If you get out of the gates, you fall,” he explained quickly, almost as if he didn’t want to say the words, but they flew from his mouth anyway. His troubled expression stayed fixed on his features as he led the way onto Michael’s grounds.  
 
    “Okay, your turn,” Lilliah chirped, slowing her pace until she was barely walking at all. 
 
    Erik thought it over for a beat before turning to her. “Why do you trust Azrael? He could be working with Lucifer as we speak, plotting their return to Heaven.” 
 
    She laughed. “They’re not.” 
 
    “But how can you be sure?” 
 
    “Because I know him. He hated Lucifer as much as I do. He’s not working with him. Right now Azrael is probably working with Benedict, trying to stop Lucifer.” At least that was what she hoped was happening. The truth might be that Lucifer could still have control over Azrael. As she voiced that thought, she wasn’t sure if it was enough of an answer, but it was the only one she was giving him. 
 
    “My turn. The day I fell, you gave me a key, for a door. You told me to get out of the city. Is that door still there and still working?” 
 
    Erik stopped abruptly and faced her. “Please don’t do anything reckless. I’m begging you. You can have a life here. You can be happy here.” 
 
    This would never be her home, she could never be happy here. Lilliah wanted to tell him, but she didn’t because he already knew. Lilliah also noticed the way his hand grasped the set of keys hanging from his belt, the one she needed was definitely there. She needed a better way to get it, a way that didn’t mean getting her new friend in trouble. 
 
    “So, is it?”  
 
    “Yes. It’s still there. But please listen to me, Lilliah, nothing good will come of you leaving this place.” 
 
    No good will come if I stay, she silently added. Instead of answering, she motioned with her head towards the grand house. “We better get going.” 
 
    Erik shook his head and wiped his brow. “He wants to see you in the garden.”  
 
    Erik stalked past her, not looking at her, and no longer playing her game. Instead, he walked with his head down and led the way off the path and onto the garden area. 
 
    Lilliah followed, struggling to keep up with his large strides. Had she pushed him too far by putting him in an impossible situation of choosing between her and his duty? As selfish as it was she hadn’t really thought about that. All she had thought about was getting out. She decided there and then that her plan to escape couldn’t involve Erik. She’d have to find another way. 
 
    She opened her mouth to apologise when Michael and two more guards rounded the corner.  
 
    “I hope your time in our prison has given you an opportunity to reflect on your actions.” Michael walked over to her, his hands behind his back and his head held high.  
 
    “I’ve been thinking alright,” Lilliah muttered, eyeing the two guards who flanked Michael. Neither looked at her. They were both staring into a space behind her, their shoulders square, and their stance ready for anything. But it wasn’t their stance that made her physically take a step back; it was their eyes. Although neither looked at her directly, she could sense a wildness about them, something scary that poured through the darkness of their eyes. These guards weren’t like Erik. No, these guards meant business and they hadn’t even spoken yet. If it came down to it, she probably couldn’t fight them. And by probably not, she meant for sure. The men that protected Michael looked ready to kill at a moment’s notice, and the way the eyes of one of them flickered to her as his hand twitched at his side, she guessed it was her they wanted to kill. 
 
    “You caused a scene. People are talking. We’ve managed to settle the whispers for now, but still, your behaviour was unacceptable. Breaking into The Quanto is forbidden for a reason.” His sentence started off calm but ended with a shout, his face reddening and saliva flying from his mouth.  
 
    Like a mad man, Lilliah thought but remained silent.  
 
    “You have made a mockery of me and this entire family!” Michael paced the ground in front of her. “I should have you executed for that alone.” 
 
    “Executed?” She laughed a little, disbelief written on her face. “You execute people in Heaven?” 
 
    Michael’s head shot up at her words, his features contorted in anger and disgust. Faster than Lilliah could have anticipated his hand flew up and grabbed hold of her hair, pulling her to face him.  
 
    “You need to learn your place,” he said through gritted teeth, their noses almost touching. The two guards still stood, showing no emotion, as Erik silently moved to her side.  
 
    “My place? And what exactly is that, Michael? I am trying to help you. Lucifer is coming, whether you like it or not.” 
 
    Lilliah wasn’t sure what she had expected his answer to be, but laughter wasn’t it. 
 
    “Help us? You are a child that couldn’t even help herself.” Michael straightened out his robe and took a deep breath. The calm, collected mask that he usually wore now back on his featureless face. “Lucifer is on Earth. We are safe here.” 
 
    He already knew about Lucifer. Now it was Lilliah’s turn to look disgusted. The man, or Angel, in front of her, was no more than a coward, hiding away.  
 
    “So that’s your plan? Just hide and hope he never reaches Heaven?” 
 
    “I’m sure he can never reach us. I made sure by bringing you back here. It was my blood that he needed to open these gates. Our blood. Now he is trapped on Earth.” 
 
    Suddenly, everything clicked into place. Michael could have brought her back at any time, he chose not to. Instead, he left her on Earth for centuries. 
 
    “And you’re leaving every human on Earth to Lucifer’s wrath.” She finished her thoughts out loud. The true horror of what Michael was saying had just started to settle in. 
 
    “The people on Earth are nothing but sinners. And, if they are worthy, they will come to Heaven. In the meantime, you will stay at the house. We cannot have any more gossip.” 
 
    “That’s it? You only care about what others think? You’re going to let Lucifer free on billions of people on Earth?” 
 
    Michael shook his head. “You were always trouble. You know that right? I have always had to lock you away.” He shook his head, looking down at the ground. “For some unholy reason, you were bestowed with great power.” 
 
    Lilliah straightened at his words. Michael knew about her powers? She had only found out about them a few months ago, during one of Lucifer attacks. Even Benedict and Azrael had scratched their heads at the blue firepower that Lilliah could somehow conjure up. 
 
    “You are unworthy of it,” Michael finished before turning to Erik. “Lock her in her room.” 
 
    Lilliah stood rooted to the ground, staring at Michael’s retreating head. 
 
    “Lilliah, I...” Erik moved to stand beside her, pulling her arms gently. 
 
    Silently, Lilliah followed Erik up the hill and to the house, her head spinning with so much that she couldn’t even talk. How could he so easily dismiss billions of lives like that?  
 
    “In a minute I will drop to the floor,” Erik said as they approached the house.  
 
    Confused, Lilliah looked up, frowning. “What?” she asked, unsure if she had missed the first half of his sentence.  
 
    “In a moment I will drop to the floor. I will tell them that you hit me and took my keys. You will only have a few minutes to get to the basement and out of the door. Do you understand me?” 
 
    Lilliah nodded, but her head had yet to catch up. 
 
    “The key you need is the small silver one. Remember that. When you get in the house, take your first left and head to the last door, go down the stairs and the door you need will be there.” 
 
    “Wait.” Lilliah stopped walking and pulled on Erik’s arm. “I can’t let you do this. You’re going to be in too much trouble. I’ll find another way.” 
 
    Erik bent his head, his eyes intense. “There is no other way. You can’t stay here. You need to get back to Earth and stop Lucifer.” He thrust the keys in Lilliah’s hands. “Now hit me. Now.” 
 
    Lilliah stood paralysed; she didn’t want to hurt him. 
 
    “Now, Lilliah!” 
 
    Once again her body kicked in before her mind could catch up and Lilliah hung her arm, smacking Erik in the face and knocking him to the floor. 
 
    His shout mixed with a warrior cry rang out. Lilliah knew she didn’t have much time.  
 
    “Thank you,” she whispered, wanting to say so much more, but knew she couldn’t. Instead, Lilliah ran into the house and took the first left as Erik had instructed. She bolted down the hall, the keys jangling in her hand. 
 
    “The small key, the small key,” she chanted, her fingers separating the keys, looking for the smallest. The end door came into sight when she heard footsteps behind her. 
 
    Lilliah looked over her shoulder just in time to see one of the guards who had been at Michael’s side running towards hers, his arms stretched out. 
 
    Lilliah stopped and grabbed his arms, trying to use as much force as she could to slam him into the wall. She didn’t need to beat him up; she just needed enough time to get to the door. 
 
    The guard hardly budged and grabbed Lilliah by the neck and brought her closer to his body.  
 
    “Nice try,” he sneered in her eyes as he pressed her back to the front of his body. 
 
    Lilliah pulled and thrashed, but it was useless. She couldn’t get away, the guard was just too strong. 
 
    It was then that she heard the other set of steps. Lilliah lifted her head to see the other guard at the end of the corridor with something dangling from his hands.  
 
    Guard number one snickered in her ear as Lilliah squinted to get a better look. 
 
    “See what we do to traitors?” the second guard rasped out, holding up the severed head of Erik. 
 
    Both guards laughed as Lilliah screamed in horror, watching the blood drip on the floor. 
 
    “No, no!” Lilliah dropped the keys in her hand and threw her head back with as much force as could get. The crack of the first guard’s nose rang out, somehow seeming louder than Lilliah’s cry. 
 
    It was enough for him to loosen his hold sufficiently for her to get away. Lilliah twisted around him and jumped on his back, locking her legs around his waist. She grabbed his jaw and head, and pulled with one swift movement, jumping off him before his body hit the ground. 
 
    Guard number two continued to stand at the other end of the corridor, Erik’s head still in his hand, his mouth hanging open. 
 
    Lilliah didn’t give him time to process anything. Instead, she ran towards him, her hand already burning. 
 
    The guard came out of his shock just before Lilliah reached him. He tried to block her moves, but Lilliah was too fast. One hit to the face, another to the torso, and the guard doubled over in pain. Then Lilliah grabbed his face. 
 
    “You shouldn’t have killed him,” was all she said before the blue fire spread from her hands to the guard’s head. His screaming did nothing to lessen her heartbreak, but it was a close second. 
 
    The guard’s lifeless body fell to the floor in a heap right next to Erik’s severed head.  
 
    Lilliah bent down and stroked his hair away from his forehead. 
 
    “I’m so sorry,” she whispered, her eyes burning with tears. He didn’t deserve this, and it was her fault. 
 
    She could hear more guards running towards her, their footsteps getting closer and closer by the second. 
 
    Lilliah got up and ran to the end door, picking up the keys as she went. 
 
    She ran into the basement and opened the last door, the door out of the city. 
 
    “Lilliah don’t!” She turned to see Michael standing in the doorway. She looked back for no more than a second before stepping out of the door and falling back to Earth. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 8 
 
    Lilliah didn’t remember falling the last time. It had been centuries ago, long before Earth was anything more than rock and water. She relived it once, though, in a spell, and she thought that had been horrible, but even that didn’t compare to the pain that shot through her body as she fell from the sky now. 
 
    It was fire and ice rolled into one, it was as if someone had crawled into her body and was trying to claw their way out again. She screamed and recoiled in pain, even breathing was difficult. 
 
    Then, as fast as it started, it was over, and she was left with an eerie silence and the sound of her heart pounding in her ears. 
 
    She lay still for a second, her body still feeling the aftershocks of what she had just been through. 
 
    Her vision was blurred, and every time she breathed in it burned, but she had never felt as alive as she did in that moment. She could feel the blood rushing into every organ, every cell, bringing her back. Bit by bit she could feel her body being restored to life. 
 
    A muffled voice reached her from somewhere in the room. She couldn’t tell exactly where it had come from, but it was close. 
 
    The indistinct sound gradually focused into a male voice.  
 
    “Can I have a minute alone with her?” 
 
    Sebastian! Her heart leapt at the sound of his voice. Goodness, it felt so good to hear him. She tried saying his name but, unsurprisingly, nothing came out.  
 
    “Today’s the day, Lil. Today is the day we bury you.” Emotion dripped from every word, and Lilliah wanted nothing more than to reach for him and promise that she was safe. 
 
    “Mum’s not stopped crying. Jeremy’s mum’s been around, you know, trying to comfort her.”  
 
    She couldn’t see where he was in the room; Lilliah could only listen to his heartbreak. He’d probably be embarrassed once he found out she was alive. Sebastian had been the only one who didn’t show emotion. Even when their dad died, he hadn’t cried in front of her. And when they had turned into teenagers, his way of showing he cared had been the occasional fist bump. So hearing him talk now was a rarity, to say the least. 
 
    “God I miss you so much.” 
 
    I missed you, too, she answered in her head. 
 
    “It’s odd but . . . I don’t know . . . I still feel like a twin. Does that make sense?” 
 
    Lilliah’s vision slowly came into focus, yet all she could see was a light on a ceiling. Where was she? 
 
    “Like, I feel like you’re just going to wake up any minute and all of this is going to be a bad dream.” 
 
    “Seb . . . ” she tried, her voice still not quite ready for any kind of communication.  
 
    Her body almost went into shock as a warm large hand clasped her in a tight grip and Sebastian stood over her. She tried to force her hand to close but still nothing. Instead, Lilliah blinked her eyes trying desperately to get Sebastian’s attention, but his, for some reason, were closed.  
 
    “I don’t normally pray,” Sebastian began, his head bent, “but please, Goodness, Michael, whoever is listening, bring her back to me.” 
 
    “Seb . . .” Lilliah tried again, the words coming out in a whisper. “Seb . . .” 
 
    “So, anyone, anyone at all who may be listening. Please, bring her back.” 
 
    His eyes opened just as the syllable, “Seb . . .” left Lilliah’s lips. And for a second, no one moved or spoke. Then Sebastian released her hand and jumped back with a high pitched squeal. 
 
    “Oh, my goodness!” he chanted, as Lilliah jerkily moved her head to the side. 
 
    “Seb, it’s me.”  
 
    He paced the room for a second before finally turning to look at her, his hands in his hair.  
 
    “Are you . . . is this? What . . . ?” He put hands together and held them to his lips, just looking at her. 
 
    Lilliah could feel the blood pumping into her muscles. Carefully, she lifted an arm. She couldn’t bend her elbow yet, but at least she was moving.  
 
    She turned to Sebastian, smiling, while he looked horrified.  
 
    “Oh, my goodness, you’re like a Frankenstein,” he exclaimed again as he started pacing once more.  
 
    “I need help, Seb,” The voice she heard didn’t quite sound like hers, but it was getting there. 
 
    “I can’t believe this is real.” He ran over to her and grabbed hold of her still risen arm. “I prayed for this. I swear it. I just prayed, and when I opened my eyes, you were there.” Carefully, he lowered her arm. 
 
    Lilliah rolled her eyes. She didn’t have the energy to correct him just yet.  
 
    “I mean, I had no idea that praying had so much power? It could be because I’m a Demon, I don’t know. I just know it worked.” 
 
    Lilliah just looked at her brother, a silent, Really? hanging in the air as he helped her into a sitting position.  
 
    Either Seb didn’t notice or didn’t care. Instead, he engulfed her in a tight hug, burying his face in her neck.  
 
    “I’ve missed you so much.” 
 
    “Me, too,” she said, unable to hug him back just yet. 
 
    Sebastian stood and scratched his chin, all the while not taking his eyes off Lilliah like he thought she’d just disappear at any minute. 
 
    “Who’s here? Where are we?” she questioned, looking around the somewhat gloomy room. It seemed only one of the main lights was on, leaving most of the room in an eerie shadow. 
 
    “We’re at his house. Azrael’s.” He almost spat his name. “You know, the one in the country?” 
 
    Lilliah nodded, her body reacting to his name, but her head, her head was telling her to step lightly. “Have you spoken to him at all?” she ventured, being careful not to mention Azrael’s name.  
 
    Sebastian screwed his face up and shook his head. “He killed you, Lilliah. You and Rebecca. Why would I talk to him? He’s a monster.” 
 
    Lilliah pressed her lips together. She didn’t want to get into this with Seb now. Not when she had just got back. 
 
    “Hey, could you go get the others? Bring them in here?” she said instead. 
 
    Sebastian almost ran out of the room. Lilliah wasn’t alone for five minutes before everyone piled in. 
 
    Benedict was the first. 
 
    “How? How is this even possible?” he asked, reaching out and touching her arm as if he needed to prove to himself she really was sitting right there.  
 
    Iris could be heard crying in the corner. She ran over, giving Lilliah a rapid tight hug before quickly backing away to stand next to Caleb, who did nothing but give a small wave. 
 
    Then there was Azrael. He had entered the room after everyone else, standing next to the door and listening as Lilliah told everyone about Heaven and how she escaped. His eyes were wide and his body stiff. 
 
    “That sounds so terrible!” Iris gasped. 
 
    Lilliah just nodded, her eyes never leaving Azrael’s. She’d been trying to pull him forward with her eyes and quick smiles. She needed him to know she knew it wasn’t his fault and that she forgave him. Then a woman entered the room and stood beside him. She was smaller than him, but not by much. Lilliah watched as the woman whispered something to Azrael.  
 
    Benedict caught onto her line of sight and sighed, patting Lilliah’s knee.  
 
    “You’ve been gone a total of two weeks,” he told her gently, leaning on the table that she had been lying on. “And in those two weeks, the spell that Zara and I tried to perform, to wake the original Vampires and Werewolves? Well, it worked.” 
 
    Lilliah nodded, catching on to what he was saying. This mystery woman was one of those, an original. Which meant she was originally from Heaven. Had they known each other then? 
 
    “Her name is Camari,” Benedict continued. “She’s a Vampire now. And she and Azrael, well, they don’t really get along.” 
 
    Lilliah snorted as she watched the two interact. His head bent low as she whispered to him. Benedict was clearly trying to save her feelings, but she knew what she was seeing.  
 
    “I need to speak to him.” Her eyes flashed to Sebastian, who had been listening to their conversation silently. 
 
    He shook his head, clearly unimpressed with her suggestion. “It’s not like I could physically stop you. Just be careful, okay?” He held his hands up in surrender. 
 
    The buzz in his pocket got everyone’s attention. 
 
    “Who is that?” Lilliah asked, watching him disconnect the call and then shove the phone back in his trouser pocket. 
 
    “Mum,” he told her simply, with a small sad smile. 
 
    “You should go to her. Cancel my funeral. We’ll figure out a way to tell her I’m back tomorrow.” 
 
    Sebastian seemed hesitant, so Lilliah insisted. “Please. She needs you right now. I’m going to be fine here.” 
 
    “I just got you back, Lil. I can’t leave you. I’ll call Mum and make up a lie. I’ll tell her I’m staying at a mate’s.” 
 
    Lilliah reached out and took her brother’s hand in her own. It felt so good to reach out and actually touch him. “Please go to Mum. I don’t want her alone right now. She needs you more than I do.” 
 
    After another ring of his phone and a pleading glance from Lilliah, Sebastian agreed, pressing a quick kiss to her head. “Fine, I’ll go to Mum.” 
 
    Lilliah’s whole body relaxed. 
 
    “But tomorrow we tell her you’re alive. Okay?” He gave her arm one quick squeeze before shooting Azrael a dirty look as he left the room.  
 
    “I think you’re right. Your mother needs him right now.” Benedict smiled down at her, his immaculately trimmed beard somehow looking even more perfect today.  
 
    She wanted to tell him that. She wanted to tell him how great he looked. Apart from the dark circles under his eyes, Benedict looked so alive. She didn’t voice her thoughts, though. She didn’t want to sound crazy. 
 
    “I think you should rest for now. You’ve been through so much.” Benedict helped her to her feet, his arms practically holding her up. 
 
    “No, I need to . . .” 
 
    “I’ll tell Azrael to come and see you,” Benedict cut in before she had even said the words. “You’ve just come back from the dead. You do realise that, don’t you?” 
 
    She nodded and smiled slightly.  
 
    “Azrael will come to you. I promise. But right now, your body is healing, so let it.”  
 
    Once again Lilliah did nothing but nod, noticing how Azrael had already slipped out of the room without saying a word to her. Her heart was breaking just a little.  
 
    And if anything, it was plain old rude. 
 
      
 
                                                                  ************* 
 
      
 
    Lilliah waited for two hours for Azrael to return to see her. Two hours of expecting him to come bursting through the door. But nothing. Which meant as soon as she could move, Lilliah was up, storming down the hall, her heart heavy and head racing. 
 
    Why hadn’t he come to see her? Was he actually her Azrael again? Or was he Lucifer’s puppet? Could he have fooled everyone? And who was the woman?  
 
    She didn’t bother to knock; instead, she walked straight in, slamming the door behind her. Azrael looked taken aback for a second before composing himself and standing up from his desk. 
 
    “Hello, Lilliah.” Bright blue eyes stared back at her. He was her Azrael. He had to be. 
 
    She wanted to melt at his words, to run and jump into his arms and just kiss the heck out of him. His body language stopped her. He was standoffish, his shoulders tense. And his eyes, although a bright, clear blue, were sad. 
 
    “Why didn’t you come to me?” There were so many more questions that she wanted to ask. Did he still love her? Had things changed somehow between them? But his answer to the question that she asked would, in a way, answer all those she didn’t ask.  
 
    “I wanted to. I was just waiting for the right time.” He made no move to go to her, and that spoke louder than anything he could have said. 
 
    “The right time?” She laughed, trying to ignore the tears burning her eyes. “How about when I woke up? You should have been the first person I saw. The first person who came to me should have been you.” She didn’t hold back the anger. 
 
    “I know. I wanted to give you time, time to get used to being back before we talked.” He was talking to her as if she were a business associate, somebody he casually knew but didn’t care about. The warmth that used to be in his voice when he spoke to her was long gone. 
 
    “I’m used to it. Talk to me now.” She folded her arms over her chest, hugging herself and trying to brace for what was coming.  
 
    “I killed you, Lilliah.” He dug his hands into his trouser pockets, the words feeling heavy in the air.  
 
    “You couldn’t control yourself,” she defended, not understanding why he didn’t see what she saw. She understood that Azrael couldn’t control what he did, killing her, killing Rebecca. It had never been him; it had been Lucifer. 
 
    “And what’s to say that wouldn’t happen again? That Lucifer won’t just come back and take over? You’ve been brought back, by some miracle of God, you’re back. And you’re you. I’m not going to take the chance and put you in danger.” 
 
    “Put me in danger?” Her mouth dropped open in disbelief. “How are you putting me in danger? News flash! I’m already in danger. As long as Lucifer is out of torture, I’m in danger!” She couldn’t help but scream at him. They had been given a miracle. A chance hundreds of millions of people would give anything for, a second chance. And he wasn’t even trying. 
 
    “Me being close to you, me being here, it’s putting you in more danger. It’s an unnecessary risk. He could flick the switch in my head at any time.” His finger pressed into his temple. “I could turn at any minute. Just because you’re here, doesn’t change what I did. I see what I did, every time I look in Sebastian’s eyes. I can’t get away from what I did. But I can stop it from happening again. I thought that if you had been reincarnated it would be fine, you wouldn’t remember this life and everything I had done. But you’re not, you’re still you and I’m still a liability.” 
 
    Lilliah turned away; this wasn’t how she had wanted the conversation to go. There was too much shouting for anything to get resolved. She took three long, deep breaths, and then finally she turned back around.  
 
    “If Lucifer could control you, he would. But right now, you’re you and I’m back. We’ve been given this gift and we’re wasting it. After all that’s happened between . . . ” The rest of her sentence died with a knock at the door. Both Lilliah and Azrael turned to see Camari enter the room.  
 
    “Azrael, I’ve been thinking . . . Oh!” Camari pursed her lips when she saw Lilliah. “I wasn’t expecting to see you here.” 
 
    “Clearly.” Lilliah’s eyes trailed down her silk dressing gown, her hair perfectly swept to the side in bouncy curls. She looked perfect and more than ready to seduce.  
 
    “I didn’t mean to intrude.” Camari tried to back out of the door, her eyes focused on Azrael.  
 
    Lilliah couldn’t even look at Azrael, whose silence spoke a thousand words. “No, stay. I, erm, well, I was leaving.” She pushed past Camari, walking as fast as she could without running. How stupid could she be? Was she the reason Azrael wasn’t fighting for their relationship? He’s already moved on. In two weeks? Who knew that was even possible? 
 
    She fell on her bed, fisting the bed sheets. The pain in her heart was excruciating. Not even death had hurt this much. 
 
    “Lilliah? What’s wrong? What happened?” She felt the bed dip when Caleb sat down. She didn’t want him to see her like this, she didn’t want anyone to see her like this.  
 
    “Nothing.” She lifted her head and tried to fake a smile. “I just, I want to be alone right now.” 
 
    “You saw Azrael and Camari, huh?” he asked, ignoring the request to be left alone. 
 
    She didn’t confirm; she didn’t need to. Instead, she turned over and lay on her back, staring up at the ceiling.  
 
    “Yeah.” She didn’t want to be rude, but the last person she wanted to talk to right then was Caleb. They didn’t have the type of friendship where they shared this kind of thing. 
 
    “She hasn’t been here long.” Caleb confided, showing no signs of moving. “I’ve not even met her properly yet.” 
 
    “I’m surprised you’re still here at all. Don’t you hate Benedict?” she asked, desperately needing to change the subject. All she could think about was Azrael and that woman. Were they together now? Kissing and . . .  
 
    “Now isn’t really a good time to leave. Lucifer’s people are everywhere. Don’t get me wrong, Benedict is still up high on my trash list. I just don’t have a death wish.” Caleb lay down on the bed next to her. She looked at him out of the corner of her eye. She could probably count on one hand the number of conversations they’d had. The fact that they were both having this conversation now was, well, odd. 
 
    “I wish Rebecca was here,” she shared, still looking at him. 
 
    Caleb nodded, his fingers tapping on his stomach absentmindedly. “It was her funeral yesterday.” 
 
    It felt as if someone had punched her in her throat. 
 
    “She wasn’t in Heaven,” Lilliah sat up, just remembering, and her body protesting with the movement. “I need to speak to Benedict. I think, well, I think Lucifer might have her. She can’t be in hell. Rebecca was just too good.” 
 
    Caleb jumped to his feet and held out his hand. Lilliah eyed it sceptically.  
 
    “Okay, we’ll make a deal. Tonight we’ll go out, see Rebecca’s grave. It’s the closest thing I can give you to actually seeing her.” 
 
    Lilliah waited silently for the second part.  
 
    “Then tomorrow, you can go and see Benedict. You can go and sort whatever it is you want to sort out.” 
 
    “Or, I could just go and see him now?” she counter offered. Benedict was just down the hall after all. 
 
    “He won’t talk to you tonight. Not about magic and Lucifer, anyway. He wants you to rest. So, you could either go ortry with himhe won’t listen, but you could tryor you could come with me.” 
 
    Lilliah’s eyes flicked from his hand to his face, hating that he actually made sense. “Why are you being this nice?”  
 
    Caleb had flirted in the past, nothing serious, but that had been it. To go from that to where they were now, it was mind blowing. 
 
    He frowned down at her, a small smile playing on the corners of his lips. “You’ve just come back from the dead,” he reminded her gently. “I think you deserve someone to be nice to you.” 
 
    “Okay.” She took his still outstretched hand and stood. “Go and get Iris. I need to get out of here.” 
 
    Caleb backed away towards the door, stopping and turning his head just before he left the room. “You’re looking good, Lil. You know, considering you were dead this morning.” 
 
    Lilliah didn’t know how long she stared at the door; it didn’t really matter. What did matter was that Caleb was one odd person. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    Iris had been all for leaving the house. There was a bounce in her step as they all sneaked down the corridor. 
 
    “This is exciting,” Iris whispered as they all made it to the last door. “You’re back. Which is totally mind blowing!” 
 
    She kept reaching out and touching Lilliah. They were small touches, but she’d do it every couple of minutes or so. Lilliah let her, knowing it was what she must need. She figured everyone would have their own process for dealing with her returning. This was just Iris’s. 
 
    That was until Iris frowned, looking down at her hand. 
 
    “What’s up?” Lilliah lightly nudged her shoulder with Iris’s. 
 
    “I don’t know.” She muttered, still staring down at her hand. “But I’ll let you know when I figure it out.” Finally, she looked up and beamed. 
 
    As confusing as that was Lilliah didn’t press, putting it down to Iris’s process of coming to terms with her being back. 
 
    Caleb led the way, stopping at every corner and getting his phone out to check that the coast was clear. 
 
    “A little over the top don’t you think?” Lilliah shook her head and walked past him.  
 
    “They won’t let us out if they catch us.” Caleb jogged to catch up with her, his eyes still darting down the corridor like a child trying to skip school. 
 
    He sounded like a child worried about getting caught by a teacher. 
 
     “Who are they?” she questioned, laughing. 
 
    “Benedict and Azrael.” Caleb ran so he was back in front. 
 
    Lilliah wished Azrael cared enough to stop her. “I’m going to see Rebecca’s grave. We’re not sneaking out to get drunk and party, we’re not sneaking out period. We’re just leaving.”  
 
    They left through the back door, the cold air feeling amazing against Lilliah’s skin. So amazing that she had to stop and close her eyes, savouring it. 
 
    “Where’s everyone going?” 
 
    Lilliah spun around, her fist clenched at the voice she didn’t recognise. “Who are you?” 
 
    The man was tall, with a mop of perfect white-gold hair. He was good looking in a very playboy way with a chiselled jaw and light eyes that were currently sweeping over Lilliah’s body. She didn’t feel creeped out by it, it was more like he was assessing her, just as she was doing to him. 
 
    “You’re not as polite as I imagined you to be.” He held out his hand. “I’m Cael.” 
 
    Lilliah stood still, raising one eyebrow in a silent who? 
 
    “Wow, you really do have some attitude, don’t you? I like that.” He smiled, his eyes scanning the others. Finally, he turned back to her and held out his arms “I’m one of the fallen. An Angel. . . currently a Werewolf. Ring any bells?” 
 
    She relaxed slightly, especially when Caleb and Iris walked over to join them.  
 
    Cael nodded a greeting as Iris waved.  
 
    “I didn’t know there were more of you,” Lilliah confessed, wondering just how many of the originals actually woke. “So you’re staying at the house?” she asked, folding her arms over her chest and hugging her body. 
 
    “Yes.” He pulled out a set of keys and held them up. “And I need a drink. I’ll drive.” 
 
    He didn’t wait for anyone to respond as he walked past them to a waiting Range Roverone of Azrael’s cars.  
 
    “This probably isn’t the best idea,” Iris pointed out, climbing into the back seat. “Azrael’s going to flip when he finds the car gone.” 
 
    “We’ll have it back before he even realises it was gone,” Cael promised, easing into the driver’s seat.  
 
    Lilliah slid in next to Iris, knowing better. Azrael would know immediately that the car had been used. His cars were his babies and looked after as much. But she figured that as long as they brought it back in once piece, he’d be fine. Well, probably not fine, she mentally corrected, but he’d deal with it. 
 
    The car jerked forward as did everyone that was in it. 
 
    “Goodness!” Caleb said, rubbing the back of his neck. “Don’t you know how to drive?” 
 
    Cael laughed. It came out so deep it sounded more like a rumble. “I’ve been asleep for thousands of years. When would I have learned how to drive?” 
 
    “Then why get into the driver’s side?” Caleb didn’t wait for a response. He got out of the car and stalked to the driver’s side, switching with Cael.  
 
    Iris giggled in the back seat. Lilliah had to press her lips together to stop herself from laughing. 
 
    “Also, when we get to a bar, you’ll need to buy me a drink, because I have no money.” Cael looked back, beaming his pearly whites. 
 
    Caleb swore while Lilliah didn’t try to hold back her laughter this time.  
 
    “We’ll go to a bar after. First, we’re going to Rebecca’s grave.” 
 
    “A grave?” Cael repeated. “You’re a morbid bunch, I’ll give you that. But hey, I’ll roll with you. The graveyard it is.” 
 
      
 
                                                               *************** 
 
      
 
    Iris and Caleb led the way through the pitch-black cemetery, Iris using her phone as a torch.  
 
    “I think it’s around here.” Iris slowed, turning her light to the stones and mumbling the names. “Oh, here it is.” 
 
    They all stood in a semi-circle, staring down at the newly turned dirt. Flowers still lay there, slowly wiltingjust like the body that lay beneath them.  
 
    Lilliah turned away, taking long deep breaths. Her best friend was dead. Panic started to rise; her breathing quickened. 
 
    The sadness, the loss, the guilteverything Lilliah had been avoiding feeling came flooding in like a tidal wave. The knowledge that Rebecca was really gone and that she wasn’t coming back now felt real.  
 
    “Hey, are you okay?” Caleb put his arm around her shoulders and pulled her close. “It’s okay. You can cry.” 
 
    Lilliah pulled away, still staring down at the headstone. 
 
    “Can I have a minute?” she asked, ignoring how her voice broke. The last thing she wanted to do was cry in front of everyone. She just needed to talk to her best friend for a moment. She needed to say goodbye. 
 
    Everyone agreed and walked past her. They stayed close, but not close enough so she could be heard.  
 
    Lilliah fell to her knees, her fingers playing with the dirt on the ground. 
 
    Rebecca Jackson. A daughter, a friend. A beautiful soul that will be missed by all.  
 
    Lilliah snorted as tears filled her eyes. “That’s such a lame headstone.” She tried to laugh; Rebecca would have hated it. The annoyance at Rebecca’s parents simmered deep. This generic sentence didn’t describe Rebecca at all. She needed something witty, something unique and empowering. She needed something better.  
 
    “I can change it. We’ll get you something better,” she vowed, unsure if that was even possible. “Oh goodness, I miss you.” Unable to sit still, Lilliah toyed with a dead petal that had fallen from its flower. “And, the only thing worse than missing you this much, is knowing that you’re not in Heaven. I don’t know what I need to do to make that happen. But I will. You deserve that, Becca.” 
 
    Lilliah leaned forward, her hands now digging into the soil. “I need you, Rebecca. I always need you. I feel . . . I feel different,” she began, trying to make sense of her own feelings before she attempted to put them into words. “Something is happening deep inside me, and I’m afraid of it. There’s no one that will . . .” 
 
    Lilliah had been so fixated on the stone in front of her that she missed the bushes rustling and the five men stepping out of the shadows.  
 
    “I told you! I told you they’d be here,” one bragged out loud, pulling Lilliah out of her confession. 
 
    “Step back,” Caleb warned. Lilliah could barely see them in the darkness, the only light still coming from Iris’s phone.  
 
    “What exactly are you going to do?” one of the men taunted. “Your jerk of an Angel is dead. Big bad Azrael is probably off crying somewhere.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, who are you?” Cael asked stepping forward into the light.  
 
    Lilliah stayed seated, just listening to everyone. She could tell by their voices that the group was no older than she was, just boys really. Were they Werewolves? Vampires? She didn’t know, and she supposed it really didn’t matter. Somehow they had ended up with Lucifer. She pushed herself to her feet, too mentally and physically drained to fight. But that was what everything came down to. A fight. 
 
    “I wouldn’t step forward if I was you, old man.” 
 
    Cael’s whole body stepped back, his hand on his chest. “That was rude.” 
 
    Lilliah smiled in the darkness. The boys might have been looking for trouble, but they weren’t worth the fight, so Lilliah hung back in the darkness. Cael looked over at her, his almost white hair glowing in the moonlight. He knew what she was doing and approved with a simple nod. 
 
    “Go cry over your dead human. Soon all your friends will be dead.” Another of the men laughed as they walked round the group, ready to leave.  
 
    “He’s an Angel.” Iris shone her light in Cael’s face, then she whipped it at Lilliah. “And so is she.” The smugness dripped off Iris’s words, and even in the darkness, Lilliah could see the disbelief in their faces. 
 
    “Ho . . . how?” one of them stammered, backing away. 
 
    “Incredible. Run!” They all turned and bolted off.  
 
    Cael cursed. “We have to get them. They can’t get back to Lucifer. He can’t know that Lilliah’s back.” Cael and Caleb both ran after the group. 
 
    “So, I made a mistake?” Iris guessed, Lilliah gave a small nod and ran after the rest. 
 
    Even with her body still aching, she passed Caleb effortlessly. Cael was long gone into the darkness.  
 
    A body slammed into her, knocking her to the floor, hard. She rolled over until she was on top staring down at the angry eyes of a young man. 
 
     “Get off me,” he screamed, thrashing around, punching her has hard as he could.  
 
    “Stop it!” she ordered, restraining his arms quickly. He wasn’t trained for fighting. She guessed that he was barely out of school. “This doesn’t have to go any further. You can leave now. Don’t go back to Lucifer. Just go home.” 
 
    She knew when Caleb ran over, but she didn’t look up. She was too focused on the lad trapped underneath her.  
 
    They stared silently at one another, his eyes searching her face.  
 
    “I don’t have a home anymore,” he said between clenched teeth, but he no longer fought her. 
 
    “Then go somewhere else. Anywhere,” she stressed. 
 
    “He’ll kill me. Lucifer will find me and kill me.”  
 
    Lilliah sat up. “What? We’ll kill you,” she reminded, tightening her legs just to give him a physical reminder of the position he was in. “Lucifer is far too busy to go looking for a teenager.” 
 
    Feeling she had made her point, Lilliah stood, trying not to wince. The last thing her body needed was a rugby tackle.  
 
    The guy stood, also, giving a jerky nod and backing away from both Caleb and Lilliah. 
 
    “I won’t tell him about you,” he swore, his eyes still wide and movements jerky.  
 
    “Just go.” Lilliah shoved her hands in her coat pockets and watched him run off.  
 
    “What do you think you’re doing?” Cael came running towards her, staring at the retreating man. “Go after him! He mustn’t get back to Lucifer.” 
 
    Lilliah grabbed his arm before Cael could chase after him.  
 
    “Let him go.” 
 
    Cael stared down at her, pulling his arm free. 
 
    “On your head, it will be. But remember…”he jammed a long finger into her shoulder“Lucifer won’t just come after you, but your entire family as well.” 
 
    Cael stalked off back to the car, and everyone else followed silently. 
 
    “I shouldn’t have done that,” Iris whispered, 
 
    No, you shouldn’t have, was what Lilliah wanted to say, but one look at Iris’s big eyes and trembling bottom lip stopped her. 
 
    “Everyone makes mistakes,” Lilliah said instead, lightly bumping Iris’s arm with her own. 
 
    Iris smiled sheepishly, her worried eyes drifting to Cael, who was still stalking ahead. Lilliah was about to tell Iris to forget the night had ever happened when Caleb spoke. 
 
    “Oh, great,” Caleb sighed, coming to a stop when he saw their car illuminated under a streetlight. All the windows were smashed, and key marks had been scratched into the paintwork of the doors. 
 
    Azrael was going to kill them. There was no doubt about it. And at some point, most likely the next day when Lilliah was rested and Azrael actually saw the car, she’d be bothered. But right then, she was drained and just didn’t have it in her to care.  
 
    “The little trashs must have done it before they saw us.” Caleb bent down, licking his finger and trying to rub one of the marks. 
 
    “What exactly will that do?” Cael asked, arms folded. “Do you honestly think your saliva will somehow fix this car?” 
 
    Caleb stood straight up. “I’m just trying to assess the damage.” 
 
    Cael took another look at the car. “It looks pretty much ruined to me. Now can we leave?” 
 
    Lilliah nodded, almost falling into the leather seats. Iris got in next to her, with Caleb and Cael both in front. None one spoke on the way back to Azrael’s mansion, Lilliah used the time to drift in and out of sleep.  
 
    Finally, they pulled into Azrael’s long driveway, the house in total darkness at the end.  
 
    “What time is it?” Lilliah yawned as she and Iris tip-toed through the house to their rooms.  
 
    “Past one.” Iris waved before disappearing into her room.  
 
    Lilliah didn’t bother turning on her light. Instead, she walked in, losing her coat and kicking off her shoes, completely content with sleeping in her clothes when a voice she never thought she’d hear again said her name. 
 
    Her body stilled, the hair on her arms standing on end. Lilliah turned in the dark, her heart pounding so loud she could hear it in her ears. 
 
    A dark figure stood in the corner of the room, hair covering its face. 
 
    “Ho . . . Re . . . Rebecca?” 
 
    Her head lifted slowly. Round, red eyes stared back at her. 
 
    “Lucifer says hello.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 10 
 
      
 
    Lilliah was stuck, rooted to the spot. Was it really her? Could it be? 
 
    She wanted to run over and wrap her arms around her friend, then her words started to sink in. 
 
    Before Lilliah could process what was happening, Rebecca attacked, her hair still hanging in front of her face, her blood red eyes peering through. Rebecca’s hand connected with Lilliah’s head, knocking her to the floor. 
 
    “Rebecca?” Lilliah ignored the searing pain and kicked at the ground, trying to scramble away as Rebecca’s foot stomped where her body had just been.  
 
    Flashbacks came rushing back of a red-eyed Azrael, and more specifically, his horrifying attack. 
 
    “He wants you alive.” Rebecca grabbed Lilliah’s ankle, pulling her forward. Lilliah kicked her hand and scrabbled backwards until her back hit the wall. She couldn’t fight Rebecca, even if this thing in front of her wasn’t her friend, she just couldn’t bring herself to do it. “So I can’t hurt you too much.” 
 
    Her voice was harsher and deeper than it was before, but it was still Rebecca’s voice. 
 
    “Are you in there, Rebecca? At all?”  
 
    She didn’t answer. Instead, she just hit and kept on hittingone to the head, another to the body. Lilliah blocked the blows as best she could, but the attacks kept on coming, the next one harder and faster than the last.  
 
    She could feel blood pouring down her face; she couldn’t last much longer. Soon she’d be unconscious, and whatever it was in front of her would take her back to Lucifer. That was something that Lilliah couldn’t allow to happen. 
 
    She had to do this, no matter how much she hated the thought of it. 
 
    “I’m . . . I’m sorry,” she managed to extract herself before moving in. She hit once to the head, but Rebecca didn’t stop her attack, so Lilliah hit again, as hard as her tired body would allow, all the while silently chanting, It’s not her, it’s not her. Rebecca fell to her knees. Moving quickly she grabbed the lamp from the side of her bed and smashed it against Rebecca’s head. She fell to the floor in a heap, with Lilliah still kneeling over her. She stayed like that for a minute, maybe longer, she wasn’t sure, just kneeling in the darkness, trying to process what had just happened.  
 
    Carefully, she nudged the unconscious body lying on the floor just make sure she was really unconscious and not pretending. Lilliah had seen way too many horror movies to fall for that one.  
 
    With the little energy she had left, she pushed herself to her feet and ran out of the room. Her legs moved before her head could catch up. Before she could stop, she found herself running into Azrael’s room.  
 
    “Rebecca. She’s back. She’s in my room. Well, not Rebecca, but a Demon, or something. Something from Lucifer! I knocked her out.” 
 
    Azrael moved with lightening speed. First, he was in front of her, eyes full of worry, gently examining her head wound.  
 
    “I’m fine,” she reassured, grabbing his arm and pulling him into the hall. As much as she loved the caring edge to his eyes, they didn’t have time. Rebecca could wake up at any minute and flee. 
 
    They reached her bedroom. Lilliah stayed in the hallway while Azrael entered. Her adrenaline was wearing off as she sank to the ground, unable to go back in the room. Rebecca would be just lying on the floor, just like the night she died. She shuddered at the memory, but it wouldn’t leave. She remembered the pain she had felt, watching her best friend fall to the ground in a heap, Lucifer’s cold laugh echoing around her. 
 
    “Lilliah?” Azrael’s voice pulled her from the nightmare, bringing her back to reality. She stared Azrael straight in the eyes.  
 
    “Are you okay? You’ve gone so pale.” He gently held his hand against her cheek, and then her forehead. “She’s unconscious now. You’re safe.” 
 
    She nodded and then shook her head. “What just happened? This is just too much. I had to hit her.” She let that sink in for a second. “Watching her fall to the floor, it just, it reminded me of the night she died.”  
 
    Azrael’s body visibly jolted back, the sudden movement making Lilliah jump. “What? Why did you just . . . ?” 
 
    “Could you please go and get Benedict?” he commanded, not even looking at her now. Instead, he walked back into her bedroom. 
 
    “Wait, what . . ?” she called after him, only to receive silence in return. 
 
    Confused, Lilliah pushed herself to her feet and dragged her legs down the hall to Benedict’s bedroom, her body protesting at every step.  
 
    She stopped outside Benedict’s door, the only thing that could make this day any weirder was Lilliah walking in on a naked Benedict. There would just be no coming back from that, so instead of walking in, she banged on the door, using the doorframe to hold her body weight.  
 
    Benedict swung the door open, his eyes alert, his hair and beard damp, most likely from a shower. 
 
    “Rebecca’s here. In Demon form. She attacked me and is currently unconscious on my bedroom floor.” She spoke so matter-of-factly that Benedict didn’t register right away. He just stood there looking at her.  
 
    “So, you better go and deal with that.” 
 
    Benedict rushed past her, his head down, most likely trying to process everything Lilliah had just dumped on him.  
 
    He stopped, staring back at her. “Your head . . . are you okay?” 
 
    She couldn’t muster up the energy to speak so instead she just nodded. The reassurance was enough for Benedict. He turned and started to speed walk down the corridor.  
 
    Lilliah let herself drop to the ground, even lifting an arm at that moment seemed too much.  
 
    She was so tired, but there was still so much that she needed to do. She’d have to call Seb. How was she going to explain that Lucifer had somehow hijacked Rebecca’s body? Was she technically still dead? Could Benedict somehow bring her back? 
 
    She needed to speak to Benedict first, then she’d speak to Sebastian. 
 
    Then, and only then, she’d speak to Azrael. Goodness, she wanted to scream at that man. He seemed so caring earlier, so loving. Then, in a blink of an eye, he changed. Even trying to keep up with his mood swings was exhausting.  
 
    “I’ll give myself two minutes.” She was trying to reassure herself more than anything else, but Lilliah couldn’t stop her eyelids from shutting. She drifted into sleep. 
 
      
 
                                                               *************** 
 
      
 
    “This has been a crazy day.” 
 
    “I know. This morning I had been thinking about going back home to spend as much time as I can with the people that I knew before Lucifer killed everyone. Now, now I feel like there is hope.” 
 
    It took Lilliah a minute to realise that the conversation wasn’t part of her dream, but from people sitting close to her. She kept her eyes closed and snuggled deeper into the quilt. A quilt? Automatically her eyes popped open as tried to recall where she had fallen asleep. The corridor? Who had carried her to bed? 
 
    “Oh, you’re awake!” Lilliah felt the bed dip before she turned to see Iris sitting next to her. Caleb sat on a chair nearby. 
 
    “Hey,” Lilliah croaked out, pushing herself up onto her elbows. “Goodness, I’m still so tired. What time is it?” 
 
    Caleb walked over to the bed and leaned on the poster, smirking down at her. “You’ve been passed out for the past six hours. Everyone thought you’d died again.” 
 
    “Oh?” She faked a laugh, a little uncomfortable with him standing over her while she was in bed. She didn’t know why, maybe it was his odd smile. Either way, she lay back down and pulled her quilt to her chin. Even though she was fully clothed, he made her feel naked.  
 
    “Caleb!” Iris chastised him by grabbing a pillow and throwing it in his direction. “You can’t say stuff like that. She’s been back for, like, a day. It’s just too soon.” 
 
    Caleb’s smile got bigger. “Is it too soon, Lilliah?” 
 
    “Erm, I guess?” Lilliah wasn’t really offended by the joke, but there was still something about the way Caleb was looking at her. She barely knew the guy, but it was as if he was undressing her with his eyes. It seemed too close, almost intimate. She glanced at Iris who, apart from looking shocked at Caleb’s joke, didn’t seem to notice the way his eye’s bored into Lilliah’s. Was she just seeing things? It was times like this that she missed Rebecca. She would have been able to spot an inappropriate look from a mile off. When they had been back in school, Rebecca swore that two of their English teachers were secretly dating. Lilliah and Jeremy had just laughed it off. That was until they both got suspended. The rumour had it that they were both caught getting jiggy in the staff office. Rebecca gloated about it for months after.  
 
    Lilliah shot up from the bed. “Rebecca!” It came out a lot louder than she had anticipated. Both Iris and Caleb jumped in surprise as Lilliah hastened from the bed. She wasn’t tired anymore; she needed to speak to Azrael or Benedict about Rebecca.  
 
    “I think you should slow down a little.” Caleb almost ran to the door to stop Lilliah from leaving. She eyed him in confusion, why did he think he could stop her? She turned to Iris, her eyebrows raised in a silent question. Iris looked as perplexed as Lilliah felt.  
 
    “They’re both in Benedict’s office,” Iris offered, now looking at Caleb with a funny expression on her face. Caleb didn’t notice, however, as he hadn’t taken his eyes off Lilliah.  
 
    “I’m going to go and see them now,” Lilliah said slowly, reaching behind Caleb, trying to open the door.  
 
    He moved out of the way but grabbed hold of her other hand. It wasn’t aggressive, but his hold was firm on her wrist.  
 
    “You need to rest more. Can’t you just stay here and sleep? You can go and talk to Azrael later.” 
 
    The playful edge to his voice was gone, replaced with a seriousness and even a little harshness that Lilliah hadn’t expected to hear. What was wrong with the guy? 
 
    “So, you’re awake.” 
 
    Lilliah turned as best she could with Caleb still holding her wrist and came face to face with Azrael. Her heart did a silly dance as she took him in. Even after knowing him for all this time, her body still reacted to him. She was still drawn to him, and sadly, she doubted if that would ever change. Her head knew that he had split up with her, it seemed her body had yet to get the memo. 
 
    “Yes,” she stated the obvious, her eyes taking him in all of him. He was wearing his usual black; she loved that. Back when Lucifer had hold of him, Azrael had switched from black to a grey three-piece suit. It had been so odd, seeing him in another tone. But it had acted as another reminder just how un-Azrael-like he had become.  
 
    Lilliah ogled him for a little while longer, not bothering to hide it. She wasn’t ashamed, and she could swear she could make out the ghost of a smile on Azrael’s lips before he looked past her, his expression turning quickly into a scowl.  
 
    Lilliah stared back, only just realising Caleb was still holding her wrist and pulled it free. She turned back to face Azrael, secretly dancing inside at his reaction. So he still cared? Even if it was just a little? 
 
    Lilliah was too busy in her head to realise no one in the room was speaking. It was only when Iris coughed that Lilliah appreciated just how quiet the room had been. 
 
     “What’s happening with Rebecca?” She cleared her throat, feeling a little awkward just standing there in the middle of the room. 
 
    It took Azrael another beat before he stopped staring at Caleb and looked at her. “We’re holding her downstairs until we find a better solution.”  
 
    Lilliah literally stood straighter. Nothing about what Azrael just said sounded good. “What does that mean?” 
 
    Finally, Azrael’s eyes softened and he motioned to the open door behind him. “Come. I’ll explain everything.” 
 
    He turned to leave as Lilliah waved at a beaming Iris and a scowling Caleb. She wanted to ask him what was wrong there and then, but she could already hear Azrael walking down the hall. She made a mental note to question Caleb later, right now she needed to focus on Rebecca. 
 
    She ran to catch up with Azrael, even though she could already tell wherehe was going. His officeit was the only room this side of the house that was used.  
 
    They both walked in silence, the only sound was the wind whistling. The mansion had never been great at keeping out the cold. It was old with single glazed windows, but this wind seemed louder, the breeze actually making Lilliah shiver. 
 
    “Why is it so cold?” Lilliah rubbed her arms, trying to warm herself from the friction. Had Azrael stopped using heating since she’d been away? 
 
    “The house is still under construction.” He pointed down the hall to the back part of the wall, the roof totally missing.  
 
    “Oh, my gosh. Why did you come back here? This house isn’t livable.” She almost ran into Azrael’s office, thankful the room was in a room and not a ruin.  
 
    “I like this house.” He shrugged, shutting the door and walking over to his desk. “I wanted to be here alone. It was Benedict who insisted on staying.” 
 
    “I wondered how you were coping with all the company.” Lilliah walked over to a nearby sofa and sat down, pulling her feet underneath her. 
 
    “Yes, it’s taking some getting used to. They keep themselves to themselves, though.” He picked up a brown folder and crossed to the sofa, sitting down beside her. He was so close she could smell him. It wasn’t aftershave; she’d been with him long enough to know he didn’t wear it. The smell was just him. And it was great. 
 
    “Here are a few cases from The Cure. So far they’ve had five cases of their members being possessed by Demons.” He passed the folder over and Lilliah flicked through the first few pages.  
 
    “Oh, my . . . ” The words died in her throat. She was too horrified to actually speak. Page after page was filled with pictures of men and women, all of them twisted in unnatural positions, blood pouring from their eyes and mouths. She flung the file onto the table, unable to look anymore.  
 
    “Is that what’s happening to Rebecca?” she asked quietly, a part of her hoping he hadn’t heard her. How could she live with herself knowing that Rebecca was going through so much pain, and they were unable to stop it? 
 
    “Not yet. But we presume that’s where it will take the body. As far as we can tell, Rebecca’s soul is no longer there.” 
 
    Lilliah nodded, still staring down at the folder on the table. His words gave some sort of comfort. But those pictures were hell; they had to be. And she refused to let that be Rebecca’s fate, even if it was just her body.  
 
    “How did this even happen to her? Why didn’t she go straight to Heaven?” 
 
    It could just be her imagination, but she swore Azrael shifted closer to her until they were almost touching.  
 
    “Lucifer has many ways. I suppose we’ll never know.” 
 
    That didn’t make Lilliah feel good. In fact, it made her feel a little depressed. 
 
    “We’ll get her back though, right?” She turned to look him in the eye, needing him to just say yes. She needed that little bit of hope. 
 
    For a minute Azrael didn’t say anything, his eyes just searched Lilliah’s face. Then his large, warm hand reached out for hers and held on tight.  
 
    “I’ll do everything I can, I swear it.” The vow was so intense that Lilliah couldn’t speak, plus she thought it’d ruin the moment. So instead, she smiled and nodded, a small bud of hope starting to form in the pit of her stomach.  
 
    He eased back, his intense stare gone and replaced with a small easy smile. “You can go and see if you’d like,” he said gently, stilling holding onto her and running his thumb over the back of her hand. She liked how natural it felt for him to be touching her. There was no awkwardness, just the two of them. She relaxed and edged a little closer not knowing how long this relaxed Azrael would last. He could bolt up at any minute and run off, just as he had any other time they’d shared a moment. 
 
    “I don’t know,” she told him honestly, remembering Rebecca’s cold red eyes. Did she really want to see that again? Honestly, no, no she did not. 
 
    “She can’t hurt you again.” He reached up, moving a piece of hair to the side and gently running a thumb over her bruised head. “This will heal soon.” 
 
    She already knew that, even after everything she had been through, she could actually feel her body getting stronger.  
 
    “I know, it’s the Angel part of me,” she joked.  
 
    Azrael smiled and stood. “Come on, Angel. We have to talk to Benedict.” 
 
    Lilliah beamed and almost jumped to her feet, his pet name for her sending shivers down her spine. 
 
    They were barely out of the door and into the hallway when they saw Iris running towards them. 
 
    “Oh my gosh!” Iris rushed down the hall, her hands stretched out in front of her. “I think I just had a vision.” 
 
    “You think?” Azrael smirked, squinting his eyes. He didn’t move as Iris got closer.  
 
    “Yeah, I think!” Iris rushed out, ignoring the humour in Azrael’s eyes and focusing solely on Lilliah. “I have an idea, maybe if I hold Lilliah’s hand it’ll become more clear.” 
 
    Lilliah shook her head. “I’m way too tired tonight for any kind of magic.” 
 
    “No, please.” Iris reached up and grabbed Lilliah’s hand. “You won’t have to do . . . ”  
 
    Lilliah didn’t hear the rest of Iris’s sentence as everything went black. 
 
    “Oh, Lilliah. I was wondering when you’d come here,” Michael’s voice rang out to her. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 11 
 
      
 
    She had escaped from Heaven less than a day ago. Couldn’t Michael have given her just one more day before he somehow dragged her back? Lilliah would have been okay with just one more day. 
 
    “Where are we?” Lilliah asked, looking around the bleak white room. Everything was blank and empty and looked as if it went on forever. 
 
    “Oh my gosh, are we in Heaven?”  
 
    Lilliah almost gave herself whiplash when she turned to see Iris stumbling around next to her. 
 
    “Why have you brought us both here?” she demanded before Michael could answer her previous question. He’d done this kind of thing before, contacting her through Iris, but he'd never brought Iris along for the ride. 
 
    “This is a place in between worlds. A place that is safe for us to talk.” Michael didn’t even look in Iris’s direction. Lilliah relaxed just a little. Instead of paying any kind of attention to Iris, he was solely focused on Lilliah, his voice sounding so placid and mellow that she wanted to scream. Couldn’t the man be genuine for once? 
 
    “I don’t want to talk to you. You’re a monster.” Lilliah grabbed hold of Iris’s hand and pulled her close. Michael was like a deadly snake, able to strike at any minute. She couldn’t risk a dazed Iris stepping too close. 
 
    “You . . . you’re Michael?” Iris asked, her mouth hanging open and eyes wide with either fear or wonderLilliah couldn’t tell which. 
 
    Michael smirked at Iris, holding his arms out wide. “I brought you here to give you a second chance. Come home, Lilliah.” 
 
    Lilliah couldn’t help the laugh that escaped her. What she didn’t expect was another male laugh to fill the air. The hair on her arms stood on end as recognition dawned. Lucifer. 
 
    “So you brought her all this way for that?” He laughed again, walking closer to them, his eyes bouncing from Lilliah to Michael. “Hello, old friend.” 
 
    Michael stepped back in horror, his face now a chalky white. “How are you here? How is this possible?” 
 
    “My powers are growing faster than you could ever believe.”  
 
    Lilliah pulled Iris back, needing to get as far away from the two men as possible. Before she could take another step, Lucifer turned to her, his red eyes glowing with satisfaction.  
 
    “How was your time in Heaven, Lilliah? How was the family bonding?” He looked so delighted with himself that Lilliah wanted nothing more than to run up to him and knock that smirk right off his face. “Do you understand now? Do you understand why I am doing what I’m doing?” 
 
    “Oh my gosh,” Iris breathed, her whole body starting to shake as Lilliah guided her behind her.  
 
    “I understand that you’re both sick pieces of garbage,” she nodded, gulping as Lucifer’s eyes narrowed. There was something about him, something that hadn’t been there before. A power maybe? It radiated off him in waves and made Lilliah think twice about going against him.  
 
    “You don’t have any power here,” Michael announced as he stepped forward, somehow finding his backbone as the colour returned to his cheeks.  
 
    Lucifer smiled at Lilliah as if there were some secret joke only the two of them were privy to. She didn’t have time to decipher the meaning before Lucifer turned on his heel, his arms stretched out in front of him. Michael flew into the air, his legs kicking and his face turning blue.  
 
    Lilliah was rooted to the spot, unable to decide whether to let them kill each other or to intervene. Before her mind was made up, Michael swung his arms in the air, the motion somehow throwing Lucifer across the vast empty space as Michael fell to the ground in a heap. 
 
    “Take my hand, Lilliah. Come back with me and help protect your own kind. Don’t go back there and become fallen. Don’t go back there and waste your last life,” Michael begged from the floor, his hand reaching out. 
 
    “What he does he mean?” Iris almost squealed. She was standing so close that Lilliah could feel her heart pounding in her chest.  
 
    “You are not worthy of Heaven,” Lucifer roared before Lilliah could even try to understand what Michael was saying. Lucifer’s face was a shade of red that Lilliah didn’t even think was possible. “So, I’m going to kill you all. I’m going to take back my home, with or without Lilliah’s help,” he screamed, falling to his knees, his body shaking. 
 
    “No,” Michael shook his head. “This isn’t possible. You don’t possess the power.” 
 
    Lucifer laughed, but it sounded full of pain more than anything else. “You will see, brother, that things have truly changed.”  
 
    What happened next was something that Lilliah could only describe as an explosion of red. Michael screamed even before it touched him. Lilliah reacted fast, turning and throwing a terrified Iris to the floor before covering her body with her own. She squeezed her eyes shut and braced for whatever pain was coming her way. 
 
      
 
                                                                 ***************** 
 
      
 
    Lilliah shot up, gasping for the air that was touching her face. Was she burnt and disfigured, her hands patted her arms, moving to her head and face.  
 
    “Goodness, Lilliah.” Azrael was in front of her now, kneeling down on the floor, his worried eyes searching. “What happened? Tell me everything.” 
 
    “It was Michael, and then Lucifer was there. They fought and . . . ” Iris. Lilliah panicked when she saw Iris still passed on the floor. “Is she okay?” She tried to crawl over to her, but Azrael held her back.  
 
    “Iris is fine. She just hasn’t woken up yet,” he reassured, turning her to face him fully. “Lilliah. Deep breaths. Tell me exactly what happened. What did they say to you?” 
 
    Lilliah went through everything, but no matter how hard she tried, she couldn’t control the shaking of her body.  
 
    “He said it was my last life.” She remembered, understanding just starting to creep in. Michael’s power had protected Lilliah before. No matter what kind of life she had lived or how she had died, she had always been reincarnated. Born again. That wasn’t going to happen now. Now she truly was fallen. “If I die now if I stay on Earth for too long, I’ll turn to stone.” Tears filled her eyes as she really understood what Michael was telling her. No matter what happened, whether they killed Lucifer or not, Lilliah was going to die. With Michael’s power no longer protecting her, Lilliah was now just another fallen Angel, and some day she was going to turn to stone, just like all the others. 
 
    For the first time, Azrael let go and moved back, his face suddenly void of any emotion. “That’s definitely what he said?” 
 
    Lilliah nodded, so many thoughts were now running through her head. She knew coming back was too good to be true. Deep down, she knew there was a catch. This was it. 
 
    Azrael stood and turned away from her, running his hands through his pitch black hair. “Caleb, go and get Benedict.” 
 
    “Right,” Caleb muttered and slowly backed out of the room, not making eye contact with Lilliah as he went. To her dismay, she hadn’t even realised he had been there. She had been so focused on telling Azrael everything that she hadn’t really paid attention to her surroundings. 
 
    While Azrael paced the hall, Lilliah crawled to a still passed out Iris and swiped her hair away from her face. “Are we sure she’s okay?”  
 
    “She’s fine. Can you walk?” Azrael asked abruptly. 
 
    Taken aback by the harshness in his voice, Lilliah did nothing but nod.  
 
    “Good. Go to your room. Benedict will come and see you there.” 
 
    Go to your room? He sounded like a parent telling off a child, and Lilliah didn’t like it, not at all. 
 
    “Look,” she started, putting her arm under Iris’s arms and pulling her up until she was standing. “I get that you don’t want to be with me anymore. But that doesn’t give you the right to act like a toe and boss me around.” 
 
    She didn’t wait for his reply; instead, she shuffled down the hallway, half dragging, half carrying Iris with her. 
 
      
 
                                                        ************* 
 
      
 
    It took Lilliah twenty minutes to carry Iris into her room. She knew logically that it would have made sense to ask Azrael to help, but she refused to. Not after the way he acted with her. Part of her had hoped that she’d run into Benedict or Caleb in the halls, even Cael would have been a blessing, but no, she had to do it on her own. And she made it. But it had taken a lot out of her, so while Iris still slept on the bed, Lilliah sat down on a nearby chair. Her mind was still racing with everything she had just learned and she was trying to understand what it really meant. 
 
    Lilliah was so deep in thought that she barely spoke two words to Benedict when he came in to check on her. She just watched him as he checked her head wound, which was nearly healed. 
 
    It seemed that he wasn’t in the mood to talk, either, as the only words he said were, “It seems you’re all good.” His smile didn’t reach his eyes, and he patted her leg gently. Azrael must have told him, Lilliah decided, putting her hand over his and giving a quick squeeze. Benedict squeezed her hand back before moving to check on Iris.  
 
    “I know you’re well physically, but how about mentally?” Benedict didn’t look up, but Lilliah knew he was talking to her. He was hardly going to talk to an unconscious Iris, would he? 
 
    “I feel like I’m running at one hundred miles per hour. It’s getting kind of difficult to keep up,” she shared honestly, running her hands over the fabric of the chair. 
 
    “I’ve been meaning to come up and see you, but it’s been a busy night with you coming back and then sneaking off. I bet you went to see Rebecca’s grave?” 
 
    Lilliah blushed and nodded. They’d totally been caught. 
 
    “And then all of this.” He gestured to a sleeping Iris. “It must be too much for you, Lil.” 
 
    Lil. It was what Sebastian and Rebecca called her, the ones closest to her. She liked that he had started to call her that, too. 
 
    “It can get to be too much, but I’m handling it.” She playfully winked with a confidence she really didn’t feel.  
 
    “Good. I just want you to know that I’m here for you . . . if you need me.” 
 
    This time Lilliah’s smiled was huge and real. “Thanks.” 
 
    Benedict smiled and was just wrapping up his check-up of Iris when Sebastian came strolling in. He couldn’t have looked happier and, despite herself, Lilliah smiled, too.  
 
    “Wakey, wakey, idiots,” Sebastian beamed, flopping down on the seat next to Lilliah.  
 
    Benedict smiled, too, just before grabbing his bag and making a quick exit, throwing a quick meaningful look at Lilliah before he left.  
 
    “What’s up with Benedict?” Sebastian asked, casting a quick glance at Iris and frowning in confusion.  
 
    “Erm, well, a lot had happened.” Really too much had happened in the past night that Lilliah had no idea where to begin. So she leaned over the space between herself and her brother and took his hand in hers.  
 
    “A lot has happened?” he repeated, his smile slowly disappearing as he stared down at their now linked hands. They didn’t hold hands normally. In fact, they were more likely to punch each other than to hold hands, but this was different. 
 
    “What’s wrong, Lilliah?” 
 
    “A Demon attacked me last night.” 
 
    At this news alone, Sebastian sat up straighter, so Lilliah told him the next part so fast she wasn’t really sure if Seb had actually heard her or not. 
 
    “The Demon was in Rebecca’s body.”  
 
    She watched a thousand emotions flash across Sebastian’s face. Finally, his eyes watered as his jaw tensed.  
 
    “They’re using Rebecca to get to us now?” His voice broke mid-sentence, but Seb didn’t let it bother him so Lilliah didn’t bring it up, either.  
 
    “Yeah. It was all red-eyed and just . . . evil.” She watched her brother closely, ignoring the lump forming in her throat. 
 
    Sebastian scanned Lilliah’s body, probably checking to make sure she was physically okay. Once he knew she was fine, he sat forward, pinching the bridge of his nose. 
 
    “That’s so messed up.” 
 
    That was putting it lightly. Lilliah sat forward and nudged his arm with hers. “I knocked her out, and it’s currently downstairs in the cell.” 
 
    “So, she’s here?” 
 
    Lilliah nodded, deciding now wasn’t the best time to bring up Michael and Lucifer’s fight. That would just be way too much information for Seb to handle right now. And quite frankly too much for her to even try and explain.  
 
    “I haven’t been to her yet. The whole red eyes really just freaked me out.”  
 
    He nodded, his knee bouncing most likely with nerves.  
 
    “What are you going to do with it?” 
 
    Honestly, Lilliah had no idea what Benedict was going to do. She hadn’t spoken to him about it yet, but what she was going to do was try and bring Rebecca back. Somehow. 
 
    “We have to speak to Benedict. I don’t . . . I can’t go and see it. I’ve seen pictures of what those things do to the bodies they possess, and I can’t witness it being done to Rebecca.” 
 
    Sebastian stood, digging his hands into his pockets and staring down at his feet. “Yeah, I get that. But yesterday I thought I’d never get to see her again. Now she’s downstairs? I mean come on, Lil, that's crazy.” 
 
    Lilliah stood and grabbed his jacket, giving his body a little jerk. “Trust me, I get it. But it’s not her. It’s her body, but that’s not Rebecca in there.” 
 
    “Yeah. Of course, it’s just . . . ”  
 
    Lilliah didn’t need him to finish, she understood. And she was going to let Sebastian make up his own mind. So she motioned with her head to the hall and she led the way to Benedict’s office. Sebastian wanted answers, and there was only one man who could give them to him. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 12 
 
      
 
    “The house is now on lockdown.” Benedict had gathered everyone in the main living room and was informing all of them of the new house rules as though they were in school. He’d decided this while Lilliah and Sebastian had been sitting down with him discussing their options regarding Rebecca. 
 
    “There might not be a way to bring her back,” he told them as they sat in his makeshift office. The words hit them both like a ton of bricks, making it hard to breathe. Lilliah couldn't even speak, but Sebastian leant forward, refusing to take that as an answer. 
 
    “There has to be a way.” He pointed at Lilliah. “She came from the dead.”  
 
    “That was a different kind of magic to the one I use. That magic came from Heaven.” He clasped his hands together, looking like a doctor giving bad news to a patient. 
 
    “Maybe Azrael could help? I mean, he's an Angel,” Lilliah said, finally coming out of her daze. And technically, so was she now. 
 
    Again Benedict shook his head. 
 
    “Why not?”  
 
    Benedict looked up at Sebastian. “Because Azrael doesn’t have the kind of power that Michael has. I promise you that I’m looking for a way to rid Rebecca of the monster inside her.”  
 
    Sebastian stormed out of the room like a pre-adolescent teenager, reminding Lilliah of when he was a pre-adolescent teenager. He had been a nightmare. 
 
    Benedict sighed, rubbing his face with his hands. His eyes looked truly exhausted.  
 
    “I really am trying here, Lil.” 
 
    She pulled her legs up to her chest and rested her head on her knees. “I know you are. And maybe I might be able to help. I’m, well, I’m . . .” 
 
    Benedict held up his hand while Lilliah stumbled over her words. “I’ve already spoken to Azrael. He’s told me everything.”  
 
    Lilliah sat up, her eyebrows raised. Well, wasn’t that nice of him, huh? She guessed that he obviously didn't care if Lilliah actually wanted people to know or not. Who else had he told? Camari? Were they all now part of some fallen club? 
 
    “And I do have a theory,” Benedict continued, walking over to the door and holding it open. “Something I want to try with her. But first, we have to have a little team meeting.” 
 
    Now they all stood in the main living room, with Benedict reading out his rules. 
 
    “No one leaves the house alone. And when you do leave, tell someone. We need to keep track of everyone,” he said, making eye contact with each of them. 
 
    “I’ve contacted Derek. Some men will be coming to patrol the grounds.”  
 
    Lilliah wasn’t sure how she felt about that idea. Derek was an acquaintance of Azrael’s, a kick booty acquaintance who was part of some secret government agency. He’d helped them back when Lucifer had Azrael, and his men had been a huge help. But what good could they do now? They already had three Angels on site, four if you counted Lilliah. Were a few guys with guns really going to make that much of a difference? 
 
    “I’m not good with rules,” Cael drawled out, a lazy smirk playing on his lips. 
 
    “But you’ll manage,” Camari cut in, standing tall with her hands behind her back. She nodded at Benedict. She looked like a soldier taking orders. 
 
    “Good. It’s settled then.” Benedict made a beeline to Azrael, who stood at the opposite side of the room, his head bent, appearing deep in thought. 
 
    “Did Benedict tell you what his plan was? For Rebecca?” Sebastian asked for what felt like the tenth time. Again, Lilliah shook her head. 
 
    “Okay, when are we going to see Mum? There's only so much time I can hold off your funeral. We have to tell her you’re back. She’s in bits. We’ve got a tell her soon.” 
 
    “I know.” She faked a smile and started walking over to meet Benedict, a reluctant Seb following. Lilliah had tried her best not to think about her mother, alone, crying. What troubled her most was what she could do about it. She could just walk right in, tell her mother everything about Angels and Heaven, the lot. Or, would that put her in more danger than she was already in? Knowing everything, would she then let Lilliah and Seb do what they had to do? Would she be in more pain as she waited for them? Lilliah didn’t know the answer, so right now she was going to concentrate on the demonic Rebecca downstairs because that was just easier. 
 
    They reached Benedict just in time to hear Azrael whisper, “This isn't a good idea. They need to be kept away from it.” He took a step back once he noticed Lilliah and Sebastian, looking a little guilty. No guesses for who he was talking about. 
 
    “Ready when you are,” Lilliah muttered, trying to shoot daggers through her eyes at Azrael, who was looking at anything but her. At least he had the nerve to look embarrassed, she thought. 
 
    “Right.” Benedict’s eyes darted between Lilliah and Azrael before motioning with his head for them to follow him. 
 
    Azrael hung back as Lilliah and Seb kept in line with Benedict as they marched through the house. It didn't take long for Lilliah to realise where they were going. 
 
    Her step faltered a little as she shot a pleading glance at Sebastian. Was she ready to come face to face with the Demon again? 
 
    “It’s completely safe; she’s locked up.” Benedict opened the cellar door and gestured with his hand for her to step instead. “You don't have to be afraid.” 
 
    She wasn’t afraid. Well, not in the way Benedict thought she was, though. Sebastian looked troubled as he nervously bit his lip. Lilliah reached over to him and grabbed his hand. Slowly they made their way down the stone steps into darkness. 
 
    They heard moaning first, not the good, sexual kind of moaning, but a deep, animalistic groan. 
 
    “Remember guys, she’s not the friend you remember,” Benedict reminded her, pushing past them and walking further into the darkness. The only light was coming from the top of the stairs where Azrael stood.   
 
    “I know,” she answered quickly. Grabbing hold of Sebastian's shirt, pulling him with her down the last few steps. 
 
    Lilliah physically jolted when the light came on and door at the top of the stairs slammed shut. Benedict was in the small room now, staring at her for a long minute, his eyes scrutinising her features. Finally, he stepped back, seemingly getting whatever answer he was looking for and opened the door. 
 
    “Don’t give her too much. Be detached. We’ll do what we need to do and then leave.” He led the way further into the room, and silently, Lilliah and Sebastian followed. Bangs and screams echoed around in the darkness, each shatter of steel made Lilliah jump a little. She followed Benedict into an area with three wooden doors leading off it. The noise came from the middle door.  
 
    “Are you sure she can’t get out of there?” She pointed to the door that looked anything but secure. It was old, with rusty hinges and a small window covered with bars. The simple holding cells in front of her looked almost medieval. She had expected something more hi-tech from Azrael.  
 
    Benedict opened his mouth to speak, but it was Azrael who answered her. 
 
    “Each cell is bound by magic. The door could be open and she still wouldn’t be able to get out.” Azrael walked down the stairs to join them, his usual black attire blending him perfectly with the shadows.   
 
    “Then why even shut the door?” Lilliah joked, trying desperately to take her mind off the noise. 
 
    “She screams a lot. The noise is very bothersome.”  
 
    “Oh,” Lilliah muttered, watching Azrael as he moved around her to the cell door where he paused. “She’s not in pain, is she? I . . . I don’t want her to be in pain,” she said haltingly.  
 
    “No, me either.” Sebastian shook his head vigorously, his eyes never leaving the cell in front of them. 
 
    For a second an emotion flashed across Azrael’s features, but it was gone before she could put her finger on what it was. Pity possibly? Did he pity them for not wanting a Demon to be in pain? She didn’t care. In some way, even if it was only her body, that Demon was still Rebecca.  
 
    “Let's get this over with.” Azrael pulled the door open to reveal the Demon standing just on the other side. 
 
    Blood red eyes darted between the four of them, until finally landing on Lilliah. It’s lip curled up in a sort of smile. 
 
    “Hello, Lilliah.” Lilliah had heard it speak before, but Sebastian physically jolted at the sound. 
 
    He turned away, rubbing his face. “Goodness.” 
 
    “If you need to leave, go now. Because things are not about to get any prettier.” Benedict grabbed something from the side, the darkness hiding the object until he came closer. 
 
    “A knife?” She moved until she was between Benedict and the cell, her gaze furiously alternating between Benedict and Azrael. 
 
    “You didn't tell her about this?” If Lilliah thought her voice sounded scary, it was nothing compared to the anger in Azrael’s. Who it was directed at she wasn’t entirely sure. He snatched the knife out of Benedict’s hand and moved until he was standing just in front of her. “Benedict thinks the key to ridding Rebecca of this Demon is in your blood. We need to know how she’ll react to it.”  
 
    Her blood? Slowly, realisation dawned that the knife wasn't for Rebecca but for her. Without thinking she gave Azrael her hand. 
 
    “How much blood do you need?” Sebastian asked, his voice a little frantic.  
 
    But Lilliah wasn’t listening to Sebastian as he railed off all his urgent questions. All she could focus on was the way Azrael’s hand felt touching hers. The way his thumb grazed the palm of her hand.  
 
    “Ready?”  
 
    Lilliah nodded, only wincing a little as the blade cut through the palm of her hand. Azrael and Benedict moved fast, scooping as much blood as they could into a small cup before Azrael carefully wrapped her hand in a white bandage, his touch feather light. 
 
    “Let’s see how this goes.” Benedict moved closer to the cell door, the Demon on the side, it's eyes alive with excitement. With a single nod from Benedict, Azrael lunged into the cell, grabbing the Demon. Screams echoed off every wall. Lilliah stepped back so she was side by side with Sebastian. 
 
    They both watched in silence as Azrael pinned the Demon down. Benedict stepped forward, Lilliah's blood dripping from his fingers.  
 
    “Try and hold her face still.” Benedict swirled his fingers in more of the blood as Azrael cursed, trying to contain the thrashing Demon. 
 
    Lilliah took a small step forward when Azrael noticed. “Stay back Lilliah.” And then to Benedict, “Now.” 
 
    Benedict moved quickly, swiping the Demon’s face with the blood, and for a moment everything went silent. The Demon stopped moving, stopped screaming, and for that minute Lilliah’s heart soared.  
 
    But then a piercing scream erupted from her. Azrael let go and exited the cell. They all watched, some in horror and some in fascination, as she curled and twisted on the floor, her body shaking violently. 
 
    “Stop it,” Lilliah demanded, pushing past Azrael. “She’s in pain!” 
 
    Azrael caught hold of her wrist and pulled her back until her back was pressed against his chest.  
 
    Somehow the screams grew louder. Sebastian turned away, covering his ears with both hands.  
 
    “Please stop this,” Lilliah begged, just as the screams stopped and the Demon bolted upright. Big chocolate eyes stared back at her and Lilliah forget how to breathe. 
 
    “Lilliah.” It wasn't a question, more of recognition, the voice soft and familiar.  
 
    Before anyone could speak or move, the blood red eyes returned. Lilliah's heart broke all over again. 
 
    “No.” Lilliah’s legs gave way as she fell to the ground, Azrael's arms still holding her as he moved with her. 
 
    The eyes scanned the room, it’s mouth turning up in a growl when Benedict moved in and hit it’s face hard. The Demon fell back, unconscious. 
 
     “You just . . . you just hit her,” Sebastian stated, sounding as dazed as Lilliah felt. 
 
    “It’s contained.” Benedict moved to kneel over the body, his hand touching its forehead. “And we know how it reacts to Lilliah’s blood.” 
 
    “What now?” Azrael asked the question that Lilliah just couldn't express, his thumb stroking Lilliah’s hand as she rested her head back on his shoulder. 
 
    “Now we get ready and perform an exorcism.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 13 
 
      
 
    “Ready, go,” Iris shouted, stepping back as Lilliah and Caleb both dove for each other. She got the first hit in, a hard jab to the side of the ribs. She jogged back a little, putting some space between them and kicked him back when he got too close. He threw a few jabs that she easily dodged. Caleb held his fists up, his right shoulder twitching. Lilliah smirked, already anticipating his next hit. He lunged and Lilliah moved to the side, landing a hard hit to his jaw and watched as he fell to the ground. 
 
    “Time!” Iris called, waving her arms in the air. 
 
    Lilliah was already leaving the mat, heading for her water. This had only been the second day of them fighting together, and already she was seeing through Caleb’s fighting strategy. It wasn't his fault, however. Caleb gave his all when he fought her, but it still wasn't enough. She needed more if she was ever going to progress. She needed to be faster and stronger. As much as she hated to admit it, she needed Azrael. The only problem was that he was no longer around. 
 
    “She kicked your rear again,” Iris quipped, approaching Lilliah with her iPhone in hand, the timer on the screen. “And in only three minutes, too. I’m actually kind of embarrassed for you.” 
 
    Caleb laughed, rubbing his jaw. “Yeah, thanks for the reminder.” He watched Lilliah out of the corner of his eye as he dropped down to the hard gym floor, his breathing still heavy. “I think you need someone of your own calibre to train with.” 
 
    Iris sat down on the floor next to him, crossing her legs and resting her elbows on her knees. “Yeah, I agree.” She tapped her face as if deliberating what to say next. “Have you spoken to Benedict yet? Did you find out where Azrael and Camari have gone?” 
 
    “I spoke to him, but he doesn't know where they went.” She sipped her water, remembering waking up the day after Benedict used her blood on Rebecca, and finding out Azrael and Camari had slipped away in the night. She hadn't believed it at first, unwilling to accept that he had gone and left them. That had been two days ago, and still no word. It was just starting to sink in, and she was beginning to hate him for it, which was an odd feeling really, to hate someone and love someone all at the same time.  
 
    “He’s a coward for leaving,” Caleb spat, downing his water and throwing the bottle to the side. “What about Cael? He’s an Angel. Can't you fight with him?” 
 
    She had thought about it, but every time she had seen Cael around the mansion, he’dhad a drink in one handsometimes both hands. She’d decided then that he probably wasn't the best idea for a fighting partner. A drinking partner, maybe. 
 
    “I hear your fighting skills now match Azrael's.”  
 
    Lilliah jumped at the feminine voice and slowly turned. “Zena? What are you doing here?” 
 
    Zena smiled, shaking her head as she pulled Lilliah into a tight embrace. “It's so good to see you! My heart broke when I found out you died. Now, you’re back. It’s a miracle!” She pushed Lilliah back and assessed her. “Look at this skin.” She reached up and pinched Lilliah’s cheek. “Peachy, just peachy. No one would ever know you died!” 
 
    Lilliah disentangled herself from Zena’s surprisingly strong hold and rubbed her cheek. They’d met a few times before, not really enough for that amount of physical affection.  
 
    “Well, here I am.” She turned and walked back to get her water bottle and quickly re-joined Zena at the door, this time keeping a safe distance between them. She motioned with her head to the others. “You coming?” 
 
    Both Iris and Caleb shook their heads.  
 
    “No, I like my personal space.” Iris smiled. 
 
    “Yeah, me, too. Touching is not my thing. Besides, I need the rest. You go ahead.” Caleb waved his hand, resting his head on the floor. 
 
    “I guess Benedict’s filled you in, then?” Lilliah asked, leading the way down the hall to Benedict’s office. Zena, in a word, was awesome. She wasn't like all the other Witches and Warlocks, living by rules, afraid to push the boundaries. In fact, all she did was challenge the boundaries. Kind of like Benedict. She’d helped them before, performing a spell the other magic folk wouldn’t dream of doing. So Lilliah wasn't really surprised to see her here now when they were about to perform one of the most tricky dark magical spells ever. Well, in Benedict’s words, anyway. 
 
    “Benedict’s told me a little. Mainly that your friend Rebecca is downstairs with a Demon in her.”  
 
    “Well, yeah. I guess that sums it up.” Lilliah frowned, opening Benedict’s door and stepping aside so Zena could walk in. Immediately, Benedict jumped to his feet and greeted her.  
 
    “This is a big spell. Huge, in fact. Show me where you are with things,” Zena instructed, taking off her coat and standing beside Benedict’s desk.  
 
    Lilliah sat, listening to them both with fascination. They were both in their element, flicking through books, taking notes. They spoke about words that Lilliah couldn't even pronounce. At the beginning it really had been interesting, listening to them both, but after a while, boredom couldn't even describe the way Lilliah was feeling. She swore she had drifted off at one point. The others didn't mention it when she woke again, so she didn't, either. She just hoped she hadn't snored. Lilliah stretched out her arms and legs, thinking about sneaking off to make a sandwich when she realised both Benedict and Zena were looking right at her. Dang, she’d been caught sleeping. 
 
    “What?” she asked innocently, already feeling the colour rising to her cheeks. 
 
    “You haven't been listening to us, have you?” Benedict stated more than anything else. Lilliah smiled bashfully.  
 
    “Okay, well, a quick catch up, then.” Benedict leaned on his desk as Lilliah sat forward, trying to make it look like she was interested at the very least. 
 
    “The exorcism can be done.” He let that settle in for a second before he added, “But, we will need a specific artefact to perform it.” 
 
    Lilliah rubbed her hands together, waiting for the bad part. Surely that wasn't it? That sounded far too easy. 
 
    “We don’t know for sure that this will work. There has only been one exorcism performed before. The rest, well, they’re fake.” Zena waved her hand dismissively and rolled her eyes. “But I honestly believe with your blood and this necklace, we really have a chance to save your friend. I believe that the artefact in question is safely stashed away. I'm not sure if we will be able to get to it.” Zena clasped her hands in front of her, her eyes staring straight at Lilliah. “But if we can get it, you will have to be the one to collect it.” 
 
    Again, Lilliah nodded. She didn't mind being the errand boy. If it meant getting Rebecca back, she’d just about do anything. 
 
    “Why me?” she asked out of curiosity.  
 
    “The magic is so powerful, so specifically contained, that only someone of great power can hold it. Somebody like a powerful Angel.” Zena motioned with her hand as if to say, that's you. 
 
    “Then, yeah. I’ll do it.” She could have asked more questions, like where is it? Or how protected would it be? But in all honesty, it didn't really matter. She’d walk through fire for Rebecca. She just hoped she didn't have it, because, well, that would really hurt.  
 
    Benedict gathered a bunch of books and headed to the door, his eyes seeming more alive than Lilliah had seen in days. He looked back at her smiling. “It’s settled, then. I'll make a few calls and let you know the plan.”  
 
    “Just one thing.” Lilliah stood, stopping them as they both headed for the door. “I don't know what to do about my mum.” 
 
    Zena and Benedict both shared a confused glance, so Lilliah continued.  
 
    “Do I tell her that I’m back? Do I tell her everything?” She held her hands in the air and let them drop down beside her. Normally she was fine with making up her own mind, but in this, she desperately needed someone to tell her what to do. 
 
    “Lilliah, I didn't know you were feeling this way.” Benedict walked back into the room, his features pained. 
 
    “I can't just leave her as she is, that's unfair. But can I tell her about magic? Would she then let us get on with defeating Lucifer? Would it put her in more danger?”  
 
    Both Zena and Benedict stood there speechless. 
 
    “So this is why you haven't come to see her yet.”  
 
    Lilliah heard Sebastian's voice before she saw him enter the room, her heart pounding in her chest. This wasn't the way she had planned to broach things with him. She honestly didn't know how she was going to even try and talk to her brother about this, but having him overhear it wasn't the way. 
 
    “I was going to talk to you about it.” She took a step towards him, only stopping when she noticed the anger on his face. “I don't want her to be in any more pain.” 
 
    “Then come home with me now and see her!” he exploded, his eyes firmly fixed on Lilliah. 
 
    “How do I even try and explain all of this to her?” She kept her voice low, not wanting to get into a full blown argument about this. It was too hard as it was. Because even as she hated the thought, she knew what she needed to do. 
 
    “I’m not saying it will be easy, but surely it’s worth it.” He turned away, as if looking at her angered him more. 
 
    “Will it? What then? What then when Lucifer comes back? What then when we have to tell Mum that she needs to go into hiding?” Lilliah spoke to the back of Sebastian's head.  
 
    She could still see Zena and Benedict from the corner of her eye, both silently watching the exchange.  
 
    She turned to them. “What are our options?” 
 
    Zena placed her hand over her lips. “There is one spell,” she mumbled.  
 
    Lilliah crossed her arms, waiting for the information. Sebastian still faced the wall, his hands on his head. 
 
    “My peach, are you really sure about this?” Zena clasped her hands in front of her, a small sad smile gracing her lips. 
 
    Lilliah waited silently. 
 
    “Well, as I said, there is one spell. It will erase you from your mother’s life. Her memories, anything physical will be gone, too.” Zena looked over at Benedict with pleading eyes.  
 
    “I think you need more time to think about this, Lilliah. This is too big of a spell for you to make such a rash decision on.”  
 
    Lilliah turned to looked at Sebastian. She reached out and tugged his shirt. “I’ve been thinking about this for a while now since I got back.” She was speaking to everyone but looking at her brother. He needed to know, more than anyone, that she had been giving this much thought. He needed to know that this was one of the hardest decisions that she had ever made in her life. “We can’t tell Mum about this world. She’ll want to be involved. She’ll be in so much danger.” 
 
    Sebastian stared at his sister for a long second, a deep frown marking his face but his eyes searching. Lilliah could tell what he was looking for, but she stared back, giving him whatever time he needed. 
 
    “I just want her to be safe, I don't want her to be in pain anymore,” she said simply and honestly. Because that's what it all came down to.  
 
    Sebastian bit his lip, hands on hips and looked at Benedict and Zena across the room. 
 
    “Would you ever be able to reverse the spell? Or would that be it?”  
 
    Lilliah raised one eyebrow. That was something she had never thought of asking.  
 
    Zena nodded vigorously. “Yes, why of course, yes, the spell is reversible. When the spell is performed, the memories are hidden more so than taken.”  
 
    Sebastian mulled this over for a second, then turned to Benedict. “In the meantime, I will need you to keep Mum safe. Hide her away somewhere.” 
 
    Benedict thought the request over but then nodded. “We can do that. She’ll be safe.” 
 
    Confused, Lilliah held up her hand. “Wait, you’re for doing the spell, too?” 
 
    Sebastian rubbed his jaw. “As much as it pains me to admit it, you’re right, Mum isn't safe right now. Lucifer’s already killed Jeremy and Rebecca. It's only a matter of time before he comes for Mum, too. We’ll make sure Mum is safe, then when we kill Lucifer, we’ll reverse it.” He turned to Zena. “What do you need to perform the spell?” 
 
    Zena wiped the corner of her eye. “You’re such brave children.” She sniffled, pulling out a handkerchief from her pocket and blew her nose. “All I need is an item that is close to you and your mum. An item that symbolises your relationship. No-one else will be able to touch it, so be careful. I will prepare.” 
 
    Sebastian moved to the door. “Right. Come on, Lil. Let's get this over with.”  
 
      
 
    **********                                                                   
 
      
 
    Lilliah and Sebastian stood in the street outside their house. The living room light was on, and she could see her mother sitting on one of the sofas. 
 
    “You don’t have to do this, you know that, right?” Sebastian said, grabbing a pack of cigarettes from his pocket and shoving one in his mouth while pulling out a lighter. “You could just walk in there and tell her everything.”  
 
    It would be easy to run into the house, to drop at her mother’s feet and tell her all the secrets Lilliah had been keeping from her. But then, she would be open to a world full of danger. How would she let Lilliah fight against Lucifer? How would she cope if Lilliah or Seb died again? This time never to come back? 
 
    She couldn’t put her mother through that, not again.  
 
    A car pulled up outside the house and a man got out. Even in the darkening light, Lilliah could see streaks of silver hair laced through a mop of unruly brown curls. His suit jacket looked a little big, and he pulled a briefcase out of the car. 
 
    “Who carries a briefcase anymore?” Sebastian mumbled, speaking her thoughts out loud.  
 
    Lilliah just smiled as the man across the street pulled out a bouquet of flowers as well. Roses. Good choice, Lilliah silently applauded, her mother loved red roses. 
 
    “So this is the boyfriend?” she noted, watching the man disappear into the house. She had imagined meeting him a thousand different ways, but now she'd never get to meet him. Standing across the street and watching them both through a window would be the closest she got. 
 
    “Dude, we could just turn around now. I don’t think people would judge us. They’d understand.” She turned to Seb who was still puffing on his cigarette.  
 
    “I know. But it’s the best thing for Mum. She won't be sad anymore; she won't worry.”  
 
    They stood in the street for a few more minutes, both taking in the house before them, a house that they could possibly never enter again.  
 
    “Come on, let's do this.” Sebastian threw his cigarette on the ground and jogged across the street, his head down. He would go in through the front door, he would get to see their mum, talk to her and hold her one last time. Lilliah, on the other hand, would have to sneak in through one of the bedroom windows. 
 
    As Sebastian disappeared through the front door, Lilliah hastened to the back of the house, keeping her hood up and head down. The last thing she needed was to be seen by a neighbour. Lilliah stayed in the shadows, careful not to be caught by the lights from the windows. Sebastian told her there was a tree close to his window that she should be able to climb. He had made it sound easy, but the tree was huge, and Lilliah really wasn't a climber.  
 
    “Come on, you can do this,” she chanted, pacing in the darkness and waiting for Sebastian to open his bedroom window.  
 
    It would have been easier if it had been their old house, the one that had burnt down a few months back. That house had thick ivy that covered most of the brick. That would have been easier to climb than an old tree that was at least two metres from the house. 
 
    The click of the window opening was Lilliah's signal to move. With a deep breath, she kept low and started for the tree.  
 
    She got up the first few branches quickly. It was when she got higher and the branches became smaller that things became a problem. 
 
    “Oh my gosh.” Lilliah held onto the trunk with all her strength, the wind swaying the tree even further from the window. What if she fell? Would she be hurt or would her Angel powers somehow protect her? She really didn't want to find out, so she waited, holding the tree trunk close until the perfect time came to jump.  
 
    “Okay. Ready.” She leaned forward, still holding on with one hand, and then the wind blew in the right direction. She lunged herself forward. She knocked a picture frame over as she tumbled into the room, swaying on her legs from side to side to give her movement.  
 
    “I did it.” She lay on the floor for a second, catching her breath. It wasn’t quite as stealthy as she would have liked, but she made it. 
 
    “I’m telling you I heard a bang.” The sound of the other voice came up the stairs and sprang Lilliah into action. She scanned the room, a little panicked. Her mother couldn't see her, she just couldn't. So without thinking, Lilliah got up and ran into Sebastian’s small wardrobe, closing the door just as the bedroom door opened. 
 
    Lilliah held her breath as her mother walked past the wardrobe and closed the window. 
 
    “Look at all this water.” Her mum shook her head, and then shouted, “Sebastian. Close your window next time. Do you want to flood the whole room?” 
 
    A little dramatic, Lilliah smiled in the darkness, but that was just her mum. 
 
    “Eh, yeah, sorry.” Sebastian stood in the doorway, nervously scanning the room. “I won't open it again. Just come back downstairs, okay?”  
 
    Lilliah watched her mother and brother leave the room, noticing how tired her mother looked. She placed her hand on the wardrobe door and closed her eyes, your pain will be over soon, Momma, I promise.  
 
    She stayed in the wardrobe until she was sure they were gone. Once she was certain she was alone, she slipped out and headed to her mum’s room. 
 
    Normally, her mother was a clean woman. Even with a job and two children Anna Daniels house was always spotless. But not today. Clothes lay scattered around the room, plates and mugs lay abandoned on the side. She used to yell at Lilliah for leaving plates upstairs. Pictures were spread out all over the bed, all pictures of Lilliah. She scanned through them, smiling as the memories associated with each one came rushing back. Were these for her funeral? And what would happen to them once Zena performed her spell? She picked an old one of herself and her mum smiling at each other, folded it, and put it in her pocket. She then moved to her mum’s jewellery box. As soon as Zena mentioned an item that symbolised just the two of them, Lilliah knew exactly what she was going to get.  
 
    She dug into the box until she found the dainty necklace she had been looking for. Lilliah had made it for her mum when she was twelve. She’d gone to an arts and crafts day and made her a simple necklace with a small wooden M hanging off it. It had taken her forever to make, and her mum had loved it. Even to this day, her mum would get it out on special occasions like Christmas.  
 
    Lilliah tucked the necklace into her pocket and glanced around the room one last time. Zena would be able to reverse the spell, but that would mean Lilliah would have to somehow defeat Lucifer, and live to tell the tale. And that was something Lilliah couldn't guarantee would happen. She ran her hands over her mother’s bed sheets and sprayed her perfume on her own clothes, just breathing in the scent. Lilliah didn't know how long she was in the room, but after a while she went back to Sebastian’s room and climbed down the tree outside, letting the rain mix with her tears as she said goodbye to her mother. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 14 
 
      
 
    Lilliah had to get home and give the necklace to Zena, Sebastian would spend the night at the house and bring his item the following day. 
 
    He would then hang around outside the house, just to make sure their mum didn't get any of the negative side effects of the spell. 
 
    “Don't forget, dry mouth is a big side effect,” Zena stressed, giving Sebastian the idea to leave bottles of water around the house for their mum. 
 
    Lilliah had hoped to be there with him, but the next morning Zena had told her where the artefact was that she needed for Rebecca's exorcism. It was in Rome. Or the Vatican to be more precise. And even more than that, Azrael would accompany her. 
 
    Benedict had gone into overdrive, arranging a plane, getting her a passport. He’d even tried to pack a bag for her; she stopped him, though. That was just a step too far; all the same, she did appreciate it. 
 
    “Don't worry about the spell. We have it all under control here,” he’d promised her. And she believed him. Now Lilliah was on a private plane heading for Rome. Lilliah had never been on a plane by herself before. It was weird; she had too much room, too much time alone to think, and no matter how hard she tried, her thoughts always landed on Azrael.  
 
    He was going to meet her on the tarmac at the private airport in Rome. They’d drive to the Vatican together, get the item Benedict needed, and she’d get back on the plane and leave. That was the plan. She was going to be with him for no longer than four hours. That was it. She pulled her legs from under her and rested her feet on the leather seat in front, wondering if she looked okay. She’d almost tried on her entire wardrobe, switching from dresses to trousers and then back to dresses. Rebecca had always helped her before; she’d always been the more stylish one. 
 
    “Clothes matter.” Had always been her mantra. And today, Lilliah agreed with her. She wanted to look good. She wanted Azrael to look at her and want her. Even with everything going on around them, that still mattered to her. The fact that he wouldn’t even notice what she was wearing had crossed her mind, and so had the thought that he might not be alone. Benedict didn’t know where Camari was. So there was a real possibility that she was with Azrael in Rome. They were a new couple after all. Would he bring her to their meeting? Knowing how much it would hurt her? Lilliah knew that if the tables had been reversed, she wouldn’t have liked the thought of Azrael meeting up with an ex, by themselves. Even if it was just to collect an item. The worst part would be Camari knowing why Lilliah was so dressed up. She’d see it immediately; women knew these kinds of things. 
 
    So, instead of dressing up and making a fool of herself, Lilliah had dressed simply: a pair of black skinny jeans with a vest top, also black, with a blue lightweight cardigan over the top. Simple but smart. She left her hair flowing loose over her shoulders with a pair of sunglasses resting on her head. She wanted to look carefree as though she didn’t care about her appearance, while still looking good.  
 
    It wasn’t long before the plane touched down; the steward was at Lilliah’s side. 
 
    “Did you have a good flight, Miss?” His perfect pearly white teeth almost sparkling.  
 
    Lilliah nodded, wondering what nationality the man was. He looked Italian with his dark hair gelled back and tanned skin, but his accent was very British. Then she saw the unmistakable line of a fake tan on his wrist and had to hide a smile. Yes, he was British. 
 
    She let him take her bag as he led the way down the plane to the door. 
 
    “I hope you have a great stay in Italy. Will we be seeing you on your return journey?” Lilliah wasn’t looking at the steward anymore. Her eyes were fixed on the man at the bottom of the stairs, leaning on a black car and looking cool. 
 
    Why did he have to make this more difficult than it already was? Lilliah pulled down her sunglasses and turned to the man next to her.  
 
    “Possibly.” She took the bag from his hand and made her way down the steps. 
 
    “Hi.” She nodded and tried to smile, her heart thumping in her chest. He just looked too good, dressed in his usual all black, his shades hiding his blue eyes. Had it only been a few days since she’d last seen him? It felt longer.  
 
    Azrael didn’t reply at first, he just stared. Then he turned to look at the steward who still stood in the open door of the plane, a muscle kicking in the side of his cheek.  
 
    “We’re on a tight schedule. Come on.”  
 
    He turned on his heels and got in the driver’s side of the car, leaving Lilliah a little dumbfounded. Couldn’t he at least pretend to be polite? She waved a goodbye to the steward still standing in the doorway of the plane and then climbed into the passenger’s side of the waiting car. She had barely shut the door when Azrael sped off. 
 
    Lilliah hated silence, especially awkward silences. And while Azrael looked at ease behind the wheel of the sports car, not bothered by it all, Lilliah still felt the need to speak. 
 
    “Do the people at the Vatican know we’re coming?” She didn’t look his way as she spoke, but instead, she stared out the window as they sped past endless fields.  
 
    “No. But it shouldn’t matter, they’ll still see us.” 
 
    Lilliah snorted; she had never met anyone more self-assured than Azrael. But then again he did have fair reason to be, she realised. Everyone fell at his feet constantly. “You are very confident. What if they don’t? What if they say that we’ll have to come back in a few days?” she teased, wanting to lighten the mood just a little. Azrael had always been serious; it was just a part of who he was. But not with Lilliah. She had seen a side of Azrael that very few, if any, had seen before. They had smiled together and laughed, he’d been playful and fun. She didn’t want to lose that with him.  
 
    He turned to look at her, one eyebrow raised slightly. “How would they stop us?” 
 
            Good point, Lilliah thought, shrugging her shoulders.  
 
    “They’re just priests and nuns, Lilliah.”  
 
    “You can’t just barge into the Vatican, though. That would be . . . rude.” She was going to say unholy, but for some reason, it just didn’t sound right saying that to an Angel, even if it was to an Angel like Azrael. 
 
    Azrael didn’t answer, but Lilliah swore she saw his lips twitch in a small smile, and that was enough. 
 
    She stayed silent the rest of the way but wished she’d brought her phone to take pictures. She’d left it back at Azrael's place, because who was going to ring her? Everyone thought she was dead. She’d spoken with Iris before she left, whose only advice had been, “Oh, try the pizza, I bet it’s amazing in Italy.” She didn’t think they’d have time to stop for lunch, but she’d smiled and said she’d try. Caleb didn’t speak to her as she left, just sulked in a corner. And if Lilliah was being honest, his mood swings were really starting to bother her. What had happened to make him think he suddenly had a say in what she did or where she went. It was just plain odd. She knew she’d have to bring it up with him at some point, but how did you tell someone politely to back off? 
 
    “What's got you so deep in thought?” Azrael asked, his voice rumbling as he stared at the long road ahead. 
 
    “Caleb,” Lilliah replied quickly and honestly, only realising how it sounded when she saw Azrael’s eyes widen and his knuckles whiten as his grip tightened on the wheel. 
 
    “Not like that,” she quickly amended, but secretly liking the reaction she was getting from him.  
 
    “I suppose that it’s none of my business who you think about now.”  
 
    That's right, it wasn’t, she silently added, but otherwise kept quiet. After everything he had put her through, he didn't deserve to know that Lilliah wasn't interested in Caleb. 
 
    With Azrael's driving, they made it into Rome city centre within an hour. Lilliah’s nails dug into the leather seats as car after car nearly hit them. 
 
    “Oh, watch out!” She pointed to a small beat up Mini Cooper that had nearly taken out the side of Azrael's sports car. 
 
    “Calm down, Liliiah.” Azrael laughed, easily swerving in and out of the traffic. “This is just how they drive in Rome.” 
 
    Lilliah didn't care if it was the norm; it was crazy. She tried to stay silent for most of the way, only letting out the occasional squeal.  
 
    Thankfully, it wasn't long before they drew alongside an imposing stone wall. 
 
    “This is it,” Azrael said as the car came to a stop to let a group of tourists past.  
 
    Lilliah pressed her face against the window, trying to get a better look. The place was packed with tourists, hundreds of them in fact. She had never imaged it to be this busy. 
 
    “We don't need to queue do we?” she asked, pointing to a queue that seemed to go on forever.  
 
    Again Azrael laughed. “No, Lilliah, we don't need to queue.”  
 
    As the car crept a little closer to the wall, they were stopped by armed guards at a large metal gate. Azrael rolled down his window and started talking in Italian to the guard.  
 
    The guard eyed them both before walking off to talk with another man. 
 
    “I didn't know you could speak Italian,” Lilliah said, slightly impressed. She didn't know why she was, Azrael had been around for a long time. He was bound to have picked up a few languages here and there. 
 
    He threw a smirk her way, his eyes twinkling. “I’m about to get you into one of the most guarded countries in the world and you’re impressed with me speaking Italian?” His smile was wide and genuine. Lilliah couldn't help but smile back. “You never cease to make me smile, Lilliah.” 
 
    The guard returned nodding his head as the gates opened and they drove through. 
 
    Lilliah had no idea what the Vatican would be like, but what she hadn't imagined was how green it was. She could never suppose that something this big was in the middle of such a busy city like Rome. Azrael drove slowly up the cobbled drive, pointing out certain buildings in the distance and giving her a quick history lesson. 
 
    “That building over there is St. Paul's Basilica.” Azrael pointed it out as they came to a stop. 
 
    “How many times have you been here?” Lilliah got out of the car and stretched her legs, noticing three men all dressed in black racing towards them.  
 
    “A few.” Azrael shrugged assuredly, placing a hand on Lilliah’s lower back and guiding her towards the men. The movement was so easy, so natural, that anyone else would have simply overlooked it. But to her, who had been starving for Azrael's touches, it was Heaven. The good type of Heaven, not the weird type Lilliah had gone to. 
 
    The men all kept their heads down as they greeted them, not looking either of them in the eye. Did they know what Lilliah and Azrael were? 
 
    “We were surprised to get your call, sir,” one of the men said, his silver-white hair gleaming in the hot sun. He turned, leading the way to one of the many buildings. This one had two large wooden doors standing open. “I’m afraid that the pope is away at present. But he does regret not being able to meet you and your friend.” 
 
    The pope? Lilliah's mouth dropped open a little. Okay, now she was impressed. 
 
    “That's fine, we don't plan on staying long,” Azrael not so subtlety hinted, as he motioned towards the doors. “Shall we?”  
 
    They were led into the building and Lilliah was blown away. Every part of the walls was covered in something. Statues lined the halls, while paintings concealed the walls; everything was just so breath-taking. Even the ceilings were overlaid in art. 
 
    “Lilliah.”  
 
    She twirled around at the sound of Azrael's voice, realising the others were already halfway down the hall. 
 
    “Sorry.” She rushed over to them, only noticing now that neither of the men made eye contact. Oh yeah, they knew what Azrael was alright. 
 
    They walked in silence most of the way. Lilliah kept tripping over her own feet as she stared at the walls. She should have brought her phone. She needed to take pictures of this. But even if she had brought her phone, she still wouldn't have time for a picture or two, because Azrael was on a mission. And even with the three men leading the way, he still seemed to know his way around.  
 
    Lilliah nodded and smiled as two priests passed, noticing their curious glances. How often did members of the public come back here, Lilliah wondered. She could hear the hustle of tourists as they passed a few doors, but apart from that, the place was empty, private.  
 
    Lilliah had been too busy taking in her historical surroundings that she didn’t notice Azrael had stopped and turned to look at her. She walked straight into his hard chest. 
 
    “Oh, gosh.” She grabbed hold of his arms to stop herself from falling. “Sorry.” 
 
    Azrael didn't say anything, just smiled as his arm sneaked around her waist and he pulled her around to face the still nameless men. 
 
    They all stood before an old cast iron door, rust covering the hinges. One of the men took out a set of keys and held them out to Azrael.  
 
    “This is as far as we can go,” he explained gently, his voice warm and inviting. Lilliah didn't have a grandpa, but if she did, that was how she imaged he’d sound. 
 
    Azrael took the keys without question. 
 
    The man turned to the door, his hand flat against it, and bowed his head slightly. 
 
    “I believe so many treasures lie beyond these doors. Answers to questions I haven't even thought to ask.” He then lifted his head and turned back to them. “I believe that whatever you are looking for will be down there.” 
 
    All three men nodded before hurrying away.  
 
    Azrael flicked through the keys until he picked out a larger black one.  
 
    “How do you know if that's the right one?” Lilliah watched him walk to the door, his hand feeling over the metal in the middle before stopping in one place. With one powerful finger, he slid the metal aside, revealing a small keyhole that would have been almost impossible to see, even with his Angel eyes. If Lilliah wasn't certain before, she definitely was sure now that Azrael had been here before. 
 
    The door unlocked with a loud creak, the hinges protesting as he pushed it open. Azrael leaned back, holding out his hand for Lilliah.  
 
    “The steps are uneven here, be careful where you tread.” 
 
    Lilliah took his hand and followed him into the darkness.  
 
    She stumbled around, keeping a tight grip on Azrael, who was progressing just fine into the darkness. 
 
    “Wait.” He stopped her, holding her arm still. Lilliah couldn’t see a thing. She could only feel when Azrael left. 
 
    A draft came from somewhere, making the hair on her arms stand on end. She crossed her arms, over her stomach, shivering. A rattling sound echoed around her. Lilliah jumped back and in the darkness lost her footing. She fell on the cold ground, her hands stinging. 
 
    “Oh, gosh,” she said, holding her hand up to her face. It was no use, she couldn't see a thing. 
 
    “Lilliah?”  
 
    She couldn't even tell where Azrael’s voice was coming from; it just echoed around her. 
 
    “I fell,” she shouted, not knowing how close he was.  
 
    Lilliah blinked as something shone in the distance, her eyes now used to the darkness. She looked away, getting used to the new light before turning back again. Azrael was walking towards her, a flaming torch in one hand. 
 
    “You okay?” He held out his other hand to her. 
 
    Lilliah took it and pulled herself up, lifting up her injured hand for him to see. “I'm bleeding a little, but I’ll live. Where did you find that?” She motioned to the fire. How did he even see where that was?  
 
    Azrael gently took her hand in his and held it closer to the light, his touch gentle. “I’ll clean this up once we’re out.” 
 
    He didn’t let go of her as he started moving forward, his hand on her wrist as he led her through what Lilliah could see were tunnels. 
 
    “These run through most of Rome. Most of the tunnels are now open to the public. These, however, are not.” He stopped outside a small wooden door and when Lilliah said it was small, it really was. She wasn’t even sure how either of them would fit through it. 
 
    “I'll go first.” Azrael pushed the door open. He passed the torch to Lilliah as he ducked down and disappeared into the room. Lilliah crouched down, too, holding the light out to either help Azrael see better or just waiting for him to take it. Either would be great right now.  
 
    Azrael's hand reached out and took the flame from her. Lilliah crouched down, just as he had, and shuffled through the small opening. As soon as she was on the other side, Azrael grabbed hold off her and pulled her close, their bodies now flat against each other. 
 
    “Stay close,” he whispered, his lips just grazing her ear. Lilliah automatically shivered, and she was pretty confident he felt it. What he didn’t seem to do was care, as he still held her close. His upper body twisted as he looked for something.  
 
    “Stay still,” he commanded, holding the flame out, moving his arm until the position was perfect, then he dropped it. The fire spread across the floor, lighting the room as it went. Only a few spots stayed safe from the fire. Luckily, one of them was the space they were standing in. Or maybe not luck, maybe Azrael knew exactly where it was safe.  
 
    He pulled Lilliah even closer. “Step exactly where I step. Don't touch anything else, okay?” 
 
    Lilliah nodded, still holding onto Azrael's jumper as he manoeuvred them until she was behind him. He jumped to the next spot not engulfed by flames, and then to the next. He was moving so easily that if Lilliah didn't know better, she would never have guessed that fire surrounded them. 
 
    “Ready.” 
 
    Lilliah nodded, but she wasn't so sure. She had been the girl that had fallen over in the dark, but she jumped anyway, not landing half as gracefully as Azrael. She steadied herself to make the next jump. She could feel Azrael's eyes on her as she made each one. 
 
    Finally, they both made it to the end of the room that was completely free of the fire.   
 
    “What are we looking for?” Lilliah moved forward first, noticing the five boxes lined up against the wall. “What does it look like?” 
 
    Azrael walked straight up to the first box and opened it. He riffled through it before pulling out a book. “Not this one.” He put it back in and started on the second. This time he extracted a simple silver chain and held it up. 
 
    “This is what we’re looking for.” Just as he said the words, the chain turned a yellow colour and Azrael's hands started to smoke. 
 
    “Oh my gosh!” Lilliah grabbed it from him, her body clenching as she anticipated the pain, but nothing came.  
 
    Azrael waved his hand. Smoke was still coming from it. “This is why it had to be you that came here.” 
 
    Lilliah smiled, her fingers running over the rough chain in her hand. She was just about to come up with a smart, sassy reply when the door flung open with a bang. The man who had given them the keys stood in the doorway, blood running down the side of his white face. 
 
    “We’re under attack. You have to leave.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 15 
 
      
 
    Faster than Lilliah could think, Azrael sprang into action, moving from one safe spot to the next until he was at the other side of the room with the bleeding man. The fire now separated them. 
 
    “Come on, Lilliah.”  
 
    Hesitantly, Lilliah jumped as well. She wasn't as quick as Azrael, but she made it across the space safely. 
 
    “There are so many. The whole place is being overrun.” 
 
    A chill ran down Lilliah’s spine. Azrael gave her a quick sideways glance.  
 
    “Stay down here. Stay safe.” Azrael patted the man’s shoulder, waiting for confirmation before they left him and headed down the dark tunnel.  
 
    Lilliah stayed close to Azrael. The turmoil above them was getting louder and louder as they reached the stairs and door.  
 
    “What do we do?” She stuffed the necklace into her trouser pocket and stayed low. They had no idea what they were going to face up there. Demons? Vampires? Werewolves? Possibly all three.  
 
    “We stick to the private corridors, stay low and move fast. If we come up against any resistance, we’ll take care of it.” 
 
    Terrifying screams echoed around them. “What about everyone else? What about the tourists?” 
 
    Azrael grabbed her hand and pulled her up the stairs. They both stayed close to the wall as a group passed the door. 
 
    “We save who we can. If there are as many as he said there are, we won't be able to save everyone. There will be too many. Our job is to get that necklace to Benedict. Okay?”  
 
    Lilliah nodded and waited for his cue to move. 
 
    Azrael held up his hand, his fingers moving silently as he listened for movement in the hall.  
 
    “Now!” Then he was gone.  
 
    Lilliah ran to the hall and immediately came into contact with a priest who was running in the opposite direction.  
 
    “Please help me, miss. Please, help me,” the priest begged in Italian, grabbing hold of Lilliah's arms and falling to his knees. 
 
    “Okay, okay.” Lilliah pulled him up, opened the door she had just come through, and pushed him in. “There's another guy down there. It's dark so be careful.” The priest didn't seem to understand; instead, he just stood there, tears in his eyes.  
 
    “It's going to be okay.” She held up her thumb. The priest nodded and held his up, too. Lilliah closed the door and headed off down the hall where she thought Azrael went, but she couldn't be sure. 
 
    Panicked shouts and screams of terror came from every direction. With every hall looking the same, Lilliah guessed at a path and ran. She passed a few nuns running in the other direction, all holding their crosses tight. They were old, and if they came across a Demon, they wouldn't stand a chance. 
 
    “No.” She stopped and grabbed one of their arms, pointing in the direction she was running. “This way.” 
 
     The nuns didn't question her; instead, they nodded and followed her down the hall, repeating Grazie over and over again. 
 
    Lilliah kept low, trying to remember which way they came in. She held up her hand and slowed, looking down at the blood soaked floor. The thick red liquid was everywhere, and it definitely came from more than one person. The nuns behind her cried out in Italian, their wails echoing around them. 
 
    “Shh . . .” Lilliah held her finger to lips, but it was too late. A man had already rounded the corner a few metres way. His eyes were blood red, and his white shirt was stained with blood. 
 
    Lilliah pushed the women behind her and lowered her body, bracing for impact.  
 
    The man was built big; his muscles had muscles. He took in Lilliah's stance and smirked. 
 
    “Oh, we’ll see about that, big guy.” Her body buzzed with energy and anticipation. The man sprinted towards her. The nuns screamed and Lilliah attacked. Grabbing the man by his shoulders, she flipped him with ease. The floor shook as he landed with a thud. Before he could get up, Lilliah was on him, her thighs hooked into his sides as she hit his face over and over again. He yelled, pushed her back, and flipped over until he was on top, his body weight almost enough to crush her. His hands went around her throat, tightening and making it almost impossible to breathe. She moved fast, pushing his elbows until his arms gave way and his grip on her throat loosened. Lilliah then went in for the kill, grabbed his head and pulled herself up. She swung her body around his until she was on his back, her legs held tight around his waist. Her fingers dug into his eyes and his screams rang out as he shot to his feet and clawed at her hands. Lilliah held on as he staggered around, blood now pouring down his face. He backed up, slamming her against the wall, but Lilliah didn't scream or cry out. She refused to give him that satisfaction. Instead, she tightened her hold, reared back and head-butted the back of his head. He fell to his knees and Lilliah slid off his back, her head dizzy and the smell of blood everywhere. The nuns cried out as the Demon fell on the floor, his head inches from their feet. 
 
    “It’s okay,” Lilliah tried to reassure them, leaning against the wall to support her body weight. She knew they had to keep moving. She motioned with her head and started walking down the hall, wiping her blood-stained hands on her trousers. 
 
    Somehow she led the way. Her body almost sagging with relief when things started to look familiar. The nuns stayed close behind, their cries getting louder when they heard others scream out.  
 
    “I can't help them all,” Lilliah chanted to herself, clenching her fists every time she heard a cry. “I can’t help everyone.” And the mantra worked for the most part until she heard the cries of a child and Lilliah’s whole body stilled. The nuns heard it, too, their eyes widened and mouths opened to an “O.” She tugged one of the nun’s hands and led her to the corner and down the hall.  
 
    “Go that way. The door to leave is just there.” 
 
    The nun grabbed her hand and brought it to her lips, pressing a quick light kiss to her knuckles. 
 
    “Grazie.” 
 
    Lilliah watched them run off before turning back and heading to the crying child. Her hand pressed against the chain in her pocket. Her goal had been to get the necklace to Benedict, but she couldn't leave this child. No matter what. And Rebecca would have agreed with her, she decided, rounding the corner and pushing open a large door. Behind it was complete and utter chaos. People were running everywhere, pushing each other over so they could get past. Screams and cries made it almost impossible to hear, but somehow Lilliah zoned in on the cry of a child. The cry she had heard back in the corridor. She moved against the crowd, pushing her way past until she saw him. A little boy sat on the floor, hiding behind a statue with his legs pulled to his chest and tears streaming down his face. 
 
    “Move!” Lilliah screamed, trying to keep her balance as people rushed past her. It took everything she had, but eventually, she made it to the other side of the hall and bent down to pull the young boy up. 
 
    Lilliah fell to her knees, holding the child back and scanned his body. “Are you okay?” 
 
    The little boy nodded, his tiny face streaked with tears. He couldn't be any older than three, Lilliah guessed, picking him up and holding him to her body. The little boy didn't know her, but his arms wrapped around her neck as he buried his face into her hair, his little body still shaking. 
 
    “We’re going to make it. Okay?” She scanned the hall as figures rushed past. Luckily, what she couldn't see were any Demons. She joined the rush, holding the boy close to her body. Lilliah had no idea where she way going, but she couldn't go back in the direction she had just come from. What if the boy’s family was looking for him? They wouldn't leave without him, would they? So Lilliah let the crowd take her and kept her head down. 
 
    That was until she heard another scream. She looked up and gagged at what she saw. Demons stood at the end of the hall, pulling people towards them and then ripping them apart. Blood and guts splattering everywhere.  
 
    “Oh, my . . . ” The words died in her throat. She heard more screams from behind them. Lilliah stood on her tip-toes to see the exact same thing happening at the other end. They were trapped, herded in like cattle.  
 
    “I want my mummy,” the little boy in her arms sobbed. Lilliah pushed her way to the side and knelt down. 
 
    “What's your name?” she asked, lifting the little boy away from her and looking into his big blue eyes.  
 
    “Joshua,” he hiccupped, wiping his eyes with the back of his hands.  
 
    “Okay, Joshua. I need you to stay here, okay? Sit down and wait for me to come back.” 
 
    “No, don't leave,” he cried again. 
 
    “I’ll be back, I promise.” She ruffled his light blond curls and headed off towards the screaming.  
 
    She didn't have a plan, she just knew that she needed to stop the Demons. She couldn't let these people die. Her eyes scanned the walls. There was nothing here that could help her. As she pushed passed the tourists, she scanned them. Her eyes widening as she saw what she needed. 
 
    “Give me your belt!” she demanded, grabbing an older man by the arms and dragging him towards her.  
 
    “What?” he cried, trying to pull his arm free from Lilliah's tight hold.  
 
    “Belt. Now.” She didn't have time for this. With shaking hands, he undid the belt and tossed it at her. Lilliah grabbed it and elbowed her way to the front of the crowd as they tried to push back.  
 
    The two Demons looked at her as she stepped over the bodies. She wrapped the end of the belt around each arm until it was tight. 
 
    The Demon, a woman in her early twenties with light brown hair, approached her. Not wasting time, Lilliah hit first, swinging her body onto its back and wrapped the belt around its neck. The Demon spun around; Lilliah slammed her into walls until she was too weak and fell to the floor.  
 
    With a deranged screech the second Demon, a guy that had to be no older than twenty, ran towards her. Lilliah pushed the first, now unconscious Demon onto the floor, stepping over the body. Or maybe it was dead, she really wasn't sure. Using the buckle of the belt Lilliah hit and kept on hitting. The boy wasn't used to fighting; he wasn't experienced enough. She couldn't let that get to her. She couldn't let herself care about the boy this Demon used to be. If she did, all those people counting on her, that little boy who was still hiding, would die. So Lilliah kept on attacking, hit after hit, until the Demon fell to the floor, covered in blood. 
 
    She stood there for a minute, unbuckling the belt from her hands and catching her breath. The room was now deadly silent and everyone just stared at her. 
 
     Lilliah stepped aside. “Go, quick!” 
 
    Not having to be told twice, the tourists ran, stepping over the bodies of the dead and the Demons. No one came near Lilliah as she made her way to the child, already noticing that the Demon at the back of the room had fled. 
 
    Joshua was still where she left him, still sitting on the floor with his head resting on his knees. 
 
    Lilliah knelt down so she was eye level. “Hey there, little man. Do you want to go and find your parents?” 
 
    He nodded and held out his arms, which Lilliah took and picked him up.  
 
    “There was screaming. A lady was crying,” he mumbled so low that Lilliah barely heard it. 
 
    “But it’s okay now,” she promised, walking through the halls with the rest of the tourists, ignoring their curious and sometimes frightened stares.  
 
    After five minutes, they crossed a large courtyard full of people. Groups had gathered, and Lilliah made her way through the crowd, watching people cry and hug each other. Priests were at the doors, letting people leave as the police and ambulances came rushing in.  
 
    She couldn't see Azrael anywhere. 
 
    “Joshua!” a blond woman ran over to them, her arms extended and tears running down her face. “Oh, my baby.” 
 
    The boy in Lilliah’s arms turned and held out his arms. “Mummy!”  
 
    Lilliah let the woman take him and stepped back. 
 
    “Thank you,” she sobbed, clutching Joshua’s head and holding him close. “I lost him in the panic. Thank you for saving my baby.” 
 
    Lilliah nodded, smiled in return and backed away. She could already feel people's eyes on her. These people had witnessed what she had done. They had seen the red eyes of the Demons that attacked them. What did that mean? It was probably against some sort of rule, but it honestly wouldn’t have helped. Lilliah made her way back into the Vatican and headed back to the door she and Azrael had passed through.  
 
    “What happened to not being able to help everyone?” 
 
    Lilliah almost sagged at the sound of Azrael's voice, her whole body relaxed as she turned to see him leaning against the wall alongside the Vatican doors. 
 
    She took him in, noticing the blood stains on his black clothes. Just as she was about to speak, a woman approached, her dark hair a mess and her face red with tears. 
 
    “You saved my life,” she grabbed Azrael's hands, her accent strong, but Lilliah could still understand. “Thank you. You are a gift from God.” 
 
    Azrael extracted himself from her and nodded, looking incredibly uncomfortable. He walked over to Lilliah and gently grabbed her arm, guiding her into the building. 
 
    “Guess it wasn't just me who saved people then, huh?” she smirked, looking straight ahead. 
 
    “Guess not.” Lilliah didn't have to be observing him to know he was smiling, too. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 16 
 
      
 
    They had left their car at the Vatican. Azrael said it would have drawn too much attention if they had just driven off, too many police and eyes about. Lilliah couldn't have agreed with him more. The place was now covered with cameras as news channels from around the world gathered to relay the unbelievable story that had taken place at the Vatican that day. 
 
    On their way out, another group stopped them, this time a bunch of young tourists who Azrael also helped. They cried and shook his hand, speaking in Spanish so fast that Lilliah couldn't keep up, but she got the gistthey were grateful.  
 
    Azrael couldn’t have looked more uncomfortable if he tried, and after giving them their moment, he withdrew his hands from theirs and walked away, with Lilliah running to keep up.  
 
    “What now? You coming back with me?” she asked as Azrael led the way out of the Vatican grounds and onto the crowded street.  
 
    Azrael grasped her hand and led her away from the crowds and down a side street. Only then did he slow down, but he still kept hold of Lilliah’s hand. She let him, liking the sensation and wanting, if only for a minute, to feel like a normal couple again. 
 
    He pulled a phone from his jacket pocket and started swiping, shaking his head. “The plane had to take off, the airport was covered in Demons.” 
 
    So, not only did they know about the Vatican, they also knew where the plane was? How was that even possible? Lilliah pondered these questions as they walked down the street, the sound of fire engines and police cars ringing in the distance.  
 
    “Was anyone on the plane injured?” 
 
    Azrael shook his head as he continued to read whatever was on his phone screen. “Luckily, no. But it means you aren't going anywhere tonight.” 
 
    Automatically, Lilliah's hand went to her trousers’ pocket, where the necklace still resided, safe. Staying another night in Rome was fine with her. Sadly, it meant Rebecca would be a Demon for another night.  
 
    “Don’t worry, we can get you another plane tomorrow,” Azrael said, misunderstanding her quietness. 
 
    “I know, I was just thinking about Rebecca,” she said, staring at a young couple just across the street. They both had an ice cream in hand and were strolling down the street. The guy had a map in his hand while the girl gazed around dreamily. That was how you were meant to see Rome, Lilliah decided. It was things like that, the simple things that she was missing out on. Instead of exploring one of the most beautiful cities in the world with her boyfriend, she had just come from saving a bunch of tourists from blood-thirsty Demons. It wasn't quite the same. 
 
    “You’ll be home soon, and Benedict will bring Rebecca back. I don't doubt it for a second.” Azrael stopped and let go of Lilliah's hand as he turned and spoke in Italian to a shopkeeper. The next thing she knew, he turned back to her holding two ice creams. 
 
    “I have two flavours for you to choose from. We've got a strawberry over here and chocolate over here.”  
 
    And Lilliah's heart melted just a little. She tried to hide it as she deliberated which flavour she wanted, eventually picking strawberry. Azrael passed over a few napkins and took Lilliah's hand again.  
 
    “Can we do this?” Lilliah questioned, licking her ice cream. It really was good. 
 
    “Eat ice cream? Yeah, why not?”  
 
    She could hear the smile in his voice. “You know what I mean.” She playfully nudged him with her arm. “After everything that just happened back there? All the people that died? We can't just walk hand in hand eating ice cream.” It just felt wrong. 
 
    “It's exactly what we can do,” Azrael said simply, staring straight ahead as he licked his ice cream. It was then that things started to click into place. He looked too relaxed. Azrael was never relaxed. He was always alert. 
 
    “Are we being followed?” She kept her head down and concentrated on her ice cream, hiding the disappointment on her face. 
 
    “Three men behind us. They’ve been following us since we left the Vatican. They’re not sure if we’re the Angels they’ve been hearing about or not.” 
 
    Yeah, it was all for show. The ice cream, the hand holding. None of it was real.  
 
    Lilliah turned, trying not to make it look obvious as she eyed the three men in question. While Azrael was a complete pro at blending in, these guys were not as great. They stood out like sore thumbs. All three wore black, and that alone, considering the heat in Rome, was a dead giveaway. Azrael wore black, but he did it in a not so creepy way. These guys just looked shifty, and they hadn't taken their eyes off Lilliah and Azrael once.  
 
    “So, what's your plan?” 
 
    Azrael smiled down at her as he finished his ice cream. “I want to have a chat with them. I want to find out how they knew we were going to be at the Vatican.” 
 
    He took her hand again and led her down the street. They made their way slowly and leisurely, with Azrael pointing at a building here and there, saying, “That’s interesting,” or, “oh, look at that.” 
 
    Lilliah couldn't fake her enthusiasm. What was the point? Azrael clearly had a plan, so she just left him to it. She went where he guided her. Azrael kept his distance, looking just like another tourist, then he’d look back, just giving enough to get these men guessing. Eventually, he pulled her into a small but cute Italian restaurant.  
 
    A small, plump Italian man came out to greet them, his eyes widening when he noticed Azrael.  
 
    “Sir!” he exclaimed with joy, his arms wide as if he was about to embrace him.  
 
    “Gino. Go into the back. Take your staff and don't come out until I call you.” Azrael rolled up his sleeves and pulled out a small wooden chair, which he sat on looking as cool as a cucumber. The man, Gino, seemed to process the information, then he turned firing off in Italian as he ushered his staff into the room in the back.  
 
    “You own this restaurant, don’t you?” Lilliah pulled out the wooden chair opposite and sat down, resting her elbow on the table.  
 
    “I like the pasta here,” he said simply, placing a simple food knife closer.  
 
    Then they waited. They both knew the men would follow them into the restaurant. It was just a matter of patience.  
 
    And then the waiting paid off and the three men piled into the small restaurant. Their eyes scanned until they rested on Lilliah and Azrael. 
 
    Lilliah didn't look back; she didn't need to. She could feel their eyes on them, and hear as they walked to the other side of the room.  
 
    “Should I close the door?” she whispered into the menu as she pretended to pick a dish. In actuality, she was really hungry. And the pasta on this menu really did sound amazing. Would it be odd if she really did order food once they were done? 
 
    “Yes. Close it now.” 
 
    Lilliah stood and closed the door as instructed. She could feel the air in the room change. These men, whoever they were, had switched from feeling in control to completely screwed in a matter of seconds. Their cocky smirks were now replaced with open mouths and wide eyes.  
 
    Azrael turned in his seat, an elbow rested on the back of his chair and the other on the table. “Hello, gentlemen.” 
 
    Lilliah sat back down, just waiting.  
 
    “You’re them, aren't you? The Angels?” guy one said. He couldn't keep the awe out of his voice as his eyes shifted from Lilliah to Azrael.  
 
    When neither of them spoke, he sat back and rubbed his chin. “Incredible. You’re real.” 
 
    Lilliah tipped her head to the side, she hadn't realised their existence had been in question.  
 
    “What are you?” she asked, noticing their normal coloured eyes.  
 
    Guy two, a well-built man with rakish hair smirked. “Whatever you want me to be, honey.” 
 
    Azrael grabbed the knife off the table and flung it at guy two, sending the knife down deep in his right eye.  
 
    No one said anything, then Lilliah gagged and the screams started. 
 
    “Brandon, man.” Guy three stood, his hands on his friend as the guy one, Brandon, stood, blood pouring down his face. 
 
    “It’s in my eye.” His hand shook as he looked at his two friends. “It's in my bloody eye.” 
 
    “Do I pull it out?” guy two asked as he viewed Azrael out the corner of his eye. As if he was asking him for help. Azrael remained still, watching the three men almost in amusement. 
 
    “I'm going to be blind,” Brandon sobbed, falling to his knees, his index finger gently tapping the knife. “I don't feel a thing. I think I'm going into shock.” 
 
    “I believe the lady asked you question,” Azrael spoke slowly, playing with the fork on the table. All three men noticed the way he moved it, even the guy with a knife in his eye caught the not so subtle hint. 
 
    “We’re werewolves,” Brandon rushed to reply, now openly sobbing. “And we’ve literally just been turned.” 
 
    The other two nodded in unison. 
 
    “He's telling the truth. This is, like, the first mission we’ve been on as werewolves. And we’ve totally messed up.” He fell to his knees. “Are you going to kill us? Oh goodness, please don't kill us.” 
 
    Azrael raised an eyebrow. “And tell me exactly, how many people did you kill back there? How many innocent people did you slaughter?” 
 
    All three men shook their heads simultaneously.  
 
    “None, I swear.” 
 
    “It wasn't our job. We stayed outside.” 
 
    “I couldn't kill a person. I'm a nice guy deep down.” 
 
    Lilliah had to hide her smile. One thing was becoming extremely clear, these guys weren't killers. They were morons, but not killers. 
 
    “Why did you follow us?” she asked, noticing how they hadn't taken their eyes off Azrael as he moved the fork around the table. They all knew the fork was now a dangerous threat, and none of them wanted to lose any eyes, especially the guy who had already lost one because he spoke first.  
 
    “He told us about you. The two Angels. Honestly, I thought it had been a load of bull. I mean, Werewolves are one thing, but Angels? That seemed too far-fetched for me.” 
 
    The other two nodded in unison, so Brandon continued. “They described you to us, you see. A gorgeous blonde with a British accent, and a tall dark-haired guy with blue eyes. We’re supposed to report back if we see you.” 
 
    Lilliah wondered if that had been how they’d really been described. She doubted it. 
 
    “And when we saw you, we couldn't believe it,” guy three stepped in. “Thought we’d won the Powerball.” 
 
    Azrael leaned forward, the fork now in his hand. “You three are really starting to bore me. So here's what you need to do, tell me everything that you know. Who made you? Why? Where? Get the picture?” 
 
    Lilliah was having a lot of fun, but it seemed Azrael was not. 
 
    “Don't know his name. Just know he’s tall, a Warlock, I think. He said we were going to be part of the great fight. That soon we’d rule the Earth.” 
 
    “And you just believed him,” Lilliah clarified, not bothering to hide the smile in her voice. 
 
    Again they nodded in unison. 
 
    “We were supposed to stay outside the Vatican, keep an eye out, well, for you, I guess. The red-eyed guys were supposed to do all the heavy work.” 
 
    The smile fell from Lilliah’s face as she shot forward. “Heavy work! By that do you mean killing? Killing innocent people in a place of God?” 
 
    Brandon gulped, then stared down at the floor in shame. 
 
    “Please, just please don't kill us.” 
 
    In one fluid motion, Azrael was on his feet, his phone in hand. “Watch them for a moment, will you, Lilliah?” 
 
    Confused, she nodded and watched him walk into the back room. The room fell silent, the only sound was the occasional sob coming from the men.  
 
    A few seconds later, Azrael reappeared, an easy smile gracing his lips. “I think there has been enough killing for one day. Don't you agree?” 
 
    Lilliah didn't know who Azrael was speaking to, and neither did the three men, but they all nodded.  
 
    “Get up and leave. Quickly, before I change my mind.” 
 
    The three men were up on their feet in record time. 
 
    “Thank you, thank you so much.” Brandon moved to the door first, the knife still painfully sticking out of his eye, the other two following. 
 
    Lilliah waited until they all left before speaking. “What did you do?” 
 
    Azrael held up his phone. “I called Derek, got one of his guys to hack into the street cameras. They’ll follow them back to where it is they’re going. I want to find out who the Warlock is who changed them. I need to find out who they’re working with.” 
 
    So the guys are being followed by someone hundreds and thousands of miles away? Technology really was amazing, Lilliah conceded, standing and heading for the door. The day had left her drained, and now, all she wanted was to sleep for hours on end. 
 
    “Wait,” Azrael called, turning to whistle at the closed door behind him. 
 
    Gino came rushing in, noticing the blood on the floor but not mentioning it. 
 
    “You’re leaving so soon?” To which Azrael nodded. “Then I’ll plate you up some food to take with you.” With a warm smile Gino once again disappeared, but quickly returned with two plastic boxes. “My special pasta, just for you.”  
 
    Azrael took the boxes. “Thank you, Gino. We’ll see you soon.”  
 
    Gino waved them off as they left the restaurant. 
 
    Lilliah let Azrael lead the way, which she hoped was to a hotel. The day had left her drained, both in body and in mind. Azrael didn't turn to speak to her, so she didn't bother making conversation, either. Instead, she cast her mind back to the Vatican and all the people inside. A lot of people had died, she had no idea how many, but she guessed a lot. She hoped that the priest who had warned them was safe. 
 
    Azrael stopped, rousing her from her reverie and back to reality. “This is my apartment.” He motioned to the door and pushed it open. 
 
    Again, Lilliah didn't speak, she just followed as he pushed the button for the elevator and then followed him inside when it arrived.  
 
    “We’ll warm these up.” He lifted the boxes of pasta as the elevator climbed the floors. 
 
    Lilliah exited as soon as the doors opened, her legs threatening to give way if she didn't sit down soon. 
 
    “You did really well today. You looked after yourself; you protected people. You were great,” Azrael praised as he crossed to an open plan kitchen and got to work reheating the pasta. 
 
    Lilliah wasn't sure if it was the exhaustion or just the mental toll of the day, but annoyance simmered inside her. 
 
    “Thanks, I guess you need to make another excuse to break up with me, huh?” She flopped down on the large leather sofa and kicked off her shoes. In the time since he had broken up with her, Lilliah had been far too busy to really grasp it, to really feel it. But now, after having spent the day together, doing what they did, and seeing him act as if he hadn't broken her heartshe couldn’t contain it anymore. 
 
    “What do you mean?” he asked, leaning against the kitchen counter and looking straight at her. 
 
    Lilliah laughed. Was he really playing dumb?  
 
    “Now that you know I can protect myself, I guess you need a new excuse.” 
 
    Azrael pinched the bridge of his nose. “Lilliah.” 
 
    “No,” she cut in, unable to contain the anger that had now bubbled inside her. It needed to be released. She needed him to hear it. 
 
    “After everything I'd been through, did you really think you breaking up with me was what I needed?” 
 
    “I honestly thought it was for the best, the best thing for you,” he tried to reason, but Lilliah held up her hand. 
 
    “No. You didn't think about me. If you had, you wouldn't have done it. You used me as an excuse. I get that you fell out of love with me.” 
 
    Azrael opened his mouth to speak, but Lilliah didn't give him the chance. 
 
    “It’s fine. It hurts so much to even think about, but I have to accept it. What I don't have to accept is your excuse. And then, after all of that, you treated me so badly.” 
 
    For a second, Azrael’s stone-like features cracked, his emotions seeping through. 
 
    Tears burnt Lilliah's eyes, but she continued. “I honestly needed you. Even it wasn't as a lover, I just needed you to be there and you weren’t.” 
 
    Azrael rounded the corner, his face etched in pain. “Lilliah, please. I'm so sorry.” 
 
    She jumped to her feet and stepped back. “And then seeing you with her, with Camari.” 
 
    At this news Azrael physically moved back, confusion clouding his face. “What about Camari? This has nothing to do with her.” 
 
    Lilliah agreed. “I didn't feel that way at first. I blamed her, maybe she was the reason you no longer loved me? Maybe she did something to you. But then I realised, it wasn't Camari who broke my heart and let me down. It was you.” 
 
    The words hung heavy in the air and a weight that Lilliah didn't know she had been holding lifted off her shoulders. She breathed easy as a single tear slid down her cheek. 
 
    “I'm not hungry.” She indicated the tub of pasta. She'd be starving again in an hour, but now, she honestly didn't have the energy.  
 
    Azrael stood statue still as Lilliah backed out of the room. She felt better. Now all she needed was to sleep. Everything was better after a good night’s sleep. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 17 
 
      
 
    Lilliah woke up in the apartment alone, she could tell immediately. Everything was too quiet and still. She stumbled out of the bedroom she had used for the night and into the large living area. There, lying on the side, was a handwritten note from Azrael with an address on it, telling her a plane would be there waiting for her. Then a simple: 
 
    I’m sorry. 
 
    A 
 
    She stared at it for a good ten minutes, trying to interpret it a million different ways. But honestly, there was only one wayhe just didn't care. Eventually, she put the note down and got ready, not bothering to shower as she pulled on the clothes from the day before. She just wanted to get back home. She called a cab that took her to the address Azrael gave her, and just as he promised, a plane was waiting. 
 
    The same steward with the same pearly whites tried to talk to her, but she wasn't in the mood. Eventually, he gave up and left her alone. 
 
    When the plane landed, she muttered her thank you and descended the steps to a waiting Benedict. 
 
    “Well, that wasn't quite as quiet and quick as I’d have hoped.” He opened the car door and Lilliah slid in, pulling out the necklace from her jean pocket. 
 
    “We got the necklace.” She held it up and then passed it over. Benedict took it, his hands carefully and delicately.  
 
    “Then I suppose it was a success.” He laid the chain down in the glove compartment and took off. The first half of the drive Benedict talked, nonstop. It seemed their adventure at the Vatican was primetime news, as she expected it to be. 
 
    “They think it was an act of terrorism,” Benedict said, shaking his head. 
 
    And that news just topped off Lilliah’s morning. Not only had many people died, but now it seemed it could also be the start of a waran actual mortal war. Perfect. 
 
    Lilliah turned in her seat and stayed silent for the remainder of the drive, just staring out the window. Thankfully, Benedict didn't ask where Azrael was, and Lilliah didn't bring it up. 
 
    They made it back to Azrael’s mansion in good time. What Lilliah didn't expect was the amount of activity surrounding it. People were everywhere. The grounds were literally covered. 
 
    Benedict stopped the car just outside the main doors, and two men dressed in black, carrying guns, opened the door for them. 
 
    “Welcome back, sir.” One nodded, standing at attention as Lilliah and Benedict passed. 
 
    “Well, that was unexpected,” Lilliah said, standing in the hallway, hands on hips. There weren't just people outside, but inside, too. Where were they all going to sleep? she wondered, watching another group of men pass, all carrying big guns. 
 
    “Yeah,” Benedict agreed, eyeing the guns as well. “Apparently this is Derek’s take on light security.” 
 
    “It looks like we’re preparing for war.” She laughed and then stopped abruptly, because, well, it just wasn't funny, was it? Because it was true, they really were preparing for war. 
 
    She gave a polite wave and headed up the stairs. She could hear the laughter and chatter as she walked down the corridor, so she wasn't surprised to find Iris, Caleb, and Seb all sitting on her bed. 
 
    “I guess I need a do not disturb sign then, huh?” She threw her bag on the chair and then lay down on the floor. She was exhausted. 
 
    “You okay?” Sebastian jumped to his feet, his features panicked. Lilliah nodded as she stared at the ceiling. She wasn’t okay, but they didn’t need to know that. 
 
    “We’re just watching the news. It’s been crazy. I can’t believe they actually attacked you like that. In the open.” Sebastian crossed his arms and leant on the bed, still not taking his eyes off Lilliah. 
 
    “Look at this.” Lilliah couldn't see as Iris got off the bed, but she could hear her moving around the room. Then she heard multiple voices as the TV was switched on. She pushed herself onto her elbows and watched the screen. 
 
    “Here was one woman who was actually in the Vatican at the time of the attack,” the news reporter said as the screen switched to a woman. Lilliah’s heart jumped just a little. 
 
    “It was manic in there. I lost my son, I panicked. Then I saw people being killed.” Tears filled the woman’s eyes as she looked away from the screen, taking a few long deep breaths before continuing. “I thought I was going to die. I thought my son was going to die.” 
 
    “But your son was brought back to you, correct?” the news reporter asked and the woman nodded happily. 
 
    “Yes, by an Angel.” 
 
    And then it happened, Lilliah heart stopped as images of her filled the screen. She watched in horror and kind of fascination as she saw herself fight the two Demons, a belt in hand. 
 
    “Someone recorded it on their phone,” Iris explained, not taking her eyes off the screen. 
 
    “This is, in fact, the woman in question,” the reporter’s voice said. “The Vatican have released a statement confirming that this woman works for them. The statement reads: Yes, the woman seen in the recording does work for the Vatican. She was and still is, part of our security team. We are all deeply troubled by what transpired on our Holy grounds; however, we are pleased that our security team was there, preventing any more harm and any more deaths.” 
 
    Then pictures filled the screen, pictures of smiling peoplemen, women, young and old, even a few small children. For those moments, Lilliah forgot how to breathe. 
 
    “Fifty-two people lost their lives in this attack. And today, people around the world mourn.” 
 
    The news then switched to another story, an earthquake in Australia and Lilliah lowered her head. 
 
    Fifty-two people. The number just didn’t seem real. No one spoke while the pictures flickered on the screen, and Lilliah did her best to remember every last one of them.  
 
    Only when they were over did Lilliah turn away, running her hands through her hair and fisting it in her palms. There were too many, they should have tried harder to save people. They should have done something more. 
 
    “I didn’t know…I didn’t know the number of people…” She just couldn’t get the words out as her throat tightened. Everything was a nightmare, and somehow it just kept getting worse.  
 
    “Can I speak to Lilliah for a minute?” Sebastian asked, sitting down on the floor next to her. She could feel his foot nudging her leg, but she didn’t look at him. She was worried she’d break down in tears if she did. 
 
    “Yeah, of course,” Iris said.  
 
    Sebastian waited until they both left the room before he spoke. 
 
    “You look tired.” 
 
    The corner of her lips turned up at the statement. “Thanks.” 
 
    “Anytime, Sis.” 
 
    They sat in silence for a moment, until Lilliah asked, “So the spell. It went okay?” 
 
    He nodded. “Yeah. I stayed outside Mum’s house for most of the day yesterday, you know, just to make sure.”  
 
    She nodded, the picture in her pocket now feeling heavy. Lilliah sat up so she was now facing Sebastian head on.  
 
    “How did she look?”  
 
    Sebastian shrugged his shoulders, his eyes staring at the floor. “She looked fine. Happy.”  
 
    Happy. Lilliah breathed in, the air burning her lungs, but that one thought made her pain worth it. Her mother needed to be happy; she deserved it.  
 
    “That’s amazing.” She compressed her lips, trying to hide their tremble. Then, with shaky hands, she reached into her pocket and pulled out the folded picture. Sebastian followed her movements.  
 
     “It’s a picture I took from Mum’s house,” she explained, her fingers running against the side of the picture. “Will we still be on it?”  
 
    Sebastian leant forward, not taking his eyes off the folded up picture. “I don’t know. Have a look.”  
 
    She opened it as if it was the most precious object she had ever owned until a picture of her mother stared back at hera picture of her mother smiling alone. No Lilliah, no Sebastian.   
 
    “Wow.” Sebastian sat back, his eyes misting. “I mean, I was expecting that. Just seeing it was something completely different.”  
 
    “Yeah.” Just like Seb, she had been expecting this. It meant that the spell had worked. But seeing the physical proof of it was something different altogether. It was real now. Their mother had no idea who they were.  
 
    “It was the right thing,” Lilliah assured him, folding the piece of paper and stuffing it back into her pocket for safe keeping. 
 
    “Yeah, I know that. And as Zara said, it’s not like we can’t ever reverse it.” Sebastian pushed himself to his feet, quickly wiping his eyes. “All we have to do is kill Lucifer, send him back to perdition and boom, we get Mum back.”  
 
    “All we have to do, huh?” Despite herself, Lilliah laughed. She had to hand it to Seb, he always knew how to make her smile.  
 
    “Yeah. Honestly, a piece of piss.”  
 
    She smiled and looked at the door. “Well, Mum wouldn’t necessarily have liked that kind of language.” She giggled as Sebastian pulled a face, and then said, “And then, of course, there’s Rebecca.”  
 
    Sebastian snorted. “Yeah, but thanks to you we can bring her back.”  
 
    “Is it that simple?” Lilliah had no idea why she was asking him. Her brother wasn’t exactly the fountain of knowledge when it came to magic. 
 
    He smiled down at her holding out his hand for her to take. “We could always ask.” 
 
    Lilliah took his hand pulled herself to her feet. She followed Sebastian out the door and down the hall. 
 
    “The number of men with guns here is just crazy,” she whispered as they passed two heavily armed men.  
 
    Sebastian glanced back. “I know. It’s a little over the top if you ask me.” 
 
    Over the top was a complete understatement, Lilliah thought, looking over her shoulder at the two retreating figures. 
 
    “Zena should be in her study,” Sebastian muttered, taking a left and stopping just outside a large wooden door. 
 
    “This is Azrael’s office.” Lilliah pointed at the door, her heartbeat picking up just slightly as if she expected Azrael himself to walk out. She knew that wouldn’t happen, but she still didn’t like the thought of Zena working in his space.  
 
    The door swung open and Zena stood in the doorway, a big bright smile gracing her lips.  
 
    “Oh my dear, you look so tired. You need to rest before the exorcism tomorrow,” Zena instructed instead of an actual greeting. She moved back, allowing room for Sebastian and Lilliah to enter.  
 
    “Why didn’t you use any of the other empty rooms?” Lilliah asked, ignoring the remark about how tired she looked. Wasn’t it rude to just invite yourself into a room and set up shop? She knew Azrael wouldn’t like it, everyone would know that Azrael wouldn’t like it. The guy liked his space. 
 
    You shouldn’t care. A nagging little voice rang out from somewhere in her head, and it was true, she shouldn’t. But she did. 
 
    “The other rooms are being used as storage. A lot of rooms still can’t be used because of the fire,” Zena dismissed as she walked further into the room and sat down behind the large wooden desk. Azrael’s desk. 
 
    “There must be a room somewhere,” Lilliah persisted, arms folded. “There are twenty-five bedrooms in this place, only part of it was damaged by the fire. I’m sure you’ll find another room.” 
 
    She could see Sebastian assessing her out the corner of his eye. She knew she might sound a little illogical. But she just couldn’t help it. The words were just spewing out of her mouth. 
 
    Zena’s smile turned a little forced as she nodded. “Of course. I’ll move my things right away.” 
 
    “Good.” Again, the words came out before Lilliah could stop them.  
 
    “Well, now that's sorted.” Sebastian eyed his sister like she was crazy before turning back to Zena. “Lil just got back, so, we just have a few questions about the spell you did on Mum and the spell for Rebecca.” 
 
    “Of course, what do you want to know?” Zena sat forward, her eyes now firmly fixed on Sebastian. 
 
    “Just the basics I guess. After the spell, you said you and Benedict would hide Mum?” Sebastian prompted, leaning his hip against the large dark wooden desk. 
 
    Zena opened one of the side drawers and pulled out a few pieces of paper.  
 
    She’s even using the drawers? Lilliah silently noted but kept that to herself. She shouldn’t even really care that Zena was using this room. It was just a room after all. But she did. 
 
    Zena opened the file and extracted a page covered in writing. “Your mother’s boyfriend has been offered a promotion. It involves travelling; she’ll go with him. They’ll be moving a lot and, I promise, they’ll be completely safe.” 
 
    Both Sebastian and Lilliah took in the disclosure, both processing the new information. Lilliah could think of a thousand questions to ask, like how did they know their mum would definitely go? Or would her boyfriend take the job in the first place? But, did the details really matter? What mattered was that their mum was safe, and not in pain. 
 
    “Thank you,” Lilliah muttered, the words not seeming to be enough. But, it was all she had. 
 
    Zena nodded once and smiled. She offered the papers to Sebastian who took them gratefully. 
 
    “You two should both rest. Especially you, Lilliah. This isn’t like the spell I performed on your mother, it isn’t easy. This is an exorcism. It will take a lot out of all of us.” 
 
    “Okay,” Sebastian drawled, watching Lilliah.  
 
    “You do think they can do this, don’t you?” he asked once they’d left the office. 
 
    “I trust Benedict,” Lilliah replied hoping that would be enough to calm her brother’s nerves even as her own had suddenly spiked.  
 
    Sebastian appeared to mull over the words before seeming to accept them. He opened the file in his hands. “Oh, he works for an oil company.”  
 
    “That’s interesting,” Lilliah said, even though it was actually anything but. She didn’t want to know anything about her mum’s boyfriend, what was the point? As of yesterday, he didn’t even know she existed. She’d rather do what they had to do, bring back her mother’s memory, and then meet the guy. How weird would it be if she already knew everything about him before they’d met? 
 
    “I’m going to read through this tonight.” Sebastian held up the folder in his hands. “Do you want it after me?” 
 
    Lilliah shook her head, her mind might be exhausted with what had happened over the past few days but her body wasn’t. She needed something to really tire herself out.  
 
    “I’m going to go for a jog,” she said, already on her way to her room to change. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Less than five minutes later, Lilliah was outside, the frost biting her cheeks as she ran. She stayed out the way of most of the guards, keeping her head down and remaining on the edge of the property.  
 
    Everything looked so different from when Azrael lived here. The grounds, which had always been kept in pristine condition, were now overgrown. The bushes had grown out of their once manicured shapes, and the small fountain that sat in the middle of a pebbled area wasn’t even turned on. Just like everything else in her life, it was now in ruins.  
 
    So depressing, but true. Lilliah stopped running when she noticed a silver Ford approaching up the driveway. The guards all stood back, some nodding as it passed.  
 
    The hair on her arms stood on end, her heart almost skipping a beat as it stopped and the driver's door opened. 
 
    Camari got out, throwing a wide smile at the guards before grasping a bag and disappearing into the house.  
 
    And just like that, Lilliah’s day actually got worse. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 18 
 
    “So many people have died.” Iris’s words rang out as Lilliah ran through the woods, branches and leaves cutting her arms, but she didn’t care. She had to get away from it, to escape from the screams that followed her. 
 
    “Why didn’t you help me?” a woman cried before disappearing into the darkness.  
 
    “I . . . I tried,” she mumbled, unable to stop her legs from running. “I tried so hard.”  
 
    It was then that Lilliah saw her, just at the edge of the woods, the moonlight gracing her dark rich hair. 
 
    “Mum!” Lilliah shouted, putting her all into running, but she still wasn’t getting there any faster. “Mum, it’s me!” 
 
    Her mother turned around, her brows pulled together in confusion. “Do I know you?” 
 
    With those words Lilliah stopped short, her breathing heavy and sweat dripping down her face. 
 
    “Oh, my.” She swallowed, her hand pressed on her chest as her heart beat furiously in her chest. “It was a dream,” she reminded herself, throwing the covers back and swinging her feet onto the floor, her toes wiggling in the cold. She stayed like this for a minute or two, until her heartbeat became more controlled.  
 
    Lilliah had no idea what time it was, but she could just make out the yellows and oranges of the sun through the curtains as it rose. Rebecca’s exorcism was due to start at nine, so Lilliah took her time getting ready. She carefully picked through the pile of black clothes that had been left in her room. Black, she had been told, was the colour to wear when a spell was being performed. She’d been told this before, but still didn’t know why. Did spells not like colours? She knew Witches and Warlocks didn’t. In fact, Zena aside, most Witches and Warlocks were really boring and old. Maybe wearing black wasn’t actually a requirement for spells but more a requirement from them, and then, over time, people just kind of stuck with it? It was a theory that she was definitely going to ask Benedict about. 
 
    Quickly tying her hair back in a simple knot, Lilliah headed out the door and aimed straight for the kitchen. Her stomach was in knots but maybe a nice cup of tea would work. 
 
    “I think this is the earliest I’ve ever seen you get up.” 
 
    Lilliah’s whole body jumped and she twisted around at the sound of the voice. 
 
    “Oh my, you scared the heck out of me, Caleb!” She shook her head and headed straight to the kettle. “Do you want tea?” She looked over her shoulder as Caleb shook his head. 
 
    “Why are you up so early?” he pressed as Lilliah scoured the kitchen in search of a cup.  
 
    “Just couldn’t sleep,” she said simply. They both stayed silent as Lilliah made her drink and then sat at the table. She was too stuck in her head to speak, but she didn’t know why Caleb was quiet. 
 
    “I saw Benedict just now. He and Zena are preparing.” 
 
    Lilliah nodded without speaking. She didn’t even look up from her tea until she felt the warmth of a body slide into a seat next to her. 
 
    “You know this is going to work, don’t you?” 
 
    “I really, really hope you’re right.” They stayed silent for so long, the only noise was when Caleb stood to make Lilliah another drink, making a joke about English people and their tea. But other than that the silence which enveloped them was comfortable. 
 
    “Lilliah, here you are.”  
 
    Her head jerked up at the sound of Benedict’s voice, and her eyes widened as she noticed Azrael standing behind him. 
 
    “Hi,” she whispered, not really sure who she was addressing, Benedict or Azrael.  
 
    “We’re ready. Are you?” Benedict motioned with his head, while casually stuffing his hands into the pockets of his black trousers. 
 
    Azrael, on the other hand, wasn’t looking at Lilliah; he was too busy staring at Caleb. And Caleb was staring back, a small cocky smile pulling on his lips. 
 
    “I’m ready.” She rose to her feet, not realising how much time had passed and patted Caleb on the back. “See you after.” 
 
    “Yeah.” Caleb finally tore his eyes away from Azrael and grabbed her hand. “I’ll be here.” 
 
    Keeping her head down Lilliah accompanied Benedict down the hall to the cellar door, with Azrael following close behind.  
 
    Her palms grew more moist with every step they took down the dark steps. Loud, distressing moans filled the air, with the odd shriek thrown in. 
 
    “Is she in pain?” Lilliah asked, eyeing the still closed door that Rebecca was behind. Zena and Sebastian stood at the opposite side of the room, both wearing black. Sebastian appeared to be as pained as Lilliah felt. 
 
    “It’ll be over soon,” Benedict promised. Lilliah realised he'd completely dodged her question.  
 
    She and Seb almost ran to each other but stayed back as Benedict and Zena started to light the candles. A circle had already been drawn on the stone floor and another smaller circle.  
 
    “Will Cael and Camari be joining us?” Zena asked, carefully placing a lit candle on the floor. 
 
    Azrael shook his head. “Do they need to be here?” 
 
    Zena’s eyes took in who was standing in the room as if debating whether or not they had enough people. “I think two Witches, two Angels, and a Demon should do.” 
 
           Thank, God, Lilliah thought. The last thing she needed was for Camari to be in that small enclosed space with them. She had so many questions for Azrael as it was, but she couldn’t think about that right now. Now, she had to concentrate on Rebecca. One problem at a time. 
 
    “Please, everyone, step forward.” Zena waved her hands, her red hair shining in the candlelight. “We need to stand around this circle. The markings on the floor are infused with Holy water. In a moment, Benedict and Azrael will bring this monster out and put her in this circle.” Zena was mainly addressing Lilliah and Sebastian; it seemed the other two had already been briefed on the day’s festivities.  
 
    “When I start the spell, we should all hold hands, no matter what. Do not let go of each other’s hands. Okay?” 
 
    They nodded as Azrael opened the door. Benedict reached in, grabbing Rebecca by the arm and pulled her out. 
 
    “What is this?” she demanded, foam and spit flying from her mouth, her bloodshot eyes darting around the room.  
 
    Sebastian took a step back as Azrael grabbed her other arm. 
 
    “You insects will all burn.” Rebecca thrashed her arms, her head twisting from side to side as she let out an ear-piercing shriek.  
 
    “In the circle,” Zena instructed.  
 
    A deep, unpleasant laugh rumbled from Rebecca as she dug her feet into the stone. “Holy water, it’ll take more than that to get rid of me, you imbecile.” 
 
    Ignoring her cries, Azrael and Benedict easily pushed her into the circle and stepped back, neither taking their eyes off her; both ready to pounce if she even tried to escape.  
 
    “Now everybody join hands, stand back as far as you can.” Zena held out her hand for Lilliah to clutch, Sebastian held her hands and Benedict his until Azrael joined last.  
 
    Rebecca laughed, turning in the small space and making eye contact with all of them. “It’s all too late. You’re are all too late.” 
 
    “Be quiet, Demon,” Benedict ordered.  
 
    “Okay, let’s be a little bit nicer with the whole Demon thing. Okay? I’m a Demon and some of us are normal,” Sebastian declared, seeming to have taken offence.  
 
    And just like that Lilliah couldn’t help the little laugh that escaped her.  
 
    “I’m just saying, we shouldn’t generalise. It’s not nice,” he continued with such seriousness that Lilliah laughed harder. Even Azrael chuckled then tried to cover it up with a cough.  
 
    “Can I please have silence?” Zena cut in, seriously unimpressed with Lilliah’s giggling fit. 
 
    “I’m sorry.” She giggled, wiping her eyes with the back of her hand and taking a deep breath, trying to control herself. Goodness, she needed that. “Right, I’m okay.” 
 
    She didn’t look at her brother, she couldn’t. She knew she’d burst out laughing again if she did. Instead, she stared at the dem . . . thing, in front of her.  
 
    Zena took everyone in, before letting go of Lilliah’s hand and turning to retrieve something up from the sideboard. 
 
    Lilliah wanted to say she thought they weren’t allowed to let go of each other’s hands but decided against it. Her question probably wouldn’t be received well. Instead, she watched silently as Zena picked up the chain necklace she and Azrael had taken from the Vatican. She fisted it in one hand while turning and picking up a knife with the other.  
 
    “I need a little bit of blood from either of you.”  
 
    It took a second for Lilliah to realise she was addressing her and Azrael, but by the time she realised, Azrael had already stepped forward and held out his hand. Zena then sliced into his palm with the knife. He fisted his hand while she held the necklace under it, smothering the object in his dripping blood.  
 
    If she were honest, Lilliah thought it looked really painful. But she would have done it anyway and felt the need to say as much as Azrael returned to his place, wrapping a white cloth around his injured hand. 
 
    “It’s fine, Lil. I’m happy to do it.” His smile was like a physical blow to her heart. 
 
    “I was just saying I wouldn’t have minded.” She turned away, so sure he could read her expression and identify exactly what she was thinking. 
 
    “I know,” he said simply. She could have sworn she heard a smile in his voice, but she didn’t trust herself to look. Instead, she focused on Zena as she held the necklace out, the demonic Rebecca eyeing it with fear and stepping as far back as the circle allowed. 
 
    “Hold hands. And do not let go,” Zena instructed once again, throwing the necklace on the floor and grabbing Lilliah’s hands tightly. 
 
    She held her head high and spoke in a language that Lilliah couldn’t understand. Instead, she watched Rebecca’s body start to shake. It started off as something slight, but with each word the shakes grew until she fell to the ground, her body violently convulsing on the floor.  
 
    Lilliah looked at the others, trying to get some indication that what was happening was normal. Then, Zena stopped talking and Rebecca stopped thrashing. They all stood in silence, with Lilliah and Sebastian both eyeing each other. Was that it? 
 
    “Okay, now we can perform the exorcism.” Zena took a step back, letting go of Lilliah’s hand and looking very pleased with herself.  
 
    “If that wasn’t the exorcism, what was that?” Sebastian asked, pointing to the lifeless looking Rebecca on the floor while still holding onto Benedict’s and Lilliah’s hand. Lilliah realised that just like her, Sebastian was really confused at what was going on.  
 
    “That was a quick spell to immobilise her. It is too dangerous for her to be thrashing around while we perform the exorcism,” Zena replied, picking up the bottle of Holy water again and sprinkling it over Rebecca.  
 
    “Okay, I’m not saying anything bad about anyone. You’re are all doing a great job. But, I think we can all agree that this could have been done better,” Sebastian said, letting go of Lilliah’s and Benedict’s hands. “It could just be a little more organised is what I’m saying. I have no clue what is happening right now.” 
 
    Everyone ignored him while Lilliah pressed her lips together to stop herself from laughing. 
 
    “Now we are performing the exorcism,” Zena informed. “You can leave if you like. I just needed your energy to immobilise her. Now that she’s gone, you can leave.” 
 
    Sebastian shook his head and leaned back on the wall. Lilliah took a step back but carried on watching as did Benedict and Azrael who seemed to understand what Zena was doing.  
 
    After sprinkling what seemed like an entire bottle of Holy water Zena picked up a piece of paper and started reading from it. Some of it, sounded a lot like pages from the Bible while others sounded a little different.  
 
    Then the thrashing started, and Lilliah really started to pay attention. It wasn’t until the body jack-knifed up that Lilliah shrieked, “Is that supposed to happen?” 
 
    Zena didn’t break from her script, but Azrael walked around to stand next to Lilliah.  
 
    “It’s okay, Lilliah. Zena and Benedict know what they’re doing.” 
 
    Lilliah wanted to ask if Rebecca would be okay afterwards, but she lost all train of thought when Rebecca’s body rose from the ground, her toes barely touching the floor. Her eyes flew open. 
 
    “Your efforts to save one life are really astonishing.” The voice that came out of Rebecca’s mouth wasn’t her own, nor was it the Demon voice that Lilliah had become accustomed to. No, this voice was deeper, and Lilliah would have recognised it anywhere. 
 
    “Get out of her body. Let her go,” Lilliah ordered while Azrael grabbed her arm and tried to pull her back. She shook her arm free and took another step forward.  
 
    “But why, when I’m having so much fun?” The creepy smile that only Lucifer possessed spread across Rebecca’s face. It then turned to wide-eyed Zena, "Try your little trick now, Witch." 
 
    No one spoke. They all just stood there, staring. Everybody appeared to want to react as though they intended to step in and act. But no-one did.  
 
    So, without a thought, Lilliah rushed in, grabbed Rebecca’s body and slammed her to ground. Pressing all her weight upon her.  
 
    “Lilliah!” She heard Azrael yell, but she was already on her ground before he could even try to hold her back. 
 
    “Do it. Whatever you have to do, do it now,” she yelled, pulling her head as far away from Rebecca’s/ Lucifer’s face as possible. 
 
    “Now, Zena. Do the exorcism now!” Benedict yelled, Lilliah’s actions having somehow sprung everyone else into action. 
 
    Lilliah could see Zena’s feet as she shuffled closer, she could feel the Holy water sprinkling on her back as Zena murmured her words. 
 
    “She needs to get out of there,” Azrael shouted from somewhere behind her. She had half expected to feel him grab her arms and pull her up. Instead, she heard Benedict. 
 
    “No. She’s safe. We just have to do the spell now.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” Sebastian demanded, sounding almost frantic. 
 
    “Always brave Lilliah.” Lucifer laughed, Lilliah could even feel the chuckle as it rumbled in Rebecca’s chest. She was so close, to Lucifer, yet so far. Could he feel it if she dug her nails into Rebecca’s arm? Or would that just hurt Rebecca? 
 
    She had no idea. So instead she held on tight and squeezed her eyes shut.  
 
    Even as the body under her started to shake, the ground around them started to rumble, Lilliah still held on. 
 
    “This could be all over, Lilliah. I swear it.” His voice was weaker now, with Rebecca’s body shaking Lilliah turned to looked down at its face. Red eyes still glared back at her, but then he leaned up as much as he could with Lilliah pinning him down and whispered in her ear. 
 
    “Zena hurry!” Benedict screamed and jumped backwards as the ground under him split in two. 
 
    “Get her out of there!” Azrael demanded.  
 
    “Oh, my.” Zena stopped muttering her spell and grabbed hold of the table closest to her. 
 
    “No. Carry on with the spell.” Lilliah watched Benedict jump over the crack in the floor.  
 
    “Just think about it, Lilliah,” Lucifer whispered in her ear. The instant his whisper reached her ear the shaking stopped. 
 
    And with it, everyone stopped moving. 
 
    Lilliah didn’t dare move, until her the body underneath her shifted.  
 
    “Is, is it done?” She asked no one in particular, her heart beating at what felt like a thousand times a minute. 
 
    “Lil. Get me off me. I can’t breathe.”  
 
    Lilliah leapt up, her mouth gaping as stared into the chocolate brown eyes of her best friend. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 19  
 
      
 
    One thing about Azrael’s house, it creaked like mad at night, Lilliah realised, tiptoeing down the corridor. She had no idea what time it was, only that it was late and hopefully, everyone was asleep.  
 
    Lilliah had tried sleeping; she'd twisted and turned for hours, unable to dismiss the images of Rebecca from her head, in a cold cell, alone. That just wasn’t right. Rebecca hated the cold; the heating in her house was always turned up high. 
 
    The door leading to the cellar was closed, but to Lilliah’s surprise, not locked. She twisted the handle and entered the complete darkness, not sure what to expect at the bottom of the stairs. 
 
    It wasn’t until she was nearly at the bottom that she heard Rebecca’s voice. Lilliah stilled and closed her eyes, just enjoying the sound that she once thought she’d never hear again. It was croaky, hoarse even. But it was still hers. Then another voice rang out and her heart stopped. She ran down the rest of the steps, almost tripping on the last two. 
 
    “What are you doing here?” she demanded, her eyes flicking from Rebecca who sat in the cell, to Azrael, who stood just outside, not liking the pang of jealousy that gripped her. After the spell, Azrael and Benedict had sprung into action, pulling Lilliah off Rebecca and shooing her upstairs until Benedict decided it was safe for her and Sebastian to be near Rebecca. 
 
    Safe. She’d laugh had it not been just too depressing. Nothing was safe. Hadn’t they worked that out yet? Hadn’t they worked out that even in danger, Lilliah could look after herself? 
 
    “What are you doing here?” he retorted. “Benedict told you to stay away from her until tomorrow.” 
 
    “How do you know he said that?” It wasn’t the greatest of comebacks, but it was the best she had. 
 
    Azrael raised one perfectly arched eyebrow in a silent question.  
 
    “I want to see my friend,” she finally confessed, crossing her arms and walking further into the room to stand by Azrael. Rebecca still sat on the ground, legs crossed, watching them both with tired but curious eyes. 
 
    “About time. No offence, Azrael, you’re a great company. But way too serious for me.” Rebecca pushed herself to her feet. 
 
    “Sorry I took so long to come and see you.” Tears filled her eyes as she took a step forward, her arms outstretched to embraced Rebecca. Azrael pulled her back.  
 
    “We haven’t decided yet that she’s safe,” he said, observing Rebecca while she rolled her eyes at him. 
 
    “We performed the exorcism. You and Benedict and Zena were all here,” she reminded him, just in case he had somehow forgotten. “You can see her eyes. She’s Rebecca. She’s safe.” 
 
    He stared down intently at her, his jaw flexing. 
 
    “He’s right Lil, I could go totally crazy. I mean, I feel fine. But what does that mean? Really? I could attack at any minute. For your own safety, stay back.” 
 
    Lilliah’s attention switched back and forth between Rebecca and Azrael.  
 
    “Does that really sound like a Demon to you?”  
 
    “We just have to make sure,” he reasoned, the hard countenance in his eyes softening.  
 
    And cue the tingling feeling in the pit of her stomach, Lilliah compressed her lips and turned away. Did he even know that he could do that to her? With just a glance?  
 
    “Then stay,” she suggested, her head still down as she stepped away from him to stand in front of Rebecca again. A Rebecca who was raising her eyebrows suggestively with a goofy smile on her face.  
 
    “Well, guys, don’t let me hold you back,” she wagged her finger at the two of them and said, “You could cut the sexual tension with a knife.”  
 
    And cue the awkward silence that followed. 
 
    Lilliah was sure her face was on fire as she stared at her friend wide eyed. Couldn’t the floor just open and swallow her whole? Was that too much to ask? 
 
    “I can leave you girls to talk.” Azrael finally spoke, and to Lilliah’s dismay ignored Rebecca’s comment. “But I’ll be at the top of stairs. Just call if you need anything.” 
 
    Lilliah gave a small nod and waited for him to leave. 
 
    “What just happened there?” Rebecca moved forward and leaned on the door frame, the magic making her unable to get any further. 
 
    “We’re, not together anymore.” She really hated saying those words out loud. She sat on the ground and crossed her legs, before checking that Azrael had really left the room. The only way this evening could have got any more embarrassing was if he heard what Lilliah was about to say to Rebecca. 
 
    “What?” Rebecca sat down in a rush, her eyes wide with what Lilliah could only guess was disbelieve.  
 
    “Yeah. I was killed, by Lucifer. I came back and he didn’t want me anymore.” No sooner had the words left her mouth that Lilliah realised that Rebecca didn’t know anything about her death. The two friends stared at each other, Lilliah looking sheepish while Rebecca was clearly shocked.  
 
    “You were killed?” she whispered, tears filling her eyes as she covered her mouth with her hand. 
 
    “Yeah, not long after you.” Lilliah turned away, hiding her own tears. She took comfort knowing Rebecca understood that though. Probably the only person who could understand what she was feeling. 
 
    “How did you get back?” 
 
    Lilliah could have explained the whole story, but the truth was she was really too drained for that. So instead she smiled and waved it off. 
 
    “I’ll tell you about it some other time. I want to know about you. How are you feeling?” 
 
    Rebecca pursed her lips and rubbed her finger together. “I kind of feel like me. Kind of don’t.” 
 
    Lilliah raised an eyebrow and waited for her to continue. 
 
    “Honestly I don’t know. I feel human, but there's something else too. Something I sense wasn’t there before.” 
 
    Alarmed Lilliah sat up straighter, her eyes wide as she made movements to stand. 
 
    “No no.” Rebecca held her arms out, her eyes darting to the stairway with Azrael just at the top. “There’s not a Demon inside of me. Goodness, do you really think I’d let Azrael leave if I thought there were?” 
 
    Still alarmed, Lilliah sat back down. “How do you know it’s not a Demon?” 
 
    “It doesn’t feel wrong. Just new, besides, when the Demon was in my body, I wasn’t . . . I didn’t know what they did, who they spoke to. It was as if I wasn’t present. I wouldn’t have even known a Demon had been in my body at all had it not been for Azrael and Benedict. All I know is that I didn’t die in these clothes. So somebody has seen me naked.” 
 
    And just like that Lilliah smiled, yeah, this was definitely Rebecca. 
 
    They stayed talking for hours, until eventually, Lilliah couldn’t keep her eyes open, so she lay down on the hard ground, staying as far away from the crack in the floor as possible. 
 
    “Will the house be okay with this crack here?” Lilliah lay her head on her arm and curled up into a small ball. 
 
    “I know, it’s probably going to mess up its foundations. I feel bad, it’s like we’ve ruined this place twice now.” 
 
    “We?” Lilliah shook her head, her smile huge. “I didn’t break the floor. That was you. All you.” 
 
     “Maybe. Look, don’t be silly, Lil, go to bed.” Rebecca had yawned, stretching herself out. 
 
    “Nope,” Lilliah replied, already closing her eyes. “If you’re sleeping down here then so am I.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    Lilliah wasn’t sure how long she’s been asleep when two strong hands grabbed her by the arms and lifted her up.  
 
    “Wake up.” said Azrael, shaking her roughly until both her eyes were open and staring at him. 
 
    “Wha . . ?” She managed, her eyes still heavy with sleep. She felt like she had only just closed them.  
 
    “We’re under attack.” 
 
    And just like that, she was wide awake and alert. A gunshot rang out, men shouting orders and footsteps sounding on the ceiling above them. 
 
    “We need to get out of here.” 
 
    Lilliah nodded, her eyes adjusting to the darkness of the room. “Who's attacking?” 
 
    “Demons, humans, Vampires, you name it. There are too many to fight.” Azrael stared down at her, the words, so don’t even try emanating from his eyes. 
 
    “I won’t,” she swore, silently adding until they attack me. 
 
    “Take Rebecca, get Iris and Sebastian and go. We’ll contact you when it’s safe.” He grabbed the back of her head roughly and pulled her to him. His face buried in her hair. “Please Lilliah, get out. Be safe.”  
 
    She nodded, unable to say anything, even if she wanted to.  
 
    With another squeeze Azrael left the room, taking the steps two at a time. 
 
    “Well, I think that proves he’s still very much into you,” Rebecca stated, staring up at the door Azrael had just disappeared through. 
 
    God Lilliah hoped so.  
 
    “Can you walk out of the cell?” 
 
    Rebecca nodded, “Azrael just broke the spell.” She pointed back to the cell, but her eyes were solely focused on the stairs, her body flinching with every gun shot. 
 
    “Okay.” Lilliah breathed, her heart already pounding at what was to come. “Let’s do this.” 
 
    Lilliah went first, keeping to walls as she ascended the stairs, the shouts and sounds of guns firing getting louder with every step. She grabbed Rebecca’s hands and pulled her close, men dressed in black ran past the open door, guns in hand. Were they the good guys or bad guys? She didn’t know, and instead of taking that chance she waited until they had passed before darting out into the corridor. 
 
    “Run!” she urged, her eyes scanning, her body tingling with anticipation. The hall was empty, but screams and bangs surrounded them. 
 
    Lilliah grabbed Rebecca’s hand and nearly dragged her down the hall to Sebastian’s room. Lilliah stopped, pulling Rebecca to the wall as a blond haired woman ran towards them.  
 
    Lilliah was braced to fight, her shoulders squared and tensed, unsure of what she was going to come across.  
 
    “Lilliah.” Rebecca panicked as the woman started to run faster, her arms stretched out, the redness of her eyes visible. A Demon.  
 
    Then, a single gunshot rang out. The woman fell forward, Lilliah jumped back, her mouth open and staring at the bullet hole at the back of her attacker's head.  
 
    “These, are very useful.”  
 
    Still shocked Lilliah looked up at Cael, who stood at the far end of the corridor, a large black gun in hand and a huge grin plastered across his face.  
 
    “I suggest you get one at your earliest convenience.”  
 
     Lilliah could do little more than stare, only closing her mouth to swallow when she noticed Sebastian and Iris stood behind Cael in the darkness.  
 
    “Where’s Caleb?” she questioned.  
 
    “You’re welcome for that.” Cael pointed to the body on the floor, “And we don’t know. He wasn’t in his room. Most likely with Benedict.” 
 
    Lilliah nodded. “We have to get out of here,” she said, moving away from the bleeding body at her feet.  
 
    “Oh really?” Cael laughed, “I thought we should just stay here instead. Maybe have some light lunch?” 
 
    Lilliah didn’t bother replying, she just smiled and shook her head. Sebastian, however, pushed past Cael and ran straight towards Rebecca. 
 
    “You’re back?” he questioned, not waiting for an answer as he engulfed her in her arms and held her close.  
 
    Rebecca didn’t speak, she just nodded into Sebastian’s neck, her hands fisting into his jumper. 
 
    “That’s sweet, it really is. But we really do have to leave,” Cael cut in, his eyes switching from the embracing couple to Lilliah.  
 
    Rebecca stepped back and wiped her eyes, her hand going straight back to Seb’s and holding it tight. 
 
    Lilliah wanted to jump up and down with happiness. She needed to grab her brother and best friend and just cry with joy. But, just like many other moments before it, it was ruined.  
 
    “We need a car,” she said instead, then motioned her head down the corridor and started off, leading the way.  
 
    “What about the others?” a nervous Iris whispered as she caught up with Lilliah. 
 
    Just as she was about to answer, three men appeared running towards them.  
 
    “Stay back.” She pushed Iris back when she noticed Cael marching forward, gun in hand. Shot after shot he fired, most missing and hitting the walls, but a few hitting their target. Cael continued until all three bodies fell to the floor. And for a second no one moved. 
 
    “This is honestly just amazing,” Cael said, breaking the silence. “Why doesn’t everyone have one of these?” 
 
    “Who even is that guy?” Rebecca asked, pointing at Cael, transfixed.  
 
    “Keep the gun all you want, just don’t point it at me,” Lilliah suggested, before continuing down the hall. There wasn’t any time to wait, others would have heard the gunshots and would be heading in their direction.  
 
    “Come on,” she instructed, moving fast but keeping to the walls, looking over her shoulder every couple of seconds just to make sure the others were okay. Cael hung back a little, while Lilliah and the others ran down the halls he checked every door, every turn, occasionally firing the gun. Each time he fired Lilliah would look back to see him staring down at the gun in his hand, appearing more and more impressed each time. 
 
    Finally, they came to the garage door, and if Lilliah was right, the keys to any of his many cars should be just inside. 
 
    “Cael,” she whispered and pointed to the closed door, “Go in first.” 
 
    “Why me?” he asked when he was close enough. 
 
    Incredulously, she pointed to the object in his hand. “Because you have the gun.”  
 
    He seemed to mull that over for a minute as if assessing the validity of her words. After a beat, he smiled and kicked the door in. Cael stormed into the garage, firing his gun from the start. 
 
     When the sounds stopped Lilliah moved to join him and Cael stepped out. 
 
    “There was no-one in there. It’s clear.” 
 
    She couldn’t help it, but her mouth fell open again. “Then what was with the firing?” 
 
    Cael shrugged, “There could have been someone in there.” 
 
    Muttering under her breath Lilliah led the way into the garage, every muscle in her body relaxing when she saw the three sets of keys all hanging neatly on the wall.  
 
    “Everyone get into the Range Rover,” Lilliah instructed as she crossed to the wall to get the keys.  
 
    “Who's driving?” Cael smirked, already clambering into the backseat.  
 
    Once again, Lilliah didn’t answer. Instead, she slipped behind the wheel and with one calming deep breath, pushed the button for the garage door to open. And that was when they saw the madness outside. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 20 
 
      
 
    “Oh my goodness.” Lilliah wasn’t even aware she had said the words out loud until Iris, who was seated behind her, agreed.  
 
    “This is crazy scary.” 
 
    A fire had spread through the forest to the left, rendering the air thick with black smoke. The fire was close to the house, the flames only a few metres away. Then there were the people; people were everywhere.  
 
    Men and women were scattered around, some firing guns and ducking behind cars. Others fighting hand to hand, but, people were everywhere. And there were hundreds of them. 
 
    “Drive, just drive,” Sebastian instructed from the front seat, the shock on his face mirroring her own. 
 
    Gripping the steering wheel tightly, Lilliah slammed her foot on the pedal and sped out of the garaged.  
 
    “Aim for the people not wearing all black,” Caleb suggested from the back seat. “Derek’s guys that were protecting the house dress in all black.” 
 
    Lilliah tried not aiming for anyone, instead, she swerved in and out of the groups of people. She just couldn’t be sure that their guys were going to be wearing all black, what if one of them decided to wear colour for a day, what then? Instead, she just headed for the gate, needing to get out of there as soon as possible. 
 
    “Oh shoot. Look there’s Caleb and Benedict,” Sebastian pointed at two figures fighting. Lilliah slowed the car and sat forward, squinting as she tried to see through the smoke. 
 
    “Where?” all she could make out were figures, no telling who was who. 
 
    “Right there look,” Sebastian pointed again, and this time Lilliah could just make them out, fighting off their attackers. 
 
     “Should we go and help them?” Iris asked, her voice raised in alarm. Everyone watched from the car as more and more people surrounded them.  
 
    “Yeah,” Lilliah decided, turning the car and speeding towards the two men; desperately searching for Azrael as she drove. Was he okay? And if so, where was he? 
 
    She put her foot down, specifically aiming for the attackers surrounding both men, knocking them down like skittles.  
 
    “Holy sh--” Sebastian bit his hand, stopping himself from continuing his sentence as a body hit the windscreen and the car screeched to a halt.  
 
    “Everyone stay inside. Lock the doors after me,” she ordered, already flinging the car door open and leaping out.  
 
    She noticed Sebastian make a move to unbuckle himself. “No, Seb, stay here.” 
 
    He hesitated, eyed the chaos outside then nodded, locking the door once Lilliah had closed it.  
 
    “No,” Benedict yelled over the shouts and gunfire as he noticed Lilliah approaching, his arm stretched out at Lilliah. “Leave now. Go.” 
 
    Her step faltered as she second guessed her actions, but just as the thought entered her head three men jumped on Benedict, pushing him to the ground. 
 
    Lilliah moved as fast as she could, punching one guy that came at her, and then shoving her next attacker away until she was standing over Benedict. She grabbed one of the men by the neck and pulled him up as she launched him across the space. Lilliah braced as more and more attackers surrounded them. 
 
    She jumped at the sound of a gunshot. 
 
    “Oh, it seems I’m out of bullets,” Cael came marching in, throwing his gun on floor and punching attackers as they came at him. His movements were fast and precise. Each hit looking harder than the one before. 
 
    “Oh, my goodness,” pushing herself to her feet Lilliah ran towards Benedict who was now on his feet, his hands fisted in front of his face. Caleb just behind him in the same stance.  
 
    “You need to get out of here, Lilliah, they’re here for you,” Benedict ordered, knocking an attacker to the floor.  
 
    “He’s right. Go,” Caleb shouted over the hysteria, already in a fist fight with a long haired man, blood pouring from his nose.  
 
    Lilliah nodded, grabbing Cael by the arm and pulling him towards the car.  
 
    “I’m staying. You go,” he motioned with his head at the waiting car, knocking down anyone who came running towards him. Yeah, Cael could definitely look after himself.  
 
    “Okay,” Lilliah turned to make her exit when a firm grip latched onto her shoulder and swung her around. She flipped on her back and rolled away before her attacker could get a hit in.  
 
    She jumped to her feet, her body visibly shocked when she found herself face to face with Camari. 
 
    “Really?” she stood still for a second, her body ready to fight but her mind unsure. Was Camari attacking her or helping her? 
 
    The two women faced each other, Lilliah’s hands fisted and ready, while Camari held a blood soaked dagger in her hand, her face expressionless.  
 
    “Lilliah just go,” Caleb ordered, marching up to her from behind Camari, the blood now running down his dirtied face.  
 
    With a sly wink, Camari spun on her heels and plunged the dagger into Caleb’s stomach. 
 
    It was as if everything had fallen silent. All Lilliah could hear was Caleb’s ragged breath; all she could see was the whiteness of his face as he stared at her over Camari’s shoulder.  
 
    “No,” Lilliah ran as fast as she could, but Camari moved quicker and ducked out of the way, letting Caleb fall to the floor.  
 
    Lilliah dropped to her knees in front of him, her hand going to his bloodied wound. 
 
    “Benedict,” she screamed, holding Caleb’s body weight as he collapsed onto her while watching Camari as she adjusted the dagger in her hand and struck Lilliah in the back before she could even think about her next move.  
 
    Pain ripped through her, her vision blurry and the smell of blood potent. Her body tensed, waiting for the next blow and holding onto Caleb a little tighter as he slipped into unconsciousness.  
 
    She squeezed her eyes shut, trying her hardest to conjure up the power deep inside her. The power that she had never understood but had always come to her defence. The small rumble started in the pit of her stomach as her hands gripped onto Caleb’s top before the rumble could build into the furious fire as it had before Lilliah’s body faltered, the pain from her shoulder becoming too much to concentrate. 
 
    Lilliah opened her eyes again; the fire in her stomach dying out. Whatever conjured up the power before wasn’t working now. Now it was only her. She shifted Caleb back a little, moving her arm to see how much power she could pack into a punch, was it enough to knock Camari back, all they needed way enough time to get to the car. 
 
    “Not a smart move,” the sound of Cael’s deep male voice so close made Lilliah’s whole body sag.  
 
    She watched Camari crouching, her dagger extended and ready. 
 
    “Lilliah.” Her name was being called, she could hear it, but no matter how hard she tried she couldn't make her head to turn in its direction. 
 
    “Sebastian?” she mumbled, her grip on Caleb loosening.  
 
    “Oh goodness. I’m here, Lil,” her brother's panicked voice was all she heard, his face now hovering over hers.  
 
    “Caleb,” she breathed, feeling his weight slipping from her grip.  
 
    “Get Caleb in the car. Now,” the new male voice was much stronger, so much deeper. And no matter how wounded she was Lilliah could never have mistaken it. It was Azrael’s. 
 
    She also couldn’t mistake his hands as he lifted her from her ground, so powerful but with her, so delicate.  
 
    “Cam . . .  Camari,” she licked her lips, her throat now dry from the smoke. “She just stabbed me.” She couldn’t hide the disbelief from her voice.  
 
    “I know. I saw,” he said, his hands digging into her thighs and arms, not painfully, but it was there and then he didn’t say anything else.  
 
    She opened her eyes just a little and stared at Azrael’s chest as he held her bridal style. Goodness, he smelled good. Even with the strong smell of smoke now permeating his clothes. 
 
    She snuggled closer, not caring how it looked. Or what he thought. She just needed to.  
 
    “Get. Her. Out. Of. Here,” he said slowly, emphasising each word as he lowered her onto the leather seat. His hand brushed away a piece of her hair from her face. “Now.” 
 
    Lilliah wasn’t even sure who he was addressing. Instead, she just lay back, the smell of smoke burning her nostrils and the soft feel of leather under her hands. The searing pain in her back already dulling. 
 
    “Lay Caleb down in the back, we have to go.” 
 
    Firm hard lips pressed to hers. “Stay Safe,” he whispered, his lips still on hers. 
 
    Before Lilliah could savour the moment they were gone. She heard the car door close, and they sped off. 
 
    Lilliah fell in and out of unconsciousness as the car sped down country lanes. 
 
    “He’s bleeding out, we need to get to a hospital,” Rebecca had wailed at one point. 
 
    Still aching and groggy Lilliah nodded her head. “Yeah, hospital.” 
 
    Then she sensed her car move faster, Lilliah tried to concentrate on the hum of the new car. She tried to focus on the noise from the backseat, the sound of Rebecca’s voice as she kept asking Caleb questions, or just coaxing him to stay awake. 
 
    Soon the car screeched to a halt, Lilliah’s eyes were now open, her energy slowly returning.  
 
    She watched Sebastian race through the large glass doors of the hospital, reappearing quickly with a wheelchair and nurse. 
 
    “We need to move him quickly,” the nurse instructed as Sebastian, Rebecca and Iris lifted Caleb from the back seat and into the wheelchair. Not wasting a second the nurse turned and hastened with him back to the hospital. 
 
    “Wait, has your other friend been injured too?” 
 
    Groggily, Lilliah opened her eyes to see a second nurse, a small, round woman pointing at her. The woman’s eyes taking in the blood on the leather seat. 
 
    “Oh er, no,” Sebastian shook his head.  
 
    “It was his blood,” Iris nodded vigorously, closing back door of the car and guiding the nurse away.  
 
    And for a moment everything was quiet, the car's front door was still open, letting the cold English breeze flow in. Lilliah breathed in deep, savouring the fresh air. Her nostrils still burning from the smoke.  
 
    Was Azrael’s house going to be okay?  
 
    She hadn’t really thought about it at the time, but the fire had been close to the house. Too close.  
 
    So close, in fact, she wouldn't have been surprised if his house had been engulfed. It wasn’t as if someone had called the fire brigade and they would soon be pulling up, ready to put the fire out. 
 
    Should Lilliah call them? Would Azrael appreciate that or would he hate it?  
 
    Why hadn’t one of his neighbours called the fire department? Surely they had seen the blaze. The sound of someone close by her door brought her out of her speculations.  
 
    “Hey, you looked really deep in thought just then,” Rebecca smiled down at her and swept a piece of her hair aside.  
 
    “Azrael has bad neighbours,” Lilliah said with difficulty.  
 
    “I don’t know what that means,” Rebecca said, gently pulling Lilliah forward to check on her wounds. “You’re healing really quickly.” 
 
    “Yeah.” Lilliah remained sat forward, twisting her head from side to side and rolling her shoulders. She didn’t have to see her wounds to know they were healing. 
 
    “Here, take a sip of this,” Rebecca lifted a bottle of Coke to her lips, tipping it up so Lilliah could drink. “You’ll probably need the sugar.” 
 
    “How’s Caleb?” Lilliah asked, taking the bottle from Rebecca and gulping it down.  
 
    “He’s gone into surgery. What he needs is your healing ability. You’re almost as good as new.”  
 
    Lilliah shrugged, what could she say? Her healing, well, it just happened. She had no idea how. 
 
    “Yeah, I'm totally healed now,” she shrugged, twisting her body to get out of the vehicle. Her hand going to her trouser pocket. “Dang, I don’t have my phone.” 
 
    How would they get in touch with Benedict or Azrael? How would they know where they were? 
 
    “Don’t worry about that now,” Rebecca grabbed her arm and helped her down from the seat. 
 
    Slowly, and arm in arm they entered the hospital, neither speaking. 
 
    “I’m guessing this isn't how you should be spending your first day back as human huh?”  
 
    Rebecca’s shoulders shook with silent laughter. People were running past them and into the chaos of the hospital.  
 
    “No, I should totally be chilling right now. My feet up, watching bad TV and eating chocolate.”  
 
    A day like that sounded like Heaven. They just didn’t exist anymore, not for Lilliah anyway. Now her days consisted of fighting, trying to keep her loved ones safe while erasing their memories and more fighting. Oh, and being dumped by the love of her life. She couldn’t forget that.  
 
    “Or, you could have been spending your day locked in a cell,” she offered, already spying Iris and Sebastian at the end of the hall. “There was no way that Azrael was going to let you out.”  
 
    “Well yeah, or that.”  
 
    Iris looked up as they approached, her eyes giving Lilliah the once over before returning to stare once more at the floor. Sebastian was pacing, his hands stuffed in his trouser pockets and his neck bent.  
 
    “Any news?” Rebecca positioned herself in front of Sebastian. Lilliah lowered herself onto the chair next to Iris.  
 
    Sebastian shook his head, his teeth biting his lower lips as he stared down at his burgundy top, plucking at the bottom and holding it away from him.   
 
    Iris turned away, the tears in her eyes now spilling down her cheeks and Rebecca gasped with a hand covering her mouth.  
 
    It took Lilliah a second to realise what everyone was looking at, then she noticed the white at his shoulders. That was when  it hit her. His top wasn’t burgundy at all, it was stained with blood. Caleb’s blood, and so much of it.  
 
    “He’s going to be okay though,” Lilliah stated, her body running cold at the thought of the alternative. “Isn’t he?”  
 
    Sebastian turned to her, finally letting go of the bloodied material. “I don’t know, Lil.”  
 
    Lilliah could barely move, the noise of the hospital falling into a hum behind her. The only sound she could focus on was Iris's sobs next to her.  
 
    She watched in a daze as Rebecca tugged on Sebastian’s arm. “Come on, we need to find you a clean top.”  
 
    Her brother's eyes held hers for a second longer; with no idea what he was looking for Lilliah stared back.  
 
    Finally, Sebastian broke the contact and turned away, taking Rebecca’s hand and departing.  
 
    Iris pulled her phone from her jacket pocket and held it to Lilliah. 
 
    “Here, so you can call Azrael.”  
 
    Lilliah took the phone, thankful that she had memorised Azrael’s number. She hardly knew anyone’s number, but for some reason, she remembered his.  
 
    She dialled and waited.  
 
    “Lilliah?”  
 
    “How did you know it was me?” she turned her body away from Iris, somehow thinking it afforded her some degree of privacy. It really didn’t. 
 
    “I didn’t know. I hoped. Where are you? Are you safe?” 
 
    She sucked in a deep breath, “I’m fine, we’re all fine. Well, not Caleb. He’s hurt, really hurt.” She whispered the last part, pouring her fear for Caleb down the phone.  
 
    “I know he’s hurt, baby. Where are you?” 
 
    “We’re at The Royal Hospital, and Caleb’s in theatre now.” 
 
    “Okay. We’ll be there soon.”  
 
    Lilliah passed the phone over to Iris, shaking her head at how much better she felt already. Azrael just had a way of doing that to her, even in the most awful of situations. 
 
    After taking the phone Iris lay her head on Lilliah’s shoulder. 
 
    “Are you feeling better now?” Lilliah shrugged her shoulder slightly so Iris knew she was talking to her. 
 
     “I don’t know what I’m feeling right now,” before Lilliah could begin to understand what Iris meant, she continued. “Do you think this will ever be over? It feels like it’s always going to be like this now. That we’re never going to be safe again. That our friends are always going to be hurt.” 
 
    “It’ll be over soon. I promise,” Lilliah didn’t say how because she couldn’t. But the war that Lucifer had started had a purpose. And without wanting it or really understanding it, Lilliah and everyone around her had been dragged into it as well. Lilliah really didn’t have all the answers, but she swore that somehow she would find a way to end it all. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 21 
 
      
 
    The doctor, flanked by two nurses came out to see them soon after Lilliah had gotten off the phone.  
 
    “I take it you’re his family?”  
 
    They all nodded, lying simultaneously.  
 
    “He was very lucky the blade missed all of his vital organs and arteries. He did, however, lose a lot of blood, we’ve stitched him up and need to keep an eye on him for the next few days.” 
 
    “But he’s going to be okay, right?” Sebastian spoke first, just as Lilliah, needing him to physically say the words.  
 
    “Yes, I believe so. He’s through the worst of it, but downturns can happen. That’s why we need to keep a close eye on him. He’s resting now, but should be awake within the next few hours."  
 
    They were told only one person could be on the ward with Caleb at any time, Sebastian offered first. After the weight had been lifted off everyone’s shoulders they all slumped back in their chairs. Finally feeling like she could breathe Lilliah lay her head back and closed her eyes, letting her exhaustion finally set in.  
 
      
 
    It felt as though her eyes had been closed for mere minutes when she felt two strong hands reach underneath her, lifting her up. Her eyes shot open and she kicked her feet. 
 
    “Hey, hey it’s me.” Azrael shushed, his eyes flicking down at her before staring straight ahead.  
 
    “Oh,” she protested, lifting her head, the hospital's bright lights almost blinding. “Please put me down.” 
 
    He hesitated for a moment before lowering her down to her feet. It was then that she noted all the men in black walking around her. In fact, the small hospital corridor had been taken over by them.  
 
    “What are all these guys doing here?” 
 
    “We’re leaving right now. My plane is waiting and we’re going to New York. There will be a gathering at The Cure.” 
 
    And that was a lot to take in when you’ve just woken up, Lilliah realised, still blinking away sleep.  
 
    “Wait, what? We can’t leave now. What about Caleb? What about your house and the fight? How many people were hurt there? Did anyone die?” 
 
    His lips compressed into a hard line. “The plane we’re boarding has been equipped with medical care for Caleb. He will be fine to travel, what we can’t do is leave him here.” 
 
    It was then Lilliah wondered how long she had actually been asleep, but before she could ask Azrael continued.  
 
    “Fifty-seven people were injured today. Fifty-seven of Derek’s men. Seven of those men died.” 
 
    Seven. That was a lot. It was too many. 
 
    “Oh, their poor families,” she ran her hands through her hair and massaged her scalp, her head now pounding.  
 
    “Their families will be compensated,” Derek’s voice rang out clear and crisp over the hustle of the corridor.  
 
    Lilliah lifted her head, taken aback with seeing him there in his neat navy suit and sunglasses, even though they were inside, and it was night time.  
 
    “Hi,” she greeted numbly.  
 
    Derek put his hands in his pockets and moved over to Azrael, “You'd better get out of here. The longer you stay the bigger the chances are of this hospital turning into a war zone.” 
 
    Azrael nodded, his hand already reaching for Lilliah’s.  
 
    Derek smiled politely at Lilliah before disappearing through the double doors next to them, four men all dressed in black following. 
 
    “Do you think Lucifer would be able to find us here?” she kept her voice low, not wanting anyone around them to hear.  
 
    “My bet is that he could find us anywhere. What we don’t want is to put an entire hospital in danger.” 
 
    At that thought, her pace quickened until they made it outside with Iris, Rebecca and Sebastian all standing alongside a black Range Rover. 
 
    “So is this it?” Sebastian asked once they were close enough. “We’re not going to pack or anything? Just take off?” 
 
    Azrael nodded, opening the passenger door and motioning for Lilliah to get inside. “You can all pick up clothes in New York.” 
 
    Rebecca beamed and opened the back door, “Works for me.” 
 
    Sebastian rolled his eyes but slid in next to her, leaving Iris standing on the pavement, her arms folded and features thoughtful. 
 
    “You okay, Iris?” Lilliah stepped closer to her as she tried to restrain her wild hair as it swirled in the wind. 
 
    Iris looked up, a small frown still forming a 'V' on her forehead. “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Lilliah,” Azrael shouted. She turned back to find him still standing there continuing to hold the car door open. “We really have to leave.” 
 
    She nodded and held up her hand, but as she turned back Iris was already walking away and getting into the car.  
 
    What was that about? She pondered for a second, watching Iris as she closed the car door and stared down at her lap.  
 
    They had been through a lot in the past few hours, Lilliah reasoned as she slid into the car and Azrael shut the door behind her. It was barely six o’clock in the morning and yet all of them had been up for hours if they had gone to bed at all. So maybe she was just tired? 
 
    Deciding that was most likely it, Lilliah's thoughts drifted to the fight, and then to Camari. Had she set up the fight? Telling the enemy where they were and how to attack? 
 
    She watched Azrael surreptitiously as he sped down the quiet roads. Was he sad about Camari? Did he feel betrayed? If he did, he honestly didn’t look like it.  
 
    She let that sink in as they drove, she really liked it, and it wasn’t long before they pulled into a private airport. 
 
    There was only one plane waiting, but the tarmac was covered with vans and cars. Derek’s men all moved around, carrying boxes into the aircraft or simply standing alert, their guns in hand.  
 
    “Is Caleb here yet?” Lilliah asked as they stopped. 
 
     Azrael turned to face her, his body twisted in his seat. “Not yet,” his mouth set in a thin grim line, his eyes a little sad. “But Cael should be already on the plane.” 
 
    She nodded, taking note of his expression. Before she could ask what was wrong she noticed an ambulance pull up, and Benedict opening the back doors. 
 
    “They’re here,” she was already opening her door and getting out, leaving the others behind as she followed the medics as they transferred Caleb into the aeroplane.  
 
    Cael was the only person there, he sat at the far back, his feet up on one of the large cream sofas, his hands linked behind his head, a glass filled with liquid at his side. How could he seem so relaxed after everything that had happened, Lilliah wondered, unable to stop the smile that crept onto her lips. Cael really was one of a kind. 
 
    “All the equipment for Caleb is at the front of the plane,” Benedict instructed as they wheeled a still unconscious Caleb into the open space. Lilliah took one of the seats closest to him, pulling her feet underneath her. 
 
     The others boarded, with Sebastian carrying a sleeping Iris with a tired looking Rebecca following close behind.  
 
    Caleb was now only a short distance away from Lilliah, still hooked up to a bunch of machines. He looked so pale, his lips blended into his face. A shiver ran down her spine, the life and joy that normally radiated off him weren't there.  
 
    “You'd better buckle up, we’re leaving soon,” Azrael muttered, carefully lowering himself into the seat next to Lilliah, but his eyes were focused on Caleb. She hadn’t even heard him approach.  
 
    “Don’t worry, Lilliah, he’s going to be okay.” 
 
    She nodded, settling back in her seat.  
 
    Soon the cabin door was closed, everyone settled into their seats and they took off. 
 
     They hadn't been in the air long when Azrael turned to her. 
 
    “I’ve spoken to Derek,” Azrael said quietly, the rest of the passengers now sleeping in the large leather seats behind them. “He’s already getting one of his men to track Camari down.” 
 
    He was tracking her, why? Did he really miss her that much? 
 
    “Good, good for you.” She shifted in her seat, moving as far away from Azrael as the space allowed. She could still see him watching her though. 
 
    “I’m not looking for her for me,” he stressed the last word, his eyes narrowed and he surveyed her and she guessed, her reaction to his words.  
 
    Lilliah turned towards him, her eyebrows raised. “You’re trying to find her for me? Don’t bother, I try not to keep psycho jerks around.”  
 
    He just stared at her, Lilliah glared back for a moment or two before looking forward again.  
 
    “Don’t you want revenge for what she did to you?” he sounded so disbelieving that Lilliah was forced to look at him again.  
 
    “I get attacked all the time,” she let that sink in for a beat, “by pretty much every supernatural being I come across. If I chased every single one of them to heaven knows where I’d be chasing people all over the world.” 
 
    “She stabbed you. In the back. How can you just forget about that? She needs to be punished, she needs to be dealt with.” 
 
    At that she laughed before leaning forward, her elbows resting on the seat and whispered, “What are you more upset at, Azrael, the fact that she stabbed me or that she betrayed you? Because I’m fine. I can take care of myself, so please, don’t use me as an excuse to go running after your girlfriend.”  
 
    Azrael’s shoulders squared and his eyes widened with something that could only be described as rage. Just as it was about to erupt Sebastian shouted from somewhere behind them, “Lilliah, something is wrong with Iris.”  
 
    Without another glance at Azrael, she unbuckled her seat belt and got up, using the soft leather seats to steady herself from the motion of the plane. 
 
    Iris sat on the floor, her hands shuddering but her face hard, as if in deep thought. 
 
     “What happened?” Lilliah dropped to her knees and grasped Iris’s hand. 
 
    “I don’t know,” Sebastian stood next to her, his hand rubbing his tired eyes, “She just started to shake and then crawled onto the floor.” 
 
    Lilliah lifted Iris’s chin and stared down into her eyes, they weren’t greyed over like the last time her psychic abilities took over, but her normal chocolate colour. 
 
    “I’m fine,” Iris whispered, her large eyes blinking up at her. “Do we have the internet on this plane?” 
 
    Everyone fell silent, all of them somewhat perplexed. 
 
    “The internet?” Benedict finally spoke, “My laptop’s right over here, but I think you should just sit down for a minute. And--” 
 
    Iris jumped to her feet, her eyes searching from one object to the next until they lighted on Benedict’s open laptop. She slid behind it and started tapping away. 
 
    “So I take it everything is good?” Rebecca yawned, grabbing a pillow and fluffing it up. “Because I genuinely need to sleep.” 
 
    “Yes, everyone, just go to sleep,” Benedict suggested, his eyes not leaving Iris as she stared intently at the computer screen, her fingers tapping the keys.  
 
    “Good,” Rebecca shuffled to the back of the plane, Sebastian following closely behind. 
 
    Cael flopped down on one of the long sofas, his feet hanging off one end and is head resting on the other. 
 
    Lilliah slid onto the seat next to Iris her arm around her as she read the article on the screen. 
 
      
 
    School building destroyed in blast.  
 
      
 
    Lilliah skimmed over the words, unsure if this was what Iris had been looking for. 
 
    “I felt like I was there,” Iris whispered as she rested her head on her hand and stared at the screen in front of her. 
 
     Lilliah frowned, as she waited for Iris to elaborate. 
 
    “For days I’ve been feeling as if something has been blocking me. I’ve felt like I should have been seeing something, but every time I tried all I kept seeing was that man,” she turned to Lilliah for just the briefest of seconds before she returned to the screen and typed something in the toolbar.  
 
    “What man?” Azrael asked from behind her. 
 
    Before Lilliah could answer Iris spoke again. “Then tonight, I saw him. He was far away, but I’m sure it was him.” 
 
    “What. Man?” Azrael repeated through gritted teeth, his fingers digging into the leather seats. 
 
    Oh no, Lilliah thought, staring up at Azrael’s strained face, then reverted to Iris, about to plead with her to explain.  
 
     Iris positioned the screen so everyone could see. 
 
    “I need to meet him,” she pointed to the picture of a young blond haired boy on the screen. “I don’t know why, or what he is. But he’s important and the man I saw tonight was trying to stop me from seeing him. And I want to know why.” 
 
     The roar of Azrael's voice exploded through the otherwise quiet plane.  
 
    “What man?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 22 
 
    “None of this is making any sense. And I refuse to put anyone in danger until we’ve figured out just who this boy is and who exactly had been blocking Iris’s vision,” Benedict declared from the front of the car as they sped through the streets of New York. Lilliah, Iris, and Rebecca’s were all squished in the back. The others were following in a car behind. 
 
    Iris was still unable to answer any of Azrael’s questions. 
 
    “Who was the man she had seen?” 
 
    Iris didn’t know. 
 
    “Are you sure it was him at the mansion, how could she know when she didn’t see him close up?” 
 
    She didn’t know how she knew, but she knew it was him. She could just tell. 
 
    Despite him not getting anywhere, Azrael had kept on his questioning until they had landed, a long six hours later. Now it was early morning, and they were heading to The Cure. 
 
    “Why would they try and hide him from me?” Iris whispered as she stared out of the car window at the raining dull streets. Lilliah was exhausted, she was having trouble even keeping her eyes open. Rebecca was fast asleep, her head lolling forward and swaying with the motion of the car, how she hadn’t woken up yet was beyond Lilliah. 
 
    But Iris seemed wide awake, her features marred in deep concentration and a determination that Lilliah had seen from her before. 
 
    “It could be a trap,” Azrael suggested, steering the car to the side of the road just outside The Cure’s large wooden doors. 
 
    “That’s exactly what this could be.” Benedict agreed already getting out of the car and opening the door for the others to exit too. “No one is going to leave The Cure, not until we’ve figured out what exactly is happening. What was their plan with the attack? What did they want to accomplish? Caleb will be set up, and everyone will have to just stay put.” 
 
    “I’ve told you what I think.” Cael sauntered over to them with Sebastian, one hand in his jacket pocket while this other still held onto a glass filled with liquid.  
 
    “Did you take that from the plane?” Rebecca pointed and yawned, as she linked her arm through Sebastian’s. 
 
    “Yes.” Cael held it in the air before gulping it down and tossed the glass to the side of the road. 
 
    “Oh no. Excuse me. That’s littering. Children walk on this road. You need to pick that up.” An elderly woman shouted from further down the street, her long white arm pointing at the broken glass. 
 
    Lilliah snickered as Cael held up his hand and walked over to the elderly lady. “I’m so sorry, miss. I’m not from around here.” 
 
    “Please don’t tell me he’s flirting.” Rebecca shook her head, her eyes still closed. 
 
    Benedict and even Azrael laughed, as they all watched Caleb try and sweet talk the woman. And by the look on her face, it seemed to be working. 
 
    “Do you guys hear that?” Iris whispered, and then again a little louder. “Do you guys hear that sound?” 
 
    Azrael was by her side in a second, grabbing her head and making her look at him. “What do you hear, Iris. What do you see?” 
 
    “We need to run.” She nodded her head vigorously, her own eyes wide. “Run!” 
 
    As the last word left the lips the explosion threw them all backwards. Lilliah slammed into the black car behind her, her head buzzing and her ears ringing. All she could see was a fire in front of her. 
 
    She pushed herself up from the floor, glass cracking under her feet.  
 
    “Lilliah.” 
 
    She heard Azrael’s voice before she could see him, now he was in front of her. His hands in her hair. “Are you okay?” 
 
    She nodded, her hands running down his arms, checking for any scrapes or bruises. A little unnecessary she knew, but she just couldn’t help herself. “What just happened?” 
 
    Azrael moved past her to Iris who lay on the ground, he lifted her up. “Are you okay?” 
 
    She nodded, her hand going to her head as blood dripped down her face. “I think so.” She mumbled, her face pale and her eyes unfocused.  
 
    “Azrael, there could still be people in there,” Benedict shouted over the alarms now going off near them. Benedict ran into the flaming building, Azrael following quickly.  
 
    “Stay outside Lilliah,” Cael ordered, carrying the older woman in his arms and laying her on the ground, her back against a car. 
 
    “I could help,” she began, watching Cael as he ran into the burning building. 
 
    “No, stay here and protect everyone. Whoever did this could still be around.” 
 
    And that was a sobering thought. Even in the early morning people had started to gather around the building. Were any of them dangerous?  
 
    “I’ve called the fire department,” a stranger yelled as he knelt next to the older lady.  
 
    The cracking of glass caught Lilliah’s attention, she turned, her heart leaping when she saw her brother lying on the floor with Rebecca kneeling over him. 
 
    “Oh, my goodness. Are you okay?” She rushed over, her hands patting him down, her eyes searching for any injuries.  
 
    “Yeah,” he coughed and pushed himself up, Flinching as he lifted his bloodied hand. “There’s just glass in there I think.” 
 
    “The Cure just blew up,” Rebecca stated, taking a shaky breath. “How many people were in there?”  
 
    “I don’t know.” Lilliah replied, not liking all the attention the explosion had attracted. She pointed to her temple. “You’re bleeding.” 
 
    Rebecca used her sleeve to wipe the blood. “I’m fine.” 
 
    “Oh, my... There’s someone still in there.” The older woman who had been next to Cael shouted and pointed to one of the windows still intact after the blast. A man was standing in the window, illuminated by the light from the fire.  
 
    “The police are on their way,” someone shouted behind them, the group of onlookers now rather large.  
 
    “Now who would be just standing at a window, not trying to get out when there’s a fire going on?” 
 
    They all turned to look at Iris. 
 
    “It’s not the man I saw earlier.” She rubbed her neck and closed her eyes, resting her head against the car behind them. 
 
    “Go in, Lil. No one is going to attack us out here, in front of all these people. That could be the person who started the fire. Or it could even be someone who needs help,” Rebecca hissed, keeping her voice low. 
 
    “She's right, Lil. Go. Quick,” Sebastian pushed her with his arm. 
 
    Lilliah nodded, keeping her head down she ran into the burning building, ignoring the screams of protest from the passersby.  
 
    The heat from the flames hit her immediately.  
 
    “Oh, garbage.” She used her sleeve to cover her mouth, running deeper into the building. She had no idea where the blast had been, but the whole place was now engulfed in fire. 
 
    “Hello?” Lilliah headed straight for the stairs, taking them two at a time and keeping as far away from the walls as possible. The person at the window had been on the third floor, she had no idea what room though.  
 
    “Hello? Is anyone there?” she shouted, waiting a beat for someone to answer. Silence. She ran down the hall as fast she could, keeping as far away from the fire-ridden walls as possible. She had no idea where the others were, but she guessed they would have checked the first rooms. Because of this Lilliah ran down the hall as fast as she could, and when she came to the last door she kicked it open. Fire and heat shot out, Lilliah kept low, entering the room. It was empty. 
 
    With sweat now dripping down her face she tried the next room, kicking the door and searching inside. 
 
    “Oh,” she coughed back, staring at three burnt bodies on the floor, one of them, still on fire. Tears filled her eyes. As carefully as she could Lilliah stepped into the room, she needed to look out of the window, she needed to see where she was in the building so she could work out where the man was standing. 
 
    She jumped over a fallen chair, landing on the only places the fire hadn’t touched. The smoke, now thick, burnt her throat and nostrils as she breathed. She jumped in front of the window that was slightly ajar and pushed it up. Lilliah stuck her head outside, taking in as much fresh air as possible. The smoke was getting too much, she needed to find the man or leave soon. 
 
    Lilliah looked down at the street. Azrael, Benedict, and Cael were now outside. Five men and women all sat on the floor around them, all covered in soot from the fire. 
 
    Lilliah was on the third floor, the man wasn’t here. Has she been wrong? She needed to go higher. Taking one last deep breath of fresh air she pushed herself away from the window and headed for the hall, taking one last look at the room number before she left. She’d come back for the bodies once it was safe. She wasn’t going to leave the here. With a dizzy head, she ran down the hall, coughing and spluttering as she went, pulling her elbows in so they didn’t get caught in the flames.  
 
    Again she took the steps two at a time, her whole body now sweating from the heat. 
 
    “Hello! Is anyone here?” She had wanted to scream it, but the words barely croaked out. Lilliah hesitated when she reached the next floor, no, he was higher she decided and turned, running up another flight of stairs.  
 
    Finally, she reached the top, her breath short as she stared down at the corridor. Every wall on was fire. Hyping herself up, Lilliah kept her arm to mouth and ran down the hall, mentally counting the doors as she went until she reached the very last one. 
 
    The door was already open, and Lilliah blinked, the smoke now burning her eyes.  
 
    “You shouldn’t have come up here.” The elderly man, standing next to the window. The curtains burning around him, his white hair almost glistening. 
 
    “Did you start this?” she croaked, jumping through the flame of the doorframe. 
 
    “You will soon realise that there is no way to beat them. Not now.”  
 
    She nodded, taking that as a yes, he did start the blast.  
 
    “Please come down with me. I don’t care if Lucifer himself if blackmailing you, it’s going to be okay. Just, please leave with me.” She reached out her hand, even though his back was to her. 
 
    “It could all end right now for me.” He lifted his hand and hit the window, smashing the glass over and over again until not a shred remained.  
 
    “Oh no. No, no, no. Please, just come with me.” Lilliah pleaded her voice now barely audible, as her eyes scanning her room and calculated her options. There weren’t many.  
 
    The old man held up his now blood-soaked hand and looked over his shoulder at her.  
 
    “I wish you luck, Lilliah. I really, really want you to win. I just can’t see how it’s possible now.” 
 
    His body fell forward as Lilliah lurched, her hands reached out. She grabbed hold of his robe just as his body fell out the window. She could hear the screams from below and she could feel the fire burning her stomach as she tried to pull the man back through the window.  
 
    “Goddanm it we’re not losing anyone else,” Lilliah screamed hoisting the man back into the room, and before he could make another dart for the window she hit him on the head. Hard. Better an unconscious man than a dead one. 
 
    The fabric of her simple cotton top was now burnt to her stomach, but that couldn’t stop her, or even slow her down. She needed to get out of there, and somehow get the man out too. Taking a deep breath Lilliah pulled him to her, and after a few attempts managed to balance him on her shoulders.  
 
    The pain from her stomach was unbearable, her lungs felt like they were about to burst, but she hadn’t lost another one. In fact, she managed to save someone. She kept thinking that over and over until Azrael and Benedict met her on the stairs just as her legs gave way. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 23 
 
    The police had tried to take their names and numbers, but Azrael had ushered everyone into the two waiting cars as quickly as possible.  
 
    “Maybe we should take you to the hospital?” Sebastian pushed Lilliah back on the leather seats, his palm feeling her forehead as his worried eyes searched her features.  
 
    “I’m fine.” She pushed his hand away and sat upright. “Where are we going?” 
 
    “To see Zena, she’s in New York,” Benedict told her, sitting forward in his seat as they sped through the early morning New York streets. Azrael stayed quiet, twisting in his seat to look at Lilliah in the back. Lilliah couldn’t quite place the expression on his face, he didn’t look angry, or even worried. He was just looking at her.  
 
    She smiled, frowning a little as he turned back in his seat.  
 
    Even with the early morning traffic, it didn’t take long before they pulled up outside a small beaten up building with Zena pacing outside. 
 
    “I saw the blast from here!” she rushed over to them, grabbing Benedict’s arm as he got out from the car, her hands roaming. 
 
    Well, that was odd. Rebecca bumped her arm, raising her eyebrows as if to say “Have you seen them?” 
 
    Lilliah nodded and sharing a secret smile with her friend. Sebastian was none the wiser as both Benedict and Zena spoke quietly, holding each other close.  
 
    Azrael though was still looking at her, the same expression on his face, before turning and headed into the building. It was small from the outside, but it led into a large, but still very worn reception area, that was full of men and women all chatting.  
 
    “Are they . . . ?”  
 
    “Witches and Warlocks from The Cure,” Azrael confirmed, ignoring the stares he received as he advanced further into the room and headed straight for the elevator. 
 
    “I’m heading to the bar,” Cael shouted from behind them, already on his way. “It’s far too early for this.” 
 
    Only Lilliah and Rebecca turned to see Cael leave. 
 
    “Oh goodness, I wish I could do that.” Rebecca sighed wistfully as the elevator doors opened and they all piled inside.  
 
    “It’s not just The Cure, a magically protected building in Prague was also attacked,” Zena explaining in the back was the only sound as the elevator climbed the floors of the building. Lilliah turned to see Zena talking to Benedict but looking down at Rebecca, a small frown playing on her eyebrows. With a shake of her head, she turned back to Benedict. Lilliah skimmed the rest of the people in the small space, trying to discover if anyone else had noticed the odd exchange. If they had, none of them seemed to care so she decided not to mention it.  
 
    Iris stood next to Lilliah, their shoulders touching. “I think I need to sit down.”  
 
    Lilliah's hand went instantly to Iris’s arm. “Why, what’s wrong?” 
 
    Azrael advanced a step, pressing himself against Lilliah’s back. The heat rolled off him and wrapped around her like a blanket.  
 
    Her thoughts caused the colour to rise in her cheeks. She shuffled forward and turned, keeping her eyes on Iris. 
 
    “I just feel light headed,” Iris mumbled, her hands rubbing her temples as she squeezed her eyes shut.  
 
    The doors pinged open, and even before Lilliah could step forward Azrael took hold of both their arms and shepherded them both out of the elevator. The floor was even more packed than the entrance downstairs, and all eyes turned to them.  
 
    “Oh, my . . . ” She allowed Azrael to guide her to the left as both Benedict and Zena rushed forward. Then the room erupted in conversation. Men and women shouting their questions at Benedict.  
 
    “What now Benedict? 
 
    “Where do we go?” 
 
    “Are we safe anywhere?” 
 
    “Who started the blast?” 
 
    They all watched Benedict advance to the head of the room then stand on a chair. “Everyone calm down.” His voice effortlessly resounded over the clamour of the others.  
 
    Once he had everybody’s attention he started again. “I need a list of everyone that was caught in the blast.” 
 
    A small dark haired man raised his hand, “I can get you that.” 
 
    Benedict nodded, “Next, I need everything we know about Paul Anderson.” 
 
    The murmurs in the room picked up at the mention of a name until a tall woman on the far side shouted she could get that information by noon today. 
 
    Benedict listed off more instructions as Azrael gestured to a door on the left. 
 
     “Everyone go in there and wait for us. This shouldn’t take too long.” 
 
    Lilliah and Rebecca helped Iris up and they headed into a small bedroom where they sat her on the edge of the bed, Rebecca sat next to her while Sebastian took the seat opposite. Lilliah chose to stand and stare out the window.  
 
    “I keep getting really bad headaches. And no matter what I do, it just gets worse,” Iris rubbed her temples, her face screwed up in pain.  
 
    “I would go out and ask if anyone outside has any tablets for you, but I doubt it. None of the women carry bags. And the men? For some reason, they wear robes, like Harry Potter. I doubt they even have pockets,” Rebecca declared leaning back on the bed and resting on her elbows. 
 
    “What was that about?” Sebastian burst out laughing, his head suspended over the back of the seat.  
 
    “Have you never thought about it before? I have. Also, where do they keep their keys? Do they even have keys or did they live at The Cure? Because if that’s the case then we have a lot of homeless people out there.” 
 
    “You should ask Benedict,” Sebastian's shoulders still shook with his laughter. 
 
    “And while you’re there ask him what is happening to me,” Iris's laugh depicted no humour. All of a sudden her body fell back on the bed, her hands shaking and her eyes twitching.  
 
    “Shout for someone,” Lilliah flew to her friend's side. “Iris, can you hear me?” Knowing what happened last time she didn’t touch Iris’s bare skin, that last thing she wanted was to make this worse. 
 
    “Benedict’s coming,” Sebastian said, stepping back to allow both Azrael and Benedict into the room. 
 
    “Is she having another vision?” Benedict questioned, already kneeling on the bed next to Iris and holding her head up. 
 
    “I don’t know, she was having headaches and she felt bad then--” 
 
      
 
    Iris’s body jackknifed up, her eyes wide and she gulped down air. “Oh, okay.” She nodded her head, taking long deep breathes. 
 
    “I’m sorry, but what does that mean?” Rebecca ignored the stare she received from almost everyone.  
 
    “It means that I just overheard a conversation between Lucifer and a man. Goodness, I don’t understand what is happening to me, but this was actually helpful.” Iris’s hand dug into her already messy hair as she massaged her scalp, the expression on her face was one of pure bliss.  
 
    “Who is that woman ?” someone standing in the doorway next to Zena asked, it was then that Lilliah noticed they’d amassed a rather large crowd.  
 
    “Could someone please shut the door?” Benedict instructed as he helped Iris to stand.  
 
    Zena closed the door as she entered the room. “It’s been a busy day already and it's barely seven in the morning. Maybe you should all rest; take a breather.” She smiled, but her eyes lingered on Rebecca a little longer than anyone else. This time Rebecca noticed.  
 
    “Yes, I think that’s a good idea. Iris, if you could come with me and Zena, we need to know everything about what you just saw. The rest of you, please just rest.” Benedict took Iris by the arm and led her to the door, the people were still gathered outside.  
 
    “Benedict,” Azrael called. Benedict turned to him, still keeping his grip on Iris’s arm. 
 
    “Get everything you can on the man. Whoever he is, he’s the brains. I can guarantee it.” 
 
    With one last nod, Benedict turned and left the room. 
 
    “Everyone, give us space!”  
 
    They parted to let the group past, Iris’s head still bent. 
 
     Zena hung back, “Actually, would it be possible for me to speak to Rebecca for a moment? Alone?” 
 
    Rebecca raised an eyebrow. “Why?” 
 
    Zena clasped her hands tightly together, her smile fixed and distinctly faked. “Well, Petal, I haven’t had a chance to speak to you properly yet, after the exorcism and all. I just want to check that everything is okay.” 
 
    Sebastian leaned forward, a frown on his face. “She’s fine.” He didn’t even try to hold back to harshness in his voice.  
 
    “I just have a few questions,” Zena assured, extending her arm for a reluctant Rebecca to lead the way. 
 
    “It’s fine, Seb, honestly,” she assured, winking at her boyfriend before turning to face Zena. “I don’t know where I’m going though.” Rebecca stood, moving her weight from one foot to the next.  
 
    “Oh, right.” Zena turned on the spot and led the way into the waiting crowd, checking over her shoulder every other second, to make sure Rebecca was following. Which she was. 
 
    That left Lilliah, Sebastian, and Azrael in the small bedroom. All of them sitting in silence, as were the people still listening from outside the room. 
 
    “Is it too early for alcohol?” Sebastian questioned pushing himself off the seat and stretching his legs.  
 
    “Yes,” Lilliah and Azrael answered simultaneously, their eyes connecting across the room. Lilliah looked away first, her eyes looking at anything but him. She would have thought that the tingles in her stomach would eventually die down. Maybe even stop altogether some day, but today was not that day and her stomach was doing flips. She wondered if he somehow understood what her body went through at the mere sight of him? She used to think he did, back when they were together. But now, who knew? 
 
    “Well, as much as I’m enjoying this awkwardness, I’m going to meet Cael for a drink,” said Sebastian. Lilliah rolled her eyes as he moved slowly towards the door, his thumbs hooked in the belt loops in his jeans.  
 
    Turning on his heels, he stared straight at Azrael, now only a metre away. 
 
    “I don’t blame you anymore for what you did to Lilliah and Rebecca.”  
 
    Lilliah's whole body jerked as she heard what Sebastian had said, her hands digging into her arms.  
 
    Azrael heard, but his only reaction was the small jerk of a nod he gave. 
 
    Lilliah stared at the two men in her life, Sebastian just a few inches smaller then Azrael, but otherwise equally as striking with his dark hair. She coughed as a lump formed in her throat.  
 
    “I know we haven’t really spoken about it.” Sebastian continued quickly, “And I know I said some really horrible things, but that was when I thought that I’d lost them both. It was wrong of me, and so, if Lilliah can forgive you then who am I to hold onto a grudge? I mean, it wasn’t even you. Just like that Demon wasn’t Rebecca.” 
 
    “Thank you, Sebastian.”  
 
    With another nod Sebastian left the room, leaving just the two of them. 
 
    “It shocks me that he could forgive something like that.” Azrael casually crossed to shut the door, blocking out any inquisitive people that might want to listen in. 
 
    Lilliah shook her head. “He realises that there’s really nothing to forgive.” 
 
    Azrael smiled as he sat on the bed again. “I know that it wasn’t me who did those things to you. But every time I looked down at my hands, all I saw was your blood. All I saw were the hands of a killer.” 
 
    Lilliah’s body straightened at the admission. The hairs on the back of her neck standing on end.  
 
    “And then, when I thought about touching you with those same hands. I just couldn’t. I wanted to distance you from that, not keep reminding you of it.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t have been the one that was reminded,” she shot back, probably a little too forcefully. She pressed her lips together, trying to bring her anger under control. “I was fine when I came back. I wasn’t emotionally scarred, or afraid. I just wanted you back.” 
 
    And it really had been that simple. Every horror that she had ever been through could have been erased with him just holding her. Didn’t he understand that? 
 
    “I know. And when you came back, a part of me never wanted to let you go again. I wanted to touch every inch of you, to savour it. Then there was the part that knew what my hands had done, a piece of me that wanted to protect you above all else. And that part told me to stay away, so I kept my distance.” 
 
    They were too far away from each other Lilliah noticed, she crossed the small space and sat down on the bed next to him. 
 
    “I don’t need protecting.” 
 
    He laughed, a deep rumble from his chest that sounded like pure joy.  
 
    “That’s an understatement,” he chuckled while leaning back so his hand could dig into his trouser pocket.  
 
    Lilliah watched as pulled something small out, before hiding it with his fingers. 
 
    “I’ve been battling it for a while now, watching you fight each day. Watching you help your friends, you’d walk through fire for anyone you love. You’re the strongest person I know.” 
 
    She huffed, already feeling the heat burn her face. Why was he being so nice? Her heart dared to hope that this meant something.  
 
    “You are. You walked through fire for me when I needed you the most.” His finger toyed with whatever was in his hands. “But when you needed me, I wasn’t there.” 
 
    Lilliah stayed silent, what could she say. It was the truth, he hadn’t been there for her. 
 
    “I could never tell you how sorry I am for that. If it was possible for me to go back and change how I reacted I would.” He twisted so his body now faced her, his face so serious that Lilliah couldn’t help but gulp.  
 
    “You are the most important part of my life. You are my life. And I think that in trying to protect you, I just hurt you.” 
 
    Lilliah couldn’t move. Her heart was racing and it felt like every fibre in her body was moving at a hundred miles an hour, but even with that, she couldn’t move a muscle. She was sure her mouth was hanging open, but she couldn’t send the right signals to her brain to shut it. All she could focus on was Azrael and the blue of his eyes, they were shining so bright right now. 
 
    “And I never would want to hurt you.” Finally, he opened his palm to reveal a small ring. 
 
     Lilliah stopped breathing. Her eyes darted from Azrael’s palm to his face, her body now officially descending into shock. What was happening? 
 
    “But even when I was trying to keep my distance, you were all I thought about. So I kept myself busy with finding this.” He held the ring out to her. As carefully as she could, Lilliah took the ring and held it between her thumb and index finger. It was so delicate she feared it would break. 
 
    “What is it?” she asked, still holding the ring high. 
 
    “It occurred to me that you’re an Angel now. A fallen Angel. And that eventually, the Earth would turn you into stone like it did all the others.” He pointed to the ring. “This will stop it. This ring will protect you.” He held up his hand so Lilliah could see, “Just like my ring does for me.” 
 
    It took Lilliah only a second to realise what Azrael was talking about, then her brain started working again and she remembered what happened to all fallen Angels on Earth, what had happened to Cael and Camri until they had been awoken by magic, they had turned to stone.  
 
    “Just like your ring.” She smiled, her tongue darting out to wet her suddenly very dry lips. 
 
    “Yes. Just like my ring.” Carefully he retrieved the ring from Lilliah and took hold of her hand. “This will protect you. It’s a very powerful relic that I found in India. It’s very similar to my ring, which means it will shield you from death. It will shield you from time.” With that, he slid the ring onto her finger, her ring finger. 
 
    She laughed nervously and said through her tears. “You know here on Earth, that’s the ring finger. It’s where wedding rings go.” 
 
    Azrael laughed too but didn’t let go of her hand, not that she wanted him to. “I know.” 
 
    “But this isn’t . . .” 
 
    He shook his head, “No, a marriage, believe it or not, is a human invention. In Heaven we have mates. They’re normally there for a purpose, political or otherwise. It’s very rarely because of the heart.” 
 
    Even after all her time in the magical world, Lilliah didn’t know much about marriages or even relationships in Heaven. That made her wonder, what was Azrael’s take on marriage? Shaking her head she realised she was far too ahead of herself.  
 
    “This means more than any of that. To me. This means a real future, this means security, this means a real life. This means eternity.” His gaze was so intense that Lilliah had to look away.  
 
    Her throat closed with emotion, as she stared down at their hands, his still holding hers.  
 
    “Eternity huh?” She barely got her words out. All the emotion too much for her.  
 
    “Yes. This, this isn’t how I planned to have this conversation.” His hands smoothed down the worn patterned bedding. “In a trash hotel with the world falling apart around us. But with everything that’s going on, we don’t know what tomorrow will bring. What I can guarantee is that I love you. Now and forever. And I don’t ever want you to second guess that again.” 
 
    There was so much she wanted to say, but how could she possibly try to top his amazing declaration? What could she say that could even match what he had just said? So instead of trying, Lilliah stood, pulling her top over her head. 
 
    “I’m covered in soot and ash.” She headed for the shower, turning to look at him over her shoulder. “Want to join me?” 
 
    Azrael’s shoulder shook with his laughter. “Right behind you, baby.” 
 
    Sometimes actions spoke louder than words. And this was what she needed, this was what she needed. Him. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 24 
 
      
 
    Lilliah leaned over and turned on the small shower, her heart pounding, and her palms sweaty. Why was she so nervous? It wasn’t like they hadn’t had sex before, but this felt different. This was the beginning of something new, something good between them. Was the shower really the best place for this? 
 
    Before Lilliah could try to answer her internal dialogue, large, strong hands slid around her waist and pulled her back, her head leaning against a solid wall of muscle. 
 
    “Are you sure about this? I don’t want to rush you.” His lips brushed her ear as he spoke, and uncontrollable shivers ran down Lilliah’s spine as she spun around.               
 
    “I’m sure.” Her hands circled around his neck and she reached up, pressing her lips against his. She started off small and soft, her lips barely brushing his as she tested the water.  
 
    Azrael lifted his head, smirking down at her as he stepped back, pulling his shirt over his head. 
 
    Involuntarily, her tongue darted out to wet her lips. How was it possible for one man to look so amazing? Her gaze shamelessly travelled down his chest, taking in every muscle, every hard curve and storing it to memory. 
 
    “Hey, my eyes are up here.” His finger went to her chin, slowly lifting her head until she was looking into his eyes. 
 
    Without breaking her gaze, Lilliah went to work on her top, lifting it over her head and tossing it aside. Her hands went to her trousers as Azrael stepped forward, his fingers diving into her hair and pulling her towards him before she was able to get them off. 
 
    Lilliah couldn’t think as Azrael’s lips crashed against hers. She didn’t want to think, she didn’t want to focus on anything but Azrael’s lips and the way he was gently pushing her backwards.  
 
    His hands skimmed down her body, running over her curves and stopping at her bum. She gasped as his hands curved around her, squeezing once and then lifting her as if she weighed nothing.  
 
    “You’re crazy.” She wrapped her legs tight around his waist, laughing as the steam from the shower clouded the air. 
 
    “You’re beautiful.” 
 
    What could she say to something like that? Unable to find the right words she pressed her body closer to his, her fingers toying with the ends of his hair as she pressed small kisses to the side of his jaw, working her way up until she met his lips. 
 
    “You’re so beautiful that it hurts me sometimes.” He mumbled against her mouth, a desperate edge to his voice that she’d never heard before. 
 
    Lilliah knew the feeling, being so close to him the past few days, watching him but unable to touch him like she wanted. She was making up for that now. 
 
    With one hand she reached behind her back and unclipped her bra. Careful to keep her other hand on Azrael’s shoulder, she pulled the soft fabric down her arms and dropped it on the floor. 
 
    A slow, wicked grin crept across his lips. Lilliah tipped her head over trying to figure out what he was thinking as he stepped to the side and the warm water ran over them. 
 
    “I still have my jeans on!” She closed her eyes, squealing as the water ran down her face. “And so do you.” 
 
    Lilliah wiped her face with her hands, sure she had black mascara dripping down her cheeks, her hair soaking wet and sticking to her. 
 
    Azrael set her down and got to work on her trousers, tugging them down her legs then tossing them out of the shower.  
 
    “What about yours?” She stepped forward, blinking as her vision came back. 
 
    Azrael was back in front of her, his lips on the base of her neck. “Already gone.” 
 
    Her eyes shot open as she pulled back and stared at his nakedness.  
 
    When did he do that?  
 
    Azrael stepped back and laughed at the confusion on her face, the water dripping down his chest. And whatever question she had been thinking before floated away. 
 
    Right now, screw anything that wasn’t him. 
 
    Lilliah almost flew into his arms. If he had been anyone else he could have fallen over, or stumbled at the very least. Not Azrael, he stayed strong and steady as he caught Lilliah and pulled her close to him. 
 
    She wrapped her limbs around him, holding him as close as possible as he stepped forward until her back landed against the wet tiles of the shower. 
 
    “I love you so much.” His hands gently pulled her into place, his eyes never leaving hers.  
 
    Lilliah gasped as he thrust forward, his movements starting slow and leisurely, their chests pressed together with Lilliah’s hands digging into his shoulders. 
 
    “Oh my. . .” Her head fell back against the tiles as she tried to pull him closer. She needed more. More movement, more closeness.  
 
    Sensing her need Azrael pressed into her, one hand digging into her bum while his other took hold of hers and linked their fingers. The pace quickened, as did their breathing. The rest of the world fell away leaving just the two of them and even if it was just temporary, it was perfection.  
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 25 
 
      
 
    Lilliah opened her eyes to warmth, it was surrounding her, holding her close. She closed her eyes again and snuggled in deeper to the wall of heat behind her. The last time Azrael had held her like that had been the night Lucifer had changed him. The night they had attacked Lilliah and left her broken on the living room floor. Her body shuddered at the memory as she pulled the quilt up higher to cover her nakedness. 
 
    “Are you cold?”  
 
    She pivoted her body so she was now facing Azrael and smiled up at him. “No, just thinking.” His hands stayed on her lips and her eyes travelled down his naked chest. Goodness, the guy was perfect. Surely she’d get tired of it eventually? Right? 
 
    “What did I say about my eyes huh? They’re up here.” He snapped his fingers and pointed to his light blues, that were now shining.  
 
    “Well, I do only want you for your body,” she teased pushing his shoulders until his back hit the mattress. “I’m glad that’s out in the open now.” 
 
    “Oh, baby, I don’t mind, I have a great body.” He smiled up at the ceiling, one arm drawing her down on him while the other lay under his head.  
 
    “We should probably get dressed you know,” she murmured into his skin, making no attempt to actually move.  
 
    “Yeah. In a minute.”  
 
    The minute occurred a lot sooner than either had planned as the door crashed open and Iris came bursting though. 
 
    “I know where we’ve got to go! Oh, my . . . ” Her eyes widened as she saw them lying in the crumpled bed. She spun around so she faced in the opposite direction. “I’m so sorry, I didn’t see anything I swear. Just Azrael’s nipple. But that’s nothing for a guy right?” 
 
    And just like that, their moment was ruined.  
 
    “We’re getting up now, please leave. And, let’s just not talk about Azrael’s nipple again, okay?” She closed her eyes at the embarrassment at even having to say the words.  
 
    “Did you find them? Oh come on!” Sebastian walked into the room, one hand thrown in the air while the other held a drink. “I mean, I know I gave you my blessing, but that was like an hour ago. One hour. Did it happen just after I left?” 
 
    “Oh, no. This must be so embarrassing for them,” Iris muttered, her back still to everyone. 
 
    “Yes, it is!” Lilliah exploded, now certain her face was bright red.  
 
    Azrael on the other hand just lay back, grinning and watching the chaos that was Lilliah’s life unfold.  
 
    “Everyone, just please leave. Go away. Go and find Rebecca or something.” She dragged the quilt up to her chin, now feeling very naked with her brother and friend standing in the doorway. Azrael pulled her closer, his hand running up and down her arm. It was a sweet gesture, but it didn’t help matters. 
 
    “I don’t know where she is.” Sebastian shrugged, sipping his drink casually.  
 
    Grabbing the pillow from under Azrael’s head Lilliah threw it across the room, hitting Sebastian’s arm and spilling his drink. 
 
    “What the heck?” He stood back, holding his drink out so it didn’t get on his clothes. “This is now on my top, Lil, I don’t have another one to change into.” 
 
    “I don’t care. Leave.”  
 
    Muttering under his breath Sebastian finally turned to leave, Iris hot on his heels, closing the door behind her. 
 
    Lilliah jumped from the bed and scrabbled to reach her jeans that Azrael had thrown on the floor. “I’m going to kill my brother.” She separated her jeans and underwear, too engrossed to notice Azrael staring at her from the bed. After sensing no movement she looked up.  
 
    “What are you staring at?” She narrowed her eyes in suspicion.  
 
    “You,” he said simply, throwing his legs off the bed and standing, completely naked, and completely unashamed.  
 
    The embarrassment of what had happened melted away and all Lilliah felt was pride, for herself. Oh yeah, he was hers. 
 
    Grabbing her top from the floor she threw it over her head and walked to the door, smacking Azrael on the backside as she went. 
 
    “Meet you outside, hot stuff,” she joked, leaving before he replied; she heard his chuckle though. 
 
    The area outside the room was still packed with people. They had all dispersed into groups, and only a few heads turned as she walked by. She could even hear the odd “Oh, so that’s the new Angel.” 
 
    She rolled her eyes already guessing where her brother and Iris would be. She hit the elevator button and waited. 
 
    “Why is your hair messy?” As if my magic Rebecca appeared at her side, frowning at her in utter confusion.  
 
    “It is?” she tried to pat it down as the elevator pinged and the doors opened. They both stepped inside, Lilliah turned to the mirror, mortified at the sight of her hair. “I’m looking for Seb, he said he couldn’t find you.” Abandoning trying to tame the mess on top of her head Lilliah took a hair tie from her pocket and used it to bring about some improvement.  
 
    When her friend didn’t reply Lilliah turned to find her staring into space, her face vacant.  
 
    “You okay?” She nudged their shoulders as the door pinged open. 
 
    Silently Rebecca nodded and followed Lilliah as they stepped out and headed to the bar. Just like upstairs, the place was packed, each table full. It didn’t take long before they found Sebastian, Iris and Cael all huddled around a small table in the corner of the room.  
 
    “There you are.” Sebastian stood and offered Rebecca his chair while Lilliah took and empty one from another table.  
 
    “So what was so important that you just had to tell me there and then?” She eyed her brother and Iris. 
 
    “While you lot talk business I’ll get the ladies a drink. What’s your poison?” Cael stood, rubbing his hands together.  
 
    “With what? You don’t have any money?” Sebastian challenged, downing his drink in one. 
 
    “I’ve set up a tab under Azrael’s name,” Cael said, and completely without shame.  
 
    Lilliah smiled, the thought of Azrael getting ready to leave only to be stopped by hotel security appealed to her. She ordered a Coke though, not sure what time it was. Was it still early? They’d arrived at the hotel at around eight-ish, maybe it was ten? 
 
    “Vodka.” Rebecca asserted, her arms folded over her chest.  
 
    Sebastian eyed his girlfriend but remained silent, as did the others around the table. 
 
    “So . . . ?” Lilliah pressed. 
 
    “South Carolina. We need to go there, I’ve Googled it and everything. All we need is a hire car or we could borrow one of Azrael’s?” 
 
    Lilliah had so many questions, but instead of asking them all, she spoke one simple word, “What?” 
 
    Iris’s hands drummed the table, her excitement radiating from her in waves. “Remember on the plane, when I had the vision? Well, it was a school blowing up and I Googled it and found the school.” 
 
    All of them nodded in concurrence so Iris continued. “Well, I just thought that was a one off, you know? And then the vision today, with Lucifer? Scared the heck out of me. That’s when I heard it.” 
 
    “Heard what?” Cael arrived just in time to catch Iris’s dramatic pause, he passed Lilliah and Rebecca their drinks before sitting down. 
 
    “I heard the voice of a boy. Not just a boy, but the boy. The boy I saw in the blast, the boy on the internet!” She rubbed her face, her huge grin unwavering. “He spoke to me, actually spoke to me. He said his name was Tommy and then he also saw Lucifer. Of course, he didn’t know it was Lucifer but still . . .” she rambled on, before stopping for a breath, Lilliah used this opportunity to cut in. 
 
    “So he’s psychic?”  
 
    Iris’s shrugged her shoulders. “Maybe.” 
 
    Sebastian, who had been sat back while Iris spoke, his arm casually over Rebecca’s chair leaned forward. “Okay, so say we do go to South Carolina, and the young lad is a psychic, what then? How will that help us in any way?” 
 
    All eyes turned to Iris. 
 
    “I know this sounds crazy, but I was told I had psychic abilities so I could contact Heaven, right? I’ve been trying and I just can’t, it’s like I said, I’m being blocked. I can’t reach Heaven, not even while I’m touching Lilliah. Someone is blocking me, and I think this boy will be able to help me.” 
 
    Lilliah wanted to ask when had she tried, but didn’t, remembering all the times Iris had randomly touched her in the past few days. She’d been sneaky. 
 
    No-one said anything. 
 
    “You saw Lucifer's army. Part of it anyway, who knows how many Demons and Witches he has. We need all the help we can get.” Iris laid her final argument down, then sat back and sipped on her drink. 
 
    “Well, dang if that isn’t true.” Sebastian rubbed his chin and the light stubble that now mottled it. “Okay, I’m in.” 
 
    Lilliah nodded once, “If you think this is important then yeah, I’m in too.” 
 
    “I’ll be where these are too,” Rebecca mumbled, not even looking up from her drink. 
 
    Cael raised his hand. “Do I need to be there?” 
 
    Lilliah smiled and shook her head, “Not if you don’t want to be.” 
 
    With her approval, he stood, “Good, because if this world is indeed about to end. I have some serious partying to get to.” He scanned the room, a coy smile playing the corners of his lips. “These Witches must have something interesting under those gowns.” His drink finished, Cael sauntered off to talk to a pretty brunette who was stood by the bar. And that was it, they’d lost him. 
 
    “Have you told Benedict any of this?” Lilliah asked, pushing her chair back as she stood. She’d seen Azrael less than twenty minutes ago and yet so much had changed already.  
 
    “Yeah, he doesn’t agree with the idea,” Iris said, her eyes on a TV screen on the wall. The volume was way down so they couldn’t hear what the presenter was saying, all they could see was a massive crack in the ground with children jumping over it while police tried to stop them. The headline read Largest Earthquake recorded since records began in India. 
 
    “Come on, Iris.” Lilliah tugged her arm. “Let’s try and break the news to everyone that we’re leaving, just a few hours after getting here,” she concluded sarcastically.  
 
    They all piled into the elevator and Iris pushed the buttons. “He won’t agree with it. We’ll just have to sneak out.” 
 
    That was something Lilliah wasn’t going to do, and by the look on Sebastian’s face neither was he. Sneaking off had never been a good idea, add deranged Demons, Witches, and fallen Angels that wanted Lilliah’s head? It was a perfect recipe for someone dying.  
 
     After a few minutes of Iris telling them all her plan to pinch a car and escape they finally arrived at Benedict’s floor. This one wasn’t as busy as the others, only a few groups stood in the hall, chatting. 
 
    Iris led the way down the hall and knocked on the door. 
 
    “I wondered when you’d all be up.” Zena opened the door smiling; she stepped back letting them all in.  
 
    Benedict’s room was significantly bigger than theirs, or the one they had all used earlier. It was huge, and while the carpet was still worn and green, the bed looked bigger with newer sheets. If they decided to stay the night, Lilliah was going to ask for an upgrade. And also for new clothes, they’d left without any and she desperately needed a change and a shower. 
 
    Azrael sat in the chair nearest the window, his expression unfathomable, but his eyes were on Lilliah. She smiled faintly but kept her distance, now would not be the time to jump on his lap. Benedict was leaning on the wall, a phone to his ear, only muttering the occasional “Yeah, okay.” 
 
    Sebastian and Rebecca both sat on the bed while Iris paced the small space. Lilliah could literally see her gearing up, getting ready to lay down her case.  
 
    Finally, Benedict disconnected, throwing the phone onto the bed and shoving his hands in his pockets. “They’re holding an emergency summit in Brazil on Thursday. Our only option is to go. We’ll see what the Covens think and then plan our next course of action from there.” He was speaking solely to Azrael and Zena, rubbing his eyes as he spoke. The guy looked so tired, Lilliah noted probably for the first time in a while. So much rested on his shoulders, so many Witches and Warlocks look to him for leadership. He’d never taken any official leadership roles of course, but it didn’t stop them from depending on him. Then there was his brother, Caleb. Lilliah knew he’d once had an older brother too, and from what she knew they hadn’t got on, and that was putting it mildly. His brother had turned to the dark side, forcing Benedict to ask Azrael to kill him. There had been more to the story, but essentially that had been it.  
 
    Lilliah made eye contact with Iris and shook her head slowly, now wasn’t the time to bring up leaving.  
 
    “What about Caleb?” Lilliah asked as she watched Benedict blink away his tiredness.  
 
    “I don’t know. I can’t make him travel again, he needs to rest. I’ll need to get someone to look after him while I’m gone.” He picked up a brown folder from the floor and offered it to Lilliah. “These are all the details we have on Paul Anderson, do you want to read it?” 
 
    She took it gratefully, an uneasiness starting to build in the pit of her stomach with what she was about to do, but it was for his own good. 
 
    “Why don’t you three go to Brazil? We’ll stay here and look after Caleb?” 
 
    Iris turned in her direction, as she was sure her brother had too. Azrael, however, she could see, his eyes were narrowed, the corners of his wide lips just turned up at the sides. Oh yeah, he saw right through her. 
 
    “This meeting is so important, Lilliah. The Covens of the world will be deciding what to do about Lucifer,” said Benedict, glancing over at a silent Azrael, as if to say, You’re okay with this? 
 
    “We know what to do about Lucifer, we fight him,” she said simply, putting the folder under her arm to read later. Maybe on the road, because that was where they were headed. Even if moments before, she told herself she couldn’t lie to them, looking at Benedict’s eyes now, there was no way she was going to put that stress on him. Not after everything. 
 
    She winked at Azrael, to him she’d tell the truth. There would be no more lying between them. 
 
    “If you’re sure? One hundred percent sure that you don’t want to miss this? To be a part of the decision making?” Benedict asked again. The whole room stayed silent, waiting for her reply. 
 
    Did she want to be part of it? Of course she did. Would anyone actually have listened to her had she been there? Probably not. 
 
    “I’m fine,” she assured, smiling at Benedict. She glanced at Azrael, he noticed and gave a small nod.  
 
    Benedict was on his phone again, shoving folders and book into a bag while Zena spoke quietly to Rebecca in the corner. She tried to catch the eye of her best friend as she headed for the door, but Rebecca wouldn’t look up.  
 
    Lilliah nudged Benedict’s leg as she passed, “Keep an eye on Rebecca.” 
 
    He nodded, also staring over at his girlfriend as Lilliah slipped out of the room.  
 
    A few people still stood outside, so she made her way further down the hall and around the corner. She paused when she heard the door open again, she didn’t have to turn around to know Azrael was following her.  
 
    “Are you actually going to tell me where you’re going?” he asked, seeming not at all stressed. If only he could help Benedict, she mused staring up at his light blue eyes. 
 
    “Of course. We’re going to South Carolina, Iris is convinced there is a boy there who can help us.” She leaned on the wall behind her and drew Azrael closer. “Are you mad?” 
 
    He studied her, his lips pursed, but his eyes were light. “No. I trust you to make these decisions, and if you think it’s safe enough, go. It’s hardly like I could have stopped you anyway.” 
 
    That was definitely true. Lilliah raised up on her tiptoes and pressed a hard quick kiss to Azrael’s lips. 
 
    “One of us will stay here and look after Caleb, the others will head off tonight. My guess is that we’re going to be there and back within three days.” And that was just the quick mental calculation she had done on the way up here. They could be quicker than that, who knew? 
 
    “Be safe.” He took her face in his hands, holding her still as he lowered his lips until they hovered over hers. 
 
    “The war is already here, Lilliah. If the Covens don’t see that they’re fools,” he stressed, his light blues eyes darkening with the intenseness of his words. 
 
    “Lucifer has an army, I’m going to try and rally as many people as I can. I’ll get Cael to help me. I’m sick of waiting around, making plans and having talks. Now is the time for action.” 
 
    “Okay,” she breathed, her hands stroking his. “We’re going to beat him. I have, no idea how. But we are. We have to.” 
 
    Her last words were barely out before Azrael pressed his lips onto hers. Sealing their promise. They’d get through this. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter 26 
 
    The ground shook and Lilliah dropped to the floor, only lifting her head when she heard a scream. The light fittings on the wall rattled as bits of plaster fell from the hotel ceiling. 
 
    “It’s just an earthquake,” someone shouted, and the people around her slowly got up.  
 
    Eventually, so did she, but only after making sure that it was, in fact, an earthquake and not something else. 
 
    “Just an earthquake? In New York? That isn’t normal. This just doesn’t happen.” One man shook his head, perplexed. 
 
     Finally satisfied Lilliah pushed herself up from the floor and headed to the door of the hotel.  
 
    Azrael, Benedict and most of the Witches and Warlocks in the hotel had left that morning, on their way to sunny Brazil. Now only a few magical beings were left behind, the few that had already given up and decided to hide rather than fight. Cael had left earlier than the others, on some mission for Azrael. She hadn’t had time to ask what kind of mission, she knew that Azrael thought it to be important. Benedict hadn’t seemed to even notice that Cael had gone, or if he had he didn’t care to comment. His head had been in the game, too caught up in the travel plans.  
 
    Lilliah walked out of the hotel and onto the New York City sidewalk, the sound of car horns and traffic reverberated around her. The busyness and smell of pollution reminding her of home.  
 
    “How crazy was that earthquake?” Sebastian shouted from somewhere behind her. 
 
    He didn’t give her chance to answer as he continued, “Azrael gave me a stack of cash before he left, did he give you some or have we got to share?” Benedict crossed to her side, throwing a black duffel bag over his shoulder. After extensive talks the night before, Sebastian had offered to stay back and look after Caleb. He hadn’t been too happy about missing out on the action, that was until Azrael had given him to keys to his New York apartment.  
 
    “Oh, I bet it’s fly,” he smiled, his eyes already alight. He was right of course, Lilliah had only stayed there once, but the apartment was amazing. Just like everything else Azrael owned.  
 
    “He gave me some money.” Lilliah patted her pocket where she had stuffed the notes. She had hated taking money off Azrael, but in her current situation, she really didn’t have much of a choice. 
 
     “I want you to keep an eye on Rebecca,” he said quietly from over his shoulder. 
 
    Lilliah nodded, somewhat relieved she wasn’t the only one noticing her friend's odd behaviour. Even the night before, as Lilliah and Sebastian had bickered over who should stay back, Rebecca has remained mute, watching the siblings squabble with a blank expression. 
 
    A black car pulled up and a man in a sharp black suit got out. “For Mr Ravensmith.” 
 
    “This is us.” Sebastian pulled her into a tight quick hug. “Be safe. Find out who the kid is and get back here safe.” He patted her arm, a little too roughly. 
 
    “And what exactly is wrong with normal taxis?”  
 
    He smirked and pulled a bunch of crumpled notes from his pocket. “Azrael made me rich, babe.” Sebastian climbed into the car, an amused driver closing the door behind him. 
 
    Lilliah watched as he pulled away, and gave a little wave, even though she was sure her brother hadn’t been waving back behind the tinted window.  
 
    “Was that Seb?” Rebecca asked as she came to stand beside her.  
 
    “Oh, yeah. That was him.” 
 
    Rebecca didn’t say any more, she just motioned with her head for Lilliah to follow her.  
 
    “Did you say goodbye to Seb?” Lilliah asked, watching the car disappear from view. 
 
    Rebecca nodded but didn’t speak. Silence was not a good way to start a road trip. 
 
    “Did you feel the earthquake?” Lilliah tried to make conversation again as they rode the elevator down to the underground parking garage.  
 
    “Yeah.” Rebecca kicked a stone as they proceeded, her head bent. It was then that Lilliah noticed the newspaper under her arm. Her curiosity was piqued, a newspaper? Rebecca didn’t buy newspapers, she read articles on her phone. When had she even gone out to a get a newspaper? She didn’t ask these questions, preferring to take note of them for later. Instead, she looked over at Iris as she leaned on the side of an old beat up Ford. 
 
    “We really couldn’t do any better than this?” Lilliah crossed her arms, taking note of the rusted bodywork. She guessed that it had been black at some point, now it was a mix of different shades, none of them that great. 
 
    “I told Azrael that we should have a car that blended in,” Iris beamed, patting the side of the car she spoke.  
 
    Azrael gave them this car? She was sure her mouth was hanging open, surely there were nicer cars that blended in? 
 
    “He sent this and that one over there.” Iris pointed to the other end of the car park. “But I think that one looks too big.” 
 
    Lilliah twisted her head and saw a sleek black Range Rover parked in the corner, the type of car that Azrael always drove around in.  
 
    Oh, thank the Lord, Lilliah thought, her legs automatically carrying her towards the car. “This really shouldn’t be a question.”  
 
    “Yeah, I agree.” Rebecca followed. 
 
    Lilliah was behind the wheel of the car when Iris finally made her way over to them. 
 
    “Fine. But I’m not driving. That thing is way too big,” she grumbled, sliding into the backseat.  
 
    And that was fine with Lilliah. She adjusted the seat and turned on the radio. An old Britney Spears song blared out. 
 
    “Oh, I haven’t heard this in forever.” She glanced at Rebecca, knowing this used to be her favourite song too. Rebecca’s face was blank and she stared ahead. Lilliah twisted In her seat to look at Iris in the back, surely she liked the song? But Iris had already donned her headphones and was currently staring at her phone. 
 
    “Okay then. Great start to the road trip,” Lilliah muttered. It was going to be a long journey.  
 
      
 
      
 
    They’d been driving for hours and still, no one had spoken. Lilliah at some points had resorted to talking to herself. 
 
    “I wonder if that petrol station has the M&Ms I like.” She pointed to the station as she passed it. “Or should I say gas station as we’re in America?” At the beginning of the trip, she’d have expected an answer. Not now; now she was just talking to hear a voice.  
 
    “That car behind us has been following us for two hours.”  
 
    Lilliah’s whole body stiffened at the sound of Rebecca’s voice, it took her another second to register what she had said.  
 
    Then a cold shiver ran down her spine as she looked in the rearview mirror at the car behind them. “Are you sure? How do you know?” 
 
    Rebecca’s eyes stayed glued the side mirror. “I’m sure. There’s a man and woman in there.” 
 
    How Rebecca knew she couldn't imagine. Lilliah eyed her friend and decided to take notice of her. Her back was straight, her arms folded. She hadn’t relaxed the whole time they had been driving.  
 
    Uneasy, Lilliah sped up, her fingers tapping on the steering wheel as she thought of their options. They were still on a busy road, so just pulling over wasn’t going to work. They needed someplace to stop, someplace where the car behind them would definitely follow.  
 
    “Iris.” She tapped her friend's leg behind her. 
 
    Iris jumped and pulled out her ear buds. “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “Get on your phone and search for the nearest hotel or motel or something. It has to be somewhere that isn’t too busy, so not something big.” 
 
    Rebecca kept her eyes on the mirror and the car, Lilliah kept her eye on it too as she sped through the traffic, the car behind accelerating to keep up. Oh yeah, they were being followed. 
 
    “There’s one about ten miles ahead,” Iris thrust her phone at Lilliah, the directions on the screen. 
 
    She kept her speed up but didn’t go too fast as they turned off the main road onto the quieter ones. She didn’t want them to know they’d been spotted, not yet anyway. She wanted answers first. 
 
    After another couple of minutes of driving they pulled into the small hotel, a neon ‘'Rooms Available” sign flashed outside. The car park was completely empty, but it was still too open so Lilliah followed the signs and pulled into a smaller car park at the back. 
 
    “This is perfect,” she mumbled, turning in her seat to see the other car follow them, but stopping at the other side. 
 
    “Well, that probably wasn’t the smartest move in the world,” Iris laughed from the back.  
 
    Not sure what her next move was Lilliah alit  from the car, shoving her hands in her pockets and staring at one of her tyres. “Just, play along,” she instructed, getting down on her knees and prodding the tyre, then as if the others in the car couldn't hear she said louder, “It’s definitely flat.” 
 
    Iris climbed out. “Oh yeah. What, are we, going to do?” Her words sounded robotic, as she eyed the car at every other word. Clearly, acting was not Iris’s forté.  
 
    Then Rebecca joined in. “I doubt we have a spare, should I go over there and ask for help?” She pointed to the car. Lilliah nodded, thankful for her friend masterful acting skills. She stood up from the ground and brushed off the stones from her knees.  
 
    “Stay here, Iris.” 
 
    Both Lilliah and Rebecca walked over to the car, the two people inside now staring back them. Rebecca had been right, one man and one woman.  
 
    Lilliah smiled and motioned for the man to lower his window. 
 
    “I’m so sorry to bother you, but you don’t happen to know anything about cars do you?” She pointed back to their brand new Range Rover, just now realising how stupid their story was. The car looked fine, and Iris really wasn’t doing too great of a job as she stood there just kicking the tyre.  
 
    “Oh erm,” the man glanced at the woman who shook her head vigorously. He turned back to Lilliah, his eyes focusing everywhere but on her face. “I don’t. Sorry, darlin',” his Southern drawl dripping off every word. Rebecca was standing by the passenger door where the window was still up.  
 
    Suddenly the guy started the engine. Lilliah reacted quickly, leaning in and punching the guy in the face as hard as she could.  
 
    His head fell forward, hitting the steering wheel and landing on the horn that seemed to echo around the empty car park. The woman screamed, reaching over she pushed the unconscious man's body back and tried to reach for the steering wheel.  
 
    Lilliah had no idea what the woman's plan had been, drive from the passenger side? But whatever it had been was foiled when Rebecca opened the side door and dragged her out by her hair. 
 
    The woman screamed and scratched, not really doing any damage as Rebecca stepped back to avoid her.  
 
    “Get off me! I’m going to kill you!” She reached into her pocket and pulled out a small blade. 
 
    Lilliah grabbed her wrist, seizing the blade easily and threw it on the floor.  
 
    “Were they following us?” Iris asked, jogging up to them. Lilliah nodded, taking in the woman's short denim skirt and low cut top.  
 
    “The question is why?” She motioned for Rebecca to let go and the woman dropped to her knees rubbing her head.  
 
    “Because we were told to! You stupid jerk!” she screamed, eying the knife. 
 
    Lilliah kicked it further away, “Obviously. Who told you to follow us?” 
 
    “Just a guy, he gave us both $100 and said to keep our distance. Easy money.” She smiled sweetly and got up, folding her arms. “And I’m totally going to sue your friend over there, I hope you know that.”  
 
    “Please try.” Rebecca laughed without any humour, “You can’t take a dead girl to court.” 
 
    The woman rolled her eyes and flipped her hair, just as Lilliah was about to speak she found herself yanked backwards and thrown onto the hood of the car. 
 
    “Did you hit me, you stupid jerk?” The guy from the car stood over her, his fist slamming into her face. Lilliah blocked one punch but another got through, hitting her squarely on the cheek. The guy reared back, preparing to get another hit in, but Lilliah rolled over the car and onto the floor. Rebecca and Iris were both fighting the woman, Iris held her hair while Rebecca sat on top of her. 
 
    Lilliah jumped to her feet, the taste of blood now on her tongue.  
 
    “I’m going to make you bleed even more, you hear me, pretty lady?” He stalked towards her, his hand extended as if to grab her hair. Lilliah stepped back and seized his arm, pushing him down to his knees with ease. She punched him in the face, but not too hard. She needed him awake. 
 
    “You know who I am,” she stated, twisting his hand back into an unnatural position. He screamed. “But you’re not just two people paid to follow us.” 
 
    “Forget you.” The guy tried to laugh through his pain; it came out as more of a sob.  
 
    “I could have believed you, but then your girlfriend let you down.” Lilliah nodded at the woman on the floor, a woman Rebecca had been hitting constantly, her body now lying, unmoving on the ground. 
 
    “Rebecca,” Lilliah shouted, still gripping the man’s arm. Iris just stood there, her eyes wide as she watched Rebecca lay into the woman on the floor.  
 
    “Iris, stop her,” Lilliah commanded, her heart now pounding in her chest. She waited until Iris pulled Rebecca off the woman before turning back to the man. 
 
    “What’s happening? What have you done to her?” He twisted his head to try and see, but Lilliah pulled him back to face her. 
 
    “Don’t worry about her, worry about yourself,” she hissed, her other hand grabbing the man's throat and squeezing. “She didn’t even blink when Rebecca said she was a dead girl. So tell me, who or what are you?” 
 
    The man gasped for air, his other hand clawing his Lilliah’s arm. Eventually, she loosened her grip enough for him to talk.  
 
    “I’m human, I swear,” he breathed in, the colour still draining from his face. “They’re going to turn me when I get back.” 
 
    “Who will turn you?” Lilliah eyed the entrance the car park, and then to the back windows of the hotel, the last thing she needed was another recording made of her. 
 
    “Just a man. Dark hair, green eyes.” He shrugged, “I don’t know much else. But he showed us stuff. Wild magical stuff. Promised to look after us and said we could be just like him, or even more powerful. I just had to follow you and stuff. Another dude had to follow your brother.” 
 
    Lilliah let go of his throat all together, then reared back, punching him in his face with everything she had. He fell to the floor in a heap.  
 
    She ran over to Rebecca who was now sitting on the ground, her arms resting on her knees.  
 
    “The girl's alive, I checked her pulse.” A shaky Iris assured her.  
 
    It was only when Lilliah got closer that she realised the reason Iris had to confirm the girl's condition, she was covered in blood. Anyone would have assumed she was dead.  
 
    Lilliah stared down at her friend, Rebecca had never been a fighter. After everything they had all been through, Rebecca had not once attacked someone. Why now? 
 
    She knelt beside her friend, her hand hovering over her bloodied knuckles. “Go sit in the car, Becca, I’ll call Seb and make sure he’s okay. We have to get out of here.” She stroked her hair and gave her arm a squeeze before standing and pulling out her phone.  
 
    Azrael had given both her and Sebastian cheap phones, and they had promised only to use them once before disposing of them. But Lilliah knew the drill, they’d done this all before. 
 
    She dialled her brother's number, each ring seeming to last a lifetime. 
 
    “Hey, Lil, you okay?”  
 
    “Oh, thank goodness. We were both followed today.” She explained quickly, looking down at the bloodied woman on the floor. “They’re watching you too.” 
 
    “Oh shoot. Okay, I’m still at the hospital with Caleb. He’s awake now, what do we do?” 
 
    Lilliah rubbed her temples, everyone they knew was now well out of the country, and Sebastian was hours away.  
 
    “Stay where you are.” She said, having no idea if it was the right decision. “Stay with people. The guys who attacked us weren’t magical or even trained well. We’ll get back as fast as we can.”  
 
    “Okay. Be safe,” her brother exhorted before disconnecting.  
 
    Lilliah called for an ambulance, giving a fake name and the name of the hotel before throwing the phone in the bin and speeding off. Rebecca sat silently in the front seat, her bloodied knuckles on her lap. Yeah, it really was going to be a long trip. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 27  
 
      
 
    Six hours later they pulled up outside a closed school, it was well into the night, so they hadn’t expected it to be open. Iris just wanted to see it before they found a hotel for the night. Most of the building was taped off, the windows boarded up and surrounded by back out. 
 
    “Oh yeah, this is definitely the school from my vision.” Iris pressed her face to the glass. 
 
    Lilliah was exhausted, both mentally and physically. She had been driving for hours, but her mind had been so focused on Rebecca it had felt more like minutes. Her friend had stayed silent throughout the remainder of the trip, not even asking about Sebastian, even though Lilliah was sure she had heard what the guy had said about him also being followed.  
 
    “Is the school still open, or did it close completely after the blast?” Lilliah covered her mouth as she yawned the last few words.  
 
    “It said online it was still open. Just the science lab was closed. We can come back tomorrow.” She sat back in her seat and Lilliah drove to the nearest hotel, this one had a lot bigger and nicer than the one they had pulled into earlier.  
 
    Iris checked them in with a bunch of cash Lilliah had given her. 
 
    “This is nice,” Iris enthused as she led them into the room and turned on all the lights. Lilliah dropped down on the first of the two beds; Rebecca sat beside her. 
 
    Iris was right, it was nice with two king-size beds and a flat screen TV. Lilliah had already checked the room service menu and had planned to devour everything that was on it. Iris unhooked two white dressing gowns from their place in the bathroom and threw them across the room.  
 
    “You two get changed into these and I’ll go and wash our clothes. I saw some machines near the stairs.” Iris smiled, a little too cheerfully for the time of night and how long they had been travelling. They’d been on the road all day, only stopping for fuel, meaning they didn’t get a chance to pick up clothes as they’d planned.  
 
    Rebecca was looking elsewhere so she didn’t see Iris nudge Lilliah and mouth, “Talk to her.”  
 
    Lilliah nodded and got undressed, passing her clothes to Iris before putting on the dressing gown; Rebecca did the same. They both stayed silent as Iris left the room, leaving behind her food order. 
 
    “Do your knuckles hurt?” Lilliah asked picking up the newspaper that Rebecca had brought in. Her throat tightening when she saw Rebecca’s parents on the front page.  
 
    She’d seen a thousand like it before, her father, an 80’s music god and her mother, an ageing beauty who could still rock a cover of a magazine like a twenty-year-old, pictured at some glamorous event. But it was the headline that caught her attention.  
 
      
 
    The Fitzpatricks out after teenage daughter’s death. 
 
      
 
    “They hurt a little, but I think they’ll be fine.” Rebecca pulled on her dressing gown and sat on the bed, her back to the wall. “Apparently my dad is writing a song about me.” 
 
    Lilliah set the paper on the bed, the picture of Rebecca’s parents smiling up at her.  
 
    “He’s now written two songs about me,” Rebecca continued when Lilliah didn’t speak. “One, when I was born. Now one when I died.” 
 
    “I’m so, so sorry Becca. But we’re going to fix this. I wish I knew how, believe me, I do. But we will. And when we do, we’re going to be able to go home and be with our families without worrying that they’re in trouble.” She crawled up the bed and turned so they were sitting side by side.  
 
    “My mother looked beautiful at my funeral,” Rebecca said, still staring straight ahead. 
 
    “Of course she did.” Lilliah smiled, she wouldn’t have expected anything else from a woman like Sandra Fitzpatrick. The woman even worked out in full make-up for goodness sake.  
 
    “I’m not sure anymore if I’m going to be able to go back to them.” Her voice quivered as her hand wiped a stray tear from her cheek. “Zena told me something, something that changes everything.” 
 
    Lilliah twisted so she was facing her friend and took her hands, being careful not to touch the cuts. 
 
    “What did she tell you, Becca?” 
 
    “I’m, I’m not fully human anymore, Lil. She doesn’t know what I am.” Tears now fell freely down Rebecca’s cheeks, her hands shaking.  
 
    Lilliah froze, she had made some guesses as to what had been wrong with Rebecca, but none of them even came to close to this. 
 
    “When she saw me at the hotel she said she could sense it. That my soul wasn’t quite human. She told me she didn’t know what it was, but it’s dark.” 
 
    Lilliah shook her head, her thumbs running over the sides of Rebecca’s warm hands. “What does that even mean? Why didn’t she bring it up with me, or with anyone? Why did she lay this all on you?” An anger directed at Zena started to creep into Lilliah, how dare she put this on her friend, days after being brought back to life. How dare she make her feel this way and then just fly off without accountability hours later! 
 
    “I feel fine,” Rebecca asserted, tugging her hand away to wipe her tears before giving it back to Lilliah to hold. “But now I’m scared. What if Lucifer has some part of me still? What if he can control me?” 
 
    “He can’t,” Lilliah insisted, but the truth was she just didn’t know. All she could do was follow her gut, and right now her gut was telling her Rebecca was safe from Lucifer. “I knew when there was someone else in there, and it wasn’t you who was attacking me. It didn’t sound like you or even look like you. It wasn’t you.” 
 
    “My biggest fear is that I hurt one of you. Or what about when I die? Am I part Demon? Am I destined for hell? When I hit that woman, I honestly just couldn’t stop, the anger and fear just came out through my fists,” she confessed in a rush, her eyes wide.  
 
    Lilliah’s heart melted, the friend that been absent for the past day or so was now back. There was no way the woman in front of her was evil. 
 
    “I don’t know about thing;” Lilliah smiled, trying to lighten the mood. “But I know a few people in Heaven, I feel like I could totally pull a few strings.” She winked, not really mentioning the fact that her real father hated her. One thing she did know was that neither Rebecca nor Sebastian would go to perdition. She’d make sure they didn’t. 
 
    “What If I don’t die at all? What if I turn into one of those scary statue things like the originals?” As if the floodgates had been opened for Rebecca, she let all her fears and worries out. Everything that she had been bottling in was being released, and Lilliah could almost see the weight being lifted off her shoulders. 
 
    “Then I’d find you a ring like this and we’d stay on Earth forever.” She held up her ring to show Rebecca, twisting it on her finger. Rebecca took her ring and held it up to the light. 
 
    “It looks like tin,” she laughed and sniffed at the same time, “Is it like Azrael’s ring? Did he give it to you?” 
 
    Lilliah nodded, pulling her hand away. “Yeah, babe. I’m going to live forever. If Lucifer doesn’t kill me first that is.” 
 
    Both girls stayed silent for a minute, both now comfortable once more.  
 
    “You know Sebastian is a Demon too, right?” 
 
    Rebecca nodded. “Yeah, of course.” 
 
    “Then why not speak to him about it? He’s worried about you. Like me. And, he will probably get where you’re coming from. ”  
 
    Rebecca seemed to be thinking it through, “I didn’t mean to be a jerk. I just didn’t want to lay all of this on everyone after everything that is going on. Zena honestly thought I knew, she said she thought I could sense it. She said Benedict should have been able to sense it, but after the attack and the fire so much has been happening."  
 
    Lilliah straightened her back, oh yeah, she would definitely be talking to Zena when she got back. “Doesn’t the fact that you don’t sense it means something? Like maybe it’s not there?” 
 
    Rebecca shrugged her shoulders. “Maybe, maybe not.” 
 
    “Whatever it is, we’ll sort it out. You’re not hurting anyone or going anywhere.” Lilliah pulled her friend into a tight hug.  
 
    “I love you, Lil.” 
 
    “Yeah, me too.” 
 
    They pulled back when they heard a knock at the door. Lilliah clambered off the bed, tying her robe tighter around her waist as she headed to the door.  
 
    “What’s wrong, Iris, didn’t you take a key card?” Lilliah opened the door, her smile fading as she stared at the couple in front of her. 
 
    A man and woman, probably in their late fifties stood before them, the woman small, with a big smile on her face. The man stood just behind her, large but with kind eyes. Not really the sort of people who randomly knocked on hotel doors late at night.  
 
    “Is there a young woman by the name of Iris staying in this room?” The woman asked politely, tucking a piece of hair behind her ear as she tried to peer into the room. 
 
    “Who's asking?” Rebecca joined Lilliah at the door. 
 
    “Well, my son believes that there is a woman staying here by the name of Iris. He thinks he has to meet her,” she explained before turning to her left. “Honey, come over here. These ladies right here might be the ones you’re looking for.” 
 
    A young blond boy, no older than ten, almost skipped down the hall, his smile growing when he saw Lilliah.  
 
    “You’re Lilliah, right? I have so much to tell you. But hey, where are my manners?” The young boy held out his hand for Lilliah to shake. “I’m Thomas. Nice to meet you.” 
 
    Lilliah took the boys hand, recognising him from the article Iris that shown her on the laptop 
 
    “Iris will be back soon.” Rebecca stepped back to allow the family in while Lilliah stayed almost glued to the spot. Who was this family? 
 
    “Oh, what a lovely room,” the mother effused, ushering her son inside. ‘"We were going to stay here on our anniversary weren't we, Stanley?” 
 
    The big burly man behind her smiled. “Oh, yes. Lovely hotel.” 
 
    Lilliah closed the door and remained there as the family checked out their room. Rebecca had moved to stand near the bed, and she also watched the family. They looked so normal Lilliah realised, pulling her gown tighter, the last thing she wanted to do was flash the poor family. Everyone Lilliah had met, had known, or had been involved in the magical world, had been magical, and the odd few that hadn’t, like Derek and his girlfriend, hadn’t exactly been normal. He ran a secret government agency for goodness sake. These people looked like they baked cakes, went to church; that kind of thing. 
 
    Lilliah jumped back as the door opened and Iris came walking through. 
 
    “I’ve left the machine going, but it shouldn’t take long to--” She stopped in her tracks when she saw the family. 
 
    “Hello,” Thomas greeted her.  
 
    “Oh dear, you must be Iris.” The mother stepped forward and held out her hand. “We are the Wrights, and this is our son Thomas. Or do you already know that?” 
 
    Thomas rolled his eyes dramatically. “You are funny, Mom.” He advanced until he was face to face with Iris. “It’s kind of nice to meet someone like me. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 28 
 
      
 
    Iris sat on the floor, Thomas opposite her, both had their legs crossed. 
 
    “We came here to meet you,” Iris spoke slowly, her hands nervously playing with the rug she now sat on. 
 
    Thomas smiled and nodded. “I guessed that when I kept seeing the name of the hotel. I was asleep, and then I kept seeing it, over and over again in my dream. I heard your name too, a lot. ” He turned to include Lilliah.“I heard your name too.” 
 
    Lilliah smiled and nodded. She wasn’t holding out for Michael or any of the Angels to be very nice about her. Thomas didn’t share that though, instead, he turned back to Iris. 
 
    “I woke up and went straight to tell Mom and Dad we had to come here.” 
 
    “And you just got up and brought him?” Rebecca leant forward, resting her elbow on her knee as she looked at the parents sitting on the other bed. Lilliah turned to them also, trying to figure out the family in front of her. Iris had been a shell of a woman when they had first met, hiding away in a small apartment and popping pills every chance she had. Yet, the small bright-eyed boy in front of them all was so full of life, his parents seeming so understanding of his gift that they would just get up in the middle of the night to take him to a random hotel. It was either amazing or crazy, Lilliah had yet to decide which. 
 
    “Well, of course, he said it was important, that a message needs to be passed on and he was the only one to do it,” Thomas’s father, Stanley, declared staring down at his son with obvious pride.  
 
    “Thomas’s gift has always been very accurate,” his mother nodded.  
 
    “Your gift. What do you know about it? What do you think you are?” Iris leaned forward, her voice low and quiet. 
 
    “Mum thinks I’m a prophet, sent from God.” Thomas covered his eyes, a big boyish grin spreading across his features. 
 
    “I believe the Lord sent you to us for a purpose,” his mother, corrected, turning to look at Lilliah and Rebecca. “I was always told I couldn't have children. Wasn't I, Stanley?” 
 
    Stanley nodded, “Oh, she was all right. Every doctor told us.” 
 
    “They told us to give up. There was no hope. Then, by the grace of God, I fell pregnant.” Her hand went to her stomach, her finger pressing into her flesh. “We were overjoyed. Shocked. Blessed.” 
 
    Stanley took his wife’s hand and brought it to his lips. “So blessed.” 
 
    “And then his visions started. About the age of eight or nine.” 
 
    “Nine,” Stanley confirmed, his eyes now watering. 
 
    “And I just knew, I knew it in my soul. It was another gift from our Lord and saviour. Thomas isn’t just a blessing to us, but to everyone.” 
 
    Lilliah sat back and stared down at Iris. Yeah, they probably shouldn’t tell this family everything about Heaven and hell. They weren't going to be the ones to spoil their ideas. 
 
    “Well, if you’re like Iris.” Lilliah stressed, “then you’re a psychic. It means you’re able to talk to Angels up in Heaven. To pass on messages.” And that was all Lilliah was comfortable saying. She'd leave it to Benedict to explain the rest, she was not going to be the one to destroy this family's deep-rooted faith.  
 
    His parents gasped in delight, Thomas beamed and looked at Iris.  
 
    “That’s so cool.” 
 
    Iris smiled, but it didn't quite reach her eyes. “Do you have any brothers and sisters? Or any other relatives?” she asked his parents. 
 
    Lilliah’s heart sank just a little. She’s been there when Benedict had explained what a psychic was to Iris, he’d told her that the psychic ability had been given to one family. Iris’s family, a family who had given her up at birth. Something that Lilliah hadn’t even thought about, could they really be related? Could this be the family that gave Iris up all those years ago? 
 
    “No, no family.” Stanley shook his head, as did his wife.  
 
    “My parents died a few years back. It’s just been the three of us since then.” Thomas's mum explained, smiling.  
 
    Anyone who paid attention could see the hope die from Iris’s eyes as she lowered her head. Lilliah saw it, she pushed off the bed and knelt on the floor beside her friend. Her hand rubbing Iris’s arm.  
 
    “I promise you, we will find everything about your parents and your family. Someone somewhere will know something about them, and we’ll find it.” 
 
    Iris pressed her lips together, tears spilling down her cheeks. “I just thought it was possible that these might be them. I thought I could find my family.” 
 
    Lilliah put her arm around Iris and pulled her into a hug. 
 
    “What’s wrong, Iris?” Thomas knelt forward, his hand reaching out and touching Iris's knee. As soon as the contact was made everything went dark for Lilliah, and she felt as if someone had punched her in the stomach. 
 
    “Oh goodness.” She fell forward as she tried to drag in air. 
 
    “Lilliah. Finally, you have come.” 
 
    She lifted her head, the darkness slowly fading into a bright light. 
 
    She saw Michael first, stood only a few metres away, surrounded by his council members. Lilliah pushed herself up but stayed on her knees as she took in her surroundings, her chest still feeling tight.  
 
    They were in the Holy Govern, surrounded by guards and council members. The older men stayed back, staring down their noses at her. The guards stood alert, their hands on their weapons as if they thought she would attack at any moment.  
 
    “I can’t, I can’t breathe right,” she gasped, placing her hand over heart, feeling it’s erratic beat. What was happening to her? 
 
    “Lucifer has put some sort of spell around Heaven. We have been unable to contact you through your friend,” Michael informed her, each word harsh as he glared down at her. 
 
    “We had to create another psychic just so you’d have the power to communicate,” a wide-eyed woman explained, her hand at her throat. 
 
     That explained Thomas, Lilliah realised. She looked to her side wondering if Iris and Thomas had also heard, but Iris and Thomas weren’t with her. 
 
    “What do you need to tell me?” She tried to sound strong, but the burn in her throat and lungs was becoming almost unbearable. She blinked as her head became foggy, making it almost impossible to stand. 
 
    “Lucifer has built an army. He is stronger than any of us could have predicted. Especially with that Warlock by his side.” Michael crossed and took a seat at the far end of the hall. 
 
    “We know about the children he’s been turning. They’re not trained, not ready for the kind of war Lucifer is trying to start.” 
 
    “Trying?” A dark haired man stepped forward, Lilliah recognised him from her time in Heaven, but couldn’t think of his name as her throat ran dry, her head now feeling heavy. 
 
    “The war has started, we feel his magic hammering on Heaven's doors as we speak. The children you speak of are a distraction, it’s the army in hell we fear.” 
 
    Heck, army. The words spun around Lilliah’s head. 
 
    “The spell must be taking its effect on her.” A guard stepped forward, his hand held out. 
 
    “Don’t touch her,” Michael roared, Lilliah couldn’t see, but she was sure he stood up. The guard stepped back, his eyes downcast. 
 
    “He’s opening hell?” She wet her lips and tried to focus on one thing. A tile on the floor. Her eyes stayed glued to it as she tried to steady her heart rate. 
 
    “Yes, and with your blood and the right spell. Heaven will be his for the taking,” Michael seethed. Lilliah could hear him walking towards her. No one else in the room moved as their leader stalked towards his daughter. 
 
    “Ho . . .  how does he have my . . . ?” Her tongue felt too big to even finish the sentence.  
 
    “He had your blood, a lot of it too, after you were attacked at The Cure all those months ago. It was your blood that brought him back from hell.” Michael grabbed her chin, forcing her to face him. “But he needed more. And you, the fool that you are, gave it to him when you let that betraying whore stab you.” 
 
    Let? Who would ever let themselves get stabbed? Lilliah wanted to scream as she yanked her face away from her father’s cold hands. But she couldn’t, her body felt too heavy to move. Instead, her eyes travelled the room, blinking when she saw the silhouette of three women. They stood back from the crowd, hidden in the shadows, but Lilliah saw them. Were they her sisters? 
 
    “Soon Lucifer will unleash hell on your world and on ours. Destroying everything and everyone in his path. You must destroy him first.” 
 
    Michael let go of her chin and turned.  
 
    “That’s it?” Lilliah choked out, unable to hold herself up as her body fell to the ground. “You’re not going to help us fight him, tell us how to defeat him? Nothing?” 
 
    Michael turned his head to look back over his shoulder. “I gave you the opportunity to fight on our side. Remember, you are the one that left.” 
 
    “People will die. So many people.” She choked her words, the light and dark now blurring into one. “You and Lucifer are both monsters . . .  and when I’m done . . .  you’ll both be in hell.” 
 
    She wasn’t sure if she had even said the words. As she closed her eyes, she could feel her body spiralling, drifting back to Earth. The voice of a man she didn’t recognise faintly in the distance.  
 
    “I know where they are,” was all she heard before she fell back into a pit of darkness. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 29 
 
      
 
    “Oh dear. Look at that bump on her head. It’s really coming out now,” were the first words Lilliah heard as she emerged from the darkness. The dizziness in her head had vanished instantly, her breathing now easy and pain-free. 
 
    She could almost feel the bodies hovering over her. Slowly she opened her eyes, everything a blur at first. 
 
    “Yeah, she’ll heal up pretty quickly,” Rebecca assured Thomas’s mum. 
 
    She squinted in the light. Light? She sat up, her hand reaching out to grab Rebecca’s arm. 
 
    “What time is it?” Her other hand patted the bed under her. Her surroundings now making more sense. Someone had moved her onto the bed; she was still dressed in her dressing gown.  
 
    “Not even eight in the morning,” Thomas's mother said, pulling the quilt up to Lilliah’s waist. “You really should rest, my dear. You did hit your head when you passed out.” 
 
    Lilliah pushed the quilt back and swung her legs off the bed, Rebecca moving back to give her space.  
 
    “I’m fine, honestly,” she assured Thomas’s mother hurriedly before turning back to Rebecca. “I need to speak to Azrael. I need a phone or something.” 
 
    Rebecca nodded and patted her jeans pocket. “I don’t have my phone. Benedict always told us to leave them, that they could be tracked.” 
 
    Already knowing that, Lilliah rubbed her head. Iris lay asleep on the other bed, on top of the covers. Thomas sat on the floor near the TV, only occasionally looking over, he wasn’t smiling like before, but frowning deeply.  
 
    “Stanley has just nipped out to pick up breakfast. He has a phone.” Thomas's mother motioned in the direction of the door, her eyes wide and her once neat hair piled on top of her head, dark circles now evident beneath her light brown eyes. They’d only been in the presence of this family for a couple of hours and already they’d worn them down. 
 
    Lilliah nodded and stood. “Did you sleep?” She wasn’t asking anyone in particular as she crossed the room to a pile of neatly folded clothes on the chair near the bathroom door. She lifted them to her nose and sniffed. Oh, clean clothes. Something so simple, something she’d taken for granted before. But now was a complete luxury. 
 
    “We took it in turns last night. We also told Martha and Stanley that they could leave, obviously, they decided to stay,” Rebecca answered, smiling fondly at the other woman.  
 
    Martha was sitting on the bed. “There was no way we could leave after what just happened. You collapsed, Thomas had just found out what you were, what his gift is. We had to stay.”  
 
    What had they told this family? Lilliah wondered, eyeing Thomas as he watched TV.  
 
    Without speaking Lilliah escaped into the bathroom, quickly changing into her clothes. The sense of urgency now building in her. The word war. War, war, repeating over and over again in her head. She always knew that would be Lucifer’s endgame. But now? So soon? They had no army to fight him with, no weapons. Nothing. 
 
    She heard the door open and Stanley’s deep voice. “I’ve picked up a little breakfast for everyone. Some cereal, some pastries.” 
 
    Lilliah swung the door open just as Iris awoke and stretched on the bed, rubbing her sleepy eyes.  
 
    “How are you feeling, Lil?” she yawned, taking a small box of cereal from Stanley. Thomas now had food and was near his parents, he passed the remote to his mother and dug into the bag of food.  
 
    “I’m good.” Lilliah put her hands in her pockets and waited until Stanley had finished passing out food. 
 
    “Oh, Stan, Lilliah needs to use your cell.” Martha took a bite of her croissant and flicked the TV channel.  
 
    “It’s not the latest in technology.” Stanley pulled out an old phone and bashfully passed it over. “But, it should do the trick just fine.” 
 
    “It’s great, honestly thank you so much.” She took it then froze, neither Benedict nor Azrael had given her a number to call. She dialled Azrael’s normal number and paced as it rang. 
 
    “Oh look at this,” Martha pointed to the TV, “I saw this earlier. So sad.” She munched, covering her mouth as she spoke. It was a video of a tsunami crashing into India, destroying every building in its path. 
 
    Lilliah’s blood ran cold as Martha sighed. “There was such a powerful earthquake in France yesterday too. It left an actual hole in the ground. Could you believe it?” 
 
    The number she had dialled rang out, Lilliah disconnected and cursed, throwing the phone on the bed, her hands now shaking. There had been so many natural disasters over the past couple of days, now everything had started to make sense. Lucifer. “I can’t get hold of them.” She dug her hand in her hair and closed her eyes. 
 
    “So we head back to New York.” Rebecca shrugged, piling the dry cereal into her mouth as if her idea had been the simplest in the world. But that meant another day went by without Azrael and Benedict knowing what Lucifer had been up to. How he’d been playing them all into chasing their own tails. 
 
    But, their only option was to go back to New York. She could get to her brother, get to Caleb and try to come up with a plan.  
 
    “Okay. We need to leave soon. If we take turns we could be there by tomorrow.”  
 
    Rebecca moved first, picking her clothes up from the same place Lilliah found hers and disappeared into the bathroom. She’d been in this situation too many times before, Rebecca knew the drill. 
 
    “What about Thomas?”  
 
    The little boy lifted his head as Iris said his name. His mouth turned down at the corners. 
 
    “I don’t know what to do. It dangerous where we’re going. Anything could be waiting for us back in New York.” She spoke to them all, noticing the way Stanley gently placed his hand on his wife’s shoulder and Martha’s back straightened as she laid her hand on top of his. 
 
    Would they still feel this brave if they knew what was coming? If they knew who they were fighting? Could Lilliah really leave them here unprotected? She doubted Lucifer would be interested in Thomas, but could she risk their lives on that assumption? The answer was simple, no she couldn’t. But how much could she tell them without shattering everything they held dear? Their faith? 
 
    “Would you come to New York with us?” Lilliah sat on the bed, both Thomas and Martha nodded simultaneously. “Even if I told you that we are up against the worst kind of evil. Something so dark that it could rip our world apart.” She needed them to know the risks of stepping out that door. she needed them to understand. Even if it was just a little. 
 
    “We know there is some sort of trouble. But I believe our boy was given his gift so he could help. We believe in our Lord and Saviour. And, for some reason, we believe in you, Lilliah.” Stanley's eyes were so genuine, his smile so pure that Lilliah’s eyes filled with tears. 
 
    Martha held up a book. “I carry my Bible everywhere. This is all the protection we need.” 
 
    If only that were true, Lilliah thought, her heart skipping a beat when she saw Stanley’s phone light up with a number. Without thinking she picked it up. 
 
    “Hello?” 
 
    “Lilliah? Is everything okay?” It was Azrael. 
 
    “Oh, thank goodness.” She turned away from everyone, hoping to have some semblance of privacy. “We found the boy, we found Thomas. He’s a psychic.” She rushed the words, trying to keep her voice low. Rebecca entered the room but stood in the doorway and observed Lilliah, listening to what she was saying. 
 
    “Right. Do you think he could help us?” She could hear movement Azrael’s end and could imagine him walking out of a room. 
 
    She nodded, even though he couldn’t see her. “He already has. There was a spell, something blocking Michael from talking to Iris, from talking to me. We needed another psychic to push past the spell, so Michael created one.” 
 
    She was sure she heard Martha gasp in the back, but Lilliah didn’t turn, she didn’t know how long she had with Azrael and she had to tell him everything. 
 
    “What did he want to tell you?” Azrael breathed down the phone, his voice already sounding on edge. Part of him probably already knowing. 
 
    “He’s been leading us around in circles, playing all of us. Sending Rebecca back so we could save her, the Vatican, the attack at your house. All of it. He’s been keeping us busy so we didn’t figure it out sooner. He’s opening hell, he’s ready for war.” She almost whispered the last words, holding the receiver as close to her mouth as she could, not saying Lucifer’s name out loud. Thomas would know who he was, and she refused to scare the child unnecessarily. Rebecca heard, she saw her friend straighten her back and uncross her arms.  
 
    Azrael cursed. “What else did he say?” Lilliah understood the meaning of his words. How is he going to help? 
 
    “Nothing. He’s locking the doors, leaving everyone on Earth. We can’t count on them, none of them. We have to finish this by ourselves.” 
 
    They both stayed silent, knowing what that meant. That they would have to take down an entire army created in the depths of torture. She squeezed her eyes shut. 
 
    “Go back to New York. We’ll be in the air within the hour. Derek already had his men spread out across the globe. We’ll get every hand working to find out where Lucifer plans to start his attack.” His voice was so low, each of his breaths felt like they were fanning Lilliah cheek.  
 
    “Okay. Goodbye, I love you.” 
 
    “I love you too.” She disconnected and turned around. Every pair of eyes in the room glued on her. 
 
    “Do you still want to come with us?” She passed Stanley his phone back. 
 
    Martha’s eyes filled with tears, a small soft smile now gracing her lips. “Michael?” 
 
    Reluctantly, Lilliah nodded and Martha stood, pressing a long kiss on the top of Thomas’s head. “I knew it. I knew he was a gift from the Lord.” She then turned back to Lilliah. “Yes. We will come with you.” 
 
      
 
    The Wrights left to go and pick up a few bags of clothes and were meeting them at the hotel half an hour later.  
 
    “So they are following us back?” Iris confirmed as they loaded the car with food and drink for the journey. They’d decided to only stop for fuel, much like the trip down.  
 
    “Yep, that the plan.” Rebecca climbed into the car and adjusted the driver's seat. “We’ll break a few speed limits and we should be back in no time.” 
 
    Iris nodded and got in the back, pulling out her old iPod and headphones. 
 
    “So Thomas really isn’t related to me then?” She didn’t look up from her screen, but Lilliah knew she was speaking to her. She leaned on the open door, resting her head against the metal.  
 
    “No, he’s not.” She rubbed Iris’s leg and gave it a quick squeeze. “But I’m sure they’re out there. And we’ll find them.” 
 
    Iris put on her earphones and Lilliah slid into the front seat just as Stanley drove up, motioning with his hand for Rebecca to pass them and lead the way. 
 
    Lilliah pulled the brown folder from the glove compartment where she had stashed it earlier. It was Paul Anderson’s file, the file that Benedict had given to her before they left. The first couple of pages were pictures of him, some at The Cure and others were taken elsewhere. He’d been smiling in each shot. He looked so different with a smile on his face, Lilliah thought flicking to the next page. The pages were filled with details, everything about the man had been described, from to height and weight who he spoke to the most. She skimmed the information, nothing really standing out. 
 
    “So all this time Lucifer had been unleashing hell and no one noticed.” Rebecca sat forward in her seat, her eyes straight ahead. 
 
    Lilliah set the file down on her lap. “Yeah, pretty much. And Michael is refusing to do anything about it. All that man cares about is himself.” 
 
    Her fingers tapped on the folder, her shoulder stiff. “He gets to people through their loved ones. Using them to manipulate their thoughts and actions. It's horrible, but he knows how to make each and every one of us dance to his tune. And it’s through others that we love.” 
 
    As if a light bulb had flashed in Lilliah’s head she opened the file, skimming through the pictures until she found the one she was looking for. “You’re right. And that’s what he did to Paul Anderson.” She held up a picture of Paul and a woman, they were both smiling at each other, their heads bent as if they had been telling their deepest darkest secrets.  
 
    “It says here that Paul’s wife died four years ago. I think Lucifer promised him something, something to do with her.” Lilliah said as Rebecca tried her best to look at her iPod, her eyebrows raised in surprise.  
 
    “He must have been so desperate. I could see it in his eyes that he was ashamed,” Lilliah shook her head, picturing the scene again. “Lucifer was using his love for her against him. I’m sure of it.” 
 
    “Do we turn onto the bridge?” Rebecca asked, tapping the Sat-Nav that was built into the dash as it flashed at her before going black.  
 
    “Yeah, I think so.” Lilliah agreed, not looking up.  
 
    “Well, we’re on it now, so if it’s the wrong way it's officially your fault for not paying attention.” 
 
    Lilliah laughed, glancing up just as a huge black truck smashed into her side of the car. Lilliah’s head hit the seat back, the side of the car now locking her legs in an iron tight grip, making it impossible for her to move. The car spun and Rebecca screamed, keeping her hands on the wheel as the car slid sideways.  
 
    Iris screamed from the back as the car was pushed relentlessly over the side of the bridge into the lake below. The cold iciness hit Lilliah's body like a thousand knives as the car slowly started to fill with water. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 30  
 
      
 
     “Hold your breath!” Lilliah tried to wrench her legs free from the metal as the water flooded into the car.  
 
    A panicked Rebecca undid her seatbelt and leaned over, trying to help pull Lilliah’s legs free. The water was filling the car, inexorably creeping up her neck and covering her head just as they extricated her.  
 
    Lilliah turned, jerking the head-rest from her seat and using it to smash her window as the car sank into the darkness of the water. The glass gave way and she pushed Rebecca out first, reaching behind her to grab Iris. She panicked at first, kicking and hitting and Lilliah struggled to push her body out through the small opening. As soon as Iris was through Lilliah eased herself out of the car that had now hit the bottom of the river, her lungs burning from the lack of oxygen. She swam to the surface, her body nearly seizing up in the freezing water, but she fought upwards until her face broke the water and she was able to gasp great gulps of air. “Oh my goodness. Oh my goodness,” Iris choked, her body shuddering as she trod the water. Lilliah looked upwards, squinting as the early morning sun blinded her.  
 
    “Lilliah, where's the other car?” Rebecca sobbed hysterically, turning in circles in the water. Lilliah was sure her heart stopped. 
 
    “Thomas!” she screamed, the water around her ominously undisturbed. When there was no reply she dove into the water again, pushing as hard and as fast as she could. The water stung her eyes, but Lilliah stopped, turning, desperately trying to see something. She swam to the top, breathing in as much air as she could before going under again. And that’s when she saw it, the car in the bottom of the lake. 
 
    She swam towards it, her arms burning as she propelled herself forward. It wasn’t until she was alongside the window that she was able to distinguish the family inside. Stanley wasn’t moving in the front, Martha was desperately trying to open the door while Thomas was still in the back. 
 
    Bracing her legs against the side of the car she hit the window, she struck over and over again until the glass gave way. She reached in, a panicking Martha clawing at her hands as they both tried to unbuckle the seatbelt. Lilliah grabbed her arm, yanked her over Stanley and into the water, pushing her away so she could reach his seatbelt. She unbuckled him with ease and then pulled him through the broken window. Grabbing the collar of his shirt she swam, her legs burning as she pulled Stanley to the surface.  
 
    “Take him,” she screamed, shoving him towards Rebecca before she went back under. Time was against her as she swam to the bottom of the lake, getting to the car faster than before and sliding through the window. 
 
    Thomas was completely unconscious in the back, his light blond hair floating around him like a halo. She reached for his seatbelt and pulled him to the front, his small frame making it easier for her to drag his body from the wreck of the car. 
 
    Lilliah was swimming faster than she ever thought possible, pulling Thomas with her and praying she wasn’t too late. Her face broke the surface of the water and she gasped while making sure his head was out and he could breathe. 
 
    Everyone else was already out and on the bank, she could hear Martha sobbing as a man knelt over Stanley looking as if he was performing CPR.  
 
    “Lilliah.” Rebecca ran into the water towards her, swimming when it became deeper. Lilliah pulled the small boy behind her, the gravity of what just happened finally sinking in.  
 
    “Is everyone okay?” she called when Rebecca was closer. 
 
    Rebecca grabbed Thomas’s arm and helped Lilliah pull him to shore, where a crowd of people was gathering on the bank and back on the bridge.  
 
    “This boy needs help!” Rebecca shouted immediately her feet touched solid ground. A couple of people ran towards them and helped carry Thomas out of the water. Lilliah held back, her feet still in the freezing water as he watched a man leaning over Stanley, pushing into his chest over and over again. Martha wailed when she saw Thomas lying on the ground, his face deathly white, as a stranger ripped open his top and started to perform CPR. 
 
    “My baby. Not my baby.” She stroked his hair back and kissed his face over and over again. 
 
    This couldn’t be happening, was Lilliah’s first thought as her body started to shake. Iris sat on the ground, her back to a boulder as she sobbed openly. Then a movement behind her caught Lilliah’s eye, a figure was standing watching them on the edge of a group of trees. Their shadows hid any features, but a shiver ran down Lilliah’s spine. Not taking her eyes off the figure she moved towards it, everything around her turning into a blur as the figure turned away and Lilliah increased her pace in pursuit.  
 
    Her feet splashed through the water until they hit the bank of the lake. Lilliah scaled a boulder and ran into the trees, her legs carrying her faster than even she would have thought possible. The figure, a man, was running from her. His back definitely getting closer and closer as Lilliah sprinted through the trees, not seeming to notice as low hanging branches whipped into her face and arms.  
 
    When she estimated she was close enough she dove, her arms stretched out ready to land on the man, but she landed on the hard ground, her body making contact with a resounding thud. 
 
    “Ow.” She pushed herself up to her knees and scrutinised the trees around her. The sound of ambulances rang out over the soft hum of traffic, but other that, silence. 
 
    “Who are you?” Lilliah slowly regained her feet, her hands fisted at her sides. “Lucifer?” 
 
    A deep laugh caused her to spin around, her body jolting as three identical men confronted her.  
 
    Their light brown hair was swept back, their thumbs hooked into loops in their dark denim jeans. A deep scar cut into each of their faces from the corner of their mouths to outside their eyes. She blinked, was she imagining this? She shook her head, but they still remained. They were broad but weren’t very tall, maybe a little taller than Lilliah? 
 
    “Do I look like Lucifer to you?” all three of them answered in unison and Lilliah’s eyes widened. What was going on? 
 
    “I don’t know what you look like.” She stepped back, a branch breaking under her heel, not taking her eyes and of any of the men, or should it be man? They were definitely the same person she concluded, watching as they moved as one. How was any of this possible? 
 
    They all stepped forward, their eyes now intense. “If Azrael and Benedict think their only enemy is Lucifer they are mistaken.” He spat their names, his mouth twisted into a snarl. 
 
    “Then why don't you tell them that? Instead, you choose to attack a human family unable to defend themselves.” Her eyes focused on the middle man, sizing him up and down. “I don’t care what you are, staying back there makes you a coward. You want to attack me? Come at me now!” She tilted her head with the challenge, her arms open and her body braced for an attack on either side.  
 
    His eyes flared, his nostrils widening as he let out a war cry before charging at her. All three attacked at the same time. Lilliah hit one while kicking another, the men grunting with every contact. 
 
    She pushed one of her attackers back far enough to get uppercut in on the one to her left. They all stumbled back, blood seeping from their mouths. 
 
    “So you bleed? Good.” She didn’t wait for them to regroup, and went in with everything she had, blocking and hitting constantly. Her hand smashed into one of their stomachs while her other hand grabbed one by the neck and threw him to the ground. 
 
    “I’m going to make you pay for very breath you took off that family, ”she screamed, hitting, kicking, pulling, and punching like a crazy person. They were tiring, she could feel it in their hits, their energy was sapping, they were growing weak. But Lilliah was just getting started. 
 
    All three of them pushed her away; she fell to the floor as they staggered back, their chests heaving. Two of the figures blurred until they vanished altogether, leaving one lone man, his back hunched as he tried to steady his breathing.  
 
    “I’ve fought Warlocks before.” She pushed herself to her feet, taking a guess as to what he was. His lips turned up into a bloodied smile, his back straightening. 
 
    “You’ve fought nothing like me. I’m one of a kind, a man who had lost everything. His family, his life. Only to come back stronger. Better.” 
 
    He started to mutter something under his breath, a red glow starting to form in the palms of his hands. 
 
    “Azrael took it all away from me. Now I’m going to take everything from him,” he shouted the last word, extending his hands as a red fire flew straight at Lilliah, tossing her through the air until her back crashed into a tree. 
 
    Her body fell to the floor, unable to move.  
 
    She heard him approach, the leaves and branches crackling under his feet.  
 
    She willed her body to move, using everything she had. No matter how hard she tried she couldn’t. 
 
    “I’m going to send you back to Heaven now,” he gloated, his feet planted just in front of her face. “Then, soon, we’ll smash down that door too, killing everything and anyone. I’ll tell Azrael you said goodbye.” 
 
    Lilliah closed her eyes, the fire building in her stomach. Growing bigger and bigger, just not fast enough. 
 
    Her body braced as he cried out, waiting for the impact with her eyes squeezed shut. Instead of the pain she anticipated she heard a thud.  
 
    Lilliah opened her eyes to see the man prone on the ground, screaming as Rebecca sat on top of him, pounding his face with her fists. 
 
    “Get up, Lilliah,” she shouted, not missing a beat with her punches.  
 
    “I can’t,” Lilliah managed to mumble, as a tingle started in her legs and spread into her stomach. Movement slowly coming back. 
 
    The man, whoever he was, used the same power to hurl Rebecca back. Lilliah watched her friend fly through the air and land a few metres away. 
 
    He stood, his face now covered in blood and his hands shaking. 
 
    “I’m ending this!” he yelled marching towards Lilliah. As soon as he was close enough she reached out, grabbing his ankle. 
 
    The fire that had simmered in her for so long flew from her hand. The power she still didn’t understand spread up his leg, burning his clothes and travelled up his body.  
 
    His wail was of pure agony, his back arched, his head thrown back.  
 
    Lilliah’s nails dug in tighter, her body shaking. “This is for Thomas, you mongrel!” 
 
    “No!”  
 
    Lilliah’s head snapped to the side, the voice all too familiar to her. A voice that still sent shivers of fear down her spine. 
 
    Lucifer stood only a few metres away, his arm stretched out towards the wailing man. With one menacing glare at Lilliah, Lucifer and the man she had been holding onto had vanished.  
 
    Lilliah stayed still for a moment, listening, making sure they had really gone. The quietness sounding strange after so much noise.  
 
    “Who was that?” Rebecca crawled towards her, her top covered in their attacker's blood. 
 
    “I think, that was Lucifer’s Warlock.” 
 
    When they were sure they could walk Lilliah and Rebecca both staggered through the trees and headed for the river. 
 
    “You’re a lot more violent now,” Lilliah said, eyeing Rebecca’s blood stained shirt.  
 
    “Yeah, I know.” She stared down her bloodied hands. “It’s new. But it doesn’t scare me, I actually kind of like it.” 
 
    Lilliah arched her eyebrow. 
 
    “I know it's weird,” Rebecca laughed. “But everyone around me can fight, they can protect themselves. Now, I feel like I can too. It's so strange, but my body just moves. It somehow knows what to do. It’s like I was a secret ninja all this time, and just, didn’t know.” 
 
    Lilliah burst out laughing. “A ninja, huh? I like that.” 
 
    The bank was now covered with people, most of them cordoned behind a length of police tape secured between two trees. 
 
    Lilliah and Rebecca both searched frantically through the crowd until they identified Martha and Iris. They were sitting on one of the large rocks, a blanket over their shoulders. A wan Thomas was at their side. 
 
    Lilliah rushed forward, pushing past a policeman that tried to stop her. 
 
    “It’s okay. They’re with us.” Martha stood, letting the blanket fall to the ground. 
 
    The policeman took note of their wet clothes. “Were you in this accident? You need to get checked out by the paramedics.” 
 
    “No,” they both said in unison, shaking their head, and dodging past him. 
 
    “Where’s Stanley? Is he okay?” She ran her fingers through Thomas’s damp hair, her eyes filling with tears at the memory of his lifeless body floating in the water. 
 
    “He’s in the ambulance now. He’s okay. They got him to throw up most of the water. They’re taking him to the hospital so he can be checked out properly.” 
 
    Lilliah nodded, her body starting to shake, the adrenaline beginning to wear off and the cold starting to have an effect. 
 
    “Oh, dear.” Martha picked up her discarded blanket and tried to spread it over both Lilliah’s and Rebecca’s shoulders. “You girls must be freezing.” She stood on her tiptoes and looked over their heads. “Excuse me, we need more blankets over here.” 
 
    Even after nearly losing both her husband and her son, her thoughts were on others. Shrugging off the blanket Lilliah wrapped her arms around her, hugging her close. 
 
    “I’m so glad you’re all alright.”  
 
    Martha returned the hug instantly. “You saved us, Lilliah. I was panicking back there.” Her voice broke and Lilliah pulled back, still holding the older woman.  
 
    “You were great. Honestly, amazing.” 
 
    Just then the paramedics called and Martha excused herself. Wiping away her tears as she departed.  
 
    “Who did you run after and did you get him?” Iris’s tone reflected everything Lilliah had felt towards their attacker. Anger, hatred.  
 
    “He was a Warlock, the Warlock helping, well . . .” she eyed Thomas before looking back at Iris. “You know who.” 
 
    Iris’s eyed widened, glancing to the left and, right just in case he was still there.  
 
    “They’re gone,” Rebecca answered, moving to sit next to Iris and taking the blanket with her. “Lilliah used her power again and nearly set him on fire. Then big L showed up and took him away before she could finish the job.” 
 
    Iris snorted. “I hope he suffered.”  
 
    “That’s not nice.” said Thomas, frowning at Iris. 
 
    She shrugged. “Sometimes, kid, people aren’t nice.” 
 
    Martha returned before Thomas could think of something to say. “They’re taking Stanley to the hospital now. They said you could follow in the police cars?” 
 
    Lilliah nodded, silently walking to one of the waiting vehicles.  
 
    A policewoman slid into the driver’s side while she climbed into the passenger seat, Iris and Rebecca both getting in the back. Thomas had gone with his mum and dad. 
 
    They drove silently to the hospital, which luckily wasn’t too far.  
 
    “They will have taken your family to the emergency unit, just through that door,” the policewoman pointed to the large glass doors. “I have to fill out some paperwork, but I’ll be there shortly.” 
 
    They all piled out of the car and practically shuffled into the building. 
 
    “I’m so cold,” Iris shivered, wrapping her blanket tighter around her arms. 
 
    Lilliah was freezing too, she could hear her teeth chatter and was sure her lips had turned blue. But she couldn’t think about that now. They’d lost their ride, and she’d lost her phone in the crash, how were they going to get back to New York? 
 
    They followed the signs until they turned into the emergency unit, leaving a trail of water behind them.  
 
    “Oh, there you are.” Martha stood, now out of her wet clothes and in a simple light blue top and trousers. “We’ve called our pastor, he’s on his way. And I asked the nurse to get you some dry clothes.” She picked up a plastic bag from the seat and held it out just as Thomas appeared out of a room wearing something very similar.  
 
    “You can change in there. No one will come in,” Martha promised, pulling Thomas towards her and kissing the top of his head. 
 
    “Thank you,” said Lilliah, taking the bag and heading into the room as fast she could, Iris and Rebecca close behind her.  
 
    They were all out of their clothes and into the dry ones within seconds. All sighing at the pleasurable warmth of the material against their skin. 
 
    “We need a car.” Rebecca pulled her hair band from her hair, and using her old top she dried it as best she could, before tying it back up again. 
 
    “I know.” Lilliah rubbed her eyes and opened the door. She knew they needed to get to New York as soon as possible. She feared her attack on the Warlock would only make Lucifer more eager to get the show on the road.  
 
    Lilliah took a seat next to Martha and rested her head against the wall behind. Lucifer could start the attack right then, and there would be nothing anyone would be able to do about it. The thought was truly petrifying, especially with Azrael and Benedict currently in the air.  
 
    Martha reached over and took her hand, holding it tight. “You look like all the hope in the world just died.” 
 
    Lilliah turned to her. “It has. We need to get back to New York as soon as possible, we have no car, and I have no clue what to do if and when we get there.” 
 
    “There is always a way, Lilliah, you just have to have hope.” 
 
    She shook her head and looked away. “How can you still think like that? Your husband is in the hospital, you son nearly drowned.” 
 
    She compressed her lips and nodded. “But they didn’t. I’ve just spoken to the doctors, Stanley is going to be okay. You just need to have a little bit of faith.” Her eyes lit up as an older man with greying hair walked through the door.  
 
    “Pastor Roger.” She stood and embraced the man. 
 
    “Oh, Martha, how are you? I came as soon as I heard. How is Stanley?” 
 
    “He’s fine, we’re all fine.” She then flashed a glance at Lilliah before turning back to the pastor. “Did you drive here?” 
 
    The man nodded. “I drove as fast as I could.” 
 
    “I need to borrow your car,” she said simply. “It’s urgent and I’m sure God would approve.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 31 
 
      
 
    The pastor had, of course, been hesitant a first, but Martha had insisted. 
 
    “It’s a mission from God,” she had explained, emphasising the point by gripping his arms.  
 
    “You’re not thinking straight. You’ve just been in a very serious accident. How you’re all still standing here is a miracle.” 
 
    “No, no.” She gestured back to Lilliah, “She’s the miracle, she saved us. And now she needs to get to New York City, they lost their car in the accident. Please, help me help them.” 
 
    Who could have resisted a plea like that? The pastor definitely couldn’t as he reached into his pocket and pulled out a single key.  
 
    Lilliah grabbed Martha, hugging her so tight she worried the older woman wouldn’t be able to breathe.  
 
    “Thank you. You’ll be safe, I promise, I’ll send someone back with your car and they’ll look after you.” Before, she had been worried Lucifer might have come for the family, but they had been right there and he hadn’t even glanced their way. Besides, she guessed Lucifer would be very preoccupied right about now. 
 
    Rebecca and Iris said their goodbyes with Iris promising Thomas she’d be back. Lilliah grabbed a pen and scribbled down Martha’s number.  
 
    “Thank you. So much.” She accepted the key from the pastor and they ran out of the hospital and to the waiting jeep in the car park. 
 
    Lilliah slid into the front seat and they sped off.  
 
    Country music blared from the radio, none of them changing the channel, it was a nice reminder of who the car belonged to and his kindness.  
 
    “They were nice people,” Rebecca said about half way into their journey as Lilliah pulled over for Rebecca to drive. 
 
    “Yeah, too nice really.” Lilliah smiled shutting the car door and buckling her seat belt.  
 
    “It’s people like that, that we’re saving. It's families like that who can’t be destroyed by Lucifer.” Rebecca put the car into drive and they pulled away. That thought fuelling them all as they drove through the evening.  
 
    It was just past eleven at night when they reached New York, the streets still alive with people. Iris had fallen asleep in the back long ago, her soft snoring the only sound as they drove through the city to the hotel. 
 
    Rebecca parked in the hotel's underground car park and woke Iris up.  
 
    They all tottered into the hotel lobby, Lilliah swinging the bag of their wet clothes, not expecting anyone to there at that time of night. 
 
    “Lilliah.” She looked up as her name was called, her tired eyes squinting.  
 
    Sebastian waved his hand, leaning his back against the wall.  
 
    “What are you doing still up?” She stumbled towards him, all her energy gone and even her head feeling heavy. What she wouldn’t give to just fall into bed. 
 
    “Azrael and Benedict just got back. They picked us up from the hospital.” He pointed his finger at her chest. “You should have been back ages ago. What happened?” He asked once they were close enough, his eyes darting from one end of the reception to the other.  
 
    “What floor are they on?” Lilliah demanded ignoring his question as she pushed the button for the elevator. 
 
    “Top.” Sebastian looked at the three women, his brows now drawn as he noticed their matching clothing. Rebecca passed Lilliah, wrapping her arms around Sebastian’s middle and buried her head into his chest. 
 
    He hesitated for a split second before enclosing her in a tight squeeze. He looked over Rebecca’s head at Lilliah, a small, grateful smile flashing before he whispered, “You okay?” into her hair. 
 
    She nodded. “I think we should talk. I’ve got so much to tell you."  
 
    His head shot up. “Tell me something? What happened?” he asked again, this time more alarmed.  
 
    The elevator doors opened with a ping, they all walked in. Iris yawning loudly, but Lilliah’s tiredness was slowly disappearing.  
 
    “I think that I should just go to bed.” Iris leaned forward and pressed the button for her floor. Lilliah nodded but stayed mute, her mind already racing with everything she had to tell Azrael and Benedict.  
 
    The doors opened on Iris's floor and she left, waving her hand.  
 
    “So that’s it, no one is going to tell me what happened?” Sebastian asked once the doors had closed and the elevator ascended the building. He looked at Rebecca, her arms still wrapped around his waist. “And what do you have to tell me? Mmmm?”  
 
    Rebecca didn’t do nervous. She had always been cocky, confident. The unsure Rebecca that stood there, not making eye contact was new and different.  
 
    “I’ll tell you later. I promise.” Rebecca stood on her tiptoes and pressed a kiss to the side of Sebastian’s jaw.  
 
    Lilliah stayed in the elevator as it climbed the building. Eventually, the doors pinged open and she stormed out. Only looking up when a gloved hand stopped her progress.  
 
    She stumbled back and looked up, her eyes switching between the two men that stood in front of her. Both dressed in black and both carrying huge guns. Derek’s men. 
 
    “This is a restricted floor.” One said, pointing to the elevator behind them. “Leave. Now.” 
 
    Lilliah found it odd that Azrael or Benedict or anyone for that matter hadn’t shown them pictures of everyone authorised. Just so they knew who to actually let in and who not to. Surely that just made sense? 
 
    “If I was your enemy you’d already be dead.” She smiled sweetly and pointed to the door. “My name’s Lilliah, they know who I am.” 
 
    Sebastian burst out laughing behind her. “You sound like such a cock badass. I love it.” 
 
    The men barring her way, however, didn’t seem to love it as they pointed their guns directly at her head. 
 
    “You have two seconds to turn around and leave,” one warned as the door behind them opened. 
 
    “Everyone, just calm down for a second. She’s with us.” Caleb moved his wheelchair back a little, a huge grin spreading across his face. “Unless you actually want to take her on. In which case, be my guest.” 
 
    Both guards stood down, but Lilliah was no longer concentrating on them. Her eyes were fixed on Caleb. 
 
    “Lilliah? You okay?” 
 
    That was all it took, and she threw herself at him, the wheelchair rolling backwards with her weight. 
 
    “Whoa,” Caleb laughed, trying to stop it with his hands. 
 
    “Oh gosh, I’m so sorry,” She stepped back, sniffing back her tears. He looked great, she realised with a sob. More than great really. The colour had returned to his face and is eyes were shining again. There had been a moment earlier when she’d thought she’d never see those eyes again. And it had petrified her. She and Caleb had never been particularly close, but the thought of losing him had been a nightmare. One she was glad to put behind her  
 
    “Did I hurt you?” 
 
    “Nah, of course not.” He motioned with his head to the room behind them. “You coming in? Just to let you know, Azrael is here.” 
 
    She nodded, wetting her lips with her tongue. “Yeah, I know.” 
 
    Caleb looked at her for a minute, more thoughtful than anything. “I never had a chance did I?” 
 
    Lilliah froze at his question. Luckily for her, he didn’t wait for a reply, as he wheeled himself back and turned around. 
 
    “So, so, so awkward,” Rebecca muttered as they all entered the room. 
 
    Benedict and Azrael stood at the far side of the room, their heads bent in conversation. Derek sat on a chair opposite, still in his suit, but his jacket was tossed over the bed. This room wasn’t like the other she had been in. It was actually more of a suite, Lilliah realised.  
 
    Azrael cut short his conversation with Benedict and crossed the room to her, his hand sinking into her hair. “You should have been back hours ago.” 
 
    Lilliah kept hold of his hand and laced their fingers together. Caleb had wheeled himself to the other side of the room and was watching them. Lilliah smiled at him and to her relief, he smiled back.  
 
    “What did the council say in Rio?” 
 
    Azrael shook his head. “They will do what they can when the times comes. Or so they say.” He tucked a stray piece of her hair behind her ear, “So tell me, what happened to you?” 
 
    “We were attacked,” Rebecca said as she guided Sebastian to a group of chairs in the corner of the room, her brother going willingly.  
 
    “By who? What did they want?” Azrael demanded, his eyes scanning her body as if to find any proof she had been hurt. 
 
    “Yeah, we were attacked, but we met the physic Iris saw, his name's Thomas,” Lilliah began to explain. “Michael created another psychic because he wanted to warn me about Lucifer. He’s unleashing hell and he wants me to stop him, but he refuses to help.” 
 
    Benedict cursed, pushing the desk he had been leaning on backwards. “Refuses to help? Typical.” 
 
    Lilliah nodded. “There was a spell blocking him from contacting me through Iris. He needed to create a working connection. Then, when were on the way back we were run off the road. We could have drowned, and so could Thomas’s family. Luckily they’re all okay.”  
 
    “Did you see the faces of whoever ran you off the road?” Azrael asked, his brows drawn together in a harsh 'V'. 
 
    “Yeah, It was the Warlock. Lucifer’s Warlock and I chased and fought him.”  
 
    “Of course you did.” A smile tugged on the corners of Azrael’s lips. 
 
    “She kicked rear too until he started using his magic.” Rebecca winked across at her, leaning her head against Sebastian’s shoulder.  
 
     “He spoke about the two of you a lot. He kept saying you took everything from him and that now he was going to take everything from you.” She tried to remember his exact words. “I wounded him, but Lucifer took him away before I could finish the job.” 
 
    “A Warlock?” Caleb sat forward in his wheelchair. “What did he look like?” 
 
    “Light brown hair, he wasn’t really tall. And he had a huge scar across his face.” 
 
    The words had barely left Lilliah’s mouth when Benedict sprang forward, Azrael spun on his heels his eyes hard. 
 
    “Tell me everything he said, Lilliah, word for word,” Benedict demanded, his voice hard, his eyes even harder. 
 
    Caleb swore, shaking his head. “It can’t be him. Why would Lucifer do that?” 
 
    “Who? Who is it?” Sebastian asked his eyes as wide as Lilliah felt hers to be. 
 
    “Because he needs a powerful Warlock,” Azrael swore, turning away and ignoring Sebastian’s question.  
 
    “Who. Is. He?” Lilliah asked, emphasising each word. When no-one answered she continued. “He said you took everything from him. Including his life.” 
 
    Benedict took a shaky step backwards.  
 
    But it was Caleb who answered. “He’s my brother. The brother Azrael killed.” 
 
    Lilliah’s whole body froze, but Benedict and Azrael sprang into action.  
 
    “If Elton revealed himself now they must be close to opening hell.” Benedict reached into a drawer and pulled out a map, laying it own on the floor. “What do we have of Elton’s? I might be able to track him.” 
 
    Caleb laughed, although it sounded more like a grunt. “Are you serious? He might need our help. Lucifer might be forcing him to open hell. Why aren’t you trying to help him?” 
 
    Benedict stayed silent, staring down at the map in front of him. Azrael, however, stood straight, his shoulders squaring. Lilliah’s heart pounded in her chest.  
 
    “My goodness, you killed him once already. Don’t you owe him this?” 
 
    Derek, who had stayed silent until this point stood, “So Lucifer brought your brother back from the dead? For what? To piss you off?” 
 
    “Elton was strong, powerful. Some say the most mighty Warlock to have ever lived. Lucifer brought him back because of his might, because of what he could do.” 
 
    This time Caleb really laughed. “The most powerful of all time? Goodness, I bet that eats you up, doesn’t it? Knowing that he was better than you, stronger. Is that why you got Azrael to kill him instead of doing it yourself?” 
 
    “Your brother was a murderer, hell bent on destroying Earth until it was nothing more a piece of rock,” Azrael said, his hands fisted as turned towards Caleb. “Benedict made a choice, one that saved all of your kind. So I suggest you have some respect for matters you don’t understand.” 
 
    Lilliah stepped forward, placing her hand on his chest. She’d only heard about Benedict’s elder brother through Caleb, but she knew Azrael had killed him, and Benedict had asked him to. The why's and how's she didn’t know, and she doubted this was the time to find out. 
 
    Caleb seethed in his wheelchair, his teeth clamped together. They were on the brink of a full out fight, Lilliah could feel it. Even with Caleb in a wheelchair. 
 
    “What do you need of his?” Lilliah asked, keeping her hand on Azrael’s chest but looking down at Benedict. 
 
    “Anything, but if I can track him we might be able to find out where Lucifer is planning on opening perditions's gates.” 
 
    Lilliah lifted the bag in her hand. “I have something. I have this blood.” 
 
    She dropped the bag and pulled out Rebecca’s blood-stained top, and carefully handed it over to Benedict. 
 
    “Goodness, Lil, did you wipe his face on your top?” 
 
    Lilliah smiled. “Actually this is Rebecca’s top.” 
 
    Her brother looked down at his girlfriend. “You beat up a Warlock.” 
 
    Embarrassed Rebecca nodded. “We’ll talk about it later.” 
 
    Sebastian frowned but accepted her answer and hugged her tighter.  
 
    Azrael pulled Lilliah closer.“She’s going to be okay,” he whispered in her ear, Lilliah watched as he observed her friend across the room. He knew. He knew about Rebecca.  
 
    “Zena told me,” he said and Lilliah relaxed, leaning her head against his chest.  
 
    “She’s not a Demon,” he promised again and Lilliah nodded. 
 
    Benedict was still holding the bloodied top in his hand. “I need a candle or a match.” 
 
    Derek pulled a lighter from his pocket. “Will this do?” 
 
    Benedict nodded. Standing back he held the flame to the top until it caught fire and dropped it on the map. 
 
    “Has no one ever heard of fire safety?” Sebastian leapt to his feet, pulling Rebecca with him.  
 
    Benedict stood back, closing his eyes and holding hands out before him while muttering indistinguishably under his breath.  
 
    The shirt shrivelled up, the yellow flames turning purple as the map seared until only a small segment was left. 
 
    “Well, that was different.” Derek dug his hands in his pockets, seeming extremely impressed.  
 
    Benedict ignored his praise and dropped to his knees, blowing away the ash of Rebecca’s old shirt and retrieving the remaining piece of the map.  
 
    “Sahel, in North Africa.” He held up the piece of paper for everyone to see. “That's where they are.” 
 
    Derek was on the phone immediately, barking out orders to position his men as close to Sahel as possible. 
 
    “I want everyone, this is our only mission, do you understand me?” He left the room, his phone glued to his ear. 
 
    “I’ll get my plane ready.” Azrael pulled out his mobile and typed a few words before returning it to his pocket. “It should be ready within the hour. I’ll send a plane for Cael.” 
 
    Benedict stayed on his knees, staring at the piece of paper in his hand, seeming almost transfixed by it. “So, this is it. This is where the final war will be.” 
 
     Caleb cursed, pushing his wheelchair into the middle of the room. “That’s it?” He screamed at Benedict, his face red and eyes narrowed. “We go in, guns blazing. He’s your brother for idiot sake. You make me sick.” 
 
    Azrael made a move forward, but Benedict stopped him, holding up his hand. “Do you really believe that I would ask Azrael to kill my brother because I was jealous? Because I wanted to better him?” 
 
    He stared down at his seething brother.  
 
    Caleb stayed silent, his jaw clamped. shut. 
 
    “You know nothing about what Elton had become. The things he had done or was planning to do, you were a child.” Benedict’s eyes glazed over at he stared past Caleb, into a past he found horrifying to revisit.  
 
    Azrael reached down for Lilliah’s hand, his gaze fixed on the two brothers.  
 
    “Then tell me.” Caleb spat through clenched teeth, the vein on the side of his head pulsing. “Tell me what was so wrong that you had him killed like a dog in the street.” 
 
    Benedict stayed silent, his chin lifting just a touch. 
 
    Caleb sat back in his chair, a look of pure hatred on his face. “You can’t. You know why? Because you’re a coward, nothing more nothing less. and you . . . ” 
 
    “I stepped in to stop Elton killing a family. But we were too late, by the time we got there the mother and father were dead on the floor.” 
 
    A hush settled across the room, and Azrael hand tightened around Lilliah's.  
 
    “I knew he’d been tracking them for months, and I'd been hiding them,” he swallowed, his hands shaking. “The mother and father were gone, their blood spilt out everywhere. Their eldest son's body lay on the stairs, he’d been only seven.” 
 
    Tears filled Lilliah’s eyes, Rebecca gasped behind her. 
 
    “I’d asked Azrael to come with me, I wanted to capture Elton. Make him pay for his crimes in a lawful way. But when we got upstairs and I saw him holding a baby, I knew, we had to kill him before he killed her.” 
 
    Caleb shook his head, looking anywhere but at his brother. “No, no. You’re lying.” 
 
    “So, I asked Azrael to kill him. He was the only one fast enough to do it before he slit the baby's throat, and you know what? I’d make that choice again.” 
 
    Tears now streamed down Lilliah’s face as she turned towards Azrael, burying her head in his shoulder.  
 
    “Elt . . . ” Caleb cleared his throat, still not looking at his brother, “Elton would never have killed anyone. Not . . . not children,” he stammered, shaking his head. 
 
    “Well he did, and Benedict hid the child, he hid her from this world and he hid her from her own powers. Keeping her safe from anyone who wanted to get her, anyone that wanted the last link between here and Heaven to be broken for good.” Azrael's chest rumbled as he spoke, and Lilliah’s face registered understanding. 
 
    “Last link to Heaven?” Her eyes grew wide as she stepped back, her throat feeling tight. Azrael nodded, and Lilliah wept.  
 
    Rebecca stepped forward, her face pale. She already knew. “Powers? What . . . what powers?” 
 
    “Her psychic powers.” 
 
    The baby Benedict and Azrael had saved, was Iris.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 32 
 
      
 
    Azrael's plane landed in Sahel, the sun beaming through the small windows. Lilliah stayed in her seat, rubbing her eyes.  
 
    Iris slept next to her, her head resting on Lilliah’s shoulder. She was sleeping so peacefully, completely unaware of the huge revelation that had blown everyone away. They decided not to tell her, not yet anyway. They needed the right moment to explain everything, and this wasn’t it.  
 
    Caleb had kept his distance from her, deciding to stay at the back of the plane while Iris slept at the front. Every ounce of guilt he felt towards her poured from his eyes every time he looked at her. Iris had probably been too tired to notice.  
 
    At one point in their journey, Lilliah had sat with Azrael and Benedict.  
 
    “A while ago, Iris had a vision of her parents dropping her off at a church,” she said, pulling her legs up onto the seat. 
 
    Benedict smiled sadly. “It wasn’t her parents that she had seen, It had been me and Zena. We didn’t tell anyone where she was. We fixed it so the only people who could ever find her were us.” 
 
    And, when Lilliah needed her, Benedict and Zena helped her find Iris.  
 
    Now, she rested her head on Iris’s; they’d tell her about her past soon. 
 
    Lilliah looked out the window, Derek’s men were already on the ground, already searching the area for anything that might appear suspicious.  
 
    “How many men do you have?” Azrael had asked at some point in the flight. Derek had rubbed the back of his neck.  
 
    “No more than three hundred. I tried to get more but . . . ” he shrugged his broad shoulders. “I guess the government doesn’t want to publicly acknowledge the existence of magic.” 
 
    Azrael’s face stayed blank as he took out his phone and read something on the screen before returning it to his pocket. “Three hundred will have to be enough.” 
 
    Lilliah waited until she was alone with him to ask, “Will it be enough?” 
 
    He cupped her jaw in his hand. “It will have to be, Lilliah.” 
 
    His words didn’t fill her with joy. She realised he saw this when he took her hand, his thumb twisting her new ring on her finger. “I promised you forever, right?” 
 
    She nodded and he smiled. “And that what we’re going to get.” 
 
    Now Azrael was talking to Derek and Benedict as they organised searches of the area.  
 
    “I want all teams out there, anything that might look the tiniest bit suspicious I need to know.” Azrael crossed to stand in front of Lilliah. “Are you ready? Our car's waiting.” 
 
    Lilliah woke Iris and stood up, smiling as Iris stretched in her seat. “I think you’re going in a car with Rebecca and Seb.”  
 
    “Okay,” She mumbled picking up her travel pillow and holding it to her, her eyes still closed. 
 
    Lilliah took Azrael’s hand as he led her out of the plane and down onto the tarmac, the wall of heat hitting her immediately. Benedict was just behind her. 
 
    “I’ve asked for satellite images of the area, Derek is getting them now. We’ll have them before we get to the base.” Benedict slid into the back of the car as Azrael held her door open for Lilliah to climb into the front. 
 
    “Base? What base?” she asked once they had pulled away.  
 
    “Cael has set up a small base with the few fighters he was able to find. It’s where we’ll regroup, strategize. That sort of thing.” 
 
    Lilliah stayed silent but nodded, everything was starting to sound like a real war now.  
 
    Azrael drove along the dirt tracks as though he had been there a hundred times before, turning left and right until they reached the remains of a town. People were everywhere, standing in the streets as buildings lay in ruins around them. 
 
    “What happened here?” Lilliah leaned forward in her seat, the people slowly moving out of the way as Azrael drove through. It looked like a war zone. 
 
    “The area has been in conflict for years,” Azrael explained whatever else he was going to say was cut short as the ground rumbled around them. 
 
    Their car jolted violently, causing Lilliah to scream. Azrael cursed and grabbed her arm. The sound of a building crashing to the ground could be heard over the cries of the people. At last, the shaking stopped and Lilliah dared to look up, their car was now smoking. 
 
    “What was that?” She looked behind her, checking Sebastian and the other car were okay.  
 
    “Everything is fine, it’s an earthquake.” Benedict opened the car door and Lilliah did the same.  
 
    The road under them had cracked in two, their car getting caught in the middle. Oh yeah, Lucifer was definitely close. 
 
    “We can walk the rest of the way,” Azrael said, getting out the car and making his way around to help Lilliah step over the fissure. 
 
    They left their car and trudged through the crowded streets, people staring at them as they passed. The car her brother and friends were in crawling behind them. 
 
    “They’ve been in conflict here for years,” Benedict repeated as they followed Azrael. “Four million people have had to leave their homes because of the violence here. That’s why Lucifer chose to open hell here, he hid heck within the evil already here on Earth.” 
 
    That thought was petrifying, and still on Lilliah's mind as Azrael turned into an old building. 
 
    “Finally. I’d thought you’d never make it.” Cael stood in the doorway, dressed completely in black, just like Azrael.  
 
    “How many did you get in the end?” Azrael walked over to him and two grasped each other by the arms in a manly handshake. 
 
    Gone was the tipsy carefree Angel she had met before, the Cael standing before her was a soldier. 
 
    “One hundred and fifty, mostly men and women over the age of twenty and under the age of fifty. A good mix of Warlocks, Werewolves, and Angels.” Cael motioned with his head for them to follow and he led the way through a set of wooden doors, everyone else following behind them. 
 
    The doors opened into a huge space, completely full with people. Hundreds of people. They fell into a hush as they entered; all eyes on either Azrael her or Benedict. 
 
    “Are any of them trained?” Azrael asked, his eyes scanning the crowd.  
 
    Lilliah even recognised a few faces, like Maliki, a Werewolf she had met in London stood among the crowd with his uncle. Lilliah lifted her hand in a small wave, Maliki tipped his head in a greeting.  
 
    “Some, they’re just people. People that want to fight for what’s right,” Cael explained. 
 
    Azrael nodded, his eyes scanning the mass of people. “I know you have all come a long way. Tonight, rest, eat. Tomorrow we fight.” 
 
    Azrael motioned with his head for Lilliah to follow as he cut through the crowd and headed to a small office in the back, Benedict and the other following behind them. 
 
    “Dang it’s hot in here.” Sebastian fanned his face, “Can we open a window?” 
 
    Benedict opened one of the windows as Caleb rolled in. 
 
    “Do we have enough fighters?” Caleb asked Benedict, the first time he had spoken to him since hearing about his brother, Elton. 
 
    Benedict turned to his younger brother. “We won’t have as many as Lucifer. But, we should have enough.” 
 
    Enough? To Lilliah, that didn’t sound very convincing. So, while the others crouched over strategic plans that Azrael had drawn up, Lilliah tapped Iris’s shoulder and motioned to the door behind her. Rebecca noticed and followed, as they entered the smaller, dustier room. 
 
    “I need to try Michael again. I need to make him understand that we need his help.” Lilliah sat on the ground with her legs crossed. They could still hear the sounds of people talking close by, both in the room they'd left and the chatter of groups outside. 
 
    Iris sat in front her, Rebecca leaned on the wall.  
 
    “Lilliah, this won’t work,” Iris shook her head in frustration. “We need Thomas here, I can’t get through to Michael on my own.” 
 
    “No, no.” Lilliah refused to believe this to be true. “We need to try again.” 
 
    Reluctantly, Iris spread her hands and Lilliah grasped them, squeezing her eyes shut.  
 
    Nothing. 
 
    “Please, please, Michael. If you can hear me, help us.” 
 
    The room remained silent. 
 
    Eventually, she let go of Iris’s hands and opened her eyes. “Well, it was worth a try.” 
 
    Iris stood, dusting off the dirt from her trousers.  
 
    Azrael’s figure in the doorway blocked out most of the light. “There are some beds back there. Everyone should try and get some sleep.” He stopped Rebecca before she left the room. “How are you feeling?” 
 
     “I feel good. I feel strong.” 
 
    “Strong enough to fight?” he challenged, leaning against the door frame. 
 
     Rebecca beamed, “Oh, yeah.” 
 
    He turned next to Iris. “You know I can’t let you take part in this battle, right? It’ll be far too dangerous—suicide.” 
 
    Iris folded her arms, “Yeah, thank goodness. I thought that you were going to make me fight.” She laughed nervously.  
 
    “Caleb will be here also. If there are any problems, there will be a plane waiting to take you anywhere away from here.”  
 
    Problems, meaning if they lost, Lilliah realised, fear now creeping into her subconscious. 
 
    Iris and Rebecca left, Azrael shut the door behind them. He sat on the floor next to Lilliah and drew her to him. 
 
    She rested her head on his shoulder. “I’m afraid.” 
 
    Azrael chest rose as he breathed in. “I know.” 
 
    They sat on the floor, their arms wrapped around each other.  
 
    Lilliah had no idea how long they stayed like that, just talking and holding each other. 
 
    The door was suddenly flung open, Derek and Benedict stood in the doorway. 
 
    “We found him.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 33 
 
      
 
    They all stood in the main room, holding Derek’s thermal images to the light.  
 
     “That’s not possible.” Benedict grabbed the paper from Derek. 
 
    Lilliah joined them, aware everyone was still watching them intently. Rebecca and Sebastian followed.  
 
    “From the images, I’d day there are about three thousand bodies there. Werewolves, Demons? I don’t know. But this is where hell is opening.” Derek pointed to the blackness of the paper. Just a stone's throw away from where they stood. 
 
    Three thousand? Lilliah stepped backwards, the shock making her numb. How could that be possible? How could they conceivably fight that many?  
 
    Iris reached out to steady her, the room around them still so silent. Azrael processed the information, he looked over his shoulder at the group of men and women watching.  
 
    “Make a call to the Covens, tell them I want a protective shield over this entire area. No Demon gets out, do you understand?” Azrael ordered, waiting for Benedict to nod assent before turning to Derek. “Is your team ready?” 
 
    Derek gave one jerky nod. “Of course.” 
 
    “Good, we leave in ten. Call your wife.”  
 
    Derek's face registered comprehension. Lilliah could see him processing the command. Azrael was telling him to say goodbye because this could be it. The final battle.  
 
    Cold sweat dripped down Lilliah's face. Her hands shaking slightly Lilliah moved to stand with her brother, Rebecca and Iris.  
 
    The room was now full again with fighters, the buzz spreading through everyone.  
 
     "Who's going to talk to them?” Iris whispered as she observed the sea of hopeful faces staring back at them. 
 
    Azrael, hearing her words stepped to the front, hands behind his back. “You were told this would be the war to end all wars,” Azrael addressed the crowd, his voice projecting across the room. “That is not entirely true. There will be no war as such, just one fight. Because if we lose today, we lose completely. Heaven and Earth will both fall.” 
 
    Murmurs of panic filled the air.  
 
    “But that is why we cannot fail. That is why we will not fail,” Azrael shouted, strong and clear. This fight isn’t against humans and Angels, you will be fighting your own kind out there. This is a fight against good versus evil. This is the fight where we draw the line and stop that insidious evil before it spreads, before it destroys everything."  
 
    Cheers rang out in the back, gathering momentum the more Azrael spoke.  
 
    “I will gladly fight by your side because Earth is my home too. Let's protect it!” 
 
    They cheered and clapped, loud whoops and cheers could be heard as Derek’s men prepared to fight. Truly, this was it. 
 
    Rebecca caught Iris by the arm and embraced her in a tight hug. Sebastian walked over to his sister. 
 
    “Are you ready for this?” 
 
    She nodded, her heart pounding so hard in her chest she thought it might burst.  
 
    She tried to think of something to say, something prolific. Instead, she enveloped her brother in a tight hug, inhaling the smell of him.  
 
    “My biggest gifts in this life were you, Mum and Dad. You know that, right?” Her voice choked with emotion, her eyes filled with tears. She felt him nod and pulled back. 
 
    “I love you so much, Lil.” 
 
    She squeezed his hand one more time before giving Rebecca a quick squeeze and turning to Iris. 
 
    Benedict crossed to his brother. “There's a phone in the back room, use it and call Zena. Tell her everything then get on Azrael’s plane. Okay?” 
 
    Caleb gave a jerky nod to his brother, “Be safe okay?” 
 
    Surprised Benedict smiled, “Of course.”  
 
    Cael and Derek shouted orders at the groups, getting them in line. 
 
    Azrael took Lilliah by her hand and guided her to one side. 
 
    “Forever may be cut short.” He pulled her to him, his lips brushing hers. 
 
    Lilliah ran her fingers over his and down the side of his face. Trying to memorise the feel of him. “I’d take every second if it’s with you.” 
 
    He crushed his lips on hers, pulling back far too soon for Lilliah’s liking. 
 
    “I love you, Lilliah. No matter what lies after this world for us, I will find you.” 
 
    “I know you will.” 
 
    He took her hand and led her out of the room, and into a war with impossible odds. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 34 
 
    The busy street now lay empty as Benedict and Azrael led lead the way. Derek’s men stood behind them, then the civilian fighters that Cael had gathered. All ready for battle. A war in one day. 
 
    They came across a clearing in the buildings and Azrael held his hand up to stop.  
 
    Because there, standing in front of them, was Lucifer himself. 
 
    He stood alone in the road, the crack from the earlier earthquake under his feet. “This is what you bring to destroy me, Azrael? I’m offended.” He turned to Lilliah and winked. “You can still swap sides, my dear, it’s not too late.” 
 
    Lilliah stayed silent.  
 
    “Maybe this will change your mind.” Lucifer clapped his hands, and out of nowhere, the street behind him was full of thousands and thousands of people. 
 
    Lilliah couldn’t help the gasp that escaped her. The rows of people extended so far back she was couldn’t even see the end.  
 
    Camari now stood on one side of Lucifer with Elton on the other, his burnt face on full display. Two men she didn’t know stood next to them, their height making them noticeable against the rest of Lucifer’s army. Other fallen Angels? She looked over at Cael as he rolled his neck, preparing for what was about to come.  
 
     Benedict stood next to him, his eyes straight ahead, not even looking at his brother.  
 
    “Hell is already here,” Lucifer shouted, lifting his arms in the air, The cheers behind were deafening. Elton produced a bloodied knife and held it in front of him. His words drowned out by the cheers behind him. He fell on his knees, stabbing the blade into the ground.  
 
    “Benedict, call the Covens,” Azrael commanded. Benedict took out his phone.  
 
    “Now.” He shouted before throwing the phone to the side. The ground shook around them, everything plunging into darkness, Lilliah peered upwards as a clear bubble of magic spread over them, covering everyone. Encasing them all in its magical hold, protecting the world as much as possible. 
 
    Lucifer glared around, and for a brief moment she perceived panic.  
 
    “Thousands of Covens the world over have joined together, you and your army are trapped,” Azrael shouted. “Now, it’s just you and us.” 
 
    Lucifer screamed the ground cracked beneath them, black defilement oozing out. Hell. 
 
    “Attack!” Lucifer bellowed; the first rows of his army ran past him and the Angels.  
 
    “Fire!” Azrael hauled Lilliah away as Derek’s men opened fired on the runners, their bodies falling to the ground one after the other. More climbing over them only to be cut down seconds later. 
 
    “Keep firing.” Derek grabbed a gun, spraying bullets from left to right and taking out as many attackers as he could.  
 
    “Are you ready?” Azrael looked down at her, his light blue eyes sparkling in the dark. 
 
    “Yes,” she whispered, glancing over to her brother and friend. “Are you ready?” 
 
    Both nodded. 
 
    The bullets continued, killing hundreds before they reached half way.  
 
    “You gotta love a good gun,” Cael said. “But bullets don’t kill Angels.”  
 
    Camari and the two other Angels were sprinting towards them. Cael ran first, his fist smashing into Camari’s face. Azrael was there before Lilliah could even think of what to do. Slamming the other Angels to the ground.  
 
    One kicked him in his stomach; he fell back as the other punched him in the face. 
 
    “No!” Lilliah advanced, bullets flying around her as she jumped on the man's back, twisting her arms around his neck and dragging him backwards. They both hit the ground with a thud, the attacker's red hair was the only thing Lilliah saw as he climbed on top of her, his weight almost crushing her lungs as his hands snaked around her neck.  
 
    She whacked the inside of his arm, her palm pushing up at his face with one swift chop. He cried out and Lilliah used his momentum to pushed herself on top of him, punching his face repeatedly.  
 
    “Attack!” she heard Benedict command from behind her, Lucifer’s army knew no way past Derek’s bullets.  
 
    Lilliah looked back as Benedict ran forward, taking down every attacker as they came at him. But Lilliah knew his destination, with one more hit at the man beneath her, she got up and ran towards Benedict. 
 
    “I’ll get you, Elton,” she promised. Benedict gave her one nod as he ran behind her. Lilliah took down anyone that came at them, Azrael and Cael taking care of the three Angels.  
 
    Even with all the fighting around them Lucifer saw Lilliah coming, she watched his eyes widen and a slow smile creep across his lips. 
 
    “You awoke more than four Angels, Lilliah. Don’t you remember?” 
 
    Two men and two women appeared next to Lucifer, their bright eyes focused on one target. Herself.  
 
    The earth once again shook beneath them, the crack in the ground opened wider.  
 
    “Come, my children.” Lucifer’s voice carried over the battle, black hands reached from the fissure, in the ground, clawing at the surrounding dirt. How much longer before heck was truly open? 
 
    “Get to Elton.” Lilliah pushed Benedict ahead as three Angels descended on her.  
 
    Lilliah hit as hard as she could, but she couldn’t fight them all. One struck her in the face and another in her stomach. 
 
    The pain was intense as she kicked and punched, knocking one down as the other hit her over and over again. 
 
    One hard blow pounded into her side, she gasped for air as another struck her face. Lilliah fell to the ground. One stood on her ankles, the scream intensifying within her as her bones cracked. The Angels blocked what little light there was as they stood over her. Kicking and kicking, one Angel held her ankle and yanked her leg so hard Lilliah screamed as her skin tore. The Angel kept on pulling, and Lilliah could feel the leg being wrenched from her body.  
 
    The burning in her stomach happened so fast that not even Lilliah could prepare herself as it shot out of her, scorching those around her until they all dropped to their knees with blood-curdling screams of agony. The intense blue of the fire shone brighter than ever. Lilliah pushed herself to her knees, aiming the fiery blistering rays towards Lucifer and Elton.  
 
    Those caught in the flames screamed, the Angel’s around her seared and disintegrated until nothing but ash was left.  
 
    The force of her power pushed both Lucifer and Elton back, the hole in the ground closing slightly as Elton lost concentration.  
 
    Lilliah’s body shuddered and she dropped to the ground, exhausted. She couldn’t move as Elton clambered back to his feet, his lips moving as he muttered the spell, the crack in the earth opening once more. Lucifer saw her on the ground, his greedy eyes wide as he stalked towards her. 
 
    “Lilliah!” Azrael tried to push through his attackers to get to her, Lilliah watched as if in slow motion. 
 
    She watched Rebecca dive at Camari, who was sitting on top of Cael. Lilliah witnessed her friend rugby tackle the Angel to the ground.  
 
    Sebastian was hitting his attacker, his shirt ripped and blood pouring down his face. She watched almost in slow motion as her friends and family were caught. Azrael was clawing his way to her.  
 
    Lucifer’s army was everywhere, killing everyone and everything that stood in their way. Black shadows rose from under them opened wide.  
 
    Lucifer’s footsteps were now so close Lilliah could hear them. She closed her eyes, taking one long deep breath. Was this it? Was this how she died? Was this how the world ended? 
 
    She opened them as Lucifer stood over her. She tried to will her body to move, to get up, anything. But it was no use. 
 
    “I’ll tell Michael you said hello, shall I?” Lucifer pulled a knife, the blade glistening in the light.  
 
     The flash of realisation transfixed her. What light? 
 
    The thought gathered momentum as the darkness lifted around them. Everyone looked up as the clouds turned white, lightning and thunder filled the sky.  
 
    Each crash of thunder shook the ground, shaking buildings around them. The fighting diminished as people turned once more to the sky, the clouds parting. 
 
    Even Lucifer stopped his attack as bolts of light slammed into the ground, smashing into the dirt, dust flying everywhere. One bolt after another landed, fighters on both sides screamed and ran as the already ruined buildings around them crashed to the ground.  
 
    Eventually, the dirt settled and Lizelle, her sister stood just in front of Lilliah. Her gold armour sparkling in the sun, blinding those closest.  
 
    Hundreds of Angels landed throughout the battlefield, her two other sisters, Patience and Damaris among them. They all stood taller than the other magical beings around them, their wings spread out. 
 
    Lilliah choked back tears, hope built within her as her energy slowly returned. Panicked, Lucifer aimed the blade of his knife at Lilliah’s heart. Lizelle grabbed hold of his arm just as the blade penetrated her skin. 
 
    Lizelle stared into Lucifer’s fear-struck face. “If Michael won’t stop you, then the rest of Heaven will.” 
 
    She pushed him and Lucifer fell to the ground. The Angels around her clearing out Lucifer’s army one at a time. Their light spilling into their darkness and cleansing it.  
 
    Lizelle pulled Lilliah up by her arm. “Are you okay?” 
 
    Lilliah nodded, then embraced her sister. “Thank you. Thank you so much.” 
 
    “Benedict, stop the spell,” Azrael shouted, as what remained of Lucifer's army fell to their knees in submission. 
 
    “Elton! Go now, Heaven is open.” Lucifer pushed himself to his feet, both Lilliah and Azrael realised what he was doing. Azrael sprinted towards him as Lilliah hobbled, her broken ankle stopping her from running. 
 
    Lilliah threw herself on Lucifer just as he vanished into thin air, taking her with him.  
 
    Her body crashed into his before they both landed on the ground with a thud.  
 
    Lucifer pulled back and stood, staring at his surroundings as he stumbled backwards. 
 
    “I did it.” His blood red eyes lighted on Lilliah as he levered herself up from the marble floor, her heart pounding furiously in her chest as realisation dawned. They were in Heaven. 
 
    “Lucifer.” Michael's deep tone echoed around The Quanto. 
 
    Lucifer’s face was a mixture of bewilderment and excitement. Like a child he spun around, holding his arms open wide. “I’m home.” 
 
    Michael carried a large, gold and white sword forwards, the tip dragging on the floor. 
 
    “Leave now. Demon. Before I kill your soul forever.” 
 
    Guards that would normally be protecting her father were now on Earth, fighting. 
 
    Lucifer tipped his head back and laughed. “You’ve lived in comfort for too long, my friend. And comfort has made you weak, and old.” 
 
    With two hands Michael lifted the sword. “Let us end this. Now.” 
 
    Without a weapon Lucifer ran towards her father, Michael lifted the sword and swung. Lucifer ducked, and Michael swung again. Lilliah watched from the floor as the man who fathered her swung his sword a third time. This time, he didn't bring it back fast enough, allowing Lucifer to attack from the side, hitting and hitting, even as Michael fell to the floor, dropping the sword.  
 
    Lucifer knelt, grabbing Michaels head with both hands. “It didn’t need to be this way,” Lucifer whispered. Michael screamed as Lucifer crushed his head between his hands.  
 
    Lilliah stood on one shaky leg and hobbled to the discarded sword. She lifted the heavy blade and plunged it into Lucifer's back, just as Michael’s lifeless body hit the ground. 
 
    Lucifer fell to his knees, his blood mingling with Michael's on the ground.  
 
    He laughed, sinking backwards and lying face up on the floor. Lilliah stood over him, the sword extended.  
 
    “It is fitting that I should die like this.” Lucifer choked, blood dripping down his chin. “We, are not so different you and me, dear Lilliah.” 
 
    She shook her head. “We’re nothing alike.” 
 
    One shaky bony finger lifted, pointing to her hand. “Don’t think I didn’t notice your ring. You break the rules, just like me.” 
 
    She glanced at the ring Azrael had given her, the dark metal a complete contrast to the gold glistening sword in her hand. “I don’t kill to get what I want.” 
 
    Lucifer head fell back, as the life left his body. The devil was dead. 
 
     Lilliah bent, grabbing hold of his hands, the blue fire pouring out of her and burning his body until nothing was left but dust. 
 
    Still holding the blade, Lilliah closed her eyes. Already feeling the magic tug her back to Earth. she trusted it as it drew her from Heaven. This time, there was no pain as she passed from Heaven. Her good foot landing hard on the ground. The fighting had stopped, everyone was facing away, observing something in the distance.  
 
    “Lilliah!” Her brother ran over to her, his face smeared with dirt, blood and sweat. “What happened, where did you go?” 
 
    “Lucifer and Michael are dead,” she whispered, grabbing hold of him as soon he was close enough. “Where is everyone?” 
 
    Sebastian took her weight as she hobbled over the battlefield, bodies covering the ground. So many lives had been lost.  
 
    “It’s Benedict and Elton. No one can stop them.”  
 
    Lilliah hobbled forward, her mouth open as she saw both Benedict and Elton locked in magical combat. Both faced each other, their hands held out. A black smoke shot from Elton’s hands, a dark green from Benedict’s. The wind picking up around them as the ground cracked between them. Demons still crawling from below. 
 
    “We have to stop them,” Lilliah shouted over the wind, she hobbled over to Azrael who stood just outside the magical battle with her sister. 
 
    “Lilliah.” He took hold of her, pulling her tight against him.  
 
    “Lucifer and Michael are dead.” She held out Michael’s sword to Lizelle who took it, her eyes filling with tears. They might not have been close to Michael, but he was still their father after all.  
 
    “It will all be for nothing if we don’t stop this,” Azrael exclaimed, still holding Lilliah close.  
 
    “Tell Benedict to stop.” Lilliah tried to take a step forward, Azrael pulling her back. 
 
    “The magic, no one can get close, if one stops now they’ll die. There has to be a winner, that’s how it ends,” Azrael answered, staring at his friend locked in the battle. A battle that had no upper hand. 
 
    Lilliah stepped forward, her hand reaching out in front of her, quickly pulling it back as her fingers began to burn as the magic blocked her from getting any closer. 
 
    “We have to do something,” Rebecca screamed. 
 
    “I know what to do. Move.”  
 
    Lilliah stumbled back as Caleb wheeled himself forward, tears streaming down his face, a distraught Iris following. 
 
    “No, stop. The magic won’t let you get any closer.” Lilliah shouted as Caleb got closer. 
 
    They all watched, transfixed as he cut his hand and held it up high.  
 
    “Caleb, no!” Lilliah tried to stop him as he wheeled himself forward, the magic and his blood allowing him to pass, Azrael still holding her back.  
 
    For a moment he sat in the middle, Lilliah shrieking at him to get out, watching his family fight. Watching his brothers kill themselves.  
 
    With one glance over his shoulder at Iris, Caleb wheeled past Benedict, lifting his hands and attacking Elton. 
 
    Elton’s eyes widened at the appearance of his younger brother. “No, Caleb.” 
 
    Elton body burst into a thousand flames. And just like Lucifer before him, left nothing but ash on the ground. The wind stopped immediately and the black, ghost-like figures disappeared closed.  
 
    Caleb sagged in his chair and burst into tears. Benedict fell to his knees, grabbing his younger brother's hands. “Thank you.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 35 
 
      
 
    What was left of Lucifer’s army scattered, running off and hiding across the globe. Only one of the original Angels that fought with Lucifer was left alive, a man called Kol, whom her sister arrested and promised to punish severely. Azrael had killed the others, apart from Camari, it turned out that Rebecca had killed her, and according to Sebastian, it had been awesome. 
 
    “Those that fought with Lucifer will pay,” Lizzell promised. “Heaven will be open now, you could all come back home.” Her eyes watching Azrael as he approached. “All of you are welcome home.” 
 
    The offer was tempting, but Lilliah declined. “I will, one day. But not yet.” 
 
    Azrael took her hand in his and turned to her older sister. “Maybe one day. But not today.” 
 
    Cael raised one hand. “I will gladly take you up on that offer. Just let me go to a bar first, one last drink wouldn’t hurt. Would it?” 
 
    Lilliah smiled and shook her head.  
 
    All three of her sisters enclosed Lilliah in a tight hug.  
 
    “You can come and visit though, right? There are no rules now, no spells locking Heaven away,” Patience exclaimed beaming. “Come and see us as much as you want.” 
 
    Now that was an offer Lilliah could take them up on.  
 
    Her sister stepped aside as the other Angels approached her, led by a huge man with light golden hair.  
 
    “You fought with Eric, you avenged his death,” he stated, staring solemnly down at Lilliah. She could feel Azrael’s back straighten as she nodded.  
 
    The man tipped his head and knelt down on one knee, every Angel behind him following his example.  
 
    Lilliah’s breath caught in her throat. 
 
    “He was more than our leader, he was our friend.” The Angel stood, giving Lilliah and Azrael one slow nod before turning to leave with her sisters.  
 
    They all stood back as the Angels ascended into Heaven, the sky now cloudless and the sun shining brightly. Her sisters waved until they had disappeared completely.  
 
    Soldieries cheered and congratulated each other. Derek in the middle of a party, a phone attached to his ear, most likely calling his wife.  
 
    Iris was hugging Benedict, her arms wound tightly around his neck, not seeming like she was planning on letting go anytime soon. 
 
    It turned out that Caleb had told Iris everything, the guilt being too much to hold in. Iris had cried, but had told Caleb she understood why he didn’t hate his elder brother, that family was important. It had been then that Caleb had decided to help. Luckily for everyone else.  
 
    Lilliah turned to Azrael, wrapping her arms around his waist.  
 
    “Looks like you've got me for a little bit longer yet.” She stretched up, pressing a quick kiss to his lips. She was going to do that a lot more, she decided, wondering if she’d ever get bored of it? Probably not. 
 
    Azrael indicated her ring. “A bit longer? I’ve got you forever.” 
 
    Lilliah smiled, Lucifer's words lurking in the back of her mind. But this wasn’t the place or time to bring that up, so instead, she reached up and kissed him again. This time Azrael deepened the kiss.  
 
    “Is there really any need for that?” Sebastian walked over to them, his arm draped over Rebecca’s shoulders. 
 
    Lilliah pulled back and smiled at her brother and her friend. Her smiles coming easily now the weight of the world had been lifted off her shoulders. 
 
    “So, what now?” Lilliah asked. The party was in full swing around them. It had been so long since they’d not had a mission of some sort, Lilliah had forgotten what it felt like.  
 
    “Now, we can get back to normal. Go home. Live life,” Azrael said.  
 
    To Lilliah, home was everything right now. Her mum. Her brother smiled over at her, obviously thinking the same thing.  
 
    “Okay. Let’s go home.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Epilogue 
 
      
 
    “Do I look amazing?” Rebecca twirled, keeping her eyes on the reflection in the mirror. “I want to look amazing. I want him to cry when he sees me.” 
 
    Lilliah shook her head, picking up Rebecca’s white dress and spreading the back out. This was the day her best friend and brother were getting married, a day Rebecca had been planning for two years. Two long years of constant wedding talk. Lilliah was ready to get the day done and over with. 
 
    “It was different for you Azrael,” Rebecca rolled her eyes and turned to look at her best friend. “The two of you just ran off and had the smallest church wedding ever. I don’t want that, I want fireworks.” 
 
    And Sebastian was making sure that that was what she got. Lilliah knew this because her brother had organised a huge firework display to commence as they said: "I do."  
 
    Her wedding to Azrael had indeed been much smaller. But they hadn’t been the only ones there. All their friends had attended, they hadn’t been invited, but they had all turned up. Filling the small space of the church until there was hardly room to breathe. To Lilliah it had been a perfect day. 
 
    Her mother popped her head around the door. “Are you almost ready? Everyone’s waiting?” 
 
    Rebecca nodded, picking up her bouquet of flowers from the side. “Okay. I’m ready.” 
 
    Lilliah left with her mother and headed for the aisle. Rebecca would walk alone, her father singing as she went.  
 
    “It’s actually kind of fitting.” Rebecca had mused when her dad had come up with the idea.  
 
    Anna Daniels stopped just before they entered the church. 
 
    “What’s wrong, Mum?” Lilliah turned, holding her light pink dress up so she didn’t stand on it. 
 
    Her mother cupped her face with both hands. “Nothing.” She smiled. “Sometimes I remember that I lost you. That I lost everything. And somehow I got it all back again. I love you so much, Lilliah.” 
 
    Lilliah pressed her lips to her mother’s check, being careful to miss her hat.  
 
    She and Sebastian had deliberated for days how to tell their mother. Did they just walk in? What would her mother do when they did? Eventually, they had bitten the bullet, waking their mother up in the dead of night to tell her everything. She had cried, not letting go of Lilliah for hours. But now their mother knew, and boy had she handled it well. Especially when she discovered Azrael was, in fact, an Angel like Lilliah. 
 
    “I knew he was too good looking to be true,” she had said, shaking her head as if it all made perfect sense. 
 
    Rebecca’s family had been more difficult because of how public her death and been. Benedict and The Cure worked for years, erasing everyone’s mind and filling it with new memories. It had taken a while, but Rebecca was eventually allowed to return home. Only to find out her family was away on holiday. She’s laughed it off with Lilliah’s Mum pulling her close and hugging her. 
 
    “You are part of my family.”  
 
    Rebecca had cried, Lilliah had cried. She was sure she had seen a tear in her brother's eyes too, even though he denied it.  
 
    Rebecca had been working with Benedict and Zena a lot, trying to understand what exactly she was. 
 
    “I guess I’m a Demon/ Human/ badass cross?” Rebecca had shrugged. One thing they did know was that she aged a lot slower than humans, just like Sebastian.  
 
    “Are you ready?” 
 
    Her mother nodded and they walked into the church, the song Rebecca requested playing softly in the background as her father prepared to perform.  
 
    Lilliah smiled at Iris and Caleb as they passed. Her eyes scanning for Benedict until she found him sitting next to Zena and Azrael upfront. Benedict now ran The Cure, with Zena by his side. They had turned it into a school, wanting to train the next generation of Witches and Warlocks. And, as Azrael had told her just yesterday, he was opening the doors to Vampires and Werewolves too. Even though from the stories Iris and Caleb told, the students were quite a handful, to begin with. 
 
    Iris and Caleb both taught there, exactly what they taught Lilliah didn’t know, but she had promised to visit soon.  
 
    When they made it to the end of the aisle, Lilliah turned and stood next to her brother while her mother took a seat.  
 
    Rebecca’s father started to sing and everyone stood as Rebecca entered. 
 
    Lilliah glanced around the room, watching her mother link her hands with her new husband, whom Lilliah loved. She took in everyone’s smiling faces. Unable to believe the battle with Lucifer had been only four years ago. So much had changed. 
 
    While everyone was looking at the bride, she found Azrael staring straight at her. A small smile on his face.  
 
    After much discussion, Lilliah finally told him what Lucifer had said. They had both decided to take off their rings. Not yet, of course, they both still had a lot of living to do. Lilliah was only twenty-three after all. But eventually, when they were ready they would both go back to Heaven. Earth wasn’t made for something to last forever. Not even them. 
 
    She winked down at him and sneakily blew him a kiss before taking a deep breath as her brother and best friend said their “I do’s” with their family and friends by their side.  
 
    This was Lilliah’s Heaven. 
 
      
 
    THE END   
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Thank you for reading! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Go to my website for more news on The Seraphim Series and more. 
 
      
 
    www.sophiastafford.co.uk 
 
      
 
    Follow me on Twitter 
 
    @sophiastaff91 
 
    Or on Facebook 
 
      
 
    And please subscribe below for any news! 
 
      
 
    SUBSCRIBE HERE!!! 
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