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Prologue

HOPE

Our world was messed up, broken, and I was just a pawn in it. A simple Avoidable girl with nothing.

If you could describe our world in one word, what would it be? That was the main question on the form in front of me. Absolutely nuts. That was two words. Scribbling my answer out, I thought harder as I bit the end of the pen.

When my best friend Purple had got me an official application form to apply to be a warrior for the Enforcer of Lower Side, I had scoffed. Working for Artie was already a given, considering I accompanied Purple on most of his missions.

Our world was a place I had come to despise. Even at the ripe young age of eighteen, I often wondered why I stayed. Our city, one of the few left in the world, was divided in two. A strong polluted river ran through the middle of it, splitting it in half.

Our side used to be popular with tourists, apparently. Way back before the government changed the rules, therefore changing the course of many lives. By history’s calculations, Avoidables had become a race five hundred years ago.

Life had been simple according to the surviving history books in our part of the city. Lower Side. My home.

“Hurry up, will you? I’ve got to go and spy on the man who threatened to assassinate William.”

William. A name that made me shudder. The leader of the Perfect government.

“Keep your hair on, Purple, I’m trying to be creative.”

It was nice to have a break from rushing all over the place. Not that I didn’t like hunting Avoidables. My stomach clenched as the familiar wash of guilt came over me. I was also an Avoidable. Someone who wasn’t good enough for the Perfects.

Perfects were the people who lived in Upper side, the other part of the city. Their smooth skin, pretty eyes and perfect ways made them untouchable. They controlled who stayed in their luxurious part of the city, while the people deemed ugly, deformed, or with gifts out of the norm, were shunned and sent to Lower Side.

My toe tapped the corner leg of the desk as Purple scowled at me over his shoulder. “Stop slacking, it never takes you this long to do anything.”

Flicking his shaggy shoulder-length dark hair off his forehead, he tucked his hands into the pockets of his leather trousers. His huge frame stood awkwardly as he waited for me. The dragon half-breed didn’t have the patience of a saint. In fact, he didn’t have the patience of anything.

Unjust. That was the word that shot into my mind. Perfects ruled how much we ate, where we lived, and what we did. Just because of the way we looked.

Avoidables were never allowed over to Upper Side. Not that their stupid rules stopped me.

“I’m almost done,” I muttered, bending my head over the table as I wrote my last answer. “Don’t panic, I’ll be there to save your butt. And kick some poor unsuspecting Avoidable’s too. Although, I think we should let them try to kill the government leader. Why do I care if he dies?”

Purple grunted, shrugging his thick shoulders. “If you want to work for Artie, you know as well as I do that he’s pals with William in order to run Lower Side. And to do that, he has to keep Avoidables in check. We can’t have too many rogues killing Perfects. It’s got to stop.”

Glancing up at him from under my stringy brown hair, I huffed. “Shame, I would like to kill them all.”

Purple’s scoff echoed around the small living area of our home. He knew me well.

“Don’t lie. You’re as fed up with death as we are. Why else would you attach yourself to me? You just want to be out in the field.”

He was right. I loved my best friend for being there for me, but I loved him more for letting me tag along with him. I wasn’t an official warrior, yet. However, I did want to work with Artie to help the Avoidables.

It was time for us to stop retaliating. Perfects shot us dead in the street when they felt like it. Not that many came into Lower Side anymore. It was too dangerous for them. Hungry, angry Avoidables did a lot of harm...to everyone.

“Do you think this will work?” I asked, flicking the paper over to him.

Picking it up off the floor, he grinned at me. “Probably not. Artie thinks you’re a pain in the arse. And, I agree.”

Flying from my seat, I crashed into Purple. His solid frame sent me flying back. The rough skin of his hands grasped my shoulders and held me still.

“That’s exactly why you’d make a good warrior. After some training.”

The city needed me. Lower Side needed me. With hardly any televisions, electricity, food or entertainment, Avoidables had nothing to live for. Least of all protecting Perfects. They were always trying to find a way to better their lives. Unfortunately, they believed that hurting those that were responsible for our lack was the way forward.

I disagreed. Perfects may be beautiful. They may have everything they wanted. They ruled the world, yet, there was something missing. They were paranoid. Worried that the ugly people would mar their world one day.

“I’m ready,” I said, ducking away from Purple’s grip and heading out the door.

My friend muttered as he followed me. He was fighting for the same cause. Something better. Anything had to be better than poverty, no self-worth and constant anger.

I was looking forward to being a spy for the day. After I had helped Purple, I would pay a visit to Upper Side. For research, of course.
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Chapter One

HOPE

‘SHE’S ONLY GOT ONE arm,’ the man cried and backed away, bumping fast into the dancing crowd. 

Everything had been going so well. I was lost in the music, swaying and thumping my good hand in the air. The man had looked over at me as I had glanced up from the floor. He was handsome. As our gazes clashed, a grin spread over his clean shaven face. I let the corners of my lips sink into my cheeks as I circled my hips in a mating dance. He swayed over to me, but as I turned in a circle, his eyes locked onto my shoulder and that’s when he had started to shout.

Everyone around me turned to stare. I laughed loudly as the others backed away from me as if I was a freak. Shaking my head, I noticed the guards coming from the direction that the gorgeous man had just gone.

Okay, so I may have been a bit careless. All I wanted to do was dance. The loud music ran up and down my nerves, making me want to move with it.

‘Come with me,’ a deep throated voice shouted as a strong hand gripped my forearm and pulled. I turned to see the familiar purple eyes and grinned. 

It was Purple.

I wasn’t sure if it was better to be caught by him or the guards. I allowed him to pull me through the crowd and out the back entrance. We ran towards the river and started over the bridge. Mid way over, we stopped and looked back. The guards stood by the end of the bridge. They wouldn’t come any further. They wouldn’t risk it. I did a little dance and stuck my middle finger up at them.

A thud made me stumble as pain sliced through me. A dart had lodged into my good shoulder. I gasped and spun towards Purple, wincing when I saw that they had hit him too. How had they caught us?

I was going to be in so much trouble for this.

*

‘WHY WERE YOU ON UPPER Side?’ The guard asked as I sat against the concrete wall.  

‘I wanted to dance,’ I replied, bringing my knees up and resting my arm on them. 

‘You know Avoidables are not permitted to enter Upper Side.’ The tall good looking guard sat in a plush chair, brought in just for him.

‘I just wanted to dance,’ I sighed.

‘You will be escorted back to Lower Side where you’ll be confined to a cell for three days punishment.’

The guard got up and came over to me. Bending down, he ran his hand over mine. I tried to struggle, but he grasped my fingers and yanked my t-shirt up over the end of my stubbed shoulder. He stared. I had to bite my lip before I said something I would regret. Perfects were so often surrounded by good looking people, they found us fascinating.

Cringing away from him, I tried to grab my shirt. 

‘Let her go,’ came a quiet, but deadly, voice from behind us.

Purple was a master at escape. I was glad he had forgiven me enough to come and get me before he left. The guard laughed as he fisted his hand and sent it flying into my stub. I cried out as Purple grabbed the man by his throat and threw him across the room. 

‘We need to get out of here,’ he said. 

Holding onto my throbbing shoulder, I stood up and went towards the door. 

‘No time.’ Purple grabbed my waist and jumped us through the ceiling.

The smash of plaster deafened me as we landed in an alley outside of the building. A siren went off inside. It was illegal for Avoidables to use their powers in Upper Side. 

‘Oh man, I can do without this right now,’ I said, tucking my t-shirt back over my stub. 

‘Why couldn’t you just stay in Lower Side?’

I grinned at Purple. He was crazy. Why would I want to stay where there were so many misfits? The men over here...

‘You’re mad,’ he said, reading my thoughts...literally. 

‘Get out my brain, Purple.’ I punched him in the arm. 

‘Are we just going to stand around here all night?’ He took my arm, but I shook free.

I had unfinished business. I had been enjoying myself until that handsome weasel had ruined it for me.

Turning, I ran, grinning to myself when Purple cursed behind me. He could never catch me when we were running. He was too well behaved to use his powers in Upper Side, unless he had to of course. Me, on the other hand, I didn’t care. 

I was back at the club within a few minutes. Just in time. It was almost closing, but the music still thumped inside. Climbing in through the toilet window, I sneaked back in. Coming into the club, I scouted for guards. There was one left on the door, but he was talking to the gorgeous girls that danced in front of him.

My gaze froze as I scanned the crowd. There he was, the good looking creep...it was payback time. He sat at the bar, sipping a beer. Walking up to the man, I sat next to him on a stool. He turned to me, all smiles. Probably expecting to see a perfectly formed face. Only beautiful people lived on Upper Side.

‘What the...?’ he started when he saw me there.

His mouth stilled as I looked him directly in the eye. I showed him my soul. See, these people believed that the Perfects were beautiful, but their souls were dark and cold. Outer beauty didn’t last a life time. The soul however...did. My mother had taught me that when I was a child.

The man gasped, reaching a hand out to me. I batted it away and stood up, gesturing for him to follow me. He was in a daze as the pure love that radiated through me penetrated his cold chest. Like a puppet, he followed me into the toilets, through the window and into the alley outside. I had to be quick. Purple was nearby. I could feel him. 

‘What...?’ he started.

I was going to kill him with beauty. I started to smile, but he reached out a hand and gently lifted the sleeve of my t-shirt. I froze. Never had one of the Perfects looked at me with such wonder. He may have freaked out earlier, but now, he gently brushed his fingers over my puckered skin. 

‘What are you?’ he whispered.

Our gazes met. I couldn’t speak. A Perfect was speaking to me. A handsome, good looking, perfect person actually wanted me to speak to me.

‘You really want to know?’ 

The fingers that caressed me sent shivers over my sensitive skin. No one had ever touched me there before. A strange sensation shifted in my shoulder. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from him and it seemed that he was just as stuck as I was. 

‘Yes, I want to know. I’ve never met an Avoidable before,’ he whispered, his face coming closer to mine. Remembering that my soul was still showing in my gaze, I shut it off. He blinked a few times but didn’t back away. 

The sharp pain in my shoulder increased. It came from the bone. I gasped, gritting my teeth. The man took his hand away as movement started to shift my shoulder. Stepping back, I sucked air into my lungs. I had no idea what was happening.

Never in my life had I experienced the weirdness going on. I had been born with just one arm, but my powers had not fully developed yet. Suddenly, a tearing sensation had me on my knees. Grasping my hand over my shoulder stump, I swore under my breath. If the guards found me there, they would probably execute me.

Something started to come out of my shoulder. It was quick and excruciating. That’s all I was aware of. And him.

He was still there, standing in front of me. A splitting feeling vibrated through my good arm, making me gasp again. Closing my eyes, I bent forward, almost rocking, while he stroked my back.

The sensation grew. I tried to focus so that I could call Purple to me, but before I managed it, the pain eased.

My body hummed with power as I sprung into a stand. The gorgeous man was knocked to the ground. When I looked down at him, his eyes were wide open. The look on his face was pure lust, or was it love?

Glancing at myself, I paused. My mouth dropped open as air rushed from my lungs. The beat of my heart crashed against my ribs. I had an arm where there hadn’t been one before. Something was heavy on my back, too. The splitting feeling hadn’t come from my other arm; it had come from my shoulder blades. Tears prickled my eyes as I reached behind me to feel the massive wings. Glorious wings. I had an arm. And, wings...why? How?

Purple cursed as he finally came upon us, freezing to the ground when he saw me.

The young man got to his feet and came over. He stared...that kind of look that crossed the face of a child when they saw something wonderful for the first time. No one, let alone a Perfect, had ever gazed at me that way. In my minimal encounters with Perfects, disgust had been the only expression on their lovely face.

‘You’re beautiful,’ he said, stroking my wing. 

‘Don’t touch her,’ Purple growled, coming down the alley towards us.

He was right to warn the Perfect. Not many Avoidables were approached by the other race. If they were, they hit out...usually killing them. That was our only defence against them. Fear.

‘What’s your name?’ the man said, looking from Purple to me and taking my hand in his. Why didn’t he run? He had been afraid of me only an hour before. I had one arm. Or, I did. I had. For some reason, somehow, an arm had grown out of me.

I was torn. My hand was limp in his grasp. I had never been so close to one of them. His blue eyes sparkled, his smooth jaw tense as he stared into my eyes. Captivated. The Perfect hadn’t only had me locked up, he had somehow unlocked something in me, too. He had to be the reason I was suddenly whole.

‘I’m Jason. Please tell me your name?’ 

He stepped away as Purple approached. The Avoidable’s size was intimidating enough to make anybody back up, but the purple eyes and ridges down his arms made them want to run.

‘I’m...’

‘...Going,’ Purple interrupted, grabbing my arm and flying us upwards. 

‘Wait!’ I called, struggling against his grip.

It was no use. I was too weak from whatever had just happened to me. My new wings got in the way of my escape. Purple dangled me in the air by my new arm. I could hardly breathe. The scene below us changed from dark nightlife, to water, and then to even darker grimy alleyways. 

We were back in Lower Side.

‘What the hell were you thinking?’ Purple snapped, flying us into the open window of our home.

Avoidables lived in groups. We tried to pick people with different abilities that would serve us all. Avoidables were survivors. Lower Side was a cruel and dangerous place made up of all the people that the officials deemed not perfect enough for their side of the city. 

‘I wasn’t,’ I replied, hugging myself with my good arm.

Swallowing, I tried not to cry. My wings and new arm retracted as soon as we landed. Purple sighed and sat on the sofa. I went to the armchair and allowed its softness to cradle my vulnerable body.

‘Did you know?’ He pushed his hand through his long dark hair.

It was the softest hair I had ever seen on any woman or man. It fell to his shoulders. He mostly wore it up when out. He was a handsome man, but he was still from the dark side...Lower Side. Just because his face was pretty, didn’t make him anything less than an Avoidable. The ridges on his arms told of a dragon ancestry as did the purple eyes and flying abilities. He was yet to come into his fire power. I shook my head, blinking away the tears that started to fall from my eyes. 

‘You were stunning,’ he whispered, his eyes going to the spot where my new arm had been.

My gaze snapped to him. Awe reflected back at me. He wasn’t hitting on me, he was being genuine.

‘How did this happen?’

Purple shook his head. ‘I’ve heard of angels...but, not...they’re not...’

My speechless best friend was a rare treat.

‘They left years ago. Many years ago. I don’t see how...’

We watched each other, both as clueless as the other. I hadn’t known my father. He was never in my life.

‘My father...he must have been an angel...or something,’ I said the words quietly.

It was rare to have an angel ancestor because most of them had abandoned the planet. They didn’t have a choice. The darkness had become too much for their light, so they had to leave. The history books said that it was with regret. They had tried one last attempt to revive the human race, whom they’d loved dearly, but it had backfired. 

‘Did your mother ever tell you that she mated with an angel?’ Purple stood to pace the room. 

I shook my head. My mother had died when I was young, but I always pretended that she had died only a short while ago. Somehow the lie made me feel closer to her. 

‘No one must know about this for now, Hope,’ he said, nodding his head and turning to leave.

‘Where are you going?’ I didn’t want to be left alone with my thoughts. 

‘To do some research. Try to get some rest.’ He left without another word. 

​Chapter Two

The word half-bred kept popping into my head as I crouched on the roof of the building in Upper Side. We weren’t sure how we had come to be. The Avoidables were ruled by the Perfects. Perfects were good looking normal humans with no inter or cross breeding. To be honest, I wasn’t sure if I believed in cross breeding. Even if I did have angel in me.

The Perfects did a test that was a government invented cruel joke. If a Perfect had a child that was less than Perfect looking by the age of fifteen, they would have to take them to be examined to see whether or not they could stay in Upper Side. Not many people made it through the test. My mother must have failed.

The wings though, they were something else. The story of the angels trying to bring light to the earth by mating with humans suggested that the humans could not conceive with them. Maybe they were mistaken. 

A noise below cleared my mind. Crouching down, I looked over the edge of the building. There he was. Jason. I had been thinking about him for the last three days. What was it inside him that had brought out my angel side?

I flexed my good arm as I remembered the few moments I’d had a matching one. My missing arm had always been a mystery. Something I was used to. 

‘Are you here?’ Jason said, trying to keep quiet.

Guards often patrolled the roads, but rarely came down the alleyways. Things were good in Upper Side. The Perfects were well behaved and never caused trouble. The Avoidables liked to come and stir up the peace sometimes though, so the guards were needed.

I jumped down behind him. He spun when he heard my feet thump on the ground. Hanging my head low, I avoided his gaze. I didn’t know how to feel around the Perfect man. 

‘I knew you would come,’ he said, reaching a hand towards me.

Lifting my head, I stepped back, out of his reach. There it was again. It was like a lightning bolt hitting me in the chest as our gaze clashed. What was it about him? I hated Perfects. 

‘Please tell me your name?’

‘Hope,’ I replied, shocked that the word had jumped from my mouth.

I had planned to stay disconnected. I didn’t want to have to kill him. If I told him too much about me, he might speak to the other Perfects. Killing him would prevent him from doing that.

‘Makes sense.’ He tried to smile at me, but when I scowled back, a burst of laughter escaped him.

About to spin away from him, I gasped when he caught my hand and held tight. I looked down at our joined fingers and unconsciously returned the pressure. 

‘You have no idea, do you?’ I said, shaking my head at him. It was impossible. It was stupid. Why the hell was I there?

‘I can’t think straight when I’m not around you, so no, I have no idea. Tell me.’

I closed my eyes for a brief second. When I opened them, he had come closer. There was a reflection of myself in his eyes. Blinking, I looked again and saw what he saw. There was a thin girl, with shoulder length straggly brunette hair, dark eyes and pale skin. She was an ordinary looking girl, except for the light that now radiated around her. A weird glow surrounded me. As I stared at the image, a feeling grew inside me. I had only felt it when I was young. I had felt it when my mother had held me tight and sung me to sleep. Love. I didn’t look like an Avoidable to him. I looked like love. 

‘I have to go,’ I gasped, pulling my hand free and turning. 

‘Oi, oi, what do we have here then?’ A Perfect came down the alley towards us.

His brilliantly even features were amused at the scene in front of him. Jason stepped in front of me. I had to bite my lip to stop myself smiling. Perfects were petrified of us. We were dangerous, which made us powerful. That’s why they left us in Lower Side to fend for ourselves.

Without thinking, I grabbed Jason. As soon as my arm circled around his chest, my body vibrated.

Gritting my teeth, I held on as my missing arm grew from my shoulder and my wings burst out of my back. I started to flap them. An instinct inside me knew how to fly so I took us up and away from the alley. The guards shouted below as the Perfect who had caught us called for them. Panicking, I headed towards home.  

‘Hope, you can’t take me there.’

His words echoed around us as a shot fired below. They were shooting at us. There was no way I was going to get caught. Spreading my wings wide, I flapped harder. The glide was long enough to get us over the river.

As we neared my building, I suddenly noticed that Jason struggled in my grip. Oh dear. I had brought a Perfect to Lower Side. My instinct had been to run, like usual. I hadn’t even thought about the consequences. He would be killed instantly if he was seen. Perfects were forbidden to enter Lower Side. If only for their own protection.

Landing on the roof, I climbed down to my window. Glass smashed everywhere when I punched through it. Climbing in, I dragged Jason with me. Purple burst through the door two seconds later, a gun in his hand. 

‘What the...?’ His dark eyes fell on Jason, who was now collapsed on the floor where I had dropped him. My wings and arm folded away as I slumped on the bed. Purple growled before taking a step towards me. 

‘Don’t!’ Jason yelled, jumping up. 

Purple stopped and raised his eyebrows. 

‘I don’t need to ask. Have your fun, Hope, and then get rid of him.’ He spun and left the room, slamming the door shut behind him.

I couldn’t get rid of Jason. In our language, that meant killing him. A rare few Avoidables kidnapped Perfects to abuse when the opportunity arose. The ones that did were usually the people that had been kept as slaves by the officials of Upper Side. They had been through some of the harshest things known to man, just for being different. 

‘This has to change,’ I whispered. 

‘What?’ Jason sat next to me and looked around my room. His shivering frame shook the bed as his gaze drank in the dingy area. It was bare and dimly lit. Not a place you would proudly call home.

‘This disgusting divide between Avoidables and Perfects. Things have to change, or we’ll all end up killing each other.’

My bottom lip started to wobble. Jumping up, I sucked it into my mouth. What was wrong with me? I had never been the emotional type. Glancing in the mirror, I paused. My eyes were white. A glow emanated from them. I had never seen that in myself before. 

‘You’ve awoken your light,’ Jason said, smiling at me.

‘How do you know?’ It felt strange to talk to him.

‘I know, because I can see it. I’ve been studying the Avoidables for a few years. I agree with you. This is no way for our world to be.’

‘Why did you freak out in the club, then?’

Ducking his head, he stared at the rough concrete floor. ‘It took me by surprise. I was living my normal Perfect life, not thinking about my work. Not thinking about the divide, or the Avoidables.’

The whole world was divided. Few cities remained, but the ones that did no longer lived in harmony. There were two sides to every city, one for the Avoidables and one for the Perfects. The wilderness between the cities was vast and mostly dead. Not much countryside or water was left out there. It was mostly barren wasteland. 

When I didn’t reply, Jason carried on. ‘I want to explain more to you, but it’s not really my place. You need to find out for yourself. Your light will show you the way. You’ve been written about. Did you know that?’ He stood and came to me. 

I was still gazing at my face. 

‘Does it look like we have many books over here?’ I laughed as he ducked his head again.

Reading about something really didn’t make it real. That’s why the Perfects held such sway. They knew so much more than us. We were uneducated. We had no idea what was really out in the world. If we tried to defeat the Perfects, we had no idea what we were actually up against.

Did he say that I had been written about? Why would anyone write about me?

‘You’re the only half angel Avoidable in the world, Hope. Or, so I’ve read anyway.’ He quickly looked away. Was he hiding something? How did he know so much? ‘You’re here to save the day,’ he laughed as he gestured with his hands. 

‘That sounds ridiculous. I...’ My words stopped. A faint warmth surrounded me. 

Opening my mouth, words froze on my tongue when Jason came and stood behind me, looking into the mirror. Our eyes met, and I felt that strange feeling again.

‘I don’t like how you make me feel,’ I whispered. 

He placed his hand over my shoulder stub. 

‘Are you sure about that?’ 

A shiver went through me as an unfamiliar emotion started to grow in my chest. How could I feel for the man? I didn’t even know him.

A warm sensation started where his hand rested. Our gaze was still locked. My chest was rising fast as I tried to catch my breath. 

‘Hope, we got trouble!’ Purple shouted from the hallway.

I sprung away from Jason and reached under my bed. I took out my gun and gestured for him to get under there. He went to protest, but I raised my gun to his chest. His eyes went wide before he dived under the bed. Purple opened the door, quickly closing it carefully behind him. 

‘What’s going on?’ I whispered. 

‘Sandor’s back.’

Purple didn’t need to elaborate. Sandor was our flatmate and she had a fetish for Perfects. It didn’t matter if they were male or female; she would use them as toys and kill them. We had rescued her from the government’s palace a year ago. She had been abused so badly, she had almost died.

Since then, we had tried to get rid of her over and over again, but she just kept coming back. The problem with the current situation was that Sandor’s ability was extremely heightened senses. She could smell a Perfect from a long way away. 

‘I don’t know how to stop her, Hope.’ Purple ran his hand over his hair, a pained expression on his face. ‘I think it’s time.’

Avoidables found it very hard to stick together, but when you accepted someone as part of the family, it was hard to get rid of them. 

‘She has to be stopped, Purple. The Perfects are going to notice that their kind is going missing.’ I cursed. ‘I thought we’d got rid of her with Hunter.’ 

We had sent Sandor away with a roamer. A man who loved the thrill of trying to survive in the wilderness. He had taken our flatmate with him. It had only been four months since she had left.

‘She’s at the front door. You need to get Jason out of here, now.’ Purple reached under the bed and pulled the human out.

His pale face made my heart beat. I took his hand in mine to comfort him. I kept forgetting that he wasn’t used to our way of life. 

‘I’ll take him to the safe cave,’ I said, shaking hands with Purple before wrapping my arm around Jason and allowing my wings to come free. My new arm also wrapped around his chest and together we jumped out of the window.

In the distance of the city, there was a red mountain that towered above it. Jumping out of the window, I flew us over the buildings to the cave in the side of the huge rock.

I went about lighting a fire, which was set up and ready to use, while Jason climbed under the thick covers on the floor. It was a lot colder up there so we always had it prepared for emergencies. 

‘What will Purple do to Sandor?’ Jason asked as he watched me move around.

I came over to him, wondering what to do. The fire was high, but it wasn’t warm enough on its own. Jason pulled the covers open so I sat down next to him. We leant against the wall of the cave. He took my hand in his and closed his eyes, waiting for me to speak. 

‘He will take her to our enforcer. She’s had a warning for kidnapping Perfects. She’s so damaged, she hasn’t stopped. They won’t tolerate anymore. We hoped that going away with Hunter, a roamer, would keep her occupied enough to stay away.’

‘What will happen to her?’ 

His hand was warm. The physical contact was strange to me. So much had changed in the last few days. I was starting to feel overwhelmed. Closing my eyes, I let my head fall back against the rock. Jason’s hand came up and pulled my head to his shoulder. 

‘This is weird,’ I said.

My hand started to sweat with the contact. 

‘It’s fate,’ Jason replied.

‘She’ll be exiled. We may seem like the horrible, dangerous ones, but we’re trying our best to be better. In fact, there are hardly any Avoidables that don’t follow our rules now, just the rebels. We are shunned and judged by Perfects just because of the way we look. How can you say that it’s fair to degrade and belittle a person because they are different from you?’ I felt the betrayal of tears against my cheeks. The angel side was a whole new me. 

‘I don’t think it’s fair. That’s why I’ve been studying you all, especially you. Does it not feel like you know me?’ His hand wiped my tears away, but I kept my eyes tightly closed. I didn’t want to see pity on his handsome face.

I nodded against his shoulder. ‘Why have you been studying us?’

‘Because I have, you’ll know everything soon enough. You’re going to save this city and everyone in it,’ he whispered, his words getting heavier.

The rhythm of his breathing lulled me to comfort. We were both falling asleep, but I wanted to know more. 

‘Don’t be crazy,’ I said, smiling to myself. ‘How do you know that?’

‘I’m not. You’re going to become a full angel and you’re going to save the planet. I know...well, I just know. And, soon, so will you.’ 

His breathing levelled out as he fell into a deep sleep. I was conscious enough to wonder if it could be real. I had always felt like my life had purpose, but I could never find it. I looked everywhere. In my own part of the city. Even the Perfects fascinated me. Going to Upper Side was my way of trying to figure them out.

If what Jason said was true, I would finally know what my purpose was.

But could I really be an angel?

​Chapter Three

The gentle kiss on my cheek woke me. The caress on my arms brought me from my sleep. Arms...? I opened my eyes and noticed that yes, I had both my arms. My wings were not out, but my new arm was there. Studying it, I stared at the smooth pale skin with a tiny smattering of freckles. It matched my other arm perfectly. Flexing my fingers in front of me, I held my own hand for the first time. Shuddering, I smiled as a lump came to my throat. It was odd having two arms.

I looked at Jason in the flickering light of the dying fire. His eyes were burning just as bright as the flames. I couldn’t look away as he leaned towards me. I let him kiss me. His hands cradled my head as a burst of love flowed from my heart and all over my body.

I had never felt good in this skin, but as my inner spark was ignited, a feminine glow grew intensely. I opened myself up, mind, body and soul. Jason did the same. We kissed each other and allowed our souls to meet in the middle. 

‘I’m not Perfect,’ he whispered a while later as I lay in his arms. 

‘Yes, you are,’ I whispered back, kissing his knuckles. 

‘I meant that I’m not a Perfect.’

He stilled my kisses as he looked at me. 

‘What are you, then?’ 

‘Can you not tell?’ His eyes didn’t reflect back at me this time. I looked at them, trying to work out what was so familiar. 

‘I am part of you...’ he breathed across the small distance between us. I saw it then. My eyes were in his face. Blinking, I let out my breath when his eyes appeared again.

‘I don’t understand.’ 

Stroking his cheek, I felt the caress on my own skin. 

‘Some angels decide to split in two so they can come to earth to help the human race. Masculine and feminine. All souls are made up of the two energies anyway. We know the angels left the planet years ago. That’s in the normal history books. But, I’ve learnt that we...me and you...us...we decided to give it another try. To unite for the good of the world.’ He kissed me again and I felt the truth of his words. I remembered hearing a Perfect call her partner her soul mate when I had been hiding out in Upper Side. Back then, I had wondered what it meant. Now I knew.

Was that why I only had one arm? Did he bring out the part of me that was missing? It resonated far too much for me to deny it. Yet...it was there in physical form. My arm. My wings.

‘Come, we need to go to the government compound. We have a mission to get on with.’

Jason stood, leaving me to follow. I was overwhelmed with love. I was overwhelmed with purpose and passion.

But most of all, I burned with a question.

How the bloody hell was I going to unite the Avoidables and Perfects?

*

PURPLE HAD ANSWERED my call to meet us on Lower Side Bridge. My best friend frowned at me when Jason explained that we needed to go to the government compound.

‘Are you mad?

Grinning, I nodded. ‘I think I might be. But, Jason can get us in. If we approach the officials, we could try and bargain.’

‘Bargain for what?’ Purple narrowed his eyes on Jason.

The smaller man folded his arms across his chest. The light blue of his eyes twinkled from the rays of the rising sun. ‘Freedom. It’s what you want, isn’t it?’

Scowling, his favourite pastime, Purple rolled his eyes. ‘And a little trip, straight into a trap, will get us our freedom?’

Grabbing hold of the ridges on my friends arm, I tugged him away from Jason. ‘I know this is hard for you to believe, but I trust him. You don’t have to. You just need to be there for me. First sign of danger, you can leave.’

‘You really think I’m going to leave you? In this state?’

‘What state?’

Clearing my face, I tried to adopt the look of innocence. ‘I can hear your thoughts, Hope. You’ve gone all...mushy.’

The curl of Purple’s lip made me laugh. Jason frowned as we whispered between ourselves. As a Perfect, he wouldn’t have any abilities. Least of all, being able to hear others thoughts.

‘Stay out of my head!’ My snappy response was laced with amusement. I had never been one to be sappy. Something was going on.

‘You trust him?’ Purple said, looking over his shoulder at the Perfect who had crashed into our lives.

‘You saw what happened when he touched me in the ally. I don’t know what it is, Purple, but I need to investigate this more. The Perfects have access to knowledge. I want to know what’s going on with me.’

Running his hand through his hair, Purple sighed. ‘So, it’s not really anything to do with freedom?’

‘Of course it is! It’s what we’re always working towards, isn’t it? That’s what Artie tells us. If we behave. If we become better people, we’re more likely to experience freedom from the reign of Perfects. I have to go. With, or without you.’ I squeezed his arm hard, even if it was thick with muscle, preventing me from hurting him. I would get my point across.

‘You know I won’t leave you to go on your own. We need to go straight away, then. Before the city gets up.’

Flinging my arm around his neck, I hugged him. Purple always gave in to me. He was truly my family.

Jason swallowed as we approached him. He eyed my muscular friend as the frown remained on his face.

‘I’ll follow in a second,’ Purple said, flexing his arms in preparation of releasing his dragon wings from his back.

Nodding, I clapped him on the shoulder before reaching for Jason. I still didn’t have control over the changes that occurred when my wings came, but touching Jason made it happen automatically.

Stumbling to my knee as my shirt was ripped, I cringed into myself. It was strange that sometimes it hurt, but in the night it had happened without me even feeling it.

Jason held on to me as my body formed. As soon as I could get my breath, I took hold of him and leapt into the air.

‘Fly to the roof of the compound. There’s one building that doesn’t have surveillance.’

The air rushed around us, helping us on our way. ‘What building is that?’

The man in my arms coughed as he opened his mouth. ‘Just...don’t ask.’

Sandor had mentioned a place where Perfects held Avoidables. They weren’t prisoners. They were slaves.

My blood ran hot as we neared the centre of Upper Side. The concrete compound made up most of this side of the city. Houses, shopping centres and everything else circled the main buildings.

‘That building,’ Jason shouted, pointing.

Following his instruction, I lowered us to the roof. The sun was starting to creep over the horizon. Purple landed silently next to us, folding his wings instantly. Shutting my eyes, I willed my own to retreat. It didn’t work.

Huffing, I clenched my fists. Jason wrestled his hand from mine. I hadn’t even realised I still held him. As soon as our skin was free, my wings and arm sunk back into my body.

‘Some of the officials will be having a morning meeting.’ Jason looked from me to Purple.

My best friend shuffled from one foot to the other. He was right to be suspicious. If I hadn’t felt the connection with Jason, I would never had trusted him. However, Purple was a warrior. And, so was I. If anything went wrong, we would get out of it.

‘Okay, let’s storm the room. Maybe take an official or two hostage.’

Jason nodded, the glint in his eyes calm. He didn’t seem worried or afraid. His confidence made my insides stop shaking. I had no idea why I was so happy to step into a potential trap. Maybe I was just stupid.

‘Let’s just go.’ Purple wanted it over and done with. His usual stealth demeanour was switched on. We were on a mission.

Following Jason, we climbed down the building and shot into the doors. Purple held back, making sure no one saw us.

The hallway was lined with thick lush carpet. Something I had never set foot on.

‘In there,’ Jason whispered as we drew nearer to a set of double doors.

Nodding, I dug my gun out of my waistband. Jason’s eyes widened. He had no idea that I carried a weapon. An Avoidable girl had to be careful.

Thrusting my weight against the wood, I burst through the double doors, coming to a stop on the other side.

Perfect officials sat around a long table. 

‘Can we help you?’ The man at the head of the table watched as Jason and I came towards him. The rest looked towards the doors, expecting guards to come in after us. Little did they know that we had snuck in undetected. 

‘Yes, you can help us,’ I replied, holding the gun towards his chest as I walked around the table. I had seen a picture of the man. Artie had a catalogue of all Perfect officials. Part of his work collection that Purple had let me have a sneak peek at once.

My survival instinct kicked in as heat travelled up my arms. It was either kill or be killed when it came to confronting, or even being around, a Perfect. 

‘Hope...’ Jason called.

I stopped still to look at him. He grinned. Growling, I walked towards my enemy. 

‘I believe you were actually expecting us?’ Jason said from the other side of the table. 

We both reached the man at the same time. My jaw dropped as I looked at Jason. The older man chuckled. It sent the whole table into hysterical laughter.

I snapped. How dare these people laugh at me? They must have thought I was a fool. To be led into a trap. I obviously was.

And there they sat, judging the people that were not like them. How did they know what we had been through? They thought their lives were perfect, but what about the pain and struggle that some of us had to face? Couldn’t these people just try to understand why we did what we did to survive? Why I had taken an opportunity to get to them.

Lifting my gun, I kicked the chair from under the man and landed on top of him as he hit the floor, the barrel pressed against his chest. I wasn’t afraid to use it. 

‘Everyone, I would like to bring you Hope,’ the official called.

A round of applause echoed around the room. The man’s body moved. He shuddered, smiling widely as white feathers pushed out from underneath him. They were squeezed against the floor and his back, but they were unmistakably wings. Just like mine.

Jumping up, I looked around. Those sitting at the table suddenly had wings. Purple was
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