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Chapter One
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Bilal comes out of the shadows with steel in his eyes. “I want them to pay.” He growls. I’m not used to seeing the usually easygoing djinn demand destruction, and the storms in his eyes makes him akin to a hurricane.

“Where did you come from?” He grins, bearing his teeth more like a snarl. “And how did you find us?” 

“It’s my job.” Everyone gets in a defensive stance. “I’m free to align myself with you once more.” I gasp at this.

“Isaac must have...” I don’t finish as Bilal nods.

“Thank you.” Bilal pats Isaac on the back. “I didn’t know until now who I was indebted to, but I was hoping that it was indeed someone who was working with Selene.”

“Why.” Raguel seethes. “So you can burn her at the stake again?” 

Bilal’s face drops and his eyes become vacant hollows. “That wasn’t by choice.” He turns to me. “You have to believe me. I would never intentionally try to kill you.” Bilal sucks in deep a breath. “They found out that I was working with you somehow and used me against you.” 

“I know that... now.” I say the last part under my breath.  

“I had informed her of your ties to them.” Isaac gives a sympathetic partial smile. 

Bilal grins in return. “Thank you for that.” His eyes stray to the ring on Isaac’s finger before darkness clouds them. “How do you have that?”

“Power.” Isaac answers, his tone nonchalant but his eyes dart away from Bilal as if ashamed. 

“Do you know what that ring can do Selene?” Bilal isn’t quite yelling at me, but its damn close.

“Yeah.” I sigh, rubbing my face with my hands. “It can also control angels.” 

“What?” Bilal growls, his eyes dark as he glares at Isaac.

“Stop.” I yell. “We are all going to need one another.” I shake my head. “I am going to need all of you to work together and get past your differences.” I go over and give Bilal a small hug. “I’m glad you’re back with us.”

“Me too.” He gives a sheepish look. “I don’t know for how long though. That guy that Isaac killed, wasn’t the highest one on the totem pole who has my name. Luckily, he was the last one to use it so I was able to get away.” He looks at the floor with a muttered, “For now.”

“What can we do to help?” The words rush out of my mouth, desperate to keep the djinn on our side of the war. 

“Well you know my name?” Bilal gives me a wry smile. 

“I can also use this?” Isaac holds up his hand as the ring glistens in the light. Each of us gasps in horror before silent descends, as if we are all debating the ramifications.

“That...” Bilal shakes his head. “I don’t know. It would work, no doubt, but then I would be your slave.” 

“He has control over me yet hasn’t used that power to bring me to my knees.” I tell Bilal. 

“Just do it! Quick!” Bilal tightly closes his eyes as if afraid to watch. Isaac holds his hand up and speaks in some language I don’t understand. 

“You will work with Selene.” Isaac whispers to the djinn in that commanding voice I recall so vividly while Bilal nods his agreement and mumbles his thanks. 

“So, that will intercede any other commands that he might get?” Raguel asks, well, more like growls as he glares at Bilal as if his death is the only solution. 

“Yes. I highly doubt a mere mortal would be able to conjure enough power to outdo my father’s seal.” Isaac scoffs as if the idea is ludicrous which it probably is. The one thing we have in our favour is that the powerful elite think they are the most powerful beings, which puts them at a serious disadvantage. Since they truly believe that they hold all of the power, they won’t be prepared when the cold hard truth smacks them in the face. Like the fact that they can’t control Bilal any longer, or that the demons will eventually turn on them if we aren’t able to stop them. It’s almost enough to let the cards fall where they may, but then I am reminded of all the innocents and I shake that thought away.

“Maybe you can still play along with them as if you’re still on their side.” I raise my brow in question but Bilal only frowns. 

“It’s not exactly like when you had to play along with Daniel. Yes, he wanted you to kill people, but he didn’t expect you to create mass chaos where millions die. I can’t exactly fake that.”

“True, but maybe you could play along for a little while just to see what their plans are.” I plead.

“I agree with Bilal.” We all gasp at Raguel’s proclamation. “I think he would be better off if he stayed away from them.” 

“Fine.” I concede, but I still cross my arms petulantly. “I just want to figure out what they’re doing so we can stop it before the world gets colder and more oppressive.”

“We need to stop Satan as well.” My father reminds us. “That will be no easy feat, but I believe you have the power to do it.” 

I inhale deeply in hopes of taking a deep, cleansing breath to only have it fall short. “I feel like my to-do list has gotten longer and nothing has yet made its way off of it.” 

“So, are you ready to get out of here?” Bilal scopes Isaac’s home like you would a torture chamber before he saunters over to me, but abruptly jumps back. He gives Raguel a wry smile but doesn’t say a damn thing and I can only assume that he felt the power of the ring. I guess I understand why the fallen avoided me like the plague when we were playing cards.

“So ready.” I agree, but when I turn to Isaac he looks stricken. “You are welcome to come with us.” I tell him. 

“And leave all this.” He smiles, but it looks a little too forced as he raises his arms and gestures to his home. “If anything, you’re all welcome to stay.”

“I think not.” Raguel spits. I am not as quick to decline the offer.

“We might have to sit on it. The safe house is crowded and even with the expansion spell. I think it might be nice for everyone to have their own space.” Raguel growls so I quickly finish with, “It’s just something to consider for everyone’s sake.”

“You’re more than welcome.” Isaac says, but I notice that his eyes are only on me as he ignores everyone else which only causes Raguel to push back harder.

“I bet she is.” He hisses. “So you can seduce her and manipulate her into being your, what? Mate? Concubine?” 

At the term ‘concubine’, Isaac’s face twists in anger. “I don’t feel the need to possess her.” He gives a pointed look at the ring on my finger. “I want a companion.”

“You can buy one.” Raguel gives a mocking smile. 

“Stop it.” I screech. “Isaac, I think that it might be a great idea to keep this place in consideration as my army grows.” I turn to Raguel. “And you need to stop being... you just need to stop altogether.” As I turn on Raguel, he becomes crestfallen before his ire takes over.

“I need to stop? This man kidnapped you and now you are willing to stay with him willingly and I need to stop what exactly? Worrying about you?”

“I think she wants you stop acting so jealous and possessive.” Bilal deadpans.

“I don’t think I can.” Raguel sighs. 

“Imagine how your fallen brethren felt.” Bilal smirks which only makes me want to strangle him.

“Can we please move on?” I snap, exhausted by the constant back and forth. “I get it, everyone has a dig for Raguel, but I’m over it and would like for this shit to end.” I stare down everyone except for my father who stands back with folded arms and a small grin as he watches on. “Now, let’s get out of here.” I glance at Isaac. “You are welcome to come, or not, but I have a war to win and an army to amass and as much as I would like it if you were a part of it.” I cock my brow. “I won’t make you, so it’s your choice.” I turn away from him. “Are you ready?” My eyes first meet my father’s and then Raguel’s. 

“Yep.” Raguel says. 

“Ready when you are.” My father gives me a warm smile.

“Don’t forget about me.” Bilal rushes over to me. “Where are we off to?”

“I don’t think it would be a good idea for you to come with us to where everyone is hiding.” Raguel tells Bilal.

“Why not?” Bilal frustratingly snaps back.

Raguel sighs before answering. “You turned on Selene.” Raguel holds up his hand when Bilal tries to cut in with a defense. “I know you were being controlled... now, but in some ways, that makes things worse. What if you turn in the entire coven? Most of them aren’t as lucky as Selene, and they won’t survive.”

“You’re right.” Bilal mumbles under his breath. “I don’t want to hinder anything.”

“You can stay here.” Isaac offers which surprises everyone. 

“I might take you up on that offer.” Bilal looks at Isaac’s ring. “So long as you never use that in order to make me do your bidding.”

“Agreed.”

***
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Raguel, my father and I finally make our way back to the safe house where my mother bounds off the couch much spryer than I would have expected and pulls me into a tight embrace. One that is on the verge of suffocating. 

“Mom... can’t... breathe.” I pant. 

“Sorry.” She pulls away, but refuses to relinquish her hold completely. “I was so scared,” She begins to tear up, “when Raguel told us what had happened.”

“I didn’t mean to frighten you, but I can assure you that it wasn’t as bad as any of us thought. Isaac is vastly misunderstood.”

“Isaac?” My mom spits. “You’re on a first name basis with your kidnapper?” 

I ponder that for a moment before answering. “Yep. I don’t think he kidnapped me for anything nefarious so much as he’s lonely. He’s a demon/human hybrid which is about as acceptable as being a Nephilim and he saw me as being the only living being to know how he feels.” I shrug. 

“Are you sympathizing with him?” My mother is far from impressed. 

“Yeah, I guess I am. I’m not saying that what he did was right, but I understand from a psychological level where he might have been coming from.”

“She also wants him to join us." Raguel’s distaste is prevalent, his fists are clenched so tight his knuckles are white. 

“I believe he would make a good ally.” I smile at my mom before giving Raguel side eye. 

“And you disagree.” She states to Raguel to which he nods. 

“Are you sure that you don’t disagree because he’s another man?” Eliza says as she enters the room. “Sorry, we were eavesdropping in the other room.” With that emerges the rest of the coven. Raguel grunts but doesn’t answer. 

“I’m sorry, but we have bigger fish to fry. Satan has been released and in turn everyone’s terrible, violent, obsessive, possessive, lustful, loathing thought, not nature, will be validated. The world is going to burn while that repugnant thought that each of us has, but never entertain is now going to be the thought that drives us.” They gasp when I mention Satan and their eyes and mouth widen with everything that follows. “The thing that pisses me off the most is that I have no idea who I’m looking for. I know him by title, I have heard his voice, assuming that he wasn’t disguising it, but I wouldn’t know him if I tripped on top of him.”

“That is a problem.” Eliza sighs and the rest of the coven remains frozen. Some of the newer members are stiff as if fighting the need to flee. Eliza and the original coven are far less tense and far more agitated. Jake paces the room, reminding me of a caged beast while Christine, Ruby, Ella and Elizabeth curse, each of their eyes glittering with anger. Christopher and Lacy relax as each of their lips spread into a feral smile as if they have waited their entire life for this, which I suppose they have.

“So, Satan is going to turn this dang world into his playground?” Daisy asks, her southern accent thicker than normal. 

“Precisely.” I confirm. “You had better hope that your God fearing, bible thumping friends and family can ward him off and protect themselves from falling victim to their own bias and nefarious ways.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Daisy pops out her hip as she rests her hand on it. 

“Exactly what I said.” I roll my eyes. I haven’t spent a lot of time with Daisy, but I feel for everyone in this room who has. She isn’t as witch hating as she was when we first brought her here, but her religious roots run deep and now she is learning that everything she thought she knew is wrong. This is going to be a long road for her, but eventually she will accept that religious ideologies are just stories that have been added to a book and have been translated over and over again, leaving not only room for error, but the chasm for misinterpretation. Whether the stories are true or were created, they have no doubt loss a great deal of context over the centuries. 

“My family will not be seduced by the devil.” Daisy scoffs.

“For your sake, I hope you’re right.” 
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Chapter Two
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I’m staring out the window when I feel a presence step up behind me. “How do you feel about everything?” Raguel asks as he comes over to the window, his arm grazing my own.

I chuckle, “It’s all a little overwhelming.”

“What about...” He doesn’t finish, but I suspect that he’s asking about the ring.

“I...” I hesitate and with it, Raguel pulls away from me. “I thought that being a Nephilim had changed everything.” I tell him under my breath. 

Raguel grazes the tips of his finger down my spine. “I would have thought that too.” This time he chuckles, but it sounds more like a dark rumble from his chest. “I never understood how humans could become so attached to another being.” He shakes his head when I peer over at him, but I notice that grin he’s wearing. “I used to mock them for their weakness, for falling in love or becoming heartbroken when things didn’t work out. I scoffed at the idea that love could make life all the more fulfilling, but since the mortal life is but a blink of an eye, I figured they only had a limited amount of time so they might as well spend it in whatever lunacy they desired.” He’s quiet for a moment as if in thought before he continues. “I wish that I had paid more attention to those mortals, I might have learned a thing or two.”

I laugh. “It wouldn’t have helped.” His head snaps in my direction and as I look over, our eyes meet. “Nothing could have prepared you for and an abomination like me.” I laughed lightheartedly, but he growls low so I continue. “And no one can begin to understand, little alone prepare themselves for such a thing as love.”

“I have never cared much for anyone in my entire existence but I have never wanted anyone the way that I want you. I can’t say for sure that it’s love, but whatever it is, it burns me from the inside out.” He leans his body toward me and runs the back of his hand down my cheek and I turn my face into his touch. “I don’t expect you to return the sentiment, but for as long as you wear that ring, other males and uh, interested females, will feel my claim, all beings will know you’re mine.” I raise my brow at him. “Don’t act so affronted, you accepted my claim the moment you took that ring back with the knowledge of what it meant.” This time his grin is arrogant. He darts his eyes behind me to where I know my coven is sitting in the next room and his grins becomes borderline maniacal. “Human’s will feel it too. Most of them won’t know why they feel a wariness around you and why they feel repulsed by their attraction, but they will feel it as well.”

“By humans, you mean Jake right?” He nods, but is still wearing the evil grin. 

“Only he is one of few humans who will know why.” I roll my eyes at his antics. I wonder if all angels are like Raguel, if my dad was like that with my mom. If he still is.

“Isn’t there a ring I’m supposed to give you to complete this bond, or whatever you want to call it?” I warily ask.

“There is, and once that happens, I will belong to you as well.” He gives me a cocky grin once more. “But you don’t have to worry about that, I’m already yours.” His smile turns soft. 

“I have a feeling that this is more than just a human wedding.” I raise a questioning brow.

“Yes, once it’s done, there is no undoing it, no magical divorce, so to speak.”

“So a lifelong commitment.” 

“Yes.” He pulls me into him and I snuggle into his warmth. “That will be no hardship for me.” He nuzzles his face into my hair. 

“I have never been in a relationship before.” My words are muffled as I mumble into his chest. He slowly pulls away so that he can look into my eyes for the answer to the question he asks next.

“Do you regret this?” A shadow falls over him displaying his hurt. “Did you want to...” He frowns. “Play the field as you humans would say?” He swallows audibly as he awaits my answer. Something in my eyes must have eased his worry.

“No. It’s not that.” I look away from him. “Our lives are very long and I have just barely begun mine. What if you decided that you don’t want me in the future? What if we get sick of one another in a thousand years or so?

He chuckles which takes me aback. “I have no worries where you’re concerned. I have gone thousands of years and never once felt anything akin to what I feel towards you.” He pulls me back into a tight embrace. “Unfortunately, that only makes me more possessive of you.”

“Ah, because you have never been in any other relationships either.”

“No, because I have never desired anybody before.” I look up at him and his eyes are soft as they dart to my lips. He leans in and brushes them with his own, only a gentle wisp. When he pulls away, there’s heat in his eyes, but also doubt as if he was afraid to take more, but desperately wanted to. I smile up at him as I grab the front of his shirt, pulling him back in for another kiss, this one hungry as he devours me. He pulls back and on a pant whispers, “I missed this.” He kisses me again and between kisses he mutters, “I... thought... I... lost... you.”

A throat clearing pulls us apart. “So...” Samyaza begins awkwardly. “You hate Nephilim.” He crosses his arms and I can’t help the blush as he watches us with assessing eyes. “You condemned all of us for our past transgressions, what shall we do about yours?” 

“Now now boys, play nice.” I look between the two angels.

“He put us in Hell for what we did.” Samyaza growls so angrily that a little spittle sprays out of his mouth. 

“Your offspring were terrorizing the planet, eating everything they could and murdering for sport.” Raguel defends in outrage. 

“Our Offspring were not the problem, it was their offspring that became the things of nightmares. I will admit they had to be put down, but not all of them had to be. Not all of them were evil, just like Selene here, but that didn’t matter to you. You killed them indiscriminately and without mercy.” He chokes up a little. “Our children were innocent.”  

“I’m sorry.” Raguel whispers as he stares at the floor. “I was following orders.”

“It looks like you aren’t following them anymore.” Samyaza spits sarcastically as his eyes dart between Raguel and I. 

“I was following orders then as well, I just didn’t know they had come from her father Remiel.” 

“I was wondering what he was doing hanging around. Archangels aren’t known for their philanthropy. I was both shocked and impressed when I found out he was one of us.” Samyaza looks Raguel up and down condescendingly. “I suppose that means you are too.” Then Samyaza gives Raguel a grin that’s so feral it more resembles a snarl. He turns and goes back to join the other angels. 

“Does no one like you?” I shake my head at Raguel.

“Not the rule breakers.” He turns to me with a small smile. 

“Or the djinn.” I add.

“Mostly just Bilal.” He corrects. “We have an ancient rivalry.” 

“Really?” I scoff with an eye roll. 

“Yeah, he kept summoning demons and I kept killing them.” He grins and I give him a small smack in the arm. 

“I can see why your relationship is so tumultuous.” I laugh and am surprised when he joins me.

“We have been fighting each other for so long that I don’t think either of us know how to behave when we’re face to face.” He chuckles.

“No kidding.” I roll my eyes, but give him a warm smile just so he knows that I’m only teasing him.... Well kind of.

He sobers a little. “I know we might rag on one another thanks to you.” My confused look entertains him before his smile broadens. “If it weren’t for you, we would be trying to kill each other.” At that a surprised laugh escapes me. 

“I guess I should count my blessings.” 

I turn back to the window as somberness washes over me. “How are things out there?” 

“Not good.” He sighs. “I don’t think things have gotten worse since that war scene you intervened, but it definitely isn’t better either. I imagine many innocent people will die before we can end this.”   

“Those are the thoughts that keep me up at night. How many people will die before I can end this madness and stop Satan?” How am I going to end someone who is infinitely older than I am? With age comes strength, wisdom and boredom which will lead to ultimate destruction if it amuses the ultimate demon. 

After standing there a little longer, I decide to leave Raguel and be alone for a little while. There is so much on my plate that if I think about it all at once, the weight of duty is crushing. I try not think about it too much, it might lead to a panic attack that I can’t come back from. Thus far, I have amassed an army, somewhat. My troops do not get along, they have been segregated for millennia only to come together for me. How long will that last? I have some of the most powerful beings in existence and yet, I’m still utterly unprepared. 

Yes, I have killed many demons at this point, and some of them were challenging, but I bet none of them even come close to what I will be pitted against sooner than I would like. I know it will be soon, not because I want it to be, but because there is no other way. If I don’t intervene soon, there won’t be anything to save. 

I deeply inhale, hoping to calm my racing nerves and slow my heart which is currently trying to pound out of my chest. The only thing that might calm my nerves is demon hunting. Killing a few evil fiends always seems to perk me up.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Three
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I flew off on my own to go demon hunting, I hope no one will be too angry that they missed out. I laugh as I think about that. Some of the coven, plus the fallen would likely be angry that I went out demon hunting and left them all behind. 

I fly high above the city in hopes that the night sky will aid in my invisibility and stealth. As I’m flying over the city, I see something that even from up here is large in stature as it prowls the city as if on the hunt. I can’t see what it is so I have to go down and check it out. I have a bad feeling which is only validated when I see the red glowing eyes. The only thing worse than that is the drool hanging from its jowls as it stalks its prey. I haven’t landed yet, I don’t know what I am looking at therefore I have no idea how to go about dealing with it. Do I try to kill it?

What surprises me most is that the prey is a large demon with green skin that almost seems scaly. I haven’t seen any demons that look like this one which only proves that more and more of them are coming out of Tartarus. 

The animal pounces on the demon and rips him to shreds. The attack was so brutal that I had to turn my eyes away as I tried not to gag. If that animal did that to a demon, what would it do to a human? I shudder at the thought. There would be nothing left of a human if they got tangled up with this animal. I drop down with a thud, garnering the animal’s attention when it turns its big head to me and growls. 

“Hey there.” I coo in my least threatening voice. “Who’s a good doggie?” I think it’s a dog. The animal whines before turning to me so fast that I jump. Its head is down submissively as if afraid that I’m going to take my pound of flesh which surprises me. It’s clear to me that this might be someone’s pet and that they have treated it deplorably. “Who’s a good doggie and killing demons?” I coo again, but I try to add an excited inflection into it. The animal’s ears perk up and neck straightens as it looks at me and I see a small wag of its tail. This must be some breed of dog, even if it’s a demonic one. I have always had a soft spot for animals, especially dogs, and apparently demonic ones are no exception. Like most dogs, this one also seems excited to see me. I have always had a way with canines. 

I hold out my hands while reservation smacks me in the face and the dog sniffs as she slowly approaches me. “Hey you.” I whisper as the animal sniffs my hand. I slowly reach out to pet its snout before scratching its ears. It starts to groan and her hind leg compulsively comes up in a scratching motion. “You like that don’t you.” I tell her because it’s a question that needn’t be asked, the answer is quite obvious. “Okay, I have to kill some demons.” I get up and she whines. “I’m sorry, but I have a job to do.” The dog’s head tilts to the side almost as if it understands me. I make my way out of the alley where I hear pitter-pattering behind me. I turn and the dog is following me. I smile. “You can come along.” At that its tail begins to wag violently. “Oh, someone likes to kill demons.” And the dog yips in excitement. “Let’s go.” It runs off ahead of me, nose to the ground... like a hound. Oh, jeeze, I don’t want to assume anything just yet, but I might have just befriended a hellhound. I face palm myself.

I follow behind like any good hunter with their hunting dog, when it growls and runs off. I take chase, unable to keep up, but am lucky enough that I don’t have to run far before I catch up. The possible hellhound has cornered a group of demons and they all know that if they so much as flinch, they’re toast, at
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