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Zahra delivers justice where the system fails. As an assassin for the Avenging Angels, she targets abusers who have escaped accountability. Fierce and passionate—whether in pursuit of revenge, justice, or with the heat of desire—Zahra is not a woman easily forgotten. For all the danger and risk in her life, she is still a woman who knows how to love fiercely.
But her path wasn’t always so clear. Fallen Angel reveals how a quiet teenager from suburban Perth took her first steps toward a life of calculated retribution. Before she had the training, the confidence, or the network to become part of the Avenging Angels, she faced betrayal, loss, and danger that might have broken a different girl.
This prequel explores the events that forged Zahra into the woman readers meet in Avenging Angel. It’s the story of how innocence became resolve—and how resolve became deadly purpose. The naive teenager transitions into a woman of strength and passion, and she isn't afraid to take what she needs, whether from life, or from a man. 






  
  1- Sarah – Time to Run


Sarah jammed her hands over her ears, trying to drown out the shouting. She focused on her breathing—in… hold… out, slowly—the way the school counselor had once taught her. Her chest felt tight, and a headache threatened to pound at her temples. The neighbor’s dog howled, a pitiful wail that somehow mirrored her own sense of helplessness. 
“Shut up!” the neighbor roared. Sarah wasn’t sure if he meant the dog or the noise coming from inside her house. Again. She sat in the dark on the old swing in the backyard, rigid with tension. She didn’t dare move—didn’t dare let the rusted chains squeal and draw attention to her. For the millionth time, she wondered why her mother had ever let Gordie into their lives. Everything had been simpler—calmer—when it was just the two of them.
“You’ll understand when you’re older,” her mother had said once. “A woman needs a man about the place.”
The barrel-chested man worked as a mechanic, and he always smelled faintly of engine oil. Not surprising, as his fingers were stained with the stuff. Sarah thought privately that he probably used it as hair oil as well. She couldn’t understand what her mother saw in him.
“Surely, you’re not inferring Gordie is a man? Ignorant pig, more like.”
Her mother had boxed her ears for that comment. “Don’t let him hear you say that. You upset him, and I pay for it.”
Sarah never told her mother about the real reason she kept her bedroom door locked, nor that she avoided being home alone with the moron, as she privately called him. Her mother worked three nights a week at the local diner, and Gordie had come into her room one night and tried to kiss her. As she struggled and twisted her face away, his hand slithered over her body, groping at her crotch.
“Get away from me, you pedo!”
“Time you knew what a real man feels like,” he’d growled. “I’ve seen you in the car with that boyfriend of yours. Don’t play the innocent.”
The more she struggled, the more he laughed. "I like a bit of spirit. Get’s me excited." He shoved her back on the bed, jamming his knee between her thighs to prize them apart. "A pity your mother doesn't have a bit more fight in her. I know you want it; don't pretend you don't. You're like a bitch in heat."
The heavy weight of his body crushing her chest made it difficult to breathe. He grunted as he struggled to unzip his trousers while still pinning her down. His sour breath as he lay above her came in short, sharp bursts. She desperately needed to breathe, but tried not to inhale. Panic rose like bile. She thrashed, freeing one hand, and tried to push him from her. The man was stronger and heavier, more powerful in the throes of his drunken passion.
She groped sideways towards her bedside table and clutched the base of her bedside lamp. The base was heavy. She swung it as hard as she could with the limited movement, smashing it against the back of his head. The glass shade broke, and shards scattered over the bed. 
“Fuck! You little bitch!”
Gordie partially rolled off her, dazed, one hand going to his bleeding scalp. It was all she needed. Sarah scrambled out from under him, snatched up her phone, and took a photo—proof. Then she fled to the bathroom and locked the door. For added safety, she uploaded the photo to a folder on the cloud.
He followed, crashing into the door, rattling the handle. “Get out here before I kick the door in!” His words slurred, but the rage was real.
“Too late!” she shouted through the wood. “I called the cops. You just tried to rape a minor. Think about how long you’ll get for that.”
She hadn’t called. But she knew the words would slow him down. Silence. Then the sound of his ragged breathing through the door.
“I’ve got evidence,” she added, her voice hard. “You touch me again, I’ll bury you.”
Another long pause. Then the sound of heavy footsteps retreating. She slumped to the floor, trembling. If the bathroom window had been big enough, she would’ve climbed out and never looked back. But she had to wait—wait for her mother to come home, and for it to be safe enough to emerge.
When her mother arrived, she found Sarah’s bedroom in chaos. Blood smeared across the sheets, the broken lamp lying in pieces.
“What happened here?” she asked, pale and wide-eyed.
Sarah’s glare was icy. “Why don’t you ask the rock spider in your bed? If he touches me again, I’ll kill him.”
Her mother stared at her, lips pressed into a hard line. Then she said the words that would forever break something in Sarah:
“Just… keep out of his way.”
That was it. Keep out of his way. The betrayal cut deeper than any blow. She looked at her mother and felt only disgust. That had been a week ago. Gordie had kept his distance since then, but she could feel his eyes on her—watching. Waiting. The malevolence was undisguised. She knew she had to get out. But where could she go? There were no relatives who’d take her in. No money. No plan.
Her thoughts were interrupted by a scream from inside. “No, Gordie! No!”
Then the sickening sound of a fist hitting flesh. A crash. A whimper. Her mother. Sarah ran for the back door, heart pounding. Her mother lay curled on the floor, arms over her head as Gordie raised his boot for another kick. He was going to kill her.
Gordie didn’t turn or acknowledge her. Sarah didn’t think. She grabbed a kitchen knife and ran at him, knife raised. The blade slid into his back with a minimal resistance. Gordie stumbled, grunted, turned with a look of stunned disbelief.
“You want to take me on?” he snarled. “Be my guest.”
He lunged at her, oblivious to the blood soaking his shirt. She danced backwards, waving the bloodied blade in front of her. Her heart raced with fear as she read the murderous intent in his eyes. He paused, eyeing the knife and trying to sidestep as she lunged at him. A look of confusion clouded his eyes, and he sank to the floor, with blood beginning to pool around him.
“Fucking slag… you’ve killed me.”
And then he didn’t move.
Sarah dropped the knife. It hit the linoleum with a sharp clatter that seemed too loud, echoing off the walls and making her flinch. She stared, unblinking, at the heavy figure sprawled on the floor, his limbs twisted awkwardly. Blood seeped from his back, staining the kitchen tiles in a slow, dark bloom. Her hands shook violently. A fine sheen of sweat broke across her forehead. Her breath came fast and shallow.
What have I done? She took a faltering step back. She didn’t want to touch him. Didn’t want to confirm what her eyes already knew. That he wasn’t moving. That he might be—
“Sarah—” her mother croaked.
Sarah turned. Annie was pushing herself upright with trembling arms, her back braced against the pantry door. Her face was pale, marred by a vicious smear of blood pouring from her nose. One eye was swelling shut, and her ribs rose and fell in ragged, painful gasps.
“Mum, don’t move.” Sarah dropped to her knees beside her. “I’m calling an ambulance. He’s probably broken something—your ribs, maybe worse.”
But her mother raised a blood-slick hand, palm outward. “No. Don’t… don’t call anyone yet.” Her voice was barely audible, hoarse with pain. “Kick the knife over to me.”
Sarah stared, not understanding. “What?”
“Don’t touch it. Just—kick it.”
Bewildered, Sarah did as she was told, nudging the blade gently across the floor. Her mother reached for it with effort, her movements slow and deliberate. She grasped the handle—her fingers leaving thick, damning prints—and with a soft, guttural sound, plunged the knife again into Gordie’s side.
Sarah gasped. “Mum! What are you doing?”
Annie looked up at her with eyes full of steel. “I have to make it look like I did it. If they think you killed him… self-defense or not, they'll tear you apart. You’re a kid, and he’s an adult. They’ll ask what you did to provoke it. It won’t matter what he did. It never does.”
Sarah reeled. Her mother’s face, swollen and streaked with blood, was locked in an expression of bitter resolve.
“Go!” Annie said urgently. “His jacket’s behind the door. Take the cash out of his wallet. Get out of here. Go east—where no one knows you.”
Sarah shook her head slowly. “But I can’t leave you. What if—what if they don’t believe you?”
Annie’s laugh was dry and broken. “Let me worry about that. I’ve lived with him for years—I’ve got the bruises to prove it. You… you still have a future. You still have a chance.”
She said it with such conviction that Sarah felt her legs go weak beneath her.
“Pack a bag. Just what you need. Nothing that’ll slow you down. Go. Now. I’ll call the cops in half an hour; tell them I fought back when he attacked me and then passed out.”
Sarah hesitated for a second longer, then nodded, a lump rising in her throat. Her feet felt like lead as she moved to the door, retrieved the wallet—stuffed with cash and crumpled receipts—and ran to her room.
Her backpack was already half-full of school books and notebooks. She dumped them on the bed and shoved in a change of clothes, underwear, a hoodie. Her fingers trembled as she zipped it shut. At the last second, her gaze landed on the photo frame on her dresser—one of the few things that still brought comfort. It was a photo of her as a small child, smiling widely between her parents, her father’s arm around both of them.
That was before everything fell apart. Before the cancer. Before Gordie. She took the photo and tucked it carefully into the bag. When she returned to the kitchen, her mother sat at the table, breathing hard, arms crossed over her midsection as if holding herself together. Gordie hadn’t moved. Blood was still spreading out from under him.
Their eyes met. There was no hug, no whispered goodbye. That part of their relationship had been worn thin by too many betrayals. Despite that, something unspoken passed between them—an echo of what once was, and a thread of love buried beneath the wreckage.
“It wasn’t supposed to be like this,” Annie whispered. Her voice cracked. “But at least… now you’ve got a shot. Don’t waste it.”
“I’ll be in touch,” Sarah murmured. “When it’s safe.”
Her mother didn’t answer. Her stare had turned inward, already bracing for the next chapter of her own grim story. Sarah turned away before the tears could fall. She slipped out the back door, careful to use a tissue on the handle. The night air was cool and sharp against her damp skin.
The backyard was cloaked in darkness, the swing set silhouetted like a ghost from a forgotten childhood. The neighbor’s dog had finally stopped howling. The world felt unnaturally still, holding its breath. Sarah moved quickly and silently, hugging the shadows as she made her way down the driveway. Her footsteps were light, muffled by rubber soles and instinct.
The street was empty. She crossed it at a jog, keeping close to the row of street trees, and paused on the opposite side, turning back for a last glance. The house loomed behind her, its windows glowing faintly, deceptively peaceful. This had been her home. Her prison. Her battleground. She knew, with chilling certainty, she would never see it again. She turned her back on the house and started walking.






  
  2 – Sarah – The Bus


The train pulled into Perth Station just after midnight. Sarah stepped onto the platform with her backpack slung tight over her shoulder, the weight of it reminding her it contained all her worldly belongings. Around her, the city breathed in a low hum—late-night foot traffic, the echo of voices in the distance, and the buzz of neon lights flickering above shuttered shops. 
She hesitated near the exit gates, watching others walk off purposefully. She had no destination. No plan. Just her mother’s voice in her head, repeating like a broken lullaby: Get out of here. Head east. Make a new life. The thought of leaving Perth, her last link to everything familiar, was frightening. Staying was more dangerous.
She wandered for hours, hugging the shadows of alleyways and the edges of parks. She kept her head down and shoulders hunched, avoiding eye contact with others wandering the streets. She passed two teenagers curled up beneath a shop awning, their faces obscured by hoodies. One lifted his head and squinted at her.
“Eh…” he called out. “You got any smokes?” Sarah shook her head and walked faster.
Another boy—a little older, maybe seventeen—stepped into her path. “You should be home in bed,” he said, eyeing her backpack. “What’s a kid like you doing out here alone, huh?”
Sarah tried to step around him, but he blocked her way. “I need some money.”
“I don’t want trouble,” she muttered.
“Trouble’s already here, sweetheart.”
Before things could turn, a voice rang out—gravelly, female, and firm. “Fuck off. Leave her alone.”
The boy sneered, but stepped away. “Whatever, Auntie. Ain’t worth it, anyway.”
Sarah turned. The speaker was an older Indigenous woman, maybe late fifties, wrapped in a battered coat and wearing a beanie in the colors of a local footie team. Her eyes were bright beneath bushy brows.
“You alright, girl?” she asked.
Sarah nodded hesitantly. “Thanks. I’m okay.”
The woman grunted. “Doesn’t look like it to me. You running away?
“Sort of,” Sarah whispered, looking over her shoulder. “Long story. I had to leave.”
The woman gestured toward a nearby bus shelter. “Come sit with me. Better to stay in the open, where people can see. Less chance you’ll get hurt.”
Sarah followed her. They sat side by side on the cold metal bench. The woman introduced herself as Myrna.
“Gotta watch out for the young ones out here,” Myrna said. “Too many end up in worse places than where they came from.”
Sarah said nothing, but the tears she’d been holding back all night threatened to rise again.
“You got somewhere to go?”
Sarah shook her head. “Not yet. But I will. I’m going to Sydney.”
Myrna raised her eyebrows. “That’s a long way from here.”
“I know. But it’s big. Easier to make a new life.”
Myrna nodded slowly. “Smart girl. You got enough money for a ticket?”
“Barely.”
“Then don’t tell anyone you have it.”
They sat in silence as the night dragged on. Sarah didn’t sleep. The fear was too fresh, too raw. At some point, Myrna dozed off, her chin resting on her chest. Sarah stayed alert, watching the shadows stretch and shrink as the hours passed.
By morning, Myrna walked her part of the way to the bus station, then handed her a piece of paper on which a mobile number was written. “Put this away somewhere safe. Sydney can be a big dangerous place. If you get into trouble and need help, call this number. Ask for Sumi. I’ll let her know you’re heading to the big smoke. You can say I sent you if you need to.”
“Thank you,” Sarah murmured, moved by the woman’s quiet kindness.
“Don’t thank me. Just survive. Don’t take risks. Big cities can be dangerous places, especially for young girls on their own. Build a good life when you get there.”

      [image: ]The bus terminal was loud, harshly lit, and smelled of cheap coffee and engine fumes. Sarah sat on a plastic chair near Gate Six, her backpack hugged to her chest like a shield. Her ticket—bought with Gordie’s money—was tucked inside her jacket. One bus to Adelaide. Then a transfer to Sydney.
The clerk at the ticket counter had asked for her name.
“Sarah McClusky.”
The woman strained to hear her through the protective glass window. “Did you say Zahra?”
Sarah thought quickly
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