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Prologue

			Since the dawn of humans, people have created the concept of time. The rise and descent of the sun, the cyclical phases of the moon, and the change from one season to the next all serve as natural markers of time, but with the invention of the first sundial in Ancient Egypt, humankind now had a way to keep time daily. 

			And it was never enough, until she took over.   

			In the beginning, there were never enough hours in the day, not enough days in the week, never enough weeks in the year. Humans invented the notion of time, invented related words—timeliness, timely manner, timely fashion—and held themselves to standards of time, relations of time, all organized by time. It became a thing of dread and fear simply because the people forced themselves into the bubble of not having enough. The elderly lost track of time, along with their memories of it, and essentially diminished their perception of the actual length of their existence on this planet. When a person died, loved ones lamented, “It wasn’t his time!” or “We didn’t have enough time with her!” It was quite the pathetic corner they had painted themselves into. 

			To Aestrangel, the Evening Star, there was no time—no beginning, no end. She knew not the concept, was not bound by its rules, and never felt pressured by its restraints. For what is time for a demon who has crossed over all planes of existence, jumped through the very fabric of time at will, inserted herself into human memories, and caused havoc for centuries?

			And that is why it is said she alone has changed the human idea of time. The terror she has unleashed into the hearts of humankind warped their thinking, made them squirm and squeal, made them praise a short life so as to avoid the pain and suffering she could—and would—potentially inflict upon them. Little girls wore headbands made from morning glories and prayed to Aestrangel to quickly take their parents to the Underworld. And by the age of thirty, most people chose to take their own life in order to avoid the tortures of her wrath.  For if she has the power to destroy the purest of angels, the horrors she can shape for the mortals is beyond comprehension.

			The brutality of her existence has reigned for over 2,000 years. She has been both feared and revered by people the world over. She is The Dark One, The Enlightened One, The Dark Star, The Morning Glory. She is the one who can ravage, and warp, and bend time at will, confusing and tormenting humans in the most ugly and horrific ways. She is the all-knowing, all-seeing, and all-powerful almighty. To speak even her name is to conjure a most terrifying fate.

			She is Aestrangel…



	
		
			-Part I-
The Training

			angel—one of the classes of spiritual beings; a celestial attendant of God. The lowest of the nine celestial orders (seraphim, cherubim, ophanim, dominions, virtues, powers, principalities, archangels/guardian angels, angels). An attendant or guardian spirit.



	

Chapter One

			Time

			I’m in and out of consciousness as I descend. My body hurtles in a downward, spiral motion, and I have lost all control. There is nothing but a vast space of darkness, and occasionally bright lights flash before my eyes even when my eyes are closed. Do I even have eyes? When I open and close my eyelids, everything looks the same from the outside in. I don’t know why I’m falling, how long I’ve been falling, where I am, or how I even got here, but when I’m able to catch a breath, or have some sort of concrete thought, I try to gather up some of the pieces, and there’s one thing I am certain of…

			I’m falling through time. Actual time. 

			My angelic senses can’t even begin to perceive, or put into words, the actual construct of time, but I do know this much, it is horrible and beautiful all at once as I charge through the past, the present, and the future. 

			My body is pulled in all sorts of directions—up, sideways, and the most notable sensation—down. At times, I am sucked into a vortex-like maelstrom and spin uncontrollably. That’s when I black out. Sometimes, I feel my essence being squeezed down to the size of a pea and shoved through the head of a sewing needle. Sometimes, my being is gigantic, and my entire essence blankets over moons and stars and planets of thousands of galaxies. The motion is often violent and disorienting, and I sometimes have trouble even remembering who I am. I must repeat it to myself many, many times:

			I am Aestra. I am an angel in the court of the Almighty Lord and Creator. I am a child of God in the purest ways. And He will be the one to save me from this.

			But no one hears my plea … because no one has come to help me. I am alone. I am in constant motion. And I am afraid. I am afraid I have been forsaken for some ungodly reason. 

			There are times as I’m descending that I see images—glimpses of terrifying scenes. The bright flashing lights bombard my mind with gruesome and gory sights. I see blood. Dark, red, human blood splattered on white canvasses. I see human body parts strewn across green fields. I think I even hear humans screaming in agony. When those visions come to me, I close my eyes even tighter in hopes of blocking them out. Confusion sets into my soul even deeper than before when those scenes present themselves. Why do they appear to me? What is happening?

			I struggle to maintain some semblance of sanity—some semblance of myself—but sometimes, the harder I try, the more I can feel my memories rise from my aura and disperse into the vacuum of time, lost to me forever.  

			I feel a weakness where my stomach should be. There’s a hollow pit gnawing its way through my essence, and the feeling of falling is shifting, changing. I’m being pulled forward, but my head is bobbing up and down in a wheelbarrow motion. My wings are heavy. My eyes are heavy. Time is speeding up and slowing down all at once. The lights flash quickly and brightly until there is nothing but a twinkling white light all around me. It overtakes me. Lulls me. I close my eyes, but it’s still there. Maybe the Lord has heard me. I can’t fight it anymore… 

			…I finally open my eyes and survey what is before me. I have made my way through the annals of time and am now lying on solid ground, but everything is strange. I feel strange. It takes me a while to get my bearings, but when I finally do, when I finally adjust to being stable, I sit up and look at this foggy world I have fallen to. There’s a gray haze everywhere—a foggy gloom blankets this realm. It resembles the world of the humans, the human Earth in which I was preparing to arrive, but there is an acrid odor all around me, like something perpetually burning in the sky. I’m sitting in a field of green-gray grass, and there are dozens of small purple flowers outlining my shape where I must have landed. The flowers are humming. It’s such a muffled sound that only my angel senses could pick up on it.

			Angel senses. 

			I rotate my shoulders forward in a panic-stricken whirl. My wings are there, but they feel different. Heavier. Like something is weighing them down. It’s possible they are still feeling the after-effects of my journey through time. I close my eyes and breathe in the ashy air, and panic starts to kick in… I am not in Ilarium, and I am not fully angel. 

			I bring my knees to my chest, wrap my arms around my legs, and rub the silky flesh of my upper arms. Human flesh—soft and supple just how I thought it would feel when I was to be transformed. But this is strange because I still have my wings—those heavy appendages connected to human bone. Did I disengage? Am I starting my Calling now? Didn’t Camael say I would be fully human, though? Then why do I have heightened senses? Why do I still have my wings? 

			My body starts to rock back and forth uncontrollably, and I try to wrap my mind around what’s happening. Where am I? How did I get here? Where are Camael and Revalia and…?

			Lozhure.

			The last thing I remember is Revalia and Lozhure taking me to The Observatory, and…

			A low, growling noise reverberates through the gray valley interrupting my thoughts. At once the purple flowers stop humming and their petals shrink inward. I freeze for a moment, cocking my head to the side, tuning in to see if the noise will happen again. And it does. But this time it sounds louder, closer. It vibrates the ground below me, shaking the flowers at their stems. I don’t want to stick around to see if the growl will get any closer, so I will myself to stand and move. Go. Now. Walk.

			Unsteady, shaky legs take me across the green-gray field and up to a city street—a human city street—one that seems so familiar to me, but I can’t place my finger on how or why I would know this place. 

			I come to the corner of a street and sit on the concrete sidewalk. I put my face in my hands and inhale. The scent of the grass fills my nostrils, and I try once again to make sense of everything. I fumble through the fuzziness that is now my memories and try to dig around to the last thing I remember. It always goes back to the night at The Observatory. I had been preparing for my Calling, setting myself up for advancement in the Angelic Order. I was given this body—this female form—had multiple trainings with my guide, Camael, and the other Powers That Be. We were all waiting for me to have a human dream before I would be able to disengage from the temple and go down to Earth to help my human Calling. Revalia and Lozhure had both failed their first missions. Both were despondent and apathetic. I remember Revalia, my sweetest angel friend, and her companion Lozhure took me to that sacred temple in Ilarium. I remember I didn’t want to go, but Revalia dragged me there. And I let her. There was a curious part of me that wanted to see what they were up to, but the obedient side of me fought. I remember feeling the heat of the energy source in the middle of the room and being entranced with it. I remember fighting against Lozhure as he pinned my arms to my back and pushed me in front of the Window—the place where angels observed and saw the faces of their Callings. I remember closing my eyes tight as Revalia said, “There he is! He’s so beautiful!” And that’s where it ends. I have no memory of anything after that. 

			Okay. This is starting to make sense. Maybe we got in trouble for trespassing in The Observatory? Maybe this is a punishment for breaking the rules? Maybe if I’m here, then Revalia and Lozhure are here, too? 

			I stand quickly, but the weight of my wings jerks me backward to the point where I almost fall over. I rotate my shoulders forward to straighten myself out and start walking down the streets of this odd world, searching for my angel friends. I have no clue as to where I’m going, or which direction I’m headed in. Everything looks relatively the same around here, but I can’t give up. I need to find someone… anyone. 

			I’m unsettled as I make my way through back alleys of buildings and brick-faced houses. No matter what corner I turn, or what avenue I go down, I can’t escape the fog, or the smell, or the fact that I’m alone. From the corner of my eye, I see a figure across the street, and instinctively, I call out, “Lia!” I run across the street to where the shadowy shape has gone and scream, “Lia!” again, but the figure disintegrates before I get a chance to make out exactly what it was. It vanishes like a ghost de-materializing into the thin, smoky air.

			“Revalia!” I scream into the fog. “Where are you? Lozhure? Are you here? Is there anybody here?”

			My voice echoes off the city buildings as tears start to swell in my eyes. “Camael? Lord? Anyone? Can anyone hear me? Is anyone there?”

			I can barely see through the blurriness of the tears. The buildings look jagged and distorted behind the fog and my human eyes mist. I am crying. Tears. Angels don’t cry, yet here I am—locked in this half-human, half-angelic form. Alone. This must be my punishment! This must be my sentence for trespassing that night! There’s no other explanation for all this. 

			All I wanted was to do good for the Lord. My love for him is endless and boundless and knows no wrong, and if I have offended the Creator with my actions, I am truly and wholeheartedly sorry for my transgressions. I can make this right! I can make this right! 

			“I only wish to serve you!” I scream to the gray sky. “Forgive me, oh Lord! Forgive me and I will amend my wrongdoings, but please! Please do not forsake me! Do not abandon me in this wretched and lonely world! I will not survive without your presence! I will not be able to go on without your Eternal Light!”

			I bend forward, exhausted and scared, and I put my hands on my knees. Through my tear-filled eyes, I see blood on the ground. Trails of blood in front of me, behind me, to the right and to the left, like a bleeding animal had been dragged through the streets. Fear strikes at my chest again when I realize the trail seems to be following me, and at that very moment of realization, the growling sound fills the air, paralyzing me where I stand. 

			I extend my wings out at full length in hopes that I will be able to use them to fly, but they are powerless here, impotent. I tuck them back in, folded at an angle so that I will be able to better ground myself to run. 

			And I run.

			Because a giant looming presence has materialized a short distance from me, and I sense it is getting closer—gaining on me, stalking me, bringing with it a guttural snarl and a blood-stained trail.

			I run through the streets, through the alleys, across the ashy landscape of desolation, back to the open field where I woke, back to the purple flowers who have now switched their humming to a deep and somber song—constantly looking over my shoulder, gauging the distance I have from the monster. But the shape in the misty fog gets closer, gains on me, and I stumble backward onto the green-gray grass as it approaches—an outline at first—a dark, hazy silhouette moves and shifts like clouds in the Earth’s sky. The growls of the beast ring louder in the air, louder in my head. I cover my ears to block out the sound, but it’s no use.

			I am half-paralyzed, half-ready for confrontation as I lift myself on one knee. A part of me wants to curl into an invisible ball, while another part of me is ready to face down this beast in any way I can.  

			It is a thing of nightmares—like a giant on two legs with gnarled horns atop its head. It’s huge, with a stony exterior, like a monolith of ancient times come to life. Its eyes are cold, like gray ice, and it scratches at the ground with its cloven hooves. The purple flowers quiver in its presence, and I right myself up slowly and crack my wings out at full length. 

			“Leave me alone in this place!” I yell at it.

			It moves a step forward, ignoring my plea. As it moves its leg, it seems to shift in shape again. It seems to shrink a little and shed its black-rock façade.

			I stand my ground with a courage I didn’t even know existed within me. “I said to leave me alone or I will call upon the heavenly host of angels to usher you to your ultimate salvation!” The words come out of my mouth without hesitation, but now a part of me fears my holy invocation would be useless. If I truly am being punished in this foggy world, then the legion of my brethren probably won’t swoop down and save me from this damnation. Before I even realize I am doing it, my right foot takes a step backward, and I hear a chuckling growl from the shape. 

			It does not stop its steady, deliberate steps toward me, and as it gets closer, it changes even more—whittling down from the massive, cloven-hoofed beast who stalks me in the streets, to a shape much more different and serene. I see the shape of a man—a human man—with short black hair, stormy gray eyes, and a silver medallion swinging from his neck. He is smiling and stops a few feet in front of me. It’s a charming smile, a cunning smile, a smile that could trick the most naïve of maidens to fall for his every word. 

			“Stop right there!” I order.

			He continues to smile at me as he puts his hands up in a surrender-like pose. 

			My wings quiver: I can’t help it. I have never been in the presence of a creature such as this, and yet somehow, I am not afraid. Anxiety, nervousness—yes. Fear? No. I crack my wings again to let it know I’m not afraid, but their weight is almost unbearable. I lose my footing and stumble for a second. 

			He extends his hand toward me as if to help me with my little misstep. “You can relax,” he says. “I’m not going to hurt you.” His voice is soft and deep, and I hear it not only in my ears but also in my chest. His voice sounds like sap slowly dripping off the bark of a tree—slow and smooth, and hypnotic. 

			“That’s close enough,” I say. “I know what you are, demon!”

			He furrows his eyebrows in a pained expression as if what I had said to him was the worst thing he had ever been called in his entire unholy existence.

			He takes a step closer. “Okay, okay,” he says. “Fair enough.”

			“I said don’t take another step closer or I’ll…”

			“You seem to know so much about what I am, but do you know what you are?”

			I freeze for a split second. “Of course, demon!” I shout confidently. “My name is Aestra! I am an angel! Servant of the Almighty Creator of Heaven and Earth!” My voice booms through the field. Strong. Sure.

			The demon smiles again at me and lets out a small chuckle. 

			“Ah, yes, angel,” he says with contempt. “Have you had a look at those wings?”

			I cock my head slightly to the side, puzzled. He waves a hand in my direction, urging me to look to the side at my extended wings.

			I take the bait and do. 

			I can’t catch my breath when I see the black feathers stacked up together. Black feather after black feather attached to a black quill. Attached to my back. To bone. To me! But not only are the feathers black, they are dripping with a dark substance at the bottom tips. I look to the ground and the substance is all around me. I bend forward, dip my fingers in it, bring the cold sticky substance to my face. Blood. I realize I’ve been the one trailing blood through the city streets.

			Like lightning flashes behind my eyes, images bombard my brain. I see blood-soaked canvasses, and strewn human body parts, pools of blood against desert sand, blood-stained steel of robotic men on assembly lines. It’s all too real and overwhelming, like an unbelievable dream or some long-forgotten memory. And I hear screams of terror and agony and horror and…

			I fall down, rocked by the revolting pictures that catapult into my consciousness, rocked by the sight of my blackened, blood-stained wings. 

			The demon stands over me and extends his hand to help me up. “I am Malek,” he says. “Malek Forcas. And I’m a little hurt you don’t remember me. Rise, Aestrangel, and I’ll explain everything.”



	

Chapter Two

			Hello Again

			Aestrangel.

			He addresses me with this strange name, yet something about that word stirs a flutter in the pit of my stomach. Aestrangel. Like, I’ve heard it before, but I can’t seem to place where or when. Aestrangel. A strange, bastardized version of my own name—Aestra: the name given to me by my Holy Father, the Lord. 

			I must have a puzzled look on my face because he scrunches his nose. “Don’t tell me you’ve forgotten your own name!” he says with surprise. “It’s the name you have chosen for yourself, and that is how you wish to be addressed.” 

			I’ve had enough of him—enough of this game, enough of his suave, ambiguous presence that leaves me feeling shameful and slimy. As I scramble to my feet, he steps closer to me and puts his hand on my shoulder. His touch is like hard ice clogging my insides. The coldness permeates all over my body, and I shiver before jerking my shoulder away defiantly. An overwhelming sensation invades me—Run away from this thing! But I can’t. There’s something preventing me from sprinting across this field and finding my way back to Ilarium. I feel stuck. My head is telling me to lurch forward and flee, but my legs aren’t responding, and when I look down at them, as if to yell at them to obey my command, I suddenly realize I’m naked. Normally, this isn’t an issue for us angels. I was given the form of a human female to complete my mission and move up the Angelic ranks, and there was never a sense of shame or pride or the word “nakedness.” Now all that is different. Not only am I naked, but I feel naked—a pained feeling radiates from the inside out. Those are human words… human emotions—words and feelings I should not have knowledge of, yet I do. In a flash, I wrap my wings to cover my body from his sight, and yell, “Don’t touch me!” 

			He takes a step back and retreats to his “surrender” pose: palms out, hands up. 

			“The word you called me is not my name,” I assure him. “I told you my name, demon! I am Aestra.”

			He puts his hands at his sides and clicks his tongue on the roof of his mouth. “Ya know, I have a name, too. Calling me ‘demon’ is a little offensive if you want to know the truth.”

			“What do demons know of truth? When you’re the child of the Father of Lies, is that even possible?”

			A smile blossoms on his face showing off a mouth of perfectly white, perfectly straight teeth. Where are your fangs? Why don’t you show me your true form again? I think to myself, wondering if he can hear my thoughts. But he continues to smile, unfazed by my line of questioning. His eyes glare at me—cold eyes, like the touch of his flesh. They’re gray and stormy. Dark storm clouds swirling like a hypnotic tornado, one I find so hard to look away from. 

			“If you’re trying to talk to me using your mind,” he says, “I’ll have you know, those tricks don’t work here.”

			Fog thickens around him, and his human shape seems to expand and shift with the movement of the mist. “Where exactly is here?” I ask.

			“You don’t know?”

			I stare at him hard as the fog gets denser around him. It moves between his legs, up and over his shoulders, fills the empty space between us, and then engulfs me in its Sulphur-smelling waves. It stings my eyes, causing me to squint. It fills my lungs, forcing me to cover my mouth and nose and hold my breath. It’s dizzying, and I am unsteady again.

			“Lord!” I scream, muffled by my hand. “Please help me, Lord!”

			When I finally open my eyes and adjust my vision, the demon and I are standing in the middle of a room. A strange room—one would-be retreat of a teenaged girl. There are pictures on a nightstand, a bed with purple fuzzy pillows, and some posters taped to the wall. 

			“What is this place? Why did you bring me here?” I demand.

			“This is the place that is in your heart, Aestrangel. This is the place of your deepest wants and desires.”

			“No!” I protest. “That’s not true! I have no idea what this place is! How can this be my deepest desire if I’ve never even been here before? My deepest desire is to get back to Ilarium. That is where I wish to be.”

			He shakes his head. “I’m sorry, Morning Glory, that’s just not possible. You were cast out, Aestrangel. You’re not welcome there. They don’t want you anymore.”

			His words sting me because I fear he’s right. Something bad happened. Something bad. And I know it all stems from the night in The Observatory. I look down at my blackened wings. My long blonde hair weaves in and out of the onyx feathers. Blackness. The mark of transgression. The stain of disobedience and punishment. The emblem of a fallen angel. “W…what happened?” I stammer, my voice rising in volume.

			He cups his hands together and whispers words in a tongue I cannot decipher. A purple orb manifests in the space of his palms, and I see an image of Camael with Uriah and Drakonas—the other Powers That Be—huddled in a circle in deep conversation.

			“Banishment.”  

			“Absolutely not. That’s ridiculous.”

			“But look at what she’s done.”

			“I know. I know. It looks bad.”

			“But there must be a logical explanation for why she did what she did.”

			“…the ramifications of her actions…”

			“I don’t think she’s strong enough to simultaneously bear the weight of humanity and the essence of her angelic nature.”

			“Then, with your consent, Camael, it’s settled.”

			“There’s no other alternative but to cast her out of Ilarium.”

			The demon folds his hands together, ceasing the transmission as I gasp out loud. “Lies!” I scream at him. I can’t help but put my hands to my face and weep. 

			“They’re not lies, Aestrangel,” he says smoothly. 

			“Deceptions! Manipulations! Call them what you will. I don’t believe you! A demon is all-knowing, and you have many tricks!”

			“Look at me,” he says, and I lift my head. “Look around you. Look at your wings. You can only try to trick yourself, Aestrangel. They cast you out. Bottom line.”

			“My disobedience to the Creator should warrant punishment, with that much I agree, but to be here? Tormented in Hell?” 

			He chuckles. “Asphodel. We call it Asphodel. Hell is such a harsh word.”

			“No,” I say calmly, “it’s Hell because the true definition of Hell is the absence of the Lord, and that is exactly what I am feeling right now.”

			“That’s where you’re wrong. The Lord is here.”

			“That’s not my lord. I do not serve him.”

			The demon inhales through his nose and exhales loudly through his mouth. I think I see remnants of smoke or fog filter out from his pursed lips. “See, that’s where the story gets a little shaky, dear. My Father did a wonderful favor for you. He granted you something you were burning to have.” 

			He pauses as I raise an eyebrow. “What are you talking about?” The Morning Star? Lucifer? Did me a favor? I’m as confused as ever and am trying to keep it together. Demons are deceptive, and if I don’t watch my every word, I’m afraid I’ll fall into one of his many traps. There is no way in Ilarium I would ever seek the Dark One’s advice or help. That would be one of the most blasphemous affronts to the Creator! But then again, I did something wrong. Now I need to figure out what happened after The Observatory until now. 

			“You can leave Asphodel, but it won’t be as easy as clicking your heels together,” he says.

			If I can get him to reveal himself to me, his true form, his true self, and not some fog-gloom monster, maybe I will be able to better perceive the deceptions and weed out what minimal truth is buried therein. “Why don’t you speak to me in your true form, demon? No tricks.” 

			His hand moves to the medallion around his neck, and he clutches it lovingly. It’s a clear, diamond-shaped pendant dangling from a silver chain. That’s his glamour. That must be how he can mask his true demonic body. “But you wouldn’t understand me, and you would be much too frightened.” He extends his lower lip in a sarcastic pout.

			“Of course, I would understand you!” I scoff. “I’m an angel!”

			He points a long finger at my wings. “Are you sure about that?” 

			I pause. I look down at myself. And for the first time, I question: What have I become? 

			“You can relax those if you want,” he says, waving his hand in an arch in front of me. 

			I don’t want him to see my flesh; don’t want him to see my nakedness. I don’t want to be reminded of my vulnerability when I’m supposed to be facing down my sworn enemy. I shake my head.

			He taps his finger against his head and then waves it at me. “No worries. Your shame is hidden from the world, Eve.” 

			Slowly, I unwrap my wings to reveal I am clothed. A long, dark-gray tunic drapes my form, covering my body. The fabric feels alien against my skin, but for some reason, my embarrassment is immediately diminished. During my training with Camael and the other angels, I had a moment of embarrassment. I remember being called upon for something during one of our sessions, and I had been daydreaming. My face had turned hot and pink as the others stared and asked me questions. I didn’t like that feeling then, and I don’t like it anymore now. Even though I am covered, the mark of shame still lingers in my chest. I wonder how long it will take before it goes away fully?  

			“See,” he continues, “you’re in a kind of limbo. Like, in a holding spot, if you will. You’re tainted with the mortality of the human form, with the instincts of both angel and demon. The war that rages inside of you right now is quite interesting. It’s a violent combination of good, evil, and neutral. Pretty shades of white and black and grey pulling at your very soul. My Father seems to think that…”

			“What did he do for me?” I interrupt. “What could I have possibly come to Lucifer for?”

			He exhales. “That pesky memory again! Let’s just say, he helped you. Big time. And your inability to remember is an after-effect of that favor.”

			I have no idea what he’s talking about, so I shake my head and wave my hands in the air. “Yeah, yeah, yeah,” I interrupt. “You said there was a way out of here?” That’s all I care about. That’s all I want. I need to get back to Ilarium and speak to Camael. I need to explain to him what happened. And most importantly, I need to beg forgiveness!

			“Yes. Like I said…”

			“I know, I know. The favor.”

			“Well, Lucifer requires you to show your gratitude.”

			“Gratitude?”

			“Of course. Ya know, being thankful for the gift he gave you. It would also demonstrate the utmost loyalty to The Morning Star.”

			Now, I chuckle. 

			“The Morning Star requires you to fulfill a Calling. He has chosen you to carry out a special mission.”

			A Calling? For Lucifer? A mission for the first of the fallen angels? No. No. No. This can’t be right. I’m supposed to have a Calling for Camael. I’m supposed to guide a human down the path of righteousness and good. That’s what I’ve been training for. That’s what I’m meant to do. How else am I to serve the Creator? My eyes go wide at the thought of being a pawn in Lucifer’s army. It’s ridiculous. Laughable. “And then, what happens when I complete this Calling?” I say, stifling a giggle.

			He looks at me strangely as if I should know the answer to that question already. 

			“Enlighten me, demon. What is the result?”

			“Well, you would move up the ranks of the Demonic Order, of course.”

			I breathe in deep, my chest puffing up under the tunic, over-exaggerating my female body, offended he would even suggest…“No! There’s no way I will do his bidding! Favor or no favor! I don’t even believe anything you’ve said to me. Let me speak to Revalia, my friend. She was with me the day we sneaked into The Observatory. She can help me explain to Camael. Please! I need to get back to Ilarium!” I scarcely notice my wings have extended at my sides. I am thrashing my arms wildly and screaming like a wild hellcat. 

			The demon grabs my arms, and his icy grip stops me in

			
			
			
			
			
			
			

	cover.jpeg
DEVIVOL

\





OEBPS/image/01_AestrangeltheFallen_Halftitlepage.jpg
AESTRANGEL

THE

CHOSEN





OEBPS/image/02_AestrangeltheChosen_titlepage.jpg





OEBPS/image/4HorsemanLogo_BW.png
{ Horsemen
Publications, Ine





OEBPS/image/1.png





