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  Playlist


I (Bev) spend a lot of time listening to music while I write. It's really something that helps me get into the stories, and sometimes, as I'm listening to a song, I think that it would be perfect to make people feel something about the story. Sometimes, it's a fun son, sometimes it's just a song that reminds me of the times I've worked on the story. I feel like music is a backdrop to every story I write, and it's a really important part of my writing process. Of course, being AuDHD, having something going on in the background while I write helps me focus (as strange as that sounds). Quiet makes me become distracted, so music makes a lot of difference. 
So, here is a playlist J. Foster and I have created that we feel represents the themes and backgrounds in the trilogy. It has a lot to it, and we really hope you enjoy listening to the songs we've picked. We're always adding new songs, some of which you may have never heard of, so come back often, or save the playlist to your streaming service. 
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  A Note

Language Usage


This book uses Latin words and phrases. Please note that these may not be conjugated or used as typical. This is my own variation on their usage. Any use has been purposefully chosen for these books. I just know one of these days the army of Latin speakers will come at me for butchering the language and mixing it with English… 






  
  Introduction


I want to welcome you to the omnibus of the trilogy entitled Chains of Blood. As I found out recently, lots of people don’t use the word “omnibus” anymore, which I find amusing. I guess I’ve been reading for so many years that the word has gone out of style. Several other book series from my youth stand out, read exclusively in omnibus form—my favorite way to read. I’m the type of reader that likes to wait for books to all come out before I start a series. Several times, I’ve waited rather impatiently for books to come out so I could start the first one. I binge-read and impatiently await continuations, so I empathize with those who avoid incomplete series. Of course, these days, with indie authors and small presses, there’s a lot of debate on if this is a good or bad thing, because sometimes an author never finishes a series if the sales of the early books are poor. So, to account for supporting the author, I buy the books in a series as they come out, and then wait to read them all after the final one comes out. That way, I help the author make those all-important early sales, but I also satisfy my impatience as I binge read a whole series. 
So, I often get asked, “Where do these ideas come from?” And there are a lot of places I get my ideas, and some are from friends, some are ideas sparked by other books, and songs spark some. As I say on the playlist page, I listen to music as a backdrop to my writing, and that sometimes inspires a story. A line in a song, a concept for a song, or something like that can lead me down a path to a book. Other times, my gaming history and current gaming trends influence my thoughts. As an avid gamer, both tabletop, and video games, I get some inspiration from ideas in there. Of course, even though the inspiration comes from different places, my favorite thing is to try and twist ideas and tropes and subvert cliches to create something entirely different and new. This, for me, is an exciting prospect, as well as tackling general social issues in different ways.
Paranormal and supernatural scenarios give me a chance to play with a lot of the concepts and societal issues in a way that isn’t obvious to those that read it. I feel like it is possible to use concepts that affect us every day in our world and frame them in a fictional way to give us pause and let us think of different perspectives on issues. It is a way to give readers a safe place to think about some heavy issues, and some people never notice the connections between the fictional world and the real world we live in, and that’s fine. People should always enjoy reading, but many interpret works and relate them to the world. 
These books are special to me, as they were based loosely on a single story I wrote long ago. As stated in my bio, I really got into the world of writing via fanfiction. I spent many years turning out story after story and writing based on different universes. I considered all this practice to eventually transfer to my original writing. It gave me a chance to test the waters, so to speak, roll out ideas that were interesting to me. I got to test them with built in fans and got a chance to play with tropes and ideas in a sandbox. For this, a friend who wanted a story written for her birthday spawned a story, and her only clue to what she wanted was “[Character originally used] driven insane by people he considered friends.” So, some of the credit goes to her for the prompt that started this whole thing. Though I haven’t talked to her in a while, she was a very special person to me as she became a writer in her own way.
J. Foster and I worked on that story together, and then when I had the idea to turn it into this series. J and I worked a lot on the conversion from the one idea that spawned the old story into what this was to become. That completely went off the rails when one book became three, and now it demands a sequel trilogy. Keep your eye out and enjoy the teaser at the end of the books.
So, again, I welcome you to this volume. If you’ve read the previous versions of the book, know that this volume changes nothing from those versions. I’ve simply put them together in one convenient volume, as I like to do to satisfy those who want to read an entire series at once time. We cherish every reader, hoping our work provides joy and shows that darkness always yields to light. I know the books I write are dark in places, but the whole point of that is to show that a light is at the end of all that darkness. Standing in shadows, we see the darkness and the light, and we can reach both sides. 
The Chains of Blood books emphasize the idea of that shadow, and also plays with the concepts of good and evil. It portrays the world as neither black and white, but a spectrum of various colors and shades that give people their vibrance. This trilogy asks who is good and who is evil? It also questions what exactly is the concept of sanity and where do we draw the line between sane and not? Maybe these are deeper thoughts than you want to consider, but maybe it’ll give you a different perspective as you read through this. There exists many threads that are not quite complete, threads that will lead into the future trilogy that I intend to write next year. While this story as it stands is complete, you’ll no doubt feel like there is more to happen, and there is indeed. 
Please, enjoy what is on these pages, and continue the wonderful reading that you do. Read the darkness and delve into it with me. Find your way out, through the struggles and strive with Bellamy as he navigates nearly impossible situations not of his making. Sometimes fate and destiny seem to find us, and this is one of those cases. 






  
  Trigger Warnings


As always, please curate your own experience when it comes to materials contained in media. If you are sensitive to any of the below situations, please consider if you are prepared to read this book. Mental health is important to me, and that means you, the reader's, mental health. Even those without PTSD may have these triggers, and it is important not to put yourself in the position of endangering your mental health. I do not want anyone to walk into a book I have written without knowledge of what the contents are, so here is a list of all the main triggers in the books. Please note, there may be other disturbing situations to some people, as I cannot account for every possible trigger. 

      [image: image-placeholder]Rape/Non Consensual Situations
Kidnapping
Physical Abuse
Emotional Abuse
Violence
Manipulation
Serious Mental Illness/Insanity
Hallucinations/Delusions
Unethical Medical Experimentation
Torture
Solitary Confinement
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  Chapter One

When He Finds His Power


Bellamy Delacroix was always fielding advances from people. He was an attractive, and androgynous, individual. Either a twist with a clip kept his long, black hair in place, or he tied it back in a ponytail. With his hair pulled back, women approached him, and with his hair clipped up, men approached him. It became almost a sign of where his gender identity was for the day. He would often feel more feminine and clip it up, or feel more masculine and tie it back. He wasn’t sure, though, what his gender was. At nineteen, he was still exploring that concept. 
Now, he was shopping with his masculine brother, and he realized how much he disliked conventionally “male” orientated marketing. Jean, two years younger than Bellamy, was annoyingly into sports, both playing and watching. Sports was one thing that Bellamy had never held an interest in, though when forced to play, he had the skills necessary. 
Jean, his other brother William, and his sister Marina were not his biological siblings, though, so they looked nothing alike. Where Bellamy was thin and almost willowy and almost five feet seven inches tall, they were taller and more muscular with the boys. The three siblings belonged to his adopted father, Franck. His mother, named Misty, had married Franck when Bellamy was seven. Bellamy knew little about his biological father, vague memories of a man with black hair who died when he was four. He had horrific nightmares of seeing a man covered in blood, but when he said something to his mother, she would tell him it was a dream.
Jean elbowed Bellamy in the side, bringing him out of his thoughts. “Bella, what do you think of this? I really like the team, but the colors aren’t my style.”
Bellamy blinked and looked at the jersey he was holding against him. “I dunno, Jean, it’s up to you. Like it or not, just pick something so we can go home.”
Jean rolled his dark eyes at Bellamy and sighed. “You always want to be in a hurry here.”
“Yeah, it’s boring. If Mom didn’t want me to bring you and hang onto the card, I wouldn’t come at all. She doesn’t trust you not to spend all her money.” 
Jean shook his head and kept looking, not hurrying in the least. Bellamy sighed and crossed his arms over his chest. He preferred to buy more feminine clothing, and his eyes kept being drawn to the women’s section of the sports store. It wasn’t like he’d buy anything here anyway, but the cut of women’s shirts was more flattering to him, and he liked the tightness rather than the baggy, shapeless men’s stuff. He supposed that sometimes he was more feminine than most guys, but he wasn’t a woman. At least, he didn’t think he was.
Bellamy had excellent relationships with his siblings, mostly. Of course, he and Jean butted heads now and then over the whole gender issue. Jean didn’t “get” the idea that someone could be both genders at once, or even have no gender, because he was staunch in the idea that if you had a penis, you were a guy, and if you had a vagina, you were a girl. No matter what his mother explained to Jean, he didn’t get past the very black-and-white thinking. His father wasn’t much help, grunting in acknowledgment when Jean started ranting about it. Bellamy just left the room, telling Jean he would not listen to such nonsense.
William was more understanding, mostly because he had more gender-diverse friends, but Jean dismissed his words as William was only thirteen. Their sister, Marina, really didn’t care, but she was only twelve. Marina was a girly girl through and through, and she loved to go with Bellamy when he had time to shop for himself. She thought finding clothes and “playing dress up” with him was fun.
“Hey,” came a voice from behind him. He turned and stared up at a jock-looking guy. He had to be six feet tall. 
“Can I help you?” he asked.
“Yeah, actually, my buddies and I saw you from over there,” he said, pointing to a group of three other jocks who were snickering with each other.
Bellamy sighed. “And?” he asked.
“Well, they dared me to ask you on a date, and they didn’t think I’d do it,” he said, and Bellamy saw a slight blush on the other guy’s cheeks. 
Bellamy glanced back at the guys, who were whispering but had stopped snickering. “Ah, well, it depends on if you want to go out with someone like me.”
He tilted his head sideways. “What do you mean? You’re really pretty, and I love a tomboy.” 
Oh, he thinks I’m a girl, he thought to himself. “Ah, well, I’m not exactly a girl,” he said, sighed a little. “I mean, you’re a nice-looking guy, and you seem nice, but I don’t want you to be disappointed if you’re expecting a girl.”
“I mean, I’m bi, so it doesn’t matter,” he said. “I’m Gary,” he put out his hand. “What’s your name?”
“Bellamy, but I go by Bella,” Bellamy said, reaching out and shaking Gary’s hand. 
Gary turned around, giving a thumbs-up to his friends, and they resumed their conversation.
“Can I get your digits?” he asked, smiled. “I mean, we can chat and get to know each other before we go out if you want.”
Bellamy felt his face heat a bit. “Um, sure,” he said and read off his number as Gary put it into his phone. “I’m usually not doing much; I’m still deciding what to do in school.” 
Gary’s eyes widened. “Um, you’re not like sixteen or something, right?” 
Bellamy chuckled. “No, I’m nineteen, so you’re safe.
“Whew,” he said. “You can’t tell, some of these kids start college early, you know, and I don’t want to get in trouble.”
Bellamy teased him a little. “Sounds like you already have plans if going with someone underage would get you in trouble.”
Gary blinked, then took a breath. “Oh, no, I don’t want to assume anything! I mean, a date’s a date, you know, nothing else. Well, unless you wanted it to be something else, but that’s up to you, you know!”
Bellamy smiled. “It’s alright, Gary, I’m poking some fun at you. I know what you mean.”
Gary relaxed a bit. “Um, okay, well, I’ll text you later, look for me, okay?” he said as he walked away.
Bellamy smiled and heard his phone ping a few moments later. He pulled it out to see a new message.
Hey, it’s Gary. Just giving you my number.
“Aren’t you forward?” Bellamy muttered as he responded with an okay.
He went back to being bored now that those guys were gone, but he was already imagining the possibilities of this Gary fellow. His strength implied prowess in bed. He smiled to himself and let his imagination take over to pass the time.
Finally, Jean picked out some new clothes and left to head home. Bellamy turned on the radio to his favorite station, one that played early twenty-first century music, and set the auto navigator to home. The car took off, smoothly moving from the parking spot to the road and Bellamy tried to relax in the front seat. He knew how to drive, but he really loved the automatic driving feature on his mom’s car.
“Bella, why do you listen to old music? Like, this stuff came out in 2000. That’s like seventy-five years ago,” he said with a sigh. “There’s so much good new stuff. All the new electronica with the cool instruments and effects.”
Bellamy smiled. “There’s just something special about old music. It’s perfect for me.”
After a few minutes, and about three songs, they arrived home. They got out of the car in the garage and Bellamy used his thumbprint to unlock the door.
“We’re back!” he called as he entered. 
His mom was in the kitchen, getting things ready for dinner. Even though they had a food distributor, Misty preferred to cook when she was able. Bellamy liked it, but the other siblings found it too old-fashioned. In fact, Marian found it downright embarrassing that her mom cooked and refused to let her friends come over for dinner out of fear that Misty would be in the mood to cook that night. 
“Hey, Bella, Jean,” Misty said as she came toward them. “Find some good clothes, Jean?” she asked.
“Yeah, Mom, sure did!” he said and headed for the stairs to put his new clothes away.
Bellamy headed to the dining room and dropped into a chair. “You know, I hate taking him shopping. He always wants to go to stupid sportswear stores and spends forever trying to decide what he wants,” he complained.
Misty patted him on the back. “You’re a good big brother to help out, you know. No matter how much you complain.” 
Bellamy grunted. “Yeah, I guess. How was work?” Misty was an overnight nurse at the local hospital and had gotten home a couple of hours before.
“Oh, it was fine. Nothing big happened, which when you work emergency is a good thing. We had the regular stuff, nothing bad.” She sat down next to him. “You been thinking about college yet?” she asked, looking at him.
Bellamy took after Misty a great deal. She had many of his features, including the long, wavy black hair. They both also shared a strange and rare eye color of a light gray color. Bellamy thought it marked them as related, and he often told her how proud he was to have inherited that from her. As far as Bellamy could tell, he had inherited little from his father. Of course, there were no pictures of him, so he had nothing to compare himself to anyway.
“I don’t know what I want to do, Mom,” Bellamy said, shaking his head. “There’s a lot of options, but I don’t want to tie myself to one thing too quickly. I think I’m going to take four different entry classes this fall and see which I like best.”
His mom nodded. “Which classes are you going to take, then?”
Bellamy thought for a moment. “Psychology, Art, Music, and Biology.” 
She arched a brow. “That’s quite the variety.”
“I told you I don’t really know what—”  
The wall they were sitting closest to them with the window in it exploding interrupted Bellamy. Pieces of wall, glass, and fabric came flying into the room, throwing both Misty and Bellamy to the floor. The sound was incredible, and for a moment Bellamy was unable to hear over the ringing in his ears. 
Bellamy got to his feet unsteadily and blinked to see three figures standing where the window used to be. Their eyes, though, told him they weren’t normal humans. All three had black sclera in their eyes and irises of different colors. One had a yellow-colored iris, the next an orange one, and the last had a blue iris. He swallowed hard and looked at his mother, who had gotten to her feet and, despite a large cut on her face, was steadily standing there. When she turned to him, to his shock, her eyes had changed. They were now a solid orb of one color: no iris, no pupil, an eye of a solid metallic indigo color.
Her voice, both familiar and unfamiliar, spoke at that moment. “I’m sorry you had to find out this way, my dear son. But I will protect you at all costs.” She turned to the three standing there.
“Begone, demons,” she said in that strange voice that, while it still had the same timbre, was very different. “You will not win here today.”
The demon with the blue eyes smiled. “Oh, will we? Three demons against one angel. I like our odds.”
“You have no idea what you’re dealing with,” she growled, holding out a hand and manifesting what looked to Bellamy to be a sword made entirely of light. 
“You are a healer,” the orange-eyed demon said with a snort. “I do not fear a healer of the heavens. You will die and we will take the boy with us to Zion.” 
Bellamy stood shocked still, and watched as his mother engaged with the demons, who now had their own weapons and were fighting back. He swallowed. His mother was an angel. Three demons showed up at his door. And now his mother was fighting them. 
As he watched, she impaled the one with yellow eyes through the chest, and his body, instead of falling, turned to dust. The remaining two flanked her and she was fighting them both, trying not to get stabbed by the long, thin swords they had. One landed a blow, putting his sword through her shoulder. She grunted almost soundlessly and fell to one knee as the other moved in from behind. In his head, he heard his mother’s voice.
Find Thistle. She will help you. I’m sorry I cannot protect you any longer.
Bellamy’s eyes went wide as the second demon impaled her from behind. She looked up and locked those strange eyes on him. 
“I will protect my son,” she said, then exploded in a ball of blinding light.
When Bellamy’s sight cleared and he looked at where she had been fighting with the demons, there was nothing there except floating ash in the air. He heard thumping and turned and saw his father coming with his siblings. His father was asking what happened and where his mother was, and Bellamy did not know how to answer that question. He wasn’t going to believe that his mother had died to save him from some demons, and she was an angel. 
“Bellamy!” his father said from beside him.
He shook his head and looked at him, tears building behind his eyes. “What?” he said.
“I said, where’s your mother?”
He could only shake his head. “I—I don’t know.”
“I’ll call the insurance, then, and hope she comes back soon, wherever she’s gone.” He walked away, muttered under his breath while the siblings were picking through the rubble and gaping at the open place in their house.
She’s never coming back, Dad. She’s dead, he thought. 
Bellamy said nothing more; he walked to the front door and stepped outside. He blinked in surprise, because across the street stood a woman who was staring at him. She was an older woman, in her sixties or later, and she wore a brightly colored flower dress with a big, floppy yellow sun hat. She was motioning for him to come to her.
He thought about that for a moment. What would it hurt? After witnessing his mom’s death and feeling powerless to stop it, why not uncover the motives of this unknown woman? He checked both ways and jogged across the street, tears leaking from his eyes because how could he not cry?  His mother died, and he couldn’t even tell anyone because they wouldn’t believe him.
“My child,” the woman said. “You need help.”
“Who are you and where did you come from?” he asked, tears dripping down his cheeks.
She reached out a gentle hand and put it on his arm. “Thistle. Come, child. We have a lot to talk about.”
He walked after her, numb. He barely registered where they were walking because he was so out of it. They quickly arrived at a crumbling, old structure. Boards covered the windows with demolition signs attached. He swallowed as she walked up to the door, which was also boarded up. To his surprise, she walked right through. He blinked and looked down the road to either side of him. Wait, what?
She popped her head out through the boards, gray hair wild as she’d removed the hat. “Well, come in, child.”
Feeling crazy about this, he walked up the broken concrete steps and then walked through the boards.
Again, he blinked in surprise as he scanned the room he had entered. No way this was the interior he entered. This building had tall, almost floor-to-ceiling windows on either side of a massive oak double door that was letting copious amounts of light into the room. The foyer was wide, with an open living room area on the right and a dining room on the left. Directly in front of him was a set of bifurcated stairs leading up to a landing where doors sat on the walls. It had marble flooring in the foyer that led to rich hardwoods in the dining and living rooms. Burgundy-colored carpet covered the stairs leading up to the landing. A chandelier hung over the end of the staircase that reflected the light in the room.
“What is this place?” he mumbled.
Thistle, who was standing near the dining room table, gestured to him to come toward her. “Come, Child, sit. We’ll have tea and before something else has a chance to happen, I’m going to tell you a story. A long story.”
Bellamy nodded and sat in one of the fancy high-backed chairs in the dining room. This room had a bay window, complete with a window seat. A luxurious set of cushions covered the seat in dark green. He noted an open book lying on the pillows and vaguely wondered what exactly it had in it.
After a few minutes, Thistle came back with an ornate tea tray. A silver teapot sat on the tray along with a matching sugar and cream container and two fine cups of China. She set out the cups and poured tea for them, pushing the sugar bowl and creamer toward Bellamy. 
Bellamy spooned two spoonsful of sugar into his tea, and curious about the cream, tipped the creamer into his tea. He stirred it with an ornate teaspoon, staring emptily at the steam that rose from the cup.
“I truly am sorry about your mother,” Thistle said as she sat down beside him, having put sugar in her own tea with a bit of cream.
Bellamy didn’t know how to react to that. He stared at the fancy blue flowers on the white cup, tracing the scrolling china where the handle met the cup with his eyes. For a short while, everything went blank and blissfully silent. Thistle did not comment, and the only noise was the whoosh of the air conditioning and the occasional clink of the teacup.
When he finally came back to himself, the steam on the cup was gone, and he realized he was holding the spoon above it still, having frozen in place for a while. 
“Sorry,” he muttered and laid the spoon down. 
He sipped the lukewarm tea and then looked at her. She was placidly sitting there, bright blue eyes full of life despite her appearance. He swallowed. 
“Your mother died, and in doing so revealed her origin to you,” Thistle said, smiled gently. “You have nothing to be sorry about, child.”
“Before she died, she spoke in my head, saying to find you,” Bellamy said as he sat the cup back in the saucer.
Thistle nodded. “I’m a fallen angel.” 
“Was she a fallen angel, too?” he asked.
“Actually, no. She didn’t fall. I came to earth long ago. You see there was a war, between angels and demons. In that war, both heaven and hell were destroyed.” She paused. “Of course, you realize these words are being used because they are familiar to you. We are not the angels depicted in your religions, nor are the demons the same as those your religions talk about either. Heaven and hell are not the same concepts.”
“I don’t understand. What are you, then?” he asked, frowning deeply as he wrapped his mind around the concept.
Thistle sighed. “Imagine that this world is a plane. The Earthly plane as we call it. Intersecting it are two other planes, which are the outer planes. These two planes are made of different types of energy. One, the one we called heaven, was the creation of positive energy. Creation. Life. Stuff like that. The other plane, which intersects with the Earthly plane, but not the plane called heaven, is what we’re calling hell. This is a place made of negative energy. Destruction, death, you know, that kind of stuff.” She looked at him. “Are you following so far?” she asked.
He nodded. “Yeah, I got it.”
“Okay, so angels are beings from the plane we call heaven, made of positive energy. Note that positive doesn’t always mean good, it just is the type of energy. Now, demons are made of negative energy, and just like positive doesn’t mean good, negative doesn’t mean bad, either. We both just exist. We are not immortal, because we can die, all of us, though we don’t die naturally like humans do; we must be killed in specific ways because we regenerate most damage. After all, we are made of positive and negative energy.” She paused and poured herself another cup of tea.
“Now, there’s more to the angels, as there are seven kinds of angels, but that’s not important. What’s important is the way to recognize one. The eyes.” She blinked, her eyes shifting into solid blue colored orbs with a metallic sheen to them. She blinked again, and they returned to the human-looking eyes that were bright blue.
“And demons have black sclera.” 
“Yeah, you noticed, huh?” Thistle said. “There are seven colorations for each of us, marking us as a different type of angel or demon, each with unique abilities.” She looked thoughtful for a moment. “No one in heaven and hell likes to admit it, but angels and demons are reflections of each other. We are equal and opposite in every way, meaning neither angels nor demons can ever subjugate the other completely.”
“You said there was a war?” Bellamy asked as she poured a cup of warm tea for him again.
“There was. A massive war. First, the demons broke into heaven, something no one knows how happened. There should have been no way without staging a massive gathering of demons on the Earthly plane to get there. Remember, heaven and hell do not touch. That didn’t happen, though, so it’s unclear how they found the way to heaven.” She sat in silence for a moment, drinking more tea. “Either way, the war went back and forth, using a single point in a sparsely populated area of the Earthly plane as a staging area between our planes. It was in the desert of Arizona. Eventually, the outer planes became unstable.”
“Why did they become unstable?” he asked, brown crinkling.
“Like I said, one is positive energy, and the other is negative. The fighting released massive amounts of both types of energy into the planes. So, heaven was flooded with negative energy from the demons coming there, and hell was flooded with positive energy from the angels going there. This caused destabilization of the very plane itself. That, in combination with the fact almost the entirety of the structures there were destroyed, led to the angels and demons having to leave. The only place to go was the Earthly plane.”
“So, you said you were a ‘fallen angel’ before. Why was that different than the angels and demons coming to the Earthly plane this way?”
“Well, before the war, if an angel fell in love with a human, the only way to be together was to ‘fall’ from heaven. We chose to give up a good portion of our power, including our ‘wings’ which was our ability to fly and teleport. We sacrificed this in order to become more like a human.” She smiled. “It was three hundred years ago almost since I fell to Earth.”
“So, what happened once they came to the Earthly plane, then? If they didn’t have to fall.” 
“That’s where it gets complicated. Since they all came here, they needed a base for the Bright Council, our rulers. Using powerful ritual magic that took the sacrifices of seven angels, one of each kind, they created a new home underground here in Missouri. I came here once I sensed what had happened, to keep an eye on things. Then, I found your mother.” She smiled. “Or she found me. We became friends because she was an Indicus Angel, one healer of the angels working patrols in the area.”
“Was that before I was born?” Bellamy asked. “Mom said I was the only baby she ever had.”
“Oh, quite a bit before. No, you were born much later. She never fell in love with a human until your adopted father, though.” 
“Wait, who was my father if he wasn’t a human?” He only thought of one logical answer. “Was he another angel?”
Thistle turned the teacup in circles in her hands. “Ah, you see, the reason she never had another child is that angels and demons cannot have children with humans. They are incompatible. Mostly because angels and demons have no sex.” 
“Wait, what do you mean? You’re female, and so was my mother,” Bellamy stated, confused now.
Sighing, Thistle stood up. “I think we need more tea.” She disappeared back into the kitchen, leaving Bellamy with his thoughts for a few moments.
He wasn’t sure what to think of this situation. She was telling him not only was his mother not human, neither was his father. Yet, he felt entirely human. He had no magic powers or incredible abilities. If he wasn’t human, what was he?
Thistle returned, pouring more tea, steaming once more. She sat down. “I didn’t think I’d have to explain extra-planar reproduction to you. I always assumed your mother would when the time came.” 
“I don’t understand, it isn’t like humans?” he asked.
“We have no biological sex. We show a gender, which is where we exhibit human-like traits and bodies. This occurs when we cross the planes into the Earthly plane. In our own planes, we don’t have to have this form because we’re beings of energy. Once here, though, we become flesh and bone, and though we still have the same abilities, we have bodies to match the world around us.” She smiled. “And we can alter the shape you see in subtle ways.” As she sat there, her gray hair shifted to black and then returned to gray. “But it is taxing, especially the fact we have to consciously alter our eyes. If our eyes appear human, we cannot use any of our abilities. The same goes for demons.”
“So that’s why Mom’s eyes changed when she fought the demons.”
“That’s right,” she said and smiled. “So, the thing is since we’re sexless, we don’t have males and females, only bearers and sires.”
“Bearers and sires?” he said, confused again.
“Bearers carry and give birth to a child; sires impregnate the bearer. It takes one of each to create a new angel or demon. And it doesn’t happen often.” She looked at him. “We know at birth which of them an angel or demon is. That way they are prepared. And the gender someone appears doesn’t always match whether they’re a bearer or a sire.”
“Wait a minute, so you’re saying someone who looks female could actually be a sire, and someone who looks male could give birth?” he said, eyes wide and mouth slightly agape.
This whole concept was so amazing. The idea that outer appearances didn’t dictate a person’s gender or even sex was something he had dreamed of for years. It was almost an idealized life in his mind that he’d imagined again and again.
She nodded. “That’s exactly what I’m saying. Your mother? She was a bearer, and your father was a sire. But when they came to me after they met, already pregnant with you, I knew that there would be problems because of who your father was.” She paused, staring at him. “Your father wasn’t an angel. He was a demon.” 
Bellamy didn’t know how to react to that. He blinked rapidly for a while, then shook his head. “So what does that make me?”
“Well, something special. Generally, this doesn’t happen. Positive energy meeting negative energy obliterates both. This means conception could rarely happen. But when your mother and father came together, something matched between them, and you were created, a perfect balance of positive and negative energy.” She reached over and took his hand. 
He swallowed and nodded. “Can you tell me about him?” 
“I can. His name was Derrick in his human form, but his true name was Trath’tizith. He was a Shadow Demon, which is a member of the Mendicium, the codex of deception.” She smiled and then jerked her head to the side. “Did you sense that?”
“I don’t sense anything,” he said, frowning.
“There’s something I must do for you. When you were born, I implanted a seal in you that would block your powers and hide your presence. Your mother had one as well, once your father was tracked down and killed. I’ll explain why he was killed, as well, but this is important, I must release the seal, or else you’ll never gain your powers,” she said, getting up and opening a piece of the wall. 
It was some sort of secret safe, it seemed, Bellamy noticed. She came back with a device, bulky in appearance, with many buttons and a small screen. She came over to him and pulled his left sleeve up and Bellamy frowned at her. She held the device over a scar on his upper arm he had had since he was little. She hit buttons and he felt something like a rush of cool water through his veins. He looked at her. 
“What was that?” he asked.
“I’m breaking the seal,” she said. “But not all the way, just enough to give you the power you inherited slowly, so as not to overwhelm you. As you learn your abilities, they will grow stronger and more will appear. I have no idea what powers and abilities you could have inherited from your parents, child. You could have the abilities of both an angel and a demon, or you could have none at all.” 
She finished whatever she was doing, put the device back in the wall, and closed it. “Now, about your father and why he came to be with your mother. It’s another long story, but it is important you know the truth because your life may depend on it—” 
Bellamy blinked and stared because she’d stopped mid-sentence and froze in place. Then, slowly, a dark shadow appeared behind her, and something dark was protruding from her chest. The shadow solidified into a taller male creature, with purple and black demon eyes, and the protrusion in her chest became a black, iron blade.
“No!” Bellamy yelled, standing up and knocking the chair over.
In his mind, a voice echoed, both Thistle’s and not. Child, I’m sorry. Beware them all. Trust none of them.
The demon behind her yanked the black blade back and she stood there, gaping hole in her chest, until from the wound outward, she began dissipating into dust and ash. The demon pointed his weapon at him and smiled. 
“Thanks, angel. It took you long enough to release that seal. And you. You’re wanted in Zion.”
“What is Zion?” he asked, backing away from him.
“Zion is what we call the home the King built for us. And the King wants you to come there. Go easily, or fight, but I won’t kill you. Though maiming you isn’t off the table.” He smiled again, revealing teeth that were jagged and sharp. 
At a loss for what to do, he turned and ran for the door, hoping it still worked the same and he could get through it. Luck seemed to be on his side as he ran right through it into the street where he had come from originally. He paused and turned to see the demon step out the door. 
“Little Nephilim, don’t run from me,” he growled. “I’ll make you regret it.” 
A sudden blast of light caused the demon to stumble backward. “Begone, demon!” came a feminine voice.
Hovering in the air behind him was a female in a white-colored robe with a band on her right upper arm, with some sort of symbol on it in yellow. Her eyes, too, were a metallic yellow in color. She had long blonde hair in a pair of braided pigtails on either side of her face.
The demon glared at her, shadows around him gathering despite being in the open sun. “Saniel,” he growled. “They sent a Secundo Angelus to face me? Why not the Princeps?” 
The angel smiled. “We didn’t think it worth the Principes’ time.”
“Not worth their time?” he growled, moving toward her until he stopped as though listening. The surrounding shadows grew. 
“Just wait and see who controls the Nephilim.” 
Then, the shadows enveloped him, and he was gone. 






  
  Chapter Two

When He Learns More


The angel descended to the ground in front of Bellamy. Saniel had been her name, he recalled. She walked closer and tilted her head to the side. “He called you a Nephilim. Are you one?” 
“I don’t know what a Nephilim is,” he answered, remembering the last thing that Thistle told him. She said not to trust anyone. Perhaps it was best to feign ignorance for now. 
“I sense angelic energy coming from you as well as demonic energy. I’ve never encountered a Nephilim but that’s the only answer.” She reached slowly toward him, putting her hand against his face. “Interesting, I can’t read your mind.” 
Bellamy was glad of that. He didn’t know what to do now, but he was still reeling from everything that had happened so far today. “Uh, I guess I should go.”
“No, you need to come with me,” she said, nodding.
“For what?” he asked, suspicious of her intentions. 
He wanted to know why Thistle said not to trust any of them. Had she meant the demons? Had she meant the angels? He didn’t know for sure. He had to protect himself, though, and he figured he would be wary about them all.
“For your safety. That’s not going to be the only demon after you. We can offer you sanctuary at Elysium.” 
She didn’t sound like she was lying, but then his mother had been an angel and lied to him for his entire life. How did he know when an angel was lying? Could he trust his instincts? Again, he felt that cold feeling in his veins like when the seal was broken. He had his own powers and abilities, well, maybe he did. Thistle told him she didn’t know what kind they were, or even if he had them, but he held onto the belief there had to be something he inherited from his parents, if only something small.
Sanctuary didn’t sound like a bad idea at this point, he thought. But that would mean trusting this Saniel. “Uh, how do I know I can trust you?” 
Saniel smiled. “We’re the good guys.”
“Don’t all the bad guys say they’re the good guys?” Bella was now even more on his guard.
Saniel blinked. “Uh, well, I don’t know, I guess. I mean, one of your parents was one of us, right? If you’re a Nephilim, they have to have been.” 
“Look, when I got up this morning, I was worried about taking my little brother shopping, then sitting down with my mom and trying to decide what I want to do with my life. The wall fucking exploded, and these three guys who were apparently demons were after me. She exploded to kill them, and then there was this strange woman who she told me, in my head, to go find. She magically showed up and I, for some reason, probably shock, went with her. And I find out there’s this whole angel and demon world.” He glared at her for a moment. “Then, another demon killed her, the only person who was telling me anything. And you show up and the demon leaves without a fight. So I have no idea what’s going on,” he said, crossing his arms in a huff.
Saniel looked like she didn’t know what to say. “Well, I mean, that’s a lot in one day, I get that. But I have no idea why that shadow demon left. He must have been told not to get in a fight with us,” she said.
“Well, that’s fine, but I need to go home. My dad thinks my mom’s off at the store or something, but she’s never coming back. He’s going to be devastated.”
“If you’re a Nephilim, your father had to be a demon. Is he the one you’re talking about?” she asked, frowning as she looked at him.
“No, my bio dad is dead. He died when I was a kid. But that doesn’t matter, the dad I have now is going to be worried if I don’t come back, and I still don’t know how to explain that mom is dead. I’m going to have to tell him what’s going on.”
“You can’t do that!” Saniel said with a gasp. “We’re a hidden society. We don’t tell normal humans what’s going on between angels and demons.”
“Well, I’m going to,” Bellamy growled. “He can’t be left in the dark, though I don’t know if he’s going to believe me.”
He started to leave and Saniel grabbed him by the arm. He turned and looked at her. “Hey, please, don’t. How about you come to Elysium and we figure this out. I mean, you have a phone, right? Call your dad and let him know you’ll be staying at a friend’s or something. Then you can come to Elysium and see what you think of us, and we can go from there.” She tilted her head to the side and let go of his arm. “It’s the only choice right now with demons on your trail. If you go home, what if they attack again? Better to be somewhere right now where they can’t get to you, and you won’t put your family in danger.”
He licked his lips and looked around him, thinking. What choice did he have? He had no options. And considering that demons said they would maim him rather than let him go just to take him to this Zion of theirs, he didn’t think he would be better off with the demons. What would he do if he went home and one of his siblings or his dad got caught up in this? He didn’t want any of them to get hurt. And the angel was right. If he went home, they’d come for him there. They obviously knew where he lived. He nodded slowly and sighed with resignation.
“I have no choice,” he said at length. “Let me tell my dad I’m going to be a while,” he muttered, fumbling in his pocket to pull out his phone.
He rang his dad. “Bellamy? Where’d you go? Have you seen your mother?”
“Um, Dad, I don’t know where she is, but I was calling to tell you I’m going over to a friend’s place for a few days. I’ll be back, though. Did you get the insurance called?” he asked, wanting to make the call seem more normal if he could.
“Uh, yeah, they wanted to know what happened, but I had no idea what to tell them. They said they’d come out and take a look, so hopefully they’ll figure it out,” he said. “We put up some plastic sheeting to keep the elements out, and I put the cat in our room for how so she can’t get out. Jean and William were wondering where you went, and I wasn’t sure either.”
“I just needed some air,” Bellamy said with a sigh. “I mean, I was sitting at the table when the wall exploded. I just needed to walk it off,” he explained.
“Yeah, why are you spending time at someone’s place, though?” his dad asked.
“Just wanting to do some stuff, just kinda wanting to get away for a few days. When you see Mom, tell her where I am,” he said, nearly choking on the words. Mom’s never coming back, Dad. She’s dead.
“You okay, Bella?” his dad asked. “You sound off.”
Bellamy swallowed. “Ah, yeah, sorry, just was talking to my friends about some stuff.” 
“Oh, okay, well, I’ll see you when you get back. Hopefully, we’ll have the wall fixed by then. Still not sure where in the world your mom went. Last I knew she was fixing lunch,” he said, obviously thinking about the situation.
“I’m sure she’ll be back,” he said. “She’ll call when she can.”
“You’re right. It’s not like she’s known for disappearing!” he said with a chuckle.
Despite trying, Bellamy just couldn’t make a laugh come out. “Uh, okay, Dad, gotta go. I’ll try to call soon.” 
“Okay, Bella. Love you!” 
“Love you too, Dad. Tell Marina and the boys I’ll see them soon, and to behave until I get back.”
“Oh, okay, I’ll do that,” his dad answered. “Bye!”
“Bye, Dad,” he said, cutting off the call and staring at the phone where the screen had a picture of his dad and the word “Dad” in big letters. He swallowed hard. 
“I don’t want to leave them.”
“I know, but just think about how bad you’d feel if something happened to them because of the demons after you.”
Bellamy looked at her and wondered whether that statement came from a place of concern or a desire to manipulate him into going to this Elysium. He swallowed again, his stomach in knots about the whole situation. 
“I know you’re right.” He didn’t know, but he said he did.
“It’s not bad, it’s a beautiful place, and completely safe from demons. They can’t get in. I promise you’ll be safe there. And you’ll be back to your family before you know it.”
She stepped in front of him and made some kind of complicated gesture in the air with her finger and a glowing portal appeared.
“This way!” she said, still smiling at him.
He swallowed and figured he should find out what awaited him at Elysium.

      [image: image-placeholder]Bellamy was shocked when he stepped into the world of Elysium. He’d expected something heavenly, he guessed. Instead, he stepped into a strange assortment of things.
The walls were silver metal. Not shiny, they were more of a brushed nickel-looking material. However, on these walls there were shelves (also made of silver metal) bolted where running plants covered them. The walls had posters of country scenes, of various things like plants, and other such items. There were pieces of furniture that looked like the early twentieth-century items he’d seen in books. The chairs were wooden and, on every table, sat some sort of plant or greenery. 
Saniel turned and looked at him. “This way.”
He nodded, following her through the silver corridors lined with plants. The walls were decorated in places as if there were windows, with layers of sheer material. Then, they came out into an open area that looked like it had a sky. He blinked, looking around and seeing what looked like gardens. 
“What is this place?” he asked as they moved through the pathway in the center to the other side.
“We cultivate gardens here to provide food for the acolytes. We don’t need to eat, but the humans who have dedicated themselves to us do, so we built this area, with a little technology and a little of our abilities, and it became what we call the garden.” She smiled. Come on, we’ll see more of the place, but first, you need to meet the Princeps Angelus of the Primus Division.”
“Who is that?” he asked as they walked through an opening covered with a layered curtain.
“Well, he’s kind of the leader of the Pillars of Elysium. He answers directly to the Bright Council.” She opened another door that led into a similarly decorated corridor. “This way.” 
“Pillars of Elysium? Bright Council? What those?” he asked, slowing as he walked.
Saniel turned back and smiled. “Come on, don’t dawdle. He’ll be happy to meet you, as will the other Principes.”
“I really don’t understand half of what you’re saying,” he admitted as they came to a double door. 
Saniel approached the door and placed her hand on a palm reader and the door whooshed open into the wall. She motioned him forward. They came into an open room that looked like some sort of conference room. There was a semi-circle table, where seven angels sat around the curved part of it. They each wore robes similar to Saniel’s, except they were a pale gold color with edging in deeper gold. They each had one of the symbols on their arm in different colors that matched their eyes. Saniel smiled.
“May I present Bellamy?” 
For a moment no one said anything, and Bellamy was growing uncomfortable until the one directly in the middle spoke.
“You are the Nephilim.” 
Bellamy had no idea how they knew this already. It seemed strange that they had all gathered to talk about him when he had just met Saniel moments ago. The statement wasn’t a question. The speaker was older looking than the others, with gray hair pulled back away from her face. She had eyes that were dark green with a metallic sheen. He was getting used to the pupilless eyes, at least a little. However, it was hard to tell where these angels were actually looking without the normal tells of human eyes.
“Uh, yeah, I guess. That’s what they said I was. I just found out today, so this is new to me. Uh, my name’s Bellamy, by the way. No one bothered to ask that.” He reached up and nervously twirled a piece of hair that had come loose from his clip. 
Saniel spoke. “I found the Nephilim when my target was killed by a shadow demon. Apparently, he’d been sent from Zion to retrieve him and kill the target.” 
“Target?” Bellamy frowned and looked at her. “By target, you mean you were there for Thistle?"
Saniel glanced at him but still stared at the seven other angels.
"Your parentage,” demanded one of the angels. This one had orange-colored eyes and hair that was dark red. She was smaller than the others, it seemed, but no less intimidating.
“Uh, well, I mean, I thought it was normal until today,” Bellamy said, looking around at all the angels. “But these three guys showed up at my house today, blew away part of it, and my mom’s eyes changed to that indigo color, and the demons as she called them and she fought. When they had her beaten, she did something and exploded in a blast of light. I—I am assuming she’s dead.”
“You would be right,” the one with eyes like his mother’s said. “She used a power we Indicus only use when we are losing a battle and must protect others. She sacrificed the last of her life for you.” 
“It was a useless sacrifice,” the one with violet-colored eyes said. “We must destroy him. He is tainted by demonic energy, and just having him in Elysium corrupts our home.” 
Bellamy swallowed. It wasn’t like he could stop them if they wanted to kill him; he was at their mercy now. “Uh, look, I know they said my father was a demon, but I haven’t done anything wrong.”
“The boy has a point,” another one said, this one with blue eyes and dark hair. “We shouldn’t kill someone who isn’t guilty. Why would we? No, maybe we can test him in battle,” he said, grinning broadly.
“He has a point,” the one with metallic red eyes said. This angel had a strange hat on his head, kind of a bucket hat with flowers printed on it. He could see long blond hair coming down around his shoulders. “We cannot, in good conscience, put someone to death that has committed no sin, no matter their origin.” 
“That makes no sense! We kill demons on sight, not invite them to live with us!” the violet-eyed one said, looking intensely at the others. “I don’t care if he has done anything or not, we must mitigate the potential damage before it happens. We have never encountered a Nephilim and we have no idea of his powers. He could destroy all of Elysium if we allow him to be free here.” 
“I agree,” the orange-eyed one said. “Usiel has a good point. We kill demons. We do not let them stay here. At the very least, he should have his power sealed and be exiled to somewhere else.” 
“Now, Rhamiel,” the one with yellow eyes said softly. “Do not assume evil where there is no evidence of evil. We do not know his capabilities, this is true, but we also can cultivate and train him, and make him an ally and part of our society.”
Usiel snorted. “You cannot change the nature of someone. He is a demon.”
“He is half demon,” the red-eyed one said.
“Gadreel, you would take his side.” Usiel crossed his arms and glared at the other angel. 
Gadreel shook his head. “I take the side of reason. We have no proof of evil here.” 
“If you wait for proof, it may be too late,” Rhamiel said. “I hate to agree with Usiel over anything, but he’s right. We cannot trust him.”
The one with yellow eyes turned to Bellamy. “Your name was Bellamy? Do you know you’re True Name?”
“True Name?” Bellamy asked. “I only know the name Bellamy that my mother gave me.”
“See, he doesn’t even know his True Name, Harahel,” Usiel growled. “How can we even think of letting someone be free that cannot be controlled like this.”
“Enough.” 
All the angels turned to the one with green eyes. She was looking at Bellamy and had never taken her eyes off him. 
“I have come to a decision on the Nephilim.” She stood up, and all the others did the same.
“Bellamy, you will be allowed to remain in Elysium. You will not be allowed to be alone at any point until such time that you have earned the trust of the Pillars of Elysium. You will have Saniel as your permanent companion during your time here. You will also be examined by the medical division to determine your health and energy profile. Dismissed.” 
He turned and went through a door behind the table, followed by all the others. He stared after them, wondering exactly what was going to happen now. Saniel grabbed his arm.
“That’s great! Only two dissenters! Four of them were for you coming here!” Saniel had a huge smile on her face.
“But what about the two that disagreed?” Bellamy was worried about them.
“Primus has made a decision, and that decision is final, so don’t worry!” She pulled him back toward the door. “Come on, I’ll introduce you to my acolyte!” 
He didn’t know what to think of this. Four of the angels had thought he should be here. Two of them thought he not only shouldn’t be here but that he should be destroyed. Saniel seemed to think this was good, but he had his doubts. What if they were lying to him? What if they all didn’t want him here and they were pretending not to?
They followed the greenery-lined corridors to an open area with seven doors, each one marked with a number one through seven in a different color. The doors were the type that slid into the walls, but they had potted trees between them.
“I’m down here,” she said, leading him toward the door with the yellow five on it.
“So, the colors of your divisions, they match your eyes, don’t they?” he asked as they walked through into another similarly decorated corridor. 
Saniel smiled. “Yeah, they do. Our eyes are an indication of our talents and powers, and we’re sorted in the academy by those colors. We learn specifically how to handle our powers based on what type of angel we are.” 
“What does yellow mean?” he asked as they started seeing doors in the hallway on either side. 
“Well, each division is assigned a number, ours is five, or the Quintis Division. We represent the virtue of hope or Spes. We deal in relationships with the other planes.” 
Thistle had said there were two other planes besides the Earthly plane. He wondered what Saniel would say. “Are there many planes?” he asked as they came to the end of the corridor. 
There was a door on the right marked with a golden circle and one to the left with a silver one. Saniel turned to the one on the left and opened it. She motioned for him to precede her into the room. He arched a brow and nodded, going into the room.
Inside, it was decorated much like the corridors and rooms he’d been in. There were plants everywhere, and what looked like a small, extremely modern kitchen. He saw there was a food distributor and a sink. There were a couple of silver cabinets and a food storage unit. However, it was all in a pale orange color, something he’d never seen before in a modern kitchen. He glanced over and saw a small table with four chairs, in a very vintage style, with scrolling woodwork on the chair and table legs. Over to the other side was a sitting area with a streaming box, which seemed almost out of place among the older-styled furniture. The seating was a sofa and loveseat, and it was in a deep burnt orange color. 
“Well, there are three major planes,” Saniel said as she took off the robe and hung it on an ornate coat tree. Underneath, she wore a plain linen shirt and pants with a pair of sandals that were held on by several straps. “There’s this plane, what we call the Earthly plane, and then there’s the plane that held heaven. That’s made of positive energy. And the plane of hell, which is negative energy. Both those planes intersect with the Earthly plane, but not with each other.”
So, they weren’t lying to him. He didn’t know for sure why he was trusting the words of Thistle, other than the fact she had claimed to know his mother. For all he knew, she could have been the one lying. But she knew about the seal, and she had been killed by the demons. 
“Now, there are two other planes.” 
He blinked in surprise at that. Two more? “What are they?” 
He sat down on the orange couch, and she dropped into the loveseat. “Well, there are two planes that intersect with all the other planes and each other, and that’s the astral plane and the shadow plane. The thing is, though, not even we understand the mechanics of those two planes. They just seem to exist, and some beings inhabit them, but so far as we can tell, they can’t interact with the other planes. There’s a theory, though, that if someone could harness the power of these two planes, they would be impossible to defeat.”
He supposed Thistle hadn’t had time to go into that sort of information with him. He heard a door open he hadn’t seen, and a young woman came in. 
“Oh, Saniel! We have a guest?” she said.
She was shorter, not much more than five feet in height, and had short, spikey lavender hair. Her eyes were a sky-blue color, and she had one of those heart-shaped faces with a rather pointed chin and nose. She was wearing a floral broomstick skirt and a loose, peasant blouse in a cream color. He noted that she was barefoot.
“Hey, this is Bellamy. Bellamy, this is my acolyte, Skye.” 
Bellamy stood up and extended a hand to her, which she too. “Um, hi there, nice to meet you, Skye.” 
“Yeah, good to meet you, too, Bellamy
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