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        Lucifer marches on Heaven with Talia under his control. Leaving Jack and the angels of death the only defense against dark forces.

      

        

      
        Jack must free the seraphim trapped in the spire and face an overwhelming army of demons. And the Dark Lord himself.

      

        

      
        To break Lucifer’s control and stop his march on Heaven, Jack faces a devastating choice to erase Talia’s memories—including her memory of him and his love.

      

        

      
        Can Jack save Heaven without losing the woman he loves?

      

        

      
        The Eternal Souls Season is the sixth book in A Game of Lost Souls. Dark, irreverent, and always romantic, this is an action-packed 13-book fantasy romance with the fate of Heaven and Earth at stake.

      

        

      
        Two lovers caught in the middle of a mythic battle between good and evil that begins with a simple wager with the King of Hell.
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      Archangel of Death, Azrael stood on the dais overlooking the rolling green meadows of Eolowen, the grand hall, but on this day, it felt small and empty. A pall had descended on the hall. On Heaven.

      The end of all things had come. As dark and as vile as he had always known this moment would arrive.

      All of the Heavens prepared for war. Earth and all of humanity had begun a slow thaw after Lucifer tampered with time. Revealing the sinister sabotage that Lucifer had inflicted in his jealousy over the Maker’s Chosen when it suddenly restarted. Unless they found a way to stop the damage, time and existence would careen out of control and destroy God’s greatest creation.

      As Lucifer always threatened.

      In the wake of Archangel Raziel’s traitorous alliance with Archangel Samael and Lucifer, Azrael’s right hand, his best angel of death had been taken. Stolen through Raziel’s greed and thirst for power, her future uncertain.

      It was a devastating blow to his death angels’ guard. And to him.

      In the beginning, he accepted a wager with Lucifer to send her to Earth in human form. In an attempt to save her from her bitter anger toward her human charges. He should have known that it was all a complex plot on Lucifer’s part. A test of his careful reengineering of time and existence. Talia had been Lucifer’s hope to rise from the ashes of a rare Phoenix shift and regrow her wings and regenerate her halo.

      Proof of concept for his own return to power. And control of the Heavens.

      And now, it was all coming to pass. As the Heavens prepared for war—against an all-powerful enemy, once the most powerful protector in Heaven. Now, seething with vengeance, Lucifer sought his return.

      What had he already done to Talia? Using a blinded fallen angel’s rare power to possess the unwilling, he took Talia into his control. Intent on harnessing Talia’s rare powers as a weapon against the Heavens.

      Azrael ached at that thought. Using Talia as the weapon against everything she fought for and believed. Powerless to break Vassago’s hold over her.

      Was there any hope of rescuing her? Saving her from Lucifer’s all-encompassing darkness?

      He stared out across the meadow, toward the willow tree. Where Jack Casey slumped across the scorched grass on his stomach, wings spread like a murdered sparrow. Azrael’s heart hurt. Watching Jack, listless, stare past the stream and the rose bushes that edged the grounds. Toward the Middling’s hazy greyness and that dark path leading into the Garden. He sighed. Beating himself up over what had happened.

      Inconsolable. Broken.

      The young human hadn’t moved from that spot in days. He’d given up. Sprawled across the ground, distressed and heartsick, blaming himself, going over the events of Raziel’s competition over and over in his head. Reliving what he should have done, what he didn’t do.

      Azrael had never seen anyone so distraught in all his days as an archangel of death.

      Berith and Muriel tried to get Jack to eat something or at least drink some water, necessary for humans not angels, but he’d refused everything. Even Kesien tried to rouse him, trying to distract him with the war preparations going on across the Heavens. But he ignored everything. No, Jack Casey had given up.

      And his reaction staggered Azrael.

      The young man had always been a fighter, hitting back one last time, even when everything seemed lost. And Azrael had never seen anyone love as deeply and as completely as Jack Casey. He was lost without Talia. Broken. His heart and soul tied into knots.

      Berith told him how Jack reacted and fought back in Hell, too, his heart broken into shards at being separated from the love of his life, as Berith put it. But even there, he’d fought back, taking that one dangerous chance to escape. To return to Talia.

      Not that he played favorites, but Talia was close to Azrael’s heart, like a father might feel about a daughter. It physically hurt his chest when he thought about Talia in that monster’s hands.

      He—and everyone else in the Heavens—had no idea how to rescue her either. Or help Jack. He feared that Jack would never recover. He fell for Talia from the first moment he saw her across the room. Jack had been as much a pawn as Talia in this whole debacle.

      And both of them had paid a heavy, heavy price for it.

      He felt a tug on his charcoal grey robes. He turned. Berith stood beside him. She stared out across the meadow at Jack, her grey eyes sad, face pinched with concern. She was beautiful, warm dark hair, pale grey eyes, looking so thin and delicate without her wings, her face washed out without the light from her absent halo. She’d been so wise and so giving before the Rebellion.

      Seeing Berith without wings still hurt after all this time, but he was so grateful to Jack for helping her find a path to redemption and forgiveness. He owed this young human a lot. And he intended to repay him in any way he could. Part of that meant getting him through his grief. And finding a way to rescue Talia from that monster, Lucifer.

      “He’s still there,” she said, the sadness sharpening her voice. “Muriel said he hadn’t moved from that spot in days. He refuses all food and hasn’t slept either. He just stares out across the grasslands at the Middling. I’m really concerned, Azrael.”

      He was, too. He had no idea how to reconcile Jack’s pain and loss with Talia’s abduction. If he could storm Hell right now and bring her home—here, to Eolowen—he’d do it, no questions asked. It wasn’t like his entire guard hadn’t suggested it, including Jack. Several times.

      Vassago the fallen angel was the problem. It was just like when Jack had his soul tethered to Lucifer. Talia had been possessed against her will. And until they found a way to break Vassago’s hold on her, Lucifer would have Vassago take control of her again.

      Even worse, Lucifer was preparing to march on the Heavens. Take them under his control as he’d attempted millennia ago. When he’d been God’s Shining One. The most beautiful of all His angels.

      He would be Heaven’s destroyer, initiating the end of days.

      Azrael stared at Jack, feeling so bad for him. He’d never asked to take part in this fight. He’d been struggling through a broken life—because of Lucifer—when he met Talia and fell in love. He’d fought for her at every turn. Without her, he was hopelessly lost.

      And Azrael felt responsible.

      Like he felt responsible for Talia falling into Lucifer’s hands. Somehow, he had to find a way to rescue her. And save Jack from himself. Bring Talia home to him.

      “Did you hear me, Azrael?” Berith asked.

      “I know,” said Azrael in a gravelly voice as he squinted at the young man lying prone in the grass. “I don’t know how to help him, Berith.” He sighed. “I don’t know how to comfort him. And I don’t know how to bring Talia back to him. Lucifer’s hold is complete right now.”

      Berith’s gaze was hard as she glared at him. “Azrael, he’s given up.”

      She loved this young man like a son. And he was so grateful to Jack for bringing her home to him. Azrael understood the pain Jack Casey felt right now. He’d felt it for millennia. But he was an archangel. For a human, a week was a lifetime. For Jack, this was the end of the world.

      Azrael’s eyes narrowed. “I know. I wish I knew how to help him.” He slid his arm around Berith’s waist. “I endured millennia without you. For him, a week is an eternity. It’s breaking him into pieces. And I just don’t know how to help him. What a sorry angel of death I am. I’ve never been at such a loss to comfort before.”

      Berith sighed. “Any word from God’s Scribe?”

      Azrael pinched the bridge of his nose with thumb and forefinger. Pravuil, God’s Scribe. The archangel had worked tirelessly on Talia and Jack’s behalf, helping her thwart Raziel’s ridiculous Old Testament demand to make her his consort in a thinly veiled attempt to grab power from the seraphim. And steal a rare power from Talia.

      The seraphim remained trapped by Raziel’s ritual that bound them to the spire. And Archangel Samael’s guard still had the spire locked down and everyone out of it. Holding High House hostage. Somehow, Azrael and his guard, flanked by the Watchers, had to fight through Samael’s guard and break this tether binding the seraphim and cherubim.

      “None yet,” said Azrael, shaking his head. “He said he’d contact me as soon as he’d located the Book of Secrets. Raziel hid it well apparently.”

      But they had to find a way to release Talia from Lucifer’s control. She was their last hope against Lucifer. With her in his control, they had no weapon against the Prince of Darkness’ full might. Except Jack Casey who had Talia’s powers mirrored to him. And the seraphim were funneling their immense power through him.

      Azrael feared that Jack’s grief would render him too weak to stand against Lucifer. He alone held the power now to stop Lucifer. They had to protect him at all cost. Otherwise, everything was lost. He watched Jack slump against the grass and his heart ached, chest tightening. Azrael had to do something.

      Before Jack’s grief destroyed the young, lovesick human.

      “I’m worried, Azrael,” she said and slid an arm around him, holding him close. “The seraphim powers have expanded exponentially through Jack, but so far, their failsafe is protecting him. But I’m concerned that he’ll ignore the failsafe and harm himself out of despair. We have to give him some hope of finding her or he’s going to self-destruct.”

      His gaze darkened. They were watching Jack Casey, a man that fought to his last breath for Talia, give up right before their eyes.

      “Most of the guard is terribly concerned too, Berith,” said Azrael as he slid his arms behind his back, soot grey wings stretching into a gentle arc around him and Berith. “They’ve never seen Jack so quiet and subdued. Muriel’s heartbroken over Talia’s abduction and she’s tried to look after Jack, but he’s just given up. It’s heartbreaking to watch. Anahera and Kesien have tried to engage him, too. They’ve all come to me with concerns. Wanting advice. Fearing what he’ll do if Talia doesn’t return.”

      Berith nodded at him, sliding her arms around him. Her proximity felt warm and comforting. It had been a lifetime since she’d been at his side and now that she was here, he couldn’t imagine going through that pain again. Jack was suffering so much right now.

      And none of them knew how to help him.

      “I’ve failed our human charge, Berith. I have no way to comfort him. Rescuing Talia is the only way to fix him.”

      “If you’d seen him in Hell, you’d be worried, too. Even there, he wasn’t this despondent. I’m afraid for him, Azrael.”

      Azrael shook his head. “I think we all are, Berith.”

      She sighed and stared at the white stone terrace. “And Lucifer is still hunting Jack in a way that no one anticipated, Azrael.”

      Azrael jerked his head around. “What? Now that he’s free, why would Lucifer be concerned with one lone human right now? He’s had a grudge against his fellow angels since the fall. Why Jack?”

      But he knew why. Lucifer magnified every little perceived injustice. Because Jack conned him, he would seek vengeance seven-fold. He didn’t tolerate anyone getting the best of him. For luring him into that Garden and fusing the lock. For deceiving him with his revenge plot.

      Berith shook her head. “Word across the Heavens is that Lucifer is fixated on getting revenge on Jack. We’ve got to try and keep him safe. Without Jack’s mirrored powers—and the seraphim powers—Lucifer will destroy everything.”

      It was truly the end of the world.

      The Heavens couldn’t match Lucifer’s fully returned complement of powers. Especially with the seraphim tethered and trapped within the spire.

      Jack stood alone now with his mirrored rare powers and the seraphim channeling their energies through him. But even he couldn’t defeat Lucifer alone.

      They had to drag Jack on board an attempted rescue of Talia. Maybe that would pull him out of the black pit of despair that had engulfed him.

      “I’ll try to talk to him,” said Berith. “But I doubt it’ll do any good.”

      “And I’ll help you,” said Muriel.

      At the sound of Muriel’s pained voice, Azrael turned around toward the white stone terrace.

      She stood there with her teary grey eyes wide, dark brown hair tousled, and pain shadowing her face. She was Talia’s closest friend and this event had devastated her, too. Talia confided in him once that Muriel had a huge crush on Jack. Seeing him wasting away fast had affected her as much as Talia’s capture.

      “Muriel,” said Azrael, nodding at her. “Thank you for your assistance.”

      Talia was his right hand. And Muriel was his left.

      She was a dedicated angel of death that had commanded the guard well in his absence. She always deferred to Talia though and without Talia, she was hurt and angry and trying to find a way to rescue her. Unlike Jack who had completely given up.

      Berith glanced from Muriel to him and finally, a smile lit her oblong face and haunting grey eyes. She looked so slight and fragile without her wings, but he was grateful for her presence. His existence had been so dark and empty since she’d fallen from the Heavens. He’d never dreamed that she would ever be allowed to return here. He owed Jack Casey a huge debt of gratitude.

      “We need to save Jack from himself,” said Azrael, his gaze falling on the young man again, wings still splayed in the grass like a dying dove.

      Muriel shook her head. “Good luck with that, sir,” she said, her voice dark. “We’ve all tried to convince him to get some rest, some nourishment, but he’s refused all of us. The whole guard. Even Kesien and me.”

      “He’s very close to you and Berith,” said Azrael, watching the young man’s shoulders heave against the grass. “Try to convince him to get some sustenance. And sleep. Until we hear from Pravuil, we have no plan for rescuing Talia. All we can do is prepare for Lucifer’s assault. And it’s coming, I assure you.”

      “We’ll try to get through to him, Azrael,” said Berith, her gaze traveling to Jack and the willow tree. “But he’s well beyond consolation.”

      “Try again. It’s imperative. Hopefully, Pravuil will have a strategy for rescuing Talia. That’s what Jack needs to get up from the floor.”

      “Talia made me promise to keep a close eye on Jack through this whole thing,” said Muriel. “I don’t want to let her down.” She bowed her head. “It would break her heart if she got away from Lucifer and came back to find Jack—gone.”

      Azrael nodded. “Make him understand that Pravuil is working on something. Give him as much hope as you can.”

      Muriel’s face darkened. “I won’t lie to him, sir.”

      “No, of course not,” said Azrael. “But until I hear from Pravuil, I don’t want to raise false hopes.” He nodded toward the willow tree. “Do what you can to help him.”

      Muriel sighed. “I’ll try, but he’s in bad shape, sir. I know the seraphim powers have taken a toll on him, but this—” She shook her head. “This is destroying him.”

      “We’ll do our best, Azrael,” said Berith, stroking his shoulder.

      He closed his eyes a moment, the touch of her hand soothing in the face of all this dire news. He understood Jack’s pain. And wished could fix it.

      Talia had been one of his favorites from her first day on his guard. Full of fire and conviction, wanting to heal and protect her human charges. Something happened over the centuries though, hardening her heart and blunting her resolve.

      He would do everything in his power to bring her home again. To the job she once loved. To the young man that had forever changed her. A man that loved her more than his own life. He sighed. And wasting away without her.

      He had to find a way to save them both.

      Azrael turned away from Berith and Muriel. “Check on Jack while I see what Pravuil has learned. We need Jack to assault High House’s spire and take it away from Samael’s guard. Without him, we have no way to rescue the seraphim. See if that will motivate him.”

      Muriel groaned and waved him off. “At this point, I doubt anything will motivate him beyond rescuing Talia, sir. But we’ll try.” She glanced at Berith. “Right, Berith?”

      Berith nodded. “Jack’s like a son to me,” said Berith, her grey eyes watery now. It made him love this woman even more. “And he saved me. Brought me back to you, Azrael. I’ll do everything in my power to save him.”

      Muriel and Berith walked into the grass—toward the willow tree. He hoped they could reach Jack. They couldn’t rescue the seraphim without him.
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      Jack wanted to curl into a ball and rage at the Heavens and the Earth. Losing Talia to Lucifer had broken him into little bits and pieces. And he couldn’t find the strength to get up from the ground. Or try to put any of those pieces back together again. This was much worse than his time in Hell. Because now, she was in that evil maniac’s hands and he couldn’t do a damned thing about it.

      Couldn’t storm the Gates of Hell. Couldn’t invade the Garden. Didn’t even know where Lucifer had taken her.

      She was in his total control through that blind fallen angel’s powers. If he’d known that dude had the power to possess someone against their will, he’d have done something.

      Anything.

      But she was gone and he didn’t know how to get her back. He didn’t even know where she was right now.

      His eyes stung with moisture at the memory of her touch, her hands against his face. Her hot kiss against his lips. The warmth of her arms around him, those intense grey eyes lighting him up like nothing had ever moved him before.

      Why hadn’t she confided in him? Trusted him enough to tell him about Vassago. About this omnificence power and its parts. All he’d ever wanted was to marry her, hold her in his arms for the rest of his days, and just love her. That had been his mission in life since the moment he’d seen her big grey, wondering eyes enveloping him and those full, pale lips begging for his kiss. And her amazing arsonist’s wit that had burned him to the ground with every line he’d ever tried on her.

      She was innocence and street smarts rolled into raven-haired, winter beauty. A cotton candy-wrapped hand grenade. And he loved her with every part of him.

      He laid his face against the grass, wanting to drown himself in the rushing stream.

      He’d given her everything he had. His love. His heart. His last breath. All of him. And then Lucifer snatched her away from him and there wasn’t a damned thing he could do to stop it. Not her rare, mirrored powers or all the seraphim powers in Heaven were enough to stop Lucifer from taking the love of his life. That bastard had already taken everything else from him. Now, there was nothing left.

      A hand pressed against his right shoulder.

      “Jack,” said the soft, motherly voice.

      Berith. She’d tried so hard to protect him. To ease his pain after— God, he couldn’t even say the words to himself.

      After Lucifer kidnapped Talia.

      “You’ve been out here for days,” said Berith, her thin shadow blocking the sun. “Don’t you think you need some sleep, Jack? Some nourishment? We’re all terribly worried about you. Let us help you.”

      He pulled away. “I don’t need any help,” he said, his voice tight.

      Another hand rubbed his left shoulder. “Jack, please—let us help you.”

      He covered his face, eyes stinging, and pressed his face against the grass. Why didn’t they just leave him alone in his grief? Didn’t they understand? He’d lost everything. She was his everything. His reason for getting up in the morning. His reason for doing anything.

      Without her…he was done. Finished.

      Berith laid her hand against his hair. The memory of Talia’s hand against his face, her fingers tangling in his blond hair, gut punched him. It made his breath catch and his chest constrict with pain that he’d never imagined until this moment.

      He resisted as Muriel pulled him up from the grass, but Berith put her arms around him in a motherly hug that broke him.

      He sucked in a breath, shoulders heaving as he held onto her, the emotions surging. He tried to rein them in, but he couldn’t hold back the tide as it all rushed forward.

      “I know how bad it hurts, Jack,” said Berith in a soft voice. “I know that pain so well. But we’re going to get her back. You’ll see. Don’t give up now.”

      Muriel laid her hand on his back. Talia would have stroked his hair, telling him everything was going to be all right. That they’d find a way through this.

      “She loves you more than anything, Jack,” said Muriel in a quiet voice. “And she’ll do everything to come back to you. Hold on for her, okay?”

      He couldn’t speak. Couldn’t react. He was all kinds of busted up inside. And he couldn’t articulate any of it. Couldn’t explain how helpless he felt. Couldn’t tell them how furious he was at having all this power and yet none of it was enough to stop Lucifer from possessing Talia.

      “I can’t,” he said, his voice so tight and broken.

      “Try,” said Berith. “It’s not over yet, Jack. Please. Lucifer doesn’t hold all the cards. We still have a chance to defeat him. To bring Talia home. But without you, we have no way to defeat him. We need you and all those powers you carry, Jack. Without them, Lucifer will destroy the Heavens. And keep Talia. Find the will to fight back, Jack. For Talia.”

      He stared at the rippling stream that ran along the white stone pergola. Talia loved this spot. He’d held her in his arms right here, kissing her underneath this willow tree. And he told her that everything would be all right. That they’d live happily ever after together. That he loved her more than his own life.

      What was left now? Powers that didn’t belong to him? These seraphim powers that made him drunk when he used too much of them, too many of them.

      “I don’t know how anymore, Berith,” he whispered, his heart in pieces.

      He no longer had the strength to gather them up and put them back together again. He was exhausted and heartsick. His stomach burned and his mouth was as dry as the Middling’s ashen soil. Where Lucifer had sprang his trap. And kidnapped her.

      The one thing he couldn’t lose.

      Berith held onto him. “We’ll help you,” she said in a soft voice. “Please…let us help you through this, Jack.”

      Muriel dropped down beside Berith. She took hold of his chin, forcing him to look at her.

      “Jack, we’ve still got Pravuil on our side. He helped Talia through so much of this and he’s already pledged to help us rescue her. He’s looking for the Book of Secrets right now.” She gave him a reassuring smile. “

      hen he finds where that rat bastard Raziel hid it, he and Berith here will find a way to rescue her, Jack. You’ll see.”

      He remembered all the times that Talia went to see the Scribe, telling him how much this dude had helped her. He’d even provided her with that half aqua half lavender stone she’d given him. He sighed. To protect him. Pravuil hated Raziel as much as Talia. Did the Scribe have some sort of plan in mind? A way to steal her back from Lucifer? Right now, the King of Hell was pretty much unstoppable. And with Talia at his side, there wasn’t much hope of a real fight.

      Even with his seraphim’s powers. But he couldn’t fight against Talia. He wouldn’t harm a raven black hair on her beautiful head.

      “I won’t fight Talia,” he said. “I won’t harm her.”

      “No, of course not, Jack,” said Berith in a soothing voice. “But Pravuil will find a way to break Vassago’s hold on her.”

      “When he does,” Muriel added, “We need you to be there. To fight alongside her.” She shook his wings. “Come on, Jack. You’ve fought for her every single time she’s needed you and she needs you right now. More than ever. Tell me you’re still going to fight for her.”

      Was there a way to break Vassago’s hold? Only this Scribe knew for sure. If there was a chance, he had to hear Pravuil out.

      “To my last breath,” he muttered.

      Muriel smiled. “That’s the Jack I know and love!” She exchanged a look with Berith that he couldn’t read.

      He struggled out of Berith’s grasp, pulling away. “Take me to—Pravuil.”

      “As soon as he contacts us,” said Berith.

      “No,” Jack snapped. “Now. Right now.”

      He grabbed hold of the willow tree trunk and pulled himself up onto shaky legs, his head swimming. All that information was still flooding his brain. Data and images washed over him as that weird feeling of being in several places at once flowed through his body. Until finally, he smashed his eyes closed and pushed it all away. He held his head with his right hand and held onto the tree trunk.

      Too much. Too much!

      “What’s the matter?” Berith asked, her eyes narrowing.

      He shook his head and winced. “Head’s swimming with too much stuff. Can’t turn it all off.” He looked over at her and Muriel. “Please. Take me to see this Scribe. I need to talk to him. About freeing Talia.” His voice broke and he bowed his head.

      Muriel reached out and ruffled his hair. “You got it, Jack.”

      “Muriel, the Scribe said he’d contact us⁠—”

      “This isn’t about the Book of Secrets, Berith,” Muriel replied as she put her arm around Jack’s waist. “This is about Raziel and what happened out there.”

      Jack nodded. He needed to understand about Vassago and this power that Talia was trying to awaken.

      Finally, Berith reached out and laid her hand against his face. “I hope the Scribe can help, Jack,” she said in a calming tone. “And whatever he tells you, we’re here to help you through it.”

      “Thanks,” he said.

      But he knew that no one could help him. Unless they had the power to break Lucifer’s hold on Talia.

      “I’m getting Anahera and Kesien,” said Muriel, calling out in high-pitched tones that he couldn’t hear. “Samael’s guard will be patrolling there.”

      He didn’t care either way, but he didn’t object when they blinked across the terrace and the meadow. They were both intensely quiet, exchanging glances with each other and Muriel. They were talking in those angel notes that he couldn’t hear.

      Whatever. He didn’t need to hear their concerned conversation about him. He knew he looked as bad as his heart felt.

      He was shaky and weak as he hobbled away from the tree and spread his silver grey wings that were dragging through the grass. He felt off balance as he lifted into the air, the barrage of noise and traffic in his head making him dizzy. Muriel stuck close to him, a hand on his shoulder. It took a lot of effort to flap his wings as Muriel led him across Eolowen’s crystal rooftop bound for the spires, Kesien and Anahera running point and flank.
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      The watchtower room looked out on the Middling’s dusk grey skies from every direction, its two picture windows and the circular room warded. Preventing her from breaking the windows and flying out of them. Or using her rare powers against Lucifer—and Vassago.

      She wanted to end them both. Crush them out of existence, but she couldn’t summon any of her powers within this room. Outside, the flags fluttered in the cold winds that buffeted the tower, reds, greens, blues, and yellows like parrots winging past. The air smelled like fresh tilled soil and stale ash, hinting of decayed plants and wood smoke.

      Furious and worried sick, she paced the empty room, its vaulted ceiling carrying the echo of her footsteps throughout the tower. The dusty, unvarnished wooden planks creaked under her sandals, rafters dusty against the black stone tower walls.

      Where was Jack? And Kesien?

      Why hadn’t she thrown up a block when they confronted Raziel? If she had, she wouldn’t be in Lucifer’s hands right now. She had to find a way to escape. To thwart Lucifer’s attack plans.

      He had his wings back. Massive black wings with shiny obsidian feathers that glistened in the light. And his halo had turned blood red, barely emitting light, its spin slow as it began to regenerate. She remembered when her halo began to return. It hadn’t taken more than three human days to reach full strength. Here in the Middling, it might take longer, but not long enough to delay his assault on the Heavens.

      She’d heard him down below, shouting orders at his demons, directing his fallen angels as they prepared to attack Heaven. A moment that Lucifer had waited for since the Rebellion and his fall. But what made her skin crawl was his raging and rants that funneled up into the watchtower.

      About how he would slowly flay the skin from Jack Casey’s body as he flailed him for eternity. Taking him apart piece by piece. Lucifer now blamed Jack for everything after he learned that Jack had deliberately lured him into the Garden. That he’d been plotting that betrayal since he’d arrived in Hell. Lucifer wanted vengeance and he planned to use her to get it.

      The thought of him possessing her and forcing her to hurt Jack made her shudder all over. She still winced at the memory of her hand smashing against his throat, choking him.

      And how she’d left him lying there on the ground as she carried Vassago into the air. Toward the Garden. Where Vassago forced her to free Lucifer from its warded walls.

      Was Jack hurt? Was he safe?

      She knew that Lucifer didn’t have him. If he’d already captured Jack, he wouldn’t be shouting to the spires of Heaven about getting his revenge. Somehow, she had to get out of here and break Vassago’s hold. And get back to Eolowen to warn Jack.

      And what happened to the omnificence power? She, Jack, and Kesien located all three parts. That power should have awakened in her, but she hadn’t felt anything. Not like when she awakened the resurrect power. This time, she felt nothing.

      Was Lucifer about to strip away all her powers and absorb them?

      Not until his halo completely regenerated. Somehow, she had to form a plan to protect her powers from Lucifer and Vassago. Keep them from taking the resurrect and omnificence powers. She had to protect these rare powers or die trying.

      Even without Lucifer possessing those rare powers, it was still the end of days.

      Lucifer would destroy Heaven and Earth unless she and Jack stood together to stop him. It would take both of them, but she worried about the seraphim’s powers overwhelming and killing Jack. She appreciated the power drunk precaution that the seraphim had placed as a failsafe on him, but she knew Jack would push past that—now that she was Lucifer’s captive.

      Jack’s recklessness terrified her. And she feared he’d sacrifice himself to save her again. Without him, she wanted no part of this existence. She had to free herself and find him.

      Before he did something final.

      Footsteps creaked on the wooden stairs that sloped up one side of the watchtower, the beat of wings behind them.

      Talia braced herself, heart racing. Lucifer and Vassago. She had no defense against Vassago’s power. She couldn’t block it now that Vassago had used his rare power on her. Couldn’t stop it from possessing her and making her do whatever Lucifer wanted.

      The heavy, black wood door banged open, Vassago feeling his way into the room as Lucifer hovered behind him, waxy black wings shimmering at his back. He wore burnished gold armor, the Heavenly armor of an archangel, ornate with scrollwork and flourishes. His summer blue eyes glinted with amusement, sun-pale blond curls bound by a gold circlet and washed with a pallid red glow from his halo.

      “Good morrow, dear Talia,” he said, his lyric tenor voice ringing through the tower room. “I do hope you’re enjoying your penthouse accommodations.”

      He laughed as Vassago held onto the wall with one hand, his empty black eyes fixed, stringy black hair limp around his square face.

      Talia glared at him, but said nothing. She didn’t want to engage with this beast any more than she had to, but she knew that with Vassago there, he would force her to do his will.

      “No?” he said, making a sad face, his mouth turning into a grimace. “I’m so sorry. You’re without your human boy toy, aren’t you?” He grinned at her. “Rest assured, I will be bringing him to you in short order.” His blue eyes hardened. “In pieces! And you’re going to help me.”

      No, not that.

      He moved toward her and she backed away.

      “Yes, Talia, you will strike the killing blow that sends him back to Hell. Once I’m ruler of all. And I will see his little human soul roast for eternity.” He smiled and reached out to stroke her hair. She pulled away. “And yes, you will turn the spit, Talia. And you will flay his skin from his bones. Every single day.” He let out a sated sigh. “I do love a happy ending.”

      “You monster,” she said, growling at him.

      “Monstrous things create monstrous beings, Talia,” he said as he crossed his arms, armor creaking. “Surely, as an angel of death you know that. I’ve waited for this moment for millennia. My moment to exact my revenge for Heaven’s monstrous treatment. They will all pay.”

      Talia felt the curved wall at her back. She gritted her teeth, crouching, glaring at him. “You destroyed His first Creations. All He asked of you was to love and protect them. In your arrogance, you ruined them. Like you ruin everything.”

      He brushed a stray curl out of his light blue eyes. “Speaking of ruining everything, Jack Casey is the poster child for my revenge. For his treachery, he will bear the brunt of my vengeance against the Heavens. And my Maker. That vengeance I will appease with cold resolve when I return in all my glory to the Heavens. But Jack—” He bared his teeth. “I thirst for Jack Casey’s blood and my desire for vengeance is an eternal molten flame. He will burn for what he did to me. Slowly. Eternally.”

      “Is it because he’s human?” Talia asked. “Or is it because the master manipulator got out-manipulated? Or maybe both?”

      The fury burned red flames in Lucifer’s eyes, horns budding out from his forehead. “No one betrays me and gets away with it, little angel of death! Better get that through that little angelic head of yours right now. I will hunt him to the ends of the Earth and across the Heavens. He will not escape my wrath.”

      She’d never felt so afraid for Jack than she did right now. But she couldn’t show it. Any emotion or weakness she showed would fuel Lucifer’s rage and his vengeance. But she’d take a page out of Jack’s book of sarcasm. Poke the bear as he called it.

      “You are now poised to take back the Heavens and rule the Earth and yet you are fixated on one little human? Losing sight of your goals, aren’t you?”

      He grabbed her by the shoulders. She had nowhere to go, but she refused to show fear.

      “It’s not wise to irritate the next king of the universe, dear Talia,” he said in a deadly calm voice, that steely glint in his eyes turning red again, horns curling up and out into full-fledged points.

      She leveled her gaze at him. “Afraid to answer that question?”

      “Fear is a human emotion,” he said, his grip on her shoulders tightening. “Something base and weak that Jack Casey will come to know intimately, soon.” Then he smiled at her, his grip beginning to loosen. “Of course,” he said, running his fingers down her arm. Across her face. “You do like that base, intimate human behavior, don’t you? When he gets physical with you.” He was leering at her now. “Tell me, Talia, is it the more—animal instincts that draw you to him? The rutting like beasts? All that licking and tasting each other?”

      She looked him right in the eye and laughed. “You would describe it like that, wouldn’t you? So arrogant. You think you’re above everything, don’t you? It’s called, sex, Lucifer. And kissing. Get over it.” She reached up and tweaked his horns. “Nice rack by the way. Getting ready for rutting season early this year?”

      “Shut your mouth, little death angel before I have it sewn shut!” Furious, Lucifer shoved her against the wall and began to pace. “Every time you speak, I hear his voice. In every word! Every single little word. I can’t wait to eviscerate him and let my Hell vultures feast on his remains. Over and over. Every day for eternity.”

      She smiled at him. Getting under his skin already? That was easy.

      But that last comment made her stomach drop. Did he really hate Jack that much? What exactly happened down in Hell? She’d never gotten the chance to ask Jack, but she did remember Berith saying that Jack drove Lucifer crazy. If Jack had driven him into this much of a frenzy, then Jack was in terrible danger.

      “Can’t handle my fiery sense of humor?” she asked. “Thought the King of Hell would appreciate an arsonist’s wit.”

      He glared at her as he paced through the room. “Not when it sounds like Casey’s mouth.”

      “Wow, that little human really got to you, didn’t he?” she said with a shrug.

      He whirled around, slamming her against the wall again as his leathery pointed tail appeared and he stepped out of his armored boots, cloven hooves thunking against the wooden floor.

      “No one gets to me,” he said and smashed his hand against her throat, blue eyes fiery red now. “Least of all Jack Casey. Do you understand?”

      She shook her head. “Could have fooled me,” she said in thin, throaty tone.

      Finally, he let her go, stepping back, but the fury burned through him, his armor beginning to smoke.

      “Keep it up little angel of death,” he said, regaining his composure.

      His horns began to shrivel, tail receding, hooves disappearing. He stepped back into his boots and waved his hand at her.

      “You won’t feel so smug when I possess you on the battlefield and use your own hands to rip out your lover’s heart and hold it while it still beats.”

      He meant that. It had been her greatest fear since Vassago possessed her at the Middleknights’ fortress.

      He got in her face. “Your little human hookup’s got a long, painful death awaiting him, my dear, Talia. At your hand. He forfeited his chance at a quick death a long time ago, so the more you annoy me, the longer it will take for him to die. I promise you that.”

      Then he turned away, rushing across the round tower room and grabbed hold of Vassago who cried out.

      “Please don’t hurt me, lord!” he cried, holding up his hands, dead eyes staring straight ahead.

      Grinning, Lucifer turned back to her as he thrust Vassago in front of him. “Now, observe, Talia,” he said and gripped Vassago’s trembling shoulders. “Unlike your slow and stupid human pet, a servant that understands I could crush him out of existence at any second is an obedient one.” He patted the dirty white shoulders of the fallen angel’s tattered robes. “Isn’t that right, Vassago?”

      “Yes, lord, whatever you require,” he said, his voice trembling.

      She felt a mixture of anger and pity for this creature. Blinded and wingless, he scraped about like a scavenger until Raziel and Lucifer found him. But with rare angel powers, he was an incredible danger. And now, he was in Lucifer’s hands. The compassionate response of releasing him would have been kinder and safer. Lucifer only needed Raziel to lure her into the Middling, not to capture Vassago.

      “Yes, your pet killed Raziel and has caused me problems for the very last time. And Vassago here’s going to help deliver his head to me. Through you, my dear Talia. We’re going to have so much fun disemboweling your human pet. Correction, you’re going to have so much fun. I can’t wait to see the look on your face when you’re holding his entrails in your hands after bathing in his blood.”

      She shook her head. “Never going to happen,” she said. “Jack has all my rare powers in addition to the seraphim’s power behind him.”

      Lucifer waved her off. “They’re tethered and warded,” he snapped. “Not a threat. Try again.”

      “That’s where you’re wrong, Lucifer. See, they’re channeling all their power through Jack now. Because of that mirroring effect.”

      At this, he whirled around, red eyes glaring at her again. “That’s not possible.”

      “It is thanks to Raziel’s clumsiness,” she said, leaning against the wall. “He tethered them, but they found a way to get their powers out of the spire. Through Jack. So, Jack has all that power. Including the resurrect and omnificence powers.”

      He was going to blow his top now.

      “But I have those too, my dear,” said Lucifer, stepping toward her again. “Through you. Vassago is going to possess you again and invite me in to take all those juicy, delicious powers for my own.”

      She shook her head again. “Not the omnificence power. We gathered the parts and awakened the power, but it didn’t come to me. Only Jack. Even my resurrect power has dried up and disappeared because of the seraphim channeling power into him.”

      Would he use his senses to see that she was lying? All she knew about the omnificence power was that she hadn’t received it. The resurrect power comment was a lie. She had no idea.

      “Vassago, possess her,” said Lucifer.

      The frightened fallen angel held out his hand and she felt her control disintegrate as the fallen angel shoved her control down deep and took over, moving her over to Lucifer. Her mouth moved, the words from her voice, but they weren’t spoken by her. She’d never invite Lucifer in—ever.

      “You have my permission,” her voice spoke to Lucifer who looked giddy as he reached out and stroked her face.

      She felt his touch and recoiled, but her body didn’t react. Didn’t move away from him. Didn’t strike him in the face. Her body didn’t react at all. It was terrifying to not be in control of her own movements and reactions.

      “Thank you, my dear Talia,” said Lucifer, cupping her chin. “This won’t hurt much, I promise. I’ll just take all these rare little powers for myself now. I’ll need them when my halo has fully regenerated. To take apart your little human hookup. Slowly and excruciatingly.”

      She wanted to scream. To flail. To shrink back from his touch. But Vassago had just shoved her consciousness out of the way and taken control. She was powerless to stop him.

      Reaching out, Lucifer pressed his fingers across her forehead and around her temples. Pressing hard. She felt his consciousness enter her body, slide inside and fill her body with his hate and venom. It nauseated her as she felt his powers slicing through her essence, through her mind, and even the human soul she still held within her. A remnant from when Azrael cast her down to the Earth in human form to win Lucifer’s wager by saving two souls. Jack’s and her own.

      She felt him rampaging through her own consciousness, searching for the tendrils of her rare powers, so he could grab hold of them and yank them out for himself. But to her surprise—and Lucifer’s—they weren’t there.

      The resurrect power. The omnificence power. Gone. Like her advanced blocking ability. Like her oblivion spheres and even her ability to summon a sword of Holy fire.

      Gone? How could they be gone?

      She heard him raging in her mind, but she couldn’t do anything to shut him up or kick him out of her own head. It was all laid bare for him to stomp all over.

      Finally, he returned to his own body as she slumped against the wall. Still in Vassago’s control.

      “Where is the power, Talia!” he shouted, shaking her. “Where is it?”

      But she couldn’t respond. Vassago’s power had her in complete submission and she had no way to break it.

      “It doesn’t seem to be here, lord,” said Vassago in her voice. Through her mouth.

      He shook her hard. “Where is all that power, Talia? I’ve seen you summon it! Where is it?”

      “It’s been somehow siphoned away, lord,” said Vassago.

      Enraged, Lucifer punched the wall with his armored gloves. Putting a huge hole right through the tower. Immediately, he tossed up a ward that gleamed with a red glow.

      “Release her,” he said to Vassago, his back to her.

      In moments, she had her control back. Just as Lucifer came at her, throwing her against the wall. Her wings smashed against the hard stone with bruising force. Her halo tilted, spinning faster as the pale gold light dulled a moment.

      “Where is the power, Talia?” he shouted in her face.

      She shook off the blow and turned back to him. “I told you, I don’t have it. It went to Jack not me. Because of the seraphim.”

      He bared his teeth and pounded his fist through the wall again. Tossing up another red, gleaming ward.

      “I will crush that miserable little bastard with every ounce of power I possess!” Lucifer was seething. A blind rage that she’d never seen in him before. “He will wish he’d never drawn his first breath when I’m through with him!” He whirled back around and pointed a finger at her. “I will choke the omnificence power out of his scrawny human body.”

      Talia sighed. “In case you weren’t aware, Jack has wings and a halo now, so that’s going to be a little difficult.”

      “The little human rat flies?”

      She felt nauseated again when he got all excited about Jack having wings.

      “Then I’ll swat him out of the sky like Icarus and feast on his broken corpse before I torture his soul for eternity. Using your hand, of course, Talia.”

      Would Jack have the strength of the seraphim to stand up to Lucifer? Burn down the Prince of Darkness with these rare angel powers? She hoped so because there was no one else human or angel—besides the Maker—that could stand against Lucifer when his halo had fully regenerated.

      Only Jack. And God.
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      It took every last ounce of strength Jack had to fly to the spires. To the archive where God’s Scribe hunkered down in the spire beside High House. Archangel Samael and his guard had barricaded the walkways and warded the flightpaths, holding the seraphim inside—and their cherubim guards—hostage in a standoff.

      He didn’t understand why everyone in the Heavens just allowed this idiot to take over. But what did he know? He was just a human they’d granted wings and a halo to keep him safe after Lucifer froze time on Earth. After he’d lured and trapped Lucifer into the Garden and escaped from Hell.

      And now that he’d roasted Raziel, this Archangel Samael needed to be next on his list. If he even gave a damn. Right now, he didn’t care about anything but Talia. And that included himself. He needed Pravuil to give him some hope. To help him find one reason to fight because right now, he had none.

      Kesien, Muriel, and Anahera engaged a bunch of Samael’s guard that attacked them as they banked around the second tallest spire and landed at the archive main entrance.

      Jack had three death angels attacking him at once, his armor taking the brunt of their assaults with metal swords. He glared at them, squinting and imagined their armor and swords melting.

      He leaned back against the white stone wall of the warded portal that glowed white and watched all three death angels’ armor turn molten and steam, running into puddles along the barricades below.

      They shrieked, robes smoking, and flew away.

      Then Kesien and Muriel flew toward him, Anahera behind them.

      Muriel smiled at him. “That’s the Jack I know and love.”

      He shrugged. “Didn’t want to deal with them,” he said in a listless tone. “Now, where’s the Scribe?”

      Kesien flew toward the ward. “The entrance into the spire is through this warded archway. There’s no way to break this ward though.”

      The archway was halfway up the tall white spire that reached up into the clouds, so pure white against that crisp, summer blue sky. This arch looked like a bird perch to him. Angels didn’t like windows and doors, so everything around Heaven was open and unenclosed. Built for inhabitants that flew not walked. Souls lived someplace else, according to Talia. This was the real city of angels.

      He slid past Kesien and stared at this angel ward. It was a glowing shield of gold light over the archway, preventing anyone from entering or leaving. But he’d watched Talia peel these things open like bananas.

      He sighed. Talia…where was she right now? Was Lucifer hurting her?

      He felt fire burn through his veins. He had to find out where she was and move Heaven and Hell to get to her.

      “Let me fix that,” said Jack, his wings shifting him closer to the wide, rounded stone archway.

      He took hold of the glowing ward and parted it like a curtain. “After you,” he said, nodding at Kesien.

      Kesien’s eyes widened as he glanced at Muriel and Anahera. Then he folded his six-foot-sixish frame and soot grey wings through the ward, Anahera following behind him, and finally Muriel. When all of them were through, Jack slid past the opening and let the curtains of light close behind him.

      Beneath the archway was a short tunnel that led into a huge rotunda. Three-story ceiling, curved white bookshelves hugging the circular walls all the way around the spire. The spire was a vertical gallery of shelves rising toward a crystal rooftop high above them. All around the spire were rings of white railings with little reading nooks and angels in white robes and ivory wings, halos bright yellow.

      Ahead, in the well-lit chamber was a large white desk and a couple of angels floating behind it. They were alarmed and blinked away from the desk when Jack and Kesien approached.

      “Hey, we’re with Azrael’s guard,” Jack called. “Don’t be afraid. We don’t mean you any harm.”

      “Is that Jack Casey?” a voice echoed through the rotunda.

      He glanced around, Muriel stepping closer to him. “You’re not leaving my sight, Jack,” she said. “Stay close.”

      “Jack Casey?” another voice replied.

      “Yeah,” he said, holding out his arms. “I’m Jack. Sorry to barge in unannounced through your wards, but I really need to speak to the Scribe.”

      In

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/b6-eternal-souls.jpg





OEBPS/images/image-2023-b1-isabels-tears-cover_300dpi_v15.jpg
AUTHOR OF A GAME OF LOST SOULS

Magica sea lass
A century-old abandoned im
“Two drovned lovers

Murdered,says th brde's ghost





OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png






OEBPS/images/image-2021-grayscale-ebf-dot-com-logo4.jpg





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/heading-gradient-rule-screen.png





OEBPS/images/b6-2024-the-eternal-souls-season-feathers_v2.jpg
- . acameo?ONosT souts





OEBPS/images/b6-2024-the-eternal-souls-season-feathers-bw.jpg





