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Prologue

 


Dark, powerful forces live in the shadows.
Forces that would have taken over everything long ago if not for
the light that keeps the shadows at bay. This is a war that has
been raging since the dawn of man and will likely continue until
the end. But, for most of that time, it has been waged in
silence.

Until recently.

A powerful demon, rumored to be the son of
Satan himself, devised a new plan to gain ground against the
arrogant angels. And, as a result, the very real existence of
demons was revealed to the more influential, more connected humans.
All it took was one lopsided deal for word to spread, and with
every curious mind soon followed a lost soul. Another soul for
Satan’s army. A few real, and rather effective, spells leaked to
that glorious invention the humans called ‘internet’, and in no
time the tide had turned.

Corrupt, selfish, desperate humans sold
their souls in droves. And every now and then a new piece of text,
connected to dark demonic magic, would make its way into the hands
of mankind. Soon humans weren’t just summoning under a full moon at
a crossroads, but in the comfort of their living room. Not just to
exact a heartfelt vengeance, but to be sure they passed their final
exams.

The angels began to lose ground. Their pure,
naïve souls that they so valiantly defended were leaping of their
own free will into the clutches of Hell. They had to take action,
to go on the offensive in a way they hadn’t considered for eons. A
leader was chosen—a most powerful angel with a new perspective and
an ancient respect. Her name was Isabella, and she, in turn, built
an army. She called for the training of another, not wanting to be
caught unawares should her first army fall.

And she sent them into battle.

The angels and the demons have been fighting
for control of the Earth from the beginning. They fight as though
there is a chance one can truly win, standing on their respective
sides and raising their swords to the skies with eager battle
cries.

Neither ever considered that their hatred of
each other was something less than true…

 



Chapter One

 


Then

Isolde Duchane sat between two silent men,
at her father’s insistence, and watched as her mother was buried in
an elaborate box. Her black dress was itchy and she hated it, but
she understood black was the color to be worn at funerals. She also
understood it was okay for her to cry—that was her mother in the
box. It was her mother everyone behind her had come to say goodbye
to. And it was the loss of her mother that was responsible for her
father’s unusual behavior. He’d dropped to his knees in front of
the hole, mindless of the chill in the wind or the dirt flying in
his face. And though she couldn’t see his face, she knew he was
crying.

Izzy sniffled and wiped at her cheeks with
the back of her hand, smearing tears and snot across the lacey
glove. She didn’t care. She would never wear any part of this
outfit again.

Someone’s hand reached forward and gave her
shoulder a squeeze. “Be strong, Izzy,” the person said. She knew
without looking that it was her friend’s mother, because of course
her friend had come. She just wished she could be sitting with
them, instead of isolated between two security guards.

Her mother would never have forced her to
sit with security at a time like this.

Mommy… She’d be the only girl in her
class with a parent in the ground now. Sure, by middle school lots
of her classmates had parents who’d separated. Some had remarried,
some were seeing people but not living with them. But so far as
Izzy knew they were all alive somewhere. Because eleven year olds
weren’t supposed to have to visit a grave to visit their moms and
dads.

****

Izzy jerked awake late one night by a loud
boom that was immediately followed by the shaking of her
bedroom. The glowing display on her clock read one-thirteen and her
stomach clenched immediately in fear. Daddy!

She threw aside her blankets and ran for the
door, hoping the loud noise had come from the television. But that
hope vanished when she ran into a veritable wall of smoke so thick
and acrid she nearly threw up. Whatever that smell was, it was
disgusting. And it was coming from downstairs.

Izzy made it down the rounded staircase in
record time, unsurprised to see security gathering in the main
room. “Where’s my dad?” she cried, running up to Roland. He was
their head of night security. If anyone knew what was going on, it
was him.

“Isolde, just stay with me,” Roland replied,
his eyes squinted from the smoke still filling the room.

The smoke alarm finally went off when Izzy’s
attention landed on the open door to her father’s study. Even
through the haze she could tell the smoke, and whatever had caused
it, was coming from there. “Daddy!”

She felt a larger hand brush her arm, as if
intending to hold her back, but she threw her weight to the side as
she sprinted forward and slipped easily through the group. They
were too scattered to stop her, and that meant they couldn’t tell
her anything, either. But if her father were still up—and he
probably was—he’d be in that room.

Please, not Daddy, too! “Daddy!” she
called again, catching herself against the doorframe and coughing
into her hand. “Daddy!”

All at once the smoke vanished, like it had
been sucked right out of the air by an invisible vacuum. Izzy’s
brown eyes went wide as she saw her father, standing with a
kerchief over his mouth and nose, backed up against his desk. The
desk had been pushed against the far wall. In fact, Izzy slowly
realized, the entire office was a mess. She figured that was all
because of the other man, the unfamiliar, dark figure standing in
the exact center of the room with his back to her.

He was really tall, with long hair
that had to be the blackest black she’d ever seen, and shoulders so
broad she could probably sit her whole butt on just one of them.
She’d never seen anyone like him, not even when her father had
taken her with him to his big business meetings in Europe. He
looked strong, and with his fists clenched the way they were, Izzy
could easily imagine being frightened of him. From her angle, in
fact, her father looked somewhat afraid.

“Isolde, I said to stay back!” Roland
snapped as he caught up to her and his free hand landed on Izzy’s
shoulder, startling her enough to make her jump and squeak.

The stranger in her father’s office spun in
place, fists clenching tighter, and leveled on Roland a glare
darker than his pitch-black hair. For a moment the hand on her
shoulder tightened, before falling away altogether as the guard
took a cautious step backward. But Izzy barely noticed. She was
captivated by the stranger’s face. His glare was focused so
intently on Roland it was like he didn’t see her at all, and
despite the dark expression he wore, Izzy found herself
fascinated.

Somehow, she knew immediately what this
stranger was. He was a demon. But what was a demon doing in her
father’s office? She’d always heard demons were violent, dangerous,
and that she should run far and fast if she ever caught sight of
one. But this one didn’t scare her at all, and for him to have
appeared in her father’s office like he had had to mean her father
had summoned him. Didn’t it?

“Izzy, sweetheart,” her father called on
cue, his voice surprisingly calm. The demon’s expression faded to
nearly neutral, though Izzy noticed he kept his focus on the guard.
He was like a statue. Or a hunting dog. “It’s okay,” her father
continued, reaching out carefully. Encouragingly. “Come here,
please.”

“Sir?” Roland questioned.

The demon’s eyes narrowed.

“Stand down,” Izzy’s father instructed.
“Everything’s under control.”

Izzy released a breath, her father’s calm
voice assuring her that her instincts were right. She sprinted
forward, not caring about her proximity to the stranger, and
wrapped her arms around her father’s waist. “I was scared, Daddy!”
she cried. “I thought—”

“Shh,” her father interrupted gently. “I’m
sorry to scare you,” he said. “I just had to do this at night, you
understand.” He pried her from him, stroked her frizzy,
more-orange-than-red hair, and smiled. “Izzy, I want to introduce
you to someone.”

Her eyes stung as her gaze followed her
father’s arm as he gestured toward the stranger-demon, who had
turned around once more and was watching them. His expression was
entirely neutral now, and his fists had relaxed at his sides.

“Izzy,” Gerald Duchane began, an odd mix of
pride and reluctance in his voice, “this demon is called Darr. He
will be protecting you from now on.”

Izzy’s eyes widened and she looked back up
at her father. “Why? I don’t need a bodyguard!” Nor was this even
the first time she’d had to tell him that. Since her mother’s death
months earlier he’d been obsessed over two things, one of which was
making sure she was overly protected at every single turn. Still,
he’d never
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