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      Gabriel sits on a stone step outside Virupaksha Temple, in the ancient city of Hampi, elbows resting on her knees, hands dangling between her legs. Her head droops, as if all the ice that normally resides in her body keeping her rigid and upright is melting. Even her bones feel pliant. Her daughter began the thaw, and her time with Lucifer has completed it. All the love she has for both of them, lying frozen inside her in a deep icy well, is boiling up, burning her insides. The onslaught of feeling so much is a sweet pain. A terrible pain. She can no longer deny she loves something more than the Creator.

      The guilt that usually comes with such blasphemous thoughts doesn’t suffocate her this time. Gabriel sighs, weary to her marrow. She doesn’t need sleep but she craves rest. The rising sun warms her face, and light invades her closed lids. A single treacherous tear slides down her cheek. A gentle, familiar touch wipes it away, making her ache, and she opens her eyes, blinking at the stunning beauty standing before her that rivals the sunrise. The budding illumination haloes the Morningstar’s golden hair, marking him as a celestial being, despite his Fall. His bottomless blue eyes rove over her face, a much-missed tenderness blossoming in their depths.

      “He’s still guarding the gates?” Lucifer says before taking a seat beside her, long legs stretching out and pressing against her own. Gabriel’s body heats further at the contact.

      Frowning, she nods. She’s being kept from her daughter by a cocky, young Dark Nephilim. One who has the audacity to stand between her and her only child. The same boy bold enough to stab her to save his teacher. The phantom ache in her gut deepens her frown, but she can’t quite hold a grudge against Caleb. He succeeded where she failed. He took Luna from the Council and kept her safe. Safe enough until she and Lucifer could come for them, that is.

      That doesn’t mean she likes him. Or isn’t hurt by how Luna turns to Caleb for comfort instead of her mother. Luna clung to the boy after they escaped Alexander, never even acknowledging her parents’ presence. She only wanted Caleb. Gabriel knows she’s responsible for the crater of distrust between them, but still, she’d like the little Dark Nephilim to kindly get out of her way so she can at least beg her daughter’s forgiveness.

      It’s a shame she can’t just cut him down, but Luna would never forgive her. The look in her eyes when she gazed at Caleb reminds Gabriel all too well of how she looked at Lucifer. How she still looks at him when he’s not watching. She wants to warn Luna of the pain there but that is a fruitless endeavor. Besides, Luna is not a Light but a Gray. Her path will always be different.

      “You’re not thinking of smiting the poor boy?” Lucifer asks when the silence goes on too long.

      Gabriel glances up, surprised to see amusement reflected in his eyes and a hint of violence. She gives a delicate snort. “No more than you are. I know you’re ready to storm the proverbial gates as well, and you would be on your way if your daughter wouldn’t hate you for all eternity for it.”

      His frown matches hers. “She does love him, doesn’t she?”

      “Quite desperately, I fear.”

      A long sigh escapes him. “I believe you’re right. And though I’m loath to admit it, he’s not wrong keeping us away. We’ll…smother her with our love.”

      “And guilt,” Gabriel adds, voice morose. Lucifer’s hand clasps hers, and shock jolts through her at the contact. Her fingers curl reflexively around his. That’s three times he’s touched her today. Deliberate touches.

      “Would it make you feel better to know I harbor guilt as well?” the Morningstar says, eyes fixed on the rising sun.

      “Why in the Creator’s name would you harbor guilt? I’m the one who kept you from Luna. I’m certain she won’t bear you any ill will. I’ll be the monster she despises.” That last confession slips unaided past her lips, never meant to be spoken aloud.

      Although he doesn’t look at her, his hand tightens around hers. “You’re not a monster.”

      Her laughter is brittle, mocking. “Seventeen years she’s been gone and I didn’t know. Seventeen years! I never felt my wards being breached, and I…the truth is I stopped going inside to see her.” Her throat feels like a python has wrapped around her neck, coils squeezing. “It was too painful. And too tempting. I know I kept her from you, and I know you hate me for it, but you must understand I never really had her, either. The prophecy stole her from me, from us both.”

      Silence stretches like taffy between them, sticky with all the things unsaid and the wounds of the past.

      Lucifer’s chest heaves, another large puff of air escaping his lips. “I find I cannot hate you, much to my regret at times. It would’ve been much easier to hate you. And when I found out about Luna, there was a moment when I believed I could—a betrayal that would finally sever these ties that bind us.” Fissures splinter across her heart at his words. His blue eyes trap hers, forcing her to hold his gaze. “But…I do understand. The divide was in place, and you were alone and fearful of the prophecy. And though you’ll never admit it, fearful of the Creator and his retribution. While I’d like to believe I wouldn’t have been petty enough to demand you fall to your knees and beg me for my help, I might have been. You destroyed me.”

      Pain lances her chest. “I destroyed me, too. You think it was my pride that kept me from you. Falling on my knees and begging wasn’t beneath me to save our child. No, it was the certainty that even if you were to take her, the Council would’ve found her. The prophecy would find a way. Just as it has. Just as the Creator ordained. I was a fool to think I could stop it.” She can’t hold back the hot splash of tears scalding her skin. “Perhaps I should’ve given her to you. For however long you were able to shield her, she could’ve thrived. Instead, all she’s known is abandonment and horror. Her pain is my eternal burden to bear.”

      His arms wrap around her, unexpected and undeserved, but the strong bands of iron surrounding her offer immeasurable comfort. Gabriel sobs against him, thousands of years of pain pouring from her into him. She knows he can withstand it. He can withstand anything. He’s the mountain that will never break.

      “The blame doesn’t solely lay at your feet,” Lucifer says against her hair. “Whoever released her into the world knew what she was and allowed her to go out unprepared, a danger to herself and others, uncaring of the damage she’d cause. They must shoulder some of the burden of her pain.”

      His kindness thaws the remaining frosty edges she uses to shield herself, and they fall away like bits of glacier breaking off into the sea. Gabriel sags against him, boneless, the love she still has for him dissolving all the jagged pieces she’s been carrying around inside. Being steel is exhausting, and now she feels like she can bend for the first time in millennia. She twines her arms around him, and he allows it, hand sliding down her back in a caress that sends a delicious shiver through her.

      “They remind me of us,” he remarks, amusement and nostalgia coloring his voice.

      She snorts again. “We were never that young.”

      Lucifer draws back to look at her. “Yes, we were,” he chides. “We were that young when we discovered love, when we discovered passion. In that, we were completely new.” His eyes heat as they travel over her face, and desire floods her at his expression.

      And she, the Messenger, an Archangel and warrior of Heaven, blushes under his lustful perusal. His grin turns wicked as he observes her pink cheeks. She remembers their journey into pleasure all too well.

      “Your memory hasn’t failed you after all,” Lucifer teases, blue eyes alight with mischief and desire.

      “I remember everything,” Gabriel admits, taking a precious moment from her consuming guilt to savor her former lover like this. Seductive and kind. Gentle. Then worry for her broken daughter wrenches her back to reality. “Let us hope they have a kinder ending than we did.”

      Lucifer sobers, his bright light guttered, and she feels the loss like a physical blow. “They are young, so perhaps they will outgrow their attachment.”

      Her brow arches in patent disbelief. “Have you seen the way she looks at him?”

      His smile is grim. “Yes, she looks at him the way I looked at you. But he’s…mortal. Not in the normal sense obviously, but eventually winter will come for him, and he’ll wither on the vine.”

      Her fingers dig into his sides. “I don’t want him to break her all over again.”

      “That won’t happen for a thousand years at least.”

      “I want to protect her from heartbreak, the way I haven’t before.”

      Censure fills his eyes. “That is not the battle to choose, Gabriel. She will neither welcome your intrusion, nor will she stand for it.”

      Her mouth tightens at his disapproval, and she glances away, though she knows he’s right. Another weary sigh escapes her. “I know.”

      He tips her chin up to meet her eyes. “But I will have a talk with the boy. Not to separate them. I am not entitled to suppress their free will, but he needs to understand his situation, and I don’t think he’s quite grasped it.” Lucifer runs a finger over her bottom lip, pressing lightly into the center. A faint gasp escapes her at the intimacy. “And Gabriel, we haven’t had our ending yet.”
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      A flash of golden light burns across my vision, and suddenly, Alaric stands before me, shielding my body from Alexander’s wrath with his own. His arms spread out to the sides like great wings—as if, in this moment, he has finally Ascended—protecting me.

      Always protecting me.

      His name is a breath on my lips that’s instantly stifled by silence as the disbelief and shock of what I’m seeing consume me. This can’t be happening. This isn’t real. I’m imagining this.

      Please… Please, let this not be real.

      Time seems to slow as Alaric glances over his shoulder and meets my gaze, the handle of Alexander’s dagger protruding from his chest, a blossom of red blooming across his white shirt where the blade pierces his flesh, the gleaming steel buried to the hilt.

      There’s so much blood, and when he falls to the stone floor, the crimson seems to form a sea around him, engulfing his limp figure, much like the familiar tide of grief rises to swallow me. As it drags me, body and soul, down into its depths, I feel the water in my lungs, choking my breaths, filling me to the brim until I am only heartache and nothing else. And when I finally scream—the pain slamming against the dams of self-preservation that surround the fragments remaining of my sanity—something inside me cracks, letting the water burst through, flooding me completely.

      I thought I knew what it felt like to be broken. I thought I had experienced the full extent of anguish.

      But I was wrong. Only now, do I understand it.

      Only now, do I feel its true and unrelenting hold.

      I startle awake, my eyes bleary as the images of my nightmare linger for a moment before fading, granting me a much-needed reprieve. In their place, I struggle to make out my surroundings, and at first, all I can see is a hazy painting of blue, green, and purple tones smeared together and mixed with faint traces of gold. As I sit up, noting the shift of a soft mattress beneath me, the colors sharpen into definable shapes. A plush blanket. Pillows. A grand bed in the middle of an even more elegant bedroom.

      My brow furrows as I scan the lavish space, taking in the exquisitely carved wooden furniture, ornate decor on the walls, and elaborately woven rugs, trying to figure out where I am. I don’t recognize this place, which under normal circumstances would scare me. Beautiful or not, this could be just another cage someone has erected to confine me. And yet, where I should feel uncertainty or fear, I feel nothing.

      Only a hollow ache in my chest that I’m not sure even time will be able to heal.

      As the images of my dream return to haunt me and the familiar burn of tears creeps in, I fall back against the bedspread and bury my face in the nearest silken pillow, wishing I could claw the picture of Alaric in those final moments out of my head. The way he looked back at me with acceptance in his eyes, the subtle smile that turned up his lips knowing he had saved my life—that he hadn’t failed me the way he told me he had failed Alexander…

      The price for that sacrifice was too great. How many millennia had he walked this earth? How many years of his nearly immortal life were erased in the space of a heartbeat when that dagger tore through his flesh? He didn’t owe me that.

      No one owes me that.

      I grip the pillow tighter. Who else will suffer because of what I am? Who else will I lose because of Alexander’s mad lust for power?

      Another face fills my thoughts, and I bolt upright again, shivering against the prickle of apprehension creeping over my skin.

      “Caleb,” I gasp.

      What happened to him? What happened to my parents? I try to remember the events that brought me here, but there’s a frustrating hole in my memory situated between our fight with Alexander and my waking up in this bed, as if the moments following Alaric’s death have been completely erased from my mind. I remember watching as Gabriel and Lucifer faced off with Alexander and his cohort of faithful Nephilim. I remember the throne room erupting into chaos and fire. I remember watching as the Gray nearly killed Caleb in front of me, and I stood by, helpless to intervene or stop him—a victim to my own paralyzing terror. But I can’t recall what became of them after…or if anyone else made it out of the fray alive.

      Ironically, cruelly, the last thing I remember is the one thing I wish I could forget.

      Panic courses through my veins like adrenaline. Whipping the blanket aside, I jump out of the bed, barely registering the golden gown from Alexander still hugging my body or that my wings are out and on full display, my feathertips brushing the lush rugs underfoot. I’m aware of nothing else except the resurfacing anxiety that Caleb and I have been separated again, and that my parents are gone from my life so soon after finding them, our reunion cut short. Perhaps for good this time.

      That fear of never seeing them again pushes me across the room toward the door, and without a thought as to where I am or what danger might lurk on the other side, I throw it open, nearly tearing the wood off its hinges. The brass knob crumples beneath the strength of my grip, but I let it go almost at once, my hand snapping back as if the metal has burned me. I stop short just as quickly, pausing within inches of colliding with the familiar face blinking at me from across the threshold.

      “Luna?” Caleb gapes at me, frozen in the doorway, seemingly as surprised to see me as I am to see him. An ornate silver tray laden with breakfast pastries and juice is held tight in his hands.

      My heart jumps into my throat at the sight of him standing before me, every fear, every anxiety I’ve had since waking up forgotten at the tender caress of his eyes on my face. I can practically feel the tension leaving my muscles as I drink in his presence, and yet, there’s a part of me that wonders if this is real—that remembers my time in my prison all too well, the tricks Mammon played to unhinge my mind teasing my every thought with doubt.

      My fingers ache with the urge to reach out and touch him, to prove to myself that he’s actually here. To take solace in the comfort of his arms, my one certain place in this world.

      Sensing my distress, Caleb nods for me to let him into the room and carefully places the tray on the gilded table beside the door—the wood inlaid with what looks like real gemstones—only turning to face me again once his hands are free. For a moment, we stand in awkward silence, and I watch, transfixed, as his tongue darts out to wet his bottom lip, his eyes sweeping up and down the full length of my body. Then, as if some spell between us has broken, he pulls me into his arms, his hands slipping under my wings, his palms pressing flat to the exposed part of my back. I relish the delicious warmth of his fingers where they touch my skin, their heat intense and almost searing—not painful, but if it was, it would be a pain I crave. Addicted to the sensation, I burrow into his embrace and rest my cheek on his chest, listening for each thump of his racing heart, the repeated ba-bums a needed balm to my nerves.

      As my hands clutch at the back of his T-shirt, my nails pinching the fabric in a talon-like grasp, Caleb presses his lips into my hair, pulling me close and yet, somehow, never close enough. Desire and a barely restrained need for comfort overwhelm me, forcing my hands to clasp tighter.

      “Well, good morning to you, too, Sleeping Beauty,” he murmurs with a breathy laugh.

      My pulse thrums under my skin as he leans away just enough to raise his hand between us and tuck a lock of hair behind my ear. His palm then moves to my cheek, and when I lean into his touch, there’s a moment where I almost smile before the pain of reality drives a wedge into my battered heart, reminding me what we’ve lost. What was sacrificed to get us here…

      Wherever here even is.

      “Where are we?” I lower my voice to a whisper, my eyes shifting between every visible nook and cranny, searching the rare pocket of shadow in the spacious room, nervous Alexander might step out of the darkness to gut me the moment I let my guard down. He already tried to kill me once. I have no doubt he’ll try again.

      “A safe place,” Caleb assures me, squeezing my shoulder.

      I blink up at him, frowning. “How long have we been here?”

      “Two days.” Although he grins down at me, there’s an uneasy edge to his voice I don’t like.

      “Two days?” I blurt out. “I’ve been asleep that long?”

      I search his eyes, but I don’t find any trace of the apprehension I thought I heard in his tone. Maybe I imagined it. It wouldn’t be the first time I saw or heard something that wasn’t actually there.

      As if determined to prove as much, he combs a hand through my hair, his smile turning mischievous as he tugs me toward him again. “Yup.” He drags the finger of his other hand up my spine, coaxing a shiver over my skin. “I was beginning to worry you really were Sleeping Beauty and I’d have to wake you with a kiss—”

      I snort and he pauses, his lips just shy of brushing mine. He immediately pulls away, a look of mock affront on his face.

      “What exactly are you implying, Goldilocks? Are my kisses not magical enough for you?”

      Another smile tempts my lips, but the ache in my chest obliterates any happiness in this moment, and all I manage instead is a weak grimace. Maybe I’m not even capable of smiling anymore.

      With a faltering sigh, I step out of his embrace and rub my hands along my upper arms, my body struck by a sudden chill despite the warmth in the air.

      “If it’s been two days,” I begin, shaking my head, “then my parents—”

      “Are wearing holes in the floorboards waiting to speak with you,” he finishes. “Kali would obviously never say as much to their faces, but you can tell she’s getting aggravated with their constant pacing and lurking. I don’t think she’s used to having so many people crash here.”

      “Kali?” I ask, cocking a curious eyebrow. Just like this place, I don’t recognize the name.

      “Our host,” Caleb clarifies.

      A soft “Oh” is all I can think to say in response.

      “Don’t worry,” he adds, closing the distance between us again and taking my fidgeting hands in his. “I’ll take you to meet her later if you’re feeling up to it. She’s actually pretty cool. I think you’ll like her.”

      I nod, but meeting yet another new celestial is the last thing I’m concerned about. My mind wanders, and my insides twist at the thought of seeing Gabriel, of meeting her again after everything that’s happened. The image of her appearing behind Alexander in a blaze of golden light, her body adorned in her armor from the Great Battle of Heaven, sword held to his throat as she demanded he hand over her daughter is branded into my memory. I haven’t had a chance to even process what occurred at the citadel, let alone examine that moment too closely, but one thought does find its way to the surface above all the other noise in my head.

      She came for me.

      Despite what I’ve learned about my birth, despite what she thought about me in regards to the prophecy, despite the danger of going to battle with Alexander—despite all that, Gabriel came. And when I heard her call me her daughter, it was like the entire world had turned upside down, and all the resentment and anger I felt toward her as I watched her fight for me was gone. Or at least, momentarily forgotten.

      But now… Now, I remember it again, and I’m not sure how I should feel or if I’m ready to see her. With distrust and lies as the foundation of our relationship, where do we even begin to cross the chasm between us? Do I forgive her for locking me away for thousands of years, even if part of me can understand what drove her to do it?

      Does she even want my forgiveness?

      Or did she only intervene to lock me away again? To prevent the prophecy from coming to fruition, no matter the cost.

      “Are you hungry?” Caleb asks, interrupting my thoughts. When I look up at him, blinking away the haze of my worries, he gestures toward the tray by the door.

      “Not really,” I mutter. If anything, I feel nauseated just thinking about everything I’ve been avoiding.

      Things I know I can’t put off any longer.

      “So…” I hesitate, pausing to swallow around the sudden tightness in my throat. “You’ve seen my mother? How did that go, considering…” I trail off, wincing at the thought of Caleb coming face to face with the Archangel without me there to act as a buffer. The words of warning she spoke to me back at the Serapeum are still fresh in my head, and I can only imagine what she might have said to him in my absence.

      “The divide exists for a reason, Luna.”

      “Keep your distance from that one.”

      After seeing her with my father, I can’t help wondering if those were really her true feelings or if she was just speaking from a place of pain, irrespective of her responsibility to ensure the divide. After all, I saw how Lucifer reacted when he arrived to find her injured after Alexander escaped. There was an intimacy in their exchange that, even lost in the throes of agony as my wings pierced my skin, I would’ve been blind not to notice.

      Whatever they once shared—the forbidden love that led to my birth—still lingers millennia later, even if they aren’t together. I assume that’s why she tried to warn me away from Caleb back at the Serapeum and why she’ll probably try to do it again, especially now that she knows who I am to her. I wonder if she even cares that Caleb is the only reason I’ve survived this long. The only reason I didn’t break sooner.

      Then again, things are different now. Me being a Gray changes everything. And unlike her and my father, I don’t fit on either side of the divide.

      I straddle the line.

      Caleb scoffs, snapping me out of my thoughts. “Oh, you mean considering I helped set a vengeful angel whose cuckoo for Cocoa Puffs free from imprisonment and then stabbed her with a dagger that could’ve ended her immortal life?” He considers for me a moment then shrugs, his expression unbothered, although his eyes say something else altogether. “Quite well, actually. She only sometimes looks like she wants to kill me.”

      A strangled breath parts my lips. “I should probably talk to her. And to my father.”

      My father. It still feels weird to say it aloud. After so many years as an orphan, alone in the world, part of me suspects it always will.

      Caleb gently knocks me under the chin, tilting my face upward when my eyes drift from his. When I meet his gaze again, there’s an intensity in the warm swirl of his irises that wasn’t there a moment ago. “Don’t let your parents or anyone else rush you if you aren’t ready to talk. If you need more time to…process everything, I can tell them all to fuck off.”

      Everything meaning Alaric.

      Tears threaten at the edge of my vision, but I blink them away. As much as the thought of the older Nephilim pains me, the guilt of his death a stain on my conscience, I know I can’t stay in here forever. I need to come out at some point.

      More than that, I need to face reality, even if it hurts.

      “You can talk to me about it, you know,” Caleb says softly.

      I shake my head. “I don’t think I’m ready for that.”

      “Well, whenever you are”—Caleb cups my face in his hand again, grazing his thumb across my cheekbone—“I’m here.”

      Forcing a watery smile, I nod. Then I curl into the comforting loop of his arms again, wishing time could stop and freeze us like this, just for a little while. I want to believe we really are safe here, but Alexander doesn’t strike me as the patient type when it comes to exacting revenge—not after thousands of years waiting and plotting in his cell. Having witnessed his brutality and seen the madness in his eyes for myself, I can’t help wondering how long this peaceful interlude will last. How long before he returns to finish what he nearly accomplished before Alaric stepped in to save us? How long before he tries to kill me again? Or Caleb?

      How long before he succeeds?

      Shuddering at the thought, I grind out, “We need to come up with a plan. Your grandfather will be out for blood after what happened.” Not to mention, there’s still the threat of the Council to consider.

      I can’t bring myself to voice that last part. Not when the threat of Alexander alone seems like an insurmountable hurdle.

      Caleb exhales a strained breath, and I feel the hum of his words against my hair when he mutters, “I know. And we will. We’ll figure something out. We have help, and now that your parents are with us, we have some serious muscle on our side. If anyone will know what to do, it’s them.”

      I hope you’re right.

      And I wish I shared his confidence in that belief.

      I offer a noncommittal “Mm” then reel back just enough to peek up at him. “First, though, I need to talk to them about what Lilith told me. I want their side of the story.” Especially Gabriel’s.

      As if he was expecting me to say this, Caleb unlatches his arms from around my torso and holds out one hand for me to take before signaling toward the open door with the other. “Oh-kay, then. Let’s go hunt them down. Not that we’ll have to look very far.” He mutters that last part under his breath.

      My brow reaches for my hairline in question, but he says nothing else, instead interlacing our fingers when I take his proffered hand. Despite his silence, I can feel the tension radiating off his body like heat, and as he leads me over to the door, his aura whips and laps across his skin, more agitated than I’ve ever seen it.

      Eager to know what’s bothering him, I tug on his arm, stopping him just short of the threshold. He looks over his shoulder, his expression half bewildered and half something I can’t quite put a name to.

      “What’s wrong?” I ask, unnerved by the strange apprehensive look flitting across his face.

      He flashes me an uneasy smile and laughs once—a stilted, choked sound I’ve never heard him make before. “Uh, maybe, while you’re speaking with your parents, you can slip in a few kind words on my behalf? You know, so they stop prowling around this place like two hungry lions who want to rip my guts out.”

      I stare at him for a moment, confusion lancing through me when I note the obvious tremor in his voice. It’s almost like he’s nervous. No, that isn’t quite right, I realize the longer I look at him. He’s not nervous.

      He’s afraid.

      Surely, that can’t be possible. Caleb is fearless. I’ve seen him outnumbered in a fight and still come out on top. I’ve witnessed him bravely take on Nephilim millennia older than him, not to mention he cut off Mammon’s wing and double-crossed his own grandfather—an angel an entire band of ancient celestials together struggled to subdue—just to rescue me. He kept it together when we were at the citadel despite the horrors we both experienced there. Plus, he back-talks to Hammurabi so often I think he has a death wish.

      I scan his face, assessing every detail, right down to the almost imperceptible twitch of his lips.

      No, I say to myself again. Caleb isn’t frightened of anything.

      Is he?

      “Are you…afraid of my parents?” I whisper.

      I’m not sure how I would feel if he is. On the one hand, I can understand it. He’s a Nephilim and they’re full-blooded angels with the power and years to crush him like a grape. But I also don’t ever want him to have a reason to feel uncomfortable in my presence. Because if there’s anything I’ve learned from my time in the mortal world, it’s that fear pushes people away.

      Caleb averts his gaze, and the column of his throat shifts when he swallows, the sound audible in the abrupt silence between us. Even if his writhing aura wasn’t a dead giveaway, I can practically smell how anxious he is. But why?

      What happened while I was asleep?

      “Caleb?” I hedge. Desperate for him to look at me, I touch a hand to his cheek, but his eyes still refuse to meet mine.

      Finally, he says, “I’m not afraid of Gabriel or Lucifer. I’ve lived almost my whole life around Nephilim way older than me and Archdemons who could fold me into an origami swan with basically zero effort.” He swallows again, more loudly this time.

      My heart rate quickens. “Then what’s wrong? Caleb, you’re scaring me.”

      He lets out a raspy laugh devoid of humor. “Spending the last handful of months with my gramps made me realize that, in some respects, angels and demons are like animals. When it comes to their blood, they’re territorial and violent, possessive in a way humans can never understand. They would cut down anything and anyone in their way—without thinking or remorse—to claim something they believe to be theirs.” The or someone in his comment goes unsaid.

      Panic is a bubble in my chest about to burst.

      “Is this about Alexander—”

      But before I can get the full thought out, he grabs me by the sides of my face and crushes his mouth to mine, kissing me long and deep like he’s worried it will be the last time he ever will. My lips part on a shaky inhale, my knees buckling slightly, but despite the pain in my heart that threatens to pin me to the floor, the taste of him dulls the sharp edges of my grief as I sink into his touch. I feel it everywhere. In the smooth slide of his tongue across mine. Where his fingertips dig into my scalp as they wind around the strands of my hair, pulling me closer. In the heat building between us where his body presses against mine.

      But, too soon, he lets me go.

      “I’m not afraid of your parents,” he says again, more fervently this time, his warm breath a kiss of its own against my lips. “But I am afraid they’ll take you away from me. You haven’t seen it—the way they resent that I’ve kept them from you. They want to stake their claim, and when they do, I’m terrified it will push me out of the picture. Hell”—he rakes a trembling hand through his hair—“I think part of me is waiting for it.”

      My eyes widen, my thoughts a confused jumble as my mind is violently torn one way then the other. On the one side, I hear those words again—“stake their claim”—and while I can picture my father feeling that way, it’s hard to imagine my mother sharing such a sentiment. Of actually wanting me and viewing me as anything other than a burden. A mistake from her past that’s finally caught up to her.

      But before I can look at that thought too deeply, my mind is jerked in the opposite direction and I’m focused on Caleb again—and on the visceral fear of what he’s saying. Of my parents actually trying to tear us apart, even after everything we’ve been through.

      “That won’t happen—” I begin to protest, but Caleb cuts me off.

      “What if they make you choose?” True, unadulterated fear shines in the wells of his eyes, and my heart breaks at his words. That he could ever think I’d let that happen… That I would ever willingly let him go, especially after I came so close to losing him at the citadel…

      “If they do, then they’ll be disappointed,” I retort. “Because I will choose you.”

      Caleb winces. “Luna—”

      “No,” I growl. I know what he’s thinking. That this is my second chance to have the one thing I’ve been deprived of my whole life. But what he doesn’t understand is that, as much as I crave that connection with my parents, I don’t need it.

      Not like I need him.

      “You don’t get to look at me like that and say these things and then act as if there’s even a choice. There isn’t. I don’t care if they’re my parents. They haven’t been here. They weren’t the ones who came for me when I was in that prison—” My voice breaks, and I draw in a ragged breath, shaking my head. “Gabriel gave up any claim to me when she locked me away. She doesn’t get to dictate my life any longer or tell me who I can love.”

      His aura responds to that word—love—and I glimpse a flicker of hope in his eyes.

      “What about Lucifer?” Caleb presses. “He never locked you away.”

      “Lucifer fell for love,” I remind him. “He would never make me choose.”

      Caleb worries his lower lip between his teeth then whispers so softly I almost don’t hear it, “Not even if he thinks I’m not good enough for you?” The confession is sour, tainting the air and plunging my heart into a tumultuous tempest of pain.

      After everything he’s done for me, how could he think that? No one will ever be right for me the way he is. We fit. And even if this world will never accept us together, I would rather waste a thousand lifetimes in a cage than spend even one without him.

      Snaking my hands around the back of his neck, I yank him toward me and kiss him again. It’s rough—a clash of teeth and lips—and hungry, with a raw desperation I’ve never let myself submit to before. When we pull apart, I finally say, my voice hoarse, “If he thinks that, then screw him. I love you, and I will never let anyone keep us apart. I promise.”

      For as long as we have together…even if it isn’t forever.
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      Luna’s fierce words echo in my mind and her even fiercer kiss has left me in such a state that I’m not fit to be in front of polite company right now. I allow myself a moment to indulge in her wings, running my fingers down the satiny feathers until she jerks against me, and I groan. My forehead sags against hers, and we catch our breath for a moment.

      “I love you, too,” I tell her, voice raw. “And I trust you to choose me.” Like I’ve chosen her. I know how much I mean to her. It’s in every look, every touch she sends my way. “I shouldn’t have laid all my shit on you about your parents. You’ve got enough to deal with.” I can’t deny I’m terrified they’ll try to separate us, but Goldilocks didn’t need to know that. She’s dealing with Alaric’s death. I should have swallowed my insecurities like a big boy.

      Her full lips twist into a frown. “That’s not how this works, Caleb. You always giving and me taking.” Reproach lies heavy in her eyes. “I’m here for you, too, whatever you need. Always.”

      Guilt flushes through me at her words. “I know… It’s just, I’m used to taking care of people. And with everything that’s gone down lately, I want to make sure you’re taken care of,” I confess.

      She pulls me close again with that supple angel strength. “Best we take care of each other, don’t you think?”

      Her earnestness wraps around my heart and squeezes. I kiss her again, pushing her up against the wall and she wraps one long leg around my hip. My tongue slips past her lips, and she tastes like strawberries and Champagne. Even when I thought she was just a Nephilim, she always tasted sweet, and the sweetness has grown richer since the bind on her was lifted. Despite sleeping for two days with nary a toothbrush or shower near, she’s like decadent shortcake I want to devour. Little moans escape her, driving me crazy. I wrench myself away from her, holding her at arm’s length. I have got to stop doing this.

      “My timing is really the worst,” I tell her. “At this rate, we’re both going to have a permanent set of blue balls.”

      A surprised laugh escapes her, just like I wanted. And it’s a real laugh, not a fake or brittle sound hiding pain. I chuck her under the chin with one finger, my eyes running down her lithe figure.

      “As much as I love this dress on you, maybe you want to change into something more comfortable before dealing with your mom and pops?”

      “Something to hide my blue balls?” she asks, smirking.

      I roll my eyes. “You’ve been hanging around me too long. The Luna I met would blush at the word balls.”

      To my utter delight, a flush creeps over her cheekbones, staining her creamy skin. Then her eyes sober, and we’re back in the ugly, uncertain present.

      “You can put it off a little while longer,” I tell her, knowing she’s stalling as I hook a hand through hers. “I’ll stand guard as long as you want. I don’t think they’d outright murder me.” Maybe. I do know Hammurabi would try to save me at least. That’s something.

      Her bottom lip trembles, and she catches it with her teeth. She gazes at me with huge hazel eyes. “No, I should go talk to them. It’s better to rip off the Band-Aid and get it over with. Right?”

      I shrug. “If that’s what you want. But it’s okay if you want to hide out. It’s been an…intense week.” I avoid directly mentioning Alaric. Or the fact that Gramps almost killed me. Or any of the other horrifying things bombarding my brain.

      She grips my fingers, and I manage not to wince. She doesn’t know her own strength yet.

      Her chest heaves, and a huge sigh escapes her. “No, I can’t hide anymore.” She glances down at the gold gown, scowling. “You’re right. I need to change. I don’t need to go around looking like Alexander’s prized pet anymore.”

      I nod. “I’ll be waiting for you. There are some clean clothes in the chest over there. I’ll just step outside.”

      Luna doesn’t release my hand. “You don’t have to do that,” she says, her voice shy.

      I grin. “I don’t trust myself to be alone with you half-naked, Goldilocks. Let’s not tempt fate.”

      She blushes again but dips her head, and I head for the door, letting myself out. As I wait for her to change, my anxiety ratchets up again. I meant what I said to Luna. I’m not afraid of her parents. No one is more terrifying than Grandfather. But what if Gabriel wants to hide her away again? Now that the Council and Alexander are hunting Goldilocks, what if Lucifer agrees with the Messenger, and they stash Luna where I can’t find her? That’s one way they can ensure they have their daughter to themselves. I also know Luna will fight them tooth and claw. She won’t be caged again, even by them. Especially by them. I take a deep breath. I just have to trust that Luna can handle her parents.

      She certainly has millennia of guilt to wield against them. I hope she’s ruthless.

      The door snicks open and Goldilocks steps out, clad in tight jeans, a fitted white T-shirt, and sneakers, her wings tucked out of sight. She gives me a rueful smile.

      “Not exactly what I was expecting,” she says with a shrug.

      I chuckle. “Kali isn’t exactly traditional. Then again, she predates tradition, so…”

      She closes her eyes for a moment, her chest heaving. Then she looks at me. “Let’s go now before I lose my nerve.”

      “You got it.” I hold my hand out, and she clasps it.

      “Um, where are they exactly?”

      “Just down the hall. Their bedrooms share a common space,” I say and note the way her brows arch.

      Yeah, I was a little surprised the Morningstar wanted to be that close to the woman who betrayed him, too. But there’s an unresolved tension between the two immortals that makes you very uncomfortable when you’re around them for too long, which I try to avoid at all costs. They’re either going to fuck or kill each other. I’m betting on them getting naked. Either way, I imagine it will be epic.

      Half a corridor later and we arrive. Luna stares at the intricately carved door. She releases my hand, her fingers hovering over the doorknob. I hear her swallow.

      “I was hoping it would take us longer to get here,” she says, and I notice a fine tremor in her hand.

      “We can go outside and come back if that’ll help,” I offer, mouth twisting into a lopsided smile.

      “I don’t think that will help,” Luna says, then clasps the doorknob.

      “Do you want me to stay?” I will if she wants me to. I’ll stare down Gabriel the entire time.

      “I’ll be fine. Besides, I should probably do this alone.”

      “If that’s what you want.”

      “I’ll see you soon?” Her eyes snag mine, and the vulnerability I see there makes me want to wrap her in silk and run away with her. But that’s not a way to live.

      “I’ll be in our room, waiting for you.” I bend down and brush my lips over hers. “Don’t let them give you any shit,” I murmur. “You’ve faced down Alexander the Great. You can do anything.”

      She squares her shoulders. “Thank you.” Turning from me, she twists the brass knob and the door nudges open.

      I watch the room swallow Luna as the door shuts behind her, and I stare at the space she occupied just moments ago. I don’t like her going in there alone but I get why she needs to fly solo here. Besides, if I’m with her, it’ll just create more tension. As much as I want to be her shield, she has to establish boundaries with her parents herself. They won’t respect her otherwise and think I’m the one influencing her decisions. Like I need to give Gabriel another reason to gut me.

      My skin feels like it’s too tight for my body—and not just because ten minutes ago I was making out with Luna. I’m not used to this restlessness. This uncertainty. This…fear. As a Nephilim, you get used to danger because you’re around dangerous creatures who can kill you with their pinky finger. But there are rules, and though I bend them and let my mouth run away with me, I never felt truly unsafe. Sure, I got punished, a beating here and there, but nothing I couldn’t handle. And those punishments ensured I understood what the line was and when not to cross it. But things are different now. I’ve been around angels and Fallen when they don’t pump the brakes. They are terrifying. They are monsters.

      Phantom talons rake at my mind and I shudder. I feel like Humpty Dumpty, all the king’s horses and all the king’s men couldn’t put my brain back together again. It’s like an egg that’s been cracked, and all the pieces are glued back together, but you can still see the fissures. Gramps took two shots at me, and the last nearly killed me. Suddenly, I’m back in the throne room, the smell of smoke burning my nostrils, and Alexander is digging into my mind. Even though I know it’s not possible, lancing pain pierces my skull and I bend over, panting. Taking a deep breath, I straighten with effort, blinking myself back into the present.

      I turn away from Gabriel’s room and amble down the hall, past the room I share with Luna. I need some fresh air, and I doubt her meeting with her parents will be over any time soon. I stumble out of the temple, breathing in lungfuls of humidity. I sink down on a step, the hard stone digging into my ass.

      If it weren’t for Alaric, Alexander would have killed me and Luna. I see him die in my nightmares. And I know Hammurabi says it’s not my fault, that I’m not the reason he’s dead, but guilt still haunts me like a ghost I can’t shake. I liked Alaric, he was a good guy, and even though we weren’t besties, I still miss his presence. He was soothing, even without his Calm. If his absence carves me up with grief, what does Luna feel? She loved him. She’s been basically catatonic for two days over him. Other than me, I think he was the first person she connected to in a significant way.

      My fingers curl into fists as the image of him bleeding out flickers in my brain. I give a violent shake of my head. The pain in my mind increases, and I grunt. Fuck Grandfather. I can’t let him win. I deliberately relax my fingers one by one and stand. I have to keep it together for Luna. She doesn’t need to know I wasn’t ready to take a seat at the adult table. We’re all eating there now.

      I turn around and enter the cool dimness of the temple once more, blindly finding my way to our room. Kicking my shoes off at the threshold, I close the door behind me. A few quick steps and I’m at the bed. I flop down and close my eyes. Maybe I can sleep off some of my misery before Luna returns.
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      We sit in silence for so long, I begin to think the figures on the cream-colored sofa before me are actually statues rather than my mother and father. Now that I take the time to look at them—to take them in and see them in a way I never had the chance to before, with the knowledge of who we are to each other in mind—I can accept how unnervingly beautiful they are, so much so they really could be carved from stone.

      Lucifer is pure ethereal light despite being a Dark, earning every syllable of his nickname, and yet, between the two of them, my focus is drawn to the raven-haired angel beside him. Gabriel seems…different. I can still see the cold headmistress of the Serapeum in her dark eyes, but now, I see something else in her gaze as well.

      Something almost like fear.

      They sit side by side with their hands in their laps, their bodies frozen in anticipation as they stare at me, waiting for this uncomfortable silence to end. Their eyes are fixed on my face with an intensity I struggle not to recoil from, but there’s no heat behind their rapt gazes, only curiosity and what my racing heart assures me is affection. Maybe even love.

      Love. It’s hard to believe I could have parents who love me after so long without family or anyone of consequence who mattered. When I think of love, I think only of Caleb, although I know there’s room in my heart, however damaged it may be, for more. There already was room in my heart for another, but Alaric is gone now, snuffed out of existence as quickly and permanently as a flame doused by water. What’s left after his loss is a gaping void, making me all the more starved for something to mend it, to take this gnawing pain away. Pain that makes me all the more afraid of losing anyone else close to me—even Hammurabi, who I haven’t known for long, but whose loss would be a blow I can’t take, shattering what’s left of me like a hammer against glass.

      Pushing aside these thoughts, I flick my eyes between the Archangel and Archdemon, noting the way their auras twitch with impatience—Gabriel’s more so than Lucifer’s, the golden tendrils lashing across her skin going rigid and forming a mountain range of stiff peaks, creating a spiky exterior that seems to fit her personality well. As I meet her gaze for the hundredth time since I entered the room, I wonder if this is as difficult for her as it is for me.

      Swallowing the lump in my throat, I let out a timid sigh, and my parents shift in response, leaning in toward me, as if that one breath has freed them from the confinement of stillness.

      Unable to hold her tongue any longer, Gabriel chokes out, “Luna, I—”

      “Wait.” I hold up a hand, and although her mouth snaps shut, her eyes flash, their depths simmering like water over heat. “Please,” I beg. “I… I just want to say something first.”

      Lips pursing, Gabriel fists her hands in her lap. Without looking away from me, Lucifer wraps his fingers around hers, as if it’s second nature to him to want to ease her distress. It doesn’t escape my notice how she instantly relaxes at his touch, and although part of me is overjoyed to see them like this—to see them bridging the divide, even if only for a moment—the rest of me is angered by the inescapable thought of Gabriel’s hypocrisy. By the realization that if she had only chosen love from the offset, so much pain and hurt could have been avoided.

      But then, you wouldn’t have Caleb, a voice says in the back of my head.

      I bristle at the thought, unable and unwilling to imagine that scenario—to picture even a heartbeat of my life without him in it. I suppose, looking at it that way, I really should be thanking Gabriel for splitting up with my father and locking me away for thousands of years. If it weren’t for her, if it weren’t for my father’s war against the Creator—hell, if it weren’t for the prophecy that led to Alexander’s imprisonment—Caleb and I might have never found each other.

      Lucifer clears his throat, shaking me free of that grim train of thought. When I glance up at him, he nods for me to continue, a reassuring smile gracing his fair face that shines so bright despite the swath of darkness around him.

      Licking my lips, I straighten then murmur, “Thank you, both of you, for coming for me. And for not killing Caleb,” I add with a glance at Gabriel.

      With a haughty look, she lifts her chin. “He might be a fool but I would never intentionally do anything to hurt you.”

      Now that you know who I am, you mean.

      Although I know she was only doing her part to ensure the preservation of the divide, I can’t forget the things she said to me at the Serapeum—the way she tried to deter me from a friendship with Caleb just because he’s a Dark. My anger toward her during those months in Alexandria resurfaces at her use of that callous word fool, crushing any fleeting gratitude I felt a moment ago.

      “Why is he a fool?” I snap, white-knuckling the hem of my T-shirt in my shaking hands. My fingers squeeze tightly around the bunched fabric. “For wanting a family? For being deceived by people he thought he could trust?” My indignation grows when I think of Ishtar. Although he’s never outright said she was the teacher who sent him to the Serapeum to find Alexander, the full extent of the goddess’s involvement was confirmed by her presence in Kandahār. Wherever she is now, I hope she gets exactly what’s coming to her for dragging Caleb into this mess.

      My insides curl in on themselves as I envision her whispering manipulative words in his ear, playing his own wants and vulnerabilities against him. Even if he blamed his own need for a father figure for why he ultimately went through with their mission, I know the truth. I know Ishtar was pulling his strings.

      A harsh scoff breaches my lips. “I think it’s safe to assume we’ve all experienced that kind of betrayal.”

      It’s an unnecessary dig, but I can’t stop myself. Unlike my mother, when faced with the decision between duty and love, Caleb chose me, even if by doing so, he sacrificed a monumental tie to his bloodline. Perhaps the only tie he has left. In that respect, he and Gabriel were faced with the same choice, but unlike when she chose the Creator over my father, Caleb chose me and he keeps choosing me, regardless of the danger that choice puts him in. If that isn’t loyalty, if that isn’t love, then I don’t know what is.

      Gabriel immediately opens her mouth to respond, but Lucifer shakes his head at her before she can speak. “From what I’ve heard,” he interjects calmly, “Caleb is the one who set you free from the prison realm where the Council was holding you. For that, I’ll be eternally grateful to him. As will your mother, I’m sure.”

      My gaze shifts to the Archangel, who clenches her jaw with such force, I hear the muscles pop. When I raise an eyebrow, she forces a thin smile and nods.

      I let out a relieved breath. “Good. Because Caleb isn’t going anywhere. I won’t let him go, and if you have any intention of being in my life moving forward, you both need to accept that.” My eyes narrow, flicking between them again. “Can you?” I ask, the words a low growl.

      “Of course,” Lucifer answers without hesitation, offering me a tender smile. The comforting undulation of the shadows encompassing his body make me believe him.

      The light surrounding Gabriel, on the other hand, is so rigid it almost looks solid.

      “Yes,” Gabriel grumbles after a moment, her own expression tight-lipped.

      The anxiety biting at me eases a little. “Good,” I say again, softer this time.

      A chuckle interrupts the abrupt swell of silence that follows, dragging my attention to Lucifer, who plants his chin in his hand, his elbow firmly propped on one knee. Cocking his head to the side, he appraises me with curious, cerulean eyes that are otherworldly in their vibrance. I don’t think I’ve ever seen anything so blue before.

      As I get lost in their depths, he asks, amusement heavy in his tone, “Do you have any other terms for us, Daughter?”

      Heat spreads over my cheeks. Is that how he sees this? As some sort of negotiation? Or is he just teasing me, the way a father might had I actually grown up with that kind of bond in my life?

      “Not presently,” I mutter a little too stiffly then quickly add, “but I do want answers. I met Lilith, and she filled in some blanks, but there’s still so much I don’t understand.”

      I peer at Gabriel, who leans back into the sofa cushions, crossing her arms, her gaze hazy, as if lost to some faraway thought. “Where to start…”

      “At the beginning.” Her eyes snap to mine, and I stare at her, pleading. “I want to hear it from you.”

      With an encouraging nod from Lucifer, she sits up straight. Then, sweeping the curtain of her sable hair over her shoulder, she clears her throat. “Your father and I have known each other since we were brought into existence. We were children together, we grew up together, and it was in Heaven where your father and I—”

      “Fell in love,” Lucifer finishes, his voice a gentle purr.

      He turns to look at her for only a second, but in that instant, a deep scarlet flushes the ivory of her cheeks, exposing the unresolved feelings I sense burning between them. The tension is pervasive, and the longing in their gazes makes me feel like I’m intruding on a personal moment. It also reminds me of something I’d rather not think about. Something that has haunted my thoughts since I spoke with Lilith.

      What must it be like to love someone that intensely and that deeply even after millennia spent apart? For my mother and father, they have an eternity to reconnect—to make up for the time they lost together—if they choose to rekindle that flame. But for me and Caleb…we don’t have that kind of time. One day, mortality will strike and he will die, and I will be left alone to harbor these feelings for him, possibly forever.

      That thought is like a lead weight in my stomach. Desperate to change the subject and escape it—to push it away for as long as I possibly can—I rasp, “Was I conceived before or after the Fall?”

      Gabriel’s complexion returns to its usual color when she answers, though there’s a darkness to her gaze that wasn’t there before. “Just before.” She stiffens, and there’s a trace of what I think might be shame in her voice when she says, “Although, I didn’t become aware of it until shortly after the Great Battle. In truth, I wasn’t even aware angels could conceive as much as part of me secretly hoped for it. At the time, I believed it a blessing reserved only for humans.”

      I nod slowly then go still when another thought occurs to me.

      When I was in the Council’s prison, I spent a lot of time deliberating over the circumstances of my birth. When I was born. How old I actually am. These same questions, among others, tormented me constantly with no clues to elucidate the answers.

      Even before my illuminating conversation with Lilith, I assumed I was born after the Fall. Mainly because Lucifer had no idea I even existed before we met at the Serapeum, and because Lilith had told me my parents weren’t on speaking terms when the Creator delivered the prophecy and I was sealed away to prevent my fate as either Destroyer or Savior of this world. With what little I knew about the bloodlines of the Faithful and Fallen, that timeline made sense. After the Fall, my mother was a Light and my father a Dark, the perfect recipe for creating a Gray.

      But what I never considered before now was my conception. If I was conceived before the Fall, before the angels’ decisions were reflected in their bloodlines…

      Before the chaos of war and strife split them into sides…

      “Then how am I a Gray?” I whisper. At my parents’ bewildered expressions, I add, “Before the Fall, all the angels were the same, right? So, when I was conceived, you weren’t a Light and a Dark yet. You were both…something else.”

      Understanding dawns in Lucifer’s gaze.

      “If I had to wager a guess, I would say we had both already chosen our sides at the time of your conception. The physical change hadn’t yet occurred but the psychological…” He trails off, peering at Gabriel, his brow lifting slightly. “Am I right?” he asks, though his tone holds no malice. Only the fleeting hint of what might be regret. “Did you know then that you would side with our Father?”

      A long moment passes before the Archangel dips her head, offering a silent yes she can’t seem to bring herself to voice.

      “You weren’t born until after the physical change was complete,” she explains, avoiding Lucifer’s piercing eyes. “The only logical answer is that the piece of your father inside me would have undergone that transformation as well. I can only assume that’s why you are a Gray.”

      “So, short answer: because magic,” I deadpan.

      A smile tempts the edges of Gabriel’s mouth. “You could say that.”

      I nod again, appeased with the resolution to that mystery, although there’s something else I still don’t understand. My brows draw together as I recall my lessons at the Serapeum and what I learned in History of the Fall. Gilgamesh said that before the Fall, all the angels were the same.

      But what were they, exactly?

      “Were you all Grays before the Fall, then?” I press. “Is that why you fear them so much? Because we symbolize a return to before?”

      “To be a Gray is to be of both the darkness and the light.” Lucifer’s lilting voice draws my focus away from my mother, and I blink at him, captivated, as he says, “Before the Fall, we were the purest versions of ourselves as the Creator intended for us to be, molded for one purpose and made only of light. We were not Grays because that darkness, that desire for free will that led me to lead the revolt, and which triggered the biological change in our bloodlines, had not yet been born in our hearts.” He reaches across the low table between us, brushing a hand across my right cheek. “You are a Gray, my darling daughter, because you have that darkness inside you as well, thriving alongside your light.”

      Goosebumps pimple my skin at his touch.

      “So, before the Fall, you were all Lights.”

      Retracting his hand, he offers me a barely-there smile, but the only part of it that reaches his eyes is the pain and remorse I sense behind it. “Bound by our duty to the Creator. As the Lights remain to this day.”

      Gabriel bristles when he utters these words but says nothing, instead lowering her eyes as if conceding to the subtle accusation in Lucifer’s voice. It isn’t bitter so much as regretful. A sad truth about the wedge that lingers between them. That lingers between all the Lights and Darks.

      And in the middle of it, there’s me.

      By their logic, I understand why I’m a Gray, but if they’re right about the mechanics of how this all works…then why isn’t Caleb one, too? Alexander is his

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  


OEBPS/images/image-3.jpg
three

LUNA





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/prologue.jpg
prologue





OEBPS/images/image-1.jpg
one

LUNA





OEBPS/images/ebook.jpg
»Gmt Relqm

; IPBS
REBECCA ]AYCOX 2






OEBPS/images/image-2.jpg
Two

CALEB





OEBPS/images/titlepage.jpg
L

OrayReign

M.A. PHIPPS
REBECCA JAYCOX





OEBPS/images/academies.jpg
the academies

LIGHT ACADEMIES





OEBPS/images/dark.jpg
DARK ACADEMIES





