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Prologue

Cassie didn’t recognise the room that she was being pushed into, the restraints on her wrists seeming tighter than ever. The metal was digging into her skin each time the soldiers pushed her onwards.

The angels, sitting in their throne-like chairs, high above Cassie’s head, weren’t known to her either, but they were judging her as soon as she stepped into the well-lit space. Being pushed into the centre, she was instructed to stand on a specific rune etched in the floor. She could feel the angels glaring at her, smug at their high positions, as if Cassie was nothing more than a sewer rat.

Her skin was hot, and the lights in the room only made her more uncomfortable. They felt like they were beaming down onto her, highlighting every flaw that there was to see, like her soul was put onto display for all to bare witness. She glanced over the faces of the lesser angels, huddled along one wall. They had been chosen to be the jury of the court, but Cassie could tell some of them were not there by choice. She sighed, searching for a face that she recognised amongst them, but she found none were there.

“Cassie Fayewood, final descendant of the Light. You have been brought here to be judged for your crimes. What is your plea?”

The speaker was an angel that she had never seen before, but knew of. It was their place in the new angel hierarchy to pass judgement, once the jury had made a decision. The judge was an older man, his wings kept securely against his back at all times. Cassie could sense he was wise and the years had filled him with knowledge, and yet his voice had an edge to it, as if those that conspired against her had been whispering in his ears of lies and false deceit.

“Answer the question,” he urged. “This court procession cannot continue until you enter your plea.”

At least Cassie was glad to know that she had some degree of control over the room, even if she was in restraints. She looked into his eyes, trying not to pass judgement herself. He was, after all, only following his orders.

“You’re being used. Don’t you see it.” Her statement was clear for all to hear.

A murmur spread throughout the jury, but it was squashed as a male angel slammed his fist against the armrest of his throne. Cassie knew him best of all, and she loved to see that even now she was able to get under his skin.

“She is guilty! Continue the proceeds!”

Cassie looked him in the eye, resisting the urge to laugh at him. He was unruly and hated to wait for anything, but she would enjoy this moment as long as she could. She knew that the judge wouldn’t continue without a plea.

A harsh object was cracked against her back without warning, making her grimace. She swayed in her place but remained standing. She glared at the soldier, the metallic whip tightly in his grip, ready for a second lashing. He seemed unsure though, and quickly looked at his master.

“Again!” Raife demanded.

The murmurs stopped, and eyes were averted as blood was drawn from Cassie’s back. Luckily she hadn’t called her wings to form for the court, and it was just her back that took the brunt of the whipping. She looked to the ground as the soldier whipped her again, and she started to hyperventilate.

Another of the angels spoke out next. “Please, enter your plea.”

Cassie wished that her friends were with her, but then they would only share in her punishment. She didn’t know where they all were now, but she hoped they were safe. Kale had been taken away, and she had no idea where Gabe was anymore. At least Dillen and the others that had stayed behind were safe. 

Even standing in the Heavens now, Cassie felt like she was falling from its light all over again. What was she going to do? How could she challenge this new ruler? 

This time, a female angel moved to her feet. “That is enough!” In response the soldier lowered his whip, edging back ever so slightly. “Leave us!” Ordered to leave the room, he did as he was told, and Cassie was able to raise her gaze.

She recognised the female angel she looked over. Several occasions had passed where Cassie had seen her with Gabe. Could this be Elysse? She had to be careful with what she said next, the pain from her back making her posture uneasy to keep, but she needed to determine if this angel was on her side, on Gabe’s. But how could she do that without asking her straight?

“Please, no more blood must be spilt.”

The male angel clicked his fingers, and without warning, the female angel was removed forcefully. Cassie hated to see her go, fearing that she had no other angels on her side, but she could clearly see that she wasn’t leaving without encouragement. She tried to enter her thoughts before she was removed entirely, trying desperately to find where Gabe had gone, but the shackles around her wrists prevented her magic from forming. 

She sighed, having no choice but to meet the male angel’s gaze, as he drummed his fingers impatiently against the arm of his chair. The judge seemed unhappy of his behaviour, but ultimately this angel was the one in charge. He would be the one that Cassie would have to challenge if she was ever given the chance. 

“What are my crimes?” she asked quietly.

He replied firmly, before the judge or any other could answer. “You are to be charged with insurrection of the highest order. You are a traitor to our kind. An angel that chooses Men over their brothers and sisters. You have lived amongst Men too long, and now even our strongest warrior has fallen to your treachery.”

Was he talking about Gabe? Had Gabe fallen in battle? Her throat suddenly became dry. If Gabe was gone, and Kale imprisoned in one of the many cells, what could she do against the entire angel hierarchy? A tear threatened to fall from her eye, as she met the gaze of the angel that was looming over her from above.

She inhaled a shallow breath. “I stand here in the centre of this hall, clear for you all to see. I have been a mortal civilian, a Nephilim child, an angel soldier, and daughter to the light.”

“Enough!” he challenged.

She continued regardless. “From the day my eyes opened upon this land, to when they close again, whenever that may be, I will stand against the darkness.”

“Seize her!”

Soldiers moved into the space, surrounding her quickly. She tried to struggle but it was no use, and they started to drag her from the room. The movement pained her back, making her clench her teeth, but she still had something to say.

“Condemn me how you wish, but I will not whisper my words. I will shout them, through the clouds and sands of this plain!”

“Silence!!”

She gasped for a breath as she was dragged through the doors, and as they began to close, she was able to meet the male angel’s gaze once more, seeing that he was now foaming at the mouth. His eyes were different though, red all most.

“I will come for you,” she whispered, and she knew he could hear it.

One

It had been six months since the group had returned from Purgatory. Time had moved swiftly on, and Cassie and her friends had managed to find their new places well. The newly-awoken angels had remained at the Citadel, not wanting to live alongside humans. They continued to be guarded by Midas and his men, as well as Joshua and Elion, with no contact with the outside world.

Newtown had recovered its bustling streets, but the scars of the darkness were always there for people to see. Some of the residents had left the town, choosing to get away rather than living with the memories, but others had helped rebuild. Even the college had reopened.

Dillen and Freya had finished their yearly studies—not that they would have gone back without encouragement—and Leena had also attended some of their classes as a trial. The college wasn’t in a position to teach like before, due to many of the teachers losing their lives, and no courses or exams were given, but Leena enjoyed being around other people. She had started to feel at home.

Farrow had settled as well, living in one of the abandoned houses on the outskirts of the town. He had started to train with Gabe, learning to use weapons of varying kinds, as well as diving into his magical gifts. There were times he struggled, but Gabe supported him well, at least that’s what Cassie thought.

Most mornings, she would lie and wonder about her friends, about what they were doing, and how they were feeling. She felt indebted to them all, and doubted whether things would have happened the same way without them. Purgatory was an awful place, but she had accomplished what she had wanted.

Kale was home, and she was in his arms.

She opened her eyes slowly, fidgeting so that her one foot was sticking out of the bed. Kale was next to her, his skin as warming as ever, and she moved her head to lie on his chest. He stirred, wrapping his one arm around her back, kissing her forehead without a word. He may have been moving, but that didn’t mean that he was fully awake.

Cassie traced the tattoo on his collarbone with her finger, following the curve of each of the raven’s feathers gently. There were battle scars all around it, but not one disrupted the shape of the bird; neither had the verse of text on his ribs been effected, but she didn’t need to look at that one, knowing the words by heart.

She pushed herself to sit up, moving as quietly as she could, but Kale couldn’t help but stir, rolling onto his side. The way the light warmed his opposite shoulder, allowed Cassie to see the new artwork upon his skin. A female warrior was depicted in battle, dressed in white robes, her wings as white as that of a dove. Faded verses of text had been etched in various places of the tattoo, but they were illegible, highlighting that the angel herself was the focus of the image. A spattering of raven’s feathers—each one drawn in such detail that Cassie felt she could reach out and touch them—was near to the angel, and a magpie was depicted in flight.

Cherubs were gathered at her feet, their wings small tufts of grey feathers, and a light seemed to beam over their gentle faces from the clouds above. Their small hands were outstretched towards the angel, as if wanting to embrace her, and a shadow that came from between them, led the eye towards the figure of a male angel. His features weren’t as clear as the others, but his presence was unique. He was holding two swords, with his gaze fixed on his comrade.

Cassie liked to think that it was Kale’s interpretation of them both, but she had never asked. It didn’t matter what the tattoo symbolised, but rather that it comforted Kale in some way. He had showed the artwork to her as soon as he’d had it done, but had barely spoken of it since. She wondered if it had been part of his healing process of surviving Purgatory, but couldn’t tell how far he had come since then.

She didn’t ask about Purgatory, and he didn’t say. Maybe one day, it would be something that would be pushed upon them, and both of them would have no choice but to delve into their emotions, and the memories connected to them.

She knew he had suffered—not only by the many scars that marked his skin, but also from the murmurs that escaped his lips in the night; the fever that sometimes warmed his temples and forehead when he stirred in the dark. For now, she was just glad to have him back. They had plenty of time to talk through everything.

“Shouldn’t you be asleep?”

She wasn’t surprised when he spoke, his lips curving into a smile. He opened his eyes to look over her, making her cheeks go red. Her hands quickly raised to her hair, patting parts down and smoothing others into place.

“You look fine,” he mused.

The butterflies in her stomach danced briefly, almost as if this had been the first morning after, but there had been many mornings that they had shared since returning from Purgatory. She couldn’t get used to being so close to him, after all the time that she had spent fighting to be by his side. After they had met inside his shop, she had known then that there would be no one else for her, unaware that they had already been destined for each other long before that day.

When they had returned from Purgatory, Cassie’s memories had been intact, following the battles and completion of her blessing, but since then, some of them had grown hazy once more. She had hoped that they would return again, revealing every single detail from the Heavens, but there were now gaps in her memory.

Sometimes she was able to recall specific sounds and tastes that the Heavens had offered, like a home that she had never known but wanted to visit, but most of the time all she could remember clearly was Kale, and the intimate life that they had once shared. 

“You dreamed of the clouds again?” Kale asked, propping himself on his elbow.

She nodded. “I like being here, this is home...”

“But?”

“How can I miss a place that I can’t remember fully? A place I haven’t been to in over a hundred years?” She sighed, tying her long hair into a messy bun. “Do you miss Heaven?”

He blinked slowly, as if giving himself an extra second to think of his answer. “I only missed the Heavens when I wasn’t with you. Knowing that we’re finally together again, I barely think of the place.”

Cassie understood his response. After all, Kale’s time in the Heavens pre-fall wasn’t like hers. He had suffered even then; his family had suffered. Dark times had claimed even his younger years, and the shadow which often came from the memories played on his mind even now.

“A little heavy for the morning, don’t you think?”

She lowered her gaze. “Sorry, I can’t help it.”

He reached out to take her hand, watching how her eyes lit up as she traced the side of his finger with her own. It didn’t last though, as the temperature in the room was already too much for Cassie to bare. 

“It’s so hot in here,” she mused, pushing the blanket away from her body.

Kale smirked, seeing that her face was flushed. “It is summer you know. It’s only going to get hotter.”

She pulled a playful face at him, nudging his side. “I know that,” she replied. “I don’t remember it ever being this hot though!”

Moving from the bed, Kale laughed. He leaned over to grab his jeans, pulling them on before stretching. Cassie watched the muscles in his torso move—the light following the curves of his physique—and then a glisten of light drew her focus to Kale’s angelic spire. She could feel the heat coming from the stone and the rest of his skin, watching how the blue of his aura moved in waves from his body. No wonder the room felt on fire, she thought.

“Like what you see?”

He turned to look her in the eye, a spark of light dancing in his gaze. His eyes looked over her the same, and he moved towards her, pressing his lips against hers. She raised her hands to glide across his back, clasping them together behind his neck. They kissed again and she pulled on his body gently, hoping he’d fall back into bed, but he wasn’t budging. He pulled away smiling, and made his way towards the sink at the side.

Cassie sighed, lying down at an angle so that she was able to look over the room. It was still the same layout as it had always been, but Kale’s small space seemed brighter. The kitchenette had been refreshed, so too, had the walls. She’d helped with the painting, on the promise that she could stay over, and he had agreed. It had been weeks since she had stayed at home.

“Cass?”

She looked at him. “What?”

He tried not to laugh, motioning towards the cooker, a frying pan ready on the first hob. “Do you want any breakfast before you go?”

“Go?” She was going to ask what he was talking about, but she didn’t need to. “It’s Friday already?” She moved from the bed, feeling the shirt that she was wearing brush against the backs of her thighs, and grabbed a glass from the cupboard.

“They just want to see you before they go.”

Filling the glass, Cassie took several gulps, before looking him in the eye. “I know... but you know what mum’s like.”

“She worries about you, that’s all. Be glad you have your parents still.” Kale’s heart ached.

She felt guilty straight away, wrapping her arms around his waist, but the day had come so quickly. It had only been three weeks since her parents had announced that they were moving away, and today was the day. She felt like she’d only just started to know their true selves, but everyone deserved a chance of a fresh start, right?

Her cheek lay against Kale’s back and she squeezed him. “Will I see you later?” She heard him crack two eggs into the pan.

He turned as she loosened her grip, and raised his hand to stroke the side of her face. “I’m never far away you know that, but I’ll be with Gabe most of the day. He wants me to help with training Farrow.”

“And you’re okay with that?” she asked quietly.

Ever since Farrow had been given his own body, Kale had seemed to keep his distance. He had only ever met Farrow in times of darkness, and they had fought on several occasions, but it had been long enough. Kale couldn’t avoid it any longer.

He could see how Cassie was analysing his expression. “It’ll be fine. I won’t hurt him.”

“You best not,” she replied curtly.

He retaliated by grabbing at her waist, lifting her from the ground. She didn’t resist at all, even when he turned and positioned her on the counter. Their lips immediately met, her legs opening to invite him in. She wrapped her legs around his waist as they kissed, and he massaged his one hand over the back of her neck, pushing his fingers into her hair. His other hand moved under her shirt, tugging at it in a hope that she would remove it. 

A high-pitched alarm suddenly filled the room, and Kale pulled back just enough to see that his egg had turned black around the edges. Cassie tried not to laugh, and they kissed again, before he lowered her to the ground.

“Maybe I’ll skip breakfast,” she teased. “I need a shower.”

The door to her left was already open, her towels folded from the night before. She pulled Kale’s shirt from her body as she moved into the small shower room, turning the water on to warm up. Kale lingered, enjoying the sight, and then grabbed a shirt from the chair closest to him. He’d have plenty of time to enjoy her later on, he reminded himself.

“I’ll see you later,” he shouted.

“Take it easy on him!”

Two

The shower was always too hot, so Cassie made sure to turn it down as low as possible. A strange sensation to wash your hair in, but she appreciated it. It was short-lived though, as soon as she stepped outside the heat came soaring back.

Straight away she felt hot, too hot, and it wasn’t even July yet. The weather was going to get so much warmer.

Drying her hair, Cassie glanced over the space, making sure that she wasn’t forgetting anything. An image of Kale’s angelic spire formed in her head, from when she had found it under the chair with Freya.

Even then she had sensed its power, but hadn’t known how the stone was going to help them in the end. She sighed, not wanting her thoughts to dive into the negative times that were always trying to burrow through her mind, and then moved through the shop.

Her own angelic spire had been absorbed into her body when she had needed it, but a small crystal-like shape glistened in the centre of her chest whenever she called upon her powers. It was like a reminder of where she had come from, what trials she had overcome. She smiled, looking over the shop. 

It had retained its mystical setup, with the bookcases and shelving dressed with crystals and stones of varying types. The shop itself didn’t seem like it was something Kale would have an interest in, but he had been adamant in returning it to its former appearance. Cassie knew that Kale’s mother had believed in the use of runes and mystic arts, and wondered whether Kale’s desire to keep it open was tied to his memory of her.

She pushed outside, feeling the sun warm her face, turning to lock the door with her key. It hadn’t taken Kale long to offer her a key for the place. It was easier after all, as they weren’t always together.

“Hey.”

Dillen was leaning on the wall, his foot arched upwards to support his bodyweight, a can of coke in each hand. He handed one to Cassie as soon as she approached him. 

“It’s a little early for you, isn’t it?” she laughed.

He huffed, massaging the back of his neck. “Not like I was going to miss it.”

He had a point. Even though both of them had been surprised to hear of their parents’ wish to move away, they both still wanted the best for them, and they would send them off no matter what the time was. Cassie guessed it was around seven, but when she looked at the screen of her phone, the numbers read exactly 8.15am.

They started to walk, sipping their drinks. It reminded Cassie of their many trips into town on their Friday afternoons after college. Dillen had only gone back for two days a week to gather his grades as best as the college could do, but Cassie hadn’t seen the need to return. She would have to get a job at some point, but not until her life settled down at least.

“Have you seen Gabe this week?” she asked, crossing the road closest to them.

He shook his head, having taken a gulp of his drink. “He’s been at the ruins a lot. He went back to the Citadel too.”

“He did?”

Cassie eyed her brother suspiciously, but more out of surprise that he knew something that she didn’t. She was glad to know that Gabe had been out at some point, and that he was using his powers, but she didn’t like that he hadn’t been around much. It was as if something was still playing on his mind, and she knew best of all how often he kept the hardest things to himself. She made a mental note to check on him at the training.

“How’s Kale? Are you two living together now?”

She hadn’t expected the question. “Why do you ask that?”

“Mum said you hadn’t been home for ages, so I thought I’d ask. Was I not supposed to?” He raised his eyebrow, trying not to laugh.

She smiled. “I guess... we are living together. It’s weird.”

“I’m glad he came back, you know. You wouldn’t have been the same without him.”

Cassie realised Dillen had stopped, turning to look at him. He was kicking his foot into the dirt, keeping his gaze lowered, but it was his aura that proved how he was really feeling. He had been afraid of losing his sister if things had gone bad.

“Everything is fine now, Dill. We’re fine, right?”

He looked at her after a moment, taking a gulp of his drink. “Sure.” He nodded and started to walk again, but this time it was Cassie that stayed still.

“Besides,” she started, “how have you missed that I haven’t been home much? Where have you been spending all of your time?”

His aura suddenly flared up with splashes of colour, and Cassie could tell he was quickly trying to pick up the pace. She laughed again, fully aware that Dillen himself hadn’t been home much over the last few weeks.

“How’s Leena?” she asked, running to catch up with him.

His cheeks immediately went red. “She’s fine,” he mumbled.

“Have you been staying at Farrow’s?” She elbowed him. “Are you and Leena dating now?”

He took a drink from his can, forcing himself to finish the last bits so it gave him a little longer to think of a response. “I don’t know. It’s still new.”

Cassie laughed out loud. “Can’t believe my little brother’s in love!” She pushed him and started to run, avoiding the can that he threw at her.

He proceeded to run after her, kicking the can in her direction, but she quickly dove out of the way, using her wings to do a circle in the air, before landing to her feet. Dillen caught up with her panting, as they reached the front door of their house.

“No fair!” he chimed.

She finished her own drink, and looked over to meet his gaze. They both laughed, glad to know that nothing had changed between them after everything that had happened.

“I hope it’s not too early for you two.” Their dad was standing in the open doorway, and he winked as they made their way inside.

Cassie went into the kitchen, discarding her can into the recycling bin, before turning to see that Sandra was making some breakfast. She hadn’t spent much time with her parents over the last six months, but they had spoken most days on the phone.

“Do you need any help?” she asked, watching her mother stir the fresh oats.

Sandra smiled. “It’s nearly done. I’m surprised your brother isn’t already at the table.”

Almost as if on que, Dillen dashed into the room, taking a long deep breath. “Yes! Fry up!” He ran to the nearest chair, seating himself before anyone else had a chance to move.

“Not quite,” Cassie laughed.

Arching his brow, Dillen looked over the other placemats to see small plates of varying fruits, and two different types of yoghurts. His lip lifted, almost in disgust.

“It’s healthy Friday, don’t forget.” Sandra turned, carrying the warm oats over to the table once she was done.

She served Dillen first, being as he was the only one seated, but he didn’t exactly seem the most impressed. He was glad to see that a fried egg and a sausage came his way next.

Cassie couldn’t help but smile, realising that her father must have already eaten, as he was standing in the kitchen doorway. It was as if he was waiting for something.

“Are you coming to sit down?” she asked.

Her parents shared a somewhat mysterious look, and Sandra took her seat by the table. She served her own oats, before looking at Cassie. “Your father wants to show you something. Do you want any breakfast first?”

Intrigued almost instantly, Cassie just shook her head and moved towards the door. Dillen gave her the look of ‘I wanted a fry up’ before she left the room, but he seemed happy enough once his mum started to ask him how things were going. It wasn’t like before, before cursed angels came crashing into their lives.

The siblings had gained a huge insight into their parents’ lives, and how they had lived over the years. They had done everything for their children and just wanted the best for them, no matter what that entailed. Sandra’s nagging had been worry, and Bryan’s constant absence had been their protection. The least Cassie and Dillen could do on the morning of their leaving, was to engage with them a little.

Cassie followed her father into his office, a small room at the back of the house. As she entered the now empty space, she could see a single wooden desk with a wrapped parcel on the top. She didn’t even wait to be given the gift, as it seemed to call to her senses, and she caressed the top of it with her fingertips.

“What is it?” she asked.

Without a doubt, she knew that it was some kind of angelic item. The warmth that it was giving off called her towards it, and there was a tinted aura that moved in waves from its shape.

“This was the only item that came with you from the Heavens.”

Feeling anxious to know what it was, Cassie unwrapped the newspaper that her parents had seemingly wrapped it in, revealing a shimmering cloth beneath it. The item itself wasn’t much bigger than a book, but Cassie could feel its age, its wisdom almost. She carefully unwrapped the material to see a single wide ribbon, tied into a bow.

Her fingertip brushed against it. “A ribbon?”

“It was your mother’s. She always wore it in her hair. We kept it safe until we thought it was the right time to give it to you.”

Cassie didn’t know how to feel. It was a lovely gift, a thoughtful gesture from her parents, but she felt guilty thinking of her birth mother.

She lifted the cloth slowly, wrapping the ribbon inside before turning. “Thank you.”

“Maybe you’ll want to wear it one day, but maybe you won’t, and that’s okay too.”

She smiled, but watched as a sadness crept over his face. It didn’t take too much magic for her to realise that he was going to miss them.

“Have you decided on York then?” she asked.

He nodded. “Your mother and I first met there. It makes sense that is where we should be.”

“Yeah, you’re right. We’ll come and visit once you’re settled.”

Moving back, Bryan faced the hall. “We’ll be leaving as soon as Dillen has finished with his breakfast.” He started to walk then, his emotions clearly getting the better of him.

Feeling as if she had something she needed to say, Cassie dashed into the hallway. “Dad, wait!”

He stopped and waited for her, meeting her gaze. It made a fear build in her stomach that she couldn’t quite place, but if she didn’t say what she needed to now, she didn’t know if she would ever get the chance again.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered.

Bryan clearly didn’t understand. If anything he felt as if he should have been the one apologising to her, after all the secrets and lies he had kept from her.

“I thought you didn’t want to be in our family... when you were always at work. I thought... you didn’t want to be here with us.”

A movement came from the kitchen doorway, and Dillen’s gaze dropped to the floor where he stubbed his toe into the carpet. “Yeah... she’s right.”

Looking between both of his children, Bryan let Dillen finish.

“I was so angry all the time,” he told him honestly. “I thought you hated us, and it made me angry.”

A heavy sigh escaped Bryan’s lips, as he briefly met his wife’s gaze. Her eyes were welled with tears, but they didn’t fall. Bryan moved so that he could take each of his children by the shoulder, making them lift their gazes upwards.

“You are my children and you always will be. I was in a position that I couldn’t tell you everything, but I had to keep you safe above all else. Like Gabriel and Matthew, I have kept things from you that I could have been open about, but in the end, I am proud of the people you have become. You have a chance to start afresh now, build new lives for yourselves, and your mother and I must let you.”

Cassie sniffed, a single tear rolling down her cheek. “I love you Dad.”

“We couldn’t have done it all without you,” Dillen added quietly.

Bryan straightened his back, a smile growing across his face. “You are the Sheriff now, Cassie, and Dillen your deputy. Look after those that need you, and above all else remember who you are, where you have come from.”

“We love you both so much,” Sandra added. 

It was a beautiful moment that none of them would forget, but Cassie felt a bitterness in the pit of her stomach, one that she couldn’t quite place. She didn’t know what it was, or where it was coming from, but she had the horrible feeling that this would be the last time that they would see each other. Was something going to happen?

“Cass?”

She was pulled from her thoughts easily, by Dillen asking if she wanted any food, but the feeling inside of her remained. Opening her mouth to speak, she hesitated, not wanting to worry any of them, and pushed the uncertainty aside.

“I’m starving,” she replied.

Three

Twisting and turning with a spear in his grasp, Gabe had been training for two hours when Farrow arrived at the ruins meadow. Every day he chose a different weapon to keep his skills as polished as they could be. Farrow was a little more relaxed with the idea of their training, but Gabe was glad that he had turned up to every session.

“What are we doing today?” Farrow asked, taking advantage of a pause in Gabe’s routine.

Out of breath, he wiped his forehead with the back of his hand, and then took a drink. The bottle was emptied quickly. “I thought we’d focus on your magic today.”

“Great. There’s me hoping that I was going to finally beat you in a sword fight,” Farrow mused. He leaned down towards an array of weaponry, picking up a rapier.

The metal glistened in the sun, as thin as paper. A green tint had been crafted into the hilt and down the centre of the blade. It was his favourite, and he often chose the weapon when given the choice. He pointed it at Gabe, taunting him to take him on.

“Today might be the day.” He stretched and positioned his one foot ahead of the other.

Gabe didn’t even register his challenge. “You can’t keep avoiding it, Farrow.”

He sighed, knowing that his distraction technique hadn’t worked. They had trained with his magic on several occasions, and each time Farrow had hated it. It felt foreign to him, like it was a power that belonged to someone else but it resided in his body.  

“Do we have to?” he asked, piercing the rapier into the grass. He started to pace.

“Yes, we do.”

“But why?” he asked, a shadow stretching across his face from the tall trees at their side.

Gabe could sense his fear, and the haunting memories that filled Farrow every time he thought of his magic. He had to be careful with how he approached the topic.

“Why are you so afraid of it?”

A lump started to build in Farrow’s throat, and he found that his hands both clenched into fists. He thought of his father, and how he had used his magic to make those around him suffer. Razielle had been unkind and selfish, and his magic had corrupted even the best of them. What if he was going to fall into the same abyss of hatred and fear, like his father before him?

“You won’t.”

He glared at Gabe. “Don’t go into my thoughts!” Too long he had shared his mind with Gabe, and Farrow had just gotten used to hearing the silence within.

Raising his hands as if to surrender, Gabe sighed heavily. “I’m sorry, but I don’t understand why you won’t use the power that you’ve been given. There may come a time that the darkness comes for us. Your magic is an advantage, but only if you’re able to wield it.”

“You don’t know where my powers come from! What if I turn into my father?”

Gabe huffed. He wasn’t getting through the doubt that circled Farrow so deeply. Six months had passed since they had been separated, and Gabe had hoped over time that Farrow would have grown more susceptible to using his magic, but he had been wrong. The fear that filled Farrow wasn’t unknown to him though; it wasn’t just Farrow that struggled with the same problem.

A movement came from the trees and a moment later, Kale moved into view. Gabe registered his arrival and then made sure that Farrow was listening to him.

“Your fear is not unique Farrow. One day, you will need to address it. If you don’t, you may lose something, or someone, that you may never find again.”

As the breeze seemed to pick up all of a sudden, Gabe was filled with a sadness that he had buried long ago. Her face pushed into his thoughts, and he had to use all of his focus to wash it away again.

“Kale?” Farrow sounded uneasy straight away.

Looking at Farrow and then at Gabe, Kale realised then that Farrow hadn’t been expecting him to join them. An awkward silence filled the space.

“Glad you could join us.” Gabe extended a sword.

Kale looked him dead in the eye. What are you doing?

Gabe’s brow lowered. How long are you going to wait? He is not the man you fought so long ago.

With a sigh, Kale looked at Farrow who immediately seemed tense, and then returned his focus onto Gabe. Why am I here?

I need you to train him.

Your knowledge far outweighs mine, and you know it.

Gabe lowered his gaze to the floor briefly. Farrow is afraid of falling into the darkness. Something you also thought once, am I right?

Yes, so I don’t need another dark pawn trying to get into my head. Flashes of Fayna and her manipulation on his memory filled his mind, but he managed to shake them away. 

He can’t enter your thoughts, you know that, but you can enter his. Please. Gabe was almost begging him, as if he knew something that the others didn’t.

Kale looked at Farrow, knowing that he couldn’t hear anything they were saying. He may have kept his powers when Cassie had been able to separate him, but hearing other’s thoughts wasn’t an ability he had gained.

Matthew.

He looked at Gabe again.

Remember what it was like to wake up from the Fall, broken and alone. Farrow doesn’t know his place in this world yet, but he needs to tap into the magic inside of him.

Accepting the sword from Gabe’s grasp, Kale inhaled a deep breath. He started to pace, analysing Farrow’s presence. Fine, but I’m doing it my way.

Gabe nodded to say that he understood.

Kale immediately raised his sword, pointing it at Farrow. “Get ready.”

Panic washed over Farrow’s face at first, but then came confidence, or rather stubbornness. He retrieved his rapier from the grass and positioned his feet, narrowing his eyes, almost as if checking off a mental list of some sort.

The two men were standing no more than several metres apart, but Farrow’s blade was far longer, not that that should have given him any degree of a confidence boost. Kale’s fighting tactics were aggressive—they always had been—and Farrow’s thoughts were filled with their past fights.

It had been around four years ago that Kale had first fought against Farrow. Gabe had been dispatching the leaches challenging them somewhere on the outskirts of town, and it had been up to Kale to stop the Keepers from approaching Cassie’s hometown. The fight had been tiring, seeming never-ending due to Farrow’s youth and quick movements, but Kale had ultimately pushed him back. Things had been different in their second fight though.

Kale had learnt of a gathering of dark creatures several miles from Newtown, and he had jumped into the area without thought, and without telling Gabe. His skin had been brutally savaged by Farrow and Azul’s weapons, and it may have been his final fight if Gabe hadn’t have turned up. He had simply appeared and disappeared with Kale’s body, teleporting back with him.

Once his wounds had been tended to and Kale had gained some of his strength back, Gabe had lectured him about leaving on his own, but Kale hadn’t really absorbed the words. He had been too busy making a promise to himself that he would defeat the Keepers once and for all, but he had never had the chance to fight Farrow again.

Things had changed now, they were different people, but Kale’s old promise made each of his lunges stronger and harder to defend against. He raised his sword and swung it at Farrow, twisting to put more force on a downward cut. Farrow did well to avoid the attacks, but he lost his footing in the mud. He cut at Kale’s thigh as he fell, rolling to absorb the landing, but the angel was quick to kick his weapon back.

Gabe rolled his eyes, releasing a heavy sigh, but he was surprised to see that Farrow stood again and ran at Kale. He didn’t know what Kale was trying to do. Tire Farrow into submission? How would that help with unlocking Farrow’s magic? He let it continue for now.

Stabbing several times with his rapier, Farrow jumped over a swing of Kale’s weapon, and then twisted in the air, slamming the flat side of his sword against Kale’s arm. The metal wasn’t meant to injure him, but it angered Kale more than Farrow had expected.

He gritted his teeth and ran at Farrow, avoiding several more lunges, and then kicked the youngster to the ground. His sword aimed for Farrow’s chest at first, but when he tried to return to his feet quickly, Kale kicked him back again.

“Kale.” Gabe’s tone showed he had had enough.

Ignoring him, Kale disarmed Farrow with a kick of his boot, and then punched him in the face. His lip was instantly split, causing blood to race down his chin, but Farrow wasn’t taking it. He kicked along the floor, knocking Kale from his feet, and reached for his discarded rapier. With his fingers clasping the hilt tightly, he turned, ready to do what had to be done, but the edge of Kale’s sword waited for him. The point was so close to his throat.

“Kale!” Gabe raised his own sword, hoping to knock Kale out of the trance he was in.

The fear in Farrow’s eyes grew as he held Kale’s gaze. Several moments passed and Kale couldn’t help but think of their past fights. What would have happened if Kale had killed Farrow before Gabe had inhabited his body? Would the darkness have been defeated so much quicker, or would they have lost Gabe entirely?

“Do it!” Farrow’s words were clear. He gritted his teeth, but he didn’t move.

Gabe realised Farrow was holding his breath, but he stayed put. He was surprised to see Kale’s lip lift into a smug grin, angering Farrow further.

“What’s so funny?” he shouted, tightening the grip around his rapier.

Pushing the point of his sword a little closer, Kale made sure that he had Farrow’s full attention. “Why are you so angry?”

“This is meant to be training!”

Kale huffed. “If this was the real world, you’d be dead.”

“You want me dead, is that it? Because you think I am still the darkness? Strike me down then if you know me!” He spat the blood from his mouth. “I am not the dark!”

A slither of light warmed Farrow’s eyes without him knowing, but it faded after a moment, disappointing both of the angels. Kale was trying to use anger to bring out his power, but it hadn’t worked. He needed to try something else.

“If you’re from the darkness, that means Leena is as well,” Kale stated firmly.

“She isn’t from the dark!”

“How can you be so sure?” he asked.

Farrow lowered his gaze briefly, trying to think of what to say. “Leena was never the dark. She shouldn’t be put in the same circle as the rest of us.”

“So where should she be?”

Clenching his one hand into a fist, Farrow’s eyes glowed once more. He held Kale’s gaze with all of
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