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Preface

 


Grandma
Blackwell

 


As she pulled the last batch of
cookies from the oven, Viola Blackwell had a sad thought. This
would be the last time she ever baked her grandson’s favorite
cookies. Her eyes became misty. Setting the cookie sheet down, she
wiped a single tear away.

Walking to Michael’s bedroom, she
stopped in the doorway. His back was to her and she could see his
shoulders rise and fall as he worked diligently on
something.

“What are you doing?” she
asked.

Michael jerked in surprise as he
turned to look at her. She could see Michael sliding what looked
like a picture frame under his flannel bedcover.

“Nothing,” Michael said
with a sheepish grin.

Viola walked in and sat down, careful
not to sit on what he was hiding.

“I’m your grandmother.
Really, it’s quite alright to show me,” Viola said, a fond smile
forming over her lips.

She watched as Michael pulled out his
project. She gazed at how he held the picture with its frame
tenderly in his big hands.

“May I?” she asked,
holding her hands out to accept the frame.

Michael answered by setting it gently
in her hands.

Viola noticed embarrassment cross
Michael’s face at having been caught with a picture of the girl
he’d had a crush on for as long as Viola could remember. She
wouldn’t tease him. It broke her heart to sit next to her boy and
watch his innocence at loving a girl that would lead to some of the
most painful moments in his life and hers.

“Ally Watson Blackwell,”
Viola said, reading the engraving on the frame, one she knew her
boy had taken the time to carve out.

“Grandma…” Michael
started, his face turning red, embarrassed.

“No,” Viola said, cutting
him off. “Ally is a lovely girl and I know you’ve pined after her
since you were both children.”

Viola handed the picture back to
Michael.

“You knew?” Michael asked,
arching a brow at Viola.

“Of course. You’re my
boy,” Viola said. “Why else would you work for Argyle when you
didn’t really need a job at all? It wasn’t farming that held your
attention, but the girl on the farm that did.”

“Do you think she knows?”
Michael asked.

“It’s hard to say. You’re
both so young.”

“But you knew,” Michael
said.

“Yes, that’s true. I was
young once, you know,” Viola said. She turned her thoughts to more
serious things. “Blackwell, huh?”

Michael rubbed a thumb over Ally’s
picture. He glanced up, a serious look leveling out his features.
“I love her, Grandma.”

Viola rested a hand on his shoulder.
“I know.”

She turned her memories to the past.
Viola had no idea how her life would change, how Michael’s life
would change the day she met the Seraph—Laurel, Ally’s mother. She
was told this day would come, the day that she would have to let
her beloved boy go to fulfill his destiny. Viola thought she’d
prepared herself for the loss of the boy she loved, the boy she’d
raised not so much as a grandson, but as her own child.

It occurred to her that the years
passed by too quickly, that no amount of prepping for this day
would’ve ever been enough to help her face the
inevitable.

“I’m going to marry her,
Grandma. One day, she’ll be my wife.”

“I’m leaving for Florida
this evening,” Viola said, standing up. Clearing her throat of any
shakiness that threatened to overtake her she said, “Come have some
chocolate chip cookies with me before I leave.”


Chapter One

 


Michael
Abaddon

 


Abaddon’s canines erupted. The anger
at Azrael’s betrayal swelled within him. Gathering her in his arms,
he lowered his lips to her neck, ignoring the whimpering pleas from
his murderer. The man begged him to stop, screamed in vain that
things were not what they seemed. Abaddon took pleasure in making
his killer watch him. He couldn’t kill this fragile girl in his
arms regardless of the gnawing desire to bite her, to drink her
blood, but he could toy with her and his killer for what they’d
done to him.

Abaddon needed to find a way to
harness his anger, control his emotions. He may not kill her, but
he certainly would kill his murderer. But he needed the girl awake.
He would take pleasure in watching her reaction at him ripping his
killer’s throat out. In the meantime, his canines grazed over the
soft skin at her neck.

“I beg you, Michael, don’t
do this….”

“Don’t call me by that
name, killer. You murdered that boy,” Abaddon said, laying the girl
back down and turning his narrowed gaze on his killer. The girl had
called him by that name and it triggered a memory. Abaddon had no
wish to revisit his human life. All that he’d found there was the
illusion of a girl that he thought had loved him and the painful
memory of her deceiving him, leading him to his death at the hands
of the very man staring up at him now. Abaddon had nearly beaten
him to death after finding the girl he’d searched heaven and earth
for, in his killer’s arms.

Abaddon had just enough restraint left
to wait for the little deceiver to wake up before he killed his
murderer. The only part he hadn’t worked out yet was what he would
do with her. Through all his pain there was the smallest shred of
love lingering and that love that hadn’t died when all else had
still remained, still kept her alive, saved her from his
wrath.

“I don’t care if you kill
me. But please, I beg you to listen to me.”

“You have nothing to say
that I care to hear,” Abaddon said, wanting so badly to reach out
and break the man’s neck.

“There is a great evil in
this world, an old evil, one that possessed me. He was the one that
killed you, not me!”

“Lies!” Abaddon
roared.

“Truth. It is the truth
and Ally is innocent. She has nothing to do with this,” the man
said, his chest heaving under the exertion of breathing.

“She has everything to do
with this,” Abaddon said, waving his hands the length of his body,
pointing to his wings, his canines, everything that separated him
from the flesh of the living.

“Torture me, kill me, but
hear me out first.”

“You deserve nothing!”
Abaddon said, clenching his jaw.

“Drink my blood and know
the truth.”

Abaddon’s anger flared, threatening to
lash out. “You disgust me. I promise you I will never take a drop
of your murderous blood into my body. But you will die.”

“It’s the only way to know
the truth, to see for yourself that what I’m saying isn’t a
lie.”

Abaddon turned back to the girl. With
a sadistic grin he said, “Is that so? I’ll taste her and find
out.”

As he dipped his head, Abaddon was
seized from behind.

“No!” the man
screamed.

Abaddon easily flung him off, kicking
him in the ribs knowing those bones were still broken. He watched
the man writhe in pain, gasping for air, trying to work through the
new pain Abaddon inflicted on him.

“Your teeth…are…venomous.
You cannot bite…her. It will…kill her.”

Suddenly, Abaddon felt a soft hand
grasp his. Jerking his hand away as though scorched by the touch,
he turned to look down at the girl, her green eyes wide, staring up
at him.

As they locked gazes, Abaddon’s heart
seized up tight in his chest. Since discovering the two of them
together, he’d had mere hours to formulate how he’d torture her
without killing her. He could never kill her. But the pain he felt,
the pain stabbing through him now was so fresh, so overwhelming,
Abaddon didn’t know how to ease it.

“Michael….” the girl said,
her voice barely above a whisper.

Abaddon could feel his lips peeling
back, flashing his teeth at her. She didn’t flinch, only reached
her hand out to him.

“No! Liar! Betrayer!”
Abaddon screamed.

He wanted her to feel the same pain he
was feeling. He wanted to bring her to the brink of insanity only
to pull her back out of it and have her relive it all over
again.

“You will suffer,” Abaddon
said, his fingers biting harshly into the girl’s shoulders. He
pulled her around to face his killer, the one she was in league
with the entire time. He ignored the sharp gasp she gave. Was she
shocked at the damage he’d exacted on his murderer? Was the girl
hurt by it? Everything within Abaddon hoped so.

“You’ll watch me kill
him,” Abaddon said, bringing both his hands to rest on either side
of her face, gently applying pressure, forcing himself not to
squeeze her too tight.

“No!” the girl shouted,
squirming under his hold.

Abaddon watched his killer look up at
them through bruised and swollen slits. It wasn’t fair, really. The
man was so near death now, it would be a mercy to kill him. But
Abaddon didn’t want him to die too quickly.

“Oh yes. I’m paying you in
kind,” Abaddon said.

“You can’t,” the girl
pleaded.

“Yes, I can and I will,”
Abaddon said, throwing her back to the bed. Advancing towards his
killer, Abaddon felt tiny hands slip around his ankle.

He looked down. The girl at his feet
looked up at him with great fear on her face.

“He’s your
brother.”


Chapter Two

 


Ally

 


Fear was something Ally had grown all
too familiar with. Fear for those she loved, fear for the world,
fear of the Devourer who lay in wait to demolish all that was left
of goodness. Her present fear was for the life of Marik. Michael
had beaten him to the brink of death. And fear was something she
was ready to let go of.

“Michael, I’m begging you,
listen to me,” Ally said, clutching onto his ankle.

Ally couldn’t help from flinching at
the look of hate Michael cast in her direction. She watched his
narrowed eyes trail down from her gaze to the brand on her forearm.
The name ABADDON caught his attention. Ally was no more ready to
call Michael, the boy she’d loved, Abaddon, than she was ready to
accept that she truly was Azrael.

If she acknowledged that, those two
kids from long ago known simply as Ally and Michael would truly be
gone forever. Ally knew she was clinging to the past, clinging to
the hope that that sweet boy she’d grown up with was buried
somewhere within this new man creation she stared up at.

“Get up,” Michael said
through gritted teeth.

His hands circled around her wrists.
She didn’t cower from him. Ally looked at him with pleading eyes.
Marik was innocent, a puppet used by the Devourer at her mother’s
encouraging. Ally was another pawn in this twisted game of life and
death, but looking into Michael’s eyes, seeing the hate and
confusion he was drowning in, how would she ever convince him? How
would Ally ever get him to believe her?

In the few moments they had together,
Ally could only imagine what Michael thought at seeing her and
Marik in each other’s arms.

Michael had died. Marik was there for
her. He picked her back up in one of the darkest times of her life
and gave her light. Marik brought back the only glimpse of sunshine
she would ever see again. How could she hate Marik for that? She
couldn’t. All Ally could do was love him for it.

“Michael, I know you are
in there somewhere,” Ally said, while daring to weave her fingers
through his.

Michael ground his teeth together,
flinched and then did the strangest thing.

He untangled his fingers gently from
hers and brought his hands down around her waist, then closing his
eyes, he began circling her around the room.

Ally watched a crimson tear slide down
his cheek. She held her breath and allowed him to spin her around
the room. Through his anger, his confliction, Michael was…dancing
with her.


Chapter Three

 


Michael
Abaddon

 


The girl had thrown herself at his
feet, begged him to spare his murderer’s life. The anger lancing
through him was so great Abaddon was sure he would explode, lose
control. And while he meant to inflict pain on the girl, he had no
intention of doing it physically. He had other plans, plans that
entailed challenging her sanity, breaking her heart as she’d broken
his. But she was testing him, trying his fragile
patience.

From where the girl was
positioned, Abaddon saw once again the name, his name that was branded onto her
delicate white skin reminding him that they were two halves of the
same whole. And it angered him. Made him furious to see the painful
reminder.

He’d spent so many sleepless nights
tossing and turning, worried for the girl’s life. And the only
thing that gave him comfort was the memory of her. He would look at
the brand on his arm, the one that spelled her name, Azrael, and
all he could think was that she was out there alone, frightened,
and that she had been made for him. He dreamt of the day he would
find her. He would protect her, comfort her, love her.

Abaddon had been so petrified that his
killer would harm her, there were times he could scarcely breathe.
He’d nearly driven himself mad, tore entire towns apart in pursuit
of her. And to think while he was trying to understand what he was,
and what she would hopefully embrace from him, the girl had spent
her days and nights with the very man that had killed
him.

Abaddon dragged the girl to her feet,
his fingers biting cruelly into her wrists. He allowed the girl to
free her hands of his. The girl’s strength was nothing to his. He
could crush her. She was weak in comparison. What could she
possibly do to Abaddon that she hadn’t already done?

But then she did something that evoked
a feeling he wasn’t prepared for, another memory from his human
life flashing through his fractured mind.

Michael worked up the
courage to talk Uncle Argyle into allowing Ally to go to the prom.
Of course he wouldn’t be going. He was only being employed as her
ride to and from. He hoped he would be rewarded now by the sight of
her.

“I’ll be home sometime
late tonight,” Michael said as he bent to kiss his grandma on the
cheek.

“Be careful.”

Michael grabbed the keys
off the counter. Jumping into the Jeep, he turned the ignition on
and pulled out.

Driving down Blainey
Hallow, Michael thought only of Ally. Everywhere he looked, he saw
Ally. Everything he did, he saw Ally. At night when sleep finally
took him, all he dreamt of was her. Ally, Ally, Ally.

There was two years’
difference in their ages. She was eighteen. He was twenty. He’d
hung back for her. Michael didn’t want to suffocate her. He wanted
her to grow up and have a full life. His feelings for her had grown
significantly over the years. When Ally turned sixteen, Michael
took notice of how she was turning into a woman. But she was a
minor and he loved her too much to take anything away from her. So
he watched her always but loved her from a distance. Michael
sometimes wondered if she knew, if she suspected he had feelings
for her.

His thoughts had
distracted him and in a few minutes he found himself pulling into
her driveway.

Parking the Jeep, Michael
jumped out and walked up on the front porch. His knock was met by
Argyle answering the door.

“Ally,” Argyle yelled over
his shoulder, “Michael’s here.”

Michael held his breath.
He didn’t want his face to portray what he was feeling, especially
to overprotective Argyle. Michael had barely talked him into
letting her go.

“Have her back by
11PM.”

“Absolutely. Yes, sir,”
Michael said. He could hear her footsteps approaching the
door.

Argyle backed out of the
doorway to allow Ally through.

“Don’t make me regret
allowing you to go, Ally. You are to go to the dance, and leave
with Michael. Do you understand?”

Michael turned away, not
wanting to embarrass Ally. He could hear her before he actually saw
her.

“Thank you so much Uncle
Argyle! I promise I’ll be good and I’ll come home just as soon as
the dance is over.”

Michael heard her rustle
out of the doorway. He turned, sucking in a deep breath.

“Thanks for taking me,
Michael,” Ally said. He heard her, but he felt time stand
still.

He was used to seeing Ally
in neutral colors, little makeup and honestly, he was pretty sure
she’d look good in anything. But the vision before him now almost
crippled him.

On her porch, Ally stood
looking at him with a coy smile. Her dark hair was pinned up, and
several stray curls had escaped her neatly coiled bun, brushing
against her bare shoulders. She wore a flaming red dress that stole
Michael’s breath away.

The scarlet fabric clung
onto Ally like a second skin, gripping tightly around her waist and
then flowing out at the bottom elegantly. She’d really kicked it up
a notch or a thousand.

Michael cleared his
throat, trying to regain his composure. “Ready?”

“Am I ever!” Ally said,
pulling up her hem, descending the steps in heels like a trained
pro.

****

Michael picked Jessica and
Dave up. It gave him comfort that Ally would have friends there
with her, but the thought of her dancing with another
boy…

Michael dropped them off
and told himself that he’d come back in a few hours to pick them
up, but when he went to pull out of the school parking lot, he
found that he couldn’t budge.

He sat parked there for
two solid hours waiting for her prom to end. He’d braced himself to
hear about how wonderful a time they’d had, how many guys Ally
danced with. The thought turned his stomach with jealousy. He
couldn’t betray himself. He gripped his steering wheel, his
knuckles turning white from the pressure.

Was it even fair of him to
assume that they might have a future together? Would Ally ever
think of him as anything other than a friend? Doubts began to
circle through his mind. He needed to wait until she graduated. He
would tell her then how he felt and see if she felt or could feel
the same way.

Michael had been lost in
his thoughts but was brought back at the sound of Ally knocking on
his window.

He jumped out and circled
the Jeep. Ally’s face was red, no doubt by all the dancing she’d
done. Dave climbed in the back as Michael opened the rear passenger
door for Jessica and then opened the front passenger door for
Ally.

Michael knew they all
talked about the dance, reliving it over and over again the entire
way home. He didn’t hear them, only thought of Ally and how mad he
was with himself. He would’ve given anything to be her date, to be
the guy she wanted to dance with. Their ages separated them, and
Michael could think of no time since they’d known each other that
he’d been more irritated at that fact than right now. He managed to
give a mechanical smile every now and then, pretending to
listen.

After he dropped the twins
off, it left him and Ally alone in the Jeep.

He pulled down Blainey
Hollow. Only a few minutes left until he would drop Ally off, then
go home and lie awake thinking of her. Remembering the vision she
was tonight. Thinking of her full lips, the way her red dress clung
to her, her smiling up at him. But none of it was for him. They
were just friends. Michael wondered: if Ally knew how he really
felt, would she have been so carefree and easygoing with him as
she’d been tonight, as she always was?

“Michael, did you go to
your prom?” Ally asked, pulling Michael from his thoughts as he
pulled into her driveway.

“Um,” Michael shook his
head. “No.”

“What! Why in the world
wouldn’t you go to your own prom? It’s the only time you get to do
something like that. It’s like a rite of passage, the end of high
school, almost near to the big finish,” Ally said, her lips
twisting into a smile.

“I didn’t have a date,”
Michael said, his voice low.

“Well I didn’t have one
either, but it didn’t stop me from going.”

“True, but you had Dave
and Jessica with you.”

“Oh now I just think
you’re making excuses,” Ally said, her voice playful.

Michael smiled to himself.
She had no idea. He watched her play with the knobs on his
radio.

“What’s the station Uncle
Argyle always listens to?” Ally said under her breath.

“What are you doing?”
Michael asked as he watched her blow away a loose strand of hair
that made its way to her eyes.

“Ah-ha! That’s it,” Ally
said, turning in her seat to look at Michael. “Come on.”

Michael watched her get
out of his Jeep and walk over to his side. He glanced at the clock
in the dashboard. 10:50PM. Ten minutes to spare.

Ally opened his
door.

“I said come on,” Ally
said, grabbing his hands from the steering wheel, pulling him from
the Jeep towards her.

“What are you doing?”
Michael said again, his voice barely above a whisper. He was afraid
Ally would detect what this was doing to him.

“You may’ve not gone to
your prom, but that doesn’t mean it’s too late. Dance with me,”
Ally said. Her smile, her bright eyes, her innocence, they all held
him captive.

There under the moonlight,
he pulled Ally into his arms, and they danced to
“Unchained Melody”.

His fear of Argyle
catching them was driven out by the overwhelming feel of Ally so
near him. He circled his arms around her, his hands pressing into
the small of her back while she tucked her head under his chin. Her
silky hair brushed against him. The feel of the soft fabric of her
dress was all that separated them, and while Ally may’ve been
dancing with a friend, Michael was dancing with someone who meant
so much more than that to him.

As the soft,
heart-wrenching tune drifted in and around them, Michael savored
the moment of dancing with the love of his life. The last line of
the song resonated within him. ‘God speed your love to
me’.

Abaddon came back to the present. He’d
had a memory from his human life, one where he was dancing with the
girl. She’d been so small in his arms, so weak and fragile. So
innocent. He pulled away from her.

He took notice of the black dress she
wore now, so unlike the beautiful red dress she wore all those
nights ago. It was tattered, the black satin ripped and torn,
reminding him of the stain on his heart.

Abaddon struggled to believe that the
girl from his memories and the girl who looked up at him with
fright in her eyes now were one and the same.

He looked at his hands. They were
trembling.

“What am I? Who am I?”
Abaddon asked.

“You’re my boy,” a woman
said from the doorway. “That’s who you are.”


Chapter Four

 


Ally

 


“Grandma Blackwell….” Ally
said, shocked.

Ally watched, stunned, as Grandma
Blackwell walked through the door like she had no fear of the
supernatural beings before her.

“How?” Ally asked, her
voice barely above a whisper. When Michael died Uncle Argyle drove
down to Florida to deliver the worst kind of news one ever could.
He’d driven back, reporting that Grandma Blackwell was riddled with
dementia. There was no point in telling her and Ally remembered
thinking ‘what a blessing’. That in such a devastating and
debilitating disease, there could actually be mercy in not having
your mind or wits about you to realize the one you loved most in
this world no longer belonged to it.

Ally watched Michael size Grandma
Blackwell up, his eyes assessing if she were a threat.

“Michael, she’s your
grandmother. She’s your family, she raised you,” Ally said in a
hurry, praying that he could comprehend what that meant.

“Who are you?” Michael
asked.

“I’m your grandmother,
that’s who. And this is my house, the house I raised you in,”
Grandma Blackwell said. Ally watched her gaze roam over the place,
her eyes narrowing at the sight of Marik.

“What have you done to
this man?” she asked, looking back at Michael.

Ally sucked a breath in between her
teeth. Marik was a sore subject for Michael. She needed to save
them both.

She watched Michael’s mouth part, as
though he were going to say something
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