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My world changed overnight

Literally overnight. On my birthday. When I met him. The man who told me he was my guardian angel and would protect me from the evil beings trying to get me.

It was all so new to me... 

I wasn’t certain of anything. 

Except... my feelings for him. 

It would be a mistake to fall for a man I barely knew. 

And not just any old guy either. 

An angel. 

A fallen angel...
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Chapter 1
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Dante

“Hey man, look at this stash.” Zeek cooed. 

His eyes flickered from the luminous green he sported as he started to shift back from being a reptilian demon. Thank God, too, I was getting sick of his scaly skin. But scaly skin had brought us in a wicked stash. 

Blood diamonds, actual blood diamonds. Not the worthless stones people used in the human realm for special occasions, but the sort that could be used to forge a weapon and make the wielder of the said weapon formidable. 

Not that I needed it. I still had my angelic powers. 

They never left me like I had expected them to when I was cast out of heaven. 

I pushed the memory aside. 

It was still hard for me to accept I was considered nothing more than a fallen angel. Those loathsome creatures who served evil. 

I was not that. 

There was nothing like me, and I took pride in it. 

Zeek set the bag of diamonds on the table and took out a few. They glowed a dark red. The darker the color, the better. 

“This will definitely be worth the hassle we’ve had to put up with over the last few months.” I smiled.

Zeek nodded in agreement. We’d lost a lot of men. 

We travelled between the realms collecting priceless items, and sometimes collecting people that were hard to capture the usual way. 

I guess I would accept the term bounty hunters. Or mercenaries. I would be either depending on the price. 

Fallen angel though? Fuck no.

Those assholes wouldn’t know where to find a clue even if they were given one. Put simply, they followed sheep. 

“What now?” Zeek took a breath and his skin flickered back to normal. 

Normal as in he looked similar to me. Like a man. He was a shape-shifter who could have taken on any form he wanted, but he chose to look like a man. A man with shoulder length blonde hair, dark eyes, and a full beard. 

In all the hundreds of years I’d known him, I’d never asked if that was the real him. His real self. I still thought it would be rude. Definitely rude since he was the one who saved me from withering away into nothing. 

“I don’t know. We should take it to the mages, get them to imbue it so it can’t be tracked then we can forge the weapons. Hopefully save some of our guys.” 

I wanted my guys armed with these weapons. As a leader I owed it to them to give them the best. 

“The Mages? Really? After you seriously pissed her off.” 

I smiled at the memory of the beautiful Aurora. The mage who thought she could tie me down. Poor thing, and what was worse was she tried to curse me, but magic didn’t work on me. It never would. 

The only thing that could harm me in any way was a wraith. Those demons, filled with pure darkness and evil, were the only thing that could touch me, and touch me they did, but something inside me was powerful enough to resist the darkness. 

Just not powerful enough to resist it all.

Without warning I expanded my wings and Zeek jumped backwards. 

“Holy shit! I wish you would warn me before you do that.” 

“Why? Does it scare you?” I laughed.

It was only a matter of time. Didn’t matter how long. 


It would happen though...just like the Order said. The seers at the Order were never wrong. 


My wings were black at the tips now. 

Soon all my feathers would darken, not just in color but in essence too. 

And I would become a wraith. 

The half demon, half angel soulless creatures that drifted between realms causing destruction. 

I didn’t know how long I had. It could be as much as a hundred years, could be less. But it would happen.


That was why I’d been cast aside like shit. 

I didn’t live in Dominus like the other sentinels. 

All my years of good, of hard work, and that was what I got. 


“Of course, it doesn’t scare me. I just wished you’d give some warning. Maybe ring a bell. Something along those lines.” He huffed and shook his head.

“She liked my wings.” I retracted them and smiled. “And other parts of me too.” 

“Sinful bastard, you give us a bad name.” 

“Oh please, like you’re some saint. We take the diamonds to the mages tonight. Then leave for Uzbekistan in two days. Ralph said he saw the Dragt demon among the vampire clan there. We’ll need those weapons if we’re gonna go up against a demon of that strength and level.” 

“And, how much is the order paying us?” Zeek narrowed his gaze at me, knowing the bullshit answer I was about to hit him with. 

“A teleportation stone.” 

“So, the payment is just for you?” 

“And a hundred thousand dollars. You guys can have that to split five ways.” 

Zeek’s mouth dropped. “Seriously, what? How? Why? You don’t want the money. That could do some serious stuff in the human realm.” 

I shook my head. 

“No. I just want the stone.” That stone meant more to me than anyone could ever begin to imagine. Foolishly, I still believed in the damn prophecy that said if I could get to Kolai –the realm between the ethers – before it completely disappeared, I’d be able to save myself. Teleportation stones only worked there, because they were from there. 

My plan was to get there and teleport to just before the wraith demon attacked me. 

It was over two hundred years ago now. I got that prophecy from a seer ten years ago when I rescued a young witch. The reward was the prophecy. It sent me on a wild goose chase that saw me collecting items from every realm. The teleportation stone, which those bastards at the Order had, was the last thing. I’d collected five items so far. 

A phoenix feather, tears from a mermaid, the soul of an empath, a Beleric dragon’s tooth, and the heart of a griffin. 

The stone was the sixth and the final piece. 

I didn’t plan to go back to being a sentinel, the grandiose warrior class of angels. No. That ship had sailed for me and I wanted no part in it. 

What I wanted was to not fade into the darkness and become a wraith. 

I would still continue to live in Picchus because it suited, and I would never abandon my men. They were friends who had stood by me always. 

Neo rushed into the room, his features troubled. 

“Dante, I need you out here now. There’s a guy who says he knows you.” 

I straightened up and looked him over. “Everybody knows me. Who the fuck is it?” 

“Something’s off about this guy. His eyes are gold like...” 

“A sentinel?” My eyes widened. 

Neo nodded.

I pushed past him and rushed out into the waiting area where we met clients. 

A man as tall and muscular as me stood by the window, back turned to me as he focused on the rock formation outside. The first sun was setting, and it cast a glow over the largest moon. People thought Picchus worked like a planet, but it didn’t. It was more like a mass of wasteland that hung between the realms. A little like Kolai; neither here, nor there.

It was fine for the likes of me and mine. No one messed with us here, and we didn’t mess with anyone else we came across. 

The place was like a hub for thieves, and like the average thief or big bad, we had a code of honor among us. 

The man didn’t need to turn for me to know who he was. 

This man had once been my brother in arms. My commander, my strength. 

But that was a very long time ago, and he was part of a life I wanted no part of.

“Malachi,” I breathed. 

Malachi turned to face me, eyes gold, skin with that ethereal appearance even though he’d toned it down to be here. His full presence would have most likely killed Zeek and Neo, and anyone in the back office that had demon blood. 

“Hello brother.” He had the audacity to smile. 

“Don’t fucking call me that. Brother? Really? Why are you here?” 

He looked hurt. 

I could have laughed. I really could have laughed and had to wonder if he looked that way too when I was being cast out of heaven.

He did nothing to stop it from happening. Nothing at all. 

“We need you.” He turned fully, and I could see his armor under his raven cloak. The same dark color as his hair. 

It was the only similarities we had as children when we were human. This man had been my brother when we were chosen to be sentinels and he’d been my brother in life, too. 

And death. We died in the crusades, fighting the cause of Christ. 

“Get out. Get the fuck out.” I balked. I didn’t normally lose my cool, but it had been awhile since I saw my brother, and last time was not good. 

Last time was that God awful day I would never forget. The day when everything changed for me and I had to stand in front of all the Archangels and their Sentinel armies of Heaven to get my sentence. 

As if I had done something wrong. It was to decide on whether I, the tainted sentinel should be allowed to remain amongst them. 

As Archangel Gabriel, our head commander, literally cast me out, I’d looked to Malachi, my brother who stood before me now, and took in the look of disappointment on his face. 

That disappointment was down to the fact that I decided to take on the demon by myself. That was it, and because of that he’d decided to leave me to the lions. 

“We need you, Dante.” He said again in that calm demeanor, then his eyes changed to the blue color they were when we were human. 

The brightness in his skin receded too, giving him a more human tone. Now he looked more like the man he’d been when I trusted him. When I had trusted him and agreed to go wherever he went because he was my brother. 

“Don’t.” I shook my head. 

“I have to. This is happening.” To my greatest shock he put out his right arm and I could see through it. 

See through — as in see through. Clear, opaque. 

“What the hell?” 

“A spell has been cast on us. It attacked the sentinels.” 

“How? Nothing can touch us. Except wraiths.” 

“Yes, that’s what we thought too. But we were wrong. Something happened that nobody knows. There was a day that no one remembers. It was like the realms went to sleep and whoever did this came out to play. 

“Fuck, what? What do you mean? You’re talking in riddles. That never happened here.” 

“Correction, nothing happened to you.” 

“What does that mean?” 

His expression grew worried, quite worried. Nothing could worry a sentinel because there wasn’t anything we couldn’t do. But he looked worried. 

“The hell god, Razul. His acolytes are trying to break him free from his prison in the underworld. If that happens it will bring about the apocalypse. In this state we won’t exist to stop it. The other angels will not be able to stop it, and evil won’t just take over the earth, it will be all the realms too. Everywhere.”

“Where do I fit in? If there’s a spell on sentinels, I’m affected too.” Had to be. 

He shook his head. “Not you. No. We think it’s the wraith essence in you. It’s fighting whatever is attacking us.” 

“And what would dearest Gabriel want me to do?” I couldn’t hide the sarcasm in my tone even though I knew it was disrespectful.

“Dante. I know you are very bitter, and you have every reason to be. But please try and cast your anger aside.” 

“I don’t want to talk about that.” I snapped. “Answer the damn question.” 
I wished he would because I was dying from the suspense. 
“There’s a woman. We think she’s a witch in the making. She was supposed to be one of your charges. One of the guardians found out Balmora was looking for her.” 

Balmora? 

God in heaven, not her. The sorceress only presented herself if she had something worthwhile to gain. She was one of the followers of Razul. 

“What does she want with her?” 

“We don’t know. Whatever it is we’ll find out tomorrow when the girls powers come into fruition.” 

“How old is she?” Witches powers tended to come in at various ages. I couldn’t remember if it was eighteen or twenty one.

“Twenty-eight. She should have had her powers years ago, but her ancestors delayed it.” 

“Why?” 

“Now that is the very question we have.” 

“I don’t have charges anymore Malachi. I don’t do that shit anymore.”  I shook my head and ran my hands through my thick dark locks.

“You will want this one, because she holds the key to that which you seek.” His voice sounded faint and weak. In an instant he shuffled back to his sentinel presence. Seemed like he was stronger at full power mode. 

“How do you know what I seek?” 

“We always know. I always know. You want to go back in time and prevent yourself from becoming possessed by the wraith. If you do this you will succeed.” 

To my shock he reached into his pocket and tossed me a red stone. 

I caught it and held it up to the light. I dared not think it was what I wanted it to be. 

“What is this Malachi?”

“The teleportation stone that you seek.” 

This was it. This was the last item on my list. 

The other items were so hard to come by. 

Very hard, and painful to my heart. 

The soul of the empath and tears from a mermaid were items I got in one go. 

I was after the mermaid when I happened upon the empath who was trying to save her from me. 

The empath was a priest. His order had been charged with protecting special creatures. Special creatures like her who were being hunted for their tails by an old sea captain who wanted the gift of immortality. 

Mermaid magic came from their tails. In the sea mermaids had magic, once on land they would take human form in every aspect. 

Seeing I meant no ill will he allowed me to join forces with him and I helped save a whole colony of mermaids. But disaster struck when one of the captain’s men broke into their hideaway and killed him. 

Before he died, he gave me his soul. The mermaid he’d been trying to save cried and gave me her tears, the only other thing that contained magic because of the rarity of it. Mermaids did not cry because it stole part of their essence.

That was just one of my encounters. There were so many more stories like that. Stories in line with me collecting my rare and hard to find items, and others that were not. But equally as painful. I’d watched people die, people I couldn’t save. 

People I couldn’t heal. 

I might have been able to walk like a sentinel, talk like one too, act like one and I still retained some of the magic I once had. 

But, the darkness in me stole away from all the things I used to be able to do. Like heal. I couldn’t heal people anymore, and I’d lost the gift of foresight.

That was why I’d took on the mission to fix me. 

The soul of the empath and the mermaid tears were the first items I collected and the first time I’d had hope in years. 

And here I was with the last item. 

“Gift from Gabriel.” Malachi nodded.

“I don’t get it.” I didn’t. 

“If you help a way will be provided for you to go to Kolai.” 

“Why in the hell can’t he just help me properly by curing me?” 

“We don’t have that power. Those sorts of things require too much technicalities and will cause a rippling effect we won’t be able to control. Going to Kolai is the only way because that way you control your destiny.” 

“Fine, so that means I can go now right?” 

“Dante, didn’t you notice something?” He frowned.

I shook my head. “Your prophecy stated that Kolai will appear before you when you are in possession of all six items and you are pure of heart.” 

I pressed my lips together. Sure enough I had all six items, but ... 

It looked like I didn’t quite meet the criteria to be pure in heart.

“The woman. If you save her, she will provide the path for you to be pure in heart.” 

My brows snapped together. I couldn’t believe it. After all I’d done. I still had to do more. 

I wasn’t sure what to believe or think.

“Is this some trick to get me to help?” 

“You may have fallen prey to human ways of thinking, and matters of the flesh, but dear brother you know I cannot lie. And I have no desire to.” He smiled at me. “Only the pure of heart can find Kolai. You will not be that until you save the girl.”

“How will she make me pure of heart?”

He looked uncomfortable again. “There are some things we shouldn’t know, but maybe this will help. The woman wasn’t just a charge. She was also your soul mate.” 

“What? That makes no sense. We don’t have soul mates. There’s nothing like that for us.” 

“I know, this was however a special case. You should have met her before you died in the human realm. The magic her ancestors casted messed with that happening. Her blood line became unpredictable. That was why she was born in this time.” 

I looked at him in complete disbelief. I’d never heard anything like that before. 

I couldn’t even conceive the idea of me having a soul mate let alone this whole bloodline thing. 

“How did we not know about something like that, and why would her ancestors do that?”

“I know I’m beginning to sound like a broken record but we don’t know. We think her ancestors had something to hide.” 

“Witches.” I hissed. They always had something to hide, but this was a bitch of a thing to hide. 

“We traced her to the Mage Clan of the Woodland Realm.”

I frowned. Aurora was part of that clan. We had a lot of dealings with the mages. I wonder how in the hell they’d forgotten to tell me my soul mate was part of their clan. 

“They don’t know.” Malachi said. He’d read my mind. “This is old magic. Something only their Elders would know more about.” 

“Elders who can keep things from the host of heaven.”

“Unfortunately it appears that there are many like that. We never saw this thing with Razul coming.  If he escapes everything will be a loss. Game over.”

“I don’t know how I’m supposed to do this. It normally takes a whole host of sentinels to fight a sorceress. I’m ...” I didn’t know if I was powerful enough to do it. 

But, like hell I was interested to try. 

“Dante. It doesn’t matter what happened to you. You’re a sentinel. There is no one like you. A normal angel would have turned into a wraith well before now. You are the only one strong enough to stop whoever is trying to release Razul. Go to the Mages. They will know more.” 

I blinked several times, trying to process that. 

“That woman...she’s no mere witch.” Balmora wouldn’t have gone after a mere witch.

“I think there’s more at work here. But I simply don’t know what. Now please, you have to find her, and follow the path she needs to take.” His eyes blazed with fire. “Find her and maybe you can save us all. But, above all else you must keep her safe. Think of the end result if you’re successful.”

The end result. 

Not becoming a wraith demon. Wasn’t that what I’d wanted all these long years?

Find the girl, my soul mate, and she’d show me the path to being pure of heart...

“What’s her name?” 

“Alyssa.” 
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Chapter 2
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Alyssa

Happy birthday to me.

Last birthday I was in The Dominican Republic sunbathing on the beach. That glorious white sand was perfect and I Iay on it all day. Doing nothing. 

It was a gift from my father. 

This year I was here. At work. 

Nope, not because my family hadn’t insisted on giving me a great gift, but because I was a damn workaholic. 

I’d become a loser. The kind who wouldn’t even take the day off for her birthday. I was all of twenty eight years old today and instead of going out partying with my friends –at least – I thought it would be more fun to hang out with a few stacks of books at the grand law library at Georgetown University. 

I’d also gone ahead and done the very lame thing of rescheduling my birthday dinner with my best friends. 

Lame, lame, laaaame.

At least I’d bought myself a slice of Victoria sponge cake today at lunch and I’d ordered some Chinese take away earlier when it looked like I was going to be here all night. Again.

I swear everyday this damn job got harder. 

Every, single, day. It wasn’t supposed to be hard. It just was. All I had to do was catalogue the new books and make sure the old ones that were borrowed were put back to where they’d come from. 

Simple. 

Not. 

Nope, not when the catalogue references for the returned books were missing and I had no idea where the books came from. So that would give me the task of locating the title on the university library database. Again, probably a simple task if the computers didn’t crash every fifteen minutes. 

I hated it here. This was supposed to be my cushion job. 

I was no librarian, but I knew how to work in a library. I’d worked at the British Library when I lived with my father in England, and the Smithsonian Museum when I came back to the states. That was me making use of the history minor I’d taken alongside my marketing degree.

I should have just stayed at the Smithsonian. Instead I decided that taking a part-time job at Georgetown would be best. For the hours.

The irony in that was the whole part-time was a farce, a label to lure in someone like me and make them work longer than full time hours. 

That was my boss’ doing. An attempt to save money. He was a prick  but what was worse were the students. 

Georgetown, home of aspiring students who wanted to take over the world with their talents and in the process drive the administrative staff crazy.

They may have been intelligent and aspiring when it came to what they were studying, but they were all evil creatures in my eyes. 

The students were disorganized and expected to be spoon-fed with everything. They couldn’t even return a book in the condition they got it in. 

It was the kind of behavior I expected from children. Not adults. 

I was the librarian’s assistant. But, I definitely did more than assist. 

At least at the Smithsonian there was a sort of respect people showed. It made the job easier. Easier than this. 

One more year and I would be out of this joint. 

I had an advertising company which had just secured a few contracts. Contracts that would help my business climb the ladder of success. 

When that happened, I’d leave. 

It was the reason why I left the Smithsonian last year, but I left too soon. It was the wrong time, and I didn’t have enough experience. I got one good contract with a new designer label and thought I’d made it big. I thought it would put me on the map, but I didn’t realize how fierce competition could be. 

A year from now would be when I knew I’d be ready to spread my wings and really fly. Soar into the clouds of success. 

So, I might have been lame today on my special day but it was for a good cause. That was what I would hold on to.

Next year’s birthday would be even more special and hopefully I would have accomplished all my goals. 

Maybe next year I could frolic on the beach of somewhere amazing like Brazil, or The Seychelles. 

Anywhere like that would do just fine. Until then I would eat more cake and suck up this year. Put it on the shelf of one of those things I had to do to get to where I wanted to be. 

“Hey pretty lady.” Cooed a voice I knew all too well. 

I turned around in my chair to see Darius leaning over the counter, looking at me. His hair had that just got out of bed look I liked. I would never tell him that though, nor would I tell him I thought he was uber gorgeous. 

It would just make his head swell and probably fall off. 

“Can I do something for you?” I smiled and tried not to blush when he looked back at me with seduction oozing from his bright green eyes. 

“You certainly can.” 

He was a TA to Professor Weinburg, the head of the legal department. He was also the persistent man who’d been trying his hardest to get me to go out with him. For the last six months. 

“Are there some books you need?” I straightened up.

“Nope, but if there’s any books you think I need, I’d be happy to discuss that over dinner.” 

I laughed. He was still persistent. 

“I can’t.” That had always been my answer. 

“Why?” 

I shook my head. “I’m busy and I think it would be best if I didn’t go to dinner with you.” 

“Same answer as always.” He pretended to pout.

I laughed again. “Same as always.” 

“Okay, I will go away and change my tactics. Maybe you’ll say yes then.”

It wasn’t that I didn’t like him. He was absolutely of the likeable variety. One of the GQ types my friends and I swooned over. 

But that was all it was. 

I wanted more than looks. I got with Corry for his looks three years ago and that ended in a disaster. The man cheated on me every chance he got and broke my heart. Then, because he didn’t think I was broken enough, he went and broke my bank account too. 

He stole everything, and even tried to steal my business. Claiming it was his idea. 

Asshole. Thank God I knew the right people. My cousin, Preston, was a lawyer and he stopped him right in his tracks. 

Taught me a lesson though. One I’d never, ever forget. 

One that showed people with beautiful faces could have ugly hearts. 

Not that I judged all men with the same caution. I was just more careful.

“Is that what you came here for tonight?” I raised a brow.

“No, that part was me trying to get lucky. I saw the lights on and wished for luck, but also, I wanted to check you were okay getting home. Your car still in the garage?” 

I nodded. The dreadful thing had given up on me last week. The whole engine needed to be pulled apart because there was a slow oil leak and a blockage that caused the car to overheat. 

It was so strange. The car got so hot I thought it was going to blow up. Then the heat busted the electronics and I couldn’t control it. I ended up crashing the car in a park. It ran off road and down the green and headed straight for a tree. Except, it just came to a vapid stop before it crashed into the tree. Like someone held it back. 

Crazy. Maybe the heat got to me and made me imagine it all. I didn’t know. 

“It’ll be in for the rest of the week.” 

“Sounds like it’s going to cost a bomb.” 

“Yes, it probably will with my luck.” 

“Well, I know a guy if you need to buy a new car at some point. My car’s also on offer if you need it.” 

Okay, that was sweet. Definitely sweet. 

“And what will you do?”

“Use my motorcycle.” He laughed. “It’s the very least I could do for you on your birthday.”

I’d been careful not to tell anyone it was my birthday because I didn’t like the fuss. Particularly, since I couldn’t celebrate like I wanted to.

“How did you find out?” I smiled.

“That part’s a secret. Happy birthday Alyssa.”

“Thank you.” 

“If you’re ready to go I can take you home now,” he offered. “If you don’t want dinner, we could get some birthday ice cream.”

It was eight. I should have left three hours ago, but most nights saw me hanging back here to get the work done. I hated doing that. It meant my personal work suffered. 

Also, it wasn’t appreciated. But if I didn’t do what I was doing I’d end up with triple the work tomorrow. The new scientific journals were also coming tomorrow so I’d have that to deal with too.

Better to stay. 

“I have to stay, at least for another couple of hours.” 

He frowned. “Alyssa, it’s not good to keep doing that. They’ll expect it and it’ll stop them from hiring more help.” 

“I know, but I couldn’t bare the extra stress from Tony.” He was my boss. An asshole of a man who loved to dish out orders. Stress from him was the part I wanted to avoid as much as humanly possible. 

It wasn’t worth it, because then he’d put me on some performance management plan for this stupid job. 

“You take care of you. I’m going to order a taxi for you in half an hour. You may not want to be my girl, but that won’t stop me from caring.” 

God, when he said things like that it was difficult not to give him a chance. 

“Thank you.” 

“Enjoy the rest of your birthday somewhere that’s not here.”  He winked at me then sauntered away. 

He was right. I did too much here. I looked at my desk and frowned. There was still a lot to be done. The stacks of books without catalogue references had piled up as the day wore on. I could maybe get through half of them if the computer could hack it, but I didn’t have my hopes up. 

A snapping sound caught my attention. 

Then footsteps. 

I was certain I was alone here. No one else had hung back. 

Did Darius come back?

There was a giggle. I was certain that was what I heard, but it made chills run down my spine, and heightened my senses. 

Another giggle sounded but it was more of a cackle. The way a witch would laugh in that exaggerated manner movies used for effect. 

But was real. 

I stood up and walked to where I’d heard the sound. There were more footsteps which echoed across the wooden floor. 

I stopped at the base of the stairs and looked up at Tony’s office, the door was open, and someone was inside. 

The cackle sounded again. 

Was this one of those times when I should just call security? 

I figured it had to be a student or someone like that. Maybe one of the other TA’s. 

Who would be in Tony’s office laughing? 

I walked up the stairs but stopped by the office door when I saw a willowy looking woman, dressed in black, black so dark it looked like smoke. Her long black hair flowed all the way down to her hips and swished as she glided past the shelf with Tony’s family pictures. 

“Fat bastard, don’t you think?” she teased. She didn’t look at me, but somehow, I could feel her gaze on me. “Men are such strange creatures. We love them and we hate them. At times it’s as if we can’t live without them. That is our downfall as women. Never let any man know you can’t live without him.”

“I’m sorry, who are you?” 

“Sorry? Are you sorry? And why?” Still she didn’t look at me. 

“Do you know Tony?” I decided to ignore the strange question. 

“In my world I’d feed him to the dogs for supper. He’d make good entertainment. I’d watch until they ate him right up and spat his bones out. For some strange reason though, I can’t get them to eat eyes. So, they’d leave that.” 

What kind of crazy had I ran into? 

“Look, I’m going to have to call security if you don’t tell me what you want.” 

“That is easy. Alyssa, I’m Balmora, and I’m looking for you.”

When she turned to face me, I froze. Froze from the shock of what I saw before me, and from the need to question my sanity. 

The woman’s face was covered in scales, like a dragon. Her eyes were black, but then they split into three, and holy fuck she had three pupils in each eye. 

I screamed and screamed again when she lunged for me, then stumbled over my own feet and fell backwards. 

“Get to the nearest window,” said an urgent voice in my head. 

A voice in my head? 

I didn’t have time to wonder if I’d heard right, the woman was coming at me full force. 

I screamed and found the strength to get up. Then I ran for all I was worth. 

I ran until I got to the end of the corridor and fucking hell, she suddenly appeared at the end of the passageway. 

Just like that.

And, she was floating in the air, hair billowing out like it was caught in the wind. So was the dress she wore but it didn’t look like a dress anymore. It looked like smoke. Black smoke, thick and tangible. Tangible enough to touch. 

“Fuck, get to the nearest window. Do it.” It was the voice again but this time it was harsher. And it wasn’t mine, or the thoughts that would somehow echo through my mind on a normal basis. 

It was a man’s voice. A man’s hard voice, speaking to my mind. 

“Come with me Alyssa. This will be so much easier if you just come with me.” Balmora called out.

“Get to the window!” The voice in my head spoke with more insistence.

As the woman floated toward me, I took the only option I felt best. I ran to the foyer. That was where the nearest window was, and it was open. Something sparkled in the night sky. Like a flash of light. 

There it was again, and again.

“Alyssa. Go, go to the window.”  The voice yelled. 

“Get out of her head!!” Balmora screamed, her voice sounded like crashing waves, the tone so hard it hurt my head. 

I ran to the window and looked back at her. She wasn’t far, but something was blocking her, stopping her from moving. Stopping her from getting me. Tears streamed down my cheeks and I wished like hell I’d gone with Darius. 

None of this shit would have happened to me. 

“Come on Alyssa, I can’t help you if you don’t come to me. I won’t be able to hold her back for much longer.”  The voice was a little calmer this time. Calm, but still urgent. 

“How?” I asked. As to who I was talking to, I didn’t know. 

I looked outside at the surroundings and saw the spark of light again. It was like white electricity. Like lightning but without the full punch. 

I was fifteen flights up and I didn’t know what I was supposed to do now. 

The screeching sounds Balmora made were terrifying, frightful sounds from a nightmare. 

“You have to jump.” The man said.

“Jump. Are you shitting me?” If anyone saw me now, they’d think I’d lost my mind and they’d call the cops. I was standing by a window talking to myself and crying. There would be no mistake about what people would think.

“Come on. Trust me. I will catch you. Please. Balmora is using magic that’s stopping me from getting to you. Only you can break through it.” 

“Magic, what?” I didn’t believe in anything like that. 

“Alyssa, look past the barrier and you will see me.”  

I looked but I couldn’t see anything. “I can’t see. Who are you?” 

“Your guardian angel. You believe in those right. Remember Grandma Elma, she taught you to believe in angels. She gave you that necklace you’re wearing now. The necklace is a talisman, it’s helping you. She prepared you for this very moment. So, please don’t let her down. If you don’t believe me, I need you to believe in her.” 

Telling me to believe in the woman who meant everything to me was enough of a trigger. 

My grandmother was everything. I believed in her so much if she told me to jump off a cliff I would. 

The screeching continued, getting louder, stronger, piercing through my body, my mind, my soul. 

It propelled me to climb up on the window ledge. And, somehow, I knew, as crazy as it was, I had to trust what the voice was telling me. I had to if I wanted to survive. And, somehow, I knew I had to survive. 

I had to. 

“Now Alyssa!” the man’s voice cried. 

As Balmora broke free of whatever barrier held her in place I jumped. 

Oh God I jumped. 

Out of the window...

My breath hitched in my throat making me swallow my scream. Just as I was certain I would hit the ground and die, die, die, strong, powerful hands grabbed hold of me, scooping me up and holding me against a steel chest. 

I squeezed my eyes shut as I soared up and up into the sky. 

Up and up I went and then a standstill. 

I opened my eyes and met the piercing dark eyes of a man with striking features, so handsome, beautiful even, that I wanted to stare. 

I couldn’t even begin to think of the craziness of this whole situation and here I was getting all weak kneed over a man. 

A man with...wings?

Bright white wings flapped out on either side of us, brilliant in their illumination but darkened by black tips. 

I was too stunned to think. Too stunned to do anything besides freak out.

But I wasn’t freaking out in the sense of screaming uncontrollably and bawling my eyes out. I was the other kind of freaked out. The kind where you were so shocked it rendered your body immobilized and useless. 

“Give her to me, tainted one.” Balmora. That was her speaking now. 

We were in the air, several thousand feet from the ground. So high in the sky the clouds surrounded us. 

She was here, too. I looked over my shoulder and saw her. That dark mass engulfed her and her awful, demonic face was the only thing I could see against the darkness of her and the night. 

“What kind of magic are you using these days Balmora.” The man asked. 

“That’s for me to know and you to find out. Give the girl to me now.” 

“No, I don’t think so. I’m keeping her for myself.” 

Balmora hissed and the sound was everywhere. 

“Hold on tight princess.” The man said to me. 

Waves of sound came at us all at once, along with a blast. It pushed me closer to the man and I circled my arms around his neck. 

When I did that something strange happened. It was like I knew him. 

I knew him, but how. 

How would I know him? 

Energy filled me, consuming my body. Heating me up everywhere. It was so strong I had to let go. 

My hands were on fire. Black and white flames leapt from my hand. It flickered from my hands the same way it did from the man’s wings. 

It grew in radiance and power and suddenly it surrounded the both of us. 

The energy balls that came from the two of us created a vibrant ball of fire the man threw at Balmora. The blast reminded me of the atomic bomb explosions I’d seen on documentaries.

Balmora screamed, then she wailed. 

I tried to look past the blast to see what was happening, but then it was like I was sucked into something and everywhere was gray. Gray like a nightmare. 

My head was spinning; spinning around and around like I was on one of those carnival rides. 

The man flew down to the ground and set me down. 

I however couldn’t stand up. My knees... 

They just gave and suddenly I was falling. 

He caught me in his arms and held me. 

“How did you do that?” he demanded. Although the lighting that surrounded us was awful, my eyes took in the sharp outline of his features. 

Features so sharp and perfect I had to reach out and touch his face. 

When my fingers graced the edge of his jaw, his name came to my mind, as if I’d known him all my life. 

“Dante,” I breathed. 

His eyes narrowed. 

Then I lost my mind and darkness surrounded me. 
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Chapter 3
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Dante
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“She knew my name,” I said to Aurora. 

She was standing over by the long castle windows gazing out into the dark expanse of nothingness that surrounded Catharis.

I hated this place. The Mage’s Castle. 

It was a place I rarely visited, and when I did visit, I’d always leave with something. Money for bringing a bounty, or just a good time given to me by the woman who stood in front of me. 

Today it was a refuge. A much needed refuge for an unconscious Alyssa, who was out cold in the bedroom down the hall. 

Out cold and starting to worry me because we’d been here for hours and she hadn’t stirred. 

“What else did Malachi tell you?” she spoke without looking at me, still pissed from last time because I left her bed without a word. 

The thing about her was she was always going to be about sex. 

A physical attraction and indulgence between a fallen one and a dark blooded being. 

That was all. 

“I told you everything.” I told her what she needed to know. The part about Alyssa being my soul mate was something I kept for me. No one else needed to know that. 

It was irrelevant to them. Everything else though was significant, and now I was seeing there was a lot more to this story than what Malachi said. 

That something I’d suspected off the bat. That Alyssa was no mere witch. She was something else.

Something brewed within my mind. I had an idea, and I hoped like hell I was wrong. 

Alyssa didn’t just know my name; she copied my powers. 

There weren’t many with the talent to do that. 

Balmora was sporting some serious magic; magic I wasn’t sure we could counter without causing some damage to the human world. And us. 

I was sure she could have hurt me. With Alyssa there it was like there was two of me. 

Much as I hated to accept that I didn’t fully get us out of danger I had to. 

“The Elders are on the way.” 

“Good, because they need to start talking. You people did something, don’t even lie to me.” 

I’d come here first to speak to her and do some research in the Book of Light.

These mages were the keepers of the book which contained the truth about every living soul in the human realm. Mages were the witch equivalent of what sentinels were to normal angels.

They had untold powers, and they had secrets. 

When I looked up Alyssa Forrester, I not only saw that her grandma Elma was the one and only Great Elder of the Northern Mages Clan, but there were parts of Alyssa’s history that had been erased. 

That was impossible. 

“Do not look at me like I could have known about this.” Aurora argued looking offended.

“You guys are always so secretive. What would make me think otherwise?” 

“I don’t keep secrets from you. You, of all people should know that.”

“I don’t trust anyone, Aurora. Whatever you feel for me has no bearing on that.” 

“Whatever, I feel for you? So, it’s confirmed you feel nothing for me.” 

She sat on the large wooden chair and eyed me dangerously. 

I smiled at the sternness of her demeanor. 

“Do you want me to upset you?” 

“No, and not especially since you seem to have a new toy.” Accusing eyes bore into me. She pushed her long blonde hair over her shoulder and pressed her lips together. 

“Not sure what you mean.” My smile widened. 

“If you were a normal angel you wouldn’t be thinking of all the ways you could get her naked.” 

I laughed, I wasn’t thinking that this very moment, but maybe about five minutes ago. I wasn’t fucking blind. The second I saw the body on Alyssa I wanted her straight away.

She had the kind of body that was made to drive men wild, and an angel in service either clip his wings or fall. 

Despite the craziness going on with Balmora on her heels I saw honey gold skin, flawless and perfect against the moonlight. Curves in all the right places, voluptuous breasts, full and round, ripe and tempting. Then that mass of dark brown hair billowing against the wind, making her bright blue eyes look all the more striking. 

I was definitely thankful I was no normal angel because I would be in some kind of trouble right about now, that I wouldn’t want to get myself out of. 

“I don’t plan to ever be normal,” I informed her. She of all people should have known that. “I think whatever the hell I want. So, you can stop reading my mind now.” 

She was reading me, and she was more pissed off than what she was showing. More pissed, and hurt. 

I’d never wanted to hurt her. Not ever. I may have acted like an ass ninety percent of the time, but I had a heart. The assholish ways were more down to my bitterness over my situation. Nothing more. 

“Do you have to be thinking about her now, right in front of me?” There. I would have been an idiot not to notice the hint of hurt that echoed in her tone. 

I moved closer to her and leaned in real close to her ear. She turned her face, so she could look right at me. 

“Aurora, you can do better than me, so do it. Now is not the time to be discussing my thoughts. Serious things are happening, and I have more questions than I had before.” 

She held my gaze, staring at me like she was considering what I was saying, then nodded. “Okay.” 

“Good, first up. The magic. Balmora was more powerful than I could have imagined. She put up a barrier I couldn’t get through. The only savior was the talisman Alyssa was wearing.” That was the only way I was able to reach her. From the outside I could feel the pulsing light of good magic, and tapped into it. “Then the sentinels. The curse on them. How is that possible and why isn’t God able to do something about it?” 

That was a stupid question. 

I knew that was a very stupid question. One I shouldn’t have been asking her. 

God would only get involved when it was absolutely necessary. That meant whatever was going on was something we could handle. 

Everyone who was involved just had to find a way. I might have been a fallen angel, but I knew facts and that was fact. No matter how disastrous the situation was. 

Or fucked up, like this one. 

Aurora looked even more tense. 

“Dante, only very powerful dark magic can do something so drastic. And... to my knowledge there’s only one source that I know of that can create magic like that.” 

“One source?” I narrowed my eyes. “Lucifer?”

Could be him, but he was in the height of his own success. Still, I could see him joining forces with whatever was going on. 

Razul rising would be for the benefit of every dark soul and fallen angel. 

Anyone on the side of pure evil. 

“No, this is not that type of magic. It’s different in essence.”

“Aurora, don’t keep me in suspense here.” 

“We do not talk about him. It is almost forbidden.” She seemed hesitant, scared even. “The necromancer of the old world. It sounds like him. I think... I think if he’s involved, he’s doing Razul’s bidding. The necromancer must be the person doing his bidding while he’s stuck in hades. Balmora was his biggest supporter before we banished him to the netherworld. It was the only place strong enough to hold his magic. I think she must have found a way to set him free. That is the best answer I can come up with.”

Fuck. This all just kept on getting better and better. 

“And the girl? Aurora, she knew my name.” And she copied my powers. I hadn’t talked about that and like now, I knew Aurora was reading my thoughts. 

In these times I didn’t know who could be listening, so I dare not voice the thought that had crossed my mind. 

It was a serious thought and if I was right, then this problem of ours just got a whole lot worse. It was already bad.

I hate trusting people.

“I know.” She smiled and leaned forward. The hem of her dress swished over the marble floor. “I hate you right now, but you can trust me.” 

I returned the smile. “Somehow, I kind of know that.”

“She must be a powerful witch if she’s related to Elma. I don’t think she’s what you think she is however.” She shook her head. 

“I know what I saw Aurora. I know what I felt.” 

“Other than the stir of your cock?” She cooed with seduction and looked at my pants. She always knew how to shock me, and when to as well. 

“Yes, other than that.” 

“Well, Dante, your new toy is trying to escape. Why don’t you go test your theories out?” She motioned toward the large Oakwood doors which opened at her will. “Quickly. If you’re wrong, she’ll slip into the abyss. I don’t think she’ll know just yet how to walk the void. She’s kind of heading that way. Poor girl. Great hair though.” 

I frowned, already moving through the door before she could finish her last sentence. 

This was going to be the death of me. 

Figuratively. 
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Alyssa
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Oh my God. 

Where was I? 

Where the hell was I?

Just like everything else, this place looked like something from a nightmare. Like Castle Dracula or worse. 

My cousin Bobby loved to play games when we were younger. Games with dragons and knights, medieval sorts but not the adventurous type for you to enjoy. His games had ghouls in the castle, ghosts and other shit designed to keep you on the edge of your seat. 

Devil’s May Cry. That was the game I was trying to remember. 

And this damn corner I’d taken was like Dante’s Inferno. Those two games rolled into one was this place. Except that this was real. 

I think...

Part of me still expected to wake up in a mental institution, dressed in that dreadful hospital gown with a straight jacket wrapped around me. 

I didn’t know what I’d do if that happened. It was one of my biggest fears. 

Losing my mind. 

Losing my mind would definitely top losing my heart because if I lost my mind, I knew it would be a struggle to get it back. 

Grandma Jessica, my father’s mom lost her mind. But she had dementia. By the time she died she couldn’t remember who any of us were. That was hard for me to get over because I had fond memories of her. 

By the time Grandma Elma died I really did think I would lose my mind, because she was my everything and she’d taught me everything I knew. Above all she taught me to believe in myself. 

I stopped running and rested my hand on the floral shaped pendant on my necklace.

She gave that to me for my sixteenth birthday. I treasured it. 

I gasped and winced when the thing started to feel hot around my neck, and it started glowing white. 

What the hell?

I tried to get it off me but the latch wouldn’t budge and the chain couldn’t break free either. Then to my horror it started moving by itself and tried to pull me back the way I’d come.

Then the surroundings around me changed. They changed like I was watching the scene change in a movie.

Instead of the corridor I was in a large hall with mirrors for walls, but... 

God, why was the floor moving?

Was the floor moving?

“You’re supposed to be able to walk across that easy,” said a voice. A man. 

It was the man’s voice from earlier, but he wasn’t inside my head. 

“Don’t need to be inside your head now, but it’s useful, don’t you think?” He spoke in my mind and laughed. 

A tear ran down my cheek. I must have definitely lost my mind. 

“Don’t think that way Princess, it spoils the fun.” He taunted. His voice sounded everywhere all at once. In my head and outside me, all around me. 

Then suddenly he appeared in front of me, frightening me so badly my hands flung up. And, as my hands flung up a blast of black and white light shot from my hands. 

It hit him right in his chest, blazing like fire. It should have burnt him, but it didn’t. Instead I watched the flames flicker over his long-sleeved white shirt and fade away. 

My eyes met his, his golden eyes. 

His golden eyes, which complimented his handsome, handsome face. 

His eyes weren’t that color earlier. 

“They turn that color when I’m turned on.” He confessed, again reading my mind.

He smiled a wicked sinful smile that did sinful things to my body. Then I felt appalled at myself. 

The man was an angel. Literally an angel. 

“I really am not.” He laughed.

“Jesus Christ, I have to get out of here!” I turned to run where I’d come but froze. There should have been a door just behind me, but what I was looking at now was a solid wall of steel. It came into my focus as if it had always been there. 

I gasped, horrified, and tried to run to the left. 

He didn’t come after me, he just watched with an amused expression on his face. 

Maybe because the floor I was running on had just faded away and yet I could feel something solid under my feet. To my right the floor moved, but there was a door there. 

It had to lead outside, but going that way meant running across a moving floor. One that moved like water. 

“Thought you were trying to escape.” The man taunted. 

I looked back to him and my mouth dropped when I saw he’d removed his shirt and was now hovering in the air. 

My eyes landed on the sharp definition of peaks and valleys all along his abs. Then on his right peck there were the Greek characters for Alpha and Omega tattooed in black, black ink. Along with some other characters from a language I didn’t recognize. 

“To escape, you’d have to at least try to stop checking me out.” He laughed. “We can explore each other’s bodies when this is all over. Or, maybe before. Depends on time I suppose.” 

I narrowed my eyes at him, wanting to snap at him or something, but I couldn’t. 

Escaping was the goal right now. 

I ran straight over to the floor and found that I could move across it. The only thing was it kept setting me back. For every step I took forwards, I went back two places.

“It’s called the void,” he said. “You have to have pure thoughts to cross it, and you were just thinking of sex.” 

“I was not.” I snapped. Okay, maybe I kind of was. But it was more the case of me feeling something rather than thinking it. 

Still, how dare he? 

“Why don’t you just fly? Alyssa.” His vice lingered on the edge of my name, making my insides tingle. Then suddenly he appeared on the other side of the room, where I was trying to get to, but he was still in the air. 

He placed his hands in the pockets of his leather pants and leaned back against an invisible wall. 

“Why don’t you come over here, up here? If you come I’ll show you the way home. It’s just over there.” He pointed and smiled. 

I looked through a window that suddenly appeared and saw there was a road outside. It looked like it was near my apartment, although somehow, I knew it couldn’t be. 

It wasn’t possible. I couldn’t remember ever seeing a massive castle, big enough to be a world of its own, near my apartment. 

“Come on, you could be in your bed within the hour. Don’t you want that? To be home?” 

Home. This was the second time tonight this man had appealed to what I treasured most. 

Grandma Elma, and home. 

In regard to my apartment, it wasn’t anything to shout about, but I bought it with the money she left me in her will. She left me enough so I could buy my apartment and have a home. She always emphasized the importance of that and like everything she’d given me, whether advice or physical things I treasured it. 

“Alyssa, just step into the air like you would if you were climbing the stairs,” he smiled at me, making it sound so easy. Like it really was just that easy. 

Okay, I could do it. I would do it and he would show me how to get home. 

I took a step just like he said and found my footing, then suddenly I was thrust into the air and hovering just like him. 

What the hell? I was flying. I was actually flying! 

How many times had I tried to fly when I was little? I even jumped out of a tree once, attempting to fly, and broke my arm. 

How could I do it now? 

“You didn’t have powers back then?” He laughed. 

“Powers?” I didn’t know what he was talking about. 

“Yep, looks like you’re very powerful too. How about you try out something else, like an energy ball.” 

“Can I just go home?” I just wanted to go home. That was all. Nothing more.

“Come here.” He crooked his finger and beckoned for me to come to him. 

I looked over and held his mischievous, desire filled gaze. 

The guy was hot, but there was something about him that drew me to him. something I wanted to resist and run away from. I didn’t know him, but yet... I did. 

How did I know him? 

When in my life would I have known an angel. It was crazy.

“Come here princess.” He said again. He’d called me princess earlier too. 

I was too panicked to take note of the heat that rushed over my body on hearing the endearment. I felt it now though, and I could have cursed myself for being so silly. 

Now was not the time for my brain to turn to soup just because a ridiculously hot guy just called me princess. Particularly when I was certain I looked like shit. No one could claim to look good after they’d jumped out of a window of a fifteen story building.

Gathering my courage, and pushing aside my attraction, I went to him. I walked across the air and he watched me with keen interest. When I got up to him a smile crossed his face and he disappeared. 

He just disappeared. 

Where did he go? Where in the hell did he go? 

“Here.” He appeared behind me, once again frightening the hell out of me. When I turned around flames shot out of my hands.

This time it caught his face. He laughed, and it flickered over him. 

More tears ran down my cheeks. 

“Stop crying baby, and practice that power of yours. This may be the only practice you get.” 

“Please, just take me home,” I begged. 

Dante... I remembered his name. But where did I know it from. 

“Dante.” When I spoke it he regarded me with sharper eyes. 

“Soon, princess. I promise. Soon. Shoot me again.” 

All I could do was look at him. 

“No.”

“Why?” 

“It’s horrible. Don’t you feel the flames.” 

“I can’t.” He held up his hands and the same flames that came from mine surrounded his. “Angel magic. I have it too.” 

“Angel magic? Am I...dead?”

“No baby,” he chuckled. “But how about you try to survive this.” 

It wasn’t enough notice. 

The flames that coursed through his hands grew bigger and he threw them at me. 

I screamed but retaliated by putting my hands up. 

Instead of flames bursting from me, though, a shield of bright white light surrounded me. It looked like glass but with a white light beaming from it. 

Before I could marvel at the sight, Dante sent another round of energy at me. It shattered the sphere of light, but I countered it with flames of my own. 

He laughed. “Impressive, very impressive.” 

Balls of energy now came my way. 

On instinct I fired back sending my own energy balls at him. They crashed into his and neutralized them. He laughed, a sound that filled me, but also terrified me. This was no laughing matter. 

I couldn’t see anything funny about the situation. 

Balls of fucking fire were blasting from my hands. 

He disappeared again and flickered back into existence right in front of me. 

The shield came up again, and my energy levels dropped. It dropped like someone had taken it away. 

My head... 

My head felt light and the room shifted around me. Not like before. This time I was just dizzy. 

Dizzy and falling. 

Dante caught me before I could hit the ground. 

Second time tonight, or in the space of whatever time I’d seen him. 

He carried me and I rested my hands on the rigid muscles of his chest. Heat radiated from his skin and his eyes flickered gold again, but then went back to chocolate coal. 

“Well done,” he said leaning in close. 

“What did I do?” My voice was so weak, it came out like a whisper. I pressed my hands into his skin as I felt my mind slipping again. 

“Happy Birthday Alyssa. You my dear are a syphon. So Syph, you just syphered my powers and used them on me.” 

“I don’t know what you’re saying. What does it mean?” 

“I don’t know. But it was sexy as hell to meet my match.” His eyes sparkled.

I blinked several times and ran my fingers over his chest as his skin seemed to get hotter. 

“You’re hot.” 

“I know, so are you.” He winked at me and the darkness took me again as I fainted.
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Chapter 4


[image: image]


Alyssa
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My eyes fluttered open and I bolted upright. 

I was back in that bed. The bed in the room down the hall. I was back here again. Not at home. 

I looked around the room. It was different. The colors had changed. Instead of the white and beige colors that were previously in here, it was dark green. 

Forest green. 

But I knew it was the same room. 

The window flung open and I sucked in a sharp breath as a little owl flew inside. 

It was a little snowy owl that would look right at home in a Harry Potter film. 

It screeched, then did what looked like a little bow. 

The large doors opened next. Slowly. 

And who I saw standing there made me leap off the bed. It was excitement, then fear, then shock that made me move.

Now all the emotions combined paralyzed me.

The woman standing before me, dressed in a long white robe, was Grandma Elma. 

My Grandma Elma, who I buried ten years ago. 

I opened my mouth to talk but couldn’t. 

I hated crying, but it was the reaction my body had chosen several times since the madness took over my life in this night.

“Grandma?” The words couldn’t even come out fully. 

“Yes, sweet girl. It’s me.” She nodded. The door closed when she walked into the room. 

I noticed straight away she looked the way she did when I was a child, not like when she died. She looked to be in her early forties. I remember her saying that was the best time of her life. 

“Come here child.” She opened out her arms to receive me. 

Right then I didn’t care what madness this was. Love took over and I flew straight into her arms. 

“Grandma, oh Grandma, I died. I must have died, and I can’t remember how. I think it happened when I jumped through the window at work. Maybe I snapped, and I lost my mind.” 

It had to be that. Must have been because there was no other explanation. 

None whatsoever. 

I must have gone crazy when I looked at the stack of books on my desk at work. It was after that that I heard Balmora. 

I figured I must have lost my mind and jumped through the window. 

Now I was in heaven. 

Maybe. Or perhaps it was somewhere my mind had conjured up. 

Grandma pulled away from me and looked me over, sorrow in her eyes. Sorrow filled her face, clouding her beautiful features. 

“No, my dear. You are not dead, and neither am I. My human life is over, and this is my next calling. My first calling was to watch over you and protect you.” 

What was she saying?

“I don’t understand. I don’t understand.” 

She sat me back down on the bed and sat next to me. 

“Do you remember the stories I used to tell you when you were little? Your father couldn’t stand them.” She offered a kind smile. 

“I remember.” She told me fairy tales similar to what you’d read in a Grimm Brother’s collection. 

Witches and sorcerers, vampires and demons. Angels and other magical creatures. Those were the beings in her stories. 

“My dear girl they weren’t stories. There were um... I was telling you about this world. The world no one can see in the human realm.” 

“What?” I shook my head. I must have gone crazy, must have. 

“No. You are not crazy.” She read my mind. 

Read my thoughts. 

“Grandma.”

“Yes girl. I’m so sorry. I’m so truly sorry. This wasn’t what was supposed to happen. It’s your birthday today and everything is about to change for you, more than it already has.” 

“What do you mean?” I still couldn’t understand. 

She pressed her lips together. “Your father is human, but your mother’s side of the family comes from a long line of witches who developed the ability to become the most powerful mages history has ever seen.”

“Mom? So she’s a witch?”

“Yes, she is. We kept it from you because we all thought it was best.”

My parents were divorced. Dad was from England so he moved back just after they split. Mom got remarried a few years back. They were both happy with their lives but I had to admit that recently they were acting strange. 

On my last visit to Dad he said he wanted to talk to me about something, then when it came to it he chickened out and started talking about some artwork. That was four months ago. Then I saw Mom last week and she was acting strange too. She looked anxious and she freaked out way too much the other week when I had problems with the car. 

When I told her what happened the first thing she asked me was if I was wearing my necklace.

She knew it was a talisman. 

“Why did you guys think it was best?” 

“Because of who you are. Most witches come into their powers by the time they are eighteen. Late bloomers get them at twenty one at the very latest. You were different.” 

“Why am I different?”

“Our line is old, dating back to when the human world was first thought about. We took the practice of witchcraft beyond what anyone could anticipate. Our power was inconceivable, and we always enhanced what we already had.” 

This sounded like one of her stories. I would have told her that and continued my mantra about me going crazy, but the words she spoke felt true. 

It felt that everything she was saying was real. 

“Witchcraft and mages...” 

“Yes, you have all the powers of a witch and all the abilities of a mage. That is your birthright, but you are also something else. Something that could be dangerous in the wrong hands.” 

“I’m a thing?” I shook my head at her. 

“No, not like that. Thousands of years ago, our ancestors created a super being. They wanted to harness our abilities and become more powerful. Why limit yourself when you could have everything? They started trying to find ways of doing that, and the only way they could do it was to tamper with our genetic line. But it didn’t work with everyone. Only our blood line, and it was selective.” 

“What did they do?” I was curious to know.

“They created a being called a syphon. One who could draw on the powers of anything they choose and use it for whatever purpose they want.” 

Syphon. That’s what Dante called me. 

“A syphon?”

“Yes, all you would have to do is touch someone and you’d have their powers. Someone, or something. You came into your powers late because you had a greater responsibility to carry. Different from the other witches in the clan. Your powers were bound until today. It was felt that you would have the level of maturity better suited to handle them.”

I stood up and folded my arms under my breasts. 

“It’s all so... unreal. It sounds ridiculous Grandma.”

She stood too. 

“This is a lot to take in, but we don’t have the luxury of time. Balmora’s visit to you tonight was an attempt to take you before we could get to you. I was supposed to come to you at midnight and give you a choice of living this life or continuing to live in the human realm. It wouldn’t change who you are, but it would give you a choice to do whatever would make you happy.” 

“Great, let’s go. I want to go back to my world. To my home, God, even to my job I hate so much. I want to go there. I have a business to run and it’s doing really well.” 

She looked sad for me and shook her head. “My dear girl.” She reached out and brushed her hands over my cheek. “If you go back now, you will be used as a vessel for evil. You will be used to unleash the biggest threat known to man, witch, vampire, angel, everyone.” 

“What does that mean? What threat?” 

“The hell god Razul. He has been trying to break free of the chains that have held him in hell for centuries, and it just might happen.” She blinked several times. “His followers found a way to weaken the sentinels by casting a spell on them. They are the beings that put him there, and the only ones strong enough to keep him there. In two days, the Star of Elena will show itself in all realms. The star contains unbelievable amounts of magic that only a syphon can harness in its’ entirety. They found out about you and plan to open the gates sealing him in hell using you. They want to use your abilities to syphon power enough to do that. And if that happens there will be no world to go back to.” 

I couldn’t believe what she was saying to me. It was unreal and an outrage. It was... 

Shocking and terrifying. 

“I don’t know what to do. What do I do? Grandma, what do I do?” 

“All we need you to do right now is get to the Cave of Endless Night in the Shadowlands. The cave has the ability to take away any kind of magical abilities and powers of anyone who goes inside.” 

I blinked several times. 

“You want me to go and sit in a cave?”

“Basically, yes. You aren’t strong enough to fight anyone, and this is the only way we can keep you safe. We hide you somewhere that no one can find you, and in a place where your magic can’t be detected.” She nodded with conviction. “It should be easy and hopefully error free.”

“Error free? I hate that nothing makes sense. You just expect me to believe and accept all of this? It’s too much. I don’t even know how I’ll get to this place.” 

“The sentinel will take you.”

“I don’t even know what a sentinel is.”  

“That would be my cue to take over, don’t you think?” that voice. 

Suddenly Dante appeared in the room. He was wearing full black; his hair as ruffled as it was earlier and a long black leather jacket flew out behind him. 

“I wanted a moment longer with her.” Grandma said.

“Time’s up. I think you’ve done quite enough. A heads up of what she was would have been nice, at least the sentinels would have been better prepared. Instead you hid her and you still want to hide her.” He snarled. “Although this time the idea is good.”

“Don’t talk like you’re still one of them,” she retorted. 

“And thank God I’m not, right? Or else what the fuck would we do?”

My cheeks burned at his use of language. 

I wouldn’t dream of even saying shit in front of her when she was alive. And here was this guy, who I thought was some kind of angel swearing at her. 

He turned to me and smiled that sexy half smile I found irresistible. 

“Hello Syph. I’m a sentinel. They are the warrior class of angels who stop mad shit like this from happening. I was possessed by a wraith demon and tossed out of heaven for being tainted. But my little problem seems to be just what we all need now because the spell that got them couldn’t get me. I figure it’s the mix of angel and demon magic. You can’t combine the two. Unless the person in question is you. Syph.” 

He came closer and closer. Brushing against my shoulder he stopped and lowered to gaze deep in my eyes. His eyes turned gold and I wasn’t afraid this time. 

“You’re prettier when you aren’t scared,” he conveyed telepathically. 

I could hear him in my mind again. 

“Just think, and I’ll hear you.”

“Why are we talking like this?” I thought, and he smiled. 

“I don’t want your grandmother to hear me talk dirty to you.”

“Stop it.” Grandma stomped her foot and glared at the two of us. “Do not block me. Don’t you dare do that.” 

“Oh Elma, don’t be pissed because I just happen to be more powerful than you.” Dante taunted. 

She glared at him. “Get out. I will deal with you later.” 

He stepped away from me but looked back and smiled before he disappeared. 

I stared at the spot he’d been standing, fascinated, but keeping a hold of my reservations. 

I looked back at my grandmother, who did not look happy in the least by my fascination. 

“Why don’t you like him?” I had to ask.

“He’s a fallen angel, Alyssa. Possession is one thing but to become a slave to the flesh is another thing entirely. 

“And, we need him?” I offered up.

“Yes. We do. Unfortunately, we do. He will take you to the Shadowlands and keep you safe. He’s the only one strong enough to do it. The only one who is strong enough to protect you from danger, protect you from being used in the wrong way. When your abilities awaken fully you will be in a very vulnerable state and you will need him the most.” 

I bit the inside of my lip. Worry filled my heart and I was still nowhere close to accepting any of this. 

Nowhere close at all. 
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This would be very interesting. Very interesting indeed. 

Zeek climbed on board the ship and Neo followed. I left Alec and Porter behind in Piccus. They wouldn’t survive this mission. Not at all.  They were the other half of our merry band.

The Shadowlands were dangerous in the best of times. 

Now that I knew we’d probably have to go in to battle with not just fucking Balmora, one of the most powerful sorceress’s I’d ever had to deal with, but the necromancer, too, I did not have any good feelings towards this mission at all. 

And yet Elma thought we really could do this error free. 

It was a joke. A good plan that I hated, but still a joke. I didn’t believe for one minute that things would run smoothly.

The necromancer was the one that worried me the most. Maybe we could have dealt with just Balmora. Him though, I didn’t know.

It was his abilities that threw me right off kilter. 

I couldn’t think of anyone who had the kind of power he had. Power enough to put a curse on the sentinels. Power enough to block out a day when he executed this plan of his so no one would remember. 

Shit.

He was never known by a name, but the name people had given him was Cain. 

As in Cain and Abel. Adam’s Cain. 

Cain was destined to roam the earth, legend has it that was exactly what he did, but instead of continuing on the path for forgiveness for killing Abel, he embraced evil. Made a deal with the devil and started practicing dark magic. 

Soon he dropped the devil and linked up with beings so much worse I dreaded to think.

Beings like the hell god Razul. 

Neo sat down in the seat next to me as one of the gargoyles flew into the room. It had been helping me to load the ship.

“Must that thing come with us?” Neo asked looking at the little creature with distaste.

“I couldn’t get rid of it.” I laughed. “We can bring it back when we return. Gargoyles can make an excellent feast.” 

“Like fuck.” Neo shook his white blonde head. “I’m not eating anything from that creature.” 

“They’re harmless.”

“There’s something off about that one.”

“There’s something off about everyone in your book. Pretty certain you said the same thing about me.” I chuckled.

“I did. But there is something off about you.” 

I shook my head at him.

The gargoyle took its position by the control panel of the ship where Zeek was.

Since Zeek designed the airship, I needed him to harness his skills if we needed him to fly out of danger. 

Neo was the second most powerful person here, next to me. With his half Elvin and demon abilities, he was like my demon side. 

I’d positioned us all in a way that if any kind of attack was launched on us we’d stand a chance. 

Aurora had cloaked the ship with runes and a protection spell. If we were lucky, we’d at least be able to get to the edge of the human realm. There was a portal to the Shadowlands in the space between Indonesia and Australia. The best and most undetectable way to get there was by air. 

I could, of course, blink and I’d be there, but I needed these guys. 

Balmora’s attack last night showed me I couldn’t do this on my own. I could probably fight to the death, which would be one hell of a fight, but I would rather not. 

Also, if that happened, I didn’t know what the results would be. 

I knew there might come a point where I’d have to separate from Zeek and Neo, though. As a team we could achieve a lot, but I wouldn’t risk their lives. 

If it came to it, I would enter the Shadowlands with Alyssa by myself. 

I was still contemplating doing that. 

All we had to do was get her there safe and undetected. But if Balmora and the necromancer found us I wouldn’t know what we’d do then. The whole plan would kind of go to hell and going to the Cave of Endless Night would be for nothing.

“I should have packed some beer,” Neo said, placing his feet up on the dashboard. 

Zeek laughed. “I should have packed pizza. Little Caesar’s had a special. I thought we’d be going to the human realm today.” 

“We kind of are.” I tried to joke. 

“Sure, as we fly over the sea, I can pretend I’m eating pizza.” Zeek narrowed his eyes at me. 

“And I can pretend I’m having beer. A beer in one hand and a good woman.” Neo chimed in with a smile. 

I was not averse to that idea, especially when Aurora and Elma escorted Alyssa on board. My eyes went straight to her.

They’d given her better clothes to wear. Not that I didn’t like the tight jeans and the little top she’d previously worn. The khaki pants and black jacket that hugged her frame now were better fitting for this journey. Also gave me a view of the curves I couldn’t wait to explore. 

“Are we all set to go?” I smiled. 

“All set.” Aurora answered for Alyssa. Elma didn’t say anything. 

Elma must have talked the poor girl’s ear off last night bringing her up to speed on what to expect from our world and the realms that coexisted together. 

Unknown to them I listened in. Elma talked for hours.

Alyssa had that brain fried look on her face which softened when she looked at me. 

If anyone had asked me, I would have said that it was information overload. 

She didn’t need to know all that shit now when there were so many other things to know. Like it would have been more useful if she’d been taught a spell or two, and maybe filled in on the extent of the magic contained in her talisman. 

“Remember if you need me just tap the necklace and say my name.” Elma said to Alyssa. 

“Don’t forget to tell her that that shit doesn’t work in the Shadowlands.” I chimed in much to her annoyance. 

Like the Cave of Endless Night, the Shadowlands itself put a damper on magic as a whole. Only powerful beings like myself could still have access, and it was simply because the magic in the Shadowlands wasn’t more powerful than mine. 

Things like talismans and other charms were nothing but jewelry in such a place.

The magic in the cave however was different, and no one besides the people who imbued the cave with that magic knew how it worked. 

We just knew that once inside all magic you had would cease to exist until you got back outside. 

It was useful for storing special objects. Or, in our case hiding a being with magical abilities.

“I can’t talk to you there?” Alyssa looked worried. 

“No sweet girl,” Elma replied. 

“What will I do if I need help?” 

“Princess, I’m all the help you’ll need. Now let’s go before these women freak you out any more than you already are. The clock’s ticking and I’m sure our devilish friends have a head start.” 

No one could argue with that.

Alyssa hugged Elma. Aurora gave me a sharp look, but I could feel the extent of her worry. 

“Be careful Dante,” she said. 

I responded with a smile. 

Alyssa looked like a fish out of water when they left her. 

She looked at the three of us, nerves building by the minute. 

“Set sail Zeek. This is going to be a long ride. I’ll make sure our guest is comfortable.” 

Her eyes met mine, holding me in place. 

I stared back at her, really wondering how this would all play out.  

I was first convinced to find her and keep her safe because of the prospect of curing myself. 

Meeting her, live and in the flesh shifted my perspective. 

Dare I say it, it wasn’t just about curing myself anymore. Knowing she was my soul mate made her feel like she was mine to protect. It was like an innate instinct that switched on in my soul. 

That was the best way that I could explain my sudden need to protect a woman I barely knew.

It was such a shame that things had become so much bigger than me in the space of hours.
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Dante took me to a bunk. 

It looked more befitting to something you’d see in a prison cell. 

I sat down on the bed and gazed out the window as the airship lifted off the ground and started its journey in the sky. 

Dante pulled up the little metal desk chair, twisted it around, and sat in front of me. 

He rested his hands on the chair back and eyed me with curiosity. 

“Can you please not read my mind. I just can’t deal with the whole weirdness of that right now.” Because mostly I just wanted to go somewhere and cry. 

“Well, if I can’t read your mind, you’ll have to talk to me.” He smirked.

“You want me to talk to you?” I widened my eyes, wondering if he was serious. 

I didn’t even know where I was supposed to begin.

The expression on his face brightened and he reached into his pocket and pulled out a crystal. He held it out for me to take. I looked him over and decided to take it. 

“What is it?” I assessed the crystal in my hand. In the hollow of it was a light. A white light that flickered as I turned it and held it toward the light that came through the windows. 

“Remnants of a star.” 

My gaze snapped back to him. “A star? As in a star?” 

“Yes Princess. Happy birthday, didn’t get you a present.”

My birthday. God, things like birthdays were so far down my list of importance right now. Although Grandma told me that it was my very birthday that set of this chain of events. 

“My birthday.” 

“Hey, that’s from one of my prized collections. It’s no mere star, so don’t look at it like it’s lame.” 

“I wasn’t.” I cocked my head to the side. 

“Well, I don’t know what you’re thinking so I can’t tell if you like it or not with your face like that.” 

“I think it’s beautiful. Thank you. No one’s ever given me a star before.” It was sweet, and it was true I’d never received such a gift before, but it was just as weird as everything else. 

“And no one ever will.” He declared proudly. 

As annoyed as I wanted to be by his silly little remarks, I found them to be the only thing that grounded me. It took away from the crazy reality of the situation that evil beings were after me to use me to harness power from a star, so they could break free a hell god from hell.

Jesus Christ. What the hell? 

“You know he really doesn’t like that.” Dante smirked.

“What are you talking about now?” 

“Saying or thinking Jesus Christ. He really doesn’t like that. I mean, of course, if you were praying it would be fine. But, outside that, try to keep it to a minimum.” 

“You are...so weird. What are you really? I know you have the beautiful wings and everything, but you don’t act like a normal angel.” 

He laughed. “So what do you think a normal angel is like?”

“Just not like you. You’re like a rogue priest on crack.” I snapped. “Also, I told you not to read my mind.” 

“Apologies princess. There’s a lot for you to learn and take in. I may be an angel by description, but I’m no angel.” 

“But isn’t it cool to be an angel? You guard people and guide them on the path of good.” 

He frowned. “Been there, done that. Didn’t really get much out of it.” 

“How come?” I was talking to him as if I really understood what we were talking about.

“My dear Syph. When I needed good on my side, good never came through for me. So, this is me. Also,” he mimicked my tone and his eyes darkened with desire. “If I were an angel, I couldn’t have sex with you.” 

My mouth dropped. “Oh my God.” 

“Don’t do that either, unless you’re praying,” he chastised.

I rolled my eyes at him. “You can’t say things like that. What makes you think I’ll be having sex with you?” I didn’t know if I should be livid or embarrassed. 

“Princess what makes you think you won’t, besides I don’t just know your thoughts, I know what your body wants too.” 

I stood quickly, ready to give him a piece of my mind. He rose too and walked over to me, setting his hands on my shoulders.

“Calm down. Syph.” His lips arched into a sexy smile. “Being playful and embracing the funny side of things stops you from going insane.” 

“I’m new to something I wanted no part of, and I don’t know if you’re making it easier or worse. Where I come from people don’t talk like that. You can’t tell me what I feel, even before I feel it.” 

“Syph. I can assure you I’m making this easier for you. In every sense of the word.” He leaned in close to my ear. “Where I come from, we act on impulse. I don’t like beating around the bush either.” 

“Moving fast at anything makes people crazy.”

“Depends on the crazy. Some crazy can be good. Now sit.” 

I narrowed my eyes and sat back down, he did too. 

“What’s going to happen? What’s the plan?” I thought a change of subject was in order. 

He shook his head. “You let me worry about that.” 

“And my home? Will I ever see it again?” It saddened me to think I wouldn’t.

I was supposed to be meeting my friends for dinner tonight. Simply dinner. I didn’t want a fuss. Just something between the five of us for my birthday. Me, Belinda, Sasha, Kelly, and Vanessa. 

Friends from college who were like sisters to me. 

They wouldn’t know what happened to me. 

“I promised I’d get you back home.”

“And yet I’m here.” 

“Why? You could have gone home.” 

I pressed my lips together. “And allow those people to get me?” 

“So, this is better then right? Everyone so far has done what’s best for you. Remember that.” 

“Even you? You seem to be against everything. Why are you helping me?” It was strange. 

“How about I tell you some other time. Until then learn.” He flicked his wrists and suddenly we were in a library. 

My mouth dropped again, and my eyes turned to saucers. There were books and scrolls. 

“This is my personal collection, be careful with the pages.”

“Are we still on the plane?” There was no way we were.

“Yep, I just astral projected our minds, your mind. I can be in two places at once.” 

“Can I do that?” If I could copy, or sypher, his powers I must have been able to do that. 

“You can, but it takes practice. I recommend you don’t. Just stick to energy balls if you need to use it.” 

“How long do I keep your powers for?” Grandma never really explained those parts.

“Until you don’t want them anymore. Now read. It will help you to chill out.” 

Chill out? 

Right now, I didn’t think that was something that would ever happen to me again. 
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This felt like being back at college, when I was studying as opposed to me working at Georgetown. 

I was always curious about everything, and now that I had something to be curious about it was all getting the better of me. 

I thought Dante knew exactly what I would be looking for by giving me access to this library. 

There was a lot to learn, but what I wanted to know most was anything that could help me understand what I was. 

A Syphon. 

My grandmother explained what she could, and I’d listened. I’d listened and tried to move past the fact she was alive and some head witch for a coven of witches who protected the realms. 

I tried to move past the fact I’d been lied to all my life. My family had lied to me and hid this world from me. 

I did not feel good about that and I still wasn’t ready to accept it. 

What made me accept some level of it, was what I’d seen so far. 

I knew it was real and while I’d thought insanity had come for me, I knew what I saw really did happen. 

Balmora, Dante, Aurora, the castle, the shifting scenery. The men on the airship. The people who were after me. 

It was all real. 

All of it.

I looked up syphons and found records of five. That was it. Putting together what Grandma had told me and what I read, I’d deduced our bloodline had chosen five people to be syphons. I was the sixth so far. The last one lived two hundred years ago and died when she sacrificed herself to seal a breach in hell. 

I didn’t want my life to come to that. 

We’d been on this journey now for hours. 

I set the book I was reading down on the table and looked toward the door to my bunk. That was still there despite the illusion of the library. 

The minute I moved to the door the library disappeared. 

It was fine, I’d read enough. My poor brain didn’t want to take in anymore. 

I left the bunk and made my way back to the bridge where Neo and Zeek were talking about some game. 

It was night now, so a whole day had gone by. I didn’t disturb them. Instead I walked out to what looked like a balcony and as I proceeded my surroundings turned into the night sky with all the stars cascaded against it.

I knew I was still inside the ship and this was another illusion, but it was a good one. 

“Finished reading?” Dante asked. 

I didn’t see him before. He was standing on the level just above me leaning on the rails. 

“I think so,” I answered.

“Come up here.” 

I looked for the stairs and made my way up. 

He turned to face me when I reached him and smiled. 

“You brought the night inside the ship?” I chuckled looking around. 

“I like night. I like stars.” 

“I used to be able to name all of them.” 

“I really doubt that. No one can name all the stars.” A smile danced on his lips. 

“Okay, all the stars that can be seen from earth.” I offered remembering all the realms.

“You can see the same stars in any realm, it just depends on the alignment. In some realms you can see more. The veil is a lot thinner.”

“Realms. And, veils. I still can’t get my head around it.” 

“You haven’t had enough time to do anything of the sort.” He pointed out. 

I was glad he said that because I was starting to think I was expected to grasp and accept all of this newness and be okay with it. 

“Have you always been a part of it?” I knew that angels were people once. Very good people who were chosen to do God’s work because they were so good. But Grandma said sometimes other magical beings were chosen too.

“Seems like always. It’s been long enough. So long I can’t remember. I do know it took me more than two days to grasp and I had more help. I also didn’t have to travel on an airship to the shadowlands because evil was after me.”

I appreciated his understanding. Staring at him now I felt that spark again. That spark I wanted to ignore but found irresistible. 

It was like it called to me. an unwelcomed blush crept up my cheeks and I tried to push my thoughts aside.

“Where are we now?” I asked swallowing hard against the lump that formed in my throat. 

Catharis was in the woodland realm. What I didn’t know was if we’d come out of it.

“We’ll leave Catharis shortly, and then we’ll pass through the human realm where we’ll get to the portal.” 

“And then we’ll be open for attack, right?” 

“Don’t worry about that.” 

“Really? Are you kidding?” I felt that something bad was going to happen. I was too anxious. Every time I got anxious like this something bad would follow, something beyond my control. “You think they’re just going to allow you to take me. They know you have me. If they find out we’re going to the Shadowlands, what’ll happen then?”

He walked over to me and put out his hand for me to take. I took it and he ushered me closer to the rail. 

Once there he snapped his fingers and more stars appeared. Bright stars, and different colors. Luminous pinks, bright blues and green sparkled in radiance above us. 

To say it was beautiful didn’t feel like it was enough of a description.

“What did you do?” I beamed looking at everything, trying to commit it to my memory.

“This is what it used to look like. Long before I was even alive.” 

I looked back to him and wondered how old he was. 

“When was that?” We were kind of talking about that before I asked where we were. 

“I was a Templar Knight. I died in the crusades.”

My lips parted. “Really? The crusades as in the crusades that were like eight hundred years ago?”

“Yes. I’m a lot older than you.” He grinned that sexy grin that made my knees turn to water. “Angels take on whatever age they were during the prime of their life. I died when I was thirty-six.” 

“I’m sorry.” 

“Don’t be, as you can see, I’m very much alive.” His smile widened. “There is the star I gave you earlier. It was called Tara.” He pointed, and I looked ahead. 

Amongst a cluster of pink stars was mine. It shone a pink and white color; brilliant in the sky and vibrant. 

Seeing it made me smile again. 

He snapped his fingers again making every single star except mine disappear, then he zoomed in so that I could see it closer. 

It was fascinating. 

It was true, I never expected to spend my birthday with all manner of crazy things happening to me, but I liked this part. 

When I looked back to him, he was already looking at me with wide expectant eyes. 

“You, um... didn’t answer my question properly earlier.” I was curious. My good old curiosity always got the best of me.

“Which one, you had many.” 

“What’s in this for you?” 

He thought for moment and pulled in a breath. “When I was possessed by the wraith demon I managed to break out of the possession. Because I’m a sentinel. However, the essence was still left in me. That’s why the tips of my wings are black. Soon it will all be like that, and full possession will take place. I don’t know when it will happen, but it will. Unless I can get to a place called Kolai, and change the past.”

Change the past. Wow that was another new concept. 

“Where is that?” I assumed it must be another strange land from some realm. 

“It’s more of when. When is it. Kolai is a place that exists on memories, fragments of the past and present. Things that have already happened, or is happening. Few have successfully found it.” 

“How do you find it?” 

“I had to collect some items that were necessary for me to get there, but I will only find it when I’m considered to be pure of heart.”

That sounded like some kind of riddle. 

“What is classed as that?” 

“I don’t know, but that is where you come in.” 

I narrowed my eyes at him, not quite understanding. “How? I can’t do anything.” 

“Something about you will make me pure of heart.”

Right, I got it now. I understood and somehow, I felt a little off. He really was getting something out of protecting me. Everyone else was doing it because they either loved me or they wanted to save the world.

“Well, I haven’t said thanks before, so I’m saying it now. Thank you for saving me. Maybe that will be enough to get you want you want. Sacrifice. I don’t know, maybe you sacrifice sex or something and –”

Before I could even finish my rant, which I knew was bizarre, his lips smoothed over mine. 

His lips smoothed over mine, and my mind became void of thought, scorched clean from the fire that rushed over my entire body.

Maybe it was because it was him, what he was, and what I was, but I couldn’t remember feeling this way — ever — from just a kiss. 

My nerves scattered, and the endings spiked like there really was fire blasting through me. And...just when I thought I couldn’t feel any better, I did. 

His tongue swept into the recesses of my mouth and tangled with mine and warmth surrounded my body. Warmth that turned hot, and I could feel everything he felt. I could hear his thoughts and his desire for me. 

I panicked when I knew he could hear and feel me too, but I was too consumed with the sexual heat of the kiss to take notice of my panic. 

He pulled back, but stayed close. Inches away from my face. 

“No,” he said leaning even closer and brushing his lips over mine. 

“No, to what?” I couldn’t remember why he would say that.

“I didn’t sacrifice sex, or anything else you thought of. Maybe you’re growing on me Syph, so please stop panicking when you kiss me. Told you, where I come from, we don’t beat about the bush.”

I couldn’t help the little smile that escaped and I moved to him, too, when he reclaimed my lips. 

He slipped his hand behind my head and brought me closer, crushing my breasts to the hard, solid walls of his chest. 

The peaks and valleys of his amazing torso captivated me, and I found myself hopelessly wanting to explore him. I moaned into the kiss as it turned hungrier and more urgent, desperate. 

Then just as I was about to lose myself in him, something hard shook us. 

It shook us and pulled us apart. The force was so strong it pushed me back into the rails and I nearly fell over them. 

I screamed, but he caught me. Worry filled his handsome face and he looked up at the darkness of the sky. Sparks of light danced across it. With a wave of his hand the beautiful night sky disappeared revealing the true nature of where we were. It was just the bridge which led across to what I thought looked like the engineering room. 

“We’re under attack.” He frowned. 

“Attack, oh God. Dante.” I winced remembering Balmora last night. I couldn’t live through that again. It was so horrible. 

He cupped my face as I started to tremble from the fear. 

“I will not let anything happen to you. Do you believe that?” He held my gaze. 

I was so terrified I couldn’t gather my thoughts. This was all so sudden, too quick.

I knew it. I was right to be anxious and here was the bad thing I feared happening. 

What would it be this time? What would Balmora do to me if she got me?

“Alyssa.” He said my name and the sound did something to me. “Do you believe me?” 

When I thought of last night and all he did to protect me I knew the answer straight away. 

“I believe you.” 

Without any further comment he took my hand and there was the sucking feeling again. As if my skin was being sucked off my body. 

Then we were on the bridge with Zeek and Neo. 

Teleportation. That was what we did. I’d seen him do it, he did it with me last night and we just did it again. The only difference between last night and just now was I knew what happened.

Zeek looked back at us and frowned.

“Boss you need to get out of here.” 

“How, will we do that?” I asked. 

“However you can.” Neo chimed in. 

When I first met him, I thought he had the most beautiful white blond hair. While Zeek looked muscular and rougher around the edges, he, like Dante, had those chiseled, beautiful features. 

That white hair was now shoulder length and his face was that of a skeleton. 

I jumped back, right into Dante’s arms when I saw him. 

“What happened to you?” I gasped.

“Don’t be scared child, this is my demon form.” Neo smiled. His skeleton face smiled. “It’s the only way I can save you guys.” 

A wailing sound pierced my ears and I grabbed onto Dante’s shirt. 

It came from the ugly gargoyle that sat across from Zeek. 

We all focused on it. 

“Going to the Shadowlands?” It said in that horrible voice I recognized from last night. “Now we know. See you soon.” 

Balmora. It sounded like her. She was speaking to us through the gargoyle.

“Fucking spy.” Neo balked. “I knew something was off about that piece of shit.”

He raised his sword and hacked off it’s head. The blade of his sword lit up and turned the gargoyle to stone.

I was still grabbing on to Dante’s shirt, and I noticed he hadn’t said anything. 

When I looked at him, I saw fear on his face. 

He was looking outside, and I saw immediately why he looked like that. 

What I thought were clouds, weren’t at all. 

First, they looked like shadows but then I saw them properly. Their faces when they came into view were as grotesque as gargoyles, but they had the body of a man with wings attached to their backs. Wings like angels. 

“Wraith demons.” Dante breathed. 
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Chapter 7
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Dante

––––––––
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I’d only ever come up against one. 

One was enough to take me down. All those years ago I foolishly pursued it on my own. 

The hell god, Zenith, had sent it from the underworld to wreak havoc on a city of monks who’d been given the Sword of Valor for safe keeping. I pursued it and it was my downfall.

I didn’t assess the situation first. 

Malachi and I were assigned to get the beast back to the underworld. I didn’t take the hint that Gabriel had assigned two of his most powerful soldiers. 

In life I was always trying to outdo my brother, never wanting to accept he was so much better than me. Malachi was better because he wasn’t an asshole who thought he could rule the world and everyone in it. 

In life I tried not to need him, even though I always did. I always ended up relying on him in some form of way because my knucklehead plans always landed me in big trouble. 

I never learned even when the lesson waved itself in front of me. I never learned to not make things worse, and also that it was okay to ask for help sometimes.

My attitude blindsided me and made me open to attack. 

I wanted to show I could catch the demon on my own. I wanted to show my worth as a sentinel. Show the distinction between myself and the creature who used to be an angel. 

When the wraith demon got me, the pain I felt was indescribable. 

I’d underestimated it. Something I would never do again. 

That was only one of them, before me looked like hundreds. 

One had managed to fill me with dark essence. Hundreds would most likely destroy me. 

Message received. 

The necromancer and Balmora had sent them knowing that was the only thing that could destroy me. 

“Dante.” Neo snapped pushing me hard in my shoulder. His skeleton face stared at me long and hard. “Take the girl and go. We’ll keep them off you.” 

“You’ll die.” Was all I could say, because I knew they would. 

“Maybe, maybe not.” Neo shrugged. “You have to go now.”

“Yes, like pronto, and there’s more bad news.” Zeek called out. The ship rattled as the wraiths came closer. Zeek had a shield up, but it wasn’t holding. I could see the sparks of light bouncing against it as the wraiths crashed in the barrier trying to break through. 

“What else is happening?”

“Portals sealed. You can’t get to the Shadowlands the way we thought.” 

“Fuck, what do you mean?” 

“It’s sealed. We can’t see it. You’ll have to teleport off here, we’re just over Aestas.”

Fuck, why did I bother thinking things couldn’t get worse?

“Our magic will be shit in Aestas.” The whole fucking place designed by that the Elf Queen was a mess. I avoided the place like the plague. Our magic wouldn’t just be a mess, we would be too. 

It was different from being in the Shadowlands.

There, I knew what to expect. 

Aestas on the other hand was unpredictable. Completely unpredictable. 

Unpredictable was not good.

“Now Dante. If these creatures get to you there will be no hope for anyone.” Neo snapped. 

I looked from him to Zeek.

These men were like family to me. 

Zeek and Neo. I’d known them forever. 

I put my arms around Alyssa to stop her from shaking. Her face was buried against my chest and her fear was paralyzing. 

I couldn’t even spare the time to be annoyed our kiss had been interrupted, or annoyed at myself for the lame answer I gave her about why I was helping.

Yes I had an interest in saving her, but there was something more. The fact that she was my soul mate had worked its way into my mind. 

How could I not be curious to see what being with her would be like?

When the ship shook violently, and the wraiths released their screech again, she screamed. 

“I will see you soon, brother.” I told my friend. 

“Go.” Neo nodded. 

I unleashed my wings and circled Alyssa within the protection of them. I held her close, closed my eyes and faded with her out of existence. I shifted off the ship, and straight into the astral plane with its many doorways to reality and then we were on land. 

On Aestas, the Shifting World, part of the Fire Realm. 

On the ship it looked like night, but it was bright daylight here.

An explosion shook me. My gaze snapped to the sky where I saw a massive burst of fire. 

The ship. 

The ship with my friends. 

My heart broke in several pieces, but I willed myself to think they’d gotten out somehow. 

Zeek could shift into anything and Neo was near immortal. 

The sky cleared and then it was as if nothing happened. Nothing at all. 

Delicate hands reached up and touched my face. 

Alyssa. 

I looked back to her and stared deep into her beautiful eyes. I knew she could feel my pain. 

“They were strong. There’s a chance they’ll be...okay.” She wiped tears from her face and nodded. 

I nodded too. It was the first in a long time I’d had to hope for anything. But here I was hoping. 

I was about to retract my wings, but she caught the ends, and ran her fingers over the feathers where they were dark. 

“Hey, you can explore me all you want later.” I smiled a smile I didn’t feel, but it seemed to cheer her up. 

“Okay.” 

I retracted my wings and helped her to stand. 

“Where are we? Looks like the jungle.” She sighed looking around at our very green surroundings. 

“I wish we were princess. I really wish we were.”

“I never read about elves. Are they like witches?” 

I wished that too. That would have made life simpler. Witches and mages I knew, and I knew how to deal with. Elves on the other hand were a race of people who hated anything outside their realm. 

They were part of the old world and wanted to keep it that way. 

We would not be welcomed here. They would most likely consider us trespassers and kill us on sight. 

“Alyssa, we have to be very careful here. Very careful. Elves are...they’re very powerful. My magic will only work within reason here. That means you too. Stay close to me.”

“I don’t plan to leave your side.” She nodded. 

I took her hand and held it tight.

“We have to try and find the portal. It’s where the lavender grows. I know that could be anywhere, but we have to try and find it. I’ll use my magic as best as I can to track it.” And hope like hell our presence went unnoticed by the Elf Queen. 
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This was the fifth time we’d past the same God-awful plant with the purple tassels and bright yellow blossoms. 

I growled in complete frustration. 

Alyssa pressed her hand against a tree and turned to rest her back against it. 

“Shit!” I snapped. 

The fucking elves had for certain known that we were here and decided to toy with us. Screwing with my magic so I’d get mixed up and go around and around in circles like a fool.

Now I was tired, too. 

I didn’t get tired. Ever. 

That was them too. 

“Can we rest? Please. I feel strange, like my legs are about to fall off.” Alyssa asked. “And hot.” She backed off her jacket to reveal a white vest top that made a great show of her breasts.

Then she loosened her dark mass of locks from the band that held it together. 

“Sit down.” I told her. 

She hadn’t slept yet. She’d slept a little back at Catharis, but that was over a day ago. 

“You must be exhausted,” I added. 

“I am,” she pulled in a withered breath and sank to the ground. 

We must have been walking around for hours. We’d seen some fruit I was wary of her eating, but it seemed okay, so she ate it. It looked like a cross between a banana and an apple. 

She’d said it tasted like that too.

I didn’t need to eat, but I remembered what it felt like to be hungry. I didn’t want her feeling hungry and tired and unable to continue with everything so messed up.

She tucked her hair behind her ear and looked at me, worry filling her beautiful eyes. 

“Dante, the alignment is tomorrow. What if we don’t make it? Those people can find us here, can’t they?” 

Knowing the elf queen, she would most likely hand us over on a silver plate. I moved over to sit next to her, resting my back on the tree too.

“They can, but we just have to hope we can make it to the Shadowlands.” 

“What happens when we get there?” 

“Cave of Endless Night will take away your powers and nothing will be able to reach you once inside.” 

“But things are different now. Now Balmora and the necromancer know where we’re going. Doesn’t that make it harder?” 

I couldn’t lie to her. “It makes it a hundred times worse, but the cave is still the safest place for you. Even if you’re just inside it. I’ll do everything in my power to make sure nothing gets to you once you’re there.” I assured her.

She thought about it, looked away then back to me.

“You’re not going inside the cave with me. Are you?”

“No Princess.” That part was something I didn’t need to be told. It made perfect sense to assume that the best strategy was for me to stay outside the cave and not lose my power. 

I needed to fight Balmora and the Necromancer if they made their presence. My sketchy plan was to get Alyssa inside the cave so they couldn’t track her and then I’d deal with them on the outside. 

Hopefully I would be able to do that. I’d try to fight as long as I could, even if that meant fighting until the Star of Elena had retreated again from our sight. It wasn’t long now. Not long at all. 

“And I just go inside the cave and sit down?” 

“I’m going to go out on the limb and say yes.” 

She narrowed her eyes and blinked a few times. “I don’t think I can do that. That wouldn’t be right. If I have your power shouldn’t I do something more?”

“No.” I shook my head. “You will do nothing more than go inside the cave. You aren’t used to our world. It’s too new. Everything is too new and going in guns blazing is a very bad idea.” 

I was speaking from experience. 

“I just want to do something. Is there really nothing?” 

“No. We get through this and I’ll teach you everything you need to know myself. I have an excellent library with books from every era and a state-of-the-art training facility in Picchus. Nothing comes close to it.” 

She smiled at me, and color filled her cheeks. “You want to see me after all this? I would have thought you’d happily hand me back to my grandma or drop me back in Washington.” 

She gave me a little laugh. A sound I could definitely get used to. 

“I don’t think I ever gave you that impression.” 

“You didn’t give me any impression.” Seduction filled her eyes as she rested her head back against the tree. 

I ran my gaze against the outline of her body. Perfect and sexy in every single way. 

Something had brewed in the back of my mind since the night I met her. Right from the moment I cast my eyes on her, standing by that window, terrified. 

There was something special about her. Something more than her being a syph. Something more than being told she was my soul mate. Being told something and feeling the power beneath it were two different things. 

I felt that was what drew me to her. It was like a power all by itself, but so strong it was tangible.

“If you choose to stay in our world you can’t stay with the witches. They won’t know how to teach you.”

“So, I should stay with you? If I’m going to stay in this world, I should stay with you?” She raised her brows. 

“Would you consider staying in this world?” 

“Can I have both? I want both.” She looked like she really was considering that concept.

“Both, you’d want both?” 

“My grandma is a part of this world. I was devastated when she died. She was eighty six at the time and I knew she was old and would leave me soon, but it didn’t make it any easier. No one else got me the way she did. No one else believed in me the way she did either. It was the best to see her again. How many people get that wish? To see a loved one who’s died again.”

I understood what she meant. I got that wish when I saw my parents. 

They died after Malachi and I were accepted into the Knighthood. We didn’t see them again until we became sentinels. 

It felt like a reward to me. Malachi too.

I definitely understood what she meant. I guess I would want both too if I had someone special in the human realm.

There were many beings that lived in the human realm. It was the way they wanted it to be. There was no reason why she couldn’t have both. The problem would lie with how she managed to live both lives. 

“A lot of people have both.” 

“Really? So it’s possible?” 

“I’m fairly certain you’d be able to have both.” Talking was helping. It was stopping me from freaking out, because right now my sketchy plan was exactly that. Sketchy and uncertain. 

I’d thought about what we’d do when we got to the Shadowlands, but not the technicalities of it. And I hadn’t thought about what we would do now. 

If Balmora and the necromancer flew out from nowhere right now and took Alyssa I wouldn’t know what to do.

“Where is Picchus?” The smile came back to her beautiful face and her eyes twinkled with delight. 

Her question cut into my thoughts and threw me. It threw me because she was asking about me.

“That’s where I live.” 

“Will you give me an address?” Her gaze intensified.

“Oh so this desire to be in both worlds includes me too?” I teased. 

“I need to check out your house first. See if I like it.” 

“I knew when you kissed me you must have liked me. Such a waste of time to keep resisting something you want.” I knew she would be shocked by me saying that. 

She gasped and straightened. “Hold on Mister, you kissed me. I just kissed you back.” 

I didn’t argue because I did kiss her. “Thank God you didn’t resist. You tasted good.” Okay, that was my inner desire talking. My inner desire which had enough power to distract me for eons. 

Of course it was stronger today because I was with the one woman I admittedly wanted so bad it made me ache. 

I needed to find out more about this soul mate business. 

“You tasted good too.” Her voice was just louder than a whisper. As she continued to stare a serious expression filled her face. “Dante.”

“Yes, Princess.” 

“Why do I feel like I know you from somewhere? It’s weird. How is that even possible?” 

I knew why, but I wouldn’t say. It was just as Malachi said, somethings were best unsaid. There were some things we shouldn’t know. In her case it may freak her out. I didn’t want to freak her out more than she already was.

“It must be your powers.” 

“But I knew your name. That part felt different. I can feel my powers. They feel like an essence inside me. Knowing your name felt like something else.” 

My heart stilled. I had assumed her knowledge of my name must have been due to her powers too but it seemed that it wasn’t.

“Maybe we were destined to meet.” Better to say that.

She lifted her shoulder into a little shrug, once again that small movement drew my attention to her breasts. 

I wanted to touch her, everywhere. I wanted her now, under this tree, in the wild where I didn’t care who was watching us. 

“You wouldn’t care if people were watching?” she laughed.

I straightened up. She read my mind. “You can hear me too?” 

She nodded. “It started about an hour ago. Maybe before. I can’t hear everything properly but most things. I seem to only be able to hear your sexual thoughts.” She giggled. “Earlier you were checking out my ass. I guess my abilities are really coming in right. I feel different. Do I look different?” 

I moved closer. “No, you look the same. I just want you more.” 

A smile inched across her lips before I lowered to kiss her. 

This was crazy, we needed to get a move on it. Even I knew that. Me, with my carefree attitude. 

I knew time was of the essence, but I couldn’t help it. 

Temptation made me crave her. I wanted to indulge on her hot, sweet mouth and make her mine. 

Temptations of the flesh was something I’d succumbed to long ago. I wasn’t the angel I should have been when I first became a sentinel, and I wasn’t even close to the man I was when I’d lived as a human. 

It was bitterness that made me that way.

Bitterness at being tossed aside like I meant nothing. 

But...somehow, somehow even though temptation had seized me she felt different. 

She felt different because it was written in the stars that she should have been mine and I never got to have her. 

Soul mates. 

I wanted her because I wanted to make her mine. My girl, my woman.

As we tumbled into the plush green grass, I took the chance to run my hands over her body. Over the flat of her stomach, across to the deep curve of her hips, up and up until I reached the part of her that I’d been craving to touch since I’d first seen her. 

Her delicious breasts. 

She moaned as I squeezed her right breast gently, just touching her and feeling the sharp points of her nipples turned me on. I had to see. 

I needed to see what she looked like. I needed to taste her. 

“Please, let me see you Alyssa.” I spoke against her sweet lips, still trying to keep kissing her. 

My voice sounded desperate to my own ears. 

“Yes.” She moaned against my lips. “Yes.” 

Yes, was all I wanted to hear. It was enough to send me right over the edge of reasoning. 

I moved back the white cotton from her tank top and the cup of her bra that covered her breasts. Seeing her gorgeous nipple harden, feeling her, and listening to her body was almost deafening. Everything screamed at me to touch, to suck.  To indulge.

I lowered and closed my mouth over her little nipple, rolling it between my teeth and tongue. She arched her back into me and a hum of satisfaction fell from her lips. 

I liked the sound and I wanted to hear it again, and again. 

And again...

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]






Chapter 8
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Alyssa

––––––––
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When I first found out the truth of my life and became exposed to this hidden, secret world I thought I would lose my mind. 

I really did believe that. 

There were points over the last day or so when I was just waiting for it to happen. 

I didn’t realize then that those feelings from the emotions that gripped me were nothing. 

It was this moment. Right here and now in this place where we were lost with Dante devouring me that made me feel like I’d lose my mind. 

I didn’t even kiss on the first date. I’d never had a one-night stand and I most definitely would have never normally thought to be with a man after knowing him for hardly two days.

And not just a man, an angel. 

An angel who touched me like I was his. I felt his touch in my soul. Caressing my essence as he showed me how much he wanted me. 

He slipped my top over my head and unclasped my bra so he could move to my other breast to suck, giving it the same attention he did the other. 

I came before he finished and the truly wicked smile on his face turned me on and made me wet all over again. 

“Is this a good distraction princess?” He spoke against my nipple and made a show of licking the tips back to life.

“Perfect.” I breathed and returned his smile. Only momentarily though because he moved his hands across my leg and then between my thighs so he could press against my core.

With that sinful smile he pushed up rubbing against the hard nub of my clit. At that moment I didn’t care about anything anymore. 

Nothing at all besides getting more of his touch. More of his touch and this feeling.

I gasped when he picked me up, scooping my topless form up from the ground as if I were weightless. He carried me over to a thicket of vines behind the tree we’d rested against and set me down. 

“I changed my mind,” he said placing his hands either side of me. “I do care if people are watching. No one gets to see you but me.”

I couldn’t help the smile that inched across my lips. I definitely didn’t have a problem with that. 

He crouched down and nuzzled his face into my crotch, securing his big, strong arms around my waist. 

“You smell so good.” He growled and ran his hands down to my ass. 

God, when he looked at me his eyes were gold, but quickly changed back to coal. 

I pulled in a breath suddenly feeling a little off balance. 

Again, I forgot he knew what I was thinking. He stood up and cupped my face. 

He was concerned for me. 

“Don’t be scared of me.” Worry filled his handsome face. 

“I’m not, I’m just. It’s... different.” It just dawned on me that I was just me, and he was this magnificent being. This godlike man who’d most assuredly been with the most perfect women in his lifetime. 

And... I was just Alyssa Forrester. 

“No, you are not just Alyssa Forrester.” He brushed his lips over mine. “There is no one like you.” 

“Or, you.” I moved my hands over his chest and tugged on his shirt. 

“I’m just a man, a man who wants you.” 

Had anyone ever said such a thing to me? 

Definitely not, and if all we had was now, I would treasure it and seal it to my mind forever. Even if forever ended tomorrow. 

“Take me,” I breathed.

“I plan to Princess. I plan to take every piece of you, but this is the taster. When this shit’s done, I’m taking you home to my bed.” 

Before I could process what he said properly, his lips came crashing down on mine and then it was as if I could feel him everywhere all at once.

He didn’t waste time on my lips. He kissed his way down my body in a trail of fiery kisses that made my entire being come alive.

I giggled when he tugged on the waistband of my pants with a captivated look on his face. 

He loosened the button with a quick snap and they drifted down my legs. 

I kicked them off and my shoes, too. That just left me in my panties and my bare feet sinking into the grass which definitely felt like soft, plush carpet.

This was so wild...and hot. 

His gaze trailed all the way down to my toes.

“You’re beautiful Alyssa,” the angel said to me, and in that moment, I felt like the most beautiful woman in the world. 

I grabbed the edge of his shirt and tugged on the end. 

“I’m naked.” I moved in and kissed him. 

He pulled back. “Exactly the way I want you.” 

“I want you naked too, Dante.” 

He went to snap his fingers to remove his clothes magically, but I stopped him. 

“No, no magic. I want you to take them off.” I wanted to watch him take his clothes off. 

Instead of his eyes turning that strong gold color, they seem to venture to when he was turned on, they turned a darker coal, almost black. 

Against his bronze skin he looked even more perfect.

And more perfect still when he lifted his top over his head and shrugged out of it. 

My eyes glued to his torso and took in all those tattoos, dark and inky against the solid walls of his mile wide chest. 

Heat rushed to my cheeks at the sight of him.

A lock of his wild hair fell over his left eye as he looked down to undo his belt buckle. He looked at me beneath it and I got lost in his stare. 

With the belt undone he pulled his zipper down and his pants drifted down the length of his powerful, toned legs. 

He wore boxers which looked amazing on him.

He kicked the pants off in the same way I had mine, along with his shoes, and held out his arms to the side. 

“Is that what you want Princess?” 

I nodded with complete satisfaction. He was so much more than what I could have ever wanted. 

“Right, less talking more indulging.” 

“I agree.” 

I sucked in a breath when he lowered again and moved to my core, placing little kisses all along the edge of my pelvis. He moved the panties aside and parted my legs, so he could have better access to my core. 

First, he slid two fingers inside me. My knees buckled when he did that, and I gasped, sucking in a sharp breath at the blast of pleasure. 

He slid his fingers in and out. I held on to his shoulders at first, but it wasn’t helping. I had to lean against the tree behind me. It was rough against my back, but I didn’t care. 

He continued that motion for a little while until I was nearly at the door of my climax. That was when he replaced his fingers with his tongue. 

His tongue reached inside me, tasting me, taking me, indulging on me.

Mindless moans of pleasure fell from my lips as I came completely undone in mind, body, and soul. 

The orgasm that gripped me sent me over the precipice of reality. Right over the edge of what I had known and into something I knew I would always want. 

A growl rumbled in his chest as he drank me and licked me clean. When he was done, he pulled my panties down my legs and moved up to my breasts again to lick both nipples. 

“Time for more fun Princess.” 

I was breathing so hard I thought I was going to faint, but I got a grip on myself to watch in delight as he pushed his boxers down and revealed the magnitude of his thick cock, which looked like it was ready to be inside me. 

To my shock he grabbed my hand and placed it over his shaft, working my hand up and down the thick length. 

“This is all for you.” He squeezed my hand around the base. 

“Me?” 

“Yes, all yours. Remember that. Only the perfect woman could do this to me.” 

My lips parted, he spun me around to face the tree and moved close to whisper into my ear. 

“I don’t need to wear a condom, but I will if it makes you feel better. More normal.” 

I never even thought of that. 

He pressed his lips to the crevice of my neck and kissed me there while tweaking my nipples. I couldn’t think of anything better than having him inside me. All of him. 

“You don’t have to. I want to feel you.” 

He didn’t need any further instruction. 

“Spread your legs Princess.” 

I did as he said. He slid his fingers inside me again, then I felt the fat head of his cock. 

He pushed and prodded at my entrance, moving in inch by inch until he was right inside. 

I gasped at the feel of him filling me up, filling me right up until my world was full of him. 

He took hold of my waist and started with a slow pump, then a little faster once I’d adjusted to him. 

I moaned into the rhythm and pace, clutching onto the bark of the tree for support.

Faster, he went faster and faster, the feel of him inside me was more than I could describe. 

His grip tightened around me as he started pounding. Fucking me into a mindless oblivion and soon the only sound I could hear was our moans of ecstasy, and our bodies slapping together. 

We both got lost in the rhythm. Lost in the sexual heat. Lost in time and space. Lost in each other.

Waves of pleasure and ecstasy coursed through my body, singing and dancing through my veins. Leaving heat and fire in its passage. 

I never believed I could feel this way. It was unreal, unimaginable, unbelievable. And still he was giving me more to captivate me. 

Dante pulled out in the height of that passion and twisted me back to face him. He lifted me up and eased me down onto his cock again. I wrapped my legs around him to get a good grip, then he positioned himself inside me and started pumping again. 

This position felt more intimate and it was. It really was.

He held me around my waist with one hand, then with the other he smoothed his hand to the back of my head and brought my lips down to his. 

We stayed like that for a few moments, once again getting lost in the throes of passion. 

Then...something primal and hot seemed to take hold of both of us and suddenly he was rutting into me like an animal. It was mindless need, the same mindless need I felt that made me want to devour him.

I knew our end was near after that. I just knew it. I did my best to hold on because I didn’t want it to end. I wished we could stay like this forever.

I tried so hard to hang on to the swirl of emotion that gripped me –that had never happened with anyone else, but this time the orgasm that seized me scorched my body clean with a wave of energy and fire. It rushed over both of us in a cascade of light. 

He jackhammered into his own release, erupting with a blast inside me.

We were both breathing hard and covered in sweat. He pulled me down for another kiss and held me close, wrapping his arms around me. 

“This has to happen again Alyssa. It has to,” he breathed into my ear. 

I lifted my head slightly, but pressed it to his. “Yes, it has to.” 

“When you come to Picchus all you’ll have to do is think of me to find me.” 

I looked at him. “That’s all?”

“That’s it, but only certain people can do that.” 

“What kind of people?” I teased. I already knew what he was going to say but I wanted to hear it. 

“Special people. The kind of person who’d want to keep seeing me.”

“That sounds like me.” 

I giggled when he kissed me again and set me down.

We kissed again and again. It was clear we were both trying to hold onto the moment. But it was also clear we needed to get back to reality. 

We needed to get right back. 

At the realization, the expression on Dante’s face fell, as did mine. We sorted ourselves out quickly and got our clothes back on. 

“What should we do now?” I asked. 

“We need to focus on something that looks different. There’s a loop of some sort that makes us keep going around in circles. Designed to make sure we never get to where we’re going. But each time we keep passing whatever that thing is.” 

“Well I’ll keep a close eye out.” 

“If we were somewhere else shit like that wouldn’t work on me.” His brows snapped together.

I figured as much, although I wouldn’t have known the limitations on my own magic. 

I just guessed that whatever affected him, must affect me too. 

“I know. What else –” I stopped in mid-sentence when something snaked up my leg. I looked down to see root vines moving up from the ground, wrapping around both my legs. 

“Dante!” I screamed and tried to move to him. 

But Dante couldn’t help me. Hovering over him was a dragon like creature. White, pure white, and it seemed to be pulling his soul from his body. 

The cry that came from his lips was so loud and piercing it ripped through me. I reached for him, but the vines surrounded me sucking me right into somewhere. 

I didn’t know where.
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Dante
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The last time I felt pain like that was when the wraith demon possessed me. 

It was the type of pain that I couldn’t express or describe. 

A person would have to go through it themselves to really know what I was talking about. 

Fucking Elvin queen. 

I knew it would only be a matter of time before she reared her head. 

I hoped she wouldn’t but in the back of my mind I expected something like this. 

I’d never met her before and I never wanted to. She was one being I hoped to never cross paths with. 

The bitch had both Alyssa and I secured by vines on either side of her lair. 

Alyssa was in a glass case strapped against the wall to her left and I was to the right. Vines wrapped around Alyssa, but something different was on me. 

Straps of gold from the mythical golden fleece. 

It was the only thing strong enough to trap and hold an angel. 

The queen sat on her throne, eyes fixed on me as I glowered at her. 

I’d already thrown every single curse at her under the moon and sun. And I’d filled in the blanks on why we were here. 

But she didn’t want to listen. 

She didn’t want to listen and now we were here wasting time. 

I continued my gaze on her, partially not wanting to look at Alyssa because it was difficult to see her so terrified and not be able to help. 

There was also another reason why I couldn’t look her in the eye. It was because I figured out everything. 

What used to be riddles were no longer riddles. 

For me. I was the only person in the whole scenario that hadn’t jumped on board the save the world train because I wanted to save the world. 

I jumped on this mission, because I had a personal stake in it. Save the girl and find Kolai.

Find Kolai, and save myself.

I never realized that path to being pure of heart was falling for her. There were only a few things in this world that could make you pure of heart. Love was always the route to it. 

Love made you care, love made you sacrifice, love made you do good.

It also made you do whatever you could for the person you loved. 

Even as I thought about it, I knew it was crazy. I was crazy, but I knew truth when I saw it, even when I didn’t want to accept it. Non-acceptance didn’t make it any less true. 

That spark of wild attraction I’d felt when I first saw her wasn’t just attraction. It was love.

In all the hundreds of years I’d lived. All the eras I’d seen, I’d never felt love. Not like this, and not for a woman I’d known for less than a handful of days. 

It was a realization that snapped to my mind quickly when I saw that I couldn’t save her. 

And as I risked looking over at her I felt it even more, and she knew it. 

“All, so, interesting.” The queen laughed. 

My gaze darted back to her.

The queen may have looked like a teenage girl, but she was far from it. Her age itself was as old as time. She just didn’t age.

She sat on her throne with two elks on either side of her and her guards, two powerful looking warriors with sharp pointed ears. White blond hair like Neo’s flowed from their heads and their faces were like angels in beauty. 

All elves looked that way. The men and women. It was because they got their magic from the stars and light. 

“What is interesting?” I balked. 

“The two creatures in my new collection are not only rare and precious, and very useful to me, but they’re also in love.” 

Even from here, I could see Alyssa blushing and I could feel the conflict of emotion that washed over her mind. 

She was scared, but I could feel all that she felt for me. 

Love. 

It was all over her, surrounding her and filling her.

It was new to me. 

I’d never been with a woman who’d felt that way about me before. The same way that I’d never been in love, not until now.

“Let us go. My Lady, you know what is at stake if I don’t get Alyssa to the Shadowlands. How about you either help us or allow us to leave and do what we need to do. We’ll even come back, and we can finish this little fiasco.” 

I hated that I had to call her My Lady. 

“You think I’m stupid, tainted one?” she laughed. “You come to my realm uninvited and defile my forest with your traipses, then to make matters worse you mate in my realm for all to see.” 

“Like fuck, we did our best with the little privacy we had.” 

My reply irked her as I intended. 

“Insolent fool, do you know how serious this is?” 

“I don’t care. What I care about is that you’re making us waste time. everything about this is wrong and you know it. The necromancer and Balmora will come here and take her. You think you stand a chance against either of them?” 

Something in her eyes flickered. I seriously hoped it meant she was thinking about it. 

I didn’t have the power to read someone like her. Her magic was far too powerful and she’d managed to block me out. 

“Answer me.” I demanded. “If you’re a match for the pair of them then fantastic. I’ll shut right the hell up.” 

She frowned, because she knew I was right.

“Okay, tainted one. I’ll tell you what,” she laughed an evil sort of laugh that infuriated me even more than I already was. “How about a little game?” 

“Do we look like we want to play a fucking game?” 

“Not so much, but you will play. If you play, I will open the portal to the Shadowlands.” 

“You can do that?” 

“I can do many things.” 

“Then help us. Join us.” I couldn’t stand her. But help was help, didn’t matter where it came from. 

“No, I will do no such thing. I will not piss off evil and put my people in more danger. Danger you have brought to our door. You and this girl. A syph. All so interesting, but so terrifying too.” 

“What is the game?” I just wanted to get the hell out of here. 

“I want you to fight our best warrior, but as a human.” 

“What?” I snapped thinking about the absurdity of it. 

“I want you to become Sir Dante, Templar Knight to Richard the Third.” She smirked with a wicked grin and rubbed her bony hands together. 

I looked over at Alyssa who looked so much more terrified now. 

“I accept.” 
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Alyssa
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I hated that he couldn’t hear me. 

Granted, I was crying yet again, but I was terrified and couldn’t help it. 

I didn’t know what was going to happen. 

Wouldn’t the elf queen’s best warrior be an elf too? 

My question was answered when the walls around us moved, sliding out on either side to reveal a massive courtyard. The wall to the right of the queen’s side opened and a hideous creature walked out, stomping into the courtyard.

His face was grotesque and looked like a cross between a rhino, a boar, and a bat. 

That was the best way that I could describe it. 

Large tusks were visible in its mouth and slime dripped down his chest. 

His hairy, hairy chest. His whole bulky body was covered in hair, and this thing was tall, very tall. Like fifteen feet tall.

The queen laughed as her warrior moved forward with confidence. 

A sword, big and broad appeared in his hand and he held it high and growled a fierce growl that reverberated off the walls. It rippled through the glass case I was in and into me making my soul shiver. 

Jesus, please help us.

That was me praying now. I was praying because I didn’t know if Dante could fight that creature as a man. 

The queen loosened the fine golden chain that held him in place and waved her hand in a circular motion. 

“Revertio discadentio.” She cooed with delight and smiled wider when Dante transformed into the knight he was when he was human. 

His hair was the first thing that changed. It grew longer and stopped at his elbow, then the vast bulk of muscle decreased to what I would definitely call human sized. Now he looked just like a regular guy who worked out at the gym. 

His clothes were the last thing. Armor covered him and then the red and white emblems for the Knights of Templar.

A whirlwind of magical gold dust carried with it a sword which he reached for and gripped when it came to him. 

He was looking at the creature, but he paused to face me, and I realized he really was human. He even looked it. 

There was a scar on his face that went right across it from his left eye to his right cheek. 

I kicked out at the glass and wiggled my fingers, moving any part of me that could acknowledge him. 

“Dante.” I called out, but he couldn’t hear me, and if he was human, I knew he wouldn’t be able to hear my thoughts either. 

A small smile of reassurance appeared on his face, but just for a second. Then it was gone. It left when the creature bellowed that hideous noise again.

I didn’t know how he could fight that thing. I didn’t know how anyone could. 

“Let the games begin.” The queen shouted with a dark smile on her face. 

If I could get my hands on her I would have slapped the smile off her stupid fucking face.

Who did things like this? Who?

Her stupid realm was also at risk if Balmora and the necromancer got their hands on me. 

She laughed in delight as the creature rushed Dante swinging his sword at him. 

I screamed, thinking he was going to chop his head off. 

Dante, however, miraculously dodged him. He slid under him, going through the wide gap between his legs. 

Dante also used the movement to thrust his sword up high into the creature, slicing him as he passed by. 

The creature howled in pain and the queen scowled. 

I was breathing so hard I couldn’t catch my breath to steady it. I couldn’t focus or concentrate, and I dared not look away just in case something happened to Dante. 

The creature whirled around to face him in a rage and knocked Dante to the ground with the hilt of his sword. I gasped at the sight because I was sure that would have knocked him out. 

Dante was on the ground for a few seconds before he moved. Blood ran down the side of his face. He gripped his sword and charged the creature but was once again knocked back. 

It seemed worse because he hit his head on the edge of a boulder and fell instantly to the ground. 

I couldn’t see him coming out of this fight alive. I couldn’t see it. 

The creature was too powerful. It was too powerful and here I was sealed in this case with the vines around me. 

I hung my head down in shame as tears fell down my cheeks. 

I was sick of being weak. Sick of being helpless. 

It was the same problem at home. Back in Washington I worked in the library and put up with all that crap because I needed the job. I had a goal for myself with my business and I knew I needed to continue to work at the library if I wanted to finance my business. It was so much worse because I’d failed before. 

Here I was again, helpless to whatever life threw at me. This life, this world that contained so many things I didn’t understand. 

And I was a syphon. A magical being who could syph the powers of whatever I wanted. 

So, what was the good of me now? Like this, in this state. 

When I lifted my head, I saw the elf queen looking at me. Her stare was intense and penetrative.

“Why aren’t you playing the game?” She spoke to my mind with a bright smile on her face. “Are you going to let your love die?”

I stared back at her. 

“This is madness, he’ll die,” I said out loud. 

“Then save him, what are you waiting for? My magic is all around you Syph. Those vines on your arms are like touching me. A person would sell their soul to the devil himself to get a hold of my powers, and there you are, just letting time pass and go to waste.”

My eyes widened as I realized what she was saying. 

I could have her power. I did have her power.

The same way I had Dante’s. 

I closed my eyes and focused, feeling for the difference and there it was. There it was. Like a box inside my soul. 

“Release me.” I said to the vines and they listened. As the vines retreated back to the earth the glass case shattered, breaking me free. 

“Oh my God.” I gasped and moved to Dante just as the creature was about to land his sword down hard on him. 

I waved my hands and stopped the sword mid strike. The creature growled, and the queen shuffled. I looked to her as the understanding of her power filled my mind. Not everything came to me, but some. Enough. 

She wanted me to show the creature mercy, so I did. This was a game, but not one to the death. With a wave of my hand I sent the creature back beyond the wall it came from. Then I went to Dante who needed me. I knelt down and put my arms around his battered form. Blood was all over his face.

“Alyssa, syph. God, this feels exactly like the first time I died.” He coughed blood. 

“Hold still. I’ll heal you.” The only way that I could heal him was to turn him back to his angel form. “Revertio discadentio.” 

Those were the words the queen spoke when she transformed him the first time and it worked now to put him back to his angelic form. I watched him turn back into the man I’d come to know, and...loved. 

This...was unreal, everything about the last few days were unreal, but what felt real to me was this feeling in my heart. 

The feeling in my heart that told me I would only ever feel the way I did with him. As I watched him change, I wondered if maybe I could have removed the wraith essence in him, but as he transformed, I saw I didn’t. 

He sat up and expanded his wings and the black tips were there still. 

He reached for me and held me close. 

“You saved me,” he whispered into my ear.

“I thought it was about time. Right?” 

He held me closer and kissed the top of my head.

“Both of you get out of my realm,” the queen balked. “And do not come back.” 

We both looked at her. 

She waved her hand into a circle and a portal appeared in front of us. 

“That is the Shadowlands?” Dante asked. 

“It is.” 

“No games or tricks?” 

“Time is of the essence. Balmora and the necromancer are already there waiting for you. This gateway will take you straight to the Cave of Endless Night.” 

When I looked, I saw a lonely mountain off in a distance. 

“Remember, all magic stops while you’re inside the cave.” 

“I know,” Dante replied. He helped me to stand and took my hand to lead me toward the portal. 

“Thank you.” I said to the queen. I knew she didn’t want to help us, or maybe it was more like she didn’t want to get involved. So, she did the next best thing by giving me access to her powers. 

“Use them wisely.” 

“Come on Alyssa,” Dante tugged on my hand. 

We both stepped into the portal and into the shadowlands which looked exactly as the name described. Like a land surrounded by shadows. 

As we stepped in, the portal closed and all there was...

Was nothingness.
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Dante

––––––––
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Fuck. 

I was actually afraid. Nervous and afraid. 

I reached for Alyssa and held her tight thinking of the most inconspicuous way to get her inside the cave. The cave was off in the distance on the other side of the mountain. 

“Dante,” Alyssa snuggled against me. “We should stay positive. Maybe we have enough. I mean with the queen’s power.” 

It wasn’t enough. It was something, but it wasn’t enough, and just like I knew our presence wouldn’t go unknown in Aestas, I knew Balmora and the necromancer would know we were here. 

We had to get to the cave. Walking was out of the question, teleporting would alert them to our location, but I was sure they would know that in seconds on their own. It was a given with people who had that level of magic. 

So, I chose that. The lesser of two evils.

We got as far as outside the cave. Just as I thought because the magic wouldn’t take me inside.

I frowned, however, when I saw them both waiting at the cave entrance for us. 

Balmora with her hideous appearance and the necromancer, a dark haired, ashen faced man with a cape billowing in the wind. 

So that was what he looked like. 

They both smiled at us, relishing the fear that rippled through Alyssa. The necromancer was feeding off it. 

“Wonderful.” He mused holding out his hands to either side. He rose into the air and seemed taller. His hair flowed into the shadow. “Hand delivered is always best. I hope you handled her with care.” 

“Fucking asshole, as if I’m going to allow you to take her. Just like that? Idiot.” I snarled. I looked down at Alyssa and she blinked several times. 

“Thank you for taking care of me.” She gripped my shirt. 

“You were right. Going fast makes people crazy, and crazy things happen. I went ahead and fell for you.” 

Her lips parted. “I lov–” 

There was no time to savor for me to hear her. I had to do it. I couldn’t portal us into the cave, but I could create black holes in objects. That is what I did and pushed her inside before she could tell me she loved me. 

Before the necromancer could snap her up, and she really would be hand delivered. He struck out at me with a wave of thick black fire that scorched the clothes off my body.

“You’ll pay for that. Wraith.” He hissed. 

“Oh, not just yet. It’s just the wings right now.” My eyes turned gold and I unleashed the angelic magic within me. It was time to show what I had, what I held back. What I failed to acknowledge all these years. I was a fallen angel, but there was so much more to me than that. 

“I’m still a sentinel!” I cried and with a burst of energy I lashed back. My blast got him, but it wasn’t enough. 

“I think we need to make things more interesting.” Balmora called out with a wicked laugh. 

Then all around me shadows lifted from the ground. The place was already a spooky gray color. It could be classed as silver against the moonlight, but these figures were black. 

Balmora’s laugh got louder when the figures turned into goblins, but not just any run of the mill goblins. They were hellish creatures that stood taller than me and they had wings too. 

“Lucky for you we love interesting.” Said a voice from behind me I recognized. 

I whirled around to see Neo and Zeek walking toward me, weapons at the ready. 

While their presence did nothing to phase neither the necromancer nor Balmora, to me their presence was most welcomed. 

“Guys,” I beamed. 

“Save the reunion for the after party, boss. You owe me a fucking beer.” 

“You can have a case of it.” I nodded. 

“How about you deal with your cape wearing friend and we’ll take care of these things,” Zeek suggested, nodding toward the creatures. 

“Agreed.” I turned back to the necromancer who had a crazy grin on his face. 

“Look at you all, thinking you have us, where you want. You really believe you stand a chance?” He laughed. 

Balmora snapped her fingers and it was as if something switched on in the creatures. They moved at once toward Zeek and Neo. 

“I think I need to reacquaint myself with Alyssa.” Balmora laughed and to my greatest horror walked inside the cave. As she did her grotesque appearance faded and she looked nothing more than a woman. A human woman without magic. 

I didn’t anticipate that, but I should have. 

With her magic she was one of the most powerful sorceress’ alive, without it I was certain she was still strong. Strong enough to go up against a defenseless woman who was new to our world. 

Alyssa was inside the cave, somewhere, without me. 

A blast of energy sent me flying through the air. 

The necromancer roared with laughter. The kind used by someone who knew they were one step ahead of the game. 

And he was... 
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Alyssa
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I understood why it was called the Cave of Endless Night. It was so dark I couldn’t even see my hands. 

In my back pockets were a few things my grandmother had given me to prepare me for this. Although no one could have really prepared me for being inside a cave in some strange land by myself. 

She’d given me a little kit with a box of matches, a candle, a flare, and a box of raisins. She always used to give me a box of raisins when she was alive. 

Raisins I loved because they were my favorite things. 

I would have loved to stop and eat them, but I hadn’t felt hunger in days. 

Mostly I felt numb and a part of me felt like I was never going to see Dante again. 

I’d never told any man I loved them, and I never got the chance to tell the one that I did love, I loved him. 

I lit the candle and felt my way through. I suppose I was just to sit and wait in that helpless state I hated. 

There was a stream which flowed down into a little waterfall. I went up to it and crouched down to touch the water. It wasn’t water though. It was mercury.

I’d seen this a lot at the British Museum. The Egyptians used it in their tombs because of its power to imbue immortality. The Mayans used it too. 

At least I knew something. It being here probably did something to tamp down the magic. 

Of which I had none. 

I felt like my old self again. 

Like the day before my birthday, before everything changed, and turned my world upside down. 

I was about to sit down when I heard laughter I wasn’t likely to forget the sound of, ever. 

Balmora’s cackle worked its way into me like poison. 

I straightened up as my heart stopped in my chest. She came down the same path I’d come holding a torch, which she placed in the crevice of the cave wall. 

“Nice to catch up again. Alyssa.” Balmora looked like a human woman. She looked like a person, instead of the hideous creature I saw when I first met her. “So, this is what I looked like when I was human. I was beautiful, wasn’t I?” 

“How did you become the other way? Ugly and evil.” 

“Naughty girl. You know it’s not nice to call another woman ugly. My demonic state is not ugly. It is an emblem of the gods I represent. All the powers they gave me to save me from the horrible life I had as this...” She pulled at her black robes. “I was nothing, and the man I loved treated me as such.” 

“You turned to evil because a guy treated you like nothing?” 

What would life be like if we all did that? 

“Watch your tongue, you don’t know what I speak, or what happened to me. I was a Spartan princess. My so-called husband betrayed not just me, but his country when he joined forces with the Persians. And all for what? A pretty face. A woman younger than me was worth risking everything. When the Persians came to our village, they desecrated everything and killed my one-month old son and five-year-old daughter. They killed everyone I loved. There is no pain greater than that. And only revenge can heal you.” 

I almost felt bad for her. I felt bad for the human side of her. She walked over to the river of mercury and stopped. 

“So, you chose vengeance with evil?” 

“God and his angels would not help me, so I turned to those who could. It was a long time ago. Now I will return what the necromancer so effortlessly gave me. With Razul here we’ll have every realm at our fingertips. Power, power, power. Who can resist power?” 

“I won’t allow it.” I declared trying to be brave. 

It was foolish because I knew I had no say. I had no say in this matter. I’d never even had a fight at school. How was I supposed to fight her? 

“You, are so silly.” She giggled. “You must know the Spartan way of life. Right?” 

I nodded. Honestly, I’d enjoyed learning about them at school. I never factored in meeting one in my life time though. 

“Good,” she cooed. “So, you know the women were just as strong as their men.”

“You can’t do anything with me here.” 

“Actually, I can. The good thing about you being a syphon is that we don’t need you to be alive, you could be dead. We just need you to carry the powers of the star. That’s all really. You could have come willingly –alive – but I’m pissed and I’m already sick of the live version of you. I’ve decided I’m going to kill you.” 

I dropped the candle as she whipped out her leg and kicked me straight across my face. 

I cried out and tumbled backwards, falling to the ground. 

She jumped on top of me and held me down, so she could punch my face and my chest. 

Her blows to me hurt me to my soul. 

“I think I’ll kill you slowly, beat you to fucking death for all the trouble you and your angel caused.” 

She laughed and, in that moment, I knew I was going to die. 

***
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Dante

***
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Although her magic was gone, I felt her pain. She was suffering. 

Alyssa was suffering. 

Balmora had gotten to her and my girl was suffering. 

And... 

There wasn’t a damn thing I could do about it. 

I wasn’t doing so good myself. 

Those goblins were mostly gone, but Zeek was down, injured, and Neo was having a hard time tackling the rest by himself. 

The type of magic the necromancer threw at me was...it was too much. 

Too much for me. 

I wouldn’t make it. I wouldn’t make it. 

He blasted me with an energy ball and shot over to pummel me with a series of punches that felt like knives stabbing into my skin. I blasted back, but it wasn’t enough to take him down. 

I needed something, something stronger than what I was using.

He blasted me again and I went tumbling through the air, reeling into the thick mass of shadows.

That blast took off a piece of my right wing and I went down deep into the ground, leaving a crater. 

He flew to me, getting to me within nanoseconds. Quicker than I anticipated, and before I could process what had happened to me. 

I cried out in pain as he reached into my soul and my essence and crushed me, squeezing, and crushing. 

I was fading. There were no more cards left up my sleeve. No more ideas. 

We’d lost. I’d lost. Getting Alyssa to the cave was a worthless task. 

The plan went to hell the minute Balmora and the necromancer knew that was where we were headed. 

Maybe we should have abandoned it, but I never thought. I never thought this would happen. Not like this. 

As I faded into death I remembered something. 

My brother and I, as boys playing in the fields of the English countryside. Within those rolling hills we trained to be knights. But we played as boys and friends. 

I was never as muscular and strong as Malachi. Of the two of us he was always the best. But he never made me feel any less than he was. He was always there for me when I needed him. All I had to do was call. 

There were a few times in life when I did just that. 

I must have been about sixteen years old when a bully from the neighboring village beat the crap out of me. He was just about to finish me off when I called for Malachi and he came to my rescue. 

The next time like that was at the Siege of Escalon. He came to my rescue again too, but the enemy got to both of us. 

It was my fault. I shouldn’t have called for him. Me calling for him ended his human life. 

It was that same thought I had why I didn’t call for him when I was attacked by the wraith. I knew what the wraith could do, and I didn’t want him to suffer and become possessed like me. 

I needed him now, just as I needed him all those times before.

This felt different though. 

It felt like the end for me. There would be no more chances, no more lives to live if the necromancer ended me. 

Too bad I found the one woman I could have had a life with and it was over before it began.

My brother asked me to keep her safe and I couldn’t.

“Malachi.” I breathed. “Malachi. Mal...” 

A flash of light appeared above us both. It blinded me but also created a distraction for the necromancer. He stopped his assault on my soul, so he could turn to see what was happening. 

As he looked up a flaming sword crashed down on his head. 

The flaming sword. I knew that sword. It was the one placed in the Garden of Eden to protect it.

My eyes widened when I saw the wielder of the sword was Malachi. 

My brother. 

He held the necromancer in place with the blade. It paralyzed him, but he was breaking free.

“Dante, use your powers now!” Malachi roared. 

I didn’t need to think. With everything and all that was left inside I latched on to my angelic and demonic powers and blasted the necromancer. 

The impact from the sword, Malachi’s power, and mine caused him to scream. Then he exploded into  sparks of light that were quickly swallowed by the shadows. 

Malachi stepped back, and the sword sparked. All the creatures Balmora summoned went back to the earth, freeing Neo, too. 

Malachi held the sword up and in an instant, it shot up into the shadowy sky and disappeared through a portal. 

“You came.” I breathed still on the ground, gazing up at my brother. 

“You idiot, of course I came. Don’t I always?” His face faded before me and flickered back into my view. 

“Malachi no!” I cried rushing to his side as he fell to his knees. 

“Looks like this is it brother.” 

“No.” I shook my head. 

He straightened back up and cupped my face. “Go, save her. Maybe you can still have a life with your soul mate.” 

I opened my mouth to answer him, but he disappeared right before my eyes. 

My heart crushed within my chest. My heart. My poor heart. 

Malachi was gone, and... 

A scream I heard inside my head just finished me off. 

Alyssa. 

She was dying.
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Dante
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I ran inside the cave and immediately my powers left me, but not my strength. 

I ran until I saw them. Balmora on top of Alyssa beating her to death.

She reached behind her and pulled out a knife. 

I reached for my own double bladed knife and launched it at her, lightning fast. 

It welded itself in her back, seeming to kill her in an instant. 

She fell into a crumpled heap right next to Alyssa. 

I rushed over and winced when I saw the mess she made of my Alyssa. 

She was unconscious and her face was beaten beyond recognition. 

I scooped her up into my arms and willed her to wake up. 

I felt for her heartbeat. Her heart that beat so wildly against me when she was with me. But there was none. No heartbeat. 

I felt for her pulse but that too was none existent. 

In panic I set her back on the ground and started giving her CPR. I pumped on her chest so hard I heard a rib crack. 

And still there was nothing. She was gone. 

“God, no, please. No. Not her.” I cried. “Bring her back. Bring her back.” 

I didn’t want to give up, I couldn’t let this day be the day that I gave up. So, I tried again. I counted and pumped on her chest and listened, but still there was nothing. 

Then I did the next best thing. I picked her up and ran for all I was worth back outside. Outside the cave where she could hopefully get her powers back. 

I set her down on the ground to assess her but still she looked the same. Battered, bloody and ... dead. 

No. Why didn’t that work? 

I thought her powers would return, but ...maybe it was because she died without them.

She died without her power so now they were coming back to a soulless body. I was too late. After all of that I couldn’t save her. 

My insides crumbled and squeezed. The darkness of despair filled my being and I screamed out to the heavens. 

“I’d give anything, anything. Please bring her back.” 

I cupped her face and stroked her cheek. “Alyssa wake up. Please. I never got to tell you that you are my soul mate. I didn’t want to freak you out. I just thought maybe with time you’d be able to accept it. But we didn’t need time. We didn’t need time. We just needed each other. Please, wake up. Please.” 

More tears spilled down my cheeks dropping onto her face. 

A shard of light twinkled over by the corner near the jagged rocks. It grabbed my attention. It twinkled and I thought an angel would appear. 

The light expanded and glowed filling out the area surrounding me, surrounding us. 

The figure of an elderly man came into view as the expansion of light continued. A man with a white hooded robe. 

He looked at me with deep interest. 

“Wow. I was starting to wonder if you were ever going to make it here.” He commented looking me over. “I am Lord Argon, guardian of the entrance to Kolai.” 

His eyes landed on the still form of my Alyssa, then sadness washed over his features. 

“You know me?” I could barely talk. My heart ached all the more when Alyssa started to feel cold.

“I do know you, Dante. I’m always prepped when there’s a prospective visitor. Doesn’t matter how long they take. Weeks, months, years, centuries.” 

“I was too late.” I said more to her than to him. “I was too late. Please save her.” 

“Son, I’m afraid only you have the power to do that.” 

“Please. Tell me what to do.” I couldn’t think straight and even if I could I wouldn’t have known anyway. All I wanted was to have her back.

“Well, first I must ask about your former desire to go back to the way you were. I know that’s been your desire for a long time. I’m required as a matter of formality to clarify.”

“I just want to do whatever I can to have her back. Teleport to a time that I can save her.” 

“So you would sacrifice your one chance to be rid of your wraith impurities to save her?” 

“Yes.” That wasn’t even a question. It required no thought whatsoever. I would do it in a heartbeat. “It’s better this way. I will find some other way to fix myself, or just accept it.” 

“As you wish. I should let you know that if you did choose that path, it would have led to the destruction of all realms. You wouldn’t have left Dominus and this recent incident would happen. Then you would be as affected by the curse as all the other sentinels. No one would have been able to get to this point. No one would have defeated both Balmora and the necromancer.” 

“Malachi could have.” Malachi used everything he had left to come and help me.  

Lord Argon shook his head. “No, he came for you. Together, at that point you were both strong. Strong enough to defeat the necromancer. On his own he would never have made it.” 

“How do I fix this?”

“See past your pain and embrace logic and reasoning. You’re in Kolai. The only place in any existence where time is controlled, and you have the permission to go back to any moment in time, past, or present to change it, without consequence.” 

“I want to take time back to before Balmora killed her.” 

He tilted his head to the side and gave me a tentative look. 

“You could do that, but, may I offer some advice?” 

I nodded, although I wanted this to be done. 

“I think,” he began and removed his robe revealing his head which had a halo. The sort you’d see depicted on some pictures of angels in the human realm. “I think you have to think of strategy. Cause and effect. Given recent circumstances, what point in history could you go back to, to truly fix things, everything?” 

I really couldn’t think and this required thinking. 

“The answer is closer than you think.” He waved his hand and conjured up an image of Balmora. Two images of her; her as a human woman, and her as the demonic sorceress.

Rage filled me at the sight of her. 

She killed Alyssa. Beat her to death, just like that. Alyssa would never have stood a chance. 

“What of her? She’s vile and evil.”

“But she was not always like that.” 

“You mean before she awakened the necromancer?” I could go back to that and try to kill her then. “If I stopped her from doing that none of this would have ever happened.” 

“True, very true. But, have a look at this.”

He waved his hand and one of the crystal shards before us  turned into a blob of water. Within the water I could see Balmora. A human Balmora in Greece, Sparta. 

She had children and a husband. 

The water flickered and I saw that the husband cheated on her every chance he got. Then he deceived her and went in league with the Persians. The vision changed to a house burning, her children were inside. 

The husband’s deception caused that to happen. Her last act as a human was to trade her soul to the necromancer. That was before the mages bound him. 

Giving her soul to him gave him power. 

I understood what the guardian meant for me to do. 

“I could go back there, and truly none of this would ever have happened. I could...” I thought about it long and hard. “I could maybe save more people than I intended.” 

Her children. 

It wasn’t her husband’s deception that made Balmora turn to evil, it was the loss of her children. 

“That is definitely true.” 

This was the part of me that I hadn’t tapped into for years. The being I was when I was a sentinel. The being who had to have compassion for all people good or bad, and make decisions based on what was right. 

That was how I was before I was cast out. Being cast out, didn’t mean I didn’t have the ability to be like that again. 

“Will it work? What if she finds another way to be evil?”

“No. I can assure you that will not happen.” 

“And Alyssa. She will come back.” 

He nodded. “As to whether she will remember you, I don’t know. She is a syphon and their paths are difficult to predict.”

“Will she still be my soul mate?” 

“That will never change.” 

I was happy to hear that. If that was still true then maybe things would still work out. I had the benefit of knowing now. So I could find her myself. Wherever she was when things changed I would find her. 

At least she would be alive. And so would Malachi. He’d be alive too. The sentinels would all be alright.

I would make sure I saw him more. As much as was allowed.

“Okay. Please send me to that time, to Sparta.”  

The guardian smiled at me. “As you wish, and because your decision will save more than one soul I will slow the dark essence of the wraith in your being. I will slow it for another thousand years. We will need the teleportation stone you possess now, but you get to keep the five items you originally collected.”

I was truly grateful for that. “Thank you so much.” 

“You are most welcome. I do believe the Order have another teleportation stone.” He raised a curious white brow.

Yes they did. God, through all the crazy events of the last few days I’d forgotten the mission the guys and I were going to take up for the Order. 

“Thank you.”

I looked back at Alyssa, at her beautiful form and prayed all this would all work, and that somehow she would still love me.

Lord Argon waved his hand and the teleportation stone in my pocket moved to him, but stopped in between us. 

With another wave of his hand everything turned a luminous red and I felt myself move through time. 
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Lord Argon sent me back to the day before Balmora’s village was attacked by the Persians. I appeared to her as an angel. 

The minute I told her of her husband’s deception and the need for her to get her children as far away as possible that same blast of power I felt with the guardian occurred again. 

Everything turned a luminous red and then I was back in my office in Picchus. 

I was back and everything looked the same. 

Zeek came inside the room in that awful reptile demon form I hated. 

He shifted back to his normal self and smiled at me. 

“Boss I am so pumped about this stash. Holy shit are we gonna make the best weapons.” He set the bag he’d been carrying down on the desk and took out a handful of blood diamonds. 

I gasped. I was literally right back to a few days ago. At the start.

“Yeah. That will be good.” I replied looking around.

“We’ll be so ready for that mission.” He nodded with excitement. 

The other door burst open and Neo came through looking edgy. 

I tensed. This was the part where he was going to tell me that some guy was looking for me. It would be Malachi. 

But why would he come? 

I hoped like hell it would be for another reason. I hoped like hell I hadn’t just messed things up even more. The guardian assured me Balmora wouldn’t become evil, but what if someone else did? Someone else could have and then set off a chain reaction that would propel us right back to square one. 

“Someone’s looking for me?” I offered up. 

“Yeah, how did you know?” Neo narrowed his eyes at me and smirked.

“Is it a man with golden eyes?”

“Nah, boss it’s a super-hot girl. Where do you get these women from? This one was too nice to be like your usual, so I had to be certain and she said she was sure she had the right address because you said all she had to do was think of you to find you.” 

I was out that door before he could even finish. 

Alyssa. 

My Alyssa.

I’d only ever said that to one person, I just never told her she was the one and only special person who’d have access to me.

I ran into the waiting area and could have cried when I saw her standing by the window. 

That long brown hair looked like liquid chocolate, flowing down her back in loose waves. 

Her golden skin glistened in the bright Picchus sunlight. 

My knees wobbled and my heart soared within my chest. 

My girl was alive and she found me. 

“Alyssa,” I cried.

She turned quickly to see me and rushed over with a brilliant smile on her face. 

“Dante, is it really you?” She threw herself into my arms, wrapping hers tightly around my neck. 

“It’s me, Princess. It’s me.” I hugged her hard to me, promising myself I would never let her go. Not ever. 

“I love you.” She said into my ear and pulled back so she could look at me. 

“I love you too, and I’m so glad you remember me.” 

“I remember everything. Everything.” A wicked little smile crossed over her face and she smacked my chest playfully. “Why didn’t you tell me we were soul mates? That’s a pretty big thing to leave out don’t you think?” 

I smiled loving this part of her. “Alyssa, we are soul mates.”

“Noted.” She giggled. 

I was about to say something else when something caught my eye through the window. 

Not something. Someone. Someone else that was dear to me.

The man hovering in the air with solid gold wings. 

Malachi. He was okay. He was alive and looked on top form.

He smiled at me and nodded. 

“I don’t care how many times you need me little brother, call me.”  He spoke to my mind.

“Thank you... brother.”  I replied with a heartfelt nod.

Alyssa turned to look at what I was staring at and saw him, her eyes widened and then he disappeared. 

“Who was that?” 

“My guardian angel, my brother.” 

“Wow.” 

“Guess what?” 

“What?” 

“We’re talking way too much.” 

When she nodded I captured her delicious mouth for a kiss I was dying for. 

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]






Epilogue
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Alyssa

Two years later... 
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I had the best of both worlds. 

Admittedly, sometimes it was difficult to basically live two lives  but I did it 

It felt liberating to do so, although for most it would probably be restricting. I only felt that way when I had to keep my secret life from my friends. 

However, having Dante in my world, in the human realm made it easier. 

They knew I was with him, always with him. 

He had both worlds too. 

He said now that he had someone he cared for in the human realm it was an easy thing to decide. 

Two years ago when we found each other my life changed. 

Grandma was right. My world changed in ways I couldn’t imagine. 

There was bad, but there was more good. 

Definitely a lot more good. 

I embraced my path as a mage and spent time learning their ways, and enhancing my powers and abilities. It didn’t take long because of my own natural abilities as a syphon. 

Two years had passed and I still didn’t know the extent of what I could do, although I felt satisfied that what I was doing now was exactly what I should be doing. 

Dante and I bounced between Picchus and our home on Ithaca, one of its moons. 

Ithaca was perfect for me because it looked like living in a dream. Like a fantasy fairytale painting with its colors of violets ,blues and pinks. 

Today was my birthday again. 

I was thirty years old. 

Last year’s birthday was as special as I wanted it to be. My advertising company brought me unimaginable success and it was amazing to see my dreams unfold. 

I was happy with that and Dante and I went to the Seychelles. 

He’d taken me to Brazil for Valentines day. 

Today, we lay arm in arm on the beach of Ithaca on crystal pink sand with the waves of the baby pink sea gracing the shore line. 

This was just outside our house, but we loved it. I loved it. 

“Happy birthday Alyssa,” Dante whispered into my ear.

“Thank you.” I kissed the edge of his jaw, loving the feel of his skin on my lips. 

“I have one more present to give you.” He smiled and shuffled to sit up. 

I sat up too and shook my head. “As if everything else you gave me wasn’t enough.” 

He’d given me a necklace made from pure starlight. It was the same starlight the elves got their magic and essence from. 

The thing was so bright I had to take it off after about an hour. It lit up the whole room. 

Apparently diamonds weren’t enough. 

“Hey, don’t you dare deny me from spoiling you rotten. You’re mine.” 

“I am yours.” I giggled. He shuffled to his knees and pulled out a box from his back pocket. Looked like something a ring would be kept in. 

“More jewelry.” I laughed. 

“You will like this.”

“Do I need special glasses to look at it?” 

“No, princess.” He opened the box and revealed a delicate medieval looking ring. It was truly beautiful with a tiny diamond in the center.” 

“What is it?” 

“My mother’s engagement ring.” 

The smile fell from my face as I realized what he was doing. “Her engagement ring? As in an actual engagement ring?”

“Yes, I figured it was about time I gave this to you.” 

All I could do was stare at him, open mouthed. “To wear.” 

He laughed at me. “Yeah, well it would be nice if you wore it. I had it sized to fit you. My father worked for six years to be able to afford this, so he could ask for my mother’s hand in marriage. I kept it just as a memory of them. Didn’t think I’d find anyone special enough to have it. Alyssa the ring was always yours.” 

A tear ran down my cheek. He caught it and smiled. 

“Thank you. I’ll treasure it, always.”

“I know you will. So, I was kind of wondering if you’d marry me.” 

I didn’t know we could get married but with him he lived by his own laws, and since I was his I already knew what my answer would be. 

“Yes.” 

To him it would always be yes. 

Always.

The End

* * *
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