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 Prologue 
 
    The Beginning 
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    “Healers rushed all around Lilith dodging her powers striking them as she flung one after another against the walls around us. Despite the loss of two of the healers in the first few moments of her labor, more were sent to aid her in the birth of the baby she and the King had waited so long to bring into the world as the heir to the underworld. To the shock of both parents as well as the remaining healers left at her bedside, the heir they hoped to be a boy is born at just after twelve a.m. and is a beautiful little girl.” Says one witness from the Queen’s birthing room. What will this new revelation mean for the underworld? We will continue to keep the angel realm informed as more updates come in.  
 
    A.J. Steele of The Angel Reporter. 
 
      
 
    Michael picks up the remote and flips the virtual screen off. His thoughts race over the breaking news. He and the other members of the council of original angels and royal family had been aware of Diablo bringing Lilith into his life for creating an heir to rule the underworld someday.  
 
    The time is coming where he will face his permanent banning to hell. Seers have warned of a day he will be put away in hell where he won't be able to physically affect those around him any longer, but for the moment he and his wife are running the underworld, which is a realm in between hell and the human realm. Many demons go to and from the underworld often, and some are not able to leave the confines of the realm due to banishment for crimes committed in the human realm and their sentences imposed by the Earth angel teams over many centuries. 
 
    Since Lilith and Diablo’s alliance they've sent out countless demons to wreak havoc in the human world, targeting the weak and taking their souls. At the time of the King and Queens conception of their expected child the demon activity had slowed significantly, most being assigned to protect the Queen and her unborn child. It didn’t take long before the angel’s had uncovered why the significant change had happened and learned what they were hiding; A child Lilith will bring into the world that is expected to become more powerful than both Lilith and Diablo at the time of its ascension. The demon child will then be gifted with power so great; no demon would dare challenge him or her for the throne and the heir would then take over as ruler of the underworld as soon as both Lilith and Diablo are banned to hell for eternity. 
 
    The child will be born with the blood of Lilith, a greater demon of the underworld and mixed with the blood of Diablo who was once an angel who was tossed from heaven because of his greed and hunger for increased power. He was the first to be tossed from heaven centuries after Deus had banished Lucifer himself. With Lucifer bound to Hell for all eternity made way for Diablo to gain even more power when he became the new King of the underworld as did Lilith when he took her as his mate. Due to these reasons, the pair bringing a demon child into the world could be detrimental to both the angel, human, and fae realms. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    An hour later, Michael finishes re-playing the news report in front of the entire angel council along with the King and Queen of the angel realm. The newscast ends for the second time on his screen this morning and he again clicks the off button and turns to face his fellow council members. He studies the reactions of each angel at the table, already aware of the King and Queens feelings on the matter. 
 
     “Now, do you all understand why I have called you here?” Michael asks looking around at each angel in turn. 
 
    “What does this mean for us?” Piper, Michael's younger brother asks while looking over at him calmly. Ever since Michael could remember his youngest brother has been able to stay eerily calm in the direst of situations; It’s a talent to be envied by many.  
 
    Michael looks up, meeting Pipers gaze breaking the ongoing silence in the room. 
 
    “For the moment, we will do nothing.” Michael announces resolved to the decision the Queen and King had made just before the meeting began.  
 
    The Queen, Analee had insisted that there was no just cause to do anything to prevent the child from existing no matter what the cost could end up being if the girl becomes more powerful and evil than her parents. With her own twins having an equal amount of power together the royal couple felt confident everyone would be on an even playing field if any war was waged in the future.  
 
    Michael has thought long and hard about the situation since he first watched the report earlier and agrees with the Queen on the matter, as does the King. Although the council by angel law must be informed of the current situation, the King and Queen make the final decision on how they are to continue moving forward. 
 
      “We will spend time preparing for the child to become what others predict she’ll be when she comes of age. As of now, there is no proof the child will be any threat for certain, or at all aside from the speculation of the angel community.” He finishes answering Piper thoroughly. 
 
     Now that we are aware of what is coming, we will double down on the training of our angels both in the field and here in the angel realm. If the child should become a threat, then we will be ready to handle it at that time.” He adds with finality locking eyes with each member of the Council to emphasize the seriousness of the decision that has been made. All the other angels at the table appear unsettled about the news but seem to be waiting for Michael to finish speaking before voicing their concerns. 
 
     Analee and Jeremiah might be the King and Queen of the angel world, but Michael is the oldest of them all and his opinions are typically well-respected among the council. However, judging by the looks on their faces at the present not all of them are in full agreement with him or the King and Queen. 
 
    “If you have objections, please voice them here and now because when we leave this room, we will all be in a unanimous agreement on the matter.” Analee says looking around the table with her hands clasped in front of her calmly. 
 
    The room breaks out into an uproar of worries about the threat the girl would be to the humans. 
 
    “She could possibly end us all.” One angel calls out. 
 
    “You do not know that.” Another counters. 
 
     The Council members continue to argue heavily amongst one another. After only minutes of the deafening disagreements going on, Analee climbs to her feet at the head of the table. Raising her hands towards the ceiling she releases a ball of light that slams into the ceiling cracking it from one end of the room to the other. 
 
    “Enough!” She yells with fury. Her serious tone silencing the room. “We have no proof that the child will even be a threat to anyone. Angels do not hunt down demon babies that are defenseless. This is not our ways or lawful. I don’t feel that just because the child is born to the King and Queen of the underworld necessarily means that she will be anything like them. Let’s all remember that Diablo was born an angel and even if Lilith’s blood is purely demon, his isn’t. There may be a hope the child will not be as evil as everyone is assuming, she will be. The only way we will know for sure if she poses a threat is who she chooses to be as she ages and goes through her ascension.” Her gaze shifting from Piper, to Michael and then back to Jeremiah looking for support. 
 
    “I agree with my wife.” Jeremiah speaks up. 
 
    Michael raises his right hand, “as do I.” He joins in. 
 
    One by one each of the original angels agree to not intervene in the demon child’s life unless it were to ever pose a threat to the angel or any of the other realms. 
 
    Although having not called the meeting, Analee is still the Queen of the angel realm and has a way of settling an argument, or in this case an entire room of them. Michael sighs with relief as the room slowly settles. 
 
    The council sits quietly as the final decision was passed down from the Queen, backed by the King and Michael, the eldest member of the original angel council. The process is made official by the signing of the document of agreement they pass around until everyone has read and signed it. Analee hands the paper to Michael to bind them all to the agreement. The angel world takes a promise seriously and punishment for breaking one can result in having your wings taken and tossed down to the human realm. These angels are known as the fallen angels. 
 
    “We will not let this effect our day to day orders and continue on with business as usual, is this understood?” Jeremiah asks sternly while joining Michael and standing on Analee’s other side. 
 
      
 
     “This meeting is now adjourned.” Michael calls to end the gathering with a wave of his hand. The council disperses in different directions leaving the King, Queen, and Michael alone in the quiet of the room. 
 
    “I am relieved that is over with.” Analee says sighing as she turns to face Michael and her husband. 
 
    “Listen, the demons left the angel world alone when the twins were born, even knowing their power combined tips the balance significantly in our favor. I theorize that is why Lilith was able to conceive after the length of time she was trying to birth an heir. It’s too convenient she became pregnant only months after Logan and Storm were born. Don’t you both agree?” Michael suggests shifting his gaze between Analee and Jeremiah. 
 
    “We do, we also understand that even if we were to intervene with the life of the demon girl, Lilith would just continue to get pregnant until she successfully births an heir for the underworld.” Analee replies.  
 
    “Speaking of babies, would you mind calling Malina to meet us in the throne room with the twins?” she asks Jeremiah while reaching up and running her hand along the side of his face lovingly. 
 
    He nods and sends a mental message to the nanny asking her to meet them in the throne room with the twins. 
 
    Michael excuses himself and heads out to complete his daily duties while Analee and Jeremiah make their way out of the meeting room and towards their throne room. The couple veers left down the main hall nodding at passing guards and other angels as they stroll towards the double doors ahead. 
 
    The throne room is the size of a large ballroom with the typical over-sized royal chairs at the far end of the room for the King and Queen. Beside the two chairs are two much smaller specially sized chairs for the twin princes of the realm. The couple make their way across the room and seat themselves in their chairs. 
 
    Moments later the doors open and Malina breezes through the entrance smiling brightly with a baby in each arm. 
 
    “Here they are,” Malina says handing baby Logan to Analee, who cradles him close to her chest. Malina then turns and hands baby Storm to his father before bowing gracefully to show her respect for the King and Queen. 
 
    “I will be awaiting your request for me to come back for them.” She bows once more excusing herself from the room. 
 
    “Thank you,” Analee says absently staring down at baby Logan as Malina made her way back to the doors. 
 
    “No thanks needed; I am honored to care for them.” Malina responds sweetly before the doors are closed behind her by the guards. 
 
     “They are so perfect,” Analee coos holding Logan's tiny foot in her hand, admiring his stunning blue eyes that hold an unnatural sparkle identical to his twin brother Storm’s. 
 
    Jeremiah looks down sticking his tongue out at Storm causing the chubby baby to smile and coo back at his father. 
 
    The King and Queen hope that the decision they made this day will not affect their boys negatively in the future, but knew it was the only choice that could be made about an innocent baby. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    And so, it was decided the Angels will not be addressing the birth of the newest addition to the royal underworld’s family.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter One 
 
    Amariana 
 
    Seventeen years later 
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
                  “I don't know what else to do with her,” Lilith argued shooting daggers at her husband as her black eyes flash red filling with fury. 
 
                  “We have to do this, that is the only thing we can do with her at this point!” my father seethes in anger as he stares at me from across the room. His eyes are black pools and his face as red as a cherry tomato. 
 
                  Anger drives into me as I grow increasingly sick of hearing the same arguments repeatedly over and over, day after day. I march over to my parents and their words fall short of coming out. I pin my father with my eyes, forcing him in place with my mind control. I’m sure he’ll punish me for it later but for now I don’t really care. 
 
                  “Father, need I remind you I am not a child anymore and, in a few days, I will decide everything for myself, just so we are clear.” I stand my ground folding my arms across my chest, defiance clouding my face. I blow back a strand of my dark hair that had fallen across my eye. Heat covers my cheeks while my body burns with rage. I will not allow my parents to dictate who I will be, and I mean it. 
 
                  Don't they think they have done enough to me already? I wonder angrily. 
 
                  I will never forget the first time my father had me brought to the infirmary for ‘testing’ all because I was kind to a guard. The ruthless demon took the first chance he had to run to my parents and snitch on me for simply being nice. Who would think that such a thing would be wrong? 
 
                   I have taken many trips to the human realm with trainer after trainer trying to teach me how to kill Angels and hurt innocent humans by taking over their minds and forcing them to do bad things, but the last time they wanted me to force a human man to kill his wife with my power and I couldn’t do it, leaving me here stuck in yet another argument with my parents again. The closer my birthday, also known as my ascension date, gets the more tension, I can feel building between myself and my parents. 
 
                  When I had refused to do harm on my last trip to the human world the trainer had begged me to just follow his directions because if I didn’t, he was sure my parents would punish him as they had the others and send him to the torture chambers in the dungeons. Sadly, that’s exactly what they had done when we returned having failed the appointed task. 
 
     The underworld is not a fun place to grow up in but the palace I live in isn't all that horrible if you can handle the smell of sulfur and death, that is, I think squaring off in front of my father again. 
 
                  “Amariana, you need to embrace who you are now. Before your birthday arrives or...” His words fall off. 
 
                  “Or what father?” I jump in before he can finish what he was going to say. “You'll kill me? Torture me some more, run more tests on me that has, if I recall correctly only caused me to have more power than before the testing and experimental mixtures. What will you do when I make the choice to be myself and not the great evil heir of your kingdom? Tell me, say it aloud; I want to hear it from you, say it aloud!” I scream with deadly seriousness. 
 
                  My mother steps in between my father and me and I see the look in his black eyes soften ever so slightly before he cringes and whirls around to turn his back on me. 
 
                  “That's what I thought,” I bite smugly. A sting on my cheek catches me off guard when my mother slaps me across the face causing my head to jerk to the side. I cup my cheek not expecting the blow. 
 
                  “You do not speak to your father, your King like that young lady!” She said raising her voice an octave. The angry look on her otherwise perfect face causes me to recoil in fear. 
 
                  My mother is usually the calm in the room when these arguments occur which seems to have become a daily occurrence as of late. Both are desperate for me to change my ways, so much so they have put me through the worst of the worst with the demon doctor who gets giddy each time I would be escorted into his lab in the palace. 
 
                  It hurt, all the needles shoved harshly into my arms and I can't tell you how many awful liquids that he shoved down my throat, foul tastes over and over. Like, seriously they couldn't at least make one taste half-way decent. 
 
                  Regardless, I have taken their attempts with strength and passion to continue to be myself. Not one of the evil doctor’s potions and offensive torturous shock treatments have changed a single thing about me except after the third potion I was then able to use mind control on the doctor and ordered him to stop and sit in his lab chair and stay there for the entire week. The memory brings a grin to my face, still in awe of myself and how I had gotten away with it until another demon had been injured and needed healing. I was in trouble the minute he broke the trance on the doctor. 
 
                   Of course, after caring for my father's wounded warrior the doc was quick to report my new power to my parents and I was locked in the dungeons for three full weeks before finally being released. 
 
                  Yep, still worth it. I think with a smile at the memory. 
 
                  Still even with my new-found power and that which will come when I turn eighteen years old, I am still the good soul they wished I wasn't. Everything about me looks and says I am evil; the only way anyone can remotely tell I am any different from my parents is my eyes being a sparkling green instead of black like everyone else’s are in the underworld. My eye color raised many questions among the demon’s down here, but my parents explained it away as if it was something to do with the extreme powers I would have upon my ascension. After the explanation, the novelty of the topic wore off quickly but the mystery behind it hasn't, not for me at least. 
 
                  I can't form words in response to my mother’s scolding, so I lower my eyes to the floor instead. 
 
                  She taps her black stiletto heel at a steady rhythm waiting for me to answer her. Shit, I hate that sound. She tap, tappity, tap taps her stupid shoes every time she’s annoyed. The sound is ear-splitting obnoxious and if I don't say something, she'll just keep on doing it. 
 
                  I sigh, “Sorry mother, I don't mean to anger you or father. I cannot make you understand who or why I am this way. Hell, I don't even know the answer to that or why I’m any different than every other demon child down here.” I say not wanting to go ahead with the fact that I don't care as much as I used to. My eyes raise to hers to show her how serious I am. 
 
    I will not hurt innocent, defenseless humans no matter how much torture they put me through or nasty drinks I have shoved down my throat. They can kill me for all I care at this point, I seethe in my mind keeping my eyes pinned on hers. 
 
                  “Amariana, you realize you must change and prepare to rule the underworld in our absence someday and you cannot do that with all of that mushy shit in your head.” she tries to explain while flourishing her long lashes in dissatisfaction. 
 
                  She is beautiful for being one of the universes most demonic females. Her long black hair is always perfectly straight, and her face is absurdly flawless. She is one of a kind in her own way and I do love her, but I cannot fight myself and my true feelings on the subject much longer. 
 
                  She opens her lips to pour some more bullshit on me, but I raise my hand to prevent her from going any further with the lecture I have already heard too many times. 
 
                   “Stop mom, it won't work. I am who I am and who I will always be so maybe you need to bare another child if you expect to have an heir to rule your kingdom.” I reply spent on this conversation.  
 
    It always leads to the same ending each damn time. Me angry, her hating me and father hating me more. The circle of disagreements is never-ending. I think letting my shoulders fall in exhaustion. 
 
                  I clench my fists at my sides expecting another slap across my face, or worse a trip to the infirmary for another round of tests when my mother’s eyes cloud with anger and frustration instead. She is clearly upset with my suggestion and I am not sure why, it seems like the only choice if they are unable to change who I am. Without an heir my father’s position would be given to the other most powerful demon in the underworld, Malice. The two became close in the early years in the realm and Malice was tossed down wanting to follow his brother into the darkness in hopes of taking his rule of the realm from him. When my father discovered his plans, a rift formed between the brother’s and centuries later the feud continues for the rights to the throne. So, the story goes according to the history of our kind. 
 
     I understand my birth was the hope they have held on to that I was going to be the saving grace to their dilemma. A demon child born of both greatest demon’s bloodlines, a child who will hold more power than Diablo's brother or any of his children. However, to their shock and horror I may be more powerful but there has never been an ounce of evil running through my blood. I don't enjoy killing and destroying like they want me to. I would prefer helping and saving, it's who I am. I didn't ask to be this way, I just am. 
 
                   “Amariana it's time you know the truth, take a seat.” Lilith claps her hands together and a chair appears behind me nearly knocking me down into a sitting position as quickly as it arrives. She summons a chair of her own and sits elegantly in her long silky red dress her legs slanted to the side perched regally on her seat. She smiles sadly when her eyes reach mine, a rare occurrence from her to say the least. 
 
                  The only times I have seen her smile with an ounce of genuine emotion is when she is plotting the demise of the angel teams, the fae, and humans to taunt the angels and light fae that protect them. This smile is loaded with sadness behind it instead of evil glee sending alarm bells wailing in my head. Something is wrong here; I can sense it. 
 
                  My mind races wondering what’s wrong with her, what is she about to tell me in this sit-down talk? Is she kicking me out of the underworld? Not that I would object after having requested to be released from here a million times already. So, what is this about? I narrow my eyes suspiciously at my mother as she swallows hard before opening her mouth to speak. 
 
                  “Amariana, you have been my greatest achievement and yet my biggest disappointment all at the same. Your father and I knew from your incredibly early age that you were different, and we've tried to conceive another child for the last decade without any luck. This morning we were informed that the chances of us having another child would not be possible as it would outweigh the balance between good and evil.” She stops speaking as her brows scrunch together looking angry once again at the revelation that she wouldn't be able to have another child, another heir to her and father's kingdom of darkness and evil. 
 
                   I hold back a smile as joy courses through me at the truth that another child that could inherit the evil within my parents blackened souls would not be born into this life, this horrible world. I sit stock still staring at my mother with a blank expression as she grieves for the child, she won't ever be able to have. 
 
                  As a powerful High demon, she doesn't feel things like love and remorse, however there are certain times when I see a tiny bit of emotion behind her fake expressions, though. She makes a heroic effort of pushing it down before anyone notices that any feeling lies beneath her words, but it has never been lost on me.  
 
    I have often wondered if the goodness in me and in my soul has come from her, but I don't dare speak that aloud for fear that my father will blame her for his losing his only hope of the heir he so badly longs for. I could give a damn less if my uncle or his sons were given the throne as they are less powerful and if it came down to a fight I would no doubt fight against them all and win. 
 
                  My eyes search hers silently looking for a spark of the good I know is there, buried somewhere, but I am met with a stony expression instead. I don't have words to add to her announcement. I wish I could say I am sorry and find empathy in me to make her feel better about her situation, but I can't when all I feel is relieved about it. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
    Lilith sits staring at her daughter, the child she's raised for seventeen years and has grown fonder of than a great demon should. Although, demons are not meant to love others, demon parents always hold a love in their hearts for their children, especially the mothers who carry the babies. 
 
                   She sits in silence staring at her now grown up baby girl with the knowledge that her husband plans the girl’s demise at dusk. Her mind is a maze of confusion of what to do. 
 
                  Let her husband take the one thing she has ever felt love for in all her immortal life or warn her to get her out of the underworld before the plans can be followed through, that is the million-dollar question running in circles in her mind since the moment Diablo informed her of his final decision after the visit from the seer. 
 
                  Killing Amariana is something he has told Lilith only hours before they sit here face to face in the two chairs. He said he needed to do this before her birthday in hopes that the balance will be off once again, and he will have another chance of creating a new heir for their kingdom. 
 
                  Of course, Lilith loves the idea of bearing another child but not at the expense of the one she already has and raised. She's stood her ground for seventeen long years and for all that time she's ordered thousands of different tests, spells, and mixtures trying to change her child into the demon she was born to be. Never could she have expected that her flesh and blood would not only be born with a pure heart and soul but also remain that way no matter how hard she's tried to avoid it from happening. 
 
                  Amariana is much more of an Angel than she ever was or will ever be a demon. She looks like most demons with her silky black hair that falls to the middle of her back with feathery wings as black as the night sky, but her eyes are a beautiful green and sparkle like that of an angel. Why is her soul not that of a demon's? Lilith's stomach is in knots as she prepares to say a very silent goodbye to her one and only daughter, knowing it is likely that Amariana will come into her power on her birthday coming in less than a few days and she will not be there to see her through the intense ascension she will endure. A day that's usually celebrated with Lilith and Diablo at a party held in her honor in the castle each year as is the tradition. Not this year, not this birthday. 
 
                  Once this conversation is over, she will then be gone to both herself and Diablo forever. She, her beautiful daughter may even become an enemy to her own kind in time but that is a risk Lilith feels strongly she must take. 
 
                  Worry sets in as my mother’s face changes from anger to sadness and then back to angry. I am confused at the changes in her disposition as her thoughts swirl inside of her mind. I feel overwhelmed with the intense sense of something being very wrong. Something bad is going to happen, I know it and can feel it in every fiber of my being. 
 
                  “Mother?” I ask after a long and awkward silence between us. 
 
    She seems to shake away the thoughts plaguing her mind and places a smile on her lips that doesn't meet her eyes. I can tell she is forcing it. 
 
                  “Amariana, I-I,” she stumbles over her words causing me to panic internally. She is always so composed and sure of herself and her words during our talks, but something about this conversation has her hand trembling as she sweeps her long hair over her left shoulder nervously. 
 
                  “Just spit it out mom, you're scaring me.” I say as evenly toned as I can manage as my beating heart races in my chest with worry. 
 
                  She lowers her voice to a whisper, glancing nervously over her shoulder at my father who is across the room speaking privately with his closest friend and ally, Sage. 
 
                  Her black eyes lock on my green ones for a single moment, one I will never forget. 
 
                  “Your father plans to have you killed tonight.” She warns and for a split second her eyes flash red and sadness crosses her face. She recovers quickly composing her expression back to the stony one that is more typical for her. 
 
                  While she climbs to her feet the shuffle of her calling away her chair with a wave of her hand covers any remaining emotion her confession has left behind. Aside from the gentle squeeze she gives my hand to help me up from my own chair there is no hint that she’s said anything of significant importance written in her eyes.  
 
    “Now, go Amariana. I will stall as long as I am able.” She whispers. It may not have been a warm embrace, or a loving goodbye but it’s all I will get from her and I know this as well as I know my own name. 
 
                   This is it, the final warning that I must leave the underworld and never look back. I am surprised my mother was the one to warn me of what was to come and that is a warm enough goodbye for me.  
 
    My heart soars and breaks at the same time, the thought emotionally overwhelming. I have wanted this for so long and now that it’s my only hope of survival a sadness blankets my heart for the loss of a family I never really had and a few of my trainers I have gotten close to over time. 
 
                  Finally, my father's request for a nightly meeting with me makes sense. He'd sent my daily itinerary to my room this morning with Harris; I should have known then. I felt the meeting was an odd request, but never would I have thought his plans were so sinister.               Pressure builds behind my eyes, tears threatening to escape down my cheeks. The betrayal isn't shocking but the pain of it makes my body tremble in anger. I take back missing him at all, in fact after this I will make it my mission to bring him down personally. I hope my mother isn't caught in the crossfire of my choices but it's possible that could happen. I don't have the power to overthrow my father yet and my mother no doubt will have to fight against me as well if I choose to stay and fight for my life tonight. I am not ready for that, but I will be. I resolve to myself knowing I now must put my plans in motion. 
 
                  My mind is made up as I look between my mother and my father as she strolls in his direction no doubt creating a distraction, so I can slip from the room unnoticed. 
 
                   I must get out of here, my mind whirls with the information and I bid my mother goodbye with my eyes when she looks back one last time in my direction. I hope she knows that I do really love her and am thankful for her warning. I give a small nod and slip quietly from the room. 
 
                  I head left towards my room to pack a few things before I go, a list of things I will need for my travels sounding off in my head as I walk. It's the only thing keeping me from completely snapping in my state of panic. 
 
                   My energy is all over the place so I walk as quickly as I can without looking like I’m in a rush. I force a smile on my lips when the two guards outside of my room come into view. Regan and Dylan give me their normal nods seeing me approach. I slow my pace to a more graceful walk as I pass them and head into my room. My heart beats wildly as I shove my list of necessities into a small bag before taking a last look around to be sure I have everything.  
 
    Of the entire palace this space was my sanctuary, my safe place. My heart cracks a little having to leave it behind. 
 
    Taking a deep breath, I move soundlessly over to the door leading to my balcony. I turn the knob slowly opening it carefully just enough to fit my thin frame through the opening. Once outside of the room I close the door behind me quietly. 
 
    I peer around the perimeter staying within the shadow of the overhang above before spreading my wings and lifting from the ground. I cut through the air straight up in elevation moving myself high enough above the ground to move unseen. 
 
                  I have prepared myself for this, I remind myself mentally. 
 
                  I only must make it to the portal, and I am out of here for good. I head in the direction of my planned escape route high above demons walking and flying all around below me. 
 
                  The air is dense and dry, the heat almost unbearable the higher I get. Not much further and I reach the rip I had created between this level of the underworld and the top one where the portal to the human realm resides 
 
                  My lips turn up in a smile when I reach the secret tear I had made between the levels of the realm. My heart pumps so loud in the silence around me as I cling to the top of the realm, holding myself in place with all my strength. 
 
     A feeling of triumph eases my anxiety as I wiggle my way through the glamour over the opening. I placed it strategically over the hole just enough for me to fit my small frame through it. I peer left and right to see if anyone is around where I will surface before continuing. 
 
    Good thing I had created it far enough to the edge of the flooring so no one would discover it by tripping on it. I call my wings away with my mind and relief floods my body as I peer back and forth grateful it is empty. I continue pulling myself through until I am standing beside the hole and the portal is within view. 
 
                  Freedom, I think happily staring at the beautiful swirl of blue-tinted light ahead.  
 
                  Goodbye, mother, and father. I hope to never see either of you again. I whisper keeping my eyes glued to the portal and prepare for the journey. 
 
                  My adrenaline pumps, my senses on high alert of anyone who could have by chance seen my entrance into the upper realm. I don't come up here very often, but enough for no one to be instantly suspicious of my presence. I spin around to check the entrance a good length away behind where I had made my secret opening. I am relieved to find no one behind me, nor ahead. 
 
                  Ring, ring, ring, the security bell sounds followed by loud voices yelling far below in the lower level of the realm. I jerk my head glancing behind me again before turning back and sprinting towards the portal. The shrill alarm continues to sound off and is alerting the entire underworld of my escape. All my father’s guards will be headed this way knowing this is the only way anyone would go if they were escaping the realm, with it being the only way in and out.  
 
    I feel eerily calm and focused as my feet pound across the floor below me. My eyes fixed on the portal, blocking out all the noise coming from several directions now.  
 
                  I glance around as much as I can while I run, surveying my surroundings for any incoming resistance but still not a demon in sight, this is seeming too easy. Warning bells go off in my head. 
 
                   ‘You can do this; you've prepared for this' I mutter the mantra aloud over and over until I am two more strides from reaching the portal. 
 
     At the speed I've been traveling the guards should be several minutes behind me, I continue mentally reasoning with myself. 
 
                  Just before I'm able to get my feet off the ground to hurl into my exit. A tall figure jumps in front of me looking victorious. 
 
                  “Fuck” I mutter as I stop only a foot or so away from his grasp. It’s Gunner, a demon around my same age who has always harassed me and enjoyed any misery I endured. 
 
                  “Stop Amariana.” He orders.  
 
    I don't respond as my eyes focus in on his, blocking out the noise of the guards that have now reached the back side of the realm. I breathe in deeply pulling from my magic locking onto his mind ordering him to step aside. His face burns with fury as his feet move as I have asked involuntarily. His fists clench at his sides until I'm sure he will explode from fighting my onslaught of power on him. 
 
                  Sucky for him he didn't bring a friend. Alone, he's got no hope to overpower me and being part of the elite part of my father's army he should’ve been smarter. 
 
                  “You sure are loyal Gunner, but not going to catch me this time asshole.” I quip flashing him a big smile.  
 
    Once my path is clear I don’t think twice and hurl myself into the vortex letting the vertigo take over as I am forced upwards towards the human realm.  
 
      
 
    My spell will hold Gunner in place until another demon can undo it and that will be awhile. It took me months to learn how to unfreeze someone on my own, but I eventually mastered it as my main defense mechanism. This may be the only gift that awful doctor ever gave to me, flashes of being strapped to his table for days at a time playing in my head. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
                   I welcome the dizziness of traveling through the portal and position myself just in time to reach the other side. I have always loved traveling to the human realm, even if my visits were only allowed once per human year. It’s a relief to finally follow through with something that was once an unachievable goal. 
 
                  The feeling is joyful and terrifying all at once as I see the entrance coming up quickly above me and brace myself for the forceful shove that comes upon exiting in an upwards motion. 
 
                  I cross through the slosh of the spring in the rift of the valley at the exit from the underworld and fall back down, aiming myself for the green grass beside the portal. I used to stare at it every time I would visit as there is no such beauty or life in the underworld like grass, trees, or flowers. 
 
                  My clothes dry quickly as the wind carries away the moisture left behind by the spring I exited below. 
 
                  Looking up at the Alp mountains, I admire their magnificent beauty all around me while sucking in a breath of the fresh air unable to help myself. 
 
                  With no time to waste, I fly high above the cloud cover in patches over the mountain range heading East. I can fly as fast as a vampire can move from place to place but when I am on the ground my speed is much slower. 
 
                   It's been a year since I have made the trip to this realm and I remember it as if it was just yesterday. The life of the trees and plants that cover the large valley below are breathtaking. Being here is like shining a bright light in a very dark room and far different then the lifeless landscape of the underworld. 
 
                  A feeling of freedom and excitement pumps my wings to push harder moving me forward faster until the world is passing me in a blur. I don’t have a plan of where I should land but having studied the way my father runs a capture mission; I know what moves they will make. 
 
                  First, they will track me with the dark witch in the underworld and plenty of my personal items from my room, meaning I cannot stay in any one place for longer than a few minutes. I was able to get one vile of a cloaking mixture but that will only hold for so long. No witch will be able to track me until it’s worn off completely and it should be decreasingly harder to break in the hours before it is fully worn off so I must always keep my guard up. 
 
                  Second, he will then send out demons in high numbers and offer an obscene reward for my capture. I plan to be one step ahead and hope I can keep it that way. 
 
                   I never underestimate the lengths of which my father will go to ensure his family line continues to rule the underworld. High demons are great trackers along with the dark witch and her gift of location spells. I paid attention during all my lessons with my trainers over the years and was given a treasure trove of valuable information about the angel, fae, and human worlds. 
 
                  My chances are good either way, if I am caught, I will fight every one of them. I will fight to survive until my last breath and live as the real me for the rest of whatever time I have left. 
 
                  I bring my thoughts back to the present looking down as human cities pass below me rapidly. Spotting what looks to be a temporary safe place I nosedive towards the ground. 
 
                  On the way down, a water tower catches my eye. I am in what the humans call Iron Mountain. I have flown over it before; it’s found in the upper part of the state of Michigan. The large ski hill they have always fascinated me making me want to see a human make the jumps there some day. There is a lot of tall pine trees for endless stretches of land and smaller sized towns between them. Although I have never been able to land there, I have thought many times it would be the perfect place to hide if I needed to. It comes to no surprise that I ended up here, however. 
 
                   It’s dark with no houses at the top of this hilltop I have landed on. I am in a parking lot of sorts. I spin around and notice a large opening at the bottom of an even larger hill. That looks like a good place to regroup out of plain sight. Even in the dark my father’s trackers will have their best soldiers with and will be able to follow my trail of energy no matter how far I go. I step into the shadows of the opening and brace myself up against the wall. The chilly air isn't horrible but a little uncomfortable compared to the temperatures I am used to. The cave is dark, wet, and colder in temperature. 
 
    A flapping sound buzzes above my head and my entire body goes rigid, fear pumping in my veins. 
 
                  Did they find me? I wonder panicked.  
 
    Whoosh, something flies by my face causing my muscles to tense. In the moonlight shining on the edge of the cavern I spot A small black winged creature as it flies out of the opening into the darkening of the world outside of the cave. My body relaxes, realizing I am only being paranoid. 
 
                   The human realm is getting darker and darker, the sun gone from the horizon. I pull the small vile of the cloaking mixture I tricked Raven into making for me the week before claiming it to be for my father. I pop the top and let the foul liquid slip down my throat in one quick motion.  
 
    My magic has always been much stronger and for me to not stand out like a walking target I need to cloak myself until I can find a more permanent solution. Since I don't have any connections here right now, I will have to think of something in a hurry. The one vile should not wear off completely until closer to morning in the human realm. 
 
     I begin to pace around the cave nervously, trying to think of my next move. 
 
                  Where can I go that can’t be tracked? I ask aloud, my voice echoing off the walls around me.  
 
                  I know I can't stay in an unprotected place for longer than a few more minutes with how fast the witch will be fighting my shield against her tracking spell. Likely, she’s brought her entire coven to increase her power and ability to break the enchantment of the blocker. If I move around from place to place, I can confuse them, and it will take even longer to find me.  
 
    The idea is desperate, but it’s all I have for the moment. 
 
                  Then, as if someone were guiding my thoughts to a resolution, a memory plays in my head of a place that I had visited once on my earlier trips with Ashland, one of my former trainers. 
 
                  The house on the outskirts of Los Angeles belongs to my father's greatest enemy, Deus, and his Earth Angels.  
 
    Deus is known by many names and in our world, we use Deus, but in the human realm he is often referred to as God and many other names in various parts of their world. My trainer had explained all of this to me the day she had brought me to the boundary of their wards and glamour long ago.  
 
    I remember how mesmerizing the glamour looked from just above it and the pull I felt inside of me to pass through it.  
 
     I moved downward quickly catching Ashland off guard, but just as I was about to reach the shimmering light, she had grabbed the muscle of my arm and pulled me back with a violent force. The memory plays so vividly in my mind, it feels like just yesterday. 
 
      
 
                  “You must never try to pass through the glamour, it is forbidden to demons and the Angels will then bind you to the underworld forever if you attempt to enter their lands.” She had warned in a no-nonsense tone. The fear of my coming so close stayed with me since then. I don’t know if this is a great idea after her warnings that day as well as the EA team having been the angels who bound my parent’s to their current fates in the underworld, but my heart is telling me to give the angels a chance; Give myself a chance. The banishments of my parent’s means neither can use the portal or enter the human realm for the rest of eternity along with many other demon’s that occupy the realm. Those of us who haven’t been marked can still use the portal to go to and from the realm into the human world, having freedoms that the damned do not have. Most of us are younger, and or have been able to evade capture or were never proven to have broken the laws that we are all bound to abide by.  
 
    Believe it or not, being condemned to the underworld may be one of the more severe punishments for some, but there are others who are sent to a territory called The land of Illusions where they are shielded on all sides from crossing an invisible barrier. This place holds some of the greatest demons of all time along with dark Fae and many other evil supernatural creatures who were sent there by the Fae King and Queen over the years. The underworld might be a fit for demons who’ve broken the laws but cannot occupy dark fae as well as all the demons who already live here. What boggles my mind are those that choose the darkness and to live in this place of their own desire. Sure, we have seedy demon bars where many spend their time drinking down all sorts of things a demon would find entertaining, such as special liquors that can do powerful things for only small burst of time before fading much like alcohol to a human would be. There is also shops that sell all kinds of deadly concoctions to help in missions to kill angels and or play humans like puppets. I do not enjoy going down to the demon markets like everyone else, nor would I ever buy any of their shady shit sold there. 
 
    I believe the angels would have bound my parent’s and many of these greater demons to hell where they cannot physically cause harm to anyone of their own kind or any other supernatural even if they wanted to. 
 
    Ashland had explained to me the night we hovered above the angel lands that only a certain kind of angel is able to bind any demon to eternal hell, that and as far as I am aware they have not located such an angel. My parent’s fought for years to get their hands on the information about which kind of angel would be able to do such a thing to eradicate the threat. From what I understand an ancient scroll held this information and since then, the angels that held this power have been slaughtered upon their birth or shortly thereafter. If any were to have survived, they would be hidden until they ascended and could complete the job the angels started and have many of the condemned demon’s in the underworld bound to hell with Lucifer. 
 
    He is another subject all together, but widely known down here as my grandfather. I fear him from the books I have studied about his reign among the human world and while he ruled the underworld. The true history is that my father was not the first angel that Deus cast out of heaven and that my grandfather was, indeed the first to ever rule the underworld before he was cast to eternal hell, locked there for the rest of his eternal life.   
 
    I overheard father’s meeting a few months ago about there being a new angel team in place and most are made up of the original angel’s kin to take over the team and it’s duty to protect the human realm from any and all demons who seek to do any harm or steal souls.  
 
    It is important that neither the demons or the angels ever show their true nature to a mortal or risk having their wings taken and sentenced to walk among the humans without their wings and earn their place in the light back by overriding whatever deed they had done in order to be cast out. It is said that Deus stopped adding to the numbers in the underworld and instead cast out and removed the wings of any of his angels who defied him. These angel’s then pro-created with humans and created what we like to call the halflings, or Nephilim race. The children are born with no wings but do ascend and receive powers when they come of age. However, some didn’t want to return to heaven and have never made any effort to complete any good deeds to earn their wings back, but instead they indulge in manipulating the humans and find joy in the freedom they have to walk among the living still  
 
                  If I could convince the newer EA team that I am not there to cause trouble, would they help me?  
 
      
 
    I would bet mother and father would never find me there and even if they did no demon would brave crossing the glamour and being bound to hell for eternity all to see if that’s where I went. 
 
                   I quickly run down the lists of pros and cons of my half-cocked plan. 
 
                  Con, Angels do not trust demons. 
 
                  Pro, I have always heard of them to be fair with punishments. 
 
                  Con, Angels have the power to send me back to the underworld forever. 
 
                  Damn, that's a big con, I think shaking my head in frustration. 
 
      
 
                  Pro, angels are known to be compassionate to those in need. I can't be sure if that will include a demon like me but what other choice do, I have? I struggle back and forth with myself. 
 
                  I'm surely in need of help and since It seems like the only choice, I have its finally decided that I will go and ask them for help at the end of my internal debate. 
 
                  My decision having been made, I step out of the cave into the black of night, the moon only a sliver in the sky the stars shine so brightly here compared to some of the bigger cities I have seen on a few of my visits. There were little to no stars in the skies around the heavily populated areas, but here is so clean and beautiful. This is what allows the stars to come out at night. 
 
                  I stalk across the parking lot of the tourist attraction to survey the perimeter before taking off. I notice a large sign at the entrance that says, 'Welcome to the bat caves' 
 
                  That's an interesting thing to have for tourists to visit, I think amused. The little winged creature must have been a bat then. The great princess, scared of a bat, now that was funny. I let a small giggle bubble out at the thought. 
 
                  I reach out with my magic focusing on my surroundings and cannot feel any significant amount of power in the immediate area. Moments later I am sure I am good to go. I expand my dark wings out to my sides, lifting off into the night sky. 
 
                  The lack of clouds makes it harder to hide while flying over Michigan, but I get lucky and there are plenty over North Dakota. The downside is the storms brewing inside the big gray stretches of them. I dodge and duck around them as I whisk by. 
 
                  My hair gets dampened by the falling rain but dries quickly as I cross over into Montana within minutes. There is enough cloud cover to help conceal me as I fly but the air is much warmer over this state and I'm grateful for the lack of storms here as well. 
 
                  I land in Sweet Home, Idaho to pick up a few of my favorite treats from a truck stop at the beginning of the state. I have been here a few times as well. Ashland has a family that lives here in hiding. She was such a wonderful trainer, by far my favorite of them all. I trusted her, and she trusted me. We had a friendship unlike anyone else in the underworld and often she told me her secrets. The biggest secret of them all was her child that no one had ever known about aside from me. 
 
                  She mated with a human when she was first transitioning into a full demon. She was already pregnant with the human's child who would be half demon and half human putting both the father and child at significant risk if ever they were discovered by my parents. 
 
                  Half-breeds were abominations and are usually ended the moment they are revealed or found by my parents who considered them too weak to survive our world and way of life. These half demons were different and that is something I related to easily growing up. I believe that is why Ashland told me about her family. Even though her son is a demon and has inherited his gifts when he came of age, he never did get wings. 
 
                  He lives among the humans and doesn't bother anyone, instead Ashland raised him from afar and taught him how to live among the humans and the angels peacefully. He now works for an underground operation to help half demons and an occasional full demon to find the light inside of themselves, reforming them to live in harmony among the Angels, humans, and other demons. Many of those who go through the program end up perfecting any gifts they are born with and using them to aid the Earth Angels on many of their missions. 
 
                  Tears linger in my eyes streaking into the air behind me as I fly. Ashland was caught teaching me things my parents didn't want me to know about and she was killed because of me. 
 
                  I thrust my wings harder and faster towards my destination and revert my thoughts back to where I am going to avoid re-living the pain of her loss all over again. The guilt has eaten me alive for so long. 
 
                  I got a new trainer who was awful and have never been back to visit Rogue, Ashland's son since sending him an encoded message of her passing. 
 
                   Letting the wind take away my saddened thoughts I rally my emotions back down and continue to fly towards what I hope will be a much happier place, or at the very least somewhere safe. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Two 
 
    Storm 
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
                  “Wait up,” I yell to my brother over the sound of the wind whipping past me as we race across the sky. 
 
                  Logan whizzes past me and I can't let him get the upper hand. My brother is younger than me by only nine minutes, but I still feel I am the older one and should be faster. He spreads his white and gold wings and thrusts himself forward, gaining an even bigger lead on me despite my pleas for him to slow down. 
 
                  “Not a chance,” He retorts with a laugh before diving down towards the ground. I know he'll beat me to our house on the outskirts of LA, he's always been faster. He spins and swirls in the air before he's gone from my sight and lands at the house. For several minutes I allow my wings to levitate me far above the yard to our house and enjoy the warmth from the sunbathing my skin before following my brother down to the ground. 
 
                  The flowers are so beautiful around the house as if they had all just bloomed on sight. I can tell that Kennedy has been working hard on the gardens. There are five of us that live here and protect the Earth realm with only one other team placed on the East coast for backup. We have never had to call upon them for anything, however it's nice to know they are at our disposal if needed. I open the door to our house and step inside. 
 
                  “Storm, get in here.” Kennedy screeches from the Livingroom. 
 
                   I cross the foyer in two strides sensing her panic. Something's going on from the commotion in the room as I walk in. The look on my friend’s faces is a little jarring. 
 
                  “What's wrong?” I ask looking at them all one by one. The room stills. I am even more worried when my gaze lands on my brother's face that is usually lit up with a smile. His eyes are wide and his face pale as he stares back at me. My fearless brother looks horrified by something and that is not like him at all. Usually, Logan is the first to volunteer for some of the world’s most dangerous missions we have been tasked with. 
 
                  No one speaks as my gaze switches from Logan over to Kennedy who is looking at a message we received while we were out hunting last night. 
 
                  “Amariana is in the human realm, apparently she escaped from the underworld.” Leah says coming up behind me wrapping her arms around my torso from behind. 
 
    My entire body freezes at her words. She moves around my body to face me, sensing my state of unease. Not even Leah's beautiful smile can break me free of my shock. She angles her face up at mine and cups my chin with her soft hand trying to break my trance. 
 
                  “Storm, look at me.” She says forcefully. 
 
                  My face finally moves as I jerk my eyes in her direction. I am compelled to do as she commands as I feel her magic forcing me to look her in the eyes. She's using her power on me and I don't much appreciate it. 
 
                  I resent having magic used on me, but when I look at her, I am unable to be angry, another part of her magic at its finest. I can't be sure if I let the anger fade all because of her magic or because of everything we’ve gone through as a couple. 
 
                  Her golden blonde hair and soft brown eyes free me from my own frozen state and I feel myself coming back into reality. I blink a few times and nod my head while fighting the urge to reprimand her for using her magic on me. I know she was only helping me and not trying to boss me around, but I still find it hard to ignore. 
 
                  “Thanks,” I mumble covering her hand with mine and pulling it away from my face. She and I have been together for so long it is hard to pull away from her when I just arrived home, but I know that the good of the human realm will always come before our relationship. Over time, she's learned to accept that part of me. I am the leader and until I am sent to paradise, I will always be in an overly complicated position of being her leader first and boyfriend last. 
 
                  I shake the thoughts of Leah and me from my mind and focus in on Kennedy instead. 
 
                  “Okay, let’s start somewhere. Kennedy read the message aloud for all of us, so everyone is clear on what's going on, the rest of you shut up so no details are overlooked.” I snap. 
 
                  The fear is obvious in her bright blue eyes when she finally looks back up from the message in her hands at me. 
 
                  “Please Kennedy, read the message.” I say more reassuringly. 
 
                  My calm demeanor snaps her out of a scared daze. Her small fingers tremble as she begins to read the message to us aloud. 
 
                  'Storm, gather the team and meet me at the zone tonight. I can't go into much detail in this message, but you must know that Amariana escaped the underworld and her ascension is coming soon, so she will be more powerful than anything you have ever faced in the past. Careful traveling here. Love, AJ.' 
 
                  AJ is mine and Logan’s uncle. He’s also a journalist for the Angel Reporter and has been for the past several decades. He is a great asset to have on our side and often kicks us useful information as soon as he gets it. 
 
                  I can't believe this; can this be happening right now? I wonder as I snatch the message from Kennedy's hands and read the words again silently to myself. 
 
                  “Fuck, this isn't good.” I murmur before ripping the paper into shreds and tossing it into the small trash can by the desk. 
 
                  “What's going on?” Brantley asks bouncing into the room. He’s wearing one of his many human-like outfits and a smile a mile wide. I have to say he blends into this world better than any of the rest of us with his Jordan sneakers, blue jeans, and a South Pole t-shirt. His smile fades into a worried look as he scans the room and all our faces. 
 
    “Anyone going to answer me or is this a guessing game?” he asks sarcastically. 
 
                  “Amariana is in the human realm.” Leah announces in a serious tone, stopping Brantley in his tracks as his jaw hangs in shock from the news. 
 
    Its best she be the one to lay the news on everyone since she can manipulate emotions and can be a calming force when needed. I feel her power surge off her body aimed at Brantley to snap him back into the present. 
 
                  I continue to watch as his face contorts first to one of contemplation and then anger. He hates demons, and rightfully so since that is how his father died recently. That, however, is a story for another time. 
 
                  “Is she on one of her yearly visits?” He asks. 
 
                  “Nope, something is different this time. She escaped the underworld for some reason and is here without proper notice. AJ wants to meet with us tonight at The Zone.” I explain. 
 
                  “Shit,” His eyebrows scrunch together. “I had plans tonight.” He gripes as if the princess of the underworld being in our midst was of no concern. 
 
                  “Are you fucking serious right now?” Logan snaps at him as if taking the words right from the tip of my tongue. 
 
                  “Alright, enough guys get your shit together!” I yell stepping between the two. Logan stands inches away from Brantley with his fist pulled back. 
 
                  They have never liked each other, and I know exactly why as my gaze levels on Kennedy who strolls towards them. Brantley seems to calm down after she pulls him to her side. 
 
                  “No one has plans anymore, is that clear?” I ask looking at my team one by one with a narrowed gaze. They are all clear on the matter, I can see it in their eyes. 
 
                  “We leave in one hour; everyone go gear up.” I order the same as if we were heading into battle. “I am going to my room; you should all do the same.” I say heading towards the staircase. 
 
                  I take them two at a time to the second level of the two-story house that we have warded and placed on the outskirts of the big city of Los Angeles. The location is remote, surrounded by only vast fields and nature. Plus, with all the wards and glamour placed around it our team would be alerted instantly if anyone with ill intent tried to cross the boundaries. 
 
                  If Amariana does find the glamour she won't be able to get to the house unless she comes with pure intentions. I highly doubt if any demon were to come, they wouldn't be coming for a good reason nor intention. I know we are all safe here, but I need to think of the humans that may not be as safe. 
 
                  The princess is a mystery to us all. There have been several rumors about her over the years while preparing to serve as leader of the EA team. Its rumored that the day she turns eighteen she very well could be more powerful than her parents combined. Finding out that day is close is alarming but can’t say we shouldn’t have expected it as my brother, and I were only born months before she was. 
 
     I knew this was a possibility, that she could want to escape the clutches of her watchful parents and come wreaking havoc on the human realm, but I didn't realize it would come up so fast like this, I worry as I walk over to my closet. I grab my bow and arrows from the floor in the corner and strap the bag of arrows across my chest. The tips of the arrows are infused with mixtures I had Logan get from an Angel he knows off the coast of Japan. The mixture can kill any greater demon, chaining them to the underworld for eternity.  
 
    Thus far, I have only had to take out the set once before now. I ended up facing the greater demon with my brother and the two of us were able to take it down before I ever had to use one of the arrows. I still prefer to carry them on me as a precaution. 
 
    After fully gearing up I look up into the mirror. My eyes are sparkling with anxious anticipation of a war coming our way. My muscles are taught with tension, and my senses heightened with the threat hanging in the air around me. 
 
                  Sure, we trained since we were born to fight demons and bring peace to the human realm but the realization of facing a being that is far more powerful than any of us is still a challenge to not fear. I fidget with the buttons on my shirt as I adjust the bottom of it into my trousers and pick up my black jacket that bears the symbol of my faction of Earth Angels on the front of it. Gold wings encased by a circle of bright light lets other supernatural beings know who I am and what kind of authority I hold. Most other angels bow in recognition of the symbol and others stare in awe forgetting their manners. I don't care as much about the formality of it as leaders have before me. I like to connect with my kind and build a stronger link with them instead of showing off my position. 
 
                  Feeling as though I have everything necessary to make the meeting I head out of my room and back downstairs. 
 
    Most of the team is gathered already in the Livingroom waiting when I finally get downstairs. 
 
                  “All set,” My brother announces as he steps off the last stair. He is dressed the same as me except his weapon is a long sword that lies across his back. Ever since we were young, he's stuck to the long sword while I have perfected my aim with a bow making us both very lethal together. 
 
                  “Stick together in the sky.” I announce turning and heading out of the room and front door to the house. My team follows soundlessly behind me. 
 
                  I am first to lift off the ground and Logan flies beside me joining me at the front of the group as the sun falls below the horizon ahead of us. We glide through the skies heading towards Las Vegas where the zone is for this cycle. 
 
                  The Zone is a supernatural bar that is technically a forbidden place for me or my team to indulge in. But like most rules, this one has been often broken. Memories of drinking the angel version of liquor, also known by many different names like resilience, happy, and fearless instead of the usual whiskey and bourbon the humans indulge in makes my throat burn as if I had freshly taken a shot. Many angels have made horrible mistakes after visiting the place, so as a rule any EA member is not allowed to enter the bar for the purpose of pleasure. 
 
                  The glamour around the establishment comes into view and I motion for Logan and the team to land on the roof where I can see AJ is waiting. 
 
                  He’s leaning against the door that goes to the roof when we land. 
 
                  “Took you long enough.” He quips with an annoyed look. 
 
                  “We came right away, shut up.” Logan bites back. I hold up my hand to silence him before stepping forward. 
 
                  “Uncle, we’re here and Amariana is on the loose somewhere out there so what is the plan? Have you heard from the council yet?” I ask in succession. 
 
    He pushes off the door and stands to his full six-foot four height towering a few inches above me. He steps closer to me and flicks a cigarette onto the rooftop of the bar. 
 
                  “I spoke with Michael and he and your parents all feel that she should be tracked and brought into the void between realms for a meeting about her reasons for leaving the underworld and her intentions here in the human realm. Until she is found there are no immediate actions to be taken.” 
 
                  “That’s it?” I nearly choke on my words. “So, what you’re suggesting is that the princess of the underworld, whose ascension is nearly upon us should just be allowed to prance around the humans while she comes into a great power none of our kind has ever seen before?” My blood boils at the decision of my parents and the council, but I don’t have any choice but to follow what they have decided for us. 
 
                  “Who’s doing the tracking?” I ask. 
 
                  “Nephew, why do you think I called you all here?” AJ replies chewing his nail with annoyance, a habit that irritates me to no end. 
 
    At least my parents have faith in my team to get the job done and we will. I can only hope that the dear demon princess doesn’t get offended when we put a little damper on whatever her evil plans are. With any luck, we will get to her before her full transition takes place. 
 
                  “When is her birth date? I know it’s soon, but how much time we have?” I ask hoping it hasn’t passed already. 
 
                  “Twenty-four hours and counting.” He says dismissively. “I need to gather some more information about the story but I’m also on a tight leash with how much I can report. I need you to follow the orders and do it quickly while I work on getting a story that won’t put the entire Angel world into a full-blown panic.” He says lighting another cigarette. 
 
                  “You’re lucky you are immortal, or those ugly things would kill you, ya know.” I comment disgusted by the smoke even in the open night air. I wave my hand in front of my face to stop the plume of smoke from reaching my nostrils. 
 
                  “You need to mind your own business and worry about finding a witch to do a location spell for you.” AJ quips. 
 
                  “Is that all?” I ask ready to end this meeting. I love my uncle, but we have never been close nor got along all that well. He likes to break the rules to win and I like to win fairly. 
 
                  “That’s all for now, I will stay in touch.” He says expanding his ebony wings and taking to the skies. 
 
    The team follows him with their eyes, and everyone is eerily quiet about our mission. 
 
                  “Well, that was productive.” Logan scoffs turning to face me. 
 
    I think for a moment but know what I must do now and that won’t be all that hard. 
 
     I happen to have a friend who is a high witch and will gladly help us with the spell, however having nothing that belongs to the princess will make it all the harder to find her, I think to myself. 
 
                  “We have our orders; I will reach out to Bellamy and see if she can do a locator spell without a personal item of Amariana’s.” I voice coming to a decision. My team nods in acknowledgement of agreement with me. It’s not like we have been given much of a choice on the matter. What I do know is the sooner we find her, the better. If we can catch her before she fully transitions, then things should go fine; We do outnumber her five to one in that case. If she happens to make it through the transition on her own then that will make her impossible to capture, even for a team as talented as ours. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Landing in front of the modern style mansion we make our way to Bellamy’s door. I haven’t called on her services since coming to the human realm, but she’s sworn her loyalty in alliance with my parents long ago. I am sure she will be willing to help. I thought of calling her on my cell but why waste time when we would have to come to her home either way.  
 
    The trip was uneventful and quiet tension hung in the air among the group of us as we made our way to Belize which is a small country in South America. The air is warm here like in LA, but the scenery is so much more beautiful than the smog in the city. I hope someday I can visit everything the place has to offer. 
 
    Bellamy’s hot pink Mercedes sits in the drive and I can’t help but laugh at the sight of the flashy sports car. The high witch has certainly climbed the financial totem pole in the human world using her abilities to help humans through psychic/medium readings for unreasonable prices. 
 
     She started off working out of a high-rise apartment in Panama City Beach, Florida and has now re-located in Belize where her customers come to her for their readings and pay their own travel costs. 
 
    I reach up to ring her doorbell and my fist freezes mid-air when the door swings open wide and Bellamy stands on the other side wearing an elegant evening gown, looking like she is going out somewhere. 
 
                  “I was hoping guests would stop by, always a pleasure to see you Storm.” She exclaims looking excited. Her hazel eyes sparkle as she scans over the rest of the team behind me. “Please, all of you come in.” she waves us all in through the doorway and into the foyer. My gaze travels the entrance in awe. The ceilings are vaulted, and the staircase is long and wide winding up on both sides like the children’s movie Beauty and the Beast. In fact, the entire home looks like an exact replica of the one in the movie.  
 
                  “You’ve done some upgrades to your house, I love it!” Leah exclaims giving Bells a big hug. 
 
                  “I received word that your team would likely be heading my way, so I took the liberty of having a meal prepared for us to discuss how I may help you.” She explains guiding us further into her home. 
 
    Panic zips through me, “Bell’s, I don’t mean to sound rude, but we are on a very time-sensitive mission and need your help.” I explain as gently as possible. 
 
    She raises an eyebrow, “surely you have enough time to sit for a meal while discussing the favor you’ve come to ask of me.” She says leaving no room for argument. I am not going to get out of this without enduring the dinner she’s prepared for us. I wish I could say I am surprised, but it is quite typical of her from the past experiences the team and I have had on our many visits here. 
 
                  “Whatever you wish,” I grumble under my breath. 
 
                  “Follow me, the staff should be just about finished with our entrée’s, so we have time for a drink before we eat.” She turns on her heel and guides us towards a room past the staircase on the left. 
 
                  Oh great, time for a drink. I think bitterly as I follow behind her. 
 
    We step into a dimly lit room that looks like the décor of The Zone. Come to think of it, the inside looks exactly like The Zone, how bizarre. The only difference that I notice are human restrooms built into this room. 
 
                  “What kind of drinks do you kids prefer?” Bellamy’s voice cuts into my curiosity over her interior decorating. 
 
                  “None for me, thanks.” I mutter annoyed. 
 
                  “Me either,” Logan says joining me. 
 
                  “I’ll take a shot of anything you recommend.” Leah jumps in, flashing me a dirty look for being rude. I understand that Bellamy is only trying to be a good host for us, but my mind is on one thing and that is how we are going to find Amariana, not having drinks and dinner. I’m eager to get this mission moving along. 
 
                  “Yeah, you two need to loosen up a little. I will happily take one as well with the girls.” Brantley speaks up. 
 
                  “Count me in too.” Kennedy raises her hand before giving me a sheepish look and shrugging her shoulders. “It’s only a drink and meal, Storm. If we want her help, we play by her rules you of all of us know this.” She adds marching past me with the others over to the bar counter. 
 
    She’s right, I would just rather get started. My nerves are on edge and all I want is to find out if the spell is possible and move on. Nothing is going how I hoped so I may as well join them and have a damn drink, I resolve taking the seat next to Kennedy. Logan must have come to the same conclusion because he then takes the seat on the other side of me. 
 
                  Bellamy pours out shots for all of us and sets the small glasses in front of each of us. She lifts hers into the air in a salute and we do the same. 
 
                  “May you all succeed in your endeavors.” She says in a short toast. I toss back the rusty colored liquid in my glass with everyone else to get the shit over with. Some sacrifices must be made to keep Bellamy happy.  
 
    The angel liquor burns my throat on the way down and tastes like ground cinnamon. I know the taste well as it has been customary for centuries for it to be served in droves at the big events in our world.  
 
                  A lanky human man appears from the kitchen with a tall chef’s hat and white smock outfit. He gives us a wide grin as he approaches. 
 
                  “Dinner shall be served in the dining room now, if you would all please take a seat.” The man says with a slight bow of his head. 
 
                  “Thanks Adam.” Bellamy says with a wave of her hand. She claps her hands and ushers us towards her dining hall in the large mansion. 
 
                  “I had Steak and potato on the menu for dinner this evening and Adam has whipped up enough for an army.” She continues as we stroll into the large room with a table set for the lot of us. The smell of the delicious food wafts in the air making my stomach growl. Although eating isn’t a necessity, being an earth angel has allowed us to indulge in the wonders of human foods from all parts of the country. Steak has been a favorite of mine although I hate to admit it at this moment. 
 
    I take my seat wishing that we could skip all this formality and get onto what we came here for, but Bells would never stand for it. She doesn’t ask a high price for her work if all she ever wants is someone to talk to for a bit and share stories with, from us angels anyway. 
 
    I take a seat beside Leah who rolls her eyes at Bellamy when she turns to sit at the head of the table. 
 
    I return her look with one of warning. Leah tends to get in the way when other women are around us. For an Angel I am surprised by her jealous behavior over me and it’s been one of our biggest issues in our relationship. Either way, she must get my meaning because she lowers her face looking at her lap until everyone is seated at the long elegant table. 
 
    **** 
 
    The dinner is uneventful and goes by quickly. Before long, the staff is taking away all our empty dishes on the table. 
 
                  “Alright Bellamy, I hate to rush but this is an urgent matter and we really must get moving.” I say while setting my napkin on the plate in front of me before Adam snatches it up and adds it to his cart. 
 
                  “Ah, yes the location spell Kennedy mentioned to me.” Bellamy says taking a sip of her wine. 
 
                  “Can you do one without an object or blood belonging to the demon?” I ask never having done one before without one or the other with any witch. 
 
                  “I am the most powerful witch in existence, if I cannot do a location spell, I am sure there is work around we can find. Who are you looking for?” She asks leaning back in her chair. 
 
    I sigh, “We need to find Amariana.” I say cautiously. “Word is that she is in the human world and is on the run from her parents. Now, whether that’s true or not isn’t clear to me yet.” I add. 
 
     “Either way I’m sure you can understand why it’s urgent we find her before she does any damage here.” I blurt out quickly. 
 
    Bellamy’s eyes grow wide at my revelation, “Amariana, as in the Princess and daughter of Diablo, Amariana?” She asks nearly spitting out a sip of wine she had put into her mouth. Her cheeks redden as she gulps down the liquid as to not spray us with her wine. She sits up straight in her chair on high alert suddenly. 
 
                  “Yes, that would be the one. Can you still help us?” I ask concerned by her reaction to our request. 
 
    She sits silent for several minutes, leaving me on the edge of my seat with worry. I stare at her while I await her eventual answer and begin to question whether the high witch will be able to pull off such a tall order. Just as I am about to apologize for having asked her to do this for us and gather my team and leave, she shifts her gaze to mine. 
 
    “Are you absolutely sure you want to find her, I-I mean what if this is above your pay grade type of shit. Why are your parents not sending in extra angels to help you with this?” She asks curiously. 
 
    “It seems the fae are dealing with Kane and his bullshit again. He’s destroyed two of their main portals to and from the Fae realm and asking help from them would not be possible, and our own angels have been busy around the clock with a sudden increase in human deaths in the realm.” I answer, giving her the cut version, I had received from my mental link with Kennedy. I silently thank her for watching what’s going on with all the main players when it comes to protecting the realms. I should have known the answer to her question myself, but with all the chaos that’s happened today I haven’t been brought up to speed on all the guardian teams placed in the human realm. The fae can usually be counted on to take care of the lower-ranking demon activity, but in their unexpected absence our own angels have had no choice but to step in and help eradicate the problem.  
 
    What if she can’t do the spell and we have gone through the last two hours of this charade for nothing, I wonder to myself. 
 
    “I will try to help in any way I can.” She finally announces with resolve in her expression. 
 
    “Thank you so much Bells, you’re the best.” Kennedy cuts in with a smile. 
 
    “Of course, a spell of such magnitude will require a lot of my power and all of my strength.” Bellamy says pushing her chair back and climbing to her feet. “If you will all excuse me a few moments, I am going to change into something more comfortable and meet you in my den. Adam will be happy to show you the way.” She whispers directions into Adams ear before retreating quickly from the room.  
 
    I get up from the chair and grab Leah by the elbow, so she hangs back for a minute as the others follow Adam to the den. 
 
    “We need to talk, now.” I say in a whisper. 
 
    “What? I didn’t do anything.” She whines. 
 
    “Yes, you did, and you know it.” I counter. 
 
    She folds her arms across her chest and looks up at me with anger flashing in her brown eyes. “What did I do now?” She asks crossing her arms bitterly. 
 
                  “Tread lightly girl, you are pushing your luck here. I care about you, but my priority will always and has to always be this team and what we are here to do. Have you forgotten I took an oath? I pull down my shirt to show the only flaw on my skin a marking given to me from Deus who’s marked me as part of the eternal vine of leaders. She looks away as I let go of my shirt having made my point clear. 
 
    Many factions of guardians have the same traditional markings to prove who they are and gain the trust of diverse kinds of supernatural creatures if ever needed to come together and fight against any great evil or darkness we cannot defeat on our own. So far, I am the only marked one I have ever met. Once my job is fulfilled then the mark fades from black to white. Until I have served Deus as he’s chosen for me to do, I will bear the mark of the chosen guardian leader. I do wonder if the fae know of the mark or get them in the same place over their hearts like angels do or if they receive a different mark altogether. I would love to meet another leader who has a mark like my own someday. My brain is getting off topic as I shake my curiosity away and look back at Leah who’s watching me closely. 
 
    “I need you to stop with the jealous glances and drama.” I say seriously. 
 
                  “I know, I’m sorry.” She says turning her head towards the window on the far side of the room and avoiding eye contact with me. 
 
                  “It seems you don’t because you’re acting like a spoiled brat right now. You know Bellamy likes a little bit of ALL our attention when we need favors from her, and I was only being polite. It’s not like I took her to bed or something.” I reply feeling my anger flaring up. 
 
    I inhale a deep breath of air to calm down before I continue. “You have to stop getting jealous any time another girl looks my way; it’s getting way to extra.” I explain irritated with her. I don’t know how much longer we can keep this going. It’s becoming noticeably clear that she and I are not on the same page with anything anymore. We aren’t little kids no more, it’s time to get our priorities in order. 
 
    There was once a time I would have done anything she asked of me. I love her, but since moving to the human realm nothing has been the same. The pressure of the missions we have been on in the past few months have taken its toll on both of us, and it’s simply that we are grasping at a childhood romance that will never go anywhere beyond that. I know we need to get moving and join the others but having this talk has taken some of the pressure off my shoulders for the moment. 
 
    Leah looks up at me with tears in her eyes and I can tell she’s been thinking the same thing as me. 
 
                  “How about we just take a much-needed break from ‘us’ for a while then.” She suggests stepping towards me. 
 
    The aroma of lilacs wafts up my nose the closer she gets to me kicking in my instinct to pull her in and hold her close. I shake away the feeling realizing she is using her power on me and at this point it’s brave of her to try this shit on me after her earlier warnings about it. 
 
    “Leah, stop using your power on me or I swear you can leave and go back to the house right now.” I warn between clenched teeth.  
 
    In an instant my feelings of anger return and I can think clearly looking at her in an unmagical induced light.  
 
    “Why do you do that shit to me?” I ask her furiously. 
 
    She drops her gaze to the floor in embarrassment. “So, you wouldn’t yell at me like you are doing now.” She replies softly. 
 
    “How’d that work out for you?” I ask bitterly going to move around her and follow the others. 
 
     I have always been fond of everything about Leah. The way she always smells of fresh flowers and can smile through the hardest of situations, and of course her beauty is a plus too. All of that aside, I can’t deny the disconnect I’m feeling and have been for a while. We used to be the ‘it’ couple of the angel realm. Both of our parents had us married off before we even came down to work on the team. It wasn’t until the last year that we began training more together and now living in the same house has shown another side to Leah, one I am not that crazy about. Her jealousy, and impulsive decision making has played a significant role developing these feelings towards her. I once couldn’t picture myself with anyone else and now I am having a tough time picturing myself putting up with staying with her for another second. That will have to wait, here and now just isn’t the right time or place. 
 
    Fate is funny that way. Maybe taking a ‘break’ is just what we need to continue to work successfully together as well as remaining friends looking at the bigger picture. 
 
                  “Agreed, let’s get in the den and back to work.” I say continuing my path around her, leaving a stunned Leah in the dining hall. She had to see my answer coming because she doesn’t stay pondering what just happened for long as I vaguely hear her footsteps coming behind me towards the den. 
 
                   
 
    “For a den, this is sure a fancy room.” Brantley says admiring all the oversized furniture and paintings up on the walls. There is a grand piano to one side and an entire sitting area to our right.  
 
                  “I put much work into this one.” Bellamy says from behind me causing me to jump, startled. I hadn’t heard her approach and realize why looking down to the slippers on her feet. She wasn’t kidding when she said ‘comfortable’ I think amused. 
 
                  “I have reached out to some of the covens in the area and found that to do a locator spell on Amariana would require some clever skills in modern technology and computer hacking.” She says turning to face Kennedy. She must have an amazing memory to know that she is fascinated with the human’s world of technology and studied harder than any of us did. 
 
    “Now, Kennedy I’ll need your ability to hack computers to get into the main branch of Angel security where an array of samples of the princess’ blood should be on file for this purpose. It was the only thing the angel council required of Diablo and Lilith when the girl was born. Do you think you can you do that?” She asks raising a brow at Kennedy. 
 
    Ken’s cheeks turn red for a minute before she bobs her head up and down yes to the question. Her hesitation is noticeable to me when she says yes to Bellamy’s request. I can only hope she’ll be okay with performing the task for us despite agreeing to do so. 
 
                  “Very good, then we will need to work fast.” She says flashing Adam a knowing look. As if he knows exactly what she wants Adam leaves the room and returns with a top of the line laptop computer handing it to Kennedy. She takes the device from him, but her hands tremble as she reaches out for it. 
 
    She stares lovingly at the laptop as if seeing one for the very first time. She looks up at Bellamy,              “Is there somewhere quiet I can do this?” She asks looking determined and pushing aside her hesitation.  
 
    She is incredible with the devices. She loves any missions involving technology, especially when it comes to all thing’s computer related.  
 
    The team and me all know she can hack the security system as she’s already done it once before by mistake.  
 
    I’m sure her momentary hesitation is because of the week she spent in confinement for stumbling into it the last time she had been fooling around on the new devices we were delivered in the angel realm as part of our training for living among humans. The last experience has her and on edge, but with my permission and the situation at hand she will not get into any trouble for repeating the process. I watch as her shoulders relax realizing that it is okay for her to do this for us as a formal request from her leader. I am relieved to see her calming down a bit. 
 
    We were only learning back then, and she didn’t even know what she was doing was a serious crime in our world. Now that she does, I can understand why she wouldn’t want to do it again. 
 
                  “Adam, please bring Kennedy into the office off the kitchen, she can work quietly there while I set up the rest of the locator spell in here.” Adam nods in agreement to Bellamy’s request and beckons Kennedy to follow him with a wave of his hand in the direction of the other room. She turns back to me with a question in her eyes. 
 
                  “It’s okay Ken, I promise you will not be punished if you do this.” I say quickly to reassure her as she glances back at me once more. 
 
                  “You better hope so.” She warns playfully following Adam out of the den. 
 
    I turn back to Bellamy who is rushing around the room placing white and black candles all around the room. 
 
                  “What can we do to help?” I ask feeling useless just standing here waiting for her to give us directions on what to do next. I use the spare time to set my weapons off to the side up against the wall, still close by, but out of the way. I don’t like to let my bow out of my sights unless they are at the house safely in my room. The others follow suit and line their weapons beside mine to allow for no discomfort when we sit to help Bell’s perform her spell. 
 
                  “Almost done, if all of you would just take your seats in a circle here, I will take care of the rest.” She says lighting one candle after another while pointing at the outside of the candles she is lighting around inside the circle. The flames glow in distinct colors. The first is red, then green, followed by purple, orange, and finally the last flame burns blue.  
 
    That’s a first, I think admiring the colors. I have seen many locater spells done over the years and never have I seen colored flamed candles as part of the ceremony. 
 
    We do as she asks and take seats on the soft beige plush carpeting in a circle. Brantley sits to one side of me and Logan is on the other. Leah takes a seat wisely in the furthest spot away from me on the other side of Brantley. 
 
    There’s a shuffle of feet coming from the other room as Kennedy rushes towards the den. 
 
                  “I got it!” she shouts while heading towards Bellamy.  
 
    It’s amusing to watch the love she has gained from learning the innovative technology and finally having an opportunity to use it to help others. I can only imagine how fascinated she is with being allowed to have access to the coveted angel security system as well. 
 
                  She approaches Bell’s with the laptop closed in one hand and the paper with the drop of blood we needed in the other. She reaches out handing the paper to Bellamy and then her other to hand Adam the computer and is surprised when he shakes his head ‘no’ at her. 
 
     “A gift, from Bellamy.” He says confusing her. 
 
    She looks surprised and hesitant all at once. Her brows knit together as her eyes bounce between Bellamy and me waiting for one of us to disapprove of the offer. 
 
    “It’s yours, I have many.” Bellamy explains briefly with a wave of her hand as if it were nothing to give away such an expensive electronic. 
 
    “You can accept the gift Ken, but only if you take your seat and we can get this moving along.” I say with a mischievous grin. We as angels are trained not to accept any kind of rewards or compensation for honorable deeds which is why Kennedy was confused. However, the computer could be a useful tool for the team and is coming from the high witch and would be rude not to accept. Therefore, no oaths are broken by her accepting the gift from Bell’s. 
 
    Kennedy nods beaming with happiness. “Thank you, I will take loving care of it and make beneficial use of it as well.” She promises with stars in her beautiful hazel eyes. 
 
                  “This appeared in my hands when I requested access to her sample in the file.” Kennedy says handing the paper to Bellamy. 
 
                  “Yes, I was worried you wouldn’t be able to gain access to the feature, but it seems I have underestimated your ability with modern technology.” Bellamy says smiling at Kennedy. “If you would take a seat in the circle we will get started.” She adds ushering her towards where Brantley is sitting with his usual silly grin on his face. He seems enthralled with the assorted colors of the flames on the candles. 
 
    He truly is like an angel child; I think amused momentarily. 
 
    Kennedy takes a seat between Brantley and Leah wearing a proud look of determination on her face. Leah catches my eye and raises a brow at me. I don’t even care why this time; We broke up or are on a ‘break’ as she put it. I am overjoyed she made the first move and feel relieved I won’t have to walk on eggshells when she is around anymore. Well for the time being anyway. Eventually the break will turn into a full on break-up and either she will learn to work on this team without any romance with me any longer and let the team and this mission be her only focus or I will have to order her to stay out of this one for her own safety. 
 
    She is allowing her feelings to dictate her behavior lately and with all that’s at stake we can’t have that. I return her questioning look with one of warning not missing the liquid pooling in her eyes before she looks away from me. 
 
    Good grief, she is completely losing focus of what’s more important right now. After we do the spell, I will have to talk to her privately about what role she will be playing on the team if she doesn’t get it together. She of all angels knows how dangerous distractions can be especially having lost her own mother because of the same exact reason. 
 
    Bellamy clears her throat as an invisible magical breeze blows causing her hair to flow around her face wildly. The sight brings my attention back to her and the map with the sample lying on the floor in the center of the circle. She closes her eyes and we all lock hands. The magic surges between each of our entwined fingers linking all our powers together. This is a typical way to gain initial momentum for a location spell. 
 
    Latin rolls off her tongue fluent and precise. Energy begins to build around us. The colored flames dance but don’t blow out even when the energy grows stronger and stronger and can be felt in the room, filling the space with immense power. Bellamy’s eyes roll into the back of her head as she continues to chant louder and louder, the energy of her power growing to a suffocating degree. I hold tighter to her hand, allowing her to pull from my magic to complete the spell. I don’t think she realized how much power this spell would take, but luckily, I open my own flow of magic and am close enough for her to borrow from. 
 
    She punches out the last words to the spell her body straightens, and her eyes grow big with terror before falling limp onto the carpet, her eyes fluttering closed. The energy disappears all at once from the room and the entire team looks around scatter brained. This is the strongest location spell any of us have ever been a part of and I think it has caught all of us off guard. 
 
                  “Bellamy! Is she okay?” Kennedy screeches, crawling over to the witch’s side pressing two fingers to her neck to check for a pulse. 
 
                  “It’s faint, but she’s alive.” She exclaims, relief blanketing the room. 
 
                  “Leah, heal her.” I order urgently. Leah is on her knees beside Bellamy in the blink of an eye. She holds her hands above her forehead. Bright light expelling from her palms and pushing into the witch until her chest slowly rises and heavily falls several times before evening out. Her eyes flutter open and Adam helps her to sit back up looking as dazed as the rest of us. He’s keeping his arms tightly around her to hold her upright, nonetheless. 
 
                  “What happened?” I question. I have never seen a witch pass out after a location spell. 
 
                  “The princess must have a block on the location spell, but I broke through it with your help.” She looks at me with exhaustion clear in her limp form lying back into Adam’s embrace. I get the feeling he cares for her in more than an employer kind of way, but that is not my business to worry about. 
 
                  “Storm, look at the map.” She urges her voice cracking from all the yelling she had to do to complete the spell. 
 
    I crawl to the center noticing each of the colored flames had blown out when the spell had broken before moving my eyes down at the map. I clench my fists as I stare at the red circle around the princess’s location. I wonder if this is trap or game the demon is playing with us and drop the map back down so the entire team can look. 
 
    No way, it must be wrong. I think shocked. 
 
    A collective gasp comes from each of the team as they stare down at our own territory being the marked location on the map in front of us. I pick it up and study it more closely to be sure I didn’t miss anything. There’s no doubt, its our territory that is clearly marked on the map in my hands. 
 
                  “Why is she at our boundary?” Leah asks alarmed. Panic comes out in her tone. 
 
                  “Beats me, but I think it’s time we find out.” I say starting towards the foyer of the giant house. She has not fully ascended yet, this could be our best shot if we are forced to dispatch her.” I say climbing to my feet and snatching up my bow and arrows from where they lean against the wall behind me. One by one each of us straps on our weapons and jackets heading towards the foyer. 
 
                  “Thank you for everything you’ve done for us Bellamy, it means a lot. We owe you a favor but must be going now.” I dart my eyes down to the powerful witch who appears to be at her most vulnerable state. 
 
                  “You’re very welcome, but if you need anything more, I will have to call for another witch. Keep me posted on your progress if you could please.” She replies standing and hugging each of us goodbye with Adam staying near in case she loses her balance. 
 
                  “You have done more than we could have ever hoped for us here tonight, don’t worry about it. Get rest and I’ll have someone look in on you when we figure all of this out.” I promise her before kissing her gently on her forehead before moving swiftly to her front doors. 
 
    It’s still dark outside and we are about two hours from sunrise as we take to the sky in formation. I am at the front moving at a speed much faster than my brother and the others. I need to get to the house and see what the demon is up to.  
 
    I fly with purpose and determination, not slowing once to look around at how far behind me the team is. I am sure I have at least a five-minute lead on all of them, including Logan who can usually keep pace with me. 
 
    Minutes later, I enter the surrounding area of our boundary, flying the entire perimeter. 
 
    Where is she? I ask myself not finding her on my first check. 
 
     Alarms go off inside my head. Could she have crossed our wards? Although doubtful, who knows what she’s capable of. I decide to check it out anyhow and cross the wards making my way down to the ground. 
 
    I sense her presence growing stronger the closer I get to the ground. Looking up, I see a figure in the doorway of our house as I land a few feet from the porch. 
 
                  “Amariana?” I call to the figure. 
 
    The girl takes a few more hesitant steps in my direction. I don’t sense the typical trepidation I usually feel around demons as she takes a cautious step my way her sparkling green eyes never leaving mine. I move towards her slowly in case this is all a trick or something. Underneath the scent of sulfur and death is something different. The closer she gets the stronger I can pinpoint an underlying sweet scent of roses just as they bloom in the early spring. I stop a few feet away afraid the intoxicating scent is luring me closer into a trap. I don’t know what to say and for several seconds neither does she. Finally, she opens her mouth and the most melodic sounding voice escapes her lips, that for some reason I can’t stop staring at. I search for any magic that isn’t familiar on and around me and am getting nothing. Why am I so drawn to this demon girl? I wonder silently. 
 
                  “I am Amariana.” She says with a slight bow in my direction. And she speaks, that’s a good thing. Another strange thought crossing my mind. 
 
    I am mesmerized by her long silky dark hair, genuine voice that is soft and shy and then there is the matter of her strange eyes and the gentle soul she’s radiating into the air around us. Her energy seems to wrap around me and draw me in like getting a hug from an old friend. 
 
                  “Why are you here?” I ask figuring I had better say something soon. The team will be landing at any moment and the more information I can gather before they do, the better. 
 
                  “I need help.” She says averting her eyes to the ground. I can’t sense a hint of a lie in her request but can’t believe the words that have left her mouth. 
 
    I am shocked by her admission and try to make sense of her and why she looks like a demon and yet not at all like a demon. How could this be the daughter of Diablo and Lilith? She’s intriguing and I feel myself needing to know more about what kind of help she wants from the EA team. 
 
                  “You do realize that no demon has ever crossed our wards and stayed in this realm by doing so, do you not?” I ask trying to see how she will react. 
 
    She says nothing before raising her head and looking me in my eyes. “I have never committed a crime against any of the angel laws no matter the consequence and need protection. There is no one else who can keep me alive.” She answers. What’s stranger is that she is telling the truth. She has spoken not one lie since coming face to face with me. 
 
    “My team is not far behind me so don’t go trying anything.” I order so that I can stop them from doing anything before we find out what and whom she is running from and why. 
 
                  “I’m not here to cause any trouble, please believe me.” She pleads raising both of her hands in the air. “Please don’t ban me back to that horrible place, I will leave if you want me to but please, please don’t make me go back there.” She pleads with fear evident in the look in her eyes and in her voice as it trembles at the mere idea of being sent back to her parents. I can tell there is something pure about her and if the team agrees we can try to help her depending on what she wants help with of course. 
 
    I move to step closer when a beam of white light blinds my vision for a moment. I cover my eyes with my arm until the light moves past my vision. I lift my head in time to see the girl in front of me launched straight back through the air, a look of terror paints her beautiful face as she hits the siding with a sickening crack. I whip around looking for the source of the power ball and find Leah with her palms raised in Amariana’s direction preparing another surge of white light to launch her way. 
 
                  “Leah, stop!” I scream hoping she hears me before hitting the girl with another one of her lethal balls of white light. 
 
    She drops her hands to her side looking at me with a mix of anger and confusion. 
 
                  “You don’t understand,” I chide turning around to find Amariana gone. “Where did she go?” I shout turning back to Leah and spinning around in a circle frustrated. 
 
    I turn my attention back to Leah, but she stands unmoving or speaking. Her eyes look scared and I realize she can’t move. I wave my hand in front of her face, no reaction. She’s frozen in place, the Powerball she had been creating fizzles out between her hands leaving a poof of dust that falls to the ground like white sand. 
 
                  What? How did she freeze her? I wonder as each of my teammate’s lands in front of me one by one. 
 
                  “What’s wrong with her?” Kennedy asks rushing to Leah’s side. 
 
                  “I-I don’t know.” I mutter just as Leah gasps and claws at her throat bending over and heaving in breaths as fast as she can. 
 
                  “Are you alright?” I ask coldly still looking around for the princess. I know she’s gone, though. I can no longer sense her presence or smell her scent. 
 
                  “Yeah, I am now but why did you stop me? I had her and could have gotten rid of her.” She spits angrily. 
 
    I look at her feeling anger burning my insides.                “Because, as usual you are acting out before being given the orders to. She was no threat to you, I’m quite sure that was immensely clear when you landed.” I explain briefly to avoid a fight in front of the others. 
 
                  “What does that mean? That bitch just froze me, and you did nothing to stop her!” She shouts in anger. 
 
    Here we go with the dramatics. I don’t know what Leah was thinking, but now the princess is gone and from the sound of things she could be in real danger outside of the protection of our wards. Dammit Leah, always throwing gasoline on a fire, I think pissed off. 
 
                  “I had no idea she could do that. However, you attacked her first.” I counter. 
 
                  “No reason to?” She scoffs clearly offended. “Who are you, and what have you done with Storm? The leader I once knew that would never let harm come to me or any of his teammates.” She yells back with tears falling down her cheeks. 
 
                  “Are you hurt?” I question.  
 
    She looks away knowing she isn’t. 
 
    “Leah, you and I are done. I love you, but not in the way you want me to or need me to. I’m sorry to have to do this now, but it’s the truth and about time you knew it. To hell with taking a break, it’s time to straight up walk away from this unhealthy ass relationship for good.” I respond harshly. I don’t mean to be so public or cruel with my words and a part of me feels guilty for it, but it had to be done. Her behavior is getting increasingly erratic and that will not be tolerated. 
 
                  Her eyes grow wide with shock. 
 
    “Wow, I don’t even know what to say to you right now.” She replies shakily. She’s clearly stunned by my outburst. She opens her mouth to say something but thinks the better of it and closes it again beginning to walk past me towards the house. I reach out and grab her arm and pull her close enough to hear my words clearly. 
 
                  “You and I may be over, but you need to make a choice of whether you are able to continue on this team under my leadership regardless of our breakup or not. After your recent behavior I am starting to think it might be wise for you to sit this mission out. It doesn’t seem the best idea after what you just did to Amariana. Not for you or any of the rest of us.” I reply in a hushed voice to avoid the team from hearing any more of our conversation than they already had. Most of them are already headed into the house, ignoring the scene between Leah and me.  
 
    They usually disperse when any kind of conflict starts about our relationship. If it doesn’t have anything to do with work, then they don’t care to hear it. Wise of them if you ask me. 
 
                  “I AM FINE.” She says between clenched teeth ripping her arm free of my grasp and walking away. 
 
    I let her go to give her time to go in and calm down.  
 
    Now I must figure out why Amariana came to us for help, if we can even find her again now. I stare into the skies asking Deus for his help in silent prayer hearing Leah shut the door hard behind me.  
 
    That girl is gonna be the loss of my sanity, I swear. 
 
    Finding the princess again won’t be easy, and even harder now after Leah’s wonderful way of saying hello, I resolve angrily shaking my head and walking towards the house to regroup the team. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Three 
 
    Amariana 
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    As soon as I am far enough from the boundary, I release the hold on the angel girl.  
 
    I was wrong about them; They only want me dead just like my parents do. I tell myself as I fly blindly in an unknown direction far away from the angel property. 
 
                  A brute force slams into the front of me in the sky and I tumble backwards seeming to land in the arms of someone’s hold. The grip is too tight to wiggle out of as I struggle to get free of whoever is holding me in place. 
 
                  My father’s guards, they’ve found me. I feel a pinch in my neck and my vision fades into complete darkness. 
 
    **** 
 
    My eyelids are heavy when I try to open them. The scent of sulfur invades my senses and I realize with sadness that I am back home and not in my room either. I’m in the dungeons, I am quick to realize as I move my hand and press it to the hard concrete of the concrete floor. I peel my eyelids open one by one and catch the guards watching me stirring.  
 
    With a look of loathing, Gunner picks up the phone and rings my father’s room. 
 
                  “Sir, she is awake now. Yep, will do.” He says before hanging up the line. 
 
                  Neither of them speaks to me but take places on either side of my cell that is constructed with layers of spells to keep me from being able to use any magic inside the walls around me. 
 
                  Fucking great, I think looking around at the familiar dungeon cells on either side of mine. I wonder why no one occupies any of them as I look as far down as I can see and not another prisoner in sight. 
 
                  Minutes later, my father appears in front of my cell. His face is twisted in an angry snarl. He’s furious, that’s obvious.  
 
    I will surely be put to death for treason now, I think having lost all hope at living a real life somewhere. 
 
                  “Took a little trip, did you?” He asks in his condescending tone while pinning me with his black eyes. 
 
     I pull myself up to a sitting position against the back wall of the cell. My body is weak from the spell on my cell keeping me hardly mobile. 
 
                  “Hello Father.” I respond curtly not bothering to answer his stupid question. 
 
                  “What did you think you were doing going to the earth angel’s property?” he demands anger creasing his brow. 
 
                  I look away not answering him. 
 
                  “Fucking say something!” He barks angrily. 
 
                  “What do you want me to say father? That I couldn’t stand being here and not fitting in, or that I have grown to hate the things you and mother due to humans and angels? Oh, I got one. How about I didn’t feel like sticking around to be killed by my own father?” I spit the words out without a care in the world.  
 
                  His mouth hangs agape at my words. I have never admitted some of the things I just did to him before and it’s obvious in his expression that my mother hasn’t shared this information.  
 
    I wonder which part he looks more shocked about, the fact that I hate my life here or that I knew he planned to kill me. 
 
                  “Are you really that shocked?” I ask irritated. 
 
    His eyes narrow on me, “watch how you speak to me young lady.” He warns in his dominantly arrogant tone. 
 
                  “I don’t care anymore. You just want me out of the way because I am a disgrace to our family and cannot be an heir to your throne.” I growl throwing the truth in his face. 
 
                  “How could you possibly know anything about my plans for you Amariana?” He questions with narrowed eyes. He’s getting too close to the truth of who warned me of his plans, and I won’t let my mother take the fall for trying to help me. 
 
                  “Just tell me my punishment and leave me be.” I reply, refusing to answer his question. I can tell I am angering him further but have lost all care about his feelings or anyone else’s at this point. 
 
                  “I should have you put to death for going against your king, but because you are my only child and next in line for the throne, your mother has convinced me to allow you to complete your ascension and see if you change your mind with your new powers.” He explains curtly. I don’t know whether to believe anything he says. He is the evilest demon in the underworld. 
 
     “Until then, you will stay here and think about your actions and how you’ve embarrassed our family in front of the entire realm.” He responds quickly before turning to leave the dungeon. 
 
                  “Father?” I call before he reaches the door. 
 
                  “Yes?” he asks turning to look back at me. 
 
                  “Is there any part of you that loves me or ever has?” I ask. 
 
    The look on his face speaks volumes, “Of course there is.” He lies with no emotion behind his fake smile. 
 
                  “That’s what I thought.” I respond keeping the emotion from my voice. 
 
                  “Very well then, I will be back in a while to check in with you.” He says moving towards and out of the dungeon door. 
 
    **** 
 
    Hours pass by and I use the time to replay the events that occurred back at the angel’s house. The first angel I had met was friendly and seemed genuinely interested in helping me. If that were true, then why did he let the girl attack me like that? I figure that was their plan all along. They wanted to surround me before making their move. I doubt they expected me to have a non-violent response to being hit with a power surge to my chest, though. I can’t make sense of it all. I had always thought angels to be pure of heart and have an unconditional kindness about them, but that was not the case for me today. The look in that girl’s eyes was filled with hatred. I doubt she’d ever want to be any part of helping a demon. 
 
    Tears stain my cheeks in the dimness of my cell. I have nothing else to do in here but think about what a waste my entire existence has been. I don’t belong here, and the angels were not very welcoming. 
 
     I might as well just let my father put me to death if this is the life I will be forced to live, I think hopelessly.  
 
    I lift my shirt to check out the burn in the center of my chest from the power ball I was struck with by the angel. My healing ability doesn’t work inside the cell and the burn is partially still there and will be a scar I will carry until my death. 
 
    I was stunned, and my ears were ringing, leaving me unable to hear what the two angels were saying to one another when I made my escape. I wouldn’t let them kill me that easily. I had hoped they would help me, what was I thinking? I scold myself internally. 
 
    Feeling betrayed is an everyday feeling in the underworld being me but having the same feeling about the angels is worse.  
 
                  At this point, I will hand my life over to my father willingly… 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Four 
 
    Storm 
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    After debriefing the team of Amariana’s request for our help and ordering them all but Leah to go re-charge, who is up in her room upset. I ask Kennedy to send her down before going to her room and walk into the living room taking a seat in the comfortable chair facing the window outside. 
 
     I need to address the issue between us now because for the first time, we succeeded only to fail in the end because of her carelessness. I stare out the window my chair is facing and enjoy watching the morning birds chirping and beauty of the human world coming to life. 
 
    Leah enters the room quietly after Kennedy informed her to come down. She drags a chair from beside the coffee table and places it directly in front of me, blocking my view of the outside. I blink twice before focusing my eyes on hers as she take a seat in the chair. Her eyes are bloodshot from crying and anger is coming off her in waves. 
 
                  I clear my throat, care to say anything?” I ask leveling my gaze to hers trying to avoid letting her tear-stained cheeks get to me. I hate seeing her hurting, but this conversation must happen. 
 
                  “I can assume to punish me for scaring off your precious princess?” she replies bitterly. 
 
                  I sigh, “no, although your actions have caused this team a huge setback that isn’t exactly why.” I begin. 
 
                  Her face draws a blank, “then why?” she asks confused. 
 
                  “I want to apologize for how I ended things between us. I shouldn’t have done it in front of an audience and with a bit more dignity.” I answer her. Then I lean forward in my chair to make sure she is paying attention to ever word I am about to say. 
 
    “As for what you pulled outside, I’m sure you already know why you were in the wrong.” I challenge her to argue. 
 
                  “You’re apologizing?” She says clearly shocked. 
 
                  “Why are you so surprised?” I ask with a raised brow. “Plus, I am not exactly apologizing for everything. I’m stating that in a sense I was wrong, but overall what you did was an excessively big mistake.” I explain thoroughly.  
 
    We were once so close we could guess what the other was feeling and thinking. Now she feels so far away. We have both changed too much to pretend that we will succeed at any romantic partnership moving forward. 
 
                  “You said you didn’t want me anymore, that you don’t love me anymore.” She blurts out while tears fill her eyes and fall down her face. “What am I now, friend-zone material or something?” she asks swiping at the tears as they continue to stream from her eyes. 
 
                  “I didn’t say those exact words. I also never said that I don’t love you Leah. I said I love you. I’m just not in love with you how you want me to be and that is the truth.” I say finally admitting fully how I’ve been feeling. “Couples drift apart Leah and I have been noticing how we are changing and becoming different angels then we once were. I am sorry for keeping my feelings from you for so long, but this is something I must be honest with you and myself about right now.” I explain gently leaning forward in my chair. Although I needed to come clean about my changing feelings, I should not have chosen such poor timing to tell you about them. You are still important to me, the same way every member of this team is that will never change. I can only hope you can still work with me without letting our breakup get in the way of anything, especially our missions.” I finish and wait for her response. 
 
                  I watch as her face changes from pained to thoughtful, before she looks up from staring down at her hands folded neatly in her lap, following an awkward silence. 
 
    She sighs, relenting. “I know, and I am sorry I have gotten so out of control that I let my emotions ruin our entire mission. Couple’s break up all the time, and for the sake of being honest, I have noticed the distance forming between us for an exceptionally long time as well.” She admits.  
 
    “I have been having a tough time letting go of what I know deep down will never work. We used to be so good together before joining this team and having a working relationship together as well as living together under the same roof. I don’t really know what caused the ever-growing rift between us and that also frustrates me.” She stands from the chair and paces a few times in front of my chair. I thought about moving but figured I would give her the time to work through whatever she is thinking about.  
 
    “There’s just one more thing I have to tell you.” She says as she stops pacing. 
 
    “I’m listening,” I say trying to sound encouraging so that she will get whatever it is on her mind worked through. 
 
    “You know when you and Amariana had been talking outside of the house before?” She begins.  
 
    I nod my head, Amariana’s name coming up piques my interest and a sense of worry washes through me as I wait to see what she has to say about the incident. 
 
     “I saw you two talking before landing. I sensed her emotions were not that of a demon but of a girl in need and someone to trust and yet when I saw the look you were giving her as you approached her something in me simply snapped. I attacked her because I was jealous and not because I thought she was a threat. I don’t remember one time you have ever looked at me like you did in that moment with her.” She says and stops talking suddenly gathering her thoughts for what she says next. 
 
     “Then, as if attacking her wasn’t bad enough I also lied to you and to the team about it because I couldn’t dream of admitting I had acted so awful to anyone, even if she is a demon. It’s obvious that she isn’t evil and doesn’t seem to be any kind of threat to anyone. I had no right to attack her like I did.” She lowers her head again in shame. 
 
     I am guessing she’s remembering striking the princess with her power and feels remorseful. “I hope you will forgive me.” She adds. 
 
                  “I already have, I think we need to just focus on getting her back here as soon as everyone is re-charged and ready to head out again in a couple hours.” I reply getting to my feet. I pull her in and hug her tightly, breathing in her familiar scent. 
 
                  “We will always be friends, teammates, and have each other’s backs from now on. The only thing that’s changed is we have ended a romance that wasn’t meant to be.” I speak into her hair. 
 
    She nods her head in acknowledgement while squeezing me back tightly. I feel the tension fade from the room on cue. 
 
                  “I am sorry for waiting so long to tell you how I felt but there never seemed to be a right time to do it.” I add stepping back from our embrace. 
 
                  “I knew Storm, why do you think I have been acting so crazy?” She asks searching my eyes for the answer. 
 
                  “You did; How?” I ask curiously. 
 
                  “I could sense you were keeping a wall up around me and from there it became more and more obvious how your feelings were changing towards me. I thought you had a girlfriend on the side or that you were interested in someone else. I only recently realized you were not feeling love for me as strongly as you once had.” She admits stepping out of our embrace. 
 
                  “I’m sorry Leah, I didn’t want to hurt you.” I explain further. 
 
    She shakes her head, “Storm, it’s all right. I am going to be fine; I promise you I can continue on the team without letting my feelings get in the way anymore.” She assures. 
 
                  I study her for a few long minutes before nodding, “I believe you can. Let’s go re-charge and prepare to find that demon one more time.” I propose and she nods her head in agreement.  
 
    Having worked out our issues I feel lighter as we head up the stairs to our rooms. 
 
    Now we can complete the mission we set out to get done last night. There is only so much time before midnight when the princess will be going through her ascension, better known as her transition into her full powers. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    After a hot shower I dry my hair with the towel and wrap it around my waist walking back into my room, plopping down on my bed. I run both hands through my wet hair as my mind drifts back to the princess and the things Leah had said to me. I didn’t think I looked at her in any unique way, but I felt something. It could have been the surprise of seeing her inside the wards, or the lack of typical demon behavior from her that caused me to look at her differently for a moment. Her eyes were angel eyes, not a demon’s and for me that is what sticks out the most. That must be it, and Leah has been paranoid because we have been headed towards a breakup for some time now anyhow, I reason with myself still failing at keeping the princess off my mind. 
 
     Amariana’s face keeps flashing in my head as I bring myself back to our encounter repeatedly.  
 
    The innocence in her eyes when she spoke to me. Not to mention her striking dark green colored irises instead of the typical black soulless pools of every demon I have ever met. There is something extraordinary and special about her, I could feel it being near her and still do now. I re-run the incident one more time in my head trying to figure out why she fled and did not return fire on Leah. She could have fought against her inside the glamor, but she didn’t; Why is the million-dollar question. 
 
     I did gain powerful information that she has mind control prior to her coming of age that will happen at midnight tonight. We have to get her back here, hopefully before she is captured by her parents and brought home. What danger was she in that she’d fled the underworld so unexpectedly? 
 
    I know Leah attacked her and that very well could be the reason she took off after asking for help, but I am not sure if that is the true reason. If only she had not taken off so quickly, then we wouldn’t have to start all over at square one in finding her all over again, and to top it off our high witch isn’t in any condition to try another location spell for us. I need to re-charge and then maybe I will be able to think more clearly about all of it, I resolve getting back up from my bed.  
 
    I walk over to my dresser and slide open my top drawer retrieving a change of comfortable clothes. I slip on a pair of dark jogging pants and a white t-shirt before reaching for my cell and dialing my uncle. 
 
                  “Hello,” he says noticing the first ring. 
 
                  “Uncle, something’s happened and I think it best to call an emergency meeting with my parents and uncle Michael. I would prefer not to involve the entire original council in what I need to report but need some advice from my family.”  
 
    There’s a pause on the other end of the line. “You there?” I ask. 
 
                  “I’m here, and I think they are also eager for an update from you and Logan. Your mother has messaged every hour for news on how your mission was coming along. Give me a little time and I will be back in touch with you.” He finished. 
 
                  “Sounds productive, I need to re-charge now it’s been an incredibly draining day for the team, and I have a feeling the next twenty-four hour stretch to come will be as well.” I admit letting my shoulders relax a bit. 
 
                  “You re-charge, I will take care of all the arrangements for a meeting in the void.” He says without another word the line goes silent.  
 
    I set the phone on my nightstand and crawl into my bed staring at my ceiling above the bed until the heaviness of my lids takes charge and forces my lids to finally close and sleep pulls me away. 
 
                   
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Five 
 
    Amariana 
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    The dungeons of the underworld hold the most dangerous demons in our world until they are eventually handed down heavy punishments or death for their crimes. My father enjoys tormenting anyone who dares defy him and I cannot dream my fate will be any different, regardless of his promise to allow me to go through my ascension tonight. 
 
    This was to be an amazing birthday, one that was supposed to be celebrated by the entire underworld, but all in the same it has become a day I have dreaded since I realized I was different than all the others down here.  
 
    I move to the bars of my cell and look again down the row of cells, all empty. I can’t imagine why there’s not one prisoner down here. The last time I had been stuck in the same space I had an entire room filled with prisoners to talk to. I’m sure my father emptied out the dungeon to keep me segregated, but why? I glance over to the guards posted by the doors of the dungeon. One is not my favorite demon in the world, Gunner and the other is newer. I haven’t had the displeasure of meeting that guy before. 
 
    “Any idea when my birthday party starts?” I taunt the new guard. 
 
     I do this mostly to get under Gunner’s skin. He’s such an ass. I wonder how long it took for him to get unfrozen from my mind control, I think amused. 
 
    “Silence your mouth or I’ll do it for you.” Gunner threatens. 
 
    “What’s wrong Gunner? I’m only making conversation with your new friend.” I reply batting my eyelashes at him. 
 
    “You are a disgrace to the King and Queen. Even death doesn’t seem to be an appropriate punishment for what you have put them through with your little escape.” Gunner fires back. 
 
    The comment stings like a slap across the face, but I don’t dare let him see my hurt. 
 
    “I think we can agree to disagree on that matter.” I respond bitterly. 
 
    The newer guard bounces a look between Gunner and I with curiosity never uttering a word. 
 
                  “Shut up, Amariana. I will not warn you again.” He threatens moving with speed and intention my way. His face clouds with anger as he brings his face a mere inch or two from the bars of my cell, our faces only separated by the steel bars of my cage. 
 
                  “Taunt me again in front of my recruit and I will make sure your death is long and painful.” He warns venomously.  
 
    I cannot deny his words strike a nerve, but I am not afraid of him or anyone in the underworld. If I am to die, I would rather do so with my head held high and my integrity intact. 
 
                  “Ha, do you think my father lets you run the show around here Gunner? You are merely his puppet. The funniest part is that you are blind to it.” I taunt pushing him even closer to madness. 
 
    His face appears as though he could explode at any moment and I cannot deny that it gives me pleasure to have gotten to him. What do I have to lose, anyways? I would bet my father has only said he agrees to allow me to live to entertain my mother’s wishes, but he has ways of making demons disappear when he wants or needs them to. I have seen it many times before. 
 
                  In the distance a loud crash sounds and the clanking of swords echo off the walls of the prison. The distinct sound of battle sound beyond the door to the dungeons. 
 
                  “What was that?” Gunner asks his partner. The guard shrugs his shoulders but stiffens on alert for trouble heading our way. Boom, another crash sounds before I hear the door to the dungeons being attacked by something strong. The sounds grow louder, and faint screaming can be heard among the crashes against the dungeon door. 
 
                  What’s going on out there? I wonder to myself and jump to attention along with the guards. 
 
     I can’t imagine what could be going on outside the door but being in this cage hinders me from using my mind control to protect myself. I step up to the bars and slip my hand down the bar with the lock near the bottom of it and check how strong the steel is around it.  
 
                  Shit, there is no way I can kick it open.  
 
    Panic takes over as the sounds grow deafening and the door is kicked in and bolts fly past my cell door. The door falling flat on the concrete causes dust to plume in the air around me in the cell.  
 
    Gunner and his sidekick move into the haze with their weapons raised at the ready. I watch as Gunner spins in a circle as something zooms past him and grabs the newer guard. He is lifted into the air by a large muscular arm and then struck through his chest with a silver sword falling limp to the ground below. His voice is garbled as his head falls to the side facing me. Black blood oozes from his mouth and nose.  
 
    “H-how, angels here.” He says through the thickness of the blood pooling around his face before his eyes close shut and his body ceases to move. 
 
    Gunner reaches for the mysterious attacker whose face is hidden by a dark hood pulled over his head. The stranger is wearing a long black jacket and his face is so covered I can’t see who it is who’s attacking the guards. The newer guard is dead for good now, his soul gone to hell forever now belonging to my grandfather. Four other strangers dressed in identical hooded shirts and long jackets are with the killer. They are standing silently behind him in the room. One faces the crashed in door to stand watch of any incoming resistance from anyone else. 
 
                  “A-angel’s? In the underworld.” Gunner stammers before another one of the hooded figures jumps into the air behind him cutting him down with double short blades across the back of his neck before he could utter another word. 
 
    I back up to the back of my cell and try to blend myself into the wall to hide from the attackers. Gunner had said angels; they have been sent to kill me and that is why they have fought their way in here like this. My mind reels with my impromptu death threat. I knew my father planned the same fate for me and thought I had come to terms with it. I would die with honor, no matter at who’s hand. 
 
                  A hooded figure steps over the two fallen demons on the floor and reaches a hand up to the lock. Whoever it is has grabbed the key to my cell and obviously sees me hiding here like a coward. I push off the wall and stand up with my head held high. I would have to let them get me out of the enchanted cell and then try to use my mind control if there is any hope for me to escape this situation. 
 
    The door creaks and then swings open nearly coming off at the hinges. I jump as it crashes into the bars behind it. The figure moves in a flash and is standing in front of me for a moment before lifting strong manly looking arms up and pulling down the hood covering the face. 
 
    I stare up at him speechless. The angel who I met outside of the EA teams’ home is standing in front of me with an amused grin on his lips. The other figures all lower their hoods and I feel my muscles tense as each of their faces come into view along with the girl who had attacked me. 
 
                  “Amariana, I am sorry I did such a terrible job of keeping you at the house. My name is Storm, and this is my team. We have come a long way to bring you back to the property and give you that help you came to us for.” He says offering me his hand. 
 
    I stare at his hand that looks so inviting. One second, two seconds, and on three I slip my hand into his. I have no idea if I can trust him but given my options, I would much rather take my chances with the group of angels.                
 
                  “I know you are wondering how we got here and how we will get home, let’s just say we came prepared to answer that but in time. Right now, we must move quickly before your parents are made aware of our presence in the underworld and even worse in their own home, abducting their daughter.” Storm says gently. The sound of his voice is soothing and allows my body to relax a little with my hand tucked into his. He pulls me from the wall I had been hugging and out of the open cell door. The group which consists of two women and four men move in a group towards the far wall of the dungeons before stopping short of the dead end. The male angel that looks identical to the one who introduced himself as Storm begins to move his hand in waves creating a portal out of thin air. I am glued to the motions of his arms and the magic being created within his two palms. The portal completes and the blue sparkling sight of the road to freedom appears in front of us.  
 
                  “You alright?” Storm asks looking at me with concern furrowing his brow. 
 
                  “Fine,” I say curtly swallowing the lump in my throat. 
 
                  “He cannot create portals; he simply moved the one in the underworld from its location two floors above us to right here the magic isn’t permanent. So, not to be rude but we need to get the hell out of here, no pun intended.” He smiles showing deep dimples in his cheeks. Heat rushes to my face, my body betraying me when a smile tugs at the corners of my mouth. 
 
    I nod at the gorgeous angels and allow him to lead me towards the swirl of sparkling freedom ahead. 
 
    The six of us are spit out onto a soft carpet floor in the middle of what I can assume is the guardian home back in California. 
 
    I lean back on my elbows on the floor to catch my breath taking in all the beauty the inside of the room has to offer. The simplicity of every painting on the wall of angels and demons battling in the ancient times. The table lamp sitting next to the average sized couch along with the window on the far side of the room with a tremendous view of the sun beginning to set in the distance. 
 
                  “You okay?” A girl’s voice breaks the momentary trance I’m in. I look up at the girl who hadn’t said much the entire time. 
 
                  “I am, thank you for asking.” I affirm. 
 
                  “My name is Kennedy; can I offer you help up?” She reaches out a hand to help me to my feet. I nod my agreement and allow her to help me up onto my still bare feet. They had taken the shoes I had back in the dungeons, and I could really use a shower and a change of clothes as well. 
 
    Feeling self-conscious of my current attire and lack of shoes I stare a hole into the carpeting while avoiding the staring eyes of the group of angels who are all celebrating a successful mission. 
 
                  “Amariana, can I offer you a room to change and freshen up before we get into what happens next?” Storm offers noticing my discomfort. 
 
                  “That would be so kind, thank you.” I return raising my eyes to meet his. Following his chiseled physique all the way down to his combat boots he wears, the angel is more than handsome. I can’t help but stare as I haven’t been attracted to any man of any species in all my life. The demon men that have approached me in past years have always wanted to control me and take my innocence and body without courting me first, which I find appalling and disgraceful in and of itself. This angel’s muscular build and perfect features has me mesmerized. 
 
    He chuckles, “come on, I will show you to our guest rooms and let you choose which you like the best; Sound good?” He offers. 
 
                  “Yes, thank you. In fact, thank you all for coming for me. I couldn’t be more grateful for the opportunity to be myself for the first time in the open.” I look at the group of angels all their gazes are fixated on me and seem to be curious about me and why my disposition is not that of a true demon but closer to their own. 
 
                  “We were happy to do so after how we treated you when you came here the first time.” Leah adds looking ashamed. 
 
                  “I understand you need to protect your leader and can now grasp that it was a mistake and not an intention. I think I am over it, please don’t beat yourself up over it. After what you just risked for me, I would have to say all is forgiven and then some.” I giggle. 
 
    A smile forms on the girl’s lips before lunging towards me nearly knocking me off my feet with a tight hug. I haven’t had any hugs in my life from anyone, so the feeling is odd but warming all in the same. Breaking apart, I can see relief and genuine happiness dancing in her eyes. I can tell the forgiveness meant a lot to her. In the underworld we do not hug or forgive. Therefore, I believe my interacting as myself here will prove to them that I am not a great evil as it says I will be in the prophecies of my birth. I do not plan to harm humans or any kind of creature if avoidable to be honest. 
 
    Storm steps over to me again making a loop with his arm and I slip mine into his allowing him to lead me up a set of stairs to a hallway of different rooms. We walk past three doors on the right, and he turns to the third one of five on the left and opens the door. Stepping to the side he allows me to enter the space first. 
 
    The canopy bed reminds me of my own bed back at the palace. There is also a small patio door leading to a nice sized balcony. My eyes roam over the room admiring the soaring ceilings and gold and white trimmed pale pink walls. I walk over to a set of double doors on the left side of the room and find that the door opens into a large walk-in closet space with enough room to fit ten wardrobes in it. 
 
                  “I will take this room, no need to see the others.” I smile turning to Storm who is leaning in the doorway of the closet with an amused grin on his face. 
 
                  “Something funny?” I ask. 
 
                  “No, it’s just nice to see how much you like the first thing you’ve seen. What if another room has a hot tub in the bathroom or a bigger bed?” He challenges. 
 
                  “Nope, don’t care. This is the room that I want and am so incredibly grateful for it.” I assure him stubbornly. 
 
    He raises both arms in surrender, “fine, it’s all yours. I have already sent Kennedy and Leah on an errand to pick up some better clothes for you and a few different pairs of shoes as well. They are both very fashion savvy and I believe you will love all of their choices for you.” He pushes off the door frame and walks back into the larger part of the room strolling over to the only other door straight across from the closet and opens that one as well. I pad across the soft carpeting following him into the space of an over-sized bathroom with a whirlpool hot tub sitting in the center of the room. If I didn’t think that was amazing enough, beyond the tub is a full vanity equipped with a hairbrush and oval mirror attached to the middle with square ones on either side of it.  
 
                  “This is so much more than I could have ever asked for.” I say softly as I turn to look at Storm. “Thank you for everything.” I say again. 
 
                  “You don’t have to keep saying thank you, it is our duty to protect those who need help. What happened before was a clear mistake and misunderstanding. I promise it won’t happen again.” He says the humor gone from his face and his voice. 
 
                  “How about this, I won’t say thank you anymore if you all would quit saying you’re sorry for what happened.” I suggest with raised eyebrows. 
 
                  “That’s a deal.” He smiles again his dimples hold all my attention as I grasp his hand and shake it. I return the smile with one of my own and for the first time in all my life I feel happy and free. 
 
    I am going to head out to grab supplies and prepare for your ascension tonight.  
 
    While I am away Leah is grabbing you a change of clothes for now and she and Kennedy will also be leaving the house. Brantley and Logan will be on watch while we are away. The grounds are warded heavily, and the fact you were able to cross them so easily is a worry but then again it is mostly to keep out anyone with ill intent. It’s obvious now how and why you were able to cross it the first time around but either way you are safe here with us, I promise. If any trouble should arise then Logan will send me a message via our mental connection, and I will come back quickly. I am not concerned with you being here and who will likely be attempting to breech our property to get to you, so Brantley will also be calling over Bellamy who is the high witch of LA and has so far been most helpful in locating you twice in one day as well as great for placing some additional enchantments around our house. 
 
    As for you, all I ask is that you make yourself comfortable and do not leave the boundary for any reason, unless I say to do so.” He finishes. 
 
                  “Agreed,” I reply still smiling at how everything has changed so quickly for me. 
 
    I must get going, but I trust you will be fine here. I was to bring you to the void to meet with the angel council so they may question your intentions here in the human world. I will update them so you may relax in the safety here. I will be back shortly, again if you need anything my brother and Brantley will be here.” He says in his all-business tone. 
 
    As if on cue a knock sounds from my door. “Come in,” I yell out the permission to enter from outside of my luxurious bathroom. Leah walks in and drops a few different outfits on the bed moving them around and matching the tops to all the bottoms and then puts a couple pairs of shoes on the floor for me to choose from. 
 
                  “Those are really nice.” I exclaim moving to the bed quickly to admire the garments. I have always wanted to wear more than just the standard black attire worn by every demon in the underworld aside from my mother who much prefers red to black on occasion. There is a soft pink t-shirt matched up to a light colored stylish pair of jeans, a long sleeved purple navy blue shirt paired with a pair of pants that slim towards the ankles and with those is a pair of black calf-high boots to match the look, and finally there is a comfortable outfit  that I can guess is what they use to train in. A white V-neck t-shirt with a pair of patterned yoga pants and black flats on the floor in front of that outfit as well. They all look fresh, clean, and inviting.                
 
                  “I also threw together this small bag with a pair of undergarments and new socks. 
 
    Leah and Storm give each other a satisfied look before they both look back at me.  
 
                  “You have really gone above and beyond for me.” I announce trying hard to keep my promise to not say thank you, although it sits at the tip of my tongue. 
 
                  “Girl, that’s nothing. Wait until you see what Kennedy and I bring you back from the stores.” Leah says waving away my compliment. “We will be back in a bit, enjoy your shower or bath if you prefer, and hopefully you’ll be able to re-charge as well afterwards. See you soon.” She says making a quick exit from the room. 
 
    Storm closes the door behind Leah and our gazes settle on each other. A growing attraction to this angel is building inside of me more quickly than I had ever thought possible. Even with him having an identical twin I am starting to feel butterflies every time he smiles at me. That’s something I have never felt around anyone before, not even around his twin who looks exactly like him. This alone leads me to believe that the attraction I am having is genuine and not shallowly based on his looks alone. 
 
                  “You all set in here then?” He asks bringing me back to the room from my thoughts. 
 
                  “Yes, absolutely. Please don’t let me hold you up on the things you have to get done. I plan to do just as Leah suggested and shower and re-charge before we all meet downstairs again.” I explain walking over to the door and opening it for him to exit. 
 
    He winks at me before stepping out into the hallway, heading to his own room to prepare to leave the house himself. 
 
    I walk around the bed and fight the urge to sink down in it and soak up the comfort it provides. I grab up the most comfortable outfit and head to the bathroom to bathe. 
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    The twenty minutes soaking in the tub were incredible and relaxing. I filled it with bubbles and steamy hot water before lathering my body from head to toe in the lavender scented soap set out for my use. I washed my hair with a scented shampoo and conditioner set and dunk my head under the water a few times to rinse the soap fully from my dark locks. 
 
    Feeling refreshed after the lengthy stay in the luxury of the tub, I finally float forward and make my way up the few steps leading to the landing of the tub reaching for a towel and robe set on a shelf beside the tub. I wrap my hair in the towel and tighten the rope of the robe securely around my waist. I glance in the large mirror above the sinks and catch a glimpse of myself there. My eyes have lost their dull appearance and in its place is a whisper of hope and excitement. Without a second glance into the mirror, I walked over to my stack of clothes and began to dress in the outfit. I pull the shirt over the top of my head and then shimmy into the yoga pants. Then, I slide my feet into the pair of flats. All of it fits perfectly, and I am thankful for that. 
 
    I leave the bathroom after setting everything back in its place and my dirty clothing in the hamper in the room to be washed. I make my way over to the bed and pull back the large fluffy comforter. I shake off the flats by the bed and pull myself onto the bed slipping between the sheets taking in a moment to fully relax and enjoy the feeling of being safe and cared about. My life hasn’t had much of the things I have longed for, but I am hoping that can change now. The comfort of the bed feels intoxicating and sleep claims me quickly. 
 
   


  
 

 Chapter Six: 
 
    Storm 
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    Finding Amariana proved to be much easier the second go around. I worried due to Bells being drained and had no Idea how we would find her. With some help and heavy strings pulled we were able to bring her back to the human realm and safely within the boundary of our house. I am grateful my meeting with my parents and the council went better than I could have hoped for and all agree we must protect the princess and allow her to join our side with the power she’s about to be coming in to. She’s not safe outside of our protection until she has fully ascended and has all her powers. 
 
     My mother looked especially happy about the news I had brought about Amariana and that was quite the relief, I ponder mentally. 
 
    We will surely have angered Diablo and the entire underworld with the bold move. I can only hope it will all be worth it. She will be ascending into her full power and that could be especially useful for our side. Also, I can tell the team likes her from just the few stories she’s told us about her life. We do know that she was able to cross the wards on her own accord and that she came to us for help with something. It will be interesting to find out what all of it means for her and for us all.  
 
    The look in her eyes when she looked at me was as if she were reading my soul. I feel drawn to her in a strange and warming way. I only wish I knew what any of it means. I climb into the comfort of my bed and do my best to let my eyes fall shut and re-charge for the ascension tonight. Every one’s is different. For some, it’s fast and painless. While for other’s it takes support and a period of adjustment. The stronger the magic the bigger the adjustment will be. I can guess Amariana will need a few of us to help her tonight and I must be at my best if I am to be any help. I argue with myself until my eyes finally relax and close. Sleep pulls me into a dreamless state… 
 
    **** 
 
    I sit up to the sound of voices in the hallway outside of my door. Leah, Amariana, and Brantley seem to be occupying the space on the other side of the wall. A soft knock sounds on my door. 
 
                  “Yeah?” I call out. 
 
                  “Storm, it’s getting late. I was wondering if you are going to come down in case, I need your help?” Amariana asks through the door. Her voice as sweet as a summer song is beautiful and alluring. How could I say no to someone who is so obviously kind? I couldn’t, and I knew it before she even asked. 
 
                  “Absolutely, I will get dressed and meet you all downstairs.” I call back. 
 
    Silence… “Thank you” the soft voice calls as an afterthought before hearing the sets of footsteps retreating down the hall and stairs at the end. 
 
    I have to say that a part of me is excited to get to see a demon go through an ascension and be able to compare one experience to the other.  
 
    I am also happy that the demon among us for some odd reason isn’t evil. I can sense such a thing and I haven’t sensed anything but hope and insecurity from the demon princess. She is harmless to angels, that part I am sure about. How she will be when she is more powerful than any of us besides me and Logan together still is unknown. I have faith she will stay with our side and fight on our side as well. I think as I run around my room gathering my outfit and some helpful things for transition like a pair of magical cuffs that are designed to regulate your power for it to have time to settle inside of you instead of going in all at once. Hopefully, we won’t have to use them but if she becomes distressed at least we have them. I shove them into a bag and shove my feet into my boots on the way out of my room. I follow the voices down the hall and down to the Livingroom where the team awaits with Amariana sipping chamomile tea in front of Brantley playing the piano. She is so opposite of everyone on the team and yet fits in like a glove. I would love to do some training with her and see what her skill set is but thought it better to wait until the transition is over with, so she can practice any new power she has and ones she already has. War will be coming between the demons and angels over us taking their princess into our world but with her help it should be a war easily won and then a new evil will rise to take the place of Diablo and Lilith. If we can get Amariana to remain light then we may hold the key to protecting the entire human race, I ponder mentally. 
 
                  “Storm?” A woman’s voice cuts into my thoughts. I blink my eyes twice and zero in on Leah standing a few feet in front of me. 
 
                  “I’m fine, just thinking.” I explain briefly. She doesn’t buy it but chooses to keep her opinions to herself for once. 
 
                  “I asked Kennedy to do some research on Amariana and any other demons born of two demon parents. Most ended up more powerful and eviler than their parents were. For some, the demonic natures never attached to the children leaving their soul innocent and prone to love instead of hate.” Leah begins explaining. 
 
    “The research showed that one is born for every ten thousand demon children. Most are put to death once they are discovered and the remaining live among humans in hiding. I am going to guess that Amariana is one in ten thousand, isn’t that wild?” Leah asks energetically.  
 
    I absorb the information and all the pieces click into place in my head. “Did the research say if any of these anomalies that have been born ever turned dark after their ascensions?” I ask curiously. 
 
    Leah smiles wide while shaking her head back and forth.  
 
    “Nope, not a one and that is why the demons started killing their own kind once it was discovered the offspring’s born this way stayed as loving and kind as the day they were born.  
 
    Oh, and the last part is even better.” She says. “She also is not technically a demon because of the lack of dark magic inside of her. Sure, she’ll have fire power instead of our white light power balls, but she is not a demon.” She finishes. 
 
    “If not a demon, what the hell is she then?” I ask stunned by the revelations. 
 
    “She is by definition a Divine angel.” She says with confidence. 
 
    “An angel?” I ask skeptically. “An angel and with black wings?” I question. It all seems like such a stretch for me. 
 
    “Yes Storm, she’s an angel and will be a powerful one at that because she comes from Diablo’s line and is part of the very first original angels in the world. Her survival is vital for our world and we must make sure she stays safe. She will be named Queen in the underworld as soon as we succeed in eliminating Diablo, but a Divine angel would not be suited to rule the underworld.” She says vaguely. 
 
    “Why wouldn’t she be able to rule there?” the curiosity growing increasingly. “Not that she wants to rule the disgusting place, but she might, I’m not sure.” I fire back, my temper rising due to her confusing explanations. 
 
    “You are dense, she doesn’t want to rule the underworld, or she wouldn’t have risked everything to escape it.” She counters with a huff while blowing a strand of blonde hair away from her eye in annoyance. “A Divine can rule in heaven and is as an equal to our council and even your parents. You see, she can exist in the light as no demon should be able to and she will also be extraordinarily powerful. A Divine is considered one rank below Deus. Her kind is extremely rare and valuable to us. I am hoping that the council will allow her to decide where she will stay permanently, though. She might have to serve in the light and not here in the human world.” Leah says, sadness clear in her tone. 
 
    “That is a discussion for another time, wouldn’t you agree?” I ask as the gravity of everything I just learned starts to settle. “Oh, and Leah?” I ask looking her in the eyes. 
 
    “Yeah?” she asks noticing my serious demeanor. 
 
    “Inform Kennedy that none of us are to tell Amariana anything about what you’ve learned just yet. We need to fully discuss it with the council first. I am going to ask that she be assigned here with us, you all do seem to like her; Right?” I ask hoping she’ll agree. 
 
    “She is beautiful and kind, of course we all like her, but...” her words fall short. 
 
    I narrow my gaze in on her, “but what?” I ask. 
 
    Her cheeks redden, “it’s nothing, don’t worry.” She lies. 
 
    “I call bullshit Leah; I know when you’re lying and yet you still try it out now and then; Why is that?” I ask. 
 
    “You’re right, I am lying. I notice her stealing glances your way and vice versa. The connection you two share I can feel all the damn time I am in the same room as both and sometimes even just one of you.” She admits angrily. “She’s been here less than a few hours and I already can’t stand the intense feelings radiating from both of you.” She adds. 
 
    I am rendered speechless for several seconds before finally opening my mouth, “wh-what? I don’t know what you are talking about Leah and really hope we don’t have to go over the fact that you and I, we are teammates and no longer attached romantically to one another. Besides, she and I hardly know each other to be connected like you are claiming.” I reply with a roll of my eyes. 
 
    “It doesn’t matter, I can feel all of your emotions lately for some reason. You usually block me out, but since she arrived, I have been feeling it all and not just from you, it’s been coming in the same wave lengths from her as well.” She looks at the floor to avoid me seeing the tears I know are shining in her eyes.  
 
    “I’m sorry, you’re right and your love life is completely your own business now. I do really like Amariana and you are not mine to fight over, that has been made clear to me. I will be fine, please allow me some time to adjust to everything is all I’m asking.” She begs. 
 
    Pain sears my heart seeing her hurting because of me. She’s right, we only broke up recently but, in my defense, it has been coming for much longer than we have been split up. I will have to block her out better from now on. I do not want to hurt her, but she’s right about all of it. I have been having feelings for Amariana that I can’t explain. However, for the good of my team and Leah’s feelings I will make a solid effort to avoid putting her through any unnecessary hurt. She does need to get used to the idea that I don’t plan to be alone for my entire immortal existence, though. This conversation has been informative, but I feel a change in subject is in order at this point. 
 
    “Now that we know a little bit more about why she is the way she is our next big tasks are to make sure her ascension goes okay. From there, we bring the fight to the underworld; It’s the last thing they will be expecting. 
 
                  Plans are in motion as the entire team busies themselves in the setup of a safety space for Amariana to ascension inside of. I made the call to the spare team and have them flying over to guard the property while the transformation takes place. We don’t need any interruptions even if I believe our wards to be perfectly efficient, our enemies are always seeking a way in. 
 
                  Amariana helps with the setup of the safe room where she will be inside to keep her all right during the process. Me and Brantley will be inside with her, and the girls are on standby for any intervention if we need one. 
 
                  “Eleven fifty-five p.m.,” I say aloud looking down at my wristwatch and back to Amariana who stands beside the door to the make-shift safe room. Her eyes look terrified and her hands tremble ever so slightly. She’s nervous and rightfully so. Logan and I had to go through the same with our twin connection and royal blood lines. Receiving the enhanced powers wasn’t easy and took immense strength to allow in. The process took less than twenty minutes, but some can last much longer to complete 
 
                  Once the room is ready, we walk inside and take our places, Brantley and I sit at the table in the two chairs and Amariana takes up residency on the bed. 
 
                  “Best of luck to us.” Brantley quips winking at Kennedy before reaching over and shutting the door to the room from his chair. 
 
                  The room is as good as we could make it for her, having only the small table, chairs, and bed in it after taking anything that could be dangerous out of it.  
 
    It is like a jail cell of sorts; I think looking around as the nervous energy increases inside of me.  
 
    My eyes wander to the girl on the bed sitting so quietly wringing her hands together nervously. I move out of the chair and take a seat on the bed. She jumps a little, startled by my sudden appearance next to her. 
 
                  “Storm, don’t scare me like that.” She scolds creasing her brow in distaste. I think her reaction is cute and can’t help but to stare at her. A divine angel, who would’ve thought? 
 
                  I put my hands up in surrender, “sorry, I just saw you over here looking nervous and wanted to make sure you’re doing okay so far.” I prompt hoping to take her mind off it a little.  
 
    I was freaking out minutes before mine happened and don’t doubt she feels any differently than I had.  
 
    She blushes creating an adorable look on her already perfect face. Everything about her is perfectly proportioned to her five-foot seven height down to her hourglass frame. She’s hot, that’s for sure. I can’t think of one thing I don’t like about the girl. I move closer to her and wrap an arm around her shoulder to steady her trembling frame. She doesn’t pull away from me but focuses on her breathing quietly. 
 
     Several minutes pass before she taps my arm that she is okay. I pull away from her and steady my gaze to hers not wanting to look away. 
 
                  “I am here, when it begins, I want you to focus on one thing, and that is that I’m right here with you. I won’t let you harm anyone or yourself, or let your power take over your body. You can trust me.” I make the promise to her gently. 
 
    She nods in agreement and straightens her back. “It’s starting, I can feel it.” She says more calmly than I was expecting. 
 
                  “That’s good, how does it feel?” I ask moving to stand beside her. 
 
                  “Feels like magic swirling through my veins and making circles on my insides; It sort of tickles.” She explains grinning. 
 
    Seeing her smile makes my insides warm.  
 
    What the hell? I got to get myself together. This girl is having too much of an effect on me far too fast. Unless, that shit about love at first sight is real like the humans believe it to be. By the way she makes my insides turn to mush when I look at her, they just may be onto something with that sentiment. 
 
                  “Um..., I’m here too. You know if you need me for anything as well.” Brantley says to remind me he’s watching everything. 
 
    “Uh, yeah Brantley and me will be right over there.” I say awkwardly getting up from the bed and moving back to the table. 
 
    When I look over to Brantley it’s obvious our little exchange had not been lost on him. He has both his eyebrows raised in wonder as his eyes drill holes into mine. 
 
                  “Mind your own.” I warn under my breath. 
 
    He leans back and folds his arms over his chest, a wide grin on his lips, not even trying to hide his amusement.  
 
    “I thought I had the complicated love life.” He quips smirking.  
 
                  “Shut up!” I urge him under my breath. I am so fixed on shutting Brantley up that I didn’t hear Amariana move from the bed to right behind me. I lean back towards the chair to sit down and fall straight onto my ass on the floor, startled. Black spots float in the air in front of me a moment as I regain my focus. 
 
    When my vision clears, I realize Amariana had swiped my chair and is twisting the legs of it using only her hands effortlessly. Worry mixed with fascination prompt me to pull the golden cuffs out of my pocket, keeping them in my hands in case I need to use them.  
 
    She seems to be using heat from her hands to manipulate the metal creating what ends up looking like a chair pretzel. A smile forms on her lips before she whips her head sharply towards me, her eyes lock with mine. She looks down at the chair and back over to me sitting on the floor and giggles a little. I notice her pupils are dilated to the size of nickels and worry sets in. Should I use the cuffs? I wonder briefly. I haven’t even had a chance to get up from the floor yet. 
 
    “Whoops,” she says tossing the chair aside. 
 
    As fast as it had happened, she visibly comes back to herself, her dilated pupils retract down to normal size. Her eyes stayed their normal emerald color with a soft glow emanating from them for a minute before the light fades and they return to their normal state. She blinks once before looking down at the mangled chair on the floor from where she’s crouched still.  
 
    “What was that? Why did I do that?” She asks covering her mouth in horror, her eyes pinned to the chair. 
 
    Scrambling to my feet I close the distance between us, placing a hand on each of her shoulders to steady her. “Look me in my eyes.” I direct but she doesn’t seem to be able to follow the command. 
 
    She looks around the room wildly and unsettled. I reach for her hand and intertwine my fingers with hers. She squeezes my fingers for a minute so tightly I fear she’s going to shatter all the bones in my hand. Finally, she lets go and falls backwards. I reach out and hold her up at the waist. 
 
                  “Brantley, help me get her bac to the bed; Come on, hurry.” I demand fearing she will go into another trance before we can get it under control. 
 
    We lie her on the bed and her head falls to one side with her eyes closed. I check that she is still okay by setting my hand on her stomach to feel the breaths she’s taking in and out. She’s alive, but her breathing is shallow. 
 
    “She’s okay.” Brantley says looking relieved. Before either of us can move away from the bed her eyes fly back open and her body raises a foot off the bed before slamming with a thundering crash back down cracking the bed frame in half. 
 
                  Ouch, I wince at the sight. I follow her down to the floor and continue to kneel over her and hold her hand again as tightly as I can. Her body begins to convulse, and I put my free hand under her head to protect it from injury. 
 
                  “Nooo!” She screams shutting her eyes tightly. 
 
                  “It’s only us Amariana. It’s me Storm and Brantley here with you. Amariana, can you hear my voice?” I ask running my hand over her forehead and through her dark hair. 
 
                  No response, I watch as her body begins to tremble from her toes to her head. 
 
                  “Have you seen anyone’s coming of age go anything like this before?” Brantley asks me with obvious concern. 
 
                  “No, but everyone is different than the next. We just have to ride out this adjusting a bit longer.” I assure. 
 
                  “It-h-hurts S-Storm.” Amariana mutters through chattering teeth. 
 
    I grab the blanket from the end of the bed, letting go of her hand momentarily and cover her with it. I move next to her head and whisper softly in her ear, “it will be fine, I promise. It won’t be much longer, hold on to yourself beautiful girl.” 
 
     Her eyes fly open when I say the last part. I notice the light is back in her pupils and the normal sparkling green is again much lighter in color and glowing. The color stays if she stares at me and when she turns her head to the side the light in her eyes disappears. She looks back at me and then away again. She must feel the change somehow; I think to myself. 
 
    “What do you feel?” I ask curiously. 
 
    “When I look at you, I see your memories and I can’t make it stop.” She explains sounding pained. She stares down at her hands in her lap to avoid looking at me. 
 
    I stay next to her and put my hand over hers to stop her from fidgeting with them. When my hand touches hers, I notice her body stiffens, and her eyes flutter closed. Her body starts to float upwards again and hovers in the air a few more moments before going limp. Brantley and I shove our arms under her body just in time to catch her weight. Together we lower her gently onto the broken bed pulling the comforter up over her again. Her eyes are shut as her ascension is complete now and the tension in the air dissipates. She’ll need a little time to re-charge from the experience and since the bed is still mostly intact aside from the frame, I decide letting her rest here for the time being would be best. 
 
     I put a finger to my lips signaling for Brantley to be quiet as we exit the room to allow her to rest while her magic settles inside of her body. 
 
    “Is that it?” Brantley asks looking from her and then back to me amazed. He looks down to his watch. “Fifteen minutes, not bad at all.” He comments walking out of the room in front of me.  
 
    I look back at the sleeping girl. It is hard to look away from her. She has a peaceful look on her face now, and this was the easy part.  
 
    The hard part is still on the horizon, but with her by our side I am confident in our ability to take her father from power and figure something out for the underworld and who will rule over it. 
 
    I am sure by now the demons are preparing to come for the princess and if that happens, we need to be prepared. Can you check if Kennedy or the others have heard anything in the angel chats online?” I ask Brantley as soon as we are out of earshot of the room. 
 
                  “Good idea, if something is coming surely it would be all over the chats.” He nods and heads off to find Kennedy and her fancy new laptop. I swear she sleeps with that thing. I think shaking my head smiling. 
 
    *** 
 
    The entire team gathers in the living room as I explain how everything went with Amariana’s ascension and begin putting together plans passed down from the council for us to invade Diablo’s palace as we don’t exactly have an invitation.  
 
    As soon as I had explained everything to my uncle, he had gotten word to the council on our progress. He strutted through our front door moments ago with the council’s orders that we need to bring the fight to the demons before they arrive outside our boundaries. Diablo can only be sent to hell one way permanently and that is by a Divine angel’s hand with an angel’s blade. 
 
                  “Everyone knows what they are supposed to do and when, right? Anyone have any questions at all before we leave?” I ask glancing around the room. 
 
                  “I do.” Kennedy speaks up. She tosses her straight hair over one shoulder before holding up the paper in her hand. “This was just announced in the Angel Reporter.” She says beginning to read the message aloud. 
 
                   
 
                  “Demons are on the prowl searching for the kidnappers of their beloved princess, Amariana. After her mother was killed in the battle today, everyone is curious as to where the princess could be hiding?  
 
    While Amariana is still missing, the palace in the underworld took on heavy attacks from Diablo’s brother, Malice. He infiltrated Diablo’s guard and then got inside of the palace walls. He caught Lilith off guard and damned her soul to the dark void for all eternity by taking off her head with a long sword. He is looking to do the same to Diablo and take the throne himself, and his son to take it in his absence as his only heir to the throne. We will have more on the disappearance of the princess and death of the Queen in the next hours to come… AJ Steele with the Angel Reporter. 
 
      
 
    Shit, I think picturing Amariana’s face when she hears the news of her mother’s death. I put the thought out of my head for the moment and turn back to Kennedy. 
 
    “Would you go in and check in on her? The sooner she wakes, the sooner we can prepare for the mission.” I say looking back over to the door to Amariana’s room. I want to check on her myself but judging by the look on Leah’s face I don’t think her seeing any more loving looks between us would help heal her broken heart. Especially as we go into this next phase of our mission. 
 
    Kennedy nods and heads towards the stairs to check in on her. 
 
    “Amariana?” I hear her ask faintly from where I sit perched at the bottom of the staircase awaiting news. Then I hear two sets of footsteps making their way down the hall towards us. 
 
    “She’s awake,” I announce quietly to the others who all seem interested in how Amariana will look now that her ascension is complete. 
 
    The house rumbles and I grip the railing of the staircase wondering what is going on. 
 
    A portal appears in the middle of the living room and I watch in awe as the members of the council come crashing into the room. My team all move back to avoid getting hit by one of the incoming council members. 
 
    My mother is first to arrive followed by my father and uncle. The rest of the originals file in quietly after them. My mother steps towards me with a wide smile. She hasn’t changed much since my brother and I left for training and then came directly to the human world. I knew we would see each other more this way than any other ranking position in the palace. Her dress is a bright blue with diamond accents all around the collar of the rounded neckline of the dress. On her feet are two fancy white laced sandals that are laced to her mid-calf. I am not sure who helps her dress, but she has always been all put together when I have seen her here and even in battle. She has all her gear specially designed and tailored to her liking. 
 
                  “Storm, it’s so good to see you my son.” She says lovingly embracing me in a hug, the kind that makes me long to go home with her. Sometimes, I wish that I was back in the light and home with my whole family. The truth is I’m not and I have a mission to complete, I remind myself. Amariana’s face flooding my mind once more. 
 
     Damn, why is she constantly in my head even when she isn’t in the room, I think frustrated. 
 
    “How are you all here?” Logan asks while hugging our mother and father in turn.  
 
    “Well, since Amariana has now ascended it is our duty to check in with you all and see how she is doing. Besides, knowing she is a divine angel and the only one that we are aware of was the deciding factor on whether or not we would use our one use of the portal per quarter on this monumental event.” My father explains looking around. “So, where is the young lady now?” he asks with a smile. 
 
    I look at my mother, “you are allowed to come visit once per quarter?” I ask not knowing about their little clause. 
 
    She smiles lovingly at me and then at Logan. “It’s true, but we don’t have long and would like to meet the girl.” She urges. 
 
    I walk back over to the staircase I hadn’t moved far from to see Kennedy and Amariana standing at the top of them looking down at me confused. 
 
    “It’s fine, you both can come down here.” I call up to them. 
 
    Kennedy appears first, followed by a hesitant Amariana. I grab her hand in mine to ease her anxiety. 
 
    “This is Amariana, Amariana these are my parents and the rest of the angel council.” I introduce them one by one to her.  
 
    She looks nerve wracked but shakes each hand respectively and bows in front of both of my parents. 
 
    My mother’s eyebrows knit together, “Amariana dear, you don’t have to bow to us. It is us who should bow to you.” She says taking Amariana’s hand from mine. 
 
    “You have been chosen as part of the great vine of leaders. The very first divine of our time. Even Michael here has only met one before and sadly she has been gone for an exceptionally long time now. I brought you something.” My mother says to her as the rest of us watch the exchange. 
 
    My mother reaches into a pouch and pulls out a short sword that has Amariana’s name engraved nicely in gold lettering along the blade saying the information Kennedy had supplied had been most useful in its creation. 
 
    “You see, only a divine angel can send a high demon to hell permanently. The last time this was done, it was Lucifer who was sent to its fiery depths. This is yours, and I needed you to have it for the mission that awaits you. Also, I wanted to be the one to tell you that war is being waged in the palace in the underworld as we speak.” She lowers her head before uttering her next words. 
 
    “I have to tell you before you walk into that horrible place that your uncle has killed your mother. Lilith is lost to the dark void, never to return as far as we know.” My mother explains gently. 
 
    My eyes bounce between my mom and Amariana and I am surprised to see the smile on Amariana’s face. “She got what she’s always deserved.” She says lightly and flips her new dagger over in her hand. “It’s my father that I can’t wait to send to hell. I do wish my mother would be getting the same fate, but it is him who needs to be locked away for the rest of eternity.” She says with determination in her eyes. 
 
    “Thank you for this.” She says holding up her new weapon with tears filling her beautiful eyes. “It’s the nicest thing anyone has ever given to me on my birthday.” She says before handing it to me and stepping forward and hugging my mother. 
 
    I can tell my mom wasn’t expecting the reaction she received but appears overjoyed with the outcome of the visit. As the two pull away from the embrace Amariana looks at each of the council members in turn, “I will not let you down.” She swears to each of them before stepping back and standing beside me. 
 
    The swirling vortex reappears behind the council and I know that their time here is up now. My heart aches at the thought of them having to leave us again, but I feel more confident going into the fight ahead with the knowledge they have given us. 
 
    “That’s our cue.” My father says hugging Logan and me one more time. “Stay alive, be smart, and most of all rid the world of that monstrosity called Diablo.” He says before turning and jumping into the portal followed by my mother and the rest of the council.  
 
    Once the last angel, Piper jumps through the vortex it closes as if it had never been there at all. 
 
    “That was cool as hell.” Amariana says before looking at me sheepishly. “I know, poor word choice.” She says with a chuckle. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    Time seems to fly as I rush around the house ordering each of my team members to ready themselves for battle. None of them protested the plan to take the fight to Diablo and all are relying on Amariana and her immense power to help us win. 
 
    I have sincere hopes she will stay with us once this is over with for her own protection. Diablo might be the most dangerous of enemies for the moment, but I don’t doubt there will be more that come along and would like nothing more than to see the only possible demon who could threaten their rule to come for them and take them out for good. Many will seek her death and she will need us and our protection for who knows how long. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    The team gears up and we meet by the front door of the house. Amariana looks bad ass in her black outfit Kennedy loaned to her with the EA emblem in gold on the front of her jacket warms my heart. I feel like she is with who she was always meant to be and closing a chapter in her life that has been open far too long. 
 
    Without many words the six of us head out the door and take to the skies.  
 
                  Brantley shows off by somersaulting in the air around us and then speeding far ahead before tapping his foot in mid-air in mock annoyance as if we were all moving too slowly. 
 
                  What a pain in the ass he is, even in the worst of times, I think amused. Amariana laughs to the right of me at his display. 
 
                  “He sure is one of a kind, isn’t he?” She giggles. 
 
                  “You aren’t kidding.” I agree. 
 
    Twenty minutes later we are standing in front of the portal leading to the underworld that we had created days ago to extract Amariana from her imprisonment there.  
 
    One by one we jump into the swirling vortex and land quietly in the hallway outside of Amariana’s earlier bedroom aka the old dungeon door which has surprisingly already been reconstructed perfectly. 
 
                  “Any idea where your father might be around this time of evening?” I whisper to Amariana. 
 
                  “Follow me, and when we get to the throne room be expecting at least six guards and my father to contend with. I will hang back in the shadows of the door until your signal.” She says reminding me of the plan we had put together this morning. The last we had heard was that Diablo had been overpowering Malice and he and his guard had retreated from the onslaught of the palace with many causalities on both sides, including the Queen. 
 
                  “Got it.” I respond following her down one corridor and then another and another before finally stopping at the end of one hallway.  
 
    Amariana leans her head around to see how many guards we will need to put down to enter the room unnoticed. 
 
                  “Shit, there are four. There’s normally only two there.” She says worry creasing her brows. 
 
    Before I realize what, she’s doing she steps out into full view of the doors and her eyes begin to glow the same emanating green light they had during her ascension as the guards notice her standing there, they go rigid and speechless. Looking over, I see that she is using her mind control on the guards forcing them to stay in place and silent. 
 
    She turns back and waves us on by.  
 
    “This will hold as long as a week so take your time.” She adds with a wink. 
 
    I stop in front of her and before I can stop myself, I pull her into my arms and my lips crash down on hers hungrily. She doesn’t resist me and instead she kisses me back with as much passion. When we finally break apart both of us are wearing huge smiles. 
 
    “You have no idea how long I have wanted to do that.” She says breathlessly. 
 
    “Same here.” He says looking at Leah sadly. 
 
    “Don’t be sorry, I know true love when I see it and there is no denying what is in front of me is just that.” She says kindly before moving into position beside Logan.  
 
                  “Be careful, I will wait by the zombies for your signal.” Amariana says ushering us onward. 
 
    If any of my teammates have anything to say about the scene between Amariana and me, they don’t show it. Each angel marches toward the ambush on the king of the underworld. 
 
    I kick open the double doors to the throne room and move quickly into the room. My bow in hand and arrows strapped to my back ready to take out each guard with speed and accuracy when I realize there are more than six guards and closer to twenty piled into the room all surrounding Diablo who is hiding in the center of the mob. 
 
                  “Diablo, you scared of a few little angels that you need these many babysitters to ensure you live?” I taunt. 
 
    In an instance the crowd parts and Diablo struts confidently in my direction. He is quite intimidating in person and I do my best to keep my face devoid of any emotion. 
 
                  I don’t have a chance to say anything before he locks his black eyes on me and sends visions of my team being slaughtered into my mind. It is a trick of course but scary regardless.  
 
    Next, he must sense Leah trying to manipulate his feelings because with a wave of his hand she is tossed into the air and slammed against a cement wall. She hits the wall with a sickening crack and silver blood oozes from a wound on her head. She can heal herself and I know she’ll soon be okay, but the demons don’t need to know that. None of us moves towards her and instead focus ahead on the incoming group of demons. 
 
    Brantley looks furious as he speeds around Diablo in a circle wrapping him in a tunnel of wind freezing the demon momentarily while Kennedy launches balls of white light at him in rapid succession. She then takes to the air and starts to rain down her fury on his head.  
 
    All of this and the demon hardly looks winded or disoriented. 
 
                  “I can’t hold it much longer,” Brantley warns as he comes speeding by Kennedy and myself. 
 
     As soon as the words leave his lips Amariana strolls through the door with her hair blowing wildly behind her and her eyes lit up brighter than I have seen yet. 
 
                  “Father,” she says too sweetly. Her words stop every guard in the room from moving. 
 
     Diablo’s mouth hangs agape having not known she was with us. Before he can respond to her, she fires a giant ball of flames at him sending him sailing into several of his guards who haven’t seemed to move in a while. I look closer and realize she has them all under mind control. Damn, that takes a serious amount of power to do. I am shocked at her capabilities.  
 
    Her power is so strong and surpass anything I have ever seen before. The only other power I can think of that might be able to match it is when Logan and I hold hands and combine our powers. We have only done that once and we were just newly ascended angels. We promised our parents we would never use our combined power unless absolutely necessary and it seems that Amariana has this one under control. I think as I look on with pride at her stroll towards her father. 
 
                  “Amariana, I am still your family and the King down here. Do you realize you are sentencing yourself to death and committing treason right now?” He spits venomously. 
 
    She laughs, “Oh father you already planned my death, remember? You don’t think mother told me all about your plans the first time I left here?” She bites back angry with the betrayal. 
 
    His face changes to one of utter fear, “you’re lying.” He counters as his eyes look left and right at his frozen guards. 
 
    “Looks like it’s just you and me daddy dearest.” She says sweetly. 
 
                  “I think this conversation is overdue; Don’t you agree?” she replies before using both of her palms to throw him into his own throne chair. She steps right past the mass of unmoving guards and pulls her dagger from her belt on her waist. 
 
    “Any final words for your only daughter? You know, the one you claim to have loved?” She asks with a smirk. 
 
    “You won’t get away with this Amariana.” She doesn’t even entertain his threat before she gets right to work. 
 
                  “With this dagger of the angels, I condemn you to an eternity far deeper than the underworld and into the black pits of the hell you belong in. Say hello to Lucifer for me. Oh, and if somehow mother finds a way to return, I will be sure to send her your way as well.” She adds with a sinister smile before stabbing him directly in his heart. 
 
    A bright light expels from the knife in Diablo’s chest before his face falls limp to the side and his body begins to disappear slowly as his energy moves on to hell for good. 
 
    Leah comes to finally looking around confused at all the guards standing stock still in the room. 
 
    “What happened?” she asks climbing to her feet. 
 
    “No time, we can explain later. Let’s blow this popsicle stand.” Kennedy says taking Leah by the hand to steady her. 
 
    We all stand in complete awe of how fast Amariana was able to complete the mission against a greater demon we have been fighting against for decades. She marches right past us and out of the throne room before turning back towards us. 
 
                  “We are going home now, or what?” She asks with a satisfied smile on her face. 
 
    Brantley wastes no time, “yep I am right behind you miss ass kicker.” He jokes.  
 
    We follow her out of the room and back down the same corridors we had traveled to get to it and just as we are about to turn the last corner a figure jumps in front of us and stops in front of Brantley driving a different dagger into his chest and laughing as the angel falls limp to the ground. 
 
                  “Sage,” Amariana spits. “What have you done?” She screams. 
 
                  “You thought you and your little friends would just walk up in here and kill your father without any consequences?” he counters. Gunner struts out of the shadows grabbing Leah as she tries to push her way towards Brantley to heal him. 
 
                  “Why do you care? You have not always agreed with his ways.” Amariana argues trying to catch his eyes to use her mind control on him. He has already expected that and avoids all eye contact with her by keeping his eyes on the rest of us as he speaks. 
 
                  “Someone, please help him.” Kennedy wails from the floor where she is holding Brantley’s head in her lap. He is barely alive and still wearing a brave smile. “Let me go!” Leah screams. She tries to draw from her power to manipulate his feelings into empathy, but her powers are drained from just healing herself. If she can make it to Brantley in time, she might be able to bring him back from the brink, but she’ll need every bit of power she has left in the tank. We all have our limits and she’s aware of where hers is. She continues to thrash around in Gunner’s arms with tears falling down her face as she is unable to get to her fallen friend. 
 
    Brantley reaches his hand up to Kennedy’s face and cups her cheek, “it’s okay Kenny, just get out of here alive. Don’t let them take us all out.” He sputters with silver blood coming out of his mouth and down his lips from his nose. 
 
                  “I won’t leave you here.” She argues with tears pouring down her face. 
 
                  “I-I am begging you Ken, please get the others and go before anyone else gets hurt.” He says before sucking in his final breath, his head falling to the side limply. 
 
    Looking back at Brantley, my heart breaking, I lose focus and Sage attacks me with a round kick to my jaw. I fire back a power ball twice the size as anything he can create and send him sailing down the hall. 
 
                  “Don’t take this the wrong way, but I think we need to do as Brantley wishes and get the fuck out of here.” I suggest. 
 
                  “We won’t leave him here.” Kennedy says adamantly. 
 
                  “Fine, everyone lift him together. Amariana can you take care of these two?” I ask looking at her dazed expression. 
 
    She looks to Gunner who has slipped up and caught her eyes and his arms release Leah instantly. She predicts Sage’s next move to look over to his fallen friend and drops to the floor and catches his eyes and she’s got him in an instant. He stands straight, face burning bright red.  
 
    She walks gracefully towards him and pulls the bloodied dagger from the back of her pants and forces him to stand completely still while she walks a circle around him. 
 
                  “You think you have won some victory by hurting our friend?” she asks menacingly. Then she squares off in front of him raising her arm and driving the dagger through his heart just as she had her father’s. “I bind you to an eternity in hell.” She says the customary banishment words and his eyes shut and his body falls to the floor in a heap before disappearing. She looks over at Gunner and begins to walk in his direction before I put my hand out to stop her. 
 
                  “Another time,” I plead wanting to get the team out of here before more trouble arrives. 
 
                  The look in her eye says she will repay him for all the suffering he’s caused but she does as I suggest and gathers near the rest of the team hovering over Brantley’s body. Her eyes fill with tears and are falling along with everyone else’s. 
 
     Coordinated the five of us lift him into the air and carry him as quickly as possible around the next two corners towards the portal to bring us back to the human world… 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Seven 
 
    Amariana 
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                  Taking on my father was easier than I thought it would be after not having much time to work with my enhanced abilities. Storm and I didn’t have much time to see what all I could do before we set out to end my father.  
 
    I plan to do more training after a much-needed day off to mourn the loss of both Brantley and in my own way, my mother as well. I feel fortunate to have gotten the news in a dignified manner by the Queen of angel’s herself, but seeing how fearful my father looked surrounded by so many guards leads me to believe that Malice is about to take over the underworld as I sent word that I formally renounce my right to the throne. 
 
                  A flash of Brantley’s face crosses my mind and a few tears slip down my face. He had been so fun and kind to me in the little bit of time I had spent with him. I am glad I was able to avenge his death by sending Sage to hell but that doesn’t replace the beautiful soul we lost in what was to be a mostly in and out trip to the underworld. There would be no way the six of us would be able to take on all the demons in the realm, so the thought was to sneak to where my father would be and control his protection with my mind leaving them unable to aid him while I took the life from his evil body. I have my own bone to pick with Malice and plan to face him when the day comes to do so. 
 
                  I stare at the ceiling above my head willing myself to get out of the comfortable bed I had crashed in soon after arriving back at the guardian home.  
 
    I was worn and sore from the earlier few nights of crazy events and just wanted to lie down just a little longer in the luxury of my new room and bed in the angel house. 
 
                  Finally, I throw the blanket off and put my feet onto the soft carpet and make my way over to the closet and dress in a set of comfortable clothes for the day. I move over to the bed and slip on a pair of flats before pulling my long black hair up into a high ponytail. Satisfied with my appearance I make my way downstairs smelling bacon the moment I enter the hallway outside my door. The delicious scent moves my feet faster towards the staircase and within a minute I am standing in the doorway to the dining room where the four angels are already gathered. 
 
                  “You’re up!” Kennedy says with excitement nearly knocking me over with a tight hug. 
 
    I look at her confused before glancing over to Logan and Storm who are both staring at the virtual news screen above the table. 
 
      
 
                  In a surprising turn of events, the child of Diablo and Lilith who was once thought to be a demon has, in fact been a Divine angel instead.  
 
    She spent her entire life until now growing up in the underworld, her parents hiding her true nature in hopes of altering her back into the demon they needed her to be to rule their kingdom and take over as the rightful heir.  
 
    As the angels digest this shocking news, Amariana will remain in the care of the EA team until the council decides on what role she will play in our angel world. There has not been a Divine that has lived past a month old in centuries. With such great power among our kind there will be sure to be another great evil to emerge from the underworld to reset the balance, but until then the mystery of the princess has been solved, the King and Queen are both banned to hell for eternity and the underworld remains under the rule of Amariana’s uncle, Malice as far as we are aware of. We hope to get an interview with Amariana in the weeks to come, but for now all is safe and well in the angel world… 
 
    AJ Steele with the Angel Reporter. 
 
      
 
                  The newscast finishes and I look around the room at the smiling faces of the EA team. 
 
                  “Did you hear all that?” Storm asks closing the distance between us smiling wide. 
 
                  “I did,” I assure him smiling back. “I just wish he would have mentioned the loss of one of our own in the battle, respectively.” I say disappointed that it hadn’t been included in the news story. 
 
    I am a Divine, which I had never even heard of before it was explained in detail by the walking librarian, Kennedy. I was overjoyed to finally have an answer as to why I was born differently and a renewed reason to live. Although the idea of me being placed anywhere besides here as part of the EA team makes me nervous. I hope the council will take my request to do so into consideration as they deliberate it. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Eight 
 
    Storm 
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    The current fight was over, but the pain of losing our brother will take time to fade. With Amariana by our side we will be able to face and conquer any new king that may get in the way of keeping our worlds as safe as we can.  
 
    Having a Divine angel among our ranks gives us the upper hand for now, and hopefully for a long time to come. However, our fight didn’t come without sacrifice. 
 
    Brantley was irreplaceable to us and will never be forgotten. Kennedy’s heart has been shattered over the loss of her love. At one time our biggest issue was her leaving Logan and sneaking around with Brantley and now that is that last thing any of us cares about. 
 
    We form a line to place our roses of goodbye upon his body before he is honorably brought to the paradise beyond our angel world, escorted by Kylynn, our worlds angel of death. 
 
    Each of the EA team members steps forward and lays a white rose on the chest of Brantley’s body while whispering words of goodbye into his ear. Amariana steps up last, tears spill down her face in agony. She and Brantley had become close like family and I can sense her guilt over his loss. 
 
     A melody of the angels plays in the background of the farewell ceremony. All the original angels as well as both EA teams and every available guardian angel is in attendance of the ceremony as Brantley’s body lies still hovering next to Kylynn moving slowly by each of us. After saying her goodbye, Amariana moves back several yards behind our group of angels with her head down. I make a mental note to have a talk with her to make her understand that Brantley wouldn’t blame her and went into battle knowing death was a risk he was taking to protect her and the entire human world along with the remaining fae in the realm as well as the angel realm. He died with honor and she has nothing she should feel guilty over. 
 
    Finally, Ky stops in front of me with Brantley’s lifeless body by her side. It’s my turn to say my goodbyes. I approach my friends’ lifeless body and place the rose across his chest before leaning down to say my farewell. 
 
                  “Don’t worry friend, I will make her see that you wouldn’t have changed a thing and will keep Kennedy safe. Here’s your spoiler alert my friend. Your story isn’t over. A seer has foretold of your resurrection happening sometime in the years to come. So instead of goodbye, I would prefer to say see you again someday soon.” I finish as a single tear falls from my chin onto his body and the angel of death continues to move his body in mid-air towards his family and then towards the entire council who has showed up to pay their respects to Brantley and all he’s done for our team. Kylynn leans down and plants a kiss upon his forehead before she will take him on his journey to the angel’s paradise. 
 
      
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    After the funeral, the sadness lingered in the air for a long time, but eventually it faded enough for us to move forward. I never shared what the seer had told me with anyone because it wouldn’t be fair to get anyone’s hopes up without certainty.  
 
    A plaque was placed on the wall of the living room in honor of Brantley and each day I stop in front of it and say a few words to one of the bravest and most honorable angels to give their life for our team. Kennedy still hasn’t explored looking for another mate yet, but I hope someday she’ll get there.  
 
    As for Amariana and I, we began dating but are taking things slow, especially now that she is ranked high above me as the single existing Divine angel. 
 
    Leah and Logan seem to be growing closer and I can see a beautiful relationship evolving before my eyes between them.  
 
    We all continue to fight demons and hunt down those who cross the lines of humanity. Amariana and I have taken the angel commitment of marriage and enjoyed each other inside and out of the bedroom on multiple occasions since the small private ceremony that was held before our team and the council only weeks ago.  
 
    The memory of how beautiful she looked in her white gown for the occasion crosses my mind causing a smile to form on my lips.  
 
                  “Storm, you need to get in here!” Amariana screeches from the hallway bathroom startling me from my thoughts.  
 
                  “I’m coming, what’s wrong?” I ask rushing towards the bathroom door. 
 
    Amariana’s face is an ashen white as she sits on the side of the tub with a box in her hand. 
 
                  “What’s that?” I ask wondering why the words on the box are in Latin. 
 
                  “I asked Bellamy to make a special test for me as I have been feeling a little ‘off’ lately.” She looks at me with wide eyes while flipping the container in her hand around to show me what she is talking about. 
 
    In her hands is an angel’s version of a pregnancy test and below it the word POSITIVE is in bright bold letters. 
 
    I almost faint at the sight, “is this even possible?” I ask feeling dazed. 
 
    She nods, “according to Bellamy it is and when this child is born it will tip the balance even more in our favor. I worry what kind of great evil we will end up having to face because of all of this?” She says worried. 
 
    I sit next to her and place my arm around her shoulders, “I promise whatever comes, we will face it all together. And as for our child, I will protect him or her with my own life as will the entire EA team.” I vow pulling her tightly to my side while she rests her head on my shoulder. 
 
    “I love you Storm.” She says turning towards me and pulling my lips down onto hers passionately. Her salty tears mix with our passion and together we find peace with what is to come. 
 
    “You make me complete, thank you for saving me from the moment I met you.” She finishes pushing up from the tub. We head off to notify the team and my parents of the surprising and wonderful news… 
 
      
 
    The end, 
 
    Emer Rain. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    I hope you enjoyed Amariana and Storm’s adventure and if you did or didn’t please take a moment to leave a review as they help us authors in ways you couldn’t imagine. I hope you had as much fun reading this story as I did writing it. 
 
    - A special thank you to Alexandra Ene, some of you may know her as Ene Alexandra on social media. She has been an incredible blog partner, and friend. Without her this story would not have been possible.  
 
    Also, another special thank you to Veronique Poirier for never giving up on me and always giving me advice as well as designing covers for me. It would take a long time for me to list off the countless times both ladies have been there for me. 
 
    - Alexandra, thank you for helping me edit this story and Veronique, thank you as well for all the help, advice, and positivity that keeps me moving forward. 
 
    - Readers, if you are curious about what I am up to or other stories I have released please look me up on Facebook or Amazon.com. Thank you to all who took time to read my story. 
 
      
 
    Turning back the curtain. 
 
    This is where I plan to tell you how this story came to be. Well, the answers simple. Veronique and a few others wanted to put together an anthology and I was so kindly invited to draft a story for the upcoming release. As time moved forward life got busy for each of us and many couldn’t make the end date. At the time it was a blessing in disguise for me as I fell so hard for this story while I wrote it and wanted to incorporate it into my already in the works trilogy. So, I expanded the plot and re-did my plans for my characters moving forward like puzzle pieces finally fitting into the slots they belong to. I know it’s taken an incredible amount of time for book Two of The Vine Trilogy to release and please be patient as I am currently working on finishing the book. The problem was that I drafted the book more than four times from scratch, and at one point I was 77k into the book and thought it looked great. Looking back, I have to shake my head in disappointment because as the manuscript returned from editing it was more than clear that I didn’t have the time or energy to do as many re-writes as the book needed. I decided to re-write the plot and do a final re-write from the very beginning all over again over a year into re-writing the same story feeling frustrated and stuck. One day I was thinking about how I needed to change the story to make it what I envisioned it to be and here is a standalone that I recommend to be read after Ivy Transformed, but is not necessary can be read after book one, before Twist of Fate or all by itself and you won’t miss a great story. At least I hope you liked it?? I love to write and appreciate all the support from every fan and every reader who takes the time to check out my books. Next to (come is Twist of Fate Book Two in The Vine Trilogy!!!! 
 
      
 
    1.Ivy Transformed 
 
    1.5(optional)The Royally Divine. 
 
    2 Twist of Fate (release date TBA) 
 
    Other Books: 
 
    The anthology for charity Metaphysical Phenomena: Heaven Sent 
 
      
 
    Other stories I have available: 
 
    Here’s a link to my first book, Ivy Transformed: 
 
    https://read.amazon.com/kp/embed?asin=B06XJX1ZCL&preview=newtab&linkCode=kpe&ref_=cm_sw_r_kb_dp_cAmqCbZCRCEMY 
 
    Book link for most recent release that is an anthology where you’ll find a short story written by me inside. All proceeds are going to a charity to help the animals: 
 
      
 
    https://read.amazon.com/kp/embed?asin=B07KP6J8KF&preview=newtab&linkCode=kpe&ref_=cm_sw_r_kb_dp_iCmqCbB8ERVFT 
 
      
 
    My Author Facebook Page: 
 
    https://www.facebook.com/Emberwrites/ 
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