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When Misha gets abandoned by his soon-to-be ex-boyfriend on a dangerous hiking trail, the last thing he expects is to be handed an injured angel by a group of dead monks.

Finding out how the angel came to be injured will bring new challenges into previously-atheist Misha's life, not least of which is finding out who injured his angel and why.

With that mystery solved, there's just the small matter of the dragon.
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For Pointy. Because I can. 

For Lyda, for friendship. 

And for my therapist, K. Brown, for keeping the intrusive thoughts from winning. Mostly. I need bail.

Author’s Note:

To my readers;

You may be unfamiliar with the spellings of some words in this work. That is because the author is Canadian, and the editor is English. We spell according to the way we were taught, and that includes a lot of ‘U’s in funny places, among other things. So please do not be disturbed or offended by this, we just wanted to make certain U were included. 

Please enjoy the story.
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Chapter One
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Misha swore quietly as he slowly, carefully, made his way up the rocky path, doing his best not to slip. He was not a sure-footed individual, and long hikes were definitely not his thing. But his boyfriend Marcus loved hiking, and had suggested the trail, which was a bit beyond Misha’s ability. 

Okay, a lot beyond.

As usual, Marcus had sworn he would be there to guide him. As usual, Marcus was nowhere in sight. Misha doubted he would slip and fall as long as he was careful, but that was not the point. He was lost on a rocky slope rather high up, with no idea how to get down. Overhead, the sun beat down from a clear sky, and the air was filled with the song of birds and insects, and the scent of pine trees. Below, were the rocks and shale that gave this trail its nickname: Corpsegrinder. 

Misha found he was starting to cry tears of frustration. Then he slipped, and sat down hard, frightening himself. That was it. That was absolutely it. Misha pulled out his phone and called Marcus. As soon as he heard his boyfriend answer, Misha snapped.

“Where the fuck are you?!”

Misha heard Marcus chuckle, and someone in the background, likely Paul the Obligatory Asshole, said “Whoa, he’s pissed.”

“Brilliant fucking observation now where the goddamned fuck ARE YOU?!”

“Calm down, just come back the way you went, we’re in the parking lot.”

More snickers and chuckles. Great. So they had led him up here, then doubled back, knowing he was not as skilled at this as they were. For what? Shits and giggles? Was this supposed to be funny?

Misha hung up. This relationship was over. It had already been on life support because of Marcus’s ‘it was just a prank, bro’ attitude, but this was the end. This wasn’t a prank; this was dangerous. Misha was not a skilled hiker, the trail was almost non-existent, and the ground beneath his feet was loose shale at best. If he got down without injury, it would be a miracle. 

Okay, let’s find the path, Misha. It can’t be far...

Misha crept along carefully, moving slowly, unconcerned with how he may appear should anyone see him. This was about getting home in one piece and sorting his life out. And Marcus definitely needed sorting, right into the trash.

He carefully picked his way, ignoring the phone in his pocket as Marcus’s ring tone went off repeatedly. Screw Marcus, let him think Misha had fallen down the cliff and died. 

“It’s just a prank, bro, why can’t you take a joke?” Misha snarled to himself. Tonight when he got home and kicked the son of a bitch into the street with nowhere to go, Misha would be sure to ask him that.

He had been creeping along for about thirty minutes when he saw the stairs; ancient hand carved stone steps, wide enough to be safe, but why were they here, at this altitude? This seemed wrong, who would have carved them this high up? And why had he never heard of them? Surely someone would have mentioned ancient stone steps on this trail.

Huh. Maybe he’d just made the archaeological find of the century. 

And maybe donkeys crapped diamonds and gold.

Misha reached the steps and began following them up, curiosity replacing anger. Something about these steps just seemed off, this seemed more like something a person would find in Tibet, not British Columbia. It just seemed... off.

Misha saw the temple, and paused. Okay, this was wrong. This was crazy. He was looking at something out of a book of folk tales; a rustic stone temple, falling apart, seemingly stuck together with flowering vines and the scream of cicadas. He took out his camera, and was about to take a photo, when he saw someone appear; someone in a long cowled robe. The person waved Misha up the stairs, speaking to him. The words sounded cheerful, welcoming. But the person was speaking no words Misha had heard before.

He approached the person, wondering what he was looking at. A monk, perhaps? What was a monk doing up here? As Misha drew closer, the monk took his hand, jabbering happily. Well they seemed to be a cheerful little monk. So why did he feel like he was going to be roasted and eaten?

More monks arrived. Boy everyone seemed really happy to see him. They welcomed him, jabbering in their strange language, leading him along. Misha had a feeling they were explaining something to him, but he had no idea what. He allowed them to lead him, thinking this was going to be a day to remember.

More monks were coming toward him, leading another man. Some other lost hiker, no doubt. They probably found lost hikers on the daily when the weather was fine. But this man was dressed oddly for hiking; linen trousers, and a sort of tabard-style linen shirt. His feet were bare, and his hair was long, pale silver in colour. Misha cocked his head as he stared at the man coming towards him, speaking to the monks in their own tongue. He didn’t seem to want to go with them, but he was not fighting them. He looked at Misha, who noted the way the stranger’s eyes flashed silver-blue. Contacts, maybe...?

Then he saw the wings.

No. Fucking. Way.

No fucking way. He was hallucinating, he had altitude sickness, he... did the fucker have wings?!

Apparently...yes. Yes he did. He had two big, beautiful prismatic silver wings, and they did not look like a prop. Misha stared, noticing details. The man... angel?! Whatever. He had a limp, and his left arm seemed twisted. The left wing as well was clearly crippled, and Misha stepped forward, wanting to help this being somehow. He reached out and took the angel’s hand, and that was when the monks and temple vanished, leaving him alone on a cliff with easily the most beautiful being he’d ever seen. 

An angel. It was a real live angel, with silver eyes, wings of mercury and rainbows, and long hair like light on a pond in summer.

“I’m gonna faint now,” said Misha, and did.

* * *
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Misha had no idea how long he was unconscious, but when he opened his eyes he noted the light indicated the sun would be sinking soon. Carefully he sat up, and found the angel was still there, smiling gently at him. 

“Hi. I’m Misha.”

“Hello Misha. I’m Arariel.”

Misha knew that name. Arariel. The angel of the waters, guide of fisher-folk, who could apparently bestow wisdom. And here he was sitting on the cliff and staring at his dumb mortal ass.

Misha looked around, slowly rising to his feet. “I think you and I have a lot to talk about. Did those monks... want me to look after you? I’m really confused.”

Arariel managed to stand, moving slowly. “We do have a lot to discuss but this is not the place for it. There’s the path, let’s be on our way before nightfall.”

There was a path; a nice, wide, safe path, probably the angel’s doing. Allowing Arariel to hang onto his arm, Misha led him along, determined to not drop the angel. He was pretty sure there were ramifications to angel-dropping, and likely not nice ones. 

It was nearly dark by the time they reached the parking lot, and Misha’s faithful old blue hatchback was waiting. He helped Arariel into the passenger’s side, then got into the driver’s seat. Misha could not help but notice Marcus was nowhere in sight. Of course not. What if Misha had been really hurt? No point taking the fall for some ‘prank’.

Misha drew a steadying breath and turned on the car, and began carefully driving home. He suspected that getting an angel into a car accident was also a big no-no. 

They drove to Misha’s home, which was in fact his deceased grandfather’s old fishing and hunting cabin. It had been years since it had been used for its true purpose, and Misha wondered how coherent grampa had been when he willed the thing to him. But that hardly mattered – even a run down shack was better than nothing. It was isolated and peaceful, and that was all Misha really needed. He would fix it up, bit by bit, and just live out his life here.

“Oh hey, cop car,” said Arariel brightly. 

Misha stared at him. “How do you know what a cop car is?”

“I’m an angel, not an idiot.”

Well no arguing with that. Misha pulled up to the cop car, which was in his driveway, and stepped out of his vehicle to address the officer.

“Hi, is something up?”

“Yeah we got a call from a Marcus Brunot asking us to come check on a Misha Darwin, says he hasn’t heard from you in a while...?”

Misha felt his hackles go up. Managing to remain entirely calm, he told the cop exactly what sort of a day he’d experienced, leaving out the detail about finding a haunted monastery and being awarded a crippled angel for his troubles. Misha ended his statement by mentioning that under no circumstances was Marcus welcome back, and that if he returned, there would be trespassing charges filed. 

The cop left, and Misha turned to the angel in his car.

Angel.

In his fucking car. 

Yeah. There was a lot to process. 

Misha helped Arariel out of the car and carefully led him to the little cabin.

“Sorry, there’s no electricity yet. The wiring’s...”

Misha’s voice trailed off as the lights went on in the cabin. He looked at the angel.

“Did you do that?”

“Seems the least I could do after you rescued me.”

“Did I rescue you? The monks seemed pretty friendly.”

“They were, but they’ve been dead for a few centuries and were kinda anxious to get me out of their hair. I’ve been there fifteen hundred years. I think I was supposed to leave before then, but they stayed with me, even after their mortal forms turned to dust.” Arariel shook his long silvery hair. “I was told someone would come for me. I can’t... I can’t fly like this.”

Misha led him inside and walked him over to his bed; a single cot covered with handmade quilts. Arariel seemed puzzled.

“But where will you sleep?”

“Don’t worry about me. You rest. I’ve got a hammock outside.”

“Absolutely not, by the time morning comes, every mosquito alive will have drained you dry. Here...”

The simple cot somehow became a beautiful antique bed, large enough for two. Arariel looked pleased. 

“Now we can share!”

Frankly Misha had definitely had worse offers. He laughed. “Okay. Um...do you eat? I haven’t had anything all day, and I don’t know if you need anything...”

“On Earth, I do everything you do.”

“Awesome, pizza it is.”

“With anchovies?”

“Yes! Do you have any idea how hard it is to find another anchovy enthusiast? Let’s do anchovies. What kinda pop do you like?”

“Dr. Pepper, duh.”

Misha laughed. “Let’s call in an order. Hey this didn’t turn into such a craptacular day after all. Do you like cheesy garlic sticks?”

“Perfect, we won’t have to worry about vampires.”

Misha thought about that. “Wait, you’re an angel, and you’re clearly real... are vampires real?”

“We just won’t invite anybody in.”

“What if the pizza person is a vampire?”

“Can’t be, we just ordered cheesy garlic sticks.”

“Oh yeah...”

* * *
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Misha awoke the next morning to the sound of Marcus’s ring tone blaring. Cripes why hadn’t he thought to block him? He got out of bed, grabbed his phone, and wandered outside so not to bother the angel in his bed.

Angel. 

Oh man it was going to take a while to get used to that.

Misha answered his phone. “What do you want, asshole?”

Marcus sounded genuinely contrite. “Hi, um, can we get together and talk?”

“What part of ‘I’ll file a restraining order if you come here’ do you not get? That was not a fucking prank. Do you understand I could have been badly hurt on that trail? I could have broken a bone and they would likely still be looking for me. And what did you do? Fuck off and HIDE?! You gutless bag of shit, don’t you ever show your face here again.”

“Come on, Misha, I got nowhere to go!”

“Go shack up with Paul, pretty sure you’re fucking him anyway.”

Misha ended the call and blocked Marcus. He was tempted to throw his phone into the bushes, but couldn’t afford to replace it. Instead he walked back into the cabin, smiling at the lump under the blankets. 

Wouldn’t it be nice if they turned out to be friends?

Misha put the phone on the rustic wooden table, and began building a fire in the antique stove to boil water for coffee. It was too early to be awake, but there was no point in going back to bed, he was too upset. 

Cripes he hoped Marcus didn’t come here. Too much drama, he did not need the drama. Also... he did not want Marcus to get a look at Arariel. Misha had a horrible feeling Marcus would do everything he could to hurt the angel. And Misha was not about to let that happen.

Misha finished making coffee, then walked over to the bed, climbing onto it and laying down so he could face the angel. 

“Hey pretty birdie, how do you feel about coffee and toast?”

“Eggs?” squeaked the barely-conscious sacred entity.

“We can have eggs.”

“I like eggs.”

“Me too. I’ll make breakfast.” 
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Chapter Two
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They ate their breakfast, then Misha tidied up the cabin while Arariel limped slowly outside to sit in the sun. His whole left side had been affected by whatever accident had befallen him; arm, wing, leg. If the monks had any idea how to fix the angel, it seemed they had little skill. 

Misha finished cleaning and walked outside, over to the log bench his grampa had made so many years ago, and sat beside Arariel. The angel was gazing up at the sky.

“None of my friends came looking for me in all the centuries I was gone. I called. They never came...”

“Maybe they couldn’t hear you from the old temple,” said Misha. “I mean it was pretty well hidden.”

“I don’t know,” said Arariel. “I could try calling again.”

“Call them,” said Misha. “What’s the worst that can happen?”

“They won’t answer and I’ll be heartbroken and then I’ll cry all over you?”

Misha smiled. “I’ll let you cry on me.”

“Okay, well... you’re going to want to plug your ears and move away when I do this.”

Misha did, uncertain how loud exactly this call was going to be. He winced as Arariel set up a piercing cry, almost like the song of some alien bird, felt as much as heard. Misha crouched down, instinctively protecting himself from the sound. Arariel uttered the strange song for nearly a minute, then fell silent. Misha did not move, bracing himself against the fantastical music as it arose a second time. Then Arariel finished, and looked to the sky hopefully. Slowly, Misha straightened up and looked to the sky as well with his new friend, uncertain what he expected.

Arariel actually shrieked with joy when the answering call came, his eyes welling with tears as something plummeted from the heavens, three somethings in fact, landing with all the drama of a villain in an anime movie. Misha quickly moved aside as Arariel tried to stand, clearly overjoyed to see the three before him. They looked like celestial cops – enormous celestial cops, all three likely over eight feet tall, and the one in the silver and gold plate mail was probably topping out at ten. Six wings a piece – he should know what that meant. His grandma would give him a swat with her slipper if he had no idea what the six wings...

Seraph. No. The plural of seraph was seraphim. Seraphim. On his lawn. Six wings apiece, armed with swords of holy light, bearing pendants showing the Eye of God. One in plate, two dressed up in basic jeans and t-shirts, except one seemed to have a penchant for a shade of pink that could only be called ‘nuclear’. The pink seraph knelt to embrace the smaller angel.

“Ari where have you been?! We’ve been looking so long...”

Ari was crying his eyes out, but he reached out to the mortal having the panic attack on the grass. “Misha found me...”

The seraphim looked at him. Their eyes glowed silver-blue, and Misha tried to get himself under control.

“Hi,” he said weakly, his voice cracking. The pink seraph got up and walked over to him.

“Hey, my name is Sebastian, I’ll be helping you survive your panic attack today. Answer to the first few questions on your mind – we are neither going to eat you nor harm you.”

“I appreciate that,” said Misha, trying to calm down. 

“C’mon, let’s at least get you off the ground...”

Sebastian helped him up and led him over to the bench on which Arariel had been seated. The seraph in the armour spoke.

“Ari what happened, where did you go? We’ve been looking...”

Arariel was still trying to get himself under control. “I was out with Micah. We were playing in the sun, it was such a wonderful day. Then something hit me. I’d never felt anything like it, the pain was almost like hellfire. I couldn’t fly anymore, my wing was broken, but Micah caught me. He lowered me to earth and left me in a monastery. He swore someone would come for me, after he caught whatever hit me. He left me with the monks. They were really kind, but... they didn’t know how to fix me. I couldn’t get back up... I missed you all so much...”

Misha watched as the trio gave their friend cuddles and pets, speaking to him in the same strange language the monks had used, offering assurances. Then Sebastian got to his feet and reached out to Misha.

“Let’s take a little walk, thee and me.”

“Am I in shit?”

“Well ya did eat cheesy garlic sticks without me last night, so yeah maybe a little.”

“How did you know that?”

“Dude, I’m a seraph, I have awesome super incomprehensible powers. Also I noticed the pizza boxes stacked by the trash can.”

Misha walked alongside the seraph, suitably intimidated, curious as to what this being could possibly want to discuss with him. They reached the boundary to Misha’s yard, and Sebastian seated himself on a stump to be closer to eye level with the human.

“So I need to ask you some questions, and I really need you to be truthful. Is this property yours?”

“Yeah my grampa left it to me when he died.”

“No others with a claim to it?”

“No. Just me. My sister got the main house, she’s living there with my grandma to help look after her.”

Misha watched as a black wrought-iron fence slowly grew out of the ground to surround the yard. Sebastian kept speaking.

“Who’s welcome here?”

“Well definitely not my ex...”

They spoke for a time, Misha telling the seraph everything he needed to know. Finally Misha asked his own question.

“Look you’re kinda scaring me, can I ask what’s going on?”

The seraph gazed at him with scintillating silver-blue eyes.

“Arariel was hit by something the day he was out playing with Micah all right: a dragon.”

Misha almost said dragons were not real, but if the seraph said they were, he was willing to go on a little faith. Sebastian kept speaking.

“Ari has other tasks than the fishermen and the waters. His heavenly task is to keep the seraphim who guard the gates to God’s abode informed as to anything that a heavily armed angel should know. Angels like Beatrice. They’re the angel that makes me look short.”

“Beatrice is... very impressive.” Misha thought for a moment. “So... if someone did not want messages to be sent...”

“They would arrange to have a certain little angel struck down by a dragon and locked up in an enchanted monastery, with a lot of caring monks who had no idea how to mend a broken wing.”

“That’s horrible! Who would hurt Arariel?”

“My bet is Micah. And since he is no longer in Heaven...”

“He fell?”

“Uh no, he built a big ass diving board and did a reverse flip into a triple twist down into the Lake of Fire. I don’t know what was going on with him, but I do know he wasn’t cast down, he jumped.”

“Do you think he’ll be back?”

“I think once he figures out that Ari is no longer locked away and unable to give us his side of the story, he will make an effort to hurt him.”

“But why would Micah care, I mean if he’s already in Hell?”

“I don’t know. I do know Micah is smart. He doesn’t make short term plans. He’s been playing this game for at least fifteen centuries. Now my question to you is – can Ari stay here?”

“Of course he can,  as long as he needs to. Or even wants to. I’m already getting pretty fond of him.”

Sebastian smiled. “Ari has that effect on people, divine or otherwise. Oooh I love Divine. Okay. I’ve secured your property, nothing unwanted can come in. That includes your ex by the way.”

“Thank you for that,” said Misha. 

“Now, word play in this situation is very important. Anything, or anyone, you invite can come in regardless of whether you change your mind. So no greeting anyone with “come on in” or any variation of that. Do not actively invite in anyone or anything. If you order pizza, meet the delivery person by the gate. This is incredibly important, Misha, because we have no idea who or what could come.”

“The pizza guy may not be a pizza guy.”

“No the pizza guy could be a demon in a cheesy uniform. Great. Now I want cheese. Anyway are you getting all this?”

“Yeah. What do I do if... someone shows up? Like what if my sister comes by?”

“She’s already been marked as welcome, so she can cross the barriers. But – if she stands outside the gate and won’t enter...”

“It’s not my sister.”

“Clever bunny. C’mon, let’s get back to Ari.” Misha watched the enormous seraph rise to his feet. “Beatrice will have to get back to their post, as will Jean-Claude, but I can hang around a bit. I want to see what I can do to start healing Ari’s leg first. This is gonna be a long process.”

“Forgive my mortal stupidity,” said Misha, “but can’t you just take him up to Heaven? Won’t that fix him?”

“Nope,” said Sebastian. “It’s complicated, but angels heal better on Earth. The magic in Heaven can actually be a bit... what’s the term? Contra-indicated. Slow natural healing is safer than instant magic healing.”

“Do you know a healer?”

“Buddy I am the biggest fuckin’ healer you ever met. That’s what I do, and I am happy to do it.”

“I should mention that if Marcus gets a look at Ari, he will try to formulate plans to hurt him.”

Sebastian uttered a short and unpleasant giggle. “Yeah I have two words for him: try me.”

Sebastian returned to his friends. There was some discussion, then Beatrice and the other seraph – what was his name? Jean-Claude. They lit out for the skies, leaving Ari and Sebastian together with Misha. Sebastian seated himself on the grass.

“We’re gonna get you fixed, Baby Bird.”

Ari sniffled. “I missed you guys so much...”

“We missed you too, sweetie. But we’re all back together again, we’re gonna make you better, and the mortal says you can stay as long as you want... I didn’t want to say anything but I think he thinks you’re cute.”

“Yeah, well, I actually do,” admitted Misha.

Ari smiled. In truth he was beyond cute – as far as Misha was concerned he was fucking beautiful. He had that demure, graceful androgyny that so many angels were painted with, and Misha, who generally preferred his men more “masculine”, thought Arariel was the most exquisite thing he’d ever seen.

“So I have to go into town and do some shopping,” said Misha, feeling awkward. “Are you two going to be okay here?”

Yeah let’s ask the several thousand year old entities if they would be okay for a half hour or so. Brilliant, Misha.

“I’ll be fine,” said Ari. “So will Sebastian.”

“No I won’t,” said Sebastian. “What if I stick my finger in a light socket?”

“I dunno,” said Misha, “barbecued wings?”

Sebastian looked at Ari. “He’s sick in the head, let’s keep him.”

Arariel giggled. Misha grabbed what he needed for a trip into town, reminding himself to keep an eye out for Marcus. The entire time they had been together, Marcus had been doing his best to steal and scam as much as he could from Misha. He hadn’t been terribly successful at it; Misha was very careful with his money. His grandfather had left him a fair sum, but not enough to throw around. Marcus hadn’t quite seen it that way, arguing the money was his as well since they had been together so long, but Misha would not give in. He was young, and that money had to last him until he figured out what he wanted to do with his life. 

Misha had a feeling that Marcus was going to make his life very difficult. 

Misha drove into the small town, parking before the one supermarket, waving to the handful of people he knew. His grandfather had been a popular man, and the feeling seemed to have been passed on to his grandson. Misha was about to go get a buggy, when he was grabbed by the shoulder, spun around and kissed. Once upon a time, Misha would have thought this was charming. This time, however, he clamped his teeth down on Marcus’s lip and chewed. Marcus pulled back, lip already turning black, blood dripping from it.

“What the fuck?” Marcus demanded.

“Look I realise you are stupid as fuck and therefore assume I am as well, but I told you to stay the hell away from me and I fucking meant it.”

“It was just a joke you stupid little bitch! Get over it!”

“Marcus, you left me alone on a trail that is slated for experts only and known to be dangerous. People have died hiking that trail, people with way more experience than I have. That was not a prank, it was borderline homicide.”

“Look, what can I do to make it up to you?”

“Tie a really big rock around your neck and take up diving.”

“You don’t mean that. Look, baby...”

“Sir is this man bothering you?” asked a voice.

“No he’s my boyfriend,” said Marcus.

Misha looked to the man who spoke, and paused, thinking the fellow was very odd looking. He had a foxy little face, covered in freckles, and his eyes were almost red. He was dressed rather like a biker, and there was something extremely peculiar about his stance. 

“Do I know you?” asked Misha warily. 

“No, sorry, I’m Derek, Sebastian said you might need some help shopping.”

Misha gazed at him. This was not an angel. He just wasn’t sure what it was. 

“No, thank you, I’m okay. Marcus was just leaving.”

"Look, Misha," said Marcus, "you can't do this to me, I have nowhere to go!"

"Not my problem." Misha looked to Derek once more, trying to place what manner of creature he may be. Not human. He would know that even if he hadn't just spent part of the morning sitting with some angels. "Thank you for your offer, but..."

"But Sebastian warned you against strange people and what to say to them."

"Something like that."

"Yeah it's cool. I'd do the same thing."

"Misha!" snapped Marcus. "Look I am not asking, I am telling... "

Misha walked away. He was mentally exhausted and had no desire to waste another moment on Marcus. He liked grocery shopping, and planned to focus on that. So – angels ate when on Earth. What did they like? Was Ari typical? Maybe just this once he'd loosen the purse strings a little and buy a bunch of different stuff.

He glanced around to see if Marcus was following. Nope. Cripes why couldn't he just leave him alone? Oh maybe because he was a parasite and wanted Misha's money. That could explain it.

Misha did his shopping, then brought his groceries out to his faithful little hatchback. He paused as he saw that Derek was sitting on the hood, reading an enormous book called ‘Gryphons’ by nobody he'd ever heard of. The passenger side window was cracked, and there was blood on the glass.

"Marcus wanted a fight," said Derek.

"And you gave him one?"

"Hell no, I got out of the way and he punched the glass. I don't fight, I'm not big enough. Hey I'll meet you up at the cabin."

Then he was gone. Just... vanished.

"I'm going to bed early tonight," said Misha.

He loaded up his groceries, then went to the liquor store to get some beer and other fancier liquors before driving home. He pulled up to his new black gate, hearing the B52s playing. As Misha walked up the small path to his house, he saw Sebastian dancing on the lawn with Derek. Okay, so... Derek was on the approved list. Good to know. Derek also apparently had red deer-like legs and cute little shiny black hooves. Well that explained the weird stance when he stood. What the hell was he, a faun? Did they have fauns in Heaven?

"Anybody wanna help?" Misha asked. 

"I will," said Sebastian. "Have you met Derek?"

"Yeah, he showed up at the market to tell Marcus to get lost. Is he... ? What is he? I have no idea."

"He's a demon."

"Of course. Aren't demons the bad guys?"

Sebastian began helping Misha to unload bags and carry them to the cabin. "Derek's an intermediary. He shuttles messages back and forth between Heaven and Hell. That means he has to be neutral to do his job. He can't be too evil or he couldn't get into Heaven, he can't be too good or he couldn't get into Hell. So he's just your basic run of the mill asshole. We love him."

“I have to say you guys are seriously making me question my atheism.”

Sebastian shrugged. “You can be an atheist, doesn’t affect us at all.”

Misha smiled. He walked into his little house, and stopped. The place was spotless. The bits of rotting wood that needed replacing were all repaired. The stones in the very old floor were secured and solid. The bed was made, the table cleaned...

“Yeah I told Ari not to do any housework but he doesn’t listen. We had a funeral for whatever was in the green bowl in the back of the fridge.”

“You’re more brave than I am. I’m pretty sure it was starting to growl.”

“Hey I’m a seraph, that’s what I do. Fight evil. And whatever was in there was pure evil.”

“I think it used to be broccoli stir fry.”

“Cripes not even Derek will eat broccoli, and I’ve seen him munch down road kill.”

“I like broccoli stir fry,” said Misha, sorting the groceries to put away. “Just not when it’s mixed with chocolate. More food wasted by Marcus and his stupid ‘pranks’.”

Sebastian sighed. “Oh he’s one of those, is he?”

“Yeah,” said Misha sadly. “It started after that guy Paul showed up. Suddenly everything was ‘just a prank, bro’. Well that trail he dumped me on yesterday was no prank. I could have been maimed, maybe even died. If I hadn’t found the temple I might still be up there.” Misha began aggressively putting away groceries. “We had a mostly great relationship until Paul came along. Then suddenly I was living in a frat house. Well the hiking trail was the last straw. And now that he knows he’s crossed the line, suddenly he’s desperate to have me back. And thanks for sending me Derek for back-up.”

“Yeah I should have mentioned Derek when I gave you the speech about demons. Derek is allowed in. Hey, uh... thanks for looking after Ari. He means a lot to a
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