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  Prologue

“You’re not going to make her join?” Ramah asked as we sat in the meeting room. I shook my head and flipped through the papers, checking to be sure I hadn’t missed anything during the impromptu meeting. I hadn’t wanted to have a meeting until after the first of the year, but after last night’s murder, it couldn’t be helped.

“Of course not. She’s a grown woman, and she has her reasons for not joining. If she joins, it will be in her time and on her terms. I applaud her for that,” I said, still reading. He picked up his mug of coffee and shook his head.

“You’re avoiding the inevitable,” he mumbled into it. I dropped the portfolio enough to see him over the top of it. He didn’t notice. He sat back and the white that peppered his ebony hair glistened in the light. His dark brown eyes were focused out the window across the room. He was overthinking.

“That may be, but it isn’t up to us to decide. She will join eventually. When and how are not up to us. You will not force it,” I instructed, and he looked from the mug to me.

“Lucifer,” he started, and I snapped the portfolio shut. I dropped it onto the table and sat back.

“No, Ramah. You need to leave it be. You’re not going to pressure her, or force her, to choose. Let her have a few years to get used to life on Earth among the humans. She’s not used to this,” I said, gesturing outside to the traffic and bustling people. “Besides, you didn’t garner a love of structure or authority—” his eyes slid to me, and one of his bushy eyebrows rose. “Don’t give me that look. We both know how biased you were toward my niece. You’re just lucky that her father didn’t send someone to confront you.”

I had in fact sent multiple people when I heard about his mistreatment of my daughter, but they were all unsuccessful. They spoke to him, and he seemed to understand, but after a few years, he started doing it again. It wasn’t all his fault. When I watched the Security footage of my daughter banishing the Akram1 from him on Christmas Eve, I knew that my corrupted brother was to blame. 

I refused to even think the Fœmoræ’s2 name anymore, because he was so deeply rooted in my subconscious. Where were the Angels the Maker was sending to help me? Had they been delayed, or was there something important happening behind the scenes that the Akram wanted me vulnerable for? I looked at the portfolio and wondered if that was it. Something about this murder was significant to his plot. 

I picked up the folder again, and Ramah set his hand over it. I looked up at him and lifted an eyebrow.

“Did you hear a word I’ve said the last five minutes?” he asked. I stared at him and let go of the portfolio.

“Was it important?” I asked, straight faced. He sat back and shook his head.

“Probably not,” he said, and pulled his hand back. I dipped my head and picked up the portfolio again. I looked through the information and was once again standing over the victim in the alley. 

The young woman went missing nearly two years ago. She was abducted from Europe and killed here in Los Angeles. I stared at her still form and fought not to shudder. If it weren’t for all the blood on her dress, I would’ve thought she had fallen asleep in the snow. The killer placed her hands over her stomach, where the blood saturated her dress and stockings. Our Medical Examiner, Stephen Mount was still performing the autopsy, looking for the cause of Death. He ruled out exposure to the elements as soon as he saw the blood.

We knew who did it. His scent was all over the alley, but I needed physical evidence to back up my claims. No court would convict someone simply because their scent was left at the scene of a crime. Scent could be faked, or so the humans thought, but they didn’t have Maolanaithe, the Fae hound who could track a preternatural through the harshest conditions. He could tell everyone who’d been in the area for the last twelve months from scent trails alone.

Sadly, we had yet to prove that preter scent was too specific and unique to be duplicated, especially when there was a power trail present. There was also no way to prove that to the courts either. If the Akram didn’t do it, he was in the alley to observe and let it happen or even coached the killer, which made him an accessory at best and the killer at worst.

What brought a Demokæ3 so low as to kidnap and kill a lesser preter like this? Why would he kill her? What did he gain from her death? She wasn’t even an Angekæ4. She didn’t have many powers and they had all been common enough. 

My watch vibrated, and I glanced at it. It was a message from Stephen. He was finished with his examination and found something interesting. I just hoped it would help catch the Akram before he got his hands on Kalista. I would not let him hurt her again.





  


 

Chapter One

I slipped the Encyclopaedia of Angeles K-L onto the shelf and walked back to the reading nook Beryx and I had set up in one corner of the library’s second floor underground. My skirt swished around my knees as I walked, a near constant reminder that I was supposed to be at the New Year’s Eve party that my father was throwing. I pushed a stray curl behind my ear and tried not to think about why I should be there.

Beryx and I made an appearance, but we left when the Highest Family arrived. I shuddered as I thought about catching Clairice’s eyes as we walked to the elevator. I had successfully avoided her since I was released from the hospital. It had only been eight days, but she was my oldest sister, Allistasia’s best friend, and I’d nearly bumped into her every single day. 

“Lee, your thoughts are loud again,” Beryx said as I sat across the circular table from him. I hmm-ed, and he looked up from his book. He’d finished A History of the Downfall of a Nation: Rome, which he’d gotten for Christmas two days ago. Now he was reading The Mind behind a Killer by A. Angelic. I wasn’t sure why he’d chosen it. I was betting it had something to do with work, so I wasn’t going to ask.

“I know I won’t be able to avoid her forever, and the inevitability bothers me,” I said, taking the Encyclopaedia M-N off the stack and flipping to the first page of names.

“When it happens, we’ll handle it. For now, we’ll do our best to avoid her,” he said, his ice blue eyes sparkling with sincerity. They were warm and did wonders to calm my fear. I nodded and set the coffin shaped, obsidian paperweight on the crease between pages to keep the book open, but not damage the spine. I set my hands to the keyboard of my Angelic brand laptop and input more names and information, but my mind wasn’t in it.

Beryx went back to reading, and I looked up from the screen to his face. He was so serene while he read, even in the black dress shirt, and jeans. His hair was loosely braided and pulled over his left shoulder. My lips lifted into a smile as he turned the page completely oblivious that I was watching, or so it seemed.

I enjoyed these simple moments, but they wouldn’t last. I pushed that thought away before I went back to work. We’d spent the last four days like this. He read while I typed up a list of Angels, alongside a description, a list of abilities, and where they were assigned, if that was in the Encyclopaedia. 

Some of the entries were vague and nothing more than their Angelic attributes. Others included not only their powers, locations, and descriptions, but also their triumvirates. When Uncle Cannon heard I was compiling this for a database, he brought me his Compendium, which turned out to be one binder for each volume of the Encyclopaedia with more details than I could’ve hoped for. They contained his personal notes, which he gathered during his travels. It was meticulous and deserved its own publication.

I typed everything into a spreadsheet, then added notes into a correlating document. When I finished, I would send everything to Carson Water, the head of the tech department at the Preternatural and Mythical Creatures Agency, and he would create a searchable database. 

I talked with Carter when he came to see Packana5 on Agency business the day after Christmas. He agreed that a spreadsheet would be the way to start, so I set about inputting all the information. It gave me something to focus on and I loved to research. I’d finished nine volumes in almost five days, inputted over four-thousand names, and was on my third spreadsheet and document. There was too much information to have only one of each. 

I was halfway through the second page when an entry stuck out to me. There was only one line: ‘Marmaroth: Angel of Light, Truth, and Fate.’ That was all the author, one M. Angelic, wrote. I turned to Uncle Cannon’s Compendium, but he only had one line, too: ‘The Maker’s Executioner who has the power to thwart Fate.’ 

I blinked at the entry and tilted my head. Of the four-thousand Angeles I added, only four of them were mentioned as having a job assigned by the Maker, but they were all listed in the Encyclopaedia. My watch buzzed, and I jumped still not used to the new tech I’d gotten for Christmas. I groaned, and Beryx chuckled as he looked at his own watch. 

“I’m still not used to the notifications,” I grumbled as I looked at the screen. It was a text from Packana. I lifted the cover of Uncle Cannon’s Compendium and pulled my rectangular smartphone from under the edge. I pressed the home button and typed in the pin to unlock it.

I tapped the message and tilted my head: ~ Ball drops in three minutes. Come out to the driveway. ~ I looked at my computer. It was 11:58 p.m. 

“Lost track of time?” Beryx asked as he stuck a bookmark in his book. I nodded as he stood. I looked at the books and decided to leave them. I stood, and he lifted an eyebrow. “Planning on coming back?”

“Possibly,” I said as I stretched my arms over my head. He wrapped an arm around me and pulled me to him. I smiled and dropped my arms to his shoulders. “Unless you had something else in mind.”

“I might,” he hinted, then teleported to the driveway near the garage doors and away from the crowd. Packana stood near the steel rig he had installed for a disco ball that would drop at Midnight. He wore a suit, complete with vest and tie. 

Makumae6 stood on his left, and Mom, my stepmother, Lilian was on his right. They were both dressed in similar mermaid style gowns, though Makumae’s was deep sapphire, and Mom’s was emerald, which matched their eyes. They even wore their hair the same way. I mentioned when I first saw them. They brushed it off and shared an intimate look. I in turn dropped the subject. I did not want to know the intricacies of my parents love life.  

Packana met my eyes over the crowd and smiled at us. A spotlight turned on, focused on the disco ball. Packana cleared his throat, and it was heard over the hum of the crowd of nearly four-hundred people, only some of whom I recognized.

“Thank you all for coming to the New Year’s Eve and Engagement party,” he said, and I tuned him out. That was why I felt guilty for leaving the party after only thirty-minutes of socializing. It was our Engagement party. They knew I wouldn’t be able to stay long. They invited too many people for that. Packana’s power swept the crowd, and I focused back into his speech. “Now, join me in counting down the new year.” 

Another light turned on and projected a clock on the front of the house. It read 11:59:40, twenty seconds to the new year. The crowd coupled up and most everyone held a glass of champagne. At forty-nine seconds, the countdown began. Everyone’s auras burned with equal parts excitement and anticipation, and Beryx pulled me tight to his side with his right hand on the small of my back. 

I set my left hand on the triangle of his chest where his shirt was unbuttoned. He set his free hand over mine and gazed lovingly into my eyes. The heat of his passion brightened his blue eyes to pure white. His other hand slipped lower as we joined the crowd on five.

“Four… Three… Two… One,” we chanted as a whole before there were shouts of “Happy New Year.” I was too distracted by Beryx’s hand on my ass as he lifted me up and kissed me. I wrapped my legs around his waist, grateful that I took my sister, Tatiana’s advice and wore leggings under the skirt. 

The crowd around us started to mingle and move back inside out of the chill, but I was lost in my first New Year’s kiss. Maker knew there would be countless more, but that didn’t make this one any less special. I pulled back grinning and gazed into his eyes from inches away.

“So, what were your plans, Mister Drascul?” I asked, the tone of my voice hinting at my new intentions. He opened his mouth to answer when someone stepped up to our right. At first, I was going to ignore them, but Beryx’s aura shifted from playful passion to guarded concern.

“In a moment, Nev’da7. We have company,” he said, and I turned to the couple. They were taller than average with dark hair, but that was where the similarities ended. He was pale with soft, dark eyes, short black hair, and a kind face. Her skin was naturally tan, her loose curls were deep mahogany, and her eyes were crimson red, like my father’s. He was an Angeles8, and she was Demokæ.

“Apologies for interrupting but are you Beryx and Kalista?” the man asked. I was surprised that he led with that, but I nodded as I unlocked my legs from around Beryx’s waist. He set me on my feet as the man held out his hand. “My name is Arawn.”

Beryx shook his hand but paused as their eyes met. A metaphysical burst lit their auras as a familial relationship line connected, and I saw the slightest resemblance in the shape of their eyes.

They let go, but Beryx kept his eyes on the Angeles as he offered his hand to me. As we shook his power brushed mine, and I felt death on him, but it wasn’t unsettling or intimidating. It was calming and protective. When we let go, his power withdrew, and he smiled reassuringly. Beryx kept one arm around me, holding me close, both for my sake and his as his aura buzzed with nervous energy.

“I would say that it’s nice to meet you, but Angels of Death don’t visit without reason,” Beryx said, being his usual blunt self. Arawn turned that reassuring smile to Beryx, not dismissing the comment, but trying to show that there was no reason to worry.

“I simply wanted to meet you both and talk. I don’t expect anything from you, Beryx, and I’m not bearing bad news. I wanted to see if Lucifer was correct, and it appears that, this time, he is,” he said before the woman set her hand on his arm. Arawn set his hand over it then cleared his throat, “This is my wife, Bella Nyx.”

She held out her hand to Beryx who eyed it suspiciously before he took it. She didn’t reach her power out as was polite, just the opposite. She held it tight, which raised a few red flags. Only untrusting Preternaturals, or those with something to hide kept their powers back.

“It’s good to see that you’ve found your soulmate,” she said, and the hair on my neck rose as she turned to me. “You don’t recognize me. We’ve met once before.”

I took her hand and even with her power tightly bound, I felt the darkness wrapped around her aura. I saw a flash of her standing in the Master’s room at his Haven in Lashdanôke9, before I pulled my hand back and stared up at her. What business did she have with—? Then my brain kicked in. Bella was short for Isabella, and Isabella Nyx Bás was the Angel of Death, who oversaw the Death Sector of Lashdanôke, alongside her husband. Isabella was also friends with Makumae. When had I met her?

“I’m sorry, I don’t remember meeting you,” I said, breaking the silence. She smiled, and her aura calmed a little. She squeezed Arawn’s arm and cuddled closer to him as a soft breeze wafted down the driveway. 

“It was only in passing. I was visiting your mother,” she said, and I saw a brief flash of her sitting in the living room of Makumae and Justin’s house. It was a quick introduction as I grabbed something to eat before I rushed off to train at the Haven. Though, I lied and said I was headed to the market, or the Golden Chimera, or something like that. It was nearly eighteen years ago. Arawn turned to Beryx, who squeezed my hip ever so slightly.

“I wanted to congratulate you on your engagement and freedom. I’m sorry that it took the Council so long to question your brother’s ruling,” Arawn said to Beryx, and I stiffened as he turned to me. “You have your father’s cunning, Kalista. You also have the drive to find the truth that he used to have, and you fought hard for your beliefs. I’m sorry that the Council couldn’t see through the Akram’s malicious ways and were blinded by his charms.”

I blinked up at him, unsure how he knew so much, and wondered how much more he might know. Isabella squeezed his arm, and he turned to her.

“Nev’de10, you’re not helping,” she warned. He sighed and turned back to us.

“I’m really not, am I?” he questioned, rhetorically. I cuddled into Beryx’s side as a stronger gust whipped around us. He shielded me, smiled knowingly at them, and kissed the top of my head. 

“It’s always awkward when you meet your adult grandchildren for the first time after learning about the Hell they’ve been through,” Beryx offered, holding his hand out toward the door. “Let’s go inside. We can talk in the private lounge.”

I looked between him and Arawn then to Isabella and tilted my head. Beryx didn’t have a tie to Isabella, but he did to Arawn. That meant Arawn had a relationship before Isabella and had a child with her that he hadn’t known about. Who was the other woman and, better yet, why would she hide their heir, Beryx’s mother from him?



   

Chapter Two

We walked inside, and Arawn started a conversation with Beryx, but I was immediately distracted by an unfamiliar voice shouting in Packana’s office. I pulled my arm from Beryx’s back, and he looked down at me.

“I hear it too,” he projected before he answered Arawn. “I’ve not met my father.”

“I apologize. I thought you had. I spoke with him downstairs,” Arawn replied, and Beryx stiffened. Arawn saw it, and continued, “He said something about looking for you, but I don’t know where he—”

“Thank you for the warning,” Beryx said, voice monotone as his aura swirled with deep-rooted, childhood hurt from what his father, Remiel had done so many millennia ago.

“Remiel didn’t come to you before now?” Isabella asked, and it wasn’t malicious, or pointed, but the rest of us stiffened at his name. Saying an Angel’s Maker given Angelic name called their attention to you no matter where they were. It was why most Angels didn’t go by that created name, and some even went so far as to make sure the name was erased from history. Power thrummed in the air, and we turned toward Packana’s office right before there was a loud slap. I rushed toward the door unsure why, until I got there. 

“No, Lucifer! I will not be bound to you until you cut ties with them. You will not force this,” A female voice said as I threw the doors open. A bright light flashed and, when I could see again, Packana stood in front of his desk rubbing his cheek. There was another presence in one of the chairs, but I couldn’t see who it was, and their aura wasn’t familiar.

“Lucifer, was that Leighla?” Isabella asked from directly behind me, and I stepped to one side. Packana nodded and adjusted his coat. 

“Yes, it appears that Marmaroth is being her usual stubborn self,” he said before he looked up and met my eyes. His pupils dilated and his aura colored with regret as he tried to find a way out of this conversation, which made me want to continue it. I wanted to know more about Marmaroth. “I’m sorry that our argument disrupted your—”

“Who is she?” I asked, interrupting him before he could sidetrack. He sighed and perched on the front of his desk, crossing his arms over his chest. He was trying to distance himself from the conversation, or what happened between them.

“I’m not allowed to say. She is a private Angeles and has requested that I leave her out of my family affairs until I settle things,” he said, his inflection changing at the end as if quoting her. Isabella walked to him and set her hand on his swollen cheek. Red energy buzzed around her hand and his cheek healed.

“I’m surprised. She’s not usually so easily provoked,” she said and the other person in the room chuckled. She turned and grinned. “Fabien. No wonder she was so fiery.”

“Always the flatterer,” A man’s voice said, his thick French accent drawing me in as much as his tumultuous aura. He stood and his long blonde hair swirled as he pushed it over his shoulders. “I had nothing to do with Leigheas’ outburst. She simply wasn’t prepared for the facts. She is a stickler for traditions and rules.”

“She always was,” Isabella said before they hugged, and she turned to me. I stood there trying to keep up with the name change. It was common for Angeles to have more than one name, but I was stuck on their cultural, geographical, and centuries difference. Marmaroth was her Angelic name, Leigheas was ancient Celtic, and Leighla was modern. I’d have to note that down.  

Isabella looked to me as she talked with Fabien and subtly motioned for me to join them. I cautiously walked away from the doors, down the carpet in the center of the room which divided the room in half. I passed the identical living room sets and stopped at the end of the carpet, right behind the square leather chairs that sat in front of Packana’s desk.

“Fabien, this is my daughter and heir, Kalista Iliana,” Packana introduced me, but he didn’t move from his perch. I turned to the third Angel and started to offer my hand but froze as I stared up at his face. He looked exactly like the Angel from Edwin Holland Bashfield’s painting, Angel with Flaming Sword. From his deep golden ringlets to his skin that was nearly as pale as mine, and his eyes that were so blue they looked fake or enhanced, but they weren’t. His face was soft yet strong and matched the rest of him. He wore a poet’s shirt tucked into leather pants and it looked perfect on him even though it was centuries out of Fashion.

“She’s awestruck, Kitran11. She’s not seen many Angeles, has she?” he asked, and Packana pushed off the desk with a knowing smile.

“She has seen her fair share, but she recognizes you,” Packana said. Fabien looked from him to me, took my offered hand, and kissed the back before offering an arrogant ‘I’m beautiful and I know it’ smile. I scowled at him as Beryx came up behind me. “And this is her soulmate, Beryx Drascul.”

Fabien instantly straightened and looked him over. 

“Maolanaithe’s little charge,” he said, and Beryx glared up at the head taller Demokæ. He was most definitely too arrogant and self-obsessed to be an Angeles even though he called himself one.

“Touch my soulmate again, Plague, and I will lay you out. I don’t care whose Triumvirate you’re a part of,” Beryx answered, wrapping his arm around me, and pulling me to him. I looked at Fabien again and saw the glimmer of another form. His skin was so white it was translucent, black veins were visible underneath, and all his muscle was gone, leaving him hollow and sickly. I shook my head and the form vanished. 

Was I wrong about him being a Demokæ? Was he one of the Fœmoræ12? I wasn’t usually wrong about preternatural types.

“Don’t be so rash, Beastie. I have no plans for the Maker’s Prophesied Judge,” Fabien said, scoffing at Beryx’s show of protectiveness. “Besides, I know the damage that Li’ Escas13 can do. She doesn’t need you to protect her—”

“That is enough, Af,” Arawn called from the far side of the room. I didn’t take my eyes off the Fallen Angel before me. There was something off about him, not like my nemesis, the Ak’Chada14, but different. His presence was unsettling. Like if I looked away from him for even a second, he would attack, and or ruin everything I loved. I shuddered at the thought, and everyone looked at me. 

“Plague fits you,” I said, and his smile fell. That’s when I saw it, a glimpse into his soul. The arrogance, the taunting, and flirtation were a façade. Inside, there was a deep, festering wound on his heart that was dealt to him long before Beryx and I were born. He’d been vulnerable once, and they’d hurt him. “You’re heart…” He looked at my eyes and his metaphysical shield rose again. “You didn’t deserve what they did—”

“You weren’t there, Aknobas15. You do not know what I—” he started, and I grabbed his hand. He froze, staring at my hand before he looked up and into my eyes. I stared at the bridge of his nose to keep from seeing his past and his scowl darkened, bordering on anger. “And you won’t even meet my eyes.”

“Do you want to relive your past?” I asked. He took his hand from mine and stepped away from me. 

“There was only one Angeles with the power to see th—” he stopped and looked down at me before he looked to Packana. “How did she gain Akriel’s power?” he asked, and I remembered that name. Akriel was the Angel of Creation, Light, and Prophecy, and Uncle Cannon’s wife, my namesake, Kalista Iduna Tragedy.

“Kalista, are you wearing the necklace?” Packana asked. I dipped my head and pulled out my necklace that was now two chains and four pendants. 

The first was a cameo of the Angelic Crest that Packana gave me when I left him, and it neatly hid the other three pendants behind it. The second was the locket Beryx gave me for my birthday. The third was the healing crest, the one Aunt Kalista gave to Packana, who gave to Makumae to give to me. The fourth was a red jasper tower with jade veins running through it and was wrapped in copper wire, had a copper cap, and a pentacle topper. It kept my nemesis’s voice from my head when nothing else would. 

Fabien saw all four but didn’t focus on the healing crest. Instead, he stared at the tower, and his eyes flashed as he turned on Packana.

“You subjected your heir to his touch? You know what he does to heirs,” Fabien said as Arawn and Isabella joined us. Isabella looked at my necklaces and paused when she saw the tower. She lifted her hand to a necklace that sat in the plunging v of her neckline. The stone looked nearly identical to the tower, but it was carved to look like a heart and the wire that wrapped it looked like a pentacle. I looked from her to Fabien as Packana opened his mouth, but I spoke over them.  

“I wasn’t living with Packana when I met the Ak’Chada,” I said, and he turned back to me. “Packana and Troi’Kumae16 weren’t allowed in Lashdanôke.”

Fabien shot Packana another look.

“Maybe Leighla was right not to bond with you,” he said, and I shook my head. They all turned to me, and it was Packana who looked the most surprised.

“You have to bond with him. He has to cut ties, or he’ll corrupt again. You can’t let him corrupt again,” I pleaded, before the present faded, and I fell into Jotanôke, the Realm of Fate. 

⁂

I landed in a mound of rubble in a world that was perfectly grey. I jumped to my feet and turned in a slow circle. I stood in the ruins of a modern day city, and I recognized it. This was downtown, Los Angeles near the shopping malls. Since it was grey, it was just one of several outcomes and wasn’t a set moment in time.

A presence approached my back, and I whirled around in time for a burst of telekinetic energy to slam into me. I flew backward and opened my wings to stop me from hitting a brick wall. I focused on the origin of the power and froze. It looked like Packana, but his skin was pale, and his veins were black like Af’s other form.

“Have you come to take me to the Pit, Judge?!” he shouted, and I slowly dropped to rest one boot on a broken pillar. I stared at him analysing his aura. There was nothing but darkness, lies, and deceit… It felt more like the Ak’Chada. At the thought, Packana shifted into my nemesis, and the rubble vanished. I floated to the ground, but I didn’t alight, I hovered not trusting the Ak’Chada.

“I’m surprised that you saw through that, Keætæ17,” his silken voice slid over my skin. It was a bit gruffer than it had been, and I fought to stay afloat. I glared, nostrils flaring, and manifested my father’s sword, Oath Breaker. “That could happen, Kalista. It is one of many possible futures if your father turns Fœmoræ. The only falsehood was the end. He would never attack you, even in his corruption. You are his weakness.” 

He walked forward, cautiously, and I tracked him with my eyes. Something about this was wrong. What was he distracting me from?

“They always travel in pairs,” Beryx’s voice said from a distant memory. It was something he said to Doctor Alaric Reece at the hospital when the Golden Fœmoræ woke me from my first coma. A presence manifested behind me, and I shoved off the ground, aiming for the sky, but something caught my left wing and shredded it. I cried out in pain and fell back to the present. 

⁂

I was on my back in someone’s arms with my right side toward the person, but it wasn’t Beryx. He was on my left, and his healing warmth surrounded my shoulder. I stared up into Fabien’s nearly translucent face with its dark eyes and hollow cheeks. 

I lifted one hand and caressed his cheek as a tear slid down my face. Knowledge filled me, and I knew who did this to him. What I saw wasn’t his mortal form, but the corrupted form that rested just under the surface.

“They took your triumvirates from you,” I said, and he stared down at me. His eyes held hurt and intelligence even in the darkness of them. He had been an Angel of Light, but the Underworld killed both members of his Triumvirate. “How did they do it, Af? How did they kill two Angeles?”

“They didn’t kill the second,” he said, unable to tell a lie because I used his Angelic name. An oily black tear slid down his face. “Barakiel was corrupted, and Shasmiel was killed by the one you call Dagfinn during the war the Maker called The Council of Fire to wage on Sumer.”

He was telling the truth about Barakiel. I put him in the spreadsheet on day one, and Uncle Cannon’s Compendium said that he’d been locked in Tartarus. I would see what he wrote about Shasmiel when I got to S. Now I had three Angels I wanted to know more about: Marmaroth, Shasmiel, and Arawn’s first partner, whoever she may be.

“And you corrupted,” I said, and it tasted wrong.

“I was, Keætæ, but my triumvirate was not the reason for that. At least, not directly,” he admitted. He dropped his head, and Beryx’s power pulled back from my healed shoulder. I cupped Fabien’s face in my hands and moved to kneel in front of him. I stared at his face and absorbed his tears into my skin.

“They tricked you, Fabien. He was not your soulmate,” I found myself saying, and he stared into my eyes. I saw a man who looked like Fabien’s Mortal Vessel, save for his eyes which were the color of spring grass. They tricked Fabien into thinking this man was his soulmate, but then the man met his soulmate, and it tore Fabien’s heart out. The insanity that set in was complete, and he killed both the man and his soulmate, who was a Born Angel like me, someone with more than ninety percent Angelic DNA.

“That was not your fault,” I started but he shook his head.

“It was, Keætæ. I should’ve known it was a lie—”

“Why? You are not an Angel of Truth, nor are you one of Knowledge or Love. You are Chaos, Prosperity, and Light. You are not meant to know such things. They tricked you, formed the connection by infiltrating your mind,” I said, holding his head still. I felt their presence at the back of his mind. Thick liquid slid from my nose as I forced him to look at me. The Maker’s power rested on my shoulders, and He spoke through me, again. Like he had on Christmas Eve. 

“Mi’ Angeles18, Dagadokin19, you are forgiven. Your soulmate lives, but you must be here with Helel. Bond with him, become his third of light until I bring you to another triumvirate,” He said and as Fabien met my eyes, I saw his soulmate. She sat on a cliff surrounded by green grass. Her long blonde hair fluttered in the breeze as he alighted beside her. She took his hollow face in her hands and kissed him deeply. His full Angelic form returned to him, and he was whole and healthy again. 

When I blinked, I was back in Packana’s office, and my eyes were heavy. I reached out to Beryx with both my power and my hands. Beryx grabbed my left arm, and Fabien helped me stand by grabbing the other. Beryx didn’t protest. He’d been here, silently watching, waiting to see what the Maker would do. Fabien met Beryx’s eyes and started to take his hand back, but stopped as Beryx shook his head.

“I misjudged you, Fabien. Can you forgive me?” Beryx asked, holding out his other arm. Fabien looked from it to me and back before he took it. 

“There is nothing to forgive. You only judged me by what I showed you, and that is all we can ever do,” he said, returning to his healthy mortal form before he brought my hand to Beryx’s. “You two have such an amazing opportunity. Don’t blow it.”

 



   

Chapter Three

I tried not to dwell on Fabien’s parting comment as he vanished, but it burrowed into my subconscious. I looked at the rest of them and tried to process everything I’d seen in the last twenty minutes. It seemed that 1998 was going to be a hard year with many struggles. 

“Kalista,” Arawn said from my right. I turned to him and stared blankly, too tired to force emotion into my face. “You should go get some sleep—”

“Not yet,” I said, and turned to Packana. His aura looked brighter, and his power more vibrant. “You bonded.”

“We did. Thank you, Keætæ. I have cut my ties to—” he nearly said my nemesis’s name but thought better of it. “The Akram. Your Uncle Dagfinn has taken his spot in my Triumvirate of Knowledge as well.”

“I’m glad to hear it,” Arawn said, turning to him. “So, you know why I’m here.”

“I do, Kitran,” Packana said, before turning to me. “Let me say goodnight to my daughter and her soulmate, then we can talk about bonding.”

“What of Truth?” I asked, needing to know for sure that Packana wouldn’t corrupt. The world wouldn’t survive his corruption, and if he did corrupt, intuition said that I would have to kill him before he destroyed everything.

“Jethro and Darius have bonded with me for Truth. Though, I fear Leighla will not want to mend our severed bond for Light. She would rather be alone than be bound to me again,” he said, face withdrawn as he thought about her. I blinked at him and wondered if I could talk her into it. He met my eyes and shook his head. “Please, Mi’ Angeles Simakti20. That won’t help. She is a stubborn Angeles and does not want my influence to taint her further. I fear that there is no other for her to bond with. Not now. She is the last Angeles of Light, and even she is stained.”

My heart fell at the thought. I only read of three Angeles of light, which weren’t dead or fallen, in the Encyclopaedia so far: Af, Helel, and Marmaroth. I had now met all but Marmaroth, or Leighla, the Thwarter of Fate. My eyes were heavy, but I wanted more information about her. How was she stained? Why wouldn’t she bond and help them both?

“I am sorry, but I need sleep,” I said, yawning. It wasn’t a lie. I did need sleep, but that’s not where I was going. At least, not right away. Packana opened his arms, and I hugged him tight. 

“Packana Tartas21 Simakti,” he said, and I grinned up at him. 

“Simakti Tartan22 Packana,” I returned, before I pulled away and turned to our guests. Arawn was closer, so I smiled up at him. “Would a hug be weird?”

“Not for my soon-to-be granddaughter-in-law and the Keætæ,” he said, and I stood straighter at my title. He was addressing me as the Heir to the Preternatural throne, for lack of a better term, and my knowledge aspect said that Arawn saw that I had gained Packana’s title of Lord of Demons. I didn’t want it, and it came much too young, but it came in handy a time or two already as it gave me the ability to command lesser preternaturals. I tried not to use it, but sometimes that was all I could do. I hugged him before I turned to Isabella.

“Can I hug you?” I asked, holding my arms out to her. She sadly smiled then hugged me close.

“You can have a hug any time you want one, Li’ Aknobas ka eh Charka23,” she said, using my second title, the one my nemesis corrupted. How was it significant to this moment? I pulled back and looked from her eyes to her necklace and back. How much of a hold did he have on her? “Don’t worry about that now, Keætæ. Go with your soulmate and get some sleep.”

“Thank you, and I hope we meet again,” I said, turning to Beryx who held out his hand. I took it and we walked out of the office on the second floor. I still had no idea how that worked. The office only had one exit and yet it opened in the foyer and up here seemingly at random.

“I’ve stopped asking,” Beryx said and paused as I stepped to the right. “Let me guess, we’re not going back to bed.” I innocently tilted my head, and he rolled his eyes but followed me around the couches. I didn’t turn toward my room. 

“You have that look in your eyes and a determined curiosity in your aura,” he said, unsure where we were going or why. I was tired, but I wanted to find out more about Leighla, Shasmiel, and Beryx’s grandmother. I turned into the library, and he lifted an eyebrow. When we were inside, he pulled me to a stop, shut the doors with his telekinesis, and stared down at my eyes as I set my hand on his chest. “You’re not going to leave Leighla alone, are you?”

“You know me so well,” I said, and stood on tiptoe to kiss him. He leaned down and caught my lips, kissing me deeply, showing me how much he both needed and wanted me. My toes curled as red-hot energy coursed through me, and I wanted to give in, wanted to take Beryx to my room and make passionate love until daybreak, but I couldn’t. Not yet. I pulled back and paused because my legs were around his waist again. Sometime during that kiss he’d teleported us down to our little nook and lifted me up.

“Are you sure that you can’t spare five minutes?” he asked, before lifting me up a bit higher and dipping his head to my neck. He kissed down it, and I set my hand to the back of his head.

“Beryx, I—” I gasped as he licked and sucked the side of my neck causing my body to warm. I let my head drop back, and he turned, setting me gently against the bookshelf. “Right here?” I asked, breath catching at the thought. 

“Yes, right here. I would’ve done this in your room, but you came here,” he reminded me telepathically as he lifted me a bit higher. He kissed over my collarbone, down my sternum and nuzzled his face into the corset under my own button-down shirt. We’d dressed corporate goth today, instead of to the nines like everyone else. We didn’t like to dress in such restrictive clothing when it wasn’t completely necessary. 

He slid his hand over my bare thigh and all thought stopped. He’d sent my pants to my room, and I hadn’t noticed because I was too hot. He pulled back a second before my corset disappeared too. Blush filled my cheeks before I smirked. 

“Dirty pool old man,” I projected, quoting one of my new favourite movies. “Two can play that game.” I sent his shirt to the desk chair in my room and that was just the beginning. 

⁂

Several long, arduous moments later, we were in my room, and I lay on his chest basking in the afterglow. I looked up at him and realized that he’d distracted me. 

“You did that on purpose,” I yawned, and he lifted one eyebrow.

“I always make love to you on purpose,” he quipped, running his hand lazily down my spine. I rolled my eyes and glared at him. “You mean wear you out so that you’ll sleep instead of staying up until four in the morning, again?”

I groaned at his logic and snuggled more. I summoned the covers from under him to over us, and he tucked them in around us then kissed the top of my head. 

“Don’t sulk. You enjoyed it.” He smirked, and I smirked back.

“I always enjoy making love to you, Mi’ Kręætœh24,” I echoed his earlier quip and kissed his chest before my eyes grew heavy. “But you’re not going to distract me from it tomorrow. I will find out more about this stubborn, illusive Angel of Light and figure out why she doesn’t want to join with Packana so I can help him and her.”

“I’m sure you will, Akhek25,” he said, his voice deepening as it always did while he was falling asleep. “I love you, Kalista.”

“I love you too, Beryx.” My eyes closed as he fell asleep first. I listened to his breathing deepen and his heartbeat slow until I dropped off too. 

⁂

Unlike most nights, I didn’t wake up in Locanôke26 with him. I was in an unfamiliar place, and something felt wrong. I lifted my hand, and it wasn’t pale but a light natural tan. I sat bolt upright and stared into the mirror at the end of a narrow bed. My eyes were light green-ish blue, my face was regal face, and surrounded by deep ebony brown waves. I stared uncertain that I wasn’t dreaming. This face was familiar, but the eyes didn’t match my memories. A knock came from the right, and I startled.

“Ivanya, are you here?” a familiar voice called, and my heart lifted. Lifted? What? At the realization that I wasn’t in my body, I separated from her. She threw back the covers and rushed toward the door stark naked. She hid behind the door as she unlatched it then slowly opened it, peaking through the crack. 

“Justin, I didn’t think I’d ever see you again. There were rumours that you were sent to Ireland,” she said, then paused as she saw someone else with him. “So, they weren’t lies.”

“Ivanya, I mean no ill will. I’m only here to see it for myself,” the voice of my cousin, Belenus came from the hall. I scrunched my eyebrows and didn’t overthink it. Ivanya was suddenly dressed in a modest nightshirt and matching pants. She opened the door and swept her arm into the room. 

“Come in, before someone sees,” she said, and they entered. Justin, my stepfather, and the first voice I heard, looked relieved that she would let them in. Belenus looked quite the opposite. His pale face was tense, and his blonde hair was longer than it had been at Christmas. This was in the future.

“I’m sorry for not sending a message first. I didn’t know how he would respond,” Justin said, and my eyebrows scrunched. 

He who? Did he mean Ephraim, her supposed husband? I looked around at the modest room and another thought struck me. It wasn’t a home, but a motel.

“You have a point,” she said, but her voice sounded wrong. I opened my Angelic sight, and a shadowy figure stood behind her and slightly to the left. There was nothing there to cast a shadow, and it looked nothing like Justin or Belenus.

“Who are you? Tell me your name,” Belenus demanded, and my brows furrowed enough to make my head ache. I consciously relaxed them and watched the three of them.

“Did you think it would be so easy, Son of Dagda?” Ivanya spoke, but her voice didn’t sound female, or twisted anymore, it was fully male. “There is power in a name. It makes me glad I never received one.”

The power shifted, and Ivanya cursed, voice once again female. She grabbed Justin’s hand, and he pulled her closer. She breathed heavily and set the bend of her nose to his neck, while looking at Belenus. She looked like the polar opposite of the confident, arrogant bitch from my memories. What was going on? 

“We call him Marcus. He was stillborn,” she said, and all thought stopped. Belenus watched her eyes, but he wasn’t convinced. 

“We who?” he asked, and the dream shifted before I got an answer. 

⁂

I stood in one of the hallways in Packana’s fortress in Illyria. Ivanya walked down the hallway talking to herself, or so it seemed.

“I will not do it,” she said. Then the male voice spoke from her lips.

“You will do it, Ivanya, or I will force you to. My powers grow stronger as yours weaken,” he taunted her. Her shoulders slumped and she turned to a mirror that sat on a table to one side. Her reflection was the same, except for her eyes. They were gold like they were in my memories. 

Everything went dark, and I heard Doctor Diovan Lorkyn’s voice in my head: “Your eyes were open, but they were glazed and white as if you were blind… It was eerie as if someone else were in control of your body but couldn’t work it properly.” That was while I was drugged and my conscious suppressed. Then I thought about times when other’s eyes changed, like when Justin acted out. It was my Nemesis in Justin’s skin, the Ak’Chada, who’s name I avoided thinking in order to keep him well away from me. My mind reminded me that it hadn’t worked. He’d come to me in that vision, and he’d tried to bring the Golden B’aktana27 with him.

Who was Marcus? How was he controlling her? The world brightened again, and I was in a sitting room in Packana’s fortress. It was one of many that was the central room of a suite. Whose suite was this? I didn’t have to wait long. One set of doors crashed open and a half naked man whom I’d never met backed out. His eyes were on whoever, or whatever, was inside the room as he tucked a sheet around his waist. 

“What did you do to me? How did you—? Why would you—?” he asked not finishing any question, and I wanted to know for sure, but intuition said it was Marcus in control of Ivanya’s body. She stepped into the doorway once again fully nude save for golden chainmail that looked like it was from a fantasy game and left little to the imagination. It also matched her eyes.

“Come now, Hagrid. You’ve wanted to do that to her. I’ve seen your lust filled glances,” Marcus said. I knew that name. Hagrid was a member of the Council of Fire. He died in a battle many years before I was born. He was Ivanya’s twin brother. Hagrid shuddered and shook his head.

“No. You planted those thoughts. I refused to violate her. You forced me. You-you have gained the power to control minds,” he said, and Ivanya grinned. My stomach churned at the prospect. Was there someone else inside Ivanya’s body? Was Ivanya not the one who hurt me and schemed with Vretil?

I clapped my hands over my metaphysical mouth as the world went dark again. Saksha Valkarah Toshki28. I’d been so careful not to think his name, or say it, since Christmas. I scrambled to raise my mental shields. I found them whole. There was no damage, no holes, no cracks, but I felt him behind them, pressing against them, wanting inside. I was too strong… or maybe it was that he was too weak. 

Makuta, his son and another unwilling host to the Ak’Chada, said that he was still metaphysically healing, as I was. Even after he was physical healed from Ivanya— Or had that been Marcus too? I had too many questions and not enough answers. I closed my eyes and reached out with my power until I was back in my room laying on top of Beryx.

 



   

Chapter Four

Beryx was still sleeping. I slowly slid off him, and he rolled toward me, but I slid to the side of the bed before he could wrap his arm around me and pull me in tight like usual. He opened one eye and watched me as moonlight streamed through the bay window that overlooked the courtyard garden behind the twelve-car garage, highlighting my waifish silhouette.

“What time is it?” he mumbled, and I looked at my watch. It was four a.m. I’d been asleep for maybe three hours.

“Too early to be awake,” I grumbled. He reached for me, and I took his hand. 

“Then come back and cuddle until you fall asleep,” he said, gently tugging. I shook my head, wishing it were that simple, but I also didn’t know how to explain it, plus he needed his sleep and would be worried if I told him my visions. However, my bladder came up with the perfect excuse.

“I need to go to the bathroom first,” I said, then kissed his knuckles before I summoned my bunny slippers to my feet. I shuffled into the bathroom, emptied my bladder, and the longer I was upright the more awake I got. After I washed my hands, I knew I wasn’t going to get back to sleep. Not with thoughts of Ivanya, her dead twin, and this Marcus on my mind. 

Instead of walking back into my room and possibly disturbing Beryx, I teleported to our little nook in the library wearing my Christmas Pyjamas. I quickly scrawled a note to Beryx letting him know that I couldn’t sleep and decided to work on the database. I signed the note Your Princess of the Night then sent it to my pillow where he would find it when he woke for the day.

What I wanted to do was find out about Ivanya, Hagrid, and Marcus, but I had no way to do that. If I was an Agent, I could’ve used the Agencies database to dig up information, but I wasn’t. Plus, with Ivanya’s current wanted status, it would trip some kind of alarm. With my luck, it would alert whoever was assigned to search for her, or perhaps Ramah Highest, Claire’s father, who was one of the Directors of the Agency. Or worse Packana, who was actually two of three directors. Of course, no one was supposed to know that. 

I tapped the mousepad of my laptop and the screen turned on. A low battery message appeared, and I plugged it in. I looked back to the open Encyclopaedia and paused as Marmaroth’s name stuck out again. I turned to Uncle Cannon’s Compendium and wondered again why they hadn’t put more. If she were in Packana’s Triumvirate of Light, why wouldn’t they mention that? Were they worried about her reaction?

I sat back and stared at my laptop screen. How could I find out more about her? I sat forward and opened the Angelic web browser. I typed in Marmaroth Angel of Light, but there was only one hit. I tilted my head at the title. It looked suspicious, so I didn’t click it right away, but the preview drew me in. 

‘Angel known to thwart fate. Not much is known about them. Any concrete evidence has been impossible to find, and the Agency would tell you not to go looking, or at least that’s what they told me.’ I tapped the link and it opened to a Preternatural Journal of sorts from a Professor in England. 

I skimmed the article and was surprised at just how little he’d found. I looked up my father’s Angelic name and again he had next to nothing. I then typed in Lucifer, and he even had a picture of my father’s blonde form, but farther down the article he speculated that Ashton was an alias. After the closing sentence was a notation.

‘I’ve been visited by the Agency, again. They’ve told me to stop posting such falsities online, but that’s how I know I’ve done a good job.’ Then there was a winking face. It was quite unprofessional, but most taunts are. He was baiting the Agency. What was he trying to do? 

I looked at his name and tilted my head: Professor Stephen Masters, Doctor of Preternatural History and Angels. I hadn’t heard of him, so he wasn’t popular enough or his theories sound enough that my teachers in Lashdanôke mentioned him. I was sure that Miss Aria or Miss Teach would have noted it. I looked at the date the site was started, and when he posted the theories. It was after I was imprisoned, so maybe they had mentioned it to other students.

At that thought, I clicked out of the browser, and remembered where I was. I was in the largest library of Preternatural texts in the world, or so Packana said. I could research Mentakinesis and possession. All I needed was the demonology book Miss Teach taught from. I stood and stretched, then shuffled down the hall to find it.

It took me over an hour to find it while rearranging books, so they were in the proper order. Regardless, I found it and a few others before I started back up the spiral staircase to the nook. I heard footsteps on the floor above me as I set my books on the table. 

“Titch,” Max called, and I smiled.

“Yes, Neart29,” I called back. I didn’t sit. I waited until he descended the stairs and ducked out from under them. “Morning. I thought you’d have left for New Mexico by now.”

He smirked and shook his head. He lumbered over to me, and I hugged the six foot eight giant before I sat. He sat across from me and eyed the stacks of books.

“Not exactly the best idea to leave town after a murder.”

I stiffened with the demonology book halfway off the stack. “Murder?” I asked, and he nodded.

“Makes you look guilty if you leave town too fast,” he said with a wink, trying and failing to get me off the subject. “Since I am always guilty of something, I figure I’d stick around.”

I set the book down and shook my head. “Not my job, not my demon,” I reminded myself. I didn’t work for the Agency, so I didn’t need to worry myself into a vision over a case. Max lifted an eyebrow before he looked at the time.

“What are you doing up? You’re usually asleep until ten,” he said. He was right. Both Beryx and I were night owls that preferred to stay awake after everyone went to bed and wake up after the morning people were out of the kitchen.

“I had some weird dreams,” I said, then it dawned on me. Max lived with Packana at the same time Ivanya and Hagrid did. I set the book back on the stack and leaned forward. 

His eyebrow cocked again. “You’ve got that look, Titch. What do you think I can help you with?” 

I sat back, placed my elbows on the armrests and folded my hands over my stomach.

“That depends. Did you interact with Hagrid while you were at the Fortress of Light?” I asked. His eyebrow returned to its neutral position, and his eyes darkened. That was never good.

“He was a good warrior, had a solid head on his shoulders, except for where his sister was concerned,” he said, and I made the mistake of looking into his eyes. 

⁂

Max sat in the dining hall at the fortress and there was a feast spread. It must have been a victory feast because the majority of attendees were from Packana’s army. Max turned his head and sniffed. I followed his line of sight and found Hagrid in one corner with Ivanya. She was trying to pull him toward the doors, but he got away from her. I moved from Max to them and eavesdropped. 

“I will not do that again, M—,” Hagrid stopped, not finishing the name as someone passed by within earshot. “You’re drunk. Go find someone else to ply with your womanly wiles. I will not sleep with my sister.”

“Come now, Hagrid. You know you want it,” she said, pressing herself against him until her chest almost popped out of her shirt. He shook his head and stepped away from her causing her to nearly topple over. She threw her drink at him, and Max was suddenly there.

“Ivanya, you are drunk. Either go to your room, or I will take you there,” he threatened, and I wondered why he’d do that. It wasn’t like she was one of his wards. Then I remembered that he was old enough that Makuta might have been one of his wards, seeing as Makuta was born in Packana’s fortress.

“You are not my father,” she spat at him, and Makuta came up beside her. 

“No, but I am,” he said, and he didn’t stop walking. He picked her up, tossed her over his shoulder, and continued out of the hall with her protesting the entire way. Max turned to Hagrid, who sighed and shook his head.

“She is not herself,” Hagrid said dismissively, or so Max thought. That wasn’t it at all. Hagrid was just drunk enough to tell the truth.

“If that is her not bein’ herself, then it has been over a fortnight,” Max said, his Irish accent strong just like I remembered. 

⁂

I returned to the library with him watching me. His green eyes swirling and dilating like a camera lens as the cybernetics focused.

“Which day did you see?” he asked. I told him and he scoffed. “She always seemed wrong to me. She often didn’t smell the same two days in a row, or two hours even. I never did figure out why. I thought it was just because she slept around, but the only ones that would admit to sleeping with her were the doppelganger, lizard boy, and beak brains.”

“And they would be?” I asked. The doppelganger was probably Ephraim, but I had no idea who lizard boy, or beak brains were.

“Your Soulmate’s triplet, a Comorian named Chaucer, and a chimera who died protecting her during the wars,” he said, and I blinked at him. I hadn’t met Chaucer, but I heard of him and his twin. Max took my silence for confusion and continued, “Chaucer and his twin sister, Calypso stayed with your father when he was aligned with individuals, whom I now actively hunt.”

“Do you know where Calypso is?” I asked. I still hadn’t found out about her since my talks with Beryx about Uncle Larock.

“She died,” he said, and his phone went off before I could negate that. He looked at it, silenced it, and turned to me.

“You’re not going to answer that?”

“A little tip for you, Titch: you never have to answer the first time someone calls. Hell, you don’t have to answer anytime anyone calls. No one has the right to contact you twenty-four seven. Set the ground rules early and don’t let them trample all over you,” his phone went off again. “I should just block his damn number,” he grumbled before putting the phone to his ear. He said nothing but I heard someone else talking, though it was too quiet for me to hear who. He probably had the sound turned down due to his heightened hearing.

“I’m with your daughter… Call her and ask,” he said, then hung up. I lifted one eyebrow and my phone vibrated in my pocket. I pulled it out, not remembering that I put it there and saw Packana’s number
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