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      For the library nerd in all of us.

      Can you imagine having access to books from all corners of history and cultures? I totally geeked out while writing the Angelic Realm library. Enjoy!
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      War is coming.

      The Grigori, the fallen angels, had escaped from banishment. The leader of the Fallen, Remiel, and the band of disgraced angels were free, organized, and gunning for humans and Archangels.

      The beginning salvo had been fired three months ago and based on the intel the Archangels currently had, they believed the Grigori were planning more attacks on Earth and the Angelic Realm.

      Malicious intent was afoot.

      What was the divine task of Jehudiel, the Archangel of Illumination, Wisdom, and Knowledge? His assigned duty as commanded by Michael, the leader of the seven Archangels and ruler of the Third Sphere?

      Get to the library, Jed.

      Jed sighed. So much for being a badass.

      Yep, the Archangel’s mortal enemies, the Grigori, the fallen angels who had been banished thousands of years ago, had escaped from their prison and were about to rain fire, brimstone, plagues, and more upon both the Angelic Realm and the Earth.

      And where was Jed? Stuck on the Millennium Falcon fixing the hyper-drive.

      At least, that’s what it felt like.

      Most days he covered his feelings of inadequacy with jokes, but as shit got real, he was less and less amused. He couldn’t help but feel ineffective compared to his physically gifted brethren.

      At the very least, he’d figured out something important.

      Jed found Michael, the head of the Archangels, in the gym playing two on two with Zachariel, Gabriel, and Samael.

      The realm basketball court was designed like an old-fashioned high school gymnasium. When they wanted to work up a sweat together, this was how the Archangels did it. Rather than give any angel an advantage due to familiarity with ancient Roman and coliseum games, they chose basketball as a neutral sport. Basketball hadn’t existed when any of the Archangels had ascended to the Third Sphere.

      Jed walked into the realm gym. The squeak of high tops and the thump of the basketball on the lacquered wood filled the air, and he took a moment to observe.

      They were playing shirts and skins. Michael and Sam were the skins. Zach and Gabe were the shirts.

      Zach grumbled the entire time, bitching about playing in the first place. Sweat poured off Sam’s body as he checked Zach, who went flying toward the bleachers, and then Sam made an easy layup, laughing his ass off the entire time.

      Zach hopped to his feet. “Yo, I call bullshit. That was a foul.”

      Sam, the Archangel of Love and Joy, shot Zach a cocky smile, held his hands up by his shoulders. “Hey, I’m a lover, not a fighter.”

      Gabe, Archangel of Revelation, called out the score. “Sixty-six to sixty-five. You’re still down one. Is our vaunted leader getting old?” He snickered at Michael and inbounded the pass to Zach, who beelined for the other end of the court.

      Jed watched the casual interaction between them, a weird ache in his chest at their easy camaraderie, which didn’t include him.

      The only one who didn’t look like he was having fun was Zach, Archangel of Forgiveness. But Zach never looked like he was having fun.

      Michael stripped the ball from Zach and sprinted back down the court. In a move Michael Jordan would have loved, he scored again, vaulting into the air and slamming the ball through the net in a one-handed dunk. He dropped to the floor on both feet with a boom that shook the gymnasium.

      “Sixty-seven to sixty-six.” Michael’s mouth stretched into a grin and the worry lines disappeared. “We win.”

      They all needed to let off steam. The stress of the past few months was getting to everyone.

      Their brother Uri was still missing. The Archangel of Birth, Peace, and Renewal had vanished a few months ago and no one could find him.

      The Archangel of Healing, Raphael and his human angel, Angelina had managed to quell a bird flu epidemic that threatened humans. Once they killed the infected animals, they were able to stop the disease from spreading. The virus had been scientifically engineered rather than a naturally occurring mutation.

      Their looming problem was they knew that the Fallen were planning more destruction and mayhem.

      But they had no idea what, or how, or when the Fallen were planning to attack.

      They had discovered that the Nephilim, a breed of half angels/half humans, had not been eradicated as previously believed. They had been sentenced to death hundreds of years ago after being deemed evil, responsible for the Black Death and other plagues that had befallen humans.

      He understood the radical decision to wipe out the Nephilim had not been made lightly.

      But he would prefer to gather all the information and make his own assessment of the situation. He wanted to study the historical artifacts so he could understand the series of events that led to their, supposed, extinction, but he’d been too busy trying to find out what the Grigori had planned next.

      The Angelic Realm knew the Grigori had convinced some Nephilim to work with them.

      Fortunately, Michael’s compassion and calm head had prevailed. He had convinced the Realm Council that more information was needed. Many questions about the character of current Nephilim, versus the evil Nephilim they’d been led to believe existed from historical texts, remained.

      The Realm Council had decided to let the Nephilim community continue to live for the moment, but the Realm still need to decide what they were going to do with them.

      Had all Nephilim been truly bad?

      Jed knew that most people weren’t all good or all bad but mixture of both. Villains always believed they were the heroes of their story.

      But since the existence of the Nephilim had been discovered, Michael had worn an air of moroseness like a shroud. As if the Angelic Realm’s original decision to extinguish their existence had weighted him down. That event had corresponded with the Fallen being banished. Michael hadn’t been an archangel when all that happened. He had ascended from a Principality when Uri had bound the fallen angels and sent them to the Banished Realm.

      Michael didn’t share things with the others. His status as the leader of the Archangels and the Third Sphere kept him slightly apart and aloof. Jed understood Michael did this to protect himself from the emotional impact of his decisions. But Jed often thought it wasn’t a healthy coping mechanism.

      Of course, who was he to talk? His coping mechanism was to retreat to the library. To consume more intelligence, to know as much as he could about a subject or situation.

      Everyone was on edge.

      The other Archangels had been commanded to spend more time on Earth, gathering information and reconnecting with the humans they were supposed to protect.

      Only Jed had been stuck here working in the Realm library.

      “What’s up, our bookish friend?” Sam had nicknames for everyone. He understood Jed’s love of books and knowledge made him an effective and fulfilled Archangel.

      On a cerebral level—Sam understood joy like no one else. He’d probably been the one to suggest their pickup game.

      Jed hated to disrupt what seemed truly fun. “We found something.”

      Everyone’s easy demeanor disappeared.

      “To the library.” Michael commanded. “Now.”
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      Within seconds, they had translocated to Jed’s domain. Michael stood in the ageless library; his massive arms crossed over his fifty-five-inch chest and surveyed the room. Long wooden tables were littered with both ancient works and modern computers that displayed archived online texts. The human internet was a wonderful resource.

      Zach, Sam, and Gabe prowled through the jam-packed bookshelves, clearly out of their element.

      At five foot eleven, Jed wasn’t small. He was bulky in the shoulders, but next to Michael he felt like a puny child. Michael easily stood six foot seven. He was enormous and had a mane of silver hair that brushed away from his face, the tips grazing shoulders.

      “I’ve read some prophecies that parallel the current situation.”

      “And?” Michael didn’t display any impatience, but edgy emotion seethed below the surface of his calm demeanor.

      “There is a coming darkness.” Jed rubbed his fingers along the gilt edge of the calf skin vellum.

      “Eclipse?” Michael began to pace. His mind was lightning quick. His boot heels clicked with understated annoyance at the guessing game—because that was totally what it was.

      “I don’t see how the Grigori could actually force an eclipse.” Jed joked. “Even the Evil Empire didn’t have that kind of power.”

      Michael fixed his vibrant, mesmerizing blue gaze on Jed.

      “Yeah, yeah. Sorry.” Jed fell back on his geekdom when he was uncomfortable, which lately felt like all the damn time. He hated not knowing what was going on. He had waited longer than was likely advisable to share this information. He still wasn’t sure. “I do think it’s an eclipse.”

      Michael sensed his hesitation. “But?”

      “But an eclipse occurs naturally in the rotation of the Earth and Sun. They must be planning something during the eclipse.” As if he needed to remind Michael and the others, he stated the obvious. “We cannot communicate with Earth or translocate during an eclipse. It renders us powerless. If there is another attack, we won’t be able to help the humans.”

      Zach scowled. Jed didn’t know what had happened to the archangel, but he hadn’t smiled in hundreds of years.

      Michael nodded as he stared absently at the screen saver depicting the Book of Kells. “When is the next eclipse?”

      Jed had consulted the lunar calendar. “March 20th.”

      Gabriel straightened. “That’s in three days.”

      “What are you thinking?” Michael asked Gabriel.

      “There are the standard conspiracies surrounding eclipses that are rinse and repeat. Such as government weather control.” Gabe rolled his eyes. He ticked off the other theories on his fingers. “Demon portals, alien invasions, and mass depopulation events.”

      He finished, “This will escalate the most current conspiracy theories circulating at the moment.” He frowned. “Recently, more activity than usual from one corner of the internet has been vexing me.”

      “Will this be a problem?” Michael continued to gather information.

      “There are always some random, scare tactic theories designed to alarm the general population. Most amount to nothing and the doomsday predictions fizzle out when the predicted end of times days come and go with no issue.”

      Gabe sounded weirdly disappointed by that truth.

      Sam said, “Eclipses are usually a banner time for the Bond Angels. Lots of hooking up before the end of the world.” Sam’s unusual pale, blue eyes, sparkled with a bit of mischief.

      “But if there is some truth behind a theory, then things could actually go sideways.” Gabe cautioned. As much as Gabe loved to tout the conspiracies, he usually used his voice to calm human fears, not escalate them. “The true danger is fear, isolation, and very poor decision-making from the ‘believers.’ ”

      Michael commanded Gabe. “Get in touch with your Herald angels. See if there are any credible leads or theories at play.”

      “There is one Herald who has been very vocal of late.” He frowned again.

      “Go check it out.”

      Gabe put his fist over his heart and bowed. “On it.”

      “We need to figure out what kind of attack is coming next.” Michael propped his hands on his hips.

      “I am aware.” Jed replied. “That’s why I need to go get this book.”

      After weeks of research, he had discovered the answers lay in an obscure, illuminated manuscript, the Book of Angelus. Once he retrieved the Book of Angelus, and mined the tome for its secrets, he would be back to his lonely tasks in a room full of archives.

      Michael raised his dark brows. “Fine.”

      Only one problem besides the fact that he needed to go get it, the book was in an ancient language that would take some time to translate. “I believe the Book of Angelus holds the answers.”

      “Tell me more about this book.”

      “The Latin scholar and prophet, Padraig Duffey, from the thirteenth century depicted the future of the Angelic Realm and Earth in an illuminated text.”

      Michael considered Jed’s statement. “The future. Of our Realm?”

      Jed nodded. “He was an Irish prophet, like Nostradamus, except he isn’t a household name. He chronicled the history of the Angelic Realm, from the fall and banishment of Remiel and the other angels, and into the future.”

      Michael grimaced.

      “Padraig made predictions based on his visions.”

      Michael didn’t blink at the revelation; his brain had clearly already moved on to the bottom line. “Why is the book not in our archives?”

      “Because there is only one copy and the book had predictions of the future, it was not considered relevant to the Realm. The Powers in the Second Sphere assumed that it was not worthy or necessary. However, The Keepers of History kept notes on the book.

      “From the notes, I discovered he has been one hundred percent accurate in his predictions. At least up to this point in history. But I only know of events that have already happened.”

      “So, you’re saying this book could foretell what the Grigori plan to do next.”

      “Yes.”

      “The humans have it?” Michael ran his fingers through his silver mane, his bicep bulging as he clenched the strands in his fist.

      Jed nodded. “The humans believe the book is fiction. It has been kept for its historical value as an Irish object of art rather than for its content.”

      “Get it,” Michael said in a hard voice. “Where are you headed?”

      “Trinity College in Dublin.” Jed hadn’t been to Ireland in years.

      What if he was wrong? What if the book didn’t have the information he needed? It would be a wasted trip, and the Angelic Realm would be no closer to defeating the Grigori.

      Thankfully, Jed had learned what they needed to find in order to figure out what the Grigori planned next. At a minimum he had a jumping off point.

      “We’re counting on you,” Michael said solemnly.

      “It shouldn’t be too much trouble. One of my angels, Mary Cleary, is stationed in Dublin. She’s an excellent Sage, drawing insight and putting together facts that are seemingly unrelated. Her conclusions and ideas for resolution, if needed, are always on point.”

      “Zach isn’t any closer to finding Uri. Maybe this book will offer some clues to his whereabouts,” Michael said.

      “I’ve looked everywhere.” Zach tightened his fists, frustration in every line of his body. “He fucking vanished. Which should be impossible.”

      For the first attack, Remiel had tried to manufacture a virus plague against the humans on Earth. Fortunately, Rafe, the Archangel of Healing, and his human Healer angel, Angelina Guerisse, were able to stop the attack.

      The Fallen’s goal had been to sicken and kill millions. They had nearly succeeded.

      During the attack the Archangel Uriel, Bringer of Birth, Renewal, and Peace, had disappeared.

      That series of events was when the Angelic Realm had discovered that the Nephilim, hybrid half angels/half humans, were still in existence.

      Centuries ago, the Nephilim were believed to be the epitome of evil. Now, some human angels believed they were not all bad. There had been an attempt to start a dialogue between the Nephilim and the Angelic Realm, but unfortunately, the talks never got off the ground because the Nephilim believed they were in mortal danger from the Archangels.

      Their belief had foundation. They weren’t wrong.

      The Archangels had called the Great Flood centuries ago to eradicate all the Nephilim because they had perpetrated horrific crimes upon the human world. Until recently, the Angelic Realm thought that all the evil Nephilim had been killed.

      The seven Archangels, guardians of the humans and Earth, warriors who protected the Earthly Realm, knew that the next strike was imminent.

      However, world views and ideologies that had been in place for thousands of years were shifting.

      “Maybe the book will lead us to where Uri is being held.” Michael stared at the picture of a page from the Book of Kells on the computer screen.

      “And how they are containing him.” Jed couldn’t help but wonder if perhaps there was more to Uri’s disappearance, although he would have thought if anyone would want to disappear, it would have been the grumpy Zachariel. “You’re sure that Uri has been captured?”

      “Nora, Madame Throne, and I have not been able to find his energy signature anywhere. We believe the Grigori are blocking it somehow.”

      “Could he be . . .?” Dead?

      “While not impossible, it is unlikely that he is dead. For two reasons. First, if he had perished his energy source would need a new outlet, and there’s been no disturbance that would suggest that he is gone.”

      “Second?”

      Michael shook his head. “There is worry that they want Uri alive. He is the only Archangel who can bind angels. That is confidential.”

      So maybe that was why they took Uri and not Zach.

      “How difficult will the retrieval be?” Sam nudged him. “Do you need help?”

      Jed suppressed the spurt of annoyance. Like he was a green warrior without training. “Easy, peasy.” Then he wanted to duck his head in embarrassment. If he wanted to be taken seriously, perhaps using sophomoric phrases was a poor choice.

      “I should be back before the Millenium Falcon can finish a Kessel Run.”

      They all looked very confused.

      He huffed out a breath. Quoting Star Wars wasn’t going to pump up his image in their eyes either. “Don’t worry. I’ve got this.”
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      Her mother was dead.

      Lucia Cleary drifted through the streets on her way to work.

      Her vision was fuzzy, out of focus. Her eyes were puffy and her mind cloudy. An edgy migraine pulsed at the base of her skull and threatened her tenuous composure. Sadness echoed in every throb of her headache.

      She trudged along Grafton Street, dodging tourists and locals alike. She couldn’t tell if the crowds were getting geared up for the St. Patrick’s Day parade later in the day or still on a bender from last night. The annual celebration lasted for four days, culminating in the alcohol-infused drunk fest slash parade today, the actual day of St. Patrick’s death.

      In a normal year, she’d have been in the thick of the raucous parties and all-out fun. It was one of the few times when she set aside her crazy abilities and let go of her reticence, knowing that she was going to take psychic hits from the contact with people. No one knew how to party like her Irish mates. But this year, she was in no mood for crazy nights and drunken revelry.

      Her partying mood had crashed and burned two days ago when her mother had been struck down in a hit-and-run accident.

      Right before her mum’s death, they’d been arguing—again. Lately her mother had been pushing, pushing, pushing. She had insisted that Luci listen to her tales of what would be expected of her as
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