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        Can Jack and Talia save the world—and their happily ever after—from Lucifer’s deadly vengeance?

      

      

      Lucifer’s nefarious plan materializes after he breaks the seven seals and unleashes Seven Hell princes on Earth, triggering the  apocalypse. With High House in smoking ruins and the Gates of Hell open, Jack and Talia must fight for their lives and the fate of Heaven and humanity.

      Forced to wage separate battles, Jack fights to stop the Seven Travelers from unleashing their demonic payloads on Earth while Talia takes to the skies in a fierce air battle to stop Lucifer’s Dark army from taking control of Heaven.

      When Lucifer sets his sights on destroying the Maker’s Thrones and killing the Maker, Jack and Talia must defend the uppermost reaches of Heaven to prevent the destruction of all existence. As the clock ticks down to the end of the world, Jack and Talia must fight for their happily ever after and battle Lucifer to save everything from the King of Hell’s deadly vengeance.
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      The tallest spire in Heaven was gone. Destroyed when Lucifer’s Holy Firebomb blew up in the Cloud Chamber. Disintegrating most of the spire and decimating the smaller spires around it. Damaging the Archive’s nearby shorter tower, the last remaining spire in the center of lower Heaven.

      Talia stared in horror as she circled the smoky air where High House had once stood. Where the Archive teetered in the air currents, blackened, and covered in ash. The last remaining spire aloft.

      All of the others had crumbled.

      Tears turned to crystal and slid down her cheeks. Where were all those angels? She shuddered as the realization began to burn through her numbness.

      Where were the seraphim? The cherubim? All the Watchers!

      She held in a sob. And Poor Oseira. Who’d been injured, weakened by Lucifer’s earlier assault on Heaven. Only to become prey for Procel’s transference attack that had come from Hell.

      Smoke drifted like spirits across Heaven’s lower spires, skies dark and acrid with the smell of ozone, charred grass and stone still smoldering as Talia flew low over Eolowen, the grand hall undamaged by Holy Fire. And she was grateful for that bit of good news which was in short supply right now.

      The eerie silence made her uneasy. Made the feathers ruffle across her wings. A cold chill quivered through her chest.

      No songs carried along the breeze. No soft serene melodies lilted across Parrish blue skies that had turned a dirty grey now. Not a single note hung in the air to comfort them in this dark hour.

      Azrael and three archangels flew beside her, the returning assault force still behind them, shocked silent at the devastation that Lucifer had wrought through Oseira using transference.

      Before Lucifer escaped Hell and set the apocalypse into motion.

      Like Talia’s guard, the other archangels of death and their squads were ready to rescue any survivors and gather anything left of value within High House. And prepare to save what little they could of the Creation—now that Lucifer was free.

      It was Earth’s darkest hour.

      Talia still felt terrible for poor Oseira. She hadn’t asked for what happened to her. Had she known that she’d been carrying stores of Holy Fire into the Cloud Chamber? Ever since Samael’s escape?

      Oseira had been the closest angel to the blast. There would be no resurrecting her from the spire. So many other angels inside High House and the Cloud Chamber had met that same fate.

      Tension and sorrow hung thick throughout the Heavens, the tinny resonance of the seven trumpets still sharp on the wind as Heaven prepared to send the first flight of angels.

      To pour the first bowl of pain onto the Earth: Sickness.

      And the billions of humans below had no idea what would soon befall them. And she felt powerless to stop it.

      Especially with Lucifer’s Hell princes about to walk the Earth and deliver seven payloads, one after each flight of angels touched the Earth.

      Seven Travelers. About to unleash seven deadly anguishes on the Creation while Light and Dark battled for ultimate control of what remained. The Maker had not started this war with the Dark yet, but now, all of Heaven and Hell would be forced to fight it, with Lucifer leading the Dark in an assault that would dwarf his previous march on the Heavens.

      Why hadn’t the Maker intervened? Stopped Lucifer from unleashing the end of the world? Harming all of His Chosen in such a sudden and painful manner?

      This time, Lucifer had a huge army, the entirety of dark forces at his command. And he had all his powers back. Heaven now knew that meant everything. Including those powers once given to the Maker’s most powerful angel. Were they the powers of the Light Bringer? About to be used in Earth’s darkest moment? Leading the darkest forces of vengeance and retribution—reserved only for the Maker?

      With Heaven’s forces scattered, destroyed, and in disarray, they had to regroup quickly while all of Heaven prepared for the seven flights. Talia’s guard had to prepare for the sixth flight: the Enochian apocalypse. Where more angels would be lost than had fallen during the Rebellion. And somehow, with everything stacked against them, the angels had to defeat this overwhelming Dark and save the Creation at the same time.

      It was an impossible task.

      Where was the Maker? Why hadn’t He contacted the lower reaches of Heaven? Sent them orders? Directed them?

      Her anger spiked. Why did the lower Heavens have to flail in the stark cold of His silence when the end of the world was at hand?

      For Heaven and the Creation? She didn’t know anymore.

      As she gaped at the destruction blanketing Heaven, she realized that all the upper-ranking angels had been aloft in High House. She winced. In the Cloud Chamber. Heaven’s upper reaches must be in as much turmoil as they were down here. And probably protecting the soul portal and the Maker’s Thrones.

      Those were Lucifer’s ultimate targets.

      She bit her lip. Maybe the silence meant there was no one left to answer the calls for help?

      And that terrified her.

      Nevertheless, she sent up an urgent prayer, to send help and leadership downward. To help them fight through Armageddon when they hadn’t even been trained to handle it yet.

      Leaving the entirety of Heaven’s death angel guard alone to flounder and fight an overwhelming force of evil would topple the lower Heavens.

      And bring Lucifer to the edge of the Maker’s Thrones.

      Jack landed below her at Eolowen with Berith, but the rest of the assault force pressed onward to rescue angels and save what could be salvaged from the spires.

      And learn how much of Lucifer’s claims had been true.

      Jack was distraught over Lucifer using him to escape Hell and start the apocalypse. And he was worried sick about what that meant for his world. Berith promised to watch over him until Talia returned.

      But the Heaven that Talia knew had changed forever.

      Tall, black thunderheads hung above once pristine, sparkling white buildings and the memory of tall, delicate spires, much of the grounds and the square coated in ash. Around the spire’s rubble, once-white buildings and towers still burned, angels of death and Watchers struggling to smother roiling Holy Flames that required angel light to extinguish. Thick coils of black smoke merged with fleecy alabaster clouds floating above the smoldering crater that had once been the highest spire in Heaven—High House. And turned them grey and foreboding.

      Heavy black clouds gathered all across Heaven, thunder and lightning filling the hefty, ominous silence. Accentuating the palpable absence.

      Tears trickled from Talia’s eyes and turned into crystals that rolled down her cheeks as she and Azrael circled the smoking crater where High House had been.

      High House was gone, its spire reduced almost entirely to rubble, the Cloud Chamber a memory. She couldn’t process it yet. And there had been no sighting of seraphim in the skies…or most of the cherubim once present in the spires. They were silent. Absent. Along with dozens and dozens of archangels, hundreds of angels, and hundreds of Watchers that had been in High House.

      “Azrael,” she said with a hiss, gripping his arm as she hovered above the blackened hollow below. “Where are the seraphim?” she asked in a broken voice. “And the cherubim?”

      He shook his head, pain sharp in his charcoal grey eyes. “I don’t know, Talia,” he said in a quiet voice. “I don’t feel their presence any longer. The Book of Creation was in the Cloud Chamber. I fear they were all destroyed in the blast.”

      Unlike Eolowen’s terrace where she’d brought back several angels from oblivion, not even a glimmer of light reflected from the ash and destruction below. There was no way to bring these spire angels back, not even with her resurrect power. She felt miserable. Sick. As soon as casualties were healed, she and Berith would search for any traces of angel light, no matter how slight, and attempt to resurrect them.

      Azrael sang a clear, aching requiem that floated above the smoke and ash and devastation. Somber tenor notes in a minor key that carried on the air currents across Heaven, delivering the horrible news about how Lucifer had used transference and poor Oseira to destroy the spire. Start the apocalypse.

      As his dark Enochian melody drifted across Heaven, she heard the wave of grief met with whispers of retribution that quickly became a determined harmony beneath Azrael’s dirge. An unstoppable rhythm that echoed across the Heavens.

      Filling the horrible silence.

      He also sent up a prayer to the Maker, asking for guidance and wisdom in this bleak time for Heaven and the Creation. And finally, in a commanding melody, he instructed all able angels to regroup at Eolowen, where the entirety of the death angel guard would assemble for further orders. If there were any cherubim or seraphim left.

      But the silence that greeted them was painful. Alarming. The intense but comforting presence of the seraphim was strangely absent, the supporting harmonies of the cherubim extinguished. And still, not a sound from the Maker’s Thrones.

      Or the Maker.

      Across from where the spire stood, the blackened Archive spire was badly damaged and teetering. Talia had no idea how it had remained standing so close to High House. The buildings and smaller spires surrounding High House had been obliterated, but somehow, the Archive survived.

      “Death angels!” Azrael shouted. “We need to shore up the Archive spire before it topples. Get everyone out.”

      Daidrean and Laialus blinked toward the unsteady, soot-covered white spire, using their angelic powers alongside three squads of death angels. Rebenya took dozens of Watchers and flew inside the damaged spire to search for survivors. And lead them to safety.

      Talia gripped Azrael’s sleeve, her wings beating hard against the smoke and grit clogging the air currents, making flight difficult as thunder rolled across the Heavens in menacing waves.

      “Do you want my squad at the Archive spire, too?”

      He shook his head. “No, we may need your rare angel powers for survivors.”

      “Azrael, where is the Maker?” she cried. “If ever there was a time to address His angels in the lower Heavens, this is it. The apocalypse is in motion, all seven seals broken, and we know the Maker didn’t set it into motion. High House is gone and the Archive is badly damaged—”

      She gasped, thrusting her hand over her mouth. The Scribe! Pravuil had gone to High House to escort Oseira back there. Her eyes flooded with tears. Had he been in High House when the Holy Firebomb exploded?

      “What’s wrong, Talia?” Azrael asked as he took hold of her hands.

      “The Scribe,” she said in a thin, broken voice. “Azrael, he escorted Oseira back to High House when we left to rescue Berith.”

      The archangel’s face turned pale and he let go of her hands, lifting another painful song across the lower Heavens. Begging Pravuil to check in with Eolowen. Or him.

      Azrael called for the archangels and they blinked through the ranks to float in front of him. Sidriel looked shaken, her grey eyes glassy, long white hair blowing in the wind as she glanced at Turiel with his lion’s mane of white hair, and then Ramiel who looked terrified, his gold eyes filling with tears, spiky white hair disheveled. The archangels looked at a loss, confused as they looked to Azrael for guidance. They handled human deaths, not this.

      Soon they’d have their hands full with the apocalypse. But this? Assuming command of the lower Heavens against the entirety of the Dark? Without the guidance of the seraphim and cherubim? They were lost.

      But Azrael had stepped up—like he always did.

      “There were so many Watchers in the spire, Azrael,” Ramiel lamented, his voice filling with despair. “So many!”

      The Heavens looked dim and foreboding, so much of its light extinguished by Lucifer’s Holy Firebomb.

      “What do we do now?” Turiel cried, glancing at the halted column of death angels fanning out across the dark skies. “With no seraphim and precious few cherubim, who will lead the coming war?”

      Azrael held up his hands. “Everyone, regain your composure. I called for all survivors to regroup at Eolowen. As soon as we’ve assessed how many archangels, cherubim, and seraphim remain, we’ll figure out our next course of action.”

      “Azrael,” said Sidriel, her voice steadier, charcoal grey eyes bright against her ebony skin. “What happens with the flights of angels that must answer those trumpets? When each flight visits the Earth, one of the Seven Travelers will begin their terrible journey. And there aren’t enough of us to stop them.”

      Talia’s gaze returned to Azrael. The archangel of death looked focused, his charcoal gaze steely, silver black hair fluttering against the tops of his soot-grey wings. They were all looking to him for leadership and he was answering that call. None of them knew how to handle the breaking of the seals and the trumpet blasts, much less calling together the seven flights of angels. Or how they would engage Lucifer’s forces in the skies above the Earth. But she knew that it would take Lucifer time to gather his Dark army.

      The most immediate threats were the Seven Plagues and the Seven Travelers. Abaddon couldn’t stop the Hell princes from leaving Hell, if he even knew who they were, and he couldn’t keep those gates closed now that all seven seals had been broken. At least not to the Seven Travelers.

      The only way to close those gates was to stop the Seven Travelers from delivering seven payloads to Earth and defeat Lucifer and his army. Unless the Maker intervened. They needed to talk to the Scribe—but she feared him lost now, along with so many other angels.

      To save the Creation, they had to stop the Seven Travelers. To save Heaven, they had to defeat Lucifer’s Dark army before the seventh flight of angels poured out its final bowl of destruction on Earth. The seventh flight was death for humanity.

      The sixth flight was the Enochian apocalypse for angels. And it was the last point that they could save Jack and humanity.

      Jack. Her heart fluttered against her chest. He may be the last source of seraphim power left in Heaven. Without seraphim, Heaven couldn’t hope to defeat Lucifer’s Dark army.

      She looked upward, past the thunderheads and the smoke. Toward the upper Heavens, her heart heavy. Why hadn’t the Maker responded? Sent His Throne angels through the portal to help His angels down here? Or at least give them some guidance.

      Those questions haunted her.

      Were all of them surrounding the portal as the last protection for the risen souls? Leaving everything below that portal as a sacrifice to save them? That thought terrified her.

      “Thank you for your leadership, Azrael,” said Sidriel as she turned toward the death angel forces surrounding them.

      Azrael sang out an intense baritone melody.

      “Everyone, search for survivors. Bring them to Eolowen where we have healers. We’ll regroup there and assess what’s left of our forces. Figure out how to stop the Seven Travelers and defeat Lucifer’s Dark army.”

      Over four hundred angels of death and their accompanying Watchers dispersed over the smoking devastation to search for survivors.

      “Sir,” said Talia, “It’s a good thing we took three guards of death angels and a massive complement of Watchers to assault the Gates of Hell.”

      Azrael frowned, glancing at her and then the other archangels. “Why do you say that, Talia?”

      “Who knows how many we would have lost here—when Lucifer’s Holy Firebomb ignited.”

      “That’s a good point, Talia,” said Sidriel with a nod toward the hundreds of angels of death that had descended through the smoke and ash toward the ruined spire and surrounding rubble that used to be buildings. “Thankfully, we still have an army left to answer Lucifer’s forces now.”

      Azrael shook his head. “It’s not enough, Sidriel. Lucifer has thousands and thousands of demons. Legions. Not to mention all the damned souls in Hell and the fallen angels at his side. A third of Heaven’s angels fell with Lucifer and are still loyal to him.”

      “Regardless, it’s a start,” said Sidriel. “And it’s better than what we might have had if we hadn’t helped you rescue Berith.”

      A brief smile touched Azrael’s dark expression.

      “It is a start,” said Azrael, charcoal grey eyes narrowing. “But we have to build a much bigger army to defeat Lucifer. “If he unleashes hordes of greater demons, we have to have cherubim to defeat them. And without seraphim support…I fear the outcome of this battle.”

      Talia patted his sleeve. “We still have Jack and his seraphim powers, sir.”

      A grin lit the archangel’s face.

      “Jack!” he cried. “His seraphim powers may be all that stands between us and Lucifer, Talia. I want a squad guarding him at all times. We can’t lose those seraphim powers.”

      “Or Jack,” Talia added.

      Jack Casey meant everything to her. Besides, his seraphim powers were fragile. They had to protect him if they wanted access to those powers. He didn’t have an unlimited reserve of Holy Fire like the seraphim, but he did carry their powers. She had seen him lay waste to half of Lucifer’s previous army, take down Devourers, and match Lucifer blow for blow.

      A pained expression pinched Azrael’s face.

      “Yes, of course, Talia,” he said. “Forgive me. Jack isn’t a weapon to use and discard. He’s a human being and one of the Maker’s cherished souls. But those seraphim powers of his might stop Lucifer in his tracks.”

      “He’s a devastated human being right now, sir,” she said with a sigh and motioned toward Eolowen. “He’s blaming himself for starting the apocalypse and for letting Lucifer trick him into releasing that monster from Hell.”

      Azrael looked sad now.

      “There is no way that Jack could have known. None of us knew. Now that Lucifer is free, Jack is in grave danger. I don’t want either of you going anywhere without a squad at your back. Is that clear, Talia?”

      She nodded. For Jack, she wouldn’t argue that protection.

      “And thank you for bringing Berith home to me,” he said in a soft voice, his charcoal grey eyes turning glassy. “You and Jack gave her back to me and I’ll always be grateful for that.”

      “You fought for Jack and me, sir,” she said in a quiet tone. “Over and over. It was our turn to fight for you.”

      He blushed and cleared his throat as he returned his attention to the archangels.

      “Sidriel, I want to know where Samael and his remaining guard are,” the archangel ordered. “Ramiel, put your Watchers on Samael’s trail and sing out if you locate them. I want to know if he’s fighting beside Lucifer or sitting out of the fight.” He turned toward Turiel. “Turiel, I want that Book of Secrets located. And all of you, be on the lookout for Pravuil, the Maker’s Scribe. Everyone else, help locate survivors. Dismissed.”

      Sidriel and her guard blinked toward the ruins of the spire alongside Turiel and his guard. Ramiel and his Watchers moved toward the Archive.

      “All right, Talia, send the guard down to the spire ruins and we’ll start searching for any angel light still shining. Only after survivors have been found can we turn this into a resurrect search.”

      She nodded, the thought of that work grim. It meant looking for any splash or smear of light and then trying to resurrect the angel attached to it. But she’d examine every single stone remnant if it meant the chance of resurrecting a lost angel. If Jack had been lost out there, she’d turn over every stone and scour every bit of ash to bring him back.

      “All right, guard,” Talia sang out in crystalline soprano notes. “We’re charged with searching the spire.” She winced at the massive piles of once shiny white stones, shattered, blackened, and smoking across the crater below. “Look for survivors and remnants of light. Turn over every stone when it is removed. And don’t forget the lower levels.”

      “Talia, have you seen how high the debris stands?” Muriel asked. “It may have filled up every part of those lower levels.

      “If we have to dig out every single stone of that rubble, we’ll clear it all. We have to know if anyone escaped into the lowest hollows of the spire.” Talia pointed and blinked. “Break into your squads, tight formations, and let’s move! Before the first flight of angels takes off for Earth.”

      Muriel, Anahera, Kesien, and Deemah gathered around her, wings nearly touching. Talia sang out a command to blink and together, they shot downward onto the blackened ground and crumbled white stones.

      “How could any angel survive a blast of Holy Fire this massive?” Muriel lamented, brushing sable hair off her shoulder as she engulfed the stones in Holy light.

      Talia summoned transference and lifted the first layer of stone out of the pit. She placed it on the ground beside the crater. Revealing more hard-packed stone and rubble. She winced. And handfuls of burnt wing feathers. They littered the stones.

      Using resurrect, Talia searched the wing feathers and layers of stone for any flickers of light. Finding two.

      Focusing on the light, Talia cast resurrect, cycling through blue light, red, yellow, green, and then frosty white until she brought back a Watcher. The young coppery-haired angel was overcome with emotion. She gripped Talia’s hands, tears running down her face, and chirped a quick thanks before taking to the air to find the other Watchers.

      “Azrael, I’ve brought back a survivor,” Talia announced.

      Ramiel blinked toward the terrified young Watcher and wrapped her in his wings, leading her away from the devastation.

      “Thank you, Talia,” said Ramiel.

      Talia nodded and returned her concentration to the debris and the faint impression of light.

      The other wisp of light was much more difficult. She fought shadows and uneven glimmers of light until a burst of gold light shot up from the crater and a cherubim stepped out of it. He was as tall as Kesien and had short, spiky white hair, gold hawk-like eyes, and a commanding presence. But his wings shuddered and he collapsed.

      "Easy, cherub, you need healing," said Talia, lifting him out of the crater onto ash-covered grass.

      “Thank you,” he muttered. “I’m Cabriawn. My squad and I were just leaving the spire,” he said in a tired voice as he rubbed his forehead, his halo beginning to pulse with gold light. “I was on flank, headed toward the main portal in the center of the spire when everything exploded and collapsed around me.” His brow furrowed, gold eyes filling with sadness. “My squad. The spire…and all those angels.” His eyes turned watery and his wings began to shake. “The seraphim…”

      Talia sang a calming, healing melody and Cabriawn settled back into the grass, folding his wings protectively around his shoulders as he stared at the rubble and ruined buildings where the square used to be. His white robes were ashen and torn in several places, his white armor dented and covered in ash.

      “We are still searching the debris for survivors,” said Talia, motioning toward the crater. “I wish I had news about the seraphim, but it doesn’t look hopeful.”

      “What happened in there?”

      Cabriawn was a cherub. He might be one of the highest-ranking angels left in Heaven’s lower reaches. He needed to know what happened.

      “Lucifer used a rare angel power on a cherub.”

      Cabriawn’s eyes widened and he sat up straight, staring at her, wings shifting nervously around his shoulders.

      “What? Lucifer? On a cherub?”

      Talia nodded. “Yes. He forced his will on the cherub and made her carry a massive cache of Holy Fire into the Cloud Chamber. Then he used the rare angel power of transference through a fallen angel to make her set it off.”

      Cabriawn gaped at her, his face shadowing with fear. “No…is—this true? He controlled a cherub? From Hell?”

      “Unfortunately, yes, it’s true.” She bowed her head. “When Lucifer was ready, he sent Oseira into the Cloud Chamber to ignite the cache. It destroyed the spire almost completely.”

      “But why?” Cabriawn demanded. “Why?”

      Talia pulled in a heavy breath. “To destroy the Book of Creation—and the first seal. Cabriawn, he set off the apocalypse.”

      For several moments, the cherub couldn’t speak, couldn’t react. He stared at her, unblinking, trying to process everything she’d told him, but it was all so overwhelming.

      “But only the Maker can break the first seal!” His face was pinched, a mixture of dread and grief spreading across his long, angular face.

      She had to tell him how it was possible, to make him understand the dire situation Heaven was facing right now.

      “A while back, Lucifer engineered a Phoenix Shift and got his powers back. Everything, Cabriawn. Including his power as the Maker’s most powerful angel. His left hand. The angel that the Maker had trusted to break the first seal in the event that He could not.”

      Cabriawn looked panicked now, his gaze flicking around him at the ruins and the devastation.

      “This is the worst news you could have given me,” said the cherub, glancing up at the dark sky as thunderheads rumbled across the Heavens. “We’ve even lost the quiet peace of blue skies and white clouds.”

      “There’s more,” she said and he stiffened. “The seven trumpets have blown and the Gates of Hell have opened. Lucifer is now free with all his powers and we’re facing his overwhelming Dark army when the sixth flight of angels descends on the skies above Earth.”

      He looked ill now. “The Enochian apocalypse,” he mumbled. “Much more than a third of Heaven’s angels are foretold to fall in this battle of light and dark. Much more than during the Rebellion.”

      She nodded. What else could she tell him?

      “And the Seven Travelers will soon set out from the Gates of Hell for Earth, each with a deadly payload to unleash on the Creation after each flight of angels. If they aren’t stopped, they will destroy everything the Maker created. And Lucifer’s Dark army will destroy the lower Heavens after Lucifer eliminated the seraphim and most of the cherubim here.”

      “What?” Cabriawn shouted. “All the seraphim? Are you certain?”

      “We’re combing the rubble for them or enough light to use resurrect on them,” Talia explained above the shifting of heavy blackened stones and debris as angels of death lifted them out of the crater. “We’re down to angels of death, Watchers, and a handful of archangels. As far as I know, you’re the only cherub we’ve found so far—unless your squad is still on patrol.”

      Cabriawn hurriedly closed his eyes. “Let me search for their brands.”

      He was silent for several moments until a smile lit his face. “My squad—they’re still out there! Patrolling the Gates of Heaven! They’re safe.”

      There were five angels to a squad, so Heaven had five cherubim including Cabriawn left. That would make a big difference.

      “What a relief!” Talia cried and relaxed her wings against her back. “They’ll be needed in the fight with Lucifer, Cabriawn. Everyone’s been instructed to regroup at Eolowen, so we’ll know how many angels are left and we’ll try to form an army without seraphim. A cherubim patrol will be invaluable.”

      He nodded and reached out to grip her hand a moment.

      “Thank you, Talia,” he said with a brief smile. “I’ll join up with my squad and we will fly to Eolowen and start organizing a defensive force from the survivors.”

      “Be safe, Cabriawn,” she said as he struggled to his feet and spread his wings.

      “You, too,” he replied and took to the air, soaring toward the Corridor of Pervasive Light.

      When he disappeared behind a tall thunderhead, dark skies swallowing up his sparkling white wings, Talia blinked back into the crater and began poring over more stones and rubble for smears of light.

      It seemed like forever before the guard had removed enough debris to locate the lowest chambers of the spire. Or more hard-packed rubble. In that lowest chamber, Archangel Raziel had used some dark power to chain the seraphim and cherubim down there with a Devourer of Angels. Where Jack had blocked Azrael and her squad with a ward, preventing them from entering the cavernous area while he fought the Devourer. Azrael and the squad had been furious at him, but Jack managed to defeat the Devourer and save the cherubim and seraphim in the process.

      There was a slim chance that some angels had fallen from the spire and landed below, in the lower level blocked by enormous piles of debris. Only through transference could she clear all of this stone. If angels had to carry it out of here, it could take weeks. With transference, it might take hours.

      Azrael was at her shoulder as Muriel and Kesien hovered above a small, spiraling hole that dropped deep into darkness.

      “You think anyone’s really down there?” Muriel asked, glancing up at Azrael.

      “Let’s find out,” said Azrael.

      He sang out a call into the opening as Deemah and Kesien removed more debris to widen the hole, but it was still only inches. Seeing darkness beneath those stones—and not more stone—gave her a little hope though.

      They waited for a chorus, a song, or even a single note in response. One that would let them know that someone had survived Lucifer’s Holy Firebomb.

      But all that floated back was silence. Pure. Total.

      Until an alto melody floated through the air, startling them. Survivors!

      But then she realized that song had come from Eolowen. It was Berith.

      Talia frowned as Azrael’s expression darkened.

      “She’s saying that something’s wrong with Jack,” said Azrael.

      Her heart began to race and for a moment she couldn’t breathe.

      “Is he hurt? Or sick?” Talia demanded, singing back her response.

      It seemed like forever until Berith’s warm and familiar alto notes hung in the wind again.

      “Talia, he’s…struggling,” Berith intoned, the notes sounding urgent. “Please come back to Eolowen. I don’t know how to help him. And Azrael, there are dozens and dozens of distraught angels here looking for leadership. Please come back, too.”

      Talia didn’t know what Berith meant about Jack, but it frightened her. Besides, the redeemed angel of death wouldn’t have called them back to Eolowen if the situation hadn’t been urgent. Berith didn’t panic. She’d spent enough time in Hell to know when something was dire and when the situation was just difficult. Especially with the seraphim in danger and critical rescue efforts underway.

      Jack was the love of her life, but his seraphim powers were necessary to rescue angels. His pain made her chest ache.

      She had to go back.

      Talia turned to Azrael.

      “Sir, it’s Jack—I need to go to him.”

      “Of course, Talia,” said Azrael. “But I want your squad beside you. Take them and return. I’ll have Daidrean oversee the rest of the guard and focus their efforts here at High House. As soon as they’re back removing rubble, I’ll be right behind you. To direct the surviving angels and check on Jack. We need his help, too.”

      She nodded and called formation.

      In moments, Muriel and Anahera blinked beside her. Kesien and Deemah were at her back in another moment.

      “Talia, what’s wrong with Jack?” Muriel asked.

      She shook her head. “Berith didn’t say. Just that I needed to return to Eolowen. With Azrael.”

      “Hope the kid’s okay,” said Kesien as he brushed a tangle of black curls out of his eyes. “He went through a lot at Lucifer’s hands this time.”

      Talia was afraid that Lucifer had done something else horrible to Jack down in Hell and they were just now discovering it. Like a soul tether or something worse than marking him for every Hell creature to locate across Heaven and Earth. Maybe he’d been injured in the confrontation with Lucifer and had just told someone? She winced. Or collapsed.

      Either way, she had to get back to her husband. Fast.
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      Jack was devastated.

      The memory of Lucifer’s escape burned through his exhausted brain. But even worse was the realization that it was all his fault. Had the start of the apocalypse also been his fault?

      He didn’t know anymore.

      After flinging his Eternean armor across the small white bed in the round room, he paced back and forth. He trudged onto Eolowen’s terrace, hands shoved in his Levi’s pockets, short grey robe fluttering over top of his green Henley. His Eternean sabatons clacked against the stones as he dodged the growing number of angels flocking to Eolowen.

      Avoiding Berith.

      Everything was in chaos.

      Heaven burned, the spires destroyed, and Holy Fire still alight across rooftops and in the trees surrounding buildings and gathering places. The smell of smoke was husky, pungent, and had an ozone stink that clung to everything. The skies were stormy and dark, thick with smoke as thunder cascaded across the Heavens in a dire warning. Lightning flashed.

      He’d never seen storm clouds over Heaven before today. Except at Heaven’s forge.

      The dozens and dozens of ruined, smoldering buildings on the horizon made him shiver. The tallest spire was just…gone. And all those angels.

      He winced. The thought was terrifying. The Archive spire was the only one left standing and it was tilted, wobbling. Everyone at Eolowen feared it would soon topple, too.

      And he couldn’t help but feel responsible.

      “Jack,” said Berith, landing in his path as he headed back into the round room for another lap.

      Her dove grey wings folded against her shoulders, her rose-gold halo surreal in the growing darkness across Heaven.

      “Talk to me, Jack. I can feel how troubled you are. This wasn’t your fault.”

      What could he say? Of course, it was his fault.

      Lucifer was loose because of him. About to lay waste to the planet. His world. He’d caused all of it, but he couldn’t stop it. And Lucifer would kill millions. Dude hated humans, blamed them for everything bad that had ever happened to that douchebag—especially Jack.

      He shook his head, stepping around her, and then dodged flocks of angels landing all around him on the terrace.

      The second most powerful being in the universe, blaming powerless humans for his first-realm celestial problems. And the moment Jack stepped out of Heaven, Lucifer would destroy him. Slowly. Painfully.

      Everything was upside and inside out now. And he couldn’t fix it. Any of it.

      He slowed his pacing to a crawl, suddenly feeling out of breath and suffocated by the smoke blanketing Heaven like fog. But that didn’t help. His arms and legs barely responded now. Stiff and aching, he turned away from Berith and staggered into the round room.

      He needed to sit down. Or fall down.

      The Heavens swayed in front of him, growing darker and more confined, and he struggled to inhale. His mind began racing. Racing with numbers. Filling with every melody and every lyric ever written. Bursting with data and images like his omnificence power was stuck in fifth gear. Like every sound ever uttered or generated had piled into his head, like the Number Four bus out of Santa Monica.

      He clutched his head, his heart pounding as angels flew in and out of the round room, blinking onto the terrace and inside Eolowen where Zephana and her forge angels still congregated in the nave, outfitting angels with better armor.

      The round room quickly filled with casualties from Lucifer’s Holy Firebomb, spilling into Eolowen’s long nave and all the other rooms inside the grand hall.

      “Where are the healers?” Jack called out. “And the cherubim!”

      Berith and Talia had healing talents and so did angels of death, but the cherubim had been Heaven’s main source of healers. Until they got blasted into angel confetti alongside the seraphim in High House.

      Would angels die because there were no healers?

      He felt like a Monday Night Football announcer, reading from cards he didn’t write about a game he’d never watched. Kind of like the first couple of episodes of The Divine Newlyweds Show. Saying things he hadn’t even thought about or asking questions that didn’t concern him.

      What was the matter with him? He was just a spectator for this game.

      God, he felt so responsible for all of this death and destruction! What did Talia think of him right now? He’d been more like that out-of-control dick he’d been that first season of The Cinderella Hour, battling addiction, his own ego, and that last step toward oblivion. He probably didn’t seem anything like the dude she’d married right now. Lucifer’s fallen angel puppet. Procel made sure that he was paranoid, out of his mind, and craving flake.

      So, what was the matter with him now? Now that Procel was way too far away to use transference on him. He sighed. Like Oseira? Damn. Dude could probably still reach him here, too.

      Talia was probably sorry she married him now. Probably wanted nothing to do with him anymore. Somehow, he had to prove to her that he was worth marrying. That loving her had been the best part of his life and he never wanted to lose her. But now that Lucifer’s bachelor party was in full swing and headed for Earth to destroy it, one Hell prince at a time on Hell’s worst pub crawl ever, Jack feared that he’d die and be forever separated from her. Since Lucifer was on his own deadly pub crawl—destroying everything in his path.

      “Jack, you aren’t listening to a word I’ve said!” Berith shouted from somewhere behind him.

      “You asked if I needed healing,” he said, not turning around as angels rushed past him at all angles. “But I’m good. There are tons of injured angels that need healing right now. Not me.”

      Watchers. Angels of Death. Archangels. All of them surged past, blinked in front of him, and shot through the rooftop portals. Azrael had called out to all of the lower reaches of Heaven, telling every angel that had survived the blast to regroup at Eolowen. But cherubim and seraphim voices were terrifyingly absent from the wild angel chatter coming across the air currents.

      It was like a multi-layered choral performance. Beautiful, but he had no idea what they were saying. At least not right away. It was like the meaning began to slowly seep into his head along with all those angel songs and notes. That he’d never heard until now. He didn’t understand the notes, but they were beginning to create strange meanings inside his throbbing mind.

      Wait a minute. How was that even possible? He didn’t speak angel notes.

      Things were coming at him at light speed. From every direction. Blindsiding him sometimes and other times, it seeped into his head like a slow-moving rain.

      He frowned and kept pacing, his wings flexing and twitching at his shoulders as he made another lap around the round room despite the chaos of angels writhing through the space.

      Wait, how did he know all that? Had Berith told him?

      But Jack hadn’t even heard her ask if he needed healing. Much less Azrael’s songs resonating across the Heavens.

      “Jack, you’re hurt,” Berith replied, stating a fact. “Now, please, let me treat you.”

      “Berith, there are tons of other angels that require healing,” he replied. “Treat them. I’m good.”

      “Jack Casey, don’t you walk off! You’re in shock and you need healing. Now, sit down on the bed and let me heal you.”

      His chest felt like a ton of stone sat on it, making him struggle for breath. The white stone walls were closing in on him, heat and darkness suffocating. He drew in a hot breath of air and it hurt his lungs. He gripped his chest, trying to breathe, but the ethery ozone stench of Holy Fire burned up the oxygen.

      What was happening to him?

      He sucked in another breath of air. That breath hurt, his lungs fighting to try and expand.

      Was this Lucifer’s doing? Was that douchebag using transference to transfer all of these horrible sensations onto him until they killed him? No, Lucifer was down on Earth. And Lucifer seemed to have other things on the agenda before killing him. Besides, if it was Lucifer, he’d have popped into Eolowen to gloat or at least call Jack’s phone to revel in his attacks.

      No, this felt different somehow. Strange. Like he’d picked up someone else’s memories or his omnificence was out of control.

      Kind of like how he felt right now.

      An explosion hammered his head and he froze, arms splayed, trying to sort out the noise and the direction, and brace for the pain.

      Like a massive steamroller, an explosion rolled over the spire. Buildings exploded like popcorn around it. Stone crumbled. Falling…falling into darkness!

      Bright white fire detonated, shaking Heaven as it burned like a fuse through the cloying darkness.

      He couldn’t move.

      He dropped to his knees when a massive white light blinded him in a blast that made Hiroshima look like a 25-watt lightbulb.

      “My eyes!” he said with a gasp.

      “Jack?” Berith called out.

      He felt her arms around his shoulders, holding him up.

      “Jack, talk to me! What’s happening?”

      He gulped air, smashing his hands against his eyes as they burned and watered, the tremendous roar of the spire toppling all around him. Stones smashing stones. Scattering dust, ash, and angel light. The thick cover of smoke choked off the Heavens. White-hot columns of fire shot upward in massive jets of flame, burning the sky, and setting the clouds on fire.

      But his skin felt like jet fuel burned across it, scalding, and flaming with fire that wouldn’t go out, fire that ignited from Heaven’s Holy flames and burned through everything. Rock, buildings, trees—and High House. But even worse than his skin flaming with jet fuel, his head was inundated with music. An explosion of melodies, major keys, minor keys—and choruses like the whole of Heaven had screamed in agony at the same time and begged for help. For mercy.

      For the Maker.

      “Make it stop!” he said with a gasp, his eyes clamped closed.

      He clapped his hands against his ears. It was the worst concert he’d ever unwillingly attended. Like opera, country, and death metal made an album together and then a high school choir sang along to it at a karaoke bar. But worse than that.

      And still, the music rose around him in endless layers. From every angel that passed over Eolowen. Every angel on the terrace and in the rolling meadow outside.

      “Make what stop?” Berith asked, her clear alto voice steady despite the fear rising in her tone.

      Oh, God, not more angel notes!

      “Jack, you’re scaring me. What’s happening?”

      “I—I don’t know, Berith,” he said with a groan. “The sound and the noise…it’s everywhere. It’s stabbing my brain with thousands of needles. And bad music.” He brushed his hands frantically down his arms. “And I can’t get the Holy Fire off my skin…it’s burning, it’s burning!”

      “What Holy Fire?” Berith asked. “Jack, there isn’t any Holy Fire. What are you talking about?”

      “Jack!”

      Talia’s soft soprano voice rang through the room, fearful and frantic, joining the thousands of songs, harmonies, melodies, and discords tearing apart his brain. But he was so glad to hear the comfort of her voice.

      He couldn’t open his eyes past slits. They stung and ached, flooding with tears if he opened them any wider.

      In a whisper of wings, Talia was in front of him, her hands cool against his face, fingers stroking his hair.

      Through the watery haze in his eyes, her luminous grey gaze, wide and fearful, encompassed him. Her raven black curls were soft and windblown from blinking across the Heavens to Eolowen, her winter-pale skin like moonlight. She just took his breath away.

      “You’re the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen, Talia,” he said in a hushed voice, wanting to stroke her soft skin and kiss the rose-petal blush of her full lips.

      But the music wrapped around him in tightening layers again. Thousands of threads of melodies and trills and chords that became a crushing sonnet overwhelming his head.

      With everything that had happened during The Divine Newlyweds Show and with Lucifer, he felt like he’d been away from her for months. He just wanted to hold her in his arms and watch the sunset or sleep curled against her in his old, creaky Murphy bed. Or hell, wrap her in his arms and watch Wildebeest migrate on that studio trailer sofa in Burbank. It was mid-July. They’d only been married since May. And in less than a month, he’d turn twenty-seven. He wanted time alone with the love of his life for his birthday.

      If they lived through the apocalypse.

      Talia’s voice joined the chorus of music until it all became a screeching roar. For what felt like forever, it was all he could hear, but then Talia’s soprano voice cut through the well of noise.

      “Jack, please—tell me what’s happening?” she said, her voice sharp now.

      She was scared and she didn’t understand what was happening to him any more than he did.

      He shook his head. “Don’t. Know.”

      Berith’s clear alto voice joined Talia’s.

      “Jack, I’ve applied so much healing light to you that you’re glowing gold, but it doesn’t seem to help.”

      “Here, let me try,” said Talia, her voice quivering as he felt her cool fingers against his fever-hot skin.

      “Azrael, I thought he was blaming himself for what happened in Hell,” said Berith. “Thought he needed some support, but it’s more than that. I don’t know what’s happening.”

      He was blaming himself. Because it was his fault.

      “Jack,” Talia said in her calm, patient angel of death voice as warm healing light washed over his flushed face. “Tell me what you’re feeling right now. What are your symptoms, lover?”

      He was struggling to breathe, the air burning hot, scalding his lungs with every painful breath.

      “Hurts to breathe,” he said in a tight whisper. “Too much ash and smoke. Holy Fire’s burning my skin, my eyes. And it’s so dark, walls are crushing me.”

      “He sounds delirious,” said Azrael in that commanding archangel tone.

      Berith’s hand pressed against his forehead and he winced. His skin hurt all over.

      “He doesn’t have a fever, Azrael.”

      Talia stroked his hair and he wanted to lose himself in her touch, forcing the pain into the background as he tried to push it all backward, tamp it down, and climb out. But he was drowning in it.

      “Jack, where do you hurt?” Talia asked him in a soft voice.

      “My skin’s on fire,” he moaned, still trying to brush away the Holy Fire clinging to him. “Eyes are burning. Ears hurt—from all the music. Walls are closing in…lungs are on fire.”

      “Azrael, it makes no sense,” said Talia, glancing at the archangel. “Jack, I’m going to use transference to see if Procel is connected to you. I’m sorry, lover—this may hurt.”

      He nodded and pulled in a breath that ached all the way down.

      “Let’s get him onto the bed,” said Azrael. “Kesien, some help here.”

      “On it, sir,” said Kesien, his baritone voice soft and calm.

      Jack cried out when they lifted him off the stones, wheezing, and trying to catch his breath, but the soft bed beneath him eased some of the ache.

      “What’s wrong with the kid?” Kesien asked.

      “Not sure yet, Kesien,” said Berith.

      “Okay, he didn’t respond to my calling him kid,” said Kesien, frowning. “At all. This is bad.”

      He shook his head. He didn’t have the breath to respond.

      Talia’s hands pressed against his forearm and cheek and he braced himself for that horrific pain he’d felt when she’d pulled out Procel’s meat hooks once before. He’d blacked out it was so bad.

      “Good news, Talia,” said Azrael somewhere off to Jack’s right. “Cabriawn and the guard rescued another cherub from the spire wreckage–after Berith brought her back with resurrect. “Janaelis. They’re working on trying to heal her now.”

      “Sir, any news on God’s Scribe?” Talia asked.

      A pall hung over Eolowen.

      “As far as we know,” said Azrael in a pained voice, “Pravuil was still in the spire when the Holy Fire explosion hit.”

      “Poor Pravuil,” Talia said, her voice breaking. “I’ll miss him so much.”

      Jack felt sick, his heart hurting. He’d loved that cranky old Scribe. Dude was the best. Told it straight and went out of his way to help. Helped him and Talia when it really mattered. Dammit!

      And the roar of songs and refrains wrapped around his brain again. In a cacophony of noise that made his head want to explode. Why couldn’t he make it stop? Why?

      “I can’t find a single connection from transference, Jack,” said Talia, hands caressing his face and hair. “Berith, can you help me heal him?”

      “Of course, Talia,” said Berith, and Jack felt her hands press against his shoulders. “But it wasn’t helping him when I tried before.”

      “And I have no one to consult,” said Talia, sounding rattled now. “Someone that can help him. I need a cherub healer, Azrael! Someone from the Archive that can help. Hold on, Jack—please.”

      He felt her sit down on the bed and wrap him in her arms.

      “There isn’t a mark on him, Azrael,” said Berith as her warm gold healing light engulfed him again. “No sign of fever or illness or injury. I confess…I’m stumped.”

      After a few minutes of warmth, Berith’s healing light went dark.

      His breath heaved again, each one smokier and hotter than the last until he was gulping air.

      “What about a human doctor?”

      Muriel’s voice joined the chorus in the round room, barely audible above the droning wave of music threatening to swamp Jack’s brain.

      “Wouldn’t help,” said Berith. “My rare healing gift is the strongest in Heaven at the moment and I can’t heal him.”

      “Maybe this isn’t something you heal?” Kesien offered.

      Azrael’s brow furrowed and he exchanged an uncertain glance with Talia.

      “Explain, Kesien.”

      “Maybe Jack isn’t ill,” he said and motioned toward the rooftop. “Maybe his newly awakened transference power is acting on the devastation around him?”

      “You mean like experiencing what happened in Heaven?” Muriel asked.

      “That’s an interesting theory, Kesien,” said Talia. “It does seem like he’s mirroring the trauma, doesn’t it?”

      “Could his mirrored powers allow him to experience everything you witnessed at the spire, Talia?” Berith asked. “Caused by this new transference power?”

      “It’s possible,” said Talia, the fear in her voice receding. “But now that I’m back in Eolowen, shouldn’t everything I saw already be fading?”

      A surge of Holy Fire shot through the core of Jack’s being.

      He screamed, arching his body against the blast that seemed to go on and on and on.

      “Jack!” Talia cried. “Jack, tell me you’re all right…Jack!”

      He rode out the wave of heat and pain until, finally, the agony receded.

      “By the Maker!” Berith cried, shuffling back from the bed.

      Talia froze, staring at him, her mouth gaping, eyes filled with terror. Kesien and Muriel looked horrified.

      His skin burned, eyes aching from the bright aura of blue light that had engulfed the round room. He opened his eyes a little wider than slits but immediately wished he hadn’t. His arms glowed with strange blue symbols that covered his hands and fingers. They were all over his skin. Like some sort of angel pox. Craziest tattoos he’d ever seen.

      “What the devil?” Azrael cried, reaching out toward Jack’s neck.

      “It’s Enochian,” Talia said with a gasp. “All of them are Enochian letters.”

      Gently, Talia brushed her fingers across his right hand. The symbols burned with blue light, pulsing as some ciphers darkened and others grew brighter.

      “Every time the light pulses,” said Talia, “The symbols make a new word. Like something’s trying to make a sentence.”

      “Read it, Talia,” Muriel cried. “What’s it say?”

      Talia watched the flash and pulse of symbols. Jack couldn’t see them all and even if he could, he had no idea what they even meant. Just like the notes that Talia and the guard sang.

      Wait a minute! The notes.

      Was that the music he was hearing? Overloading his brain with melodies, but they weren’t melodies. They were voices. Messages that he couldn’t understand. But somehow, they were speaking through him. Trying desperately to communicate.

      “They’re…trying to communicate with me,” Jack said in a shaky voice.

      “Pretty direct with these symbols,” said Kesien, hovering beside Talia and Berith.

      Jack shook his head. “No, the music.” He groaned. “Inside my head.”

      “The symbols say…trapped below spire. Suffocating. Holy Fire still burns. Walls are crumbling. Save us.”

      “Jack!” Azrael cried, kneeling beside Talia. “What music?”

      “In my head,” he said with a moan. “Can’t shut off the tunes.”

      Talia’s eyes widened. “Sir, the music—the Enochian tongue! Jack calls them angel notes. Whoever’s trapped below the spire has been calling out to Jack. Through Jack.”

      Jack pointed at the neon blue symbols covering his arms. “Whoever it was got tired of phoning me and decided to text me. Or rent a billboard. Tattoo it on my forehead.”

      Azrael was grinning now. “That’s right, Jack. And seraphim are the only angels I know that can do…this. And last time they had to send a message, they sent it through Jack.”

      Azrael lifted his voice toward the rooftop and sang out a long string of tenor notes, quickly joined by Talia’s soprano harmony. Together, their haunting melody lilted across Heaven.

      In moments, Jack felt the music and the Holy Fire and the burning air dissipate. He pulled in a deep cool breath and sank back against the bed’s softness as the glowing blue symbols faded from his skin.

      “Is that better, Jack?” Talia asked, stroking his hair again.

      He nodded. “Much better, babe,” he said with a jarring sigh. “Much, much better.”

      She smiled and then leaned down and gently kissed him.

      “It was Seraphina, Jack. Her song was lost among the overwhelming number of voices calling out for help across Heaven. So, she sent her message through you. There are a handful of angels trapped below the spire. It’s going to take a lot of effort to free them.”

      “Muriel,” Azrael called out. “You and Kesien assemble the squads while I confer with Berith, Sidriel, and Turiel. Anahera! Find Ramiel. There’s a lot of rubble between us and the bottom of the spire. It will take a heavenly effort to remove it and reach those survivors.”

      “Right away, sir,” said Muriel.

      Muriel and Kesien blinked up to the rooftop and onto the terrace.

      “Berith,” Azrael said as he cupped her face with his hand. “My beautiful, loving Berith, I never thought you’d be at my side again.”

      She smiled and slid her arms around him, pressing a kiss against his mouth.

      “Thanks to you, Talia, and Jack—and the guard—I’m home again. And I hope to stay by your side for eternity.”

      He leaned down and kissed her. “We’ll need your healing talents at the spire.”

      “Gladly, Azrael,” she said. “Let’s go talk to Sidriel, Ramiel, and Turiel and get started removing the remaining rubble.”

      Azrael glanced over at Jack. “Jack, as soon as you’ve shaken off the effects of Seraphina’s message, we’ll need you onsite, too. In case she needs to communicate through you.”

      “I’d really prefer a text message—on my phone,” Jack replied.

      Azrael smiled. “I’ll tell her. But we may need your seraphim powers to cut through all of that hard-packed debris.”

      He nodded, relieved that the awful pain and heat and claustrophobic spaces had receded. But he wished his guilt had fled along with it.

      “Give me fifteen minutes, Azrael,” said Jack. “And I’ll be ready to fly.”

      Azrael blinked up through a portal onto the rooftop and sailed over the terrace. Berith patted Jack’s leg.

      “Your color is starting to return, Jack,” she said with a motherly smile.

      “Blue isn’t my color,” he said.

      “Rest until we’re ready to fly to the spire,” Berith said, chuckling.

      “Yes, Mother,” he said with a smile. “I mean that.”

      Berith grinned. “You’re sweet. And thank you both for bringing me home again.”

      Jack gave her a quick nod. “I couldn’t let that douchebag hurt you, Berith. Or keep you trapped back in Hell.” His gaze fell from her face. “Even though it’s my fault he escaped.”

      Berith gave Talia a concerned look. “Talia, explain to him that isn’t true.”

      “I will. Thanks, Berith—and welcome home.”

      Unfurling her wings, Berith rose on the warm air currents and flew onto the roof. She lifted into the dark, smoky sky and flew toward the meadow.

      “Talia,” said Jack in a pained voice. “How do I fix this?”

      She ran her fingers through his bangs. “Fix what, lover?”

      “I let Lucifer escape,” he said. “Did I cause the apocalypse, too?”

      He groaned. Couldn’t wait for the paparazzi to get hold of that headline. Much worse than the key bump photo they’d taken of him in his set trailer.

      Talia’s arms tightened around him.

      “First of all, you didn’t let Lucifer escape. You had no control over what happened, Jack. And second, no. You didn’t cause the apocalypse. As soon as we rescue Seraphina from the spire ruins, we’ll all gather here at Eolowen and plan our response to what Lucifer’s started.”

      He looked up at her again.

      “How do we fight a dude that’s the second deadliest being in the universe? And his massive army?”

      “With everything we’ve got, Jack,” she replied without even an eye blink. “The army of Light must face the army of Dark in the skies above the Earth and defeat the Dark before the seventh flight of angels touches your world. And the Seven Travelers can’t be allowed
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