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Prologue






Lucifer was fully recovered, but he liked
having Gabriel there as his own personal caregiver. Thus, he
pretended to be convalescing longer than he needed to.

“Gabe, be a darling, and hand me that water
cup, please?”

Gabriel, who was sitting on the sofa across
the office, reading a banned book of essays by Walter
Benjamin.

“It’s right there, Luc. You can’t reach it
yourself?” he asked with strained but seemingly endless patience
for the patient.

“Feeling a bit weak today,” Lucifer moaned.
“But I’ll try, I guess.”

Gabriel watched as the Lord of the Underworld
lifted his hand within an inch of the glass, then let it fall.

“Honestly,” he sighed. “That hard, is
it?”

“You have no idea,” Lucifer said as he licked
his dry lips, searching desperately for some moisture.

“Fine,” the archangel sighed as he marked his
page, stood reluctantly up, walked towards the side table, and
handed the cup of water over.

“Can you bend the straw, please?”

“Don’t push it,” Gabriel admonished as he
tilted the plastic straw down on a forty-five-degree angle. “You’re
sure you’re not feeling better? I distinctly recalled Raphael
saying that you should be right as rain in a few days. That was
over a week ago.”

“He’s a healer, Gabriel, not a fucking
physician,” Lucifer replied. “If you’ve better things to do, I can
always get that cute little Ariago here. He’s more than qualified
to minister to my every need.”

“No, no. I said I’d care for you until you’re
back on your feet, and I meant it.” Gabriel pulled a chair beside
the bed. “Comfortable? Need another pillow or anything?”

“Very comfortable”

“Hungry?”

“I’m good, thanks.”

“TV? Movie? A game of Scrabble, perhaps?”

“No, no, Gabe. You can go back to your
book.”

“You’re sure?”

“Totally. Maybe I’ll nap.”

“Very well.”

Gabriel waited a moment. When there was still
only silence emanating from Lucifer, he stood, replaced the chair
to its original spot, crossed back to the sofa, sank into its plush
leather cushion, and opened his book.

He wasn’t half a page in when his charge
spoke once more.

“I recognized him, you know.”

Gabriel looked up. “Who? Malphas?”

Lucifer nodded. “Not by how he looked, of
course, but the feeling in the room. He was with us, I’m sure, way
back in the day. He was one of us.”

Gabriel closed the book and asked the
question that had been burning inside of him since he’d learned of
Lucifer being taken down.

“What happened, Luc? How did he manage to lay
you out for so long and come so close to ending your existence
entirely? I didn’t think it was possible.”

Lucifer pulled himself up in the bed. “I
don’t know for sure. All I remember was coming back into my office
after a long day and feeling exhausted. I tried to tell Carmine
that I was going to have a nap, but he wasn’t at his post. So, I
came in here, laid down on that couch where you’re sitting now, and
must have drifted off. The next thing I knew, I opened my eyes with
the worst headache I’ve ever known, and my office had been turned
into a WWF cage match.”

Gabriel nodded slowly at Lucifer’s
explanation. How Malphas gained access and drugged the Lord while
he was asleep would clearly remain a mystery.

“Do you think there are any more of us out
there?” Lucifer asked.

“Not according to Michael’s debrief,” Gabriel
said. “Malphas himself eliminated the remaining beings leftover
from that time. All that was left was us. After he finished with
you, he was apparently going to come for me.”

Lucifer looked long at Gabriel, considering
the repercussions of a world without the two of them. He couldn’t
wrap his mind around the thought at all.

“Maybe I was a bit too hasty,” he quietly
mused, “sending him off to the pit like that. Should I have given
him some time? Maybe a chance to change his ways?”

“I would have done the same if I was in your
position,” Gabriel said. “No point in second-guessing a choice like
that in hindsight. What’s done is done. Best to let it go and move
on.”

Lucifer smiled as he nodded but felt a bitter
snake of a memory crawl up from his belly.

“Where have I heard that before,” he said,
more to himself than to his caregiver.

“Hmm?” Gabriel said, his nose already back in
his book. “Heard what?”

“Best to let it go and move on,”
Lucifer repeated, chewing on the words as he tried to find the
source of the memory.

“I don’t know,” the archangel said. “Not an
entirely uncommon phrase to say. You could have heard it any number
of times.”

Lucifer swung his legs around and stood up,
his bare ass peeking out of the hospital gown Raphael insisted he
wore if he was going to stay in bed.

“You said it.” As soon as he said it,
Lucifer knew it was true. “You said those words to me.”

Gabriel looked up again, his frustration at
being constantly interrupted starting to show. “It’s entirely
possible,” he said, then added. “You look considerably better all
of a sudden.”

“Those were among your first words to me
after all that shit went down with Head Office. After I was
banished and fell so low. Best to let it go, you said.
And move on.”

Gabriel could sense the tension mounting in
the room. “I might have done. Honestly, Luc, I don’t recall.”

“Well, I fucking do,” Lucifer snapped. “I
recall it all now. Seeing Malphas is bringing that whole forgotten
puzzle back to me. Piece by shit-stained piece.”

“Oh, for goodness sake,” Gabriel said as he
stood up. “Do you want to tell me what’s going on? I have no idea
what you’re talking about or why you’re so upset.

“Because you’re still in the blissful state
of denial,” Lucifer replied. “A luxury I no longer have access
to.”

Gabriel was beginning to lose his
long-practiced calm. “Denial? Denial of what? One
minute you can’t reach a fucking glass of water without me holding
your hand, and the next, you’re standing like a resurrected king,
accusing me of saying something completely innocuous once upon a
time. Maybe the drugs have caused you to have a stroke or aneurysm
of some kind. A cyst on your brain tissue, perhaps? I don’t
know.”

“My brain is just fine, Gabriel. It’s yours
that isn’t functioning properly.”

Gabriel pursed his lips and tucked the book
under his arm. “Well then. You seem to be doing fine enough now. No
need for me to stay here and be insulted.”

As he walked briskly to the door, Lucifer’s
voice cut him deep and stopped him in his tracks.

“I loved you, Gabriel,” the Prince of
Darkness cried. “All that light back then. It was all for you. I
loved you more than existence, more than I loved the Master
Himself, and you broke my heart.”

“I broke your heart? What did I do? You’re
the one who defied Head Office and refused to follow the Great
Commandment. I, at least, took pity on you and sought you out after
the fall. No one else came to visit, I seem to recall.”

“You lied to me,” Lucifer bellowed, his voice
cracking with raw emotion. “I’ve buried that memory so deeply, but
now I see it clear as day. You betrayed me. You betrayed my love.
We had a promise, and you broke it, Gabriel. And by doing so, you
broke my heart.”

“Luc,” Gabriel said with unmistakable
compassion in his voice. “I don’t know what you’re talking about,
but I can see it’s hurting you terribly. Let me help you. I hate to
see you in such pain.”

Lucifer stood to his full height and opened
his mouth in reply. He was more shocked than anyone to find the
words that came out were the same as those spoken to him by the
Master on that dark and terrible day.

“Get out of my sight!”

Gabriel was struck by Lucifer’s commandment -
stricken, in fact - knowing the full weight of the phrase better
than anyone. Now wasn’t the time to let his emotions show though.
He left, as ordered, before the tears came.







Chapter One


For the first time in the forever of his
existence, Gabriel felt pathetically human. He let the tears flow
freely down his face until his eyes stung, and he could barely hold
them open any longer. Somehow being banished from his one and only,
his truth, his love, had bought him to his knees in the worst way,
and he felt a pain so unimaginable that he never thought he could
feel joy again.

Moping, brooding, thinking far too much… they
were the traits of other people but now it was all he could do.
Since Lucifer had uttered those fateful words, Gabriel felt as
though the very fabric of who he was had been ripped in a way it
couldn’t be repaired, and he was suffering badly.

To name how he was feeling as heartbroken,
depressed, or down in the dumps did not come close to the
all-encompassing grief that wracked through him wave after hideous
wave. He avoided working, didn’t return communications from Head
Office, and all but cut off contact with his angels. There was no
release from this torment. He may as well have been in the
Underworld, not that he was allowed to set foot there.

It was worrying him to no end, and as much as
Gabriel knew he should want to be free of his despair and
depression, he couldn’t shake it. He alternated between wallowing
in his pain, and shouting in anger, always ensuring no one could
hear him of course.

Because anger was a part of Gabriel’s pain.
He couldn’t understand how Lucifer could treat him so cruelly. He
was Archangel Gabriel, The Voice of the Master. He could flatten
cities with a wave of his hand, he could fly around the world in
one attempt and not even break a sweat. Gabriel was not
egotistical, more of a realist. He knew that if Lucifer was so hurt
that he had imposed banishment, then it was going to be an
incredibly hard bridge to repair, and that meant accepting the very
real possibility of a life without Lucifer in it.

And it was the pain of that truth - a life
without Lucifer - that brought Gabriel to his knees. Because even
before time it had always been him and Lucifer.

After the Fall, Gabriel had been patient. He
had waited, knowing that Lucifer would be in his arms one day. It
was destined, there was no one else, so it had to be Lucifer, if
not now, then someday. That hope was now shattered in pieces that
used to make up his heart, and he could not reconcile an existence
without Lucifer in it.

In the meantime, Gabriel’s staff floundered.
Gabriel’s pain – the way he cut off all contact with anyone was
unprecedented. Some of his staff sent out an SOS to the
higher-ranking angels, and one by one, they showed up to offer
whatever help they could. But one by one, they left, with nothing
changing. Nobody could get through the veil of despair that was
blanketing Gabriel, because Gabriel himself didn’t want them
to.

Because to give up his heartbreak, give up on
his suffering, would be, in his eyes, a betrayal of the person he’d
always held most dear – the one who’d pushed him away in such a
brutal fashion.

Lucifer.

The Prince of Darkness, Lord of Lies, King of
the Underworld, was also to Gabriel if to no one else - the bringer
of light and his one true love. Gabriel knew him and loved him -
from a time before such titles and labels had been applied. From a
time when they were young and together in bliss, part of an angelic
cohort of like-minded beings who shared in ecstasy with them, long
before man and all his complications came on the scene.

In hindsight, it felt like they had been
mated then. They hadn’t been, of course, not in any real or
official sense of the word, but that’s how it felt. But maybe that
was just retrospection fucking with Gabriel’s memory? A memory that
he wished he could let go of as much as he wished he could recover
it in total. Would he be in so much pain if he knew the truth of
his own actions.

To Gabriel, at least, it felt like he was
with Lucifer, and now he wasn’t. Not that he had been officially
mated to anyone before, but he could imagine what it was to
feel bound to one and one only. There was no acknowledgment per se,
and nothing was declared or paraded for others to see. In truth,
before the concept of binaries and opposites was formulated, he and
Lucifer and all the others were one. But for Gabriel, he had to
admit, it had always been Lucifer. They had loved before love was a
concept.

Yes, there were separate bodies, and they
would enjoy the company of everybody in close proximity to their
own. Not fucking. No sex was even required. Just being. Which, as
far as Gabriel’s memory told him, was far more satisfying and
fulfilling than any amount of sucking or penetration could
provide.

It was pure bliss. And like so many mortals
were aware, a person might not ever understand how good something
was until it was taken away. Even angels as wise and far-seeing as
Gabriel could fall victim to the Big Yellow Taxi
syndrome.

What hurt the most was Gabriel’s
understanding that Lucifer felt betrayed. Lucifer - the master of
betrayal himself - felt betrayed by Gabriel. And the angel could
not figure out why. No matter how hard Gabriel tried to conjure the
memories from pre-time, he could not find the answers he was so
desperately seeking. So, all he had left was speculation.

As he tried to lose himself in memories
again, he considered the reasons Lucifer could have to feel what he
felt. But a noise shook Gabriel out of his contemplation. It was a
mountain of pizza boxes and beer cans tumbling over.

“Really?” Anael said as he stepped through
the dumpster of Gabriel’s office. “You’ve resorted to emotional
eating and alcohol abuse?”

Gabriel shrugged without turning around.

“It’s a pigsty in here,” the Angel of Love
said as he proceeded to stack boxes and fill a garbage bag with
empty cans. “How can you live like this?”

Gabriel didn’t care, he could handle one more
angel judging him, but he couldn’t bear the thought of one of them
cleaning up after him. He would not stoop to that level. Without
looking up, he lifted his index finger, and all the boxes and cans
vanished. The place was instantly spotless.

“I’d ask if you’re suffering from heartburn,
but the boxes were clean, and the cans looked as if they came right
off the factory conveyor belt. You haven’t been eating or drinking
anything, have you?”

Gabriel’s lips pulled together in a pout.
Anael was right: as an archangel he had no need for food or drink
but he liked the idea of indulging in unhealthy pursuits to
salve his aching soul.

“Regardless of whether you have been
indulging in earthly solace or not, you look like shit,” Anael
announced, which drew a hard stare from his boss. “I say that with
all due respect, of course.”

Gabriel held the look for a moment, and just
as he was about to turn away, Anael nearly jumped out of his
skin.

“Holy mother!”

The genuine shock reeling from Anael’s face
and body caused Gabriel to jump.

“What? What is it?” he cried. These were the
first words he had uttered since Lucifer had spoken his final
decree that fateful night in the Underworld. How long ago was that?
His voice was dry, and his lips felt chapped.

“The thread coming out of you,” Anael gasped,
“I’ve never seen anything like it.”

“Thread?”

“More like a rope in your case. Glowing and
glittering in more shades of purple than I ever thought existed…
It’s beautiful… no, it’s exquisite.”

Gabriel racked his brain, trying to
understand what Anael was talking about. Something echoed from his
pre-heart existence. Anael. Angel of Love and Relationships. His
gift is to see the connections between people that others cannot.
Right. Threads of light that indicate who’s mated to whom; who is
fated to whom; who loves whom.

Fate. Love. Mate.

Fuck all that, Gabriel thought and
snorted his disapproval.

“You could strangle a hippo with what you’ve
got pulsing out of you, Sir,” Anael commented.

Normally Gabriel would have retorted with
something like ‘that’s what he said,’ but he was not
in the mood.

“Yes? Tell me, then, who’s on the other end
of it?”

He watched as Anael looked away in respectful
refusal. “It is not for me to say, Lord Gabriel. I cannot
disclose…”

“You can if I order you to,” Gabriel
insisted. “Or have you forgotten who you work for?”

“I haven’t, sir,” Anael said, the look of
alarm at hearing Gabriel speaking so out of character spread like
fire across his face. “I work for all beings. Including he who is
on the other end of this tether.”

Gabriel nodded. To say he was cranky and
hurting was an understatement, yes. And perhaps he was even
behaving like a class-A asshole, but no matter the pain he was in,
he wasn’t about to force one of his own precious beings to violate
a sacred law. Not today anyway.

“Tell you what, how about we meet in the
middle. If I guess the name, don’t say anything. You won’t be
breaking any rules that way.”

“Well, technically, that’s true, but-”

“Achilles?”

“The Greek demi-god?” Anael blinked in shock.
“No, no, not him. Apparently, a beautiful-”

“Rasputin?”

“What? Of course not. Mind you, I’ve heard he
was hung like a-”

“Rumpelstiltskin?”

“Ha!” Anael said. “Good one, boss.”

Gabriel was firing the names rapidly to throw
Anael off his game.

“Lucifer?”

It worked. He watched Anael’s reaction with
furious intensity, and the momentary flash in his eyes confirmed
what Gabriel already knew.

“I…” Anael stumbled for a moment, looking for
a way out of his trap. “I can’t say.”

“You can neither confirm nor deny,” Gabriel
pressed. “I get it. Just wanted to know if the bond was still
intact or not. You’ve never seen it before because I had become an
expert at keeping it hidden away. Yes, even from you, Anael, no
need to be offended.”

“Your privacy is of the utmost…”

“I meant no disrespect, of course. I buried
it away long before you were even around. It was better that
way.”

Anael shuffled his feet and cleared his
throat. “Unfortunately, I can’t say one way or the other, my liege.
All I can tell you is that the thread - rope - chain - whatever we
should call it, that I can see coming from you is the most
substantial I’ve ever seen and it leads to the Underworld.”

“That’s all you can see?” Gabriel
pressed.

“That’s all I can say,” Anael
replied.

The Archangel nodded briskly in response and
straightened the cushions on his white leather sofa. He’d been
sleeping there the past fortnight - day and night - and it showed.
The pizza boxes and beer cans were merely props, but that was
real.

“Thank you for your visit, Anael,” Gabriel
said somewhat too officially. “It has been most… enlightening.” He
turned away and crossed to his desk, sat down, and began to review
whatever file had been sitting there from before. He didn’t look
back up to Anael but listened for the angel’s departure, which
followed soon after. The second the door closed, Gabriel threw the
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