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Prologue

~ Mad Max ~

Walking out on Discord wasn’t my finest moment, but I needed coffee to fully digest what she said. I walked into the bookstore under her apartment, and beelined for the little La Diabla’s Café in the corner. I ordered two black coffees and while I waited, her words rang in my head.

“Our son, actually… I was pregnant with our son,” she’d said then sat there staring at me like a bomb she hoped she had diffused properly. Inside, a bomb had gone off, but it wasn’t anger, it was pain. My first thought was she’d taken my son from me, but that wasn’t fair to her. I’d run, and left that stupid note, which I still regretted. The second thought was that she’d hidden our son and that was closer to the truth, but she had tried to call. The sincerity of her explanation was too raw to be a lie.

“Mad Max,” The barista said, pulling me from the thought. I looked down at her as she held out my coffee and a paper bag.

“I just had the coffee,” I said, thinking she got the order confused. She dipped her head and nodded. “What—?”

“I’m preter, and I heard you come down the stairs. I felt your sadness and her pain. That’s Discord’s favourite chocolate scone,” she started to say, but then her eyes went wide. “Hurry, I don’t know what happened, but…”

I didn’t let her finish. I ran out with the coffee and scone. As I rounded the stairs, the once familiar smell of pack filled my head, but as I reached for the door handle it vanished. I opened the door as my heart raced, both from exertion and from the thought that she’d just leave.

“Áine,” I called, but she didn’t answer. What was worse, all her gaming equipment, the little knickknacks, and mementos were gone too. I ran into her room, but all the personal touches were gone. I pushed open the closet to find it cleared too. 

Why would she leave? She knew I was coming back… Then it hit me. I hadn’t told her where I was going. I’d just walked out, like an asshole.

“You idiot, Max. After you left last time, why would she wait for you to come back?” I berated myself then thought about my note. Had she left one for me? I hurried back to the kitchen, just barely missing the doorframe of her room as I ducked under and turned into the archway. I scanned the living room first but didn’t see any scraps of paper. I turned and saw one on the kitchen table. I hurried to it, but it had Daniella’s name on it.

I stood there, staring at her shoulder rig that I left on the table during our last sexcapade and tried to think. If I were Discord, where would I leave me a note? 

My heart was racing too fast and pumping blood to my groin at the thought of the sexcapade. I cursed and thought of Ronnie with Lucifer which was like a bucket of ice water on my junk. I tried to think of where she might leave me a note and only came up with one place. In the front seat of Revenge. She hadn’t walked outside, but she could have sent a note there.

 



   

Chapter One

~ Havoc ~

The French Quarter wasn’t my idea of a night on the town, but I was following the scent of Cú Sídhe1. New Orleans smelled like any other city on the southern end of the Mississippi: dank water, spicy Cajun food, and alcohol, or maybe that was just Bourbon Street. Tonight, there was another scent mixed in. Mossy pine, green grass, and soggy earth. That smell brought back so many memories of my first home, and that’s what I was tracking.

I walked toward the only bookstore that was open so late, and paused as the scent grew stronger. As I turned toward it, I smelled worn well cared for leather and deep amber musk. My spine stiffened as the smell brought back a thousand more memories from a past that I worked so hard to forget. I wanted to turn around and run, because I knew that specific Cú Sídhe scent, but something pulled at me to stay. 

I slipped into the shadows between streetlights and opened my Angelic sight, so I could see the trail of power, and tracked it with my eyes. A tall, hulking blonde male appeared at the bottom of a stairwell to the apartment above the book shop. 

My eyes widened at his familiar features. From his straight nose, prominent brow ridge, and masculine jaw to nearly almond shaped eyes, he was unmistakeable. Even through his determination, tear streaks, and the pain distorting his face, I knew him, but it couldn’t be him. 

He slipped into the front seat of a heavily modified nineteen sixty-five Pontiac GTO but didn’t immediately start the engine. He looked around the front seat as he set a to-go cup from La Diabla’s into the cupholder. What was he looking for? 

When he didn’t find it, he banged his hands on the steering wheel and cursed in Irish, my favourite language. I slid through the shadows to the back of the car and crouched so he wouldn’t see me, though I was close enough to listen as he switched to English. 

“Why? Why would you not tell her where you were going you Cunús2? You couldn’t take two seconds to ask if she needed a coffee before going downstairs,” he shouted berating himself. “No, you got butthurt because she didn’t tell you about your son. Dammit, now you might never see him, or her again, and your only other family is dead. Focáil3!”

My stomach clenched because I knew that he was talking about the Cú Sídhe. He didn’t know some of them were still alive. A pang of loneliness gripped my heart, and I shoved it down before I did something stupid. This mountain of a Preter was a Cú Sídhe, my hound, but was he really the heir I’d been searching for?

“Fuck, why hadn’t she been able to call me?” he shouted and slammed his hands on the steering wheel again. I peered over the trunk and into the rearview mirror at him. Now wasn’t the right time to talk to him. 

With my Angelic sight open, I saw his mind. He was full of turmoil and so broken. The ache in my chest deepened as I caught a flash of his memory. My sister, Discord sat on the side of a bed fully nude, looking paler than normal. Her red, white, and blue eyes full of regret and agony. Her face was puffy and streaked with inky tears, which tugged at my heart strings even though we had been estranged for centuries.

“The reason I was trying to call is because I needed to tell you something hard,” she said, and he gave her a look that said she was stating the obvious. The Maker’s light rested on her head like a halo and my eyes went wide. She was in the Maker’s strength again. She looked up at him and her eyes lined with tears. “Max, when you left… I-I was pregnant.”

 I stared between them as time froze. I looked harder at each of them, and my Love aspect showed me a faint, flickering blue soulmate line. It wasn’t connected, but it was there, reaching, straining, trying to unite them, but something dark was holding it back on both sides. I had only seen such a thing once before in one of our brothers. Time resumed before I could think about that, and the gravity of this moment weighed me down as their relationship line sputtered like a candle in the wind.

“You were- What?” he asked as his side of the line sagged in defeat.

“Pregnant,” she repeated and, not only did her’s sag, but her aspect of hope flickered too. Tears burned my eyes, and I felt the need to reach out to her, to encourage her. Before I could do anything, the engine of his car roared to life, and I was yanked from the memory back to the present.

I shifted into a wispy shadow and floated to the bottom of the stairs. I reached my power out, but she wasn’t there. I thought about going up and seeing if I could follow her metaphysical trail, but logic stopped me. We still weren’t on speaking terms, and if she were this distraught, she wouldn’t want to see me. Instead, I floated back to his car, and slipped into his back seat through the slightly cracked passenger side window. 

I stayed in my shadow form, watching him drive, and listening to his thoughts as he tried to decide where she would go. He looked in the rear-view mirror at the back seat twice as he stopped at an intersection. As his eyes met mine, they glowed the green of spring clovers, the colour only Cú Sídhe eyes were, but there was no way he saw me in this shadowy form. He might see a shadow out of the corner of his eye, like humans see some of the smallest or deadliest of Preternaturals, but he couldn’t look me in the eye. He wasn’t strong enough.

He drove to a familiar house in the Garden District. It was my sister and his grandmother, Aeronwen’s home where I’d talked with Forseti and Odin not even a week ago. When he stopped the car, he turned to stare straight at me, but dismissed the thought and got out, slamming the door behind him.

I slid back out the way I’d come and manifested as a smoky apparition near the hood of his car. It was far too dark for anyone to see me, but he paused at the door and turned back around. Before he could step off the porch and investigate, the door opened. A petite girl, nearly my height and build, but with slightly less curves and long pale blonde hair that was streaked with blue, and lavender blinked up at him. 

After a moment, her eyes filled with tears, and she jumped up throwing her arms around his neck. He seemed stunned for a moment before his aura lightened, and he hugged her. When she didn’t let go, he walked inside with her arms still around him as if she weighed nothing. 

There was a familial love between them, the love of an uncle and niece. I walked to the door and watched him carry her into the sitting room that faced the porch without letting go. I stepped to the window, not wanting to leave quite yet, but unwilling to get closer and be called a stalker.

So many of the Cú Sídhe didn’t know their heritage or me, their Queen. Convincing them was a feat that grew harder as the years passed and the Cú Sídhe legend was all but forgotten. He knew the heritage, I was there when he was born and the year following, but I doubted he would accept his role, or me, after what I’d done. After fighting beside the agency, and playing a sold-out rock concert at the Mercedes-Benz Superdome, I was too tired to have that discussion tonight. 

The thought of the show made me smile. Music was my only solace, but singing, wearing a mask of happiness and joy for the fans and my band… It wasn’t easy. My muscles ached and my soul was tired. Nonetheless, I thought about going inside, about reaching out to Odin’s presence that was just upstairs. His presence always soothed me, but I also knew that it drained him, and I didn’t want to be a burden. He had enough on his plate and mind without me adding to it.

I watched the Mountain of a Preter talk to the petite goth until her eyes went wide. She pulled out her phone, but he took it from her and shook his head. She relented, and he returned her phone. She said something about going to bed and he hugged her again, then she left him alone with his thoughts. I watched all of it, feeling the pull to join him, but I still wasn’t sure. 

I stepped to the door and was about to knock when the square, Angelic brand smart watch on my wrist buzzed. I turned the face to me and saw that it was Angyl, my roommate and the closest thing I had to a best friend. She was like a little sister to me. 

I checked the time and cursed. I told her I would come right home after the concert, but the pull of the Cú Sídhe distracted me. It’d been nearly two hours since the concert ended. She was probably worried sick. I unlocked my watch and read her message as I took a step back: ~Where are you? Are you ok? Did something happen?~

I lifted my finger to swipe a response but felt someone staring at me. I looked from the watch to the door. He was in the hall beyond, peering out at the darkness, and me, from the bottom of the curved stairs that led to the upper hall.

I quickly shifted back to shadow as he stalked to the door. He opened it, I set my foot on the top step, and it creaked. I froze as he peered around, eyes whirring with cybernetic implants. He still couldn’t see me. Even the best Cybernetics on the market couldn’t see a preternatural trail, shadow form, or pierce a veil.

“I know you’re there,” he said to the darkness as his nostrils flared. Shit! I forgot about the heightened senses that all my hounds had. Their descendants’ senses weren’t nearly as strong, so it slipped my mind, but he was first generation descendant. He had heightened senses of smell, hearing, and the ability to feel me metaphysically.

I wanted to answer, but my mouth refused to open. Fear held me in an iron grip as I compared him to Feadhna, his father, my first denied love, and the former chief of my hounds. His eyes fell on me and for a moment, our eyes locked, and I saw deeper into his metaphysical being. The hound inside him was still there but chained, injured, and snarling. What had he done? He cursed, and I jumped back, falling on my ass on the path as he shut the door. 

“Max, you’re going crazy,” he muttered to himself. My breath caught, and my heart skipped a beat as I sat there staring at the closed door. A thousand memories of him as a pup filtered through the haze of seven thousand, six hundred years, and a tear slid down my cheek for my poor hurt pup. He was Feadhna’s son, the missing heir to the pack, and the one I’d been searching for.



   

Chapter Two

I teleported to the door and watched him walk up the stairs of my sister’s home. Another tear slipped out. I set my hand to the wood between the panes of glass and summoned the book of the Sídhe to my chest.

“Maolanaithe, what has the world done to you?” I whispered his birth name as he walked down the upper hall and out of sight. The book of the Sídhe4 was my way of keeping track of the Cú Sídhe I found. Holding it always comforted me. It was like my security blanket. I teleported to my cavern home in Ireland before any of the Angels inside her home could feel me.

I held the book and stared at the digital map that took up the sixteen by nine wall of my home office. The map was dotted with green pins, one for every Cú Sídhe I’d reconnected with, one for every Cú Sídhe in my book. 

The heir was still alive, but what should I do now that I found him? Should I convene the Council of Four and convince them to reunite the pack, or would Feadhna just get in my way again?

I used my technopathy to create another pin, tying it to Maolanaithe’s energy and watched it jitter as he walked around Aeronwen’s house. The echo of footsteps on cold stone snapped me from my thoughts before Angyl appeared in the doorway to my left. 

I didn’t look. I didn’t have to. Her long, curvaceous frame leaned against the door jamb as she adjusted her glasses that were always slightly askew on the bridge of her Germanic nose. I stared at Maolanaithe’s pin, and the colour changed from green to orange.

“What happened to coming home right after the concert?” Angyl’s sweet voice, which was somewhere between a soprano and an alto, asked. She watched me from the doorway as I leaned forward, setting my elbows on my knees. I levitated the book to the side table on my right before steepling my fingers. I took a few breaths to quiet my thoughts and figure out what to say.

“I got distracted,” I said. I set my index fingers to my lips and stared at the orange dot. 

“Found another Cú Sídhe to stalk,” she teased. It was supposed to be a joke, but it was too close to the truth. I let my middle fingers rest against my nose and refused to answer. She pushed off the door jamb, and pulled her tricolour black, blue, and purple hair over one shoulder as she walked to me. “Mel, what’s that look for?”

I dropped my hands and let them hang between my knees. She sashayed lazily to me, which said just how tired she was. She wasn’t quite awake enough to realize how seductive she was right then. She didn’t try to be seductive or alluring, she just was, and I’d grown accustomed to it. It was one of her charms.

“Your tease was a bit close to home,” I said. I leaned back and she sat on the arm of the chair, legs to the outside. She leaned against the back of the chair and draped one muscular arm on top above my head.

“Who is it this time? Who’s line I mean?” she clarified, eyes shining with curiosity. Her denim blue eyes turned a shade of teal as the green of her Cú Sídhe side showed through. I sighed. I didn’t want to hash this out. She didn’t need to get involved, even though she was one of my hounds and would eventually have to meet him. She had a life of her own, and I didn’t want her caught up in my mess… again. 

“You’re quite inquisitive when you’re tired,” I said, wrapping an arm around her waist and pulling her into my lap to cuddle. She made a sound between a purr and a moan as I lifted one eyebrow. She wasn’t a sensual being, and we weren’t a couple, but Cú Sídhe thrived on touch. They exchanged energy, memory, thoughts, and many metaphysical things through touch. Her moan was simply a side effect of what she received from me.

“Hmm, this one is getting to you, isn’t he?” she said more than asked. She’d learned that from the touch. I nodded as she settled so her rounded ass was between my legs and her long, toned legs were still over the arm of the chair. 

“He’s the heir I’ve heard rumour of,” I whispered into her hair as I nuzzled my face into it enjoying her calming aura. She purred and turned to look at the map even as she laid her head on my shoulder. 

“The orange pin,” she said in the lazy, musical cadence her voice always had before she received a vision. I pulled back as the teal of her eyes brightened to the green of clovers. Her father had been a many generationally displaced Cú Sídhe. The only sign was that he lived longer and had more children than most men half his age. 

The Cú Sídhe were blessed with fertility and longevity when I, an Angel of Love and Life, became their Queen. No, I didn’t forget to mention that in my list of attributes earlier. Most Angels only have three aspects. I have at least ten, but right now, I was focused on Angyl. 

She wasn’t just the descendant of one of my Cú Sídhe’s, she’d once been the plaything for a very nasty preter that involuntarily gave her some of their power. It was why I didn’t like to dwell on our sordid past. Her eyes returned to their denim blue hue, and she lifted her head from my shoulder.

“Well, that’s complicated,” she muttered. She draped her arms across my shoulders and heaved another sigh. I opened my mouth to ask, but as she so often did, she answered my question, “No, I’m not sure I can explain. Yes, it does involve your triumvirate of Deadly Sirens, and if we go to bed, you’ll most likely have a vision like I just did.” 

A smirk curved my lips up on the left before I hid it by nuzzling my face against her cheek. 

“And that is why you are the best friend and sister an Angel could ask for, Angie,” I said, using her favoured nickname. “Let’s get some sleep.”

I teleported from the chair to my four-column bed that sat on a dais in the middle of my cavernous bedroom. It wasn’t just a huge room. It was literally a room carved from a mountain, complete with rough rock walls and natural rock floor. It was lit by torches, when there wasn’t light from the French doors that led to the balcony, which overlooked the Atlantic Ocean.

The gauzy black drapes that obscured the bed rippled ever so slightly as a breeze wafted them, and the smell of salty ocean air blew through the room from the open doors. I lay down, closed the doors with a thought, and pulled her down on me. 

She slid down between my legs until her head rested on my stomach, and I ran my hands through her wavy locks. She purred softly, and wrapped her arms around me, placing them in the curve of my back. My back cracked, and I put my free hand under my head. 

She’d never admit it, but she didn’t get good sleep without someone she trusted within reach. She stayed awake several nights in a row writing her fantasy series, unable to sleep, or refusing to, until she was too exhausted to keep her eyes open. Or, like now, we were snuggling while I ran my hands through her hair forcing her to be still.

It was one of the many byproducts of what the Triumvirate of Evil, the very nasty preters I mentioned before, did to her during her semi-human life. The T-o-E were three of the worst, most arrogant Fœmoræ5, that’s corrupted Angels, in existence. They worked alongside the Deceiver, a powerful being who tempted and tried to corrupt Angeles6 and Demokæ7 alike. 

No one knew much about the Deceiver. Other than their involvement with the T-o-E. They were a disembodied voice we heard, that was nearly the same as the Maker’s but wrong, twisted, and depraved. They led us to doubt, to question, and disobey the Maker. 

What the T-o-E did to Angyl was unforgivable. I’d saved her from them, but not without consequence. I posed as a human, became the consort of her brother, and damned her parent’s city to ruin when another King lusted after me. I became an older sister to her, and we’d been together ever since.

I sighed, shoved thoughts of the past away, and listened to her contented purr as she slept. I pulled her up and she curled onto her side, pulling me against her like a teddy bear.  

I smiled as her warmth surrounded me and our powers nestled together. My thoughts drifted to Maolanaithe, or Max as he’d been called for some time now, and I saw him with my third eye. He lay in bed, but he wasn’t asleep.

He stared up at the ceiling as tears streamed down the sides of his face, and my heart ached for him. Again, something wanted me to go to him and offer comfort, tell him about the relationship line I’d seen. Instead, I fell asleep while I watched him cry and remembered the nights, I cried myself to sleep leading up to the battle that nearly killed them all and ended my reign as Queen Mab of the Cú Sídhe.





  


 

 

Chapter Three

I never really dreamed when my body slept. Most Angels don’t. We simply travel the Nine Realms, or we drift in darkness while our mortal vessel rests. Some claimed that they dreamt, but they simply denied that their dreams were real, tangible, and either the future, the past, or some fixed point in time that they wished were a dream. 

Tonight, I saw the future. Max was cooking on a stove top set into the counter of a freestanding island in a familiar kitchen. I sat on one of the stools on the opposite side of said island and watched him. He looked up at me as I clutched the book of the Sídhe to my chest. 

“You’re guarded all the time. It’s not healthy,” he said, moving what looked like egg batter around the pan. I watched the spatula, not daring to look at his face. What brought this on? Why did I feel the need to spill my guts to him?

“I don’t want to involve anyone in my messes. I don’t want to hurt anyone again,” I said, keeping my eyes on his hands. He flipped half the eggs over onto the other side, making an omelette and slipped it from the pan onto the plate in front of me. 

“You seem pretty open with your sisters,” he said, pouring more egg into the pan. It was then that I realized where I was. This was Chaos’s kitchen. She was the last third of the Deadly Sirens.

I shrugged and thought about how little I shared with any of my Angelic siblings. I waved one hand over the plate and cooled the omelette with my thermokinesis until it was the perfect temperature. I found my thoughts spilling out of my mouth before I could stop myself. 

“Not as much as you’d think,” I said before I bit my lip. What was it about him that made me so open, had he gained his grandmother’s power of confession? He eyed me and stayed quiet. I kept my eyes on the plate as I carefully chose my next words. “Anyone can fake trust by giving away little secrets while caging their inner demons and keeping the dirtier aspects of their life a secret.”

I picked up the fork by my plate, and his aura dimmed at the confession. I looked from the pan into his eyes and the vision changed. There was a myriad of voices, shouts of battle, and barking of orders, before all was still as I looked up into the faces of Discord and Chaos in their Angelic forms.

Sharp pain stabbed my chest and forced me to lay still as Chaos set her obsidian hand over the wound. Her bright white eyes watched me… No, not me. This was Max’s perspective.

He stared up at Chaos from her lap. She was back in her pale skinned form now, but her eyes were still white. She looked up at Discord whose skin was the deathly, gangrenous green of her Angelic form, and said something but I couldn’t hear her. I did read her lips though.

“I cannot heal him. You have to do it, then take him to Helel. He can hide him from them,” Chaos pleaded. Discord knelt beside him and pushed some of his blonde hair from his face.

“Are you sure about this?” she asked, and I felt the Maker press on them as Chaos nodded. Discord pulled her purple hair over one shoulder, leaned down, and kissed him. Her healing energy slid from her mouth to his on contact. 

When he was healed, Discord pulled back as the purple scales of her bestial form slid out over her green skin, and dragon like wings sprang from her back. She looked at Chaos, but our sister turned away as her multicoloured hair, which burned and crackled like living flame, dimmed and settled nearly dragging the ground where she knelt with his head still in her lap.

“You cannot return to that torture,” Discord said, but I was pulled from there into another dream. My back ached and stung as I fought to simply breathe. Cold, rough stone bit into my knees as I pushed myself up with a moan that echoed off stone walls. 

Where was I? Who was I? This wasn’t my memory.

“Jennielle, you’re awake. The Healers were taking bets on when you would die,” a silken voice called. Jennielle was Chaos’s Angelic name. Chaos slowly opened her eyes and my breath caught. In front of her were the metal bars of a cage and two or three rows of neatly stacked humanoid and hound skulls. 

Tears slid down my sister’s face as she recognized the auras of her recently deceased comrades. By the state of the skulls, I would have said they were long dead, but I was wrong. Judging by the auras that clung to them, they’d most likely been flayed alive then burned to death until their skin fell off the bone or was eaten by lesser demons. 

I shuddered at the thought as Chaos turned to the voice and glared at her through the bars of Rhodium that were embedded with Tanzanite and Alexandrite. The metal and two gemstones that drained and blocked Chaos’s powers. How had the T-o-E found enough of them to make this cage? They were among the rarest natural elements in the known world.

“You seem tired, Jennielle. Though, you being alive at all has ruined my plans,” the silken voice came again as the Golden Goddess, that was the Fœmoræ named Aurelia, stepped into the light of the candles. Chaos growled at her until the pain became too much and it devolved into a moan then a whimper. “Do not look so indignant. You attacked me. Since we are both Angeles, you were hurt tenfold. You should be dead.” 

“Ak’Chada, Kas ta Valkarah8,” Chaos spat in our native tongue, and Aurelia stepped to the bars. She reached one hand through and grabbed Chaos by the throat. I wanted to charge her, to knock her senseless, but I wasn’t sure I could in this vision. 

“The physicians gave me the blood of other beings to keep me alive, which has temporarily made me a little less than perfectly Angeles, but we are the same, Jennielle,” Aurelia said, gripping her throat tighter as I watched from a third person perspective. I growled, and Aurelia dropped Chaos to face me. She searched the darkness with wild eyes but didn’t see me. She winced and rubbed at her shoulder where deep gashes marred her golden flesh. She turned to Chaos’s cage and snarled. 

“You are confined here until I deem it necessary to free you,” she said then spat at Chaos before she turned to leave. I growled again just to see if the first time was a fluke. She whirled around, and I thrust my power at her, knocking her back onto the stairs. She stared into the darkness, eyes darting around like a scared animal. 

“You will not escape your fate, Aurelia. You will die as Ernmas decreed. None of the Triumvirate of Evil will live,” I projected but the voice wasn’t mine. It was a male voice, the voice of The Maker. She scrambled up the steps on all fours. 

When the door clanked closed behind her, I manifested in corporeal form and went to my sister. I set my hands on the bars, and she looked up at me. She wrapped her bloodied hands around mine and tears slid down her face.

“You have to leave before she comes back with reinforcements,” she pleaded still speaking in Demoki. I shook my head and poured my healing energy into her. She healed enough to breathe without pain and took her hands back. I grabbed one of her hands and set my other hand to her cheek as she looked up at me. Her white eyes were full of fear, not for herself, but for me.

“You will be free of them. I will send Neamhréir to you. She will hide you from them,” I promised. The vision ended there, pulling me from Chaos, and dropping me back into my body in the cavern nearly seven thousand years later.





  


 

Chapter Four

I opened my eyes as thick tears slid down my already wet cheeks. I took a short breath and more tears spilled out. Someone pulled me back against them, and breasts pressed against my shoulder and neck through the fabric of a cotton t-shirt. I looked down at the freckled arms around my ribs pinning me against them. It took a moment for the fog of sleep to clear enough for me to remember that I was home in my cavern in Ireland with Angyl at my back not Chaos or Discord. Part of me was saddened that I didn’t have them, but another part was grateful that Angyl was here.

“Melody,” Angyl groggily whispered, loosening her grip. I sniffled, and she propped herself up on one arm. I turned to lay on my back, and she stared down at my face. “Sweetling, what did you see that hurt you so?”

“That Bitchtress held Chaos in a cage that drained her and made her almost human. She would’ve died had I not been there,” I said through my tears. Angyl wasn’t the least bit surprised. She pulled a soft, cotton handkerchief from thin air and wiped my tears while making soothing noises. 

“I know, but it’s all in the past. Chaos is safe at home in Paris with Kotys,” she reminded me. I nodded but felt the urge to see Chaos. I needed to know for sure that she was okay, to touch her, and know that she wasn’t hurt. Angyl sat up and slid to her side of the bed. “When will you be back?”

“I can just video chat with her,” I offered, but Angyl shook her head.

“You should go to her. Your mind won’t be satisfied until you can touch her,” she said, in the same way doctors give facts of a medical condition. I sighed and slid to sit beside her. I wrapped an arm around her, and she turned to me. 

“You could come with me. We can make a holiday of it,” I offered knowing Chaos, and my niece, Kotys would be happy to finally meet my best friend. She kissed my forehead but shook her head. 

“I can’t,” she said, and I knew her argument before she voiced it.

“I have too much work to do,” we chorused. She smiled as she rolled her eyes then shook her head again. 

“Am I that predictable?” she asked. I pecked her cheek and nuzzled her shoulder.

“Only sometimes,” I said as we stood. We dressed, ate breakfast together, and swapped schedules for the rest of the week, before I teleported to Paris. I didn’t bother sending a text first. I knew that at least Chaos would be home even this early in the morning. 

I stepped to the front door of Chaos’s Gothic Style Mansion with a three-story spire directly above the front door, and the dark grey siding trimmed in black. I slipped one hand into the pocket of the simple, flowy, black dress that I changed into, and took a deep breath then pressed the doorbell. It played a hauntingly beautiful melody in a minor key that I recognized but couldn’t put a name to. 

“Coming!” Kotys called, and I looked at my watch. I guess it was early enough for my adopted niece to not be at her law office yet. 

I summoned the book of Sídhe to my free hand and held it to my stomach so I wouldn’t be tempted to touch her. The front door opened and a six-foot one ginger, wearing a pinstriped business skirt suit looked down at me. Her blue eyes sparkled like cornflower blue sapphires as her lips pulled into a wide smile. 

“Auntie Melody, this is a surprise! Though, per the usual you have horrid timing. I was just getting ready for work. Please, tell me you’re going to be here when I get back so we can catch up,” she bubbled, being her extroverted self. 

“I’ll see what I can do, but when I get called away,” I started, and she finished with me, “I can’t stay.” 

“I understand,” she said with a slight pout. She knew as well as I did that I had weird visions and was called away at odd times. She didn’t know that I was called to the Sídhe though, but she was used to not being told things. Chaos didn’t tell her where or when she flitted off to a lot of the time, and Kotys stopped asking after the police came to question her. Kotys opened the door wide, lifting her voice so Chaos would hear, “Come on in, make yourself at home. Mom’s gaming in the other room.” 

I stepped inside and walked past the stairs into the formal living room. It was set with antique furniture, which was Kotys’s style rather than Chaos’s. Kotys watched me as she shut the door, and I took a few more steps then paused as something tugged at the back of my mind. 

My niece stepped up beside me but didn’t touch me. She knew that touching me meant death for her. It meant death for a lot of people. It was my curse.

I was cursed after I became a goddess in the eyes of the Cú Sídhe by saving their chief and healing his mortal wound. One of said curses was that no being, who was not Cú Sídhe, a Death Angel, or a descendant of either one, could touch my skin and live. That’s why I showed so much of it most days. 

I didn’t like being touched by strangers, and if they didn’t listen the first time, dropping dead seemed a fitting consequence, and most everyone who refused to listen to a woman when she said, ‘Don’t touch me’, deserved worse. Kotys shifted from one foot to the other, and I craned my neck to look into her cool tan face that defied the reddish orange hue of her hair and the dark freckles smattering her skin.

“What brings you to Paris?” she asked, and I shrugged remembering that I had something for her.

“Just coming to check in on my sister and favourite niece,” I said, summoning the bottle of MacBeth’s Peach Ambrosia Wine that I bought for her. “As you requested the last time I left.”

She took it making sure not to touch my skin and grinned as she read the label. She pulled it to her chest and fought not to bounce with excitement. 

“Thank you, Auntie! I’ll go put it in the cellar,” she said. She stepped to the left and opened the door to the basement, which was directly under the stairs that led up to the second floor. I stepped into the archway that led to the kitchen and informal dining room and leaned against it. I took in my sister sitting on the worn two-seater, leather chair where she spent most of her time when she wasn’t out doing the Maker’s Will or standing guard at the door of Koty’s gentleman’s club, The Kandy Shop.

Chaos sat with her legs crisscrossed under her. She wore a gaming headset with cat ears that flashed different neon hues in time with the game she was playing on the twenty-one-inch laptop in her lap. It wasn’t standard size, but she’d gotten it custom made from Angelic Incorporated after her last mission for our brother Lucifer, or so she said. 

I smiled and watched her, waiting for her to notice me. It took a few minutes and her mismatched red and orange eyes glowed before she finally pulled the headset down with a curse. 

“Damn, almost made it that time,” she muttered, still not looking up. “Kotys, if you’re going to stare at me until I acknowledge you, you could at least—” When she saw my face, she stopped mid-sentence and her eyes brightened as I smirked. 

“Hey, Gamer Girl. Nice of you to acknowledge your sister,” I said. She lifted the top of the hinged coffee table with her telekinesis and untangled herself from the cords of the mouse and computer charger, before she set them, and her headset, on the table so she could greet me properly. 

“Havoc! How long have you been standing there? Maker, I feel like a bitch,” she said as she pushed the tabletop back down. I pushed off the wall and slowly walked to her, holding my book in my left hand. She stood and stretched her arms above her, which cracked her back and showed the pale expanse of her stomach and a bit of underboob in the cropped Tee. 

“Only a few minutes, I know not to disturb you while you’re working,” I hinted. She dropped her hands to her sides and stepped around the table to meet me. 

“It seems like forever since you stopped by. How’re you doing?” she asked, hugging me as our powers danced in and out of each other like reunited pups. Maker, it felt amazing to hug another of the Deadly Sirens again, and she was right, it had been far too long.



   

Chapter Five

“I’m doing fine,” I said, lying through my teeth, but she wouldn’t taste it, not like I did when someone lied. No one could tell when I was lying, not even Angels of Truth, or Born Angels of Truth, such as Kotys. Chaos pulled away enough to look down at my face, and I raised an eyebrow. 

“You do know that fine is an acronym for Feelings Inside Not Expressed, right?” she asked with a teasing smirk. Again, a tease that was too close to the truth. Maolanaithe’s words from the vision rang in my ears: “You’re guarded all the time. It’s not healthy.”

“Well played, Packana9,” I thought as I glanced up then back to her. “Alright, I had a vision, and needed a reassuring hug from my sister. So, sue me.” 

She pulled me back in for a tighter hug before her stomach growled and she turned to the kitchen. 

“You eat yet?” she asked, not bothering to check her watch for the time. There was an hour difference between Paris and my cave on the cliffs of Moher, and she’d probably pulled an all-nighter on the game if she was hungry enough to want food. Chaos had a knack for forgetting to eat, and Discord usually forgot to check in or contact anyone. She’d just blow into town and… I realized then that I’d pulled a Discord. 

“I ate with my roomie. I’m sorry I didn’t text or call before coming by,” I apologized moving to sit on one of the stools as she pulled out a stack of triangular plastic leftover containers that were specially made for pizza. She popped the top of and waved a slice at me to dismiss the comment. 

“No need to apologize. I like it when you or Discord come to town. It’s nice to see you every once in a while,” she said, taking out a second slice. She placed both slices in a toaster oven that sat on the counter and turned the dial before facing me again. “So, this vision, was it future or past?”

I squirmed on the stool and wondered if I should tell her. It was about her, but I didn’t want to cause one of her PTSD episodes. I’d never triggered one, but Kotys and I had talked about them a time or two over lunch. I also didn’t like all the attention on me. I tried to keep every conversation focused on the other person, letting them talk or vent while I gave advice or simply listened. 

“Past,” I said. She leaned against the counter and summoned a bottle of her homebrewed alcohol that now had a snazzy black label. It was emblazoned with the Chaos star and the words Chaos Theory in a fitting Gothic font. It also had other words on the side, but they were small enough that I couldn’t read them from that far away. She summoned two shot glasses and set them down.

“You’re gonna want a bigger glass,” I hinted, before she poured it. She looked at me and tipped the bottle up again. She set it on the counter and put her hands to either side of it.

“How far back?” she asked eyes on mine. Her curly hair, which was an ombre red that faded to fluorescent orange at the ends, was nearly long enough to brush her hips and glowed with kinetic energy.

“Give or take seven thousand years,” I mumbled. She turned around, grabbed a second fuller bottle, and slid the near empty one to me. I grabbed it and took a swig.

“Lay it on me,” she said. So, I did, but I only told her bits and pieces. I didn’t mention Maolanaithe or what happened in New Orleans last night. When I finished telling her about the Bitchtress, aka the name we gave Aurelia so she wouldn’t hear her name and tune into the conversation or show up, Chaos’s bottle was half gone. She’d taken a mouthful every time I mentioned Aurelia and another when I mentioned the battle that happened a month before.

“Valkarah10 and Vale11, why would you see that?” she asked. I shrugged and since she was a tad bit tipsy, she didn’t question it. She simply kept talking, “I mean, you coulda killed her. Woulda saved us all some heartbreak, but I know you don’t wanna kill like that again…”

I looked down at the bottle and took the last swig, feeling guilty. Alcohol didn’t affect me. Another byproduct of my curse, or at least that’s what I told myself. It was probably a built-up tolerance after being crossfaded for months leading up to that battle.

“And furthermore, have your read the paper?” she asked, slapping a copy of the Newspaper ‘Preternatural Today’ on the counter in front of me. I stared at the front page which read, UNDERWORLD LOOSES SECOND BIG PLAYER!

I skimmed down it, read the second page, and saw the names at the bottom: Discord, Mayhem, Anarchy, and Malice. I recognized all of those names, but I’d only met Malice. She was the Director’s eldest Daughter, and Lucifer’s granddaughter. They hadn’t mentioned me, Odin, or Forseti, and hopefully they wouldn’t. 

“I can’t believe that I didn’t get an invite,” Chaos said, tipping the bottle back again. When she set it down, I pulled it away from her and capped it. 

“I think that’s enough booze before bed for you,” I said as she grabbed her second slice of pizza and took a bite. She’d pulled the slices out sometime during the conversation and ate the first one. I was too deep in my own thoughts to notice. I slid from the stool and walked around the island, setting the bottle with the other alcohol on a small shelf that resembled choir risers. 

“Bed? What time is it?” she asked as Kotys appeared. 

“Time for me to go to work,” she said, kissing Chaos on the cheek before continuing to the door that led to the garage. She paused with her hand on the doorknob and turned to me. “Can you make sure she doesn’t do anything stupid while I’m gone? She was a bit upset when the paper arrived last night.”

“I’ll do my best,” I said, saluting my niece. She blew me a kiss and walked out, locking the door behind her.

“Damn, I’m not even tired,” Chaos said, finishing her pizza. “Wanna go a couple rounds of Mario Kart, or somethin’?”

I tilted my head then looked at the paper and returned to our conversation.

“Why would this make you mad?” I asked. She picked up the paper and dropped it into the recycle bin. 

“No reason,” she lied, and bile rose in my throat. She never tried to lie to me. What was going on? When I didn’t comment or move, she shrugged and walked around the island.

“I just think I could’ve been useful,” she said, walking to the couch. I set my forearms on the back of it and watched her put her computer away while she talked it out. 

“I mean, I knew Raphael was the one who replaced Vretil. I’ve been suspicious of him for the last hundred years or so, and it’s not like I don’t go to N’awlins enough,” she slurred the word like those native to New Orleans as she gestured to her ribs where there was a new tattoo. 

It was a ram’s skull with gems, and heart pieces from the Legend of Zelda franchise, which was Discord’s favourite franchise. Aeronwen, our sister who owned the house in the Garden district, designed and tattooed it on her ribs for her birthday back in July. At the thought of Aeronwen, my mind strayed back to last night.

Max went to Aeronwen’s house. Why was he staying there? Did Aeronwen know he was her grandson? Had Discord told her? That didn’t seem like something she would do… What was I missing? I let all of that go to clarify Chaos’s reasoning.

“So, you’re mad that Lou, Ronnie, or Discord didn’t call you to help?” I asked. She nodded as she put the computer, mouse, and headphones into an Armoire that she’d converted into an entertainment centre that now held all her downstairs gaming equipment. She had a larger setup upstairs in her room, but she kept a laptop and three consoles downstairs along with enough headsets to outfit eight players. She pulled the headset I usually wore off the hook and held it toward me. I levitated it to my hands as she grabbed her wireless headset. 

“Yeah, that. I mean, Lou and Ron I can understand, but not Dis. They even went to the Saint Louis Cathedral of all places. We were there when it was built,” she said. She didn’t have to tell me, but I hadn’t even thought to call her. I didn’t think it would make her this volatile. 

How long had it been since she’d had a killing spree like we had last night? She grabbed two controllers before she powered on the Angelic brand console that could play just about any game on the market. 

“They didn’t even call you, and you were in town! We coulda got them all faster,” she said. I nodded because she wasn’t wrong, but I didn’t trust myself to say anything. Guilt nagged at me for not calling her, but I didn’t want to say it and get my head bitten off. She stepped over the coffee table, spun around, and plopped on the cushion to the right. She patted the spot beside her, and I vaulted the couch. I dropped gracefully into the spot and my dress fell perfectly over my lap. 

“And Discord has an apartment there. With all three of us there, we would’ve taken them to task, and the papers woulda been none the wiser,” she continued. I sighed and tuned her out as she started the latest version of the popular Nintendo racing game. 

⁂

We played for a couple hours while she talked everything over and it boiled down to feeling left out. She took contracts for Lucifer all the time, and he hadn’t thought to call her in on that one. Though it had been Kalista, his daughter, and our brother Forseti running the show. But again, I wasn’t going to say it. Even if the guilt was eating me, but dammit if it wasn’t hard as Hell. She was feeling lonely, and I empathized with her. 

“Anyway, I wouldn’t be too worried about your vision. It’s in the past, no reason to dwell on it,” she came back around to our former conversation as we crossed the finish line of our fifth grand prix just milliseconds after each other. I set down my controller and turned to her. 

“You really think that’s it? It wasn’t significant in any way,” I said, stressing the word any. She nodded and sat back, putting her controller beside mine. She turned to me and watched my face. 

“Why would it be? It was in the past, you did what you did, and it’s done now,” she said, not mentioning her saving Max. I lifted an eyebrow, and she sighed. “It’s not like any of the Cú Sídhe are still around, and Goldilocks won’t come to Paris.”

Goldilocks was another nickname she’d given Aurelia. I had to admit, it was quite fitting since the Scubaid12 had nails of pure gold, irises that glowed like heated gold, and strands of golden hair that complimented her golden tan skin. The Cú Sídhe, on the other hand, were still alive or some of them were at least, and those that weren’t had descendants among the living. Few knew that, and I worked hard to keep it that way, thanks to the edict of the Council of Four. 

The copper bands on my right bicep suddenly felt tight. I wore sixteen identical copper and black iron bands, strategically placed and warded to hide my scars. When I thought about the idiotic Council and their chief, my scars always throbbed. I instinctively rubbed them, and Chaos looked at my arm then my face. 

“You okay?” she asked. I nodded, not trusting my voice as my left thigh started to throb. I sighed and grabbed the controller again, hoping that distraction would stop the throbbing.

“Let’s play something else,” I said. She yawned and shook her head. 

“I’m gonna head upstairs to get some sleep. You need to stick around. Play some games, scroll around the inter webs, or go practice in the music room downstairs, but don’t go home,” she said. I tilted my head, and she looked at her smartwatch. “Kotys is bringing home dinner from your favourite restaurant, and she’ll be disappointed if you leave before she gets home.” 

My mouth watered at the thought. My niece always spoiled me when I was in town, and it made me feel a little less lonely. Chaos stood and picked up her controller. I held mine out to her, and she looked from it to me.

“I’ll go to the music room. Maybe I can pluck out a new song. My Band needs some new stuff,” I said. She took the controller, but one of her eyebrows rose, lifting the hoop in it. “What? You knew I was in New Orleans last night with my band, and we’re closing out the tour Halloween weekend. I need a new song to end it on a high note.”

“Yeah, I thought that was you, but I wasn’t sure. You took a lot of odd jobs after what happened,” she said, not mentioning the Cú Sídhe or the battle. I shrugged and stood, stretching my arms as she had earlier.

“I did, but singing has always been my main source of income. I’ve had a few bands over the centuries too, played a lot of big places,” I said, unsure why I was telling her, other than what Max said being so fresh in my mind. She probably wouldn’t remember when she woke up anyway. She was beyond tipsy and looked like she’d been up for more than twenty-four hours. I hugged her then followed her up to her room making sure she made it to bed and didn’t pass out on the floor, which Kotys joked about her doing before.

“Havoc,” she said as I tucked her in.

“Yeah?” I asked, pushing some curls from her face. She smiled and yawned as she met my eyes.

“What do you think ever happened to the pup Discord and I saved that day?” she asked. My stomach dropped, and I hid the surprise behind a layer of calm. I hadn’t told her about the vision of him cooking in her kitchen, or that he’d been with Discord last night. She didn’t need to know that right now. 

I’m not even sure why she was bringing it up other than me mentioning the battle earlier. I sure as Hell hadn’t mentioned him, but she’d obviously thought about him over the years. 

In a moment of what I can only call rampant curiosity, I opened my Angelic sight. There next to her fraying soulmate line, that tied her to a member of the T-o-E, was another that was forming. I tried to follow the line, but I was snapped out of it by a low purr. 

I stared down at Chaos sleeping with her mouth slightly open. I thought about Discord and Maolanaithe’s relationship line that looked so much like Chaos’s and wondered why my sister’s had such horrid relationships with their soulmates, and how the Maker would keep Chaos from going insane when hers snapped. 



   

 

 

Chapter Six

I shut the door to her room and held the book to my chest for a second unsure when I summoned it. Then I remembered what Angyl said about leaving for a con and asking me to text her if I wouldn’t make it before she left. I quickly sent her a text letting her know that I might be staying the night, but she could come once she got settled in her hotel, and again said that I would introduce her to Chaos and Kotys. After seeing Chaos’s loneliness, I wanted to introduce them now more than ever.

Right now, they only knew the bare minimum about Angyl. I wanted them to know her for who she was, but she always refused and spouted the same line. The message tone chimed, and I looked at the all too familiar response.

~ Not yet. You know why we have to wait. ~ I sighed and another message chimed. I looked down and my eyes bugged. ~Soon, Sweetling.~

I stared at that message until my screen went dark. My heart raced at the thought of finally introducing them and having her be a true part of the family. Then I remembered what she prophesied would happen first. Those who experimented on her would die before she met them. 

Vretil, the first Leader of the Triumvirate of Evil, was killed almost three months back. According to the newspaper, we killed Raphael in New Orleans last night. Two down two to go. My watch chimed again, pulling me from the thought as I stepped into the living room. 

~You okay, Mel?~  That was my second nickname. Mel was short for Melody, my legal name. I quickly hit the speech to text button and dictated a message.

“I’m fine. A little surprised at the ‘soon,’ but also happy to finally introduce you to them. I know they’ll love you and take you in as I have,” I said. It wrote the message perfectly, and I hit send. I turned into the basement stairwell and my watch rang, but it wasn’t Angyl. 

It was a number I didn’t have in my contacts. That activated my Angelic senses. I summoned one of my Bluetooth earbuds to my ear, connected it technopathically, and tapped it to answer the call.

“Hello, you’ve reached Melody Amhrán’s phone. Please state your message, and I will pass it along at the earliest con-” I started, but a deep rich aura reached out to me, and I nearly missed a stair, as a face with red eyes accented by tan skin and ebony brown hair filled my vision. It was Lucifer.

“Melody, I may not have talked with you last night, but I can identify the sound of your voice. Especially when I saw it paired with your lovely, freckled face during the fight last night and again on the news this morning.” His gruff voice sounded as if he’d been smoking two packs a day. It sparked a few hundred memories, and I nearly missed another step. I teleported to the bottom of the stairs and cleared my throat.

“Lucifer, what can I do for the Devil himself?” I asked as my watch buzzed with another message from Angyl. 

~ By the way, Lucifer called looking for you. I gave him your number.~ I rolled my eyes and swiped back ~Thanks for the heads up. We’re talking now~ as he droned on.

“I simply wanted to congratulate you on a sold-out weeknight show and ask when your tour is coming to Los Angeles. A few of my granddaughters are fans of Death Angel, and I was hoping to buy tickets for them,” he finally got around to the point. I cringed and thought about the dates for the current tour.

“Always happy to have family at the show. Give me one second to check my calendar,” I said in my customer service voice. I muted my microphone, looked, and cursed. It was two months away on Halloween weekend, closing weekend. He’d definitely be able to score front row VIP tickets. I said a well-meant shit before I unmuted the microphone. “I’ll be closing out the US tour at the Stadium in Anaheim in late October.”

“Excellent,” he said, noting that down. I paused and thought about that for a second. He didn’t need to call me to get tickets. He lived in Los Angeles and… He owned the damned stadium.

“Why didn’t you just look at my website or call the Stadium? You must know the owner,” I hinted that I knew. He sighed and there were a few quick key clicks. 

“I could have, but I decided to call the talent herself. Let her know that I was coming and keep me from a premature death, as it were,” he said. I mouthed his last three words and dropped the act. No more playing nice.

“Was that the point of this call? Can I hang up now? I was sitting down to write some music,” I said. I walked into the soundproof music room and pulled one of the electric guitars off the wall. I plugged it into the amp and plucked the strings to check that it was in tune while he straightened his mind out again. 

“I want to know about your curse,” he said. I hit a sour note and swore. His chair squeaked forward, and I sat on the stool beside a microphone that wasn’t plugged in. I cleared my throat and took a deep breath.

“What about it?” I asked, emotionless, numb. I opened my third eye and saw him sitting behind his desk again looking a bit grim. My stomach twisted as I wondered what happened to cause that look. Maybe the paperwork from last night’s cleanup was giving him a headache, or it could be about the Missing Angels…

“Is it true that you can’t touch
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