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Chapter 1
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Inside Penemuel’s office, more a cubbyhole, Semyaza drummed his fingers on the arm of his beechwood chair. “Sure you can’t tell me?” Mustard yellow walls and cheap beige curtains indicated a low budget and probably a similar salary. Why Penemuel worked at this small private college, he’d no idea, but teaching English composition aligned with the Watcher’s original purpose. Guess old habits did die hard. 

“It’s confidential.” Penemuel finished filing papers and shut his file cabinet drawer. He returned to his matching beechwood desk and sat.

Semyaza pushed back his frustration. “Don’t tell me you don’t have anything useful. While I’ve an idea who Gadreel’s and Azazel’s gun dealer is, doesn’t mean he’ll cooperate. If we’re going to divert attention from ourselves, we need to work together.” He stood and leaned forward, palms splayed on Penemuel’s desk. “Or are you hiding something from me?”

Penemuel paled. “Of course not.” He gave Semyaza a crooked smile. 

“Not good enough.” Semyaza returned to his chair. “I’ve worked too hard to get things set up. We can’t let any mistakes interfere with our overall goal. Why I’m entrusting this mission to a select few. Too many others involved, and a good chance one of them might talk to Tzadkiel, or another angel, and give us away.”

“‘Loose lips sink ships.’ A slogan from World War One or Two. Relevant today.”

Semyaza waved a dismissive hand. “Spare me the history lesson and keep your glib tongue from flapping too much.”

The Watcher frowned. “And you say the Seraphim are humorless. Hello, pot. Meet kettle.”

He’d no time for this. “Never mind. Intend to help me?”

Penemuel looked around. “Think I want to live on an adjunct professor’s salary forever? I understand what you’re trying to do, but is it worth it after all these centuries?”

Semyaza cocked his head. “You’d be content to let things continue as they are?”

“Not necessarily. All I’m saying is...” Penemuel fell silent. 

“Yes?” Semyaza prodded. 

Penemuel pushed his wire-rimmed glasses into place. “Only saying some question your leadership. Worry we’re not going about this the right way.”

Semyaza’s nape prickled. His fellow Grigori doubted him? “You and who else?” 

“Not me.” Penemuel held up his hands. “Loyal to a fault. I’m sure you can guess who.”

Little chance the angel would implicate himself. Despite Penemuel’s claim, the Grigori distrusted him, and he, them.  

As if he expected Penemuel to say differently. “Please elaborate.”

Penemuel seemed to find his empty coffee cup more interesting. After a moment, he put it down, pushed his chair back, and stood. He paced the room as he talked, gesticulating to emphasize his point. “We’re concerned you’re out of touch regarding this whole situation. Unless we give humans a real opening show, it’s going to be for nothing. People don’t care who we are. They probably consider us aliens, not angels, despite the wings, and would likely try to shoot us down with military firepower. Can you imagine what the government would do with a real-life celestial being?”

Semyaza’s blood ran cold at the implication. “Yes.”

Penemuel stopped pacing. “We didn’t expect Tzadkiel to appear. Even worse, if he discovers our operation.”

“I see what you mean. Unfortunately, Tzadkiel will be involved.” Semyaza pushed aside his suit coat to reveal his shoulder holster and the Glock 17 nestled inside. “No point delaying the inevitable.”

“Please, no.” Eyes wide, almost owlish, Penemuel raised his hands and backed against the wall. He swallowed hard. “I promise I didn’t tell him anything. I wouldn’t betray you.” 

“Liar. You refuse to tell me where it is, and I can’t risk you telling Tzadkiel. If you haven’t already.” Semyaza removed the gun from his holster. He’d already racked the slide and chambered a round. He aimed the weapon at Penemuel and pulled the trigger. 

A dark red stain spread across Penemuel’s chest as he sank to the tiled floor. Glassy eyes stared ahead at nothing.

Semyaza holstered the pistol. “Have to keep Tzadkiel busy investigating your death so he doesn’t become too involved in our other endeavor.”

He prodded the body with his foot. No response. Good. The special round had done its job. It would keep Penemuel in this state until Semyaza could revive him. 

Now he had to hide the Watcher. 

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter 2
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Lahatiel brought death. The angel of punishment hovered over the Iraqi village, fiery wings beating against the pink-and red-streaked sky. Thick, black smoke rose from the raging fire scorching the sun-dried mud-brick houses. Roosters and chickens crowed and clucked in panic as they ran about. Goats bleated in fear, eyes wide, showing the whites. Joshua Trees, junipers, and hawthorns stood blackened and twisted against the landscape. Screams and sirens pierced the air, and the stench of human remains hung thick and reeking.

Tzadkiel cursed as he faced Lahatiel. Damn the angel for leaving his post in Hell and coming here. A half mile away, a Humvee with a mounted tank gun stood ready. He prayed no one tried anything stupid.

“Why attack them?” Tzadkiel spread his arms, indicating Lahatiel’s destruction. His wings flared out. Any other time, the villagers might fall on their knees in awe. Today, they saw only a destroying angel, one who’d arrived without warning and passed judgment without explaining their crimes. “What grievous sin have they committed?”

Lahatiel might enjoy immunity from answering to humans, but Tzadkiel had been sent here by his superior, Haniel, to ensure no further destruction occurred. 

Lahatiel turned red eyes toward Tzadkiel. “They harbor one who has sided with the enemy. I’m ordered to kill them.”

Not by Simkiel’s orders. The chief of the angels of destruction would request a specific target. 

A whomp and a round from the tank gun sped toward Lahatiel. He knocked it aside. “You see, they disrespect me.” His thunderous voice rose above the din. “I’ve a right to defend myself.”

“You destroyed a village. Killed innocent people.” 

The angel sneered. “Innocent? Humans disregard the will of God.” Flames reflected in his pupils. “They’ve ignored our power for too long.”  

Tzadkiel refused to let this situation continue. The satans could decide Lahatiel’s fate during his celestial trial.

He raised his right hand. Blue sparks crackled from the center of his upraised palm to his fingertips. 

High voltage leaped toward Lahatiel, who flew upward.

Tzadkiel cried out and tried to recall his power. Too late. 

His energy bombarded a young woman fleeing with a small boy. Her hand holding his became a conduit, and they jerked, current running through them, before they collapsed to the ground, dead. 

Acid churned in Tzadkiel’s stomach. He’d never killed a human in all his eons of bringing angels to justice. Until now. Unintentional or not, he proved no better than Lahatiel. 

“Sucks, doesn’t it?” Lahatiel’s mocking voice fell like acid rain over Tzadkiel’s grief. “I know you didn’t mean to kill them, but you can’t deny that you’re guilty.”

“Fuck off.” Good riddance if he never saw the bastard again. Capturing Lahatiel now gave him no satisfaction. 

When he got home, he’d resign. 

Tzadkiel waved a dismissive hand and turned his back on the angel of punishment. “Do what you want.” Haniel would have his head for letting Lahatiel go for his crime, but he didn’t care. 

Lahatiel said nothing. He vanished, leaving a flurry of feathers in his wake.  

Tzadkiel stood, head bent, fists clenched. Around him, thistles and yellow bedstraw stirred in the breeze. The mourners’ anguished cries ripped apart his psyche, flayed his resolve. He folded his wings close to his body, a shield to hide his anguish. 

He couldn’t do this anymore.

Nor could he offer his condolences to his victims’ families. He didn’t deserve their forgiveness, only their anger and hatred. 

He carried enough self-loathing for them all.

****
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The next morning, Haniel summoned Tzadkiel to his office. The angel paced the Oriental rug in the waiting room, bracing himself for his boss’s lecture. He poured himself a drink from the water dispenser, then tossed the empty paper cup into the wastebasket.  

The door to Haniel’s office opened, and the angel gestured for him to enter. 

Tzadkiel obeyed. He sat in an upholstered guest chair. Haniel took a seat behind his mahogany, double pedestal desk. He folded his hands atop the blotter. A large signet ring on his right ring finger identified him as the Chief of Principalities. “You said you had something to tell me. I assume it’s about Lahatiel.”

Tzadkiel usually appreciated Haniel’s propensity for getting to the point. Now he wished he could stall the meeting. “Yes, sir. Afraid you won’t like it.” Not that his disclaimer erased the overwhelming grief and shame pervading him. He’d committed murder, an unjustifiable crime. Tzadkiel expected to face Haniel’s wrath and a trial by the satans. He deserved no less. 

Haniel said nothing. He searched through the files on his desk and his computer, then turned to Tzadkiel.

“I don’t see your report.”

Tzadkiel drew a deep breath. He might be fired for insubordination. Who cared? He’d come here to quit. “Sir, I didn’t file one. In fact, I let our suspect go.”

Tension filled the room, crackling along the acoustical wall panels and industrial carpet. Tzadkiel stiffened, lest Haniel unleash his power. The angel appeared calm, but anger seethed beneath his impassive expression.

Tzadkiel pushed his chair back and stood. “I quit.”

“Quit?” Haniel blinked in surprise. The energy vanished. He stared at Tzadkiel. “What are you talking about?”

“You didn’t hear? About what happened in Iraq?” He came around Haniel’s desk, clicked on his boss’s browser, and opened YouTube. “It’s all over social media. Someone uploaded a video. Search for a woman and child mysteriously electrocuted in an Iraqi village.”

Haniel obeyed. They watched the video in silence. When it ended a minute later, the angel closed his browser. 

“It wasn’t your fault.”

The sympathy in Haniel’s voice rankled Tzadkiel. The woman’s and boy’s families deserved condolences, not him. “You understand I can no longer stay in your employ.”

“What will you do? All angels are assigned a job. Walking away from yours will only throw our celestial justice system into chaos.”

“What do you expect me to do?” Tzadkiel couldn’t believe Haniel’s calmness regarding the situation. “Two innocent people died by my hand. Literally.”

Haniel leaned back in his chair, springs creaking in protest. “Did you kill them on purpose? Doubtful. They happened to be in the wrong place at the wrong time. Happens. I want you to file your report, take a few days off, and return to see me first thing Monday morning. A mini vacation will do you good, let you see things in perspective.”

“You don’t understand. I’m resigning.”

“No,” Haniel said. “You think you’re resigning.” 

The angel didn’t resist as Haniel escorted him to the door. No point arguing. Haniel had a definite opinion involving his employment status, and Tzadkiel couldn’t muster the energy to convince him otherwise. 

He needed a few days off. The least he could do was return to the village and extend his condolences to the families, even if it meant enduring their wrath. He owed them that much, if not more. The video hadn’t identified the so-called lightning’s cause, and meteorological experts called the strange phenomenon an anomaly. He couldn’t be sure someone hadn’t seen him.

“All right.” Tzadkiel nodded at Haniel, who nodded back. “I’ve got some business to attend to.” He vanished.

A few minutes later, Tzadkiel entered the Iraqi village cemetery. A young man dressed in black stood beside a stone grave. The woman’s husband? 

Tzadkiel hesitated, unsure if his presence would be welcomed or rejected. The grieving man said nothing as the angel approached him. “I’m sorry for your loss.” Empty words, perhaps, but he needed to say them. It wouldn’t eliminate his guilt, and he intended to atone for his grievous sin.

The young man turned to him. Pain showed in his dark brown eyes. “Thank you.”

“Her husband?”

“Brother. I’m Tarik. Her husband died in a terrorist attack.” The young man looked around. “I don’t like when it’s quiet like this. It means the terrorists are lulling us into a false sense of security. We let our guard down, they move in. We try to fight them, but it does no good. They have bigger and better weapons.” He clenched his fists. “It’s the angel. He supplies them with what they need, while we struggle to obtain what we can.” 

Had he heard right? “Angel?”

The young man nodded. “They don’t think I know. One killed my sister and my nephew.”

Tzadkiel tasted cotton. He swallowed, mouth dry. Go on, confess. Tell the truth. Instead, he managed to choke out, “Really?”

If Tarik seemed offended by his apparent doubt, he didn’t show it. The young man looked heavenward, the cloudless sky cerulean blue. “They say it was lightning. I know better. It’s a new weapon.” He turned to Tzadkiel. “This angel and the terrorists must be stopped before others die.” He started to walk away, stopped, and looked at Tzadkiel over his shoulder. “Bkhatrak.” 

Tzadkiel nodded. “Ma’ssalaame.” An angel who supplied arms to terrorists? Could the Grigori be active again? It’d been eons since he’d dealt with the Watchers. And now it seemed Azazel and Gadreel, who’d taught humans how to make weapons, were back in business. 

After making sure no one saw him, Tzadkiel teleported to his Louisville apartment in the Highlands. He’d just gotten a Heineken from the fridge when his cellphone rang. 

The Caller ID identified the person on the other end as Semyaza. Strange, the Grigori leader was calling him.

He answered. “Tzadkiel.”

“I need your help,” Semyaza said. “Penemuel’s missing.”
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Gadreel muted the evening news. Something seemed off. The recent story about the strange attack on an Iraqi village, where a woman and child had been electrocuted, didn’t appear to be a typical terrorist attack. 

He swung his office chair around to face his desk and logged onto his computer via a Virtual Private Network. In the Deep Internet, he clicked on a Silk Road-type site where he checked for any messages regarding weapons orders.

A coded message from Tarik, aka Jungle Fox, awaited him. Gadreel scanned the message, a request for rocket-propelled grenade launchers, M4s, AK-47s, M16s, plus hand grenades and ammunition. 

The terrorists had stepped up their attacks on the Middle Eastern villages, including ones in Iraq. Rumors abounded on the Dark Net about a new weapon, one previously unknown to either the terrorists, rebels, or presumably, world leaders.

Gadreel doubted the last one. Countries hostile to the US and their allies would probably kill for such a weapon, but deny it existed. 

The Watcher typed a coded reply to Jungle Fox, telling him he could get the weapons, but he needed to get in touch with his dealer. Finished, Gadreel logged off the site. 

When hadn’t he been involved in some armed conflict? Like his partner, Azazel, Gadreel taught people how to use weapons, from small arms to more advanced arsenals, including a recent stint as a weapons instructor at a nearby military base. 

How many times had he been on the front lines with a guerilla army as they mounted an attack on a seemingly insurmountable enemy, only to be driven back, under heavy fire, the casualties high before they reached base camp?

That last time they’d gone out, their makeshift Humvee had run over an IED. Gadreel, riding shotgun, had managed to throw up a barrier upon sensing the bomb, but not fast enough to protect the leader or the truck itself. Shrapnel had cut a gash across the angel’s forehead. The wound healed within the hour.

If his fellow soldiers suspected anything, they kept quiet. He sensed their suspicion and wanted to tell them the truth, but hesitated. While Watchers like Semyaza might desire to reveal their presence, Gadreel preferred maintaining a low profile, including hiding behind a computer screen with a fake ISP.

Their rebel leader dead, the soldiers looked to Jungle Fox to assume his place. Tarik had refused at first, insisting he lacked leadership experience, despite being groomed for the position since joining the small army. 

The terrorists who’d planted the IED needed to pay. First, the rebels needed weapons, as their supply was almost depleted. Hence, Jungle Fox’s message. 

Gadreel opened a secure messaging system using Off the Record encryption. His contact, Weaponz, answered right away, and the angel inquired about the firepower availability. 

During the long pause that followed, Gadreel drummed his index finger next to his laptop mouse. For a sickening moment, he feared he might’ve been talking to an undercover agent. He shook his head. No time for paranoia. His weapons dealer had other customers.

A few minutes later, Gadreel received a new message. Weaponz could deliver the armaments but had been approached by another customer. This person wanted an exclusive contract and would pay triple what Gadreel and the rebels paid. 

Gadreel started to inquire about the buyer’s identity. He stopped. Weaponz would never reveal his sources or customers. The angel could match the requested amount, being wealthy both in cryptocurrency and in real world funds, but the rebel army would never be able to absorb such costs. That said, the seller wasn’t exactly supplying them with state-of-the-art equipment. Not like he had much choice. Not many arms dealers would be willing to take such risks, unless it paid well. 

How much time do I have? he typed, the words appearing as gibberish to anyone who might intercept their messages. While paranoia could be a detriment, caution remained a reasonable expectation.

The reply came back. Three days. Enough time to talk to Azazel, to see if they could come to some agreement. 

“All right.” Gadreel logged off. He hated leaving Tarik waiting, but he didn’t want to worry him unnecessarily. He hoped the de facto rebel leader waited a day or two and gave him a chance to learn more about this mysterious buyer. 

Finished, Gadreel checked his email. Nothing interesting or worth reading showed up in his inbox. He erased the messages, closed the Deep Web, and powered down the PC.

He never expected the situation to become this dire. And something about this latest attack bothered him. What powerful force aided the terrorists? 

Gadreel grabbed his car keys from the hook next to the front door. Azazel should be at the gun shop. They needed to talk.

Someone encroached on their territory.
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“You have to find Penemuel.” Semyaza leaned back in his recliner and crossed his ankles on the footrest. “He’s important to me.”

Tzadkiel studied the Grigori leader. Despite his plea, Semyaza’s demeanor seemed too indifferent, his manner relaxed and voice flat. 

“I don’t see why you asked me.” Tzadkiel took a sip of bourbon. “I handed in my resignation.”

Semyaza smirked. He raised his glass in a mock toast. “Please, Tzadkiel. You’ll no more retire than I’ll return to Heaven.”

Tzadkiel set his glass on the end table next to him. “I’m surprised Penemuel’s important to you now. What’s changed?”

Semyaza shrugged. “We’re involved in a business deal. Afraid without him, it’ll fall through.”

“He’s only important to you for that reason?” No surprise. Semyaza saw his fellow Grigori as angels he could manipulate. 

The leader of the Watchers poured himself another shot. “Thought you investigated cases involving our kind.”

“If an actual crime occurs.” Tzadkiel suspected Semyaza wouldn’t let him refuse this one. “And Penemuel’s really involved?” Strange. The Watcher, known for scholarly pursuits, seemed unlikely to partner with Semyaza.

“Yes.” Semyaza ran his index finger around the rim of his glass. “Let me ask you something.”

“Go ahead.”

“I’m sure you heard about this little incident in an Iraqi village involving two unfortunate souls.”

The bourbon soured in Tzadkiel’s stomach. Bad enough, the memory weighed on his conscience, but to have someone like Semyaza bring it up only exacerbated the situation.

“What are you getting at?” Tzadkiel snatched up his glass and downed his drink to steady his frayed nerves. He needed to remain calm. 

“You know.” Semyaza replenished Tzadkiel’s glass. He capped the bottle and set it on the coffee table. “Here’s the deal. You help me find Penemuel, and I’ll do my best to help you find the one responsible for sending Lahatiel there.”

How much did Semyaza know?

“All right.” 

Semyaza smiled, pleased. “Excellent.”

“When did you notice Penemuel missing?”

“The other day. I went to his house, and he wasn’t home. Went to the campus where he works. No one had seen him, and his office was locked. Called his cellphone. It went to voice mail.”

“Do you know any other places he hangs out?”

Semyaza shook his head. “Sorry.”

The leader of the Watcher angels had said Penemuel was important to him, and he couldn’t answer that? “I’ll do some looking around.” Tzadkiel finished his bourbon and stood. “Thanks for the hospitality. If you’ll excuse me, I have a meeting.”

Semyaza merely waved, and Tzadkiel teleported into Haniel’s office. 

Haniel looked up from his Courier-Journal. “Hello, Tzadkiel.”

Forgoing pleasantries, Tzadkiel told him about Semyaza’s job offer.

Silence for a minute. “And you accepted?”  

“Doubtful Semyaza would let me refuse. And I’m curious, since Penemuel would be the last angel I would suspect of disappearing.” Semyaza’s real agenda? He’d no idea.

“I assumed your talk of retiring was only that. Talk.” Haniel sounded amused. 

Tzadkiel had dealt with missing angel cases before. Something about this one seemed off. He couldn’t help suspect he’d been baited, and, if he tried to disengage himself, would only be drawn in deeper.
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The college had closed for the night when Semyaza returned. He’d checked the local news reports. None mentioned Penemuel. Which meant no one had discovered the body. While his gunshot wound would’ve healed, the angel would remain “dead” a bit longer. It helped that Penemuel’s schedule had him being off these last couple days, so no one would’ve been suspicious about a dark, locked office. As for the custodian, a forged note from Semyaza in Penemuel’s handwriting told him not to clean the Watcher’s office until further notice. Not like the stench of a decomposing corpse would be an issue.

He teleported into Penemuel’s office. The Watcher remained where he’d left him. 

Semyaza hoisted Penemuel into a fireman’s carry, hands covered in latex-free plastic gloves to avoid leaving any fingerprints. He concentrated and teleported both of them into the nearby woods. He’d already cased the area earlier, looking for a suitable spot to dump the body. 

He laid Penemuel next to a gnarled oak and covered him with a thin layer of dead leaves, twigs, and dirt.

Finished, Semyaza teleported home and fixed himself a brandy. 

He wanted to put as much distance between himself and Penemuel as possible, given their operation. Informing Tzadkiel had been necessary to keep the celestial investigator preoccupied, letting Semyaza focus on his plan.

Bad enough if Gadreel and Azazel figured out his intentions. If they took their suspicions to Tzadkiel, he couldn’t guarantee their safety. Even Penemuel could become a liability. 

Semyaza hadn’t been caught unaware. If anything, he’d planned for this inevitability. Humanity had changed since their first arrival, and while he and his fellow Grigori had been somewhat responsible for humanity’s intellectual evolution, he hadn’t expected them to obtain the knowledge they had.

Even more than Azazel and Gadreel teaching humans about arms and war, Penemuel had perhaps given them the most powerful weapon, the ability to read and write. 

As humanity’s knowledge developed, their experience with weapons and war increased until they surpassed what even Semyaza had believed was possible.

He needed to stop them. 

Drink finished, he poured himself another. This Tarik would be a nuisance, if Penemuel’s report proved accurate, and not a young man easily swayed by angelic charm. He’d recently accepted leadership of a small rebel group, one Semyaza hoped to destroy. 

Semyaza took his snifter into his bedroom. He sat at a small desk and opened his laptop. Too bad they hadn’t had this technology centuries ago. They could’ve reached more people, had a broader influence. 

System booted up, Semyaza logged onto Tor via a VPN. The more he covered his tracks, the better. He clicked on an offshoot of an Al-Qaeda group’s website, “Allah’s Army.” No one had posted a new video. They probably didn’t consider the attack on this village worth bragging about. Or they wanted to keep knowledge of the mysterious weapon secret longer.

Next, he clicked on his messages. One was from “Muhammad,” Allah’s Army’s leader. He’d sent Semyaza a photo of a camel. The Watcher opened it with SilentEye, a steganography application that allowed people to hide messages or pictures inside other visible text or digital images. In a few minutes, Semyaza decoded the note. Muhammad demanded more weapons, claiming rebels had launched an attack on them the previous night. 

This explained why he saw no new video. The terrorist camp had suffered some minor damage–Humvees set ablaze and radio communications interfered with. Nothing substantial, which meant it could have been anyone–not just Tarik’s army–who’d decided to counterattack. 

Semyaza dragged an innocuous-looking photo of a lake at sunset into SilentEye. He clicked on “Encode a file,” and typed his reply in the message box provided. 

He admonished Muhammad for engaging in attacks on villages he hadn’t authorized. The terrorist leader had complained Semyaza stifled him, prevented his men from fulfilling their duty to Allah. The Grigori leader refused to be manipulated by pleas or threats. Piss him off too much, and he might forget his allegiances.

The Watcher logged off. Now to wait.

Hopefully, Penemuel wouldn’t wake up in time for his big revelation.
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“What do you think?” Gadreel peered over Azazel’s shoulder, one hand splayed on the desk. If the angel resented him invading his personal space, he kept quiet. 

Weaponz had emailed them a reminder about the upcoming deadline. 

War profiteering: a lucrative way to earn money, provided they didn’t run afoul of the law. Easier for angels like him and Azazel to skirt, given their preternatural abilities. Nevertheless, Gadreel preferred a buffer between himself and his dealer and customers. 

Azazel folded his arms behind his head. “Our dealer could be playing us. There may not even be another buyer. Have you told Jungle Fox about this?”

Gadreel stepped back. “Not yet. Wanted something more concrete than mere speculation.” He lit a cigarette. “What do we do now?”

His partner pushed back his desk chair. “Might be time to find a new dealer.”
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A cacophonous clanging rousted Tzadkiel from a deep sleep. Groggy, he blinked open bleary eyes, at first not comprehending the jarring noise’s origin.

His alarm clock? The instrument of early morning torture could caterwaul, but a cursory check told him Levi Hutchins’s invention was innocent. Granted, the wall had a new dent, and the alarm clock now rested upside down on the floor, where it emitted a whiny jangle before falling silent. 

The ringing continued. Tzadkiel had come awake enough now to realize the culprit was his cellphone. Why couldn’t the caller leave a voice mail?

The Caller ID showed Haniel’s number. This could only mean an assignment. Too bad his boss called at 3 a.m.

He answered. “Tzadkiel.”

“Took you long enough,” Haniel said. “Got a job for you.”

“Let me guess. Penemuel.”

“Murdered.” 

Interesting. Especially since killing an angel proved nearly impossible. Semyaza’s involvement wouldn’t surprise him. “Where?”

“Some woods near McLaughlin College where he worked.” Haniel gave him the address. “Semyaza said he’d meet you.”

“Did Semyaza find the body?”

“According to him, two homeless men discovered Penemuel’s remains while looking for a place to sleep.”

Tzadkiel made a mental note to interview them, if possible. “Another question. How did Penemuel die?” He wanted to add “allegedly,” because this murder made little sense. Who would kill Penemuel? Of all the Watcher angels, he’d been the quietest, most unassuming. 

“Semyaza says it looks like someone shot him. Of course
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