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Witch’s WorrieS

	Tuesday, September 5, 2051

	E

	llyria awoke much too early in the morning. She and two a.m. were getting chummy over the past couple of months. She looked at Zane in the dark, glad for semi-decent night vision thanks to their soul binding. A small smile graced her features as she watched him sleep at her side. He never used to sleep, but he trusted her. Zane felt safe here, and she knew Wrath himself could relax because of her. If she ever doubted her power, she reminded herself of her sway over one of the deadly sins.

	She gazed at her spouse for an infinite period of time, but it was likely only minutes. Getting back to sleep tonight was hopeless. Her sigh was the only sound in the room. She tried not to wake Zane as she scooted out of bed, padding out of their bedroom down the hall to her office.

	Clicking on her desk lamp, she stared at her stack of files. It felt like she could never catch up. Part of her wanted a vacation. She wanted a week or two to reset and get her head back on straight, but after taking time off for an international move, she didn't feel like she'd earned it. She pulled over a blue file folder- the color for a simple summoning circle. Her hand ran over the warm and welcoming feeling cover. The texture alone brought a comfort she'd been seeking. Opening the document, she read the summoner's request for power. Boring. Was it so hard to get an interesting case? She gulped, feeling thick saliva run down her throat. A distracting case would be better. Her head came to a rest on the crisp papers. She knew they'd smudge, and she didn't care. Taking a deep breath, she tried to steady herself.

	"Fuck. I thought I was over this."

	Getting out of Mexico helped her get over the worst of what she was feeling, but-

	She missed her son. This empty nest thing turned out harder than she imagined.

	She went to get herself a cup of coffee before burying herself in work. If she could just lose herself in one file today, she'd feel better. In the dark, she walked into the kitchen, hitting the button on the coffeemaker she'd loaded up last night. Leaning on the counter, she waited. Her nails drummed an impatient but steady beat on the counter while she waited for the delicious brew to finish. Her eyes focused on the drip of the liquid from the top to the bottom of the pot. She needed to focus on something- anything.

	A deep breath went in, and she breathed it out slow. Meditating wasn't helping her, either. When she tried to distract herself in June, she damn near blew up the house in Mexico. She got lucky that Azazel showed up and knocked her out before it got bad. She could almost feel the bump on her head still. Ever since then, she'd struggled to meditate for fear that she would cause destruction in a populated city like New York. How was she supposed to feel better after seeing her baby grow up and leave home? He didn't need her anymore. In fact, he started college later today. No more waking him up and dragging him out of bed to get to school; Erik could do it on his own now.

	She felt tears well up in her eyes. After a brief internal argument and fighting to blink the moisture away, she let them fall. A sigh escaped her as she wiped her face. Dammit. She was not this weak. Not only did she summon Zane and Lucifer, but she'd helped heal fallen angels and defeat a deadly sin. This was not her. She grabbed a paper towel, got it damp and wiped her face up. A few more deep breaths calmed her as she heard the percolator finishing up her morning brew. Tossing out the paper towel, she grabbed her favorite mug. It was black with a white design and the words read, 'Love me like my demons do.' Zane bought it for her. It matched nothing among all of their stylish and elegant kitchenware, and she didn't care. It was her favorite. She poured herself a good sized helping of the sweet, sweet caffeine, drinking it down before she headed back to her office so she wouldn't spill on her way back to her desk.

	She grabbed a blanket from the back of one of their couches and wrapped it around her shoulders before carrying her mug back to the office. Once she sat down, she felt somewhat better with her comfy blanket and warm coffee at hand. Now she hoped she could concentrate and get some work done.

	Zane stirred from his slumber. It was a dream where he tore apart swathes of enemies in a battle. A happy dream. He stretched and noticed his wife was not in bed. He glanced at the clock. Another too-early morning for her.

	With a sigh of his own, he went to find her. He leaned against the door frame of her office.

	"You're up early."

	A soft smile stole his features, and he gave her an equally gentle kiss as he walked up beside her.

	"Not sleeping well?"

	"It feels like it's been months since I slept a full eight hours."

	She yawned.

	"I'm trying, I promise. You know me. It's just- I'm adjusting to things."

	Her words were slow and deliberate. She didn't want to lie to Zane, but she also didn't want to talk about where her head was at.

	He wrapped an arm around her and gave her a little squeeze.

	"I'm here if you need anything at all," he said. "I can always bring back the night caps if need be."

	He knew how to cheer her up better than anybody, and he would use any dirty trick in the book to do so when necessary.

	Elly leaned into his embrace. There was nothing like the comfort of her demon's arms.

	"Which ones?" she giggled and winked.

	He smirked and kissed the top of her head.

	"Whichever one you want."

	She turned her head and stole his lips.

	"I love you, Zane."

	"I love you, too, Elly."

	He smiled, looking into her eyes. He gazed there for several moments before he pulled away.

	"Now, would you like an early breakfast?" he asked, looking out the window at the still dark sky.

	"Yeah. I've been up for a bit. I'm getting hungry," she told him.

	There was no point in lying or covering up the truth. He never lied to her, and she never wanted to betray the trust they shared.

	He nodded once.

	"I will be back with food."

	He smiled again, stealing one more kiss before disappearing into the kitchen.

	She watched him leave for a moment before going back to her work. As she did, she glanced up at the leather journal she could communicate with Lucifer through. She didn't want to open it, and an unknown shiver ran up her spine. It made her sick to her stomach. Any words of encouragement or berating he could muster wouldn't help her now. It was odd. Over the years, she stopped feeling like the Devil himself was a thing to fear. Instead, he felt more like a wise old brother, but she hoped he hadn't written. She didn't want to check it. With another long-suffering sigh, she got back to work. These files wouldn't go away on their own, even if she wished they would.

	Zane worked on her breakfast with the same brutal efficiency he did in all tasks, making a simple ham and cheese omelette, with some roma tomatoes and green onions thrown in for color. He brought the plate with a knife and fork in hand and set it down on the desk.

	"Enjoy," he said, kissing her cheek. "If you need anything, just call."

	He stole another kiss and made his way out, knowing full well she preferred a distraction-less workspace.

	"Can I get a refill on my coffee and some water, please?" she asked, looking up at him with a soft smile.

	He did a little spin and nodded, taking her cup.

	"Of course. Be back in a moment," he said, walking into the kitchen and topping off her cup. He grabbed the water and returned a moment later, setting them down next to her meal.

	She picked up the coffee first, taking a sip.

	"Black like my soul. Just like I prefer."

	He chuckled.

	"Not as bitter, but not too far off the mark."

	"Thank you. I promise I'll try to wrap this up. I'm just underwater right now." She looked at the documents, feeling overwhelmed by the sheer volume of her workload and trying not to cry again.

	He saw her face contort and reached down to give her shoulder a reassuring squeeze.

	"Whatever I can do to help, just ask," he said without hesitation.

	"I don't know right now," she whispered, taking a bite of her food and getting back to it.

	He nodded.

	"Alright. I will be in the kitchen if you need anything," he said, kissing her cheek and going to clean around the penthouse.

	Elly finished the first contract around the same time she finished eating. She popped the file into her special safe drop box, sending it back to Hell. The next file was the same as before, boring. It left her way too much time to think. A few tears fell with the silent sound of pattering on the documents. The small dots of liquid spread out into much larger blemishes on the page. She grabbed a tissue and dabbed them dry. Zane didn't need to see this, and she didn't need help. She was fine.

	As Zane worked around the house over the course of about twenty minutes, he felt and heard the all too familiar sensation of magic wash over him. He stood up straighter and turned around, seeing Lucifer with his usual charming smile.

	"Hello, my King."

	"Hello, Zane." He grinned, glancing around the mudroom.

	"Hope I didn't catch you at a bad time, washing the unmentionables and all of that."

	He chuckled, waving a hand towards a basket of laundry.

	Zane shrugged with surprising nonchalance, given the power and standing of the other man in the room.

	"Nothing you haven't seen before, or it couldn't be worse than something you have already seen. How can I help?"

	"Well, to put it simply, I need you to make sure that your wife is okay," Lucifer said to Zane with a flippant wave. "The last few contracts she's returned have had some glaring issues I would consider rookie mistakes, and you and I both know that she is better than that."

	Zane nodded and released a heavy sigh.

	"Yes, she has been a bit off ever since May, and the insomnia she's experiencing isn't helping the problem," he said, glancing towards Ellyria's office.

	He turned to look back at Lucifer with a curious expression.

	"Why are you asking me and not asking her?"

	"Didn't feel like dealing with her and her moods. You know how she gets."

	"So you ask me because I'm easier to handle," he said with a rumble in his chest.

	"You are getting good at this. I will give you that."

	He chuckled with surprising chipperness, patting him on the back in a familiar, chummy manner. He handed a file to Zane with several sticky notes attached to it.

	"Make sure she gets this fixed. I don't want to come back here again if I can avoid it."

	"Yes, sir."

	Zane nodded and forced a deep breath into his lungs. He held back his instinct to rage at her over it. She didn't deserve his Wrath, and he knew Ellyria hadn't earned it. "I will see to it."

	Lucifer's smirk never faltered as he said, "Excellent. Do have
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