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Prologue

“You’ve acquired quite the collection,” my brother, Rachmiel, praised me as he looked at the wall of screens. Each one showed a different cell that held one of our misguided siblings. His eyes were glued to my problematic female. She’d been here nearly four months, and I had yet to find her weakness. She took the torture, attention, abuse, and rape without much reaction. She protested, but she wasn’t broken like the rest. 

That’s why Rachmiel was here. We needed her Corrupted or at least broken. She had connections to many triumvirates and would be the downfall of countless Angels if only we could turn her to our side.

“I can still see the fire in her. With everything you’ve done, I expected it to be dead, or dying. Yet, it’s bright and resilient,” he said, stroking the fine white hairs of his beard that stood out against the deep brown of his skin.

“I thought Vretil’s visit would change that, but it had the opposite effect. I’m unsure what else I can do,” I admitted. His white eyes glowed with an idea, and I tilted my head. 

“Use the bond against her,” he said, dropping his eyes to the screen of my newest male. “Torture others in front of her, make her choose.” 

“You think that will do it?” I asked, watching her face. His eyes slowly slid to mine, and the corner of his left brow rose.

“You doubt me,” he said more than asked. I scowled and looked at my sister, an Angel that was once part of the Tuatha De Danann alongside us. Who would she turn for?

“I’m not doubting you. I doubt using a bond would break her. She avoids Demokæ 1like the plague, and I don’t currently possess anyone that’ll break her,” I reminded him. He lifted the other eyebrow and looked back to the screens.

“For now, Remiel will do. She would feel guilty if anything happened to him because of his newly mended bond to his soulmate and her pregnancy,” he said, and my jaw dropped. That couldn’t be. How had he…?

“What?” I asked. He turned to me as a sly grin curved his full lips.

“You didn’t know that Korah reunited them, or that they are once again bound mates?” he asked. I shook my head and turned to glare at Remiel, Angel of Sorrow. My side ached where he’d shot me almost six months ago, and I growled.

“That explains why he hasn’t broken. Months ago, I nearly had him, now he’s as stalwart as ever,” I said. My eyes flicked back to our sister who leaned against the wall soothing her latest injuries on the cool stone. He nodded and pointed to the screen.

“Torture him in front of her. She will offer herself up to make his suffering stop, and he will feel guilty. When you’ve finished, leave them alone together. One of them will break,” he paused and tilted his head as if he heard something I didn’t. His eyes brightened then dimmed, and he dropped his hands. “I have other matters to attend to.”

He left before I could argue. I would do what he suggested, but if that didn’t work, I needed to get someone closer to her. I ran down a mental list of Angels that might work, and one stuck out: Chaos. 

She and Leighla had a special bond. If I could turn Chaos, then both Leighla, and her Triumvirate of Death Angels known as the Deadly Sirens would fall with her. Maybe I would pay a visit to Lucien, see if I couldn’t pit the soulmates against each other in one final fight. 

Yes, that would work as a backup. I reached out to my son, and he instantly appeared. His blue eyes sparkled as he swept his golden curls from his blood splattered face and smiled at me. 

“Yes, mother? I was just having an enlightening session with Aramis,” he said, lifting a bloody hand to his face. He licked the blood from his fingers, and I smiled at his enthusiasm. He was my son, through and through. 

“Let your father know that we’re coming to Paris,” I said, turning back to my sister who glared up at the camera. “But first, bring Leighla and Remiel to the Throne Room. It’s time they see what I’ve done to them.”

“Yes, mother,” he bowed and disappeared. I watched as Leighla pulled herself up, braced on the stone, and spat in his direction before he stepped into the light. Her eyes went wide as she saw the blood on his face, bare chest, and hands.

“Aramis,” she whispered.

“That’s right, Aunt Leighla. I’ve been having fun with Uncle Aramis, but now it’s your turn. You and Uncle Remiel,” he said. Her face paled, and she pushed off the wall.

“Leave him out of this,” she said, and I wondered what she would do if I acquired Remiel’s Soulmate, Daniella. Leighla always protected pregnant females, even if she didn’t get along with them, but Daniella was currently safeguarded by Vretil’s brat, Jael.

Even though he was dead, I still couldn’t touch her because of the promise I made to him. Maybe I could force them to move her. If I went to Paris and attacked the Kandy Girls, Jael would come to the aid of her favorite cousin, and Chaos’s adopted daughter, Kotys. I could get two pawns with one move. No one would be able to stop me.



   

Chapter One

My cell phone rang from the bedside table, trying to get my attention. It didn’t matter who it was, they could leave a message. My attention was on the stack of files and notes from Leighla’s briefcase. I’d been trying to find her for five months, but I’d only gotten her briefcase a week ago.

 None of the contents made sense. There was a portfolio with files from different cases, some I’d given her, but they seemed unconnected. What I needed was her computer or her tablet. I needed to read her messages and connect the dots, but Lucifer wouldn’t get the records for me. He claimed it would breach the privacy contract of Angelic Incorporated, since he was the owner or some other bullshit. 

I tried to ask Michael, since he was her contact in the Agency, but he refused to talk to me unless I told him where I’d been the night of the last murder. He was catching on, and if I admitted it, he’d try to arrest me. 

I didn’t have time for that. More to the point, Leighla didn’t have the time. After five months, I’d exhausted every lead. I’d interrogated, or killed anyone that had information and was no closer than I was the day she was taken. So here I sat, rereading files, hoping something would jump out at me. 

My mind went back to what Vretil told me when I questioned him: “Let’s just say that her alias suits her now.” He was referring to her underworld alias, Tamisra which meant ‘she who is full of darkness.’ I cursed his hell to burn hotter for touching her and wished I was there the day the Judge put him back in the grave. My cell phone chirped, and I snapped the portfolio closed.

I grabbed my phone and flipped to the chick-chat app praying it might be her and this was all just a nightmare. It wasn’t. It was someone else from our gaming group. I was going to ignore it, when the Maker’s presence nudged me. I flipped to the message and had to read it twice before I understood it. 

Morgue_Spook: I heard through the grapevine that you want Leighla’s computer, or her tablet. I have both.

I stared at the message and mentally kicked myself for not thinking of her sooner. She was Leighla’s roommate for Maker’s sake, and I’d talked with her a few times during our gaming sessions just after Leighla went missing, but I hadn’t thought to ask her for the electronics. No matter, this was the Will of M’naga2.

1Forset1: Name a time and place. I watched the three eggs roll through the chat bubble as she typed a reply. It seemed like forever, but it was only a matter of seconds before her message hatched.

Morgue_Spook: Half an hour. La Diablo’s Café on Rodeo Drive. I looked at the time and shook my head. It couldn’t be six-thirty already. I looked out the window and the sunrise peaking over the rooftops confirmed it. I’d been up all night… again. I sent back a thumbs up and put everything back in Leighla’s briefcase. 

After I zipped it closed, I stood, and my black cat cracked one of her hazel eyes as the bed shifted beneath her. I ignored the glare and went to the bathroom to get a quick shower. 

As I pulled my T-shirt over my head my mind replayed Leighla’s response to me asking her out: “Why would you want to date me?” And for the thousandth time, I wished I’d have just gone into the restaurant, sat down across from her, and told her the truth or what I suspected. If I had, she wouldn’t have been abducted. 

I turned on the water and stepped in not caring what temperature it was. I quickly soaped up, rinsed off, and got out then looked at my watch. I still had twenty minutes. I toweled off, pulled on my jeans, and braided the length of my mohawk before I caught sight of myself in the mirror. The hair on the sides of my head had grown long enough to cover the runic tattoo above my left ear, and my beard was scruffier than I preferred. 

I checked the time again and grabbed the electric razor. I cleaned up my side shave and trimmed my beard before Ravynn meowed at me. I turned it off and looked at her as she jumped onto the toilet tank. 

“I know, it’s been a while,” I said, petting her from head to rump. She scoffed, and I shook my head. I was being judged by someone who bathed herself… though, come to think of it, I’d never seen her clean herself. 

That and other things I’d learned confirmed that she wasn’t just a cat. I knew that from the moment I found her, scared and shivering in the back alley fifteen years ago. One of my Maker given abilities was to see through shyfted forms to the being beneath, so I knew she wasn’t your garden variety feral cat. 

I used the skills I gained as a Private Eye to find out the details that led her to that alley and sort of adopted her as the feral cat. I let her keep the illusion though, hoping one day she’d feel safe enough to show me her true form. It hadn’t happened yet, but something said it would soon. I slipped on my Cryptic Dance staff T-shirt and stepped into the hall.

“I’m heading out. You want out, or are you going to stay in all day?” I asked. She jumped down and scurried to the sliding door of the porch. I slid it open, and she strutted out, taking her time. 

“Take care of yourself, Rave,” I called after her. She gave a sharp meow as if to say you too, and I shut the door again. I locked it and glanced at my watch. I only had five minutes. I slipped on my shoes, then grabbed my phone and wallet from the bedroom. 

I opened the front door, locking it as I walked through, and straight into the café. That was another of my Maker given abilities. I could be where I needed to be, when I needed to be there, without any effort on my part and right now, I needed some coffee in me before Morgue arrived. 

As I stepped into the line, I realized that I had no idea what Morgue looked like. or what her actual name was because we went by usernames for privacy. I watched the bustling crowd, waiting for the Maker’s gentle nudge or my intuition to kick in and tell me which of the women here was the infamous Morgue_Spook, game designer.

“Can I help you?” the barista asked as the person in front of me moved. I turned back to the counter, and she grinned. “ Oh, Matt.  I didn’t recognize you with the braid. Can I get you your usual?”

I dipped my head, and when she set it all up, I tapped my phone to the pay square. It chimed to say that it worked, and I stepped to the other end of the counter to wait. The hair on the back of my neck rose, and something told me to turn around. I turned as the door opened and everyone went quiet as a chill fell over the room.

In the doorway stood a gorgeous Preter, and the daughter of an Angel of Death. Her height was relatively average for a Preter at about five foot nine, and her build was willowy yet curvy. Her black skinny jeans were distressed and fashionable but rode low on her hips as if they were a bit too big or she’d worn them many days in a row. A cropped hoodie hung loosely to her natural waist and the word RULES was plastered across her chest in a large dripping rainbow-colored font. 

Her beach waves blew in an unnatural breeze as she pulled off her sunglasses. The color was just as unnatural as the breeze. It transitioned from black at the roots to bright teal from her shoulders down to the waistband of her pants. It was the hair goal of every basic, materialistic teenager these days, and they’d pay hundreds to achieve it, but my powers let me know that hers was natural. 

The moment her eyes, which matched the teal of her ombre, met mine, I knew three things: One, she hadn’t slept well or was possibly a bit drunk, judging purely by her bloodshot eyes. Two, she was a daughter of Isabella Nyx, Angel of Death, Darkness and Sorrow. Three, she was Miseria Mortem, Medical Examiner, Author, and Game Designer. Why hadn’t I put two and two together?

She slipped her glasses onto her head, pushing her hair away from her face, and headed straight for me, or at least that’s what I thought. At the last second, she stepped around me and went for the Mobile Order shelf. She grabbed a to-go cup and a recycled cardboard carry-out container before she turned to me. Her eyes went to the tattoo on the side of my head, and she nodded.

“Fors,” she said, before her eyes slipped to someone behind me. “Grab your order and let’s go.” 

I was about to ask what the rush was when I heard the shutter of a camera. I turned to glare at the man in the back of the café who was holding a Canon EOS Rebel T-Seven aimed at us. Paparazzi? At seven in the morning? I shot him a withering glare, and he set the camera on his lap under the table. I turned back to her, but she was gone. 

“Matt,” the Barista called. I turned to find her holding my usual breakfast order. I took it, and she glanced over my shoulder. “Do you know Miseria Mortem?”

“She’s a gaming friend,” I said, as I followed her gaze. Miseria stood by the doors with a group of teenage boys fawning over her. Her sunglasses were back in place, but I could feel her staring at me. 

“You’re lucky. She’s such an introvert that I’ve only heard rumors and seen pictures of her on social media. I can’t believe she’s actually here! She’s even more gorgeous in person,” the barista gushed, and I looked between them again.

“I better go save her,” I said as I stepped away. The Barista gave her normal send off, and I said a well meant you too, but my eyes were glued to Miseria. She was fidgeting with a ring on her middle finger and kept giving short, snipped answers to the group. Classic signs of someone with social anxiety on the verge of a panic attack. I pushed through the boys and gently touched the back of her left arm, so I didn’t startle her. 

“Sorry to keep you waiting,” I apologized. The boys all glared at me, but I didn’t look away from her. She pushed through the doors without saying another word to them and I followed, keeping myself between her and her fans. She went straight to an Agency issue, mid-sized car, but stopped to fumble with the keys. 

“Saksha Nev’ca Valkarah3,” she muttered in Demoki under her breath as she put her carryout container and coffee on the roof of the car. Her hands shook so hard that the keys jangled as she tried to hit the button to unlock it. “Why did I think I could do this?”

I smirked at the curse but hid it as I stepped up beside her and held out my hand. She looked at it for a split second before she dropped the keys into my palm. I pressed the button, before I looked to where her eyes would be behind the mirrored shades. 

“Do you want me to drive?” I offered. She nodded and walked around the car to the passenger side, taking the container and coffee off the roof as she went. I teleported to her door and opened it for her. She jumped but slid in without another word to me. I shut her door, gave one last look to the crowd watching us, and flipped off the Paparazzi before materializing in the driver seat.

I didn’t account for our difference in height and size, but the car adjusted automatically. I looked down at the steering wheel and sure enough, the logo was a silver pentacle with an A in the middle. Yet another fine product from Angelic Inc. What would Lucifer think of next? I turned to find her still shaking as she stared at the dashboard with the open container on her lap.

“We could’ve met at a less crowded venue,” I offered, hitting the start button as I dropped the keys into the console between us. She took a few deep breaths as she grabbed the napkins from on top of the sandwich, then nodded and removed the shades. Tears slid down her cheeks, and I stopped with my seatbelt halfway across my body. I watched her eyelashes flutter as she fought to keep the rest of the tears from falling and didn’t know what to say.

“I know, I just… Nev’ca! Nev! Nev! Nev4!” She repeated, smacking the napkins against the dashboard with each curse. I stayed perfectly still until her breathing calmed, and she dropped the napkins back into the container. 

“You gonna be okay there, Morgue?” I asked. She looked up, muttered something I couldn’t hear, and slowly met my eyes. 

“Not until we get Leighla back,” she said, then looked away. I buckled my seatbelt as she reached for her cup in the console between us. I took her hand before she grabbed her cup, and her eyes flicked to mine.

“I’m going to find her, Morgue. I won’t stop until she’s home, safe with you in Wyoming.” 

“Jael told me that you’ve been—” she paused as her voice cracked. She cursed again, and I let go of her hand. “You’ve been looking for her,” she finished. I nodded and put one hand on the wheel. “How long?”

“Ever since she disappeared from that alley,” I half-lied. In truth, I’d been looking for Leighla since she left Aesirheim 5seven thousand years ago, but Miseria was only talking about this century. She tensed as if she felt the lie, but she didn’t look at me again. She popped open her carry-out box, looked at the contents, then shut it again and I blinked at her. “Wrong order?”

“I can’t eat,” she said. She grabbed the cup and held it in both hands. This time I let her while looking her over again. 

Her hoodie was wrinkled as if she’d slept in it or worn it several days in a row, and I hadn’t seen the smaller words that read “I Make The” above the larger “RULES” earlier. The cuffs of her sleeves were loose too as if it hadn’t been washed in a while, and her jeans were more than a bit looser than was fashionable. If she were a social media model, like the barista implied, she wouldn’t normally go anywhere she might be photographed like this. 

I looked at her face and saw through the glamour. She had dark circles that were nearly four shades darker than her skin, and the bags under her eyes made them look sunken. Her cheeks looked a bit thin as well, and a small voice whispered that she hadn’t eaten in a while.

“When was the last time you ate?” I asked as another thought hit me. “Have you slept recently?” She shook her head and held her cup tighter. “Have you at least been drinking?”

“If you don’t mean alcohol, tea, or hot chocolate, then no,” she admitted. I thanked the Maker that she was at least drinking something even if it wasn’t water. She lifted the cup to her lips again, her sleeves slipped, and there were dark red lines disfiguring the skull and crossbones tattoo on her right wrist.

“Are you okay?” I asked. She froze with the cup to her lips and followed my eyes. She dropped her arms and pulled her sleeves up to cover both wrists. 

“You don’t want to know,” she said and picked up her cup again.

“I wouldn’t have asked if I didn’t want the answer,” I replied, turning on the car again. She kept her eyes on the emblem on the glove compartment. 

“I haven’t been in this dark a place since…” Claude. The name stayed a thought, and she built a metaphysical wall around the memories attached to it, locking them away so neither of us could see them. I dropped the car into gear and let her keep her privacy. When I stopped at the exit of the parking lot, she looked up then motioned toward the back seat.

“The computer and tablet are in the laptop case on the back seat. I also grabbed her notebook that she scribbles things in from time to time,” she said, switching the subject. I pulled onto Rodeo drive and headed back toward my apartment, because I didn’t know where else to go.

I kept my eyes on the road, but my powers were open, watching her emotions. She was heart sick from losing Leighla. Her heart was little more than a mass of metaphysical scars and open wounds. I’d only ever seen a handful like it, but none so raw and bloody. 

I drove in silence, wondering what to say until we were nearly there and got stuck in bumper-to-bumper, stand still traffic a block away. I was tempted to teleport the whole car to the alley behind my apartment, but something whispered, ‘use the time to talk to Miseria,’ so I listened. 

“Did Jael tell you I wanted Leighla’s electronics?” I asked, breaking the ice. She dropped her empty cup into the center console and shook her head. She tucked some of her hair behind her ears and thought back to the first time she heard about it.

“I think I caught Michael just after you left his office last. He said something about it, but he was angry, so I left it alone. Jael stopped by to ask him about something yesterday, and she mentioned your search. He blew up at her,” she said, eyes haunted. She wasn’t used to seeing Michael volatile. I’d caused him to be that way more than once. It’s what happens when Justice and War are on opposing sides.

“He tends to fly off the handle when the guilt is eating him,” I commented as we moved a couple feet forward. She glanced at me, but when I turned, she looked away.

“Leighla’s abduction was a punch in the gut to a lot of us. Michael’s also feeling guilty because of Rose,” she said. I tilted my head at the name. Rose… Who was she talking about? As if she sensed my confusion, she clarified, “You probably know her as Daniella, Remiel’s soulmate.”

I looked into her face at the name drop. Sure, Leighla had mentioned them before she went missing, but Michael hadn’t mentioned Remiel. Come to think of it, neither had Lucifer and he wasn’t mentioned in the report either. The car behind me honked and I flipped them off before moving the car length forward.

“What’s on your mind?” she asked. I rolled my shoulders and glared at the car in my rearview mirror. 

“They failed to mention that Remiel is also missing,” I said. She visibly startled and her eyebrows furrowed. 

“Does Lou still think Remiel is just being a reclusive ass again?” she asked. I glanced at her then back at the road as we moved another few feet, nearing the turn off. 

“Since he’s in the habit of ignoring the blatantly obvious, I’d have to say yes. Why wouldn’t Michael mention it?” I asked aloud and not really to her. She shifted as we finally got to the turn, and I merged over. 

“He’s not in the habit of oversharing with criminals,” she said, before she stiffened, and her eyes widened a touch. I glanced at her as I pulled into the alley behind my apartment. “I didn’t mean to say that aloud.”

“You think I’m a criminal. Yet, you still asked to meet me,” I said. She sighed and her shoulders drooped. 

“Look, I don’t know why I contacted you. Something told me I should. So, I did,” she said as I parked the car next to the steps to my porch. She looked around as I unwrapped my breakfast sandwich. “I’ve done a lot of dumb things when I was sleep deprived, but this could get me fired. So, don’t tell Michael.”

I gave a curt nod and took a bite of my sandwich. She looked at it then to her own box and her stomach growled. She hugged herself and nearly doubled over in pain. I set my sandwich down and reached toward her, but she pulled back. 

“Miseria, you need to eat,” I said. She shook her head and opened her door. She heaved what she just drank, then wiped her mouth with a napkin before she shut the door again. 

“Alcohol and coffee are not a good combination on an empty stomach,” she said, while leaning her seat back.

“When did you eat last?” I asked again. She looked at her watch then dropped her arm with a sigh. 

“What day is it?” She asked, and I raised an eyebrow. “It’s been a few weeks… possibly a month. Why do you care?”

“Because the Maker led you to me for a reason. I take every interaction seriously,” I said, and grabbed the bag from the backseat. “Now, come inside and let me get you something to soothe your stomach.” 

She didn’t argue. She slipped her sunglasses back on, raised the seat, and tried to take the keys, but I shoved them in my pocket. 

“Now, that’s not fair,” she said. I opened my door, got out, then walked around to the passenger side, and opened the door being sure not to step in the vile mess. She set one foot to either side of it as she got out, and I levitated the rest of our orders out of the car to my hand in a neat stack.

“I’m an Angel of Justice. Fair is my nature, but what you consider to be Fair, isn’t true fairness,” I said as she walked to the stairs with a roll of her eyes. “Every choice you make, good or bad, has a consequence. You haven’t eaten in a month, and your consequence is me hounding you.”

“I see,” she said, looking around for something to change the subject. “Doesn’t Jael live near here?”

“Yes, four houses that way,” I said, motioning in the right direction. I remembered nearly meeting Leighla there five months ago and my heart sank. Ravynn saw her, but Leighla ran from me, or maybe that was just something Vretil said to get under my skin.

“Your aura just plummeted,” she commented as I turned back around. I walked up the steps and unlocked the sliding door with my telekinesis. She watched it move, and I motioned for her to go first. 

“Case related. Overthinking will do that,” I half-lied. She dipped her head as she passed into the dining area of my apartment. She looked around, taking it all in for a minute before she took another step.

“This place looks so familiar,” she whispered under her breath, not meaning for me to hear it before she raised her voice to speak to me. “You don’t have a black cat, do you?”



   

Chapter Two

“I do, but she’s mostly an outdoor cat,” I said, shutting the door as I stepped inside. “How did you—?”

She turned around, and if it were possible, her face paled. She stepped to the table and sat, eyes never leaving mine.

“I’ve had dreams about you,” she said, staring up at me like it was impossible. That didn’t surprise me. Her mother had visions from time to time, though only when death was involved.

“What did you see?” I asked, mind jumping to all sorts of conclusions. I had to stop it with facts or the steady stream of insanity leaking into my being would become a geyser.

“Today, you were reading over case files,” she looked toward the hall where my room was. “And you ignored a call—”

“That was this morning just before you sent the message on the chick-chat,” I said. She looked up at me and blinked.

“About six o’clock?” She asked. When I nodded, she sat back, and her eyes grew even wider. She looked down at the table and placed her hands to her head. “What the Hell? First, I see Jael coming to the Agency and now this—”

I set the bags of food on the table and the computer bag in the chair before I stepped into the kitchen to put the kettle on. She mumbled a few things while massaging her head as I watched her. I filled the electric kettle and flipped on the heating element before I set it down. 

“Miseria, are you getting powers that you didn’t used to have?” I asked. She jumped as if she’d forgotten where she was and that I was here, then slowly nodded.

“Ever since Leighla left. I’ve kept my powers under control, only using what I needed. She helped me learn to do that. Now that she’s—” gone. The word stuck in her throat as yet another scar on her heart opened. I moved to the table and sat next to her. I set my hand gently on her shoulder, and she looked up at me as red tears slid down her face.

“She’s not dead, is she?” she asked. I shook my head and lifted my hand to her face, brushing the bloody tears with the backs of my fingers. 

“No, I still feel her. I just can’t pinpoint where she is,” I said. She closed her eyes as more tears fell, and she swayed in the seat. I grabbed her shoulders and steadied her. “Woah there. When was the last time you slept?” 

“It was before our last gaming marathon,” she said without thinking and I waited for the truth. “Probably two weeks ago—”

“How did you dream about me if you haven’t slept in two weeks?” I asked, watching her face. She held her head in her hands and set her elbows on the table.

“It was a sort of daydream when I was thinking about messaging you.” I slid my hand over her shoulder to her back and rubbed it in large circles.

“How about you lay on the couch, while I finish brewing the tea?” I suggested. She slowly lowered her hands and her head bobbed. 

“I don’t think I can walk,” she admitted. I looked into her eyes and waited for her to look back.

“If you promise not to throw up, I’ll pick you up and carry you there,” I offered, sliding my arm around her back. In answer, she slid toward me, and I slipped my other arm under her knees. “I’m going to stand up now.”

She set her head on my shoulder and nodded. I slowly lifted with my legs until I was upright and paused to see if that made the dizziness worse.

“I’m not nauseous or dizzy anymore. I’m just unsteady.” I looked down at her, but she kept her eyes down. “My stomach is empty too, so you don’t have to worry about that either.”

I took the five steps to the couch and gently laid her on it. She moaned as her body settled on the soft yet firm cushions of the older sofa. I pulled the crocheted Afghan from the back of the couch and covered her up. She watched me, eyelids heavy, but she still didn’t fully trust me enough to close them.

“The tea will be ready in just a few minutes. Try to shut your eyes and get some sleep.” She watched me stand and closed her eyes but opened them as I took a step. Her eyes adjusted to my position, and she sighed.

“I’d argue, but my body is shutting down on me,” she reluctantly agreed. Her eyes closed again as I walked around the couch to the Kitchen. I grabbed two mugs from the cupboard, added a few leaves to each just as the kettle’s light flipped off, and it chimed to let me know it was fully heated. 

I poured the water over the leaves and watched the water change colors as I thought about the case and Michael’s reaction now that I knew Remiel was also missing. I hadn’t felt his presence in the alley when I called it in. There was only Leighla’s signature or maybe it had overwhelmed me, and I’d misjudged it. That was not a good sign. I was an Angel of Judgement and Truth. I should have seen the signature of everyone who was in that alley. 

If my powers were already slipping then, was it the insanity or just worry? And what about Daniella? After what she told me the day Ravynn curled up in Leighla’s lap, she was vulnerable. I needed to talk to her after I checked Leighla’s electronics.

I pulled the leaves from the tea and added two raw sugar cubes before I walked back around the sofa. Miseria’s chest rose and fell in a deep, slow rhythm as she slipped off to sleep. I smiled and set the mug on the coffee table in front of her. She could drink it when she got up, for now, it was time to hack the unhackable.

All Angelic Incorporated devices are hack resistant, but the newest models were hackproof, or so they claimed. So far, their phones were, but I hadn’t tested out other devices. I hoped that her laptop wasn’t power accessed, or hackproof. Instead of taking the bag to my room, I walked to my room, grabbed Leighla’s briefcase, and brought it to the dining room table so Miseria wouldn’t wake up alone in a strange place. 

I set the briefcase a chair away from the computer bag and sat between them. I pulled out Leighla’s computer and powered it on before pulling out the tablet. The tablet was three generations old, which would make it much easier to hack into than her phone, since Lucifer gave her a new one just before she was abducted. 

How did I know that? She told me, and I had her phone stashed in the hidden drawer of my nightstand. I tried to unlock it so many times that I couldn’t try more than once a day now. I didn’t know Leighla well enough to know the backup passcode, and I couldn’t figure out the four-digit combination. I looked over the laptop screen to Miseria sleeping soundly on the couch and thought about asking her what the passcode was. 

There was only one problem with that. Michael didn’t know I had the phone. He thought it’d been lost, or Leighla turned it off just before she was abducted. Truth was, I was withholding evidence. A crime, yes, but it held the key to figuring out what happened. 

The computer’s power on tone brought my attention back to the problem at hand. It too was password protected. I sat there, staring at the screen, wondering what it could be when there was another gentle nudge. I tilted my head and typed in my nickname for her then her name among the Tuatha with an at symbol in the middle: Stjarna@Leigheas.

It opened and I stared at her background. It was a picture of three women drinking cocktails while relaxing in beach loungers that faced a stunning view of the ocean. In the distance was an Island and the scenery reminded me of the view from my sister Destiny’s patio in Greece. Was it taken at her Villa?

The Chick-Chat popped up already signed in, though she was in invisible mode, and I scanned the list of names on the friends list. All but two were users I was also friends with. The last messages came from Sun_of_Light and Eternal_Dancer who were Garrett and Lovette respectively. He was Lucifer’s son, and she was Remiel’s daughter. 

I hadn’t talked to them yet. I hadn’t even thought of that because Michael mentioned them being in Georgia with him when everything went down. Was he lying? I should’ve detected that, but with the insanity setting in— I shoved that aside and I turned to her tablet. I touched the screen, but it was power locked. I sighed and held it up until the passcode appeared. Seven digits. At least her phone was only a four-digit code. 

Miseria shifted on the couch, and a thought crossed my mind. Her name had seven letters. Could it be so simple? Wouldn’t Leighla choose something more difficult? I typed the digits that corresponded on the keypad. It opened to a picture of the cliffs of Moher near where Saga supposedly lived. 

There were over a hundred unread text messages, half that in missed calls and voicemails, and thousands of unread emails. This would take all morning to sort through. 

I rolled my shoulders, picked up my mug and took a long drink of the preternatural herbal tea then set to work. Guilt nagged me as I read her private messages, but I reminded myself that I was a Private Investigator. It was my job to snoop. A little voice in my head reminded me that most of the time my job didn’t involve reading private messages without permission. I prayed that Leighla would forgive me when I found her, but I needed something to point me in the right direction.

I pulled out a notepad and jotted down anything I thought might be important while I was reading. There wasn’t much.

⁂

 At around noon, I opened her recent calls list and skimmed down through it until I got to the last call she made. It was Remiel’s number. She must have called him when she realized she was in trouble, but it hadn’t helped. They’d both been taken. 

I sat back, knowing I should call Lucifer and tell him. I had my phone out and my thumb over his contact, but I hesitated. What would telling him change? I wasn’t officially on a case for them, so I didn’t have to report in. I set my phone down, preparing to listen to Leighla’s voicemails, when mine started playing the theme from Buffy: The Vampire Slayer, my niece Kalista’s ringtone. 

I quickly silenced it so it wouldn’t wake Miseria, picked it up, and grabbed my tea before walking down to my room to talk to her. I put the phone to my ear and let my power reach out to hers, letting her know I was listening.

“Uncle Matt, Dad says that you’re looking into the missing Angels. Are you, or does he just think you are?” she asked, cutting to the chase. I chuckled at her bluntness and the sarcasm. They were two of her charms, unlike her father who muddled everything up, and didn’t get
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