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      My phone’s text alert beeped for like the zillionth time since, well, since everything went down. How long ago was that? A week? Two? A month? Time was meaningless to me now. Everything just floated around me in one big cloud of ‘bad.’ What was the point of getting out of bed, dressed, or even eating? Why should I pretend to be happy or okay when I was neither of those things? Chris was dead. How does a 19-year-old just die? No, not die. Be murdered. He was murdered by someone I trusted more than anyone in the whole wide world—Zuri. Some friend she turned out to be. I should have listened to Dad from the start. I should have known Angel and Fallen couldn’t work together—couldn’t be together—and just sent her home to Hell. Maybe if I’d done that when I had the chance, Chris would still be alive.

      Memories, regret, and guilt were funny things. They made me remember the good instead of the bad with Chris, especially now that there would never be any new memories. No new moments to label ‘good’ or ‘bad.’ I mean, how much bad was in my relationship with Chris, really? Zuri said tons, but she also said lots of things that weren’t true. At least I think they weren’t true. Nothing really made sense anymore.

      “Go away,” I mumbled to my phone when the text alert beeped yet again. I was going to have to turn that thing off. If I didn’t get the alerts, I didn’t need to answer anything. Ever. Never ever again.

      “Miry? You okay in there?” Cece called through my closed door from the hallway. Thanks to Zuri’s betrayal, CeCe got elevated to one of a handful of people I’d actually talk to now. CeCe, Ant, Dad, Uncle Raphael, and Uncle Gabriel were the only ones included. Uncle Uriel was on the bad list with Zuri. It was his angelic relic that had killed Chris, even if he wasn’t the one wielding it. No, that was Zuri who had done the murdering. Zuri who both Dad and Chris had said was trouble. I should have listened to them. Maybe then Chris would still be alive instead of buried six feet in the ground.

      “I’m not hungry!” I yelled, even though I totally didn’t know or care if it was meal time or not.

      “We’re worried about you,” CeCe didn’t give up. “All of us. Even Damien.”

      “I don’t care what your Fallen boyfriend thinks of me,” I muttered mostly to myself, but I didn’t care if she heard me either. Damien was BFFs with Zuri which meant he was to blame too. I’m not sure exactly how—I hadn’t quite worked that out in my head yet—but I would figure it out. I had nothing to do, but think now.

      “Please, Miry, if you won’t talk to me, talk to someone.” Dang. Cece was awfully persistent. “What about Raphael? You know he’s an amazing listener and never judges.”

      I sat up, threw the covers off my head. Then I debated for a sec if I actually wanted to leave my bed or not, before standing and walking across the room. Each step was slow, like I’d forgotten how to walk along with forgetting how to feel anything but sadness. Somehow, I made it across my dorm room—Zuri’s side empty since she’d gone back to Hell—and opened the door.

      “Thanks for opening the door.”

      CeCe smiled, her dark eyes all wide and hopeful behind her glasses. I used to look like that. I used to look all hopeful and perky before everything went down with our botched plan on the front lawn of campus. We had thought Chris’ mom, the mother of demons, Lilith, was attacking Fallen. It turned out to be Uncle Uriel, trapped in some PTSD mind-warp. Dad didn’t even punish him. It all got swept under the rug just like always. Campus kidnappings and the attacks on Fallen weren’t important. Dad was a master at ignoring anything that didn’t concern him directly which was pretty much everything having to do with Celestial Academy, including me.

      CeCe held out a brown bag of what smelled like those really amazing chocolate chip cookies from that bakery close to campus. “I brought munchies. I’m glad you opened the door, Mir. Really I am.”

      “I always open the door for cookies.” I stepped aside so she could come in. CeCe stood in the middle of the room, looking confused on where to sit. My bed was an unmade mess. Zuri’s bed was just like she had left it, though I doubt she was ever coming back. You don’t murder someone and then pop in to Angelic History like nothing had happened. That left the desks as the only options for sitting. CeCe chose my desk after she handed over the bag of cookies.

      “How are you feeling?” She asked.

      “Better now,” I said around a mouthful of chocolate chip goodness. “This should be like, the only way I open the door. Wanna talk to me? Bring me cookies.”

      “Is there anything else I can do?” She motioned at the bag of goodies. “Besides baked goods, I mean.”

      “You can have Damien tell Zuri to stop texting me.” I ran a hand through my hair. It wasn’t all healthy and bouncy anymore thanks to too many days in bed and too few days of actually showering. “I have nothing to say to her.”

      “I’m sure it’s some sort of big misunderstanding,” CeCe murmured. “If you just give Zuri a chance to explain⁠—”

      “That’s Damien talking, not you,” I accused. “You’re not a Zuri-fan so why are you running interference for him?”

      “I don’t not not like her.”

      “Just let it drop,” I insisted. “I’m not talking to her. The end.”

      “If you’re sure …”

      “Very sure.” I grabbed my phone, opened a text to Dad, and composed a text out loud to show CeCe just how sure I was. Let her report back to Damien. I don’t care.

      “Dad—I don’t think my Angel and Fallen service project is working. Expel Zuri. xoxo -M.”
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      I hated not knowing what was happening with Miry. She’d been ignoring all of my texts and calls since shit went down on campus with Lilith and Uriel. In a way, I couldn’t blame her. For all the shit he’d done to her, Saint Boy had still been a big part of her life. He’d even played a part in forming who she was as a person. No matter how much that pissed me off.

      “Where’d you go?” Delilah’s voice called to me as I stared up at the ceiling of her one bedroom apartment above Renegade Reggie’s bar.

      Damien would give me so much shit for being here, but I couldn't stay in Hell. Not with my dad still missing. I knew that I wasn’t safe there. I hadn’t figured out what Samael was up to or why he was meeting with Michael. Though I knew it wasn’t good. I sighed and looked at Delilah. “Just trying to figure out how my life got turned to shit so fast.”

      “I wouldn't say it’s completely gone to shit,” Delilah countered as she tugged up the hem of her top, sliding it over her head.

      “My Dad’s missing, Miry won’t talk to me, and I can’t shake this feeling that there’s something even worse on the horizon. Something big. Like heavenly bloodbath big.”

      She spun to face me, her tits bouncing with the motion. I studied my cuticles so I wouldn’t be tempted. I’d been staying on her couch the last few nights.

      “So, go do something about it. You’ve always been a take charge kind of girl,” she said and when I looked up she was standing directly in front of me, topless.

      “Seriously, what the fuck?” I spat. I envisioned myself getting up and leaving this messed up situation behind.

      In reality I sat there, unable to move or think as she leaned over, one hand on either side of my thighs. The closeness of her body to mine was intoxicating. Not all demons are the same. It isn’t just all fire, ash, and shit. After all, there was a reason people associated sex with demonic activity.

      “Oh, come on, Zuri. Be real here. You aren’t attached to your little angel. If you were, you’d be fucking her night and day instead of crashing at my place, giving me side eye every time I take a shower.” She grabbed my hand and pressed it to her breast.

      “She lost someone important to her. I’m trying to give her space to grieve,” I mumbled.

      “Some abusive piece of shit boyfriend. Not worth crying over,” she replied, pushing her weight into my lap until I had no choice, but to fall back against the bed. “Live a little, Zuri. After all, you came to me, remember? I didn’t have to let you stay.” Her fingers danced over my shirt. “You could let me have a little fun for old times’ sake.”

      “And if I say no?” I rasped.

      “If that’s really what you want, then it’s over.”

      I nodded before ripping my shirt off, not caring that I’d just ruined it. Her weight against me drew my mind back to that night when Miry had come out as bi and all the things I’d wanted to do to her.

      “How do you want it?” Delilah’s husky voice whispered in my ear.

      I wrapped my legs around her hips and bucked so I was on top. “I’m in charge.”

      She grinned up at me. “It was always better when you were on top.”

      I kissed her hard to stop the talking. I didn’t want to hear her voice anymore. I just wanted to be touched, to vent the fear and anxiety raging beneath the surface. I rocked my hips against her, much like I had with Miry, gripping her tits tight between my fingers. I heard her squeal before it turned into a deep growl.

      I could start to feel myself getting closer, but I wasn’t ready for this to be over too quickly. I shimmied out of my jeans and tugged Delilah’s to her ankles along with her underwear. She lay before me naked except I didn’t see her. All I could see was Miry’s damn little pout and doe-like expression. I leaned up and kissed her, biting her lower lip as I slid a finger inside her. And then another, moving with quick jabs. I could feel her body tensing beneath me with every movement, and could smell the arousal seeping from every pore as I pushed her closer and closer to climax.

      Then my fucking phone beeped with an incoming call. Damn technology.

      “Don’t answer it,” Delilah begged, moving her body against my motionless hand. “Fuck, I’m almost there.”

      I blinked down at my ex and withdrew my hand. All of the need was gone as I realized what I’d been doing. And with who. And who I'd rather be doing it with. Ugh!

      “I’m done,” I answered, wiping my hand on a discarded towel on the floor before pulling on my pants and taking one of her shirts.

      “You never used to be such a tease,” she called after me.

      “Tough shit,” I muttered and slammed the door behind me, checking my phone. Two missed calls from Damien.

      I hit ‘Call Back’ and waited while the line rang. He picked up on the second ring.

      “Please tell me there's news about my dad.” The words tumbled out of my mouth so fast I wasn’t sure they made any sense to him.

      “No. But A letter just showed up for you from Celestial Academy.”

      “They’re still on break,” I said.

      “They kicked you out. You’re banned from ever going near any of their campuses again under penalty of
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