
Children of the Gods

by Katherine Gilbert

The characters in this book are entirely fictional. Any resemblance to actual persons—living, dead, godly, angelic, opinionated black cat familiar or otherwise—is entirely coincidental.

~~~~~~~~

To join Katherine Gilbert's More in Heaven and Earth Newsletter and get behind-the-scenes info and updates on new releases, sign up at: http://eepurl.com/dCcccL

~~~~~~~~~

To find out more about her books, check out her webpage at: http://www.katherinegilbertauthor.com

~~~~~~~~~

For all other inquiries and questions, you can either contact her at katherine.gilbert@katherinegilbertauthor.com or message her through her Facebook page: https://www.facebook.com/Katherine-Gilbert-Author-102573417043950/

All Rights Reserved

©2021 Katherine Gilbert

Cover Art by MiblArt


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Children of the Gods (More in Heaven and Earth)

Katherine Gilbert’s More in Heaven and Earth Universe

Chapter 1 | Michael

Chapter 2 | Gabriela

Chapter 3 | Michael

Chapter 4 | Gabriela

Chapter 5 | Michael

Chapter 6 | Gabriela

Chapter 7 | Michael

Chapter 8 | Gabriela

Chapter 9 | Michael

Chapter 10 | Gabriela

Chapter 11 | Michael

Chapter 12 | Gabriela

Chapter 13 | Michael

Chapter 14 | Gabriela

Chapter 15 | Michael

Chapter 16 | Gabriela

Chapter 17 | Michael

Chapter 18 | Gabriela

Chapter 19 | Michael

Chapter 20 | Gabriela

Chapter 21 | Michael

Chapter 22 | Gabriela

Chapter 23 | Michael

Chapter 24 | Gabriela

Chapter 25 | Michael

Chapter 26 | Gabriela

Chapter 27 | Michael

Chapter 28 | Gabriela

Chapter 29 | Michael

Chapter 30 | Gabriela

Chapter 31 | Michael

Chapter 32 | Gabriela

Chapter 33 | Michael

Chapter 34 | Gabriela

Epilogue

About the Author

Dedication:

For Armida. who angelically keeps me sane, whatever sort of prisons we’re caught in

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Katherine Gilbert’s More in Heaven and Earth Universe

[image: ]


(Can be read in any order you choose):

Unearthly Remains

Protecting the Dead

Moonlight, Magnolias, and Magic

(These first three are also available in the More in Heaven and Earth, Box Set 1, along with the short story at the end of this list and one other prequel short story)

Cursed in White

A Wild Conversion

Children of the Gods

(These second three are also available in the More in Heaven and Earth, Box Set 2, along with a between-the-novels short story)

Sorcerers, Spirits, and Ships

Pride, Prejudice & Penguins

Postcards from Another World

Shadows from Another Life

The Spectral Circus

“Things to Do at the British Museum When You’re Dead: An Unearthly Remains Prequel Short Story”

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1

Michael
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There was something about being dead which made actors even more unruly than they usually were.

While Michael was watching, he was already bored.

“Now, in this scene, Juliet . . .”

“Uh, wrong play. This is Julius Caesar.”

That had gotten the first ghost going, but the minor arguments which covered the stage were many.

Being the only ones who had known each other while alive, the Bickering Twosome were the worst.

“You never could find the spotlight.”

“Why do you think I’m dead?”

A detailed description of her last role followed, but her old rival had apparently heard it many times already, interrupting to argue about costumes.

Michael, who had never paid quite enough attention to learn their names, focused elsewhere in the mishmash of actors at the Terminally-Confused Ghost.

“I thought it was, ‘Ecru, Bruté.’”

The ghost near him rolled his eyes. “You are a freaking moron, my friend.”

Knowing better than to interrupt, Michael sort of agreed. For an actor, the Terminally-Confused Ghost knew next to nothing about acting or any of the actual lines.

As always, Michael watched silently. It wasn’t as though there was much else to do. He kept his black clothes well-tended, his face neutral, showing nothing he felt. While the ghosts were some sort of distraction, the next summons wouldn’t take long, one mission or another always making their captor send someone to get him. If the man had made one thing clear, it was that their time was no longer their own.

In the meanwhile, there was the daily ritual of Ghost Rehearsal, which was always more like one giant undead argument.

Repressing a sigh so as not to give his captor any outer sign of his feelings, should he be watching from somewhere, Michael pondered the group. This old theater now housed the spiritual remains of many actors who had followed them from place to place, apparently many from suicide. Having no idea why they followed and didn’t just pass on, he’d never had much to do with them, besides witnessing the spiritual chaos, but he supposed if their creepy reputation kept visitors away from each of their current homes, it was enough. He had no idea what their captor would do if an ordinary mortal came snooping but was happy with his ignorance.

Still, having just one director kill himself to herd the unruly bunch seemed to be too much to ask.

The Lady in Red was now having her say. A new addition, she was apparently this theater’s most famous post-life resident, mostly for her habit of hanging out in the men’s dressing room, flashing the living actors.

It wasn’t really her fault, the area having been the women’s dressing room during her time. Apparently, she considered noticing the living bad form. To her mind, the theater was still hers. Why acknowledge the ridiculous creatures with pulses who happened to inhabit it now?

Having managed to make her way to center stage with ease, the other ghosts giving her a pathway wherever she wished without even realizing it, her voice was deep and mellifluous, reaching to the very last seat without any seeming effort. “You’re all being very silly.”

She had struck a pose quite naturally, really did have a nice profile.

“Shakespeare is so old-fashioned. Ibsen is so much more real.” 

The arguments around her had stopped momentarily, but Michael wasn’t certain that the ex-people who had been having them really noticed.

“In my last role, I was playing . . .” 

That broke the spell, as every single ghost around her finished the thought.

“Hedda Gabler, we know.” 

There was a series of disgruntled noises from them, and Michael suspected—not for the first time—that they were mostly upset at having been so fascinated by her, if only for a moment.

Simply raising her eyebrow at the crowd, the Lady in Red turned, and their complaints trailed off, as every one watched her slow retreat. 

Say what you would about her. She did have a fabulous presence. Even Michael was caught in her spell for a moment, till he was interrupted by a smiling voice beside him.

“Watching the chaos?” 

Looking up, he saw Isis settle in a chair next to him. Despite the fact that he was certain she had been sent by their captor, he couldn’t really be angry at her. She was just as trapped as he was. And the long legs she stretched out onto the seat in front of her were rather distracting, as well.

Partly because he realized she was noticing, he tried to pull his attention back. Generally, he attempted not to think about the fact that he kept the slight curls of the auburn hair of this incarnate form long and not shorn because he knew she liked them. Hairstyles were such a strangely human obsession, and it amazed him sometimes that she shared it.

Of course, her own hair fell to her waist in long black waves—and he also did his best not to admit that he enjoyed that too.

Still, for all her beauty, he didn’t want to encourage her attempts to entice. Their captor had been using her for seduction missions whenever he found an excuse for them. She was very good at them, and he didn’t want to encourage her in that direction. It wasn’t her traditional role, and he wasn’t certain that any of them were doing any good by helping their captor more than they actually had to.

In many ways, this was a sore spot. While he knew there must be some reason why The Lady had allowed all of their captures, he was still highly unclear about what it might be, and playing along with the whims of their tormentor had never sat well with him.

Somehow, Isis took it all in stride. The only thing which seemed to annoy her about being brought into being in this current time was that, as she would put it, “some group of murderous lunatics are taking my name in vain.”

As he would have been at least as annoyed at such an insult, Michael understood.

Thankfully, they weren’t being tormented particularly at the moment, unless he counted the ongoing, repetitive arguments on stage.

Isis smiled at the ghosts with a sort of maternal affection, and he wondered again at her patience. Many times, he’d noticed that she’d made friends with several of them.

His gaze traced along her lovely face. If he had to put up with their captor’s nonsense, at least he had some interesting companions in his pain. He might wish her better, but she never complained, and he wondered whether she too knew there must be some reason for all of this.

If only either of them could discover what it was.

“If you keep staring at me like that, I won’t be able to concentrate for rehearsals,” she smiled. 

Laughing a little, he looked back to the stage, and she flipped the long, dark waves of her hair behind the chair, wafting some scent of a desert flower toward him. A few of the strands caught on his jacket, and he wondered at the luck of the fabric.

Still, he was determined not to give in to touching them while they were in public—and that said nothing about the guilt he felt over her. He was well aware that he was simply her distraction, and, as much as he enjoyed her company, she was not the piece of him which was missing, either. Of course, where that one piece was, he had no idea, as The Lady had sent that part of him on a mission years before—and he had no idea when they might ever be reunited.

This was an impossible idea to explain to Isis, though, as no relationship in his home was a sexual one, only spiritual—and even calling that missing piece “he,” as he often did, tended to cause confusion in a much-too-physical world. In many ways, he wasn’t entirely certain what to feel about having given into this human shape so much as to become anyone’s lover, and he knew Isis was . . . what was an appropriate human term for it? Ah, yes—she was slumming. Anything to distract her, until she could return to her own beloved partner.

As inevitable as it was, Michael was a little jealous over this truth. He himself had no particular love to return to, even if he did manage to complete whatever this mission was. To return to The Lady was to return to peace. There was a comfort to be found there, surely, but the one he was closest to wouldn’t be there to greet him, anyway.

Well aware that none of these questions could be answered now, he went back to business.

“How soon do you think he’ll come with another mission?” 

It was Michael’s constant worry. So far, he had managed not to do anything too irreparable on their captor’s orders, but he knew the man wasn’t happy over this fact. Michael was no stranger to war, but just because he was good at fighting—and even killing, as necessary—didn’t mean he enjoyed it. That had been true even with The Lady.

For their current master, he had no guarantee over the guilt of their targets—rather the opposite, in fact. So long as he continued getting results, he hoped to avoid taking such a path again.

Of course, this was not the reason their captor had called him into being, but he cared little for that. No slaves in their right minds would ever care much for the happiness of their masters, except as it shielded them from harm. All any of them could do was try to get by until they understood what the man wanted enough to discover how to end this and break free.

Still, this didn’t seem to be happening any time soon. There had already been several years of captivity on this painful plane of existence with no end in sight.

He had always had a sympathy for those in the physical world, for all of The Lady’s creations. While there were compensations to all the torments and annoyances of material existence—his hazel eyes slid over to his companion’s long legs again, and he caught her smile from the corner of his glance—he knew that, for many of those here, there was little more than suffering.

All those lost souls on the stage were only one example of this truth.

Now, they were bickering even more heatedly, seemed to have teamed up to be rehearsing at least four different plays simultaneously. He counted a Jacobean revenge drama, two Shakespearian tragedies—the Lady in Red hadn’t talked them out of that one, apparently—and what appeared to be the opening of Edward Albee’s The Sandbox. His years with them had made him somewhat of a theater connoisseur. The cacophony they presented would have made the most avant-garde producer proud. 

Watching them tenderly, Isis sighed. “Y’know, someday soon, someone’s going to catch on that all we do is ‘rehearse’ and expect an actual opening from us.” 

Although he doubted it, Michael smiled. Every time there was too much suspicion on them, their “tour” simply moved on. There was always something else their captor wanted and some better place to use as a base to get it—although why they took up their homes anywhere in the mortal world was a little uncertain, as all of them had the ability to go wherever they needed.

Just one more mystery I can’t solve.

Pulling himself back to his companion, he answered. “Maybe we can put the ghosts on, instead.” 

One eyebrow raised, she looked at him.

“If nothing else, it will confuse them.” 

The eyebrow went higher. “An empty stage?” 

Shrugging, he half-acknowledged her point. Only a psychic or those in their position would actually be able to see the performance.

“What’s the old saying: ‘If you can’t dazzle them with your brilliance, baffle them with your . . .’?” 

He had trailed off, and Isis shook her head. He knew she found his unwillingness to curse amusing.

Still, he had been The Lady’s servant too long. Not that she would care—she could manage a good blue streak when annoyed—but, as her representative, sometimes a terminal one, he felt the need to be a bit more formal.

But it wasn’t something he wanted to explain. It made him feel the ache of how far he had fallen too much.

He was just about to try to distract Isis again when their captor finally appeared. He always did, eventually. 

Unmoving, Michael watched, as the man came up to them, his gray hair pomaded and perfect, his suit probably designer. He didn’t look like the sort of man to be hanging around disused theaters, but Michael supposed everyone had their cover.

Out of the corner of his eye, he noticed Isis tuck her feet back down. She might give into the man’s orders for the seduction of some outsider, but she never courted their captor’s eyes. 

As always, the man was brusque. “You’ll need to go out tonight. I’ll leave the address with Hermes when I have it.” 

Seeing no point in arguing, Michael sighed—but that didn’t mean he had to be polite.

“What is it you want this time?” 

Their captor raised a silver eyebrow above very sardonic blue eyes but didn’t comment on his tone. “You’ll know it when you see it.”

He grinned—not a pretty sight, even for all his perfect white teeth.

“It’s a spear, a rather old one.” The evil in his eyes deepened. “You may even recognize it.” 

Damn him.

Knowing all too well whose spear it would be, Michael hated this.

The man’s awful grin continued.

“I don’t think your ‘lady’ will miss it much.”

Michael said nothing.

“And don’t give me that glare.”

The man started to stalk away.

“You’re not a goddamned archangel anymore.” 

His look burning, Michael knew this much too well. But, as soon as he could, he would end this—and get back to The Lady with as much of his soul as he could salvage.
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Chapter 2

Gabriela
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The huge old warehouse looked deserted, but they always did. After six months of these assignments, she knew better than to trust anything she could see.

Gabriela rested her head back against a girder of the deserted underpass as she listened, waiting for her targets’ arrival. Eventually, unfortunately, they would be here. Her trainers were never wrong. They always knew when there was something “unnatural” which had to be dealt with.

Now, if only she weren’t starting to question their every ideal . . .

Waiting in the cold for her final orders, she was uncomfortably aware of the ridiculousness of her situation. Should anyone but her enemies see her, she would appear completely out of place—her armored chest-plate and short leather skirt, the laced sandals, her long, fire-red hair braided, now to her side, not exactly fashion-forward. And that said nothing of the spear.

Still, if anyone happened to be in this forgotten part of town to witness her, they would hopefully imagine her to be either a rather dedicated cosplayer or simply crazy enough to give a very wide berth. Either one would work for her purposes now.

It hadn’t always been like this. When she had believed, it had been so much simpler. Believing made her strong.

She could go in, deal with the target—as she had been raised to do, in one way and another, for 18 years—and leave, knowing that she was doing God’s work. True, something about it had felt . . . off, even that first time, but it had been easier when she had simply been able to ignore her concerns. 

After the last two targets, though, she couldn’t.

There had only been six targets in her short career, much of her work aimed at tracking down her prey, and the first four hadn’t made her question particularly.

The first time, that vampire had been feasting on some young woman in an alley. That she had seemed to be enjoying it was clearly only because of the mind control such creatures possessed. Even Hollywood had gotten that right, once upon a time. Now, it was all hot vampires every girl wanted.

She really didn’t get it—but she supposed her training didn’t exactly make her the ideal target demographic.

Anyway, that vampire had clearly been doing something wrong, despite how upset his victim had been at his death. That had just been the mind control talking—some supernatural version of Stockholm syndrome. 

Or so she had told herself at the time.

In kills two to four, there had been little to make her question—two ghouls and a zombie. True, none of them had been actively feasting when they had met their demise, but the simple fact of what they were was an abomination. 

For a while, the doubts had quieted. But then there had been that damned werewolf—and every sense of right and wrong she had so carefully cultivated had started to shake loose. Two weeks since that day wasn’t long enough to let them go. 

It had been a very easy kill, the creature seeming to sense her, walking into the blind alley all on its own. At the time, she had thought that it had just anticipated an easy victim, but it hadn’t acted that way, once confronted.

Instead, it had just sat there in its wolf form, waiting. She had at least expected it to pounce or bite at the end, but . . . nothing. It had just watched calmly as the spear rose above it, had even shifted slightly to give her a better target.

Until her trainers had sent a powerful bolt of compulsion at her, blurring out her senses, she had almost stopped. By the time they were clear again, the silver spear had pierced the creature’s heart—although it was no longer a beast, was instead a beautiful young woman, about her own age. Two words had escaped with her dying breath: “Thank you.” And then the last glow of yellow had faded from her eyes along with the rest of her life.

Despite all her trainers’ continuing lectures, it was this which had shaken Gabriela. If all the creatures she had been born and raised to hunt, all these infectious evils upon the earth, were truly as demonic as she had been taught, then why would one of them be waiting for death—even thank her for it? 

Her trainer had said that it was just a demon’s last trick to shake her, or perhaps it had been happy to return to Hell, but Gabriela couldn’t quite force herself to believe anymore.

There had been something far too human in the wolf’s eyes, some sense of a holy creature which had been violated, who was happy to be given peace again. There had been nothing there to suggest that the creature’s fate after death was anything but joyous—and it was this which she couldn’t quite rectify with all that she had been taught.

Of course, she had been too well-trained not to continue to follow orders, but even she recognized that her efforts recently were half-hearted. The steel of the girder behind her cold, she sighed. And even that had been before the siren, before seeing the family which had mourned her loss so thoroughly. That had been the absolute last straw.

Of course, as directed, she was still here. There had never been any doubt about that. Even if she had been crazy enough to try to leave, where would she go? Her family was all in the compound, her trainers the closest she had to friends. Her parents had ensured that she was raised for only one purpose: to kill the unnatural. She had nothing to start over with, no idea of how to live a “normal” life. That was what she was supposed to be protecting in the outside world, to keep all those people who had no idea that such creatures existed happy in their ignorance. No matter how tormented she was over the life she led, she had no idea how to go anywhere else but here.

There was almost a part of her which wished she knew an answer, especially since it was becoming obvious that her trainers sensed her questions. A warrior who doubted became an enemy—and there were more than enough who didn’t to easily take her out.

Quite thoroughly caught, she waited for confirmation to begin her mission, trying to believe. True, the ones she would be confronting tonight were evil: demons, two or three of them. The leaders weren’t entirely sure, and she couldn’t afford to get sloppy. After all, it would take every bit of her training, determination, and skill just to survive.

Unfortunately, it had occurred to Gabriela, as she was driven from the sparse familiarity of the compound to this abandoned, darkened underpass in the parts of D.C. the tourists never saw, that this might be their way of getting rid of her. Despite her lifelong training, she could easily be overpowered by such formidable threats. The fact that no one in the compound would miss her was too obvious a truth to even feel sad about. After all, she had never had any illusion that she was loved. She was simply a useful tool—and, as her trainers had told her all too often, broken tools were extremely disposable.

Her wait ended with the sign she needed, as little as she actually wanted it, the words glowing in the air in front of her: “There are two. Back corridor exit. Spare no one. Give up nothing.” 

Lovely.

The extra reminders made it obvious that her reluctance hadn’t gone unnoticed. Still, if they were really demons . . .

Even as part of her mind wondered whether this were just some final test, she moved in quietly toward the abandoned warehouse she’d been watching. If tonight’s enemies were as bad as she feared and she hesitated, they would kill her. If they weren’t, she would kill them and give her trainers yet another proof of their control—and herself more nightmares.

She didn’t like either outcome particularly, especially since, if she were killed by demons, her soul might be in danger—and that was far more precious to her than her life.

It didn’t take long to find them, either, as they didn’t seem to be hiding. Moving as stealthily as she could, she rather feared that the pair she was approaching were well aware she was coming. Their cautious stance made that clear—although, unlike herself, they didn’t creep.

Sadly, she didn’t doubt that they were demonic, as they were too beautiful to be anything else. Staring around a corner at them through the dark—only her trainers’ spell allowing her to see clearly—it was obvious that the woman was dark and lovely, with flowing black hair which only supernatural powers could have kept that perfect. She had an ankh hanging off of her bracelet which glowed a very electric blue in the gloom, undoubtedly a sign that she had tucked a few extra spells up her sleeve. That she looked deadly as well as beautiful in her black leather catsuit and full voluptuous form just made her powers all the more evident.

However, the man with her was even more magnetically attractive, although possibly that was just the way he appeared to Gabriela, who tended more toward his gender. In a dark modern suit which was thoroughly out of place with the glowing sword he held, his body seemed powerful, yet not in a showy, bulging way. Still, something about it suggested that everything there was to him was perfect sleek muscle and tone, honed for use. His eyes were dark, his skin lighter than his companion’s, his curls brown and down to his shoulders, his face also a sculpted perfection, as she caught another glimpse of it, as he looked around.

In short, the two of them were distractingly perfect, which was only to be expected from demons.

Creeping closer, not giving herself time to think, she held up her spear and prepared to leap. She would only get one chance—and she had to remember that all that beauty was a lure which would steal her soul if she gave it half a chance.

Unfortunately for these plans, the demons were not taken unaware.

Gasping, all of Gabriela’s fears were brought into focus as the beautiful male creature before her turned suddenly, raised one hand, and, with compelling eyes which shone a kind of golden light which her spear now seemed to reflect all down its length, stopped her attack in mid-air. A moment later, she thudded to the ground away from him, and the metal burned too brightly for her to hold. Then, it flew to the man’s hand, resting there as if it had been his all along.

Clearly, there was no way to fight.

Nonetheless, she wanted to, certain that—whatever untruths her trainers had told her before—they had been very reliable in their assessment here.

These two were undoubtedly demonic, the man’s eyes trying to speak to her, his power impossible to overcome. She couldn’t even bring about the will to attack him again, shook there on the floor like some barely-trained novice—a beauty too great to be born of anywhere but the utter temptations of Hell spellbinding her. 

Despite her need not to have her soul ripped from her just as the spear had been, she scrambled up from the floor and backed up to the wall, knowing there was no way out. Even if she could escape, where would she go? Her trainers’ motto was, “Win or Die.” If she came back to them without these creatures’ lives and possessions, without even the spear they had trained her with from such an early age, it would clearly be the latter. As she had been taught repeatedly, mercy was not a quality God could afford.

The beautiful man before her gasped, his hair whipping behind him in the wind the spear put out after having been stolen by him, and she could see the more auburn tinges to the strands in its glow. Hating that she was so easily taken in by his demonic tricks, she tried not to notice that his look seemed amazed, even hurt.

“Gabriel?” he whispered, taking a step toward her—and she wondered how he knew and yet didn’t know her name. “Gabriel is that . . .”

Widening, his eyes trailed along her.

“. . . you?” 

Gabriela’s back was pressed so hard to the wall she could feel a leftover nail gouging into her, more worried over her fate by the moment. The demon was talking to her as though she were a man, although, in this outfit, and with her extremely ample body—she had never been a lightweight—she would have thought that it was clear she wasn’t.

The female demon raised her hand to the male, stopping his approach. “Wait, Michael. Don’t you see it?” 

Gabriela shuddered, the woman coming closer, that ankh on her wrist now glowing the same color as the spear. 

“Don’t you see what they’ve done to her?” 

Knowing she should fight, Gabriela only felt weak and sad. The female demon was projecting some sort of maternal image, the light which flowed from her supposedly warm and loving, asking her to beg for an embrace. While Gabriela knew it was a lie, these demons much too powerful, a part of her ached for it, wanted to walk steadily toward her doom.

Her eyes widened. In just another second . . .

The woman’s hand reached for Gabriela’s neck, and she closed her eyes, saying a quick prayer for her immortal soul.

Although the woman didn’t squeeze the life out of her as she had feared, her touch branded Gabriela’s skin, making her scream. A thousand images flashed, the terror drowning most of them out, and she wished she had the will left to fight.

But she didn’t.

As the light burned through her, her mind dimmed further. And, when she lost grip on consciousness, it was with only one, final thought: They’re going to possess me, too.

But, slumped on the floor in a heap before her enemies, she didn’t have the opportunity to fear any further than that.
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Chapter 3

Michael
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Fighting on orders from your captor was never easy. As Michael was about to find out, finding your oldest and dearest friend at the end of your sword was much, much harder.

The warehouse was astoundingly silent, although he sensed someone was there. When he heard the slightest sound, more a movement of the air than actual footsteps, he thought it far too stealthy for a mere human, although he wasn’t certain it was truly supernatural, either.

Sword drawn, he waited. At least he knew the sound was too quiet to be some bemused night watchman. The last one they had run into had been convinced they were playing some sort of sex game, had wanted to join in. It had taken all of Isis’ charm—and Michael’s patience—to tempt him to walk away.

Closing his eyes, Michael knew he could detect the visitor better without the distraction of sight. Sometimes, he found human form quite annoying. Despite its obvious appeal when given a companion like Isis, it was so easy to fool. All the senses played tricks, seemed to have minds of their own. He would be better off if he just . . . felt.

This he did, then, but what he sensed was rather odd.

It came first in a wave of surprise from Isis, her whispered, “She’s coming,” really more of a surprised, “She’s coming?”

He could feel her stare on him for just a moment, before she too refocused—but that was before he sensed the power of the spear.

Impossible to ignore its pull, the weapon had been a longtime, powerful ally. That he was supposed to bring it back to his captor disgusted him. But surely The Lady must have a plan . . .?

It was in worrying over this ever-present question that his distraction was born. Turning, he opened his eyes to see the spear aiming for his heart. All he could focus on, it was a shining gold—powerful as always.

His reaction was more instinct than thought. Raising his hand, he greeted it like a much-missed friend. Unsurprisingly, it abandoned its current user and came to him instantly.

In calling the spear, he had also pushed away his attacker, which meant that a beautiful, desperately young, sturdily-built woman with very long red hair was looking up at him from the floor with terror in her lovely gray eyes. This form was a total stranger to Michael—but the spirit which moved that body was Gabriel’s, and he had known and wrapped his soul through his fellow angel’s since the beginning of time.

That this girl was dressed in the most ridiculously out-of-place costume didn’t make understanding any easier. But he didn’t need to know the details. All he wanted to do was go to him . . . well, her . . . and greet this part of himself he had so desperately missed.

“Wait, Michael! Don’t you see it?”

It was only Isis’ command which kept Michael from running to this female form of his old friend—that, and what he had seen on her neck.

It was a three-pronged trident, could have been a holy symbol in some times and places, but not here—not as it was. The power, the ugliness which flowed from it nearly altered space, was a cancer on the world. 

Besides, as always, Isis didn’t need him, holding the woman back from attacking again, as her hand shielded reality from that terrible symbol, her hand resting on Gabriel’s neck. When Gabriel had stopped screaming from the pain and collapsed, Isis moved her hand away, and there was only a deep, pink patch left on the skin there—but the ugly stain had left the room.

Worried, Michael moved to her in a heartbeat, truly wanting to question his senses.

“Gabriel,” he whispered, hand stroking back over the unconscious woman’s hair. The moment didn’t seem real, as his eyes took her in again. Especially not like this . . .

Isis was still holding the woman up, looking at him curiously. “She is clearly a woman. Why do you make her sound like a man?” 

Embarrassed, Michael glanced at her. It wasn’t something they had discussed, as he knew Isis wouldn’t understand. “We don’t really have sexes . . . over there.” 

Her eyebrow raised, her look ran over him momentarily. When it returned, memories of their previous activities shone there clearly. “You could have fooled me.” 

Floundering, Michael didn’t like it. He was not a man, or an angel, who floundered.

“No. I mean . . . We don’t . . .”

Refusing to sound as ruffled as he felt, he huffed out a slightly annoyed breath.

“We’re spirits there, you see.” 

Isis shook her head, her eyebrow still raised. “Your worldview is so . . . odd.”

Still, she didn’t question further, simply lifted the unconscious woman, carrying her like a sleeping child. 

Michael was a little appalled, and only partly because he felt this was his job. “What are you doing?” 

Shrugging, his companion led the way. “Our captor never said we couldn’t bring back friends.” 

That settled the question. Apparently, they were taking her back.

Michael glanced over the sleeping woman’s face, as they returned, his heart aching at a million new factors: the reunion, Gabriel’s lack of recognition of him, this . . . very different body. And that said nothing of what their captor would do with her.

Now, he needed not only to get himself and Isis out of this somewhat intact—along with leaving an opening for escape for the others their captor held—but Gabriel, too. 

Right now, he really hoped The Lady had a plan, because he was stumped.

Marveling at the “weirdness factor” of this entire situation, Michael followed Isis and her warm burden back through the night and the portal to the disused theater in silence. Listening to the ghosts had taught Michael the phrase, and he was grateful for it. It described their whole situation much too well.

All of it was weird: the conglomeration of angels, goddesses, demigods, and others which their captor had put together; the ghosts of actor suicides who came along with them, their number increasing with every new theater they passed through; his half-relationship with Isis, who liked him well enough but was simply amusing herself with him until she could be reunited with her beloved Osiris. Now, too, there was Gabriel . . . a. 

Isis had summoned her current name when she brought her down to a room in the tunnels which were currently below this particular theater, not that they really existed anywhere. His eyes ran over his, highly altered, old friend once more. How he was supposed to get used to this last change, especially, he had no idea.

It wasn’t that he had a prejudice for either of the sexes, really, all The Lady’s creations precious to him. But the one before him had an effect he could not easily put into words.

With Isis, he was soothed, aroused, and comforted. With his heavenly brothers and sisters, he was embraced. But, with this form before him, there was an ache—and part of him was unwillingly certain that there would be no soothing it, until she welcomed him happily into her arms.

And that’s about as likely to happen as me giving the ghosts daily marimba lessons.

While they were keeping her in this disused room, he honestly wasn’t certain whether she were their captive
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