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Chapter
One






On their journey back to his home, Lucifer
had to contend with Gray’s constant griping about Michael, and
though he wouldn’t admit it out loud it was something he found
himself to a small degree understanding. In the short time he had
been in his angelic brother’s presence, he’d started to rue his
decision to call on the walking ego. It had been a move of last
resort, one a small and increasingly annoying voice at the back of
his skull enjoyed telling him was going to bite him on the ass. It
also seemed to get some perverse pleasure out of listing all the
ways the situation could get worse. He doubted any of them could
happen given the shit pile they already stood in, but it locked
itself into a loop and repeated the same words over and over again,
the repetition slamming against his last intact nerve. A nerve that
by the time they reached the front door was ready to fall apart.
Needing to take his growing frustration out on someone, he turned
to face its source. “Before I allow you to set foot inside my home
I think it best I make something crystal clear. The only reason you
are here, the only reason I reached out to you was because I had no
other damn option open to me.”

“I do not appreciate being used as a last
resort,” Michael replied, a shadow crossing his usually shining
face.

“You can always leave,” Gray said. “I for
one wouldn’t be sorry to wave your ass bye bye.”

“Gray…” Lucifer warned.

“What? He started it.”

“I don’t care who started it, just stop,
okay? Michael,” he said, shifting his attention back to the
archangel, “do not think that because you are here you can do
whatever you want. I am the one who will give the orders, make the
decisions. Your help will be used solely on my terms. Is that
understood?”

“You seem to forget who you are talking
to.”

“Nope, we all know you are a horses ass,”
Gray snickered.

With his head starting to pound, his skull
threatening to split in two, and no Tylenol in sight, the last
thing he wanted or needed was Gray and Michael getting into a
pissing contest. “Look, if the two of you want to make out then for
sake of my rapidly diminishing patience, get…a…ROOM!”

“Luc –”

He shook his head at Kelsey. Tired,
completely pissed off, and as a weak as a newborn hellhound, all he
wanted was to sleep with her by his side. “Distance and rest are
needed by all of us before we attempt to hold any sort of semi
civilized conversation, so we will head inside and do both. Be
warned, Michael,” he said as the archangel stepped up to his right.
“While my power might be depleted, be assured there is more than
enough left to put you on your ass if you try anything. Is that
clear?”

“Perfectly.”

“Good.” Unlocking the door the group entered
the entrance hall and as he extended his hand towards Kelsey, he
glanced over at Michael. The mere thought of having the feathered
menace who had tossed him from heaven inside his home left a sour
taste in his mouth. What about him being close to the key?
If that archangel made one ill timed, ill conceived move towards
Kelsey he would have no problem tapping into what remained of his
power to blast him back to the celestial city.

“Forgive me,” he said as the two of them
reached his bedroom.

“Forgive you for what?” Kelsey asked.

“For dragging you into a nightmare, one my
need for revenge created.”

“Luc, there is nothing to forgive. Just get
some rest and we will talk later okay?”

“Will you join me?”

“Soon. I just need to work off some leftover
adrenaline the events of the past hours created.”

Too exhausted to raise an argument, he
managed to shrug his jacket off and slip out of his shoes before
falling onto the bed. It was only by sheer strength of will that he
managed to shift onto his back, the move enough to switch off all
his internal lights and plunge him into darkness.

~ * ~

She watched him for a few minutes, leaving
only when she was certain he was fully asleep to locate Gray. His
constant mutterings about Michael had her curious about the
archangel and his history with him and Lucifer, so she’d figured
doing a little digging wouldn’t hurt. Luckily, she located him in a
bedroom three doors down from Luc’s. “Gray,” she called from the
doorway, “can I come in?”

“Sure,” he said, beckoning her inside. “So
what brings you to casa Gray, sweets?”

“I want to know why you dislike Michael so
much?”

“Have you looked at him?” he chuckled,
closing the door. “You can’t help but take an instant dislike to
that walking ego.”

“Gray, please, I really want to know.”

“In that case,” he said, “you’d best get
comfortable.”

Sitting on one of the chairs by the window,
she crossed her legs at the ankles and got as comfortable as she
could before fixing her attention on him. “Okay, so what
gives?”

“Do you remember how you first viewed devil
boy?”

Kelsey winced as she recalled how she felt
on discovering Lucifer was the actual devil. “That wasn’t one of my
finer moments,” she muttered.

“Well, compared to Michael he is a bloody
saint.”

“Are you serious? He’s an archangel!”

“He’s also an asshole, a narcissist, and
full of himself. Sweets,” he said as he walked over. “Don’t believe
the hype. Why do you think he stepped forward and asked to be the
one to toss devil boy out of heaven? It was for the prestige. He’s
all about himself and his damn ego. So you see, for devil boy to
call on that bastard for help means things are pretty fucking
bad.”

Why was it just when she thought she was
getting a handle on things, something came along to shatter that?
All her long held assumptions about angels and the devil had been
turned on their head. Lucifer was good or trying to be. Gray was a
fallen who despite trying to hide it carried a good heart, and
according to him, the archangel Michael was a walking ass. “I don’t
think I’m ever going to get a grip on all this,” she sighed.

“Take my advice and don’t try. It will send
you nuts.”

Maybe he was right. Maybe it was best to
wing it and see what happened. “I think I’m partway there,” she
chuckled, the sound fading. “So, what should we do about
Michael?”

“Firstly, don’t trust him even for a
nanosecond. That winged bastard has an ulterior motive behind
agreeing to help, I’m sure of it. Now, I’m figuring he will go to
work on you first, try to find out why you are connected to Lucifer
and exploit that connection. Never, and I mean never answer any of
his questions without first giving them a long hard look.”

For a moment Kelsey wondered if Gray was
going a fraction overboard regarding the archangel, but his tone
and the stern look on his face were enough to have her take him
seriously. “I trust you Gray, so I’ll do what you’ve said. I’ll
make sure to stay on my guard around him.”

“Good,” he nodded. “Where is the winged
wonder anyway?”

“I’m not sure. He wasn’t in the rooms I
checked before finding you.”

“Gawd, I hope he hasn’t started
interrogating fangy and smexy guard, though if he pissed that
vampire off he might find himself sporting a couple of additional
holes in his neck. Ooh,” he chuckled, “now that’s a lovely
thought.”

“Gray,” Kelsey said with a smile. “Try to
behave.”

“Hey, there’s nothing wrong with hoping is
there?”

“No, but –”

“Fine,” he huffed. “I guess we’d better go
and find them. If he hasn’t gotten to them yet then we can give
them a heads up.”

They headed out to start looking for their
friends, both fully aware they had to be careful in case they
bumped into Michael. The last thing she wanted was to come face to
face with him before she was fully prepared. When they found no
sign of them inside, they made their way onto the balcony where
they spotted them in conversation. All it took was one look at
their body language to tell her whatever they were discussing
wasn’t going down well. Something confirmed when they got close
enough for her to catch sight of Sebastian’s face, his expression
seemingly carved from stone. Gray nudging her in the side with his
elbow had her look over at Shiriana who was making gestures towards
certain parts of the vampire’s anatomy, ones that even had her
flinching. “Is this a bad time?” Kelsey asked.

“No,” Sebastian growled. “In fact, your
timing couldn’t be better.”

Gray chuckled. “Been cut off at the
pass?”

“Unless you want me to pluck you, keep your
mouth shut.”

“Hey, there’s no need to get bent out of
shape!”

“You have that effect on me, fallen.”

Before things got too out of hand, Kelsey
stepped between them. “Can you two calm down? Sebastian, there is
something you and Shiriana need to know.”

Ten minutes later they were brought up to
speed regarding Michael, and between the four of them they managed
to come up with a plan to try and handle him. With the discussion
over, Gray vanished to who knew where, and Sebastian and Shiriana
resumed their heated conversation. Leaving them to it, Kelsey
decided to head back inside and was halfway towards the large
French doors when a feeling of being watched skittered over her
skin, its presence enough to have her stop and look around to try
and uncover its source. Even though she failed to see anyone, the
sensation refused to shift, and with the uncomfortable feeling it
triggered growing in strength she hurried inside to get to Lucifer
and safety.



Chapter
Two


From his vantage point on the roof Michael
had watched the small gathering, his millennia old and well-honed
instincts told him whatever the topic of discussion was it seemed
to be of importance. Given both Lucifer’s absence and his omission
from the group, he felt certain whatever they talked about
concerned one of them, probably him as he was the late arrival to
the party. They could make their plans, do their plotting, none of
it mattered in the long run. He’d spent centuries waiting for the
right moment to set his own in motion, and thanks to Lucifer’s
request it had arrived. He got to his feet and brushed the dirt
from the back of his pants before fading inside to visit his
unsuspecting pawn. It was essential he kept the façade of aiding
him in place, discarding it only when it was no longer
required.

Standing in the middle of the entrance hall
he sought out the unique power signature of his fallen brother,
sifting through the others in the house until he located the one he
wanted. It was faint but strong enough for him to lock onto it and
follow it to a pale-colored door. He was about to enter the room
when he realized there were two individuals inside. And one was
human. While the female’s presence was unexpected it could be used
to his advantage. All it would take for him to uncover the topic of
the discussion he had witnessed were a few well-chosen questions,
and if he heard anything of use he would file it away to look at
later. “Forgive me,” he said, feigning embarrassment as he opened
the door, “I did not realize you had company. Tell me,” he asked
the female, “how does he fare?”

“Rest is helping, as is not being bothered
by unnecessary visitors.”

Wise enough not to push the matter further,
he turned his attention towards earlier events. “I saw you and your
companions outside earlier. Whatever the topic of discussion was,
it seemed to be of great interest to you all.”

“We were discussing Lucifer and his present
situation. If there had been anything that would have concerned
you, you would have been included.”

There was a spark of fire within her reply,
its presence warning him not to risk underestimating her. As it was
becoming clear he wasn’t going to get the answers he wanted in the
normal way, it was time to do a little delving into her mind. To
that end, he sent out a small tendril of power and immediately
slammed into a wall. Mildly annoyed, he pushed against it but was
unable to create even the smallest breach. There was no way a mere
human should be able to withstand the power of an archangel, so her
ability to do so increased his determination to find out more about
her and what her exact connection to Lucifer was. “Thank you for
your answer and its clarity. I will leave the two of you alone
while I undertake some research to see what can be done to resolve
the unpleasant situation we are all in.” A faint nod of his head
given he turned and walked out of the room, fading into the city
the second he closed the door behind him.

Burnt out cars and smoldering buildings were
his scenery as he walked towards hell’s location, the increasing
stench of sulfur in the air an indication he was getting closer.
His main reason for visiting the place was to see what condition it
was in. After all, being ripped from its foundations had to have
taken a toll on both the realm and its infernal inhabitants.
Reaching the end of the sidewalk he turned left and continued on a
short distance before his target came into view. From what he could
see it seemed to be in one piece, though what was a note of concern
to him were the closed gates. He’d expected, nay hoped, they would
be open, demons streaming through them onto the streets to create
havoc, but there wasn’t even the smallest gap for one to slip
through. Michael doubted they would have been locked by the one
presently in charge, which raised an uncomfortable question – was
it possible Lucifer retained enough strength to hold them shut?
Only his fallen brother held the answer and he doubted it was one
he would be willing to share. Michael paced back and forth as he
tried to come up with another way to get what he needed, and after
a few moments of intense pacing his brain tossed out a possible
answer, one that had him utter a low curse. “The twenty four hour
window!” That damned window of time that kicked in when Lucifer
arrived on earth. It provided him with a final chance to regain
control of his realm. If by some misfortune that should happen,
Lucifer would once again be its ruler and his power and immortality
would start to return. Events he had to prevent transpiring, no
matter what the cost.

Fading directly to the city center he took
advantage of one of the narrow side streets and opened up a direct
line of communication with one of his brethren who’d come over to
his side a century back. Shortly after there was a flash of light
out of which appeared Metatron. “It is good to see you again my
brother,” he said, stepping forward to clasp his hand.

“I wasn’t expecting your call to come so
soon,” Metatron replied. “Has something happened?”

“Yes. Lucifer’s hold over hell isn’t as weak
as I’d anticipated.”

“Our former brother’s power will soon fade.
We both know time is something not on his side, so all we have to
do is wait for the sands to run out. Something tells me though he
wasn’t the only reason for your call.”

“There is a human female who he seems
particularly close to. One who seems protective of him.”

“A human female? She is probably nothing
more than a plaything for him. I am curious though to know why she
seems to concern you.”

Michael took a step closer to his angelic
brother, his eyes flashing as he spoke. “I tried to enter her mind
and encountered a wall no amount of pushing against would breach.
You know as well as I that no mere human can stand against our
celestial power. If you add that to what I can only describe as
some level of affection for our fallen sibling, then she could pose
a threat to our plan.”

“What do you propose to do about her
then?”

Whatever they did had to be undertaken with
care. Her connection to Lucifer meant one wrong move could destroy
everything. “Return to the celestial city and pay the Library of
Ages a visit. Use your skills of persuasion on one of the
librarians to convince them to search out what information they can
regarding the female connected to Lucifer.”

“Persuade? You know the librarians are
forbidden by divine edict to give out any information regarding him
or those connected to him. Nothing will make them break it.”

Not in the mood for excuses or cop outs,
Michael allowed a waft of power to wash over Metatron. Its presence
both a warning and a reminder of his strength and what he was
capable of. “Look, I don’t care how you do it, but you will find a
way to get what I want.”

“If by some miracle I manage to achieve the
impossible, what then?”

“Bring me anything they uncover regarding
our fallen brother or the female. Even the smallest speck could
provide what I need to finally bring him down.”

“And what if they find nothing? What
then?”

“If that should happen then it might be
necessary to call on one of the roles you fulfill. So it would
benefit us both if you get what I need from the librarians.”

Without another word being spoken, Metatron
vanished, leaving Michael alone in the side street. Obstacles, no
matter what shape or form they came in, would be removed. And if to
overcome the one represented by the female meant ending her life,
then that’s what would happen, and there would be no remorse on his
part for her death.

~ ~ ~ * ~ ~ ~

Sleep, if it had the temerity to call itself
that, was fleeting. He woke to a body racked with pain, a pounding
headache, and the unwelcome knowledge his time was almost up. To
say he was screwed six ways from Sunday didn’t even come close to
adequately describing the clusterfuck he was stuck in. For a moment
he was tempted to remain where he was and wallow in self-pity, but
all it took to blow that away was the realization Kelsey wasn’t
next to him. Determined to locate her, he eased himself off the bed
and wished he hadn’t when a spike of pain traveled through him,
sparking a few curses as he manifested on a fresh change of
clothing then left to search for her. A search brought to a halt
when he located her standing next to a table in the kitchen. “Why
weren’t you next to me?”

“You crashed out the second you hit the bed,
so I figured it would be better for you to be left in peace.”

There was something in the way she answered
that sparked his curiosity to life. “What did you do while I was
sleeping?”

“Nothing much. Spent time with Gray
mostly.”

Any time spent with that fallen was rarely
uneventful. “What did you discuss?”

“I wanted to know why he disliked Michael
and after talking to him and that archangel I kinda get it
now.”

Fear washed over his pain and tiredness like
a tsunami as he strode over and grabbed her shoulders. “Kelsey,” he
said, staring directly into her eyes. “Stay away from Michael,
understand? Stay…away…from…him.”

“Luc, you are hurting me!”

He stared at his hands before releasing her
and stepping back. “Forgive me.”

“I get it,” she nodded, flexing her
shoulders to ease the lingering pain his grip sparked. “I’ll make
sure to not be around him on my own.”

Her answer offered enough relief to have his
mind and temper calm. “Thank you. So, may I ask why are
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