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Too much downtime proved to be detrimental for Cutter. For one, sleep didn't satisfy as much as he'd assumed it did when he was alive. After several days without it, Cutter didn't feel any slower or unfocused. He learned a lot in the few missions they’d been on in the last few weeks, but not what he'd wanted. His dreams just circled the memories he'd managed to recover, distorting and taunting him while whatever he was in this form feigned the motions of sleep. He needed what he'd recovered so far to make sense, but nothing connected; shopping, reading, walking with a woman who may have been his mother as a young boy, or sneaking out of his room and just sneaking, not any clue as to where he’d gone or what he’d done, his first drink at a bar and being overly proud to get carded. Anything involving sleep was more trouble than it was worth.

Instead, Cutter lingered in his bed in various positions until someone came to tell him it was time to clean up more creatures or pick at a bowl of pomegranate seeds. He would wait for a lull in conversation or an argument to slip away and claim a spot among his sheets again.

Other than Catch and Mastiff's looks of concern, Cutter was left to his malaise.

He perked up when the unique sound of Key entered their living room through the mirror, and he finally left his room.

"Are you ready, chickadees!"

"What is with you people and these old as fuck words?" Hammer grumbled, getting to her feet from her favorite spot on the couch.

"I hope you're all bright-eyed and bushy-tailed!" Key sang, waggling his eyebrows since his big sunglasses hid his eyes. Batting his eyelashes wouldn't have the desired effect.

Hammer scowled, crossing her thin arms over her chest. "Now you're just doing it on purpose."

Mastiff giggled when she saw a particular vein in Hammer's forehead twitch. Catch hid his smirk behind his hand and tried to nudge Mastiff with his elbow, only for them both to erupt into giggles that only made that particular vein pulse harder. It almost made Cutter smile, but the shadow of what he desired so badly weighed it down to a halfhearted grimace as he stumbled into their living room.

“I just wanted to make sure you were prepared for today since we have a Courier today."

"That's a new one!" Mastiff slipped off the stool next to the kitchen island and shrugged off what they'd come to know as her favorite jacket. "Any advice you could-"

Catch tapped her on the shoulder, and when her brown eyes met his, curls of his hair falling into his eyes as they filled with fear, any witty retort turned to ashes in her tongue. Mastiff bit her lip, and her head whipped to Cutter, who was already following Hammer into the portal Key opened for them.

"What is this?" She whispered, reaching to take his hand, but she recoiled when it felt so much colder than Mastiff had grown used to.

"We have to go." Catch mumbled, his usually sweet voice dry and distant. Mastiff let him go, the haunted look on his face reminding her he'd been there longer than she had.
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Despite glancing at him, Catch never elaborated to Mastiff. He only shuffled obediently forward through Key's portal and waited while Key gave his monologue to Cutter.

"Couriers are some interesting little buggers." He slung his arm over Cutter's shoulders and got in close like he was telling a salacious rumor. "They snatch up souls before they can pass on. We think they eat them, but they never answer when asked."

The roar of flames and shouts of firemen greeted them as they followed Key towards an apartment building nearly totally engulfed in fire. Paramedics were treating the rescued as the hoses did their work, completely oblivious to Key and the others walking by them and into the building.

"Don't worry, the fire won't hurt you!" Key chirped, ushering them all inside.

While the flames did indeed flick over them harmlessly, they still needed to mind their feet. Fire may not affect them, but gravity still worked as it should and they could fall through the damaged floors. Cutter did stop to trail his fingers through the fire only to feel a tingle to differentiate it from the warm air around them.

"I'll leave you to it, sweethearts!" Key checked his wrist despite having no watch, waggling his red fingers to open a portal. "I'll be back to pick you up in a few!"

With another flash, Key was gone, and Catch took it upon himself to lead the way through, searching for their target. Mastiff watched his back, not used to seeing those shoulders set with so much tension. When Hammer smacked his elbow and their eyes met, the knowing glance made her dead heart race, and Mastiff summoned her dog to have him at the ready.

Cutter blinked at her. "Nervous?"

"Look at them." She whispered, tilting her head towards Catch and Hammer as they spoke just out of earshot. "Whatever could make those two talk civilly for longer than ten seconds scares the shit outta me."

The distance in Cutter's stare was quickly replaced with concern, and he summoned a small blade in each hand.

"Good idea being ready," Hammer turned to them while Catch kept looking around, a sly twist to her lips and her hair blowing around her face. "Couriers are fucking awful. They're some reaper-looking assholes: Blank faces and spikes for hands and feet. They take hits like a wall and move too fucking fast. Don't let your guard down."

Mastiff frowned, the glitter in her lipstick catching the light of the fire around them in brilliant little sparks. There wasn't time to demand more information as the building was consumed around them. The hoses outside were doing their best, but it would be prudent to move quickly.
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They picked their way through the flames as fast as they could with Hammer and Catch in the lead until a deep hiss, unlike the burning material around them, made Catch's head turn sharply towards a hallway not fully engulfed with fire yet. "This way." He yelled over the roaring fire, and his ribbon glowed, ready for an attack. Hammer summoned a comically large mallet, testing the weight of it in her hands and ready to strike.

Cutter followed closely, side by side with Mastiff, and both of them looked nervously around. Despite the heat around them, he felt the air's temperature sink and a sickening scream made them all flinch.

Cutter grimaced at the sight of what he would assume was a stereotypical reaper; a cloaked figure hovering above the ground with a struggling soul in its clutches, but as he focused, there were no fingers and the thing wasn't floating. Where hands and feet should be were fetid, rotting bones were also unaffected by the flames. The creature was coated in what appeared to be a black cloak that settled around the skeletal figure like putrid vapor curling around it.

"No!" A shrill screech pierced the air, and a glittering soul of a child was pulled towards the Courier. The young boy’s spirit form shuddered before shredding at the edges as the Courier attempted to drag it towards the flatness where a mouth should be. “Let me go!”

Hammer brought the mallet down on the top of
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