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Chapter One
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“This place no longer feels like home,” Anaya muttered. 

The beautiful, petite Fae woman stood looking out over her homeland. Her eyes gazed over emerald hills and fields. She could hear the ocean off in the distance. A light breeze blew her red hair around her. Bright green eyes gazed out of her slightly hidden face. Bronzed skin had a noticeable shine to it as she reconnected with her homeland. She’d dressed in a blue jeans and a t-shirt, very different from her usual attire here.

Next to her was a much taller male with darker green eyes and long black hair. He’d dressed like her but looked uncomfortable. He had a larger, solid muscular frame and to her eyes the clothes fit him properly, yet he was still scowling. Galen was an ancient angelic warrior with quite a bit of power and sorely lacking a sense of humor. 

“Must you look so displeased?” she asked exasperatedly. 

“I like my robes,” he replied. “Angels don’t wear human clothing.”

Anaya rolled her eyes, beginning to become irritated with him already. “The point is for you not to stand out. You’ve been wearing this type of clothing for at least a year.” 

“The quicker we wrap this up the happier I will be.”

Anaya sighed. She actually agreed with him. Here in these lands, she’d been betrayed by a friend. She’d been handed over to rogue vampires for no readily apparent reason. They were here to find that reason as well as the culprit.

“Come, let us head for your home first,” Galen told her. “It is the most obvious place to start.”

Anaya began walking ahead of him. “Much has changed in these past few years. There are no longer only Fae here. I can sense the change in the land.”

“It would seem that your once proud race has made drastic changes in philosophy.” Galen continued to search the landscape with his eyes as they walked. “They have allowed many outsiders to reside here. I wonder if they realize that they are weakening the position of the angels.”

“How so?” Anaya asked.

“This realm was made by the goddess Verlaine. With her passing, we angels were left with the sole jurisdiction here, superseded only by the king of the gods. Allowing outsiders in gives the other gods jurisdiction here, including the one we all fear most.”

“Jarel?” she guessed.

He nodded. “There are many of his creations here, and of course my new patron also has some subjects here.”

“I would think that most would rather deal with Brandon than Jarel.”

Galen nodded. “Jarel is unpredictable, and we’ve seen what happens to those that anger him. So, I question why his creations were allowed to enter this realm.”

“Perhaps we should stop at the closest town and ask,” Anaya suggested.

Galen thought it over for several seconds before responding. “Perhaps that would be best. Many things disturb me about this place, and I can’t help feeling they’re connected.”

“Luckily there’s a town a few miles ahead. We can go to the tavern to get information.”

* * *
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THE NEXT TOWN WAS NOT what it should have been. In fact, it had been destroyed. The buildings had crumbled and what remained had clearly been burned.

“This is disturbing,” Galen commented solemnly.

“Who would bother to torch such a small village?” Anaya questioned.

Galen knelt next to a pile of ashes. “These ashes belong to a Fae. Whoever attacked this placed completely destroyed the people living here. They had to have some massive firepower.”

“Any idea what manner of being has this power?”

Galen frowned down at the ashes. “Dragons would be my first guess. But if one of them had done this, the village would be a barren wasteland. No piece of any building would be intact, and the land around would have shown signs of the attack long before we got here. The only reason the buildings seem to have crumbled is because the villagers fought back.” He stood up again. “This isn’t the work of the gods either and it’s too clean to be a demon.”

“Then it was either a very powerful Fae or an angel,” Anaya concluded.

Galen nodded. “I don’t really see the purpose in it for one of our kind but evil needs no reason. It seems you picked a hell of a time to come back here.”

“I didn’t choose to come here now. It was simply the safest time to come here,” Anaya reminded him.

Galen snorted. “Or so we thought. Shall we continue?”

“We don’t have a choice now.”

The angel nodded again in acknowledgement. As an angel, he was honor bound to get to the bottom of this mystery.
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Chapter Two
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The amount of destruction they found as they traveled was disturbing. Someone had launched an assault on the Fae. After four small villages and two large cities, Galen called on Brandon for assistance.

Brandon, the god of darkness, appeared before them in what was left of the second city. He was shorter than Galen and toned, with light brown skin, and long straight black hair. While he was Galen’s chosen patron, he was also the father of Anaya’s son, Theo. His brown eyes took in the scenery quickly.

“Well, I didn’t think you two had this in you.” He smirked.

“We don’t,” Galen replied, refusing to be drawn into the god’s sense of humor. “We’ve been through four villages and two cities like this. Someone powerful is attacking the Fae.”

Brandon began to walk through the ruins with the other two following behind. “Well, someone’s a little pissed off at the race, aren’t they?”

“It seems to me that either an angel or a Fae are doing this,” Galen ventured as he followed his lord.

“None of the Fae could have pulled this off against their own kind and leave unscathed.” Brandon stopped. “Why the hell are there any races other than the Fae here?”

“My lord?” Galen questioned.

“There’s a werewolf boy under the rubble there.” Brandon pointed to the area he spoke of. “I distinctly smell vampire blood as well. You angels made the Fae territorial to keep the gods away from you. Why are any of my grandfather’s creations here? There are even witches here too.”

“Can you tell if the wolf was a rogue?” Galen asked.

“It doesn’t matter. Either way my grandfather and Hecate now have the right to enter and pass judgment.” Brandon lifted a large piece of stone to reveal the body underneath. “This must be the work of an angel. You guys have authority over the Fae. It’s simple for you to wipe them out but you have to kill other races the hard way. Call it my grandfather’s way of saying fuck you.”

The body he’d uncovered was human in form but battered and broken. Anaya turned away from the scene. Brandon knelt to examine the body.

“There’s a lot of cuts from a sword. All of them look cauterized. Angels like their flaming swords.” Brandon checked his pulse. “He’s definitely dead. Pretty sure he was too wounded to heal himself. He’s not a hunter so he wouldn’t be used to this type of fighting.”

Galen sighed. “Your grandfather will want blood for this.”

Brandon straightened up. “Yeah, and you’re going to give it to him.”

“If this is another angel as we suspect, I cannot guarantee my success.”

Brandon narrowed his eyes, an early warning sign of his temper. “I don’t know how Verlaine operated, but I don’t deal well with self-doubt and failure.”

“It’s not self-doubt,” Galen argued. “It’s reality. I’m not the strongest of the angels. There are several whose power dwarfs mine. If this is the work of one of them, survival may not be an option.”

Brandon sighed. “You’ll have to do for now, Galen. You’re a capable warrior. At the very least, you have to find out who’s behind it. Frankly, this is an angelic affair and the gods shouldn’t interfere.”

“We both know your grandfather will.”

The god shrugged. “I can’t stop him if he does. I can only ask him to let you handle it.” He turned to Anaya. “Do you want to remain here? This isn’t really what you came here for.”

“I’d rather stay with Galen and find out what’s going on here together,” Anaya replied. “I won’t hinder him.”

Brandon smiled. “Of course you won’t. If anything, you’ll motivate him.” He turned to Galen again. “Be prepared for company. I have a feeling Gramps and Hecate will want their own people on the job too.”

“I will be cordial at least,” Galen told him.

Brandon laughed. “Have fun with that.” He vanished.
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Chapter Three
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Brandon figured it’d be best to approach his grandfather now, before the primordial god took matters into his own hands. He entered the realm of Solaris and went straight to the throne room. On the black marble throne was his grandfather, Jarel. One of the oldest and most powerful gods in existence, Jarel was a towering figure. His light brown skin held a familiar and warm godly glow, and his bright silver eyes seemed to see far more than they should. Markings covered his body to represent each of his children. He was the father of the paranormal, the embodiment of black fire, and king of the Dragon Gods, which included Brandon.

“I’m fairly certain I know why you’re here.” Jarel had a knowing smile on his face that frankly irritated the hell out of Brandon.

The younger god stopped in from of him. “You would know. What do you want to do about it?”

“What do I want to do or what will I do?” Jarel’s eyes twinkled with dark humor.

Brandon rolled his eyes. “You can’t wipe all of them out. Galen and Anaya are there and they’re on the job. Do you want to send someone else in?”

Jarel shrugged. “We’re still recovering from the war. Most everyone that can do any fighting is on a mission of their own.”

“Several vampires and werewolves have been killed already. It couldn’t hurt to send a dragon in. Galen believes the culprit to be one of the elder archangels.”

“That’s a good enough place to start. If it is, I can start laying waste to them.”

Brandon sighed. “I think you should let me handle this. You’re too trigger happy.”

Jarel waved that off. “Hecate will want her Chosen in on this as well. Since my Dragons are all recovering, I’ll have to include someone else. Who’s free to help?”

“What about Vlad?” Brandon suggested.

Jarel smirked. “Good idea. Send him in. You can guide them all here and there but don’t interfere until the archangel reveals himself. Then you act under my authority.”

Brandon nodded in acknowledgment. “I’ll go take Vlad in, then Vax.”

“Lita too,” Jarel told him.

“Why?” 

“She goes where Vax goes anyway so it’s best to just include her.”

“Alright, I’m on it.” Brandon vanished.

“There’s always something to keep life interesting,” Jarel muttered, still smiling.

* * *
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VLADIMIR DRACULA WAS clearly a famous name. He’d been called many names over his lifetime. His given name, Dracula, and Vlad the Impaler were just a few of the most popular. Somehow humanity had learned of him and greatly exaggerated or outright made-up tales of him. It amused the ancient vampire greatly.

He was in a room in Jarel’s palace watching one of the many movies about himself. He’d watched countless movies on the legend humanity had created of him. Perhaps he’d ask Jarel who started the tales. It would be amusing to meet such a person.

“Some would say this is the ultimate in vanity.” Brandon appeared standing next to the bed.

“An attractive male appearing out of nowhere in my bedroom. Is it my birthday?” Vlad gave a slow, seductive smile.

“If you don’t want my wolf tearing out your throat, I’d lay off the flirting.”

Vlad laughed. “Can’t blame me for trying. Now to what do I owe the pleasure of this visit?”

“Gramps sent me with a mission for you.”

Vlad paused the movie and stood up, towering over Brandon as most people did in their world. The ancient vampire was a broad, muscular figure with long black hair and bright red eyes which were strangely mesmerizing. He’d been tanning lately so he was no longer deathly pale as he had been when brought back to test Vax a couple of years before. He was also only wearing his underwear, showing off a very noticeable bulge. He smirked at the god he stood over.

“What’s the mission?”

Brandon purposely looked him in the eyes. “He wants you to go into the Fae lands to assist Anaya and Galen in finding an archangel killing off entire cities in their world. Among the dead are some of your race and they weren’t rogues.”

Vlad sighed. “Well, so much for continuing my movie marathon. It’s interesting to see myself fictionalized so.”

“I know full well some of those names are used by vampires.” Brandon folded his arms over his chest. “Where’d the Impaler name come from?”

Vlad turned away to begin getting dressed. “I once sent a little message to Vacker when he wouldn’t do his job. Instead of simply exterminating a rogue group, I put up stakes with their heads impaled on them around his home. I had to do it a few times before Vacker got the point.”

“I’m sure Gramps loved that.”

Vlad snorted and pulled a black shirt over his head. “Of course he did. He would have liked me to do it more often. It certainly scared that little shit, Kalos. He’s a large source of tension between me and Vacker.”

“I’m guessing you’ve had no luck finding him.”

Vlad shrugged. “That’s Deidre’s job, not mine.” He stopped to finally step into a pair of black leather pants. “Is there any particular reason he’s sending me?”

“I suggested it,” Brandon replied. “You’re the only one fully recovered from the war.”

“That’s as good a reason as any, I suppose. Is there anything else I need to know?”

“Hecate may send Vax and Lita will come in too, so try not terrorizing them.”

“I’m more of a lover than a terror.” Vlad grinned mischievously.

Brandon snorted. “Your love IS a terror. Now let’s go.”
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Chapter Four 
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Vax had had a brief period to be normal. Over the past couple of months, he’d been able to just be a college student. Considering the past couple of years of his life, he was grateful. Tall and slender with long red hair and bright green eyes, he looked no different from those around him. Just an average guy who was a little on the tall side at about six feet. In reality, he was the Chosen of Hecate, the goddess of witchcraft, who’d given him Mjölnir, the weapon of the fallen thunder god, Thor. He’d been studying under Merlin, the most famous witch of all time. He’d come a long way from being a solitary witch practicing in secret.

He entered his dorm and sat down his books when he felt a familiar presence enter his room. The goddess, Hecate, sat in a chair by the window. It was an odd sight. The ancient, powerful goddess sat regally, dressed in a long sleeveless violet gown that swept the ground. Bright violet eyes looked at him patiently, and long dark blue hair hung down straight, almost as long as her gown. She radiated power and authority, which she held a great deal of. 

“This is a surprise,” he commented.

“It has been a while since last you were in my presence. I have been kept up to date by Merlin.” Hecate looked around. “This is such a small space. Why do you choose to remain here?”

Vax shrugged. “I like being on campus. It makes me feel closer to normal.”

“Normal is overrated in today’s society. I miss the days of old when people danced around bonfires in groves and paid homage to the gods. It was much more fun than this modern age with their trivial fights about their interpretation of a god that doesn’t exist.”

Vax raised an eyebrow. “So, who answers the prayers of the masses?”

“Mostly the angels,” Hecate replied. “Speaking of which, there is an angel that could use your help.”

“That sounds slightly absurd, goddess,” Vax told her. “I’m a witch and still a novice by most standards. How can I help an angel?”

Hecate sighed in impatience. “You still lack confidence and it’s very irritating. You are my Chosen and your assistance is required. You will journey into the realm of the Fae to assist your former teacher, Galen, and his woman, Anaya. Several of my servants have been invited into the realm and have recently been killed. You will assist them in finding out who is responsible.”

“It’s not another god, is it?” Vax asked. “One was more than enough.”

Hecate chuckled. “No, we believe it may be one of the archangels. Vladimir will be accompanying you as well.”

Vax groaned. “But he’s such a pervert.”

“He’s a harmless flirt. You’ll be fine unless he truly tempts you.”

Vax rolled his eyes. “He tempts everyone. It’s like Aphrodite personally blessed him.”

“Knowing her, she may very well have.” Hecate rose from her seat. “We have little time. We’d best be off. I want the head of whoever dares execute my faithful servants.”

“This should be fun,” Vax muttered sarcastically.

* * *
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GALEN AND ANAYA WERE startled when darkness suddenly covered the area. When at last they could see again, Vlad was standing in front of them.

“That’s such an odd way of traveling,” he muttered.

“You get used to it,” Galen assured him.

Vlad studied him. “This is certainly an odd pairing. Your kind generally despise me.”

“I’ve never met you, so I have no reason to dislike you.”

Vlad smirked. “You’re smarter than the archangels I’ve dealt with. I’ve had some glorious battles against them.”

“I’m surprised you’re still alive.”

“I learned directly from Jarel and Andreas. I’m capable of many things that the descendants of my counterparts can only dream of.” Vlad turned his attention to Anaya. “How rude of me not to address the beautiful lady first.”

Anaya chuckled. “It’s fine. I’m easy to miss standing behind Galen.”

“A sense of humor is refreshing to see in one of the Fae. The few I had affairs with were so very droll.”

“Are all of Jarel’s creations so liberal with their sexuality?” Galen asked irritably.

Vlad raised an eyebrow at him. “You do realize how active he is, don’t you? Such a limited view is so very human. It nauseates me.”

“You were human once,” Galen reminded him.

“Yes, long ago when sexuality was not such an issue,” Vlad replied. “When man hadn’t started inventing their own gods, life was easier. I fail to see why you’re such a prude. Angels have sex. That’s why the race you govern is so sexual in nature.”

“Some of us had a higher cause.”

Vlad snorted. “You have a stick up your ass which you’ll need to remove in order to fit in here.”

“He does have a point,” Anaya told Galen. “We may enter some seedy areas in our quest for answers. You’ll stand out as you are now.”

Galen scowled. “Are we entering a brothel or something?”

Anaya shrugged. “We don’t know where the search will lead us.”

“Hecate totally left that part out.”

They turned to see Vax standing alone. Vlad smiled at him.

“If it isn’t my favorite witch,” he commented.

“Could you at least give him a few seconds before the flirting begins?” Galen griped.

“Jealous?” Vlad wiggled his eyebrows at him in an obviously teasing manner.

Galen scowled at him while Anaya chuckled again.

“Shouldn’t we try to head for a populated city?” Vax suggested. “Ruins are depressing.”

The shrill call of a phoenix rang out and they looked up as a large ruby red bird with emerald green eyes swooping down towards them. Flames swirled around it and instead of a bird, a woman landed on the ground. The tall, tanned woman had long ruby red hair the same color as her phoenix feathers and the same green eyes. She was dressed in cargo pants and a black tank top and looked sternly at Vlad.

“Why is the pervert here?” she asked, one hand on her hip.

“So much hatred for the vampire. I’m simply a loving type of guy that likes affection from both sexes,” Vlad responded with mock hurt.

Lita rolled her eyes. “I’m going to geld you before this is over. Just keep your hands to yourself.”

Vlad sneered at her. “I hope we go through one of the towns that are heavy into the slave master thing.”

“Assuming I don’t kill you, have fun dealing with my father afterward,” Lita shot back.

Vax threw up his hands in exasperation. “I’m going on ahead of you guys. Stand there and argue all you want but I want to get this over with.”

“Why don’t the three of you just fuck and get it over with?” Anaya asked irritably.

The group stared at her in shock, causing her to roll her eyes.

“Clearly there’s some sexual tension there. It’d be handy if you’d just have sex and be done with it,” she explained.

Vlad laughed. “I like her. Not a bad idea.”

Lita’s face turned bright red while Vax pinched the bridge of his nose. Galen looked quite uncomfortable. 

“Let’s just go.” Lita huffed and walked past Vlad.

“If I catch crap for this, I’m killing all of you,” Vax told them.

“In my defense, I was not in support of the idea,” Galen reminded him.

“Just off principle.” Vax walked off to follow Lita.

“They’re cute together,” Anaya commented.

Galen sighed. “Let’s just go.”
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Chapter Five
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Brandon and Hecate stood in the goddess’ temple on Olympus watching things unfold. It didn’t take long for Jarel to join them. The Black Dragon god seemed highly amused.

“You know something we don’t know, don’t you?” Brandon asked.

“Technically I know a lot of things you don’t know,” Jarel replied.

“Yes, but we’re referring to this situation.” Hecate narrowed her eyes. “You’re playing matchmaker again.”

Jarel grinned. “I’m not the god of love. That’s Eros’ department.”

Brandon rolled his eyes. “That’s never stopped you before. We all know you do what you want when you want. My question is who exactly are you pairing up? I’m the one giving Anaya and Galen a swift kick to get their act together. So, you’re trying to pair two of the other three.”

Jarel shrugged. “Maybe I am, maybe I’m not.”

“I hate riddles,” Hecate muttered.

“Which is why I’m speaking in one,” Jarel told her gleefully.

“Is there a reason for your visit?” the goddess demanded irritably.

“I’m just monitoring the situation, the same as you. I do have a stake in the outcome.”

“You also haven’t recovered enough to intervene when the time comes,” Brandon told him. “I will not get my ass handed to me by your brother because you won’t stay at home and recover like you should.”

Jarel waved that off. “I can more than handle anything that possibly comes out of that realm. I’m recovering just fine.”

Brandon and Hecate exchanged a look. Both knew full well the extent of the damage Typhon could cause. It had taken Brandon a full year to recover from a brief skirmish with the beast, and he’d only fought him for a day with several others backing him up. Then again, Jarel was insanely powerful himself, as Typhon could attest to if he weren’t burning in Tartarus.

“We still don’t know who’s behind all this yet. Whoever it is pops in and out of the realm,” Brandon told his grandfather.

Jarel snorted. “I figured as much. They can’t keep it a secret for long. But have you actually looked in on the angels’ home base?”

“I was contemplating a visit to their home to see what I can find,” Hecate replied.

Jarel grinned. “Oh yeah, let’s do that.”

Brandon shook his head. “Gramps, you really shouldn’t go along for that. You know they hate you.”

“They also fear me, and fear is a powerful motivator. Besides, I’ll just go on my own and we all know how that will turn out.”

Hecate sighed. “Fine, let’s go together.”

* * *
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THE HOME OF THE ANGELS was bright and very much the picture of heaven conceived by man. Everything was white, from the buildings to most of the clothing. The only thing different in color were the gates the three gods stood at, which were golden. 

“This is so irritating. I want to set it on fire,” Jarel mumbled.

“I have to agree. Why the hell is it so bright and devoid of color?” Brandon added.

“Clearly I’ll be doing the talking.” Hecate looked up at the white wall connected to the gate. “It looks like we have a welcoming committee.”

Indeed, many angels hovered over the wall, flaming swords in hand.

“You do realize I’m the fucking god of fire, right?” Jarel called out to them. “Flaming swords don’t hurt me and really only give me a reason to annihilate you.”

“That’s helping our cause,” Brandon muttered sarcastically.

“They started it,” Jarel replied.

“You will put those swords away before we are forced to hurt you,” Hecate warned the angels. “You do not raise a weapon to a goddess. Open your gates and allow us entrance or I will unleash my wrath on you all.”

Jarel smirked at Brandon. “She’s just as bad as me. I think I’ll let her handle this.”

“Identify yourselves at once. The gods do not trespass here.”

“I thought gods owned the universe,” Brandon said thoughtfully. “And it looks like they just pissed her off.”

Hecate’s power flared out, dark and dangerous. She doused the flames on the swords and ripped them from the grips of their owners, only to hold them to each of their throats. Throwing up a hand, the gates fell, and the wall cracked.

“Stop!”

Standing in the entrance were two angels. The power of the two was greater than that of the others. Both were quite tall. One was slenderer than the other, though still quite muscular and toned. He had long blonde hair and bright sky-blue eyes. Unlike many of the other angels, he dressed in dark grey armor and his wings were black. The other had long brown hair and the same color eyes as his brethren. Somewhat bulkier in build, his wings were also the same jet black but stretched out slightly wider. He, too, wore grey armor, though neither angel had drawn their weapons.

“The fact that your underlings do not recognize the gods when they see them tells me that you have been lax in your job, Michael and Gabriel. I expect better from the elder archangels.” Hecate narrowed her eyes on the two well-known archangels. “I tolerate your existence because Zeus feels you benefit humanity. Do not tempt me to forget that.”

The blond angel, Gabriel, spoke first. “My apologies, goddess, for the misunderstanding. I would appreciate it if you would lower their weapons. However, there is one amongst you that would love nothing more than to destroy us.”

“We are uneasy at the sight of him, as he has threatened us in the past and we have gone to battle against some of his servants in the recent past,” Michael added.

Jarel smirked. “Oh yeah, how does it feel having your ass kicked by Dracula, bitch?”

Michael glared at him. “This is why you are not welcome here.”

One moment, Jarel was standing next to Brandon. In the blink of an eye, he had both angels by the throat, holding them up in the air and cutting off their air flow.

“Listen to this closely. I go where I want to go because not a single one of you inept, closed-minded fuckers can stop me. If I truly wanted you dead, not even your creator could have stopped me.” Jarel’s silver eyes were glowing, his power rising. “I have the power to destroy this place without breaking a sweat. You live by my will, you ungrateful little shit, and you will respect me, or I will damn well end you and be done with this entire farce. Now, if you would like to continue breathing, shut the hell up and speak only when spoken to. Understand?”

The angels glared their obvious hatred for the Black Dragon God but nodded in agreement. Jarel released them and two rubbed their throats as they sucked in air. Hecate released the others as well and walked forward.

“Now that we’re done, it’s high time we got down to the business that brings us here,” she told the two archangels.

“Please come into the war room and we can sit down to discuss matters,” Michael told them.

The gods followed the angels to a room much like the rest of this place. The archangels sat at the head of a long table while the gods sat on the sides of it. 

“Which matter has brought you to our domain?” Michael asked.

“It appears one of your kind has gone on a rampage. They have destroyed whole cities in the world of the Fae, and they have in turn killed several of our subjects. The realm is now open to the gods as many of the other races reside in the world so long isolated from us.” Hecate studied the angels. “I find it very difficult to believe that you are not aware of this.”

“What would make you believe that one of our kind is responsible for such destruction?” Gabriel asked the goddess.

Jarel interrupted. “It’s very simple. Only a select few have the firepower to unleash this type of destruction on the race you coddle, shelter, and mislead. If a dragon were responsible, the destruction would be far more widespread. They wouldn’t have come in with a sword and more than just the city would be destroyed.”

“I examined several of the bodies that could not be destroyed so easily. This angel has targeted our subjects as well as yours so long as they are in that realm. Since they do not hold dominion over the wolves, vampires, and witches, they must kill them the hard way. Your swords did the work.”

Michael frowned. “How can you be so sure?”

Brandon scowled. “Hey, dumbass, I’m a god. The god of shadows and darkness to be exact. Not much escapes my notice. No one else uses flaming swords.”

“The obvious fact is one of your own has elected to go on a path of destruction that needs to be resolved,” Hecate interjected. “Now the question is are you sheltering them?”

Gabriel shook his head. “We do not shelter those that stray from the path. Whoever this is has fallen.”

“That can really only be declared by a god,” Jarel told him. “After all, each of you must choose a new master. Only the god you serve can declare you fallen.”

“Not all of us have to choose a new master,” Gabriel replied.

“Thus, any god can declare you fallen. Our authority supersedes yours,” Jarel countered. 

Michael nodded. “This much is true. However, I have not heard of any angel falling since Galen fell. He has since been reinstated.”

Brandon scowled. “He’s my servant. I’m aware of that. He fell in my service to aid us in ridding the human world of Lucifer. It’s not him.”

“I’d be surprised if it was.” Gabriel thought for several moments. “We can send someone to investigate but I’m not sure who you would trust with such a task.”

“None of you, to be quite honest,” Jarel told him bluntly. “Our reception here makes me think you know more than you’re telling. If I find that you’re hiding the perpetrator from me, I’ll slaughter you all one by one. Not even Zeus will stand in my way.”

Michael’s beautiful features contorted in a scowl. “I have already told you we would not shield one such as this. We have not ordered any angel to destroy any of the Fae. They have elected to make certain changes against our advice, but they are not violating any laws.”

“It was my understanding that your goddess did not want any other race to enter the realm she’d given the Fae.” Jarel’s eyes were locked on Michael. “Explain how my wolves and vampires being in the realm doesn’t violate her laws.”

“Upon her demise, that law was overturned. She desired the Fae to exercise their free will and govern themselves as much as possible. The angels were given various tasks. We aid them the same as we do humanity,” Michael explained.

Jarel snorted in disagreement. “That’s a subjective matter. Frankly, I think the race would be much better off without you uptight, judgmental fucks.”

Gabriel placed a hand on Michael’s arm to restrain him. 

“Since you are here, there is a matter we’d like to discuss with you,” Gabriel ventured cautiously.

Jarel raised an eyebrow. “Is it about Adonis?”

Gabriel nodded. “We are not able to move his soul without your permission, as he is in your service.”

Brandon looked questioningly at his grandfather, who instead kept his eyes on the archangels.

“Why precisely do you need his soul?” Jarel asked. “He’s done more than enough for the purposes of Verlaine.”

“Surely you know who he truly is by now,” Gabriel ventured.

“He is Verlaine reincarnated. However, he can never become that goddess again. He is Adonis, now and forever, until such time as he chooses to be reincarnated. What precisely do you want from me?” Jarel demanded with obvious exasperation in his voice.

“He seems less than willing to entertain the thought. While it is true he cannot be the goddess he was in a past life, he can still have a place among us,” Gabriel explained.

Jarel studied the angels. “This is not Verlaine’s will, is it? You’re acting of your own accord.”

The archangels said nothing, instead staring calmly at the Black Dragon God. 

“I hold no special sway over the boy,” Jarel admitted. “He made the choice to remain in the Elysian Fields. I could easily have given him life again.”

“I’m sure you know why that would not have worked,” Michael replied.

“For the same reason your life wouldn’t work for him either,” Jarel shot back. “He is who he is and wants what he wants. You cannot give him his dream life. His existence would be hollow here. In the Elysian Fields, he does not know pain. He can feel the happiness he deserves. If you’re asking me to force him out, the answer is no.”

“We do not want to force him to join us, but we would like for him to get the opportunity to see what it’s like before settling on his decision,” Gabriel said quietly.

Jarel remained silent for several seconds. “If Adonis has the urge to be among the angels, to see what you offer him, he may take it freely so long as Hades also agrees. If he declines, you are never to bother him again. In exchange, you will never again meddle in the affairs of me and mine.”

“We cannot make that promise,” Michael told him.

“Why not?” Jarel demanded.

“All that we do is on the orders of our goddess before she was taken from us. Even if we enter the service of another god, we must finish what she directed us to do, and we understand that in some cases that means meddling in the affairs of you and yours, as you put it,” Gabriel explained.

“Being that she is our creator, her orders cannot be overruled, not even by you,” Michael added.

“Just how much more meddling do you intend to do?” Jarel asked.

“We cannot say for sure. It is not our task. The archangels govern the other angels and slay demons while protecting humanity. The goddess did not tell us the orders of the others. We do not know until the events are set into motion.” Gabriel looked to Brandon. “We would not have tampered with your life of our own accord.”

“I accept fate as it is,” Brandon replied. “In the end, Adonis is the bridge between me and my soul mate. We’ve all accepted this.”

Gabriel nodded. “That was Galen’s assignment, to see to the fall of Lucifer and to repair the damage to you two.”

“Speaking of which, we need to discuss that very angel.” Brandon straightened in his chair. “He seems to think he can’t take one of you down. How true is that?”

Gabriel and Michael looked at each other.

“We’ve not had an angel as old as us fall since the beginning, when Lucifer came in to tempt us,” Gabriel answered. “Galen was not yet born and therefore would not have had a chance to face one such as us.”

“That’s not really an answer,” Brandon told him.

“Galen is quite capable as a warrior, but without facing him, I could not say exactly how powerful he is,” Michael responded. “He stands as good of a chance at stopping this rogue angel as anyone, perhaps better being that he has found his soul mate and has that additional reason to fight on.”

“I would appreciate you two lending him some help on his quest to figure out which of your kind has turned their back on you.” Brandon narrowed his gaze on both angels. “I’m assuming, for the moment, that’s it’s not either of you but Galen has the impression that it should be one of your class of angels. If you want us to stay out of it, you’d better handle it.”

Gabriel nodded. “Understood.”

The three gods vanished.

“I feel as though this is part of Galen’s fate,” Michael stated.

Gabriel nodded. “We will do what we must, just as he will do what he chooses.”
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Chapter Six
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It took quite a while, but Anaya managed to lead them to a town that had not been destroyed. Galen suggested they rest for the night, a welcomed suggestion by all. The Fae world was old fashioned in some ways but modern in others. Magic powered the land, giving them amenities such as running water and lights. However, their monetary system was still based on gold and silver, leaving it to Anaya and Galen to negotiate and pay for rooms at the inn. They took only two rooms, one for the ladies and one for the men. 

“I think we should have made Vlad sleep outside,” Vax muttered to Galen.

“Don’t worry, I don’t plan on doing much sleeping anyway,” Vlad told him.

“I’m going to pretend I don’t know what that means.”

Galen sighed. “So long as he’s not doing it in our room, I don’t much care what or who he does.”

Vlad smirked. “You’re too much of a tight ass, and I don’t mean that in a good way. Besides, why would I use our room unless my friend Vax here has decided to be a little more adventurous?”

Vax scowled. “Gods, I hate you.”

“Only because you want me, which is perfectly natural.”

Vax didn’t really have much of a comeback, so he flipped him off, prompting the vampire to laugh.

“Anytime you’re ready, I’d be happy to.”

Vax walked away. Galen shook his head at Vlad.

“I’m having trouble deciphering if you’re legitimately interested in the boy or messing around with him because that’s just who you are.”

Vlad shrugged. “I pursue anyone I’m attracted to. He’s an attractive enough male for me to pursue, and it makes it so much more interesting that he won’t give in.”

“So, he’s a game to you?” Galen asked.

“Everyone is a game to me,” Vlad answered. “That doesn’t mean I’d hurt him. I don’t make it my business to break hearts if I can avoid it.”

“I’ll never understand you creatures that feed on blood. You all seem to have that in common,” Galen mumbled.

“It’s not our dietary habits that bind us,” Vlad told him. “You angels simply place yourself above everyone else. The rest of us realize that certain urges are natural, and we go with it. I’ve been alive for over ten thousand years. I don’t have the urge to settle down yet. If it ever happens, I’ll deal with it.”

Galen’s eyes grew significantly brighter as he looked at Vlad. “You should probably start adjusting to the idea of settling down, vampire. You will be soon.”

Vlad cocked his head to the side. “I sense energy flowing around you far more strongly. You see my mate?”

Galen’s eyes dimmed. “Yes, I do. Your mate is in this realm. It’s up to you to figure out who it is and how to make it happen.”

Vlad grunted. “Yeah, I’ll get right on it. Meanwhile, maybe you should get to work on your own mate. Poor girl is clearly ready to go to a certain level with you that you won’t go to.”

Galen’s face reddened. “I’m simply being cautious.”

“No, you’re being a little bitch,” Vlad shot back. “You know she is your soul mate. It’s not in dispute. The gods told you she is yours. All you have to do is claim her.”

“I don’t deny she’s my mate. I just...” Galen stopped, lost for words. 

“Yep, you’re just being a bitch. That’s what you wanted to say.” Vlad smirked. “Face it, you’ve got to make the move now. Even soul mates don’t wait forever. The gods never said soul mates must end up together or that they can’t love someone else. Look at your patron.”
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