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After a freak accident killed his wife and son, Pritchard slipped into alcoholism to drown his sorrows at a blue-collar bar nearby to avoid the dead and empty house. But then a teenage girl asked for his help, and it turned his entire existence around. 

Whatever troubles Pritchard and the angels kicked up in the Bronx have followed them to not only Glens Falls but also to New Hope, and they start the new year on the road, blind and deaf to a hidden opponent. 

When the true scale of their adversary stands clear, the angels have a tough decision to make. Will they stay true to their philosophy and risk everything, including their own freedom? Or will they hang up the angel business and seek new avenues in life? 

Either way, they’re not walking away from this one using their usual means of problem-solving.
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Day 69
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Pritchard drove the RV the final stretch while Cat got a bit of shut-eye in the back. Hemish had joined Pritchard to ride shotgun, yet he was a very quiet travel companion as he mostly stared out the window toward the rising sun and brooded. 

They’d driven in circles most of the night to make sure they weren’t followed, constantly getting updates from Julian. He’d added a new word to Pritchard’s vocabulary. Dusting. They were being dusted as in dusting their tracks. 

They’d filled up the gas tank, gotten some road food and coffee, and Sheila’s head had been checked out by an EMT who Julian had arranged to meet with them at that gas station. She was okay. Not concussed, but her brow had been glued. Apparently, that had split a bit from meeting the doorframe head-on when Tina had smacked her with a frying pan, which in turn, had left color on her opposite cheekbone. She was no longer in shock and had rolled effortlessly into anger. 

Hemish’s phone pinged, and he looked at the screen. “Thank fuck. We finally got an address.” Hemish held out the phone for Pritchard to see, but he had no idea where that was. It was in the next state over, so they had a way to go, but they were at least headed in that general direction—he knew that much.

“Thank fuck?” Pritchard grinned at him because that news gave him the mental surplus to joke a bit. “Don’t you like our road time together?”

Hemish glanced at Pritchard, and a small smile spread. “I need to take a dump, and that toilet is made for midgets.” Hemish pointed a thumb over his shoulder toward the back of the RV.

Pritchard laughed. He guessed a lot was to a guy that size. Like service tunnels. That had been the night after Thanksgiving when they’d busted up Paul’s hands. Why Pritchard came to think about the old man who’d helped them, he didn’t know. Word association game, probably, but Hemish collecting goose eggs on his head from crawling that tight space made Pritchard wonder whether there had been other reasons for the old man to call the cops than Paul beating Tina and the kids. 

What else had the old man seen and heard? 

“We need a runner sent to the old man across from Paul again.”

Hemish looked up. “What? Why?”

“Details. What did he hear to make him call the cops? Were there other reasons than domestic disturbances? Anything and nothing could help us now, considering we’ve completely misjudged Tina. Maybe something sticks out now?”

“Yeah...” Hemish pulled out his phone. “No, that’s too fucking early.” Instead, he grabbed the GPS and punched in the address, and the female voice soon after told Pritchard he had to turn left in fifteen miles, then drive fifty.

Pritchard glanced at Hemish, who growled at that, so he poked the screen’s icon for the nearest diner or gas station. He could really go for a decent meal, even if it were from a Styrofoam container and eaten in the RV. “Twelve miles. You get your toilet in twelve miles, and we all get breakfast.”

“I’ll just tell our shadow that plan.” Hemish texted Julian. Who was nowhere in sight. No cars were on the roads around them, not counting a single pickup truck they’d passed pulling out of a driveway fifteen minutes earlier, and it had gone in the opposite direction from them.

Another text rolled in on Hemish’s phone. “It’s Bastian. Skip that diner and keep going. He’s punched in an address for a hotel twenty miles ahead.”

“But you need a toilet, right?”

“Guess I’ll have to put a cork in it.”

Pritchard snickered immaturely. 

Alex stuck his head in between them. “I have Vaseline.” 

“That was not meant literally!” Hemish exclaimed. 

“No, no. We can add Vaseline to the doorframes and help you squeeze through the door back here.”

Pritchard kept snickering at the mental image. 

“Shut up,” Hemish growled. “Do we have more coffee back there?”

“Yeah, I’ll whip some up.” Alex left them again. 

“Wait, so what’s the first address? Now we’re directed to a hotel?”

“Pitstop to gather us all, I guess.”

Pritchard yawned. What did he know? He, or whoever was driving, was just following Julian’s directions, so he’d probably set it up with Bastian. Pritchard had only had a few hours of sleep, and he felt drained. That had been pretty much a constant since the night they’d been ambushed at the farm, but staying with Sheila and merely having to keep an eye on Tina and the kids hadn’t been that bad. He hated these runs. And sleeping in an RV that was moving, not to mention full of people, was not easy, either. 
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THEY ARRIVED AT THE hotel, and two guys stepped out of a car as Pritchard took the RV into the parking lot around back as specified. The Giovanni brothers. He’d once served them a Champ’s Special at Trevor’s place for disrespecting him, yet they’d later had his back as he, Tommy, and Keelan had blown up Ike’s meth lab. Provocative as they were, they saw shit through, and luckily, they weren’t petty men holding a grudge for being hauled through a restaurant and tossed out on ass and elbows. 

One waved Pritchard to stop and came up to the driver’s side window, so Pritchard rolled it down. “Hey. We’ve been told to stash the RV, so grab what you need. Bastian is waiting for you guys in the foyer.” 

“Thanks.” Pritchard rolled the window up again because it was fucking cold outside. 

“All I need is my bag,” Hemish said, squeezing between the seats to the back of the RV. “And I’ll go ahead.”

“We go together,” Cat stated. 

“Then hurry the fuck up!”

“Toilet emergency,” Pritchard said, following Hemish, but he ended up standing by his seat to watch everybody shuffle around to get stuff packed up. He even had to sit down in the driver’s seat again because Alex and Patrick decided to haul Sheila through that way and out the passenger side door while Hemish took up all the room. 

“Got your bag, Pricky!” Cat called. “Ouch, oaf! Off my foot.”

Hemish grumbled something. 

Pritchard got out, leaving the RV chugging. 

“Take good care of her,” Alex instructed the Giovanni brothers, patting the hood of the old thing. 

“Let’s go!” Hemish thundered out of the RV and toward the hotel, so they hopped to it, and Pritchard helped Cat with the luggage. 

Bastian got up from a seat near the reception as soon as they poured into the lovely heat of the hotel. He steered directly for Sheila and cupped her face. “She did that? Have you been checked out by a medic?”

“Yeah, it’s okay.”

Bastian grumbled and glanced at Pritchard. His gaze carried an unspoken apology for his sister’s actions. “Anyway, I’m Bastian, Tina’s brother.” He shook Sheila’s hand. 

“Sheila.”

“I booked rooms for all of you.” Bastian continued his round of shaking hands. “We’ve made plans for perimeter watch. If this hotel knew the level of security here, they’d think the president was about to visit them.”

“How do you scout guests?” Alex asked. 

“The intelligence team is running a hacked surveillance system through some pretty sophisticated software.” He looked at Alex and Patrick. “Room forty-two. I’d like you to meet up with them there.”

“Breakfast,” Patrick pointed at Pritchard. “He said something about all of us getting breakfast.” 

“Of course. But that’ll also be in room forty-two.”

“Yes, Sir,” Alex and Patrick mumbled and did an awkward salute, even though the soldier was in jeans and a hoodie. 

“Let’s get you checked in...” Bastian looked around. “Where’s the big dude?”

“Bathroom emergency,” they all mumbled. 

“Ah...” Bastian pointed them to the reception. 

It was a pretty classy joint—three stars at least. Pritchard liked that Bastian had put Sheila with him. They were five doors down from what Pritchard expected to be their new war room. Apparently, they’d rented all the rooms on that floor, so there were no outsiders. And they’d picked up a few people in the Kitchen on their way, other than the Giovanni brothers. In the halls on their way to their room, Pritchard had recognized the three younger Waywards of Papa Joe—Marco, Steve, and Nick that Cat had brought in when they’d worked on Gavriil’s thick-headed little brother and burned down his bordello. Marco had also helped secure Pritchard’s old coworker, Jenny, by framing her sister-in-law for selling drugs to hotel guests.

Pritchard and Sheila got to their room and dropped off their bags. He rummaged through the pockets to make sure he had his stash of cash, IDs, and clips for his gun at the ready. 

“Oh, my God!” 

Pritchard spun. “What?”

Sheila emptied her bag onto the bed. “Who packed this?”

“Uhm...I dunno. Why?”

“Well, I’m not going out.” She held out a snazzy black dress. “And plaid does not go with these pants!” She held up a plaid shirt and striped pants, looking incredulous. 

Pritchard couldn’t help but laugh. That reminded him he probably had to see if the hotel had an iron and an ironing board because all his shirts had been tossed haphazardly into his bag, too. 

But that would have to wait until after breakfast. And sleep. His body insisted on it. 

“No shoes, so...worn-out sneakers with a black dress...”

They’d have to see to that later. For now, Pritchard went to the restroom to freshen up after the long drive, but he didn’t think he had time for a shower. He’d need a clean shirt then. Just the mountain of small tasks ahead almost took the wind out of him.

Breakfast. He’d focus on all that after breakfast. 

Pritchard left the bathroom. “Ready?”

“Yeah...”

Sheila came to him, slumping, so Pritchard took her hand and squeezed it. That at least earned him a more genuine smile. 

They left and found room forty-two—a double with people taking up the beds and a few chairs, and five had been brought in from other rooms. 

Hemish, Cat, Alex, Patrick, Julian, Keelan, Bastian, Zander, and four new faces waited in there. Shit, they were the last?

Alex and Patrick sat by a tiny desk with laptops all around, being taken through something on two of the screens by some of the new faces. 

“I ordered room service,” Zander said, indicating that they should take a seat on a bed.

They sat, and Pritchard got to see a huge layout of the hotel on the wall, drawn on taped-together printing paper. They even had a conference stand with a whiteboard on it, and a huge pad of paper rolled up on the floor under it. 

“You’ve been focusing on everything Tina, and we need an update.” Bastian took a stance by the conference stand and grabbed a marker. “And now you all get updated on what’s been happening in Glens Falls. Alex and Patrick have been informed, but unless it was pressing, you haven’t been bothered by irrelevant stuff.” Bastian wrote Glens Falls at the top of the whiteboard. “These guys are well-trained and hard to spot. Block thugs have an eye, though, and especially Wes and Lanz. They’ve worked with Jackson, mainly, and they’ve managed to identify six from that brotherhood, which we sent to you.

“They’ve played tourists. They’ve not been spotted inside Sam’s bar, but they have been seen on several occasions walking by, so we’re sure they know or at least suspect a connection. 
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