
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Angel Down Trilogy

        

        
        
          Jill Carter

        

        
          Published by Self published, 2026.

        

    


ANGEL DOWN

Trilogy

––––––––

[image: ]


By Jill Carter

––––––––

[image: ]


License Notes

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only.  This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people.  If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient.  Thank you for respecting the hard work of the author.

All rights reserved.

Copyright © 2020 by Ursula Graetz 

Revised edition © 2026 by Jill Carter (a pseudonym of Ursula Graetz)

All rights reserved.

All rights are reserved, whether the whole or part of the material is concerned, especially the rights of translation, re-use of illustrations, recitation, broadcasting, and reproduction. No part of this publication may be reproduced or transmitted, in any form or by any means, without prior written permission given by the Author.

The Angel Down Trilogy is a work of fiction. All names, characters, characterizations, dialogue, and events are fictional. Any references to celestial, biblical, or religious figures, texts, or traditions are used solely for literary and creative purposes and do not represent historical, theological, or doctrinal assertions. While New York is a real place, the version depicted in this book is entirely fictional and does not represent any actual location, neighborhood, institution, or persons associated with the real city. The narrative, interpretations, and character constructions are products of the author’s imagination, created exclusively for entertainment. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or to actual events is purely coincidental and unintended.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


PART 1 - Deception


[image: ]






	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER 1

[image: ]




––––––––

[image: ]


The humidity in New York City was high and still rising, but nobody seemed to notice the large crowd gathering. Faces gaped in shock. Drivers stuck in their usual morning peak-hour traffic leaned on their horns, but the noise went ignored. This time, the congestion had come to a complete standstill.

As the crowd swelled and the tension mounted, a siren pierced the air. An ambulance tried to force its way through the dense traffic, but it was too late for the man lying in the street. His white shirt was soaked crimson as the blood drained from his body. He took his final breath.

His suit jacket lay open, revealing a costly designer label. His short blond hair was matted with blood. His gray-blue eyes stared upward, wide and glassy.

Amid the chaos, the crowd failed to notice a young woman with long golden hair slipping away from the scene. Nor did they see her sudden transformation — a change that took only seconds. Golden hair darkened to black. A pink floral dress shifted into sleek black leather. The sweet, innocent face hardened into one etched with cold malice.

Her lips curled into a wicked smirk. Dark eyes gleamed with satisfaction as she darted across the street, adrenaline surging through her veins.

Well done, she told herself.



Slouching was unusual for Kael, yet it was quickly becoming a habit. Once again he leaned against one of the colossal pillars in the meeting hall at Angel Headquarters — a literal pillar of support.

He frowned, struggling to contain the tidal wave of emotion threatening to erode his usual confidence. If he didn’t regain control soon, he feared he might implode.

For the hundredth time that morning, he grunted under his breath and shook his head in irritation. The harder he tried to suppress the dread clawing at him, the louder his inner voice screamed. It conjured visions of unseen dangers — a predator lurking just beyond sight.

And he knew, with chilling certainty, that he was the prey.

Was this a vision? A warning? Perhaps a storm gathering on the horizon — one powerful enough to destroy everything he held dear.

Restlessness gnawed at his composure. Something vast and dark was forming inside him, growing despite every effort to contain it.

If only he could understand what it meant — before it was too late.

It had taken five years of relentless dedication as an Elder — a healing angel — to perfect his abilities before being anointed Overseer of the Kingdom. Another five years had forged him into an exceptional leader.

Yet victory felt hollow.

A void lingered inside him, searching for something he could neither name nor grasp. And he knew with unsettling certainty that if he did not find answers soon, the darkness would consume him whole.

When he first learned of unrest in the underworld, he had immediately called this meeting. But conflict between Light and darkness was nothing new. Since the dawn of time, good had prevailed.

So why this dread?

Was he weary of his duty? Impossible — he had been an angel for only ten years. Was he on the wrong path?

He scoffed at the thought.

No. Something else was coming. Something bigger.

A chill swept through him, and suddenly he knew: whatever was approaching would change everything.

Apprehension seemed to seep into the very stones of the ancient hall. The air felt heavy, as though the building itself sensed danger.

Angels gathered nervously, taking their seats as they awaited the reason their Overseer had summoned them.

Kael closed his eyes and drew a deep breath, exhaling slowly. He repeated the exercise until calm partially returned. Then he surveyed the room, grounding himself in its familiar grandeur.

The hall was a breathtaking fusion of Roman and Gothic architecture. Gold-laced lintels framed towering doors and windows. Marble pillars lined the nave beneath ribbed vaults, while vast windows flooded the space with eternal Light. Sculptures adorned every surface, silk drapes stirred in unseen breezes, and beyond the hall lay lush courtyards reminiscent of ancient Rome.

Usually the beauty filled Kael with peace.

Today, it offered none.

He forced himself upright and stepped toward the podium. Conversations died instantly. Every eye followed him — admiration replacing anxiety.

Kael was larger than most angels, built like a warrior of ancient Rome. He had been chosen after death, a decision he still questioned. His brother Logan, however, had been a perfect choice.

They were opposites in nearly every way. Kael was dark-haired, olive-skinned, intense. Logan was blond, fair, warm, and endlessly cheerful — sometimes excessively so.

Only their gray-blue eyes matched, inherited from their mother, Linda.

The thought of Logan softened Kael’s expression, if only briefly.

“Welcome, my beloved brothers and sisters,” he began warmly. “Thank you for coming on such short notice.”

Angels of every background filled the hall — his celestial family, his responsibility. As Overseer, he guided, protected, and educated them, ensuring the Kingdom’s stability.

A sudden rush of wind shattered the stillness. Massive white wings swept downward as an angel landed heavily among them. His wings folded and vanished behind formal attire — a dark suit worn for official gatherings.

He nodded apologetically to Kael before taking his seat.

Kael continued.

“Prophet Joshua has warned of a new threat rising in the underworld. Satan has devised a plan to bring down many of our angels — not through battle, but through temptation.”

A murmur rippled through the hall.

“If we fall,” Kael said gravely, “we will be cast out and sent to purgatory to await judgment. The Kingdom would be left vulnerable to invasion — and Earth would suffer.”

Gasps echoed.

“Satan has offered a reward,” Kael went on, voice tightening. “Whichever demon or dark angel causes the most angels of Light to fall will become commander of his forces.”

Fear and anger flickered across the gathered faces.

“But we have nothing to fear,” Kael said firmly. “Unity, love, and faith are our strength. As long as we hold fast to these, we cannot be defeated.”

Confidence slowly returned to the room.

“Remember,” he urged, “no angel has fallen in the five years since I became Overseer. That is your achievement. Let us preserve it.”

He raised his voice.

“Together we are strong. Together we are unstoppable. Together we will not fall.”

The hall erupted with renewed resolve.

Then a second interruption struck.

An angel in a white travel cloak landed directly beside Kael, wings still unfurled. He leaned close and whispered urgently before launching back into the air and vanishing.

Silence fell like a physical weight.

All eyes turned to Kael.

The color drained from his face.

For a long moment he could not move. The dread that had haunted him now had a name.

Finally he spoke, voice rough as broken stone.

“I’m afraid it has begun.”

Breathless silence.

“An angel is down.”

Shock rippled through the hall.

“Do you mean fallen?” one angel asked.

“NO!” Kael snapped, instantly regretting the outburst.

He forced himself to steady.

“I will not declare him fallen until I know the truth. You are dismissed. May God be with you.”



When the hall emptied, Kael barely felt his legs as he made his way to his office. He collapsed into his chair, head in his hands, despair crashing over him.

A small woman in a gray-and-white tunic entered quietly. Her gray hair was pulled into its usual tight bun.

“Are you going to tell me who it is?” Maria asked, voice trembling.

Kael swallowed hard.

“It’s... Logan.”

Her breath caught.

“No. That’s impossible.”

“Exactly,” Kael said. “Which is why I’m going to Earth myself.”

Maria recoiled. “You can’t! You’re the Overseer!”

“He’s my brother,” Kael said, rising. “My responsibility.”

“You could send Michael... or the Guardian Angels—”

“I’m going.”

His tone ended the argument.

After a long moment, Maria sank into a chair, grief overtaking her.

“I remember when you both arrived ten years ago,” she whispered. “Chosen together... so full of wonder.”

Kael closed his eyes, memories flooding back — their lives, their deaths, the day everything changed.

“I will find him,” he said quietly. “And I will bring him back.”

Maria looked up into his eyes — the same gray-blue as Logan’s — and for the first time since hearing the news, hope stirred within her.

Purgatory was no place for a soul like Logan.
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A dark, gloomy mist encircled the oversized iron gates of purgatory. Even the great torches flanking the entrance seemed no match for the ominous darkness, which appeared to swallow their light and reduce it to a weak, flickering glow.

Kael wore his usual outdoor attire for conducting business in the surrounding regions of the Kingdom — plain white cotton trousers and a matching tunic that comfortably accommodated his large, intimidating white wings. He strode along the coal-black cobblestone path with burning resolve. Despite the oppressive heaviness in the air, his step remained strong, his heart fixed with determination as he advanced toward the charcoal-coloured gates.

His white loafers quickly became coated in soot and grime, but today he paid it no mind — something that would normally have irritated him. His only goal now was to prove his brother’s innocence.

“Overseer Kael, it’s so good to see you.”

One of the two angels guarding the gates greeted him warmly as he approached.

“Angel Dan,” Kael replied with a courteous nod, his expression unsmiling.

“What brings you to the gates of purgatory, Overseer?” Dan asked.

“I need to see Jamael,” Kael said. “Please inform him that I require an audience immediately.”

“Yes, sir,” Dan answered humbly before turning and hurrying down the inner pathway, unwilling to keep the Overseer waiting.

Kael stepped forward, intending to proceed — but stopped dead when the long, razor-sharp edge of a sword halted inches from his throat.

He glowered.

“That’s far enough. Step back,” the second angel warned. There was an unmistakable eagerness in his voice, as though he relished the confrontation.

Kael bit back the urge to teach the angel a lesson in respecting the chain of command. He had no time for this. He knew this one’s rebellious nature far too well.

“Angel Khan,” Kael said stiffly.

With a curt motion, he pushed the blade aside using a single finger, then cast the angel a brief look of cold disapproval. Turning away, he peered through the gates into the dim, oppressive depths of purgatory, narrowing his eyes at the figure approaching from within.

Jamael — the Gatekeeper himself. An angel who never left purgatory’s confines.

And he was taking his time.

As usual.

Kael’s jaw tightened. He had little patience for tardiness.

“Kael. I’ve been expecting you.”

Jamael’s voice was shrill and grating, perfectly matched to his personality.

“Then you know why I’m here,” Kael said. “Take me to see Logan.”

Jamael shook his head. For a fleeting moment, Kael caught what looked suspiciously like a smirk tugging at his round face.

“You know I can’t do that. Rules are rules,” Jamael replied, his words drawn out with deliberate slowness.

“He’s my brother, Jamael,” Kael said, his voice rising with anger.

“It makes no difference here.”

Heat flared in Kael’s face, a dangerous fury igniting deep within him. His hands curled into fists as he spoke through clenched teeth.

“I need to know the truth. You are the Gatekeeper — the only one with the authority to grant entry. So let me in.”

“And I am telling you, as Gatekeeper, I cannot allow you to enter purgatory.”

His eyes held a stubborn resolve that seemed forged from steel — steel Kael was sorely tempted to shatter.

Sensing the rising storm, Jamael added quickly, “If I bend the rules, I become no different from your brother. And before long, I would be sitting beside him — chained, awaiting judgment with the rest of the fallen.” He paused, then allowed himself a thin, rigid smile. “You will have to wait until then.”

“What? Wait until Judgment Day?” Kael snapped. “Are you insane? That could be another thousand years. God keeps His own time.”

“Precisely my point.”

“No. I demand that you take me to my brother. Now.”

“Not going to happen.”

Jamael’s stubbornness clung like hardened resin — this time edged with unmistakable spite.

Kael felt ready to explode, but he knew rage would gain him nothing. Arguing with Jamael was like arguing with a jellyfish — pointless, painful, and guaranteed to leave a sting.

“Fine,” he said at last. “But hear this: I will uncover the truth behind my brother’s alleged fall, with or without your help. And when I do, he will walk free — not in a thousand years, but sooner than you can blink.”

“Really?” Jamael sneered, the sound dripping with mockery.

No wonder he had been chosen as Gatekeeper, condemned to dwell eternally within these bleak borders. Purgatory suited him. Though technically part of the Kingdom, it was the most distant region — the gray margin where light faded and hope felt thin. A place where the very air seemed to drain the vitality from any soul who lingered too long, as though some unseen vacuum devoured joy at its source.

Yes... Kael thought grimly. A fitting post for an angel like Jamael.

He did not belong among the brighter ranks of the Kingdom — nor did his grim companion, Khan.

Kael’s thoughts briefly softened toward Dan. Poor Dan, stationed between such gloom. Yet the gentle angel served a purpose: to keep what little light remained from being extinguished entirely.

Kael made a mental note to do something kind for him.

“Will that be all, Overseer?” Jamael prompted, his tone coaxing but insincere.

Kael said nothing. With one last glare, he turned sharply and strode back down the murky road.

He would return.

And when he did, Jamael and Khan would be attending an intensive course in Brotherly Love 101. The entire Kingdom — every region, even purgatory — was bound by the same law: love, mercy, and compassion.

They had simply forgotten.
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The sun scorched the tar of the busy New York City street, dancing across its rough surface and creating a wavering mirage. The heat alone could give anyone a headache, Kael thought glumly — especially since he was no longer accustomed to Earth’s climate.

Reluctantly, he knelt at the curb and reached out to touch the bloodstain where his brother had died.

The moment his fingers brushed the pavement, the world dissolved.

A vision seized him, dragging him backward in time — to the exact moment of Logan’s death.



Logan stood tall, smiling proudly at the blonde woman beside him, her hand clasped in his. Together they approached the traffic light and waited for it to change. His handsome features softened as he gazed into her azure eyes. There was no mistaking it — a bond existed between them.

Kael couldn’t help noticing how breathtakingly beautiful she was.

Then he saw it — a flicker of something strange in Logan’s eyes. It vanished so quickly he couldn’t identify it.

As if on cue, the woman released Logan’s hand and glanced around, her movements suddenly sharp and purposeful.

Without warning — faster than any normal human could move — she shoved him into the street.

Kael’s breath locked in his lungs.

Logan stumbled into the lane of oncoming traffic.

Despite the busy morning rush, that single lane stood eerily empty — except for a taxi barreling toward him at unnatural speed.

The impact was brutal.

Logan was hurled high into the air before crashing back to Earth like a discarded rag doll — landing exactly where Kael now knelt.

The blonde woman melted away from the gathering crowd, which swarmed toward the scene like flies drawn to blood.

Kael’s stomach churned.

But the vision did not end.

He watched as she forced her way through the onlookers... and then changed.

Her form warped, twisted — transformed.

Of course. A demon.

A low growl rumbled in Kael’s chest. He should have known.

The demon darted across the street and slipped into a deserted alley.



The vision shattered.

Kael staggered upright, gasping, and hurried toward the alley to follow the fading trail. But the psychic imprint had already evaporated.

Gone.

Anger surged through him. He clenched his fists until his knuckles popped.

With a heavy heart, he returned to the bloodstained spot and stood there, motionless, his chest aching with every heartbeat. He willed another vision to come — or at least a fragment of insight, the sudden knowing that sometimes surfaced unbidden.

Nothing came.

“Was Logan a friend of yours?”

Kael spun around.

At the sight of the woman, his blood ran cold — then burned.

“You!” he gasped.

It was her. The blonde from the vision.

For a moment rage threatened to explode, but he forced it down. He had to be careful. Reckless confrontation would achieve nothing.

He swallowed hard. “Logan is my brother.”

Her eyes widened with sympathy. “Oh, I’m so sorry for your loss. You must be Kael. He spoke so highly of you. I still can’t believe he’s... gone.”

“And you are?” Suspicion sharpened his voice.

“Oh! Sorry. I’m Julia — Julia Welch. I was a close friend of your brother’s.” She extended her hand.

Kael ignored it, studying her intently.

“Just friends?”

Unfazed, she lowered her hand. “Yes. Logan was kind... sweet... always there when I needed him.”

Kael searched her face for deception — posture, eye movement, hesitation. Anything. She might not be the demon, but she could still be involved.

He had to tread carefully.

“So nothing more than friendship?”

Understanding dawned on her. “No, no — just friends. Don’t get me wrong, he was wonderful. The kindest man I’ve ever known. And yes... very handsome.” A faint blush colored her cheeks. “But no, there was nothing between us.”

She talked quickly. Too quickly.

Time was slipping away. Logan was trapped in purgatory — every moment mattered.

“Do you know what happened here?” he asked, gesturing to the stain.

“The police think he tripped off the sidewalk into traffic.” Her eyes filled with tears, which she blinked away. “Such a terrible accident.”

“Surely there were witnesses. He wasn’t alone, was he? How did you hear about it?”

“A friend of mine saw everything on her way to work. Laura — she works in that building.” Julia pointed to a nearby office block.

“When the police questioned her, she claimed she saw me walking with him. Me! As if I’d be strolling around when I should be teaching.” She shook her head. “But they checked — I was at school the whole time.”

“So you’re a teacher.”

She nodded, smiling faintly before the memory dimmed it again. “I’m just glad they finally found you. The police said both you and Logan supposedly died in a car accident ten years ago. Isn’t that strange?”

Kael’s skin prickled. His heart skipped.

He had not considered what returning to Earth would reveal.

Logan had died once before.

Both of them had.

New bodies had been given to them afterward — replicas, yet stronger... ageless... immortal in a sense, but not invincible.

He forced himself back to the present.

“You said he was always there for you. How so?”

“We were neighbors,” she replied softly. “He lived right next door.”

Hope flared.

“You wouldn’t happen to have access to his apartment?”

“He kept a spare key under a pot plant by the door. Said it was safer there than in his pocket.” She smiled wistfully.

“What’s the address?”

“I could drive you,” she offered. “I’m heading home anyway. I just came to leave flowers.”

She pointed to a bouquet of white carnations resting beside the traffic light — unnoticed until now.

“It felt like the right thing to do.”

Kael nodded. Something in him sensed sincerity.

“Thank you. And yes — I’d appreciate the ride.”



As they walked away, Julia shivered. “I still can’t believe this happened. Logan of all people...”

During the drive, she felt his gaze fixed on her — intense, almost tangible. At first she ignored it, but the sensation grew, as though an invisible thread tugged at her.

Finally she looked at him.

Their eyes met.

Only for a heartbeat — but it crackled with electricity.

Not frightening.

Something else. Something that left her strangely exposed... and wanting more.

Kael tore his gaze away, shaken. Heat burned through his veins, his breathing uneven.

What was happening to him?

Julia gripped the steering wheel, knuckles whitening, focusing desperately on the road.

Silence filled the car.

Kael had countless questions but dared not reveal too much. Julia had been Logan’s charge — his Guardian Angel assignment was obvious now. But had Logan told her the truth? Angels were forbidden to reveal themselves unless absolutely necessary.

And she was beautiful.

Had Logan felt this pull too?

No. Logan would never have acted on it. He had always laughed at temptation, using humor as armor. Duty defined him.

Surely he hadn’t fallen...

Kael glanced at her again, hoping insight would strike.

Nothing.

The silence became unbearable.

Julia’s curiosity — her lifelong weakness — finally won.

“So why would the police think you both died ten years ago?”

The question hit like a blow.

“We... were in an accident,” he said stiffly, turning toward the window.

Silence again.

“That must have been awful,” she said gently. “I’m glad you survived.”

He stared at her, startled.

She smiled — warm, sincere.

The sight stole his breath.

Quickly he looked away, pretending to watch the passing city.

Could Logan have fallen in love with her? Broken the sacred boundary between angel and mortal?

Was that why he had fallen?

Kael clung to a fragile hope.

Please... let it not be true.
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Back at her apartment, Julia fumbled in her oversized, well-worn handbag for her keys. She glanced over her shoulder, stealing a quick peek at Kael, who had crouched on his haunches and lifted the pot plant to retrieve Logan’s keys.

Her heart leapt into her throat and her blood pulsed wildly through her veins — again. He was so dangerously handsome that she couldn’t help gawking at him, like a parched animal stumbling upon an oasis. Then she scolded herself. Years ago, she had vowed never to have anything to do with a man — not after what she had been through. No matter how gorgeous he was, she would not break that rule. It had kept her safe all these years.

Kael found the keys and, with relief, smiled up at her.

The joy in his expression made his eyes shine so brightly it stole her breath — or what little breath she still had left. She wanted to melt at the mere sight of that smile. It was the first time she had seen him smile, and although he was devastatingly handsome without it, Kael with a smile was ten times more appealing than Kael without one.

With a hunger in her eyes that could not be appeased, she stood there helplessly staring. Her vow faded into the distance like mist chased away by sunlight.

Their eyes locked.

This time, Kael held her gaze longer before finally breaking it — but not before his dazzling smile vanished, replaced by a dark, angry frown.

Julia stiffened, taken aback. It was as if something inside him had snapped, hurling him back into that previous dark mood. When he looked at her now, his face was filled with rage. The sudden shift shocked her.

Had she done something to offend him?

She clumsily fumbled with the lock, desperate to get inside and escape the devastating effect of his lethal glare before it consumed her.

The moment the door opened, she rushed in and nearly slammed it shut behind her. Breathless, she leaned heavily against it, trying to steady herself — to recover from the storm of emotions his gaze had ignited in her stomach, only to freeze it moments later with that scowl.

What on earth was happening to her?

It felt as though she had been impregnated with twins — fear and desire. Despite his dark mood, she wanted more of him. More of the feelings he stirred in her. More of those piercing blue eyes fixed on her.

What excuse could she possibly invent to see him again?



Kael cursed himself.

Why had he stared at her like that? What was wrong with him?

He quickly unlocked the door to his brother’s apartment and slipped inside, shutting it firmly behind him. Relief washed over him at the thought that she was no longer in his sight.

He surveyed the room. Logan’s apartment was tidy — and far too luxurious for an angel, he thought grimly.

A dark brown leather sofa faced a large flat-screen television mounted on rich cream-colored walls. A heavy wooden coffee table dominated the center of the room. The cream walls blended seamlessly with the brown furnishings and dark horizontal blinds. The open-plan kitchen, fitted with speckled beige-and-pink granite countertops, gave the apartment an airy, effortless flow.

Too elegant. Too indulgent for an angel undercover.

Kael shook his head uneasily. Had Earth’s temptations corrupted his brother?

No. I will not doubt you, little brother.

As he stepped into the kitchen, something immediately caught his eye: two unwashed wine glasses in the sink. Everything else was spotless, neatly in its place.

Dread crept through him as he approached.

Angels were forbidden to drink alcohol. Surely Logan would never have broken that rule. He had never even liked alcohol before becoming an angel — so why start now?

Kael’s heart pounded painfully in his throat as he picked up one of the glasses. Perhaps it had held something non-alcoholic.

He inhaled.

The unmistakable scent of wine filled his senses.

Rage ignited inside him. How could Logan betray his calling like this?

Without realizing it, Kael tightened his grip until the glass shattered in his hand. Shards sliced into his palm, and blood poured freely into the sink.

A knock at the door jolted him from his fury.

“Hi, Kael. It’s Julia. May I come in?”

He hesitated. Ignoring her would likely only lead to more knocking — and she knew he was there.

“The door’s unlocked,” he rasped, slipping his injured hand behind his back.

“I just wanted to return Logan’s Bible. He was adamant I read it, but now—”

“It’s fine. Just leave it on the table,” Kael cut in sharply. He wanted her gone.

She glanced at him, wincing slightly at the harshness of his tone. Had something happened in the ten minutes since she last saw him? His mood, already brooding, seemed to have darkened even further.

“Is everything okay?” she asked cautiously.

“Everything’s fine,” he muttered, scowling.

No, something was definitely wrong.

In the short time she had known him, his mood had shifted like storm clouds — dark, then briefly bright, then dark again. But this... this was different. The anger radiating from him now felt destructive.

Surely this wasn’t just grief over his brother’s death.

Maybe she could help him.

The thought sent a spark of excitement through her. Spending more time with this devastatingly handsome man was undeniably tempting. But she had vowed never to get involved with a man — and she didn’t want to appear intrusive. Interrogating him would likely worsen his volatile mood anyway. Who knew what he might do? Breathe fire? Grow horns?

As she placed the Bible on the coffee table, her gaze fell to the floor.

She gasped.

Kael was standing in a pool of blood.

“Oh my gosh — what happened?” She rushed toward him. He tried to hide his hand, but she grabbed his arm anxiously. When she saw the deep gash across his palm, she let out a startled squeal.

“It’s nothing!” he snapped, pure anger flashing in his eyes.

“Just friends, hey?” he spat.

“What?” Julia stared at him, bewildered. Then she noticed the broken glass and the wine bottle. Understanding dawned.

Oh. He still believed she had been involved with Logan.

“Whoever Logan was seeing, it wasn’t me,” she said firmly. “I told you — we were just friends.”

“Logan wasn’t supposed to be seeing anyone,” Kael accused.

“Why on earth not?” she countered, eyeing him suspiciously as she grabbed a dish towel and wrapped it tightly around his hand to stem the bleeding.

Kael cursed himself for speaking. “We... we have an agreement. Not to date anyone.”

Julia’s curiosity sharpened. “So you’re single, then?”

Their eyes met — and she blushed furiously.

A moment later, Kael pulled his hand away. Is that what she heard? That I’m single? Hadn’t she had enough fun with his brother?

“I’ll be fine. Thanks. You can go.”

She ignored the dismissal.

“That’s a deep cut. At least let me take you to the hospital.”

“No!”

“But Kael—”

“I said I’ll be fine.”

She glared at him, stubbornness flashing in her eyes. He was impossibly pig-headed. But finally she relented.

“Fine. But if you change your mind, or need anything, you know where to find me.”

She moved slowly toward the door, reluctant to leave him like that. At the threshold, she turned back, silently hoping he would call her back.

He didn’t. His face remained a mask of simmering rage.

With a soft sigh, she left, closing the door gently behind her.



The moment she was gone, Kael tore off the dish towel and held his hand above the wound. Pain flared — then faded. Flesh knitted together before his eyes. Within seconds, the injury vanished completely.

He stood motionless in the kitchen, staring at the Bible on the table. His emotions gradually settled.

Why had Logan been assigned as Julia’s Guardian Angel?

No. He shouldn’t jump to conclusions. Logan was not fickle — even if Julia was beautiful. There had to be a reasonable explanation for the wine as well.

Lost in troubled thoughts, he barely noticed the sudden rush of air until a flutter of wings filled the room. In an instant, an angel materialized before him.

“Overseer — thank goodness I found you.”

“Tego? What are you doing here?” A flicker of fear stirred in Kael. Had he been discovered? Would he lose his position for coming to Earth?

“I bring dire news. The Great Prophet Joshua has been murdered.”

“What?” Kael stared in shock. “How is that even possible? He’s the Great Prophet. Shouldn’t he have foreseen it?”

“I don’t know, Overseer. They’re still investigating. Acting Overseer Custo requests your immediate return to headquarters.”

Numb with disbelief, Kael nodded slowly. “Tell Custo I’m on my way.”

When the angel vanished, Kael cleaned the blood from the tiles and sink, his mind struggling to process the devastating news.

Perhaps the dread that had plagued him lately wasn’t only about his brother’s fall... but the beginning of something far worse.

He forced himself to stand tall.

He had to remain steady — for the sake of the Kingdom, the Earth, and all mankind.
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The silence at Angel Headquarters was something Kael had not only grown accustomed to but had relished over the past few years since becoming Overseer. Today, however, Headquarters was in complete disarray. Angels streamed in and out in frantic waves, desperate for answers, trying to make sense of the tragic loss of the Great Prophet Joshua. The noise and chaos grated on Kael’s nerves, amplifying the already taut tension that churned in his veins.

He sat rigidly at his desk, sifting through the heaped pile of documents in his in-tray, gnawing at the inside of his cheek.

Suddenly, Custo and Maria burst in without knocking. Normally this would have infuriated him, but today he leapt to his feet, eager for any news regarding the murder.

“So, what did you find out?” Kael asked, barely containing himself.

“Well, what we’ve gathered so far is that Satan’s demons and dark angels somehow discovered the Prophet’s whereabouts. It appears they had been tracking him for quite some time. His wife told us they had noticed suspicious people lingering around the neighborhood in the days leading up to his death.” Custo paused to catch his breath before continuing. “We believe they may have erected some kind of invisible barrier to block his visions, rendering him completely unaware of their presence when they finally broke into his house.”

“And his wife, Sally — is she all right?” Kael asked quickly.

“She’s unharmed. She was at the grocery store when it happened. When she returned, she found him on the living room floor... in a pool of blood.”

“That’s just terrible,” Maria cried softly.

Kael’s jaw tightened, his expression twisting with disgust and fury.

“What I don’t understand is why they targeted the Prophet in the first place,” Custo said, struggling to make sense of it.

“Perhaps Satan feared he might foresee something that would thwart their plans,” Maria suggested through her tears.

“Yes, but locating him alone would have required significant resources,” Kael replied, thinking aloud. “And even more demons to generate enough power to penetrate the celestial shield protecting his home.” The more he considered it, the more it troubled him. If only he knew what Joshua had foreseen.

“Well, he did warn us about a new uprising,” Maria added, voicing the thought that had already formed in Kael’s mind.

Questions swarmed him.

“Did his wife mention anything else? Was the house ransacked? Was anything taken?” he pressed.

“Now that you mention it, she did say his study was completely wrecked. Books and papers scattered everywhere.”

“So they were searching for something... but what? And did they find it?” Kael murmured, more to himself than to Custo.

“This is devastating,” Maria said anxiously. “What are we going to do without a Prophet?” Her usually immaculate bun had come loose, strands falling around her face as though she had run for miles.

“Don’t worry, Maria. The Lord will provide another Prophet. He always does,” Kael assured her.

But her eyes remained clouded with fear.

“First Logan, now Joshua. What will happen to us?” Her chin trembled.

“Trust me. I will get to the bottom of this.”

After a moment, she nodded, releasing a shaky breath. She trusted Kael completely. Inwardly she thanked the Lord for placing him there in their hour of need. Surely God had known dark times were coming and had chosen Kael — strong, formidable, yet deeply human — for this role.

Kael turned to Custo. “I’m going back to Earth. I’ll investigate the Prophet’s death personally. I have a strong feeling it’s connected to Logan’s alleged fall... and to this uprising Joshua warned us about. This cannot be coincidence.”

“Kael, you know it’s against the rules,” Custo said carefully.

“Circumstances leave me no choice.”

“If you insist — which, for the record, I do not condone — I will manage affairs here in your absence.”

“Thank you, Custo.”

“Don’t thank me yet. I have one condition.”

Kael raised an eyebrow.

“You were the one who established the rule that no angel works alone anymore — except Guardian Angels. Given the current situation... and your brother... perhaps even that exception should no longer apply. You must take someone with you.”

Kael nearly growled but forced himself to remain calm. “The rule has protected our forces for five years, yes. But I don’t need assistance. And I won’t fall.”

Even as he spoke, an image of Julia flashed through his mind, sending a jolt through his chest. He shoved the thought away.

“No one is infallible, Kael. Logan proved that,” Custo said quietly.

This time Kael did growl. “My brother is innocent. He was framed. And I will prove it.”

“That’s exactly what worries me,” Custo admitted.

Kael ignored him. “And since you’re so fond of reminding me of protocol — it is not our place to judge. That belongs to the Lord.”

“I’m not judging you, I’m merely—”

“Are you certain?” Kael cut in sharply.

Guilt flickered beneath his anger. Was he truly going for justice... or for Julia?

Custo stood firm. “Regardless, you will not go alone.”

“You dare give me orders?” Kael snapped, fury flashing in his eyes. “I am your superior.”

“Kael, please,” Maria pleaded. “Custo is right. If anything happens to you, the entire Kingdom could collapse.”

The strain of recent tragedies was breaking her.

Kael saw it — and relented.

“Fine. Find someone to accompany me. Someone quiet. I don’t need constant chatter.”

Maria blinked. “What do you mean—”

“Today, Maria,” he snapped.

“Yes — right away.” She hurried out.

“You are a strange one, Kael,” Custo muttered. “Completely unpredictable.”

“But you must admit,” a new voice drawled in a heavy English accent, “his instincts are usually correct.”

Both men turned.

A short, solidly built angel stood in the doorway, smiling with infuriating cheer.

“James,” Kael grunted. “What brings you out of your hole?”

“Funny. I would never have described the Pearly Gates as a hole. But if the great Overseer says so...” His sarcasm was razor-sharp.

When Kael offered only a grunt in return, James bristled. “For your information, guarding Heaven’s gates is just as important as your position.”

“Is that why you caused such an uproar when I was elected instead of you?” Kael shot back.

“That was five years ago. Ancient history. Let bygones be bygones.” James forced a smile.

Kael did not return it. Experience had taught him that history never stayed buried.

“What do you want?”

“To offer my assistance, of course. I couldn’t help overhearing that you need a companion for your trip to Earth. We could investigate your brother’s fall and the Prophet’s murder together.”

Mockery glinted in his eyes.

“Not happening,” Kael said flatly.

“Actually,” Custo interjected, “it’s not a bad idea.”

Kael scoffed.

“Think about it,” Custo continued. “Your prophetic insight, his ability to read hearts—”

“Exactly,” James cut in smoothly. “We would be quite the team.”

“He’s not a Guardian Angel,” Kael argued childishly. “He can’t go to Earth.”

“But you would still be two angels, which satisfies the rule,” Custo replied calmly.

Kael glared at James. “And who will guard the Pearly Gates while you’re off shirking duty?”

“I’m sure Emile would be willing to resume his former post temporarily,” Custo said smugly.

Kael cursed under his breath.

James beamed.

Custo folded his arms in quiet triumph.

Rules were rules.
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The rain and sudden chill in the air had little effect on Kael as he shuffled through his brother’s belongings. He was too preoccupied with searching for clues to prove Logan’s innocence to notice anything else. He made a deliberate effort to ignore the thorn in his side — James — and the irritation his irksome presence provoked.

This time, Kael had dressed appropriately. Both he and James wore the prescribed ambassadorial attire: dark suits, crisp white shirts, navy ties, and perfectly polished black shoes.

“It’s quite an impressive apartment. Looks like your brother succumbed to multiple temptations,” James remarked with thinly veiled condescension.

“I told you — my brother is innocent, and I will prove it.” Kael fought the impulse to punch the short, pompous angel.

“Don’t be naïve, Kael. Look around. He made himself quite a cozy nest here on Earth.” James held up a broken wine bottle from the trash as evidence.

He was about to continue when he froze under Kael’s deadly glare. For a moment he reconsidered. Then, predictably, he ignored the warning and opened his mouth again.

“Don’t you dare say it!” Kael snapped.

“Oh, for Heaven’s sake, Kael, wake up. This doesn’t fit the profile of a Heaven-sent, if you know what I mean. It looks like Logan was enjoying earthly life far too much.” This time there was no sarcasm — only accusation.

“Well, I know my brother. He would never sell his soul for these—” Kael gestured around the room “—carnal things. Things that can be stolen or broken. Nor for lust or the love of a beautiful woman. Those things had no hold on him. There is a perfectly good explanation. His alleged ‘fall’ was a setup.”

Even as he spoke with conviction, doubt whispered at the edges of his mind. What if Logan had changed?

But even if Logan had succumbed to temptation, how could Kael remain in the Kingdom while his brother languished in purgatory awaiting judgment? No. He had been meant to protect him. Guilt burned through his veins like molten lava. If anyone was to blame, it was him.

A knock at the door ended their argument.

“The door is open,” Kael barked.

His temper was spiraling again. He couldn’t understand why he kept yielding to anger and doubt. As a high-ranking leader, he was supposed to be an example. Instead, he was failing spectacularly — a realization that only fueled his distress.

“Hi, Kael? I thought I heard you. I just wanted to check if you needed anything and how long you’d be staying this time. You left without even saying goodbye and I— Oh!”

Julia stopped short. “Sorry. I didn’t realize you had a friend over.”

James stepped into view from Logan’s bedroom doorway, eyebrow arched.
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