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You'd think that after a couple of thousand years of wearing them, I'd be able to find my angel wings when I wanted.

Pretty hard to misplace, if you think about it at all. 

But when I woke up to go to work this morning, they weren't there. Not in my closet, not hanging on the bedpost, and certainly not on my shoulders where they always had been. 

Sure, I was always able to appear to humans without them. But just because they couldn't see them, didn't mean they were gone.

Of course, that wasn't the bad part. Along with the wings, I'd lost all my "magic" powers. So I was basically stuck on earth like any other human. 

But, no, I wasn't going to test whether I was still basically immortal. I'm not stupid, even if maybe forgetful.

And there was something important I was supposed to remember. Something about saving the world – but of course, this was lost to me right now – too...
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WHEN I WOKE UP, THEY weren't there. 

Not on my shoulders where they usually hung. Yes, they were attached when I fell asleep. No, I didn't take anything, didn't "tie one on." 

Checked the free-standing oak wardrobe. Nothing. Hall closet. Nothing. Not hanging around anywhere in the apartment. 

You'd think after a couple thousand years, I'd be pretty attached to them.

So I just...

Or...

No, I can't. That's gone, too. 

All my powers. Gone with the wings. (Well, at least I still have my warped sense of humor.)

OK, then.

Time for Plan B. 

- - - -
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SIX LONG BLOCKS OF walking in L. A.'s heated grime finally got me to the emergency outlet. 

It was a pawn shop. On Santa Monica Boulevard – Hollywood end.  One shop out of many – and that was the point. Kept it non-distinctive. This one had a particular red English phone box, a fixture in the place. Had an American coin-phone in it, though. A special one. 

"Hey Bert!"

The cashier looked up from his racing form. "Angie! Long time. What's up?"

"Just needed to take a visit to old Ben. Got a token for me?"

Bert hit a key on the register and the cash drawer slid out with a ring of its bell. He reached into a back drawer of it and pulled out an odd coin. One with notches in its center, like an ancient subway token. 

I held up my hand and he flipped it to me.

"Thanks."

Then I entered the phone box, closed its door, inserted the token, and dialed. 

The small booth filled with a red smoke substance, about the same color as the phone box.

While I shimmered from there to somewhere else.
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SAL, JUDE, AND I ALL phased in, to find Angie sitting in one of the mission-style padded end chairs in the Library. By the smile on her face, she was enjoying whatever drink she held in that mug. It smelled of chocolate when we entered.

Angie stood, as both Sal and Jude rushed over to hug her. I stayed back from this scene, not wanting to interrupt, and also waiting for at least casual introductions. The girls were nearly giggling as they teased each other.

While Sal had her blond hair up in business-type bun, with two ivory hair pins through it, Jude left her long nearly black hair down over her shoulders, as did Angie. But while Sal was in her usual off-white suit, and Jude was in her typical black leathers, Angie was wearing a long dark blue shawl – which highlighted her own thick and wavy long blond hair. The contrast was arresting – and left me stock still. She extracted herself from my spirit guides and came toward me. Her shawl fell open to reveal what looked to be a one-piece knit mini dress of light blue, that accented her dark blue eyes – which I immediately got myself lost in.

"I'm Angie, you have to be John." She smiled with one of those Helen of Troy looks  – the one that launched a thousand ships (as that old story goes.)

Yes, I was smitten. And only managed to clumsily shake her hand while my mouth could hardly form, "Glad... to... meet you."

Now that hadn't happened for awhile. 

Jude and Sal were both smiling like they had pulled another joke on me, especially as they looked to each other. Someone had won a bet out of this, but I couldn't tell which.

Those two maneuvered around Angie and the long, low center coffee table, winding up on each side of me. Then pulled me down to sit on the matching couch, almost falling into the dark brown leather cushions. 

At least some things never changed. These two always looked out for me, even when I lost my senses.

And the chocolate smell got louder in my nose, especially as  Sal poured all of us some and Jude shoved a mug into my hands. That –  along with the sudden sitting – forced me to take my eyes off Angie.

We all sat and sipped for awhile, enjoying Granger's incredible spiced chocolate drink. Like having a bit of heaven, underground – or wherever this Library actually was. 

"They tell me you're an angel." I finally broke the quiet.

Angie looked up with a frown wrinkling her forehead. "That's in dispute right now. Because it seems I've lost everything that makes me one."

"Lost?"

"Well, I woke up and my wings were gone, along with all the normal magic I'm able to do. Lucky I wasn't too far from a portal to get here. All-in-all, the walk wasn't too difficult. And L. A. in the early morning is more innocent than trying to walk that far at night." At that she crossed her long legs, and I noticed the black flats with modest heels she wore. Sensible, sturdy, built for walking.

Sal cleared her throat. Jude nudged me with her elbow, without taking both hands from her warm mug. 

I looked back at Angie's face to form my next question. "What clues do you have? Any signs of theft – or is this more mystical?"

Angie looked off in the distance. "I searched through my whole apartment. The doors and windows were locked as usual, though I've never had a break-in. Nothing was out of place, nothing moved. All I knew is that I went to sleep with them tucked in behind me, and woke to find them gone."

I knew some about wings from dealing with Harpy and her long black ones that she could hide into small slits in her tailored jacket. "Meaning you could make them tiny behind your back?" 

Angie smiled at remembering that talent. "Not enough to wear a backless gown, but a shawl like this – well..." Angie stood at that, a smooth motion that put her own mug on the coffee table. Then turned to drop her dark blue shawl off her shoulders. Her short one-piece dress had thin straps that came across those pristine shoulders and down her back to a bow at her waist. 

Her back had two long, pink vertical marks on them, where wings would normally attach to her shoulders. Angie's shoulders were those of an athlete, not a model's, which started to explain the attraction she held. Her muscles were well formed and defined. A thin waist and trim hips pointed to an energetic life of action. 

"I see." Was all I could manage to say. 

And at that Angie pulled her shawl back up, glided back down into her seat, crossed her ankles, and picked up her mug again. The taste brought another contented smile to her face.

I sipped my own, marveling at the cinnamon and nutmeg combination. Yes, it made me smile as well. "So we're to find your missing wings, I take it."

Angie's face went serious at this. "Bluntly, yes. They mean a lot to me, although more than I have taken time to think about up to now."  She crossed her legs and leaned forward, arms across the upper leg, mug in one hand, inches from her nose. Her eyes reddened at their edges and became misty as she looked off.

Sal and Jude both looked at me, with the thought of "do something."

I had an idea. "Angie, with the limited amount of data to hand, I have a proposal for you. Of course, Jude and Sal are going to have to help out, but we've done something like this before."
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