### Unguardian – Prologue ###

"As the weeds are pulled up and burned in the fire, so it will be at the end of the age. The Son of Man will send out his angels, and they will weed out of his kingdom everything that causes sin and all who do evil. They will throw them into the fiery furnace, where there will be weeping and gnashing of teeth. Then the righteous will shine like the sun in the kingdom of their Father. He who has ears, let him hear.” Matthew 13:40-43
“I am the life of my Epinoia that dwells within every Power and every eternal movement, and (in) invisible Lights and within the Archons and Angels and Demons, and every soul dwelling in Tartaros, and (in) every material soul. I dwell in those who came to be. I move in everyone and I delve into them all. I walk uprightly, and those who sleep, I awaken. And I am the sight of those who dwell in sleep.”  Trimorphic Protennoia

The angel sat and watched the apartment building where Alec once lived. It seemed sad, as though it were grieving too.

“Probably just the rain,” he muttered. 

He’d never lost one before. Not one child in eons.

He pictured Alec sitting at the window sketching away, and a sharp ache swelled in his heart. Alec with his melancholic artist’s eyes. Grief crashed through Samael’s chest. Alec’s wry little smile when he’d spot him, holding up a finger signaling wait. The wave of sorrow surged till it filled him, crested agonizingly, and then slowly began receding. He shouldn’t have come. How many times could he say good-bye, say he was sorry? It never helped. He shifted his mind to safer seas. The couple arguing up the street seemed like a good distraction. Pain rolled off the both of them in sheets. Sometimes the best diversion from your own misery is plunging into the despair of someone else. Not a noble fact, but a true one.

He felt Azazel’s presence long before he saw him drifting up the street, his trademark black trenchcoat swaying with the wind. In moments he’d placed a comforting hand on Samael’s shoulder folding his lanky form beside him.

“Hey Sammy, how ya holding up?”

“As shitty as could be expected,” Samael replied.

“Dumb question. Forget I asked.”

“S’okay. We all fall back on that stuff.”

“Look man, I have news and it’s not good. I don’t even know if I should tell you. You haven’t been coping all that well, and you look like crap”

Samael pierced him with an intense glare. “Then consider it a fashion statement. What news, Az?”

Azazel shifted uncomfortably and studied a nearby lamppost. “It has to do with Alec…” He replied.

“What. About. Alec?” Samael’s jaw clenched in a way Azazel didn’t like.
“So far it’s only rumors and a whisper at that, but…”

“Get to the point, Az. My patience isn’t what it used to be,” spat Samael.

“I’ve noticed,” Azazel said, his eyes softening. “Look, the word starting to make the rounds, is that the Archonites took Alec out. Made it look like a freak accident. It might even be true. They’ve been getting twitchy lately, now that the humans are starting to embrace our beliefs again. I just thought you had a right to know.”

“What?” The little color Samael had, suddenly drained away. “Is there any proof?”

“Not yet, but I’m working on that. Look, Sam, I know you’re close to packing it all in, but I’ve got this idea.” Azazel’s eyes sparked with crimson laughter and a grin spread over his face. His gold tooth twinkled in the gloom.

“When you get an idea, the crap has a tendency to hit the fan,” said Samael, without looking at him. He was still staring at Alec’s empty window.

“I’m talking payback, Sam, on a scale we’ve never tried before. Proving to them once and for all that they’ve had the humans pegged all wrong. Turning the pleorma and the presidium on their ears.”

Samael sighed, “Okay, Az. I’ll bite. How?”

“How does waking a marked sleeper strike you?”

Samael rolled his eyes. “Can’t be done man. It’s not like it hasn’t been tried. And if the Archonites or the Trinity Consortium get wind of it you’re screwed, for another millennium.” 

“I’m not talking about trying to free droves of them. I do learn from my mistakes, just one this time. One single soul. C’mon, Sam, where’s your spirit of adventure?” He pulled aside a swath of auburn hair to finger his earring, a tiny howling coyote. Samael saw the gesture and ignored the question. 
“Am I talking to Az? Or Loki?”

“Does it matter?” Azazel replied.

“Yeah it does. There was never any reasoning with Loki.” Samael stared at Azazel, waiting.

“It’s just me, man, but my Loki aspect is never that far from the surface. C’mon… for Alec. A soul to replace what they took.”

Samael’s gaze filled with anger. “You would use my grief to manipulate me, Az?”

“No! Of course not. Dude, it’s just time, It finally ‘fucking’ time. Even the humans know it, or have you been under a rock? Are you blind to the stuff they’ve been doing? It’s not just digging up the Coptic gospels anymore. They’re writing books about it, making movies about it, starting churches that preach OUR faith. All I wanna do is give em a hand. One soul, that’s all. Enough to make the Demiurge factions doubt their theosophy for just a minute.”

Samael made a guttural noise of exasperation. “Is this coming from you? Or is the Briar Rosian Order behind it?”

“One hundred and twenty percent Az. Would you want the order involved?”

“No!” Samael looked horrified at the idea.

“Didn’t think so.”

“So who then, If I know you at all you already have a human in mind.”

“So you’re in?” Azazel asked. He couldn’t hide the glee in his tone.

“Only thinking it over.”

“Fair enough. As for the human… You’ve been watching him for a good twenty minutes now.”

Samael blinked and stared with new interest at the couple fighting across the street. He pointed a finger. “That one?” he asked, indicating a lean, pasty fellow with a fixed scowl and black hair to his waist.
“Yeah, I thought maybe it was a sign, him living in the same building as Alec. His name is Jove.”

“Why him?”

“He used to be one of mine. Failed a spirit trial, a damned hard one at that. I always regretted walking away. But you know how it is. Orders are orders.” Azazel stared at the ground.

“That figures, he even looks a little like you, without the humor. So, it’s personal for you too.” Sam stated.

“Isn’t it always?”

“How long has he got?” Samael asked.

Azazel breathed out a sigh of relief. “I knew I could count on you Sam. If any of us could pull this off… He has forty days, from tonight.”

Samael glanced at Azazel in shock. “You mean his name hasn’t even been stricken yet?”

Azazel shrugged guiltily. “I’ve been holding off, till I could talk to you. I liked that kid, Sam. He was… interesting.”

Samael was silent for a moment, then two, which stretched into three. “Okay Az. I’ll try. I’ve nothing left to lose.”

Azazel whooped his pleasure. “Shall we seal it?”

“Might as well.” Samael rolled up his sleeve exposing a tattoo of a snake eating its own tail on his right forearm, but his eyes were locked on the young man across the street. Azazel pulled off the trenchcoat, his own arm decorated with a crimson rose. Its stem wrapped his arm several times. The thorns artfully rendered to appear as though they pierced his flesh. They stood and shook on it, each with his palm pressed to the symbol of the others faction. A sign of respect.

“Forty days.” Azazel repeated. Then his leaf falls from the tree.

Samael nodded watching Azazel sweep himself back into the coat. 

“Forty days to change the world.” Samael said. For the first time in weeks he was smiling.
