
        
            
                
            
        

    


 







1 



 

  

  

  

Champagne	Books	Presents	

  

  

Holy Socks And Dirtier Demons 



By 





j. a. kazimer 





2 

 





This is a work of fiction. The characters, incidents and dialogues in this book 

are of the author’s imagination and are not to be construed as real. Any 

resemblance to actual events or persons, living or dead, is completely 

coincidental. 



No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any 

means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by 

any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing 

from the publisher. 





Champagne Books 

www.champagnebooks.com 

Copyright 2011 by j. a kazimer 

ISBN 9781926996967 

April 2012 

Cover Art by Amanda Kelsey 

Produced in Canada 







Champagne Books 

#35069-4604 37 ST SW 

Calgary, AB T3E 7C7 

Canada 

  



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. If 

you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for 

your use only, then please return to Champagnebooks.com (or a retailer of 

your choice) and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard 

work of this author. 

3 

 



 

 


Dedication 

 

For my own little demons. 

4 

 





  

 

 

One 

  

 Present day, New York City 



“Nemamiah,” crackled a voice from the dark. 

I  opened  one  eye,  and  tried  to  focus  on  the  sound.  “That’s  not  my 

name. My name’s Jace, dammit.” Rolling over, I glared at the bedside alarm 

clock. “How many times do I have to tell you that?” 

“Nemamiah, it is time.” 

I picked up the timepiece and chucked it  into the shadows. It struck 

the wall with satisfying force. “Leave me alone.” 

“The babe has been taken.” 

“What?” I shot from the bed, cracking my knee against the milk-crate 

nightstand.  “Fuck.”  I  stumbled  around,  flexing  my  bruised  bone.  “Why 

didn’t you say so?” 

“You didn’t ask.” 

I  hated  the  voice  and  its  disdainful  superiority  that  reminded  me  of 

my  first  wife.  The  day  she  strolled  out  of  my  door  was  the  best  day  of  my 

life. I took a calming breath. “Who took him?” 

“You know I can’t tell you that.” 

Stupid games. That’s all it was to them, amusement and parlor tricks, 

but  it  was  my  sanity  on  the  line.  Without  the  kid  the  voice  would  return, 

stalking me, until I lost what was left of my mind. “Fine. How long ago?” I 

snapped  on  the  bedroom  light  and  pulled  on  a  pair  of  faded  Levi’s  and  a 

grimy sweatshirt. 

The voice was silent. 

I  groped  in  my  dresser  drawer  for  my  nine-millimeter.  Locating  it 

buried beneath  holey socks and boxer shorts, I checked the  clip. Six rounds 

left. I slid the bolt back and sugar poured from the barrel. Fuck. 

“I could give you a hint…” the voice whispered. 

“And I could shoot you in the head…” I echoed. 

The  voice  went  soft  and  angry.  “Are  you  threatening   me?  A  mere 

mor—” 
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His words were lost to the sound of a bullet wrapped in cotton candy 

fluff ripping through the nine-millimeter’s silenced chamber. The recoil shot 

pain up my arm, but the bullet stayed muffled and true. The gooey splatter of 

ectoplasm  and  feathers  flew  about  the  room,  splattering  over  my  combat 

boots. 

“You  were  saying?”  I  chambered  another  round.  A  six-inch  hole 

oozed greenish  liquid from the  center of  what I assumed  was  his  chest. Did 

angels have chests? 

The voice turned weary. “Like a child you are. Immature and selfish. 

Why you are in His favor I will never understand.” Before my eyes, the large 

chunk of feather, flesh, and bone the bullet took healed. Damn nifty trick. 

“His favor?” If living like this is a favor, I didn’t  want to be  on His 

naughty  list.  And  I  thought  Santa  Claus  was  tough.  “Just  tell  me  how  long 

ago the kid was taken.” 

“He  was  kidnapped  while  you  were  otherwise  engaged,”  the  angel 

said, a sneer in his tone. “Which did not take an abundance of time.” 

I  shook  my  head,  glancing  at  the  unconscious  woman  buried  under 

the dirty sheet of my bed. The angel’s insult didn’t bother me too much. My 

sanity and the fate  of the  world rested  on  figuring out  who’d snatched little 

J.C., not my drunken prowess in the sack. 

“Do  you  know  what  will  happen  if  harm  comes  to  the  babe?”  The 

angel  appeared  and  then  floated  across  the  room.  Okay,  it  was  more  of  a 

glide like a drag queen on roller blades, graceful and frightening at the same 

time. 

“Yeah, yeah. Pestilence, famine, war, and a plague or two of locust.” 

I paused, fighting the sense  of failure  growing  inside  of  me. “I read the fine 

print.” 

The  angel  laughed  in  a  grating  tone.  “All  life  as  you  know  it  will 

cease to exist.” He twirled to face me. “Is that something you can live with?” 

“I don’t have time for this. Tell me who took the kid, or shut the fuck 

up.  I  can’t  think  with  your  doom  and  gloom  predictions  hanging  over  my 

head.” 

The angel appeared offended, and I smiled. Good, it was about damn 

time. After being shackled with an obnoxious angel and a mischievous infant 

for the last eight months, a little payback felt good. 

A  part  of  me  wondered  if  the  kidnapping  wasn’t  a  test.  A  way  to 

make  me prove  myself again, like the  last time  when  I  was beat  down by a 

three-headed incubus and thrown off the Empire State building. 

I’d shattered  every bone  in  my body  with the  exception  of  my right 

pinky. But by the grace of God, literally, I healed much like the angel before 

me, who now stared at his reflection in the mirror. 

For  some  reason,  this  angel  had  a  nasty  narcissism  when  it  came  to 

beauty. And he was beautiful, unearthly so, with long flowing blond hair and 

a serene, benevolent expression. Outwardly, he was perfect in every way, and 

6 

 

he knew it. He couldn’t pass a freaking mirror without preening in front of it. 

I caught a reflection of myself behind him, and barely recognized the 

face  that  stared  back.  Gaunt  and  pale  with  dull,  bloodshot  green  eyes,  I 

looked tired and older than thirty-three. My black hair curled around my neck 

in greasy ringlets. I’d slipped over the edge of urbane and hip, and into dirty 

and  degenerate.  Not  that  I  gave  a  shit,  looks  were  for  kids  and  moronic 

angels. 

“Hey.” I tapped him in the back of the head. “Are you going to help 

me or not?” 

“Not.” He stroked his white-blond locks. 

I rolled my eyes and headed for the door. Pausing at the threshold, I 

pointed to his full head of hair. “Is that a bald spot?” 

“What?” he screeched like a child. “Where?” 

I  laughed,  and  closed  the  door  on  his  wailing  cries.  Now,  I  just 

needed to find one small Baby Jesus in the midst of eight million people. 

Piece of Devil’s-food cake. 
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Two 



After leaving the self-involved angel, I headed across the hallway to 

my neighbor’s apartment. I knocked on the door, listening to the wood rattle 

against the frame. I had to find the kid, and quick. If anyone would help me, 

it would be... 

Mary. 

She  opened  the  door  wearing  a  paint  splattered  towel  and  nothing 

else.  Stunning  beyond  words.  Mary  was  the  kind  of  woman  poets 

immortalized and painters sliced off body parts to possess. 

“Jace?” She glanced back into her apartment. “What’s wrong?” 

I  blinked,  overcoming  my  sudden  drop  in  blood  pressure.  Lust,  the 

first deadly sin, was like a chimpanzee on my back. “He’s gone,” I said, once 

my brain started functioning again. 

Her  hand  went  to  her  mouth  and  the  towel  slid  an  inch  lower, 

revealing a rose-colored nipple. “What happened?” She pulled the towel back 

in place and stepped into the hallway, closing the door behind her. 

“Don’t  tell  her.”  The  angel,  in  his  invisible  form,  stood  next  to  me, 

his funky breath making my stomach lurch. For Christmas, I’d bought him a 

bottle of Listerine, but the gesture went over his haloed-head. 

“Shut up.” I motioned him away. 

Mary  frowned,  a  wrinkle  forming  between  her  pale  eyebrows.  “Did 

you say something?” 

“I… ah…” Damn. The angel played possum, disappearing at will to 

make me look like an ass and laughing inside my head about it. 

“Are  you  all  right?”  Mary  touched  the  back  of  her  hand  to  my 

forehead. “I’m worried about you.” 

I closed my eyes. “I’m fine. Just concerned for the kid.” 

“So what happened? Did Social Services take him?” 

I  shook  my  head,  her  words  reminding  me  of  my  upcoming 

competency  hearing. The State of New  York felt I was unfit to raise a child 

after  some  do-gooding  neighbor  complained  about  the  ripe  stench  of  dirty 

diapers  and  spoiled  milk  seeping  from  my  apartment.  Not  that  I  disagreed 

with the State’s assessment, but I had little choice. When He assigned a task, 
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you  didn’t  argue.  Well,  you  could,  but  it  usually  ended  with  a  fiery  pit  and 

roasting for an eternity. 

“I don’t think it was OCFS.” I paused.  Nope. They wouldn’t sneak in 

 the middle of the night. “I’m going out to look for him.” 

“Oh,  okay.”  She  clutched  her  elbow,  rubbing  as  if  it  offered  her 

comfort. “What can I do to help?” 

She  was  a  saint,  in  the  lower  case  sense,  of  course.  Always  there 

when  I  needed  her,  like  six  months  ago  when  she  babysat  the  kid  while  I 

spent seventy-two hours locked up in Bellevue. 

She never questioned my mental health, or my odd hours. She never 

asked  about  the  kid’s  parentage,  or  the  fact  that  I  often  talked  to  invisible 

angels.  I  loved  her  for  that,  and  for  the  occasional  pity  fuck  she  threw  me 

when I was low on cash. 

I examined Mary’s indigo eyes and wondered why she helped me at 

all.  I  didn’t  have  a  job,  drank  too  much,  and  had  lost  God’s  only  kid.  Hell, 

even  I  had  grave  concerns  about  me.  I  took  a  deep  breath.  “Can  I  borrow 

your bike?” A scooter really, but saying the word scooter aloud sliced at my 

manhood. 

She  nodded,  and  reached  inside  for  a  single  brass  key.  It shone  like 

the Star of David in a Christmas pageant against her tanned skin. “The clutch 

sticks and the plates expired last Tuesday, so don’t get pulled over.” 

“Thanks.” I pocketed the key and kissed her cheek. She smelled like 

sunshine and roses. I wished things were different. That we’d met at another 

time, in another life. 

“Nemamiah,  is  it  your  time  of  the  month?”  the  angel’s  voice 

reverberated inside my head. “Quit pining and find the child.” 

I ignored him and smiled at Mary. “I’ll fill it up.” 

She grabbed my arm as I started to turn away. “Be careful and wear a 

helmet.” 

“Don’t worry I’m untouchable.” I flashed her a quick grin. 

~ * ~ 

Whisking along the avenues on a pale pink scooter with an angel in a 

white  flowing  gown  riding  bitch  might  have  seemed  gay,  but  my  black 

aviator sunglasses and the rakish tilt of my skullcap boasted my masculinity. 

“I  swallowed  a  bug.”  The  angel  picked  at  his  teeth  with  a  long 

fingernail. 

“Poor baby,” I yelled over the angry buzz of the tiny engine. I revved 

it, forcing the scooter into third  gear as we rounded the  corner  of 10th. The 

engine whined in response much like the angel. 

“You  do not understand. Every  living creature has its own lifecycle. 

A time to live and die. I cannot affect that timeline.” He spit a pea-sized gob 

of partially digested bug from his mouth. It flew forward, regenerating into a 

living creature. Two seconds later, it smashed against the grayish lens of my 

sunglasses. 
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“If you can’t cross that line—” I wiped at the gooey-guts. “—what do 

you call that?” 

He shrugged. “His time to go.” 

I  wasn’t  sure  I  believed  him,  but  before  I  could  comment  further, 

we’d arrived at our destination. I pulled the bike to the curb and ignored the 

laughter  and  catcalls  from  the  transients  and  transvestites  trolling  the  street. 

Like they’d never seen two men riding a pink scooter before. 

I  jumped  off  the  bike  and  ran  into  the  storefront,  hoping  the  angel 

would  take  the  hint  and  stay  outside.  He  didn’t,  instead  he  followed  me 

through the door of the Underworld Bar and Lounge. 

Men and women seated around the bar burped hellos. The room was 

crowded,  packed  with  unemployed  Gods  and  Goddesses  waiting  for  a  call 

back or natural disaster. For some reason, mythological figures picked one of 

two career paths—actors or insurance salesmen. Either way, they spent a lot 

of time sitting around waiting. 

I first stumbled into The Underworld a year ago, right before the kid 

showed up on my doorstep. Call it fate, or fucked up misfortune. Either way, 

I’d  spent  many  a  night  drinking  away  the  smell  of  diapers  and  putrid  angel 

breath. 

Hades, the  owner and sometimes bartender of the  Underworld, set a 

Heineken  on  the  bar  top.  “Jace,  nice  to  see  you.  Are  you  here  to  pay  your 

tab?” 

“Nope,  but  soon.  Don’t  set  the  leg  breakers  on  me  yet.”  I  took  the 

beer  from  his  outstretched  hand,  ignoring  the  stench  of  rotten  flesh.  No 

amount  of  Irish  Spring  covered  the  fact  that  Hades  was  the  Lord  of  the 

Underworld. It was written on his face. Literally. He had a small tattoo under 

his  right  eye  with  that  exact  phrase,  not  to  mention  snake-lined  dreadlocks, 

and a reaper robe and sickle. 

“How’s  business?”  I  took  a  fortifying  sip  and  glanced  around  the 

room,  noting  the  new  red-laced  curtains  hanging  across  the  ruby  colored 

windows. Everything inside the Underworld was red, from the thick carpet to 

the plastic shot glasses. Hell had nothing on Hades. 

The  angel  harrumphed  to  get  Hades’s  attention,  but  Hades  ignored 

him, and instead said to me, “Business is good. You know how it is. People 

are  dying to get in.” He waggled his tweezed eyebrows. 

I  gave  a  polite  laugh  as  the  jukebox  kicked  in.  Fuck.  The  chorus  of 

 Come Sail Away burst from the speakers. The regulars stopped drinking and 

joined in. 

And  there  it  was,  the  other  reason  I  hadn’t  spent  much  time  at  the 

Underworld lately. The fucking jukebox played one, and only one band. 

God, I hated Styx. 

“Turn  that  fucking  song  off,”  Persephone,  Hades’s  wife  of  the  past 

two millennia, screamed from the back office. 

Hades laughed and flipped the volume higher. Singing at the top of 
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his  withering  lungs, Hades  danced around the  oak bar. I put  my hands  over 

my ears, and begged God to kill me now. Anything was better than this. 

“‘A  gathering  of  angels  appeared  above  my  he—’”  The  jukebox 

screeched to a halt cutting off the  next  verse. Boos  echoed around the room 

causing Hades to flush a dull red. 

The  angel  rose  from  his  seat  and  in  high  falsetto  finished  the  song. 

Cheers  met  his  final  note.  I  picked  up  a  moldy  peanut  from  the  bar  and 

chucked  it  at  his  glowing  head.  It  hit  him  mid-nose  and  bounced  off  with  a 

ping. He ignored me, took a bow, and sat back down on his barstool. 

“What can I get  you?” For the first time, Hades addressed the angel 

directly. The angel beamed, basking in his momentary acceptance. Being an 

angel must be hard, I thought, especially when you are so fucking bad at it. 

“Do you have any Zima?” The angel brushed a feathery hand across 

the sticky bar top. 

The  respect  in  Hades’s  eyes  faded.  “No,  but  I  can  piss  in  a  glass  if 

you want.” 

“That won’t be necessary,” I said to Hades. “We aren’t staying long. 

I have a favor to ask and then we’re out of here.” 

He nodded, motioning for me to continue with a polished fingertip. 

“When your wife left, you used a PI to track her down. I want to hire 

him.” 

A  few  years  back,  Persephone  had  shacked  up  with  a  younger  and 

much  shorter  man.  Well,  not  a  man  exactly.  A  cherub.  Cupid  to  be  precise. 

Hades hired a detective, and within a few days, Ms. Lord of the Underworld 

was safely back at home. Since then, Hades had kept her locked in the back 

office. But what relationship didn’t have problems? 

I figured that if the PI could track Persephone to a doublewide trailer 

on  Mt.  Olympus,  he’d  be  able  to  find  the  kid.  Oh  God,  I  hoped  he  could. 

With  each passing  minute, I  was one-step closer to the  grand  finale and the 

end  of  the  world.  A  whisper  of  voices,  dark,  crazed  voices,  flickered  in  my 

brain. 

No pressure. 

Hades  scratched  his  head,  snakeheads  rattled  with  anger.  “Let  me 

make a few calls.” 
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Three 



I  sipped  my  beer  and  tried  to  eavesdrop  on  Hades’s  telephone 

conversation. It wasn’t working. Next to me, Zeus and Hera, the ultimate odd 

couple, argued at top volume. Their shouts drowned out whatever Hades was 

saying. 

“I  can’t  leave  you  for  a  minute,”  Hera  said.  “I  turn  my  back  and 

you’re off flirting with some bit of Goddess fluff.” 

Sparks crackled around Zeus. “She means nothing to me.” 

Stupid  thing  to  say,  I  thought.  A  shattering  of  glass  and  flying  beer 

bottle proved my words true. I’d said the same thing to one of my exes once, 

and she hit me with a chair. 

Ah, true love. 

Hades tapped me on the shoulder. “Do you own a suit?” 

“No.” I looked down at my moth-eaten Levis.  Did I look like the type 

 of guy who owned a suit?  

He shook his head and  went back to  his phone call. “No... yes... not 

bad...”  His  face  grew  grim  as  he  listened  for  a  few  more  seconds.  “Yeah, 

okay.” Hades cupped the receiver and  motioned to  me. “What do  you  know 

about accounting?” 

 What  was  going  on?   I  shrugged.  “Not  much.  Two  plus  two  equals 

four, but after that my knowledge goes downhill.” 

He  rolled  his  eyes  and  turned  his  attention  back  to  the  phone.  “The 

Core? Are you insane?” He lowered his voice, and I lost the rest of his words 

when the angel started singing again. 

“Okay,  here’s  the  deal.”  Hades  hung  up  the  phone  and  leaned  over 

the  bar,  his  hellish  breath  fogging  my  eyeballs.  “Go  to  the  Core  tonight  at 

ten.” 

The Core, a dance club downtown owned by a semi-famous bad-boy, 

catered  to  the  city’s  elite.  “The  Core.  Got  it.”  I  nodded  as  if  I  had  it  under 

control  but  what  I  was  really  thinking  was,  how  the  fuck  am  I  going  to  get 

inside?   

“Take a seat at the third table from the bar on the north side.” Hades 

glared at the angel. “Go alone and wear a suit.” 
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“Suit. Got it.”  A suit? Shit.  

Hades  smirked,  showing  sparkling  canines.  “You  might  wanna 

shower too. You smell pretty ripe.” 

Nice.  The  God  of  the  Underworld  said  I  stunk,  as  if  being  around 

him  was a picnic. I sniffed at  my sweatshirt. Yeah, I could use a shower. A 

haircut  too,  I  thought,  glancing  at  myself  in  the  rose-colored  mirror  behind 

the bar. 

“I know a great hairdresser,” the angel said, reading  my  mind. “Oh, 

and I have the perfect style in mind.” 

I closed my eyes. This was going to be a long day. 

~ * ~ 

Hours later, I realized how right I’d been after spending the afternoon 

scouring  the  neighborhoods  for  the  kid.  I  questioned  addicts,  dealers, 

hookers, and pimps. No one had seen anything. 

The  angel  wasn’t  helping  either.  He  was  busy  flipping  through  a 

Men’s  Health  magazine.  Research,  he  told  me,  when  I  smacked  him  in  the 

back of the  head and asked. I shook  my  head. The  end  of the  world  neared, 

and he wasted time reading about four ways to check his prostate. 

By nine, I just wanted to find the kid and take a long nap. Instead, I 

found  myself  dressing in a borrowed  Armani suit. I tugged at the collar and 

stared into the mirror with disgust. The sleeves of the suit jacket were about 

an inch short and stained with a greasy, wax-like substance. 

The  angel  stood  next  to  me  rubbing  at  the  spot  with  a  look  of 

repulsion. “There are a thousand places to rent a suit in this city and you have 

to go to Bob’s Bargain Barn.” 

“He gave me a good deal.” 

The  angel  closed  his  eyes,  probably  praying  for  patience.  “A  deal? 

This  suit  is  off  a  dead  man.  He  rented  you  a  funeral  suit.  God  knows  what 

this stain is.” The angel’s hand flew to his mouth. 

I laughed, yanking at the collar. “Bob swore it was strawberry jam.” 

“And you trusted him?” 

I  shrugged,  not  caring  one  way  or  the  other.  “As  long  as  it  gets  me 

inside the Core, I don’t care what’s on the sleeve.” 
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Four 



Shifting  from  one  foot  to  the  other,  I  waited  in  a  never-ending  line 

outside the club. The doorman, an ape looking guy with a ridged brow lines 

and a flat forehead, inspected desperate patrons. With a raised eyebrow and a 

sharp word, he turned away fashionably dressed rich people. I glanced at my 

scuffed boots and too short slacks. I had no chance in hell of getting in. 

Plan B. 

I  caressed  my  nine-millimeter,  concealed  in  a  shoulder  holster 

underneath my jacket, and waited my turn. If he wouldn’t let me in, I’d shoot 

either him or myself. 

“Hilton. Paris,” a cheap looking blonde two people ahead of me told 

the doorman. Ape-man checked a clipboard in his hand and nodded. “Top of 

the  list,  Ms.  Hilton.  Enjoy  your  stay.”  He  unhooked  the  velvet  rope  and 

gestured  for  her  to  go  inside.  She  entered,  disappearing  in  a  burst  of  fake 

flames and smoke. 

I turned to the angel, who had taken my advice for the first time and 

stayed invisible. “Put me on that list.” 

“No.” The angel huffed, still angry we’d left before the O.C. ended. 

“Do it or else I’ll stop stealing cable from the neighbors.” 

The  doorman allowed the  couple in  front of  me  inside. I stepped up 

to the plate. “Jace Miller.” 

The ape searched his list and shook his head. A single coarse hair on 

his  clean-shaven  chin  jiggled,  mocking  me.  “Sorry,  if  you  ain’t  on  the  list, 

you ain’t gettin in.” 

I  glared  at  the  angel.  “How  about…”  I  lowered  my  voice. 

“Nemamiah.” 

The bouncer froze. “Did you say Nemamiah?” 

I nodded. 

“Sorry, nope.” 

My muscles coiled, ready to spring. “Don’t fuck with me.” 

“Yeah, what are you gonna do about it?” Ape-man flexed his overly 

developed physique. He outweighed me by forty pounds, and had four inches 

on my own six-feet, but I wasn’t worried. I needed to get inside that club and 
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nobody would stop me. 

Grabbing  his  forearm,  I  pressed  my  thumb  into  the  soft  flesh  of  his 

elbow.  He  flinched,  his  body  tensing.  It  wasn’t  lethal  force,  but  from  past 

experience, I  knew  it  hurt like  hell. “I’ve  had a really  bad day. So  either let 

me inside, or I’m going to kick the shit out of you. Your choice.” 

Maybe it  was the slant  of  my  jaw,  or the  numbness radiating up  his 

arm,  but  either  way,  his  attitude  changed.  He  swallowed,  Adam’s  apple 

bobbing. “Miller?” He ran his finger down his clipboard, his eyes wide with 

surprise. “Here it is. N. Miller.” 

My eyes followed his finger, and damn if N. Miller wasn’t written in 

an angelic chicken scratch. “Thanks.” 

As quickly as I grabbed Ape-man’s arm, I released him, sending him 

flying back two steps into the faded brick exterior of the building. I grinned, 

and pushed past the velvet rope and faux flame to enter the club. My nostrils 

wrinkled at the sudden stench of sweat, sulfur, and skin. The angel followed 

behind  me,  keeping  to  the  shadows,  which  was  odd  since  no  one  could  see 

him anyway. 

As my eyes adjusted to the darkened room, I glanced around, taking 

careful  note  of  the  exits.  It  paid  to  be  prepared.  Under  a  flash  of  red  lights 

timed  to  the  thump  of  overhead  speakers,  pale,  thin  bodies  of  coked  up 

models and their rich, cokehead boyfriends swayed. 

The  club  itself  was  nice  enough  with  lots  of  chrome  and  exposed 

brick. A few tables offered a semblance of privacy, as did the VIP alcove. A 

bar  ran  along  the  back  wall.  Outrageously  expensive  bottles  of  liquor  lined 

the  back  bar  while  bartenders  dressed  in  black  poured  watered-down 

varieties of cheaper fare. 

A  dreadlocked  DJ  spun  ear  piercing  drum  and  bass  beats.  Maybe  I 

was just too old, but each song sounded the same. Thump, thump, beat, beat, 

thump, thump. Yawn. 

Leather skirted girls maneuvered through the crowd carrying trays of 

multi-colored  drinks.  Whatever  happened  to  plain  old  whiskey,  vodka,  or 

gin? 

From  the  bar,  I  counted  off  three  tables.  A  reserved  sign  sat  on  top 

the last one. I walked toward it, searching the club for Bogart or Kojak. What 

did a supernatural detective look like? 

My  gaze  locked  on  the  owner  of  the  club  who  lounged  in  the  VIP 

section, sipping Crystal. I doubted the bartender watered down his drink. Mr. 

Big  wore  a  red  velvet  sweat  suit,  and  enough  gold  to  give  Fort  Knox  a 

complex, but he was nothing more than a pretty-bad-boy with bleached white 

hair,  bleached  white  teeth,  and  enough  laundered  money  to  open  his  own 

chain of dry cleaners. Poor little rich boy. 

Bodyguards and  young  groupies  hung  on Mr. Big’s  every  word like 

the  Sermon  on  the  Mount.  The  bodyguards  mimicked  the  club  look  in  an 

array of similarly colored suits, chains, and guns. They reminded me of a 
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pathetic boy band without the non-threatening sexuality. Not-So-N-Synched. 

I  sat  at  my  table  and  waved  my  hand  to  get  the  waitress’  attention. 

She ignored me. Must be my suit. 

“I  do  not  like  this  place.”  The  angel  stood  over  me,  breathing  his 

horrific angel breath down my neck. 

“Yeah, I’m not a fan either.” I brushed away a glob of angelic spit. “I 

probably can’t afford one drink. But this might be as close to rich and famous 

as I’ll ever get.” 

“Rich yes, infamous….” The angel shrugged. 

“What  does  that  mean?”  That  sounded  like  a  threat.  Did  the  angel 

know something? 

The sudden scent of sulfur and tobacco filled my nostrils and a flash 

of heat rose up my spine as a raven-haired woman wrapped her tattooed arms 

around my neck. Her lips, soft and tasting like sin, pressed against mine. The 

smoke  from  the  cigarette  in  her  hand  curled  around  us,  trapping  me  in  her 

embrace. 

For  a  few  seconds  I  did  nothing.  Then  my  brain  kicked  in.  A 

beautiful woman sucked on my tongue. Do something, my mind ordered. My 

body caught up quick enough, and my arms pulled her closer. The warmth of 

her  breasts  pressed  through  the  cotton  of  Bob’s  rental  shirt.  She  was  slick 

with sweat, as if she had been dancing, but she smelled of baby powder and 

brimstone. 

She pulled away as quickly as she had arrived. For some reason, I felt 

oddly bereft, like  I’d lost something  important. Her eyes  met  mine,  glowing 

yellow in the dark club. A trick of the light? 

“Jack and Coke,” I said to break the tension. 

“I’m not a waitress.” 

“Damn.  I  thought  the  service  was  too  good  to  be  true.”  I  shrugged, 

giving her a slow once over. “So who are you?” 

She held out her hand. “Lilith.” 

I  took  it.  Warm  and  soft,  it  fit  into  mine  as  if  it  belonged  there. 

“Jace.” 

“So  Jace,  what  did  you  lose?”  She  sat,  shoving  the  reserved  sign 

across the table and onto the floor. 

I frowned. “You’re the PI who helped Hades?” 

“I’m  not  a  PI.”  With  a  finger  wave,  she  flagged  down  a  passing 

waitress and ordered us drinks. After the waitress left, I touched Lilith’s hand 

to gain her attention. “So what are you?” 

“I’m  more like a lost and found.” She paused, trailing a hand across 

the tabletop. “I help the lost find their way.” 

“And  you’re  good  at  it?”  A  shiver  of  awareness  flickered  through 

me, but I ignored the warning, and focused on the sex-goddess in front of me. 

“The  best.”  She  licked  her  red  lips,  slick  with  saliva  and  Vaseline. 

“So again Jace, what have you lost? And more importantly, what will you 

16 

 

give me to help you find it?” 

I  examined  her  cat-like  eyes,  seeing  a  steel  reserve  under  her 

feminine  wiles. Messing  with this  girl  would be a  mistake,  one that I  might 

willingly make. She wasn’t beautiful like Mary, or even sweet. But there was 

something in the way she said my name. 

“A baby,” the angel said. “He’s lost a baby.” 

She  smiled,  her  eyes  never  leaving  my  face.  “I  see.”  The  angel’s 

sudden appearance didn’t faze her. It was as if she had known he was there, 

and was merely waiting for him to speak. Which made me wonder if she was 

human or something from the other side. 

“Human,  I  think,”  the  angel’s  voice  echoed  inside  my  head.  “I  can 

smell the blood flowing in her veins. It smells like rust, but not unpleasant.” 

Damn angel. I hated when he read my thoughts. 

“Your  child  is  missing?”  She  reached  for  my  hand,  compassion 

softening her features, and for a minute, she was far more beautiful than any 

women I’d ever seen, so beautiful that the breath caught in my chest. Then it 

was gone. 

“Sort of,” I answered. A flash of silver around her ring finger caught 

my  eye.  Was  she  married?  Did  it  matter?  “I’m  taking  care  of  him…  for  a 

while.” 

“You adopted  him? That is so great. I love  when  couples  open their 

hearts to a child in need.” She smiled at the angel and then me. 

“What?”  I  pulled  my  hand  from  hers.  “I’m  not…  we’re  not.”  I 

motioned to the insulted angel. “Oh, forget it. I need to find the kid.” 

“And  I  need  you  to  answer  a  couple  of  questions.”  She  took  a  long 

drink from the pink concoction the waitress sat in front of her seconds ago. 

I nodded, praying the topic of God’s only son wouldn’t come up. 

“What’s the child’s name?” 

“Jes... Hubert Chr… Miller,” I lied, making up an alias. “He goes by 

J.C.” 

Her lip curled. “How old is he?” 

Shit, I had no idea. Did the Messiah age in human years? 

“Fourteen months. He was born on Christmas day.” The angel shook 

his head at me as if anyone with half a brain should know the answer. 

“I  always  wanted  a  Christmas  birthday.  Double  presents.”  Lilith 

glanced  around  the  club,  watching  the  dance  floor.  “Tell  me  about  his 

biological parents.” 

Ah,  she  was  good,  using  subtle,  seductive  interrogation,  like  an 

afternoon stroll with a hooker through Central Park. How to answer… 

Again  the  angel  jumped  in,  “His  mother  and  step-father  died  in  an 

accident.”  Which  was  the  truth.  They  had  died  in  a  myrrh  explosion  at  a 

small stable in Bethlehem. Who knew myrrh was explosive? Apparently, not 

the  angel  who’d  placed  it  a  bit  too  close  to  a  candle.  Mary  and  Joseph 

incinerated before  his  heavenly  eyes, as did two  of the three  wise  men. The 
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third one suffered smoke inhalation and burns on his hands from beating out 

the flames licking at Baby Jesus’ bed of straw. 

“What about his biological father?” Lilith raised an eyebrow. 

“He’s very busy. Has a big important job.” I threw back my Jack and 

Coke,  which tasted  more  like  water and Coke. “I promised to  look after the 

little guy until he can make suitable arrangements.” 

“What made him choose you?” 

Ouch, but she had a damn good point. For all intents and purposes, I 

was  a  complete  and  utter  failure,  even  crazy  if  one  considered  the  legal 

definition. “I have no idea.” It was the most honest thing I’d said in years. 

One of the owner’s bodyguards walked past our table, and Lilith took 

my hand. Her fingertips trembled as her eyes scanned my face. “How did you 

lose J.C.?” 

“I didn’t lose him exactly,” I began. “Last night, someone kidnapped 

him from my apartment while I was… occupied.” 

“You didn’t hear anything?” 

I  shook  my  head.  Whoever  had  taken  the  babe  had  been  quiet,  too 

quiet  to  be  human.  No  sign  of  a  break-in  either.  But  I  couldn’t  tell  that  to 

Lilith, at least not yet. 

“Who’d  want  to  take  him?”  She  tapped  a  tiny,  sexy  diamond  chip 

embedded in the side of her nose. 

I  blinked,  willing  away  the  rush  of  lust.  This  was  a  tricky  question. 

“Like I said before, his father is powerful. J.C. has a bright future.” 

She nodded, as if my lame explanation made sense. “What aren’t you 

telling me?” 

I smiled. “Nothing that matters. So you’ll help me?” 

“Yes.  I’ll  find  the  child  for  you,  but  you  have  to  do  something  for 

me.” She stood and stroked my cheek with a metallic manicured nail. “Dance 

with me?” 

The  music  changed  from  a  hard,  heavy  beat  to  a  slow  sensual  purr. 

My  mind said  no, but the  desire to  feel  her skin  had  me rising to  my feet. I 

knew it was stupid before we hit the dance floor. 

Lights  swirled  around  us.  They  bathed  her  in  an  eerie  silvery  light, 

highlighting  the  whiteness  of  her  skin.  Yellow  eyes  flashed  as  she  pressed 

her  lithe  body  to  mine.  My  palms,  damp  with  sweat,  slid  over  the  supple 

leather of her dress, caressing the fabric like flesh. 

She  smiled,  running  her  fingers  through  my  hair  and  pulling  me  in 

for  a  kiss.  Our  lips  touched,  tentatively,  two  strangers  meeting  for  the  first 

time.  She  tasted  like  candy  and  cigarettes.  I  wanted  more,  but  she  pulled 

away, touching a long finger to her lips. 

“Do  you  like  me  or  is  that  a  gun  in  your  pocket?”  She  brushed  her 

hand along my body. 

“Gun.” I tugged her close again. 

She laughed, a pure sensual sound of pleasure. 
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My  body  responded  even  as  my  mind  warned  there  was  more  here 

than  meant  the  eye.  “What  game  are  you  playing?”  My  fingers  brushed  the 

ridged  indentation  of  scarred  skin  on  the  back  of  her  neck,  tracing  the  scar, 

absorbing tiny electrical shocks sparking between us. 

“I ask the questions.” As quickly as the dance started, it stopped, and 

Lilith  stepped  away.  She  winked,  blew  me  a  kiss,  and  disappeared  into  the 

crowd. I watched until she vanished from my view before turning to face the 

hulking figure behind me. 

“The boss wants to have a word with you.” The hulk grabbed my arm 

and  propelled  me  toward  the  back  of  the  club.  I  glanced  at  our  table, 

searching for the angel, but he had disappeared. Some fucking help he was. 

Damn,  I  was  about  to  find  out  Lilith’s  ultimate  price.  I  hoped  like 

hell that I could afford it. 
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Five 



The  bruiser  twisted  my  arm  from  its  socket,  forcing  me  through  the 

crowd. The pain was severe, but I ignored it, having more important matters 

to attend to; namely, staying alive for the next hour or so. 

He pushed  me through a set of double  doors and  into  a dark storage 

area. The coppery stench of drying blood and vomit in the room promised a 

less than desirable outcome. 

The  lights  flicked  on  with  blinding  intensity.  My  pupils  pinpricked, 

and  I  blinked  until  my  eyes  focused.  Thick  pools  of  brownish  red  blood 

stained the concrete floor. I was in serious trouble. 

The “boss” sat in the center of the room, picking his teeth with the tip 

of a switchblade. A typical tough guy with slick backed hair and an evil grin. 

I  glanced  around  the  warehouse,  noting  the  one  and  only  exit,  twenty  feet 

behind eight thugs with baseball bats and tire irons. 

Eight.  Shit.  I  only  had  six  bullets.  Even  though  math  wasn’t  my 

strong suit, I was pretty sure that left two assholes standing. 

The boss stood, taking a step toward me. “What’s your name, boy?” 

 Boy?  I laughed. “Does it matter?” 

He grinned, stroking his goatee. “Not to me. Did you think you could 

come into my club, and touch my woman without a little payback?” 

“Your  woman?”  I  smiled.  “My  mistake.  I  assumed  she  was  a  free 

agent when she cupped my nuts on the dance floor.” 

The  first  punch  was  expected.  The  second  and  third  were  a  bit  of 

overkill,  at  least  in  my  mind.  Blood  poured  from  a  gash  above  my  eye, 

blinding me. I wiped it away with the sleeve of my corpse coat, my stomach 

burning with rage and bile. 

By the sixth and seventh hit, I  had  dropped to  my  knees. I  wasn’t a 

pussy.  Hell,  I’d  taken  my  fair  share  of  hits  since  reaching  puberty,  but  this 

was different. Something  wasn’t right. I couldn’t  move, couldn’t fight back. 

It was as if some inhuman force had seized me. 

“Nobody messes with one of Samuel’s toys,” the closest thug yelled, 

bashing a steel pipe into my ribs. They cracked under the assault, puncturing 

my left lung. Blood exploded from my mouth, showering the boss, Samuel. 
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I  would  die  here.  I  knew  it,  and  so  did  he.  Had  Lilith?  Was  this  all 

some sort of setup to keep me from finding the kid? 

Pop, pop, pop. 

My  knuckles  crunched  under  his  boot  heel.  The  sound  released  me 

from the trance I  had slipped  into, and I reacted by pulling  my  gun. Broken 

and  slick  with  blood,  my  fingers  gripped  the  metal  with  complete  calm. 

“Don’t make me do it.” I chambered a round, aiming the weapon at Samuel’s 

pretty-boy head. 

He  laughed  a  malicious  sound  that  echoed  off  the  blood-splattered 

walls. 

Fuck  it.  I  fired  the  first  round  into  his  heart.  Boom,  boom,  boom.  I 

fired  until  the  click  of  metal  against  metal  filled  the  room.  A  neat  circle  of 

bullets, dead center of his chest, flowed with blood. His eyes went wide and 

he dropped to the floor. 

Revenge  was  sweet,  but  short  lived.  One  of  the  remaining  seven 

thugs  smashed  a  tire  iron  into  my  skull.  Bolts  of  light  flashed  behind  my 

shattered  eye  sockets.  A  hollow  ping  echoed  in  the  depths  of  my  brainpan. 

Blackness closed in, but before I died, I prayed the kid was safe. 

~ * ~ 

“Owww!” 

“Remain still.” The angel soared above me. 

A warmth spread through my frozen limbs as my heart began to beat 

again.  I  blinked,  trying  to  focus.  Where  was  I?  It  smelled  like  rotting  flesh 

and  urine.  Rats  squeaked,  fighting  over  putrid  garbage,  and  cold  wetness 

seeped into my clothes. 

Was I in the alley behind the club, tossed away like trash? 

Those bastards. 

“This  job  sucks.”  I  flexed  my  busted  fingers.  My  bones  and  organs 

healed,  scabbing  over  before  my  eyes  as  the  angel  placed  his  hands  on  my 

body. Why had I agreed to this? It wasn’t like I didn’t have a choice. I could 

have  walked away. I could  have slammed the door in the angel’s face when 

he showed up eight months ago. 

“The final reward will be worth it,” the angel promised. 

Yeah, right. I’d never see the pearly gates. After all, I’d broken every 

single  commandment  and  six  of  the  seven  deadly  sins.  Okay,  who  was  I 

kidding? I’d committed all seven sins, sometimes at the same time. 

“What  happened?”  I  changed  the  subject,  not  wanting  to  get  into  a 

philosophical  discussion  of  Heaven,  pearly  white  gates,  harps,  and  fluffy 

white clouds, blah, blah, blah. Sounded somewhat lame if you asked me, but 

of course, no one had. 

“I do  not know  what  happened to  you.” The angel paused, touching 

his hand to my head. “I found you here an hour ago.” 

“I’ve been dead for an hour? Why didn’t you bring me back sooner?” 

It  was  an  odd  thought.  Not  the  death  part,  I’d  long  ago  come  to  terms  with 
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the  Reaper,  but  the  fact  the  angel  had  brought  me  back,  again,  sent  chills 

down my fractured spine. I’d had enough of this supernatural shit. I felt like a 

zombie  in  those  late  night  horror  flicks.  Would  I  now  develop  a  taste  for 

brains? 

“I  tried  to  restore  your  life  light,  but  at  first  your  soul  would  not 

comply.”  The  angel  shrugged,  as  if  my  soul’s  wishes  were  of  little 

consequence. “Not until I promised it a cookie.” From his robe, he pulled out 

a chocolate chip cookie and handed it to me. “You must have made someone 

exceedingly  angry,”  he  added,  scooping  up  bits  of  my  brain  and  stuffing  it 

back inside my head while I carefully chewed my soul’s reward. 

“No  more  so  than  usual.”  I  touched  my  skull,  feeling  the  oozing 

wound.  “But  something  weird  did  happen.  What  do  you  know  about  this 

place?” I gestured to the club. 

“It is a pit.” 

While  it  wasn’t  my  kind  of  club,  I  wouldn’t  have  called  it  a  pit. 

“Don’t be such a snob. I’m sure they serve Zima.” 

The  angel  flushed.  “Not  that  kind  of  pit.  A  hell’s  pit.  A  den  of 

inequity. Satan’s lair.” 

Anger  washed  over  me.  “And  you’re  telling  me  this  now?  That 

information  might  have  been  useful.”  I  paused  for  effect.  “Oh,  I  don’t 

know… two hours ago.” 

“You  did not ask,”  he  huffed, placing a  healing  hand  on the hole  in 

my head. 

Once he let go, I shakily rose to my feet, ignoring the buzzing sound 

inside my brain, a side effect to reanimation that disappeared in a few hours. 

“Once I find the kid, I’m going to kick the feathers out of you.” 

“If you find the child.” His words reverberated in my ears the entire 

scooter ride home. 

22 

 











Six 



We  arrived  back  at  my  apartment  at  two  in  the  morning.  My  front 

door stood open. I reached for my nine-millimeter realizing two things, one, I 

was out of bullets and two, whoever was inside didn’t care that I knew they 

were  there.  The  rational  part  of  my  brain  suggested  I  proceed  with  caution. 

So instead, I charged the door. Not the smartest of moves, but fifteen minutes 

ago,  rats  had  feasted  on  my  brains,  so  I  wasn’t  exactly  functioning  on  all 

cylinders. 

The  intruder  slept  the  sleep  of  the  innocent  on  my  stained  sofa,  her 

black hair spilling across a cushion. One arm wrapped around her knees like 

a child, Lilith looked peaceful and beautiful in the patchy moonlight. 

I kicked the couch, sending a plume of dust mites into the air. “What 

the  fuck  are  you  doing  here?”  Getting  killed  had  changed  my  opinion  of 

women in general, and Lilith in particular. Fucking her was the last thing on 

my mind. Well, maybe second to last. I wanted answers, and I wanted them 

now. 

She  cracked  an  eyelid.  “It’s  been  a  rough  night.  Can  this  wait  until 

morning?” 

“Rough  night?”  I  booted  the  couch  again.  “Your  boyfriend  tried  to 

rearrange my face, and you had a rough night?” 

She  sat  up,  brushing  a  lock  of  hair  from  her  face.  “I  see  you 

survived.” 

That was it. 

I lunged for  her, wanting to  wrap my  hands around  her skinny  neck 

and squeeze until her eyeballs popped out of her deceitful head. 

She twisted away seconds before I made contact, leaving me groping 

at  thin  air  as  I  tumbled  head  first  against  the  cushions.  The  sofa  struck  the 

wall with a bang, and knocked a large chunk of plaster from the ceiling. 

“There  goes  your  security  deposit.”  The  angel  pointed  to  the  falling 

debris. 

Could  this  night  get  any  worse?  It  was  a  stupid  question  to  ask, 

because  no  sooner  had  it  formed  in  my  mind,  then  Lilith  unsheathed  a 

wicked looking dagger from her garter belt. My eyes dropped to the creamy 
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skin  of  her  thigh,  roaming  over  the  pale,  toned  flesh  like  a  man  dying  of 

thirst. 

“You  should  work  on  controlling  your  baser  impulses,”  the  angel 

stated. “Lust is a sin.” 

“So is duct taping a certain entity to a chair and shaving his head,” I 

threatened, never taking my eyes from the girl with the knife. “What are you 

doing here?” I asked her, as my last threads of energy and anger waned. 

She  held  the  knife  in  front  of  her,  seeming  leery  of  my  sudden 

change  in  demeanor.  “I  wanted  to  see  where  J.C.  disappeared  from.”  She 

paused, giving me a small smile. “I also wanted to apologize and make sure 

you were all right.” 

My rage surfaced again. She’d left me to die and now wanted to play 

nice?  And  how  the  fuck  did  she  know  where  I  lived?  “Don’t  fucking  lie  to 

me.  You  set  me  up,  and  now  you’re  here  to  finish  the  job  your  lover 

couldn’t.” 

She  flinched.  “No.  Look,  I’m  sorry  about  tonight.  I  thought  that  if 

Samuel saw me with another man he’d let go of the idea of us.” 

Oh,  he  let  go  all  right,  about  the  same  time  my  third  bullet  had 

burrowed through his chest. “So you used me.” 

“So  I  used  you.  I’m  sorry.”  She  gave  me  a  slow  once  over.  “It  all 

worked out though. You don’t look any worse for wear.” 

“Yeah. I’m feeling just great.” I took a breath, weighing how much I 

needed  her  help.  I  couldn’t  find  the  kid  on  my  own.  Damn.  “No  harm,  no 

foul.”  She  would  pay,  one  way  or  another,  but  for  right  now,  I’d  hold  my 

tongue. 

“Really?” She tilted her head. “I had you pegged for being stubborn.” 

“Naw, I’m a pushover.” What I really was, was tired. Bone achingly 

so. 

“So can I stay?” 

“Yeah.” I yawned, glancing at her filled to the brim duffel bag. “But 

you’ll  have  to  toss  a  coin  for  the  couch.”  I  grinned,  gesturing  between  her 

and the angel, pretty sure who would come out the victor. 

The angel started to argue, but I closed my bedroom door in his face, 

and fell onto the bed. What was the harm in letting her spend one night? 

~ * ~ 

“Morning.”  Her  cheery  voice  rang  inside  my  head  like  a  bad 

seventies laugh track. 

I looked around the kitchen and  grunted. Yeah, it  was morning. The 

bright glare of the sun peeking in my grimy windows gave it away. 

“Nice pj’s.” She glanced at me and smiled. 

I  blinked  and  followed  her  eyes  downward,  nothing  but  skin.  I 

shrugged,  not  caring  one  way  or  the  other.  It  was  too  damn  early  for 

modesty, and my head was stuffy from the night before. 

“Coffee?” I sniffed the air, searching for the scent of roasting beans. 
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She  stood,  pulled  a  mug  from  a  pile  of  dirty  dishes  in  the  sink,  and 

poured me a cup. 

“Thanks.”  Taking  the  cup  from  her  hands,  I  noted  the  odd  symbols 

and  shapes  tattooed  into  her  skin,  a  combination  of  Arabic  and  Sumerian 

script. Exotic and beautiful, much like Lilith herself. 

I took a sip of the dark brew, and spit it out in a spray of hot liquid. 

“What the hell is this?” 

She shrugged. “Black tea.” 

“Tea?”  I  closed  my  eyes,  remembering  why  I’d  divorced  my  third 

wife. She made me drink tea, said it was good for my mental health. I found 

out later she’d been spiking it with anti-psychotics. 

“I’ll make you a deal. You put on some pants and I’ll make coffee.” 

She gave a vague wave to my genitals. “It’s too early in the day to face that 

over the breakfast table.” 

“Fair enough. I’ll be right back,” I said, disappearing  into the  living 

room. On the floor, the angel  laid curled  next to the  heater. I kicked  him  in 

the  butt  as  I  passed.  “For  God’s  sake,  you’re  a  fucking  angel  and  you 

couldn’t win a coin toss.” 

He  rubbed  his  sleep-crusted  eyes.  “She  hit  me.  I  offered  to  flip  a 

coin, but she growled and struck me like some kind of animal.” 

I  liked  this  girl  more  and  more.  Too  bad  she  drank  tea  and  dated 

demonic assholes. 

Inside my bedroom, I searched through a pile of dirty laundry until I 

located a pair of Levis that didn’t smell like baby puke and alcohol. 

Five  minutes  later,  I  arrived  in  the  kitchen,  awaiting  my  promised 

caffeine  fix.  Lilith  sat  at  the  table,  twirling  a  shiny  object  in  her  fingers.  A 

cup  of  rich,  black  coffee  sat  across  from  her.  She  gestured  for  me  to  sit, 

which I did. The table wobbled, and coffee splashed over the rim. 

Dammit. I looked down. 

“Looking  for  this?”  She  tossed  a  gold  heart  shaped  medal  at  me.  It 

skidded  across  the  table,  and  landed  face  up.  The  noble  face  of  General 

George Washington stared up from the purplish inlay. 

I picked the medal up with a smirk and stuck it back underneath the 

too short table leg. Once in place, the table stopped wobbling, a regular Mr. 

Fix-it. 

“Better.”  I  took  a  sip  of  my  coffee  and  wiped  the  spill  up  with  the 

edge of my shirt. 

She looked at me as if I was crazy. “That medal is a Purple Heart.” 

I nodded. 

“Is it your Purple Heart?” 

I nodded again. 

“Care to explain?” 

I  shrugged.  “I  was  in  the  Army.  I  got  hurt. They  gave  me  a  medal. 

Hell, they give them out to guys who stub a toe.” 
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“How long were you in?” 

Why  I answered  was beyond  me. I  didn’t  owe this  girl shit, least  of 

all my life story. “Since I was eighteen.” It felt like a lifetime ago. I’d been a 

career soldier, a killing machine. Then suddenly I wasn’t. 

Lilith shook her head. “I can’t see you taking orders.” 

“I  grew  up  in  a  small  farm  town,  so  it  was  either  join  the  Army  or 

drink  myself  to  death.”  Which  reminded  me,  I  opened  a  cabinet  door  and 

poured  a  healthy  dose  of  whiskey  into  my  coffee.  “I  stupidly  joined  up  and 

the  rest  is  history.”  Recent  history  since  I  had  only  been  discharged  three 

years ago and still I hadn’t quite adjusted to life on the outside. 

“How did you get hurt?” Her eyes flashed with compassion. 

“I.E.D.”  I  swallowed,  thinking  back  to  the  day  an  improvised 

explosive device changed my life. It had been a routine assignment, a simple 

sweep of the area until a roadside bomb exploded. 

It  was  my  second  tour  in  Iraq.  The  first,  Desert  Storm,  went  off 

without a hitch. No one shot at me or tried to blow me up. I was golden. 

The  second  tour,  ten  years  later,  was  a  far  different  story.  The  first 

week of the invasion, I lost seven men in my platoon to a roadside bomb and 

ended up  in a M.A.S.H unit  with  my brains scrambled. It  was touch and  go 

for a while, but I made it through. Or, so I thought until the voices started. 

“I’m so sorry,” she said, and for a second I believed her. 

“Yeah well, shit happens.” I took another drink. “I was lucky.” Was 

it  luck?  Would  I  have  been  better  off  dead?  I  had  been  asking  myself  that 

question for over two years. 

Shrinks  and  doctors  tried  to  stop  the  rising  tide  of  voices  inside  my 

head, but to no avail. I was labeled paranoid, schizophrenic, dissociative, and 

depressive. I’d taken handfuls of pills, swallowing lies and half-truths fed to 

me in hopes of quieting the voices. Nothing worked. 

Then  eight  months  ago,  I  sat  on  my  couch  with  my  nine-millimeter 

pressed against my temple, ready to end it all. The rush of voices urged me to 

the Promised Land. Do it, they shouted in chorus. I chambered a round, and 

prepared myself for death. 

Goodbye cruel world. 

My finger  grasped the trigger, applying a subtle pressure, enough to 

blow the back of my head off. 

Ding. 

The  doorbell  rang  and  the  voices  stopped.  For  the  first  time  in  over 

two years, my head was my own. 

“It’s better to be lucky than good,” she said, bringing me back to the 

present. 

“That better be true, because I’ve never been any good.” 
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Seven 



“How  do  you  suggest  we  find  the  kid?”  I  broke  the  quiet  that 

surrounded  my  last  comment.  The  silence  wasn’t  uncomfortable,  nor  was  it 

unwanted.  It  felt  sort  of  friendly.  As  that  notion  popped  into  my  head,  I 

jumped to my feet and paced. I didn’t want to be friendly with her. I wanted 

to hate her. Hate her for using me, hate her for getting me killed, and hate her 

for tempting me. Hate was easier. 

“I thought I’d check in with some of my buddies on the NYPD, see if 

they’ve got any leads.” She stressed the word I. 

“They don’t.” 

She closed her eyes. “Because you never filed a report.” 

I nodded. 

“Why the hell not?” Her eyes heated, turning to molten amber. “The 

cops can help you.” 

“No,  they  can’t.”  I  paused,  trying  to  think  of  a  rational  explanation 

that  didn’t  include  angels  and  God’s  favored  son.  “The  cops  and  I  don’t 

exactly see eye to eye when it comes to what constitutes legality. In order to 

find the kid, I have to work outside the box, and that means outside the law.” 

“Fine,”  she  gave  in.  Much  too  quickly  in  my  opinion,  which  only 

made me more suspicious. She added, “In that case, I’ll have to consult some 

of my less desirable informants, but it’s going to cost you.” 

Seeing  as  how  I  didn’t  have  shit  to  pay  her  with  in  the  first  place, 

adding to the bill wasn’t a problem. 

“When do we start?” 

Lilith smiled. “We, is it?” 

I  nodded,  not  really  liking  the  term.  It  was  almost  a  declaration  of 

partnership,  one that  meant trust and  disclosure,  or at the  very  least, dinner, 

and a movie. 

“Now  is  as  good  a  time  as  any.”  She  pushed  herself  from  the  table 

and winked. “Give me ten minutes to freshen up and we’ll roll.” 

Why did I feel like I had just made the biggest mistake of my life? 

~ * ~ 

Twenty minutes later, I stood outside my apartment door, glaring at 
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my watch. The smell of sulfur fumed around me, and I turned to the source. 

“What’s taking your friend so long?” Lilith blew out the match she’d 

used  to  light  the  end  of  an  expensive  Indian  cigarette.  The  aroma  of  rich 

tobacco and vanilla filled the hallway. 

“I  wouldn’t  call  us  friends.”  I  paused,  thinking  about  ways  to  rid 

myself of the angel. “And I have no idea what’s taking him so long.” He was 

probably  preening  in  front  of  the  mirror  again.  I  should  just  shatter  it  and 

solve  the  problem,  but  I  was  afraid  he  would  start  ogling  himself  in  my 

spoons, which wasn’t sanitary. 

“If you’re not friends, why does he follow you around?” She inhaled 

a  stream  of  smoke,  her  neck  muscles  flexing  with  what  I  assumed  was 

pleasure. “Do you know what’s weird? I don’t even know his name.” 

Shit, neither did I. Did angels have names? Of course, they did. Let’s 

see,  there  was  Gabriel,  Michael,  Raphael…Donner,  Dancer,  and  Blitzen.  I 

was  bad  at  this.  Why  had  God  chosen  me,  I  wondered  for  the  thousandth 

time. 

Lilith brought me back to the present. “So what’s his name?” 

“Angel.” Not good under pressure, the name burst from my lips. 

She tilted  her  head. “Angel? Really? He  looks  more  like a Harry  or 

maybe Bob.” 

Bob. Damn it. Now why didn’t I think of that? A moment later, Mary 

saved  me  from  answering.  Lilith  turned  to  the  sound  of  Mary’s  apartment 

door opening and the subtle scent of sage creeping into the hallway. Lilith’s 

hand slid toward her dagger. I raised a finger, indicating friend not foe. 

“Mary.” I smiled at her, eyes roaming her supple skin. 

She  stepped  into  the  hallway.  The  single  light  bulb  bathed  her  in  a 

heavenly glow, caressing her. “Jace? Did you find little J.C. yet?” 

“No.” Her concern  was palpable as she stared at  me  with big, violet 

eyes. My heart beat faster. I licked my lips, wanting to taste her. 

“Well, this is cozy.” Lilith cleared her throat. 

Mary’s gaze fell on Lilith, dismissing her with a quick once-over. 

The  difference  between  the  women  amazed  me.  Blonde,  sweet,  and 

tanned, Mary was the  girl next-door. Actually, the  girl down the  hall and to 

the left, but that was semantics. 

In  retrospect,  Lilith  looked  like  a  cartoon  figure,  with  huge  yellow 

eyes and pale skin. Vampires and succubae came to mind when I glanced at 

her black hair and blood red lips. She was darkness to Mary’s light. Funny, I 

wanted them both, and in such different ways. Dark, dirty ways. 

“I’m Lilith.” She stuck out her hand. 

“Mary.”  Mary  glanced  at  me  for  an  explanation.  Her  eyes  burned 

brightly  with  anger,  or  interest  I  wasn’t  sure.  “Are  you  a  friend  of  Jace’s?” 

Maybe Mary held some kind of torch for me after all. Lilith and I answered 

at the same time. 

“No, she’s helping me find—” I began. 
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“Yes,  we  are  good  friends,”  Lilith  stressed  the  word  friends.  “As  a 

matter  of  fact,  I’ll  be  staying  with  him  for  a  few  weeks.”  She  paused, 

grinning. “You know, keeping him in line, protecting him from himself.” 

Mary and I both glared at her, but Lilith merely smiled. Why had she 

lied? Was she trying to make Mary jealous? 

Whatever  Lilith’s  game,  one  look  into  Mary’s  envious  eyes  and  I 

decided to play it. For me, this was a win-win. Lilith would help me find the 

kid and get the girl. 

“I  see.  Well,  it  was  nice  to  meet  you.”  Mary  turned  toward  her 

apartment, but Lilith stopped her. 

“I think we’ve met before.” 

Mary laughed. “I doubt it.” 

Ouch. The claws had come out. I loved a good catfight, so I stepped 

back and let the fur fly. 

“Oh, I’m almost sure of it.” Lilith smiled, her teeth gleaming against 

the dark red of her lips. “Don’t worry, it will come to me.” 

“Don’t strain  yourself.” Mary  grinned, an  evil smirk that heated  my 

blood. “You’ll need all your energy to handle Jace.” 

“Thanks for the advice,” Lilith said, her voice strained with laughter. 

“But for your information, I can HANDLE anything.” 

This  was  getting  out  of  hand.  Next  they  would  be  comparing  notes 

and  for  some  reason,  I  didn’t  think  I  would  come  out  a  winner.  I  needed  a 

distraction and I needed one right now. 

The roar of a .357 Magnum fired at close range did the trick. 
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Eight 



“Fucking  rats.”  Siddhartha,  my  neighbor  from  the  end  of  the  hall, 

fired another round into the plaster wall of the hallway. On the other side of 

the  wall,  a  squeak,  followed  by  the  thud  of  a  small  corpse  hitting  the  floor, 

sounded. We all glanced at the hole in the wall, and then at the demented guy 

with the gun. 

“Hey, Sid,” I called, happy to see the crazy old man the other tenants 

jokingly referred to as “The Pillsbury Doughboy.” I. however, suspected Sid 

was  a  lapsed  Buddha  from  the  shape  and  smell  of  him.  Something  like  fat, 

bald  guy, spoiled beer, and  enlightenment. Worse, he  spoke in  meaningless, 

fractured sentences that annoyed me. At times, squeezing the life out of him 

held more appeal than pressing his tummy for a cheap giggle. 

Sid glanced at us, his eyes raking over Mary and Lilith. “Do not have 

evil-doers  for  friends.  Do  not  have  low  people  for  friends.  Have  virtuous 

people for friends. Have for friends the best of men.” 

“Ummm, thanks.” I shrugged, “How are things with you?” 

Lilith smiled, and responded in some foreign tongue. The words flew 

from  her  mouth,  sounding  exotic  and  hot.  I  had  no  idea  what  she  said,  but 

whatever  it  was  caused  Sid’s  face  to  wrinkle.  He  flipped  her  the  bird  and 

walked back into his apartment. 

I raised my hands in question. “What’d you say?” 

She rubbed her chin. “I have no idea. I don’t speak Tibetan.” I raised 

an eyebrow, but before I could question her further, she said, “We should go. 

Now.” 

I  frowned,  but  the  look  on  her  face  convinced  me  quick  enough. 

“Okay, but what about Bob?” 

“Angel you mean?” 

Shit. “Yeah, Angel.” I yawned, overcoming by an intense exhaustion. 

My  legs  felt  heavy,  so  heavy  I  couldn’t  raise  them.  I  closed  my  eyes, 

preparing to lie down and take a tiny, little nap. 

A  sharp,  stinging  slap  across  my  face  knocked  me  from  the  trance. 

Lilith rubbed her palm, a smile on her face. “I’ve wanted to do that since the 

moment I met you.” 
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“Glad  I  could  fulfill  that  fantasy.”  I  shook  my  head,  ridding  it  of 

whatever spell I had slipped under. “Let’s get the hell out of here.” 

I grabbed Lilith’s hand and ran down the stairs. Mary stood at the top 

step,  her  beautiful  face  glowing  in  the  sunlight.  Her  eyes  sparkled  indigo 

waves, eyes like the calm waters of the ocean before a storm. 

I stopped at the bottom of the stairwell. “Mary.” 

“Damn it.” Lilith twisted her fingers in my belt loop and dragged me 

out the door. 

On the street, she pulled  me into a pale blue 1972 Gremlin.  Yeah, a 

Gremlin. The lamest car ever built, and probably a decade older than Lilith. 

“Nice ride.” I waved to the rust-spotted vehicle. 

“It gets me around.” 

“And in style.” I opened the passenger side door and slid inside. The 

interior  seemed  new,  clean,  and  smelled  of  foreign  tobacco  and  feminine 

mystery. “Where are we going?” 

“To  see  my  ex-husband.”  Lilith  shoved  a  key  into  the  ignition, 

pumped the  gas a few times, and punched the  dashboard before starting the 

engine.  I  raised  an  eyebrow.  She  shook  her  head.  “I’m  a  bit  superstitious.” 

The car turned over with a pop, and we took off down the street. 

So there we were, rushing across town on the way to visit Lilith’s ex-

husband,  in  hopes  of  finding  the  son  of  God.  Even  odder,  a  blond-headed 

angel  ran  after  the  Gremlin,  his  white  robe  flowing  behind  him,  hair  rollers 

bouncing in the wind. 

I glanced in the passenger side mirror and laughed. Lilith looked over 

at me and I shrugged. We were better off without the angel anyway. I rolled 

up my window, and cracked up the radio to drown out the angel’s cries for us 

to stop. 

The  radio  newscaster  was  saying:  “People  in  Newark  area  are 

flabbergasted  by  the  spoiled  milk.  Is  it  some  sort  of  terrorist  attack  on  our 

nation’s dependence on dairy—” 

I flipped the radio off, and rubbed my five o’clock shadow. “Do you 

want to talk about what happened back there?” 

“Not really, but I will if you insist.” 

“I insist.” 

She sighed loudly. “Fine. Mary.” 

That was it. Mary. Was it supposed to mean something? “What about 

her?” 

“You’re kidding me, right?” Her eyes widened. The sun reflected off 

her  black  pupils,  and  a  stirring  of  something  deep  inside  me  grew.  Fear? 

Lust? Evil? 

Lilith  braked  hard  and  pulled  into  an  empty  alleyway.  She  stopped 

the car, got out, and started pacing. 

I stepped out too, but wearily. “Are you jealous?” 

Her cat-eyes exploded into burning amber embers. “Jealous?” Her 
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fist caught me in the solar plexus. 

I  doubled  over,  trying  hard  not  to  puke.  “What  the  fuck  was  that 

for?” 

“Do  you  know  the  danger  you’re  in?”  She  bent  down  next  to  me, 

raising my face to meet her eyes. 

I  pushed  her  away.  “No,  and  you  do?”  Danger?  I’d  lost  God’s  kid. 

How much more danger could I be in? Hell might be too nice of a place for 

me once the Big Guy got word of how badly I’d fucked up. 

“Don’t  trust  anyone,  not  even  your  own  eyes.  Forces  are  at  work. 

Evil forces sent to—” 

I cut her off with a wave. “Destroy me and the very universe. Yeah, 

I’ve heard it before.” 

“This isn’t a joke.” 

“I  never  said  it  was.”  I  straightened,  sucking  in  a  polluted  breath  of 

city air. “While I appreciate your concern, I don’t need it. What I do need is 

to find the  kid, and find  him fast. So  you  either  help  me  with that, or leave 

me the fuck alone.” 

“Fine, but don’t say I didn’t warn you.” 

I smiled.  A  warning  I could live  with.  Another fist into the  gut, and 

she and I would have problems. 
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Nine 



Thirty minutes later, the Gremlin pulled to the curb of the Ministry of 

the  2nd  Coming  Church  of  Latter  Day  Southern  Baptists,  or  MCCLDSB  for 

short, even though the acronym wasn’t all that short. 

The building looked like any other on the Upper East Side; Madison 

Avenue  wealth  mixed  with  5th  Avenue  pretension.  Decorated  in  floor  to 

ceiling  stained-glass,  the  church  resembled  a  whorehouse,  but  without  the 

fun. 

“Your  ex  works  here?”  I  shielded  my  eyes  from  the  intense  glare 

reflecting off the brightly colored building. Lilith didn’t strike me as a church 

going gal, and she seemed too young to have been married and divorced. But 

then again, I’d been married three times in my thirty-three years on Earth. So 

what did I know? 

“Yeah. He wasn’t always a saint.” She winked once, and climbed the 

stairs to the double brass church doors. 

I followed behind, watching the hustle and flow of the congregation. 

People  smiled  serenely  at  Lilith  but  didn’t  approach,  almost  as  if  we  had  a 

protective bubble of jaded religiosity. 

“Where  is  he?”  She  motioned  to  a  smiling  poster  of  a  cap-toothed 

minister with bleached blond hair and a plastic grin. 

A  woman  with  the  same  affected  smile  answered,  “He’s  preparing 

for tonight’s sermon on the sins of the flesh. Sex outside the marriage bed is 

a sure path to damnation.” 

I  hoped  so.  What  fun  would  it  be  otherwise?  I  tried  to  get  Lilith’s 

attention, but she barreled through the flock. She was a woman on a mission. 

I caught up to her a few seconds later as she opened a heavy wooden 

door and slipped  inside.  A shout  of surprise sounded,  followed by a squeak 

of pain. 

Fearing  for  her  safety,  I  rushed  in,  only  to  find  the  blond  minister 

holding  his  bloody  nose,  and  a  girl  probably  no  older  than  sixteen  on  her 

knees in front of him. 

Lilith helped the girl to her feet, said something in a sharp voice, and 

punched the reverend again, this time in the nuts. He dropped like a brick, 
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eyes rolling back into his head. 

“Jace. Meet the esteemed minister, Adam Just, my sleazy ex-husband 

and  all  around  rat  bastard.”  She  punctuated  the  statement  with  a  kick  to  his 

ribs. 

“It’s  a  pleasure.”  I  took  two  steps  into  the  richly  decorated  room, 

gently  closing  the  door  behind  the  parting  teenager.  I  guess  God  paid  well. 

“So should we ask for his help now or wait until his testes crawl back down 

from his throat?” 

She  laughed.  “Oh,  he’ll  help  us.  Don’t  worry  about  it.”  Walking 

around the reverend’s desk, she plopped into his chair and tapped a few keys 

on his computer keyboard. 

I took the time to study  Adam. He  wasn’t  what I had  expected. The 

bad-boy,  Samuel,  from  last  night’s  beat-down  seemed  much  more  Lilith’s 

style.  This  guy  looked  like  every  mother’s  wet  dream,  an  MBA  with  good 

genes  and  a  healthy  disposable  income.  He  was  older  than  Lilith  too,  much 

older, maybe mid-forties. 

“How  long  were  you  married?”  I  bent  down,  and  lifted  Adam’s 

eyelid. Whiteness stared back. 

“Less  than  two  months,”  she  responded.  “I  came  home  and  found 

him fucking a girl five years younger than me, and worse, she was enjoying 

his fumbling a hell of a lot more than I ever did.” 

“Ouch.” 

She shook her head. “You know what I got in the divorce settlement? 

A burial plot in Hebron. That’s it. I get to spend all  eternity planted  next to 

this  asshole.”  Her  fingers  waved  to  the  floor  and  the  man  groaning  on  it. 

“And his trophy wife, Eve, who—get this—changed her name from Emily so 

they could create a religious empire.” 

“I  hear  Hebron’s  nice  this  time  of  year.”  I  tried  for  funny,  but  the 

glare she shot  me said I  missed the  mark. “So if he’s such a prick. Why are 

we here?” 

“Never  underestimate  the  faithful.  In  this  case,  I  mean  the  morons 

who  hang  on  Adam’s  every  word.  They  are  like  an  army  of  informants,  all 

ready to squeal on thy neighbor at the drop of a hat.” 

“What makes you think they’ll know anything about the kid?” 

She glanced up at me, speaking slowly as if to a child. “What makes 

you think they won’t?” 

My  lips  tightened.  “Before  we  go  any  further,  you  have  to  promise 

me something.” 

She  nodded,  looking  like  a  little  girl  playing  dress  up,  who  is  not 

quite sure how to walk in high heels. 

“No more answering questions with a question. From now on, when I 

ask you something, I want a straight answer. None of this Zen bullshit.” 

Relief flashed in her eyes. “Whatever you say, Grasshopper.” 

I rubbed my chin, debating just how long a stint I would serve if I 
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strangled  her,  surely  not  more  than  twenty  years.  Hell,  with  God  as  a 

character witness I might get out in ten. 

Beep. 

The  desktop  computer  drew  my  attention.  Lilith  tapped  a  couple 

more keys. “Bingo.” She hit print, and out shot a flyer with the kid’s picture 

on it. 

“Where did you get that?” I pointed to the paper. 

She  tossed  her  black  hair  and  smirked.  “I’m  more  than  just  a  pretty 

face.” 

I took a menacing step toward her. 

“Fine. Social Services. They keep track of all children in foster care, 

especially  those  places  with…  less  than  desirable  foster  parents.”  She 

emphasized the last part for my benefit. 

Like Social Services, I knew just how undesirable a parent I was. Just 

last week, I fed the kid a box of cat chow for dinner. In my defense, cat was 

spelled kat, like kit-kat, so it was a mistake any parent could make. 

“You  hacked  the  foster  care  computer?”  I  wondered  what  else  she 

could do. Maybe erase a few traffic tickets? 

“Not  really.”  Her  eyes  sparkled.  “Adam  runs  an  orphanage,  so  his 

computer is linked to the mainframe. I just used his username and password 

to get in.” 

“And how did you know his username and password?” 

“BigManlyMan  and  GodsRightHand.  Real  tough.  I  was  married  to 

the  guy  after  all.”  She  pushed  from  the  desk,  stood,  and  wandered  to  the 

puddle  of  Adam  lying  on  the  floor.  “Wake  up.”  She  smacked  him  on  the 

forehead, none too lightly. 

“Ahaaaaa.” Adam’s eyes watered, but at least he was conscious. 

“I’m looking for a fourteen-month-old boy, and I need your help.” 

“Fuck you.” He shoved her away. 

Off balance  in a pair of six-inch black  leather platform boots, Lilith 

teetered  before  tipping  backward  onto  Adam’s  desk.  The  helpful  computer 

flipped  off  the  edge,  and  crashed  onto  the  floor.  Glass  shattered  and  Adam 

shrieked. 

I  grabbed  Lilith,  steadying  her  before  advancing  on  Adam.  He 

labored to his feet, swaying back and forth while gripping his package. 

Being a  guy,  I felt almost sorry for  him.  Almost. I smacked  my fist 

into his stomach, and he dropped to the floor once more. 

“We’re going to try this again. A child is  missing, and  you’re  going 

to help us find him, or else I’m going to rip you apart.” 

“Who are you?” he wheezed. 

Lilith answered, “Sorry. Adam,  you  know Nemamiah, the righter of 

injustice,  and  protector  of  the  innocent.  Remember,  he  destroys  evil  pricks 

like you who prey on innocence?” 

I choked. That damn name. I raised a questioning eyebrow. If she 
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knew  that  name,  what  else  did  she  know?  Did  she  know  about  the  kid?  Or 

more importantly, why the hell was the kid given to me for protection? And 

why the fuck everyone believed I was Nemamiah in the first place? I decided 

to play along, acting the angel part even if it dammed me. 

“Now is not the time.” Her eyes bore into my quizzical ones. I gave a 

small nod, letting it go for the moment. 

“Nemamiah? Really?” Adam licked his lips. 

Exposed  and  dirtied  by  the  look  in  his  eye,  I  shook  my  head  to  rid 

myself  of  the  feeling.  What  had  Lilith  seen  in  this  douche?  “No,  I  just  go 

around telling people that. Now tell us what you know about the child before 

I—”  What did angels do? Blow fire? Play really bad harp music?  

“One  of  my  flock  reported  seeing  a  glowing  child,  but  I  didn’t  pay 

him much mind.” He wiped the drying blood from his face. “He claimed the 

child turned a gallon of milk into whiskey, but what kind of miracle is that?” 

I  grinned.  I’d  taught  the  kid  that  trick.  “Where  did  he  see  the  kid?” 

But I answered my own question, thinking back to the news report I heard on 

the radio. “Newark.” Hell’s own lair. 

Lilith’s 

face 

paled. 

“We 

need 

bigger 

guns.” 
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Ten 



I  drove  the  Gremlin  through  the  deserted  streets  of  Newark,  New 

Jersey, with trepidation. Lilith, in the seat next to me, flexed her fingers on a 

big-ass  gun,  a  .50  caliber  Smith  &  Wesson  Magnum  500  big-ass  gun.  This 

gun could take out a brick wall, three bodies, and a cow if fired right. 

“It’ll  be  okay.”  I  glanced  at  her  for  the  tenth  time,  reassuring  her 

more than myself. After all, I had nine lives and a moronic angel to watch my 

back. What did Lilith have? Me. Yep, she was good as fucked. 

“Stop saying that!” The crack of her palm against  my  jeans clad  leg 

emphasized her desire for me to shut up. “Let’s just find the child and get the 

hell out of here.” 

While that was my plan, I couldn’t help but think it would be nice to 

know  who  pulled  the  strings.  Neutralize  that  threat,  and  I’d  have  no  more 

worries. 

The obvious answer was Satan, but why? And why now? The Alpha 

and the Omega guaranteed one thing, real estate prices in hell were about to 

skyrocket. 

“Pull  in  there.”  Tapping  the  Jesus  GPS  planted  in  the  dashboard  of 

her Gremlin, Lilith grinned, and then pointed to a dark underground parking 

garage  in  the  worst  section  of  the  city.  Even  the  cops  refused  to  stumble 

around down there. 

I  did  as  she  asked,  braking  hard  as  we  slipped  through  the  concrete 

structure. “You’ll be able to track the kid?” 

She nodded, pulling the Jesus GPS from the dashboard. It resembled 

a cell phone but thinner. We  exited the car, taking a  minute to adjust to the 

stench of New Jersey, and car exhaust. Once we got our bearings, she booted 

the GPS up, and blinked at the glaring beaming of light that burst from it. 

I  jumped  back,  afraid  of  being  burned  by  the  whiteness.  The  light 

circled the car, and exploded into fifteen different glowing pinpoints. 

One of the beams shot through my chest. An odd feeling, sort of like 

a caress, but amplified by a couple thousand volts. It wasn’t exactly painful, 

but  it  also  wasn’t  a  feeling  I’d  want  to  repeat.  The  light  winked  out  after  a 

few seconds, and I felt saddened by the departure. 
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“What the hell was that?” I rubbed at the place where human had met 

flashlight. 

“Have  you  ever  heard  the  saying:  God  works  in  mysterious  ways?” 

Lilith smiled, and pointed the tracking device into the air. The beam changed 

from a stream of white lights into one beacon of blue. “He’s close.” 

A trace of sulfur swirled around us. “He’s not the only one. Move it.” 

I pushed Lilith toward the underground elevator, but it was too late. 

Five  demons  appeared.  Pishachas,  or  Hindu  demons  by  the  look  of 

them.  Bulging  veins,  red  eyes,  and  the  stench  of  curry  swirled  around  them 

like a chorus line in a Bollywood musical. 

“Liyliyth.” They danced in unison, tails wagging. “We missed you.” 

“Friends  of  yours?”  I  gestured  to  Lilith  and  pulled  my  nine-

millimeter. Not that a gun would do a damn bit of good, but it would give me 

a small measure of comfort as my limbs were ripped from my body. 

Boom. 

Sparks  flew  from  the  barrel  of  Lilith’s  gun.  The  weapon  recoiled, 

sending Lilith flying across the pavement. She hit the ground with a squeak. 

I  glanced  from  Lilith,  sprawled  unladylike  on  the  ground,  to  the 

Pishachas.  One  of  the  cuter  demons  wore  a  watermelon-sized  hole  in  her 

torso, directly below her heart. Blackness seeped from the wound, rising into 

the air like mid-afternoon pollution. 

A wail screeched from the remaining demons, a loud piercing cry of 

grief  and  hate.  I  blocked  my  ears,  but  the  sound  bounced  around  my 

brainpan. 

“Shut  up.” From  her  position  on  the  ground,  Lilith  fired  three  more 

rounds.  The  bullets  struck  true,  but  the  demons  didn’t  fall.  Instead,  they 

moved closer. 

I  flipped  through  my  mental  good  versus  evil  training  manual.  A 

manual  reluctantly  provided  by  the  angel  after  he  arrived  at  my  door,  baby 

Jesus in his heavenly arms. Thankfully, Hades had supplemented my reading 

with demon lessons, and booze. 

Let’s see, there was: Paimon, Pazuzu, Penemue, Phenex... Damn, too 

many fucking demons. Too many hangovers. 

Pishachas. 

Bingo. 

Now how did I stop them? 

“Aum  Aem  Khreem  Kleem  Chamundaya  Vich.”  Lilith  stumbled  to 

her  feet  as  she  chanted  the  words.  Her  voice  grew  stronger  with  each 

incantation, and the demons slowly backed away. 

I translated in my head. The mantra equated to killing ones enemies, 

and bringing great happiness to ones friends. 

Oh,  that  wasn’t  good.  A  burning  started  in  my  lower  body,  like 

flames  licking  along  my  clothing,  until  an  intense  pressure  inside  me 

exploded. 
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“Shut the fuck up,” I ordered Lilith seconds before it was too late. 

She stuck out her tongue and repeated the curse, “Aum Aem Khreem 

Kleem Chamundaya Vich.” 

Poof. 

In  a  puff  of  curry-based  smoke,  the  demons  vanished  as  quickly  as 

they  had  appeared.  But  it  was  too  late  for  me.  I  fell  to  the  concrete  in  an 

exhausted heap, my breath coming in short gasps. 

Lilith ran to me, her hands still grasping her big-ass gun. “Are you all 

right?” 

I shook my head, trying to catch my breath as I hovered in the place 

between life and death, better known as the afterglow. My heavy eyes closed, 

and a soft snore escaped my lips. 

Her  hands  grabbed  my  shoulders  and  shook  me,  hard.  “Damn  it, 

Jace. Answer me. Are you okay?” 

“Damn  it  Lilith,  don’t  ever  do  that  again.”  Embarrassment,  a  new 

feeling  for  me,  heated  my  face.  I  hadn’t  cum  in  my  pants  since  fifth  grade 

when my eighth grade girlfriend had cupped my nuts at recess. 

“Come  on,  at  least  you  had  a  happy  ending.”  She  pulled  me  to  my 

feet,  my  blood  slowly  leaking  back  into  my  brain.  She  added,  glancing 

around  the  parking  garage,  “Besides,  the  demons  are  gone,  and  you’re  no 

worse  for  wear.”  Her  lips  formed  a  wicked  grin.  “Maybe  you  should  thank 

me.” 

“Yeah,  right.  Find  the  kid  and  I’ll  give  you  plenty  of  thanks.”  I 

picked  up  the  blue  beamed  tracking  device  and  followed  the  intense  glow 

down the street. 
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Eleven 



Zap. A pulse of electricity shot through my hand, the handheld Jesus 

finder  cupped  inside  of  it.  The  light  winked  out,  and  darkness  swallowed 

Lilith  and  me.  “What  happened?”  I  asked,  my  hand  slipping  to  my  nine-

millimeter. 

“He’s here.” Lilith dropped to her knees and caressed the ground. 

“Where?  I  don’t  see  shit.”  Trash,  not  Jesus,  littered  the  ground. 

Condoms, needles, and cigarette butts, yes, but no tiny Messiah. 

She cocked her head and sniffed the air. “Do you smell that?” 

I inhaled sharply and smirked. New  Baby Jesus smell. A  mixture  of 

baby puke, carrot sticks, and purity. The kid was close. “Hey kid, where you 

at?” 

No response. 

“J.C.,  it’s  all  right,  sweetheart.  We  are  here  to  help  you.”  Lilith 

circled  the  sidewalk,  kicking  at  the  bushes  as  if  she  was  searching  for  a 

wayward cat.  Here Messiah, here Messiah.  

“He is gone.” The angel appeared suddenly, looking like he had been 

run over by a truck. “No, a bulldozer if you must know,” he said with a huff. 

“Where did he go?” Lilith shook a fist at the angel. 

He  visibly  swallowed.  “I  cannot  say.”  Smack.  “Owww!  Fine.  His 

captors took him some place safer. Newark is no place for a child.” 

“Where?”  I  glanced  at  the  angel  before  focusing  on  the  three  gang 

members  circling  us  like  prey.  And  why  not?  A  hot  girl,  a  guy  with  cum-

stained jeans, and a freak in hair rollers and a white robe made for tempting 

victims. 

The angel rolled his eyes. “The kidnappers went home.” 

Home? Was that Heaven or New York? 

A  flash  of  lightening  in  the  distance  highlighted  the  New  York 

skyline and answered that question. 

“Thanks for the help,” I told the angel as I took Lilith’s hand. 

“Thanks  would  not  be  necessary,”  the  angel  sneered,  “if  you  would 

do a better job.” 

I smiled and waved to one of the gangbangers. “That dude in white 
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just called you a pussy.” 

The angel’s mouth dropped open, and Lilith and I disappeared down 

the street. 

~ * ~ 

Smoke  flared  around  my  head.  I  waved  it  away  and  examined  the 

woman  next  to  me.  God,  she  was  a  beauty.  Mystery.  Danger.  Evil.  Snakes. 

Medusa winked at me, and I turned back to Lilith, who was seated a bar stool 

away.  The  Underworld  seemed  like  the  perfect  place  to  drink  our 

disappointments away. 

“What’s  plan  B?”  I  took  a  long  drink  of  my  Heineken,  rolling  the 

mellow flavor along my tongue and down my throat. 

“Do you have a plan B, because I sure as hell don’t.” She lit another 

cigarette, ignoring the one already burning in the ashtray in front of her. 

“We  will  find  him.”  Why  I  wanted  to  console  her  was  beyond  me, 

but I did. Pulling her into my arms, I stroked the scar on the back of her neck. 

“Trust me. I will not let you or him down.” 

She  grinned, but shoved  me away. “I know. It’s  in  your blood. You 

can’t help it. God’s chosen one.” Her smile grew grim. “But I’m not all that 

innocent, Jace, and you’re not invincible.” 

Passion  flared  between  us  as  my  fingers  caressed  her  face.  “I’m  no 

angel, and Heaven to me is a cold beer, a naked woman, and a hockey game. 

So you tell me, why am I the chosen one?” 

“You’re God’s—” 

“Come sail away, come sail away…” The boom of music through the 

bar  room  speakers  cut  off  Lilith’s  words,  and  broke  the  spell  of  intimacy, 

leaving me flushed. I pounded my fist on the bar with frustration, both sexual 

and spiritual. 

Lilith jumped from her barstool and motioned to the bathroom. For a 

second she seemed to glow like the fires of hell, then she disappeared into the 

crowd, leaving me staring after her. 

Lilith’s wine glass was empty, so I flagged Hades down and gestured 

for  another  round.  As  our  drinks  arrived  the  jukebox  fell  silent,  and  the  bar 

door opened. Intense white pissed-off angel light flew into the room followed 

by one pissed off angel. 

He  stomped  toward  me,  halting  an  inch  from  my  nose.  “Do  you 

know what those men did to me?” 

I  wiped  at  a  glob  of  stinking  angel  spit  clinging  to  my  shirt,  and 

raised an  eyebrow. He  didn’t look  hurt. If anything,  he  wore a new layer  of 

protoplasmic glow. 

“They…  I…”  The  angel  swallowed  hard.  “They  made  me 

blaspheme. How could you—” 

I reached behind the bar, and handed him a foamy clear drink with a 

red umbrella and two cherries. “Here. I got you a Zima.” 

His eyes misted, and the angry glow flicked off like a light bulb. “For 
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me? I thought they didn’t serve it here.” 

“I  stopped  at  the  liquor  store  next  door.”  I  hadn’t  really.  Instead,  I 

had  filled  a  glass  with  seven-up  and  vodka.  He  would  never  know  the 

difference.  Angels,  unlike  their  demon  counterparts,  could  not  indulge  in 

pleasures  of  the  flesh,  including  eating  and  drinking,  or  so  the  angel  had 

mentioned a million times in our short acquaintance. 

“Thank  you.”  He  sniffed  once,  and  like  the  crying  Christ  statue  in 

Bolivia, a blood-red tear slipped down his face, staining his robe pink. 

“You’re  welcome.”  Yeah, I’m an asshole. “I  need a favor.” Anyone 

else  would  have  looked  suspicious  at  my  sudden  gesture  of  friendship,  but 

not the angel. His serene smile pricked my conscience, but I shook it off. “I 

want you to lie to God for me.” 

“What?”  The  ”Zima”  in  his  hand  crashed  to  the  floor.  He  looked 

around as if he was being Punk’d. “Lie to God? Are you insane?” 

Probably. “A small lie.” 

“But He’s omniscient.” 

I’d heard that. “Sure, but He’s also a busy guy. What’s one little lie?” 

“No.” 

“Just  don’t  mention  the  kid’s  missing  when  you  give  your  weekly 

report. That’s all.” I smiled, trying to instill confidence. “Come on, friend,” I 

said,  nearly  gagging  on  the  word.  “I  just  need  a  little  more  time  to  find  the 

kid.” 

The  angel  gave  a  barely  perceptibly  nod,  his  ectoplasmic  glow 

dimming.  Slapping  the  angel  on  the  shoulder,  I  waved  to  Hades.  “Get  my 

buddy here another Zima.” 

God taken care  of,  now  I  had to  find the  kid,  defeat the kidnappers, 

and  figure  out  what  Lilith  was  before  it  was  too  late.  Because,  she  wasn’t 

what or who she appeared to be, and that made her even more dangerous. 

Returning from the bathroom, Lilith threw back the full glass of wine 

on  the  bar,  and  smiled  at  me.  “What  do  you  say  we  get  out  of  here?  Make 

tonight a night never to forget?” 

Hell  of  an  idea.  Weeding  Lilith  through  the  bar  packed  with  Gods 

and Goddesses, I called over my shoulder to the angel, “Don’t wait up.” 

Outside  of  the  Underworld,  the  night  closed  around  us.  An 

ambulance  siren  screamed  in  the  distance,  and  steam  rose  from  the  metal 

grates, but here, in our dark corner, it felt as if we  were the  only people  left 

on Earth. 

I brushed a strand of hair from Lilith’s cheek. “So where to?” 

“Queens.” Moonlight illuminated the starkness of her skin, and for a 

moment, her yellow eyes burned red. 

I should have said no, pleaded exhaustion or dysentery, but stupidly I 

nodded, hailed a taxi, and slipped to the dark side. 
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Twelve 



Three a.m., a few beers, a  mysterious  girl  with a big-ass gun, and a 

cemetery in Queens. What could possibility go wrong? 

I lit a  match. The brief flare  of  light bounced  off the  gravestones  of 

some  of  the  biggest  names  in  mobster  history.  Joey  Diamonds.  Lupo  the 

Wolf.  Lefty  Guns  Ruggiero.  Cold  blooded  killers  sleeping  with  the  worms. 

Romantic. 

“What  are  we  doing  here?”  I  shook  out  the  match  before  it  burned 

my fingers. Lilith didn’t answer. Instead, she slipped between the headstones 

like a child at a playground. In and out she weaved, the blackness of her hair 

and dress absorbed by the darkness. 

Losing  her behind a stack of  headstones, I jogged to catch up, but it 

wasn’t  fear  that  quickened  my  steps.  I  didn’t  fear  the  dead,  worm  riddled 

bodies or decomposing flesh. Nope, it was the damned who scared me. Those 

that had shuffled off their mortal coil, chained to this world by the lives they 

lived, or in some cases, lives unlived. 

Dammed if you did, and dammed if you didn’t. 

Queens  smelled  bad  enough,  but the  stench  of  the  cemetery  curdled 

my stomach. The aroma of death seeped from rotting graves, swirling around 

the blackness like a disease, ready to strike. Lilith looked right at home. 

“Come  here.”  She  crocked  her  finger  at  me,  and  then  to  a  marble 

mausoleum  a  few  feet  away.  Like  an  idiot,  I  followed,  pausing  outside  the 

heavy stone archway. 

“This  isn’t  going  to  turn  into  one  of  those  late  night  horror  movies, 

the one where the hero follows the succubae to his death?” I stepped inside, 

taking shallow breaths until my nose acclimated to the smell. “If so, don’t tell 

anyone I fell for it.” 

She laughed, reached into her pocket, and pulled out a flask. She took 

a  long  drink,  and  passed  it  to  me.  “Singular  for  female  demon  is  succubus, 

plural is succubae. And what makes you think you’re the hero?” 

“I’m  the  guy  with  the  white  hat.”  I  pointed  to  my  dingy  gray 

skullcap. It might have been white at one point. 

“I’ll try to control my desire to kill you then.” She pushed me further 

43 

 

inside  the  small  room.  Behind  me,  she  struggled  to  pull  the  heavy  door 

closed. The scraping sound of marble and metal exploded in the dark silence, 

but somehow instead of being frightened, I felt reassured. Safe. 

In the blackness, Lilith took my hand, or I hoped like hell that it was 

her  hand.  A  match  flared,  illuminating  Lilith  and  a  fat  black  candle.  She  lit 

the  candle,  and  the  mausoleum  burst  into  light.  A  rush  of  something  curled 

along my spine; lust, desire, terror? 

She  smiled,  reading  my  dark,  dirty  thoughts,  or  maybe  she 

recognized the gleam in my eyes. “Don’t get any ideas.” After all, she didn’t 

strike me as all that innocent. 

“You  wanna  tell  me  what  we’re  doing  here?”  I  sat  on  the  icy  floor, 

sucking in dust-mite dead guy air. The things I do to get laid. 

“Your  apartment  is  condemned.”  She  lit  a  few  more  candles,  all 

black. The flames danced, wavering back and forth in the slight crypt breeze. 

“I know it’s not the Ritz.” I shrugged. “But it ain’t that bad.” 

“No,  it’s  damned.  You  and  I  both  felt  it  this  morning.  There  are 

powers at work. I don’t know if they’re good or evil, but they’re there.” Her 

fingers traced the gold inlayed placeholder for Steve Brodie, the first guy to 

supposedly  jump  off the Brooklyn Bridge and live. “And I’d rather not deal 

with that tonight.” 

“There’s  more  to  it,  isn’t  there?”  I  gave  her  my  best  Clark  Gable 

smile, complete with shiny white teeth. 

She sighed. “I got a phone call before we left the Underworld. A tip 

if you will. A couple of angry demons planned to pay you a visit tonight.” 

That wasn’t quite what I expected to hear. Damn. “And?” 

“And  I  don’t  want  you  to  die,  so  I  brought  you  to  the  one  place  I 

know you’ll be safe.” 

“Who are  you?” Suspicion crept into  my  voice. She  knew too  much 

about me, about the kid, about the darkness to be human. My brain searched 

for  a  name,  for  a  description  of  the  sexy  form  in  front  of  me.  What  did  I 

know  about  her?  Her  ex-husband,  Adam,  preached  submission  to 

brainwashed idiots. Her boyfriend smelled like brimstone and owned a pit of 

hell. Hades called her friend, but could I count on him? 

I  wanted  to  trust  her,  to  believe  she  would  lead  me  to  the  kid,  but  I 

wasn’t born-again yesterday. 

“Who do you want me to be, Jace?” 

“I warned you about that.” 

“About  what?”  She  smirked,  knowing  damn  well.  Striding  past  me, 

her long, lean legs swung to a hypnotic rhythm uniquely Lilith. I reached for 

her, knocking  her into  my  lap. She  fell  willingly  enough. Her hands slipped 

around my neck, and she nipped at my lower lip. 

“Tomorrow.  I’ll  tell  you  everything  you  want  to  know.”  She  traced 

my mouth with the tip of her tongue. She tasted of wine, cigarettes, and salt. 

Salt. Shit. 
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The flask. 

GHB. 

“You  date-rape  drugged  us.”  I  blinked,  more  stunned  than  angry. 

“What the fuck for?” 

“Not us, sweetheart.” She shifted positions on my lap and kissed my 

forehead. “You.” 

Heaviness descended  on  me. “I trusted  you.” My  lungs felt sluggish 

as my heart rate slowed. Was this it? Death by date rape drugs? A part of me 

almost  hoped  so.  It  would  save  me  from  God’s  wrath,  not  to  mention  the 

embarrassment  of  being  drugged  by  a  girl.  The  angel  couldn’t  save  me  this 

time. 

“Hush baby.” Lilith brushed a piece of hair from my eyes. “It won’t 

hurt a bit. Just relax and go to sleep.” 
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Thirteen 



“Ahhhha,”  I  moaned  and  clutched  at  my  fractured  skull,  feeling 

around for fragmented bones and blood, but finding none. My head remained 

intact;  it  just  felt  shattered  into  a  million  pieces.  Next,  I  checked  my  jaw, 

chest, arms, legs, and penis. All still there and ready to go, some parts more 

than others. 

What the hell? I crawled to a sitting position, considered puking, but 

decided against  it. In the  dim, seemingly  never  ending  candlelight,  my  eyes 

inspected  the  mausoleum.  With  the  exception  of  a  missing  Lilith,  nothing 

looked out of place. I stumbled to my feet and toward the door. 

Check that. A missing Lilith and a broken door handle. 

Fuck.  I  was  trapped,  pissed  off  and  claustrophobic  too.  I  had  to  get 

out.  The  walls  warped,  shrinking  in  my  mind’s  eye.  Running  full  tilt  at  the 

door,  I  slipped  on  a  puddle  of  candle  wax,  hit  my  head  against  the  marble 

archway, and knocked myself unconscious. 

Lord knows how much time had passed when I awoke to the rumble 

of  the  granite  door  opening.  A  cooling  breeze  drifted  into  the  room, 

extinguishing  the  flickering  candles.  I  inhaled  deeply,  sucking  in  the  fresh 

scent of cemetery air. 

My  savior  spoke,  “Jace?  Thank  God.  I  was  so  worried.”  Mary  ran 

into my crypt, threw her arms around me, and hugged me tight. She smelled 

of woman, turpentine, and oil based paint. 

Heaven scent. 

“How’d  you  find  me?”  My  voice  bounced  off  the  stone,  sounding 

louder than it  had inside  my  head. I  winced at the sound, but slowly rose to 

my feet, keeping her body close to me. 

“Someone slipped a map under my door. It said you were in trouble, 

so I got here as fast as I could.” 

Ah,  the  angel.  He  said  he  couldn’t  affect  the  timeline  of  someone’s 

life,  but  he  sure  as  hell  interfered  in  mine  at  will.  Just  this  once,  I  was 

thankful for the intervention. Spending an eternity with a bridge jumper and 

two dead New York City mayors held little appeal. 

“What time is it?” I blinked at the glaring sunlight as Mary helped 
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me from the crypt. 

“Noon.” 

Shit. 

“Thursday.” 

What the fuck? I’d been trapped for two days? When I found Lilith I 

was going to— 

“Does  this  have  to  do  with  little  J.C.?”  Mary  trembled,  her  body 

absorbing my rage. 

I  swallowed  the  bile  of  hate,  and  lifted  her  face  to  meet  my  eyes. 

“Yes,  and  it’s  very  dangerous.  I  want  you  to  stay  away  from  me  and  your 

apartment until I get things settled.” 

She  shook  her  head.  “I  can’t,  Jace.  I  have  nowhere  else  to  go,  and 

even less money to get there.” 

She  was  so  innocent,  standing  there  with  big  violet  eyes.  My 

protective  instincts  surfaced,  and  my  thoughts  shifted  from  search  and 

destroy  to  serve  and  protect.  I  would  give  my  life  to  keep  her  and  the  kid 

safe. 

~ * ~ 

Mary and I stopped on Flatbush Avenue for supplies. Little Haiti, as 

Flatbush  was  better  known,  served  the  needs  of  thousands  of  Voodoo 

practitioners  throughout  the  five  boroughs.  Pick  any  storefront,  and  behind 

the fried plantains and bottles of rum were spells for all occasions. 

I  traded  a  golden  cross  I  had  worn  since  my  baptism  for  two 

protection spells and a couple of talismans, one of which was in the shape of 

a blood-sucking succubus that reminded me of Lilith. 

Pulling  off  my  dog  tags,  I  strung  the  talisman  onto  the  heavy  metal 

chain,  and  looped  it  around  Mary’s  neck.  The  clasp  caught  a  strand  of  her 

white-blond  hair.  I  gently  removed  the  strand,  taking  a  moment  to  thread  it 

through my fingers. Its soft, silky texture played havoc with my libido. 

Pulling  away,  Mary  lifted  the  tags  and  smiled.  A  possessiveness  I 

hadn’t felt since wife number one entered my heart. I kissed her, running my 

fingers along her skin. 

“I’ll  keep  you  safe,”  I  promised,  tasting  her  sweetness  with  hungry 

lips. “As long as I’m alive, nothing will hurt you.” 

She stroked my cheek. “Thank you.” 

The blare of a taxi horn interrupted our tender moment. Reluctantly, 

we  climbed inside and returned to the real  world. A  world  where only fools 

made promises and dark-haired succubae ruled. 

~ * ~ 

An  hour  later,  Mary  waited  on  the  street  while  I  crept  into  my 

apartment. No sign of the angel or Lilith, but there was a huge pool of black-

red blood, and a trail of feathers on the floor. My heart sped up. No, not the 

angel. Guilt at bringing death in the form of Lilith to our doorstep rocked my 

otherwise iffy mental state. 

47 

 

I  picked  my  way  through  the  rest  of  my  apartment.  Someone  had 

searched  it,  knocking  over  my  milk-crate  dresser  and  cardboard-box 

bookcase. The kid’s crib lay smashed on the floor. His ragged teddy bear, the 

only toy he owned, lay decapitated in the corner. I focused on the bear parts, 

channeling my rage. 

From  the  kitchen  counter  my  cell  phone  rang.  I  swallowed  hard, 

listening  to  God’s  ringtone,  Knockin’  on  Heaven’s  Door.   Fuck.  Could  this 

day  get  any  worse?  A  small  explosion  on  the  street  below  answered  that 

question. 
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Fourteen 



I ran for the window. Four stories below, Lilith stumbled to her feet, 

the  big-ass  gun  smoking  in  her  hands.  The  barrel  swung  toward  Mary  once 

more. 

“No!” I yelled through the closed window. Lilith glanced up, her face 

burning with rage, eyes glowing like diamonds. Why the fuck was she mad? 

I was the  one  who  had been  drugged and  locked underground for two  days, 

not her. 

She  turned  to  Mary,  and  the  boom  of  the  big-ass  gun  rocked  the 

street,  setting  off  car  alarms  and  fits  of  dogs  barking.  Lilith  flew  backward 

ten feet landing hard on the ground. But Mary remained standing. How? Had 

Lilith missed? It didn’t seem possible. 

I  ran  from  my  apartment  and  down  to  the  street,  pulling  my  nine-

millimeter  before  exiting  the  building.  I  frowned,  watching  as  Lilith’s  pale 

blue Gremlin disappeared around 11th street. 

Mary ran to me, her face pale, limbs trembling. I folded her into my 

body, running my hands over her unmarked skin. No bullet holes. No blood. 

I  lifted  my  dog-tagged  talisman  from  around  her  neck  and  smiled.  I’ll  be 

 damned. It worked. 

“What happened?” I tilted her chin to face me. 

“I  don’t  know.”  She  shook  her  head.  “One  minute  I  was  standing 

there, waiting for you, and the next your girlfriend started shooting.” 

“She’s not my girlfriend,” I mumbled. 

“Then who is she, and why did she try to kill me?” 

“I wish I knew.” 

~ * ~ 

Back  inside  my  apartment,  a  barely  audible  twerp  echoed  from  the 

mobile  phone  in  my  pocket.  I  glanced  at  Mary,  checked  the  caller  ID,  and 

flipped  it  open  with  a  mixture  of  dread  and  inevitability.  If  I  didn’t  answer 

they  would  only  call back, and  keep calling back until I finally answered  or 

shot myself. 

“Hey,  Mom,”  I  said  into  the  phone.  “I’m  kind  of  busy  right  now.” 

Like that mattered. My mother was a talker, and that trait exploded when her 
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first-born son answered the phone. 

“I’ll just be a minute, Jace, baby. I miss you. We all miss you. When 

are you going to come home? Last week I ran into.” 

I  tuned  out,  picturing  the  house  I’d  grown  up  in  with  its  pink 

flamingos  and  white  picket  fence  on  a  couple  of  acres  of  farmland  in  the 

middle  of  Nowhereville,  St.  Francis,  Wisconsin,  population  8,800,  and 

growing smaller as years passed. 

“And your father said to the reverend.” 

Stepfather,  I  nearly  corrected  but  swallowed  the  bitterness  that 

haunted  most  of  my  childhood.  Don’t  get  me  wrong,  Joe  was  the  perfect 

father.  He  loved  me  like  his  own  kid.  He  took  me  to  baseball  games,  and 

taught  me  to  target  shoot.  But  he  wasn’t  biologically  mine.  I’d  grown  up 

longing for a nameless, faceless ‘real’ father. 

My brothers took after Joe, each blond and big. I, on the other hand, 

resembled  anyone  from  the  mailman  to  my  high  school  principal.  My  mom 

swore my biological father was a Peace Corps volunteer passing through our 

small town, but I had my doubts. 

My  mom  had  met  Joe  while  giving  birth  to  me  at  the  hunting  & 

fishing  department  at  Wal-Mart.  An  electrician  by  trade,  Joe  worked  part-

time as a salesman at the store and  had just come  on  shift  when  my  mom’s 

screams rocketed from the aisle. 

The rest, my parents claim,  is history, but I knew better. I owed Joe 

more than I would ever be able to repay. He had given me his name and his 

love without condition, and I had failed him time and again. 

“So  your  brothers  brought  their  families  down  for  Sunday  dinner.  I 

told  them  about  your  new  job  and  they  are  thrilled.  Just  think,  my  son,  a 

Homeland Security agent.” 

I smiled into the phone. Close enough. “Mom, I really have to go.” I 

added,  watching  Mary  bend  to  pick  up  a  broken  glass,  “I’ll  call  you  on 

Saturday.” But we both knew I wouldn’t. 

“I love you, Jace. Be safe.” 

“I  love  you  too,  Mom.”  I  hung  up  the  phone  and  glanced  at  Mary. 

“You don’t have to clean up.” 

She  straightened,  brushing  off  her  jeans.  “Why  would  someone  do 

this to you?” She waved her hands around the trashed apartment. “First little 

J.C., and now this. I’m scared for you.” 

“Don’t be.” I reached for her hand. “I have to go, but I want to make 

sure you’re all right.” 

“Oh,  Jace,  I’m  scared.  Please  stay.”  Her  eyes  lit  with  passion,  and 

need. I wanted her. Wanted her like never before, but I had to track down the 

kid,  and  the  treacherous  bitch,  Lilith  before  someone,  namely  Mary,  ended 

up dead. I stared into her beautiful face, and said, “I can’t.” I pulled away and 

headed for  her apartment. “Lock  yourself  in  your apartment and  don’t  open 

the door to anyone unless it’s me, and even then keep the chain on.” At her 
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apartment door, I kissed her quickly. 

“Be careful,” she whispered as she disappeared inside her apartment. 

I  nodded,  listening  for  the  telltale  click  of  her  deadbolt  locking. 

Satisfied she was as safe as she could be, I headed for the stairs. My stomach 

rumbled, reminding me I hadn’t eaten in two days. I’d kill for a Big Mac, but 

I had more important matters to attend to. 

Halfway down the hall, the stench of dead fish so vile the wallpaper 

peeled from the walls, struck me, knocking me back a step. Sid was making 

sushi again. I rolled my eyes and detoured to his apartment. 

“Sid, open up.” I banged  on  his door, rattling the tiny gold  numbers 

affix to the wood by a screw. 

After  a  few  seconds,  Sid  did  as  I  demanded  but  didn’t  look  happy 

about  it,  his  too  small  shirt  covered  in  blood  and  guts.  “Who  speaks  the 

sound  of  an  echo?  Who  paints  the  image  in  a  mirror?  Where  are  the 

spectacles in a dream? Who knocks on my door? And what does he want?” 

“Listen  Sid,  someone  broke  into  my  apartment.  I  was  hoping  you 

saw who it was.” I waved a hand in front of my nose to dispel the fishy odor. 

He scratched his nuts and replied, “Past mind can't be seized. Present 

mind  can't  be  grasped.  Future  mind  can't  be  sensed.  With  which  mind  will 

you drink the tea?” 

“What?”  I  scratched  my  head.  “I  don’t  want  any  tea.  Did  you  see 

anybody or not?” 

“You  will find  what you seek.” He nodded to himself. “Go and find 

what you desire.” 

“Go  where?” Did  he know  where the  kid  was? “For  once,  man, say 

what the fuck you mean.” 

He frowned, rubbed his fat tummy, and repeated, “Go, and find what 

you desire.” 

I glanced at his hand  on  his stomach and the t-shirt stretched tightly 

across it.  Heavenly Grace Buddhist Temple.  Got it. “Thanks, Sid. I owe you 

one.” 

“I leave, circle, stick, stone. The game of life, of chance, of faith.” 

“Yeah, same to you.” 

Sid  shook  his  head  and  slammed  the  door  in  my  face.  So  much  for 

the kindness of neighbors, but I had a lead. Things looked up, that was until 

my cell phone rang again. 

 “Mama  take  this  badge  off  of  me…”  I  pressed  the  silence  button 

sending God to voicemail. 
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Fifteen 



The Heavenly Grace Temple sat a few blocks from Chinatown on the 

Lower East Side. It didn’t look like a temple, but my frame of reference for 

what a temple actually looked like, came  mostly  from cheesy 1970’s police 

detective shows. 

A  brick  veneer  covered  the  building,  and  a  small,  unobtrusive  sign 

hung over the door. I rang the bell and waited. Minutes passed. Maybe it was 

prayer time, or head shaving day. I rang the bell again. 

A  short,  serene  looking  man  in  a  robe  answered.  His  expression  of 

calm  faltered  slightly  at  my  presence.  Unwarranted,  I  believed.  After  all,  I 

had  showered  before  heading  over  and  the  nine-millimeter  was  concealed 

beneath my sweatshirt. 

“May  I  help  you?”  The  man’s  accent  sounded  upper  crust  WASP. 

Great, a Buddhist CPA. 

“Sid  sent  me.”  I  gently  pushed  open  the  front  door  and  stepped 

inside. “He said you had something of mine here.” I sniffed the air. No new 

Jesus smell. Damn. 

“We  have  been  waiting  for  you.”  He  gestured  for  me  to  follow. 

“Sorry for my rudeness, but we cannot be too careful.” 

My  stomach  growled,  as  the  scent  of  fried  animal  flesh  tickled  my 

nostrils. Weren’t Buddhists vegan? Something wasn’t right. “Why don’t you 

tell me exactly what you expected?” 

“Are you not on the noble path?” 

Why  did  everybody  answer  a  question  with  a  question?  What  the 

fuck  happened to the straight answer? “I think there’s  some sort of  mistake. 

I’m looking for a kid, not to convert.” 

“You are not a Buddhist?” He stopped, face paling under my gaze. 

“No.  Don’t  get  me  wrong,  I  love  what  you  guys  do.  The  airport 

drumming and sing-alongs are loads of fun, but I can’t quite pull off wearing 

a dress.” I pointed down at my jean clad legs. “Chicken legs.” 

The  Buddhist’s lips thinned. “We are not Hare Krishnas. We do  not 

wear dresses, nor do we hold sing-alongs.” 

“Oh, sorry.” Shit. I probably should’ve read the religions manual the 
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angel provided, but it was over a million pages, and I’d never  even finished 

Stephen King’s,  The Stand. 

Another guy, who wore a robe that barely covered a row of tattooed 

Sanskrit  lettering  around  his  arm,  handed  my  CPA  Buddhist  a  plain  white 

paper bag. A grease stain appeared on the bottom. 

My robe-wearer opened the bag, sneered, and quickly closed it. “This 

is what you desire?” He shook his head. “Now go before more unenlightened 

ones  get  the  sudden  urge  for  flesh.”  He  pushed  the  bag  into  my  hand  and 

pushed me out the door. 

What was that about? I peeked into the bag, and laughed. A Big Mac 

stared  from  the  paper  depths,  mocking  me.  My  one  true  desire  happened  to 

be a hamburger, and damn, if Sid hadn’t come through. 

I  wolfed  the  sandwich  down,  thought  about  desiring  a  drink,  but 

decided against  it. Getting  my ass kicked by a bunch  of  Buddhists  wasn’t a 

productive way to spend my day. 

But I did need a drink, and I knew just where to find it. 

~ * ~ 

“Hades,  what  the  hell  is  she?”  I  sipped  a  beer,  watching  as  Hades 

scrub  a  tar-crusted  glass.  I’d  come  to  the  Underworld  looking  for  answers, 

but so far had only found a Heineken. 

“What is who?” Hades scratched his head. A snake ratted in anger. 

Again with the questions. “Lilith. The PI you called. Who is she, and 

why did  you send  her to help me?” 

His  mouth  dropped.  “Lilith?  No  shit?  I  didn’t  send  her.  I  wouldn’t 

put her on my worst enemy, let alone someone I called friend.” 

“Thanks,  I  think.  So  she  wasn’t  the  PI  who  located  Persephone?”  I 

was a fucking moron. I never questioned her presence, nor the fact she didn’t 

look like any detective I’d ever seen. 

“Hell  no.” Hades smiled;  venom  dripping from  his follicles. “Is that 

who  you  were  with  the  other  night?  I  wondered  what  she  looked  like  in 

human form.” 

“Yeah.  You  wanna  fill  me  in?  Who  is  she?”  I  pounded  my  beer  on 

the bar, rousing Dionysus. He burped out a hello and fell asleep again. 

“She  is  the  mother  of  all  succubae.  The  first  wife  of  Adam,  said  to 

have tempted Eve  into feeding him the apple. She  is also Satan’s mistresses 

and as evil as they come. E-V-I-L.” 

Stupid Angel, and his ‘she smells human’ assurance. He was an idiot, 

and Lilith, the bitch, was the  origin  of dastardly deeds. “Great.” I shook  my 

head, slumping lower on the barstool. 

“Legend has it, she has the head of a lion and a scorpion vagina. Not 

a woman to mess with. But, brother, she is smoking HOT. I’d get me a piece 

of that.” 

“Hades!  If I  ever  hear—” Persephone shouted from the locked back 

office. 
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“Sorry, pumpkin.” Hades glanced around sheepishly. “Jace, you have 

to be very careful. If she finds J.C. before you do, all the prayer in the world 

ain’t gonna save us.” 


“I’ll  find  him.”  But  where?  A  half-assed  idea  formed  in  my  brain. 

Devine intervention maybe, but chances were it was plain stupidity. 
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Sixteen 



I spent the rest of the day hunting for the kid, tracking new reports of 

suspicious  happenings,  and  supposed  miracles  throughout  the  city.  An 

exorcism of an infant in the Bronx turned out to be gas, and a priest faked a 

bleeding  statue  of  the  Virgin  Mary  in  Queens.  At  least  I  wasn’t  hard  up 

enough to e-Bay grilled cheese sandwich faces of Jesus. Yet. 

I trolled the streets in a stolen BMW taken from a televangelist who 

claimed  God  meant  for  him  to  own  two  houses  in  Aspen,  and  a  mistress  in 

Manhattan. I flipped through radio stations, looking for the latest news brief. 

One particular snippet caught my attention. 

A  reporter  said,  “Advocates  for  the  homeless  wonder  about  the 

overall effects.” 

A  secondary  voice  of  a  homeless  guy  screeched,  “Who’s  going  to 

give me money now? No one feels sorry for a two-legged panhandler. I used 

to pull in fifty bucks a day with one leg, now look at me. Miracle my ass.” 

I  flipped  the  wheel  and  sped  toward  151st  Street,  the  epicenter  of 

homeless  in  the  city.  By  sheer  chance,  I  glanced  in  my  rearview  mirror.  A 

pale blue Gremlin followed. The driver, a black-haired succubus, flipped me 

off. 

I smiled and slammed on my brakes. With a loud crash, the Gremlin 

smashed  into the bumper  of the Beemer, crumpling  it like an accordion. To 

my dismay, the Gremlin swung into the left lane and kept pace. 

Lilith  raised  her  arm  and  fired  a  round  from  her  big-ass  gun.  I 

pressed  on  the  brakes  again,  and  the  bullet  ripped  into  the  BMW’s  engine 

block instead of my head as intended. 

Flames  shot  from  the  car. The  engine  seized,  and  I  rolled  to  a  dead 

stop.  I  waved  away  clouds  of  smoke  in  time  to  see  Lilith’s  Gremlin  speed 

down the street. Fuck. 

I  banged  my  fist  on  the  steering  wheel.  When  my  temper  tantrum 

subsided, I reached for my cell phone and dialed Hades’s number. “Plan B,” 

I said when he answered. 

~ * ~ 

The back alley of the Core smelled like I remembered; a combination 
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of grease, garbage, and brimstone. I checked my nine-millimeter for the third 

time,  waiting  for  Hades’s  signal,  a  signal  that  should’ve  come  ten  minutes 

ago. 

I  glanced  at  the  Gremlin  parked  at  the  entrance  of  the  alley,  and 

smiled with anticipation. That bitch would pay. Red light from Hades’s laser 

pointer bounced off my retina. Showtime. 

Slipping an electric lock pick from my pocket, I went to work on the 

back  door.  The  whirl  of  the  pick  rang  from  the  deserted  alley  and  into  the 

street. But no one paid me any attention. 

The  lock  snapped,  and  I  pushed  the  door  open.  Blackness  filled  the 

backroom. The room I’d died in. A shiver passed through my body. Fear was 

good.  My  drill  Instructor  had  beaten  that  into  me  repeatedly.  Fear  kept  you 

alive. 

I  slipped  through  the  double  doors,  and  into  the  semi-packed  club. 

Hades  and  fifty  other  gods  sat  around  the  room  in  fully  god-like  glory. 

Apollo  caught  my  eyes  and  winked.  Having  the  sun  god  watching  my  back 

felt  good,  almost  like  I  was  invincible.  I  missed  the  angel,  however.  He’d 

been an annoying tool sure, but  my annoying tool. One more sin Lilith would 

pay for. 

A hiss sounded on my right. I twisted toward it, gun at ready. “She’s 

not here.” A snake-tongued demon-girl withered to the heavy music beat. 

“Who?” I played dumb. 

“Ki-sikil-lil-la-ke, of course.” 

Okay, this time I wasn’t playing. “Who?” 

The  beast-girl  sighed.  “Lilith,  you  fool.  She  is  not  here.  Samuel 

replaced her with another.” 

I stared into her eye. Yep, one eye, dead center of her pale forehead. 

“Do you know where she went?” 

The demon-girl laughed. “Where do you think?” 

Blood pounded inside  my  head. “Forget  it. Demons don’t  know shit 

anyway. Satan doesn’t trust your kind.” I started to walk away. 

“I know  more than  you think.” Her tail swished,  kicking up a cloud 

of dust and smoke. “I know where the prize you seek is kept.” 

I  stopped  and  turned  to  her.  “We’re  not  talking  about  a  hamburger, 

right? 

Her brow furrowed. “Why would you seek a hamburger?” 

“Long story.” I flexed my fingers on the nine-millimeter. “Tell me.” 

“No, you tell me. What is the going rate for betrayal?” 

“What are you talking about?” 

The  demon  shifted  into  the  beautiful  body  of  the  murderous  Lilith. 

She smiled, and slapped the gun in my hand away at the same time I pulled 

the trigger. The shot went wide, but her fist didn’t. It caught me right above 

the eye, and sent my nine-millimeter and me spiraling to the floor. 

Hades jumped to my aid, but Lilith froze him in place with a glare. 
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“This is his fight,” she said, pointing a talon-like finger at me. Hades blinked 

in acknowledgement. 

I  slowly  got  to  my  feet,  wiped  the  blood  from  my  eye,  and  smiled. 

“Is that all you got?” 

She laughed. “What do you think?” 

The next punch rattled  my ribs, cracking a few.  At  least this time, I 

stayed on my feet and even landed a blow of my own. Too bad, it glanced off 

her right shoulder, not doing any real damage. 

“You shouldn’t have come here.” She wrapped her arms around me, 

squeezing the breath from my lungs. 

“You  shouldn’t  have  betrayed  me.”  I  broke  the  chokehold  with  an 

elbow to her mid-section, and stepped back a few steps. 

“Believe what you will, but you will die a believer.” She vanished in 

a plume of steam, only to reappear thirty feet away, her arms pressed into the 

flesh of Samuel. 

I  clutched  my  ribs  and  laughed.  “If  it  isn’t  the  pretty-boy.  Guess  I 

should’ve shot you a few more times.” 

Samuel growled, lunging forward like a junkyard dog. 

“Don’t.” Lilith put a hand on his arm. “He is my toy.” 

“Then  be  done  with  it,”  he  ordered,  his  fingers  digging  into  Lilith’s 

skin.  Trails  of  blood  leaked  from  her  arm.  Tiny  demons  danced  around  the 

raining blood, evil glowing in their yellowed eyes. 

“Come.”  Lilith  flicked  her  wrist,  and  in  a  daze,  I  followed.  She  led 

me through the club, down a flight of stairs, and into a dungeon. Screams of 

the innocents echoed from the stonewalls. People had died here. Painfully. I 

swallowed, ready to face whatever evil she had in mind. 

Blood  still  seeped  from  the  claw  marks  on  her  arm,  and  for  some 

reason  her  grimace  of  pain  snapped  me  from  my  trance.  I  shook  my  head. 

“Great relationship you and Sam have.” 

Her  face  tightened.  “Like  you  know  anything  about  it.  Three  ex-

wives and an STD.” 

I laughed, but sobered  when she paused  outside  of a steel  door. The 

stink  of  burning  flesh  drifted  from  underneath  it,  as  did  screams  of  the 

dammed. 

“Any chance we can talk about this?” I motioned to the door. 

Her  smile  tilted  wickedly  at  the  corners.  “No,  but  I’ll  give  you  one 

last request.” 

“But  will  you  grant  it?”  I  took  a  step  closer,  captivated  by  the  vein 

pulsing in her neck. 

“Probably not.” 

“Then I don’t feel quite so bad.” I reached into my pocket and pulled 

out  a  vial  filled  with  clear  liquid.  Before  she  could  stop  me,  I  tossed  the 

substance in her lying face. 

She screeched, clawing at her skin for a second and then let out a 
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laugh. “Holy  water doesn’t work, Jace.  You should  have studied the  demon 

manual a little harder.” 

“You’re  right.  Holy  water  alone  doesn’t  work,  but  holy  water  and 

sugar…” 

Her cry was real this time as the water crystallized against her demon 

flesh, turning her into a big stick of rock candy. 

“Damn  you.  We  are  not  enemi—”  Her  lips  froze,  rendering  her 

helpless. 

Now it’s “we’re not enemies” when ten minutes ago she was kicking 

my ass. “Tell it to your maker.” I pulled a hammer from the other pocket of 

my  jeans,  and  poised  above  her  head  to  smash  her  into  a  million  dastardly 

pieces. 

A  tear  glittered  behind  the  sugary  shield  of  her  eyes  as  I  swung  the 

hammer  back.  It  slid  along  the  curve  of  her  cheek,  and  dried  against  her 

heated skin, evaporating, and disappearing forever. 

I pictured a world  without Lilith, a world  without  her saucy wit and 

killer  left-hook.  The  hammer  fell  from  my  hand,  clattering  against  the 

limestone floor. “Stay out of my way, and keep your hands off the kid.” As I 

walked away, I knew I had made a mistake, but killing her would have been 

a  worse  one.  In  my  life,  the  edge  between  good  and  evil  had  blurred  many 

times, but never far enough to condone outright murder. Commandment six, 

or was it eight? Did they have a Bible for Dummies? 

Sneaking  from  the  dungeon,  I  searched  the  shadows  for  Samuel,  or 

any of his minions. But the place appeared deserted, no sign of Hades, or the 

rest of the Gods-crew either. 

Once upstairs in the club, I located my nine-millimeter underneath an 

overturned  chair.  Gooey  brown  stuff  stuck  to  its  barrel,  and  no  matter  how 

many  times  I  wiped  it  away,  it  remained.  I  aimed  and  pulled  the  trigger.  A 

bullet,  smelling  of  sugar  and  gunpowder,  whipped  through  the  barrel, 

disappearing into the disco ball above the dance floor. Mirrored bits flew off 

it, and with a groan, it crashed to the floor shattering much like Lilith would 

have. 

I  smiled,  shoving  the  gun  into  my  jeans.  At  least  it  still  worked. 

Heading out the backdoor and into the alleyway, I did a quick mental review. 

My ribs hurt. My face hurt. Hell, even my fingers hurt. Tonight had not gone 

as planned. 

Dreading the subway ride home, mostly because I’d have to jump the 

turnstile since I’d spent my last four bucks on three pounds of sugar, I limped 

up  the  alley,  wondering  when  my  plan  had  going  to  hell.  It  should’ve 

worked. It  was simple, really. With the  help  of Hades and  his  crew, I’d  kill 

Lilith, maybe pretty boy Samuel too, and then track the kid down. 

Lilith’s Gremlin sat at the end of the passageway. It would serve her 

right, I thought as I opened the  door and climbed in. The  keys  hung  loosely 

in the console. I sent a prayer to the big guy, pumped the gas, pounded on the 
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dashboard, and cranked the key. The engine purred to life. 

The  passenger  side  door  flew  open.  Hades  crammed  himself  in  and 

looked me over. “Well?” 

“Lilith  won’t be a problem anymore,” I lied. Why  worry the God  of 

the Underworld after all? 

“Good.” 

“Yeah,  great.”  I  shoved  the  Gremlin  into  first  gear  and  we  set  off, 

Hades eyes boring into the side of my face. 

59 

 











Seventeen 



I  dropped  Hades  off  at  the  Underworld,  and  a  few  minutes  later,  a 

loud pounding rang from the hatchback like a one-armed drummer on crack. 

I turned up the radio—out of hearing, out of mind. 

“Apple  farmers  are  bitter  over  their  latest  withered  crops.  Many 

associate the dying trees to a recent wave of vandalism in the area,” the radio 

reporter  for  the  weekly  crop  report  gave  me  the  dirty  details.  I  shook  my 

head,  and  flipped  the  channel  to  an  80’s  rock  station.  Personal  Jesus  burst 

from the speakers. 

Oh  Shit.  Dead  apples.  The  kid  hated  apples.  He  spit,  flung,  and 

puked  apples  at  will.  It  had  to  be  him.  I  swerved  into  the  opposite  lane  to 

pass a slow moving car. Where did apples grow in the city? 

A garbage truck blew its horn, its headlights blinding me. I spun the 

wheel, overcorrected, and slid up and over the curb on 11th Street. 

The car crashed through two  fences and  dropped  into  the Dry Dock 

Pool  with  a  splash.  The  water  parted,  sinking  the  Gremlin  to  the  bottom, 

before sloshing over the top, and trapping me inside. 

“Fuck,”  I  burbled  as  the  Gremlin  filled  with  chlorine  treated  piss 

water. Jerking the door handle didn’t do any good, and the window refused to 

budge.  Wonderful.  I’d  fought  a  succubus,  saved  myself  from  an  eternity  in 

hell, only to die in a 1972 Gremlin. 

“My hair curls when it’s wet,” a voice bubbled from the hatchback. 

I  whipped  around,  rubbing  my  bloodshot  eyes.  “Angel?  I  thought 

Lilith killed you.” I smiled at him, happy to see him, but that smile turned to 

a choke as water entered my lungs. “Can you get us out of here?” 

He  shrugged.  The  car  began  to  rise  from  the  water,  hovering  just 

above it like the kid during his nightly bath. 

Water  rushed  from  the  interior  of  the  car  as  I  put  it  into  gear,  and 

drove across the pool,  over the  downed  fences and  onto the street. Gawkers 

stopped  and  stared.  I  waved  and  roared  up  the  street,  the  Gremlin,  and  the 

angel clucking like wet hens. 

~ * ~ 

I rubbed at my wet chest with a dishtowel, careful to avoid bumping 
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my  ribs.  After  my  dive  into  the  pool,  I’d  come  home  and  spent  forty-five 

minutes  under  a  boiling  hot  shower,  waiting  for  the  ache  in  my  bones  to 

settle. 

Now I stood half-dressed in my kitchen, watching the angel brush his 

flowing  hair  one  hundred  times,  as  he  stared  into  the  shiny  refection  of  my 

toaster.  “Where  have  you  been  for  the  last  two  days?”  I  asked,  tossing  the 

sodden dishcloth at him. 

The  angel  answered  with  a  sigh,  “Locked  inside  that  devil  car.”  He 

pointed to a black stain on his white robe. “Tire grease. That will never come 

out.” 

“If you heal these, I will buy you a new robe.” I paused, touching my 

broken ribs. “Two robes.” 

The  angel  rolled  his  eyes,  but  the  pain  in  my  side  receded.  For  the 

first time  in an  hour, I took a deep breath, enjoying the rush  of air clogging 

my windpipe. Everyone should have his or her own personal angel. Imagine 

what it would do for the hangover industry. 

“How did you get locked in the hatchback?” I scratched my chin. 

“Your  girlfriend  broke  in,  and  dragged  me  from  the  apartment.”  He 

sniffed once. “I missed the final episode of the O.C. Now I will never know 

if Suzanne Somers sells the last Thighmaster.” 

I  slapped  my  head.  Stupid  angel.  “That’s  not  the  O.C.,  it’s  QVC.  A 

home  shopping  network.”  My  eyes  narrowed.  “You  haven’t  called  the 

number, right?” 

He  shot  me  an  angelic  smile  so  bright  it  stung  my  eyes.  “No.  I 

ordered online. It saves time and money.” 

A  pain  in  my  jaw  radiated  up,  forcing  the  vein  in  my  forehead  to 

thump  twice.  “I’m  turning  off  the  cable.  Now  tell  me  what  happened  after 

Lilith dragged you away.” 

“I do not know, Nemamiah. I was locked in the trunk.” He reminded 

me, as if talking to a slow child. 

“It  wasn’t  a  trunk.  It’s  a  hatchback,  which  means  you  could  have 

signaled  for  help,  or  opened  the  damn  thing  yourself.”  I  took  a  fast  breath, 

pulled  a  bottle  of  whiskey  from  the  cabinet,  and  poured  myself  an  eight-

ounce  glass.  “This  isn’t  getting  us  anywhere.  Have  you  learned  anything 

about the kid? Like where he is being held, or maybe why?” 

“Yes.” The angel plucked at his eyebrow. 

“And?” 

“I cannot tell  you.” He  didn’t look  disappointed by the  news. “But I 

can tell you this.” 

“What?” 

“God  is  not  happy  with  His  Chosen  One.  I  wouldn’t  want  to  be  in 

your  shoes  when  He  smites  you.”  As  concerned  as  the  angel  seemed,  we 

might have been discussing the weather. 

“Well thanks for that.” I dropped onto a chair, and drank deeply from 
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my  glass  of  whiskey.  It  tasted  sour,  like  cheap  mash.  I  spit  it  into  the  sink, 

missing the kid more and more. 

The angel fluffed  his hair and pointed at my cell phone  lying  on the 

table. “It’s for you.” 

The phone hadn’t rung so I glanced at him in question. He shrugged. 

A  second  later,  the  phone  twerped  and  I  checked  the  caller  ID.  Unknown 

name. Probably a telemarketer. 

“Miller here,” I answered. 

“Please hold for God,” the nasal voice of God’s secretary sounded in 

my ear. Shit. 

A few clicks later, the Big Guy picked up the line. “My son, we need 

to talk.” 
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Eighteen 



I frowned  into the receiver then  glared at the angel. Had he sold  me 

out to God? Would this be the last conversation I ever had? 

His  Holiness  was  saying,  “If  I  didn’t  know  everything  I’d  think 

you’re  avoiding  my  calls.  I  had  to  borrow  my  secretary’s—”  He  paused, 

listening  to  his  secretary.  “—Sorry,  administrative  assistant’s  cell  phone  to 

reach you.” 

“I’ve  been  busy.”  My  eyes  roamed  the  apartment  looking  for  any 

excuse other than the truth. 

“How  is  my  son?”  The  Lord  cleared  his  throat,  but  a  thread  of 

fatherly pride snuck through. “Did he get the deck of saint flashcards I sent?” 

“Um,  yeah.  He  studies  them  every  night  just  before  his  nightly 

prayers  like  a  good  prodigal  son.”  Broken  commandant  number  eight.  As 

soon as the cards had arrived by special messenger, Saint Jude in this case, I 

trashed the deck and bought the kid a coloring book. He deserved a little fun 

before making any grand sacrifice. 

“Let me speak with him,” God said. 

“He’s  not  here  right  now.”  I  scratched  my  head.  “He  had  a  play 

date.” 

“A play date?” Suspicion buzzed in his voice. 

“Yeah,  a  play  date.”  A  sudden  crackle  in  my  brain  sent  me  to  my 

knees. The tide of voice, once calmed by the kid presence, broke free, and for 

a second I went mad. Like a switch, the voiced flicked off and silence filled 

my skull. 

“When  my  son gets  home  from  his  play date, call  me. And it better 

be soon.” 

A  few  clicks  later,  His  secretary  came  back  on  the  line.  “The  Lord 

would like to remind you Easter is fast approaching, and you have yet to give 

up anything for Lent. He suggests lying, but leaves the final decision to you.” 

The line went dead. 

Damn.  “Thanks  for  your  help.”  I  hung  up  the  phone  and  kicked  the 

angel’s chair. 

He raised his wings in an innocent gesture. A feather drifted to the 
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floor. “What did I do?” 

“Never  mind.  How  long  do  I  have?”  I  chugged  the  rest  of  my 

whiskey, wiping my mouth with my sleeve. 

“Before He smites you?” 

I rolled my eyes. “Yeah, but more importantly, how long to find the 

kid?” My certainty that he was safe was beginning to unravel. 

A  knock sounded at the front door at the same time  my phone rang. 

Torn, I checked the caller ID, and smiled. 

“You just can’t get enough of me, huh?” I chuckled into the phone. 

“You son of a—” Lilith screeched. 

I  interrupted,  “Nice  of  you  to  ask,  I’m  feeling  fine.  The  ribs  healed 

nicely, thanks to the angel you locked in your trunk.” 

“It’s a hatchback.” Her voice tightened. “What did you do to my car? 

It’s all wet, and smells like… toilet water.” 

Uh  oh.  I  ran  to  my  window,  and  watched  the  Gremlin’s  taillights 

disappear  around  the  corner.  “I  had  a  little  accident,  but  lucky  for  you  and 

your insurance company, nobody was hurt.” 

“You  bastard.  When  I  get  my  hands  on  you…  Hell  is  too  good  for 

you. I’m going to peel away you flesh with a rusty knife, and—” 

The phone in my hand grew hotter with each syllable. I pulled it from 

my  ear,  and  smoke  curled  from  the  mouthpiece.  “Ow!”  I  dropped  the  now 

red hot metal, but her tirade continued. Muffled, but filled with bloodlust. 

A  fist  banged  on  the  door,  reminding  me  Lilith  wasn’t  my  only 

concern.  “Coming.”  I  pulled  my  nine-millimeter,  and  a  cross  made  out  of 

Popsicle sticks. The kid had even drawn in a picture of a guy hanging off the 

cross. I hoped like hell that he didn’t notice the resemblance. 

“Yeah?” I threw open the door, and quickly stepped back a few feet. 

The biggest, greenest demon I’d ever seen hunched in the hallway, his lizard 

skin lined with pus and boils. Munkar, the Muslim gatekeeper. Shit. 

“Who is your Lord?” Munkar bowed his head. 

Question  one  of  three.  To  answer  any  one  of  them  wrong  meant  a 

brutal  beating  unlike  any  I’d  ever  experienced.  Allah  sure  knew  how  to  get 

respect. I smiled politely. “I think you have the wrong apartment.” 

“You are  not the protector of the  innocents? Keeper  of justice?” He 

frowned,  swishing  his  forked  tail.  It  crashed  through  the  plaster,  leaving  a 

six-foot hole in the stairwell. 

“No. He lives four doors down on the right.” I pointed down the hall 

to the apartment of a creepy hobbit named Michael. His lack of hygiene and 

mountains of muse-bondage magazines eased my conscience. 

Munkar  licked  his  plump  lips,  probably  debating  eating  me,  before 

backing  down the  hallway. I shut the  door, threw the  dead bolt, and  headed 

for the window. 

“Do  we  have  more  visitors?”  The  angel  looked  excited  by  the 

prospect. 
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“Nope.  Wrong  apartment.”  A  scream  echoed  from  the  hallway, 

followed by the unmistakable sound of chewing. Bad way to go. 

I  grabbed  a  book  from  the  table,  and  hurled  it  through  my  window. 

Not  wasting  a  second,  I  climbed  out  of  the  window,  glass  digging  into  my 

palms,  and  down  the  fire  escape.  The  angel  gazed  at  me,  his  head  tilted  in 

question. 

“I dropped my Bible.” I picked the book off the ground, and flipped 

through the pages. “No harm done.” 

An angelic screech followed by a burp rang from overhead. Feathers 

and green gooey floated from my open window. 

A  few  seconds  later,  a  stuffed  green  demon  exited  my  building.  He 

paused  in  the  center  of  the  street.  Belched  again,  and  exploded  before  my 

eyes. 

The  angel  swiped  at  a  spot  of  demon  guts  clinging  to  his  robe,  but 

looked no worse after being digested by Munkar. Michael, the hobbit, on the 

other  hand,  didn’t  look  pleased  at  all.  His  torso  had  a  large  bite  mark,  and 

half of his hair was missing. 

“How  am  I  gonna  pick  up  chicks  now?”  He  pointed  at  the  gaping 

wound in his stomach. “It’s hard enough being a three-footer, but a three-foot 

tall  freak  with  half  a  head  of  hair  and  a  colostomy  bag  ain’t  gonna  get  no 

play.” 

I  wanted  to  point  out  that  Danny  Devito  did  all  right,  but  I  wasn’t 

sure  that  would  further  his  cause.  The  Hobbit  glanced  at  the  demon  mess, 

shook his head, and slipped back into our building. 

“I  do  not  like  this  place.”  The  angel  fluffed  his  hair,  ridding  it 

instantly of dead demon parts. “In Heaven I am treated with reverence. Here 

I  am  beaten,  and  locked  in  a  trunk.”  He  raised  his  hand  before  I  corrected 

him.  “Fine,  hatchback,  and  served  as  a  demonic  entrée.  I  cannot  wait  until 

God smites you, and this horrific assignment is finished.” 

“What’s  with  this  smiting  stuff?”  My  expression  shifted  to  sincere. 

“If you’d help me locate the kid, you’d be sleeping on your heavenly cloud in 

no time.” 

“Angels do not sleep on clouds.” Shaking his robe, he sniffed the air. 

“Something is on fire.” 

I glanced toward my broken window. Sure enough, flames shot from 

it, licking at the outside bricks. Picturing my smoldering cell phone, I cursed. 

Lilith  sure  had  paid  me  back  for  stealing  her  car.  I  was  now 

homeless,  stuck  with  a  bitter  angel,  and  my  only  possessions  consisted  of  a 

gun with, I checked the clip, four rounds, and a beat-up Bible. 

A fire truck pulled to the curb and the NYFD’s finest burst from  it. 

The first two firefighters slipped on demon guts, causing a chain reaction of 

dominoed guys in fireproof suits. It would’ve been funny if it weren’t my life 

turning into ash four stories above. 

“Let’s get out of here.” I waved to the angel, and tossed the Bible to 
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the ground. From now on, I was playing by my own rules. 
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Nineteen 



The sun rose over Central Park, reflecting off the fine layer of snow 

that had fallen  last night, last night at about 4:37 a.m. to be precise. Having 

slept in the park, bundled in an old issue of the New York Post, I’d know the 

exact moment when my life went from shit to  shit.  

Coldness froze my fingers, turned my toes black, and my ears searing 

red  with  frostbite.  That  wasn’t  the  worst  of  it.  The  angel  had  spooned  me 

sometime  in  the  middle  of  the  night.  His  non-anatomically  correct  parts 

pressed into my back. It didn’t get lower than that. 

“Isn’t  this  sweet.”  Lilith  kicked  the  newspaper  from  my  body,  and 

dropped a cup of coffee at my head. 

I snatched  it  out  of the air,  warming  my  numbed  fingers against the 

cardboard  cup.  “I  thought  I  warned  you  to  stay  away  from  me.”  It  hadn’t 

come out as tough as I wanted through my chattering teeth. 

The  angel  whispered  something  in  his  sleep,  and  tried  to  snuggle 

closer to me. I jumped up, feeling dirty. 

When  my  eyes  adjusted  to  the  morning  light,  I  took  in  the  beauty 

surrounding  me.  No  place  on  Earth  was  as  perfect  as  Central  Park  at  first 

light, then  my  gaze  fell  on Lilith. For a heartless  demonic bitch, she  looked 

damn good. Dressed in black cargo pants, black leather lace-up boots, and a 

heavy  green  army  jacket,  she  appeared  ready  to  kick  ass.  Masochistic  lust 

flared in my icy body. 

She  took  my  frozen  hand  in  hers.  The  heat  from  her  body  slowly 

melted  my  frostbitten  bones.  Was  it  an  act  of  kindness  or  did  she  want 

something? 

I pulled away. “What do you want?” 

She  tsked,  her  tongue  clicking  against  white  teeth.  “I  wasn’t  lying 

when I said we’re not enemies, Jace.” Her lips twisted into a flirty smile. “As 

a matter of fact, we could be friends. Good friends.” 

“No.” 

A line formed above her brow. “And why not?” 

“Because not only did you lie to me, you betrayed me.” 

Rage filtered across her features. She tried to conceal it, but for a 
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second  or  two,  I  scored  a  direct  hit.  She  blinked  and  the  anger  vanished. 

“Betrayal  is  a  good  choice  of  words,  but  I  did  not  come  here  to  argue  the 

point.” 

“So why are you here?” 

“Alone, neither of us will find J.C. We don’t have much time left.” 

“Does that mean if we don’t find the kid the world will end?” Damn. 

The end of time, and my only clean suit had burned up in the fire. 

She  smiled  and  tapped  the  watch.  “Wouldn’t  that  be  nice?  Nope, 

something  much,  much  worse will happen. Something so evil Satan himself 

would  want  the  Second  Coming  restored  to  his  rightful  place  among  the 

angels.” 

“Oh, your lover has a softer side, huh?” I smirked, wanting to see the 

fire glow in her yellow eyes. 

“This  is  not  the  time,  or  the  place  for  your  jealousy.”  She  grinned. 

“Will you be my partner in finding J.C., or not?” 

I glanced at the heavens. I might be dammed, but I would find the kid 

if  it  took  my  last  breath.  Reluctantly,  I  stuck  out  my  hand,  and  she  took  it, 

pulling  me toward  her. Her  lips crushed  mine, sealing our  devil pact  with a 

kiss. The warmth of her lips shot stabs of pain through my frozen ones, but I 

wasn’t complaining. 

Ten  minutes  later,  we  sat  side-by-side  on  a  wooden  bench,  trying 

hard not to ruin our tentative peace treaty. 

“Why  don’t  you  tell  me  what  you  know.”  I  rubbed  my  hands 

together, keeping loose just in case. 

Lilith  sucked  on  a  cigarette,  smoke  mingling  with  puffs  of  cold 

breath.  She  crushed  the  half-smoked  cigarette  under  her  boot  and  stood. 

“No.” 

“No?” 

A  smile  touched  her  lips.  “Let’s  start  by  buying  you  some  clothes, 

and  me  some  breakfast,  and  then  I  might  share  my  secrets,  but  only  if  you 

promise to be a good boy.” 

The good boy remark pissed me off, but I let it go, too cold, hungry, 

and  tired  to  argue.  I  glanced  at  my  bare  chest,  threadbare  jeans,  and  one 

shoeless foot. For future reference, when sneaking down a fire escape in the 

middle of February, remember to dress accordingly. 

“Should we wake him?” Lilith gestured to the angel. He lay curled in 

a ball, wings tucked around his body for  warmth, and a serene smile on  his 

face. 

“Naw,  he’ll  catch  up.  Eventually.  He  always  does.”  I  dropped  my 

newspaper  blanket  across  him,  and  left  the  park,  arm  in  arm  with  Satan’s 

whore and my personal succubus. 

~ * ~ 

I speared a sausage and stuffed it into my mouth. Juice dripped down 

my  chin,  staining  my  newly  purchased  Salvation  Army  sweatshirt.  “You’re 
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saying  that  whoever  has  the  kid  wants  to  control  the  Second  Coming?  But 

why?” 

“I  have  no  idea.  Maybe  they  want  to  challenge  God  or  Satan  for 

control,  or  keep  things  how  they  are  here  on  Earth.  It  really  doesn’t  matter 

why,  but  how  can  we  stop  it?”  Lilith  sipped  a  glass  of  orange  juice, 

grimacing at the acid bite. 

A  server  in  a  1950’s  uniform  trudged  to  our  table,  and  asked  if  we 

needed  anything  else.  Lilith  shook  her  head  no,  and  the  waitress  walked 

away. 

“So how do we stop it?” 

“I  have  no  idea.”  She  winked  at  me,  but  added,  “But  when  we  find 

J.C.,  we  must  kill  this  entity.  And  to  do  that,  we  have  to  find  the  right 

weapon.” 

“Weapon?”  Now  we  were  getting  somewhere.  I  loved  guns,  the 

bigger  the  better.  There  was  no  greater  feeling  than  unloading  a  hundred 

rounds  from  an  automatic.  The  smell  of  gunpowder.  The  jerk  of  the  recoil. 

Invincibility and God-like power. 

Her  smile  grew  into  a  laugh.  “Don’t  get  too  excited.  With 

supernatural weapons you never quite get what you expect.” 

“I took  you out  with three pounds  of sugar and some  holy  water, so 

I’m  pretty  sure  I  can  handle  it.”  I  bit  the  inside  of  my  cheek  to  keep  from 

laughing at the look on her face. 

An  array  of  expressions  from  violent  murder  to  malicious  humor, 

raked across her face settling on a  You’ll pay for that look. “Yes, you got me 

all right.” She leaned  in. “But what would have  happened if you’d followed 

my lead?” 

I raised an eyebrow. “I’d have died a horrific, painful death, and most 

likely have ended up chained in hell for an eternity.” 

“I  can  see  why  you’ve  been  divorced  three  times.”  She  grinned. 

“Sarcasm is not a pleasant trait.” 

I shrugged. My personality flaws aside, my ex-wives weren’t angels. 

I’d thought so at first, blinded by their beauty and the chance at a real family, 

but I quickly revised  my  opinion  having paid alimony for the last ten  years. 

“Funny how you’re still hanging around.” 

She chuckled,  eyes twinkling. “I’m betting  your wives were the  girl 

next-door type. Blonde and sugary sweet.” 

“And  how  do  you  know  that?”  I  grinned,  giving  her  a  slow  once 

over. Cat-eyed devil girls held a certain sick appeal to me lately. 

She  licked  her  glossy  lips.  “Because  the  candy-coated  woman 

standing behind you, looking like she wants you dead, is blonde, and wearing 

a pink dress.” 

Shit. I twisted in my seat. A small fist caught me in the center of the 

forehead. I blinked and rubbed at the spot. I’d hurt myself worse shaving. 

Grabbing the woman’s hand before she delivered the next blow, I 
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said,  “Damn  it,  Khloe,  I  can  have  you  arrested  for  violating  the  court’s 

restraining order.” 

Ex-wife number one’s face turned a violent shade of red. “I’m Aisa, 

you  asshole.  Wife  number  three.  The  woman  you  swore  you’d  grow  old 

with? The one who  ironed your underwear!” 

What  could  I  say?  They  all  looked  the  same.  “Aisa?  I  thought  you 

moved to Washington, or someplace.” 

“I did. Two  years ago. I’ve been back  in the  city for three  months.” 

Her hand went to her hip. “Which you would have known if you’d bother to 

show up at our divorce hearing.” 

I shrugged. “I’ve been busy.” That excuse came up a lot recently. 

Aisa  glanced  over  my  shoulder,  her  eyes  examining  Lilith.  “Who’s 

she? Another one of your women?” 

Lilith  answered  before  I  could,  “I  am   a  woman,  but  I  am  no  man’s 

woman, even one as dumb and cute as Jace.” 

“Hey—” I began. 

A  high-pitched  squeal  of  humor  escaped  Aisa’s  lips.  I  suddenly 

remembered why I divorced her after six months, well the laugh and the fact 

that she had tried to smoother me with a pillow. 

Under the strain of  her humor a nearby water glass cracked, spilling 

its contents onto the tabletop, and a man seated at the counter dropped to his 

knees,  face  frozen  in  a  death  mask.  Birds  fell  from  the  sky  outside.  But 

Aisa’s mirth only grew louder. 

The blood pumping through my brain turned sluggish, and a wave of 

dizziness passed over me. 

“κλείστε επάνω, εσείς προδιαγεγραμμένη σκύλα, ή θα σας κλείσω,” 

Lilith yelled in Greek, her hands cupping her ears. 

As  suddenly  as  Aisa’s  laughter  had  begun,  it  stopped.  Blessed 

silence.  Aisa  smiled,  gave  Lilith  the  finger,  and  smacked  me  in  the  back  of 

the head. “I will enjoy snipping your thread.” She turned on her spiked pink 

heel and left the restaurant. 

“Lovely  girl.”  Lilith  wiped  up  the  spilled  water,  as  a  rush  of 

customers  started  CPR  on  the  downed  man.  Rhythmic  pounding  and  shouts 

for help filled the air. The once peaceful diner slipped into chaos, much like 

my life following Aisa’s and my wedding vows. 

At  one  time,  I  had  thought  she  was  the  one.  Actually,  I’d  thought 

Khloe—wife  number one—and Lacie—wife  number two—were the  ones as 

well. Drawn by all three  ex-wives’ sweet innocence,  kindness, and purity,  I 

fell  in  love  quickly  and  out  even  faster.  They  had  an  untouchable  quality, 

like.... Shit. Mary. I’d forgotten all about her. 

I quickly reached for the check, remembered my homeless state, and 

pushed it toward Lilith. She grinned, and dropped a hundred on the table. 

Rising from the booth, I  motioned to the cash. “Sleeping  with Satan 

pays well, I see.” Lilith rolled her eyes, but followed me out the door 

70 

 

without comment. 
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Twenty 



As  an  ambulance  screeched  to  a  halt  in  the  front  of  the  diner  Lilith 

and I had just left, I dialed Mary’s number from the payphone at the corner. 

The phone clicked a couple of times before the call connected. 

Lilith smoldered next to me, literally smoldered, smoke rising off her 

reddening  skin.  She  tapped  her  foot  as  her  eyes  shot  daggers  at  my  back.  I 

smiled, and cupped the phone waiting for Mary to answer. 

“Hello?” Mary’s voice sounded divine. As if a spell had broken, cast 

likely by the devil woman beside me, my heart swelled with desire for Mary. 

I wanted to wrap her in my arms and never let go. 

“Is anyone there?” Fear crawled into her words. 

“Sorry.”  I  shook  my  head.  “It’s  Jace.  I  wanted  to  make  sure  you’re 

all right.” 

“Because  heaven forbid Mary broke a  nail,” Lilith sneered, a bluish 

flame igniting in her eyes. 

“Oh Jace, I was so worried. When your apartment burned up, and the 

firemen found a body….” Her voice broke. “I didn’t know what to think.” 

Body? Whose body? “I’m fine, but tell me about this body?” 

“Body?  What  body?”  Lilith  grabbed  my  arm,  burning  my  skin 

beneath her fingers. 

“Ow!”  I  pulled  away,  slapping  at  the  fire  handprint  on  my  sleeve. 

“Shut up so I can find out what body.” 

“Is someone there with you?” Mary’s sweetness shifted to suspicion. 

“Is it that Lilith woman?” 

“No.” I smiled at Lilith. “Some  hooker  just asked  me  for a date. So 

where did the firefighters find this body?” 

“In your bed. That’s why I thought it was you.” 

My bed? That didn’t make sense. The angel and I had been the only 

people…umm…  beings  in  the  apartment.  When  had  a  body  snuck  into  my 

bed? I scratched my head. “Burned beyond recognition I bet?” 

“Yes.” The shiver in Mary’s voice carried through the phone, circling 

my spine with the premonition of doom. “If you need someplace to stay...” 

That sounded like one hell of an offer. I licked my lips in anticipation 
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of tasting Mary’s skin. Smack. The palm of Lilith’s hand met the back of my 

neck.  I  blinked,  and  swallowed  my  lust.  “That’s  a  great  offer,  but  I  have 

some work to do.” 

“Work?” Mary acted surprised. 

Ouch. Shame mingled with my desire. I grew used to that feeling as I 

aged.  “It  shouldn’t  take  more  than  a  day  or  so.  I’ll  call  you  when  I’m 

finished.” 

“Or dead,” Lilith said, as I hung up the payphone. 

~ * ~ 

After my conversation with Mary, an annoyed Lilith and I cruised the 

Lower  East  Side  searching  for  the  perfect  weapon  to  defeat  an  army  of 

unknown kidnappers. We stopped at gun shops, aromatherapy boutiques, and 

an odd strip club or two. Don’t ask me why. This was Lilith’s show. I merely 

provided morality support. 

An  hour  after  our  search  began,  we  entered  The  Divine  Comedy 

Pawnshop & Bass emporium. Sadly, the place resembled neither a wharf nor 

hell. It did however stink of marijuana, and beer battered onions. 

From floor to ceiling worthless crap teetered like drunken children. A 

greasy,  dark-skinned  mobster  armed  with  a  steak  knife  and  a  chicken  wing 

slouched behind the counter. 

“Here? Really?” I gestured inside. “We’re more likely to find Jimmy 

Hoffa then a supernatural weapon.” 

Lilith  grinned,  but  sauntered  to  the  register.  “Hey,  Dante.  How’s 

business?” 

“Can’t complain, doll.” The  doll sounded affected, as did the rest of 

his accent. I  listened closer, trying to pinpoint  his  nationality. East Indian, I 

guessed. 

He sucked  on a chicken  wing, and smacked  his  large  lips. “Are  you 

looking  for  something  special?  Or  did  you  come  around  to  show  off  your 

new man?” 

“A  little  of  both.”  Her  eyes  met  mine.  “Twirl  for  the  nice  man, 

Jacey.” I cracked my knuckles but did a three-sixty as she asked. 

“What is he?” Dante stroked his chin, weighing me like cattle. 

“Human,”  Lilith  snapped  out.  “A  shame  really,  but  what  can  you 

do?” 

“He doesn’t look human.” 

Now wait a minute, I looked plenty human, and in fact I was human. 

What did a fake mobster from the third circle of hell know about it? 

“Trust  me,  Dante.  Jace  is  as  fallibly  human  as  man  gets.”  Lilith 

laughed, clicking her fingers in front of Dante’s face. “Stop ogling my man, 

and help me find the perfect weapon.” 

He raised an eyebrow. “What type of game are you hunting?” 

Lilith leaned in and whispered in his ear. Dante’s face whitened. He 

shook his head, and Lilith nodded, gesturing wildly. I titled my head, hoping 
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to  catch  a  word  or  two  of  their  conversation.  I  did,  but  they  might  as  well 

have been talking Swahili. Hell for all I knew it was Swahili. Clicks, grunts, 

and groans spewed from Lilith’s mouth, but somehow sounded sexy. 

Dante glanced around Lilith to glare at me. “I have just the thing,” he 

said to  her. He disappeared behind a stack of junk, hard to  do for a fat man 

but  he  managed.  In  his  wake,  a  rumble  reverberated  through  the  room, 

sending up clouds of dust mites. 

I waved away the toxic air. “Lilith, what aren’t you telling me?” 

“Nothing that changes the  outcome.” She  gave  me a sad smile, as if 

fate  sealed  our  destiny.  “We  must  find  J.C.,  and  slay  the  dragon.  If  that 

means one of us dies, so be it.” 

So  be  it?  I  didn’t  fucking  think  so.  I  had  important  things  to 

accomplish before my time ran out, not that I could name a damn one at the 

moment.  I  rubbed  my  chin.  “Care  to  give  me  a  hint  about  which  one  of  us 

bites the bullet?” 

“Would you believe me either way?” 

She  had  a  point.  Before  I  could  respond,  Dante  crawled  from  the 

trash pile, a cloth wrapped sword clutched in his pudgy hands. He unwound 

the  cloth,  careful  not  to  touch  the  weapon.  The  hilt  of  the  weapon  gleamed 

with gold, and its sheath shined like fire. 

Lilith raised an eyebrow. “Tyrfing? You can’t be serious.” 

Dante  frowned.  “It  is  the  perfect  weapon.  One,  even  a  mortal,”  he 

sneered at me, “cannot miss with. Besides, it is the only weapon that can kill 

angels, devils and mortals alike.” 

“Of that I have no doubt, but…” 

“Pish.  You  don’t  believe  that  old  legend?”  He  waved  a  flabby  fist. 

“I’ve used it plenty of times and I’m still alive.” 

She smiled. “Pick it up then.” 

“Is  that  my  phone?”  Dante  disappeared  into  the  back  of  the  shop  to 

answer his non-existent phone. 

I  moved to stand  next to Lilith and the beautifully  crafted sword. “I 

take it there’s some bad mojo attached to this sword.” 

“You  could  say  that.”  Her  hand  hovered  above  the  forged  steel. 

“Have  you  ever  heard  the  saying:  ‘He  who  lives  by  the  sword  dies  by  the 

sword?’” 

I nodded. It was the motto of any great soldier. That and “How much 

for a blowjob?” 

“Well,  Tyrfing  is  the  reason  for  that.  Whoever  is  stupid  enough  to 

possess it will eventually succumb to it. But it gets worse...” 

Her gaze stroked the razor sharp edges of the blade. Heat pooled low 

in my body, a sexual response to the naked hunger in her eyes. Sparks leapt 

from  the  metal  to  her  fingertips.  As  if  a  powerful  force  compelled  her,  she 

reached for the weapon. 

I slapped her hand away, afraid of what would happen if she touched 
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the steel, but  like a  magnet,  my  own  mindless appendage curled around the 

hilt. 

Nothing happened. No explosion. No instant death. I lifted the sword 

from  the  counter,  weighing  it  in  my  hand.  Surprised  by  its  light  weight,  I 

swung it in an arc feeling like a warrior, an uncoordinated one, but a warrior 

just the same. 

Sunlight  reflected  off  the  sharp  blade,  burning  into  Lilith’s  vacant 

eyes. She blinked once, shook her head, and let out a soft cry. “Oh God, what 

have you done?” 

“It’s  okay.”  I  shrugged,  parrying  with  violent  force.  “It’s  a  piece  of 

metal.  A  worthless  legend.  Nothing  bad  happened  when  I  picked  it  up,  and 

nothing bad will happen.” 

As I said those words, Dante returned from the backroom. “Hey there 

pretty boy...” His eyes widened seconds before the sword pierced his gut. His 

mouth  formed  an  O,  and  he  clutched  at  the  mortal  wound.  “Figlio  di  una 

femmina,” he whispered before dropping face first onto the floor. 

Damn. I guess he was Italian. I ran to his side, but Lilith moved more 

cautiously, her eyes leery as she paused at the steel blade embedded in Dante. 

I  cupped  Dante’s  head  in  my  lap,  and  applied  pressure  to  the  wound,  but  it 

was too late. Blood flowed from him like the Amazon. 

“Tell my mother I love her.” His eyelids flickered, and his breathing 

became harsh before stopping altogether. 

“Damn it, Lilith, do something.” 

She  shrugged,  not  really  paying  me  any  attention.  I  felt  sick.  Poor 

guy. That fucking sword was cursed. 

“Try  mouth-to-mouth,”  Dante  whispered.  The  blood  running  down 

his shirt vanished before  my  eyes. I released  him, and his head  hit the floor 

with  a  thud.  “Ouch.”  He  rubbed  at  the  dented  spot  on  his  skull.  “Humans 

have no sense of humor.” 

Glaring at him, I picked up the sword, and slammed it into the wound 

again. “How’s that for funny?” 

Lilith laughed, but Dante looked annoyed. I pulled the sword out, and 

wiped the blood on the leg of his pants. I planned to run him through again, 

but Lilith stopped me. 

“Play time  is  over. We should  get  out of  here before  something bad 

does  happen.”  Lilith  took  my  arm,  and  smiled  at  Dante.  “Put  it  on  my 

account.” 
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Twenty One 



I  dragged  the  sword  for  half  a  block  to  Lilith’s  Gremlin.  A  thick 

condensation  marred  the  windows  of  the  vehicle,  and  the  seats  squished 

when  I  sat.  Lilith  slid  into  the  driver’s  seat,  and  went  through  the  pre-start 

checklist. Bang, bang, bang on the dashboard. Pump, pump, pump on the gas 

pedal, an eye roll, and finally ignition. 

The engine coughed to life, less forgiving of its watery adventure the 

night before than me. I glanced at Lilith profile as we puttered up the street. 

What had I gotten myself into I wondered for the tenth time in an hour. 

“What do you suggest we do now?” I rolled down the side window to 

air out the moldy stench rising from the backseat. 

“I know someone who can help us find J.C.” 

“Who?” And why the fuck didn’t she say so before? 

“Sibillie.” 

I shook my head. “The fortune teller at Coney Island?” 

She nodded, and hit the brakes hard to avoid a guy in a dress riding a 

unicycle. “Feel like taking a ride?” 

I shrugged. Why not? 

The  angel  stuck  his  head  up  from  the  hatchback.  “I  love  Coney 

Island. They have cotton candy, and a woman with a beard.” He looked well 

rested, and excited at the prospect of a trip through Brooklyn. 

“Not  today  they  don’t.”  Lilith  flipped  on  the  windshield  wipers 

brushing  flakes  of snow from the  glass. Like a wintery  wasteland, the snow 

fell heavier as we traveled south through Brooklyn. 

~ * ~ 

Gray  sky  met  gray  buildings,  gray  brick,  and  the  gray  skin  of  the 

gray-haired  citizens  as  we  entered  Coney  Island.  The  city  looked  like  a 

washed out version of a noir movie. 

Lilith flicked her lighter, and smoke curled from the end of her clove 

cigarette. “God, this city is depressing in the winter.” 

I completely agreed. In the dead of summer, Coney Island resembled 

a  riot  in  Detroit,  but  with  fat  guys  in  Speedos  and  funnel  cakes  rather  than 

mobs of angry teens with torches. In the summer, lights and peals of laughter 
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split  the  air,  and  pink  cotton  candy  cones  melted  in  the  sun.  In  the  winter 

though, the place looked like a death camp. 

Sunken-eyed people dammed to live here year-around watched as we 

drove past. A shiver ran up my spine. I turned around and smacked the angel, 

who sat behind me breathing on my neck. 

Lilith parked the Gremlin inches from the front gate of the Astroland 

Amusement  Park.  A  thick  chain  separated  us  from  the  home  of  the  World 

Famous Cyclone as the sign overhead promised. 

Frowning, Lilith kicked at the lock and mumbled to herself. The gate 

rattled,  but  the  lock  held.  She  smashed  her  foot  into  it  again.  “Ow.  Shit.” 

Dancing around, she held the toe of her boot and moaned. 

I  stepped  back  to  avoid  her  flailing  body,  only  to  smack  into  the 

angel’s  granite  like  chest.  I  pushed  from  him,  and  reached  out  to  steady 

Lilith. 

Why did I let her talk me into these things? “What kind of succubus 

can’t open a damn lock?” I reached into my jean and pulled out a small knife. 

Thirty seconds later, I unwrapped the chain and we pushed our way inside. 

Lilith  headed  to  the  Dante’s  Inferno  ride,  and  the  six-foot  fortune 

telling arcade  game  in front of it. Sibillie, the gypsy  queen  of  hearts. Plug a 

quarter in, and Sibillie offered vague predictions straight out of the 1920’s, a 

sad  gimmick,  but  a  prosperous  one  if  Sibillie’s  worn  start  button  was  any 

indicator. 

I followed Lilith, stopping every few steps to reel the wayward angel 

from  the  Ferris  wheel,  Cyclone,  and  the  freak  sideshow.  It  didn’t  seem  to 

matter  to  him  that  the  rides  weren’t  operating  and  the  freak  show  stood 

empty. 

“Damn  it.” I grabbed for the sleeve  of  his robe one  more time. “We 

don’t have time for this.” 

We  finally  caught  up  with  the  succubus.  She  stood  next  to  the 

wooden fortuneteller searching her pockets for a quarter. I dug into my own, 

finding  a  breath  mint,  two  copper  pennies,  and  a  condom.  I  glanced  at  the 

angel, and he shrugged. It figured. 

Lilith  started  to  laugh.  “Here  we  are,  some  of  the  most  powerful 

forces in the universe,” she glanced at me, and added as an afterthought, “and 

Jace, without a quarter between us.” 

“Well,  we  could  pray  for  divine  intervention,  or,”  I  pulled  out  my 

knife, “we could improvise.” 

“Thou  shalt  not  steal.”  The  angel  tucked  his  wings  into  his  armpits 

and glared at me. 

“And you should mind your own business.” Lilith slugged him in the 

stomach. He clutched his mid-section, and whimpered before falling onto the 

snowy pavement. 

I  rolled  my  eyes,  and  went  to  work  on  Madame  Sibillie’s  coin  box. 

Sliding  the  knife  into  the  crease  below  the  metal  box,  I  shook  it  back  and 
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forth. The blade slipped, taking a chunk from my thumb. “Fuck,” I screamed, 

sucking at the bloody wound. 

“Careful, Jace. We  don’t want to  damage Sibillie.” Lilith stood  over 

my  shoulder,  ringing  her  hands  like  a  maiden  in  a  cheesy  romance  novel. 

Like the  ones  my second  wife devoured,  which  now that I thought about  it, 

had led to our divorce. Who wanted a wife with expectations? 

Wiping the blood on my jeans, once again I pressed the knife into the 

corner of the coin container and peeled away the wooden guard. 

 Come to Papa. 

A zap lit the air around me, and my body flew backwards through the 

gray  sky.  I  landed  about  twenty  feet  away,  my  fingers  pulsing  with 

electricity. “I must have shorted her out.” 

“I  don’t  think  so,”  Lilith  said,  eyes  intent  on  Sibillie’s  plaster  face. 

“As a matter of fact, I’m pretty sure you turned her on.” 

Shaking the snow from my pants, I stumbled to my feet, and stepped 

closer  for  a  better  look.  Sure  enough,  Sibillie  wore  a  smile  that  all  but 

screamed  post-orgasmic  bliss.  Lights  flashed  in  her  plastic  case,  and  eerie 

gypsy music from the era of finger waves and flapper dresses crackled from 

the booth. 

“I’ll be.” I grinned and winked at Lilith. 

She laughed, sending waves of desire rolling along my skin. “You’ll 

have to show me that trick sometime.” 

“It’s all in the wrist.” 

Sibillie  waved  her  mechanical  hands  over  a  fake  crystal  ball.  “Hey 

there, Flyboy. You goofy over Sibillie?” 

I glanced at Lilith, and she shrugged. 

“Yeah, Flyboy, I’m talking to you. What? Are you handcuffed to that 

jane?”  Sibillie’s  lips  didn’t  move,  but  her  voice  reverberated  oddly  around 

me. “The dame’s pretty, but not as keen as Sibillie.” 

“Right,  you’re the bees-knees.” I’d  watched a Bogart movie  or two. 

“But I came here for your help to find a lost kid, not to... umm.” 

“Fuck like machines,” Lilith supplied, trying to contain a smile. 

“Yeah that.” I shot  her an annoyed  look and turned back to Sibillie. 

“Will you help me?” 

Sibillie  sighed,  but  waved  her  mechanical  arms  over  the  ball  once 

more.  Lights  flashed,  swirling  faster  and  faster.  A  few  seconds  later, a  card 

popped from the wooden box. The whole thing seemed anticlimactic. 

Lilith  pulled  the  card  from  the  slot.  “It’s  for  you.”  She  passed  the 

card to me and grinned. 

I  read  it  aloud:  “You  will  get  lucky  tonight,  Flyboy.”  I  glanced  at 

Sibillie.  She  winked  with  her  plastic  eye.  I  swallowed  my  revulsion. 

“Thanks. That’s a real generous offer, but I need to find the lost kid. Help me 

to do so, and I will rock your… box.” 

Lights flashed again, and blue flashes swirled around the booth. 
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Another  card  flew  out.  I  reached  for  it  this  time.  It  read:  What  you  seek  is 

sought. What you feel  is bought. What you  love  is all for naught. Have you 

looked in Hell’s Kitchen? 

My  eyes  flew  to  Lilith’s.  “The  Clinton,”  I  said,  giving  the  newly 

generic name of what was once known as Hell’s Kitchen. 

“But where?” 

Sibillie sighed. “Ask them.” 

“Who?”  I  glanced  over  my  shoulder,  but  saw  no  one.  A  whiff  of 

sulfur warned me of danger, but the biggest clue was Sibillie exploding into 

tooth picked-sized splinters. 

Shoving  me to the  ground seconds before the blast, Lilith threw  her 

body  across  me  as  fiery  plaster  parts  scattered  around  us.  But,  other  than 

Sibillie, the gypsy queen of Lincoln Logs, we sustained little damage. 

“What the hell happened?” I lurched to my feet, pounding on my ears 

to stop them from ringing. 

“What?” Lilith cupped  her  own  ear, or on closer inspection, cupped 

what  used  to  be  her  ear.  The  blast  had  blown  it  clean  off.  Greenish  blood 

leaked from the wound. 

Helping  her  to  her  feet,  I  winced  at  the  damage  to  the  side  of  her 

face.  A  glow  pulsed  beneath  the  skin,  growing  brighter.  I  stroked  my  hand 

against  it,  and  the  wound  healed  instantly.  I  jumped  back,  surprised.  Shit. 

Maybe I was an angel. 

“Don’t  get  too  excited.  I’m  pretty  much  immortal.”  Lilith  swabbed 

the blood from her newly formed ear. 

“Pretty much?” 

She lifted her eyebrow. “Pretty much.” 

“Huh.”  I  filed  the  information  away  for  future  use.  “What 

happened?” 

“Someone or thing blew the shit out of Sibillie.” 

“Yeah, thanks for that.” I glanced around at the burning embers. “Is  it 

still here?” 

Lilith licked the tip of her finger, and stuck it into the air. “Nope, but 

it’s going to snow.” A few flakes dropped from the sky. 

A  groan  drew  my  attention.  I  reached  down  and  plucked  the  angel 

from  underneath  a  pile  of  flaming  Sibillie.  Singed  hair  and  burnt  feathers 

tickled my nostrils, but it was the look of his head that made my day. It was 

half-bald and pink as the kid’s ass with diaper rash. 

“Do not say a word.” He raised his eyes to heaven and disappeared. 

“Neat  trick,”  Lilith  said,  tucking  a  piece  of  my  own  singed  hair 

behind my ear. 

Her  closeness  bothered  me.  The  scent  of  her.  The  feel  of  her  skin. 

But  it  was  the  thought  of  losing  her  that  set  me  on  edge.  Damn,  I  actually 

liked her. When had that happened? 

“Be honest with me.” I grabbed her hand as she ran her fingers across 
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my lips, and motioned between us. “Am I going to regret this?” 

“Probably.” 

“That’s  what  I  thought.”  Looping  my  arms  around  her  waist,  I 

dragged her close. Maybe Sibillie was right, and I would get lucky tonight. 
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Twenty Two 



“This  is  an  endorphin  reaction  to  a  nearly  being  killed.”  Lilith 

stripped off her jacket and tossed it on the passenger seat of the Gremlin. “It 

means nothing.” 

I  tugged  at  my  sweatshirt.  “Nothing.  Just  a  little  life  affirming 

exercise.”  Freeing  my  arms,  I  pulled  Lilith’s  body  across  mine  in  the  tight 

confines  of  the  car.  However,  there  were  advantages  to  a  hatchback.  The 

main one, she got to be on top. 

“I don’t even like you.” Lilith bit my naked shoulder, drawing blood. 

“Ditto.” My tongue entered her mouth, taking its time to explore the 

texture of her taste buds. 

Anything but submissive, her tongue warred with mine, teeth nibbled 

on  my  lips,  and  her  hands  roamed  across  my  chest.  Shiver  skated  over  my 

skin; however, I was far from cold. I fisted my hand in her hair and lifted her 

head to meet my eyes. 

“We  don’t  have  much  time.”  She  raked  her  nails  down  my  chest. 

Yellow  eyes  flaming  orange  as  her  breath  turned  shallow,  lungs  straining 

against her rib cage. 

“It doesn’t take me much time at all.” I traced my fingers along each 

rib. Somewhere  in the back  of  my  head, it registered that she  was short one 

rib, but it hardly mattered now. 

From years of practice, I unhooked her black bra, freeing her breasts 

and  flinging  the  contraption  into  the  front  seat.  It  hit  the  dashboard  with  a 

ping. 

“You  do  have  skills.”  Lilith  straddled  me,  tugging  my  jeans  to  my 

knees. The boxers came off next, as did the skin-tight cargo pants clinging to 

her toned legs. 

I released a harsh breath. “I’m good with my hands.” And I began to 

prove my claim. 

She sucked in a breath, letting out a moan. “Condom. Now.” 

“Right. Jean. Pocket.” 

Her  hand  plunged  into  the  aforementioned  pocket,  and  pulled  out  a 

breath mint, two cents, and the Holy Grail, an unopened foil packet. 
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“Thank God,” she grunted. 

“Let’s not bring Him into it.” I stroked her with the pad of my thumb. 

Her face tightened. Jackpot. I captured her mouth, and finished the job. 

Seconds  later,  she  screamed  and  a  bright  white  light  exploded  from 

the  center  of  her  chest.  I  closed  my  eyes  against  the  glare,  which  lasted  for 

thirty seconds before dimming to a yellowish  glow. She collapsed  on top of 

me, smashing my nose in the process. 

“We’re  not  finished  yet,”  I  said  as  my  teeth  shredded  the  condom 

package. 

Lilith’s  cell  phone  blared:   Please  allow  me  to  introduce  myself...’ 

Sympathy for the Devil. Funny. 

“Shit.” Lilith climbed  over  me toward the  front seat, and  her  jacket. 

She flipped open the phone. “What?” 

I kissed the back of her knee, running  my tongue  down the tendons. 

She kicked me in the jaw and crawled out of the driver’s side door. Naked. In 

the snow. 

My head dropped against the  itchy carpet of the  hatchback. Cold air 

swirled inside the open door, and parts of me began to regret the invention of 

cell phones and wintertime. 

Lilith  stuck  her  head  back  inside  and  reached  for  her  pants.  “Get 

dressed.” 

The tone of her voice left me cold. “What happened?” 

She turned  her back to  me. “They found a child’s body. A  crucified 

child.” 
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Twenty Three 



We  drove  the  forty  minutes  from  Coney  Island  to  The  Clinton  in 

silence, a painful, regret-filled quiet that widened the wedge between us. 

My stomach rolled as I pictured the kid’s last seconds of life. While I 

was  getting  my  rocks  off,  he  was  stapled  to  a  pile  of  wood.  Some  fucking 

protector  I  was.  An  ache  grew  under  my  breastbone.  I  rubbed  at  it,  but  it 

refused to ease. 

Rage  swamped  my  grief.  White-hot,  self-destructive  rage.  My  body 

vibrated  with  it. I would hunt  down his  killers, and they  would discover the 

meaning of hell. 

“Stop  it.”  Lilith  cranked  the  wheel  of  the  Gremlin  as  Trfying  to 

escape  the  automobile,  Tyrfing,  my  newly  purchased  sword,  shot  from  the 

hatchback,  missed  Lilith  by  millimeters,  and  embedded  itself  in  the 

dashboard. The Gremlin let out a groan, and carbon dioxide poured from the 

wound and into the interior. 

Lilith  turned  to  glare  at  me.  “Damn  it,  Jace.  Control  your  tempter 

before you kill one of us.” 

What the hell was she talking about? “I didn’t do that.” 

“Yes you did.” She hauled the Gremlin to the curb, pulled the sleeve 

of her jacket over her hand, and heaved Tyrfing from the dash. “This sword,” 

she  rattled  it  at  me,  “slays  the  possessor’s  enemies.  It  feeds  off  your  anger. 

Basically, it stabs whoever ticks you off. Whether they die or not depends on 

how angry you are.” 

“That’s why it stabbed Dante.” I nodded. Not a bad weapon. 

“But didn’t kill him. You were annoyed, not homicidal. But you must 

be  very  careful.” She  dropped the sword  into the backseat. “Tyrfing doesn’t 

discriminate between passionate anger, and a killing rage.” 

“What else  don’t  I  know?” I shook  my  head. God  had  entrusted the 

wrong man to protect his son. 

Lilith’s  eyes softened. “I’m so sorry, Jace.  You  never asked for any 

of this.” 

“Save your pity,” I cracked my knuckles, “for the bastards who killed 

the kid.” A hum echoed from the backseat, as Tyrfing readied itself for 
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battle. 

“Jace,  please.”  She  touched  my  arm.  Fear  radiated  from  her.  The 

scent of it heightened the predator instinct inside me. 

Kill. Destroy. “Don’t get in my way.” Her eyes widened and wetness 

swelled  at  the  edges.  I  took  a  deep  breath,  softening  my  warning.  “I  don’t 

want you to get hurt.” 

~ * ~ 

Lights  flashed,  blue  and  red,  off  pools  of  melting  snow.  Cops 

directed  traffic  past  the  small  church  on  the  corner  of  W.  49th  Street.  St. 

Malachy’s  church.  The  saint  of  prophesies.  The  church  for  actors.  Douglas 

Fairbanks  married  Joan  Crawford  within  its  stone  walls.  Had  the  sainted 

Malachy predicted that? 

Lilith stopped the Gremlin a block from the yellow crime scene tape. 

She touched my hand with icy fingers. “You don’t have to come with me.” 

Yeah, I did. I shot her a sad smile, opened my car door, and stepped 

into the frigid night. 

The  church  hid  between  skyscrapers  and  landmarks.  Its  steeple 

welcomed  the  faithful,  but  not  this  night.  I  patted  my  nine-millimeter  and 

stepped under the crime scene tape. A brown-skinned cop held up a hand to 

stop me, but I shoved him aside. 

“Hey, buddy.” The  cop  charged  me,  his hand hovering  over the  gun 

tucked safely in its holster. With a glance, Lilith froze him in place much as 

she’d done to Hades the night before. She whispered to him, “Now is not the 

time.” 

The cop gurgled with what I assumed to be agreement, and Lilith and 

I  disappeared  inside.  Entering  the  church,  I  half  expected  her  to  burst  into 

flames, but not even a hair on her head appeared out of place. 

“It’s not like in the books,” she said, reading my thoughts. 

I nodded, but a white sheet draped over the wooden cross at the alter 

drew my attention. I raised my eyes to heaven and cursed. I cursed God, who 

sacrificed  his  son  twice.  I  cursed  the  bastards  who  killed  an  innocent  child. 

And I cursed myself. The kid had trusted me and I let him down. What kind 

of  man failed a child? I  was  no better than the  man  who’d  fathered  me and 

walked away. 

I  pictured  the  kid’s  chubby  cheeks,  and  his  random  ‘miracles’  like 

making  his  pooh  dance  in  the  toilet  during  potty  training,  or  raising  fleas 

from the dead after I bug bombed the apartment. I’d miss him. 

A  plainclothes  detective  stepped  in  front  of  me,  snapping  me  from 

my  memories.  She  wore  an  ugly  blue  suit  with  wide  shoulder  pads  and  a 

butch  haircut.  Her  demeanor  screamed  cop,  but  her  clothes  yelled  for  a  dry 

cleaner. Her eyes drifted past me, to Lilith, and back to me. “You can’t be in 

here,” she said. 

“He’s his guardian.” Lilith gestured to the wooden cross. 

The detective raised an eyebrow. “Really? Is that what they call it?” 
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Lilith  frowned  at  the  woman,  but  I  ignored  her.  Instead,  I  walked 

toward the cross. My stomach knotted. I wanted to puke, to rid myself of the 

grief and guilt. Bile crawled up my throat, an acidy burn that stayed with me 

even as I swallowed it down. 

Gripping  the  edge  of  the  sheet,  I  closed  my  eyes  and  took  a  deep 

breath.  The  fabric  felt  rough,  prickly  against  my  fingertips.  It  was  an 

unworthy blanket for the kid underneath. 

Lifting the edge, I peered at the body of God’s only son, and started 

to  laugh.  I  couldn’t  help  it.  Mirth  bubbled  from  deep  inside  me,  exploding 

from my lungs with gales of laughter. 

Catching my breath, I peeked under the sheet just to make sure. Yep, 

a two-foot, transvestite Chinese hooker dressed in black leather and holding a 

riding crop stared back at me. His dead eyes twinkled like twin black holes. 

As  suddenly  as  my  laughter  started,  it  died  at  the  sight  of  the  black 

book in his hand. My Bible. The one I’d left on the street the night before. I 

glanced around the church. Was this a warning? Or a setup? 

“Are you all right, Jace?” Lilith stroked my shoulder as if I’d lost my 

mind.  Was  she  offering  me  comfort  or  looking  for  a  place  to  stick  a  knife? 

Was my paranoia showing? 

No,  I  wasn’t  okay  but  now  was  not  the  time  to  discuss  it.  Relief 

warred  with  my  growing  paranoia.  Wherever  I  went,  an  unknown  force 

followed,  always  one  step  ahead  of  me.  I  shook  my  head,  and  motioned  to 

the  Bible  in  the  dead  guy’s  hand.  Lilith’s  eyes  widened  and  she  let  out  a 

small gasp. 

The  detective  shot  us  a  questioning  look.  Shit,  it  was  time  to  go.  I 

reached  for  Lilith’s  hand  and  headed  toward  the  front  doors.  For  once,  she 

didn’t argue but meekly followed my lead. 

“Wait.” The detective held up a hand to stop us. “I need to see some 

identification.” 

“Now would be a good time to use that freezing thing,” I whispered 

to Lilith out of the corner of my mouth. 

She winced. “I can’t. Hallowed ground.” 

Shit. Shit. Shit. I turned to smile at the detective. “I lost my wallet.” 

She rubbed  her chin. “You  look a little  like a suspect  we’re  looking 

for. Jace Miller? He’s traveling with a black haired woman with tattoos.” 

“Really?”  A  wrinkle  arched  in  my  forehead.  “Can’t  say  I’ve  seen 

them.” 

She  pulled  out  a  pair  of  thick  steel  bracelets.  “Mr.  Miller,  you’re 

under arrest for murder.” 

“What?” I backed up a step. “Of who?” 

The  detective  smirked.  “The  man  founded  incinerated  inside  your 

apartment,  and  your  girlfriend’s,”  she  waved  to  Lilith,  “ex-husband,  the 

reverend Adam Just.” 
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Twenty Four 



Lilith’s  eyes  flashed  to  mine.  “Did  you  really  kill  Adam?”  She 

stepped between the detective and me, and gave me a hard shove. 

“Hell,  no.”  I  pushed  her  back,  and  she,  arms  flailing,  fell  into  the 

detective.  The  impact  knocked  the  shorter  woman  to  the  floor.  Her  eyes 

rolled around like dice in her head before settling on snake eyes. 

“I’m  so  sorry.”  Lilith  reached  to  help  the  woman  up,  but  instead  of 

assisting  her  managed  to  take  the  detective’s  handcuffs,  and  shackle  her  to 

the nearest pew. 

“Time  to  go.”  Grinning,  I  grabbed  Lilith’s  hand  and  we  ran  for  the 

front doors. Lilith frowned, but didn’t slow her steps. “And just when things 

started to get fun.” 

We  flew  down  the  church  steps,  pushing  through  the  crime  scene 

tape and across the street before anyone tried to stop us. 

The  buzz  of  a  taser  sparked  to  life  behind  us.  “Stop  or  I  will  be 

forced to apply non-lethal force in the form of a taser. A taser is a handheld 

electrical  device  that  propels  twin  prongs  into  the  skin  of  the  person  of 

interest. These prongs act as conductors to a specified amount, the amount is 

adjusted  in  accordance  with  the  state  and  local  regulations,  of  electricity  or 

volts, if you will. Following application, you, as the person of interest will be 

rendered…” 

I  glanced  back,  eyeing  the  same  cop  I  had  assaulted  earlier.  He 

readied his taser while reading off a list of warnings and side effects. “A taser 

can cause burns, epilepsy, and  even  death. It should  not be used  on persons 

who  are  pregnant  or  may  become  pregnant.”  He  flipped  the  card  over. 

“Occasionally an  erection  lasting four or  more hours can occur.” He paused 

before reading further. Lilith and I stopped running, and stood waiting for the 

poor guy to finish. 

“The  use  of  the  taser  does  not  imply  guilt.  By  acknowledging  the 

taser warning,  you agree to forgo all  legal right to sue the NYPD, or any of 

its  subsidiaries,  for  any  and  all  harm  perpetrated  by  your  tasing.  Do  you 

understand  these  warnings  as  I  have  just  read  them?”  The  cop  looked 

expectantly at me. 
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I shrugged. “I do?” 

He nodded and aimed the taser. I wasn’t stupid, so I took  off again, 

running at full steam to the Gremlin parked a hundred feet ahead. Fifty feet. 

Ten. 

The  buzz  of  electricity  sent  chills  up  my  spine,  but  I  didn’t  feel 

anything. No zap of pain. No frequent burning or irritation. Nothing. 

Ahead of me, Lilith stopped, and my momentum carried me over the 

top of her. “Look,” she said, pointing to the cop. My eyes followed her finger 

to  the  cop,  who  stood  in  the  middle  of  the  street  covered  in  burnt  angel 

feathers.  The  angel,  his  face  black  with  rage,  hovered  a  few  feet  off  the 

ground berating the poor officer. 

“I  should  smite  you.”  The  angel  wagged  a  wing  at  the  horrified 

policeman. 

“Ummm…  Angel?”  I  cleared  my  throat.  “No  smiting.  Pick  up 

your—” I pointed to the feathers on the ground “—stuffing and let’s get the 

hell out of here.” 

He glared at me, but did as I ordered; scooping up bits of burnt angel, 

licking  it,  and  sticking  it  back  on.  The  cop  bent  over  to  help,  and  together, 

they glued most of his feathers in place. 

“Sorry  about  that,”  the  cop  muttered.  “They  warned  us  in  the 

academy never to use a taser on a bird.” 

~ * ~ 

I stretched  out  on Lilith’s  white sheeted bed and stared at  her  white 

painted ceiling. Her entire apartment lacked color with its white walls, white 

furniture, and  white  cat, a white cat currently chewing on a napping angel’s 

wing. 

“Bodhi,  no.”  Lilith  waved  the  cat  away.  “If  you  get  an  angel  ball 

mommy will be mad.” 

The  cat  hissed,  swatted  at  Lilith’s  hand,  and  scampered  off.  To  do 

what, I wasn’t sure, but I planned to sleep with one eye open just in case. The 

cat all but purred pure evil. 

“What’s  with  the  white?”  I  turned  on  my  side  to  watch  Lilith.  She 

was making up a spot on the couch for me to sleep, but I had other ideas. 

Tossing a pillow on the cushion, she said, “I like white.” 

“Okay,  but  why?”  I  chuckled.  “Aren’t  you  supposed  to  decorate  in 

sacrificial blood and black leather?” 

“You’re one to talk.” She fluffed the pillow, and added a blanket. A 

white  blanket.  “The  best  decorating  ever  done  to  your  place  was  a  three 

alarm fire.” 

“Started by you, by the way.” 

She shot me a dirty look. “Was not.” 

“Was too, but I’m  not  going to argue the point. I do, however, have 

to ask.” I sucked in a breath. “What the fuck was Adam doing in my bed?” 

“You’re irresistible?” She sauntered toward me, running her hand 
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across her colorless comforter. “He couldn’t control himself?” 

“That’s a  given.”  I  reached  for  her  hand,  but  she  pulled  away.  “But 

why was he there? Did he know something about the kid?” 

Lilith sat on the  edge  of the bed. Not close  enough to  touch, but the 

scent  of  her  tickled  my  lust.  She  gave  me  a  measured  look.  “I  don’t  know. 

And your Bible, how did it wind up in a dead hooker’s hand?” 

I raised an eyebrow. “Not how you think.” 

“Maybe we’re going at this all wrong.” 

Frowning, I said, “How so?” 

“Instead of searching for J.C., why don’t we make him come to us?” 

“And how do you suppose we do that?” I crawled across the bed, my 

hands and knees sinking into the softness. 

“He does like to raise things from the dead...” 

“No.” 

“Come on, Jace. It will be fun.” 

“Fun? ”  I  grabbed  her  shoulder  and  knocked  her  back  onto  the  bed. 

“Killing me does not sound like fun.” 

With a laugh, she said, “It does to me.” 
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Twenty Five 



“Ashes  to  ashes,  dust  to  dust,”  a  priest  said  as  the  first  clumps  of 

Earth crashed against the coffin. My body lay inside, choking on wood chips 

and  dirt.  A  chorus  of  amens  and  wailing  followed.  The  wailing  came  from 

my mom, and the amens from Lilith. Sweet Mary and the angel rounded out 

the attendees at my mock funeral. 

The  angel,  too  busy  comparing  himself  to  the  statue  of  an  angel  on 

the  grave  next  door,  failed  to  respond  to  my  death  glares  from  the  cloud 

above. Yeah, cloud. One more thing the angel had lied about. 

God patted my shoulder. “Is your cloud not to your liking?” 

“No, it’s great.” I smiled at the Benevolent One, and wondered again 

how he managed to be God and look like a hippie. He wore Birkenstocks, for 

fuck sakes. “Thanks for letting me stay here,” I added after a long pause. 

“No  problem.”  He  smiled  through  that  lie.  The  fight  between  God 

and  Satan  over  my  soul  had  taken  days.  I  hovered  somewhere  between  life 

and  death  while  some  heavenly  accounting  nerd  listed  my  every  sin.  God 

claimed they were minor vices, a boy merely sowing his wild oats. Satan, on 

the  other  hand,  argued  breaking  almost  every  commandment  constituted 

damnation,  or  at  least,  a  day  spent  watching  reruns  of  last  season  of 

American Idol. 

Oddly, the decision came back to the woman who’d killed me in the 

first place. Lilith had pulled Satan aside, and after a brief consultation, I was 

fitted  for  a  pair  of  lopsided  wings  and  my  own  cloud,  white  of  course.  So 

there  I  sat,  waiting  for  the  kid  to  free  me  from  Heaven,  so  I  could  send  his 

kidnappers to hell. 

“I’m so sorry for your loss.” Mary hugged my mom, squeezing a few 

more tears from the older woman’s eyes. “Jace was a great man.” 

My mom gave her a watery smile. “Did you know him well?” 

“Yes.”  Mary  sniffed  into  a  lace  handkerchief.  “I  planned  on  having 

his babies.” 

 Babies? Wait a minute. 

Lilith  planted  a  protective  arm  on  my  mother’s  shoulder,  knocking 

Mary back a step. “Jace  had faults,” she said,  drawing  my  mom’s attention. 
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“He  liked  to  drink,  slept  with  the  occasional  hooker,  and  used  the  Lord’s 

name in vain, a lot.” 

My mom looked horrified. 

Mary  rushed  to  my  defense.  “But  he  also  protected  those  he 

considered defenseless, and he helped old people across the street.” 

“If they gave him a dollar.” Lilith shrugged and glanced down at her 

black painted nails. 

That bitch. When I got off this fucking cloud, I was going to ring her 

neck.  A  sudden  realization  struck  me.  What  if  I  never  got  off  this  cloud? 

What if the kid didn’t show? Had Lilith talked me into this to get me out of 

the way? 

Below  a  girl-on-girl  catfight  erupted.  Clothing  flew  in  various 

directions. Jenna Jameson replaced my mom, and things got interesting. 

~ * ~ 

Smack.  “Pig.”  Lilith  lay  on  her  big  white  bed  next  to  me,  her  hand 

stinging from the smack to my cheek. 

I cracked my eyes open. “Hey, it’s my fantasy. I can have whoever I 

want naked in it.” 

“Okay, it’s a bad idea.” She rubbed her chin. “We don’t even know if 

J.C.  has  the  power  to  raise  the  dead  yet,  and  even  if  he  does,  why  the  hell 

would he want  you back on Earth.” 

“There is that, and I doubt I’d be waiting around in heaven.” 

She  nodded.  “Yeah,  I  have  my  doubts  about  that  too.”  Her  palm 

struck my cheek again with a thwack. “And why am I always a bitch in your 

fantasies and Mary’s so fucking sweet?” 

“I call it like I see it.” 

Lilith  rammed  her  foot  into  my  side  and  kicked  me  from  her  bed. 

“Well, see it from the couch then.” 

I stumbled to my feet with a grin. “Come on, I was teasing. Mary has 

her flaws.” 

“Oh yeah. Name one?” Lilith tucked her arms across her chest. “I’m 

waiting.” 

“She’s not a natural blonde.” Whether she was or not, I had no idea, 

or did I care? But Lilith seemed to consider my words. 

“What else?” She licked her lips. 

“Well,  she’s  a  morning  person,  and  she  sings  in  the  shower.”  Both 

traits,  that  while  endearing  at  first,  after  ten  years  of  marriage  became 

motive. 

“Oh, I hate that.” She smiled. “Adam used to  wake up at five  every 

morning.  Said  something  stupid  about  a  bird,  and  a  worm.  So  one  morning 

when he  woke  me to  make  him breakfast, I fried up a pound  of  worms and 

told  him  it  was  sausage.”  She  rubbed  at  a  scar above  her  left  eye.  “He  was 

not amused.” 

I was glad he was dead; otherwise, I’d have to kill him. No wonder 
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Lilith had left him for Satan. How much worse could hell be? 

“I didn’t leave Adam for Satan.” 

God,  I  hated  when  she  read  my  mind.  “How’d  you  end  up,”  I 

motioned to her, “like this?” 

Instead  of  taking  offense,  like  most  of  the  woman  of  my 

acquaintance, she said, “How did you?” 

“What do  you  mean?” I frowned. “The angel  came to  my  door with 

the kid in his arms and I let him in.” 

“But why?” 

Good  question.  “I  don’t  know.”  That  was  a  lie.  I’d  let  the  kid  in 

because I’d  had  no choice. It was him  or the voices, and as annoying as the 

kid  was,  the  voices  were  worse.  Deadly,  in  fact.  Nevertheless,  the  voices 

were something I didn’t plan on sharing with anyone, let alone the queen of 

all succubae. 

“Liar.”  She  pulled  the  sheet  over  her,  and  flicked  off  her  bedroom 

light  leaving  me  to  stumble  to  the  couch  in  the  dark.  “’Night,  Nemamiah,” 

she said. “Try and keep me out of your dreams.” 
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Twenty Six 



The rest of the night, I spent tossing on the too small couch dreaming 

about  Lilith.  The  morning  brought  both  good  and  bad  news.  I  woke  to  the 

delicious  aroma  of  frying  eggs,  and  sausage—not  worms—cooking  in 

Lilith’s all-white kitchen. 

Staggering from the couch,  I pulled  on a pair of jeans and followed 

the  scent  of  food.  The  angel,  missing  a  chunk  of  cat-chewed  wing,  stood  at 

the  stove,  a  pan  of  perfectly  scrambled  eggs  and  seared  sausage  in  front  of 

him. 

“As she left, the mean one said not to wake you.” The angel glanced 

from the pan. “I did not want to get hit, so I did as she ordered.” 

I glanced around the apartment. The cat stared at me from the kitchen 

table, coughed  once, and spit a ball of angel at  me. It landed  on the floor at 

my feet. Kicking it under the table, I sat down. “Where did she go?” 

“To visit the blonde one.” 

“What?” I stood quickly. “And you let her?” 

“I am your keeper, not hers.” He stuck his chin in the air. “Now, do 

you want your eggs with cheese?” 

Shit.  I  searched  the  kitchen  for  enough  cash  for  a  taxi.  It  was  hard 

being a kept man. The angel asked again if I wanted cheese, this time with a 

huff in his voice. 

Tossing open the stove drawer, I yelled, “Forget the eggs, we have to 

stop Lilith.” 

“But why? One is no match for the other.” 

“That’s  my  point.”  I  hit  pay  dirt  in  the  cookie  drawer—ten  one 

hundred  dollar  bills.  I  peeled  off  one,  wrote  an  IOU,  and  raced  out  of  the 

apartment. 

On  the  cab  ride  to  Mary’s  I  pictured  various  scenarios,  each  ended 

with Lilith beating Mary into a mushy pink mess. What I didn’t imagine was 

the scene that greeted me. 

Mary sat on a stool in a pair of pink panties and matching bra. Lilith 

was nowhere to be seen. The apartment appeared intact, as did Mary. Had the 

angel lied? Or, more likely, had Lilith deceived the angel? 
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“Jace.” Mary ran to  me, stopping a foot away, as if unsure. “I’m so 

glad to see you.” 

I  considered  Mary’s  sweet  face.  Tiny  lines  creased  her  smile,  and 

wrinkles crinkled at the corner of her eyes. Her hair, once a glowing yellow, 

appeared almost dull. 

If  I  hadn’t  known  better,  I’d  thought  she  was  one  of  those  soccer 

moms that filled Central Park on Saturday’s to watch their overly developed 

offspring kick at a ball. Dead-eyed and high on prescription pills, they smiled 

without emotion. 

Mary took my face in her hands, and I suddenly remembered all the 

reasons  I’d  fallen  under  her  spell  in  the  first  place.  With  Mary,  I  could  be 

another man, one of wealth and taste. She made me want to be a better man. 

Maybe not marriage and twenty kids better, but better than average. 

“Look what I found after the fire.” She gestured to my gray skullcap 

in her hands. “I washed it for you.” 

“Thanks.” I put  it  on, and smiled  down at her. God, she  looked  hot. 

Her tiny flaws flew out of my head, and I relaxed against her. 

“You’re welcome. I tried to save more, but…” She shrugged, failing 

to add that I didn’t own shit worth saving. 

I  kissed  her,  caressing  unclothed  skin  with  my  calloused  palms. 

“How did I get lucky enough to move next-door to you?” 

“You  must  have been  good  in a past life.” Her  violet  eyes sparkled. 

“Do you want to...” She nodded toward her bedroom. 

More  than  anything,  I  thought,  taking  her  hand.  The  twerp  of  a  cell 

phone stopped me just outside her bedroom door. 

“I think it’s you.” Frowning, Mary gestured at my ringing jeans. 

Shit. I pulled out Lilith’s cell phone. She must’ve put it in my pocket 

while I slept. I checked the caller ID and flipped the phone open. “Yeah?” 

“I  wondered  if  her  pet  would  answer,”  Samuel  hissed  through  the 

phone. “She keeps you on a short leash.” 

“If you’re done flirting with me, what do you want?” I tried to keep 

my voice calm, but it was hard to do with my heart racing a mile a minute. I 

admit it; the Son of Satan scared the shit out of me. So did the Son of God for 

that matter. 

“What is she worth to you?” he asked. 

“Who?” But I already knew. 

“The demon whore who lies bleeding at my feet,” he growled. “What 

will you sacrifice to save her?” 

I  swallowed  hard,  dread  turning  my  skin  to  ice.  I  had  nothing  to 

offer,  barter,  or  steal,  even  my  life  wasn’t  my  own  to  sell.  The  kid  took 

propriety. 

Last night, Lilith had made me promise that. Now that promise made 

sense. The blond one the angel referred to was Samuel, not Mary. Lilith had 

ventured into hell. 
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“What do you want?” I clutched the phone tighter. 

“I want what the whore refuses me.” 

“And what’s that?” 

Satan’s son laughed. “You, twirling on a spit.” 

“As  great  as  that  sounds,  I’m  going  to  pass,”  I  stalled,  trying  to 

formulate a plan. Nothing came to me. Shit. 

“The  joke  is  on  Lilith  then.  She  protects  a  man  unworthy  of  her 

love,” Samuel said before hanging up. 

Pain-filled  cries  ricocheted  inside  my  head.  Lilith’s  cries.  I  dropped 

to my knees, and clawed at my ears to stop the devastating sounds, but they 

wouldn’t  cease.  Blood  dripped  from  my  fingers.  Images  of  Lilith  flashed 

behind  my  eyelids.  Burned,  bloodied,  beaten,  her  cat-yellow  eyes  faded  as 

the cries took control of my mind. 

After  a  few  minutes,  the  screams  turned  to  mews  and  my  sanity 

returned, as did murderous rage. 

94 

 











Twenty Seven 



As  soon  as  Lilith’s  terror  faded  from  my  head,  I  grabbed  her  cell 

phone and dialed Hades. “I need your help,” I said when he answered. 

“I  cannot  help  you  this  time,  my  friend.”  He  coughed.  “Let  her 

sacrifice stand, and do what needs to be done to find the child.” 

“I can’t. She went to hell to protect me. To keep Samuel away from 

me, so I can find the kid.” I held the phone closer, my voice cracking. “You 

didn’t hear her cries, Hades. No one should suffer like that.” 

“Better  her  than  you.  Remember  that.”  Hades  hung  up.  In  a  rage,  I 

threw the phone at Mary’s wall. It bounced off, knocking a can of oil based 

paint onto the floor, and  over  my boots. Blood red paint seeped through the 

soles. 

“Mary,  I’m  sorry.”  I  stared  at  her  terrified  face  feeling  more  and 

more like an asshole. 

She sniffed once, but straightened and the haunted look left her eyes. 

“It’s okay. Let me grab a towel.” She ran to her kitchen and came back with 

a black towel. I stuck  my  hand  out, but she  waved  me away. On  her  knees, 

she  dabbed  at  the  paint  staining  my  boots  and  the  floor.  From  under  her 

lashes, Mary glanced at me. 

The stroke of Mary’s hand against my boots helped heal the sickness 

Lilith’s  pain  had  caused  inside  my  brain.  My  fear  of  madness  eased  and 

when she finished, I helped her to her feet. “I will be back, and we will finish 

this,” I gestured between us. “I promise.” I sealed my vow with a kiss. 

“I’ll  hold  you  to  that.”  She  touched  my  cheek.  “But  next  time,  it’s 

just you and me. You will forget all about her.” 

“Fair enough.” Kissing Mary one last time, I headed for the door and 

the hellish world beyond it. 

~ * ~ 

Outside  Mary’s  door,  I  wondered  how  the  hell  I  could  save  Lilith. 

There  were  only  two  ways  into  Hell,  and  dying  wasn’t  high  on  my  ”to  do” 

list.  That  left  me  with  option  number  two:  locate  Hell’s  Gate  and  bribe  my 

way in. 

I headed down the hall keeping far from the Hobbit’s door in case he 
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held a grudge. Sid stood at the top of the stairwell, an ice cream cone melting 

in his hand. Drips of  white and brown dairy product puddled  on the  floor at 

his feet. 

“Hey, Sid.” I waved and tried to slip past. 

“We  shape  ice  cream  into  a  cone,  but  it  is  the  emptiness  inside  for 

which  we  truly  long.”  A  pallid  droplet  splashed  onto  the  concrete  and  Sid 

smiled. 

“Umm, yeah. Nice chatting with you.” 

When  I  was  halfway  down  the  steps,  Sid  called,  “Carry  the  water, 

bathe in the water, and seek the water. The babe is in the water.” 

I  stopped.  Saving  Lilith  would  have  to  wait.  “What  babe?  Are  you 

talking about the kid?” 

“The answer you seek is neither mine to give nor yours to desire.” 

“Fuck  this.”  I  charged  back  up  the  stairs,  knocked  the  cone  from 

Sid’s hand, and slammed his fat ass against the wall. “If you know where the 

kid is you better fucking tell me. Now.” I clenched my fist, ready to beat the 

doughboy out of him. 

He glared down at the broken ice cream cone. “A flower in Brooklyn 

blooms  with  water,  roses  grow  with  fertilizer,  and  enlightenment  turns  to 

dust if not tended in a community garden.” 

My fist caught him in the stomach, oozing  into  his pudgy flesh, and 

pin balling off an organ or two. He let out a harsh wheeze before collapsing 

in a puddle much like his busted ice cream cone. 

Oh  shit.  Community  garden.  Water.  Brooklyn.  The  kid  was  at  the 

Botanical Gardens in Brooklyn. Yanking Sid to his feet, I apologized with a 

wave and ran down the steps. 

“You  suck,”  Sid  yelled  down  the  empty  stairwell.  “I  hope  you  get 

your ass kicked.” 

Hmmm. That didn’t sound Zen-like at all. 
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Twenty Eight 



The  Brooklyn Botanic Garden  wasn’t really all about  community as 

its name implied, since it cost eight bucks to get in and smelled like the dead. 

I had an idea where they held the kid. The Steinhardt Conservatory: Trail of 

Evolution. Why? Because that’s where I would keep the Son of God. 

Before  taking  the  Q  train  to  the  Prospect  Park  Station,  I  stopped  at 

Lilith’s  apartment  to  pick  up  Tyrfing,  and  the  angel.  I  found  Tyrfing 

embedded  in  a  picture  of  Alex  Trebek,  which  was  odd  enough.  I  shook  my 

head and wrestled the blade, wondering why Lilith had a picture of Trebek in 

the first place. 

The angel watched me with bored eyes. “I do not like that show. It is 

too  hard,  and  no  one  is  in  peril,  so  what  is  with  that  name?”  He  shook  his 

feathers.  “Plus,  they  never  mention  me.  It’s  always  Michael  this,  Gabriel 

that. I am sick of—” 

“Shut  the  fuck  up  and  help  me,”  I  yelled,  twisting  the  sword.  It 

moved a millimeter at the most. 

The angel hrumped but did as I asked. He waved his winged arm and 

the sword came free. Not prepared, I jerked the hilt at the same time, which 

sent  me  toppling  over  Lilith’s  white  couch  and  face  first  onto  her  fat  white 

cat. Bodhi hissed and jabbed a claw into my right eye. 

“Ow!”  I  jumped  up,  and  ran  in  a  circle  around  the  living  room 

holding my punctured eye socket. “Evil cat incarnate. I’m going to have you 

stuffed.” 

“What did I do?” The angel looked offended. 

“Not  you.  That  fucking  devil  cat.”  I  pointed  at  one  of  the  two  cats 

clouding  my  vision.  Shit.  I  rubbed  my  eye  until  only  one  hairball  remained 

and gestured to the door. “Let’s go. I know where the kid is being held.” 

The angel raised his wings in question. “Why do you want to take the 

cat to save the babe?” 

I took a deep breath and counted to ten. “Forget it. You stay here. If I 

don’t come back, tell God I deserve a fluffier cloud.” 

“We don’t sleep on clo—” 

I closed the door on his lie. 
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~ * ~ 

At the gate of the Brooklyn Botanic Garden, I passed a ten dollar bill 

to a bored attendant, and in return received a map folded into a swan. It must 

be loads of fun working at a garden in February. 

I dissected the swan and followed the map to the Trail of Evolution. I 

sniffed the air. Nothing but the rot  of  dirt, and dying  flowers. No  new baby 

Jesus  smell.  No  brimstone.  I  inhaled  again,  this  time  catching  a  whiff  of 

something familiar and indefinable. 

Opening the door to the conservatory, I dragged Tyrfing in my wake 

and  wiped away a  drip  of sweat hanging above  my  lip. A  couple  of tourist, 

wide-eyed at the sight of a deranged guy with a sword, ran out of the exhibit, 

slipping in pools of condensation. I smiled, and nodded as they passed. Why 

not? Tourism paid the city’s bills. 

I stepped  into the foliage.  A rainforest of  exotic  hothouse plants  hid 

my presence. The air felt heavy and much too warm, even for a greenhouse. 

Sweaty  hot  evil.  I  could  almost  taste  it.  It  crept  through  the  conservatory, 

tainting everything. 

A child’s  laugh broke the  malevolent  vibe surrounding  me.  I smiled 

at  the  sound.  The  kid.  He  was  here.  I  waded  my  way  through  the  fauna, 

pausing every few seconds to listen. Nothing. Shit. 

Stepping  through  a  ring  of  trees,  I  found  myself  in  the  middle  of  a 

watery oasis. Water beat against an outcropping of rocks, and a heated spray 

soaked my skin. 

Water. Damn, I owed Sid an apology. 

I ducked behind a bush when the shout of voices ahead reached me. 

Unfortunately, the bush was poison sumac. My skin instantly began to itch, a 

psychosomatic reaction I’m sure, but a pain in the ass just the same. 

I peeked over the bush and saw the kid, all two-feet of him dressed in 

a light blue sailor suit. A tiny sailor’s cap sat atop his blond head. Those evil 

bastards. What had they done to him? 

Nevertheless,  the  kid  was  amusing  himself  by  reviving  an  ice-age 

fossil  of  a  shellfish  before  smiting  it,  again  and  again.  Alive.  Dead.  Alive. 

Dead. The fish finally stopped returning from the  great beyond, and the kid 

started to snivel, ready to let loose a wail of biblical proportions. 

Good. A scene would be the distraction I needed. 

The  kid’s  bottom  lip  quivered,  and  my  heart  jumped  a  beat. 

Showtime. But before he burst into a full-blown tempter tantrum, a feminine 

arm  picked  him  up.  Straining  to  see  the  kidnapper’s  face  or  at  least  her 

breasts, a sick feeling pooled in my lower intestine. It couldn’t be. 

“Mine,”  the  kid  screeched,  and  did  that  kid-claw-fingered-pinchy-

thing with his hands. 

Shit.  He  spotted  me.  Time  to  move.  I  jumped  from  the  bush,  my 

sword  poised  for  battle.  Bring  it  on,  I  thought  seconds  before  the  aroma  of 

sulfur fumed around me and ten pounds of metal smashed into the back of 
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my skull. 

I fell to the  damp ground. My final thought: Good thing the  kid had 

practiced raising the dead. 
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Twenty Nine 



“Jace, hold still.” Lilith’s pale face slowly came into focus. She stood 

above me, tears sliding down her cheeks. “You’ll be all right. Just let Angel 

do his job.” 

“Y B tch,” I mouthed and kicked a leg up to strangle her. 

Lilith smacked the angel. “I think you put something in wrong. He’s 

trying to strangle me with his foot, and can’t say vowels. Fix him.” 

“It  isn’t  as  easy  as  it  looks,  you  know.”  The  angel  searched  the 

ground for more smashed gray matter. “Ah, there it is.” He pressed a piece of 

my brain in place, and an electrical current shot down my spine. 

I  blinked  a  few  times.  “You  bitch.”  Whew.  This  time  my  arms 

reached out to choke the life out of her. 

“What is your problem?” Her fist  met  my jaw. “I save  your life and 

this is the thanks I get.” 

“I  actually  did  the  life  saving.”  The  angel  glared  at  Lilith.  “You 

merely drove us here.” 

She tucked her arms across her chest, and tapped her booted foot. “If 

I hadn’t  gone looking for him,  you’d still be buying bath salts on the Home 

Shopping Network. And Jace would be  dead.” 

“He  was dead.” The angel lifted me from the ground. “And I brought 

his soul back.” 

“Enough.”  I  stumbled  toward  Lilith  like  Frankenstein’s  monster. 

“How’d you get away from Samuel?” Suspicion curled in my stomach. Was 

it her with the kid? Had she killed me? Or had the womanly arm belonged to 

another? Samuel’s current succubus? 

She shook her head. “It doesn’t matter. What matters is, did you find 

J.C.?” 

“Yeah.” 

“So where is he?” She gazed around the plant-filled room. 

“Not here, apparently.” I took a step closer to  her. “After  my brains 

got bashed in, I lost him.” 

“Oh,  okay.”  She  gave  me  a  pacifying  smile,  all  pretty  white  teeth. 

“At least we know he’s okay.” 
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“Was  okay,”  I  mumbled.  Who  knew  what  his  kidnappers  had  done 

after my murder. “How’d you find me?” 

“I tried the GPS signal on my cell phone first, but I couldn’t pick up 

the signal.” She scratched her head. 

Oops. I pictured the bits of busted cell phone on Mary’s floor. Faking 

a search through my jean pockets, I said, “I must’ve dropped it.” 

Her  head tilted, but she  didn’t call  me  on it. “When I… got back to 

my apartment, he—” she flicked a wrist at the angel, “—told me you’d found 

the kid, but not where. So I started looking for you.” 

“And?” 

“We  called  God,”  the  angel  sneered.  “But  Michael  answered.  Now 

he’s going to Lord this over my head for the next eon.” 

“I said I’d  make it up to  you.” Lilith rolled  her  eyes.  “I don’t  know 

how you put up with him for the last eight months.” 

The  angel  frowned.  “And  I  don’t  know  why   he  needs  you.  A 

woman’s place is in the kitchen.” 

I laughed as Lilith lunged at him, but I pulled her up short before she 

could do any damage. “As much as I’d love to see  you kick  his angelic ass, 

we should go.” Something crept through  me, a warning  of  danger, a feeling 

of impeding disaster, but that might have been a result of a head full of soupy 

brain. 

Lilith  nodded,  and  touched  the  side  of  my  dented  head.  “Can  you 

walk?” 

Even if I couldn’t there was no way in hell I’d let her carry me. “I’m 

fine. Nothing more than a headache.”  The size of Texas.  

Lilith  nodded,  keeping  her  arm  wrapped  around  my  waist  as  we 

followed the yellow brick road down the Evolutionary path. 

Halfway  down  the  trail,  I  stopped.  “Where’s  the  sword?”  Shit.  I 

turned around and headed back toward the watery alcove. 

Lilith’s eyes flashed. “You lost Tyrfing?” 

“I didn’t lose it.” 

“Well,  it  wasn’t  by  your  corpse.  So  I’m  guessing  you  lost  it.”  She 

shook her head, looking disgusted. 

Bitch.  “Sorry  for  dying  and  all.  Next  time  I’ll  let  you  have  the 

honor.” 

“Won’t  happen.”  She  winked.  “I’m  much  harder  to  kill.  Hell,  one 

little smack in the head with a tire iron and you’re down for the count.” 

“She  has  a  point.”  The  angel  looked  up  long  enough  from  his 

manicured nails to nod. 

A  humming  echoed  from  the  rainforest  on  my  right.  Suddenly 

Tyrfing shot across the sky and embedded itself in the angel’s midsection. He 

let out an annoyed squeak, and fell to the ground. 

Oops. 

“Damn it, can’t you control yourself? You’re like a kid with A.D.D.” 
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She kicked at the unmoving angel. “Shit, we’re going to have to carry him to 

the car.” 

Guilt rose inside me, but only a little bit. He was annoying, vain, and 

for  the  most  part  unhelpful.  Really  more  of  a  pain  in  the  ass  than  anything 

else. 

Lilith struggled with his feet. “A little help here.” 

“Why? I thought you were tough. Could do everything for yourself?” 

At  this  point,  I  was  just  being  a  dick,  exhaustion  overriding  my  common 

sense. 

“I apologize for my earlier comment. It was uncalled for and mean. I 

guess you could say—” She winked at me. “—The devil made me do it.” 

I  laughed,  and  begrudgingly  wrapped  my  arms  around  the  angel’s 

torso.  We  half  dragged  his  body  along  the  Evolutionary  Trail  and  to  the 

Gremlin’s hatchback. Intelligent design, my ass. 
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Thirty 



Lilith  drove  slowly  across  the  Brooklyn  Bridge,  careful  not  to  draw 

attention to the fact we had a kabobed angel stuffed in our hatchback. 

“Will  he  be  okay?”  I  glanced  into  the  backseat,  noting  the  angel’s 

pale face and the slight blue tint around his lips. 

Lilith  swung  into  the  fast  lane  to  avoid  a  slow  moving  truck.  Its 

bumper  sticker  read:  “Don’t  follow  me,  follow  Jesus!”  She  shook  her  head 

and  stabbed  the  gas  pedal.  “Angel  will  be  fine.  I  have  some  bandages  at 

home that will fix him right up.” 

“I didn’t mean to...” 

“I  know,  but  better  him  than  me.”  She  shivered.  “There’d  be  no 

saving me. Remember that the next time you want my blood.” 

“Stop  pissing  me  off  then.”  I  chuckled,  feeling  my  tension  ease.  “I 

bet that’s the last time the angel mouths off.” 

She laughed. “Somehow I doubt it.” 

And  damn  if  she  wasn’t  right.  An  hour  later,  fully  restored  to  his 

angelic  state,  he  looked  down  his  nose  at  me  and  said,  “When  was  the  last 

time you showered? You smell like the devil.” 

I flexed my fingers on the hilt of the sword I’d pulled from his torso, 

and weighed the cost/benefit of shoving it back in. 

“Hey,  Jace,  I  have  to  run  to  the  store  for  cat  food.”  Lilith  reached 

inside her cookie jar, frowned at my I.O.U., but didn’t comment. “Try not to 

destroy anything else,” she glanced at the picture of Alex Trebek, “while I’m 

gone.” 

“Cat food. Good idea. The kid will be hungry when we...” I stopped 

myself when Lilith shot me a confused glare. Oh right, food for the evil cat. 

“Do  not  let  anyone  in  and  stay  out  of  sight.  Samuel’s  looking  for 

you,” she warned. 

“I can handle him.” 

“Right.”  Blowing  me  a  kiss,  she  left  the  apartment,  slamming  the 

door in my face. 

“Do you want to play Mage?” The angel tapped me on the shoulder. 

He held a ten-sided dice in one hand and wore a geeky grin, which reminded 
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me of a high school kid taking his mom to prom. 

“Not  in  this  lifetime.”  I  stepped  by  him,  and  dropped  into  the  soft 

couch. “Go watch TV or something.” 

“The mean one does not have cable,” he whispered as if it was a sin, 

and I guess in his world it was. 

A  knock sounded at the  door. The angel and I  looked at each other, 

and then at the  door. I stood and reached for Tyrfing. The angel shuddered, 

but for once kept his mouth shut. Maybe Lilith had forgotten her keys. Nope, 

I remembered seeing them clutched in her hand. 

“Who’s  there?”  the  angel  asked  in  a  falsetto  when  another  knock 

rattled the wood. 

“Your  local  Avon  representative,”  a  harsh  male  voice  answered. 

“We’re having a sale on bath salts.” 

I rolled my eyes. How stupid did you have to be—? 

Fuck. 

The  angel  pulled  open  the  door  before  I  could  stop  him.  “Do  you 

have any lavender?” he asked. Throwing my body against the door, I tried to 

slam  it  closed,  but  a  meaty  hand  slipped  through,  grabbed  my  neck,  and 

tossed  me  across  the  room.  I  landed  with  a  crash,  smashing  against  Lilith’s 

white  painted  bookcase.  The  Anti-Christ’s  Cookbook  thunked  me  on  the 

head, and Bodhi hissed at me from his perch on Lilith’s bed. 

Ignoring  the  spoiled  cat,  I  blinked  at  the  hulking  demon  currently 

giving the angel a beat down. This was not going to be fun. 

I stumbled to my feet, glad to see Tyrfing still in my hand. “Hey.” I 

tapped the sword against the floor. “What is it with you demons? Are you all 

stupid?” 

Braathwaate,  the  demon  of  ignorance,  glanced  up  from  choking  the 

angel.  He  looked  like  a  demon  should  look;  big,  dumb,  and  ugly.  Unlike 

Lilith, who looked far better naked then the man/beast in front of me. 

“Can’t  Satan  afford  pants?”  I  dragged  Tyrfing  across  the  carpet.  “I 

hope to hell he gives you guys a good health plan.” I reared back, and swung 

the  sword  at  the  demon’s  head.  Not  surprising,  Tyrfing  struck  true  and  the 

demon’s head rolled from its body and fell to the floor. Pus seeped from the 

wound, and onto the white carpet. Lilith was going to be pissed. 

“Well  that  was  easy.”  I  kicked  at  the  demon’s  headless  body.  It 

toppled  to  the  ground  and  shattered  into  three  pieces.  Three  repulsive,  fetid 

pieces. 

I  leaned  down,  and  helped  the  angel  to  his  feet.  “Next  time.  Don’t 

open the door.” A rush of power ran through me. I’d finally defeated one of 

Satan’s  minions.  How  was  that  for  tough?  “Ummm,  Nemamiah,”  the  angel 

called. 

Shit.  I  knew  it  was  too  good  to  be  true.  I  spun  around,  and  stood 

facing four hulking, and now a bit shorter demons. 

The closest demon growled before grabbing me in a chokehold. Pop. 
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Pop.  Pop.  My  vertebrate  snapped  in  succession.  He  released  me,  and  I 

dropped  to  the  ground.  Oddly,  the  hard  floor  comforted  me  somewhat  until 

the second demon stomped on my ribs like a soccer ball. 

Blood  shot  from  my  mouth  sprinkling  Bodhi.  Big  red  globs  of  snot 

covered  the  growling  cat.  He  jumped  on  my  leg  with  his  claws  extended.  I 

kicked  him  off,  just  in  time  for  the  third  demon’s  assault  on  my  vital  little 

jaces.  My  nuts  headed  north,  and  my  stomach  followed  that  direction, 

spewing the lining of what used to be my esophagus. 

“For God sakes, help me.” I motioned to the angel, who hovered near 

the  ceiling,  out  of  reach  to  the  dwarfed  demons.  Dwarfed  demons  that 

roamed around the apartment, knocked over furniture, and made a big mess. 

“Will  you  play  Mage  with  me?”  the  angel  asked,  plucking  at  his 

feathers. 

Bastard. “Fine.” 

“Fine.” He huffed back and waved his hand. 

Tyrfing  clattered  against  the  floor,  and  flew  into  my  hand  like 

something  out  of  a  sci-fi  movie.  The  kind  of  movie  with  cheesy  special 

effects  and  a  hero  too  blinded  by  the  femme  fatale’s  beauty  to  realize  his 

danger until she sucked out his soul. 

My  fingers  tightened  on  the  hilt  the  sword,  and  I  pulled  back  to 

deliver  a  deathblow.  One  of  the  demons  smiled.  I  shanked  his  naked,  green 

ass. Pus boiled from his wound, splattering the walls. Ummm, not good. 

The demon split into two more, again shorter demons. They glanced 

at one in another and laughed. I gripped Tyrfing tighter and tried again. 

Thwack. Suddenly I was faced with eight midget demons. 

I quickly did the  math,  hacking away until the room  was covered  in 

six-centimeter sized fiends,  who  looked a lot like little green army  men, but 

shorter. 

All  part  of  my  plan,  I  assured  myself  as  they  danced  around  me, 

stabbing  my  feet  with  their  teeny-tiny  fingernails.  Sharp,  pokey,  teeny-tiny 

nails. 

Bodhi  jumped  from  the  top  of  the  refrigerator,  swatting  at  a  few  of 

the  demons  with  his  own  sharp  claws.  With  miniature  shrieks,  the  demons 

scattered,  which  only  excited  the  hungry  cat.  He  choked  down  a  few  of  the 

olive monsters. 

I smiled. For once, the cat was helpful. The angel, however, refused 

to  come  down.  He  floated  above  me,  still  annoyed  that  Avon  hadn’t  come 

calling. 

“Ow.”  I  kicked  at  a  demon  biting  my  ankle.  He  flipped  through  the 

air, skidded across the floor, and smacked  into the  oven  with a splat, a loud 

smacking splat complete with emerald spray. 

An  invisible  light bulb popped above  my  head. With  grim  delight, I 

lifted my foot and squashed a handful of demons under my boot. They made 

a crunching sound much like cockroaches, but then again, roaches didn’t 
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scream, or beg for mercy. 

Next  thing  I  knew,  I’m  dancing  around  Lilith’s  apartment  crushing 

demons while singing Whistle While You Work. Crunch. Crunch. Crunch. A 

quick-change step to the right. Smash. Smack. Bang. Double time. 

“Nooooo…” a demon screamed as my boot crushed his tiny body. 

“Oh  yes.  That  will  teach  you  to  fuck  with  someone  a  hundred  and 

seventy-three times your size.” I did a quick mental count. “Lesson learned.” 

I stomped down harder until I reduced him to a fly-splattered puddle. 

Bodhi  tracked  down  the  rest  of  the  runaway  demons,  most  of  the 

time swallowing them whole. Lilith was right. He was one hungry cat. 

When  the  last  of  the  demons  were  smited,  I  scrapped  off  my  boots 

over the trash can and glanced around Lilith’s demon-sprayed apartment. 

Please  let  the  market  be  busy,  I  prayed  reaching  for  a  broom  and 

dustpan. The place  was a mess. What  wasn’t broken  was covered in  demon 

splatter.  From  floor  to  ceiling,  the  room  looked  as  if  it  had  been  hit  by  a 

hurricane, and not the good alcohol-fueled kind. 

Keys rattled in the door. 

Fuck. 

Lilith  opened  the  door,  her  eyes  growing  wide  as  she  took  in  her 

newly redecorated living space. Demon Feng Shui. 

Bodhi circled Lilith’s long legs before letting out a cry, hacking once, 

and  spewing  demons  guts  over  her  shoes.  New  Prada  black  leather  boots,  I 

should add. 

“Why me?” she whispered to Heaven. 

The  angel  answered,  “It  is  not  your  place  to  question  Him.  I  could 

smite you for that.” 

She  growled,  “Get  out,  all  of  you.  I’ve  had  a  bad  enough  day,  and 

now  I  have  to  spend  the  next  four  hours  mopping  up...”  She  pointed  to  the 

splattered floor. “What the hell is that stuff?” 

“Tiny demons. I’ll clean it up.” I showed her the broom in my hands. 

“You go lie down. Take a nap.” 

“Nap?” Her right eye twitched. 

I  glanced  at  her  bed,  its  sheets  covered  in  crushed  demon.  “On 

second thought, we should go.” I picked up the cat, grabbed the angel’s foot, 

and disappeared through the door. 

Her screams followed us down the hall. 
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Thirty One 




I  sucked  down  two  beers  while  Hades  laughed.  He  laughed  so  hard 

he  fell  off  his  barstool  and  bounced  like  a  yo-yo.  Yet  laughter  continued  to 

pour from his fleshy lips. 

“It’s  not  that  funny.”  I  rolled  my  eyes,  feeling  bad  about  leaving 

Lilith, but I was damn sure if I’d stuck around, she would’ve killed me. 

“The greatest succubus in the Universe reduced to a cleaning lady. It 

ain’t  unfunny.”  Hades  grabbed  his  sides  to  catch  his  breath.  “Worse,  she 

saved your  miserable  hide  from Samuel and  you repay  her by  wrecking  her 

place.”  He  shook  his  snake  infested  head.  “You  are  never  gonna  get  laid 

now.” 

Yeah,  the  thought  had  crossed  my  mind  too.  “What  do  you  know 

about her and Samuel?” 

“He wanted her to sacrifice you, but she refused.” Hades sobered, his 

eyes growing hot. 

“What does that mean?” 

“Nothing  good.  Lilith  is  dammed,  so  Samuel  couldn’t  kill  her 

outright, but what he done to her today…” Hades frowned. “Even the bravest 

of Gods wouldn’t have survived it.” 

Sickness  pooled  in  my  stomach.  Whatever  happened  I’d  make 

Samuel  pay  for  that,  and  repay  Lilith.  Another  thought  occurred  to  me.  It 

hadn’t  been  Lilith  at  the  gardens  today,  but  someone  had  wanted  me  to 

believe it was. My question was who? What did they gain by separating us? I 

had no idea. Nothing made sense right now. Scrambled brain aside. 

“What are you going to do with the cat?” Hades eyed the beast. 

“No.” 

“What?” He raised his hands innocently. 

“You  cannot  eat  her  cat.”  I  tucked  Bodhi  further  into  my  sweatshirt 

and slipped off the barstool. My head spun, more from its earlier abuse than 

alcohol. “I have to apologize to Lilith.” 

Hades  nodded.  “Maybe  bring  her  some  flowers.  Women  like 

flowers.” 

“Good idea.” I gazed at the angel, who played a game of Mage with 
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the  Goddess  Aphrodite.  “Angel?  Watch  the  cat  for  me.  I’m  going  back  to 

Lilith’s.” 

“If you insist.” 

“I do.” I shoved Bodhi at him. “And if Hades eats him, I’m going to 

tell Lilith you did it.” Tossing a few bucks on the bar, I waved at Hades and 

headed from the Underworld into hell. 

~ * ~ 

“Lilith?”  I  tapped  on  her  apartment  door.  No  answer.  I  knocked 

harder, a smattering of fear rippling through me. Had something happened to 

her? 

The  doorknob  twisted  easily  in  my  hand.  Unlocked,  shit.  I  pushed 

through the door, ready and willing to slay dragons with the bouquet of black 

roses in my hand. 

“Any  one  here?”  I  scanned  the  pristine  room.  Not  a  smashed  green 

demon glob in sight. For Lilith, cleanliness must have been next to evilness. 

Her white sheeted bed was made, bookcase restocked, and cat food neatly set 

on the counter. 

The  bathroom  door  opened  a  crack,  and  I  spun  toward  the  sound 

catching a glimpse of Lilith’s naked back in the steam-fogged mirror. Angry 

red  scars  lined  her  skin.  Recent,  newly  healed  scars.  Scars  inflicted  while 

protecting  me.  Scars  like  the  one  on  the  back  of  her  neck.  This  wasn’t  the 

first time she suffered at Samuel’s hands. I swallowed hard, a greasy feeling 

churning in my gut. 

I  tapped  quietly  on  the  doorframe,  careful  not  to  startle  her.  “I 

knocked but you didn’t answ…” 

“Go  away.”  Tears  fell  unabated  from  Lilith’s  eyes,  her  face  patchy 

and red. Not an unpretty sight, but one I had never hoped to witness. 

She slammed the door, which narrowly missed my foot. The pain I’d 

seen  in  her  eyes  would  haunt  me  for  a  lifetime.  My  protective  instincts 

surfaced, as did my stupidity. I reached for the door handle. 

She  surprised  me  by  opening  the  door  at  the  same  time.  It  bounced 

off  my  nose,  sending  me  spiraling  to  the  floor.  Stars circled  my  head,  little 

blue ones with silvery edges. 

Lilith stalked across the room in a t-shirt, and  I  was damn sure, she 

didn’t  wear  anything  underneath.  Gone  were  her  tear  stained  cheeks, 

replaced with a steely, cold look. 

“Why are you here, Jace?” 

I  stood,  bridging  my  busted  nose  with  my  fingers.  “I  came  to 

apologize.” 

“Well?” Her hands flew to her hips. 

“Um, I’m sorry.” I held out the now decapitated black roses. “I wish 

I could make everything all right. Make up for Samuel—” 

“Don’t.” Her face tightened. 

“What?” 
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“Don’t be nice.” She flexed her fists. “I hate when you’re nice.” 

“Too  bad.”  I  pulled  her  into  an  awkward  hug,  and  patted  her  back 

like a child. She kicked me in the knee, following it up with a hard left to the 

collarbone. 

“Damn  it.”  Releasing  her,  I  rubbed  at  my  throbbing  shoulder. 

“There’s something seriously wrong with you.” 

“Me?” Redness exploded across her face. “You all but accuse me of 

kidnapping J.C. this afternoon, not to mention wrecking my apartment, and I 

have done something wrong?” 

“I fucking said I was sorry.” 

“Do  you  even  want  to  find  J.C.  or  are  you  too  busy  fucking  your 

sweet Mary to care?” She shoved me hard enough to rattle my teeth. 

Rage  washed  over  me.  “Don’t  bring  Mary  into  this,  and  don’t  you 

ever—”  I  poked  her  in  the  breastbone,  “—question  my  loyalty  to  the  kid. 

He’s the only reason I put up with you, and your demonic P.M.S.!” 

“P.M.S.,”  it  came  out  like  a  squeak.  Lilith  started  glowing  scarlet 

around the edges of her skin, eyes turning fiery. “You stupid mother—” 

A  hum  buzzed  from  across  the  room.  Tyrfing  floated  in  the  air.  I 

swallowed back some of my rage, and walked toward the sword. The feel of 

the hilt in my hand ignited the bloodlust locked deep inside my heart. 

Destroy. 

Devour. 

Dominate. 

I  lifted  the  blade,  watching  Lilith’s  eyes  reflected  in  the  shiny 

surface. Each step I took closer to her gave me a tiny thrill, like stalking prey. 

A few feet separated us, me with my demon-killing sword, and her with the 

blackened heart of demonic bitch. 

Glancing at the sword  with regret, I tossed it  into the  bathroom and 

slammed the door. “Now, you were saying?” 

Her fist caught  me  just above  my left  eye. Lucky for me,  my  earlier 

brain injury had numbed much of the feeling on my left side. I’d have to get 

the angel to look at it. 

I grabbed her hands and tossed  her onto the bed. “I’m not a fucking 

piñata.  I  don’t  hit  women,  but  next  time  you  deck  me,  I’ll  make  an 

exception.” 

Her lips curled into a snarl. “Try it and I’ll rip you apart.” 

“Don’t push me. I’ve had it with you, with all of this demon shit.” I 

bent closer until our faces were inches away. Her breath was hot on my face, 

sending a mixture of signals to my fucked up brain. “Why can’t you just act 

human for once in your fucking life? I offered a shoulder to cry on, and you 

twisted it into something evil.” 

She  struggled  to  rise  from  the  pillows,  but  I  refused  to  back  down. 

She’d be submissive for a few seconds, even if it killed me. 

I grabbed her hair and tugged. “Well, fuck you. From now on, you’re 
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on your own.” I threw her back down on the bed, and turned for the door. I’d 

find the kid on my own. 

“Fine.  Good,”  she  yelled  behind  me.  “Like  you  were  any  help 

anyway. Stupid momma’s boy.” 

Snap. Yep, I actually  heard  my brain snap, and  went  from pissed to 

crime  of  passion  mad.  The  sword,  reacting  to  my  violent  temper,  smashed 

into the closed door. But the sound did nothing to cool my rage. 

I spun to face her, ran the ten feet from her front door to the bed, and 

pounced. Slamming her body against the bed, my fingers wrapped around her 

skinny neck. Her skin felt red hot, her lips twisted with hate. 

My  erection  took  me  by  surprise.  One  second  I  wanted  to  kill  her, 

and the next I wanted to screw her until one of us met our maker. Preferably 

her, but who was I kidding. 

“No.” She ground her pelvis against me. “You’re not man enough.” 

“And  you’re  not  Mary,  but  I’ll  make  do.”  I  pinned  her  arms 

underneath my hands, and crushed my mouth to hers. For a few seconds she 

fought me, a growl escaping her throat. 

“Fuck,” I spat when her teeth ripped a layer of skin from my lip. I let 

go of one of her hands to wipe at the blood dripping down my chin. 

“Bastard.” She slugged me in the jaw. 

I  rolled  off  her,  the  taste  of  my  blood  calming  my  rage.  Not 

completely,  but  enough  to  question  whether  I  had  a  death  wish  or  I  was 

merely stupid. Stupid won out. I blew out a breath. “Lilith, I—.” 

She wrapped her legs around my waist, and yanked at my hair. “Shut 

up, Jace, or so help me, I will break every bone in your body.” She pulled my 

mouth to hers, and like a pirate pillaged my lips at will. 

I knocked her hand away, but didn’t break contact. Instead, I dragged 

her off me, pulling her upright so I could remove her t-shirt. 

She  shoved  at  my  chest,  knocking  me  back,  and  stripped  her  own 

shirt from  her body. Her skin flamed against the room’s whiteness, glowing 

like  fire.  The  sound  of  heavy  breathing  and  rushing  blood  filled  the  room. 

She  licked  at  her  swollen,  bloodied  lips,  and  smiled.  Her  finger  curled, 

taunting me to come closer. 

I shook my head. Not this time. I planned to win this round, and that 

meant Lilith would submit. I cracked my knuckles and waited. 

She  brushed  an  imaginary  piece  of  lint  from  her  breast,  her  nipple 

hardening under her fingers. 

Bitch. 

“This  is  a  limited  time  offer.”  She  stroked  a  finger  across  her  lips, 

running it down the curve of her neck. “And I expect foreplay.” 

“Good  luck  with  that,”  I  said,  moving  towards  her.  Fuck  it. 

Submission, like foreplay, was overrated anyway. 

Twelve  thirty-one  a.m.  My  jeans  circled  my  knees,  and  my  boxers 

followed  suit.  I  tugged  on  her  hair  and  she  bit  me,  but  complied  with  my 
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suggested positioning. Something taken straight out of the Demons Guide to 

Karma Sutra. Her back arched, and I lost myself to the feel of her hot skin. 

Twelve  thirty-eight  a.m.  My  leg  cramped  and  Lilith  twisted 

underneath me. Her evil eyes burning with lust. “You know, Satan can go all 

night.” 

I shrugged, rolling her on top of me. “So can Mary.” I caught her fist 

before it slammed into my eye. “Now shut up. I’m trying to concentrate.” 

Twelve fifty-two a.m. 

“Don’t stop.” Lilith raked her nails across my chest before exploding 

with her fourth orgasm in fifteen minutes. Bells and whistles, bright glowing 

light, blah, blah, blah. 

One thirty-four a.m. 

Crack. “I think that was my spine.” 

Two sixteen a.m. 

“Yes. Yes. Oh God, yes.” 

Three forty-five a.m. 

“You’re on the pill, right?” 

Four fifteen a.m. 

“I  can’t  move.”  I  groaned.  Lilith  lay  curled  on  my  side,  her  naked 

body pressed against my sweat-soaked skin. 

She lifted her head. “Poor baby.” 

“No,  I  mean  it.  I  really  can’t  move.”  I  tried  to  lift  my  arm,  but  it 

wouldn’t comply. “I think you crushed my spine.” 

“Oh.”  She  laughed,  but  like  a  trained  chiropractor,  she  snapped  my 

vertebrate in place. “Better?” 

“Thanks.” I closed my eyes, basking in our post-coital bliss. 

With a yawn, Lilith said, “Get out.” 

“What?” 

“You  heard  me.”  She  stabbed  her  foot  into  my  ribs,  and  pushed. 

“Nothing’s changed.” 

“You’re  kidding  me.”  I  stumbled  from  her  bed,  searching  the  floor 

for my jeans. “Where am I going to sleep?” 

“Like  I  care.”  Lilith  pulled  a  cell  phone  from  her  nightstand,  and 

tossed it at me. “I’ll call you when I find the kid.” 

Bitch. 

“Oh, and don’t forget your,” she glanced down, “little sword.” 
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Thirty Two 



I took the D train from Lilith’s apartment, Tyrfing riding shotgun in 

the seat next to me. A group of teenagers pushed through the empty car, took 

one look at the sword, and headed in the opposite direction. 

Hopping  off  the  subway  at  Grand  Avenue,  I  wandered  the  streets 

mumbling to myself until the sun peeked over the skyline. 

Fucking Lilith. 

Forget about  her,  my brain  ordered. Find the  kid and  leave that evil 

succubus behind. I laughed, knowing it wasn’t that easy. She’d broken more 

than my spine tonight. My defenses had taken a beating, and I’d be damned 

if  I  didn’t  want  her  more  now  than  ever  before.  Was  it  witchcraft,  some 

succubae sex magic, or complete and total stupidity? 

I  yawned,  exhaustion  plaguing  my  every  step.  As  I  turned  onto 

Avenue D, rain started to fall from the clouds. 

Squeak. Squeak. Squeak. 

Not rain. Hamsters. I looked up, and took a hamster to the skull. Shit. 

I  ducked  under  an  awning  while  the  streets  filled  with  small  furry  rodents. 

Small  furry  confused  rodents.  They  bumped  into  each  other,  chirped  and 

squeaked, as more dropped from the sky. 

What the hell? 

The kid. He must be close. I searched the hamster packed street, but 

saw  nothing.  Maybe  I  really  had  snapped,  and  the  past  five  days  were 

nothing but a delusion. It made as much sense as God entrusting his only kid 

to a guy like me. Looking to the heavens, I prayed for a sign. 

“Jace?”  Mary  appeared  in  front  of  me,  her  face  scrunched  with 

concern. 

“Mary?  How  did  you  find  me?”  I  pinched  my  arm  to  make  sure  I 

wasn’t dreaming. That, in fact, the once object of my desire, was standing in 

front of me. 

She motioned to my finger. “You’re ringing my apartment.” 

Damn so I was. I released her doorbell. “Sorry.” 

“Are  you  all  right?”  She  wrapped  her  arm  around  my  shoulder  and 

half dragged me into the building, Tyrfing flopping behind me. 
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“It’s raining hamsters.” 

“What? Did  you fall and  hit  your  head?” Her  hand brushed through 

my hair checking for injuries. 

I  searched  the  now  empty  street.  No  hamsters.  Shit.  “I  don’t  think 

so.” My eyes lost focus for a few seconds, and I tripped up the stairs, landing 

face first on the smelly carpet. 

“Come  on,  let’s  get  you  upstairs  and  into  bed.”  Mary  hefted  me  up 

and dragged me up the rest of the steps. 

Bed. Bad idea. “I can’t… we can’t… um…” 

“Relax. I’m  not  going to rip  your clothes  off.” She smiled,  her  eyes 

filling with tenderness and love. “I’m worried about you.” 

God, I was an asshole. I  didn’t deserve such  kindness, but even as I 

basked  in  the  glow  of  Mary’s  love,  a  picture  of  Lilith  formed  inside  my 

mind. 

“Here  we  are,  baby.”  Mary  pushed  open  her  door.  “Why  don’t  you 

go lay down and I’ll be there in a second.” 

I  gave  her  a  small  smile,  and  like  a  dutiful  child  headed  to  her 

bedroom, her pink bedroom, the same cotton candy color of every one of my 

ex-wives.  Fuck,  Lilith  had  been  right.  Mary  was  a  carbon  copy  of  my  past 

three mistakes. 

My fingers traced the  edge  of Mary’s pale cherry  dresser. What had 

drawn  me  to  her  in  the  first  place?  Sure,  she  was  beautiful,  but  passionless 

like the Mona Lisa, or a Hustler. 

Damn  it.  Lilith  had  ruined  me.  Before  I’d  met  her,  I  knew  what  I 

wanted  in  life.  Actually,  I  hadn’t  wanted  anything,  and  maybe  that  was  the 

problem. Mary was the easy choice. Simple. Unconditional. Boring. Shit. 

Her  bed  seemed  inviting  though,  decorated  with  an  embroidered 

pink-haired  unicorn  pillow.  I  looked  closer.  Were  those  teeth?  The  fucking 

thing had fangs. I picked it up and tossed it on top the dresser with a shiver. 

Mary definitely had an edgy side. 

Tyrfing scraped against her bedpost as I unbuckled and slid it under 

the  bed.  Tomorrow  I’d  find  the  kid.  I  knew  it  with  an  almost  frightening 

divine certainty. 

The good guys would win, and the evil succubus bitch could go fuck 

herself. The sword under the bed started to buzz, so I shook off my residual 

anger and lay down on Mary’s fluffy soft bed. 

An  exotic  blend  of  incense  reached  my  nostrils.  It  smelled  like 

Jasmine  and  Clary  sage.  I  sniffed  again.  Jasmine,  sage,  and  purity?  Sulfur? 

My head started to pound, and blood pooled in my groin. 

“Mary?” I cleared my throat. 

“Right  here,  my  love.”  She  stood  in  the  doorway,  glowing  in  the 

early  morning  sunlight.  Her  naked  skin  shone  like  an  angel,  its  intensity 

burning my tired eyes. Her legs trembled as she floated toward me. 

“Listen, I like you and we’ve had—” I started. My mind flashed to 
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Lilith’s face, and the scars on her back. I pictured her playful smile, and the 

teeth marks torn into my skin. 

Mary’s fingertips brushed my lips, stopping my protest. “Forget her. 

Forget everything but this moment. Us. Here and now.” 

Forget her. 

I blinked a couple of times. Mary. Sweet Mary. Our lips touched in a 

gentle,  undemanding  kiss.  Longing  built  within  me,  the  sweet  and 

sentimental  kind. My  exhaustion  gave  way to the soft feel  of  her fingers on 

my skin. 

I  kissed  her  neck,  running  my  thumb  across  her  breast.  Her  flesh 

tasted like honey, but smelled like sage. Here, in her arms, urgency faded and 

time  stopped.  Mary  lifted  my  sweatshirt  from  my  body  and  kissed  my 

bruised skin, tracing her nails across my sore muscles. 

She smiled. Soft, sweet Mary. 

In  no rush, she removed  my boots grimacing at the  green smears on 

their  soles.  Was  that  gum?  I  pressed  my  fists  against  my  eyes.  A  fleeting 

vision crossed my fevered brain, but I couldn’t catch hold of it. 

My  jeans  hit  the  floor,  again  without  urgency.  I  floated  in  a  dream-

like  state,  playing  with  the  ends  of  Mary’s  long  blonde  hair  and  imagining 

our life together. 

Violet-eyed Mary. 

She  straddled  me,  riding  me  as  pleasure  curled  around  us.  My  dog 

tags  around  her  neck  jangled  with  a  steady  beat.  I  caught  a  glimpse  of  my 

expression  in  the  metal  and  barely  recognized  myself.  My  pupils  had 

expanded  until  my  irises  disappeared,  turning  my  eyeballs  black.  Beads  of 

sweat rolled off my face, puddling on Mary’s pink sheets. 

My  breathing  spiked,  coming  faster  and  faster.  After  ten  or  so 

minutes,  my  will  gave  in  to  my  body’s  desire  to  climax.  I  came  inside  her, 

losing my sense of time and place. 

Again,  a  memory  of  something  tickled  at  the  back  of  my  brain,  but 

no matter how hard I tried it stayed elusive. 

Mary collapsed on top of me. Her skin was barely damp, and her hair 

had stayed in perfect order. Against my neck, she whispered, “You are mine. 

Tonight and forever.” 

No.  Bile  rose  in  my  throat,  as  did  the  heavy  and  sudden  need  for 

sleep. I fought to keep my eyes open, but with each breath, I slipped deeper 

into a dream world. 

“Hush baby, don’t fight it.” Mary kissed my lips. 

I closed my eyes, seeing a face I didn’t recognize, a beautiful, black-

haired woman with a wicked smile, and cat yellow eyes. 
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Thirty Three 



Sometime  during  my  impression  of  Rip  Van  Winkle,  Mary  kissed 

my  forehead  and  left  the  bed.  I  felt  her  go,  heard  her  rustling  around  the 

bedroom, and then nothing. Peace. Quiet. Deep, even breathing. 

The  dreams  came.  Violent,  bloody  nightmares.  The  kid  crawled  on 

the  floor,  weaving  his  way  closer  to  my  body.  My   dead  body  with  brains 

splattered over the concrete. 

The angel glared down at me. “Time is everything.” 

The  kid  picked  up  a  piece  of  my  skull,  blood,  and  drool  dripping 

from his chubby fingers. “Mine. Mine. Mine.” 

God  entered  next,  his  hippie  beard  riddled  with  organic  corn  chips, 

and  Ben  &  Jerry’s  Cherry  Garcia.  “God  should  have  His  own  flavor,”  he 

complained  before  gazing  down  at  my  corpse.  “First,  second  squared. 

They’re all the same.” He kicked my dead arm. “Never trust a man willing to 

die for the devil.” 

Next the whispered voice of a woman cried, “Help me.” 

A  hollow,  feminine  laugh  followed  the  voice.  It  grew  louder,  and 

louder,  until  the  bits  of  my  gray  matter  and  brain  pan  scattered  across  the 

ground. A stark white cat gobbled them up with an evil grin. 

I awoke shivering, naked and alone. Where was I? Pink everywhere. 

Mary. Fuck. I picked up the nearest pillow and beat myself in the head. 

What  had  I  done?  And  how  the  hell  was  I  going  to  explain  to  her? 

Well  thanks  for  the  fuck,  but  I’m  infatuated  with  a  demonic  succubus  who 

wants me dead. Even I didn’t understand it. 

I rubbed my face. As long as Lilith didn’t find out everything would 

be  fine.  If  she  did  find  out,  Mary  could  always  join  the  witness  protection 

program. Maybe  get a new identity, and some plastic  surgery. Hell, I’d join 

her. I glanced around the pink room. Maybe not. 

Sitting  up,  I  whimpered  in  pain.  My  body  ached  with  a  deep 

unending  burn.  I  glanced  down  at  my  chest,  and  the  numerous  bite  and 

scratch  marks  left  by  Lilith.  What  had  Mary  said?  Mine,  now  and  forever? 

Odd that Lilith, not Mary, had left her mark. 

I needed to call Lilith. No matter what had happened between us, the 
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kid came first. We both knew and accepted that. I searched the floor for my 

jeans, and the cell phone Lilith had handed me the night before. 

Curled  in a ball at the  end of the bed,  my  jeans  lay  with its pockets 

flipped inside out. Two cents and a breath mint sat on the floor next to them. 

No cell phone, though. Damn. Had I lost it? 

I  dropped  to  my  knees  to  search  for  the  wayward  device.  My  hand 

reached  under  the  bed,  pulling  out  a  dust  bunny  the  size  of  a  bowling  ball. 

Mary wasn’t a great housekeeper. Yet another check mark for Lilith. 

Wait a minute. Only a dust bunny, I thought. I reached under the bed 

again, panic racing along my nerves. No. No. No. I tossed the mattress from 

the bed, knocking the barren frame out of my way. 

Tyrfing was gone, a dusty outline the only evidence of its existence. 

Had  Mary  taken  it?  Or  had  something  snuck  in  here  while  I  slept?  Was  it 

Lilith? 

Lilith.  My  stomach  rolled,  doubling  me  over.  I  sprinted  to  the 

bathroom and hurled into Mary’s pink-coated sink. 

A  horrific  smell  seeped  through  the  room.  Like  fish.  Dead  stinky 

fish. I fell back a step. The stench came from the shower. I held my nose and 

crept toward the pasty pink shower curtain. 

Grabbing the edge, I counted to three and ripped it open. Thousands 

of dead fish lay piled in the tub, with greasy gray skin and an oily sheen, not 

to mention their blank black eyes. I shoved the curtain back in place and ran 

to the sink. Dead fish? Was Mary into some sort of cult? 

After my stomach settled, I threw on my jeans and borrowed Mary’s 

house  phone.  I  dialed  Lilith’s  number.  It  rang  once  then  went  to  voicemail. 

Damn.  My  guts  tightened  even  more,  and  my  level  of  anxiety  reached 

biblical proportions. Something was terribly wrong. 

Hanging  up,  I  shook  my  head.  Where  was  she  and  where  the  fuck 

was my sword and cell phone? 

I  scribbled  a  quick  note  to  Mary,  saying,  'It’s  been  fun  but  it’s  time 

we  moved  on'.  I  added  an  ‘it’s  not  you,  but  me  line’,  and  signed  it,  your 

friend, Jace. It was official. I was an asshole. 

“Help  me,”  a  voice  inside  my  head  whispered.  Chills  shot  up  my 

back, and my anxiety changed to outright panic. I knew that voice. Oh God, I 

knew that voice. 

I  grabbed  my  nine-millimeter,  checked  the  four  rounds  left  in  the 

clip, and ran for the door. 
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Thirty Four 



I  took  the  stairs  two  at  a  time,  and  hit  the  street  running.  I  ran  and 

ran, my legs and lungs burning. But where was I going? I had no idea, but in 

my soul, I knew I was too late. The voice was fading. 

Turning the corner  of D, I slammed into a passing taxi and  dropped 

to my knees. Please God, I stared into the hamster heavy clouds and prayed. 

“You  must  hurry,  Nemamiah.”  The  angel  appeared  next  to  me,  his 

angel face looking a little green. “Time is running out.” 

“But  where  am  I  going?”  I  scanned  his  expression  for  an  answer. 

Any answer. Hell, I’d settle for a direction. Something. Anything. 

The angel shrugged, twirled without moving his feet, and pointed up 

the street. “North, I think.” 

“That’s south.” 

“I  am  not  good  with  directions.”  He  picked  at  his  robe,  pulling  at  a 

long white string. “God did not install GPS on His earlier angel versions.” 

I clenched my fists. “Do you know where they are?” 

“Yes.” 

“Where?”  I  stood  and  grabbed  his  feathery  shoulders,  shaking  him 

hard. Teeth rattling hard. “Tell me, damn it.” 

The angel smiled sadly. “I cannot tell you.” 

“What if we play twenty questions?” 

He  clapped  his  hands  together.  “Yes,  yes.  A  game.  I  love  to  play 

games.  I  prefer  Mage.  That  Aphrodite  knows  her  stuff.  She  beat  my 

character, Celestial Choruster—” 

“Are they in the city?” 

He scratched  his chin. “The answer to question  one is yes. They are 

in what you call the Bugged Apple. Nineteen questions to go.” 

Bugged  Apple.  I  shook  my  head.  Why  did  I  bother?  I  doubted  he 

could tie his own shoes. “Are they within five miles of here?” 

His  fingers  flicked  out  as  he  counted.  One.  Two.  Three.  Four.  His 

pinky  finger  rose  but  only  to  the  first  knuckle.  Four  point  two.  “Yes. 

Seventeen questions left.” 

Four point two miles left only one direction. North. I started to run. 
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In  New  York,  a  four-mile  cab  ride  could  take  forty-five  minutes.  On  my 

worst  day,  and  this  one  was  top  at  the  list,  I  could  run  that  in  less  than 

twenty-five. 

“Wait.” The angel pumped his skinny legs behind me. “The game is 

not over. Time is not up. You have ten questions to go.” 

Time… 

No way. It couldn’t be that easy. I ran the remaining four miles, my 

sweatshirt dripping with sweat, and my heart slamming in my ribcage. 

At  the  mouth  of  Hell’s  Gate,  or  West  40th  street  as  New  Yorkers 

called  it,  I  paused  to  glance  up  at  the  Panasonic  Astro  Vision  television 

screen, and the stiff, robotic reporter from Fox News plastered across it. 

The screen swallowed half a block of prime Times Square real estate, 

and could be seen from space. But Astronauts, like most Americans, chose to 

watch reruns of The Simpsons over Fox News. Who could blame them? 

An image of cat-yellow eyes flashed across the screen, followed by a 

child’s laugh. Lilith and the  kid were  close, lost somewhere in the  labyrinth 

of corporations, and television studios. 

I sucked in a deep breath and looked up at the glowing white and red, 

 Virgin sign. Behind the bright lights, an evil without name lurked. 

The voice inside my head cried again, “Too late.” 

 Not this time.  I swallowed hard and ran straight for hell. 

~ * ~ 

According  to  my  good  versus  evil  manual,  every  city  had  an 

entryway to hell. New York was no different. In the alley behind the Virgin 

building,  a  heavy  blue  dumpster  sat,  half  of  its  rollers  broken  leaving  it 

listing  to  one  side.  Beneath  the  dumpster,  a  blackened  grate  covered  the 

doorway to hell. An entryway to the dammed, an alcove into the underworld. 

I  reached  the  alley,  creeping  carefully  through  the  shadows.  Day 

shifted  to  night.  An  evil  darkness  filled  the  corridor.  A  dark  so  complete,  I 

couldn’t  see  my  feet  squishing  through  God  knew  what  on  the  concrete 

below. 

My  hand  trailed  along  the  hard  brick,  counting  off  each  step.  The 

angel followed behind me, actually floated behind me, his shoes too precious 

to wade through petrified rat shit and rotting lettuce. 

“I do not like the dark,” he whined. “Nemamiah, I said I do not like 

this darkness.” 

I  held  up  my  hand.  “Shut  up.”  A  scratching  sound,  like  metal 

scrapping  against  metal,  echoed  ahead.  Shit.  Was  something  escaping  from 

or to hell? 

Peering into the blackness, maybe ten feet ahead, a twinkle of metal 

caught  my  eye.  Fear  spiraled  through  my  body  and  my  heart rate  went  into 

overdrive. 

The angel sniffed. “Is that sulfur I smell?” 

Damn. 
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I  ducked  seconds  before  the  deafening  sound  of  gunfire  pierced  the 

night air. The slug slammed into the wall next to me, sending debris flying. I 

spit out a glop of broken brick, and pulled my nine-millimeter. 

The  darkness  gave  me  one  advantage,  the  bastard  trying  to  kill  me 

couldn’t see any better than  me, unless the assassin  was a demon. I  glanced 

at the gate of hell and swallowed. 

What  were  the  odds?  Another  shot  rang  through  the  alleyway.  A 

geyser of blood burst from my left arm, as did a quarter-sized chunk of flesh. 

Fuck.  I  dropped  my  gun  and  grabbed  my  lead-riddled  arm.  Muscle 

and  bone  bits  stuck  to  my  sweatshirt.  My  head  swam,  and  my  stomach 

recoiled. 

“Ummm, Angel. A little help here.” Another bullet whizzed past my 

head.  “Angel?”  My  eyes  scanned  the  darkness  for  his  shiny  blond  hair. 

Nothing. Some guardian angel he was. 

“I missed you, lover.” 

I quickly looked up, nearly biting off my tongue at the sight in front 

of  me.  Mary,  backlit  by  a  sudden  white  light,  stood  less  than  ten-feet  away 

with  a  chrome-plated  pistol  clutched  in  her  hand.  What,  Smith  &  Wesson’s 

didn’t come in pink? 

“Yeah,  you  did,”  I  said  with  a  bitter  laugh.  “But  I’m  guessing  the 

fourth time will be the charm.” 

“I  hope  so.”  She  cocked  the  weapon,  her  finger  tightening  on  the 

trigger. 

Seconds  from  death,  probably  a  much-deserved  death  for  being 

stupid,  my  only  thoughts  were  of  Lilith.  I’d  fucked  up,  and  it  was  about  to 

cost us both. I stared unblinking into Mary’s cold eyes and prepared to meet 

my maker. 

Mary blew me a kiss, and pulled the trigger. 
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Thirty Five 



A fine dusting of granulated sugar exploded from the gun, peppering 

me  with diabetic buckshot. Better than a bullet, I supposed, but it still stung 

like a son-of-a-bitch. 

“What  the  fuck?”  Mary  twisted  the  barrel  to  face  her  and  glared 

down the sugary mess crammed into it. 

My laughter bounced off the brick walls of the alley. Having been on 

the  receiving  end  once  too  often  in  the  past  eight  months,  I  immediately 

recognized the kid’s  handiwork. For whatever reason, he  had an aversion to 

guns and the occasional crown of thorns. 

Mary’s cold gaze turned on me, and I smiled. Time to end this game. 

I picked my nine-millimeter off the ground, chambered a round, and steadied 

my aim. 

Before  I  got  a  shot  off,  Mary  ran,  her  long  legs  tearing  up  the 

pavement. Every muscle in my body screamed to fire, to shoot the traitorous 

bitch in the back and be done with it. 

I hesitated, and those few seconds changed the course of history. My 

history at least. 

Mary disappeared around the corner as I fired. The bullet went wide, 

striking a passing tourist in the thigh. A minor flesh wound at the most. Hell, 

he’d  have  a  great  story  to  tell  the  folks  back  in  Kansas  about  the  big,  bad 

city. 

I lowered  my  gun and clutched at  my shoulder. The pain  wasn’t too 

bad,  a  well  deserved  intense  burn.  But  a  worse  sting  crawled  along  my 

nerves—shame—it mingled with disgust at my stupidity. 

I’d fallen for a devil in fucking pink high heels. Another idiot blinded 

by  a  pretty  girl.  That  was  what  my  tombstone  should  read,  but  the  kid  had 

saved me. It was time to return the favor. 

I  stumbled  along  the  brick  wall,  closer  and  closer  to  Hell’s  Gate.  If 

the kid was down there I would find him. A low moan rumbled from the end 

of the alley, maybe ten or fifteen feet behind the dumpster. 

Lilith. 

The hair on my neck rose, and sickness pooled in my intestines. I 
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was too late. Running toward the noise, I prayed with each step. But God had 

abandoned me. 

Lilith lay against the hard brick of the building with her eyes closed, 

and  her  arms  wrapped  protectively  around  her  body.  Greenish-black  blood 

puddled  under  her.  Tyrfing  stood  tall  and  proud  embedded  between  her 

second  and  third  rib.  The  sword  seemed  to  smirk,  its  blade  running  black 

with  the  blood  pouring  from  her.  The  woman  dying  of  its  violence  had 

satisfied Tyrfing’s bloodlust. 

“Oh sweetheart.” I touched her cheek. 

Her  eyelids  flickered.  “Jace?  You  made  it.  I  knew  you  wouldn’t  let 

Him down.” 

“Yeah,  I’m  here.”  Like  that  fucking  mattered.  “Close  your  eyes.”  I 

pulled off my bloody sweatshirt, sickened but what I was about to do. 

She gave me a small smile. “I give the orders.” 

I choked/laughed, and wrapped the cloth around the hilt of the sword. 

“I’m sorry.” 

I  wrenched the blade  with all  my strength. It popped  from  her body 

like  the  sword  and  the  stone.  A  burst  of  blood  followed,  its  warm  spray 

touched my skin, and my heart frozen with hate. Dropping the devil sword, I 

pressed my sweatshirt to her chest. The cloth quickly ran green with blood. 

A  child-like  cry  erupted  from  inside  her  arms,  and  the  squirming 

head of God’s only son poked itself from the protective shell of Lilith’s arms. 

His chubby cheeks, big ears, and single tuff of white-blond hair appeared so 

innocent and happy while Lilith lay dying. 

“Mine.” The kid reached his sticky hands out. 

Lilith grabbed  my  hand as I reached to take  him. “Protect  him,” she 

whispered,  a  thin  line  of  blood  slipping  from  her  lips.  “Promise  me,  Jace. 

Don’t let that murdering bitch have him.” 

“I swear on my life.” 

She nodded, releasing her hold on us. Her eyes fluttered closed, and 

she smiled. 

“No.” I tapped her cheeks. “You can’t die on me.” 

The angel appeared over my shoulder. “Death is not a punishment. It 

is a final reward.” 

“Shut the fuck up and do something. Save her.” I put the kid down on 

the  ground, and pulled Lilith’s body into  my arms. Her heart beat under  my 

fingers,  its  rhythm  fading  like  my  belief  in  goodness  ultimately  defeating 

evil. 

“I cannot affect her timeline.” The angel shook his head. 

For a second Lilith’s eyes opened. “I…” 

“It’s  okay.”  I  brushed  a  piece  of  dirt  from  her  cheek.  “Take  easy 

breaths. The angel will fix you up.” 

Her hand reached up to touch my face. The soft caress of her fingers 

brought tears to my eyes. I would kill Mary. Hunt her down and destroy her. 
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“Jace. I… I….” She coughed, and blood trickled from her lips. 

“I’m here, baby. Everything’s going to be all right.” 

She  shook  her  head  and  swallowed.  “I…   idiot! ”  Her  palm  slapped 

my cheek, and she grinned. “Be careful, and don’t fuck this up.” 

With  those  final  words,  Lilith,  the  mother  of  all  succubae,  Adam’s 

first  wife,  and  the  woman  I’d  fallen  for,  died  in  my  arms,  killed  by  my 

mythical sword, her palm print burned into my skin. 
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Thirty Six 



“Bring  her  back,”  I  ordered  the  angel.  The  warmth  of  Lilith’s  body 

started to fade. I  was  losing her. Forever. No  way in  hell  was I about to  let 

that happen. She would not get the last word. 

Rage  killed  the  grief  inside  me,  turning  my  mind  from  sadness  to 

revenge. I wanted to run after Mary, to choke the life out of her. 

“I  cannot  bring  her  back.”  The  angel  gazed  into  my  crazed-eyes, 

plucked  the  baby  Jesus  from  the  concrete,  and  held  him  as  one  would  a 

shield. A small, doll-like shield. 

“Do  it  now.”  I  stumbled  to  my  feet,  the  pain  around  my  heart 

intensifying. 

“The mean one is dead. Her time has come.” 

“No.”  I  smacked  him  in  the  shoulder,  and  the  kid  gave  a  squeal  of 

delight. 

I pulled back my fist to beat the feathers out of the angel. I’d kill him 

if  I  had to. Lilith couldn’t  die. He  had to fix  her. She’d saved  his  worthless 

ass, and mine. We owed her. 

The angel cried, “You wouldn’t hit a man wearing God’s only child.” 

“If  you  don’t  bring  her  back,  I’ll...”  I  dropped  my  arm,  the  fight 

leaving me as suddenly as it had appeared. I had nothing left. No threats. No 

prayers.  Nothing  that  could  make  this  right.  I’d  fucked  up,  and  it  had  cost 

Lilith’s life. Her sacrifice to my stupidity. 

Sacrifice. 

The kid. 

I  smiled  and  ripped  the  kid  from  the  angel’s  arms.  Holding  him 

tightly,  I  bent  over  Lilith’s  corpse.  “Bring  her  back.  Like  you  do  to  the 

fossils, or the cockroaches.” 

The  kid  smiled  at  me,  and  stuck  a  finger  against  Lilith’s  nose. 

“Mine’s.” 

I waited, watching close for a sign. 

Nothing. 

“Try again. Make her all better,” I said. 
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“Mine’s.”  Again,  he  touched  her  nose,  and  again,  not  a  damn  thing 

happened. 

“The mean one’s soul has departed.” The angel tilted his head toward 

Hell’s Gate. “You cannot save her, Nemamiah.” 

“You’re right.” I shoved the kid at the angel, and picked up the big-

ass gun tucked  in Lilith’s boot. It felt  warm  in  my  hand, like the  last of  her 

life  force  was  centered  in  its  steel.  “I  can’t  save  her  but  I  can  sure  as  hell 

bring her back.” 

“Do not be stupid.” For once, the angel looked uncertain and even a 

little scared. 

“Cover his eyes.” I pointed to the kid. 

The angel did as I ordered, but appeared extremely unhappy about it. 

“God will be angry.” 

“Then  we’re  even.”  I  aimed  the  gun  at  my  skull  and  pulled  the 

trigger. 
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Thirty Seven 



I  blinked  a  few  times,  my  eyes  adjusting  to  the  reddish  light 

surrounding  me. Not that there  was anything to see.  A few  digital  numbers. 

136. 135. 134… 

The numbers whizzed by at warp speed, descending much like me. I 

was  in  an  elevator  heading  to  hell  and  my  eternal  punishment.  Suicide,  a 

mortal  sin,  had  secured  my  ticket.  Now  I  just  had  to  locate  Lilith,  and  wait 

until the moronic angel dragged me back to the land of the living. 

Okay, it wasn’t the best plan, or even a good plan, but I refused to let 

Lilith go without a fight. She’d sacrificed her life for the kid, and it was my 

destiny to return the favor. God and His grand plan be damned. 

I  glanced  around  the  elevator.  If  not  for   The  Song  That  Never  Ends 

sung by Celine Dion, in a high, Canadian whine, and the aroma of closed-in 

elevator  farts,  it  had  the  same  homey  feeling  as  any  other  elevator  in  New 

York. On second thought, it was exactly like any other elevator in the city. 

After an eternity or maybe two minutes, the elevator lurched to stop. 

I jumped when the doors opened, knocked back by a flash of heat that shirred 

my skin. 

A  giant  demon  stood  waiting  for  the  elevator,  his  flat  head  at  odds 

with his huge, rounded stomach. He was also purple and smelled like spoiled 

garbage, so he probably didn’t get much action outside of hell. 

“Name?” He scratched a patch of white hair on top his baldhead. 

“Dick Cheney.” 

His  lips  twitched.  “Do  you  have  any  idea  how  many  times  a  day  I 

hear that joke?” He yawned. “And it keeps getting funnier every time. Now, 

your name?” 

“I’m not on your list.” I shrugged. “I’m here to find Lilith.” 

He scanned the list in his sweaty finger. “Lilith?” 

“Yeah.” I nodded, shooting him a man-to-demon smile. 

“Never heard of her.” 

My grin tightened. “Huh, that’s weird. She’s Satan’s mistress. Black 

hair, forked tongue.” At his blank look, I added, “Kind of a bitch.” 

“Oh…” He shook his head. “Nope. Doesn’t ring any bells.” 
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I  let  out  a  screech,  ripped  the  list  from  the  demon’s  hands,  and 

scanned it myself. Fuck. No Lilith. 

“Hey, you can’t do that.” The demon tore the list from my hands and 

stabbed me in the gut with a pitchfork. Cliché, I know, but he really had one 

and the fucker was sharp too. 

“Ow.” I rubbed at my stomach. “Listen, tell  me  where Lilith  is, and 

I’ll put in a word for you with the Big Guy.” I pointed upwards and wiggled 

my eyebrows. 

The demon laughed, spewing globs of demon juice. It landed on the 

ground, sizzled, and turned to steam. “Just give me your name.” 

I blew out a harsh breath. “Jace Miller.” 

The  demon  glanced  at  his  list  and  growled.  “Here  you  are.  Jace 

Miller. Mortal sin. Oh, and it says here, numerous commandment violations.” 

He  shook  his  head.  “Did  you  really  lie  to  God?”  He  scanned  the  list  again. 

“And use the Baby Jesus to pick up hookers?” 

“Wait  a  minute.”  I  frowned.  “I  didn’t  know  she  was  a  prostitute.  I 

thought she was a nun.” Which didn’t make it any better. 

The  demon  shook  his  head,  and  motioned  to  a  shorter  demon  with 

fire-red hair. “Take Mr. Miller to the ninth circle.” 

Ninth,  huh?  According  to  Hades,  the  ninth  housed  the  dammed  in 

frozen  blocks  of  ice  for  an  eternity  while  birds  picked  at  their  eyeballs.  I 

glanced  down  at  my  naked  chest,  and  jean  clad  legs.  Damn,  I  should  have 

dressed warmer. 

“Ummm,  I’d  like  to  talk  to  your  supervisor.”  I  smiled,  lots  of  teeth 

and purity. “Or better yet, Satan, if it’s not too much trouble.” 

“No.” He  grinned back at me, lots of rotten teeth and hellish breath. 

“Ninth circle. Now.” He held up his hand, as an earpiece buzzed in his ear. 

“I  had  a  feeling  hell  was  responsible  for  Bluetooth.”  I  waved  to  the 

annoying phone. 

“Yes  sir,”  the  demon  said  into  the  phone.  “Right  away,  sir.”  The 

demon  paused,  running  his  bloodshot  eyes  over  my  blood-soaked  jeans. 

“Satan wants to see you.” 

“And I  want to see Lilith. So  either  you produce  her in the  next ten 

seconds, or I—” 

Blood  filled  my  mouth  as  my  teeth  shattered  under  the  demon’s 

sucker punch. The next punch dropped me to my knees. The ones after that I 

can’t remember, but they left me with four broken ribs, two busted legs, and 

a missing small intestine. 

“That all you got?” I spit out my spleen, but I blacked out before he 

answered. 

~ * ~ 

“Rise.” 

I  opened  my  eyes  and  stared  at  the  man  in  front  of  me.  He  looked 

like Mr. Sable, my high school math teacher in drag, glasses, a baldhead, and 
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a  geeky  smile  mixed  with  platform  go-go  boots,  and  a red  boa.  I  knew  Mr. 

Sable was the Devil. 

The rest of the room was just as confusing. A heavy wood desk and 

computer  sat  in  one  corner,  and  a  stripper  pole  with  a  snake-like  demon 

curled around it took up the other. It was every businessman’s dream office, 

computer porn and a stripper. 

Mr. Sable/Satan tapped me on the cheek. “I said stand up.” 

My body complied, even as it took my brain a second to catch up. He 

put a hand on my forehead, and my body jerked. I glanced down at my once 

busted bones and ran my tongue over my unbroken teeth. Satan wasn’t what 

I’d expected, but at least I wasn’t bleeding from my spine anymore. 

“Where’s Lilith?” I spit after my jaw returned to its original place. 

Satan shook  his baldhead. “What is it  with  you younger generation? 

Always  demanding,  in  a  hurry.  Whatever  happened  to  small  talk?  A  little 

social intercourse?” 

For  future  reference,  one  word  I  never  wanted  to  hear  from  a  guy 

wearing high heels and a feathery scarf was intercourse. 

I cleared my throat. “Hi, Satan. It’s a pleasure to meet you. I’ve been 

a fan of your  work for years. The  holocaust. 9-11. The Republican party.” I 

took a breath. “Now where the fuck is Lilith?” 

He  laughed  in  a  falsetto  loud  enough  to  shatter  glass.  “She’s  not 

here.” 

“What  do  you  mean?”  I  stepped  closer  to  him.  “I  watched  her  die.” 

He was lying. Never trust the Devil, or girl scouts selling cookies, a motto to 

live by. 

“Yes, and your sacrifice  was very  noble.” He batted  his  overly  long 

eyelashes at me. “Like West Side Story, but without the singing. Thank me, 

because Lilith sings worse then the Hellish Tabernacle Choir.” 

“If she’s not here, where is she?” I closed my eyes, counting to ten. I 

wanted  to  strangle  him,  but  seeing  as  he’s  the  Prince  of  Darkness,  I’d 

probably get my ass kicked. 

“That  is  not  my  question  to  answer.”  He  patted  my  shoulder,  and  I 

flinched, the heat of his hands frying my flesh. His affirmable grin widened. 

“But even more, that is not the right question to ask.” 

What the fuck  was it with these beings, and their Zen  phrasing? For 

once, I wanted a fucking straight answer. The Devil’s next words caught me 

off guard. 

“Lilith was like a daughter to me.” 

Daughter?  Not  his  mistress.  Damn,  what  else  had  I  been  wrong 

about? Mary, for sure, but was there more? 

The Devil shrugged at my look of surprise. “I had hoped Lilith would 

see  the  dark,  and  marry  Samuel.  But  much  to  Samuel’s  dismay,  it  wasn’t 

meant  to  be.  Even  now  he  holds  out  hope  your  death  will  return  her  to  his 

evil ways.” 
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Dismay?  Funny  way  to  look  at  attempted  murder.  “Does  Samuel 

have her?” That thought curdled my blood. My mind flashed to the scars on 

Lilith’s body, the pain in her yellow eyes, and her screams. 

Satan shook his head and glanced at the clock on his wall. “Our time 

is up.” 

“No, I have to find her. I’ll do whatever you want.” I stopped, staring 

into his dead eyes. “I’ll sell my soul.” 

He laughed. “What makes you think I don’t already own it?” 
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Thirty Eight 



Time was up. 

I  groaned,  struggling  into  a  sitting  position.  My  head  felt  scotch-

taped together, like a jigsaw puzzle at a loony bin. 

“Jesus,  don’t  put  that  in  your  mouth.”  The  angel  frowned  at  the  kid 

and plucked a piece of my skull from his fingers. 

“Mine.”  The  kid  cried,  pinching  the  angel  with  his  talon-like-kid 

nails. “Mine. Mine. Mine.” 

“No,  it’s  Nemamiah’s.  If  we  don’t  put  it  back,  his  brains,  or  rather, 

what’s  left  of  them  will  ooze  out,”  the  angel  explained  to  the  kid,  who 

ignored him in favor of stuffing a spider into his drool-coated mouth. 

The angel popped the last piece of skull into my head, tapped it once, 

and declared me good as new. But I didn’t feel good, or new. As a matter of 

fact, I felt ancient, broken, and grief-stricken. Like the kid eating bugs beside 

me, a Judas had betrayed me. 

I may not be able to find Lilith, but I would find Mary. And when I 

did, she’d learn there were worst places than hell. 

I cracked my knuckles. My lust for vengeance overshadowed the fact 

a  quarter  of  my  brains  were  squished  under  me.  Staggering  to  my  feet,  I 

glanced  down  at  Lilith’s  now  cold  body.  Her  skin  had  lost  its  glow,  her 

yellow  eyes  dimmed  to  a  muted  brown.  I  picked  her  up,  cupping  her 

protectively in my arms. 

“What are you doing?” The angel gestured, his face tight and afraid. 

I ignored  his question. “Hand  me the  kid, and  grab that sword.” My 

eyes  locked  on  Tyrfing.  I  added  quickly,  “But  don’t  pick  it  up  with  your 

wings.” I wasn’t sure if Tyrfing would affect the angel, but I wasn’t going to 

take the chance. 

“You should leave the mean one.” The angel gripped the sword with 

my sweatshirt after passing me the Baby Jesus. “Her place is here.” 

“No.” I lifted Lilith over my shoulder in a makeshift fireman’s carry, 

and tucked the kid underneath my other arm. Using my body to shield him, I 

trudged from the gates of hell, and into Times Square. 

Screams from passing tourist reverberated through my aching head, 

129 

 

but  I  paid  them  little  attention,  focused  instead  on  locating  Lilith’s  Gremlin 

and getting the fuck out of there. 

“Where is it?” I motioned to the angel. 

“Two blocks south.” He smiled, as if he’d solved all of my problems. 

I  shook  my  head  and  headed  north.  Sure  enough  three  blocks  later, 

the  Gremlin  sat  parked  against  a  curb.  A  sign  warned  of  the  dangers  of 

parking  in  that  specific  spot  in  the  NYPD’s  stiff,  intimidating  language. 

Lilith,  God  love  her,  had  left  a  fuck  you  note  to  parking  police  on  the 

windshield, and the keys in the ignition. 

Shoving  the  kid  into  the  backseat,  I  buckled  Lilith  in  the  front  and 

jumped  into  the  driver’s  seat.  The  angel  huffed,  but  climbed  into  the  back 

without  further  comment.  Once  we  were  all  settled,  I  cranked  the  ignition, 

pounded on the dash, and pumped the gas. 

The Gremlin coughed once, sputtered, and died. 

Fuck. Fuck, fuck, fuck. 

I  pounded  on  the  dashboard,  a  tear  of  frustration  and  rage  rolled 

down my cheek. A manly tear. Lilith’s voice whispered in my head, “Suck it 

up, you big baby. Do you see J.C. crying?” 

I grinned, probably  delusional, but comforted all the same. I twisted 

the  keys  again,  and  laughed  when  the  engine  roared  to  life.  Things  were 

looking  up.  I  slammed  the  Gremlin  into  drive,  and  without  a  destination  in 

mind, sped up the avenue. 

~ * ~ 

In the dead of the night, I drove an angel, a dead girl, and God’s son, 

his diaper filled with shit, to Queens. 

My  mind  raced,  connecting  the  dots  of  today’s  events.  Mary  had 

stolen the kid, kept him  locked away, but to  what  end? She  wasn’t working 

alone. I was sure of it. So who dared to fuck with God, and the Devil? 

Samuel. 

His  named  popped  into  my  head,  and  my  knuckles  whitened  on  the 

steering wheel. I glanced into the darkness, and then into the backseat where 

the angel sat. “Wait here,” I said. “I’ll be back in a minute.” 

The  angel  nodded,  his  eyes  leery  as  I  picked  up  Lilith’s  body  and 

carried her through the gates of the Calvary Cemetery. 

The gravestones looked the same as they had days ago. I weaved my 

way  through  the  headstones  and  angelic  statues,  memories  surging  like  the 

scent  of  death  surrounding  me.  Ahead  the  marble  stone  of  Steve  Brodie’s 

mausoleum glinted under a single, bright star. 

I  smiled,  a  lifetime  had  past  since  Lilith  locked  me  inside,  actually, 

two  lifetimes.  Leaning  her  body  against  the  cold  stone,  I  pushed  the  door 

open. Inside the crypt smelled of stale air and black candles. Homey. 

Wrapping  Lilith  in  my  arms  for  the  last  time,  I  held  her  close  and 

inhaled the scent of her. Exotic tobacco and sin. I kissed her forehead and set 

her down on the icy ground. 
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“I will  make this right,” I promised  over the lump  in  my throat. My 

lips brushed  hers, and for a second, I  imagined a spark  of  life  in  her  frozen 

corpse. But unlike Sleeping Beauty, Lilith stayed dead. 

I swallowed  hard and glanced to Heaven. “I’m  not fucking Job. Get 

it? Bring her back.” 

Silence filled the chamber. Dead, thick silence. 

“Stubborn prick.” I flipped God off, and bent over Lilith once more. 

“Don’t give up on me.” I grabbed her bluish hand, kissed it, and staggered to 

my feet. My eyes burned with tears, but I refused to let them fall. Tears were 

for the dead, and I’d be damned if I’d give Lilith up that easy. 

At  the  entrance  of  the  crypt,  I  lit  another  candle  and  said  goodbye 

before I closed the door for the last time. 
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Thirty Nine 



“Here.”  Hades  handed  me  another  beer  followed  by  a  shot  of  milk-

turned-whiskey. 

I  slumped  on  a  bar  stool  at  the  Underworld,  drowning  myself  in 

liquor. Cheap liquor. The angel and the kid sat at the opposite end of the bar 

watching a stupid cartoon about the tribulations of a yellow square. The kid 

looked bored, the angel mesmerized. 

“I  just  don’t  get  it.”  I  shook  my  head,  warding  off  duel  images  of 

Hades, and swallowed the shot. “Why didn’t Mary try and kill me sooner? It 

wasn’t like she didn’t have the chance.” 

Hades  patted  my  shoulder.  “Who  knows  with  women?  Persephone 

threatens  to  smoother  me  in  my  sleep  every  night,  but  come  morning,  I’m 

still breathing.” 

Cupid,  Hades’s  long-time  rival  for  Persephone’s  affections,  crawled 

on  top  the  barstool  next  to  me.  His  breath  reeked  of  alcohol  covered  by 

breath mints and ass. “Mary’s the blonde one, right?” 

“Yeah,  that  bitch.”  I  chugged  my  beer  and  motioned  for  another. 

“When I find her...” 

“I can make that happen.” His heart-shaped eyelid winked at me. 

“Fuck  off,  you  sawed-off  Romeo.”  Hades  pushed  Cupid,  knocking 

his diaper-wrapped ass to the floor. “Jace don’t need your help.” 

“No, wait.” I stumbled to  my feet,  my brain swimming  in the  deep-

end of a whiskey pool. “Do you know where Mary is?” 

Cupid shook his overly large cherub head. “Not exactly.” 

“Don’t listen to him.” Hades gestured to the shorter demi-God. “He’s 

a hack, Jace. A weasel. A drunk.” 

I waved Hades off, and focused on Cupid. “Tell me what you know.” 

He  inched  himself  back  onto  the  bar  stool,  and  said,  “Well,  I  know 

for a fact love is in the air.” 

I  rolled  my  eyes.  Fuck  love.  What  had  it  ever  done  for  me?  I’d 

married for love, fucked for love, and died for it. None of it mattered. Lilith 

was dead. Mary was an evil bitch, and I was drunk enough to listen to a dude 

in a diaper. 

132 

 

“I’ll  have  you  know  during  the  month  of  February  more  babies  are 

conceived than any other time of the year.” Cupid nodded his head. 

“So?” I sat down again, and drank half of the beer Hades set in front 

of me while waiting for Cupid, who oddly looked like a lollipop, to make his 

point. “What the fuck does that have to do with Mary?” 

Cupid  frowned.  “Nothing.  But  it  has  plenty  to  do  with  the  seed 

planted inside the other one.” 

“What?”  I  jumped  from  the  stool,  tripped  over  my  feet,  and  landed 

hard on my ass. “Lilith was pregnant? Why didn’t she tell me?” I pictured a 

small  demon  child  in  her  womb  with  her  cat-eyes,  and  Samuel’s  boy  band 

sneer  and  bad  bleach  job.  What  kind  of  mother  would  Lilith  have  made?  A 

good one, I bet, but with Samuel as a father, the poor kid never had a chance. 

Demon spawn times two. 

“Maybe  Lilith  didn’t  know,  but  my  point  is,  preventative  measures 

should  always  be  taken.”  Cupid  smiled,  as  if  everything  he  said  had  made 

perfect sense. 

“What?”  Hades  shook  his  head,  and  grabbed  the  glass  of  amber 

liquid in front of Cupid. “You’re cut off.” 

“But—” 

“No. Get the fuck out of here and sober up.” Hades lifted him by his 

tiny  wings,  and  booted  Cupid  out  of  the  door.  Then  Hades  turned  to  me. 

“Sorry, Jace. He doesn’t know what he’s talking about.” 

“Do you think he was telling the truth? That Lilith was pregnant?” I 

shuddered  at  the  thought.  Had  I  destroyed  two  lives  tonight?  Lilith  and  her 

unborn child? 

Hades  pressed  another  shot  into  my  hand.  “It  doesn’t  matter  now. 

Either  way.  You  have  to  focus  on  protecting  little  J.C.,  and  finding  that 

spiteful bitch, Mary, before she hurts anyone else.” 

I nodded. “You’re right. It’s time I got my priorities in order.” 

“That’s my boy.” Hades slapped me on the back. 

“Hades?” 

“Yeah Jace?” 

“I  think  I’m  going  to  puke.”  And  that’s  what  I  did.  Bright 

Technicolor streams of vomit burst from my mouth splattering everything in 

its path. 

The  angel  ducked,  but  not  soon  enough.  Bits  of  my  stomach  lining, 

bile, and beer dripped from his hair and down his robe. 

The  kid,  not  a  spot  of  vomit  on  him,  smiled  and  laughed.  “Mine. 

Mine. Mine.” 

I gave him a small wave, and dropped face first onto the floor. 
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Forty 



The angel screamed and slammed on the breaks just in time, or so he 

swore,  even  though  the  bus  he’d  swerved  to  avoid  was  about  a  mile  ahead. 

Like  GPS,  God  had  not  installed  the  ability  to  drive  in  his  angels,  which 

made for one hell of a ride home to Lilith’s apartment. 

I rubbed my dashboard-dented head and glanced into the backseat to 

check on the kid. He poked his head from the makeshift car seat, and smiled 

at  me,  looking  ridiculous  in  a  taped  up  UPS  box  and  bubble  wrap.  But 

knowing the angel didn’t know how to and that I wasn’t in any condition to 

drive,  we’d  made  do.  There  was  enough  duct  tape  and  bubble  wrap  around 

him to ship ten crates of ‘Jesus is my co-pilot’ statues. 

“Watch  it,”  I  yelled  to  the  angel  as  he  flew  past  a  motorcycle  cop, 

inches from the cop’s tire. A blaze of red and blue lights exploded behind us. 

The angel started to pull over. 

“What  the  fuck  are  you  doing?  Go.  Go.”  I  slammed  my  foot  on  the 

gas  pedal,  and  the  Gremlin  redlined  and  raced  up  the  street.  The  angel 

screeched and closed his eyes. 

“Open your eyes and drive, damn it.” I wrenched the wheel, sending 

us spinning into the right lane, and out of the path of oncoming traffic. 

“Pull over,” the cop’s voice boomed from a speaker behind us. 

“We must do as he asks.” Blindly, the angel pressed the brake pedal. 

I  kicked  him,  and  smashed  my  foot  on  the  gas  again.  “No  fucking 

way. I’ll go to jail, the kid will go to foster care, and you’ll go to the pound.” 

“I am not a bird!” 

“Tell  it  to  the  judge.”  I  steered  us  around  the  corner  of  Canal,  and 

whipped up Broadway. Traffic was light for this time of night, and the chase 

reached speeds of thirty miles an hour. Fucking Gremlin. There was no way 

we’d lose the cop without help. 

The kid bounced in his box. “Mine. Mine. Mine.” Funny how I used 

to  think  that  was  cute,  now  I  couldn’t  wait  until  he  learned  a  new  word. 

Maybe I’d teach him a dirty one. 

“Mine. Mine.” His chanting rang through the car, growing louder and 

louder. 
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“Shah. Mine’s trying to think,” I told him. 

His  lower  lip  quivered,  and  he  burst  into  a  full  fit  of  tears.  Big,  fat, 

wet tears. 

With  a  crack  of  thunder,  the  sky  opened  and  a  downpour  of  rain 

mixed  with  hamsters  erupted  from  the  clouds  as  snotty  tears  ran  down  the 

kid’s face. 

Son-of-a-bitch.  No  offense  to  the  Virgin  Mary  intended.  The 

motorcycle  cop  swerved  a  few  times  to  avoid  the  barrage,  and  finally  lost 

control. The cop’s bike tipped over, and he skidded across the slick concrete 

stopping a few feet from the curb. I watched as he stood, brushed his uniform 

off, and limped away. 

Patting  the  kid's  leg,  I  flicked  on  the  Gremlin’s  windshield  wipers 

with  my  other  hand  to  scrape  off  splattered  hamster  pieces  and  salty 

raindrops. 

~ * ~ 

I  picked  the  lock  on  Lilith’s  apartment  door,  and  ushered  the  angel 

and  kid  inside.  The  room  looked  empty  and  dull  without  Lilith.  The  bright 

white faded into a dingy gray. 

“Yowl.” Bodhi curled around my legs. 

I  bent  over  and  stroked  his  sleek  fur.  He  returned  the  favor  with  a 

claw to my index finger and an annoyed hiss. Fucking demon cat. 

“Mine’s?” The kid pointed to the cat. 

“Have at it.” I lifted the kid from the angel’s arms, and sat him next 

to the spawn of Satan cat. Served the cat right. 

The kid jabbed a finger into the cat’s mouth, and squeezed his bushy 

white  tail.  “Yoooowwwell!”  The  cat’s  hackles  rose,  as  the  kid  stuffed 

Bodhi’s tail into his drooly mouth. 

I left the  cat to the  kid’s torture, and  headed to the bathroom. Sober 

now, exhaustion had taken over. I wanted to clean up and crash for the next 

ten hours. 

My  clothes  reeked  of  blood,  dried  brains,  vomit,  and  hell  fire.  I 

stripped, cranked the faucet to hot, and stood under the burning water until it 

ran cold. I willed my mind to go blank, to forget the look of evil on Mary’s 

face, and the scent of Lilith’s blood. 

Picking up a bottle of Lilith’s shampoo, I inhaled the aroma, a blend 

of coconut and  cherries. It  was so surprisingly  girly, I smiled. There  was so 

much about Lilith that would forever remain a mystery to me. 

Scrubbing  at  my  skin,  I  washed  away  her  blood.  A  green  swirl 

circled the drain, disappearing forever.  How had I let this happen?  

I shut the  water off and climbed  from the tub, standing  naked in the 

fogged mirror. I wiped my hand across the shiny surface. 

Like a ghost, Lilith’s image floated in front of me, her eyes dancing, 

face full of life. I touched my fingers to the glass wanting to feel her skin one 

more time. 
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The angel opened the door, and Lilith vanished into the mist. 

“Fuck.”  I  smashed  my  fist  against  the  mirror,  shattering  it.  Bits  of 

glass  stabbed  my  hand,  slicing  it  open,  but  I  was  beyond  feeling  physical 

pain. 

“Here.”  The  angel  handed  me  a  fresh  pair  of  jeans  and  an  equally 

clean t-shirt, two sizes too big. 

“Thanks.”  I  pulled  on  the  jeans,  and  walked  barefoot  to  Lilith’s 

perfectly made bed. The white linen called to my tired body, sapping the last 

of  my  energy. I lay  down, my fingers brushing Lilith’s pillow. It smelled  of 

her. I closed my eyes and tried to relax. 

“Nemamiah?” 

The angel’s fetid breath hit me, and I opened an eye. “What?” 

“Your  wetness  is  making  the  ink  run.”  He  smiled  at  me,  his  head 

tilted to one side. 

“What ink?” I half-sat, and searched the bed for ink stains. 

The  angel  pointed  to  my  pillow.  Sure  enough,  a  wet  white  envelop 

lay  against  the  ink-tainted  pillowcase.  Across  the  front  of  the  letter  was  my 

name in solid, block script. 

I swallowed and ripped it open. Three folded sheets of paper fell onto 

the bed. My  eyes scanned the pages, smiling at Lilith’s handwriting. No  'i's 

dotted with tiny hearts, or girly scrawls for her. 

My smile changed into a frown as I read her final words: protect J.C., 

kill Mary, and feed my cat. 

Fuck. 

I glanced at the kitchen floor, and the half-filled dish of cat food. The 

kid  glared across the  dish at the cat  in a  kat-chow standoff.  Bodhi  growled, 

and  the  kid  growled  back.  The  kid  touched  his  finger  to  the  tip  of  Bodhi’s 

nose. “Mine.” 

Bodhi  dropped  dead,  his  whiskers  twitching  once  before  he  headed 

for the bright white light. 

“No. Bad.” I wagged my finger at the kid. 

His bottom lip sucked under his top, and he appeared ready to cry. 

I shook my head no. 

His eyes filled with tears. 

“I’m  going  to  count  to  three.”  Then  what,  I  asked  myself?  How  do 

you punish Jesus? Send him to bed with out a last supper? 

“Mine.” He stuck his head stubbornly into the air. 

Like father like son. “One… two...” 

The  kid  tapped  Bodhi’s  nose,  and  the  cat  shot  to  its  feet  with  a 

terrified meow. The kid smiled, grabbed the cat, and squished it to his sticky 

chest. The cat let out a smothered cry, but didn’t fight the kid’s affections. 

Lilith’s order to feed her cat presented a slight problem. But I’d sure 

as  hell  protect  the  kid,  and  kill  that  deceitful  bitch,  Mary.  For  once,  I’d  do 

things the right way. For Lilith. For the kid. And for myself. 
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Forty One 



I climbed the  last stair, a heaviness pulling at  my chest, a thirty-two 

pound heaviness with drool-coated hands and kat-chow breath. I glared down 

at  the  kid,  who  smiled  up  at  me  from  the  baby-sling.  I  felt  like  a  fucking 

kangaroo,  but  the  chick  at  the  Babies  R  Us  swore  it  was  the  latest  in 

fashionable baby-wear. 

“This  is  a  stupid  idea.”  I  tugged  at  the  straps  trying  to  find  a 

comfortable position. 

“Mine.” 

Apparently, the kid agreed, but we’d have to make do. 

When I had awoke this morning, the kid lay curled on the bed next to 

me, and the angel  had been  nowhere  in sight. When  he failed to return after 

an hour, I hoisted the kid into the babypack and headed out the door. 

So here  we  were. The scene of the crime. I  crept  down the  hallway, 

keeping my nine-millimeter at my side. My mind scrambled to come up with 

a better plan. One that didn’t involve dying. Nothing came to mind, so I went 

with plan A. 

I kicked the door of apartment 405. Mary’s apartment. The door flew 

open, of course  following Newton’s Third Law, it bounced  off the  wall and 

slammed closed. But not before it smacked me in the nose, and knocked me 

to the floor. 

Fuck. 

Careful not to squish the kid, I rolled around until the pain faded to a 

dull throb. 

“Mine?” The kid stabbed me in the eye. 

I  wiped away the blood from  my  nose, and plucked the kid’s  finger 

from  my  eye  socket.  “Mine  is  okay.”  Stumbling  to  my  feet,  I  readied  my 

weapon and my boot for another kick. This time I forced the door open, and 

shoved my foot inside before it banged closed. 

Score one for me. Okay, maybe half a point. 

I  entered  the  apartment,  scanning  it  for  signs  of  life.  Not  that  I 

expected  any.  Mary  wasn’t  dumb  enough  to  stick  around  after  what  she’d 

done. 
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The room was empty. No pink furniture or knickknacks. No smoking 

gun  or  matchbook  with  a  hotel’s  name.  No  giant  map  with  X  marking  the 

spot. Nothing. I sniffed the air. Well, maybe one thing. Dead fish. 

I  searched  the  rest  of  the  rooms,  finding  a  half-eaten  peanut  butter 

sandwich, and a pair of my boxer shorts tossed into a corner. 

The kid started to fuss when I walked into the bathroom, his chubby 

legs kicking, just missing my little jaces. 

“Watch it,” I said, shifting him higher in the babypack. 

“Mine. Mine.” He pointed to the tub and the ring of fish guts circling 

it. 

Damn it. Fish. Another miracle I should’ve picked up on. “Sorry, kid. 

Next time I’ll get it.” 

He  shot  me  a  toothy  grin,  and  settled  back  down  in  the  kid  cozy.  I 

shifted through the vacant bathroom drawers, searched the medicine cabinet, 

and underneath the sink, finding a compact packet of birth control pills, two 

left,  a  dull  razor,  and  an  empty  test  tube  labeled  DNA.  Yew.  I  dropped  the 

vial, and wiped my hands on my jeans. 

Further  into  the  depths  of  the  medicine  cabinet,  I  discovered  a  stick 

of Clary sage  incense. I smelled the  incense, and a suddenly, overwhelming 

lust  swept  through  me.  Shit.  She’d  drugged  me  with  sage  yesterday.  That 

bitch. I felt violated. Sickened. Okay, maybe not, but it did piss me off. 

Would I have fucked her without the incense? Probably. So why drug 

me?  And  more  importantly,  what  did  she  gain  from  fucking  me  in  the  first 

place?  I  wasn’t  Brad  Pitt,  or  Johnny  Holmes  by  any  stretch  of  the 

imagination. So why? A distraction? To keep me under her spell? 

A  noise  in  the  hallway  drew  my  attention.  I  raised  my  gun,  and 

waited. And waited. Nothing happened. Shit. I lowered the gun and crept into 

the hall. 

Sid leaned against the wall, picking at something in his teeth. “Bones 

of the buried surface at first light.” 

“Okay.” 

He pulled a  white toothpick  from his  mouth. “They also  make  good 

toothpicks.” 

I  grinned  and  pointed  to  Mary’s  apartment.  “Have  you  seen  her 

around today?” 

“Today  is  a  drop  of  moonlight  on  a  rose,  fading  fast  and  drying 

before my weary eyes.” 

“So  that’s  a  no?”  The  kid  shifted  in  the  pouch,  kicking  his  feet 

against my thighs. I stroked his nearly bald head, and he calmed down. 

“Deep  in  the  core,  we  find  our  desire.”  Sid  wiggled  his  eyebrows, 

emphasizing the word core and desire. 

I scratched my head. “Are you hitting on me?” 

He rolled his eyes. “I saw the blonde girl at the Core, you idiot. Why 

do I even bother? You’re as dumb as a rock.” 
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“Why  didn’t  you  just  say  so?”  I  pushed  past  him,  jogged  down  the 

steps,  and  into  the  smog-filtered  daylight.  I  smiled  at  the  kid,  who  quietly 

sucked his thumb. “I really hate that guy.” 

He popped his thumb from his mouth. “Mine.” 

“Glad  we’re  in  agreement.”  I  tucked  the  kid  deeper  into  the 

babypack, and headed off to challenge Satan’s son while wearing God’s only 

son as a fashion statement. 

How could I lose? 
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Forty Two 



The Core looked bleak in the daylight without the bright neon signs, 

and  fancy  dressed  people  waiting  outside.  The  outer  red  paint  peeled  from 

the building, and rats raced across the sidewalk. 

I examined the deserted street and the slightly opened doorway. It all 

but screamed trap. Then again, who’d be stupid enough to break into a pit of 

hell in broad daylight? Sadly, the answer was me. 

I  raised  my  eyes  to  Heaven.  “A  little  help  would  be  appreciated.” 

What I really  wanted  was a babysitter, but I’d  make  do  with an angel,  even 

the  moronic  one. Taking the  kid  into the Core  didn’t  seem  like the smartest 

of ideas. But at the moment, it was the only one I had. Mary was inside, and I 

had to stop her. 

“Here’s  the  deal.”  I  twisted  the  babypack  onto  my  back.  “We’re 

gonna  sneak  inside,  and  you  need  to  be  very  quiet.  If  anyone  touches  you, 

you smite them and forget the resurrection part.” 

“Mine.” 

“Okay,  let’s  do  it.”  Taking  a  deep  breath,  I  pulled  my  gun  and 

slipped through the doorway banging the kid’s head on the frame. “Sorry,” I 

whispered. He whimpered, but didn’t cry. 

I counted off my steps; much like I had the night Lilith and I met. An 

evil blackness crushed the daylight outside, sending me closer into hell. 

“I do not like the darkness,” a voice on my right hissed. I twisted in 

that  direction  and  fired.  The  nine-millimeter  recoiled  in  my  hand,  shock 

waves jumped along my already frazzled nerves. 

Thud. 

Something heavy hit the floor, and a smattering of feathers flew into 

the air. 

The kid shook his large head. “Mine.” 

Shit.  I  grabbed  a  lighter  from  my  pocket  and  flicked  it.  A  bluish 

flame shot from the top illuminating a fallen angel. His white blond hair was 

covered  in  greenish  blood.  I  rushed  to  his  side  and  dragged  him  to  his  feet. 

“Are you okay?” 

He blinked a few times. “You request my presence and then you 
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shoot me? That’s just cruel.” 

I gave him my standard eye roll. “It was an accident. And where the 

fuck have you been?” 

“I  had  a  doctor’s  appointment,  if  you  must  know.”  The  hole  in  his 

head healed before my eyes returning his face to an angelic glow. 

“No  you  didn’t.” I squinted,  examining  his shapely  eyebrows. “You 

had your eyebrows waxed. Me and the kid could have died while you—” 

“Overgrown  eyebrows  are  the  Devil’s  playground.”  He  smiled, 

looking plastic, serene, and superior. 

I  punched  him  in  his  freshly  polished  face.  The  punch  failed  to 

register.  His  face  remained  blank.  I  hit  him  again.  Still  nothing.  “Son-of-a-

bitch. You got Botox too,” I said, incredulously. 

“It  was  a  two  for  one  sale.”  His  lips  pulled  tight  into  a  smirk,  or  I 

think it was a smirk. It was hard to tell. 

“Are  you  boys  done  with  your  lover’s  quarrel?”  Samuel  crawled 

from behind the glass bar. A trail of red lights flickering behind him, giving 

him the devilish glow rarely seen outside the movie theater. “Wanna tell me 

what the fuck you’re doing here?” 

I  spun  to  face  him,  pointing  the  nine-millimeter  at  his  chest.  He 

looked the same as he had days ago, like a rejected underwear model after a 

drug-fueled binge. His forked tongue flicked out, and a tonic cloud of funky 

demon breath filled the space between us. 

I  unstrapped  the  kid,  and  passed  him  to  the  angel.  “Go,”  I  said, 

shoving them both toward the door. 

“I do not think—” The angel backed up a step. 

“I  know.”  I  shook  my  head,  but  kept  my  eyes  and  gun  focused  on 

Samuel. “But for once, don’t let it be an issue and do what I say.” 

The  angel’s  lips  tightened,  but  he  didn’t  argue.  Instead,  he  wrapped 

the kid in his feathery arms, and disappeared through the exit door, a trail of 

olive colored blood following him. 

Waving my gun at Samuel, I asked, “Where is she?” 

He  raised  an  eyebrow.  A  pointed,  perfectly  shaped,  and  most  likely 

waxed brow. “Who?” 

“Don’t fuck with me. I am not in the mood.” I fired a round into his 

big toe. “Where is the little whore?” 

When  the  bullet  struck  his  foot,  Samuel  yelped.  He  hopped  around 

for  a  few  seconds  until  the  wound  healed  itself,  and  then  he  turned  his  red, 

hate-filled eyes on me. 

Just for fun, I shot him again. 

“Stop that,” he said, doing another bullet dance. 

I waited with one bullet left for him to finish jumping around. When 

he stopped dancing, he let out an annoying screech, calling up his entourage 

of hell beasts and teenagers. 

They seeped from every surface, big, dumb demon thugs wearing 
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gold chains and velour sweat suits. Some fingered automatic weapons while 

others carried steel pipes and pentagrams. 

But I wasn’t afraid. I shook my head, pocketed my gun, and pulled a 

silvery ball from my pocket. The demon gang frozen like a finely organized 

army  of  garden  gnomes.  I  grinned,  running  a  finger  across  the  smooth 

surface  of  my  new  toy.  A  toy  I’d  found  stuffed  inside  the  glove  box  of 

Lilith’s Gremlin, oddly enough, in a bag labeled, 'Lilith’s Bag of Tricks'. 

“Is that a…” the nearest demon gulped, “God’s Ball?” 

“Yep.”  I  stared  into  the  terrified  faces  of  evil  and  smirked.  “And  I 

know how to use it.” 
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Forty Three 



Actually, I didn’t have a clue how to use a God’s Ball. The directions 

on the package read: ‘Piety Guaranteed  with Just One Dose’. I held the ball 

up, letting the red lights of the club flicker across it. 

Samuel  gnashed  his  pointed  teeth.  “I  swear  I  will  kick  your  mortal, 

white a—” 

“Uh-huh.”  I  tapped  the  ball.  The  ping  of  my  nail  against  the  metal 

echoed in the now silent room. “But before that, why don’t you tell me where 

Mary is?” 

“Mary,  Mary,  Mary.  What  happened  to  Lilith?”  Samuel  shot  me  a 

shiny  plastic  grin.  “She  claimed  you’d  be  her  salvation.  I  guess  she  was 

wrong.” 

Guilt twisted inside me. My grip tightened on the God’s Ball. “What 

do you know about her murder?” Had he helped Mary destroy Lilith? Was he 

there watching in the shadows as she bled to death? I stepped closer to him, 

rage  overriding  my common sense. His row  of  demon support  moved back. 

Gotta love God’s Balls. 

Samuel’s lip curled in disgust. “I know that Lilith begged for her life. 

Begged.” 

“You’re lying.” 

He  laughed, and  my thin thread  of  control snapped. The God’s  Ball 

in my hand forgotten, I jumped him and slammed my fist into his jaw again 

and again. For a second, I felt satisfied, invincible. 

Then  his  entourage  pulled  me  off,  my  knuckles  scrapped  and 

bloodied from Samuel’s busted teeth. He stood and snatched the God’s Ball 

out  of  my  hand.  His  eyes  never  left  my  face  as  he  gave  the  order  to  his 

demon  mafia: “Kill  him, and this time,  make sure  he  stays dead.” He spit a 

fleshy piece of tongue from his mouth and grinned. 

“Bad idea, Sam.” I struggled with the two thug demons who held my 

arms, as I waited for an opening to go for my nine-millimeter. It came soon 

enough in an explosion of harp music. 

Samuel  and  his  demon  patrol  glanced  up.  I  reacted,  elbowing  the 

nearest thug. He  doubled  over, and I ripped the  gun from  my  waistband. As 
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suddenly as it had begun, the music vanished, and I was left pointing a nearly 

empty gun at Satan’s son. 

“What?  You  think  one  bullet  is  going  to  stop  all  of  us?”  Blood 

spewing from Samuel’s healing lips as he laughed. 

I nodded and fired. 

Boom.  The  bullet  nicked  the  edge  of  the  God’s  Ball,  sending  it 

crashing to the floor and the demons running for cover. 

The ball sat on the concrete. Just sat there. Fuck. 

The  demon  closest  to  me  rammed  his  fist  into  my  spine,  and  I 

dropped  onto  my  stomach,  choking  back  bile.  Carefully,  Samuel  stepped 

over the God’s Ball. He grabbed a fist full of  my hair and lifted  my  head to 

meet his eyes. 

“Mysterious ways, huh?” His foot caught my jaw. My head snapped 

backwards,  crackling  as  my  vertebrae  shifted  along  my  spine.  “Lilith  chose 

poorly,” he added. “And she paid for her mistake. Too bad you won’t get the 

chance to make things right.” 

“Don’t be so sure,” I whispered through my broken jaw before sweep 

kicking  Samuel’s  legs.  My  foot  tangled  between  his  calves.  He  stumbled 

backward and tripped over his feet, landing hard on top the God’s Ball. 

A buzz and the sound of a cracking filled the air. 

A  blue  light,  so  intense  it  singed  my  eyelashes,  burst  from 

underneath  Samuel’s  ass.  Quickly,  I  threw  my  arm  up  to  protect  my  face 

against  the  powerful  and  unexpected  rays.  Demons  cried  out,  their  feet 

thundering in all directions. 

A sudden feeling  of  euphoria arced over  me. My  eyes opened  wide. 

Frightened  by  the  happy  feeling,  I  swallowed  hard,  willing  happiness  to  a 

dark place inside me. I needed my anger and grief. It kept me focused. It kept 

Lilith alive. 

The  God’s  Ball’s  light  winked  out,  and  I  peeked  from  under  my 

newly  tanned  arm  to  survey  the  damage.  Two  demons  lay  on  the  concrete 

floor,  curled  in  the  fetal  position,  whispering  prayers.  A  couple  of  others 

shambled around the room in a daze, ramming into furniture and apologizing 

profusely. But it was Samuel, sitting stunned on top the shattered God’s Ball 

that  shocked  me  the  most.  Tears  streamed  down  his  reddened  cheeks  as  he 

hugged his knees and rocked back and forth like a child. 

I  stumbled  to  my  feet,  and  took  a  few  steps  toward  him.  My  hand 

slipped into my jeans pocket and produced the six-inch knife I’d stolen from 

Lilith’s  kitchen.  I  raised  the  blade,  ready  to  plunge  it  through  Samuel’s 

horned head. 

Thou Shalt Not Kill. 

My arm froze above my head. The knife heated, burning my fingers. 

Smoke  poured  off  my  melting  flesh  until  I  dropped  the  knife.  It  clattered 

harmlessly to the concrete floor. 

Mother Mary and Joseph. Jumping Jehovah. What the heck had come 
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over me? The urge to reach down and comfort Samuel flooded through me. I 

slapped myself instead. 

“My  father  never  cared  about  me,  not  in  the  way  a  father  should.” 

Samuel wiped at his leaking nose with the edge of his sleeve. “I wanted to do 

right, be a good son….” 

“Shut  u—”  The  p  caught  in  my  throat.  Piety  sucked.  “Where’s 

Mary?” 

Samuel curled into a ball. “Your father who art in heaven….” 

“Come on, man. Where the fudge is Mary?” 

“Thy kingdom come, Her ruling be done...” On and on Samuel went. 

Jiminy  Cricket.  I  rolled  my  eyes  at  the  big,  bad  son  of  the  devil. 

“Peace be with you.” 

Shoot,  I  hadn’t  meant  to  say  that.  I  had  to  get  out  of  here  before  I 

started forgiving and living righteously. A fate worse than heckfire. 
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Forty Four 



I  staggered  from  the  Core  and  into  the  grayish  daylight.  The  angel 

and  the  kid  stood  across  the  street.  The  angel  gave  a  you-hoo  wave,  and  I 

skipped across four lanes of traffic. 

An  SUV  screamed  to  a  stop,  brakes  smoking  as  I  pranced  past. 

“Asshole,” the driver barked. 

I  shrugged,  gave  him  a  vague  smile  instead  of  the  finger,  and  raced 

onto the sidewalk where the angel waited. 

“You’re  alive.”  The  angel  examined  me,  putting  a  finger  to  my 

busted jaw. It healed under his touch. “We were worried.” 

The kid popped his head from the babypack. “Mine.” 

I  smiled  at  him  and  then  at  the  angel.  Love  filled  me,  easing  the 

coldness  surrounding  my  heart.  Tender  feelings  of  concern  for—I  smacked 

myself in the eye. The after effects of the God’s Ball were stronger than I’d 

thought. 

“Did  you  find  the  blonde  one?”  The  angel  frowned  at  my  blank 

expression. 

“No.”  I  smiled,  picturing  Samuel,  the  pathetic  deity.  “But  I  don’t 

think Samuel will be a problem anymore.” At least I hoped not, but a sudden 

feeling of impending disaster came over me. “Come on, let’s get the heck out 

of here.” 

The angel nodded, scooped up the babypack, and followed me up the 

street. 

A  block  north  of  the  Core,  a  woman  ran  toward  our  ragtag  group. 

She wore a dark green leaf-like dress. It shivered and swayed like a palm tree 

in  a  hurricane,  finally  settling  around  her  toned  calves  when  she  stopped  in 

front of me. 

“You bastard,” she screeched. 

Her  words  didn’t  shock  me  nearly  as  much  as  her  right  hook.  After 

planting  her  tiny  fist  into  my  jaw,  she  pulled  back  for  another  punch.  Pain 

exploded  inside  my  brain,  but  displaced  by  shock  and  the  kid’s  howls  from 

inside the babypack, it disappeared quickly. 

“Quiet.” I tapped the kidsack and turned to the abusive woman. 
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“What  the  heck  was  that  for?”  I  ducked  her  next  punch  and  stepped  to  the 

side to put some distance between us. 

“You  murdered  my  husband.”  She  emphasized  her  point  with  a  left 

sucker-punch. I caught  her hands, twisted  her around, and pushed  her to the 

ground. Sprawled  on the pavement, she stared up at  me,  her face a  mask  of 

female rage. It was a look I’d seen from two out of three of my ex-wives. 

I released her arms and scratched my head. “Who’s your husband?” 

The angel frowned at me. I shrugged. What could I say? I wasn’t an 

angel. Okay, according to heaven, I was, but that didn’t erase my past.   

The  angry  woman  rose  to  her  feet.  She  was  pretty  with  golden  hair 

and  plump  lips  that  glistened  even  in  the  weak  sunlight.  I  started  to  lose 

myself in her green-apple-colored eyes. 

“Adam.” 

“What?”  I  stared  blankly  at  her.  She  rolled  her  eyes.  “My  husband. 

Adam.”  She  stabbed  her  fingertip  into  my  chest.  “Burned  to  cinders  inside 

your apartment. Does that ring any bells?” With  each  word,  her  voice  grew 

louder until she reminded me of a screeching hen. 

I knocked her pointy finger away. “I had nothing to do with Adam’s 

death.”  Even  if  I  wasn’t  too  choked  up  by  it.  Lilith’s  ex-husband  was  a 

douche bag, and the world was better off without him. 

“Liar.”  At  the  edges  of  her  eyelids,  tears  glistened,  growing  larger 

until the droplets spilled down her cheeks. 

Poor  Eve.  Years  spent  making  up  for  original  sin  had  taken  a  toll. 

Her  tears  didn’t  fall  prettily  anymore,  or  maybe  I  was  immune  to  Tammy 

Faye waterworks. 

“Listen,  I’m  sorry  for  your  loss.”  I  wasn’t  really,  but  after  losing 

Lilith, I understood her pain. “But I didn’t—” 

“You  might  not  have  set  the  fire,  but  you’re  responsible.  You  and 

that  slut  Lilith.”  Her  eyes  burning  with  anger.  “After  your  visit,  Adam 

changed. Suddenly he wanted to confess everything.” 

“Like  what?”  Confession  was  good  for  the  soul,  or  so  they  told  the 

suckers who flocked to the confessional every week. 

Eve  wrung  her  hands.  The  action  reminded  me  of  a  child,  but  I 

wasn’t about to repeat Adam’s mistake. I had never liked the taste of apples. 

“He went to your apartment to tell you—” 

Tires squealed and I spun as the muzzle of an AK-47 poked its head 

from the tinted window of a white minivan for a second time. Glass exploded 

behind  me,  sending  shards  of  sharp  projectiles  at  the  back  of  my  head. 

Bullets whizzed past. 

I dove for the angel, not to save his worthless hide, but to protect the 

kid. In that instant, I knew the truth. I would give my life, my soul, and even 

my collection of tasteful erotica to keep him safe. Not because he was God’s 

only son, but because I cared about him, a relatively new feeling for me. 

My body slammed into feathery angel wings, softening the impact of 
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concrete  and  broken  glass  as  we  hit  the  ground  and  rolled  behind  a  beat  up 

Buick.  Shielding  the  kid  and  the  angel  with  my  body,  I  drew  my  nine-

millimeter to return fire. 

Click. 

Fuck. 

What kind of protector ran out of ammunition? 

On the bright side, the God’s Ball had worn off, and a litany of fresh 

curses spewed from my lips. 

The kid squirmed underneath me. “Mine.” 

“Hang tight.” I pressed him tighter against my body. “It will be over 

soon.” One way or another. 

The cowards in the minivan fired another volley of rounds. The loud 

pings  sounded  like  a  demonic  popcorn  maker  without  the  sweet,  buttery 

aroma. Instead, the air smelled of gunpowder, fear, and the metallic scent of 

blood. 

Blood? Shit. 

I  checked  the  kid  for  bullet  holes.  Nothing.  At  least  I  wasn’t  a 

completely  worthless  guardian.  The  angel  looked  all  right  too.  No  seeping 

wounds or nasty dirt stains. 

Sirens  echoed  in  the  distance,  growing  louder  as  the  sound  waves 

stacked  one  atop  another.  I  poked  my  head  around  the  car.  The  drive-by 

shooter  in  the  minivan  pulled  the  gun’s  muzzle  from  the  window,  and  I 

caught a glimpse of a black tattooed band that circled his wrist. The minivan 

sped down the street, nearly running over a mailbox in its bid to escape. 

I’d  seen  that  tattoo  before,  but  where?  A  fleeting  memory  flashed 

through my head, but it failed to take root. 

A  gurgling  to  my  left  drew  my  attention.  Eve.  Damn,  I’d  forgotten 

about  her.  I  crawled  on  my  belly  toward  her  prone  body.  Half  of  her  once 

beautiful face was missing, blood already pooled around her head, growing a 

darker shade of crimson as it mingled with the asphalt. 

“Eve?” I gently shook her. “Can you hear me?” 

“Mahahaa…,” she moaned through mutilated lips. 

Pulling off my sweatshirt, I pressed it to what was left of Eve’s head. 

Blood  soaked  through  it,  staining  my  hands.  My  eyes  found  her  one 

remaining one, and silently I watched as she died. 

It  looked  as  if  Adam  and  Eve  would  be  playing  together  in  the 

Garden of Evil soon enough. Satan had better watch his back, and I’d better 

watch mine. 
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Forty Five 



The trek to Lilith’s apartment took  over an  hour, thanks to the New 

York Department of Public Safety. They’d towed Lilith’s Gremlin while I’d 

been inside the Core fighting to save the world, so we had to hike the twenty-

some blocks home. Under normal circumstances that wouldn’t be a problem, 

but I was lugging a screeching kid and dragging a complaining angel, not to 

mention picking shards of glass out of my every orifice. 

A block from Lilith’s, the kid was in full screaming-hungry-fit mode. 

The  angel  suggested  breast  feeding,  but  the  blonde  we  passed  on  the  street 

politely refused. Okay,  maybe polite  wasn’t the right  word. She slapped the 

angel so hard he flew back three steps. 

I rocked the kid back and forth. “As soon as we get upstairs I’ll stuff 

you full of cat chow. Just shut up for two seconds.” 

The  kid’s  lip  trembled,  sucking  in  and  out  like  a  blowfish.  “Mine.” 

He sniffed. “Mine, mine, mine.” 

“I know, kid. It’s rough being the Messiah.”  I tucked  him back  into 

the  kidsack  and  climbed  the  six  flights  of  stairs  to  Lilith’s  apartment.  My 

lungs nearly gave out on the last step. 

Standing  outside  apartment  676  was  a  tiny,  doll-faced,  drunken 

cherub. “Hey you.” Cupid jumped around, waving his fat arms. Folds of skin 

flapped like the pink feathers of a drag queen’s boa. 

Damn. I ignored him and unlocked Lilith’s apartment. I did not want 

to  hear  whatever  Cupid  had  to  say.  I’d  had  enough.  Between  the  kid’s 

screeching,  the  angel’s  whining,  and  the  smell  of  Eve’s  death  surrounding 

me, I’d reached my limit. 

For  the  first  time  in  my  life,  I  considered  a  long  soak  in  a  bathtub 

filled  with  bubbles.  Fuck.  Hanging  out  with  the  metrosexual  angel  was 

turning me into a pussy. 

Cupid’s chubby feet pounded the ground behind  me. I shut the  door 

just in time and grinned at the satisfying sound of his head smacking into the 

door. 

Inside  the  apartment,  Lilith’s  scent  surrounded  me.  My  chest 

constricted, and tears sprang into my exhausted eyes. I blinked them away. 
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Must be a residual effect of the God’s Ball. 

“Mine.” The kid shoved a fist into my cheek, trying to comfort me, I 

guessed. I unstrapped him from my chest, and set him on the floor to torture 

Bodhi cat. 

Better the cat than me. 

A loud thump shook the front door. “Let me in, you demon-fucking, 

daddy’s boy, son of a whore,” Cupid yelled. 

“I do  not like  him,” the angel said, stroking his feathers. “He smells 

like  cabbage.”  Actually,  I  was  pretty  sure  the  cabbage  smell  was  coming 

from the kid, but why push the issue? 

The  pounding  on  the  door  grew  louder  until  I  couldn’t  stand  it.  I 

threw  the  door  open,  catching  Cupid  around  the  neck.  My  fingers  dug  into 

the baby soft flesh surrounding his throat, as I squeezed polluted air from his 

lungs. “What the fuck do you want?” 

“Ahahhhakkkka—” 

“Sorry, I didn’t catch that.” Instead of loosening my grip, I squeezed 

tighter. 

A gooey hand plastered itself to my leg. “Mine.” 

I  glanced  down  at  the  kid,  who  stared  up  at  me,  eyes  filled  with 

disappointment.  Apparently,  smiting  living  things  at  will  was  fine,  but 

heaven forbid I strangle one little deity. 

“Fine.” I dropped Cupid. He landed on the welcome mat with a thud 

and promptly let out a cabbagey belch. The angel shot me an ‘I told you so’ 

look. 

I squatted next to Cupid. “You have ten seconds.” 

He frowned and pulled at his diaper. “I could use a drink.” 

“No.” 

“Self-sacrificing,  my  ass.”  He  brushed  past  me  into  Lilith’s 

apartment. “Okay, here’s the deal. You fucked up, and now you have to clean 

your mess up.” 

I  followed  him  inside,  watching  as  he  opened  the  refrigerator  and 

slammed  down  four  beers.  The  last  four  beers.  My  ire  rose  along  with  his 

blood alcohol level. 

He burped, spewing noxious gas throughout the room. Bodhi sniffed 

the air, and fell over dead. His short legs stuck straight into the air, a fact that 

caused the kid to burst into another round of shrieking tears. 

“Mine. Mine. Mine. Mine.” The kid ran in circles around the dead cat 

like a fucked up version of ring-around-the-rosy, stopping every few seconds 

to touch the cat’s nose in hopes of resurrecting the demonic beast. Let’s just 

say, I wasn’t too disappointed when the cat stayed dead. 

Reaching down, I lifted the kid into my arms and awkwardly patting 

his back. His screams decreased, and a few seconds later he fell asleep on my 

shoulder. 

The angel took the kid from me and disappeared into the other room, 
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leaving me with a half-drunk Cupid. 

He  started  to  speak,  but  I  raised  my  hand  for  silence.  “If  you  wake 

that kid, I will rip your tiny heart-shaped nuts off. Do you understand me?” I 

took a menacing step toward him. “Now, how did I fuck up this time?” Since 

the kid entered my life, all I had done was mess up. 

I could see the kid’s future clearly. At nineteen, he’d lock himself in 

a  clock  tower  with  a  high-powered  rifle  and  pick  off  blonde-haired  coeds 

while he bitched about the high cost of ammunition and cat treats. And what 

the  fuck  would  I  tell  God?  Hey,  sorry  about  the  Second  Coming,  but  have 

you thought about a third go-around? Maybe try a boy in a plastic bubble? 

“You’re pathetic,” Cupid said, bringing me out of my fantasy. 

“At  least  I’m  taller  than  an  elf.”  I  grinned,  flashing  predatory  teeth 

and gums. “If Mount Olympus gets too full, you could always apply to work 

at the mall during Christmas.” 

Cupid’s  face  turned  red,  and  before  I  knew  it,  the  little  son-of-a-

Venus jumped me. His fist smashed into my nuts, sending my boys into my 

throat.  Fire  raced  from  my  damaged  goods  to  my  spleen.  My  will  to  live 

ceased  to  exist,  as  did  my  ability  to  control  my  body.  In  my  defense,  I 

managed avoid landing face first in my own vomit and even crawled an inch 

or two before the darkness came. 

~ * ~ 

“Hey pretty-boy. Wake up.” 

Smack. A tiny palm slammed into my cheek. 

“Hit  me again, and I  will twist  you  into a bow and send  your ass to 

the North Pole.” I opened my eyes and blinked away the salty tears crusting 

my  eyelids  shut.  The  pain  south  of  my  equator  had  lessened.  Now  I  only 

wanted  to  die,  rather  than  expecting  it  any  minute  now.  I  reached  down  to 

check my package. “Thanks to you I might never have kids.” 

Cupid  laughed. “As if the  world  could  get so  lucky.” He  climbed to 

his  feet  and  headed  for  the  refrigerator.  The  sound  of  a  whipped  cream 

aerosol can echoed from inside the icebox. 

“Okay,  enough  is  enough.  Tell  me  why  you’re  here,  or  get  out.”  I 

struggled  up  from  the  floor  and  grimaced  at  the  Technicolor  pile  of  vomit 

staining Lilith’s white carpet, and my shirt. 

“Whaaada  youuu  know  aboouut  the  Second  Commming?”  Bits  of 

white foam flew from behind the open refrigerator door as Cupid spoke. 

Scratching  the  stubble  and  puke  covering  my  chin,  I  answered,  “As 

far as I know, he’s asleep in the other room.” 

“I meant the prophesy, not Jesus.” The whipped cream-covered deity 

closed the refrigerator door and waddled back to the living room. He climbed 

up the edge of the white couch, leaving sticky fingerprints. 

“From what I remember, Revelations paints a pretty grim picture.” I 

shrugged.  “Matthew  also  mentions  the  Alpha  and  the  Omega,  but  I  don’t 

remember much about it.” Since I’d fallen asleep before reading the rest. All 
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those  Thou  Shalts  and  moral  values  worked  better  than  a  sleeping  pill  and 

shot of whiskey. 

Cupid grunted. “Revelations. What a joke.” 

“What do you mean?” 

He  sighed,  scratched  his  diaper  rash.  “Do  you  have  any  idea  what 

John wrote the original text with? Shit. His own shit, mind you. The guy was 

a loon. Never trust a psychotic to write the last chapter of any story, let alone 

the supposed word of God.” 

“So there’s no Second Coming?” 

“The Messiah  has been born, no  doubt about that.” He  gave a small 

laugh. “But the thing  is, Heaven  will be ruled by another. It is  he who shall 

inherit  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven,  and  a  pair  of  oxen,  or  was  it  a  sheep?  The 

Second is merely a wake-up-call to the rest of the flock. Yet another sacrifice 

to impress upon the masses the Lord’s love. You see, ruling heaven is much 

like that TV show...” 

“What show?” 

His cherub chubby hand went to his cherub cubby hip. “Heaven is a 

popularity  contest.  Right  now,  your  Almighty  has  the  largest  flock,  and  He 

means to keep it that way. So He gives the people what they want, a Second 

Coming.” 

“I don’t understand.” 

Cupid rolled his eyes. “The Second Coming will never rule Heaven. 

Only a child born of His loins can rule, ending the reign of the current king. 

But the Second must die first.” 

The kid had to die? Not on my watch! 

Oh shit. Suddenly, the kid’s kidnapping made sense. Mary must have 

known  the  truth  behind  the  prophesy,  and  decided  to  generate  God’s 

grandkid  like some  kind  of fucked up  high school science project. One part 

Jesus, one part deceitful bitch. The perfect combination to rule the Universe. 

And now, she had to find a way to kill the kid. But I’d be dammed if I’d let 

that happen. 

Cupid’s  chuckle  brought  me  back  to  the  present.  “Of  course,  ruling 

Heaven  can’t  be  all  its  cracked  up  to  be.  Look  at  poor  Zeus. The  guy  can’t 

take a dump  without all  of Olympus betting on the color. But there’s a long 

list of deities waiting for your Lord’s fall from grace.” 

I  pictured  Zeus,  flowing  robes  parted,  taking  a  shit.  Not  a  pleasant 

image. I shook my head to clear it. “How do you know all this?” I considered 

Cupid closely. Why was he telling me this? What did the little bugger have to 

gain? 

He  snorted,  blowing  thick  snot  bubbles  from  his  heart-shaped  nose. 

“I  know  plenty.”  He  leaned  in  close  to  me,  so  close  that  I  could  smell  the 

Desitin covering his ass. “For instance, I know all about you.” 

Goosebumps  spread  up  my  arms.  “What  the  fuck  are  you  talking 

about?”  Did he know about the voices? 
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His  expression  grew  colder  as  his  eyes  raked  over  me.  “Are  you 

playing stupid, or are you really an idiot?” 

How to answer? “Idiot, I guess.” 

Cupid’s  face  broke  into  a  wide  grin.  “So  you  really  don’t  know,  do 

you?”  He  laughed.  “As  much  as  it  would  make  my  day  to  ruin  yours,  I’ll 

leave  it to the  Big Guy to fill  you  in. Good  luck,  dumbass. You’re  going to 

need  it.”  And  with  those  dire  words,  Cupid  disappeared  in  a  puff  of  smoke 

and cabbage fumes. 

I  waved  a  hand  in  front  of  my  face.  The  stench  dissipated,  but  his 

words echoed in my brain. What was he hiding? And more importantly, what 

the hell was I missing? Only one way to find out. I picked up the phone, and 

dialed the Almighty. 

Click. 

“The  number  you  have  dialed  has  been  disconnected.  Please  check 

the number and dial again,” a voice prompted. A voice that sounded an awful 

lot like God. 

Fuck. 
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Forty Six 



I  closed  my  eyes,  letting  the  music  of  the  night  surround  me.  A 

police siren screamed in the distance. The screams of two bums fighting over 

a nearly empty bottle of booze in the alley rose through the open window. 

The  sound  of  glass  shattering  on  the  pavement  echoed  from  below. 

The bums began to wail, loud, piercing shrieks of loss. 

In the apartment next door, a woman prayed with all her might. “Oh, 

God. Please. Faster. Faster. Fuck  meeee! ” 

I shook my head. If God knew anything, it was how to fuck someone. 

For  eight  months,  I’d  worked  my  ass  off  to  protect  the  kid  and  save  the 

world. But the second shit went bad, God had turned his back. And why not? 

The Second Coming meant nothing. It was a ploy, a gimmick to keep Him in 

power. I was a dupe, and Lilith had died for nothing. 

My  fist  slammed  into  the  pillow.  The  seam  split,  and  a  cloud  of 

feathers  spilled  from  the  cotton  sheath.  The  pillow’s  meaningless  demise 

calmed  me,  even  as  the  grief  I’d  kept  at  bay  throughout  the  day  surfaced. 

Funny that Lilith had come to mean so much to me, yet I never really knew 

her, or trusted her. 

My  hands  traced  the  contours  of  the  bed,  remembering  the  hard 

planes and soft curves of her body. Lust mixed with gut churning sorrow. For 

a moment, overwhelmed by loss and insecurity, my sanity slipped away. 

My  feelings  for  Lilith  hadn’t  been  a  mistake  like  the  cotton-candy-

clones I’d married. My love was deep. Pure. Real. 

Wasn’t it? 

I shook my head. Not like it mattered now. Loving a dead woman led 

nowhere,  or  to  jail.  Thankfully,  I  wasn’t  desperate  enough  to  fuck  a  corpse 

just yet. 

“Mine?”  The  kid  stood  in  the  doorway,  moonlight  illuminating  his 

sparkling eyes and rosy cheeks. 

“Go  back  to  bed.”  My  voice  sounded  harsh,  thick  with  pent-up 

emotion and exhaustion. 

The kid took a step closer to the bed. It was then that I noticed Bodhi 

clutched in his arms like a teddy bear. What was it like to be the kid? To be 
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nothing more than a sacrifice? A savior adored by millions, but so alone, he 

clutched a dead cat for comfort. 

“Fine.” I rolled my eyes and pulled back the covers. “Come here.” 

Not needing additional encouragement, he raced across the room and 

dove beneath the blanket. 

“Now go to sleep.” I settled in next to him. 

A few minutes later, he fell asleep, the dead cat wrapped protectively 

in his chubby arms. I did my best to ignore the smell of decaying feline and 

after an hour, fell into a fitful sleep. 

The  voices  started  as  I  drifted  off.  Loud,  hateful  voices.  She  never 

 loved you,  they whispered. I raised my hands to block their words, but had no 

fucking luck. 

 Her blood is on your hands.  The voices grew angrier.  Just like those 

 you swore to protect. Your brothers-in-arms who died so you could live... 

“No,” I mumbled in my sleep, fighting the rising flood of memories. 

The  broken  body  of  David  Klinger,  a  nineteen-year-old  private  on  his  first 

tour  in  Iraq.  His  face  perfectly  preserved,  farm  boy  innocent,  but  his  eyes 

were fixed and dilated. Dead eyes. 

“Mine.” As suddenly as the voices appeared, they vanished. I opened 

my  eyes  and  stared  into  the  sad  face  of  the  Messiah.  His  finger  stroked  my 

forehead. 

The  image  of  David’s  eyes  faded  from  my  mind.  “Thanks,”  I  said, 

groggily.  A  deep  sense  of  contentment  filled  me.  I  sighed  and  snuggled 

against the pillow. Everything was going to be fine. Just fine… 

~ * ~ 

Awoke  by  a  loud  yowling,  I  shot  from  the  bed,  and  slammed  my 

head  into  the  headboard,  almost  knocking  myself  out.  Still  the  pain  in  my 

brain wasn’t as bad as the intense burning clawing up my leg. 

I glanced down and screamed like a high school cheerleader on prom 

night.  A  newly  resurrected  Bodhi  cat’s  thick  claws  were  embedded  in  my 

calf, and I swear the little bloodsucker was smiling. 

I  tried  to  shake  him  off,  but  he  refused  to  budge.  Instead,  his  claws 

dug  deeper,  ripping  chucks  of  flesh  from  my  naked  leg.  Storming  into  the 

kitchen,  I  pointed  to  the  cat  and  my  bleeding  limb.  “Next  time  no 

resurrection.” I tugged at the growling cat. “He stays dead, you got me?” 

The  kid  looked  up,  his  mouth  stuffed  with  X-shaped  kitty  kibbles. 

“Mine?”  The  kid’s  eyes  dropped  to  the  cat,  and  he  began  to  chant  happily, 

“Mine, mine, mine, mine.” 

The cat retracted his claws and leapt into the kid’s open arms. Great, 

the two of them had bonded. Now, I’d never get rid of that cat. 

Watching the kid and the cat, it hit me. I knew what I was destined to 

do, consequences and God be damned. 

Today was Jacement day. 
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Forty Seven 



My  eyes  scanned  the  rows  and  rows  of  rusted  metal,  and  broken 

automobile  glass.  Headlights,  mufflers,  and  steering  wheels  littered  the 

ground  below  my  feet.  I  sidestepped  the  rear-end  of  a  Plymouth,  narrowly 

missing  a  protruding  axel,  and  followed  a  giant  across  the  automobile 

graveyard. 

My  mission  was simple. Find Lilith’s Gremlin, and  get the  fuck  out 

of town. I planned to ditch the angel in the middle of nowhere—Ohio, most 

likely—and  disappear  with  the  Son  of  God.  The  kid  deserved  a  chance,  a 

normal life. The world didn’t need a reminder of God’s love, not at the cost 

of the kid. He’d given enough. 

“Did you hear the one about the three Wise men—” the giant began, 

his  pale  eyes  glowing  with  humor.  The  name  patch  on  his  mechanic’s  shirt 

read Bob, but I had my doubts. No Bob was who he said he was. 

“They  were  not  that  wise,”  the  angel  argued.  “What wise  man  does 

not warn of the explosive properties of Myrrh?” 

To hide my laughter, I poked my head into the babypack to check on 

my  charge.  Bodhi  hissed  at  the  intrusion,  but  the  kid  just  smiled, 

unconcerned. 

Bob stopped walking. “What’s with him?” He pointed to the angel. 

“No sense of humor.” I shook my head sadly. “It’s a curse really. So 

where is the car?” 

“Beyond those busted up Pintos.” Bob pointed in a far off direction, 

above  waves of rusted car parts. “If I was you, I’d leave the baby here  with 

that  weird  blond  dude.  It  can  get  hairy  back  there,  and  I  wouldn’t  want 

anything to happen…” 

Nodding, I unstrapped the babypack and handed it to the angel. “Do 

not let the kid out of your sight.” 

“I will give your life to keep him safe,” the angel reassured me with a 

blank smile. 

Great.  I  motioned  for  “Bob”  to  lead  the  way,  and  together,  we 

climbed  the  rusted  metal  piles  like  trained  mountaineers.  My  boots  slid 

across  polished  fenders,  crunched  over  broken  windshields,  and  waded 
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through  a  sea  of  yellow-foamed  seat  cushions,  finally  landing  on  solid 

ground a few yards from Lilith’s prized Gremlin. 

The Gremlin looked a little worse for wear, with a broken headlight, 

and flat tire, which oddly improved the car’s overall appearance. 

“How much to get it out?” I reached into my jeans for a wad of cash 

borrowed from Lilith’s cookie jar. It wasn’t like she needed it anymore. 

Bob  scratched  his  scraggly  beard.  “Well  there’s  the  impound  fee, 

plus  towing  charge,  not  to  mention  the  storage  fee.”  His  eyes  watched  the 

cash in my hand. 

“I’ll give you two hundred.” I smiled. “Cash. No paperwork, no fuss. 

You give me the keys, and I give you the cash.” 

“Deal.” 

We shook  hands, his  lizard like  one  grasped  in  mine.  Seconds  later, 

Bob passed me the Gremlin’s key. My throat constricted at the sight of it. 

Memories of Lilith rose inside my mind, pictures of her wicked smile 

and tattooed  limbs. Her scent filtered across  my senses, exotic tobacco, and 

woman. 

I  swallowed  hard,  and  took  the  key.  It  warmed  in  the  palm  of  my 

hand, heating so rapidly the edges burned my skin. Shoving the key into the 

ancient ignition, I pumped the gas pedal and pummeled the dashboard. 

Bob stared at me, a look of disgust etched in the lines of his face. A 

look that said, ”let her go son. She’s way past her prime.” 

As  much  as  I  might  agree,  the  Gremlin  would  suit  my  needs.  I 

needed a way out of the city, and the Gremlin, flat tire and broken headlight 

aside,  would  carry  the  kid  and  me  through  the  Lincoln  tunnel  and  into  the 

Garden of Evil State. Once inside New Jersey, I’d ditch the angel and shoot 

up I-80, disappearing in the cornfields of Iowa. 

Maybe I’d buy a farm some place, raise cows or something. The kid 

could  have  a  normal  life;  have  friends  and  a  chance  to  be  more  than  a 

sacrifice. I pictured the  kid at eighteen, scared and desperate, as his sixteen-


year-old  girlfriend  says  she  might  be  pregnant.  Hell,  even  that  would  beat 

being stapled to a cross for a second time. 

I twisted the key and waited for the gurgling engine to catch. Brrrrrr. 

Grrrrr. Click. Click. Click. 

Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. 

“Son-of-a-bitch,”  I  yelled,  slamming  my  fists  against  the  steering 

column. I glared at the heavens. “WHY?” 

“Sounds  like  the  alternator.”  Bob  leaned  in  the  Gremlin’s  open 

window. “Want me to take a look?” 

I jerked open the door, causing him to jump back. The hood creaked 

as  I  released  the  latch.  Black,  thick  oil  and  grime  like  a  decaying  corpse 

covered the  engine block. Wires stuck  out  everywhere, and damn  if I could 

make any sense of it. 

Bob had followed me to the engine. He gave a soft whistle. “It looks 

157 

 

like rats chewed through your battery cables.” Pulling out a red-coated wire, 

he shook his head. 

Not rats, hamsters. Angry sky-falling hamsters. 

“I  can  maybe  rig  it  so  it’ll  start.”  Bob  shrugged,  his  giant  shoulders 

bobbing up and down like the Golden Gate Bridge in an earthquake. 

I  closed  my  eyes,  and  took  a  Zen-calming  breath.  It  didn’t  help. 

Fuck. “Do it.” I shoved another hundred dollars at him. 

He  glanced  down  at  the  money  and  smiled.  “You  ever  hear  the  one 

about the soldier and Saint Peter?” 

158 

 











Forty Eight 



“Okay boy, you hold that wire tight while I start her up.” Bob nodded 

at the red wire clutched in my grease-coated hand. 

I  wiped  a  bead  of  sweat  from  my  forehead.  “I’m  not  going  to  get 

fried,  right?”  As  much  as  I  wanted  the  Gremlin  fixed,  I  couldn’t  shake  my 

distrust  of  the  overly  friendly  Bob.  What  kind  of  mechanic  only  charged  a 

hundred bucks? 

Bob grinned at me and my perspiration covered sweatshirt. “You got 

insurance?” 

I shook my head. “The car’s not mine.” 

“I meant life insurance, boy.” His booming laughter bounced off the 

metal  stacks  of  cars,  making  my  head  ache.  “Now  you  hold  tight,”  he  said, 

crawling into the driver’s seat of the Gremlin. 

A  sudden  shock  of  electricity  curled  around  my  body.  My  arms 

danced, jerking like an electrocuted toad as the wire dropped from my burnt 

fingers. The unattended wire sparked once, twice, and went still. 

The Gremlin’s engine followed suit. It jerked once, twice, and with a 

sputtering cough died. A slow whistle of steam burped from the radiator, but 

that was the extent of its resurrection. 

Fuck. 

“Damn, I thought we  had  it.” Bob  maneuvered  his large frame from 

the driver’s seat. “Did you let go of that wire, boy?” 

I  wiped  my  tingling  hands  on  my  pant  leg.  “Nope,  I  held  tight  just 

like you said.” For the most part. “How about we try it one more time?” 

“Fine.” Bob raised an eyebrow like he didn’t quite believe me. “But 

if I see you let go of that wire, I’m gonna pound ya.” 

I grinned. “Why don’t you hold it, and I’ll start her up?” 

Instead of answering, he dropped back into the Gremlin and gave me 

a thumbs up. I closed my eyes, grabbed the hot wire, and prepared for a few 

thousand volts. 

Buzz. Zap. 

The  skin  on  my  fingers  melted  into  the  red-coated  plastic.  Pain 

seared from the battery to my brain, every nerve ending sparking with 
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General Electric power. 

Bzzzzz. Crack. 

The  ends  of  my  hair  danced  high  above  my  head.  Electrical  sparks 

shot from my toes, scorching my black leather boots and the ground beneath 

them. My teeth slammed together, crunching under the brutal assault. 

 Boom! 

Fire  exploded  underneath  my  hands,  and  the  Gremlin  vaporized 

before my eyes. Simmering waves of hot air and a violent barrage of Gremlin 

parts and Bob epidermis splattered me. 

Fuck. 

A bomb, I thought, seconds before blackness devoured me. 
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Forty Nine 



“What  the  fuck  did  you  do  to  my  car?”  a  woman  screamed  in  my 

newly restructured eardrums. The blast had scrambled all five of my senses, 

and even addled my sixth sense. 

I now saw dead people. 

And boy did Lilith look angry. Beautiful, but pissed. But appearance 

could be deceiving. Or not, I thought as the palm of her hand smacked me in 

the back of the head. 

“Lilith?”  My  voice  sounded  overused,  like  a  teenaged  girls  favorite 

CD.  I  rubbed  away  the  black  soot  staining  my  eyes.  Was  I  dead?  Had  the 

explosion killed me? 

“No,  stupid.”  Lilith  chuckled,  swiping  at  her  mud  covered  sleeve. 

“You’re  not  dead,  and  neither  am  I.  Next  time  make  sure  the  resurrection 

didn’t take before you bury me.” She bent down beside me. “Your pant leg’s 

on fire.” 

“God,  I  missed  you.”  I  slapped  at  the  burning  denim,  and  smiled. 

Having  her  next  to  me  felt  right,  like  the  world  was  finally  in  order.  Of 

course, I’d just cheated death, so that might have been part of it. 

“I missed you too.” She pulled me to my feet, and held me while my 

equilibrium caught up with the rest of my body. 

My  fingertips  traced  the  curve  of  her  neck,  feeling  the  tattooed  ink 

under the pads of my fingers. The blood rushing in my ears dispersed lower, 

filling my thoughts with lustful visions of Lilith naked under me. 

Again  she  read  my  mind,  and  pushed  my  wayward  hands  away. 

“Now’s not the time for a reunion. Someone just blew up my car.” 

I weaved back and forth, shaking Bob parts from my ear canal. “And 

Bob too.” 

“Who’s Bob?” 

“That’s  Bob.”  I  pointed  to  a  blackened  spot  on  the  ground  where 

pieces  of  charred  Bob  had  landed.  “He  looked  better  before,  but  not  by 

much.” 

Lilith shot me a look, anger burned in her eyes. “How can you joke? 

You nearly died.” 
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I shrugged. “I’m getting used to it. Bright white light. Sweet smell of 

roses.  Saint  Peter  and  a  harp.”  Frowning,  I  added,  “Tell  me,  when  did 

Heaven start smelling like a whorehouse?” 

Softly  Lilith’s  hands  brushed  the  battered,  broiled  skin  of  my  face, 

running over the  edges  with careful  grace, or dare  I think it, love. “Are  you 

sure you’re all right?” she asked, biting her lower lip. 

No,  I  wasn’t  all  right.  My  dead  lover  was  alive,  leaving  me  with  a 

thousand questions and a million insecurities. What if our feelings had been a 

fluke,  a  desire  to  protect  the  kid  that  turned  into  more?  What  did  I  really 

know about my demon lover? 

Smack.  Lilith  slapped  me  hard  across  the  back.  “Knock  it  off.  We 

don’t have time for this. We have to get you into hiding.” 

I  shook  my  head,  focusing  on  her  words.  “Me?  It’s  the  kid  they’re 

after. They  want to use him to create…” I realized  my  mistake as I said the 

words. The  less the  demonic Lilith  knew about the prophecy the safer  we’d 

all be. 

“Jace, I’m sorry.” Tears grew in her yellow eyes. “There’s so much I 

have to tell you.” 

“Tell me what exactly?” 

The stench  of sulfur swirled around us, thickening the already burnt 

air. 

“Later.” She grabbed my hand and dragged me over steel mounds of 

automobile corpses, and tractor bones. “I’ll tell you everything later. Please,” 

she added, voice breaking on the plea. 

I  nodded,  and  followed  her  across  the  wreckage  of  the  junkyard. 

With  each  step  my  need  to  know  the  truth  receded,  replaced  with  a  frantic 

desire  to  find  and  protect  the  kid.  I  broke  into  a  run,  leaving  Lilith  in  my 

wake. 

I  rounded  a  stack  of  burned  out  Pintos  and  stopped  dead.  On  the 

ground  lay  the  angel,  greenish  blood  pooling  around  his  serene  face.  In  the 

angel’s arms was an empty kidsack. The kid and cat gone. 

“Who  did this?”  I bent  down  next to the angel,  wiping an aqua tear 

from  his perfect cheek. My  eyes scanned the automobile graveyard, seeking 

and  searching  for  a  target.  Someone,  anyone  to  blame,  but  the  truth  was 

there, reflecting off the rusted metal bumped of a Volkswagen bus. Me. I was 

the only one to blame. 

I  was the angel, Nemamiah. The protector of the  innocent. And  yet, 

I’d lost the most innocent of all, not once, but twice. 

Jesus, I sucked at this. 

“Nemamiah,  grant  me  one  last  wish…”  the  angel  said  in  a  choked 

whisper.  Blood  spilled  from  his  pearly  pink  lips,  staining  them  a  muddy 

green. 

Tire screeched a hundred yards in front of us. A white mini-van spun 

around a row of junked cars and into the busy street. In the passenger seat, a 
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bald-headed man with a tattooed wrist held the kid in his muscular arms. The 

man grinned at me, a gold tooth shining from his mouth. 

Fuck. 

I started to run, pushing every ounce of energy through my limbs. 

“What about my last request?” the angel called after me. 

“Later,” I yelled, continuing after the mini-van. 

“Jace, wait!” Lilith screamed, but I ignored her and kept running. 

My  legs  took  on  a  life  of  their  own,  muscles  straining  underneath 

battered  skin.  I  hit  the  street  seconds  after  the  mini-van  rounded  the  next 

corner. 

Don’t fucking lose him, my brain ordered. 

Five  blocks  from  the  junkyard,  the  mini-van  took  a  left  onto 

Broadway.  I  ran  behind,  eating  up  the  distance  between  us  in  the  mid-

afternoon traffic. My appreciation for the city grew. Nobody went anywhere 

fast. Unless faced with divine intervention—yeah right—I would not lose the 

kid a second time. 

A pain  in  my side formed  just below  my ribcage. Not intense,  more 

of a steady burn. The kind of burn marathon runners and escaping criminals 

know  all  about.  I  shifted  my  gait  to  relive  the  pressure,  and  barreled  ahead. 

Even if it killed me, I wouldn’t let the kid down again. 

The  driver  of  the  mini-van  sped  up,  whipping  around  the  avenue, 

tires ripping up the pavement. 

Shit. 

A hole the size of Rhode Island opened in front of me. The stench of 

hell  fire  rose  from  its  depths.  Thick  clouds  of  blackness  shot  from  the  pit, 

covering the street in darkness. 

I slammed on my mental brakes, stumbled, and flew headfirst toward 

the pit of hell. Could this day get any fucking worse? 
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Fifty 



Stupid  fucking  question.  Dangling  by  the  tips  of  my  fingertips  over 

the black hole of hell forced me to reevaluate. Yeah, as a matter of fact, shit 

could, did, and would get worse. 

Dead  dammed  hands  caressed  my  legs,  tugging  me  into  the 

blackened  depths.  Voice  called  from  down  below.  Sweet,  feminine  appeals 

much like Odyssey’s sirens, but their song was anything but pleasant. 

“Come sail away, come sail away…” 

Goddamn Styx. If I survived this, I’d  make  it  my  mission to kill off 

every member of that fucking group. 

I swung my leg toward the edge of the hellhole, using my body as a 

pendulum.  Back  and  forth  my  lower  limbs  swayed,  until,  by  the  grace  of 

God, my boot heal hooked the edge of the blacktop. 

Pushing up with my last threads of strength, I climbed back from hell 

and  kissed  the  filthy  New  York  sidewalk.  Oddly,  it  tasted  much  like  a 

Wisconsin sidewalk, and bubble gum. 

As  quickly  as  the  hellish  hole  had  formed,  it  disappeared,  leaving  a 

pentagram burned into the avenue inches from my puckered lips. 

I glanced up the street, praying for a sign of the malevolent mini-van. 

It had vanished too, as had my one and only charge. Some fucking protector I 

was. For a second time in a week, I’d lost God’s son. But this time, I had an 

idea where to find him, and there would be hell to pay when I did. 

~ * ~ 

“He  can’t  be  dead.”  I  shook  my  head,  my  eyes  darting  around  the 

packed  bus.  Lilith  and  I  rode  across  town  on  our  way  to  her  apartment.  A 

bum snored in the seat next to Lilith, drooling on the sleeve of her jacket. 

“I’m sorry, Jace,” Lilith said, pushing the bum away  and tentatively 

touching my hand. 

I brushed her away and gazed out at traffic. After a second or two, I 

spoke,  my  voice  filled  with  anger,  “He’s  a  fucking  angel  for  God  sakes. 

Angels don’t die.” 

“They  don’t  die,  not  like  you  or  I...”  Her  eyes  drifted  to  the  bright 

gray  sky  barely  visible  through  the  grimy  window.  “But  he’s  not  of  this 
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world  anymore.  God  called  him  home,  and  you  can’t,  no  matter  how  much 

you want to, bring him back.” 

“Who says I’d want to? I’m better off without his constant bitching. I 

do not like this, or that,” I added in a fair imitation of the angel. “I’d have to 

be a masochist to miss him.” But miss him I did, like a cancer, or famine. 

“And we both know you’re anything but masochistic.” She winked at 

me. “However, there’s something more important to think about.” 

“What’s that?” 

“Without the angel you’re as good as dead.” 

Some  faith  Lilith  had  in  my  abilities.  Next  she’d  be  fitting  me  for 

bubble wrap and health insurance. It wasn’t like I was completely useless. I’d 

survived thirty-three fairly violent years of life without an angel. What was a 

few more? I frowned, my beaten ego igniting my anger. 

“Don’t  be  like  that.”  She  pushed  a  piece  of  hair  behind  her  ear  and 

focused on my face. “I just don’t want you taking any risks.” 

“Risks, huh?” I gave a bitter laugh. “In other words, put my faith in, 

and leave finding the kid to, you.” 

The bus lurched sending Lilith careening towards the  gum-puckered 

floor.  I  caught  her  in  time,  wrapping  my  arms  around  her  and  squeezing 

harder than necessary. 

“Would  it  be  so  bad?  Me  finding  Jesus?”  Her  eyelashes  blinked  at 

me. Pretty, black lashes. Innocent black lashes. Demonic lying lashes. 

Hell yes. I grinned, about to get some much-deserved payback. “But 

you’re just a girl.” 

Her eyes flashed red, burning with a strong desire to strangle me. Her 

murderous  musings  were  telegraphed  in  the  way  she  choked  the  empty 

kidsack in her hands. 

I  smiled,  which  caused  Lilith  to  growl.  Shaking  my  index  finger  in 

front of her face, I warned, “Don’t do it. I’m fragile remember?” 

“God  dammit,  Jace.”  Smack.  Her  fist  connected  with  my  jaw.  “Be 

serious,  please.  I  can  protect  him.”  The  “you  can’t”  was  left  unsaid,  but  it 

rankled all the same. 

“God  dammit,  Lilith.”  I  grabbed  her  chin  in  my  hand,  forcing  her 

yellow eyes to mine. “I’m Nemamiah. Not you. It’s my destiny to protect the 

kid.” 

She  twisted  from  my  grip  and  bowed  her  head.  “Yeah  well,  about 

that...” 
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Fifty One 



“You  fucking  bitch!”  I  slammed  my  fist  into  the  door  of  Lilith’s 

apartment,  barely  missing  the  back  of  her  lying  head.  The  door  took  its 

revenge though, busting three out of four of the knuckles on my right hand. 

Lilith  held  up  her  hand.  “Relax,  already.  And  I  repeat,  none  of  this 

was  my  fault.  Eight  months  ago,  I  was  lying  on  a  beach  being  oiled  up  by 

naked Grecian men, not fucking up your pathetic little existence.” Her smile 

widened. “Blame your dead angel and God if you want, but leave me out of 

it.” 

“But  you   knew.  The  whole  time  you  knew  the  angel  had  made  a 

mistake, and I wasn’t Nemamiah.” A vein deep inside my forehead throbbed, 

swelling with the rising pressure of my rage. 

She shrugged. Shrugged for fuck sakes, as if my last eight months of 

Messiah-laced hell mattered little in the big picture. 

“So why did  you do  it? Why  keep  it all a secret? Wasn’t it  in hell’s 

best  interest to tell  me the truth?” I stepped back, waiting  for Lilith to  enter 

the  apartment.  Her  shriek  of  disgust  almost  made  up  for  her  deceit. 

Apparently, I wasn’t Nemamiah or a decent housekeeper. Served her right. 

After a few minutes of bitching and violent hurling of heavy objects 

at my head, Lilith sat on the couch. Deflated. 

I  moved  a  nacho  cheese  covered  couch  cushion  to  the  floor  and  sat 

next  to  her.  “Sorry  about  this.”  My  hand  waved  around  the  filthy  room. 

“Guess I’m not a good maid.” Which was partly true. 

A loud sigh  erupted from  her. “Forget it. In the scheme  of things, a 

cheese  soaked  couch  doesn’t  seem  quite  that  bad.”  She  twisted  to  face  me. 

“Jace, I really am sorry about lying to you. God thought it best to keep up the 

charade, at least until...” 

“Until  what?  I  died?”  Stupid  fucking  dogma.  “And  you  listened  to 

Him?  What?  Are  you  fucking  God  now  too?”  Yeah,  I’m  an  asshole.  A 

sudden  question  popped  into  my  head,  and  my  hand  fisted.  “That’s  why 

you’re alive again? Give God a blow job and it’s resurrection time.” 

A flash of light shot through the apartment, narrowly missing my left 

foot. A crack of thunder followed, as did a right hook from Lilith. 
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Smack.  My  brain  rattled  inside  my  head,  and  an  explosion  of  blood 

shot from my cracked lip. 

“Fine, I  deserved that.” My fist uncurled, and  I  wiped at the trail  of 

warm blood dripping down my chin. “But tell me it’s not true. For once let’s 

try for a little honesty.” 

“And  ruin  a  perfectly  good  relationship?”  She  smiled,  and  for  a 

minute,  my rage  disappeared. Her beauty  had  grown  on  me. Slowly at first, 

but since the day I’d met Lilith, I’d felt as if we belonged together. Forever. 

What had I gotten myself into? 

She smacked me. “You don’t have to make it sound like a curse,” her 

voice  rose  with  each  word.  “And  you  want  honesty?  Here  goes,  you  and 

Jesus should’ve never  met. You and  me should’ve never happened, and you 

should be dead right now. How’s that for a reality check?” 

Yeah,  I  could’ve  done  without  it,  but  at  least  we  were  getting 

somewhere.  Me  being  dead  for  one  thing  was  a  topic  I’d  liked  to  pursue 

further. 

Rubbing  at  my  bruised  face,  I  said,  “Explain  to  me  again  how  the 

angel mistook me for Nemamiah.” 

“All right, but it doesn’t change anything.” Lilith launched into a tale 

of stupidity, lack of angel GPS, and an overall comedy of errors. 

It seemed that following the Myrrh explosion; the angel was given an 

address in New York City. An address for the real Nemamiah. 

In true idiot angel fashion, he took the wrong train. But the stupidity 

did not end there. Instead of asking for help, he decided to wander the streets. 

This eventually led him smack into the Grim Reaper, literally. And according 

to Lilith, the Grim Reaper was on a mission of his own, namely to collect my 

wayward soul. 

In the clichéd collision, the angel accidentally pocketed  my address, 

and  unfortunately,  for  Nemamiah,  Death  ended  up  on  the  protector  of 

innocents’ doorstep. 

My brow furrowed. “So Nemamiah’s dead?” 

Lilith shot me a crooked smile. “Not exactly.” Her story continued... 

Death  realized  the  mistake  quickly  enough,  but  by  then,  it  was  too 

late to stop the angel’s and my fated meeting. 

God decided, in His vast wisdom, to wait and see how things worked 

out. After all, Jesus had taken an instant liking to me, and it wasn’t like I had 

much else going on. 

I held up my hand in disbelief. “You’re telling me, God just gambled 

on the life of the Second Coming with a semi-suicidal ex-soldier?” 

“Not exactly.” Lilith  wrapped a strand of  her blue-black  hair around 

her finger, and finished the tale in a far-off voice. 

On  the  day  Jesus  arrived  on  my  doorstep,  God  called  forth 

Nemamiah, and together they came up with a plan. While I protected the kid, 

by  His  heavenly  order,  Nemamiah  would  protect  both  of  us.  But  with  one 
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condition,  because  with  God  there  was  always  a  hoop  to  jump  through, 

Nemamiah could not interfere unless I asked for intervention. 

Everything  was  going  great  until  the  night  the  kid  disappeared. 

Nemamiah watched the kidnapping, pleaded with the Lord to intervene, and 

was denied. 

It wasn’t until the next night, in a darkened hell’s pit, that Nemamiah 

broke her vow with God… 
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Fifty Two 



“What?” I pushed from the couch,  caught the  edge  of  my pinky toe 

on the coffee table, and screamed. “You’re fucking kidding me right?” 

Lilith shook her head. “It doesn’t change anything. It’s just a name.” 

“The hell it doesn’t.” Hopping on  one foot, I paced the  living room; 

drips of toe-blood spilling onto her now dotted pink carpet. “How did Lilith, 

evil  incarnate  and  mother  of  all  succubae,  become  the  protector  of 

innocents?” 

“I’m  good  with a resume?” She  grinned, unrepentant. “I didn’t start 

off  evil,  Jace.  A  cheating  husband  and  a  shitty  job  pretty  much  killed  my 

wholesome, human glow, though.” 

“So how did you get here?” 

“After Adam’s betrayal, I was so angry, so filled  with hate, I turned 

to  Samuel.  He  offered  me  something  I  never  had.  Power.  Power  over  life. 

Over death. Sure, there were drawbacks.” 

“Samuel being one of them, right?” Jealousy turned my voice sharp. 

She nodded. “After a few years with Samuel, I realized power wasn’t 

all  it  was  cracked  up  to  be.  And  I  was  sick  of  being  the  mistress  of  evil.  It 

wasn’t  like  it  was  my  life’s  ambition  or  anything.  And  then  came  the  day, 

everything changed...” 

I  couldn’t  take  it  in.  Lilith  was  Nemamiah,  and  I  was  nothing  but  a 

plaything to the asshole ruling the Heavens. Like a cat with a ball  of string, 

Lilith had molded my every move. Was that what Adam had come to tell me 

before he conveniently incinerated at my apartment? 

Fuck. 

She  was  saying,  “The  First  Coming  gave  a  sermon  on  the  side  of  a 

mountain  around  30  AD,  that  day  my  true  path  was  clear.”  Her  eyes 

sparkled,  yellow  irises  dancing  in the sunlight poking  through the  windows. 

“I  swore  I  would  do  whatever  I  could  to  save  him  the  second  time  around. 

And so God  in all His infinite  wisdom—” surprisingly she said this without 

sarcasm  “—forgave  me,  the  Mother  of  all  Succubae,  and  granted  me  His 

love,  and  the  name  Nemamiah,  and  all  that  it  entails.  When  Jesus  was 

kidnapped, God asked me for help, and I gave it without question.” 
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“How noble,” I sneered, each syllable echoing my disgust. After all, 

she’d  done  nothing  but  question  and  argue  with  me  since  the  day  we  met. 

What  made  Him  so  special?  A  second  bolt  of  lightening  barely  missed  my 

toe.  I  stomped  out  the  small  fire  burning  her  carpet.  “So  Nemamiah,  where 

do we go from here?” 

Her eyes narrowed, and before I knew what hit me, she’d tackled me 

to  the  floor.  Her  lithe  body  pressed  intimately  to  mine,  like  the  lovers  we 

once were. And would never be again, I vowed. 

But my penis had other plans though. My fingers threaded around her 

waist, pulling her closer until our naughty parts folded into one. 

I  stroked  the  small  of  her  arched  back,  exploring  the  ridges  of  her 

spine. Her breath, hot and fast against my neck, smelled of temptation. When 

her tongue darted out between her lips, my will was lost. 

Awash in the need to feel her naked skin, and to watch as her control 

slipped  away  to  reveal  the  woman  beneath  the  deity,  I  swallowed  a  groan 

before losing myself in the taste of her skin. 

“I  have  to  find  Jesus,  alone,”  Lilith  whispered,  her  mouth  pressed 

against the hollow of my throat. 

“Later.” I kissed her hard, taking my time. 

We had plenty of time left. Of that, I was sure. I knew where the kid 

was,  thanks  to  a  small  tattoo,  and  unless  I  was  an  idiot—a  possibility  I’d 

rather not think about—the kid would be safe until I arrived. 

~ * ~ 

I smiled down at a sleeping Lilith, our limbs tangled together from a 

frenzy of animalistic sexual positions, and bodily fluids. 

Protector of innocents she might be, but after what we’d done, no one 

would mistake her for wholesome. The claw marks covering the back of my 

calves bore witness to that. 

Untangling  my  arms  from  Lilith,  I  kissed  her  forehead.  “Don’t  wait 

up,”  I  whispered  as  I  eased  from  her  white-sheeted  bed  and  wiggled  into  a 

pair of jeans. My finger grazed the scar on the back of her neck. 

Looking back on the last week or so, my rage faded, replaced by self-

disgust.  I’d  been  stupider  than  the  angel  had.  Lilith  hadn’t  tried  to  kill  me. 

She’d  been  protecting  me.  In  her  own  fucked-up  way,  she’d  saved  my  life. 

The pit of hell was a great example. 

To  keep  me  from  catching  the  mini-van,  and  dying  in  a  hail  of 

gunfire, she’d employed Satan and a hell-pit. Fucked-up, right? All the same, 

warmth filled my heart. 

Well,  no  more  safety  net,  today  I’d  face  my  enemy  and  bring  the 

Messiah  home.  After  that,  who  knew?  Maybe  I’d  turn  water  into  wine,  or 

part the Red Sea. 
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Fifty Three 



I grabbed a cab outside Lilith’s apartment, surprising since I dragged 

Tyrfing  in  my  wake.  But  the  taxi  driver  barely  glanced  my  way.  I  guessed 

what they say was true; New York cabbies had seen it all, and if they hadn’t 

seen it, they’d sure as hell had cleaned it off the floor of their cab. 

On the street in front of the Heavenly Grace Buddhist Temple, I paid 

the  cabbie,  slung  Tyrfing  over  my  shoulder,  and  marched  into  my  final 

reward. My destination  was clear, at least it was to  my  mind. People  on the 

street  might’ve  wonder why I carried a sword into a Buddhist temple, but it 

wasn’t their place to question. 

The  front  door  was  locked,  so  I  rang  the  bell  and  awaited  my  fate. 

“I'm sailing away…la…la…la…,” I began to sing, my mind focused on what 

was to come. 

“Shut up,” CPA Buddhist Number One  declared, throwing  open the 

temple’s  door.  “I  hate  that  fucking  song.  Where  exactly  were  they  sailing 

away  to  anyways?  Does  anybody  know?”  His  eyes  focused  on  me,  and  the 

sword in my hands. “Oh, it’s you. What do you want? More masticated flesh 

of an innocent cow?” 

“Where  are  they?”  I  pointed  Tyrfing  in  his  direction,  its  tip  inches 

from his robe-covered heart. 

“Who…?” The CPA shook his bald head. 

Tyrfing  slid  through  my  hands,  and  straight  through  CPA’s  black-

heart. Blood welled from the wound, spurting at intervals like the flapping of 

butterfly wings. He coughed once and dropped to the floor, dead. 

In another life, I  might have  felt bad. But today, fuck  it, he’d gotten 

in my way. I stepped over his flabby body, pulled Tyrfing from his gut, and 

entered my very own pit of hell. 

The  temple  looked  the  same  as  it  had  a  few  days  before.  Simple, 

clean,  and  no  new  Jesus  smell.  My  eyes  scanned  the  hallway,  quickly 

gathering intel, and a way to escape. 

A closed door led to what I assumed was another room, but really for 

all I knew, it was a Buddhist bathroom. Did Buddhist bathe? The ones at the 

airport never smelled too clean. More like marijuana and brownie mix. 
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Damn, I wished I had more time. Time to think of a better plan. Time 

to say goodbye. Carefully, I crept along the hallway, glancing around corners 

and  peeking  through  doorways.  The  place  appeared  empty,  not  a  dude  in  a 

robe anywhere. 

For a let-go-of-material-things religion, their temple had all the glitz 

one could imagine. I was a little surprised the floor wasn’t plated in gold. 

Lining the hallway were Monets, Picassos, and a knocked-off Warhol 

or  two.  My  fingers,  blackened  with  dust,  brushed  the  paintings  frames  as  I 

admired the balls  it took to  hang such a collection, here, out  in the  open, in 

one of the most dangerous cities in America. 

That brought up an interesting question. Either these  Buddhist had a 

hell of an insurance premium, or something otherworldly protected their lair. 

A low moan from the upstairs sent a shiver up my spine. 

I  climbed  the  steps,  a  whisper  of  dread  creeping  along  the  soles  of 

my feet. The temple all but vibrated with danger. Doom, death, and, I sniffed 

the foul air. Sulfur. 

“The  kid  better  make  a  hell  of  a  Messiah,”  I  said,  reaching  the  top 

stair.  Two  doors  stood  in  front  of  me.  A  choice.  A  path.  Choose  poorly  or 

wisely, I was fucked either way. 

I closed my eyes, and reached for the door handle on the right. Why 

the right one, one might ask? Was it a premonition? Some secret feeling? 

Nope.  Which  was  good  because  the  door  swung  open  easily  in  my 

hand.  The  room  was  empty.  I  mean  completely  empty.  Not  a  stick  of 

furniture. Not a cockroach in sight. Nothing. 

Now  I  knew  for  sure  the  temple  was  protected  by  something  evil. 

What New York building didn’t have roaches? 

I  backed  out  of  the  room,  almost  tripping  over  Tyrfing.  The  air 

around  me  turned  frosty,  but  the  stench  of  sage  and  slut  overpowered  the 

coldness. 

“Hello, Jace.” Mary appeared behind  me, a nine-millimeter clutched 

in her hand. My nine-millimeter to be precise. Bitch. 

My  eyes  roamed  over  her.  Pink  coral  painted  toes.  Strappy  pink 

heeled  shoes.  Tanned,  long  legs.  Pinkish,  high-rounded  breasts  peeking 

through the thin material of a pink fuck-me dress. Lying maroon stained lips. 

And  to  top  it  off,  a  pink  cotton  candy  colored  barrette  taming  her  bleach-

bimbo-blonde hair. I didn’t know if I should stab, or marry her. 

Stabbing won out. 

Praying she  hadn’t  invested in bullets, I charged  with  a war cry, my 

rage funneled through Tyrfing and into the air. 

Mary fired the empty weapon. Click. Click. Click. 

I smiled a grim grin of pleasure. 

Her eyes widened. “No, please, no.” 

The blade, inches from her stomach, halted, freezing like a hooker in 

Alaska. I tried to push it forward, to destroy Mary in order to protect the kid, 
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but Tyrfing refused to budge. 

Fucking sword. 

It was her turn to smile. 

I  waved  my  other  hand  in  front  of  the  sword.  Nothing.  No  wires  or 

string.  What  the  hell  was  holding  the  sword  back?  I  wanted  her  dead,  and 

therefore, following the sword’s past logic, she should die. But no, there was 

always a trick. Some fucked up mysterious way to keep me from succeeding. 

“Why?” I glanced to the heavens. 

“The sword can’t kill what you do not hate.” Lilith appeared next to 

Mary, her yellow  eyes flashing. She looked ready to kill. Unfortunately, her 

murderous expression centered firmly on me. 

“But  I  do  hate  Mary.”  I  grabbed  Lilith’s  hand,  dropping  Tyrfing  to 

the  floor  and  nicking  my  big  toe.  Blood  filled  my  boot,  but  it  barely 

registered. “I swear it. I feel nothing but contempt and hate for her.” 

“He’s lying. He loves me,” Mary said, sliding closer to me, her long 

nails  stroking  my  shoulder.  “He  came  here  for  me,  so  we  could  run  away 

together.” 

“Shut up.” I shoved Mary away. “It’s not true. I love—” 

Lilith held up her hand. “I know, and you’re a fool. But that doesn’t 

change the fact,” she pointed to the smug Mary, “this whore won’t die.” 

173 

 











Fifty Four 



“Whore?  Who  are  you  calling  a  whore?”  Mary  foolishly  stepped  in 

front of Lilith. 

“If the vagina fits,” Lilith answered, a small smile curling on her lips. 

Mary  growled,  and  Lilith’s  smile  deepened.  She  was  provoking  Mary  on 

purpose. Was Lilith jealous? I grinned at the thought. 

“Funny.” I  winked at Lilith. “But you wanna fill  me in? Why  won’t 

Tyrfing take her life?” 

Lilith  sighed;  apparently  disappointed  Mary  hadn’t  jumped  at  her 

baiting. “It will kill her.” 

“Now you’re just fucking with me.” Running an angry hand over my 

face, I added, “Will Tyrfing kill her or not?” 

“You  know  I’m  standing  right  here,  don’t  you?”  Mary  shifted  her 

weight  to  one  leg,  and  jutted  out  a  tapping  foot  in  a  practiced  supermodel 

pose. “I can hear you.” 

Ignoring  her,  I  waited  for  Lilith  to  answer.  And  if  I  got  another  of 

those,  it  will  kill  her  but  not  kill  her  answers,  we’d  find  out  if  Tyrfing  had 

any qualms about running Lilith through, again. 

“I  thought  I  answered  that  already.”  Lilith  blew  out  an  annoyed 

breath.  “Can’t  you  pay  attention  for  more  than  a  millisecond?  Talk  about 

A.D.D…” 

“God dammit, Lilith. Answer me.” 

“Yes.” 

“Yes, what?” 

Lilith rolled her eyes. “Yes, Tyrfing will kill her.” 

“Fine.  Good.”  I  hefted  the  sword  again,  pointing  the  tip  around 

Mary’s  cold,  black  heart.  “Okay  then.  Here  I  go.”  My  hand  stayed  steady, 

true, on the hilt of the sword as I prepared to end Mary’s existence. 

Mary blinked up at me, tears forming at the corner of her lashes. 

 Just  do  it,   my  mind  ordered  like  the  cheesy  Nike  commercial.  She 

had to die. It was the only way to protect the kid and Lilith. Closing my eyes, 

I pressed the sword into Mary’s firm body. 

She didn’t let out a sound. No wailing or death-rattled scream. No 
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blood curdled, high-pitched whine. Nothing. 

Sickness rolled up my esophagus. I’d killed before, but not like this. 

Never  like  this.  “Forgive  me,”  I  whispered  as  Tyrfing’s  blade  slumped 

toward the ground. 

“Forgive  you  for  what?”  an  alive  and  well  Mary  asked  from  a  few 

feet in front of me. 

I cracked an eyelid open. “Shit.” Tossing the worthless sword to the 

floor, I stalked over to Lilith. “I thought you said it would kill her.” 

She shrugged. “I did.” 

“And?” 

“It will.” Lilith picked the sword from the ground, its blade reflecting 

off the  yellow  of  her  eyes. This time Mary looked scared. Her face had lost 

its pink perfected color, and her eyes grew wide. 

“No,  please,  no.”  Mary  backed  up  a  step,  running  into  the  wooden 

banister. “Jace, you cannot let her kill me.” 

Was  she  serious?  I’d  just  tried  to  kill  her  twice,  and  now  she  asked 

me to save her? “And why the fuck not?” 

Mary’s  eyes  darted  between  Lilith,  Tyrfing,  and  me.  “Because  I’m 

pregnant.” Suddenly Mary burst into a round of glimmer tears. Perfect tears. 

Liar’s tears. “And you’re the father.” 
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Fifty Five 



My  mouth  opened.  Closed.  And  opened  again.  What  could  I  say? 

“Are you fucking insane?” I took two quick steps away from Mary. 

Pregnant? How was that even possible? 

“Didn’t  your  mom  explain  the  birds  and  bees  to  you?”  Lilith  said, 

bitter laughter in her tone. “You see, little jacey comes out to play in the rain 

without a raincoat and…” 

I held up a hand. “Now is not the time for jokes.” 

“Yeah, I’m  having a  hard time  keeping a sense  of  humor about this 

too.” Lilith took a deep breath. “But she’s telling the truth. She  is pregnant, 

which is why Tyrfing won’t harm her. It cannot kill a fetus you’re not angry 

with.” 

“But  we  only…  there  was  only  that  one  time,”  I  stuttered  my  way 

though, eyes pleading. “I was drugged! ” 

“Were not.” Mary brushed a spec of invisible lint off her pink dress. 

“You came willingly enough.” 

“That was before I knew—” 

“Enough.” Lilith smacked me in the back of the head. “None of this 

matters.  Jace,  let’s  tie  Mary  up,  grab  Baby  Jesus,  and  get  the  fuck  out  of 

here.” 

Sounded good to me. I’d deal with Mary and our supposed love-child 

later.  Much  later.  Nine  months  later.  Don’t  get  me  wrong,  I  love  kids, 

especially  when  they  turned  spoiled  milk  into  wine,  but  having  one  of  my 

own, no thanks. Why fuck up another generation? 

Lilith pulled a rope from inside her coat pocket, and handed it to me. 

“You tie her up.” 

I  nodded.  Was  Lilith  testing  me?  Seeing  if  I  carried  feelings  for 

Mary? Naw, that wasn’t Lilith’s style. She was more likely to smack me until 

I came clean. I glanced down at Mary, taking her hands in mine, and winding 

the rope around her body. 

Instead  of  protesting,  she  watched  me.  “After  she’s  dead,”  Mary 

pointed to Lilith, “come back and I’ll make you forget all about her.” 

“Don’t hold your breath,” I said, glancing at Lilith. However, fear 
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swept through me. The kind of gut churning fear that comes with knowledge. 

I  knew  the  heartbreak  of  losing  Lilith,  of  watching  her  die.  I  couldn’t  take 

that sort of pain a second time. The sacrifice was too great. 

Once Mary was secured, Lilith turned to me. “Okay, here’s the plan. 

I bust through the door, grab Jesus, and you meet me outside.” 

I grinned. “And what am I doing outside?” 

“Hailing a cab.” 

I shook my head. “Uh-uh.” 

She  tucked  her  hands  across  her  chest.  “It’s  a  very  important  task, 

dangerous even.” 

“No.” I reached for her hand and pulled her body against mine. “This 

is my mission. I won’t let you die for me again.” 

My lips brushed hers, and with some regret, I pulled the needle filled 

with  Thorazine  left  over  from  my  psychotic  days  from  my  pocket,  popped 

the cap, and jabbed it into her jugular vein. Her eyes went wide, then glassy, 

and finally shut, her body slumping into my arms. 

I  kissed  her  unmarred  forehead.  “Foolish  or  not,  I  do  love  you. 

Remember that when you wake up.” 

“How sweet,” Mary sneered, tugging at the ropes holding her. 

“Don’t  go  anywhere.”  Grabbing  Tyrfing,  I  pointed  the  sword  at 

Mary. “And  you better pray I make it back before she wakes up.” With that 

parting shot, I opened the second door, and stepped into my destiny. 

Why did destiny smell like fish? 
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Fifty Six 



Goosebumps popped along my arms, crawling down my fingertips at 

the  sickening  smell  of  rotting  marine  life.  Tyrfing  shook  in  my  hand,  but  I 

steadied it and stepped through the opened doorway. 

At first glance, the room appeared ordinary, safe even. No dragons or 

daggers.  It  was  decorated  in  Buddhist  finery  of  gold  and  black.  Not  a  dead 

fish  in  sight.  But  something  stunk,  a  rottenness  of  the  soul  maybe.  Or  the 

smell might have emanated from the three hundred pound guy standing next 

to a ten foot statue of a fat, jolly Buddha. 

“Hi,  Sid.”  I  nodded  my  head  in  acknowledgement.  “Can’t  say  I’m 

surprised to see you here.” And I wasn’t. After the third attempt on my life, 

I’d  figured  whoever  was  responsible  had  more  in  mind  than  a  simple 

kidnapping.  They  wanted  me  dead,  and  while  I’d  like  to  think  that  list  of 

people was relatively short, one name kept coming up. Siddhartha Gautama, 

the first Buddha, or Sid as he was known to lesser mortals. He hated me more 

than  most.  Plus,  Sid  had  sent  me  to  the  Botanic  Gardens  in  the  first  place. 

He’d  set  me  up,  and  I’d  walked  around  oblivious,  like  a  moron,  until  I’d 

finally put two and two together, and came up with eight. 

Sid  pulled  the  kid  from  behind  his  back  like  a  retarded  magician. 

“Throw your weapon into the hallway, and shut the door.” 

“You  okay,  kid?”  I  asked,  glancing  down  at  the  sword  in  my  hand, 

and  weighing the sanity  of bum-rushing Sid. On  one  hand, this  mess  would 

finally be finished, but the kid might end up hurt. With genuine regret, I did 

as he’d  ordered, tossing Tyrfing  into the  hallway like  a caber, and returning 

my attention to the small child in Sid’s fat arms. 

The kid looked all right. No obvious signs of trauma. The same could 

not be said for Bodhi cat. His fat white head stuck out from the kid’s sagging 

diaper, eyes wide and horrified. The kid gave me a drooly smile. “Mine.” 

“Yep, it’s your one true hero. I’ve come to return you to your rightful 

place, but first,” my eyes burned into Sid’s, “I’m going to beat the shit out of 

the bad man.” 

Sid  laughed,  sending  spit  flying.  A  drop  or  two  landed  on  the  kid’s 

head  causing  him  to  frown.  “Hero?”  Sid  chuckled,  clutching  his  jiggling 
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sides. “A man whose path is lone, and filled with sand. Only he can be called 

hero.” 

“Jesus.” I rolled  my  eyes, and shifted  my  weight to  one  foot. “Drop 

the Zen-shit already.” 

His face reddened, eyes burning with hate. “I will enjoy killing you.” 

“Yeah,  yeah.”  I  steadied  myself.  “Get  on  with  it  then.  I’m  sick  of 

your blabbering.” 

For  a  second  he  looked  ready  to  explode.  That  would  be  the 

diversion  I  needed  to  save  the  kid,  even  if  it  meant  spending  an  eternity  in 

hell. 

But  instead  of  attacking  me,  he  laughed  again.  “You  as  a  solitary 

man seek rage, but it is not to be.” 

“Yeah,  I  get  it.”  I  shrugged.  “I’m  rubber  and  you’re  glue.  See,  they 

teach this shit in kindergarten. Now tell me what the fuck you want.” 

My  eyes  scanned  the  room,  looking  for  anything  I  might  use  as  a 

weapon. So  far, I’d  mentally  murdered Sid  with a curtain rod, a  mousetrap, 

and a half-chewed piece of gum stuck to the bottom of my boot. 

“Do  you  know  beauty  can  be  found  in  all  things?”  Sid  stroked  the 

kid’s halo of spiked blond hair, waiting for my answer. 

I’d play along. Why the fuck not? “Don’t take it personal, but beauty 

can’t  be  found  in   all  things.”  I  waved  at  his  bald,  round  head,  thick  middle 

and  stubby  legs.  Sure,  the  guy  had  a  hell  of  a  happy  smile,  but  beauty,  not 

even close. 

Ignoring  my  comment,  he  continued,  “When  Mary  came  to  me  the 

first  time,  I  saw  what  you  desired.  The  shell  of  perfection,  but  as  my 

dastardly—”  he  smirked  “—plan  to  rule  the  Heavens  began,  the  shell  lost 

appeal. I did not expect that.” 

I laughed. “What can I say? I’m deep.” None of this was news to me. 

Mary  and  Sid  teamed  up  to  kidnap  the  Messiah.  So  why  the  assignation 

attempts on me? And why kidnap the kid a second time? 

The  obvious  answer  was  insanity.  Full-fledged  megalomania  with  a 

healthy  dose  of  delusion  on  the  side.  Sid  wanted  to  be  the  next  God. 

Somehow, I doubted the current Lord and Savior would step down without a 

fight. 

Damn, that was it. Sid planned to use the kid as leverage. A fucked-

up leverage  if  you asked  me. God  had sacrificed the  kid  once already,  what 

made  Sid  think  God  would  care  this  time?  And  why  drag  me  here?  He 

planned to use me somehow, but I was too stupid to see it. 

I snapped back to the present when Sid said, “You, a man without a 

moral  island,  surprised  me.  You  sacrificed  yourself  for  both  woman  and 

child; yet,  you refuse to see the true  light of an  enlightened path.  You are a 

fool, like your heart’s desire.” He raised his hand to the ceiling, and the toga 

he wore rode up north of decent. “His greatest fear has happened. Knowledge 

has replaced Him, and my time has come.” 
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“Bullshit.” 

The kid frowned at me. 

“Sorry.”  I  shot  him  a  small  smile.  “Bull  dung.”  The  kid  nodded, 

apparently satisfied. I added, “We’re not here to argue religion. His or yours. 

It’s all the same. Now tell me what I’m doing here, or else I’m gone.” It was 

a huge bluff. No way in hell I’d leave the kid with him, but I prayed he didn’t 

know that. 

“You’re bluffing.” 

Score one for Sid. 

“But time  is limited, and  your very presence curdles  my spirit.” Sid 

set the  kid and  diaper-rashed cat on the floor. “The path I choose converges 

with  yours.  Only  one  will  be  the  victor.  My  time  has  come,  so  yours  shall 

pass.”  Sid  pulled  out  a  serrated  knife.  “In  others  words,  I  kill  you  and  the 

brat,  and  Heaven  is  mine.  Because  He  cannot  rule  without  His  heir.  For 

without  the  Second,  there  can  be  no  promises  of  salvation  for  the  faithful. 

Hence, no salvation for Him.” 

“What about Mary? Where does she fit in your plan?” 

Sid  laughed.  “She  doesn’t.  Like  you,  Mary  is  meaningless.  A  bit  of 

fluff for me to use and control at a whim. She believes she can rule heaven, 

that I would dare let her and her bastard rule. Oh no, as soon as you are dead, 

and Heaven is mine, I will destroy her and her child.” 

“And the kid? What’s he mean to you?” 

“The  question  is,  what  does  he  mean  to  you?”  Sid  grinned,  as  he 

shoved the kid with his foot. 

I  nodded  once,  acknowledging  the  fact  I  would  die  to  save  the  kid. 

Now I just had to wait for Sid to make a move. My plan was simple, stupidly 

so. When Sid attacked, I’d wait until the last possible second, and sweep kick 

his fat ass. The bigger they were, the harder they fall was more than a figure 

of speech. It just might save my ass. 

Once  Sid  went  down,  I  planned  to  snatch  the  kid  from  the  floor, 

tossing  him  and  the  beast-cat-from-hell  out  the  door, grabbing  Tyrfing,  and 

hacking Sid to pieces. Then I’d hack those pieces into smaller pieces until he 

was  bite-size.  Barely  big  enough  to  feed  Bodhi  and  the  pigeons  in  Central 

Park. Would pigeons eat fish-flavored Buddha? 

180 

 











Fifty Seven 



“How about a last cigarette?” I asked after a few silent seconds. Sid 

was waiting, but for what? I glanced around the room, seeing nothing out of 

the ordinary. If by ordinary, I meant the Messiah, a pooh-covered cat, and a 

fat guy in a bed sheet. 

Sid looked confused by my request. “You don’t smoke.” 

“Yeah,  but  he  does.”  I  pointed  behind  him.  Sid’s  eyes  followed  my 

finger.  A  trick  that  until  today  I  would’ve  sworn  only  worked  in  cheesy 

mystery novels or in the White House. 

“Wha—”  was all Sid  got  out before I  was  on top  of  him, slamming 

my fist into his marshmallow abdomen. 

“Run,”  I  yelled  to  the  kid,  which  in  hindsight  was  a  stupid  thing  to 

say to a kid who could barely walk. But the kid did the best he could. Lifting 

Bodhi into his arms, he teetered at a half-walk/crawl/run toward the door. 

Before the kid made it to the door, Sid landed a series of agile kicks 

to  my  lower  body.  My  rage  exploded,  my  survival  instinct  taking  control. 

Destroy or be destroyed. 

Thud. 

The rattled of the door gained my attention. Tyrfing. The sword had 

felt  my  bloodlust.  I  smiled.  Sid  was  fucked  for  sure  now.  I  punched  him  in 

the head, busting my one unbroken knuckle on his stone-like cheek. 

“Open  the  door  then  duck,”  I  told  the  kid.  “Hurry.”  The  sword 

clattered against the doorframe again sending bits of wood flying through the 

room. 

It was fillet of Sid time. 

The kid and his cat struggled to reach the doorknob. In the meantime, 

Sid  had  recognized  his  peril  and  struggled  to  strangle  me.  His  fat  fingers 

roped  around  my  neck,  digging,  clawing,  and  tearing  at  my  skin.  Spots 

appeared before my eyes, growing larger as my oxygen level grew smaller. 

As a last resort, I pulled a Larry, Curly, and Moe trick, poking Sid in 

the eye while squeaking out a ‘whoop, whoop, whoop’. 

Luck for me, Sid had long ago forsaken comedy for PBS. My finger 

jabbed itself between eye and socket, and I dug in. The stunned eyeball flew 
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from  its  former  resting  place,  veins  detaching  as  it  spiraled  across  the  sky, 

and landed with a splat. It bounced once, rolled, and stopped two inches from 

the kid’s feet, eyeball up. 

The  kid  glanced  at  me,  and  then  to  the  bloodied  eyeball.  “Mine?”  I 

would’ve reassured him had Sid not continued to compress my windpipe, all 

the while whining about his lack of eyeball. 

For a Buddhist, he sure as hell could hold his own in a fight though. 

What  happened  to  Ahisma?  Or  letting  go  of  all  worldly  wants  and  desires? 

Fuck, I’d settle for him to let go of my throat. 

Bang. The sword crashed against the door again. 

Grayness swirled around my brain. My lungs burned weakening from 

every non-breath. 

The doorframe splintered from the force of Tyrfing’s assault. The tip 

of the blade poked through the crack. 

With  my  last  bit  of  breath,  I  prayed,  “God,  now  is  not  the  time  to 

fuck with me. Open the damn door.” 

For  the  first  time,  He  actually  did  as  I  asked.  The  door  squeaked 

open,  drawing  seven  startled  eyes.  Suddenly  Sid  released  me  and  staggered 

to  his  feet.  He  ran  for  a  double-bladed  ninja  sword  attached  to  the  opposite 

wall. Damn, why hadn’t I seen that sooner? 

“You  stay  right  here,  you  son-of-a-bitch,”  I  choked  out,  tugging  on 

the  hem  of  Sid’s  sheet.  My  oxygen  deprived  muscles  exhausted  their  last 

shreds  of  energy, and  in a  muscular revolution uncurled and  let Sid  literally 

slip through my fingers. 

I  doubled  over,  sucking  in  air,  my  head  between  my  legs  like  a 

passenger  on  JetBlue  airplane.  Metal  clanged  as  Sid  tried  to  pull  his  sword 

from the  wall. I scanned the  hallway for  my  own sword, but something  else 

caught  my  eye.  Or  lack  of  something,  I  should  say.  Mary  was  gone.  The 

ropes that bound her laid useless on the floor. 

Fuck. Idiot. 

I  straightened  at  the  whistling  sound  of  Tyrfing  slicing  through  the 

air. The sword, as it had in the past, struck straight and true, embedding itself 

in  the  target  of  my  rage.  Lucky  for  me,  I  wasn’t  in  a  killing  rage,  merely 

annoyed with myself at Mary’s escape. 

The blade  impaled  itself  in  my lower back, puncturing a  vital organ 

or two. I dropped to my knees and let out a shriek of pain. Silver spots dotted 

my  vision, but I shook them away. Do  not pass out, I ordered. My stomach 

rolled threatening to spill its contents onto ground. 

On  the  other  side  of  the  room,  Sid  stopped  yanking  on  the  ninja 

sword plastered to the wall. He took a few tentative steps toward me. “A man 

who lives by the sword….” 

That  was  it.  No  more  stupid  sayings  or  Zen  bullshit.  With  blood-

soaked hands, I twisted around and  grabbed the  hilt  of Tyrfing pulling  with 

all my might. 
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Laughter,  deep  and  rich,  echoed  inside  my  pain-fogged  brain.  Sid 

was  fucking  laughing  at  me.  My  rage  intensified.  Come  on,  I  thought  as  I 

tugged at Tyrfing. Give me a freaking break. 

By this time, tears streamed down both my and Sid’s face. Mine were 

tears of frustrated anger. The story of my life. Sid’s, on the other hand, were 

of malicious humor. A humor deeply ingrained in the psyche of America, but 

unheard of in Buddhist circles. 

He laughed and laughed, hands clutching his fat sides. He laughed so 

hard that he dropped to the ground and began rolling from side-to-side. 

Suffice  it  to  say,  I  pulled  on  Tyrfing  that  much  harder.  Killing  Sid 

had  moved  from  unavoidable  to  my  one  and  only  goal.  Rage  kept  me  alive 

and  focused.  The  pain  softened,  turning  to  a  cold  burn.  With  one  final  tug, 

Tyrfing popped free  of  my right  kidney, and clattered to the floor. A sound 

drowned out by Sid’s giggles and rapid floor rolling. 

Using the sword for support, I struggled to my feet, blood showering 

my boots. Once upright, I raised Tyrfing with my last shred of strength. 

Crash. 

Sid disappeared before my eyes. 
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Fifty Eight 



Twerp. 

I  blinked,  trying  to  make  sense  of  what  was  in  front  of  me.  Blood 

loss  had  clearly  affected  my  higher  mental  functions.  If  I  wasn’t 

hallucinating, a ten-foot high statue of Buddha had just crushed Sid. 

Twerp. 

I took a step closer to the mountain of smashed Buddha, and a much 

flatter version of my archenemy. Laughter hadn’t been the best medicine for 

good,  old  Sid.  He’d  laughed  so  hard  he’d  knocked  the  iconic  statue  of 

Buddha  onto  his  fat  head.  A  bit  of  irony  there,  but  I  was  too  exhausted  to 

figure it out. 

Twerp. 

I recognized the sound  of  my cell phone, pulled  it  out, and  checked 

the caller ID. Shit. “Hey, Mom. I can’t talk right  now,” I answered seconds 

before crashing face first to the floor, unconscious. 

~ * ~ 

“Jerk.” Lilith slapped my cheek. 

I  cracked  an  eyelid,  quickly  closing  it  again.  The  glare  of  hospital 

light,  stench  of  disinfectant,  and  blinding  pain  in  my  back  told  me  all  I 

needed to know. 

I was alive. 

Sid wasn’t. 

Score one for Jace. 

“Hey.”  Lilith  shook  my  shoulder.  “Don’t  you  dare  go  back  to  sleep 

on me.” 

“Water,”  I  croaked  through  dry,  cracked  lips.  My  limbs  felt  weak, 

unused,  muscles  atrophied.  How  long  was  I  out?  The  smooth  plastic  of  a 

straw  touched  my  lips,  and  all  thoughts  of  time  slipped  away.  Greedily,  I 

sucked  up  the  cold  water  until  the  slurp  of  an  empty  cup  echoed  in  the 

hospital room. 

Opening my eyes the second time proved a little easier. Lilith sat in a 

high-backed  chair  next  to  my  hospital  bed,  the  whirl  of  machines  and  air 
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compressors  surrounding  her.  Her  hair  was  longer.  Her  face  fuller.  She 

looked more beautiful than ever. 

I swallowed. “I asked for Jack Daniels and water.” 

She  laughed,  relief  flooding  the  exhaustion  in  her  eyes.  “I’ll  get  it 

right the next time.” She paused, brushing my hair from my forehead. “You 

had me worried.” 

“I’m sorry.” 

She tilted her head and raised an eyebrow. “Why?” 

“For  a  lot  of  things.”  I  licked  my  lips.  The  drugging  for  one  thing. 

Fucking Mary for another. The list went on and on, but now didn’t seem like 

the time to bring up past sins. 

Her smile slipped. “The  doctors swore  you wouldn’t make  it. That I 

should say goodbye, but I knew you’d come back.” 

“Why’s that?” 

“Because there is no place you’d be safe. Heaven or hell, I’d find you 

and kick your ass.” 

And she  would too. That was one  of the things I  loved about Lilith. 

She’d  walk  through  the  fires  of  hell  for  revenge,  and  for  me.  There  wasn’t 

another  person  alive  willing  to  sacrifice  themselves  for  me.  Speaking  of 

sacrifices…. 

“The  kid’s  safe,  right?  I  did  my  job.”  I  glanced  around  the  room 

searching  for  telltale  signs  of  the  Messiah.  A  scribbled  coloring  book  of 

messy crayon art hung on the  wall, and a box of  cat chow sat in the corner. 

But no sign of the actual kid. 

“He’s fine.” She grinned. “He had a slight reaction to the medication, 

but the doctor promised his hair will grow back. He looks like a bowling ball, 

bald-headed and round.” 

“Medicine?  For  what?”  I  scratched  my  beard.  Beard?  When  had  I 

grown a beard? “Did the kid get hurt when the statue fell?” 

“Oh,  baby,”  Lilith  whispered,  caressing  my  cheek.  “You  don’t 

remember anything, do you?” 

I  shook  my  head.  The  last  thing  I  remembered  was  a  much  flatter 

version of Sid and a bloody Tyrfing in my hands. 

“When  I  found  you,  you’d  lost  so  much  blood,”  Lilith  said,  tears 

sparkling on her lashes. “Jesus was sitting in a pool of red next to you, a river 

of tears streaming  down  his cheeks, trying again and  again to  heal  you. But 

he couldn’t.” Her voice hitched and a small choked cry burst from her throat. 

“At first I thought you were dead...” 

I wiped the tears from her face. “It’s okay.” 

“The doctors told us you needed a kidney. Tyrfing had severed your 

right one, and your other kidney was damaged in the war.” 

“Yeah,  I  took  some  shrapnel  in  the  side,  but  the  medics  were  much 

more  concerned  with  my  head  wound.” I  laughed. “I  guess I really  do  have 

nine lives. So they found a donor? One of my brothers?” 
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“Not exactly.” She squeezed  my  hand. “You  have an  extremely rare 

blood type. The  hospital  had  never treated a patient  with it before. Some  of 

the doctors had never even heard of it.” 

“I’m  a  marvel  of  modern  science.”  I  grinned.  “Can’t  say  I’m  glad 

about that. Too much pressure.” 

“They  searched  for  months  to  find  a  donor  kidney,  keeping  you  on 

dialysis  and  in  a  coma  until  two  weeks  ago  when  they  found  a  perfect 

match.” 

Months?  I’d  been  in  a  coma  for  MONTHS?  That  explained  the 

beard,  and  my  need  to  pee.  What  had  I  missed?  Had  the  Rangers  won  the 

Stanley  Cup?  Had  world  peace  been  declared?  Had  Lilith  found  another 

man? A better man? 

I  sighed.  For  better  or  worse,  I’d  find  it  out  soon  enough.  “Don’t 

keep  me  in  suspense.  Whose  kidney  do  I  have?  Is  it  someone  rich  and 

famous? Incredibly handsome maybe?” 

She rolled her eyes. “Jesus.” 

“Come on, tell me.” 

She shook  her head. “I just did. You are the proud  owner of Jesus’s 

kidney. His right kidney to be more precise.” 
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Fifty Nine 



My head dropped onto my pillow and I closed my eyes. The kid had 

sacrificed  his  kidney  for  me,  to  save  me.  I  owed  him  my  life.  I  shook  my 

head. Everything I hadn’t wanted for him I’d forced upon him. As grateful as 

I was to be alive, I hated knowing he’d suffered for me. 

Lilith shot me a crooked smile. “If it makes you feel any better God 

was against it. He even threatened to ground Jesus, but the kid was adamant. 

He really looks up to you.” 

“Yeah, I’m a  great role  model.” I pushed  myself up.  The stitches  in 

my back pulled tight, but the pain was manageable. “Listen, I need to tell you 

something. I should’ve said it months ago...” 

“Jace! ” My mom threw open the hospital room door. It bounced off 

the wall, but Joe, my stepfather, caught it before it slammed back in her face. 

“Oh honey, I’m so glad to see you up.” Mom pushed her way to my 

side. She wore jeans and a white sweater, a fuzzy black cat decorating it. Her 

gray  hair  was  cut  short,  motherly,  but  the  sparkle  in  her  amber  eyes  told 

stories of a naughty past. “My poor little guy. Poor sweet ba—” 

“Stop fussing.”  I added to soften the  order, “Whether  you believe  it 

or not, I’m not two anymore. I can take care of myself.” To prove it, I fluffed 

my pillow grimacing in pain the whole time, but stubbornly refused to admit 

it. 

Joe, looking more like a gangster than a farmer in a polyester suit and 

wing-tipped  shoes,  took  the  opportunity  to  slap  me  on  the  shoulder  while 

shoving  a  cigar  in  my  hand.  “Congratulations,  son.  Your  mother  and  I  are 

thrilled.” 

Congratulations?  Thrilled?  Oh  shit,  had  Lilith  told  them  about 

Mary’s love child? “I… ah…” I stammered. 

My mom beamed, her eyes filled with happiness. “Do you know that 

this  sweet  girl,”  she  pointed  at  Lilith,  who  had  never  described  herself  as 

sweet  nor a girl, “stayed at your side this  whole time. We had to beg  her to 

take care of herself. For the baby’s sake.” 

Baby? What the fuck was going on? “Yeah, Lilith’s a gem.” I nodded 

my head in her direction. “Can I talk to you in private?” 
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Mom  and  Joe  exchanged  a  knowing  glance.  “Sure,  honey.  We’ll  be 

right outside.” 

After the door closed behind them, I  faced Lilith. “Is there anything 

you wanna tell me? Like how my parents know about Mary?” 

“No.” 

I ran a hand over my beard. “Tell me anyway.” 

“Fine.” She blew out a breath. “But you’re not going to like it.” 

My  eyes  followed  the  rise  and  fall  of  her  significantly  larger  than  I 

remembered breasts. The blood, once filling my brain, slipped south. 

“They aren’t talking about—” she began, licking her full, red lips. 

“Never mind. Come over here.” I crooked my finger at her. Fantasies 

of  hospital  bed  sex  and  sponge  baths  swirled  in  my  head,  replacing  any 

thoughts  of  Mary,  my  parents,  or  my  Jesus  kidney.  I  wanted  Lilith.  Had  to 

have  her, right here, and right now, or I’d lose  my  mind. Maybe I’d already 

lost it. 

Her smile warmed, turning seductive. She stretched, her shirt pulling 

tight across puckered nipples, and she rose from the chair. My eyes caressed 

her bare shoulders, the tight fabric crushing her breasts, and slipped lower, to 

the enormous beach ball growing out of her middle. 

Fuck.  All  my  nasty  thoughts  vanished,  and  for  a  second  or  two,  I 

stopped breathing. The heart monitor next to me screeched in warning. 

“Jesus,” I yelled. “Cupid wasn’t lying. The son of Satan knocked you 

up...”  Bile  climbed  into  my  throat  when  I  thought  about  the  night  of 

debasement  and  debauchery  Lilith  and  I  had  shared.  I’d  fucked  a  pregnant 

woman, and in such degrading ways. What kind of low-life did that? 

Smack.  A  red,  stinging  handprint  formed  on  my  naked  chest.  Lilith 

pulled her hand back, preparing for a punch. I grabbed her fist seconds before 

contact. 

“Stop it.” I uncurled her hand with my fingers. “You’re going to hurt 

yourself  or  the  baby.  Mothers-to-be  should  stay  calm.”  The  advice  sounded 

right, but what did I know? 

Lilith  pulled  her  hand  away  and  let  out  a  scream.  “You  make  me 

crazy, you know that? One minute you’re such an asshole I want to strangle 

you, and the next, you’re Prince Fucking Charming.” 

“Like  you’re  a  picnic  to  live  with,”  I  mumbled.  “When’s  the  baby 

due?” 

If she  heard  my first comment, she  decided to  let it  go. Instead, she 

said, “Early November.” 

“Good.” I blinked and rubbed my forehead. “What month is it now?” 

She shook her head. “October.” 

Right.  That  explained  the  zombie  decorations.  I  thought  the  doctors 

were  just  being  dicks,  seeing  as  I  was  in  the  coma  ward.  “Does  Samuel 

know?” 

“Probably.” Her brow furrowed. “He does own a calendar.” 
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Bitch. “I meant does he know about the pregnancy?” 

This  time  her  confusion  appeared  genuine.  “Why  would  I  tell 

Samuel?” 

“You’re right. It’s best if he doesn’t know.” I smiled. Joe had raised 

me without question; I’d do the same for Lilith’s child. I’d treat him like my 

own  son;  love  him  like  flesh  and  blood.  Protect  him  with  my  life.    “Lilith, 

I—” 

Raised  voices in the  hallway  drown  out  my  words. “I  won’t  let  you 

take him again.  You can’t. Joe,  do something,” My  mom screamed seconds 

before  a  loud  crash  echoed  from  the  hallway.  A  shout  and  a  rush  of  crepe 

soled nurses shoes followed the noise. 

The door swung open. 

I blew out a frustrated breath. Every time I opened my mouth to tell 

Lilith how I felt, some one interrupted. “God dammit.” 

“I missed that. Did  you  want  me to  damn something?” asked a long 

haired guy, sporting a newly blackened eye. 
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Sixty 



“Jehovah, why are you here?” Lilith moved in front of me, her hands 

covering  her  inflated  stomach.  Was  she  protecting  me  or  hiding  her 

pregnancy? 

Either way, I wasn’t putting up with it. “Lilith, sit down.” I waved to 

the chair by  my bed. She frowned at me, but did as I asked. Once she sat, I 

kicked my legs out of the bed and slowly stood. My thigh muscles quivered, 

calves cramping and twitching, but I stayed upright. 

God  watched  my  struggles.  He  stood  there  like  a  statue,  without 

judgment, or assistance. My respect for Him grew. Finally upright, I offered 

God my hand, and He took it. His skin surprising warm, and human in mine. 

Behind God  my stepfather appeared, his face a violent shade  of red, 

eyes burning with hate and fear. Before I had a chance to stop Joe, he jumped 

on the Lord’s back. 

“Don’t touch him,” Joe yelled, punching God in the head. “Take me. 

Leave my son alone.” 

I stepped away, as Joe pummeled the Heavenly Father. God  did  not 

fight  back,  instead  He  accepted  every  blow.  Finally,  Joe’s  punches  slowed, 

weakening due to age or sanity, but still filled with rage. 

Tears dripped from Joe’s eyes. It was the third time I’d seen him cry. 

The first two times had been at my brothers’ births. Too young to understand 

why  the  man  I  idolized  was  crying,  I’d  felt  shamed  instead.  Now  my  heart 

swelled knowing the tears he cried were for me. 

“Please  take  me  instead,”  Joe  whispered,  climbing  off  the  Lord’s 

back. My mom stood in the doorway, tears streaming down her face. Next to 

her, a half-foot taller version  of the  kid  jumped up and  down. Behind them, 

nurses, doctors, and patients crowded the hallway. 

“Get  out.”  I  motioned  to  the  rubberneckers,  and  once  Joe  calmed 

down, they left. My mom and Joe hugged each other, waiting for the wrath of 

God.  The  kid  danced  around  the  hospital  room  talking  up  a  storm.  It  made 

me  long  for  the  days  of  ‘Mine’.  God  sat  in  the  middle  of  the  floor,  eyes 

staring at the shiny surface. 

“I...” Where to start? I shuffled my way to Joe, and took his bloodied 
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hand. Broken knuckles swelled underneath his calloused skin. “I love you,” I 

whispered to him. “I never said it before, but you’ve been a wonderful father. 

Thank you.” My  mother  gave a choked sob, and tucked  her  head into Joe’s 

chest. 

Joe smiled, a familiar, heart-felt smile. “I love you, too, son.” 

“He’s  not  your  son,”  God  mumbled,  not  taking  his  eyes  off  the 

ground. 

“What’d  you  say?”  Anger  treaded  through  me.  Fuck  God,  and  His 

family values. Blood didn’t make family. “At least Joe would never sacrifice 

his son. Twice.” 

Lilith drew a sharp breath. “No, Jace. Don’t.” 

The kid, who’d been running in circles, stopped, lip quivering. Guilt 

quickly replaced my anger. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean it like that,” I said, but 

it was little consolation. “It’s complicated. See at one time...” 

God  held  up  His  hand.  “Jesus  knows  all  about  it,  Jace.  You’re  the 

one still in the dark.” 

“What are you talking about?” 

To my surprise, it was my mom who answered, “Honey, when I was 

nineteen, I met a man—” 

“I know the story.” I rolled my eyes. Now was not the time, place, or 

people to rehash my conception. Besides, what did I have to do with Jesus? I 

was born almost two thousand years after his sacrifice. 

“Let your mother finish,” God snapped, but didn’t glance up. Damn, 

He took His commandments seriously. What  was He  going to say  when He 

found out I did more than covet my neighbor? 

I  glanced at Lilith, and she shrugged. Fine, it  was God’s show after 

all. I shuffled back to the bed, and sat. 

Mom  smiled.  “I  was  a  virgin,  in  the  technical  sense.”  Okay,  I 

could’ve done without that information. She went on, and it only got worse. 

“I  met  a  man  named  Jerry.  He  was  everything  I  thought  I  wanted  my  first 

time.  Sweet.  Caring.  And  terribly  handsome.  And  after  a  wonderful  night 

together, Jerry and I went our separate ways.” 

“And nine months later I was born.” I motioned to myself, half-afraid 

of where her tale was going. 

“Yes,  nine  months  later  you  came  into  my  life,  like  a  miracle.  I 

received  a  beautiful  baby  boy,  and  Joe,  the  love  of  my  life.”  Mom’s  eyes 

caressed  Joe’s  wrinkled  face.  The  love  between  them  had  only  grown  over 

the  years.  As  quickly  as  her  eyes  warmed,  they  turned  icy.  “You  probably 

don’t  remember,  but  when  you  were  three,  you  had  an  accident.  I  wasn’t 

paying  enough attention. Your baby brother crawled  into the street, and you 

ran after him. A truck hit you.” 

“Mrs.  Miller,  I’m  sure  it  wasn’t  your  fault,”  Lilith  offered.  I  had  a 

feeling she was right. Since birth, us kids had better protection than the FBI 
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could  have  provided.  Mom  had  a  network  of  neighborhood  informants  and 

spies that equaled Homeland Security. 

“Please,  call  me  Merry,”  Mom  offered.  “After  all,  we’re  family 

now.” 

“Thank  you,”  Lilith  said,  eyes  filling  with  tears.  Must  be  the 

hormones. A non-pregnant Lilith had never cried. 

Merry  gave  me  a  small  smile.  “I’d  like  to  believe  it  was—”  she 

glanced at Jehovah “—God’s will.” 

The Lord  looked up for the first time since  her story  began, and He 

nodded, a flicker of something in His eyes. Yep, I didn’t like where this was 

going at all. 

“Jace’s heart stopped.” Mom swallowed hard and glared at God. “He 

died in my arms.” 

God jumped to His feet. “I gave him back, damn it.” 

“You  had  no right to take  my son in the first place.”  Joe stepped  in 

front of my mom, his fists ready for battle. 

“He’s  not your  son,” God roared. 

Great, we were back at square one. 

I closed my eyes, and prayed for patience. I wanted all of them to go 

away, except for Lilith. I wanted her naked and on her knees. 

A small  hand touched  mine.  I  opened  my  eyes, staring at the serene 

face  of  the  Messiah.  His  eyes  sparkled,  and  bald  head  gleamed.  He 

whispered, “’Member?” 

I shook my head. “Remember what, kid?” 

“Mine, don’t be a-scared.” 

“Come  on,  you  know  me  better  than  that.”  I  winked  at  him.  “I  fear 

nothing. Not purple demons or resurrected roaches. Hell, even dirty Messiah 

diapers are no match for Mine.” 

“Then  ’member,  Mine.”  His  finger  brushed  my  forehead,  and  the 

pain in my back vanished. “’Member.” 

A  swirl  of  memories  filtered  through  my  head.  Lilith.  The  angel. 

Mary and Sid. Hades. Samuel. Mom and Joe. Life and death. Love and loss. 

God  in Heaven.  A flickering  of something  important. A  memory  of another 

time, in another place... 

My eyes shot open and I stared into the face of my father.. 

Our Father, who spent most of His time in Heaven, Jerry be His other 

name. 

Fuck me. 
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Sixty One 



I  sat  in  stunned  silence  for  ten  minutes,  staring  at  God,  as  he  stared 

back with the same green eyes. I gestured around the room. “Out. Everyone. 

Out now.” 

My  mom’s  face  paled,  but  she  did  as  I  asked,  leaning  on  Joe  for 

support  as  they  left  the  room.  Lilith  was  next  to  leave.  She  kissed  my 

forehead, and dragged the kid out of the door. God would have followed, but 

I stopped Him. “No, you stay.” 

He nodded. If I didn’t know better, I’d say he seemed nervous, which 

was ridiculous. What did the Big Man have to fear from a mere mortal? 

I  pushed  myself  up  from  the  bed.  “Explain  to  me  how  you  and  my 

mom...” 

The  Lord  shrugged.  “Heaven  gets  lonely,  son.”  Lonely?  Was  He 

fucking kidding me? God added, “Your mom, she’s quite a woman. If things 

had been different...” 

Ee-yew.  “Yeah,  I’m  sure  the  two  of  you  would’ve  made  a  great 

couple, but I’m a little more concerned about what happens now?” 

“What  do  you  mean,  son?”  God’s  eyes  narrowed,  showing  off  deep 

creases. He looked all of His five thousand years. 

“Don’t  call  me  that.”  My  hands  curled,  but  through  sheer  force  of 

will, I unclenched them. “What happens to the kid? To me? Are we sacrifices 

to show the faithful you care? A means to save your position in Heaven?” 

God  shuffled  to  the  window.  He  tapped  the  glass,  much  like  a  kid 

gazing into a fishbowl. “Two thousand years ago, I made a mistake. I wanted 

to  prove  my  love  to  the  world.  Prove  myself  to  be  something  other  than  a 

vengeful God. A God to fear. And, yes, to prove my rightful place in Heaven. 

I allowed Jesus to die on the cross, and it broke my heart.” 

 Yeah right, that’s why the kid’s here for round two. 

“It was his choice, Jace.” God frowned, His reflection glinting off the 

window.  “Jesus  determined  his  own  fate.  His  sacrifice.  Just  like  when  the 

time comes you will choose yours.” 

~ * ~ 

“Jace H. Christ,” I whispered for the tenth time in an hour. Lilith sat 
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next to me on the bed, stroking my thigh. The rest of my “family” had left at 

my  insistence,  or  rather,  at  my  forceful  prodding.  My  threat  of  no 

grandparental contact had sent them scurrying. 

“It has a nice ring to it.” Lilith grinned. 

“Yeah,  but  so  does  having  ten  wives.  Then  you  think  about  it,  and 

either  way,  you’re  fucked  Monday  through  Sunday.  So  when  do  you  have 

time for football?” 

She laughed. “Now that you know, what do you plan to do?” 

I had no clue. One thing was for sure though; I wasn’t going to let the 

kid, or me die for anyone’s sins. Original or extra crispy ones. If He wanted 

to stay the leader of Heaven, He had sure as hell better find another way. 

“Did  you  know?”  I  lifted  her  chin,  my  eyes  searching  her  beautiful 

face. “Was that why you helped me? Why you’re here now?” 

The corner of her mouth twitched. “I knew.” 

“And?” 

“And what?” Her grin grew. 

“Damn it, Lilith.” 

“Damn it, Jace.” She winked at me. 

Unable to take it anymore, I twisted my hands in her hair, and kissed 

her,  a  kiss  of  total  possession.  Our  mouths  locked,  hands  and  fantasies 

roaming  uncontrolled.  Clothing  disappeared.  Naked,  belly  swollen  with 

child, Lilith had never been more beautiful. 

“I love—” 

Her  finger  pressed  against  my  lips  stopping  the  words  I  longed  to 

say. “Don’t say it.” 

“Why not?” 

“Because I’m not one of your cotton-candy lovers.” She leaned over 

me caressing my chest with long, tapered nails. “How many times have you 

spoken those words?” 

I shrugged, not wanting to have this conversation. “A few times.” 

“Wife number one? Did you promise to always love her?” 

I nodded. 

“Wife  two?  Three?  Mary?”  Lilith  gazed  at  me.  “Did  you  tell  them 

you loved them?” 

Again, I nodded. They say the truth will set  you free,  but it damned 

me. I’d said the words too many times, to too many women. 

“Your love didn’t last,” she whispered against my neck. 

No,  it  hadn’t.  My  heart  burned  with  sudden  fear.  Would  Lilith  fade 

away, my love for her disappear? Would love turn to hate? Would she betray 

me as the others had? 

She kissed me, her tongue stroking mine with abandon. “Promise me 

something.” 

“Anything.” 

“Never tell me you love me.” 
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“Deal.” 

~ * ~ 

“What  happened  to  Mary?”  I  wiped  a  bead  of  sweat  from  Lilith’s 

naked  skin.  Our  lovemaking  had  surpassed  my  hospital  fantasies,  and  had 

included  positions,  and  visual  aids  illegal  in  many  southern  states.  Now,  as 

we  lay  side-by-side  on  the  adjustable  bed,  my  mind  wandered  with  loose 

ends and worries about our future. 

Lilith  yawned,  showing  sharpened  canine  teeth.  “It’s  customary  not 

to  bring  up  past  lovers  while  in  bed  with  the  current  one.  Unless  it’s  a 

comparison, and then only when I come out on top.” 

“I’ll  remember  that.”  I  kissed  her  bare  shoulder,  licking  her  salt-

slicked skin. “And trust me, she’s got nothing on you.” 

Lilith  turned  to  face  me,  her  extended  belly  between  us.  The  baby 

kicked,  pushing  against  my  stomach.  Something  warm,  and  not  unwelcome 

filled my heart. 

“Mary  disappeared,  and  no  one  has  seen  her,”  she  said,  biting  her 

lower lip. 

She’s  lying,  I thought. But  why? Was Lilith afraid  I’d choose Mary 

over  her?  Choose  my  biological  child  over  hers?  “Mary  means  nothing  to 

me. You know that, don’t you?” 

Nodding,  Lilith  took  my  hand  in  hers  and  pressed  it  against  her 

stomach. “She doesn’t, but her child means everything.” 

“What are you saying?” 

“Jace,  by  design  or  accident  of  birth,  you’re  the  actual  Second 

Coming.” 

“And?” Duh. I’d figured that out two hours ago. But I was a Second 

Coming  without any  cool powers. I couldn’t raise the  dead, or smite  demon 

cats at will. Hell, I couldn’t even do the Sunday crossword in pen. 

Lilith rolled her eyes. “Mary originally teamed up with Sid to kidnap 

Jesus so she could create the next ruler of Heaven.” 

“And  when  she  found  out  I  was  really  the  second  coming,  she 

practically raped me.” I smack myself in the forehead. “She got knocked up 

on purpose! That bitch.” 

“And God’s  not  getting any  younger.” She  grinned. “After all, He’s 

ruled Heaven for five billon years.” 

My eyes widened. “Five billon years?” 

“Yep.” She winked at me. “Don’t believe everything you read. God, 

Zeus, Buddha, Allah, and a million other less popular deities have risen and 

fallen from power in the last five-billon years. It’s like a fucked up popularity 

contest.” 

“I  don’t  understand.  The  ruler  of  Heaven  is  determined  by  the 

amount of followers?” 

“Yes.  Hell,  too,  for  that  matter.”  Her  yellow  eyes  flashed.  “For  the 

last two thousand years, God’s been in the lead with two billion practitioners." 
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“That’s  why  Sid  wanted  to  kill  me,  and  he  used  the  kid,  and  his 

kidnapping,  as  a  means  to  an  end.”  I  nodded.  “Without  a  Second  Coming, 

God would eventually lose the throne.” 

Lilith  nodded.  “But  with  Sid  roasting  in  Hell,  now  Mary  holds  the 

key, or rather the embryo to the throne.” 

“But only if I’m dead.” 

“Yes.”  She  agreed  with  a  nod.  “We  must  find  out  who  told  Mary 

about you in the first place, and where she’s hiding.” 

“I  did  not  mean  to  tell  her,  but  you  were  locked  in  a  mausoleum. 

And...” In a flash of white light, the angel appeared, hovering above our bed 

on a fluffy cloud. “The blonde one tricked me.” 

“A cloud? A fucking cloud?” I shook my head. Lying angel bastard. 

“So you told Mary I was God’s son, huh? What else did you let accidentally 

slip?” 

The angel  hung  his  head. “The  mean  one’s plan. The  plan to rescue 

the Messiah, and protect Nemamiah.” 

I pointed to Lilith. “She’s Nemamiah.” 

“Oh,  I  forgot.”  The  angel  frowned.  “Nemamiah  is  a  man’s  name.  It 

should be your name,” he said to me. 

“Thanks but I already have a name. It’s Jace, remember?” 

He nodded. “I did not mean to tell the mean one’s plan to the blonde 

one. She tricked me, Nemamiah. She is much smarter than your mean one.” 

“You stupid, mother—” Lilith screeched 

I  held  up  my  hand,  cutting  Lilith  off.  “How  did  she  trick  you?” 

Having been duped by Mary myself, I felt an odd sense of camaraderie with 

the worthless angel. 

“She…” His eyes shifted back and forth. “She promised me my own 

cloud. One I don’t have to share with Michael. But then the Lord found out I 

told,  and  he  smited  me,  right  there  at  Bob’s  Junkyard,  and  sent  me  to 

Michael’s cloud. How I wish for my own cloud...” 

“You  stupid,  mother—”  I  roared,  leaping  naked  from  the  hospital 

bed.  I  swatted  at  the  floating  cloud,  fully  intending  to  destroy  it,  and  him. 

Sold out for a cloud. How pathetic was that? 

Lilith grabbed my hand, tugging me back to the bed. “Kill him later. 

Right now, we need to focus on Mary. Once she gives birth to your child…” 

“If it’s my child.” I kissed Lilith’s forehead. “And then only over my 

dead body will she rule Heaven.” 

“I’m guessing that’s part of her plan.” 

I scratched my head. “Did you notice it’s part of everyone’s plan? If I 

didn’t like myself so much, I’d get a complex.” 

Lilith  grinned. “If it  makes  you  feel better, it was only after we  met 

that I wanted you dead.” 

“Blasphemy!”  the  angel  squawked.  “You  dare  threaten  the  Son  of 

God?” 
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“Threatening  him is blasphemy, but nearly  getting  him  killed is  just 

fine,  huh?”  Lilith  twisted  the  bed  sheet  in  her  hands,  probably  dreaming  of 

strangling  the  angel.  The  babe  in  her  belly  kicked  violently  too,  nearly 

toppling me from the small bed. 

“Unless  you  have  something  vital  to  say,  just  go  away.”  I  waved  at 

the  angel  and  his  precious  fucking  cloud.  “You’re  completely  fucking 

useless.  Since  the  beginning,  you’ve  done  nothing  right!  Not  one  damn 

thing.” 

“Fine.” He huffed, blowing out a stream of atmospheric dust. Slowly 

he started to disappear, all the while mumbling, “I try to be helpful, stop the 

child Jesus from being harmed, but does he want to listen? No, he’s too busy 

with the mean one.” 

“What did you say?” I yelled. 

“You  are  rude,  overbearing,  and  look  like  a  homeless  person.”  The 

angel crossed his wings over his chest, and waited for my apology. 

“No. About the kid?” 

“Oh,  the  son  of  God  is  missing,  and  the  Rapture  is  upon  us.”  The 

angel frowned. “Don’t you watch the news?” 
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Sixty Two 



“And there you have it folks. The end of days is here, and we are but 

moments away from  world  destruction.” A  newscaster with  overly bleached 

teeth  smiled  into  the  television  screen.  I  shook  my  head,  and  flipped  the 

station. 

The friendly face of a lowly White House cabinet member reassured 

the  frightened  public.  “...No  danger...  Everything’s  fine...  The  President  is 

aware  of  the  situation...No  comment  on  the  President's  current  location...” 

He’s probably on his knees begging for forgiveness, I thought. 

The  screen  flashed,  BREAKING  NEWS,  in  large,  terrifying  text. 

Underneath the words images of packed churches, riots, and falling hamsters 

burst from the television. Reports of four headless horsemen approaching the 

city  had  sent  frenzied  flocks  of  the  faithful  into  ecstatic  peals  of  joy,  and 

sinners into the streets screaming for mercy. 

I  watched,  dazed,  as  the  world  went  mad.  What  was  going  on? 

Surely,  God  would’ve  mentioned  an  imminent  apocalypse.  At  the  least,  he 

would’ve sent me a text message. Something like 'btw end o days'. pack lite. 

Lilith gripped my hand, her skin cold. “I don’t understand,” she said 

for the tenth time. “Why now?” 

“Maybe your buddy Satan got tired of waiting.” 

She shook her head. “Satan wants Armageddon about as much as you 

want a fourth wife. Hell is packed as it is. It cannot sustain billions of newly 

dammed. Satan’s even talked about building a fence.” 

Interesting. “What about God?” 

“Same  goes  in  Heaven.  Even  the  Grim  Reaper  can’t  randomly  take 

souls anymore. He has to  have papers, signed  in triplicate. Heaven and Hell 

are full-up.” 

“So  who’s  doing  all  this?”  I  pointed  to  the  hospital  room  window. 

The streets below swarmed with darkness, and terrified people. Fires burned. 

Women and children cried. Men preached salvation on abandoned avenues. 

“I wish I knew.” Lilith stroked her stomach. My heart lurched. In that 

moment,  I  vowed  to  save  mother  and  child.  Nothing  would  take  them  from 

me. Not the end of time, famine, or that dammed Brad Pitt. 
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“I  plan  to  find  out.”  I  squeezed  her  hand.  Jumping  from  the  bed,  I 

pulled on a pair of stolen surgical scrubs and  freed Tyrfing from the supply 

closet where Lilith had place it after I’d awoken from my coma. 

I kissed Lilith goodbye. “Stay here.” 

“No.” 

“Dammit, Lilith.” 

“Dammit, Jace.” She winked at me. “Now’s not the time for foreplay. 

Grab your sword and follow me.” 

I grinned, and instead of arguing, I meekly followed her to the end of 

time. 

~ * ~ 

Lilith  and  I  fought  our  way  north  to  West  34th  Street.  Men  and 

women  huddled  together  in  prayer  while  roaming  gangs  of  the  soon-to-be 

dammed smashed liquor store windows, and ransacked churches. 

“Where are we going?” I jogged to keep up with my enlarged lover’s 

quick strides. She was a woman on a mission. A warrior. An avenging angel. 

Nemamiah in full glory. 

She  slowed  a  step.  “Empire  State  Building.  Armageddon  starts 

there.” 

“And the kid? Is he still alive?” I ducked a flying hamster. 

Lilith closed her eyes. “Jesus is alive.” 

I  closed  my  eyes,  and  prayed,  before  taking  her  hand  and  the  lead. 

Ten  blocks  up,  the  Empire  State  Building  appeared  untouched  in  a  blaze  of 

rioting, fires, and  mass  hysteria. Like an  oasis from the  end  of the  world,  it 

stood tall and proud. 

My  eyes  scanned  the  outside  of  the  building,  squinting  at  the 

observation deck one  hundred and two floors up. I glanced at Lilith. “Think 

the elevator’s working?” 

She shrugged. “Does hell freeze over during the apocalypse?” 

“I’ll take that as a no.” 

“Start climbing.” She shoved me toward the fire escape, and pointed 

at her extended belly. “I’m right behind you.” 

Hefting  Tyrfing  over  my  shoulder,  I  climbed  up  the  first  flight  of 

stairs. No sweat. I was a soldier. I’d battled  forty-foot demons, wrestled the 

Son  of  Satan,  and  ate  the  angel’s  cooking  for  fuck  sakes.  One  hundred  two 

floors was nothing. 

By  the  fifty-fifth  floor,  I’d  significantly  revised  my  attitude.  Each 

step  felt  like  its  own  brand  of  hell.  My  lungs  burned,  and  my  stomach 

recoiled.  The  quivering  in  my  legs  twenty  floors  before  had  twisted  into 

violent cramps. Blisters formed, bursts, and reformed on my feet. 

I  stopped,  and  listened  for  signs  of  Lilith  climbing  below  me. 

Nothing. Good. I worried the strain might be too much on her and the baby. 

Besides,  who  knew  what  we’d  face  at  the  top.  Having  her  safely  on  the 

ground made my job easier. 
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Sucking in  oxygen and  my  nerve, I began  my ascent  for the second 

time. 

Ninety-eight. Only four flights left. 

Ninety-nine. Was it pain in your left or right arm that signaled a heart 

attack? 

One hundred. If this was God’s way of fucking with me.... 

One hundred one. Was that the smell of sulfur? Or did I stroke out? 

One  hundred  one  and  a  half.  Where  the  hell  was  Tyrfing?  Shit.  I 

glanced  over  the  stairwell  railing,  and  spotted  the  wayward  weapon  six 

flights below. 

Fuck  it.  I  ran  up  the  last  six  steps,  and  shoved  the  observation  deck 

door open. An icy wind knocked me back, and brought tears to my eyes. The 

stench of burned city, and rotting fall leaves swirled around me, but I focused 

on another scent. One that chilled me more than the frozen atmosphere. 

Fresh blood, exotic tobacco, and sin. 
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Sixty Three 



“Glad  you  made  it. By the  way, the  elevator  works  just fine.” From 

across the rooftop, Lilith gave me a three-fingered wave. She leaned against 

a  metal  heating  vent,  my  nine-millimeter  held  loosely  in  her  hand.  Steam 

rose around her, obscuring her rounded body, and giving her an untouchable 

glow. A deadly glow. A demon glow. 

I took a step toward her, unsure. A  lingering fear I’d  harbored since 

my  first  marriage  swelled  inside  me.  Had  I  trusted  the  wrong  woman  yet 

again? Was Lilith nothing  more than she appeared, a devil  in a black  dress, 

sent to destroy the world? 

No, I refused to believe it. Shoving insecurity aside, I jogged closer, 

my  eyes  scanning  the  rooftop  for  hidden  dangers.  To  the  right  of  Lilith,  a 

wrought  iron  cage,  like  a  cat  carrier,  teetered  on  the  opposite  side  of  the 

protective railing. A mewing echoed from the container. A familiar sound. I 

strained to peer into the cage through the rising steam. 

Lilith smiled sadly. “Yes, the Messiah in a glided cage. But we don’t 

know yet why he sings.” 

“I  have  a  pretty  good  idea.”  I  motioned  to  the  ever-approaching 

darkness, and the sound  of  hoofs thundering in the  distance. “Hey, kid,  you 

okay?” 

“Mine?” came a muffled reply. 

“Yeah,  kid,  it’s  me.  You  just  hang  tight,  and  I’ll  get  you  down.”  I 

stepped  toward  the  cage,  which  swayed  in  the  icy  wind,  teetering  back  and 

forth. One strong gust, and the kid would die. 

“Stop.” Lilith pointed  my gun at me. 

I  froze,  the  bitter  taste  of  fear  in  the  back  of  my  throat.  My  eyes 

focused  on  her  pale  face,  watching  for  a  sign.  A  show  of  weakness. 

Something. Anything to erase the flavor of betrayal inside me. 

Vapor  obscured  her for a second  or two. Giving  me  enough time to 

charge  the  ledge  and  grab  the  kid,  but  something  held  me  back.  Instead,  I 

crept closer to Lilith. Close enough to feel the heat from the vent, and smell 

the tangy scent of sage. 

“Before we die, I have something to tell you,” Lilith’s voice rose 
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from the steam cloud. 

“Yeah, what’s that?” 

The cloud surrounding her shimmered, slowly disappearing in a gust 

of icy wind. She cleared her throat. “I love you.” 

I swallowed hard. “Son of a bitch.” 

202 

 











Sixty Four 



With a prayer, I lunged  into the  darkness, throwing  myself at Lilith. 

My arms  wrapped around  her swollen  middle, cradling the child against  me 

as we hit the rooftop. From behind us, a burst of gunfire cracked in the air. A 

bullet  whizzed  by  the  spot  Lilith  had  occupied  moments  before.  The  acidic 

scent of gunpowder tickled my nostrils. 

Lilith  squirmed  in  my  grip,  her  hands  clutching  her  stomach.  “I 

didn’t mean a word of it,” she whispered in my ear before letting out an ear-

shattering scream. “I don’t love you, damn it. And you better not get yourself 

killed.” 

“Ditto.” I shoved her behind the metal vent, and scanned the rooftop 

for the shooter. “Now stay down.” 

She  nodded,  pushing  my  gun  into  my  hand.  “No  bullets,  but  if  you 

get close enough, you can club one of them with it.” 

I kissed her. “Thanks.” 

“You’re  wel—” a scream  of pain ripped through  her, cutting  off  her 

words. Her stomach knotted, the baby straining against its confinement. 

Oh  God,  not  now.  We  had  an  assassin  shooting  at  us,  Armageddon 

upon us, and the Messiah hanging perilously from a cage a few feet from us. 

Now, Lilith was about to give birth one hundred and two floors up. 

During a pause in gunfire, I rolled from my hiding space, and vaulted 

into the darkness. At first, I saw nothing, the night providing ample cover for 

the shooter. A bullet slammed into the brick above my head stripping it like 

string cheese. With a duck and weave move straight out of a Buggy’s Bunny 

cartoon,  I  danced  my  way  across  the  rooftop.  The  pounding  of  the  four 

horsemen in synch with the thundering beat of my heart. 

The kid’s mewing grew louder, as did the rate of falling hamsters. So 

there I was, dodging bullets and hamster parts, while keeping one eye on the 

kid  cage,  and  the  other  eye  on  my  laboring  lover.  All  in  all,  I’d  had  better 

days. 

A flash on my left told me what I needed to know. The shooter hid in 

the  elevator  alcove.  A  perfect  ambush  spot,  except  Lilith  had  forced  me  up 

the stairs. Again, I owed her my life. 
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Taking  a  steadying  breath,  I  charged  the  alcove,  yelling  like  a 

madman.  The  element  of  insanity,  or  maybe  surprise  gave  me  the  time  I 

needed. I launched myself at the shooter. My momentum pushed us from the 

alcove  and  against  the  protective  railing.  Rattling  my  teeth,  but  my  grip  on 

the  killer  stayed  strong.  The  metal  barrier  released  a  squawk  of  protest  and 

gave way. The assassin screeched once before plummeting over the edge. 

Lucky  for  me,  the  surgical  gown  I’d  pilfered  from  the  hospital 

snagged the busted railing, and stopped me from falling to my death. 

Lucky  for  her,  as  she  toppled  from  the  ledge,  Mary  had  grabbed  a 

hold  of  my  boot,  and  now  hung  one  hundred  and  two  stories  from  certain 

death. 

“Stop  struggling.  You’re  going  to  get  yourself—”  I  glanced  at  her 

swollen belly, “—and the baby killed.” 

“I don’t want to die.” Mary hugged my foot tighter. “Oh God, please 

don’t let me fall.” 

“Jace.” 

“What?” 

“‘Oh, Jace, please don’t let me fall.’ Not God.” With every ounce of 

strength  left  in  my  body,  I  struggled  to  pull  Mary  and  myself  to  safety. 

“God’s a little busy at the moment with the apocalypse you started.” 

“I didn’t start anything. Samuel did.” 

“Samuel?” Damn, I’d thought after the God’s  Ball  incident I’d seen 

the  last  of  him.  The  devil,  embarrassed  by  his  son’s  defeat,  had  banished 

Samuel to hell, for not limited to one hundred years. 

“He hates it,” she whispered the words, “down there.” 

“I’ll bet.” Hence the apocalypse. 

She  sniffed  once,  her  eyes  clearing.  “I  never  wanted  any  of  this  to 

happen.”  Her  voice  hitched.  A  sure  sign  of  the  crocodile  tears  to  come.  “I 

never wanted to hurt you.” 

“You shot me.” 

She tilted her head. “When?” 

“In the alley.” The muscles in my arms quivered, and for a second, I 

considered kicking Mary in the head, and being done with it. “With my own 

gun. Remember?” 

“It was only a flesh wound.” 

Yep, a kick  in the  head seemed  like a perfect solution. Too bad, I’d 

already crawled back over the ledge, dragging Mary in my wake. Once safe, 

I lay on the concrete, sucking in mouthfuls of smoky air. 

The kid’s mewing had grown louder, but I didn’t have the strength to 

move  yet.  My  arms  felt  like  rubber,  and  my  heart  slammed  wildly  in  my 

chest.  Mary  appeared  unaffected,  continuing  her  tirade,  “I’m  everything  a 

man  could  want,  but  no,  you  went  and  chose  a  demon  as  fucked  up  as  you 

are. Then Sid dies, and I’m left with no choice.” 

Choice, a funny word with little meaning. I struggled to sit up, to 
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finish my job, rescue the kid, sacrifice myself, and save the world. 

“Heaven  belongs  to  me.  Can’t  you  see  that?  I’ve  sacrificed 

 everything.” Mary pounded on the cement. “It’s my turn. I’m the prettiest.” 

The  kid’s  shrieks  reached  ear-splitting  level.  “Jesus,  shut  him  up 

already.” She covered her ears with her hands. “That kid is driving me nuts.” 

Yeah, Mary took unfit parenting to a new level. Tomorrow morning, 

if there was a tomorrow, I’d call a lawyer. Find out about custody. I doubted 

any court would deny God’s bastard son custody of his own bastard child. 

“Don’t  move,”  I  ordered  as  I  stumbled  to  my  feet.  “I  mean  it.  If  I 

come  back  and  you’re  gone,  there  will  be  hell  to  pay.”  An  empty  threat  at 

this point, but what the hell. 

I  limped  to  the  ledge  where  the  kid’s  cage  rattled  in  the  wind.  “I’m 

right here, kid.” As I pulled the cage from the ledge, his mewing ceased, and 

the hamsters raining from the sky vanished. 

The  kid  crawled  from  the  cage,  his  eyes  wide.  Other  than  a  few 

scratches, probably from the pissed off Bodhi cat in his arms, the kid seemed 

all right. 

“Mine  find  me.”  He  smiled  up  at  me,  drool  slipping  down  his  heart 

shaped chin. 

“Yeah  kid,  I  found  you.”  I  patted  his  head.  “Now  can  you  do 

something about the end of the world?” 

He smiled up at  me,  his  hair standing  on  end. “Okay, Mine. I  make 

horsies go bye-bye.” And like a flick of a God’s favored son switch, the roar 

of horse hoofs and approaching doom winked out. 

Damn, I had to learn that trick. 

The city returned to normal, or as normal as a city packed with eight 

million people who’d just witnessed the end of times could be. 

I nodded, feeling both foolish and proud. I’d found the kid and saved 

the world, all without any grand sacrifice. Of course, I’d almost destroyed the 

world too. Hell, I still might. It was early yet. Give me a week. 

A pain-laced scream drew  my attention. Oh God, Lilith. She needed 

a  hospital  and  fast.  The  baby,  much  like  his  father,  Samuel,  was  about  to 

come  premature.  The  kid  lifted  Bodhi  cat,  and  waddled  to  Lilith.  His 

incessant chatter blocked my growing terror. 

Before  I  helped  Lilith  though  I  had  to  deal  with  Mary.  Clearly 

demented, Mary was a danger to the kid, not to mention Lilith. It was time to 

end it. One way or another. 
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Sixty Five 



“So it’s a deal?” I glanced from the contract, written on the side of a 

Starbucks cup, and back to Mary. She wiped a tear from her eye and nodded. 

Behind me, Lilith argued between labor pains. The kid did his best to soothe 

her, but every time I opened my mouth, Lilith exploded. 

“Moron,  why  not  sign  over  Easter  too?”  Lilith  slapped  me  in  the 

back  of  the  head  before  clutching  her  belly.  “Ahhhhhh.”  Her  body  shook 

with the force of a contraction. 

“Breathe sweetheart.” I winced as her nails dug into my skin. 

“Breathe?  Are  you  fucking  kidding  me?  I’m  passing  a  basketball 

here,  and  your  advice  is  breathe?”  She  blew  out  a  long  breath,  followed  by 

three sharp indrawn ones. The tightness in her face eased. “I hate you.” 

I winked, and returned my focus to Mary, who had turned pale under 

her  fake-n-bake  tan.  “I’ve  changed  my  mind,”  Mary  said,  stumbling  to  her 

feet. 

“You  can’t.” I  jumped up. “We  had a  deal.  You rule  Heaven  on the 

fourth Tuesday of the New Year, and in return, leave the kid, Lilith, me, and 

our  yet-to-be-named  kid  alone.”  God  could  use  the  time  off.  Besides,  what 

harm could she do in one day...? 

Mary  was  shaking  her  head.  “Yes,  we  had  a  deal,  but  that...”  She 

pointed at Lilith. “I refuse to give birth.” 

I shrugged, peering at the  growing pool at Mary’s feet. “Might be a 

little late to complain.” Her eyes followed my gaze, and she let out a scream 

rivaled by the eternally dammed. Mary dropped to the pavement writhing in 

pain. 

Lilith rolled her eyes. “Drama queen.” 

“Slut,” Mary answered back. 

“Why you—” 

I  grabbed  Lilith  as  she  lunged  at  Mary.  “Kick  her  ass  later.  Right 

now, I want you to do something for me.” 

“Haven’t  I  done  enough  already?”  She  bit  her  lip,  signaling  another 

contraction, but she didn’t cry out. When it passed, she signed. “Okay, what 

do you want?” 
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Kissing  her  softly,  I  patted  her  belly  and  listened  for  the  telltale 

whoop of an ambulance siren. “Give me a son.” 

~ * ~ 

Pacing  the  hospital  room,  I  swallowed  another  cup  of  bitter  coffee 

waiting for the birth of my children. Five hours had past since our arrival at 

the hospital. And one hour ago, I’d been kicked out of Lilith’s room. A minor 

complication, the doctor had told me. Nothing to worry about. But a whisper 

of terror crawled up my spine burrowing into my brain as minutes clicked off 

the clock. 

The  kid  sat  on  the  worn  waiting  room  floor,  coloring,  almost  like  a 

normal child. Almost, because he’d drawn a damn good forgery of the Mona 

Lisa except with yellow eyes. His presence comforted me, as did a carton of 

milk-turned-whiskey. 

A nurse smiled at me, and knocked on the delivery ward door where 

both  Lilith  and  Mary  labored.  The  door  opened,  and  I  could  hear  Mary 

bitching about me. 

Nothing from Lilith though. No screams, shouts, or bitter outbursts. I 

gulped another mouthful of whiskey. Mary continued to yell, comparing me 

to the son of a dog. The dog-man came out on top. 

My  mind  wandered.  Soon  the  next  ruler  of  Heaven,  a  child  born  of 

my loins, would arrive. What did that mean for the kid, for the world? Ruling 

heaven was a hell of a responsibility. I hoped God knew what He was doing 

because that mysterious ways crap wouldn’t fly. 

A scream cut through my musing. “I guess we’re about to find out if 

the world’s ready for my seed,” I said to the kid. He glanced up, grinned, and 

returned to his coloring. 

The yelp of a baby burst from the delivery ward. A lusty cry, manly 

cry. A minute later, a doctor stepped through the doors. Blood soaked his lab 

coat turning it a dark pink. The tingling of terror inside me exploded into full 

on horror. Something was wrong. 

“Mr. Miller?” 

I  nodded  my  head,  sickness  pooling  in  my  intestines.  My  mind 

pictured a smiling Lilith, our child tucked in her arms. The vision vanished as 

the doctor’s words hit me. 

“There was a complication during delivery.” 

I closed my eyes. “The baby?” 

“A health boy.” The doctor smiled slightly. “A  big healthy boy.” 

“And...”  I  couldn’t  force  Lilith’s  name  past  the  lump  in  my  throat. 

Tears  burned  the  back  of  my  eyes,  but  I  stonily  stood  in  the  chaos  swirling 

inside me. 

“I’m sorry.” He cleared his throat. “Your wife...” 

I closed my eyes, waiting. 

“She died giving birth.” 

The final sacrifice. 
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Sixty Six 

  

 The Kid’s Third Birthday, the Year of Our Lord... 

  

“Hey  kid.”  I shoved Jesus  with  my foot, careful  not to spill the tray 

of  peppermint  laced  hot  chocolate  in  my  hands.  “Pick  up  your  toys,  and  go 

find somewhere else to smite Bodhi.” 

The  kid’s  bottom  lip  quivered,  tears  sparkling  in  his  blue  eyes. 

“Forget it,” I said. “Water works ain’t going to work. Now grab your fleabag 

cat, and go play in your room. Quietly,” I added with a glance at the sleeping 

babies curled in God’s arms. 

After  some  eye  rolling  and  muttered  bitching,  the  kid  did  as  I 

ordered. Bodhi cat hissed at me, but followed meekly behind the Messiah. 

“I  can’t  believe  how  much  he’s  grown  in  two  months.”  My  mom 

waved  at  the  disappearing  kid,  bumping  my  arm  and  nearly  showering 

herself  in  heated  liquid.  But  Joe  saved  the  day,  steadying  the  tray,  and  my 

mom. 

“Thanks.”  I  nodded  to  Joe,  and  he  nodded  back.  Setting  the  tray  on 

the  wobbly  coffee  table,  I  passed  out  cups  of  cocoa, adding  a  hefty  dose  of 

whiskey to mine. God raised an eyebrow. 

“Fine,” I said, pouring a splash into His mug too. 

He smiled at the babies in His arms. “Your daddy’s a wise man.” 

The  green  eyes,  God’s  green,  of  the  girl-child  in  His  right  arm 

popped  open,  and  she  squirmed  before  letting  out  a  squeak  of  displeasure. 

Ringlets confined with a tiny pink bow danced around her head as she kicked 

her tiny legs. She looked so much like her mother. 

“I’ll take her.” I scooped the next ruler of Heaven into my arms, and 

kissed her wrinkled forehead. She quieted, but only for a second. Her fingers 

groped  the  air,  reaching  for  her  brother,  who  still  lay  peacefully  in  God’s 

arms. 

“Isn’t  that  sweet,”  my  mom  gushed.  “Little  Lily  wants  her  baby 

brother.” 

Odd  was more  like  it. Whenever the two  were separated, Lily cried. 

Bubba, on the other hand, paid Lily little mind. He was too interested in his 
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next meal. Round in all places Bubba, looked like neither his mother, Mary, 

nor me. 

I  had  a  sneaking  suspicion  the  baby  shared  DNA  with  another  bald 

headed, round guy. But it didn’t matter. From the moment, I held the bloody, 

mucus  covered,  newly  orphaned  kid,  he’d  joined  my  growing  clan.  A 

sacrifice I had willingly made. 

“Mary  sends  her  best,”  Hades  said,  taking  a  seat  on  Lilith’s  white 

cushioned sofa. I nodded my head in acknowledgement. Mary had given me 

Bubba, and for that, I forgave her for trying to kill me. On the other hand, I 

wasn’t  overly  sad  when  Mary  had  succumbed  during  childbirth.  If  anyone 

belonged  in  hell, it  was she. However, her recent  hellish  nuptials to Samuel 

were enough to keep me awake at night. Together they were the match made 

in hell, literally. I shrugged, they were the Devil's problem now. Let him deal 

with her hysterics and Samuel’s thirst for the end of days. 

Lily  let  out  a  fiery  belch,  scorching  my  eyebrows,  and  shaking  me 

from my musings. She giggled as I screamed. “Damn it, Lilith. Did you feed 

Lily jalapeños again?” 

“Damn it, Jace.” Lilith glanced up from decorating the kid’s birthday 

cake, frosting streaked her cheek, and cake batter stuck like glue in her hair. 

“You  made  me  mess  up  the  cake.  Happy  Birthday,  Jesup,”  Lilith  read  the 

blue frosted text. 

I laughed, scooping up the frosted P, and smearing it on Lilith’s nose, 

thankful  for  every  second  we  had  together.  At  the  hospital,  I’d  thought  I’d 

lost Lilith forever. Instead, Mary had died. A sacrifice I could live with. 

Lily  burped  again,  this  time  frying  the  kitchen  curtains.  Like  a  pro, 

Lilith  grabbed  the  fire  extinguisher  with  one  hand,  and  smacked  me  in  the 

back of the head with her other. 

The  angel,  recently  paroled  from  his  Heavenly  imprisonment, 

suddenly appeared in front of the burning curtains. As much of a pain in the 

ass as he was, I couldn’t forget the fact he’d saved my life. Many times. Hell, 

if  he  hadn’t  fucked  up,  and  brought  me  the  kid,  I  would’ve  put  a  bullet 

through  my  brain.  No  more  Second  Coming.  And  then  where  would  the 

world  be?  Or  me  for  that  matter?  Yep,  a  divine  coincidence  had  saved  the 

day. I glanced at Our Father, and raised an eyebrow. He winked. Mysterious 

ways, my ass. 

“I brought the Messiah a birthday gift,” the angel said, and held up a 

clear plastic jar labeled, Myrrh. 

Whoosh! 

The  ensuing  explosion  leveled  the  kitchen,  sending  birthday  cake 

flying. I shook my head, gazing at my cake splattered first born demon-child. 

One part demonic-angel, and one part Son of God. Together, Lilith and I had 

created life, and just maybe saved the world. 

Third times a charm, right? 
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