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BOOK SIX: THE HOLY DARK 
 

What lips my lips have kissed, and where, and why, 

I have forgotten, and what arms have lain 

Under my head till morning; but the rain 

Is full of ghosts tonight, that tap and sigh 

Upon the glass and listen for reply; 

And in my heart there stirs a quiet pain 

For unremembered lads that not again 

Will turn to me at midnight with a cry. 

Thus in the winter stands a lonely tree, 

Nor knows what birds have vanished one by one, 

Yet know its boughs more silent than before; 

I cannot say what loves have come and gone; 

I only know that summer sang in me 

A little while, that in me sings no more. 

-“Sonnet XLIII,” Edna St. Vincent Millay 



CHAPTER ONE 

 

JORDAN 

 

Honest to God, I hadn’t meant to start a bar fight. 

“So. You’re the famous Jordan Amador.” The demon sitting in front of me looked like 

someone filled a pig bladder with rotten cottage cheese. He overflowed the bar stool with his 

gelatinous stomach, just barely contained by a white dress shirt and an oversized leather jacket. 

Acid-washed jeans clung to his stumpy legs and his boots were at least twice the size of mine. 

His beady black eyes started at my ankles and dragged upward, past my dark jeans, across my 

black turtleneck sweater, and over the grey duster around me that was two sizes too big.  

He finally met my gaze and snorted before continuing. “I was expecting something 

different. Certainly not a black chick. What’s with the name, girlie?” 

I shrugged. “My mother was a religious woman.” 

“Clearly,” the demon said, tucking a fat cigar in one corner of his mouth. He stood up and 

walked over to the pool table beside him where he and five of his lackeys had gathered. Each of 

them was over six feet tall and were all muscle where he was all fat.  

“I could start to examine the literary significance of your name, or I could ask what the 

hell you’re doing in my bar,” he said after knocking one of the balls into the left corner pocket.  

“Just here to ask a question, that’s all. I don’t want trouble.” 

Again, he snorted, but this time smoke shot from his nostrils, which made him look like 

an albino dragon. “My ass you don’t. This place is for fallen angels only, sweetheart. And we 

know your reputation.” 

I held up my hands in supplication. “Honest Abe. Just one question and I’m out of your 

hair forever.” 

My gaze lifted to the bald spot at the top of his head surrounded by peroxide blond locks. 

“What’s left of it, anyway.” 

He glared at me. I smiled, batting my eyelashes. He tapped his fingers against the pool 

cue and then shrugged one shoulder. 

“Fine. What’s your question?” 

“Know anybody by the name of Matthias Gruber?” 

He didn’t even blink. “No.” 

“Ah. I see. Sorry to have wasted your time.” 

I turned around, walking back through the bar. I kept a quick, confident stride as I went, 

ignoring the whispers of the fallen angels in my wake. A couple called out to me, asking if I’d let 

them have a taste, but I didn’t spare them a glance. Instead, I headed to the ladies’ room. 

Thankfully, it was empty, so I whipped out my phone and dialed the first number in my Recent 

Call list. 

“Hey. He’s here. Yeah, I’m sure it’s him. They’re lousy liars when they’re drunk. Uh-

huh. Okay, see you in five.” 

I hung up and let out a slow breath. Only a couple things left to do.  

I gathered my shoulder-length black hair into a high ponytail. I looped the loose curls 

around into a messy bun and made sure they wouldn’t tumble free if I shook my head too hard. I 

took the leather gloves in the pocket of my duster out and pulled them on. Then, I walked out of 

the bathroom and back to the front entrance. 



The coat-check girl gave me a second unfriendly look as I returned with my ticket stub to 

retrieve my things—three vials of holy water, a black rosary with the beads made of onyx and 

the cross made of wood, a Smith & Wesson .9mm Glock complete with a full magazine of 

blessed bullets and a silencer, and a worn out page of the Bible.  

I held out my hands for the items and she dropped them on the counter with an 

unapologetic, “Oops.” 

“Thanks,” I said with a roll of my eyes. I put the Glock back in the hip holster at my side 

and tucked the rest of the items in the pockets of my duster.  

The brunette demon crossed her arms under her hilariously oversized fake breasts and 

sent me a vicious sneer. “The door is that way, Seer. Don’t let it hit you on the way out.” 

I smiled back. “God bless you.” 

She let out an ugly hiss between her pearly white teeth. I blew her a kiss and walked out 

the door. The parking lot was packed outside now that it was half-past midnight. Demons thrived 

in darkness, so I wasn’t surprised. In fact, I’d been counting on it.  

There was a large, white, four-door pickup truck idling in the rear of the lot. Its driver had 

the window down so she could blow smoke out every so often and watch it spiral up into the 

cloudy night sky. She was black like me, but in her mid-forties; her hair, peppered with grey 

streaks, elegantly permed and pulled back into a neat short ponytail. Even though we were here 

to work, she still wore dark red lipstick and mascara just because she liked looking good.  Her 

clothes were practical as well—denim jacket, white t-shirt, black jeans, and boots.  

I opened the passenger’s door and climbed in. She glanced at me with a smirk as I put my 

seatbelt on. “Took you long enough.” 

“They patted me down, remember? It kind of takes a while, especially after I kicked the 

bouncer in the nuts for groping me.” 

She glanced at my shirt, hiding 34 B-cups, and that was being generous. “Where?” 

I smacked her in the shoulder. She laughed, making her own C-cups jiggle and turning 

me green with envy. “Shut up and drive, Myra.” 

She took one last drag on her cig and tossed it out the window, adopting a feral grin. 

“Avec plaisir.” 

She revved up the engine, threw the truck into gear, and then drove straight towards the 

building in front of us at breakneck speed.  

The impact rocketed the two of us forward in our seats. The seatbelts did their job, 

keeping us from flying headfirst out the windshield as the guard rail smashed straight through the 

wood and plaster holding the rear wall together. Dust and rubble kicked up everywhere, 

engulfing the vehicle. I let out the terse lungful of air I’d been holding and unbuckled the belt 

before leaping out.  

I drew the Glock and pointed it at anything that moved within my line of vision. The 

demons clustered around the wreckage in anger and confusion, but they stayed back when they 

saw the gun. The fat demon I’d interrogated stumbled from around the overturned pool table, his 

cigar forgotten somewhere, fury blazing in his eyes. 

“What the hell did you do that for?”  

“I told you I was looking for Matthias Gruber. You have something I need.” 

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 

“Bullshit,” Myra spoke up, cocking back the shotgun she held. She kept it steady on him, 

her voice clear and hard as glass. 

“You can either hand it over or we’ll tell your mates why we’re here.” 



He spat at her feet. “Rip ‘em apart, boys.” 

His five hulking bodyguards darted forward—two heading for me, three heading for 

Myra. They were liquid fast, almost too fast for me to see, but unfortunately for them, our bullets 

were faster. 

I plugged the dark-haired guy first, two in the chest. The bullets hissed as soon as they hit 

him and steam issued from the wounds. He fell to his knees, screaming and clawing at the holes 

as they burned him alive.  

I swung the barrel towards the blond. He grabbed it just as I fired and the bullet tore 

straight through his palm. He didn’t even flinch—instead, he wrenched it out of my grip and 

grabbed me around the throat. He slammed me into the hood of the car, squeezing so hard that 

white specks popped up all over my vision.  

I grappled for the holy water in my pocket and smashed the vial into the side of his head. 

His skin bubbled red with a second-degree burn, but he wouldn’t let go, digging his calloused 

fingers in harder. He was trying to outlast me, ignoring his own injuries because it would only 

take another minute before I’d suffocate. 

With my last bit of strength, I grabbed the torn Bible page and pressed it to his chest, 

gurgling the words, “In nomine Patris, et ego repellam te!” 

The paper glowed brilliant white and then his entire body burst into flames. He dropped 

me and screamed, clawing at his clothing, but it was more than that. His very skin was reacting 

to the purity of the holy item and decomposing from the inside. The other demons scattered as he 

rolled past them, thrashing violently until the fire took its toll. As soon as he died, the fire 

vanished, leaving a charred corpse.  

I rubbed my sore throat and picked up the page, then the gun. The tussle had distracted 

my attention from Myra, but thankfully, she had fared much better. Her shotgun had left three 

victims on the ground and she only had a bloody cheek to show for it. She was ex-military so I 

wasn’t surprised, merely jealous because I only knew basic martial arts and self-defense. Plus, I 

was only a hundred and twenty pounds soaking wet.  

“We can do this all night, Matthias,” I rasped. “Give us what we came for or this is going 

to get even nastier.” 

“Blow me, Seer.” 

I narrowed my eyes at him. “Fine. Have it your way.” 

I raised my voice to the throng of demons watching us. “Attention, bar patrons. The man 

standing in your midst who so kindly provided you with drinks and probably sacrificial virgins is 

on the Top Ten Wanted List of every angel in the known world. He is in possession of a piece of 

silver that we and the angels have been searching for. In fact, it is right there around his neck.” 

Many of them glanced over to confirm it. The necklace was a thin chain holding a gold 

coin slightly larger than a quarter. “That ain’t silver, lady.” 

“Because he painted it gold so no one would figure it out. So if you all don’t want a first 

class ride back down to the Pit, please proceed to tear his head off and hand over the coin.” 

“Bullshit, Seer,” one of them said. 

I holstered the Glock and reached into my pocket, this time withdrawing a lighter. I lit it 

and held it just underneath the Bible page, lifting my voice so they could all hear. “Afraid not, 

friend. This is a page from the personal Bible of Pope Benedict XVI. If I light it, it sends out a 

wave of energy so pure that it’ll burn your rotten souls right out of your bodies. Test me and I’ll 

toast the lot of you.” 



Furtive glances darted between the demons, some whispering to each other for 

confirmation. It was understandable. Not many common demons like these knew the sorts of 

stuff Myra and I did. And we’d been counting on it.  

“You saw what it did to your buddy. Do you really think I’m bluffing, assholes?” 

Matthias swallowed hard as he noticed the unfriendly looks he began to receive. He 

raised his huge hands, backing away from the crowd. “Don’t listen to her. If you guys rush her 

all at once, she can’t stop you all.” 

By the looks of things, they believed us and not him. Myra spoke up then. “Well, now 

you have two options, Mr. Gruber. We can take you alive or let them take you dead. What’s it 

gonna be, buddy?” 

“There’s forty of them. You can’t get out of here alive.” 

“Wanna bet your life on it?” 

He cursed under his breath, stumbling over to the truck. “Fine, fine! Get me out of here!” 

“Get in the back, fat ass.” 

He climbed into the truck as the other demons advanced, some licking their lips and 

flexing their hands eagerly as they cornered us. 

“Jordan?” Myra said. 

“Got it.” 

I nodded to Myra and she got in the truck first, firing up the engine. I stepped back until I 

could reach the rear passenger side, opening the door.  

“Oh, and one more thing.” 

I lifted the lighter to the paper, grinning. “Vaya con dios, bitches.” 

The page exploded a blinding white wave of light at them. The demons didn’t even have 

enough time to duck for cover. It blew them straight off their feet, evaporating their bodies into 

ash. The burning paper fluttered to the ground.  

I got in the truck. Myra pulled out of the gigantic hole we’d punched in the back of the 

building and drove off into the cool October night.  

“So what are you gonna do with me?” Matthias grunted, eying the Glock I kept aimed at 

his enormous midsection.  

“You gonna burn me too? Aren’t servants of God supposed to have moral codes?” 

“Usually, but you really ticked me off by lying,” I said, and it was the truth. Being tasked 

with helping souls with unfinished business cross over to the other side meant trying to do good 

whenever possible. Still, it was a rather loose creed to hold.  

“So hand over the coin and we’ll see where it takes you.” 

He sent me a hateful look. “Do you have any idea what it took to get this thing? It cost 

more than a three-level house in Beverly Hills. You really think I’m just gonna hand it over to 

some skinny broad with a gun?” 

“You got in the truck, didn’t you?” 

He shook his head, letting out an ugly chuckle. “Sorry, sweetheart. You’ll have to pry it 

from my cold, dead—” 

I shot him in the kneecap. He screamed, clutching the large bloody hole and rocking back 

and forth in his seat. The silencer did its job—turning what would’ve been an excruciating 

gunshot to a loud ‘pop.’ It still made my ears ring and so I could hear the muted sound of Myra 

scolding me. 

“I just had this truck cleaned, Jordan!” she shrieked, glaring at me over her shoulder.  



“What? I had to prove a point,” I said, wiggling a finger in my ear. Okay, realistically, 

yes, that had been a dumb thing to do in the back of a truck, but I had to let him know I was 

being serious. Although the accompanying headache and having to pay for getting the truck 

cleaned would be a bitch. 

“You psycho!” Matthias snarled, reaching for me, but I held the gun up higher. He 

restrained himself, nursing the wound with his left hand instead.  

“Now that I have your attention, are you going to give me the coin or do I have to give 

you a second limp?” 

“You think I can’t endure a little pain? I was born in hell. You’re nothing but a barely 

evolved monkey playing with fire.” 

I aimed at his other knee, starting to pull the trigger, but he swore again and ripped off the 

necklace. “Here. I hope you choke on it, bitch.” He tossed it in my lap. 

“And they say demons don’t have good manners,” I said, picking up the coin. It was the 

right size—about 58 millimeters in diameter—and the emblem of Augustus on the front side 

matched the others I’d seen. I rubbed my thumb across its surface and gold flakes came off, 

revealing the worn silver beneath it.  

After a second, I frowned. No, this was too easy. Why would he just have it around his 

neck? Why not put it in a safe or bury it somewhere like other demons had done? 

“Before we let you go, I have some questions as to how you got this thing—” 

Matthias kicked open the rear door with his inhuman strength and dove out of the 

speeding vehicle. Myra slammed on the brakes. I pitched forward, smacking my head against the 

back of the seat. 

“Shit!” I yelled. “Reverse, go, go!”  

She backed up the truck to turn around when we both heard the ominous horn of an 

eighteen-wheeler. I could only watch in horror as it rammed into Matthias, sending him flying. 

He hit the pavement several feet away, his head lying at an awkward angle, his busted legs 

splayed in opposite directions. I knew beyond a shadow of a doubt that he was dead. 

“Son of a bitch,” Myra panted, sending a shocked look at me. “What the hell was that?” 

“I don’t know, but we’d better not stick around to find out. Punch it.” 

I climbed into the front seat and she hit the gas, speeding off into the dark before the 

unfortunate truck driver could capture our license plate number. Forty-six dead demons in one 

night. We were definitely setting a new record. 

My cell phone rang inside my pocket. I jumped, scared shitless thanks to the adrenaline. 

However, the area code confused me. It was from Albany, New York. No one had called from 

there in months. 

“Hello?” 

“I’m looking for Jordan Amador.” 

“Speaking.” 

“This is in regards to Lauren Yi, who had you listed as an emergency contact. I’m sorry, 

but there’s been an incident.” 

My blood ran cold. It must have shown on my face because Myra gave me a concerned 

look. 

“What? What is it?” 

“Drive me to the airport. Right now.” 



CHAPTER TWO 

 

JORDAN 

 

Hospitals gave me the creeps. All of them, no exceptions. Part of the reason was an 

inherent childhood fear thanks to the psychiatric hospital that had abducted my mother when I 

was five years old. The other part was thanks to two archdemons who kidnapped me and tried to 

kill me two years ago inside a hospital. Still, I ignored the tiny voice inside me that screamed for 

me to get the hell out and continued my way through the hallway of the Outpatient medical 

center. Every time a doctor passed by, I flinched and tried not to look at their bright white lab 

coats. It was ridiculous. I had killed bloodthirsty monsters from another plane of existence and 

saved the world twice, yet a stupid piece of clothing made me want to run home and hide 

beneath the bed. 

It had been too late at night for me to catch a red eye flight out of Kansas, so I caught one 

early this morning. I’d thrown my stuff in a hotel, grabbed a coffee to stay awake, and headed 

straight for the hospital where they were keeping Lauren.  

I reached the room in less than a minute from the elevator. My hand froze on the 

doorknob. I stood there, breathing heavily, remembering the last thing Lauren said to me a year 

ago. She’d hung up on me, her voice icy as she told me goodbye. Was she still angry? How 

badly was she hurt? What could I even do about it? What was I doing here, truly?  

I took a deep breath. You’re just checking on her, Amador. Man up and do it. 

I opened the door. The room was freezing cold. I had to resist the urge to button up my 

duster to shut out the chill. A couple of other patients dozed in their beds. I walked past them and 

found her in the last bed to my right.  My chest constricted as I saw her for the first time in 

almost a year. 

Lauren was a couple inches taller than me with naturally straight black hair that used to 

make me envious. Mine had to be treated to get that perfect glossy look that fell around the 

shoulders. She was Korean, buxom, obnoxious, and hilarious. She’d been in the hospital for over 

a day so they’d cleaned her up a bit, meaning she had no makeup on. I knew she was twenty-

seven, but she looked years younger lying there.  

Her right arm was in a cast and a sling, resting against her stomach. There was a bruise 

on her cheek as well. They said she got mugged. I hoped they caught the bastard. Hell, I hoped I 

caught the bastard so I could teach him some manners. 

Lauren opened her eyes, sending a sharp jolt of fear and surprise through my gut. I’d 

hoped she wouldn’t wake up just yet. Her gaze wandered around for a few seconds, probably a 

result of the painkillers, before settling on me.  

I offered her a weak smile. “Hey, Lauren.” 

Her voice came out hoarse. “Jordan?” 

“Yeah. I, uh, hopped on the first thing smoking to get here. It was shitty, by the way. The 

carry-on alone put me back eighty bucks. Don’t ever fly with—” 

“Get out.” 

I managed to cap my nervous verbal diarrhea, staring at her. “What did you say?” 

She raised her voice, glaring a hole through my head. “Get. Out.” 

I stepped forward, imploring her. “Lauren, I know you’re mad, but please, just let me 

explain—” 



“I’m not going to tell you again. Get out!” she shouted. It was so loud the guy in the bed 

across from us woke up. I had never heard her sound like that, not to me, only to her scumbag 

ex-husband.  

“Okay. I’ll go. I just…wanted to check on you,” I mumbled, turning away from the fury 

in those brown eyes. I shuffled out of the room and collapsed in a chair in the hallway. Guilt 

gnawed through my insides. I squeezed my eyes shut and buried the pain inside me as deep as I 

could. I felt ashamed of myself. I wanted to go back home and crawl under the covers and block 

out the world. But that wasn’t going to happen. It didn’t matter if she had disowned me. I still 

had to make it up to her, somehow. Too bad if it ripped a new scar in my hide. I had plenty as it 

was. 

Time dripped off the clock. I stayed where I was, mentally constructing a speech that 

would hopefully get me back into her good graces. Sometime during this process, a nurse tapped 

me on the shoulder.  

I glanced up to see a pretty black woman, mid-thirties. “She’s asking for you.” 

“Huh?” 

“Ms. Yi. She wants to see you.” 

I checked my watch. Holy hell. I’d been here four hours and didn’t realize it. I nodded 

too many times and stood up, wobbling on account of my legs falling asleep. I opened the door 

and made my way back to her bed, expecting the worst.  

“Um, you called for me?”  

Lauren stared me down for at least a minute. I tried my hardest not to fidget. At last, she 

spoke and her tone was still disapproving.  

“Why are you here?” 

“I had to make sure you were alright.” 

“Oh, so now you care?” 

I shut my eyes for a second. “Yes. I do.” 

“What do you want me to say? Are you expecting me to forgive you?” 

“No, not really. You’re pretty stubborn. Besides, if I were in your ridiculously high Prada 

heels, I’d be mad too.” 

The ghost of a smirk touched her lips. I almost felt better. I wasn’t much of a friend, but I 

could make jokes until the end of the world. Which, come to think of it, might one day be my 

fault.  

“Well, I didn’t call you in here to forgive you,” she said, sitting up a bit against her 

pillows. “I called you in here to ask you a question.” 

“What?” 

“Why did a man claiming to be a demon follow me home and break my arm?” 

I froze like someone dumped liquid nitrogen on me. How the hell did she know about 

demons? The reason we were no longer friends was because I lied about what I did for a living 

for three years straight. Normal people weren’t allowed to know about angels, demons, and 

Seers. It was what had kept them sane and alive for centuries. Well, alive, anyway.  

I swallowed, hoping she couldn’t see my discomfort. “What?” 

“You heard me,” she said in a deathly quiet voice. 

I licked my lips, trying to buy myself some time. “Lauren, are you sure that’s not the 

painkillers talking? You’re not making any sense.” 

She glared. “You want to play this game? Okay. Let me tell you what happened. I got off 

work around six o’clock. Lily was at the babysitter’s. I wasn’t going to pick her up for a couple 



of hours, so I went home to change and start dinner. I got off the bus and there was this bearded 

blond guy following me. He kept it up for two blocks so I went around the corner and got my 

mace out. When he came around, I blasted him right in the face. He didn’t flinch. In fact, he 

laughed it off like I’d sprayed water on him or something. He shoved me over and told me I was 

supposed to send a message. When I fell, it gave me a second to get out my keychain knife. He 

grabbed me by the ankle and dragged me towards him. I stabbed him in the throat.” 

She set her jaw, pausing for a second. “I didn’t miss, Jordan. I know where I stabbed him. 

It should have killed him. Instead, the guy just smiled, pulled it out, and threw it aside. He told 

me he was a demon and that I was to tell you to back off or they’re going to kill everyone you 

love. Then he broke my arm and left me there.” 

Tears leaked down the sides of her cheeks. She wiped them away, but there was an echo 

of panic and ire as she spoke again. “So don’t you stand there and lie to me anymore. Who are 

you, Jordan? I could have died. I could have left my daughter to be raised by that selfish son of a 

bitch I divorced. Tell me the truth. You owe me that, damn you.” 

I couldn’t look away. Her gaze burned into mine—accusatory, unyielding, and almost 

fearless somehow. She didn’t look like a girl or a waitress or a mother. She looked like a warrior 

who wanted her next mission. 

I sat down in the chair next to her, clasped my hands, and told her. 

Everything. 

Half an hour had passed by the time I finished. Through it all, she sat there watching me 

with a guarded expression. It was hard to tell how much of it she absorbed and how much she 

rejected, but that wasn’t really the point anymore. Normal people couldn’t be told the true nature 

of things unless they saw it for themselves. It was a horrible, violent situation, but somehow it 

left me vindicated. For years, I dumped on myself for lying to one of the only friends I had in the 

world. At least now I could clear the air, whether she believed me or not.  

“So,” Lauren said. “You help ghosts with unfulfilled wishes cross over to the astral plane 

for judgment.” 

“Yes.” 

“And you hunt demons.” 

“Yes.” 

“And you’re married to an angel.” 

“Yes.” 

She paused. “…so basically, you’re Dean Winchester.” 

I made an exasperated sound. “I am not.” 

She smirked. “Yeah, sure. Now that we’re done cracking jokes, am I really supposed to 

believe all this crap you’re telling me? That God is real and that you almost caused the 

apocalypse last year?” 

“You said you saw the demon with your own eyes.” 

“It might be explainable. He was pretty muscular, and some people actually have an 

immunity to pepper spray and mace. I want proof. Solid, indisputable proof that what you’re 

saying is real and you’re not just making up a story to get me to stop being mad at you.” 

I sighed. I knew that stubborn tone. It made sense, of course. Explaining my life out loud 

made me sound like I was a few knives short of a cutlery. “Fine. But don’t scream, okay?” 

She eyed me as I stood up and took the apple resting on her food tray. “Okay.” 

I set the apple on the nightstand and grabbed the blue curtain, dragging it all the way 

around until no one else in the room could see us. I stood about two feet away from the apple and 



concentrated, unfurling my energy from inside me. Once it was flowing freely, I lifted my hand, 

palm flat and facing the fruit, and spread my fingers.  

I closed my fist. The apple collapsed into six separate slices. Lauren’s jaw dropped. 

“Did…did you just?” 

I nodded, offering her a sheepish smile. “Yeah.” 

She reached out her good arm and picked up a slice, inspecting it. “How?” 

“I mentioned spiritual energy earlier. It’s hard to describe, but it’s like an invisible life 

force that can be harnessed for attack, defense, and healing. Believe me now?” 

She rubbed her fingers over the nightstand, impressed that I hadn’t cut it, just the apple 

itself. “I’m starting to. But before we get into the massive philosophical and religious 

implications of what you told me…” Lauren bit into an apple slice, fixing me with a steady look. 

“…you care to tell me what it is you’re supposed to ‘back off’ from?” 

I sighed and sat down again, rubbing my sinuses as exhaustion tugged at the back of my 

eyes. The coffee was wearing off. “Eight months ago, an archeologist named Dr. David Faust 

claimed to have discovered the thirty pieces of silver that were paid to Judas Iscariot to betray 

Jesus Christ.” 

“Yeah, I remember reading about it in the tabloids. Why does that matter?” 

“It turns out they weren’t fakes. The coins were the real silver Judas was paid. Certain 

items in the human world that are directly involved with events or figures from the Bible have 

supernatural properties. The silver is so impure that the angels literally cannot lay hands on it. 

Hell, they can’t even get near the things. The coins drain them of their powers until they slip into 

a coma and die. However, Faust was one of the few normal people who knew about ghosts, 

angels, and demons. He knew that if anyone found out about the coins, they’d be out for blood, 

so he hid them all over the globe and then went underground. Still, somehow, the demons found 

out and started searching for them. That’s a lot of ground to cover. The angels recruited me and 

the other Seers to track them down and get them all back.” 

“Other Seers? What other Seers?” 

“There are six of us, so far. They all awakened within the last year and were trained by 

the archangels. Each time we find a new piece, we hide it in a separate location so no demon can 

get his or her hands on it again.” 

“I don’t get it. If they’re so dangerous, why not destroy them?” 

I almost smiled. My girl was smart. “That’s the problem. We’ve tried everything. They 

won’t break into smaller fragments and they can’t be melted down by fire. We’re still trying to 

figure out a way to destroy them, but until then we keep them out of the demons’ hands. Right 

now, we’ve found fifteen of them. I’m guessing the demons are getting desperate since they went 

after you.” 

She swept her hair away from her face, breathing deep to calm herself. “So I’m a target 

now? What about my daughter? Would they come for her?” 

I winced. “It’s possible, but I think since they already sent a message through you, Lily’s 

going to be safe. But I’m not taking any chances.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“If they want me out of the game, that’s fine. The others can handle it. I’m not losing 

you.” 

“Are you shitting me?” she snapped, making me jump. “You can’t just let those bastards 

win. You’re not a quitter, Jordan. You never have been.” 

“Lauren, it’s not that simple—” 



“The hell it isn’t. You hunt the bastard who did this down and feed him his own dick. All 

those years you didn’t tell me the truth and now you do and you’re just going to let him walk? 

No way. You wouldn’t.” 

“I have to.” 

“Why?” 

“Because you’re all that’s left!” 

She stopped mid-rant. “What?” 

I smoothed my hair away from my forehead, reminding myself to calm down. Any more 

yelling and the nurse would come in to check on us. If she heard the conversation, she’d want to 

cart me off to the psychiatric wing.  

“You’re all that’s left, Lauren. I can’t lose you. I don’t have anyone else.” 

“Yes, you do. You’re married.” 

I held up my left hand, showing her my naked ring finger. “Michael left me ten months 

ago.” 

She covered her lips with one hand, her voice gentler now. “Jor…why didn’t you tell 

me?” 

I offered her a wan smile. “We weren’t speaking at the time, remember?” 

“What happened? I mean, I knew that he left Albany and quit his rock band, but I thought 

he was with you.” 

I opened my mouth to answer, but then someone tugged the curtain aside. I glanced over 

my shoulder. The nurse from earlier gave us a timid smile, gesturing towards the door. 

“I’m sorry, miss, but visiting hours just ended. I need you to leave.” 

“Alright.” 

Lauren caught my sleeve as I stood. “Jor—” 

“It’s okay. I won’t go far. I’ll be back as soon as they let me in. I promise.” 

“I’ll hold you to that.” She let go. I nodded to her and followed the nurse out. She headed 

down the hallway. I waited until no one was watching. When the coast was clear, I quickly 

traced a cross over the door and muttered the most powerful prayer I knew to bless the entrance. 

It took a bit out of me, but it was a solid enchantment. No way a demon would get through it, not 

unless he wanted to burst into flames.  

Normally, a prayer like that wouldn’t work in a public space, but I had a personal stake 

that tied me to the room. Everything with spiritual energy was based on rules and balance. I 

could only bless a place that I had a personal connection to, not just anywhere. Lauren and I had 

been friends for over six years now, so our souls were connected on a certain level, even though 

she wasn’t a Seer.  

After I finished, I headed back the way I’d come in, searching through the hallway until I 

found who I was looking for: an angel. He was slender and dark-haired with glasses—a med 

student, by the looks of things. I let my energy flow out of me so it would be easy to detect and 

stopped him as he started to walk past. 

“Hi. Um, you probably don’t know me, but I could really use a favor. Could you keep an 

eye out for my friend in the outpatient wing? Her name’s Lauren Yi. She has a broken arm and—

” 

He jerked his arm away. “I don’t take orders from Seers, least of all you.” 

The venom in his voice made me draw back. I tried again. “I’m sorry, I wasn’t trying to 

order you to do anything. It’s just that she’s in trouble—“ 

“So are a lot of people.” He started to brush past me, but I stepped in front of him. 



“It’s not her fault that she’s friends with me, okay? Can you please just do this? I promise 

it won’t be for long.” 

His brown eyes narrowed. “You promise? Like you promised you wouldn’t release the 

Leviathan or make a deal with an archdemon? You understand if I’m skeptical. You betrayed our 

Commander. I owe you nothing.” 

With that, the angel stormed away, his energy crackling like lightning in his wake. I 

watched him go, as breathless as if he’d just punched me in the stomach. Great. I’d had the worst 

night of my life, now with an extra helping of guilt. Just another day in the life of Jordan 

Amador. 

“Miss? Are you alright?” A man spoke from behind me.  

“I’m fine. That guy’s bedside manner is pretty terrible,” I said, hoping the joke would 

mask the pain in my voice.  

“Well, maybe mine is a little bit better…Seer.” 

My head jerked around to see a man wearing baby blue scrubs. Dirty-blond hair, a dense 

beard that stretched down to his neck, and huge hands with chewed up nails. Too late, I felt the 

cold aura around him—the telltale sign of a demon.  

I threw a punch, not caring if it connected because I just needed some space between us. 

He dodged it easily, grabbing my wrist and twisting it. I cried out and he wrenched my right arm 

behind my back, clapping one hand over my mouth. He dragged me into the empty room to our 

left and kicked the door shut.  

“I’ve heard a lot of things about you, Jordan,” he hissed in my ear as I struggled. “They 

say you’re pretty smart, but I guess that’s an exaggeration. You fell for my trap even faster than I 

thought. So scared I’d kill your bestie that you walked right back into Albany without thinking 

twice. Honestly, I’m a bit disappointed.” 

He turned his head until his nose met the nape of my neck, inhaling. “Still, it’d be a 

shame to just kill you. I want to have a little fun first. Got to see what makes you such a hot 

commodity that a Prince of Hell would let himself get killed over you. You must be one sweet 

piece of ass, baby.” 

I bit down on his first finger and elbowed him in the gut as hard as I could. He grunted 

and let go of my face on instinct alone, but not my arm. I whirled around and kicked him in the 

crotch. He howled in pain. Didn’t matter that he had superhuman strength. Nuts were nuts.  

I snatched my arm free and held out my hand, palm flat. “Strike!” 

An invisible shard of energy sliced through the air and plunged into the upper part of his 

chest, spilling blood onto the linoleum. Dammit! I’d aimed too high. Not a killing blow.  

“Bitch!” the demon growled and then he tackled me onto the floor. I hit it hard, the wind 

knocked out of me, but didn’t stop to feel the pain. I had only seconds to get the upper hand or 

he’d rape me and eat me and laugh while he did it.  

He wrapped his huge mitts around my neck and choked me, grinning as I thrashed and 

scratched his arms. “Please, keep struggling. That only makes it better.” 

My limbs got rubbery and numb. Less than a minute now. Come on, Amador, move! 

Feebly, I grabbed the rosary dangling from my neck, wrapping it around my fingers. I 

slammed my fist into the side of his head. The cross dug into his temple and burned an 

impression into his skin. He belted out an agonized scream and let go.  

I gulped in a quick breath and kneed him in the side, knocking him over onto his back. I 

straddled him and punched him with the rosary again and again. His blood splashed against the 



floor, painting it crimson. I didn’t stop until my entire arm shook with pain and my knuckles 

were marred with blood—both his and mine.  

He lay prone underneath me, moaning incoherent words from the pain. There were 

imprints of the cross burned all over his cheeks, his nose, and his forehead. The son of a bitch 

would look in the mirror and remember not to fuck with a woman ever again.  

I grabbed a fistful of his blond hair and jerked his head back so he’d meet my eyes. 

“Listen and listen good, shitbrain. If you ever touch someone I love again, I will shove this cross 

down your throat and watch you choke on it. You want to know why a Prince of Hell wanted me 

so bad? Now you do. I’m not a nice girl. I’m a Seer. It is my job to save the people of the world 

from vultures like you. Now you take that back to whoever your boss is and let him come find 

me, if he’s stupid enough. I’ll bury you all if I have to.” 

I slammed his head against the tile. He made another hurt noise. I relished the sound. 

Then I stood up, unraveled the rosary from around my hand, and headed for the door. Just after I 

opened it, I heard an unearthly roar from behind me. He was making a last ditch attempt to stop 

me. I turned, reaching for the rosary again, but instead someone behind me from the hallway 

spoke one word. 

“Strike!” 

An energy shard flew past my cheek and lodged itself in the demon’s forehead. He fell 

backwards, dead on the spot.  

“Awful manners, these demons. No respect for their elders,” a polite male voice said 

from the hallway. It was one I had known for years, one that had soothed my fears and given me 

strength more times than I could count.  

I turned to see the archangel Gabriel smiling softly down at me. 

“Welcome back, Jordan.” 



CHAPTER THREE 

 

JORDAN 

 

“Gabriel? What are you doing here?” I asked, raking my gaze across him just to make 

sure I was seeing right. It was slightly difficult to do, as Gabriel was six-foot-six and his short 

feathery blond hair nearly scraped the ceiling. As always, he was impeccably dressed—his 

trench coat was dark grey, his easily three-thousand-dollar black suit pressed to perfection, and 

his Armani dress shoes shone in the fluorescent light overhead. He’d chosen these clothes to 

accent his sky blue eyes, no doubt. It worked. 

The suspicious lack of spectators to the murder was his doing. Gabriel had people 

everywhere, angels and humans alike, so he’d cleared the area ahead of time to talk to me. In the 

real world, he was the head of a multinational corporation, one that had come under fire a year 

ago thanks to me. He had less money and less status now, but it was still enough to get around. 

“I am saving your life, apparently,” he said, eying the dead demon behind us. He 

motioned for me to go back into the room.  

I obeyed, shutting the door behind us and locking it. “Thanks. Really. But you’re gonna 

have to do better than that.” 

He stepped around the corpse and slid his hands into his pockets. “I heard Lauren was 

hurt. The nature of it seemed unusual, so I decided to come down to check it out. Lo and behold, 

the chatter around the fallen is that someone lured you here to kill you. Seems the rumor had 

some truth to it.” 

“No shit. But why now? We’ve been hunting down the coins for months. Think they’re 

getting desperate?” 

“Most likely, but that’s not the only reason I’m here.” 

His expression sobered. I got uncomfortable very quickly. Gabriel had always been a 

jovial kind of guy, even before we broke ties with each other. If he got serious, then things were 

at their worst.  

“I need your help, Jordan.” 

“With what?” I asked, wanting to cross my arms, but then remembering it would smear 

blood all over my favorite duster. Couldn’t have that. “I don’t see why you can’t ask any of the 

other Seers. They seem to get in less trouble than I do.”  

“They lack a particular skill that you possess.” 

“And that is…? 

He cleared his throat. “I need you to help me find Michael.” 

My spine stiffened and my blood practically vibrated through my veins. The room swam 

in front of my vision for a few seconds before I could control it. No one had spoken his name to 

me in months, and for good reason.  

“Are you kidding me?” I asked, not hiding the anger. 

“I am afraid not.” 

“How can you not find the Commander of God’s Army on your own, Gabriel? I thought 

you were angels. You’re the ones who get shit done down here.” 

“He went AWOL about a month ago. We thought we’d be able to find him, but we can’t. 

He’s hidden himself too well. You know I would never ask this of you unless it was a serious 

matter.” 



“I’m already up to my ears in a serious matter. Do you really expect me to drop 

everything to go after the man who dumped me?” 

“I understand your reluctance—” 

“My reluctance?” I said with a bark of harsh laughter. “Understatement of the century, 

Gabe.” 

“—but,” he said, ignoring my sarcasm. “It is important that we recover him. It is not just 

your life that the demons have declared war on. It’s his as well.” 

“Yeah, well, last time I checked, he can take care of himself. He doesn’t need me to 

watch his back. He made that perfectly clear.” 

I turned and opened the door, but then he appeared behind me, pushing it closed. He 

sighed—a quiet, but deeply emotional sound. 

“Jordan, please. I am asking you as a friend. I am worried about him. He has not been 

himself since he left you. I cannot change what happened between you two, but you are both still 

my family. I want you to be safe. Truly.” 

I let go of the doorknob and faced him. It hurt to see the pain etched into his features. He 

was still sweet, sensitive, and like an older brother to me. Truthfully, if he asked for the moon, 

I’d fly my ass up there and get it for him.  

I touched his cheek with my non-bloodied hand. “You know I’d do anything for you, 

Gabriel. But this…I can’t. Not after everything that’s happened. Michael is a big boy. If he 

doesn’t want to be found, there is a reason for it and you know that. You’re just worried it’s 

something bad. It won’t be. He’s better than that.” 

The archangel nodded, lowering his hand from the door so I could leave. I rose on my 

tiptoes. He stooped to my height and let me lay a kiss on his cheek.  

“By the way,” I said, pausing in the doorway. “You look great.” 

He smiled. “So do you.” 

I closed the door behind me. I’d been right. 

Hospitals definitely had it in for me. 

 

 

“Is it just me, or can Jordan not stay out of trouble for two seconds?” 

I sighed. “It’s not just you.” 

“Thought so.” 

The other Seers in the Skype chat agreed, filling the air with equally sarcastic comments. 

I leaned my head back against the cheaply-made headboard to my bed, wishing it would just 

bash me unconscious. They had a point, though. For some reason, people tried to kill me a lot. It 

was getting to be slightly ridiculous. 

“I mean, I’ve been a Seer for what? Five months? Someone’s only tried to kill me once.” 

“Right? What’s she doing that gets the demons so hot and bothered? Er, poor choice of 

words, but you know what I mean.” 

“Guys—“ 

“I don’t know, maybe she’s like demon catnip. They can’t resist.” 

“Seriously, guys—” 

“Or maybe she’s like that stupid Twilight chick and her blood is some kind of crazy 

demon aphrodisiac and they just want to eat her.” 

I slammed my palms down on my laptop. “Can we focus please?” 

They laughed. “Relax, Jor. We’re just poking fun. Give it a rest.” 



“Yeah, ha-ha-bloody-ha. My wounds are healing fine, by the way.” 

“Stop with the pity party,” Myra chimed in, sounding as though her mouth were full. It 

was dinnertime in her neck of the woods—and coincidentally my neck of the woods—so she was 

probably eating something out of the fridge at the moment.  

“What do you want from us? Seems like you’re rightfully screwed.” 

Such a supportive group of people. I tried not to dwell on it. “Did you find out why 

Matthias offed himself?” 

“Not precisely,” Myra said. “But rumor has it that he was just a small fry. He works for 

someone bigger, and if they find out he lost a coin to us, he’s boned. We figure he took the fast 

and nasty way downstairs to plead his case before they find out through the grapevine like 

usual.” 

“Are we talking an archdemon?” 

“Not sure,” Rachel said. She sounded sleepy. Made sense. She lived in London and God 

only knew what time it was there. “Still no sightings of them since last year when the Leviathan 

awoke. It’s likely. Just don’t know if it would be one of the usual suspects.” 

“It sounds more up Mulciber’s alley,” Martinez said. Of our group, he stayed up the latest 

on a regular basis since he was a hardcore gamer and thus sounded the most awake. Plus, he 

lived in Dallas. It wasn’t that late in his time zone.  

“According to Jordan, Belial’s a lot more devious. He likes to make things personal. 

Then again, putting a price on her head is pretty personal,” Mickey said, though his voice came 

through a bit tinny because he lived in Sydney, Australia. Bad reception. 

“Point taken,” I said, trying not to think about it too much. I hadn’t seen the archdemon 

Belial for close to a year either and I was praying it would stay that way. “What do you think 

should be our next course of action?” 

“I think the original mission should still be in focus,” A.J said through the crunch of what 

I guessed was popcorn. Dammit, they were all making me hungry now.  

“Only half of the coins left and this whole mess’ll be over. If the demons get antsy, we’ll 

have to call in the big guns. Ask some angels for back up.” 

“That might be harder than I thought,” I admitted. “I bumped into one today and he was 

not happy with me in the least.” 

“You, probably not. Us? Eh. We might get some leniency, y’know?”  

“Thanks for the sympathy.” 

“You’re welcome.” 

I rolled my eyes. A.J. was a dyed-in-the-wool, Bronx-born New Yorker. That was the 

most sympathy I was probably ever going to get. “Fine. See what they say if we ask for some 

extra backup. What’s the word with those psychotic necromancers in Berlin? Any luck catching 

them?” 

“I’ve been in contact with the angels there,” Rachel said. “They haven’t been using them 

to murder anyone for a couple weeks. The trail’s gone cold, for now at least.” 

“Any theories as to why?” 

“The chatter is that they’re not just bloodthirsty or mad with power, but rather 

mercenaries for hire. They think someone’s hired them for a big job and that’s why they’ve gone 

ghost. Er, no pun intended.” 

“More good news,” I said with a sigh. “Keep me updated. I’m staying in Albany another 

day or two to make sure they don’t come after Lauren again. Stay on mission. I’ll check in 

tomorrow night if it stays quiet here.” 



Five other voices chorused in agreement and I ended the chat. I stared up at the crookedly 

swinging ceiling fan above me and wondered if my head would explode from the stress of recent 

events. Well, at least I was back in Albany. It had been a while. If I had time, maybe I could 

swing by my old job at a Southern cuisine restaurant called the Sweet Spot. I had been a waitress 

alongside Lauren up until a year ago when everything went south. I still missed the old joint 

from time to time. 

I shut the laptop and laid it on the bedspread. Wasn’t in the mood to surf the web. I tried 

not to think about the angel in the hospital and how his eyes burned with hatred when he looked 

at me. Not too long ago, we’d all been amigos. I’d even saved their Commander from wandering 

the earth as a poltergeist. One little mistake and now I might as well be a demon in their eyes.  

The creaking sound of the ceiling fan above me began to lull me to sleep. I couldn’t resist 

its call, not after the last couple of days I’d had. 

Pain and I were sort of unofficial best friends and had been all my life. However, this 

night was different. This night, it had shed its skin and shown me the monster beneath. Tonight, 

pain evolved to a whole new level.  

The punches landed against my jaw again and again. The leather from her gloves 

scratched welts into my cheek. My nose had broken a while ago. Blood dribbled down into my 

mouth, which was already half-full of the salty substance. The pattern continued—jaw, nose, 

cheek, jaw, nose, cheek, jaw, nose, cheek. I lost count ages ago because all of my energy was 

spent trying to remain conscious. If I passed out, game over.  

The punches finally stopped. My arms, tied at the wrists with rope and stretched to 

capacity, were numb. I couldn’t lift my head. All I could do was wheeze and try to breathe 

through my cracked ribs and shattered face.  

A hand grabbed my tangled, sweaty locks, pulling my head back. “Had enough yet?” 

I licked my busted lips and spat a huge mouthful of blood into my attacker’s face. It 

splattered across her forehead and down the side of her cheek. My grin was ugly and had 

nothing to do with happiness. It was a reflex. If I was going to die, I’d go out a smart ass. Rule 

Number One in the Amador Handbook.   

“Not hardly. When does the torture start?” 

She tore away from me, wiping off the blood with a towel one of her flunkies offered her, 

and then narrowed her black doll eyes at me. “Laugh it up, bitch. I’ve got all night to spend 

taking you apart. We’ll see if you got jokes when I’m done with you.” 

“Sure. Just make the check out to Jordan Amador, your friendly neighborhood comedian. 

I’ve got bills to pay, y’know.” A hollow laugh shook through my aching bones. She wasn’t 

wrong. I wouldn’t last more than another hour, probably. It was just as well. The average Seer 

didn’t live to see the age of fifty. I was no different. It seemed fitting that I’d be killed by a 

normal human girl instead of an archdemon or a hellhound. After all, some of the worst people 

I’d met in this life were human. 

She shook her head. Her matted brown locks flopped against her cheeks. “I’m gonna shut 

that mouth of yours up one way or another. Maybe I’ll just sew your lips shut. What do you 

think? Would you like that?” 

“Wow, you can sew? That’s pretty nifty in this day and age.” 

She punched me in the gut this time, sending a wave of pain down my stomach and into 

my legs. More blood pooled in my mouth. I spat it at her expensive looking leather boots. She 

made another enraged snarl. Ha. This was too easy.  

She jerked her head to the side, signaling one of her Mooks. “Go get the tire iron.” 



Heavy footsteps retreated. Great. Now things had kicked into high gear. It seemed this 

was the end of the line for me. I expected to feel an overwhelming sense of loss or anger or 

regret or fear, but…I didn’t. I felt oddly calm. At least it would be over. No more fighting, no 

more losing, no more loneliness. My thoughts drifted as the darkness began closing in and the 

footsteps got closer. Just before everything went black, I couldn’t help thinking one sad little 

question. 

Would Michael mourn me? 

The alarm clock in my phone went off, catapulting me out of the nightmare with the 

lyrics to “Stronger” by Kanye West. Total douche, but the man could seriously make some good 

music. The original Daft Punk song wasn’t too shabby either.   

I poked at the device until it shut up, rubbing my eyelids in order to push the grisly 

images out of my head. I tapped the bridge of my nose just to be sure it wasn’t actually broken. 

Nope. Still the same. At least for now. 

I showered, got dressed, and headed back to the hospital as soon as visiting hours opened. 

No one called during the night, meaning that so far, Lauren was alright. I hoped to keep it that 

way. 

She was talking to someone when I entered the room. I turned the corner to find her 

daughter, Lily, sitting next to her. The eight-year-old’s eyes lit up when she spotted me.  

“Auntie Jordan!” she exclaimed, hopping straight into my arms. I picked her up and 

hugged her. A warm spot filled my chest—pure, unadulterated affection. I would probably never 

have a kid with my lifestyle. Lily made my heart melt into a gooey puddle of ooze every time I 

saw her. She was sweeter than cotton candy dipped in chocolate.  

“Hey, munchkin. How’ve you been?” I asked, drawing back to look at her. She’d 

definitely grown a couple of inches. Her hair was longer than the last time I saw it, held back by 

a pink polka dotted headband that matched her shirt. Her face was still round, but she looked 

more like her mother and less like a tiny Korean Cabbage Patch Kid.  

“Good. Mom said you had to go overseas to see some family.” 

I glanced at Lauren over the child’s head. It was a surprised, but grateful look. She 

nodded to me, not needing to say anything. Last October, I had been a wanted fugitive whom the 

government thought murdered a serial killer. Lily was too small to watch the news, so she hadn’t 

seen my face on it. I had always wondered if Lauren would tell her the truth or not. In the end, 

she decided to cut me a break. Thank God for her. 

“Yeah, it was a long trip. I’m back in town to check on your mom.” 

The child glanced around expectantly. “Where’s Uncle Mike?” 

Guilt formed a cold lump in my stomach. “He’s…still out of town. He might drop by 

later, though.” 

“Oh. Are you gonna stay?” 

“I don’t know yet.” 

She kissed my cheek. “I’m still happy you’re here. We missed you.” 

“I missed you too, squirt.” I put her down, addressing her mother this time. 

“Where’s You-Know-Who?” 

Lauren smirked. We rarely spoke her ex’s name out loud when he wasn’t around. He was 

a chronic asshole and didn’t deserve to be acknowledged most of the time. “He dropped Lily off 

a few minutes ago and then went to get some brunch. The hospital food here is pretty awful.” 

“Ah. So everything’s been quiet?” 



“Yeah. They said they’ll keep me one more night just to be sure the bones are set 

properly and then I can head home.” 

I winced. I needed to get her protection detail set up soon. My wallet wouldn’t be able to 

handle too many more nights in a hotel. Plus, I was due back at work tomorrow night.  

I walked Lily over to her mom’s side and helped her onto the bed. The two cuddled 

together and Lily regaled us with tales of her previous school day. I heard the door to the room 

open and shut, tensing, but then a huge vase of flowers and a cluster of brightly colored Get Well 

balloons appeared. It took me a second to realize Gabriel was attached to them. 

“Gabe?” Lauren said, her eyes widening with delight. “What are you doing here?” 

He smiled, brandishing the gifts. “I’ve come to wish you a speedy recovery, of course.” 

The archangel placed the items on the nightstand beside her. The flowers were pink, 

yellow, and white roses, all long-stemmed and in perfect full bloom. They made the small stuffed 

bear her ex-husband bought her look like something from the dollar store. Which, to be honest, it 

probably was.  

He took her free hand and kissed it, and she giggled like a schoolgirl. I snuck a glance 

over to see her cheeks turning pink. Lauren had been nursing a crush on Gabriel since she met 

him, and God bless him, he had not a clue. She and I had a strict “no dating friends” policy, so 

she hadn’t asked him out. I got the feeling if that weren’t the case, she’d be all over him in a 

heartbeat.  

He also gave Lily a smooch on the forehead and the child giggled the exact same way as 

her mother, which was adorable. Lily was one of the friendliest kids I knew, and she and Gabriel 

bonded the second they met a few years ago.  

“How are you feeling, my dear?” he asked Lauren, taking a seat to her left.  

“Better. Should be out of here by tomorrow. Not that I’m in a hurry. It’ll be hard to wait 

tables like this,” she said, frowning a bit.  

“I’m sure your boss will cut you some slack. After all, no one can resist your charms.” 

She waved a hand to dismiss the comment, but she was grinning. “Stop it, you. Jordan 

was just telling me what she’s been up to lately.” 

He glanced at me. “Oh?” 

“Yeah. I swear, sometimes I think she’s on a holy mission or something.” She added 

emphasis on “holy,” enough that Gabriel’s eyes widened.  

Before he could pursue the matter, Lauren hit the button to call in a nurse and one 

appeared rather quickly. I got the sneaking suspicion maybe Gabriel had something to do with it. 

I caught the nurse’s appreciative glance in his direction after she came in.  

Lauren dug a couple bucks out of her purse and held them out for the nurse. “Hey, would 

you mind taking Lily to the vending machine for a snack?” 

“Not at all.” The nurse accepted the money, took the child’s hand, and led her out, giving 

us the space we needed to chat.  

Gabriel tugged at his white silk tie. “Is there something you’d like to discuss, ladies?” 

“Yes,” I said. “I told her the truth. Plus, she kind of knew already. The demon told her to 

give me a message.” 

“Oh, dear,” he breathed, palming his face with his long fingers. “How are you taking the 

news?” 

Lauren shrugged her uninjured shoulder. “I always knew Jordan was a weirdo. Not really 

that surprised, to be honest.” 



Gabriel arched an eyebrow. “Most people would have an awful lot of questions. Are you 

sure you’re not in some sort of shock?” 

“Relatively sure. I mean, the way she explained it makes sense to me—all those 

unexplained absences she had, the reason why she refused to date Michael for so long, the 

kidnapping charges, etc. Plus, my mom was Catholic. She’s probably up in heaven right now 

going, ‘I told you so.’ And anyway, I thought you weren’t allowed to answer most of the 

questions I would have in the first place.” 

“True, but I am merely astonished at how well you’ve adjusted to this information.” 

“Well, I am also on some exceptional painkillers.” 

He chuckled. “Ah. There we are.” 

“Besides, I’m more disappointed in you than Jordan.” 

He gave a start. “Me? What have I done?” 

“No wonder you never asked me out. You’re an archangel. No dating humans, right?” 

He blushed scarlet. I laughed, unable to help myself. Lauren watched him squirm in his 

seat with merciless glee.  

“N-No, it’s generally frowned upon. I apologize if I’ve hurt your feelings in the past.” 

“Oh, come off it, Gabriel. I’m only teasing. You look like you could use a joke or two. I 

know you came to tell Jordan something.”  

“Well, that’s partially true. You knowing the truth makes things a bit easier, though. I’ve 

hired a couple of my best angels to keep an eye on you and Lily until Jordan’s current mission is 

at an end.” 

“Who are they?” 

He shook his head. “It’s better if you don’t know. We wouldn’t want to accidentally blow 

their cover. They will keep a low profile and report back to me once a week. If anything 

happens, they will contact me immediately and I’ll come for you.” 

She touched his hand, the smile softening around the edges. “Thank you.” 

He squeezed her fingers in return. “You are more than welcome. In the meantime, you 

should get some rest. I need to borrow Jordan for a moment, if you don’t mind.” 

“Not in the least.”  

He stood and crooked a finger at me. I followed him into the hallway. We stood next to 

the payphone, keeping our voices low. 

“What’s up?” I asked. 

“I’m afraid I have some even worse news,” he sighed. “The demon we killed last night 

was only the first to accept the contract on your life. From what I’ve heard, they want you gone 

for a reason. I believe there is a larger scheme at work here.” 

“What kind of scheme?” 

“I’m not sure. The coins are definitely involved, though. I’ve put out orders for my men 

to keep an eye on you and the rest of the Seers until further notice.” 

I scowled. “You do realize most of the angels are mad at me, right? I’m not so sure 

they’re going to want to protect me all that much.” 

“True, but orders are orders. They will follow them whether they like it or not. 

Otherwise, they’ll have to deal with me. I’m no Commander, but I don’t take it lightly if 

someone jeopardizes the safety of one of my friends.” The hard quality in his voice made me 

relax a little. I couldn’t trust many people these days, but I knew he meant every word.  

“This scheme…do you think it’s an archdemon pulling the strings?” 



He set his jaw. “Unfortunately, yes, which means you should definitely be on high alert, 

seeing as both Mulciber and Belial personally have it in for you.” 

I rubbed my forehead. A stress headache pounded behind my right eye. “Goody 

gumdrops. What do you suggest I do about that?” 

“Head back to your place tonight. That at least gives you the home field advantage. I 

want you and Myra to head for the safe house in Montpelier. You’ll have to stay under the radar 

until we locate Faust and get the rest of the coins.” 

“Wait, you’re not going to come with us?” 

Gabriel offered me a helpless look. “No, I am afraid not. With Michael missing, I am 

next in line for the position of Commander.” 

“And that’s also why you wanted me to find Michael, isn’t it?” 

He winced. “Yes. I would feel much better with him at the helm. However, that does not 

appear to be in the cards for now. I will just have to rise to the occasion.” 

I smiled. “You’ve never met a challenge you couldn’t conquer, Gabe. You’re already 

kicking ass. Don’t doubt yourself now.” 

He shuffled his feet, a shy gesture, and then cleared his throat. Centuries of victorious 

battles under his belt and he was still modest. I adored that. “I will do my best.” 

The archangel then laid his hands on my shoulders, regarding me with those spring water 

blue eyes. “Be careful, Jordan. These are treacherous times. We can’t afford to lose you.” 

“I will. I promise.” 

Gabriel kissed my forehead, above my right eyebrow, and I almost cried right then and 

there. He had been doing that ever since he met me all those years ago. It was the only familiar 

gesture I still had left in my life.  

“I’ll be in touch.” He nodded to me and left.  

I took a deep breath and headed back to Lauren’s room. Lily had returned and was 

sharing a Kit-Kat bar with her mother. My throat tightened as I looked at them—a tiny family I 

wanted to protect more than anything, but couldn’t be near. Ain’t it always the way? 

“So,” I said, after clearing my throat. “I should get going. I’ll call and check on you guys 

every day this week. Scout’s honor.” 

Lauren sent me an even gaze over Lily’s head. “Alright. I’ll hold you to that, Amador.” 

I went over and hugged her. She wrapped her good arm around me and tilted her face 

towards my ear. “Make it out of this in one piece. I’m not taking my daughter to your funeral. 

Promise me that and I’ll forgive you for lying to me. Deal?” 

I drew back. “Deal.” 

I kissed Lily on the forehead. “Take care of your mom, munchkin. Both of you stay out 

of trouble, y’hear me?” 

“We will,” Lily chirped, waving as I walked away. I managed to make it to the door 

before the tears started streaming down my cheeks.  

Go Team Amador. 



CHAPTER FOUR 

 

JORDAN 

 

Traveling back to Chattanooga, Tennessee with the knowledge that there was a demon 

out there with my name on his To Do list was not a fun experience. I had to bury the energy that 

made me identifiable as a Seer so deep inside me that I was worried I wouldn’t be able to pull it 

back out. I wore a baseball cap and sunglasses from the airport back to my apartment and even 

stuffed my oversized grey duster—which I didn’t know until recently had made me recognizable 

to demons—into my suitcase. I caught the bus back to my place and checked every single corner 

of the hallway for explosives. Nada. For now, anyway. 

I put the keys in the door, turned the knob, and then found myself staring at a hellhound. 

He was damn near four feet tall with shaggy black fur that almost hid the bulky muscles 

of his shoulders, his haunches, and his barrel chest. His snout was long and narrow like a wolf’s 

rather than a dog’s. His ears were flattened against his skull. His upper lip slid back as a growl 

trickled out of his mouth, sending the hairs on my arms into frenzied attention. I caught a 

glimpse of the jagged rows of sharp, yellowed teeth beneath black gums.  

“Oh, shut up, mutt. It’s me,” I muttered, kicking the door shut behind me.  

Ace the hellhound paused and sniffed my boots. The growling ground to a halt. He 

glanced over me with his blood-red eyes and snorted, turning his back on me and returning to the 

den.  

I shook my head and locked the door—using all five locks to make sure no one would get 

in behind me. Plus, our place was under two separate but equally powerful protection prayers. 

No demon would cross it unless he wanted to be lit up like a Duraflame log.  

“Welcome home, roomie,” Myra said breezily from the couch, sipping on a Heineken. 

The hellhound hopped up next to her and laid his head in her lap. She began stroking his right 

ear, which he loved for some reason, and eyed the look on my face. 

“I take it all is well in Albany?” 

“Oh, of course,” I said, dropping my suitcase. “My best friend got her arm broken 

because of me, I almost got murdered in a hospital again, and oh yeah, there are demons trying to 

kill me.” 

She paused, absorbing this information. “I bought you some ice cream sandwiches.” 

“…do you ever stop being perfect?” I headed into the kitchen and grabbed said treat from 

the freezer. Dinner, schminner. After my day, I deserved dessert first.  

Our apartment was tiny and had no decorations to speak of. The complex itself was a 

common spot for students at the University of Tennessee, meaning our rent was pretty low. 

Unfortunately, that also meant having to deal with partying coeds, but there were worse things in 

life. It was a basic carpeted two bedroom, two bathroom set up on the ground floor. Myra had the 

truck to cart us around in. I was still without a vehicle. After all, where I grew up, there had 

always been a bus line. Still, the nature of our work demanded reliable transportation so as long 

as I paid for gas and split the occasional cost of repairs, all was well. Though paying to repair the 

bullet hole I made with my Glock was going to be a pain in the ass. Never doing that again.   

“So,” I said through a mouthful of delicious vanilla ice cream and soft chocolate cookie. 

“Gabriel said we need to head for the safe house.” 

Myra arched a thick eyebrow. “What? Why can’t we stay here?” 



“Not protected enough. Plus, it’ll lower the risk of civilian casualties. It’s a long drive to 

Vermont, so we’d better get packing.” 

She drained the rest of her beer, patting the enormous beast to make him lift his head. 

“Alright, alright, I’m going. What’s the plan?” 

“We regroup and try to find Faust while keeping our heads down. Gabe thinks the hit 

isn’t just on me, but all of us. Pack up your best toys and we can hit the road in the morning.” 

“What about work?” 

I winced. “I’ll just have to put in my two weeks’ notice. There’s no telling how long this 

is going to take.” 

“Good luck with that.” She then clucked her tongue and the hound followed her to her 

room. I finished my ice cream sandwich and returned to the kitchen to find myself some dinner.  

I worked as a low level cook at a Mexican restaurant in downtown Chattanooga. It paid 

enough to keep food on the table, and I genuinely liked cooking. The first time I went in there, 

I’d tried their salsa and found it a bit lacking. I was scribbling down what I thought would make 

a better recipe to try at home when the manager happened past. We ended up chatting for a 

while. He liked my idea and asked me to bring him a sample. After tasting it, he hired me on the 

spot. Plus, it helped I was bilingual, even if it was Castilian Spanish rather than the more 

common Mexican Spanish.  

We hadn’t gone grocery shopping yet so my dinner consisted of a frozen burrito and what 

was left of the pico de gallo I made a couple days ago. After eating, I retreated to my room to 

gear up.  

I cleared random clothes off my bedspread and started with the most important items: 

weapons. I had some nice guns on hand thanks to Myra’s friend at the Chattanooga Rifle Club. 

For a while, I had only needed my .38 Smith & Wesson, but the past year had gotten so rough 

that I upgraded to the Glock. Aside from that, I had a Mossberg .12 gauge, an M16 I’d swiped 

from a rather nasty demon a few months ago, and an M24 sniper rifle that Myra had loaned me 

from her Army days. Truthfully, guns had become a bigger part of my life than I would have 

liked, but it was for a reason. Using an angel’s feather meant getting up close and personal. A 

gun gave you a better shot at surviving with all your limbs intact, no pun intended.  

Each gun had its own case. I checked all four of them to make sure their parts were clean 

and tucked them away. This much hardware meant we couldn’t catch a plane. I didn’t need to 

give the authorities another excuse to toss me in the slammer.  

I grabbed the M16 and the .12 gauge to take out to the truck. As always, Myra’s car keys 

were on a rack in the kitchen, so I swiped them and went outside.  

The parking lot was empty when I walked outside, which was perfect because the cases 

looked suspicious as hell. The complex had a U-shape like a hotel and we’d parked at the center. 

I kept a quick stride, my shoulders tense in the open area. An itchy feeling crept up my spine like 

I was being watched. Could be my own paranoia. Could be a demon. No way to tell until it was 

too late.  

I was about four feet from the truck when I heard the unmistakable click of a firearm. 

I dropped the gun cases and hit the ground on my belly. A sharp whistle pierced the air 

and then the silver Saturn Ion behind me exploded. I covered my head as charred bits of metal 

and glass bounced off my back. He’d been trigger-happy. If he waited a second later, he 

would’ve gotten me.  



Ears ringing, I pushed to my knees and opened the case to the Mossberg. My eyes darted 

across the lot until I spotted a pair of legs across from me behind a burgundy Honda Accord. I 

saw the barrel of the grenade launcher tip upward, meaning he was loading another shot. Shit!  

I loaded the shotgun and aimed at his kneecaps, hoping to get lucky. I fired twice, but 

both shots dinged off the tire. He ran towards the next car on his right, probably searching for 

better cover. I got up and tore ass over to the east wall. Where the hell was my back up? Gabriel 

said he hired someone to watch over us, but they were nowhere to be found. Swell. 

I pressed my back against the solid brick and then grabbed my phone, dialing Myra’s 

number. 

“What the hell was that?” she spat as soon as she answered. 

“An impatient demon,” I said, keeping my voice low. “He didn’t hit us in the apartment, 

so I don’t think he knows where we live. He’s in the same lot as the truck. I’m stuck behind the 

corridor. I’ll keep him busy while you approach from the rear.” 

“Mm, now that’s my kind of party,” she purred. “Make sure to save a piece for me, 

babe.” 

“Will do.” 

I hung up and stashed the phone in my pocket. It wouldn’t take long for people to call the 

cops, especially since this was a college social hub. I could already hear distant shouts of alarm 

and confusion. I did not want civilian casualties, not when I could stop him. I needed to end this 

quickly. 

“Hey!” I shouted over my shoulder. “You out there, you son of a bitch? Did they pay you 

upfront to kill me? If so, I hope they can get a refund because you really suck at it!” 

As soon as the last word left my mouth, I sprinted towards the fenced-in dumpster across 

the lot. Seconds later, the spot where I’d been standing exploded, shooting flames and chunks of 

dirt everywhere. Bad news for the apartment owners, but now Mr. Trigger Happy would have to 

come around the corner to see me this time. Thick plumes of dust hid me from view, as did the 

new moon darkness.  

Still, he’d be able to see my feet, so I pressed them against the fence and suspended 

myself in the air, holding the shotgun sideways in my lap. From this angle, I could only see the 

end of the dumpster and part of the parking lot. If Myra didn’t come through, I was ten different 

kinds of dead.  

I heard the faint rasp of footsteps approaching. He was close. It wouldn’t take him long to 

find me. Time to make a move. 

I held one hand out towards the green truck about fifteen feet straight-ahead, whispering, 

“Strike!” 

An energy shard flew across the clearing and punctured a tire. The demon reacted 

without thought, blowing up the truck on instinct. He stalked over to the wreckage, inspecting 

the area to see if my mangled corpse was beside it. I angled the shotgun in his direction, praying 

my aim was accurate enough to wound him.  

I fired, aiming high. It hit him in the back of his right shoulder. He cried out, lowering the 

launcher. I shimmied to my feet, but my shirt caught on the edge of the dumpster. I couldn’t get 

upright. Shit! I watched in horror as he whirled and took aim at me.  

Just then, a long bloodcurdling howl cut through the night. A second before he could 

shoot, Ace the hellhound pounced on the demon. He slammed the hitman into the ground with 

his massive paws, pinning him against the pavement and snarling in his face.  



Myra pulled up in her truck right next to them and honked the horn at me with a grin. 

“All aboard!” 

I ripped my shirt free and raced over to the other side of the truck. I kicked the grenade 

launcher out of the demon’s reach and tossed it in the back. After I slung the shotgun around my 

back, I patted Ace on his side and he backed off enough to let me take over. I withdrew an angel 

feather from my back pocket and held it just under the demon’s bleeding neck, my voice low.  

“Get in the back of the truck with me or you can die right here.” 

Up close, he was mid-forties, dark haired, pale-skinned, and long-limbed. He wore all 

black and his shirt was bulky, meaning he had body armor on. He looked like a hitman, even if it 

was for the underworld. He glared at me, but I could tell he didn’t enjoy the thought of being 

burned alive.  

I hauled him to his feet and dragged him with me into the bed of the truck. My gun cases 

were already inside. Myra had been smart enough to scoop them up before anyone could find 

them. Ace jumped in afterwards, staying close to the demon’s feet so he couldn’t escape. She hit 

the gas and peeled out of the parking lot before any of the spectators could get a good look at us.  

We had a contingency plan for being discovered by a demon. After all, in our line of 

work, it was just an eventuality. Myra drove several miles out of town to a deserted farmhouse. It 

sat in the middle of a field of long dead corn stalks. Huge sections of the roof were missing. It 

stank of rust, animal waste, and mice carcasses. Perfect place for enhanced interrogation. 

We sat him down in an ancient electric chair we’d found at an antique garage sale and 

strapped him in. Normally, old leather and iron wouldn’t hold a demon, but we had a way around 

that too. 

I withdrew the small dagger I kept in the glove compartment of Myra’s truck and cut my 

forearm. It hurt like a bitch, but it would heal easy enough. I cupped my other hand below it to 

catch the blood and then began smearing it on the demon’s restraints.  

“With blood, I bind you to this spot. Walk no more until the spell is broken.” 

A bright red light shot outward from the blood, sealing the spell. It wouldn’t last forever, 

but it was enough to keep this son of a bitch busy for a while. He grimaced as the spell took hold 

of his body, rendering his limbs immobile.  

Myra handed me some gauze and I pressed it to the wound until the bleeding stopped. 

Ace curled up by Myra’s feet, his crimson eyes fixed on the demon like a good watchdog. I’d 

have to get him a cow bone soon. He saved my life. 

“What do you hope to accomplish here?” the demon asked in an unnervingly deep voice. 

“Do you expect me to squawk? If so, you are as stupid as you are ugly.” 

Myra pressed a hand to her ample chest. “My, you cut to the quick. No respect these 

days. Why the hostility? We’re just getting to know each other, boss.” 

She walked forward, arms behind her back, posture straight—an old habit of a soldier. 

“See, I think we can help each other. We’re trying to figure out why you guys are so hot for us 

Seers. Hotter than normal, too. Most of you like to use us for your little battles with the angels, 

but this time you seem to really want us dead. That leads me to believe there’s another 

Apocalypse brewing.” 

“Even if there was, why would I tell you anything?” he sneered. “You have nothing to 

threaten me with but a traitorous hellhound and some holy trinkets.”  

Myra leaned down to his height, her smirk now dangerous. “Oh, we’ve got more than 

that, bucko. Guess what? We’re just going to leave you here.”  

Confusion stamped across his features. “What?” 



“Yep, you heard right. We’re going to hunker down in the truck and sleep while you sit 

here stewing in your own juices for a few hours. Know why?” 

He eyed her, staying silent. “We know you’ve probably got to report in after you make an 

attempt on us. Probably within an hour. After that time passes and you don’t call, your boss 

assumes you failed. After you don’t show up in hell, he’ll assume that you’ve been compromised 

and told us everything you know. Guess what happens then?” 

“He’ll put your name on the hit list,” I finished for her. “Every demon under his payroll 

will have their eyes out for you. They’ll find you, torture you, kill you, and then continue 

torturing you in hell because they think you’re a traitor.”  

“You are bluffing,” he said, though with noticeably less conviction. 

“Are we, now? I take it you heard what happened to Matthias Gruber, right? That was 

us.”  

He said nothing. A couple beads of sweat popped up on his forehead, which spoke 

volumes to what he was thinking.  

Myra admired her French tips, continuing on in a bored tone. “Last chance. Tell us what 

you know and we’ll kill you. That way, you just go to hell and they figure you failed like the 

other guy. No skin off your back, so to speak.” 

He swallowed, his gaze flicking between the two of us. I imagined the Final Jeopardy 

music because I could practically see the gears in his head turning. Demons were purely selfish 

creatures. The mythos had gotten that right. Often, they cared more about themselves than their 

cause to corrupt humanity. If one had to choose between himself and the cause, nine times out of 

ten, he chose himself. We were taking a risk, of course. He might call our bluff. Then he could 

just wait out the blood spell, break free, and come after us again, which means we’d have to kill 

him without learning anything.  

“Fine,” he said with a grimace. “Just get it over with.” 

Myra and I shared a glance. She nodded to me. I stepped forward. “Why is there a price 

on all our heads?” 

“Our orders are to gather the coins and bring them to one location. So far, you Seers have 

thwarted us at every turn. Our success rate will be better if you no longer interfere.” 

“Why are they gathering the coins? Wouldn’t it be more useful to give them out to the 

most dangerous demons so they can fight the angels?” 

“That was not included in my orders.” 

I scowled. “I find that hard to believe.” 

He glared. “Perhaps they suspected one of us might get interrogated and didn’t want to 

give away their plan.” 

Damn. He had a point. “Who gave you the order?” 

“An archdemon.” 

“Which archdemon?” 

“Again, this was not included in my orders. I’m an independent contractor. I kill, I get 

paid, and I continue to do so until I’ve had my fill. That is all.” 

Myra stared him down for a few seconds and then addressed the hellhound. “Is he telling 

the truth?” 

Ace stood up and walked over to the demon, who leaned away from the beast as it started 

to sniff him. The sight was almost funny. Even demons knew not to screw with them. 



After a moment, the hound snorted and lay down again, confirming that the demon had 

told us all he knew. Myra spared the hitman a sweet smile, holding out her hand for my angel 

feather. I handed it to her, waving a silent goodbye to the demon.  

“Nice chatting with you, sir. Have a safe trip.” 

She stabbed him in the chest with the angel feather. He let out an agonized shriek, 

thrashing in the chair as it burned a hole through his sternum. Twenty seconds later, his head 

pitched forward. He was dead as a doornail. Good riddance.  

She gave me the feather back and yawned. “Alright, let’s bury the bastard and get home 

before anyone gets too suspicious.” 

I shook my head at her phrasing. “I’ll go get the shovels.” 

“Oh, don’t be so dramatic. Nothing like a fresh grave on a moonless night.” 

“You are warped, Myra.” 

“Amen, sister.” 

 

 

The apartment complex was practically a zoo when we returned. Police surrounded the 

area and interrogated every single tenant, us included. We made up a story about being out to 

dinner. It wasn’t a complete lie—we went to get waffles after we buried the body. We’d also 

taken the truck through a car wash to get rid of the blood the demon left behind and then changed 

out of our clothes so it’d be harder for anyone to recognize us, then parked it at a friends’ house 

and took their car home. We were nothing if not thorough. 

After about an hour of questioning, they let us back into the apartment. The popular 

theory among the tenants was that the guy whose car had gotten blown up—the first one, 

anyway—was the target. There were rampant rumors that he had ties to the Mafia. I tried my 

hardest not to laugh at the snatches of conversation I heard as we walked down the hallway to 

our room.  

As always, people gawked when they saw Ace walking alongside us. We had convinced 

the landlord he was a mixed breed of wolf, Husky, and Irish Wolfhound. People still thought he 

looked like a monster, though, and I couldn’t blame them. At least normal people couldn’t see 

the red eyes—to them, they looked yellow. It also didn’t help that he hated everyone except 

Myra, myself included. He’d never bitten an innocent bystander, but he growled like nobody’s 

business. 

Myra’s hand was on the doorknob when we both felt a presence inside. A powerful one. 

So much so that it was hard to tell if it was a demon or an angel. It just screamed ‘not human.’ 

There were too many people outside for us to draw our guns. We couldn’t just leave because the 

rest of our clothes and equipment were inside. We’d have to go in. Dammit.  

“I’ll let the mutt in first,” she whispered to me. “I’ll take cover in the kitchen. Head for 

your room.” 

“Got it.” 

Ace reared up to full height, his shoulders bunching in preparation for an attack. Myra 

counted down from three and then opened the door.  

The hellhound shoved his furry body through the doorway, spotting the intruder on our 

couch. We darted in after him, about to split up, when a female voice spoke.  

“Oh, relax. I’m not here to fight.” 

I flicked on the light overhead. It granted me the sight of a tall redheaded woman in a 

forest green button up shirt, black jeans, and knee high suede boots. She sat cross-legged on our 



black leather couch, sending a bored look at the three of us with her brown eyes. Her hair was 

long and spilled across her shoulders, curled at the edges. Her words had held a faint British 

accent in the background. I stretched my energy outward to confirm her identity. Not a demon. 

Which meant she could only be our bodyguard.  

“Well, look who finally decided to show up,” Myra said with no small amount of snark. 

“Where the hell were you an hour and a half ago?” 

The angel shrugged. “You had the situation under control. There was no need for my 

interference.” 

“Bullshit,” I said, kicking the door shut. “He had me cornered at one point. I could have 

died.” 

“Don’t be so dramatic,” the redhead said. “The Honey Badger had it handled. Well, her 

and that monstrosity.” 

She pointed a manicured nail at the hound, who growled louder. Few people knew he was 

intelligent to the point of sentience. He really didn’t like being insulted. Strike two for our 

bodyguard.  

“The Honey Badger?” Myra echoed, sounding somewhere between incredulous and 

indignant.  

I offered her a sheepish look. “My fault. I started calling you that because, to be frank, 

you don’t give a shit. The nickname sorta stuck.” 

She paused and then shrugged. “Eh. I kinda like it. Carry on, then.” 

I stepped forward, running my fingers across Ace’s thick mane. He glanced at me and 

then the growls died down. He didn’t like me, but he did trust me somewhat.  

“Why did you deem it necessary to show yourself if we’re not in danger?” I asked. “I 

thought Gabriel didn’t want us to know our bodyguard in case we blow your cover.” 

She stood up then. “I kept an eye out when you went to the farmhouse, but it was pretty 

hard to hear the conversation while I was checking the perimeter. What did the demon say?” 

“They want to bump us off and get the coins together in one location. The price on our 

heads is to make sure we stay out of the way of whatever big event is on the horizon.” 

“Hmph. Makes sense, I suppose. If that’s the case, then pack up the last of your stuff and 

head for that safe house of yours tonight instead of in the morning. I have to report back to 

Gabriel.” She brushed past us, heading for the exit.  

“Didn’t catch your name there, friend.” 

“Didn’t give it,” she replied tartly without breaking stride.  

I spoke up again as she got to the door. “Make sure he knows what a bang-up job you’re 

doing as our bodyguard, won’t you?” 

Her shoulders tensed. Part of me knew not to pick a fight with an angel who could take 

me apart with her pinky finger, but I couldn’t help it. She’d almost let me die over a stupid 

grudge. She could kiss my ass for all I cared. 

She turned, seeming to quell her anger at first. “Careful, Seer. I don’t take shit from 

anyone, least of all a cheating bitch like you.” 

I started for her, but Myra grabbed my shoulder, holding me back. “I didn’t cheat on 

anyone. And what do you care? Did you even know Michael? Or are you just another stuck up 

soldier with a chip on her shoulder?” 

She narrowed her mahogany eyes at me. “That’s something you humans wouldn’t 

understand. Angels value loyalty above all. You weren’t there when Uriel’s lover Zora was taken 

from him. I was. We were friends. He was crushed. He is still crushed. And now our 



Commander, our leader, is in the wind, probably because of your little fling with the archdemon. 

I have every right to want to watch you die and if Gabriel wasn’t Michael’s second-in-command, 

I’d kill you myself.” 

I shook off Myra’s hand, standing close enough to smell the angel’s Chanel No. 5. “So 

what? It doesn’t matter that I’m busting my ass trying to find these coins for your side?” 

“You can search all you want, Seer. You will not find forgiveness.” 

             That stung more than a little. “Wow. I’m pretty sure there’s something in the Bible about 

‘forgive and forget,’ or do you just read the parts you like and skip the rest?” 

She laughed, but not in humor. Anger clung to every sound. “The Bible? You want to 

preach to me about forgiveness? Kindness? Humility? Picture this, Seer. Thousands of swollen 

corpses floating in a sea of blood. A battlefield stained with the entrails of your brothers and 

sisters. That is what my eyes have seen through the centuries. My family murdered for the sake 

of yours. And instead of seeking revenge, our Father stands idly by and continues to instruct us 

to care for you whimpering, self-obsessed mongrels. There is not enough of the Son’s blood to 

cover your race’s indiscretions. I serve only for the sake of the angels, not yours. You and your 

kind can rot for all I care.”  

I jutted out my chin like a cocky boxer. “Go ahead then. Kill me. I dare you.” 

She stared me down for a handful of seconds. “No wonder the archdemon likes you so 

much. You reek of death and selfishness and rage. Don’t worry, though. You’ll get what’s 

coming to you soon enough, Seer.” 

She walked out the door, slamming it closed. I shut my eyes for a moment, my hands 

clenching into fists. I’d been reckless. She didn’t need an excuse to hate me and I’d given her 

another one. Nice job, Amador.  

“You sure know how to make friends,” Myra said with a sigh. “Come on, tough guy. 

Let’s get the hell out of dodge.” 

I raked the loose curls away from my face, giving her a considerate look. “Are you sure 

you wanna stick with me, Myra? I’m alarmingly proficient at getting people I care about hurt.” 

She paused. “Well then, it’s a good thing I don’t give two shits about you.” 

I chuckled, though it came out more like a reedy cough. She nodded towards my room. 

“Go get your stuff, stupid. We leave in fifteen.” 

“Thanks.” 

“Shut up. I’m making you buy me a beer for getting me into this mess.” 

“Yes, ma’am.” 



CHAPTER FIVE 

 

MICHAEL 

 

By all accounts, the woman sitting in front of me was beautiful. Her skin was smooth and 

perfectly tanned. She’d gotten her jet-black hair chopped to just below her chin. It flared around 

her head when she moved, drawing attention like a moth to a flame. Her eyes were almond-

shaped and her lashes were long. She wore a jean jacket over her black tank top and loose-fitting 

khakis. Platform heels adorned her slender feet. Every inch of her radiated sexuality and grace.  

Too bad she was a demon.  

Her brown eyes squinted through the dark as I walked towards her. She sat handcuffed to 

a metal chair that had been bolted to the floor. Normally, that wouldn’t keep a demon contained 

in the least. The holy symbols engraved in the metal did just that. They hadn’t been easy to 

obtain, but they were worth every penny.  

The basement was dimly lit, dank, and surrounded by concrete walls. An old wooden 

table sat a couple of feet away from her with all my tools, all clean and glinting from the 

overhead lamp. Forceps, tweezers, bone saws, barb wire, tourniquets, and a vast array of knives. 

I’d calculated my entrance down to the letter. About two hours in the room alone in complete 

silence with nothing save the tools would serve my purpose just fine. 

When I stepped into the light, she immediately perked up. Her eyes raked over all six feet 

of me, from my black Timberland boots all the way up to my dark brown hair and green eyes. 

“Ah. Michael. How long’s it been? Three centuries?” 

I didn’t answer. She smirked. “Nah, about four and a half. You look good. I like the 

longer hair. Not too sure about the stubble, though.” 

Again, I just stood there with my hands in my pockets, observing her as she continued.  

“So this is how you get your kicks now, huh, Mikey? Strapping demons to chairs and 

doing unspeakable things to them? Gotta say, I kind of like the new you. But I’m sure you 

already knew that. If you let me out of here, I could stoop to make it worth your while. Word 

gets around. I hear you know how to entertain a gal. So much so that most of us can’t believe 

your wife left you. Then again, she left you for Belial, who I hear is absolutely dynamite in the 

sack.” 

Olivia tilted her head to the side, shifting her short hair against one cheek. “What do you 

think he’s doing to your wife right now? Does he have her tied up in the basement like a little sex 

slave? It’s pretty hilarious when you think about it. The Commander of Heaven’s Army picked 

the only woman in centuries who could fall for a demon. I bet she loves it. I bet she’s with him 

right now, screaming his name. Jordan Amador, the archdemon’s new whorebiscuit.” 

I put my hands behind my back, wrists crossed, at attention like a good soldier. “Are you 

done?” 

She chuckled. “Why? Is it getting to you? Are you gonna cry, Mikey?” 

“Here’s how this is going to work,” I said in my most patient voice. “I’m going to ask 

you a simple question. I’m going to ask you who is calling the shots with the Judas coins 

scheme. Each time you don’t tell me the truth, I am going to remove a part of your body that 

sticks out from your torso. So if you tell me the first time, you’ll get out of this mess just as you 

are. If you don’t, then this room is going to get messy very quickly.” 

“Torture?” she snorted. “You’re threatening someone born in the fires of Hell with 

torture?” 



I shook my head. “You’re not listening.” 

“I’ve heard it all before, trust me. Might as well get chopping because I’m not telling you 

shit, archangel.” 

“That’s exactly what he said.” 

Curiosity finally lit up her eyes. “Who?” 

“Jasper. Fourth infantry. Soldier number 245647. Those exact words, actually. It was 

interesting. He lasted longer than I predicted. I was down to his nose when he finally broke. 

Good thing, too. It’s hard to hear someone pronounce consonant sounds without nostrils.” 

“You’re bluffing.” 

“That’s exactly what she said.” 

“She who?” 

“Rebecca. Nineteenth infantry. Soldier number 876549. She caved faster than I predicted. 

It was her legs that did her in. She masqueraded as a dancer when she wasn’t working for your 

boss. Didn’t like the idea of becoming a double amputee.” 

Olivia shook her head. “You’re just talking out your ass. I know Rebecca. You didn’t get 

her to talk.” 

I walked over to her. Her muscles strained against the chair. It was hard to tell if she was 

trying to shrink away or launch herself at me. Fight or flight, just like most demons in sticky 

situations.  

I leaned down until our faces were inches apart. “Who do you think gave you up?” 

“Liar.” 

“You should know better. Angels don’t lie.” 

She kept shaking her head. “No. She didn’t give me up. You’re lying. You’re lying, 

archangel.” 

“You have a cup of Colombian supremo coffee from Innkeepers’ Fresh Roasted Coffee 

every Monday morning at six thirty am. All I had to do was wait for you. Her instructions were 

very specific.” 

“Fuck you!” she shouted, her breath ragged. “When I get out of here, I am going to rip 

your wings off and sodomize you with them, you putrescent slimeball.” 

“Typical emotional response for a demon,” I said. “First, you taunt. Then, you deny the 

facts. Then, you threaten. Do you know what comes after that?” 

She glared at me. I continued. “Silence. You automatically revert back to your military 

training. ‘Do not give the enemy anything.’ That’s what your master instructed each of you when 

you were born in Hell. That’s fine. I’m patient.” 

I could see it now. A fresh blossom of fear bloomed behind her eyes. She was starting to 

realize the truth. I reached into my rear jean pocket.  

“What’s behind your back?” 

I held up the item in my hand. “A syringe.” 

She eyed the clear liquid inside it. “What? You think sodium pentothal will get me to 

talk? Fat chance.” 

“It’s not sodium pentothal,” I replied, pushing her head aside for access to her neck. 

“It’s holy water.” 

I jabbed the needle in and pushed down on the plunger. The second the liquid 

disappeared inside her, Olivia screamed. She thrashed back and forth, shaking the chair. Every 

breath was another agonized shriek that echoed around me like a macabre symphony.  



“It’s going to take a while for your body to expel the holy water,” I said over her 

anguished cries. “You have until then to consider my question.” 

I turned and walked out, locking the door behind me. The screams stopped. The 

soundproofing had been a good idea. Kept things quiet around these parts. 

My cell phone made a chirping noise when I reached the top of the stairwell. No signal in 

the basement. I had a voicemail. Then I noticed the time and cursed under my breath, dialing the 

number. 

“Hey. It’s me.” 

A tiny, shaky female voice answered. “W-Where were you? You didn’t p-pick up.”  

“It’s okay, I’m here now. What’s wrong?” 

“It’s happening again. I-I tried doing what you told me, but it didn’t work.” 

I shut my eyes. Damn it. “Where are you?” 

“The, um, the bathroom.” 

“Are you alone?” 

“Y-Yeah. I locked the door.” 

“Can you remember what caused it?” 

“N-No, I was just in class and the teacher called on me.” 

“What subject?” 

“Math.” 

“Didn’t you get a D on your last test?” 

“Um, yeah, I t-think so.” 

“That’s probably the trigger. I need you to slow your breathing.” 

“I c-can’t!” 

“Yes, you can. Breathe slowly with me. Listen to my voice. Breathe in. Breathe out. 

Breathe in. Breathe out.” 

I heard a rushing sound in the earpiece. She was following instructions, for once. I 

repeated the process until I could hear her slowing down. I checked my watch. About four 

minutes. We were getting a little better.  

“Okay, now tell me the names of all of Santa’s reindeer.” 

“W-What?” 

“Just do it. Go on.” 

“Um, Dasher, Dancer, Prancer, Vixen, Comet, Cupid, Donner, Blitzen, and Rudolph.” 

“Perfect. What’s the name of your favorite superhero?” 

“The Question.” 

“What’s the name of his secret identity?” 

“Vic Sage.” 

“Good girl. How do you feel now?” 

She hesitated, sounding surprised when she replied. “I…think I’m okay. Someone’s 

knocking on the bathroom door, though.” 

I almost smiled. “I bet they are. Did you run out of the room again?” 

“…maybe. Are you mad?” 

“No.” 

“Are you sure?” 

“I’m sure. Now get off the phone or they’re gonna take it from you.” 

“Okay. Thanks, Michael.” 



“You’re welcome.” She hung up. I stuck the phone back in my pocket and walked into 

the kitchen to fix lunch. Protein shake, chocolate flavored. Fruit salad. Grilled portabella 

mushrooms. A side of asparagus, raw.  

I checked the time. Maybe another hour and a half. Good. I could sneak in a quick 

workout.  

I went through my normal regimen in the attic gym for exactly an hour and a half before 

heading downstairs for a hot shower. I redressed in boots, black cargo pants, and a black t-shirt, 

and then threw some coveralls over the ensemble. Too hot for these clothes if I were going 

outside, but I wasn’t. I returned to the basement. 

As soon as I opened the door, Olivia’s ragged gasps met my ears. The air stank of sweat 

and urine. Her body had finally expelled the holy water any way it could. Her skin was mottled 

red all over with internal burn marks and her face was streaked with mascara. She looked like a 

rabid raccoon.   

“You son of a bitch,” she rasped when she saw me. “You piece of shit! Angels are 

supposed to be merciful. Righteous. How do you justify what you just did to your Father?” 

I offered her my most perfunctory smile. “You’re a demon, Olivia. I can do anything I 

want to you and it wouldn’t be considered a sin. How many people have you killed in your 

lifetime? How many souls have you sent to Hell? I couldn’t count them all if I tried.” 

I walked over, gripping her chin in my hand and forcing her to meet my unflinching gaze. 

“But look at it this way: now you have a chance to make up for it. You can purify your soul right 

here, right now. Tell me what I want to know and I’ll let you go. It’s as simple as that.” 

She stared at me, took a deep breath, and then spat in my face. I let go of her chin and 

wiped it off. I then stood to my full height. 

“Alright. But just remember that I gave you a choice.” 

 

 

Three hours later, I stood in the master bathroom washing blood off my hands. I couldn’t 

wear gloves in interrogation. Couldn’t find the type with a good grip. My palms and wrists 

weren’t really the issue. Blood stuck in clumps under the fingernails and beneath my wedding 

band. It usually took a good, thorough shower to get it all out. Unfortunately, my shower was 

currently occupied with the parts of Olivia that the pigs couldn’t digest.  

Once my hands were clean, I put on rubber gloves and filled a trash bag with the 

unmentionables in my shower and then headed to the compost heap. I buried it deep and refilled 

the dirt, patting it flat and dry. By the time I finished and checked the pigpen, the demon was no 

more. One down, thousands to go. But at least I had a location. 

I returned to the house and checked the next outgoing flight to Manhattan on my laptop. 

One day to get there from Kewanee, Illinois. Not much of a trip. I could take my time and get the 

house cleaned before I left.  

For the rest of the day, I did just that. Took care of the pigs, cleaned their pens, and 

mopped the basement floor until it was as clean as it could get. I was house-sitting for an old 

acquaintance, one who wasn’t in-the-know, so to speak, so it was important that everything was 

back the way it was before he returned.   

Dinner was steamed cabbage, roasted green peppers, and spinach salad. No further calls, 

which meant she’d gotten through the rest of her day without any more panic attacks. Good. 

I headed to bed around ten o’clock, letting the sound of Fun.’s “All Alone” on my iHome 

lull me to sleep.  



The Dream was always the same.  

I stood in darkness—the kind of darkness that was thick like fog, almost stifling, yet 

impossible to touch. I felt moisture around my midsection and looked down, expecting to see 

water, but instead, I found my waist surrounded by thick grey clouds. They spanned for miles, 

some thin and wispy, others thick and cumulous. I brushed my hand across one of them and 

through the clouds I spotted stars twinkling beneath my feet. I was standing on the sky. 

I lifted my head, trying to rectify this concept in my mind, only to find myself staring up at 

my reflection. At first, I thought it was a mirror, but when I reached up to touch it, my fingers 

came away wet. I knew that smell. Salt. Shellfish. Seaweed. Ocean water. 

I lowered my gaze, searching for the reason I was seeing such an extraordinary place. I 

spotted someone standing several feet away with their back to me. It was still too dark to tell who 

it was. I walked forward, my silver wings scattering the clouds behind me and sending ripples 

through the bizarre landscape. The clouds broke and the moon shone its pale rays upward, 

illuminating a woman. 

Bare brown shoulders and midnight black hair greeted my eyes. I traced the shape of her 

hips, her spine, analyzing her height. My breath caught as I recognized the network of scars 

along the small of her back. Some were twisted, crooked, and thick like worms, while others were 

as thin as string. No two were alike, but all of them carried painful memories of neglect and 

abuse.   

I swallowed, stopping less than a foot away. My mouth was drier than sand. I couldn’t 

speak properly. I could only croak out her name. 

“Jordan.” 

Her shoulders tensed. I remembered how her skin felt under my fingertips—soft, smooth, 

and yet rough in the places where her flesh had been torn once upon a time—and regret weighed 

heavy in my chest. She wrapped her arms around her slender waist, refusing to look at me. 

Shame burned through my gut. I felt desperate to see her face, like I had forgotten the curve of 

her cheek, the slope of her nose, the shape of her lips.  

“Jordan,” I whispered again, reaching for her. At last, she started to turn towards me, 

her voice carrying over the sound of the waves crashing above our heads. 

“Amor.” 

I woke up. The dream skittered away from my consciousness, sinking back into the 

deepest recesses of my mind. I ran both hands through my hair, dragged them down the perpetual 

five o’clock shadow on my chin. I wanted to pretend like the music was what always gave me 

that same damn dream—Frank Sinatra’s version of “What Now My Love” played sometime 

during the night—but I knew better. 

A sliver of silver light leaked in from the window, bouncing off the rings on my left hand 

as if mocking me. I lifted my arm, staring at them—one on my ring finger, my wife’s on my 

pinky finger. Tonight would be the night I took them off. I swore it.  

As soon as I touched the polished silver, something inside my gut twisted violently. I felt 

sick, like starving and dying of thirst at the same time. It wasn’t indigestion. It was the other half 

of my soul fighting to regain control. I had learned to keep him quiet ever since I left Albany, but 

this was his price. He wouldn’t let me take these accursed bits of jewelry off no matter what I 

did. He was so weak for that woman. I hated him sometimes. 

My arms fell back on the bedspread. Fine. I’d give him another night. One day, he would 

understand why I—we—left her. It was better for the both of us.  

I closed my eyes and permitted the thought to send me back to sleep. 


