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Chapter
1


I don't expect you to
believe what I am going to write.  Heck, I am not sure that I believe it
myself.  The hour was late, and my wife had already gone to bed, and I was
getting a little time to myself on the Internet. 


As I was admiring the attributes
of a well-endowed young nude woman on the screen, suddenly there was a light
flickering behind me.  Surprised I turned my chair around to discover an angel
standing there.  She was dressed in a flowing white robe and had blue eyes,
blond hair, and of course, golden wings.  I have never put much stock in angels
and didn't really believe that they existed, but here was one right in front of
me.  At that moment, I knew I must be dreaming.


"No, you are not dreaming,
Jack," she said, smiling.  


She held out her hand and said,
"I am Lucifer." I shook her hand which felt warm and had a pleasant
solid feel, not like what I would expect a angel to feel like.  But what did I
know since I had never met an angel before.


"I would offer you a chair,
but I doubt that you could sit in it.  Those wings would probably get in the
way," I responded, trying to act neighborly.  She smiled and sat down in
the air as if it were a chair.  


I admired her for a moment.  She
had full breasts that swelled under her garment, a nice shape, and a pretty
face.  Except for the wings, she looked fully human and a mighty fine specimen
at that.


"I guess I misunderstood
you?" I asked.  "I thought you said your name was Lucifer."


She gave me a nice smile before
responding.  "That is my name, but you can call me Lucy for short."


"Is that Lucifer, like in
the Devil or Satan?” I asked.


"Well, yes and no,"
Lucy answered. “The Devil is such a crude word that I wouldn't ever consider
using it.  I don't mind Satan too much, but I actually prefer Lucifer or Lucy
for short.”  


"I thought the Devil was a
man?" I asked, in wonderment.  


"I guess you thought that
God was a man too?" she asked, looking at me seriously.


"Well, I had thought that?
So are you here to claim my immortal soul?" I asked, somewhat worried. 
Glancing back at the computer screen, I noticed the nude was still there.
Quickly I did a right click and closed the web page.


She started laughing and said,
"Did you think that I had caught you doing something sinful?  God made
women to be attractive to men, so how could looking at one in her natural state
be sinful?"


That did make sense in a way and
made me feel relieved, however, I was still concerned about why she was here.


"To get back to the subject
about why I am here," she responded.  "I am not here to get your
soul.  Heck, what would I do with it?"


That gave me a relief, and I
actually managed to smile.  "So why are you here?" I asked,
bluntly."


"I came to ask for your
help," she said.  "I have gotten some real bad press over the years,
especially by that book called the Bible.  Frankly I am getting tired of being
misrepresented."


"I thought the Devil did
all kinds of mean things and roasted people in Hell forever?" I asked.


"There isn't any Hell, at
least not like Christians believe," Lucy replied.  "I got into this
trouble when I consented to oversee the Dark Side."


Seeing that I didn't
understand," she said, "The Dark Side is a place where Dark Souls go
briefly before they return to the Earth for another incarnation.  God decided
that they needed overseeing, so they wouldn't linker at the Dark Side.  She brought
up the subject at one of the Angel Staff meeting and in a moment of weakness, I
agreed to take the job."


"Do you torture those poor
lost souls?" I asked, shuttering.


"No, of course not,"
she replied.  "These are souls that have rejected God so do not go immediately
to the Other Side. They spend some time at the Dark Side reflecting on their
earthly life before returning to the earth to work on some issues."


"Oh, like atheists," I
said.


"No, most atheists are only
searching for the truth.  They are not dark souls."  


"All I and my subordinate
angels do is send them on their way after a suitable time.  However, the Dark
Side is not a pleasant place since none of God's light shines there.  None of
us can spend a lot of time there, due to its depressing nature so are always
taking vacations whenever we get the chance."


I studied her for a few minutes
without saying anything.  She seemed about to cry as she poured out her heart
to me, telling me all about how she had been wronged.


"Why didn't you ask God for
some help?" I asked.  "After all, He or rather She, did write the
Bible."


"God didn't write the
Bible, Jack,” she replied, in any angry voice.  "Men wrote it and put down
whatever they wished.  God would have made sure that there weren't any
contradictions."


I let her cool down for a minute
or two since I didn't want to make her mad.  She might really be the Devil and
as mean as the Bible says.


"Well, I did talk to
God," Lucy said.  "She listened to me for a while and said that She
gave humans free will so couldn't intervene just to make me look better.  She
said that I shouldn't be so thin skinned."


That made me feel sorry for her,
and I reached over and patted her hand.


"So that is why I am
here," she said. 


"Well, you have come to the
wrong place," I responded.  "I am afraid I don't have much pull with
the Big Guy or maybe Big Gal."


"Oh, I can talk to God, so
I don't need for you to do that," she said, shaking her wings slightly.


"Well, how can I help you
then?" I asked.


"I would like you to write
an article for me and put it on your blog, telling people that I am not a bad
angel and would really like not to be blamed for all the bad things that people
do."  


"If you don't make them do
the bad things, then why do they do them?" I asked.


"They do them because they
have free will and make bad decisions," she stated.  "I don't have
anything to do with it."


I looked at her for a moment,
deep in thought.  "I could write an article for you, but I doubt that
anyone would believe me.  Once those Christians get an idea in their heads, not
even a California earthquake could shake it lose."


She told me what she wanted me
to write.  "Lucifer really is a nice person and doesn't cause people to
say or do mean things.  She also doesn't torture people in Hell."


That was a simple message and
one that I told her that I would write and put on my blog.  


With that she gave me a big warm
kiss on the lips which made me tingle all over.  That angel could really kiss! 
Then she turned around and was gone in a blink of an eye.  


So I wrote the article for her
the next day.  Like I said when I started, I don't expect you to believe me. 
It was probably just a dream, maybe from something I ate for supper.  But I
like to write something new every day for my blog, so this was a good as the
next thing.


Somehow Lucifer seemed so real
that perhaps she did visit me.  I will never know for sure. 



Chapter
2


Suddenly a bright light flashed
behind me, and Lucifer was standing there.  She smiled and came over and gave
me a friendly kiss on the lips in greeting.  She was just as pretty as the last
time that I saw her.  Her blond hair accented a beautiful body that was covered
in a white flowing robe.  Her blue eyes twinkled as she folded her golden wings
behind her and sat down in mid air as if it were a chair.


The hour had been late, and my
wife had already gone to bed hours before.  I had been on the Internet for a
while and had been thinking of going to bed myself.  Why had she decided to
visit me again? I wondered.


"I just wanted to come back
and thank you for writing that article for me and putting it on your blog.  All
of the angels thought it was well written and liked it.”


“They read my blog in heaven?” I
asked.


“Of course, how else could we
keep up with things if we don't read newspapers, blogs and other sources of
information?”


I just nodded my head before
replying, "I doubt it did any good since most people still think you are
mean and diabolical.  One of those Christian fundamentalist women even said
that you were ugly."


Her eyes flared with fire as she
said, "I wished I did have a Hell to torture that woman in.  I would love
to spend about an hour showing her
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