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Introduction

				Book one of the Wayne’s Angel trilogy ended with Wayne Tyler winning his battles against his seven demons and experiencing, seeing and feeling what love is in a beautiful, supernatural way. However, it came at great risk and continuing consequences. He has ask Abby to marry him but she has conditions from her lady-pleaser future hubby. How about a honeymoon in the Garden of Eden? Who is the lady that made Daddy Hank’s world stand still at the end of the book?

				This second book is Wayne’s Angel on steroids. More supernatural, out of this world sequences, visits to Betwixt, the very dimension where demons and their master, Satan, hangs out. In other sequences the reader will get a whole new meaning of Pandora’s Box, that scares the living daylights out of many of the world’s most gifted scientists while they scramble to find the missing element in a doom’s day bomb that can destroy an entire continent.  It begins a global arm’s race like no other in the history of the world.

				Bella continues to be her wild-child crazy self and will be one of the main characters in this second book of the trilogy. Actually, her character just cracked me up as if she demanded to be a star in book two…and she is. More Bella, more cheap shots, more telling it like it is, according to her. She may have met her match in book two. Can an independent, confident, smart, beautiful lady like Bella be humbled or completely scared out of her wits? And if so, who will be there to rescue her from her fears?

				Tequilaville is on a decline. Can Wayne keep filling the room with his fans when he can barely walk, much less drive the ladies crazy with his moves? Will Daddy Hank accept his new son-in-law or will the feud continue?

				And talk about evil, Dr. Helle Guyion will emerge as the most evil woman in the entire world with powers never before seen and cannot be harnessed, even by the U.S. government.

				More understanding of Wayne’s visit to Between, then Betwixt will be revealed in bits and pieces as each character remembers a little more about the event. In book two, the characters will experience more of the supernatural in everyday life, right before their eyes. No one, not even N.A.S.A. scientists can come close to an explanation of what they are seeing and experiencing.

				Forget reality! In book 2, reality takes on a brand new meaning. Some can grasp it, others will not. Put the coffee on and strap yourself in for one of the wildest literary fantasy rides you have ever experienced. Please share with your friends and…if you have sighted Wayne’s Angel, either Mr. Elroy or his fifteen foot tall angel form, Gordon, drop me a note at www.ronwmumford.com and let us know where you saw Wayne’s Angel. 
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1

				Euphoria
“What happened next?”

				As Abby and Wayne celebrated their big engagement in the middle of the dance floor at Tequilaville, Hank slid out of his corner booth where his best friends, Robbie Cantrell, her wild-child daughter Bella, and Mary, wife of the bartending staff head, Master Tito, had joined him. 

				“Mom, I told you Mr. Hank is absolutely mesmerized by that lady on the other side of the room. He’s walking over to meet her like a man on a mission. Have you ever seen him do that before?” Bella said to Robbie.

				“Never!”

				Hank’s eyes were fixed on a tall, slender, brown-haired, green-eyed lady who had stood to applaud Abby’s acceptance of Wayne Tyler’s proposal of marriage. Hank walked across the back edge of Tequilaville’s dance floor with reckless abandon, determined to meet this woman.

				As he stood in front of her, he forgot to take off his old, beat-up cowboy hat and just blurted out, “Hi, my name’s Hank. I haven’t seen you here before. What brings you to Tequilaville?”

				“Is that the best line you got, Hank?” the lady shot back.

				“It’s the only line I’ve got!” Hank was fumbling for words. “You, uh…made my world stand still.”

				“Wow, it’s been a while since anyone said that to me, Hank. Do you say that to all the ladies you meet?”

				“Oh, no m’am,” Hank said removing his hat. “I’m just, uh…being honest.”

				The lady smiled at Hank and replied, “In that case, Hank, I’m Elizabeth, but my friends call me Liz. And to answer your other question about what brought me to this club…well, you wouldn’t believe me if I told you.”

				Liz extended her hand to Hank. As they touched for the first time, Hank felt the softness of her skin, saw the joy in her eyes and sensed that she had a gentle but protective nature. She was wearing boots and jeans with a green top accented by a small turquoise crucifix.  

				“So glad to meet you, Liz.” Hank was still stammering for the words to continue their brief introduction. “After what’s been going on around here for the past few months, I’d probably believe anything you told me. Oh yeah, that young lady out there on the dance floor is my daughter, Abby. She and I own Tequilaville, and it looks like I’m about to get a new son-in-law. Would you like to meet ‘em?”

				“Ooh, I’m impressed, Hank. A business owner and a daddy. I’d love to meet them. So where is Abby’s mom?”

				“In heaven, I hope.” Hank couldn’t believe he’d said that. “Uh, I’ve never been married. That’s part of the long story. How about you, Liz? Is there a Mister…Liz?She laughed and said, “No, never been married either, Hank. Let’s go meet your daughter and future son-in-law.”

				By this time the entire audience at Tequilaville was standing, applauding the happy couple, who were both on their knees in the middle of the floor. As Abby and Wayne embraced, a TV news reporter stuck a microphone between them to get a final comment.

				Hank walked up, nudged the reporter and quietly said, “Could we have a private moment?” The reporter backed off, the camera still recording the event.

				“Mom, look! Mr. Hank is actually introducing his mystery lady to Abby and Wayne!” Bella blurted out in typical fashion. “Love is truly in the air. Let’s get out there and meet her.”

				“Bella, give them a few minutes. I’m sure Mr. Hank will introduce her to us when the time is right. Just be still for the first time in your life,” Robbie said grabbing Bella’s arm. “This is a father-daughter moment between Abby and Mr. Hank.”

				Abby was trying to help Wayne back into his wheel chair when Hank interceded. “Let me help you.” Hank took hold of Wayne’s hands and lifted him back into his chair. “I’m so happy for both of you.” 

				Hank extended his hand to Abby, drawing her close to him and gave her a big fatherly hug. Reaching out, he shook Wayne’s hand as he whispered in his ear, “Treat her right, Wayne! I love that little girl. She’s all I got.”

				There were tears of joy in all their eyes. A brief moment of peace and acceptance descended. 

				Abby was entirely in Wayne’s world now with no idea what would happen in the future. And she didn’t care. As long as they were together with their family around, nothing would be too great to overcome. She knew their love would conquer all. 

				“Oh, sorry Liz…I got caught up… Abby, Wayne, I want you to meet Liz, uh Liz…”

				“Liz Gabriel.  I’m so happy for the both of you. Congratulations!”

				Abby faced Liz, accepted a little hug from her and then turned toward her Daddy Hank. She noticed a special twinkle in his eyes that she hadn’t seen since the day both of them met for the first time when she was eight years old. 

				“Thank you, Liz,” Abby said, smiling. “This is my soul man, Wayne Tyler. Baby, meet Liz.” 

				After the formalities, Hank felt overjoyed that the anxious moment of meeting Liz was over and so far, well, so good. Everyone was happy. Hank led Liz back to her table as news crews, radio announcers and well-wishers surrounded Abby and Wayne. Robbie and Bella, along with the family of Tequilaville staff also crowded around the betrothed couple to offer their congrats. 

				“Hey, little sister! How’d you like Wayne’s song that he wrote for you? Wasn’t it great?” Bella just had to grab the moment and be in the spotlight.

				“Oh, Bella, the song was beautiful, perfect! It melted my heart and was from Wayne’s soul to mine. It was about me and about love…You knew he was going to propose to me tonight, didn’t you? Now tell the truth!” Abby said as she hugged Bella and Robbie.

				“Well, who do you think picked out the ring? Do you like it? Did I do good or what?”

				“It’s a beautiful ring. Thank you, but why didn’t you tell me? I’m like your sister, remember?”

				“Hey, Abby, do you think I’d spoil your big surprise? It wasn’t easy not telling you, but hey, you know me. I can keep a secret, right?”

				“Sure, Bella. This must be the first time in your life you ever kept a secret, but I’m glad you did. I love you!” Abby said. 

				Liz touched Hank’s hand and motioned for him to sit with her at her table. 

				“Thank you, Hank. I can see that you are truly blessed. What a great moment. It was my honor to share it with you.”

				“The pleasure was all mine, Liz. But I’d still like to hear your unbelievable story of what brought you here tonight,” Hank said, taking off his hat and flipping his gray ponytail out of his collar.

				“I’m curious, Hank. What’s your long story?”

				“Hey, lady. I asked you first,” Hank said with a shy smile, hoping this might lead to a second meeting with Liz. He still didn’t know who she was, where she was from or if she lived nearby.

				“Yes, you did, I’ll give you that. Let me ask you a question first. Hank, are you a Christian man?”

				“Uh, sort of. I mean, uh, that’s part of my long story. Maybe we could have dinner tomorrow night and kind of fill in some details of what’s going on in our lives. If you would accept a dinner invitation from an almost complete stranger who has great intentions. I promise you that I’m a complete gentleman, Liz.” Hank’s stomach was tied in a knot. He hadn’t asked anyone out on a date in years.

				“On one condition. I’m staying next door at the Bay Hilton. You have to take me to church first, and we can have dinner afterwards. Pick me up about four tomorrow afternoon and you’ve got yourself a date, Hank.”

				“Four, tomorrow afternoon.” Hank didn’t notice that he was grinning from ear to ear. Liz could see Hank fumbling and looking for an exit. He’d had about all the excitement he could stand for one day. Liz let him off the hook gently.

				“I’ve got to get my beauty rest, Hank. See you tomorrow. By the way, what’s your last name?”

				“Hawkins! Uh, Hank Hawkins. I’ll be there.”

				The night was winding down at Tequilaville. Wayne and Abby loaded up and went home while the house band South sung the usual closing song of Turn Out the Lights, the party’s over…Robbie and Bella headed for the door but not before Bella sucked down a final glass of wine, almost in one gulp.

				“Mom, are you jealous that Mr. Hank has found someone? Aren’t you afraid Liz will come between you and him?” Bella was the supreme drama queen in the family. If there was no drama going on, she’d make sure to create some.

				“Now why would I be jealous of Liz, Bella? Hank is like my brother, just like Abby is like your sister. Are you jealous of Wayne?” Robbie shot back.

				“Nah, Mom. I keep my dance card pretty full. I’ve never been at a loss for attention.” Bella smiled, put her hands on her hips, did a little wiggle and flipped her long black hair.

				[image: break]

				Abby helped Wayne into her SUV to take him back to her home where he had moved in, again. His therapy was progressing and he was strong enough to stand, walk a few steps and lift himself into the passenger seat. Abby was feeling beautiful in her flowing dress. Her mind was racing with thoughts of love and life with him. They held hands on the drive home, saying little, just enjoying the moment and coming down a bit.

				As she rolled him into the house, Abby threw her arms around him and said, “Hey you stud muffin, are you burning with desire?”

				Instead of making his usual moves on her that Wayne never had a problem with when they first met, he turned his head, winced and seemed to be lost in thought, deep thought. Abby caught on immediately.

				“Oh, darling I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean…”

				“It’s okay, Abby. I’m still wrestling with some things. Things we’ve never discussed.”

				“I’m pushing too hard, Wayne. Forgive me. I know you still have some physical problems going on and things on your mind. You went through a lot. We all witnessed it. It’ll take time, but we have the rest of our lives to deal with them.”

				Ever since Wayne had gotten out of the county hospital all his friends had just tried to encourage him. No one had asked him questions about what he had experienced during his tribulations at Betwixt so as not to take him back to the ordeals. Wayne was suffering physically, and it appeared he had post-traumatic stress from his own battles. He’d been beaten, defeated and almost raped at that hell hole where demons hang out.

				“I know you didn’t mean to but when you said the word burning, all I could think of was that lake of fire and all of the thoughts that were running through my mind as I was falling into it. I’ve tried to suppress it, Abby, but I can’t compartmentalize some of the events. And there’s gaps that I can’t explain.”

				“Wayne, sometimes it helps to talk about it. I’m not forcing you in any way, but when you’re ready, I’ll try to fill in some gaps with you. Since Daddy Hank, Robbie, Bella, Tito and Mary along with T-Bone and some of the others all shared the same dream, we’ve tried to write down what we remembered. And yes, there are gaps in all of our recollections of our own time at Betwixt.”

				“Now’s as good a time as any to talk about it, Abby. I don’t want to destroy our moment, though.”

				“Wayne, this could be a wonderfully defining moment that I hope will release you. Okay, if you’re ready to talk, let me ask you a question. All of us got to Betwixt in a dream. How did you get there?”

				Wayne reached deep into his memory to relive some thoughts that he only wanted to forget. It was like facing his demons once again.

				“First, I didn’t sleep with Bella, Abby. I want you to know that; I want you to trust me.”

				“We know. Bella told us everything. Let’s just get past that.”

				“Baby, I wanted so bad to write you a song to make up with you but the words were not there. I had no conception of what love was so I got really drunk that night on the back deck of the club, your dad showed up, broke my nose and I hot-wired a boat and headed out to Red Fish Island. 

				“When I got there—this is going to be hard, Abby—I ran up on a reef, finished the bottle of tequila, pitched it into the bay and jumped in after it…”

				“You tried to commit suicide, Wayne? Really?”

				“Yeah, I did. The thought of living without you was more than I could handle.”

				“What happened next?”

				“I really don’t know, Abby. That’s the truth. I woke up in a foggy mist, I was dry and breathing and there was this fifteen-foot, uh, angel standing in front of me asking me lots of questions…”

				“What kind of questions?”

				“I really can’t remember them all, Abby. Just questions about life, about love, about choices and free will. He said his name was Gordon, like a guardian angel. I told him I didn’t believe in angels and he let me touch his hand. I was freaking out big time.

				“Then he gave me a bunch of choices. I only remember two of them. He said I could say ‘send me back’ in my drunken state, fourteen feet under water, or I could face some demons. I began thinking of you, Abby, so the first choice wasn’t much of a choice. I’d die. So I picked the second. For the first time in my life, I realized that you meant everything to me and if I couldn’t get back to you, well, maybe death would be a better choice.”

				“Awww!” Abby listened to every word. This was the first anyone

				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				
				

13

				Voyeur
I want Bella!

				After Tequilaville closed, Hank walked into Abby’s office behind his corner booth. She was writing checks to vendors and employees. He could see the concern on her face. Business had fallen off since the tragedy on the dock where “Ducky” Don had been vaporized by the lightning strike. Even after numerous power washes of the deck, the smell of burning flesh had not gone away. The entire atmosphere of the club had gone from a good-times happy place to one of gloom and doom.

				The employees were working hard but there were not enough visitors to the club to keep them busy or earn decent tips. Everyone was in fear of losing their jobs.

				“How bad is it, Sweetie Pie?” Hank was not oblivious to the downturn in business.

				“I really don’t want to talk about it, Pop. Somehow we’ll get through this. And before you ask, I’m not ready to start laying off employees…yet.”

				“Abby, before you lay off anyone, I’ll give up my salary and catch up on some of my electrical business around the lake. I still have clients that call me. I made a good living for many years doing that and I can do it again.”

				Abby tried to lighten up the conversation. “Dad, those old clients of yours may not recognize you anymore with your silvery hair and beard! Are you getting used to it yet?”

				“I’m still the same old me, Abby. I kind of like the silver hair thing. Liz loves my new look.”

				“Speaking of Liz, Dad, have you made any honeymoon plans?”

				“I’ve got a few ideas on that. Let me run them past you. Years ago I was on a bit of a search. I drove to Ruidoso, New Mexico and arrived late at night. I checked in to the Inn of the Mountain Gods but it was too dark to see any of the surrounding scenery. Have you ever heard of it?”

				“I’ve heard of it, Pop. Never been there. What were you searching for?”

				“Oh, baby, I think I was searching for a path and a purpose. Just one of those confused times in my life. I really think I was searching for me. Who I was and why was I here. After years of hard work and trying my best to be a good Dad to you, I finally got depressed and thought there had to be more of life that I was missing. Looking back, I just didn’t realize how blessed I was to have you and Robbie and Bella in my life. Just feeling down if you know what I mean.”

				“We all get that way sometimes, Pop. So what happened on this journey and what does it have to do with your honeymoon?”

				“When I woke up early the next morning, I opened the drapes of my room and the view I saw outside almost took my breath away. It was beautiful, majestic mountains, trees, birds singing and I just stood there in awe. It was one of the most memorable moments I’ve ever had. 

				“When I went into the restaurant, I was greeted by one of the young American Indian waitresses who had such an amazing smile and an over-the-top attitude. It made my day. Such happiness was in that young lady. Plus, the food was great.”

				“So you want to take Liz to the Inn in Ruidoso for the honeymoon?”

				“Abby, let me finish my story. The young waitress asked me where I was headed and I told her I didn’t really know. I told her I was searching for something.”

				“Daddy Hank, are we ever going to get to your honeymoon plans? I’ve still got some things to wrap up here tonight before it gets too late. I don’t mean to cut you off…”

				“Okay. The waitress said I should go to Albuquerque and find the world’s longest tram ride that went up into the Sandia Mountains. She said to go about 4:30 in the afternoon and I would see mountains turn purple as the sun sets. At the top of the mountain, 10,300 feet high, there was a restaurant called High Finance that had the greatest view on earth. She said I may find what I’m searching for there.”

				“Did you, Pop?”

				“I found peace, Abby. I found tranquility. I felt close to a God that I didn’t even know. He was all around me. After spending three hours up on that mountain, just looking around, letting the rest of the world pass by, I was so full of joy that I drove back to Clear Lake, to you and Robbie and Bella and worked another fifteen years, counting my blessings and enjoying life. It took those three hours on the mountain to help me realize that I had a great life already.”

				“So you’re going to spend your honeymoon night with Liz at the Inn of the Mountain Gods and then to dinner on top of the Sandias? Maybe spend some time, just the two of you, watching those mountains turn purple again?”

				“I’ve been thinking about it Abby. We’ll spend our first night here at the condo or her hotel suite, then get up early and go to Ruidoso. What do you think of that for a honeymoon, baby?”

				“I think it sounds just like you, Daddy Hank. I know Liz will love it, too. So romantic! You have my stamp of approval. I won’t tell anyone that you two will be in town after the wedding.”

				“I love you, Sweetie Pie. How are you and Wayne doing?”

				“Life is good with us. If we can just get the business going again…But Pop, don’t you worry about this. That’s my job. I want you to look forward to being with your new lady and future wife. Have fun and find that peace and serenity again. You deserve it. And, I love you, too, Dad.”

				[image: break]

				Wayne, Scott Wood and Mr. Elroy were trying out some new songs before opening later in the night. It was hard to escape the fact that they were playing to sparse crowds. Wayne and Mr. Elroy had been in the business of entertainment for a long time but the small audiences were getting to Scott. He had lost his enthusiasm and his ever-present smile and good nature were waning. 

				“Could we have a little group meeting?” Scott said to Wayne and Mr. Elroy.

				“Sho, Scotty. What’s on yo mind?” Mr. Elroy hadn’t lost his smile.

				“Uh, it’s my job to keep Tequilaville filled with customers. I feel like I’m failing. Anyone got any suggestions? I’ve just about run out of ideas.” 

				Wayne got into the conversation.

				“Scott, it’s not your fault. I feel I’m the one to blame. I’ve lost my passion for the music we’ve been playing, all the impersonations, the rock and the C&W. I can’t do that anymore. It’s just not in me. As for ideas, I’ve run out of them myself, but don’t blame yourself, Scott.”

				“Ain’t no one to be blaming!” Mr. Elroy stood up from his stool on the bandstand.

				“So what do we do, Mr. Elroy?” Scott was becoming frantic.

				“Just three thangs, Mr. Scott. You prays, you trusts and you wait.”

				“With all due respect, Mr. Elroy, I’ve already done that. Now what? I’ve got a job to do.”

				“You just be still and listen, Mr. Scott. The Almighty knows what’s happenin’ here. He’s got dis. Don’t fret and don’t worry. None of dats going to help you one bit. You and Wayne just show up each night, sing like your heart’s in it and let Him do da rest. Ya feel me?”

				“I’m trying to Mr. Elroy, but I have to admit, my trust level needs some bolstering.” Mr. Elroy’s words weren’t helping Scott much and it showed in his voice.

				“The Good Lawd said, ‘In this world you will have many trials and tribulations, but be of good cheer, I have overcome the world.’ When things get tough, that’s the Almighty hollering in our ears to trust Him. Ain’t nothing you can do but to be patient, Mr. Scott. I knows you’s young and patience usually comes later in life, but for now, you just do yo thing and watch. The Almighty is testin all of us. Do we take things into our own hands or puts the present situation in His? Dat’s what you have to ask yoself. With all’s dats been happenin around here, I thinks there may be some changes in the works…”

				“What kind of changes, Mr. Elroy?” Wayne asked.

				“Big changes, Mr. Wayne. I just got dat feelin somethins big gonna happen…Like it ain’t already been happenin if you know what’s I mean? Been some miracles goin on, wouldn’t ya say?”

				“Yeah. Hank’s hair turning silver, the light from above shining down on him, the ‘Ducky’ Don thing.” Wayne also had premonitions of things to come.

				“Mr. Elroy, how do you know so much? It seems that you have the answers to everything,” Scott said. “And, by the way, have you talked to T-Bone lately? He’s been really quiet.”

				“Mr. T-Bone is dealing with some things on his own, Mr. Scott. He’ll figure them out, but you might just say a prayer for him. As for knowing lots of things, well, we learns by listening to what’s on peoples’ minds. We spend times with ‘em. You can’t learn when you’re talking…”“Hmmm…another by-the-way, Mr. Elroy. Is Elroy your first or last name? I never asked you before.” 

				“Oh, Mr. Scott, everyone jus calls me Mr. Elroy. I like dat. But to be honest wit ya, ‘Elroy’ is my last name. My first name is Gordon. Yessir, Gordon Elroy. Dat’s me.”

				[image: break]

				Robbie and Liz were meeting for lunch at the Aquarium Restaurant on the Kemah Boardwalk to discuss the plans for the upcoming wedding. The multiple huge tanks of the local species of fish added to the ambiance of a quiet meeting. 

				“I haven’t been to this restaurant, Robbie. I love this place. The fish tanks are so beautiful.”

				“Yep, Liz, it’s the perfect setting to plan your big day. What kind of a wedding are you and Hank thinking about? Fill me in.”

				Liz confided in Robbie as Hank’s best friend. She asked her to be her maid of honor since she had no living family.

				“I’d be honored, Liz. Who’s going to give you away?”

				“I was thinking Mr. Elroy. Do you believe we can get him into some nicer clothes?” That question made both of them laugh.

				“I’ll do some shopping for him. Now what about your dress and where do you and Hank want the wedding to take place?” Robbie was taking notes.

				“Hank completely left that up to me, Robbie, and I want to surprise him. I remember the night that I began to fall in love with him. It was the night that he had asked Mary and Tito to set up a lighted table under a gazebo out on the patio of Tequilaville overlooking the lake. It was so romantic, so right. I want to relive that moment for our wedding. At night, with lights, candles and flowers. I want everything outside in the moonlight. I want that moment again.”

				“You got it, Liz. I’m going to make this wedding special for you and Hank. Just leave everything to me. How many people are you planning to invite?”

				“Mostly the club family. I’m going to ask Pastor Randy to marry us so I need to invite his rather rowdy congregation of bikers and cowboys from the church. Maybe seventy-five people in all. It should be a lot of fun being surrounded by all our best friends, don’t you think?”

				“Perfect, Liz! I can’t wait. Have you got your dress picked out?”

				“Would you go with me on that one, Robbie? Uh…I’m struggling with something and need to talk about it. You know Hank better than anyone…”

				“I’m listening, girl. What’s the problem?”

				“Robbie, Hank mentioned that I reminded him of Abigail, Abby’s mom. I can’t compete with a ghost and I don’t want to. But I know how much Hank loved her and pined for her all those years. Hank said that I look like her and if Hank loves me even half as much as he loved Abigail, so be it. I have his total love now. So I was thinking about a simple embroidered white dress, a single string of pearls and a band of white flowers in my hair. As far as something borrowed, I’m going to ask Abby to loan me the flip-flops that she wore to her graduation.”

				“I love it, Liz. What about something blue?”

				“Hank’s blue eyes are enough. There will be nothing blue about our big day. We’re going to sing in the moonlight and laugh every day of our lives together…”

				“Consider it done, Liz. This is a match made under the skies of heaven. I’ll get Wayne, Scott and the band to provide the music. Do you have any songs in mind?”

				“Leave that to Wayne and Mr. Elroy. I love surprises, too. Let’s splurge; what kind of dessert do you want, Robbie. I’m buying!”

				As they were finishing off dessert and having coffee, Bella and one of her real estate clients walked into the restaurant. She spotted her mom and Liz and made a beeline to their table.

				“I’m guessing this is the big wedding planning meeting you two are having. What part am I playing in your big day, Liz?”

				“Bella, your part is to show up, looking beautiful as usual and bring that fantastic personality of yours. My wedding would not be complete without you.”

				“Hmmm. I guess I can do that. Mom, do you need any help with all the planning stuff? I can at least do that.” Bella was miffed about her ‘attendee’ role in the wedding.

				“Baby, I’ve got lots of things you can help me with. Are you available tomorrow?”

				“I’ll check my calendar and let you know, Mom. I’ve got clients I need to get back to. Tootles!”

				“I hear that Bella is going to continue her sessions with Dr. Palmer and Dr. Guyion,” Liz said. “I know you care and love her deeply, Robbie, but tell her to be careful around those two.”

				“I can’t talk her out of it, Liz. Bella travels to the beat of her own drums if you know what I mean. She pushes every envelope of life and I can’t slow her down. All I can do is pray for her and hope that God Himself watches over her. There’s no telling how she will end up. I just have to be there when she falls to pick her up. That’s all a mother can do.”

				[image: break]

				Helle and Eric Palmer descended towards the foot of Mount Zaphon. There were smelly gases that reminded Eric of an expedition on earth he had taken to an active volcano, almost un-breathable, but life sustaining.  Both Eric and Helle were covered by clouds as they made their way downward. Eric’s fear level was fifty on a scale of one to ten. Finally, an opening appeared to them and they could see a huge open-air throne.

				The throne was made of ebony, gold, and silver inlaid with priceless jewels of every kind. Before the throne was a black, luxurious marble foyer. The base of the throne could be seen but a gray mist covered most of the rest. Eric saw two huge gnarly-looking feet at the base and guessed they belonged to Helle’s master, Satan. Voices could be heard all around the area, constantly giving praise to Satan. The sound of the voices themselves were shrill and terrible as they blasphemed the Almighty constantly, mimicking the Holy Angels that were in the third heaven around the mighty white Throne of God.

				As Eric and Helle felt the marble beneath their feet, they heard the voice of Satan.

				“I have summoned you both here for my purposes, to fulfill my plans back on earth, where I am the Prince! I have power over darkness, life and death. I have power over success and failure. If you obey me, I will reward you beyond your wildest expectations. If you disobey me, you will drink from the cup of my wrath. Now worship me!”

				Helle bowed low before her master’s throne. Eric was quick to follow her lead as dread overcame him. He dared not look up.

				There were twelve creatures on smaller thrones surrounding the black throne, all dressed in magnificent apparel. Their faces were hidden by dark robes with hoods. Their eyes were like green lasers that constantly surveyed and criss-crossed the entire realm. No one could approach Satan’s throne without their watchful eyes knowing about it. They were given power to kill any unwanted, un-summoned creature, even Satan’s other demonic followers.

				“Helle, my high priestess, well done, my evil and faithful servant. You will receive some of your just rewards here before me today. What do you have to say?”

				Helle looked up towards the throne covered in gray mist. 

				“I am honored to serve you, master. Your wish is my command. What would you have me do?”

				“You and Eric Palmer will bear me a son, a mighty son who will change the course of the future on earth. He will be born in Europe at a place that I will tell you.”

				Eric, even though he followed no form of religious belief, had read the Bible and saw many similarities of what was going on. He also knew that if Satan himself had sex with a mortal he was endangering himself to judgment, at least that is what he had read. He remained silent and afraid to look up at the booming voice coming from the mist-covered top of the great throne.

				“Eric Palmer!”

				When Eric heard his name, he began to shake and almost became incontinent. 

				“Yes, master. What would you have me do?” was all he could say, still with his head facing down on the black marble.

				“You will copulate with my high priestess, Helle. There is a bed next to you. Enjoy the pleasures of my rewards and fear not. I will watch and enjoy your lust.”

				Helle moved onto the huge bed and, without hesitation, summoned Eric to join her. They were both still naked. Eric wasted no time to begin his performance before the watchful eyes of all the demonic deities present. At first, he had trouble getting in the mood, but Helle’s beauty quickly began the event. Their sex was wild. Helle screamed and shrieked like a wild hyena from the pit as their bodies intertwined like two serpents in the grass.  Eric was literally holding on to her for fear of being thrown across the room. There was nothing loving or sacred about their intercourse. It was morbid, scary, like doing it with a real demon, which was beyond Eric’s ability to imagine. He just wanted it to be over, but Helle’s insatiable lust continued for what seemed to be hours. Eric was exhausted in Helle’s arms that seemed to grow stronger by the second. 

				“Enough! The deed has been done!” Satan said with a mighty sound.

				All through the fiery realm of Betwixt millions of demonic voices could be heard screaming and shouting, “It is done! It is done! All hell to our glorious master, Satan!” The entire dimension shook and rumbled.

				By this time, Eric was lying on his back in the bed before the throne, panting for breath, looking up to see such strange creatures flying in circles above him with thousands, if not millions, of eyes gazing down on his nakedness. He heard their mighty shouts. He was feeling so many emotions at the same time, emotions of shame, violation and even modesty, but fear kept him from saying anything.

				“Not bad, Eric, my servant. I will allow you to speak with me. Being a scientist, I’m sure you have questions. Speak freely so that I will be amused. You will address me as master!”

				A creature of undefined shape approached the ruffled bed and gave both Helle and Eric a cup of swirling liquid to refresh them. Eric drank the liquid and felt better, instantly restored. 

				“Master, I don’t know what to say…” was all that Palmer could utter.

				“Oh come now, Eric. You are a learned man as mortals go. Surely you have questions for me. This is a rare event that I will grant you, and I will reward you for obedience. Fear not. What are your questions?”

				Eric’s mind went immediately to the DNA tests he had gathered from Wayne Tyler and Lieutenant Stan Stark. Tests that would propel him to the forefront of science itself.

				“Can you show me the hidden link between the DNA tests that Helle and I are working on so that we can understand how to apply them to the Super Collider in Switzerland to confirm the ‘God Particle?’”

				“Absolutely not! You will not confirm anything having to do with the belief in or the existence of my enemy! Drop any further investigations on those tests or I will strike you with such pestilence that you will surely die a horrible and painful death. Do you understand?” Satan shouted.

				Timidly, Eric responded, “Yes, uh, master. But you said you would reward me. What can I expect? You know that I’m a scientist…”

				“Silence! I will reward you in my own way. You will not need the approval of mankind to achieve the success you seek. Never mention the DNA tests ever again!” The tone of Satan’s voice alone caused Eric to bow down lower to the throne.

				“I have another task for you and my servant, Helle. I want Bella Cantrell! She will replace my concubine, Ishtar, who was cast, without proper judgment I tell you, into the pit. I miss her company, and I will have Bella to be my constant concubine to take her place.”

				“But master, how do we do that?” Eric asked timidly.

				“Oh, you mortals who think you are so smart. It is so simple, you of little faith. I will tempt Bella with my demoness, Chemoth. Then I will bring Bella here to my throne and shower her with luxuries…just like I chose Ishtar. When I return Bella to earth, I will strike her with a terrible disease…”

				Satan laughed in delight at his own brilliance, his own plan of deception and lies, as he paused to applaud himself.

				“She will die young before accepting any offers of salvation made to her by other immortal beings or deities, even though they tug at her heart. Bella will be judged and immediately sent to me. I will receive her as my queen forever!”

				Eric began remembering his study of the Bible years ago. What Satan was saying complied perfectly with what was written: “First comes death, then comes judgment.” 

				“Master, you are truly wise and powerful. Could I ask you… from where does your power come?” Eric asked sheepishly.

				Satan’s face and upper body could not be seen in the mist that shrouded his image. Eric could tell by the sight of Satan’s lower legs that he was beginning to stand upright.

				“The question of all questions, Eric! Let me tell you from where my power truly emanates. It comes from the sin of all mankind that began when mankind itself began—in the Garden of Eden. It began with Adam and Eve when they made the choice to be free of all those Thou Shalt Not’s. 

				“The more their descendants chose free will and free choice throughout the ages to enjoy life on earth, the more they explored the erotic freedoms of sex and lust, the more that they depended on their own pride and strength, the more mankind lied, cheated and murdered, the more power I gained. My power is from the people I rule over and it strengthens every second of every day! It strengthens every time people on earth worship false gods. All of the false gods throughout time are here with me in Betwixt. When people on earth worship them, they worship me…It is written!”

				Helle praised her master, somewhat disappointed that she had not been chosen as Satan’s own concubine. 

				“I am blessed before all other women of the earth, great and mighty master. I will bear you a son. What greater honor could an earthly woman have? I truly praise you and give thanks to you, mighty Satan.”

				Satan provided a magical box with a golden key that floated down from the mist. It contained mysteries that would center attention on his power and away from his adversary’s attempts to draw people to Him. The box was jeweled with priceless stones, unknown stones that could never be valued in dollars, rubles or yen. The box was about one-foot square with an oval, clear but opaque top. It would baffle science for ages to come.

				“This is my reward to you, Eric Palmer. I will give you the key to it. It will make you famous above all scientists who have ever lived,” Satan said.

				“What is the meaning of this box, uh, master?” Eric asked.

				“On earth there are fantasies of Pandora’s Box. Contrived by the minds of simple mortals given to fables. It is said that this box contains many mysteries. I give to you the real Pandora’s Box. You are the only human with the key to it. 

				“You can attend your simple science conventions and the rest of the world’s scientists will be amazed when you unlock the box I have set before you. Mysteries, equations, holograms and voices will emerge from this box when you open it. There is nothing you have to do, Eric. Just open it before the scientific community of earth. What’s inside the box that I have prepared for you will do the rest. Tell them it came from me, Satan, and science will be unable to prove otherwise. The great minds of the earth, feeble in my eyes, will be drawn to me for explanation. This is your reward for serving me.”

				Eric looked at the box. Nothing about it was normal. It appeared heavy but was light as a feather. It floated just above any surface on which it was placed. The materials were indistinguishable. The jewels blazed brilliant. Eric had no conception as to what kind of jewels they were or their origin.

				“Thank you, master. I accept your reward. I will present it to my colleagues back on earth so that they can truly be challenged and amazed just as I am standing here before you. Thank you. Thank you.”

				Eric clutched the box under his arm and held on tightly to it. He bowed once again, holding the treasure that would baffle all mankind. 

				“Now, my servants, return to earth. Do my bidding. Do not delay and do not disobey my commands,” Satan commanded.

				Without repeating the unexplainable trip that brought Helle and Eric to Betwixt, in the blink of an eye they were both back in Helle’s bedroom at the Bay Hilton Hotel. She looked even more beautiful than Eric had imagined. Helle glanced over at Eric with an air of power and dominance.

				“How did you like Betwixt, Eric? I told you it would be exciting. Did I deliver or what, lover?”

				Eric immediately turned his gaze to the floor beside the bed. There in front of him, hovering about an inch above the carpet was his own Pandora’s Box. He had no idea what was enclosed within it but couldn’t wait to present it to the scientific community.

				“Do you think I should open it now, Helle? Uh, just to see what’s inside?” Eric asked.

				“Share the experience with your colleagues, Eric. Remember what my master told you, word for word. To bring up an old cliché, ‘the devil is in the details.’ He said, ‘when you open it before your colleagues.’ He didn’t say ‘any time you open it.’ Have faith and be amazed what you will see and follow his instructions to the letter. Besides, I’m famished. Let’s have dinner.”

				Eric looked at his watch. He knew that they had departed to Betwixt at midnight and it seemed like they had been there for days. His digital watch flashed on and off as if they it had experienced a power shortage. But the clock on Helle’s wall revealed that it was one minute after midnight. Had time stood still?

				As Eric began putting his clothes on to leave the hotel, he noticed deep scratches in his back and arms. No doubt caused by Helle’s animalistic love making. 

				“Do you feel pregnant, Helle? Satan said you would bear him a son…”

				“It will be an immaculate conception, Eric. I have been sterile from birth. The world will be in wonder of my son.” Helle looked up to the ceiling with raised hands of praise.

				“Then Satan must be powerful. There has never been immaculate conception except the fairy tales written in the Bible. I’ve never really believed in the ‘virgin’ birth thing. Now I’m having second thoughts on that also.” Eric was a scientist who dealt in facts. One unbelievable fact could lead to the authenticity of another.

				“Just do the master’s bidding, Eric. You will see in his own good time.” Helle pushed Eric to believe.

				“Your sterility explains to me why you’ve never gotten pregnant in the past, Helle. If what you claim is true, you’ve slept with world leaders all around the globe. Are you proud of all your sexual escapades?”

				“I do what is necessary to gain power, Eric. My beauty has given me influence over many powerful people. They are at my beck and call. Are you jealous?”

				“Not anymore. We had our time and you destroyed it. Helle, I may be under Satan’s bidding but he’s not my master! Free choice and free will. Remember that, Helle?”

				“Eric, remember the consequences! How soon you forget what you just experienced.”

				[image: break]

				Bella showed up for her first session with Dr. Palmer and Dr. Guyion dressed in fitting business attire yet revealing just enough to Eric so as not to cause any conflict with Dr. Guyion.

				Belinda Sealy and Natasha Patski were present as always to take notes on their laptops. The setting was professional but friendly. Dr. Guyion needed to draw Bella completely into her confidence. As Bella walked into the conference room, before any announcements were made as to her arrival, Helle greeted her at the door with a sincere embrace.

				“How’s my beautiful client feeling this morning, Bella? You are stunning as usual.” Helle pulled Bella close to her.

				“Just perfect, Dr. Guyion. I can’t wait to get started. Are you going to hypnotize me?” Bella was playing right into Helle’s plan.

				“It would be my pleasure to help you understand your great experience, Bella. Have you ever been hypnotized before?” Helle asked.

				“Never! But I can’t wait. This is exciting. Will I remember anything?”

				“Who knows, my lovely. If you want, we’ll just dive right into it and see what happens.” Helle was ecstatic at Bella’s eagerness to let her discover what had happened during her first trip to Betwixt.

				Bella took a deep breath and sat upright in her chair, relishing every moment of being the center of their attention. Eric began the process by talking to Bella, telling her she was feeling refreshed, no problems to think about, relaxing Bella so that she had the right frame of mind to enter deep hypnosis.

				Dr. Guyion motioned for Belinda and Natasha to leave the room as Bella’s head began to sag downward during the early stages of going under.

				“But Dr. Guyion, I’m here to record everything that Bella says. Dr. Palmer, do you want me to leave?” Belinda had always been present during hypnosis sessions.

				Before Palmer could answer, Helle glared at Belinda, fixing a stare on her that could kill. 

				“Leave now! Never disobey me!” Belinda left the room without further questions as she followed Natasha out of the conference room. 

				At this point in the hypnosis, Dr. Guyion took over and started her red, laser-like stare into Bella’s closed eyes, penetrating her mind to a level of such deep hypnosis that resistance was futile.

				“Bella, are you sure you were at a place called Betwixt or was this just a bad dream that you had?” Helle asked the motionless Bella.

				Bella began to breathe more quickly, obviously in deep thought, trying to figure out her answer.

				“I don’t know if it was real or not.”

				Dr. Guyion continued the questions, one after the next in rapid succession.

				“Think, Bella, tell me what you saw during this dream.” Helle was planting thoughts of disbelief into Bella’s mind.

				“Uh, uh…” Bella clenched one of her hands in the other and began to shake.

				“What did you see there, Bella? Describe what you remember.”

				“It scares me! What I remember scares me!” Bella began to fidget in her chair with an obvious expression of fear and pain on her face.

				Dr, Guyion looked over at Eric.

				“Bella is in denial. Her conscience is bothering her. She’s blocking out the experience to Betwixt and that’s a good thing. She doesn’t want to explore the experience she had any further. She only remembers the bad that happened and can’t remember any pleasant thoughts at all.”

				“That’s obvious, Helle,” Eric said. “Are you going to push her any further during this first session? We could lose her if you know what I mean.”

				“Not on this subject, Eric. We’ll have to form a gentler approach, even to her subconscious. I’ll change the topic and let her settle down. I’m pleased with this so far and have no doubt that she did enter this realm. She is so frightened of her memories. This confirms her experience as far as I’m concerned.”

				“Where to next, Helle?”

				“I want to know about Bella. I’ll ask her some questions much easier to answer.”

				Helle sat there for a few moments until Bella stopped shaking and began to breathe normally again. Then Dr. Guyion began with new questions.

				“Bella? What are your dreams and aspirations? What did you always want to become when you were a little girl?”

				Bella began a small smile and a pleasantness came over her.

				“I wanted to be Cinderella! I wanted my Prince Charming to take me away to a big castle in the sky where there were flowers and unicorns running all around.”

				“You are Cinderella, Bella. You’re beautiful!” Helle was guiding her mind into a world of make-believe. 

				“Did you ever want to be rich?”

				“Oh yes! The richest woman in the world,” Bella replied.

				“Are you rich now, Bella?”

				“No!” Bella shrugged her shoulders as her head hung down in deep hypnosis.

				“Do you think you deserve to be rich and successful, Bella?”

				“Yes, I do. I work hard being a great…, uh…uh, I can’t think of what I do. Am I Cinderella?” Bella was lost in fantasy land and was having a hard time coming back to reality.

				“You’re a realtor, Bella. You sell houses to very successful people,” Eric said.

				“Yes, I do. I’m a successful, beautiful, independent woman. I’m a modern day Cinderella.”

				“Have you found your Prince Charming yet, Bella?” Helle asked.

				“No! Men are all alike.” Bella began to frown even while she was under deep hypnosis.

				“If you found your Prince Charming, Bella, would you be faithful to him always?” Helle continued her questions in a way to allow Bella to speak her real mind and thoughts.

				“Maybe.”

				“Explain, maybe, Bella,” Eric asked.

				“Maybe I would be faithful, maybe I wouldn’t. I like men and men like me. Why should I have only one? I get bored easily,” Bella replied with complete truth during her hypnotic state.

				“Have you had many lovers, Bella?” Helle asked.

				“Yes, many lovers.”

				Helle looked over at Eric with a Cheshire cat smile on her face.

				“That’s all I want to know at the first session, Eric. Bella will make a great candidate for one of Satan’s concubines. Wouldn’t you agree?” 

				“Helle, I thought the purpose of our inquisition about where Bella had gone in her dream was to fill in some gaps of her experience and to learn more about Betwixt and piece all of this together for the entire group. What’s changed? That’s why I called you into this investigation.” Eric Palmer still had his own professional ethics. He also cared about Bella.

				“Eric! You’ve been to Between! Why must you know more? You’ve seen it firsthand. Besides, our mission has changed. We’re here to send Bella to my master or bear the consequences of failure. Who cares what happened to this group of red-necked southern hillbillies?” 

				“But, Helle, Bella is a human being. Does she deserve this?”

				“I’m leaving, Eric. You bring her back out of hypnosis. Be thinking of what failure to the master may mean for you and what can happen. We’ll talk later.” Helle walked out of the office.
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