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    To the dreamers out there.
Dear Reader, I hope you enjoy reading The Infernal Jury as much as I enjoyed writing it! If you loved this book, please consider leaving a good review on the website. Your kind words might be the reason that someone else decides to read my books, and for that, I thank you in advance. :)
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Socrates once said there is more sleep after death. Well, I beg to differ. The first time I died, I thought to myself, at last, I have made it to heaven. I was sorely disappointed. I guess the pastors failed to mention it, they just forgot about it. While I was alive, I read a lot of NDE’s –near death experiences. Some said there was a bright light at the end of the tunnel, your life flashes before your eyes and all that crap. I have got news for you all misguided souls, there is no such thing. Sorry to burst your bubbles, but the only thing you get after you die is your own grand freaking jury. Yes! You heard me right, a grand jury. So enough with the pleasantries, let me get straight to the point.

I had a heart attack while taking a crap in my house. My neighbours would probably find me seated, eyes wide, clutching my chest with my trousers pulled down around my legs. Never mind that, people have died in worst situation. So let me get back to the part where I met the grand jury. 

When I died, the first thing I noticed when I opened my eyes was, I was seated in a chair with two guys in front of me. The one on my left had grey hair, gentle eyes and had sported some sort of nerdy spectacles on. On my left, a guy wearing a dark trench coat sat down grinning at me.

The man on my left cleared his throat. I glanced at him, obviously confused. Well, a bit, I mean I was dead after all. 

“So Sam, you must be wondering where you are?” The bespectacled dude said, in that patronizing tone I hated so much. I was dead, for Christ’s sake. 

“Peter, you’ve got no civility, offer the man something.” The other dude in a trench coat said.

“Hey, I’m sitting right here.” I said getting angry at the turn of events. 

“Excuse my manners, Sam. My name is Peter, and on my left is Lucifer. We would be easing your entry into either heaven or hell.”

I sat down there motionless, my mouth opening, and closing. 

“You mean, Peter, the fisherman from the bible?” I regretted saying that as soon as I saw the reaction on his face. The dude, I had come to know as Lucifer snickered, earning an evil look from Peter.

“Yes, Peter, the lord’s chosen.” He said, emphasizing the last word.

“So what exactly am I doing here?” I said, glancing at them both. “I heard you say something about easing my entry into heaven or hell?”

They both glanced at each other. “Hey, wait a minute. Is that cosplay supposed to be the devil’s look or something because you are seriously putting off a bad vibe?” Peter started laughing as he took off his glasses and wiped them. Meanwhile, Lucifer blanched, smoke literally billowing out of his nose. I gulped when I saw that.

“You dare mock me, human?” Lucifer stood up as Peter still clutched his chest, doubling over in laughter.

“I told you, not to put on that glamour” Peter said.

Honestly, by this time I was getting the hang of all this. These two were to be my judges. I was stuck in some alternate hell.

“So what exactly am I here for?” I asked when things had returned to normal.

Peter looked towards Lucifer and opened a book before him.

“Well, I’m sure you must know, every soul that dies either goes to heaven or hell.” Peter said. 

“Here it comes, Sam” Lucifer said as he folded his arms.

“We are called in to intervene when, uh, there is a sort of a tie”

“A tie?”

“Let me break it to you, kiddo.” Lucifer said. “Every soul has either two places to go. Heaven or hell. So when a soul gets stuck in-between the two. We get to break that tie” Lucifer said with a smug smile on his face.

“So you are saying I’m here because I didn’t get to be in heaven or hell?” I said as comprehension began to dawn on me.

“Something like that.” Peter said in a gruff voice.

I should have been shocked but I wasn’t. “Surely, I deserve to be in heaven.” 

Lucifer rolled his eyes. 

“To be honest with you, I have no idea why every mortal seems to think they belong in heaven. I mean, look at the lot of you.”

“Well, he clearly deserves a chance” Peter said, chastising Lucifer.

I sat there dumbfounded. I didn’t believe this. “Are you guys going to cast lots or something?”

“No.” snapped Lucifer. “We are much more civilized than that.” Lucifer blew through his teeth. “I wonder where humans get the idea that we cast lots over their souls.”

I glanced at Peter, who only shrugged his shoulders.

“Lucifer can be philosophical, sometimes.”

I raised my eyebrow when I heard Peter saying that. I spotted the two non –descript doors behind them. I pointed towards them.

“Ah, our guest has finally seen sense.” Lucifer said, reclining in his seat to level an intense gaze at me.

Okay, I get it. Here were two divinities in front of me. But honestly, they were just pissing me off. So I did the only thing I knew would set them off.

“So guys, can we get this charade up or not?” Well, in hindsight I shouldn’t have probably spoken. But when you have a loud mouth, it gets you into all sorts of troubles.

Lucifer’s mouth opened when he heard me say that. As for Peter, he knew how to keep his emotions in check. That guy could be a poker player.

“Are you kidding me?” Lucifer yelled “Are you fucking kidding me? You twat, you think –” 

“Now, now. Let’s not be too hasty here.” Peter said as he glanced at Lucifer, who was clenching his hand, and blowing through his teeth. The dude had anger management issues. I guess I now understand why he was kicked out of the celestial palace.

“Oh, I can’t wait to have some good time with you in hell.”

I shivered in my seat. I mean, I was dead and all, but the chilling stare from the Prince of Darkness was enough to kill me again.

“Well, if we’re done with the threats, can we continue?” The game was up.
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