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And by His wounds, we are healed ~ Isaiah 53:5
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If you’re wondering how I got here ... sometimes I do too!

I escaped Hell and my ex, Satan, a long time ago, determined to save souls to get back into Heaven. I’m constantly tasked with riddles from a shade demon. 

I met Jack, my boyfriend, while looking for a scorned bride to solve one of those riddles, “Ladies-in-waiting steal gentlemen’s port to give to the bride who’s forever scorned.” He was an arcane hunter, thought I was a vampire, and tried to kill me by sunlight. Obviously, it didn’t work because hello, not a vampire! We caught the bride, but during our quest, he was turned into a Sangre Demon, which further complicated are celibate relationship. 

The next riddle, “Broken feathers fade out of sight with a lover into the knight,” had us running between New Orleans and Baton Rouge, but we managed to save the missing angels and turn the fallen angel after them into a human. Win-win!

I even received my wings, even though one was white and the other black. Both represented the ever-present battle between good and evil in my soul. When that happened, the spell hiding my daughter from the Ex dissolved, and she is now under my protection. I was pregnant with her when I left Hell, my ex and my son. So I get to raise a teenager as well as chasing baddies.

I’m confident that God has me. I may be half-angel, half-human, but we are created by Him. He’s got me!
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Qmart 

Baton Rouge, Louisiana

Sunday, August 7th, 6 pm
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I skidded to a halt at the end of the grocery store aisle. My heart pulsated against my ribs like a jackhammer stabbing at concrete. Hopefully, bullets weren’t about to rip into my boyfriend, Jack. He had gone to the other side of the store a few moments before the sound of gunfire echoed through the vicinity. 

My tennis shoes squeaked against the dingy linoleum floor, and I balanced on my toes to keep from falling into the main aisle. No need to put myself in eye shot with the gunslingers just yet.

Canned goods lined the shelves on either side of me. I slid my fingers around the nearest object - a can of creamed corn. I bounced it in my hand, and the label felt smooth against my palm. This would definitely do the trick.

“Attention, customers, our blue light special for $0.01 Drink-Aid begins in ten minutes.”

The intercom clicked, and elevator music filled our ears once more. I rolled my eyes with a slight shake of my head. Clearly, the people in the office had no clue what was happening. After the last round of gun spray, I hoped all the customers had either fled or taken cover. Nobody deserved to die while buying milk for their children, and so far, I’d been lucky that I hadn’t stumbled over any dead or bleeding bodies.

Peeking around the corner, I spied two demons kissing. Their guns hung casually at their sides. Their heads were shaped like the spade from a deck of cards. They both had white leathery skin with vertical black stripes from head to toe. Across their eyes stretched a 2 inch black band that resembled a burglar’s mask. They both wore sunglasses which I knew covered their glow-in-the-dark green eyes. How appropriate for the German Dieb-Damon aka thief demons.

The male stood seven feet tall and had muscles the size of bowling balls. His arm was around the female's waist, and his six-foot tail entwined with her four-foot tail. The tips were spade-shaped and were the only part of their body that could shape-shift, usually into any key needed to unlock whatever they were trying to get into.

The demons began to pull away from each other, ending the kiss, but their tongues remained entwined and stretched out between them like a river of black licorice floating in the air. The tongues slid apart with a sickening slurp, and my stomach churned in disgust.

Eww, no one wants to see that, I thought. If the humans weren’t terrified by the gunfire, the sight of these two would surely send them into a padded room.

Dear Lord, thank you for your many blessings, I prayed silently. Please guide my aim.

I stepped into their line of vision, but they were too wrapped up in their love play to notice. The can of corn felt heavy in my right hand as I raised it behind my head and sent it flying. At the last second, the male demon cut the can with his spiked tail, and kernels of corn scattered through the air like confetti. The female shook her middle claw at me.

“That's police brutality,” said a voice behind me.

I looked at my daughter. “Ruby, I’m a Celestial Bounty Hunter... not a cop.”

The teenager leaned her elbows on the shopping cart and popped a pink bubble. Her long blonde hair was pulled up in a ponytail, and her ruby-red eyes watched me carefully. “Yeah, but aren’t you supposed to use your wonder power ring or something?”

"It's a Halo Ring, not a cartoon toy," I snapped. My shoulders slumped. She was right, though. No need to abuse any authoritative power I had.

I was a Bounty Hunter for The Human Society, which was a network of supernatural beings that protected humans from the craziness of the thinly hidden world of vampires, angels, and other things that went bump in the day and the night. As a Bounty Hunter, I wore a pretty Halo Ring on my index finger that had a small diamond embedded amidst the rose-gold ropes. The diamond held a white light that upon activation pulled the targeted being into the ring, sending them directly to a cell in the building of The Human Society Headquarters.

I raised my right fist and waved it. Might as well have some fun. The Dieb Demon had thick skin, figuratively as well as literally. Verbal attacks need to hit the spade on the head, or one would simply be wasting their breath. Besides, name calling would be childish.

I cleared my throat. "Y'know, I've seen better thieves in a Christmas movie."

They ignored me and began reloading their guns. I took a step in their direction. "What's got your tongue? Oh, could it be it's stuck in a lock with nowhere to turn?"

The male clicked the gun closed, but the female paused. Why did they need guns anyway? Demons had a multitude of powers. In fact, Diebs could simply steal a person's soul with the touch of their spaded tail. A light bulb flared in my head.

"Ooo," I gushed. "I bet your nasty, stinky tails have lost their mojo. You suck at thieving, and you'll never gain Satan's favor without them.”

The female raised her sunglasses and turned her glowing green eyes toward me. Her tail twitched behind her like an aggravated cat's, and her black tongue flickered like a serpent. "Human, better shut that ugly mouth, or I'll steal those pretty pink lips."

"Ha, you can't even steal a candy bar." I steadied my stance, waiting for her to pounce. The only problem with the halo ring was that only one being could get caught in its grasp at a time.

Step a little closer, baby.

Movement behind the demons caught my attention. A six foot three, blonde haired man stepped in to view about five aisles down. My heart throbbed at the sight of my boyfriend, and Jack nodded briefly at me before he shimmered out of sight. 

That was one of his cool Sangre demon powers. The halo ring allowed me to see supernatural beings that didn't want to be seen. Jack was the only exception to the rule. His power hid him from all things - including celestial, which meant my ring.

Sangre demons drank blood, so Jack had joined Vampires Anonymous to help curb that nasty desire. They had created something else that helped give him the same nutrients, but the urge was always there to pop a human vein. Sangre Demons are rare, and half-bloods are practically non-existent ... except for Jack. He is the only half-blooded one I knew. When in demon form, his skin and eyes turned bright blood red.

The male demon aimed his weapon at the ground and started shooting the floor around them. Instead of bullets, black liquid streamed out, and wherever it touched the floor, black smoke curled up in a slow mist. Those guns may have looked normal but obviously were made by a gunsmith in Hell. The weapons made an instant portal wherever a demon needed it, but that didn't explain why these two had run into this Qmart. It certainly wasn't for the one cent Drink-Aid sale.

I dared not wait any longer. Aiming my right fist at the female’s spade-shaped head, I readied my stance. “Sista, time to go into the light.”

The ring warmed, and a red light burst from the diamond. The light bathed the female in its eerie glow. The top of her head stretched in my direction just before the light retracted, pulling her into the ring like a rubber band popping back into place after being pulled thin.

The male snarled and bared his razor teeth at me. Garbled words spewed from his mouth as he cursed in his native tongue.

“First of all,” I snapped. “I can’t be a son for obvious reasons, and second, if I had a mother, she most definitely would not have been that.”

His tail swayed above him like a scorpion’s. It dipped to the ground and picked up a black bag the female had dropped.

I shrugged. “The beings on the other side of this ring want the bag too. So, dude, it’s time for you to go into the light.”

The same light shot out and slid over the demon. Before he got sucked in, his tail slung the bag behind him. He slid into the ring with a sickening pop. My breath caught in my throat, and I leaned over to catch my breath. The force of capturing two demons at once physically set me back a second. Nausea swept from my stomach to my mouth, and I swallowed over the sourness. Sweat formed on my forehead, and heat exploded over my cheeks.

Taking a deep breath, I pulled myself together and pushed down the sickness. I straightened up and focused on the bag the demons had left behind. What was in it?

Jack shimmered into view next to the bag just as a store clerk appeared at the end of a register. She didn’t bat an eye at his sudden appearance but pointed her finger at the bag.

“Sir, that doesn’t belong to you,” she huffed.

He scooped it up and straightened to his full height, using it to full advantage in an attempt to intimidate her.

Didn’t work. She strode up to his face, and even though she stood only four feet tall, she attempted to snatch it out of his hands.

“I don’t believe it’s yours either,” his deep voice rumbled through his chest, striking a chord with my libido. My inner fallen angel squirmed to life with anticipation.

“Down, girl,” I muttered, as my right hand clutched my necklace. It held my dark side in.

The clerk glared at me. “I aint no dog, and that bag does belong to me. Those two stole it out of my employee locker.”

I wasn’t going to deny my words, even though they hadn’t been meant for her but for the dark angel trapped inside me. With my hands held up in a non-defensive manner, I took a step closer. “So you know the contents.”

“Shoes,” she spat. “Cosplay shoes, to be precise.”

Jack and I exchanged a glance before he tossed the bag. I caught it with ease, unzipped it, and pulled out a shoebox. Kneeling on the floor, I removed the lid to reveal a pair of glass slippers nestled into foam for safe keeping. Upon closer inspection, the slippers were actually gold fabric encased in glass. Blue tint swirled inside the clear fairy-made glass. Their magical dust had been incorporated into the shoes. Bronze butterflies adorned the toe and heel. Images of tiny bluebirds were nestled among the intricate scrollwork woven throughout. I ran my finger over the glass, and a zing raced up my arm, revealing the fairy magic incorporated into the slipper. They were the famed Cinderella shoes.

Just as I raised my right hand to capture the store clerk, she screamed and shifted into a tiny pigeon, darting out of range before I could react.

“Demon wings,” I muttered with a shake of my head. Catching three demons in such a short time would have been an awesome payday.

Replacing the lid, I shoved the box back in the bag and stood. “I’m not happy about losing her. She knows who hired them.”

“Maybe she’s their boss,” said my daughter as she pushed her cart next to me. She raised her hand, and a can of peaches floated from the shelf to the cart.

“No, she’s a courier pigeon.” I held the box close to my chest. “Let’s get out of here before more birds get in our way.”

Ruby pointed at the pile of food in the cart that hadn’t been there when I’d started to apprehend the demons. Apparently, she’d continued shopping while we took care of the baddies. Typical teenager.
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Angelle’s New Home

South Harrell’s Ferry Road

Baton Rouge, LA

Sunday, August 7th, 7 pm
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A couple months ago, the bar I owned in Watson, Louisiana burned down. There wasn’t any reason for me to stay in the area, especially when my daughter showed up. I had to hide her the moment she was born to keep her away from my ex, Nate, who is known more for being the fallen angel Lucifer. He’s a mistake that I ask God to forgive me for every day.

Ruby had been living with a witch and warlock since birth, but around the time my bar burned down, I had to unlock my inner fallen angel and consequently set off events that led to Ruby’s remembering me. She had sought me out, and as I felt safer with her under my wing, she moved in with me.

I regretted the missed years of Ruby growing up. Her first words were Aunty instead of Mom, but I did get to see her first steps via video. Yes, a weak memory and sad excuse for a mom, but I was too scared Nate would get his hands on her. She was half-human, and I wanted her to have a chance to learn about Jesus and get into Heaven.

Since Ruby went to a private school in Baton Rouge, I figured it was time to move from the country to the city so she wouldn’t be uprooted. My new home was nestled in the middle of an old cemetery that belonged to the Human Society. The land was on South Harrell’s Ferry Road, between Sherwood Forest Boulevard and Millerville Road. Jones Creek, the actual creek not road, ran along the west side of the property. The back was bordered by I-12 and the east side nestled up to property owned by a moving company and a fancy reception facility.

Jack drove his truck onto the dirt road leading into my neighborhood of the dead. The graves were great at keeping out nosey people and hopefully Ruby’s dad as the grounds were blessed by a church.

I held the shoe box on my lap and braced for the potholes in the driveway. My left leg pressed against Jack’s and my right against Ruby’s. The truck’s cab was spacious, but the rocky driveway just about tossed us in each other’s lap.

The graves on the property dated from the early 1700s to 1999. Some of the headstones remained standing while others had fallen and lay in broken disarray. A few stubborn spirits remained, and, of course, there were lost ones as well. Some were curled on top of their graves, crying and wailing. A few simply stared at the trees.

A ghostly figure wearing a fancy pirate hat complete with a large white feather stepped into the path of the truck. Jack slammed on the brakes, sliding to a halt before the truck’s nose touched the tip of the pirate’s sword. His boot-clad feet hovered over the dirt driveway, and his fancy black pants and white ruffled shirt remained free of dust.

“You know he can’t hurt you,” I said. “He’s not really in this realm.”

“I know.” Jack shifted the truck in park, unbuckled and reached under the seat. “I’m just tired of him getting in my way every single time I come here. I hate the chill that sweeps through me when I run over him.”

“Just ignore him like I do.” Ruby popped a bubble and continued chomping loudly on her gum.

“We can’t hurt any of the spirits here. I signed a contract. They all belong here,” I said.

“Relax.” Jack slipped out of the truck. “I just aim to have a bit of fun.”

He shut the door, and with a sword held in front of him, he approached the pirate. Dusk had settled in, making things harder to see. Well, for a normal human it would, but I had awesome night vision.

“Hello, mate, care to place a wager?” Jack waved his sword to loosen his arm.

The pirate pivoted to keep Jack in front of him. The feather on his fancy hat wobbled back and forth but not from the breeze. Natural things from this world like wind and rain did not affect ghosts. He bowed with as much flourish as possible while keeping eyes on Jack and his sword ready. “I be Cap’n
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