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For Paul and Xavier,
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A grim summary of the original Lana Harvey, Reapers Inc. series.






IN THE BEGINNING... 

Let’s be real. It was a train wreck.

A few thousand years ago, a handful of original believers willed the deities and afterlives of Eternity into existence. The gods have been at odds ever since, bickering over the fates of the deceased and the soul matter that shapes our world beyond the grave. 

The boundaries of the heavens and hells shifted at the whim of believers, encouraging wrathful deities to smite one another. It was a bloody affair. The War of Eternity raged on and on for the longest time.

But then, in the early seventh century, when my not-so-dearly departed ex-boss was out doing his thing, reaping souls and whatnot, he came across one of those original believers. Khadija. 

Grim showed her the chaos and suffering beyond the grave, and she was compelled to help. As a rare original believer, Khadija had the power to stabilize the borders of the afterlives. She also forged the secret Throne of Eternity—an intangible connection to and command over the soul matter that flowed from the mortal realm to the afterlives. The lifeblood of Eternity.

Through this new bond, she created Limbo City, a neutral territory where Grim could broker peaceful negotiations between the gods. While he was at it, he also decided to take full credit for the feat and hid Khadija away in a secret pocket realm. 

For her own safety, I’m sure. Such a peach, that Grim.

Anyway, the gods signed the peace treaty and agreed to end the War of Eternity, and the Afterlife Council was formed—with Grim in a neutral leadership role as their president. They determined a yearly date where the excess soul matter could be distributed in an organized and agreeable fashion, an event that came to be called the Oracle Ball. 

A few centuries later, Grim convinced the council to repay his generous and mysterious efforts by allotting him a smidge of soul matter every hundred years to create extra reapers to help with his growing soul harvesting business. And, thus, Reapers Inc. was founded.

It was a cushy gig for ol’ Death. 

Until I came along and mucked things up.

Though I suppose that blame really belongs to Khadija. After a thousand years, she was ready to retire from the throne and turn it over to another original believer. By then, Grim didn’t go out in the field anymore, but he certainly wasn’t about to entrust such a delicate—and advantageous—task to anyone else. 

Cue the feet-dragging... for a few centuries. 

Khadija, being the wise and intuitive soul that she was, took matters into her own hands. While whipping up the eighth generation of reapers in 1709, she baked a little something extra into my soul matter. I hadn’t simply been made in Grim’s image—I was his equal. 

Like other reapers, I was immortal and had the innate ability to harvest souls. But unlike the others, I could see the potency of a soul in their aura. It was a neat little trick, helpful in identifying original believers. A skill Grim definitely didn’t want anyone else to have. And, also, one that made my existence a breach of the peace treaty, which stipulated that no new deities would be created with the excess soul matter. 

Deity felt too strong a word for someone with a skill that barely rivaled Superman’s x-ray vision. But it made me other. Something more than the council had agreed to, which would have put both Grim and me in a sticky situation if anyone found out.

It seemed like something that should have been easy to hide. Hell, I hadn’t even known I had this ability until three hundred years after the fact, when Khadija was good and sick of Grim’s shit—and losing hers. 

The soul matter was becoming harder to control. She was slipping, and a rogue island had popped up in the Sea of Eternity—one that rebel demons were using as their base. 

There was also the issue of Khadija’s husband losing patience in Jannah, the Islamic heaven. He sent the angel Maalik, the Keeper of Hellfire himself, to Limbo City to join the Afterlife Council and investigate the matter. I don’t suppose breaking my heart had been on the list, but he managed that well enough, too. At least I got full custody of the pair of hellhounds he’d gifted me early in the relationship. 

Back to the rebel demons and leaking soul matter... 

When Grim realized he was between a headstone and a hard place, Khadija finally told him about me. I mean, he knew about me, just not that I was special. I hadn’t been there to see his reaction, but I imagined it was probably a lot like one of those Jerry Springer episodes where the guy finds out he’s the father and is not thrilled about it.

And, of course, Grim still tried to keep the truth from me when he dropped the promotion of the century in my lap with no explanation, made all the more jarring by the fact that I ranked somewhere near the bottom of the reaper barrel. I was a low-risk harvester with a questionable number of soul violations due to my penchant for slipping souls bound for the Sea of Eternity into more desirable afterlives.

My BFF, Gabriel—yeah, that Gabriel—says I have a savior complex. Artemis calls it stray dog syndrome. I find any spark of goodness redeemable. And why not?

Atheists and agnostics had no afterlives to claim them, so their souls were dumped into the ghostly sea surrounding Limbo City, where they awaited being sucked up by the Three Fates Factory and reinstalled in the mortal realm. It seemed like such a waste—and an inconvenience, seeing as how reapers then had to sail across said sea to deliver the rest of their charges to their afterlives.

These less-than-Death-like tendencies of mine made a promotion sound more like an April Fool’s joke. Nevertheless, Grim had tasked me and a small team of reapers that included my sailing partner Josie Galla, Grim’s second-in-command Coreen Bendura, and Coreen’s apprentice Kevin Kraus with harvesting an extra-high-risk soul. The job went sideways when demons pushed our mark’s bus off the San Francisco Bay Bridge, and we had to take a little dip to retrieve his soul.

After that, Grim had finally let Maalik introduce me to Khadija to get the explanation I deserved. It also became clear that the demon rebels were in on our little mission to find a new soul for the Throne of Eternity. And the Egyptian god Seth, a member of the Afterlife Council, was heading up the opposition.

Not everyone had been happy with the terms of the peace treaty, and the fading pantheons with shriveling territories were especially bitter. Some of the old gods handled the transition with more grace, merging lands and sharing their obligations to subjects and souls. Others resisted fiercely. 

The Summerland Society had been after the Sphinx Congress for centuries to unite their subcommittees and share their seats on the Afterlife Council. Horus managed to postpone that fate in exchange for working with Grim to seek out souls of ancient Egyptian origin, since the flow of spirits to Duat, the Egyptian underworld, had all but dried up. Grim said he’d turn over the unsuitable souls for the Weighing of the Hearts Ceremony, and Horus agreed not to ask any questions about the one Grim intended to keep.

To Horus’s disappointment, and Grim’s relief, it’d only taken three harvests to find a replacement for Khadija. Unfortunately, the casualties included Coreen Bendura—gutted by hellcats during a demonic battle at sea—and Wosyet, a minor Egyptian goddess-slash-spy for Seth, beheaded by me with my fancy new battle axe. 

That was what she got for trying to nab my soul. Well, not my soul—reapers don’t have souls. The soul I had been tasked to collect. Winston, formerly known as Tutankhamun. King freakin’ Tut.

So, Khadija drank Meng Po’s special memory-erasing tea and headed off to Firdaws Pardis for her long-awaited retirement, and Winston drank a tea to peel back his past lives so he could take the reins of Eternity. Mission accomplished.

You’d think my life would have gone back to normal, right?

Ha.

No such luck.

Turned out, when the boss gave an undeserving peon a fancy new job description, people noticed. Important people. 

Before I could roll a coin, I was in over my head.

Horus did not like that Grim had one of his favorite pharaohs on a leash. And while he didn’t exactly know what had happened to Wosyet, he made an educated guess. 

Giving her the literal axe was another ruh-roh regarding the peace treaty and reaper rights—or lack thereof. Not surprisingly, Grim decided to sweep that little mishap under the rug and failed to report it to the Afterlife Council.

Horus didn’t give a crap about Wosyet, but knowledge of her demise made it super easy for him to blackmail me into an illegal side job. What can I say? I liked my head attached to my neck.

That two-faced son of a jackal tasked me with seeking out more original believers—on the down-low—with some banned tracking bracelets. The idea was to have a new soul ready to replace Winston in a hundred years when Horus wanted to take the kid home to Duat. 

Horus also campaigned for my promotion to the Posy Unit, a specialty group of reapers that harvested mass souls from natural disasters, warzones, and epidemics. The move put me in contact with the most souls to comb through in search of original believers. Though it wasn’t a great environment for training an apprentice—which I was in no way qualified to have. But with Coreen gone, Kevin in need of a new mentor, and Grim hating my guts, I was a prime target. 

Luckily, Josie was there to pick up my slack and helped school Kevin in all sorts of things. All sorts of things.

Their canoodling was a welcome distraction. With Horus making my placement on the Posy Unit a council matter, many were eager to secure a favor for their vote. This attention did not escape the notice of the rebel demons. 

Which was how my apartment ended up in flames, and I found myself recovering from a nasty burn at Meng Po’s temple along the wooded coast of Limbo. She took the opportunity to barter her favorable vote in exchange for me speaking to Grim on her behalf, to remind him of her desire to alter the Three Fates’ soul recycling process with her tea.

Soon after, another council member, Jesus’s sister Holly Spirit, extended an invitation for me to take up residency in one of her lush condos at Holly House—because landlord is just a page before leverage in the dictionary. 

And then there was Cindy Morningstar, Lucifer’s daughter, who was also on the council and looking for good press. Which reapers being attacked by rebel demons on the job most definitely was not. Cindy requested that I take a two-week demon defense training course with Beelzebub, Lord of the Flies. 

I’d been blowing off the Prince of Demons since I was already swamped with homework from the Reaper Academy. I’d let Josie talk me into Grace Adeline’s wandering souls course—that my creep of an ex, Craig Hogan, was also taking. Plus, there was the mentoring class that Grim had signed me up for. Still, the blistery handprint around my neck made me think it was time to give demon defense the old college try.

I hadn’t counted on falling in love with Bub in the process. But I did. Hard. 

At the same time, I was falling out of love with Maalik. The angel was a firm believer in rules, and my very existence broke too many of them. I couldn’t tell him what I was doing for Horus, nor why I was fighting for a fancy promotion that I clearly did not want. And I was so beyond his patronizing damsel-in-distress treatment.

To top it off, the demon rebels weren’t done with me yet, and they’d recruited Craig.

I passed my classes with flying colors, only to be attacked in the street by the fury Tisiphone and my douche of an ex. I took quite the beating before discovering another grim talent when my hands lit up like a Christmas tree, and I pulled Craig straight out of existence. 

Pop goes the weasel. 

Nothing more than soul matter scattered into the ether.

Even more alarming? No one seemed to remember him. If only I could have forgotten Craig, too. His death—unexistence... whatever—rattled me. His face haunted my nightmares.

But I sallied forth, and when the Afterlife Council voted, I landed the Posy promotion... and was named the unit’s new captain. 

Totally unheard of for an eighth-generation reaper. 

Clearly a fluke.

If Josie’s roommate, Jenni Fang, hadn’t immediately been announced as Grim’s new second-in-command, I shudder to think what rumors might have grown fangs and taken a bite out of my ass. 

The new gig as captain was an adjustment, but I put my scythe to the grindstone and made the most of it. Did a bang-up job, too, if I do say so myself. It was an easier feat to manage without Gabriel dragging me off to Purgatory Lounge every other night. 

My angelic drinking buddy was not thrilled with my new brimstone beau, which made him a big fat hypocrite since he was dating a demon himself. Both of our hellish heartthrobs were on the Hell Committee, working directly under Cindy Morningstar, a detail that would later cause problems for both of us.

Once again, I expected that my world would return to some semblance of normal. For a minute there, it did, despite all the changes in my life—the fancier job title, the swanky living situation, an apprentice, and a lusty demon consort.

But the calm before the storm never lasts long.

The rebels sank their talons into everything, infiltrating the city and luring reapers and deities to the dark side. They abducted Jenni Fang and put the shape-shifting trickster god Loki in her place. They stole Hades’ Cap of Invisibility, Atropos’s shears, and Ammit’s crocodile headdress.

But we prevailed. We rescued Jenni from literal and figurative hell. We reclaimed the stolen goods and brought a mountain down on the heads of those who tried to stand in our way.

There was hardly time to lick our wounds before Eternity threatened to rip apart at the seams once again, though. The rebels took Grim’s brother Hypnos hostage. Though the boss man acted as if it were the end of the world, that one was waaay down on my list of things most likely to launch the apocalypse.

Turned out, King Tut wasn’t an original believer, after all. He’d only restored the faith after his predecessor had tried to destroy it. As a result, Winston was already slipping, losing his hold on the soul matter.

Good thing I’d finally stumbled upon a suitable soul to take his place.

Only... I really wasn’t looking forward to being terminated once Grim found out. He’d seemed perfectly content going back to pretending like he was the ringmaster of this circus and letting the peanut shells pile up on the tent floor for another millennium.

Without consulting anyone—Grim, me, or otherwise—Winston gave up the throne to the new soul, Naledi. But as luck would have it, he was smitten with her, so he decided to stick around and run interference with Grim. Which meant I got to keep breathing, at least for a little while.

I liked breathing. 

Though maybe a bit less so after Beelzebub ripped my heart out by joining the rebels, and Lorelei, one of Eurynome’s hench-sirens, killed Josie. Seth had recruited the Greek mermaid goddess and made her a general among the water-dwelling rebels. 

Josie’s death and Beelzebub’s betrayal almost did me in. At least Gabriel had been there to catch me when I fell. But there wasn’t enough Ambrosia Ale or John Wayne movies in the world to erase the hurt this time.

The revelation that Bub had been working undercover with the rebels on Cindy Morningstar’s orders only mildly lessened my misery. But the truth hadn’t prevented his summer home in Tartarus from being demolished or his houseboat on the Styx from being torched. It hadn’t kept his demon butler Jack from being accosted and having to be taken to Meng Po’s with a cracked horn. Nor me from having to take over instructing his demon defense course at the Reaper Academy.

Then there was Kevin’s hellfire addiction. 

My apprentice had not handled Josie’s death well. I didn’t have a lot of room to talk. I hadn’t even noticed that one of my hellhounds was pregnant until she popped out three helljack puppies—fathered by one of Anubis’s jackals. 

I was lacking as a mentor, and without Josie’s help with Kevin, I couldn’t seem to find a middle ground between paralysis and tough love for my apprentice. It had seemed insignificant with demons breathing down my neck and Eternity swirling around the proverbial drain. Especially after Naledi went missing, and Winston lost his mind. 

To make matters worse, the tracking bracelets Horus had given me to tag original believers weren’t working. Anytime Naledi’s pinged on the tracking compact, I arrived in time to find a different original believer, but not her. 

Soon, Winston’s hysteria drew Maalik’s attention—like I really needed his nose in my business again. The overbearing angel threatened me into turning over the tracking compact in exchange for not telling Grim about the ol’ switcheroo with the soul on the throne. Which meant my hands were tied.

With nothing more pressing to distract me, I was finally forced to take a hard look at what my negligence with Kevin had cost. I thought I’d seen rock bottom before. I hadn’t even come close. The situation came to a head when the captain of the Nephilim Guard brought Kevin home after he’d ransacked the condo and sold Jenni’s and my valuables for drugs. 

I did my best to set him straight and give him the attention and direction he clearly needed. Then I ran off to make a trade with the rebels: Winston for the Lord of the Flies. 

Bub’s cover had been blown, and he was now their captive. The Witch of Endor had delivered a cryptic message, just for me, revealing the rendezvous location.

I didn’t want to use Winston—and it hadn’t been my idea. He was convinced that the rebels had Naledi and just didn’t know who or what she was. Why else would she have disappeared and not told him? The trade was the only way to find out for certain and get my demon back. It wasn’t an opportunity I could afford to turn down.

Though I still regretted what happened after.

Winston and I met with the rebels. We made the trade, narrowly avoiding an ambush, and I took Bub to safety on one of the sacred faerie isles in the Sea of Avalon. They only granted us sanctuary for a single night, but it was just as well. 

The Oracle Ball was the next evening, and Seth and the Witch of Endor had big plans for Winston—the soul they assumed would give them absolute control of Eternity. The witch was a powerful necromancer, and with the Seal of Solomon, she could also control demons. In no time at all, the guests that had gathered on the rooftop of Reapers Inc. for the ball became her hostages. 

That was when Naledi finally made a reappearance and announced herself to the world. She was too late to save Winston, but she stopped the Witch of Endor’s reign of terror by ripping the heart from the woman’s chest. And as soon as Grim put the pieces together, he almost ripped the heart from mine.

Jenni Fang saved me from that grisly fate, and Grim fled the city to escape the consequences of his secret having been exposed. The power he’d once held over Eternity now had a name and a face that he didn’t recognize. It was no longer his to wield. 

Gloating would have been petty. I’d love to say that was the reason I didn’t, but the truth was, I had my own music to face.

Naledi’s debut came with lots of questions, and my role and unsanctioned soul vision were soon revealed. There were other ways to discover a soul’s potency, but none so convenient as my natural talent—which made me a threat. Not because I had any phenomenal cosmic powers, but because I was the only one who could glance at a soul and tell if they did.

The Afterlife Council demanded that Naledi strip me of my gift. Then, to prove I was worthy of their trust, they tasked me with dismantling the ghost market. The number of CNH—Currently Not Harvestable—souls spiked after the Second War of Eternity officially ended with Seth’s disappearance, and the Witch of Endor’s death. Displaced rebels made their living by stealing valuable souls and selling them on the ghost market. And if I couldn’t stop them, the council was ready to terminate me the same way Grim had wanted to.

Bub’s solution was to take our new houseboat through a portal to the mortal side and live on the lam, at large but together, like Bonnie and Clyde. Such a romantic. It seemed his name had been cleared just in time for mine to make Eternity’s Most Wanted list. 

But I was never one to go down without a fight. Besides, one of the missing souls was






































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
\
A?%{LA [lJJET





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





d2d_images/image003.png





