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CHARACTERS

Sam Buckland – a former atheist,
accountant, and adoptive father of Sara, he is now the
bearer of the Keys of Solomon, greatest weapons in Heaven’s war
against Hell. After saving the Archangels Gabriel and
Michael from betrayal by Enoch, he has been forced to
ally with Lucifer, the Devil himself.

Sara Imani Hammons – Sam’s adopted
teenage daughter and heir apparent to the Keys of Solomon, Sara has
been thrown into a world she scarcely understands. With magical
creatures and beings all around her, she’s been forced to adapt and
overcome.

Jambres – One of the two Egyptian
brothers, along with Jannes, who challenged Moses and
assaulted Heaven, only to be thrown out by Enoch. He has
allied with Sam to prevent Enoch’s new plan from
coming to fruition.

Lucifer – The Devil. The Lightbringer. Once
greatest of all Archangels, he is now the enemy of Heaven. Hearing
of the threat Enoch poses to the cosmos, he has come to
offer Sam his help…but can he be trusted?

Enoch – Once the Voice of God, the Metatron,
Enoch has lost trust in his Creator and seeks to return Him to
Heaven. Working with Jannes, he has crafted a magic that
will, he hopes, destroy mankind’s ability to believe in the unknown
– faith.

Jannes – Jambres’s elder brother, he was
driven to anger against the gods when his brother died after their
assault on Heaven. After possessing Satan’s Angelic body, he
was defeated by Sam and Jambres before they discovered
Enoch’s treachery. Now he works with his partner to dissolve
humanity’s faith into despair.

Michael – Commander of Heaven’s Hosts and the
Angel that threw Lucifer out of Heaven, he is spearheading
the Divine effort to stop Enoch. Michael remains confident
that Heaven, and God, will prevail.

Gabriel – Connected to the mind of God, she
receives emotions and feelings from the Godhead. As the only
connection to the lost deity, her place is secure, but she finds
herself unsure of what to do in the current crisis.

Satan – Formerly the Accusing Angel and
fact-advocate of God, Satan received her promotion due to
Enoch’s fall and her unique skill-set. Despite growing
feelings for Sam, she accepted, but her transition to
Archangel status is still underway.


CHAPTER ONE

What am I doing?

The sunlight danced in Sam’s periphery as he
took the Devil’s hand. Lucifer’s grip was strong, the flesh as warm
and human as the celestial’s chosen voice. “Excellent.”

The moment reverberated in the modest living
room; particles of dust seemed to freeze in the rays of sun, and
the Keeper of the Keys could feel the astonishment baking off of
his companions. He furrowed his brow, clenching his teeth as his
soul recoiled from the literal deal with the devil he was signing.
They’d make the same choice if it came to it.

Sam held the handshake for two seconds, then
dropped it, turning his head away from the celestial’s soft smile.
“All right then. Enoch’s fallen, and he plans to create an army of,
what, people with no faith. We don’t know where he is.” He rolled
his shoulders and glanced around the room; Jambres’s swarthy face
watched the exchange between man and Fallen, his eyes shadowed,
darkened. Sara fiddled with a strand of the black hair near her
ear, her dark-eyed gaze dancing between the two in the center of
the room and the front door. Sam could still hear Caitlin’s
admonition, his warnings against trusting the Lightbringer.

I wish I had that luxury.

Taking a breath, he returned his eyes to the
newcomer. “So what now?”

Lucifer spread his hands, his eyebrows rising
as he shook his head. “I’m glad to help, Keeper, but I’m not going
to be the idea man for this one.” He extended an arm and an
old-fashioned cane, black through the length with a crystal angel
at the top and a metal tip, winked into existence between his
fingers. “Not to mention, you wouldn’t trust me.” The tip of the
cane rapped on the ground. “Nor would I blame you for that.”

Sara watched the performance, a small smile
tugging at the corner of her mouth, then turned to her father,
consternation growing to overtake the momentary amusement. “I
don’t…What happened up there? In Heaven? Something must have.” All
humor gone, she searched Sam’s face. “You just kicked Greg out to
work with…” Her eyes danced over to Lucifer, who tipped his hat
again under her scrutiny. “With him. You wouldn’t have done that
before.”

Sam closed his eyes, took a deep breath in
through his nose. As he reopened them and moved his mouth to speak,
the half-formed dismissal died on his lips.

“…The Angels are assholes.” Another breath.
“And they think that slavery is okay, as long as it’s one of their
own.” He sighed. “They’re making Satan into an Archangel, to help
them fight Enoch.” His right fist, out of Sara’s sightline,
clenched. “She didn’t have a choice in the matter. It was submit
and go back to being an Angel, or get treated like a traitor. No
middle ground. No room to refuse.”

“Direct from the Almighty Itself.” Lucifer
grinned. “In English, I’d translate it as, ‘Henceforth, ye are the
bitches of mankind. Go forth and do whatever stupid thing comes
into their head, an’ it please Me.’” He gestured off into space,
waving his hand at nothing. “Or something like that, anyway.”

Sara clapped a hand over her mouth to
suppress a sudden laugh. Sam grimaced, then ran a hand through his
hair.

“Enough jokes.” He strode over to the window
and pulled aside the curtain, looking up into the sky. The clouds
had cleared, allowing the blue sky through once more…but, as he
stared up into the azure expanse, his mind drifted.

What are they doing up there, right
now? He put his fingertips against the windowpane. Is she an
Archangel yet? His memory filled with her face: the
imperfections in her skin, the curves of her lips as she laughed,
the glimmer in her dark eyes as she made a joke. The despairing
passion in her voice as she begged him not to restore her memory,
not to drive her away. He could hear her, deep in the hollow of his
soul, and the pain in his heart grew, ice over a freezing pond.
Have they left Heaven? What if—

“Hey, Sam!”

He blinked, turned around. “Sorry. What?”

Sara crossed her arms and raised an eyebrow,
her eyes dancing from Lucifer to her father. “I was just wondering
what happened to that Egyptian dude you were with.” She leaned
against a wall. “Did you leave him behind up there?”

“An Egyptian?” Lucifer turned his eyes toward
Sam and applauded, a slow clap of hands “You managed to team up
with one of those two? I am impressed, Keeper. Well
played. Which one was it, the younger one or the older one?”

“The younger one. Jambres.” Sam shook his
head. “And I don’t need flattery. It’s not like it was my idea in
the first place.” Then he nodded toward Sara, pointing up toward
the ceiling. “He was still in Heaven when I left. I don’t imagine
that he’s going to be there for long, though; Michael didn’t seem
particularly welcoming.”

“Understatement of the epoch.” Lucifer
extended his hand and beckoned; at his gesture, one of Sam’s dining
room chairs slid across the floor, over the carpet, and took up a
position suitable for him to take a seat.

Which he did.

“Mikael is…well, he’s something,
that’s for sure.” Lucifer rubbed at his left side with his free
hand, his brown eyes sparkling in the ambient light of the room.
“Absolutely dedicated to the Lord’s cause. The other Archangels
can’t hold a candle to his devotion; he makes Gabriel look like a
Sundays-and-Christmas churchgoer.” He brought up the cane and
waggled it back and forth. “Did you know that his name translates
to ‘Who is like God?’ Exactly.” The cane rapped on the ground
again. “I wouldn’t use the word fanatic, except that, yeah,
he’s a fanatic.”

“I gathered that.” Sam slumped. “But yeah,
Jambres’ll probably be catching the first flight out of there.” He
scratched at his chin, then nodded. “He knows how important this
is. I’m sure he’ll help.” He rubbed his fingers on the table, the
sound jarring in the near-silence. “It affects his gods too.”

Lucifer tapped his cane against the wood of
the coffee table, his eyes alight. “Fantastic! That sounds like an
excellent first order of business, then. Get ahold of the other
sorcerer and come up with a plan.”

Sara stepped forward. “Wait, though. Isn’t
this…what, Enoch, right? That’s what you said?” A nod. “Isn’t he,
like, the most powerful Angel there is? The Voice of God and all
that? Can we beat that? Even together?”

The wind picked up outside; it rattled the
trees in Sam’s yard, giving off a strange, ghostly wail. Sam
scowled as he thought. “That’s a good question.” He addressed
Lucifer. “How much of an Angel’s power do they retain after they’ve
been cast out of Heaven?” His eyes turned downward as he continued.
“I mean, the ones that Fell, that Enoch threw out, they didn’t seem
like they could do much of anything, but—”

“But you’re not sure what they could have
done if they had tried.” Lucifer nodded, then removed his top hat,
running his fingers through his glossy black hair; it rippled in
the LED lights from the ceiling, shimmering as if each strand first
absorbed, then released, the light at the most impactful moment.
The hat disappeared as he laid it on the ground. “They were fine.
Cut off from Heaven, of course, which is…” He shuddered. “A bit of
a thing to get used to, really. Takes some years, some millennia.
But the essential nature of the being is unchanged.”

Sara glanced his way. “So you’re just as
strong as you were, before? Still an Angel?” She looked him up and
down, crossing her arms across her chest. “Why doesn’t anyone call
you that, then?”

Lucifer’s eyebrows rose. “Ah, the whole ‘King
of Demons’ thing, yes? Is that more familiar to you?” When she
nodded, he returned it. “Well, that is one of my many, many titles,
to be sure, but it doesn’t mean I’m a demon myself.” He splayed his
fingers out over his chest. “Lord of the Damned, but not one of
them.”

Sam’s eyes went misty, distant, as Lucifer’s
words dredged up their first encounter - the music of the Devil’s
true form, the unrelenting force of his presence driving out his
individuality and will. The thought returned, only a shadow of its
original power behind it: If this isn’t God, it should be.
“It’s true. I remember…” Then he shook his head, wiped the nascent
tears with his thumb and forefinger. “It’s a hard thing to
forget.”

Lucifer shook his head, then smiled again.
“But Enoch, he’s got something else going on, I think. Not so
reliant on Heaven anymore. So he might not need as long of an
‘adjustment period’ to get back on his feet. If he needs one at
all.”

The air within the room grew thick, heavy,
filled with…incense? Is that incense? Sam passed his hand
over his eyes, drawing the Sight into them.

But before he had a chance to examine
anything, a cyclone enveloped the three, the wind sweeping around
them, battering and buffeting them for several seconds. Sam fought
to keep his feet, and Sara screamed as the gale forced her to shut
her eyes.

Lucifer crossed one foot over the other knee,
lacing his fingers together in his lap, around his cane.

Then the wind stopped, dispersed, scattering
papers and shattering dishes around the room. In the center of the
vortex stood a swarthy man, tall and muscular, wrapped in a dark
robe. On his chest hung a large amulet, gold set with an exquisite
blue sapphire, and he gripped an ankh-topped staff in his right
hand.

“Speak of the devil!” Lucifer laughed at his
own joke.

“Sam.” The newcomer swept the room, turning
in place until he found his target. He stepped toward the fallen
Keeper and extended his left hand. “Are you all right?”

“Yeah.” Sam took the offered assistance and
got to his feet. “We were just talking about you, actually. Glad
you made it out of there.”

Jambres waved off his comment. “It wasn’t
difficult. Getting out of a god’s realm is always easier than
getting in. And it wasn’t as if they were eager to keep me
there.”

Lucifer grinned. “I think I said that once,
or near enough. I was talking to Baal’Hammon, and he—”

“Who are you?” Jambres ran over Lucifer’s
interjection, and the Shining One trailed off. “I sense power
within you, but I do not recognize it.”

“Ah. Of course.” He made a mock-bow from his
seat. “I am Lucifer, otherwise known to the faithful of Yahweh as
The Devil.”

Jambres arched an eyebrow and glanced at Sam,
who nodded. “Yeah. I know.”

The Egyptian looked back at Lucifer for a
moment more, then resumed. “But they’re certainly planning for war.
Michael sent messengers to find and summon all the remaining angels
before I left.”

Sara gasped, then her eyes went wide as
something occurred to her. “Wait! What about…what about all those
ones that Fell? With the burned wings?” She gestured around the
house, and Sam could imagine the wailing, weeping forms that had
been there just recently. “Are they okay now?”

Lucifer stretched in his chair, then stood up
as all eyes found him. “Well, my dear, let’s just say that Heaven
is damn lucky that I’m not planning on storming the gates
just yet.” He shifted his shoulders, his spine and neck popping as
he moved. “Because Falling isn’t a kid’s game, you see. No
take-backs, no do-overs.” He opened his hands. “Once an Angel
Falls...”

He clapped them together, the sudden impact
making Sara jump and Sam startle. “Done deal. No substitutions,
exchanges, or refunds.”

Sam closed his eyes, his jaw setting, his
throat working. Jambres nodded, shifting the staff from one hand to
the other.

“What?” Sam looked up to see his daughter’s
skin mottled, a vein in her forehead standing out and pulsing.
“That doesn’t make any sense!” Her eyes were wide, and she advanced
on Lucifer, whose smile widened as she approached him. “How is that
right? They didn’t even do anything wrong, did they?” She turned on
Sam before the Angel could answer. “Can’t you do something? Can’t
we…”

“Nothing to be done about it, sweetheart.
Sever the connection between a Servitor and its God, and no power
given to the divine can restore it.” Lucifer spun his cane around
in his hand, around-the-world, until the tip made it back to the
ground. “Rules of the universe. No Angel, not even an Archangel,
can undo a Fall.” He smiled, but this one was small, almost sad.
“Or, trust me, I would have.”

Sara shook her head, her mouth moving in
unspoken syllables. She turned her head away, but Sam caught the
glistening of tears forming at the corners of her eyes. “I…I’ll be
in my room. When you need me.” She took long steps down the
hallway, and the door slammed against the frame.

Sam watched her leave, then exhaled a breath
he hadn’t realized he was holding. Lucifer opened his mouth to
speak.

“Don’t.” Sam held up a hand toward him, but
didn’t turn to look until after he had finished the word. “I don’t
want to hear anything about her from you. Got that?”

“Done.” Lucifer tossed the cane in the air
and caught it with a flourish. “You don’t need to tell me twice,
Keeper.”

“Fantastic.”

Jambres nodded. “Very well. Sam, what shall
we do?”

Sam’s eyes widened, then he laughed despite
himself. “What? Crap. I was hoping you had an idea.”

Jambres leaned on his staff, pursing his
lips. “Yahweh’s Heaven is hidebound, monitored by only one being.
The others cannot rebel against him or they, too, will be
banished.” He leaned his head toward Lucifer. “Yes?”

“Definitely something to consider.” Lucifer
tapped his lips with the crystal angel on his cane. When Sam
glanced in his direction, he noticed something different, as if
Lucifer were…less there. His voice not quite as sonorous,
his presence not as powerful. “But don’t forget-”

“Are you all right?”

Lucifer cracked a half-smile. “No, Keeper.
I’m never all right. Being cast down into Hell will do that
to a person.”

Unable to come up with a response to that,
Sam motioned with his hand for the Morningstar to continue.

“Michael’s an amazing warrior and strategist.
With what remains of Heaven’s Host - and it is considerable,
despite their losses, I won’t lie to you about that. If it comes to
a battle of armies, I wouldn’t put money on anyone else unless they
outnumber him twenty-to-one.” Then Lucifer snickered. “Or if they
snuck up behind him while he wasn’t paying attention,
obviously.”

“And Enoch doesn’t have those kinds of
numbers.” Sam raised an eyebrow. “Not celestially, anyway.”

“Exactly.” All joking had left Lucifer’s
face, and he stepped forward into the circle’s discussion. “So
he’ll have to be using stealth. Something sneaky to give him the
upper hand. Some way to hide from Michael and the rest.”

“The other realms.”

Both Lucifer and Jambres turned to look to
Sam as he continued. “Right? The forces of Yahweh can’t enter
another god’s realm without some…some violation of the
Compact.”

“As when Apollo came to save Satan.” Jambres
nodded. “I see where you’re going with this.”

Lucifer narrowed his eyes. “He did what
now?”

Sam took a breath, trying to steady the
rising tide of emotion in his chest. “Never mind.”

“Oh, no no no.” Lucifer shook his cane at
Sam. “You can’t do that to me. Either we’re in this together or
we’re not.”

“It doesn’t work that way.” Sam brought one
hand up, prepared to invoke magic. “And if you have a problem with
the way I’m running things, I can make you go.”

Lucifer gazed at Sam’s tattooed hand for
several seconds, then nodded. “As you wish, Keeper. Just remember
that I’m limited by the information you choose to relate.”

“Noted.” Sam lowered his hand and glanced
back at Jambres. “So, anyway. If Enoch has really lost his faith,
like the Archangels said, then he can go to any of the gods’
realms.” A small chuckle. “I think.”

“It’s a premise we can start with, at any
rate.” Jambres clapped a hand on Sam’s shoulder. “But what about
your daughter?”

Lucifer shook his head, dismissing the idea
with a low chuffing sound. “It’s a terrible idea to take her
along. I mean, it’s no concern to me, personally, but she’d
be in tremendous danger the whole time.” When Sam didn’t answer, he
slammed his cane into the ground. “Are you listening? She’s—”

“She’s inexperienced, unready.” Sam looked
the former Archangel in the eye. “But we’re going to need her if we
want to beat Enoch.”

Two pairs of eyes locked, burning into one
another. Sam could feel the weight of the former Archangel’s
displeasure beating down on him, pressing on him, but he refused to
yield, refused to give any sign of that feeling.

Lucifer’s face folded in on itself; his eyes
began to glow, opalescent rainbows of color scintillating within
them. The light within the room dimmed in comparison, and small
cracks appeared underneath his feet in the floorboards.

Jambres dropped into a ready combat stance,
but before he had time to cast anything Sam extended both of his
hands. The tattoos danced and swirled.

With his forefingers outstretched, he drew a
pattern in the air. Silver sparkles followed his gestures, trailing
after his movements.

Like a balloon being deflated, the power left
Lucifer, spiraling out of him in golden contrails. He stumbled as
if his muscles had gone limp; the light returned to the room, and
he closed his eyes, licking his lips and shaking his head as if it
weighed twelve tons.

“The Seal of Sovereignty.” His hands trembled
as he placed both of them on top of his cane. “I wasn’t aware you
had placed it here.”

Sam smirked. “It’s funny what a little
creative horticulture can do.” With one hand, he gestured out the
window, toward the front yard. “But after Azrael I wasn’t about to
leave my home undefended from random Angelic or Demonic
attacks.”

“I see.” Lucifer looked up; the anger had
left his eyes, and his words were weaker, without strength. He
forced a smile, but even that was frail. “Can you release the
spell, now? You’ve proven your point. Sometimes I forget myself
when I feel like I’m being slighted or ignored.” A weak laugh. “My
major failing, according to the Lord.”

“Am I going to regret it if I do?”

Jambres clutched his amulet in his left hand.
“Worry not. If you were to regret it, so would he.”

“All right.” A quick mumble and slash of his
hand, and the spell broke with a deep rumble. Lucifer straightened
up, back to his old self, and mimed doffing his cap to Sam.

“Thank you.” Lucifer brushed himself off,
despite the fact that there was no dust or dirt evident on his
white suit. “I won’t let that happen again.”

Sam advanced on Lucifer. The two stood
eye-to-eye as Sam came within an inch of the other’s face. “We
can’t do this if we’re always afraid that you’re going to go rogue
and stab us in the back, you know.”

“Then what do you suggest?” The Devil spread
his hands, gripping the cane with one thumb. “I could give you my
word as a Spaniard.”

The movie reference took a moment to find
purchase in Sam’s mind, but when it did he couldn’t help smirking.
“A binding spell.”

Lucifer stared at him a moment, eyes
narrowed, then nodded. “Very well. If that’s what it takes.” He put
his hands out; the air above his head and shoulders shimmered, and
his presence intensified, as if he were gathering strength. “Go
ahead.”

Sam stepped back to allow Lucifer his space,
then took the Angel’s hands in his own. Breathing in, he began to
recite the complex syllables that made up Lucifer’s true name. The
sound of his voice rose in power, drawing forth music from the
universal symphony. On and on went the name, describing the
Lightbringer, shining forth in all his glory, bringing fire and
hope to mankind…then twisted, tainted by Pride, by weakness.

Sam’s stomach clenched as he moved into the
last part of the name. The syllables felt heavy on his tongue, as
if the notes dripped with black tar, thick and polluted. As the
last of them faded from the air, orange chains appeared, winding
around the Devil’s arms, chest, and abdomen, before sinking into
his flesh, leaving dark red welts like brands in their wake.

At that last, Lucifer grunted, a crease on
his forehead the only other indication of the pain. “Are you
satisfied now, Keeper? I am completely in your power, should you
invoke it.”

Sam examined him once more, allowing the
Sight to search for any weaknesses in his bindings. Finding none,
he nodded.

“I’m going to go get Sara.” He turned and
began his walk down the hallway. “You two wait here.”

~~~

Sara sat in her bedroom at her desk, her eyes
unseeing. The room was littered with the attachments of adolescence
– music posters, an HD-TV on the wall, a computer at the desk
running its nature-image screensaver – but all of it felt empty,
hollow. Her eyes roamed the space, finding no comfort in the
familiar trappings - instead, behind each pair of eyes or lightning
streak across a cloud-filled sky, she saw the pain of Heaven, of
Angels cast out and exiled for no cause, no fault of their own.

She held her arms tight around herself to
stem the shaking. She felt hot, then cold. Anger, then fear. Her
emotions rocked back and forth like a ship in a thunderstorm.

No take-backs, no do-overs. She kept
hearing Lucifer’s voice in her head, the amusement in it as he laid
down the harsh truth of the matter.

“How the fuck does that make sense?” Her
words, spoken aloud as an afterthought, emerged in a whisper choked
with despair. “They didn’t do anything wrong. Why can’t they go
home?”

Because God isn’t fair. The voice was
her own, but wasn’t; a sibilant undercurrent carried the thoughts
through her mind. She wrinkled her forehead.

“Wha—”

A tap at her window interrupted her,
startling her from her chair into an upright position. A silhouette
stood just outside of her view; she could see the shadow cast on
the glass, but not the person that made it.

“Who is it?” Stupid, Sara! Go tell
Sam! She sidled away from the window toward the door. Her hand
had closed about the knob when:

“Sara? May I speak with you, please?”

Lucifer? She froze, unable to move in
either direction. Her eyes darted from one side to another without
taking in new data. What does he want?

“Please, Sara.” The words, muffled as they
were by the glass, held almost none of the Archangel’s
characteristic confidence or vigor. “I’m not going to hurt you. But
time is short, and you’re the only one I can turn to.”

His voice was earnest, plaintive; almost
without deciding to, she ran over to the window and flipped the
latch. At once, the Devil appeared, but his visage was a sharp
contrast to how the young girl had last seen him. Now he seemed
distressed, harried; his hair was no longer in the perfect ringlets
it had been in the living room, but frazzled, knotted, and his skin
was flushed.

“May I enter?”

“Um…yeah. I guess. What—?”

He was gone. There was no evidence of his
existence, except that the grass he had been standing on had been
bent by his weight.

“I’m here.”

Sara gasped and turned around. Lucifer stood
adjacent to her closet. His cane was missing, and his hands moved
nervously.

“Thank you for letting me in.”

Sara appraised him, her eyes scanning up and
down. His own widened. “Is something wrong?”

“I thought you said you were an Angel,
still.”

The statement seemed to catch him off guard.
“I…I did.”

She waved her hand in his direction. “Then
what’s this bullshit? Acting all weak, like you’re tired or
something. Skin red. Hair messed up.” She shook her head, crossed
her arms. “I don’t know what your game is, but you’ve got like
three seconds before I start screaming for Sam to throw you out of
here and back into Hell.” Despite her confident words, Sara could
feel the nervousness in her knees, and she fought to hold it at
bay.

One…Two…

“Well done.” Lucifer reached out an arm; his
cane appeared in his hand, and as the point came to rest on the
ground the rest of his costume and appearance restored itself to
normal—his hair unknotted, his skin cleared, and the worry lines
creasing his face vanished. “Little wonder why your father chose
you to be his heir. You have the wisdom of Solomon within you
already, even in your youth.”

“Yeah, yeah.” Despite herself, a small part
of Sara’s mind thrilled at the compliment. “So what is it you
wanted? Why aren’t you out there with the rest of them?”

“Oh, I am. An Archangel can be in more than
one place at once, at the cost of some of their ability in either,
and I still remember the trick.” He took two steps across the room
to the door and drew a series of ten shapes upon it. The shapes
danced for a moment, then sunk into the wood.

“What was that?”

“The Sephirot. Ancient symbols of reality.
Use them right and you can control forces, matter, even thoughts or
memories.” He turned toward her, and his eyes were intense.
“They’ll keep Samuel from overhearing us.”

Suddenly Sara felt very vulnerable. Oh
God, what’s he gonna do? Do…do angels rape people? Is he gonna kill
me? Her heartbeat increased threefold. “W…why? What do you
want?”

“I told you. Just to talk.” He squatted down
on his haunches, still keeping his eyes on hers. “I won’t lie to
you, Sara. But your father…he has more important things to deal
with than this.” He laughed, shook his head, and scratched the back
of his neck. “Or, at least, he thinks he does. And I understand
why; he’s the Keeper of the Keys. He needs to save the world.”

He pointed his cane at Sara. “But you. You’re
the heir to the Keys. You’re not the Keeper, not yet, but you can
learn the magic, learn the Seals. And you need to, to help him. To
help the Angels.”

She narrowed her eyes. “What do you mean? I
can’t do anything.”

“Do you remember how I said that no Angel
could restore the Fallen?” She nodded, and watched as his perfect
lips pursed, shaping his next sentence. “You aren’t an Angel.”

It took a moment for her to process his
words. From the living room, she could hear raised voices, almost
shouts, as if the people out there were fighting. “You’re saying
that I could…I could heal them?” She sat on the bed, looking over
at him. “Let them go back to Heaven?”

A slow nod, with raised eyebrows. “It lies
within the Keys to do so.” He came over to sit next to her, the
mattress compressing under his weight. “That’s why the Keeper has
to be incorruptible, why Caitlin was such a treasure to my previous
plans: so that power like that is never misused. But this…” A mask
of anger took over his features, darkening the light behind his
eyes. “This is beyond anything that God has done before. Even to
me.”

“Really?”

Another nod. “When I was cast out, it was
because I fought. I took a third of the Host with me, but we all
fought against God, against His armies.” He closed his eyes,
lowering his voice to a whisper. “It was fair, in that sense; the
defeated were exiled. But now?” He stood again, strode to the
window, leaned against his own arm, looking out. “They’re still my
brothers, my sisters. We disagree on so many things, and in some of
their eyes I’m nothing but an irredeemable monster…but I remember
when they were born.” He turned back to Sara, his eyes smiling. “I
remember the songs we sung to create Heaven, to separate the
Choirs, to crown the first Archangels. And no matter how much
Heaven chooses to reject me, that will always be a part of who I
am.”

Despite herself, Sara found her posture
changing, opening and moving toward Lucifer as he wove his tale.
“Why aren’t you telling Sam?” I can’t trust him. He’s the
Devil! “This doesn’t make sense.”

“He doesn’t feel he can rely on you in
dangerous situations. You know that; it’s obvious that he’s trying
to protect you. He’s your father. It’s not surprising.” Another
scuffle from outside; Lucifer’s eyes darted to the door, and his
brow creased. “Damn. I’m out of time. We’ll pick this up
later.”

And before Sara could say anything else,
Lucifer was gone, the sheets he had been sitting on stirring a bit
before settling in his wake. A shimmering from the door caught her
attention, and she watched as the Sephirot vanished from the
wood.

Interlude

The Voice of God stood in the desert, his
eyes sweeping the barren sands as he brought himself upright from
the smoking crater he occupied. At his side stood a swarthy man,
dark skin and eyes peering out from the wraps he wore. At the man’s
neck, a deep red amulet hung, resting on his breastbone over the
robes. The wind whipped around the both of them, stirring the man’s
garments but leaving the Archangel untouched.

“I didn’t expect the Keeper to be so
proficient. Or for him to summon assistance from another God.” The
musical tones of the Voice dipped in and out, threading through the
wind’s curves on their way to the other’s ear. “I had no wish to be
exposed so early.”

“It won’t come to much, I’m sure.” The human
spoke in Egyptian, his accent well-burnished and familiar, his
native tongue obvious to any who listened. “We were already
preparing to move to the mortal realm and begin work.” He shrugged,
not looking at the Archangel, surveying the desert around them,
only pausing for a moment when the wind kicked up again and forced
him to cover his eyes against the sand-blast. “And I won’t pretend
it isn’t pleasant to be home.”

“But we won’t stay here.” The Voice shook his
head, hair flowing in waves that caught the sunlight. “Your
brother’s gods are too strong, and he knows them too well. It isn’t
safe.”

“No.”

“Then what do you suggest?” The Metatron
pursed his lips together. “I find myself out of my depth. I have
not left Heaven since my days as a man, before the Creator called
me home. I don’t know where to begin.”

“We will need four things to complete the
poison.” The sorcerer brought up his fingers, ticking off points as
he spoke. “The essence of a God, bled by his own worshipers; the
shadow the Gods cast; a magical artifact that a God once held and
has been turned to our purposes; and—”

“And I will need the Keys.” The Voice stepped
up next to the Egyptian, his hand coming up. “The Creator’s
strength is too much for your sorceries. The Keys will be our siege
engine, smashing down the walls of His fortress. He won’t be able
to ignore us if we have them.”

“That’s the sticking point, I think.” The
mortal sat down in the sands, grains coating his boots and his
hands as he brought them down. “We have a path forward for
everything else.”

“The Keeper is a fool. Easily manipulated. I
expect that he will come to us.” The Metatron spread his wings,
shaking off the accumulated sand and turning toward his companion.
“And, failing that, we can go to him.”


CHAPTER TWO

“Sara?” Sam knocked at his daughter’s door.
“Can I come in?”

“...Yeah. Yeah, okay.”

Sam turned the knob and stepped inside her
room. The air was warmer here than the rest of the house. Sara sat
on the bed, looking up toward him as he entered. “You okay?”

“Yeah. I don’t…I’m not sure how long I’ve
been in here, though.” She looked down for a moment, then back up
to him. “Sam? Can I ask you a question?”

“Sure.”

“Why did you pick me?” She spread her hands
to encompass her bedroom. “I’m just a normal girl. I’m not a…a
sorceress or whatever.”

Sam smiled and sat down next to her. The
sheets were rumpled where he touched down, and he shifted a bit to
get comfortable. “Because you’re grounded, and intelligent. Because
you make good decisions.” He took a breath. “In fact, I wanted to
talk to you about that.”

She blinked. “You did?”

“Yeah.” Another breath. “So we’re going to be
looking for Enoch. He’s—”

“The Voice of God, right? The Metatron.”

Sam smiled in surprise. “How did you know
that?”

She shrugged. “Video game.”

“Of course.” His eyes flicked to the tower of
gaming systems on the shelf next to her TV. “Anyway, you’re right.
But he’s turned against God.”

“But…why would he do that?” Sara shook her
head, rubbed her forehead with her fingertips.

“Because God vanished two thousand years
ago.” When Sara made to protest again, he took her hand. “I really
don’t have time to go over the history of it. Just trust me,
okay?”

She glowered for a moment, an echo of their
previous argument, then nodded. “Okay. Go on.”

“Anyway, we need to find him. He wants to
lure God back by tormenting the faithful, by making Him lose power
like the other gods.” At his daughter’s confused look, Sam laughed.
“You remember Jambres? The Egyptian guy out there? He lived,
originally, when the Egyptian gods ruled…but they lost power when
our God got stronger.”

“So…” She tapped her forefingers together,
hands in her lap. “Gods are...dependent on us?”

“Remember Clash of the Titans? That movie
with Zeus and Hades and—”

“Wow. Sure.” Sara frowned. “How are you going
to stop him? Enoch, I mean.”

Sam raised his eyebrows, shrugging. “Well, we
don’t know what he’s going to do, yet. Only that it’s obviously
bad.” He mirrored her frown. “So we’re thinking of investigating
the other divine realms. Where the other gods live. See if they
know anything, ask for their help. Maybe we’ll get lucky and find
him.”

A half-executed nod died as suspicion clouded
Sara’s face. “What are you telling me this for?” She leaned
back on her bed. “Last time you had to go somewhere you left me
behind with Caitlin.”

“You’re right.” Sam licked his lips and took
a moment to listen; the outer room was quiet, with no murmurs of
conversation or movement. Weird. “But I can’t do that this
time. You need to get training, to learn how to use the Keys. In
case something happens to me, or if we’re separated and Enoch comes
after you.”

A moment of wide-eyed gaping, then a huge
smile split her face. “Are you fucking kidding me? I get to
do magic?”

If only I’d been that cheerful about it
when it came to me. “Yeah. But we’re going to start small, and
we’re going at my pace, okay?”

“Sure. Sure.” The energy that coursed through
her body now, the nervous tension, kept her from being able to sit
still. “When do we start?”

“You don’t. Not exactly.” Sam shook his head.
“I don’t have time to sit and give you lessons, so you need to
follow along. Watch what I do. Read the book.” He nodded. “That’s
what I did.”

His eyebrows bunched together. “Sara?”

“What?”

“Where is the book?”

“Oh.” She leaned over the edge of the bed and
reached underneath, returning with a large tome, straining to heft
it up over the side. The cover, forged from a single piece of
silver, was embossed with sigils and mystical signs, and the entire
book was the size of a thick college text. “Right here.”

Sam’s eyes widened in horror as she placed it
on her lap. “You…” He closed his mouth and tried again. “You left
the Keys…under your bed?”

“Umm…yeah?” She scooted back from him a few
inches. “It’s not like I left the house or anything, you know,
since we got here. It’s—”

“Do you know what would happen if…” Sam
calmed his tone, glanced toward the doorway. “If he came in
here and grabbed this while we were distracted? He could make sure
that someone got them who would do something horrible with them.
Like Caitlin did.”

Sara winced, then drew herself up, matching
his intonation. “Well, I’m sorry, Sam, but if you had
told me any of that I would have been more careful!” She
turned her face away from him. “It’s not like I had anyone around
to tell me what to do, you know.” Her anger flared again. “You just
handed me a book and sent me off! What was I supposed to do?”

As fast as Sara’s anger perked up, Sam’s
vanished. “You’re right. I’m sorry.”

His sudden apology left Sara confused.
“What?”

“I said, ‘you’re right.’ I left you in a bad
situation and then expected you to know what you were doing.” Sam
patted her hand. “It wasn’t fair of me.”

She exhaled, nodded, then smiled. “I forgive
you.”

“But it’s really important that you take care
of that book.” Sam opened up the pages. The samite cloth, pure
white but for the writing, whispered as he flipped through the
intricate diagrams. Pages upon pages of text and drawings,
triangles, circles, and pentagrams intermixed with flowing, archaic
script, reflected in Sara’s widening eyes.

“Is it…” She leaned closer. “Is it
moving?”

Sam smiled and nodded. “Sure. The book
responds to you, shows you what you want to know…if you can ask the
right questions.” He ran the pages through his fingers. “There’s
more in here than what I’ve read, and I’ve spent two years trying
to figure it all out. Angelic and demonic names, summoning rituals.
Spells.”

“Damn.” Sara allowed her fingers to drift
across the cloth. “So how…how do you do it?”

“Here. I’ll teach you this one. It’s one of
the most important. But after that we need to get going.” Sam put a
hand on the book, and the text shifted and altered until the title
read, in large, ornate letters, The Exorcism.

“This is what you saw me do at the airport,
with that guy who was yelling.” Sam pointed at the diagram, an ink
drawing of a young woman with her right hand extended toward a
demon hiding its face behind one of its wings. Underneath the
demon’s silhouette, a human man screamed, his eyes and mouth open
wide. “It expels a possessing spirit, whether it’s an angel, demon,
or other.”

“Cool.” Sara devoured the information on the
page, her fingers running down the text as she read. When she
reached the end of the passage, she frowned.

“That…that seems too easy.” She glanced back
at the page. “You just wave your hand and say ‘Begone?’”

“It’s the visualization and the understanding
of what you’re doing that makes it work.” Sam pointed to the next
page. “This is God’s magic, Solomon’s magic. God gave us free
will…”

His words faltered. Did He really? Or was
it more like Osiris said, that they divvied us up like
livestock?

“So?”

“Hmm?” Sam shook his head; Sara’s eyes were
on his face, concerned. “Yeah. Sorry. Humans have free will, so
invoking that drives off possessing influences. No matter how
powerful they are.”

A knock at the door.

“Sam? Are we ready to move?” Jambres’s voice
sounded annoyed. “I’m getting tired of watching him for you.”

“Yeah. I think we’re ready.” Sam tilted his
head toward Sara. “So stay back, but keep your eyes open.” He
stood, pointing at the book. “I recommend you check out the Sight
next.”

“Right.” Sara closed the Keys, tucking them
underneath her arm. “I’m ready. Let’s go hunt us an Archangel.”

Sam chuckled. “Yeah.”

He opened the door; Jambres stood with his
back to the opposite wall, arms crossed, his eyes staring down the
hall toward the living room.

“He hasn’t done anything.” Jambres glanced at
Sam. “But I don’t trust him. I know his reputation; he would stand
a chance at beating wise Ptah in a game of words.”

“…Is
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