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Books by Brandy


Spiritual Themes

This book explores themes involving angels, demons, temptation, spiritual warfare, and redemption. Fictionalized for storytelling purposes, some concepts draw inspiration from traditional Christian beliefs regarding spiritual influence.

According to many Christian traditions, demons are believed to influence the world by tempting individuals toward destructive behavior, fostering division, and creating chaos that draws people away from God. This influence is often subtle rather than dramatic, affecting thoughts, emotions, behaviors, and relationships.

A Final Note

Views on spiritual warfare vary widely among Christian denominations, theologians, mental health professionals, and individuals of faith. Mental health concerns should always be addressed responsibly with qualified medical or psychological support when needed.

Above all, many faith traditions emphasize that darkness does not have the final word. Hope, healing, wisdom, and faith remain central themes in both spiritual life and this story.
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Chapter 1

When you are tested, you will learn patience. If patience does its work, you will do well and become all that is desirable.--Ashes of the Fallen 26.7

Miriam

As I descended to earth, my feet sank into the soft grass of the hill country. The air smelled of rain and wildflowers, cleaner than any breath I’d taken in centuries. I was met by several mortal women. Friends. With them I wandered through fields awash in color, our laughter mingling with the songs of larks, our words light with stories of life’s joys.

As the sun bent low and spilled its gold across the hills, they urged me to come home with them, for the evening. But a heaviness tugs at me, a call I cannot ignore. Perhaps the Lord wishes me to remain in solitude for a time.

“My friends,” I said, reluctant yet resolute, “I will remain here awhile.”

My friends had looked at me with concern, worried for my safety in the desolate forest. "Miriam, you'll be alone," one of them had said, gripping my arm though gently.

"I am never truly alone," I reassured with a brave smile. "If I ever feel the need for company, I can always send a message. Please return to your families."

Still Abby couldn't shake off her worry. "I want to make sure you'll be safe, Miriam" she pleaded, fear evident in her voice.

I gazed upon my friend and smiled. "I am secure with Yeshu’a my Lord, who I believe has called me to this place," I declared. "I have been alone before and I know how to fend for myself as I wait on the Lord."

Abby nodded, accepting my words. "Just promise me you won't let yourself get too lonely," she begged. “Call if you need me.”

Feeling a need to reassure, I reached to touch Abby's arm. "Do not fear," I said. "The creatures of this forest are my companions and I theirs. And with Yeshu'a by my side, I will never truly be alone."

They accepted my words with nods and smiles, but when they left, silence wrapped itself around me. Alone, I felt the ache of solitude settle in my chest, the beauty of Earth both balm and a reminder of what I had lost, Lucifer and his former glory as a celestial before the fall. Indeed, we all had lost something in his descent.

At the edge of the forest, I see a treehouse high up in the branches of a great oak; its broad, sturdy branches could easily support me. It looks tough enough from down here.”

Carefully, I make my way up the treehouse, one foot after another, limb by limb. It’s sitting here waiting for me. If anyone wants their home back, I’ll give it up, but until then, it’s mine!

Pleased with myself, as soon as I arrive high in the tree, I turn the small space into a home, then sit back, enjoying my efforts. Then I realize I’m hungry and leave to find food to eat.

Searching for nuts and berries and roots familiar to me, I spy some wild sweet potatoes. Examining them I see green stems and leaves with a dark purplish tint. “Great. It’s not the toxic morning glory.”

With a practiced hand, I dig up some sweet potatoes from the rich, dark earth. The soft soil crumbles between my fingers, releasing a sweet and earthy scent both grounding and comforting. I sit quietly among the Earth’s fruit, enjoying the peace surrounding me. 

As an angel, I do not require sustenance from food, yet, I revel in the taste and abundance of the Lord's creations. In the distance, I can hear the sound of running water, a constant symphony in this lush paradise. Intrigued, I follow the delicate notes until I reach a nearby stream, its crystal-clear waters glistening under the warm sun.

Two deer stand, heads down. Startled at my approach, they both looked up, eyes wide and ears twitching. Sensing no danger, they both continue drinking, then turn and bound away, lightly over the grasses. I laugh in delight, step barefoot into the water, splashing in the crisp cold. I pause for a moment to take it all in before dipping my hand into the cool water and bringing it to my lips for a refreshing drink.

Back at my tree house, I find a container and return to the stream to fill it, enjoying the forest’s quiet as I sit by the gentle waters contemplating.

“It’s different from a city’s noise or Heaven’s tranquility,” I say to myself, lying back on the earth and sighing. Alone in the forest, back to nature as I call it, is a human experience, and a pleasant one.

My laughter echoes through the forest, mingling with the chirps and calls of the birds. They seem to revel in my joining their chorus at dawn, or so I imagine. With each click, chuck, whirr, and liquid note I imitate, I feel a sense of connection to these feathered creatures. 

Suddenly, a flash of long blue tail feathers catches my eye and a brilliant blue feathered bird alights nearby. Now I know at least one bird has accepted me as part of their flock.



Lost in the beauty of this forest, I can't help but wonder why the Lord brought me here. 'Why have you sent me, Lord? Is there a purpose for me in this place?' My voice is filled with both gratitude for the peace and quiet of the woods and longing for direction from above. I wait patiently for an answer, trusting in the divine plan that led me to this idyllic spot. 

Now, in an attempt to keep busy and enjoy my stay further, I decide on finding something else to eat, and return to the tree house.

Rummaging around in the tree house, there’s an assortment of items left, including a fishing hook. “Just what I need.” Stripping bark from a sapling, I take the hook and string I’d found earlier, tie the hook. Heading to the stream, I gather a few reeds from the shore, pull them from the soft soil, and weave a small basket. 

Upon returning to the tree house, I attach the sapling, the string and hook to each other. The next morning, I dig worms from the soil into a leaf basket. With pole in hand, excited, I head to the creek.

Eating nuts and berries was great, as were sweet potatoes, but after a while, fresh fish seems yummier. I’ve been sitting by the stream fishing for a couple of hours, with nothing. I’m ready to give up and I start to pull in the line, suddenly there’s a jerk. A scream escapes my lips, which I quickly squelch. Not that it would scare the fish; after all, it’s already on the line.

Gently I give it a tug, slowly inch by inch I pull the line in to the shore and catch sight of the silvery body flopping about, trying desperately to escape its hook prison. A flash of sorrow runs through me at the poor fish, but I haven't sat all morning to return to my tree house empty handed. 

Pulling the fish in, it lands with a wet slap. Cringing, I pick up a stone large enough for my hand, lips pulling tight across in a thin line, face scrunched at the thought of what I have to do. Determined, I swing the rock and smack the poor fish on the head. Tears fall from my eyes as its silvery little body lays cold and dead.

Although it isn't all that small, enough for a meal and evening dinner. A grin stretches my face and the tears instantly dry. This reminds me of when Yeshu'a fished and roasted them on the shore over a fire as he awaited his disciples after his resurrection. He has to clean them too, though I don't know how he goes about it.

Flopping down in the grass, I gingerly take hold of its slippery body, hold my knife, lower lip pulled in as I punch the knife into its soft belly and rip up the middle. I almost vomit as the blood and guts spill out. Not touching the gooey mess, I scrape the entrails onto the grass. Using the knife, I flip them into the water, then pick up my fish and head for home.

It's exhilarating and now I have a story to share with my friends, if and when I return home to Heaven or see my friends here on Earth. Truth is, I don't know what the Lord has planned but I'm good to go with whatever, especially now. It doesn't take long to start a fire and soon I'm enjoying the flavor of fish with yesterday's leftover sweet potatoes. Lying back, I still enjoy this experience and the flavor of fish. Not something you find in Heaven. Manna and wine is the fare there and it's good, but a different kind of good.



When a black roiling mass of clouds crept over the earth; it becomes almost like night. A mountain of blackness swept across the land and instantly a warm day turns darker than darkest night. 

The billowing clouds seemed filled with smoke, like the breath of Hell itself.  While I’d always loved thunderstorms, the dark clouds swirling with lightning flashes lit the Heavens told me something was wrong. I stared in awe at the volatile celestial display as another jagged crack opened in the Heavens flashing across the sky.

The hot bolt streaked down to slam into a tree just feet away. I could not help but cry out in fear then a clap of thunder so loud it vibrates my teeth; the ground shook and shifted beneath my feet. 

Another bolt of lightning streaks through the sky, illuminating the air with a searing white light. Again it strikes the tree, setting it ablaze. 

As the deafening boom of thunder echoes through the air, the ground beneath me convulses violently. I am thrown down as the earth shakes and tremble at the magnificent display of nature's power, unaware Lucifer was responsible.

Scrambling to my feet, a great crack appears in the earth. Flaming feathers, what’s happening? Eyes wide, I was in awe as a dark chasm opened, accompanied by a deafening crash and a hiss of steam. 

Clouds billow forth, merging with those in the sky. In a heartbeat, Lucifer emerges from the depths, a grin curves his full lips. I gasp in surprise, unable to move and I simply stare in disbelief. 

In his plan to kidnap me, Lucifer later informed me, he had used the Persephone fable to achieve his end. ‘I loved its dramatic effect and thought of it as I watched you by the stream fishing, like Persephone, so innocent and vulnerable’ he said smirking.

~

While visiting the upper world, Lucifer was shocked to see the angel, the beautiful Miriam. He’d known her in Heaven but now here she was on Earth, in a meadow. 

Unlike Hades, who had snatched Persephone from the earth and took her into the underworld. Hades taken her against her will, and forcibly made her his wife. In other words, he raped her, something Lucifer agreed not to. 

Persephone did not love Hades, and possibly hated him for destroying her innocence and taking her away from her family. Would Miriam hate Lucifer for taking her away from her Heavenly family and terrifying her with the threat of violating her innocence? 

Humm. She’s adaptable.

~

Seeing the lovely female, I stride over to Miriam, towers over her, my hands take hold and pull her tight against my muscular body. At last she is mine. Without hesitation, I drop down into the chasm and we vanish into the earth. 

A warm feeling suffuses me; it feels so good to have her in my arms. No longer will I be lonely. If only... I stop my thoughts from going any further, recalling Adonai's words. 

"You may not touch her – not without her consent, which cannot be coerced, but honestly gained. You know what I mean." 

Damn. I cannot have her in my bed. I feel a longing for that intimacy, and it’s even stronger knowing she would never give herself to me. How I long to be the callous brute and take what she refuses. Except I cares too damn much for the angel to ever do anything so violent, to take her by force as Hades had and rape the angel, and as Andras had attempted at one time. Adonai had returned my wings and I had saved her. But not for myself.

I can imagine Him observing from above, no doubt amused. And so, I calm my thoughts and dismiss my imaginings and longings. And I wonder if His restrictions mean I cannot hold her as I do now. Damnation. After all, it would complicate my plans for bringing her into Hell for she’d not come willingly. Doubtless, He’ll let me know if I’ve broken another one of his cursed rules. 

My musings shatter as her voice reaches me.

"Lucifer, let me go," Miriam pleads, breaking my train of thought as she clutches at me, nails dig into my flesh and she struggles to pull my arms away. I hold on tight as we continue our downward descent passing black rocks streaked with silver. Beautiful.

Tears stream down her cheeks as she trembles, likely recalling all the times I’ve tried to seduce her and now she imagines I’ll have my way with her. And I desire to do so and feel myself throb with desire just thinking about it. I know she can feel my body’s response, I calm myself. By the shattered gates it’s almost too much.

I understand the fear in her as she futilely beats her fists against my chest yet I revel in the sensation just having her close and chuckle. While I find it amusing I also  delighting in her lithe firm body close to me enjoying a greater closeness, wanting more. 

How I would love to probe the depths of her passion. Instead, I reject those luscious thoughts and get my mind on mundane things to calm my passion as we finally arrive in Hell. I release Miriam with a grin of amusement. She crumples down onto the black floor, a shrill scream pierces the air and she struggles to rise but is unable - too frantic from her useless imaginings.

Frankly, I’m amazed, never imagining this warrior angel would behave like a simple-minded earth girl, screaming in terror. 

"Be still," I say with a scowl. "No one will harm you, angel girl. You're here for a brief stay with adorable me, or however long it takes."

I gaze at her with a look of amusement and frustration. “You know I’d never harm you. Come, darling girl. I respect you too much to lay a hand on you.” Well, now anyways, I muse silently.

“Oh Lord, when will this nightmare end?” Miriam’s voice cracked as she lifts her eyes to a heaven that would not answer. 

“Adonai… where are You?”

Her words might have moved another, but to me they were almost comical. How many times had we sparred in Heaven, her earnestness colliding with my pride? Amusing then as now. I nearly laughed aloud at the desperation in her plea.

Even here on Earth, she had never truly feared me. Not until this one moment, when she could not read my intentions. Her uncertainty pleased me more than terror ever could.

Then it happened, the shift. She straightened, nostrils flare, and fire flashed in her eyes despite her fear. She scrambled to her feet and faced me, hands braced on her hips, defiance burning in those sapphire eyes, lips curled in a snarl.

Bravo.

“Wretched fiend,” she spat, voice ringing like a blade unsheathed. “What in the stars of Orion are you doing?”

I couldn’t help it. I laughed, rich and full. She was magnificent in her fury, more intoxicating than any mortal queen.

“Oh, Miriam, my angel” I drawled, her name dripped like honey from my tongue. “You are a delight.” 

✧




Chapter 2

“He spoke of peace, and binds not with chains, leads the unwary where even hope grows silent. So she came, not trusting, but trembling.” — Ashes of the Fallen 27.4

Miriam

A warrior, yet I had lain helpless on the floor panic stricken. It was not acceptable. I force myself to calm, see a glimmer of pride in his eyes, infuriating as I come back to my senses. “I demand answers,” my voice harsh. Yeah right. I’m talking to the Lord of Hell here.

Lucifer helps me to my feet, not answering and guides me down the corridors into the private chambers. From the looks of things, he had them made for me. Flaming feathers. 

How can I be mad at him now? 

Finally, he says, "Now you will be comfortable and forget Andras. Though how you could offer yourself to that beast, I know not."

I refrain from commenting on, what I would later learn is how Lucifer had reacted to my interaction with the demon – offering myself to him – just so he’d leave me be. Lucifer had been struck with rage and had nearly removed Andras’ hands for even touching me.

"No harm will come to you," he reassures me, watching to see how I might react. 

“I have seen to it you have a home away –a comfortable one.”

"Comfortable?” I scorn glaring daggers. “You drag me into Hell and expect me to feel comfort? Adonai will certainly retrieve me soon," He knows I cannot escape Hell, and later I learn he had gained Adonai’s consent. Astonishing.

I see the laughter in his eyes and would slap him if it did any good, which I doubt. Likely he’s laughing at me being in hell. Absurd.

"Darling girl, please pray to the Lord. I look forward to His response." His eyes gaze at me. "As long as you're here, angel girl, Heaven does not exist. You are here for the foreseeable future. 

“I’ll see you later." 

Lucifer turns to leave. “I am the Lord’s warrior,” I shout to his back, as he vanishes out the door, “and fear not what you can do to me. My trust is in the Lord.” I almost stomp my foot as if to say ‘so there.’ So, childish.

~

Lucifer

After leaving Miriam, I wander through the corridors of my domain, each step echoing the weight of my existence. The shadows are my confidants, silently accompanying me throughout time. The weight of a millennia rests heavily on my shoulders, a burden I carry with a mix of both pride and sorrow.

With a sigh, I retreat to my study, a sanctuary filled with relics of my past and artifacts from my time on Earth. The desk, an ancient oak piece, is littered with quills, an ink bottle, and parchment. Among them, my diary stands out, a testament to my long solitary journey. The soft leather cover feels familiar under my fingertips, worn smooth by countless entries.

I sit down, the chair creaking softly, open the diary to a blank page. The emptiness of the page mirrors the hollowness I sometimes feel. How can one sentence capture the complexity of today? How can I distill the essence of my thoughts and emotions into mere words?

I dip my pen into the ink, the black liquid swirling, and begin to draw. The angel’s visage emerges on the page, each stroke of the pen revealing the ethereal beauty and haunting memory. 

This image has become a frequent subject in my diary, a reminder of my fall and the glory I once possessed. A bittersweet smile curves my lips as I complete the sketch, a blend of artistry and longing.

Placing the diary back on the shelf, each verse tells of my existence, chronicle my journey from the heavens to the depths of Hell, my interactions with humans, and the struggle between light and dark; it was a constant battle even to remain true to myself at times.

Tomorrow, perhaps, when my mind is less tumultuous, I will write more, capture the nuances of my thoughts, the fleeting moments of clarity, and the shadows that lurk in my consciousness.

I send for a fresh bottle of ink and a new quill, a ritual of renewal. The servant’s footsteps fade into the distance, leaving me alone with my thoughts. The flickering candlelight casts shadows on the walls, they swirl around me, a reminder of the duality of my nature.

I ponder my existence, the choices that led me to this place, and the role I play in the grand tapestry. Each entry in my diary is a testament to my resilience, my unyielding spirit, the obscure web that binds me to my destiny. As the night deepens, I find solace in the creation, in the words and images that capture the essence of my being.

Tomorrow, I will write more. I will delve into the depths of my soul, unravel the complexities of my thoughts, and continue the eternal chronicle of my life. For now, I embrace the quiet, the solitude, and the promise of another day.

~

Miriam

My fear dissolves when Lucifer leaves, but tears still come in a flood. After a time, they cease and I dry my eyes, trying to relax. In the past, all Lucifer did was tease, but in Hell, I don't know what to expect. He desires me, this I know, but not as Andras, surely. 

He’s never touched me inappropriately. As I recall his kisses, even those were chaste, teasing and taunting. Lucifer would not harm me. At least I hope not. And so, I wait to see...

Then, one day, Lucifer arrives on my doorstep. And each day after. At first, I am shocked to see him. 

In Heaven he often came in mortal form, as many angels did, but to see a cherub do so was strange, and more appealing than all those wings and displays of power.

Lucifer’s looks deceive in his mortal guise, yet one word defines him: luscious. I have always been drawn to him, and now, looking into those deep green eyes, like fresh dew glistening on moss in sunlight, I am captivated. His lips are full, sensual, ruby red. His smile seductive, alluring.

And I cannot help but wonder: why has he never tried what Andras once did? It was then I began to suspect, perhaps he was the one who rescued me the first time. But those wings… where had they come from? I knew they’d been taken by the Sword of Heaven after he’d lost the war. The thought stirs suspicion of Adonai’s intrusion, leaving me with more questions than answers.

I had prayed in the forest, and it seems the Lord answered in a most peculiar, yet welcome way, or was it welcomed? If so, I best try to figure out how to manage. To please the Lord if nothing else.

Everything about Lucifer should repel me, the lord of Hell himself. Yet I cannot help but notice the strength of his form: the firm jaw, the sinewy cords of his neck, the sculpted chest and arms, the well-defined thighs, hard flat abdomen. Mortified to catch myself gazing at him raptly, I turn quickly force my eyes to the room instead.

The furnishings are exquisite. It feels as though I am in the middle of a forest, like the one where he first kidnapped me. The mural upon the wall is elegant, as though painted by a master’s hand. I cannot help but wonder who created it, and if this is how he means to woo me. He has tried to seduce me many times across the centuries, in Heaven as on Earth and now in Hell, apparently.



Lucifer watches as I look around and sighs. "Come, my modest dove - do not hide your ravishing face. While you are here, I will delight in your beauty, the loveliest of flowers. 

“One day, you may find me pleasing even appealing. Until then, you are safe from my caresses." In his eyes, I see the ache, and wonder if I’ve missed something in our former interactions. 

I laugh. “Surely you jest. That’s as likely as snow falling in Hell.” What am I saying? If he’s opening his heart. I should not be so crass.

Instantly, I see his shocked expression. Still, he must know I would never betray Adonai by falling for his intrigue. Even so, my laughter did not stop his pursuit.

Daily, Lucifer arrives at my door, spends a few moments, then leaves. In time, I become comfortable with his comings and goings. I do find him attractive, which is not surprising. But he's no different from any other male I’ve enjoyed watching in swordplay in the Heavens except there’s something about him. Almost an innocence. I almost laugh at the idea of Lucifer an innocent. 

In time I find myself becoming accustomed to his presence.

Is there was more to Lucifer than pure evil? He who was once a cherub created wholly good, and because of one sin, and the war of course, he was banished from Heaven. What always bothered me, was there is no indication he would ever be given a second chance, should he ‘learn his lesson.’ Instead, his banishment appears to be forever. 

Mortals who commit horrific sins, those Adonai forgives when they come to him. “Lord, what say you?” I asked, but there is no answer. I have to believe forgiveness is possible.

But is it possible for Lucifer to bow before the Lord. Now that indeed is laughable. Still, with Adonai, all things are possible.

~

One day Lucifer entered my chamber, his full lips curve in a smile. “Lovely to see you,” he said. Such an adorable beauty.” 

I’ve always been able to hear the thoughts of other angels but never his. Not in Heaven or the City of Hope and I’m surprised to hear his now: Adonai, you know I long to hold her to make her mine. Except I gave my word to You. Hearing his thoughts, this causes me great anxiety, and more questions that go unanswered.

I felt my face flush with heat because I knew now his intent was to seduce me, and I fear it was working! 

So, I altered my approach, wanting to remain faithful, deny Lucifer what Andras had attempted to take by force. Remaining calm, I say, “You mention Andras when we first arrived. I’d only had dealings with him twice. The last time was to assist his healing, after he was almost slain by your beast.”

“You were with him long ago when you made an inappropriate offer which he refused. That was something, I must say.” Lucifer smirks as if catching me in a lie when it was something I’d rather forget.

And my face heated bright red. I looked down, then back at Lucifer. “Yes, because he made violent advances toward me, twice. And so, I offered him a better path. It was either that or vanquish him, which I prefer not to do. He did the right thing, became celibate.” I laughed but could see by the rage in his eyes, Lucifer was not amused. 

“I wanted to send him to the Lake of Fire.” 

The scowl on his face told me just how angry he’d been by what his commander had done. Was he afraid for me, or afraid I would give into temptation with Andras? Perhaps both. He did save me from Andras the first time.

“Never mind that incident. He is a fallen.” At the look on his face, I had to ask, “Are you jealous? I’m not accusing you of jealousy, just asking.” He’s about to speak, so I say, “Jealousy is about insecurity. For those who are, the way to overcome it is in self-reflection - to see oneself as not evil, perhaps.”

I wanted to laugh when he said, “My esteem is just fine, thank you.” A frown creeps across his forehead, and lips turn down. I can see he is not enjoying my challenge so much. This pleased me and I know I’m on the right track.

“If you imagine I was speaking of you, perhaps there’s some truth in it. Besides, you seem to enjoy talking, so I also imagine you want to talk about our common interests. Or is only your opinions what you want to hear?” I lean in, smirking and wait to hear his response.

“You are insufferable.” Lucifer glares. “Everything we discuss you point out my faults. All I do is compliment and appreciate you.”

“Perhaps, but for what purpose? Let’s get back to what I said earlier. Have you honestly met anyone with no problems? I know of no one whose life is perfect but yours, according to you. Come now. If we’re to have honest discourse, then be honest. You contrived to bring me into hell, but refuse to let me speak the truth, so I will not speak.” 

Crossing my arms, I huff a breath, turn my back and say not another word. Seconds later, a growl issues from his throat, then the door closes. 

Smiling, I hum and dance about - pleased.

✧
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