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  Chapter 1

For the Sake of Auld Lang Syne 
The flare spewed crimson into the midnight sky, losing brilliance in the light pollution of the Western part of the supercity. Even these months after the god had come and gone, leaving a war-torn Earth ravaged by battle, the West still had decent enough energy to reveal how bedraggled the buildings had become with a population who cared about nothing but self-gratification. Kat watched the semen-trail of light as she sat propped against the cold stone of an alleyway wall. How fitting that the flare be blood red and not orange, and how wickedly fucking suiting that the better parts of the devastated city steal the light from her single shot. The western half of the city always got the best anyway, leaving the dregs to squabble over the rest. Why should a mere apocalypse change anything? The more things changed; the more they stayed the same it seemed.
She hadn't planned to shoot a flare off here in the shitty, God-forsaken affluence of New Earth; it was simply the place her baby had decided to die, and so she marked it, thinking it a fairly monumental occasion for an HIV infected assassin. Here, swimming in enough blood to make Kat seriously afraid for the first time since she'd been a newly bleeding virgin about to give it up to a swarthy john her father had brought home. Cocooned in the smells of coffee and toasted bread and expensive perfumes, her tiny package had opted to squirm from its tethers deep in the lining of its home and float in the blood originally harbored to nourish its new flesh. Decided to screw itself prematurely free between her legs and leak onto the blackened pave of a back alley. 
If she understood poetry at all, Kat would call it justice.
As it was it just hurt like a bitch. More than the pain of the beating she'd taken by The Beast's horsemen, of burning nearly to death in that cell He'd put her in as punishment for disobedience. It hurt more than taking half a dozen gunshots in the back as she sprayed His men with fire so the little spitter bitch, Theda, could save herself from martyrdom. So that together with the Pale Rider, the two of them could try to save the dregs of humankind from boiling in a soupy mess of fire and brimstone. Fools; both of them. 
The miscarriage hurt, sure, but she'd live. For long enough, at least. Kat chuckled to herself as she stared at the flare's reflection in the pool of viscous fluid that collected on the asphalt between her legs.
"Couldn't stand the thought of me being your mama, issat it?" she said to the puddle. "No worries. I don't blame you little frog." 
Kat pushed herself to a squat and pulled at her pants, hiking them up over her bloody thighs without bothering to clean the mess. 
"Better you don't see what I'm going to do anyway."
She didn't exactly think she'd stay alive long enough to worry about hygiene at this point. What was a little blood to a former general of The Beast's army? She'd bathed in plenty during her tenure, took pleasure in the bloodletting and carnage because she was good at it. It was a strange thing to take pride in, but she had done so.
She stared down, waiting for the last of the light to drown in the depths of the tarry pool. Only when it had gone fully black did she turn on booted heel and stagger to the mouth of the alley. She almost looked back over her shoulder, but for the little squirrel in her chest that threatened to send her into the weakness of a bawling fit, she would have. But a general, former or not, did not bawl.
She had things to do. Things that she couldn't count on the Pale Rider and his little spitter lover, Theda, to take care of. They had their paltry little jobs to do, and Kat had hers, self-imposed though it may be. She just had to find the strength to begin again.
It had been two months since she'd stumbled from The Beast's bunker, burned to a crisp, stinking of blood and sweat and the sickly feminine stink of the spitter bitch. 
Kat had nearly given up then. Everything she'd worked for, known, believed had turned to ash as she lay on the cot, recovering from the burns she'd suffered at Theda's hands. Well, Theda and the man she called Cain. The immortal and original Cain. Imagine it: the son of Adam, the god's own fleshly grandson doing battle with the likes of a nobody raised to warrior status because the god had abandoned them all and left them in the hands of The Beast. It was deliciously ironic in an Alanis Morrisette kind of way.
He'd been cunning, that Cain, but she'd given back as good as she got, damn him. She hoped he was suffering still from the burns, the little prick. He deserved to agonize like she had: left alone by her hero to rot in a cell, torn between praying the pain would return because it would mean her nerve endings had regenerated, and hoping to never feel the agony of the searing sensation of having nerves ever again.
And then the ultimate humiliation of having her enemy thrust upon her in that cell, making her equal as though a spindly godspit addict was a match for the Red General. Any punishment would have been better than that shame. 
"I wanted to hate her, frog," she heard herself murmur. "I did hate her."
Such glorious hate like that was as infectious as a chimera virus, multi-headed and triply deadly. But when antibodies squirm their way into a host like that, the virus must adapt or die. Lucky for the spitter bitch, it adapted in Kat.
Had it been two months already? Two months and a mere dozen murdered soldiers to show for her trouble. She was losing her touch, but she figured she could blame that on her unexpected hormone shifts and the horrible fatigue that also somehow made every muscle feel tender and swollen. Even so, time was running short. Kat had seen the images on the Promo that Theda and Ezekiel had blasted to the world after Ezekiel had nearly severed The Beast's head. It was a mangled and grisly mess that, but she knew John wouldn't stay that way. 
The fools had him in some sort of isolation chamber, high on godspit if she recognized the signs, and while it would keep John down for a while, he'd regenerate soon enough. Was, in fact, regenerating at a decent speed, Kat knew, because the flimsy, second rate protection he'd offered her as his favored assassin had helped her heal after all the harm she'd endured in his cells. She'd healed to near perfection by the time Ezekiel had taken John's head, and then that power abandoned her. Like John had abandoned her. So he was either dead or he was aware enough to retract her protection. Her money was on aware and brooding like a fucking sulky child.
What she did now, she had to do on her own, carefully and cunningly, because without John's seal of protection she could actually die. Unlike John. Unlike Ezekiel and Theda. They were all true fallen, just like the four Horsemen of the Apocalypse were. Marked by the god as protected until their duties were done and could return to their paradise if she understood things right. And now that the little spitter bitch had enlightened all those Horsemen with her psychic visionary hooey, they all had a new found reason to be good instead of evil.
Kat eased her eyes closed, letting go a resigned sigh. Paradise. She couldn't even imagine what that might be. All her life had been nothing but hell pure and simple. When she'd first met John, she believed him to be her guardian angel. And later, when he bid her do truly evil things to people for his own purposes, she'd done them simply because she wanted to please him. She owed him. She'd have been dead or worse if he hadn't entered her life. Later, when she'd admitted her beliefs to Theda, and learned the truth: that he had truly been an angel at his creation, it didn't matter what he was. It never mattered.
It didn't matter until he'd abandoned her.
So her god had been a false one, her duties as misguided as her deeds. No hope of paradise for her. Just death and nothingness, if she was lucky; death and eternal suffering if she wasn't. Even so, if she couldn't find redemption for her evil ways, she could at least make sure her anti-god suffered as much as she did. That was what she owed him now, and she would pay him back in spades. Even if it took every last shred of her blackened soul to do it. She just had to leave this filthy alley and do it. Just take the steps away from the bloody mess she'd left within and move on. She took a deep breath, bracing herself as though she was about to plunge into frigid water.
"Maybe we'll meet again, frog," she said over her shoulder. "When your mama isn't such a fucking loser."
She stepped from the alley, pulling her hood over her hair. She wished she had her motorcycle; her legs trembled, making it difficult to walk over the heaved up asphalt. Her breath was coming in short gasps from the effort of putting one foot in front of the other. Even her heart labored to keep a consistent rhythm and each flutter she felt in her chest reminded her that she was now pathetically weak. She felt vaguely disgusting from heel to hair. 
Thankfully, the cloak of midnight would disguise her infamously well known face. Should the disguise fail, her nine millimeter pistol jammed into a holster over her ribcage would succeed. Twelve blocks of walking already, and several hours, give or take the miserable sweating of the last two in the back alley, she should be only a few blocks away from the Center.
It was a dead easy plan on paper, but a hellish one in practice. She wasn't even sure she could trust the information she'd tortured out of the physicist in the few hours before the frog had battered her insides.
"A gal never burns her bridges, though," she mumbled to a man that pushed past her, making her stumble against a building. She caught herself before her legs gave out. She took a quick scan behind to see how far she'd managed, hoping it was a decent amount and caught sight of him in the hazy light of a streetlamp.
He swung round on his heel to give her a threatening look. "What was that, bitch?"
She looked past him, assessing the distance. Four blocks at least. Not bad. She swung her gaze back to him. "I said a girl never burns her bridges."
He shoved his hands in his pockets. "Crazy bitch." He shook his head and made to move off.
Pushing against the blocks with her palms seemed to put some steel back into her shins, some spit in her spirit.
"Crazy would be burning my bridges," she said to him, loud enough he halted to take the bait.
He snarled his handsome mouth. "What the fuck are you talking about?"
She reached beneath her jacket, digging for her gun. "Just trying to explain that if I had killed the bitch, then what would the consequences for her be if she gave me bad information?" She pointed the pistol in his direction. "So the bridge is still there if I need to cross back over and beat the black shit out of her till she oozes good intel."
His hands came out of his pockets and went into the air when he saw the gun .
"Listen, lady," he said. "I've got no beef with you. I'm sorry I called you a bitch. I'm sorry I pushed you."
She shrugged. "I am a bitch," she said. "And I got no problem with a little physical aggression." 
She watched the muzzle of her pistol shaking in the near dark. She was obviously much weaker than she thought, and a flush of heat swept beneath her hair. The frog's abandonment had taken too much out of her if she couldn't even hold her own pistol straight.
He started to back away, subtly enough that he was barely moving. "You don't have to do this," he said.
She shrugged. "You're a bridge I can afford to burn," she said. "You might even say you're a necessary bridge to burn."
She squeezed the trigger.
Dammit all if it didn't sound any louder than a click. And the fool didn't even have the grace to collapse from contact. He did wet himself though. There was a suspiciously black pool at his feet that made her think of the last few hours she'd spent in the alley. His face softened with relief. He'd obviously thought the misfire was an incredible stroke of good luck.
"You think you're lucky, issat it?" she said, shaking her head. "Man. This is so not your lucky night." 
Even in the dim light of the streetlamp, she could see the






