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        Heaven and Hell collide in this engaging supernatural tale of Good vs Evil and the power of choice.

      

      

      

      A lost soul forces an angel and demon to work together to help a teenager find her body, and decide where to place her soul in the afterlife.

      

      As their mission evolves, so do the bonds forged in the most unlikeliest of places.

      

      Follow Endor, Valory, and Mercy as they traverse a path full of obstacles and ruin, and ultimately fight to claim their own salvation.

      

      Start the series now with Heaven Knows.

      

      Fans of Lucifer, Hazbin Hotel, and Good Omens may love this thought-provoking, urban fantasy series with romantic undertones!
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        When Heaven & Hell Collide…

      

      

      

      Hell-born demon, Endor, longs for a life beyond processing souls in Hell’s Admissions Department. He wants to stretch his wings and roam the earth as a Contractor Demon, to hold souls in the palm of his hand.

      

      The days are endless in Heaven for Valory, an angel who dreams of the kind of romance she reads in the books she borrows, waiting for someone to sweep her off her feet.

      

      When a lost soul comes between Heaven and Hell, Endor and Valory must put their differences aside and learn to work together all while fighting against their celestial duties… and their darkest desires.
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      Endor

      

      I hate Mondays. I mean, I guess everyone hates them, really, and I get that. Waking up from the weekend, having to go back to the grind, and traffic jams when you’re already late. A no smoking sign on your…

      Okay, okay, you got me. I guess I don’t really know about either of these things, considering I’ve spent my entire life in Hell—and I don’t mean figuratively. I mean literally.

      I’ve never been anywhere above the melting lava pools that I call home. I was born here. Bred and born to do one thing—work.

      Mondays are the worst here in the gallows of Hell’s Admissions Department, or HAD, because that’s when all the shit piles up from the incompetent bastards who work the weekend shifts.

      Incorrect forms, missing information, fucking doodles of dicks scribbled on my damn desk because they think it’s funny to vandalize my property when I’m not around to tear them a new asshole.

      I sigh as I pick up the phone, pressing the button to connect me to Roche, the woman who is technically my boss, though she never likes to admit it. Which is why I like to remind her every chance I get that she’s just as fucked in this worthless existence as I am.

      “What?” She doesn’t even bother with “Hi,” or “Hello,” or even a “How was your weekend, Endor?”

      So, I don’t bother feigning interest, either. I’d like to get this day over with and it has barely started.

      “Are you going to send someone down here to clean this shit off my desk or do I have to check the work logs?” I ask, and she immediately sighs.

      “You need to lighten up. They wouldn’t do it if you weren’t so bloody easy to rile up,” she says sharply.

      “So, I have to go through the logs, then. Okay, fine.”

      “Endor…” She groans. “It’s five-thirty in the morning. Can you hold off on berating the new hires for like, an hour? At least, until my coffee kicks in.”

      “A man’s workspace should be respected, Roche.”

      “We’re in Hell, Endor. Pretty sure respect is at the bottom of everyone’s list when it comes to HAD. Not all of us are dying for a promotion like you.”

      Her words shouldn’t cut through me, but they do. She’s right. I am dying for a promotion, because a promotion means I get to leave my desk in this endless maze of cubicles and see some sunlight. A promotion means I can finally get out of here. Out of admissions and into contracts, something I’ve always wanted.

      Contract Demons get to be in the field. Above Hell. They get to collect the souls that then get sent to admissions, and in order to do that, they need permission to fly between realms—which they get.

      Though, such a position comes at a cost. It’s not like you can apply to be a Contract Demon. You have to be recruited. Recommended.

      I’ve done everything by the book here in HAD, gone out of my way and above Roche’s head on more than one occasion. I stay late, come in early, pick up everyone’s slack, and fill in when the assholes decide getting their dicks wet is more important than their fucking job.

      At the last HAD meeting, Lexor, the head of the Demon Contractor Division—the DCD—told me they’d been watching me after seeing all the promising reports Roche sent in.

      Out of our department, I am the only one with an unmatched number of admissions. No lost souls. Not one.

      My track record is flawless, and if I keep up the good work, I know it will only be a matter of time before the DCD brings me into the fold, and when that happens… I’ll spread my beautiful black wings and fucking fly out of here so damn fast.

      “Just send someone down here and quit bitching,” I say with a chuckle, hanging up the phone before she can protest further.

      The mountain of paperwork on my desk that’s been left is insane. Lately, it seems there’s quite an increase of souls. People die all the time, but the amount seems to be increasing. Not that I mind, really. As far as I’m concerned, that’s just job security. It also means the day goes by a hell of a lot quicker when it’s one after the other.

      I pull up my chair, take a deep breath, and dive into the first stack. I doubt the asshat weekend workers actually categorized this stuff the correct way, so I know the task ahead of me is going to be daunting, but that’s life.

      This is Hell, after all. What else would I be subjected to?
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      Valory

      

      I don’t know what I expected Heaven to be like, but I didn’t expect something so close to… what I’d left back on Earth.

      All the books, the movies, the psychics who claimed to have near death experiences, they all described an idyllic paradise with big fluffy clouds, lots of light, and pearly white gates. Church always painted Heaven as this perfect land where everyone you love exists, your pets wait for you while angels pluck gold harps, and God welcomes you with open arms. Imagine the shock of opening your eyes, and instead of white, fluffy clouds… you’re standing in front of a large white building that reads APD. Which I learned stands for Angelic Placement Department.

      A building, that in a strange twist of irony, looks a lot like the DMV back home. This building, though, is bigger on the inside, with rows and rows of people. Unlike the DMV, the APD is clean and shiny—practically sterilized with holy water. Everything sparkles and glistens like it’s been thoroughly scrubbed with a toothbrush.

      I don’t know how long I actually waited in that massive room before moving to processing. Time is more fluid in Heaven, like one long stretch of day that bleeds into the next. Night never falls. The sun just sets into a warm mixture of ocher and orange, until it becomes bright again.

      When they finally called me, I think I was more nervous than I’d ever been when I was alive. I had no idea what Angelic Placement meant. I could only imagine it had something to do with where I was going to spend my afterlife.

      Fun fact: it had nothing to do with where I was supposed to go to bask in my personal paradise, and it had everything to do with what I’d be doing up here. That’s the thing that disappointed me the most about Heaven. While it is beautiful, and full of so much love and wonder… it isn’t all that different from Earth.

      Up here, I have a house, a dog, and a job. I also attend a book club with some of the other angels in my quadrant. Everything is perfect, built to resemble the life we always wanted, but also resembling the life we had. This is probably to make the transition easier, so it feels like we never left. So it feels as if we’re still alive.

      Working at the Pearly Gates Annex does not make me feel alive. In fact, it makes me feel like I’ll never escape the monotony of this life.

      In my mortal life, I’d done everything I was supposed to. I had a steady job in a hotel as a front desk concierge, never took sick days, always on time and always available to come in when needed. I went to church every Sunday and helped run Sunday school, volunteered on the weekends at a local retirement home, and managed to have dinner with my family once a week. I loved my life, even though everyone around me seemed to think it was meaningless because I was alone. I was Valory Kemp, thirty-one-years-old, single, and a virgin. In the eyes of God, I was pure and perfect, but in the eyes of society, I was a freak.

      But I’d been okay with being a freak—at least, I thought I was. I’d tried to find someone, but nothing ever felt right. Every time I had to have that conversation… well, I got tired of always being disappointed by people who didn’t value the gift I had to give. My heart, my body, and my soul.

      So, I stopped trying and found I was no longer disappointed. I took solace in my peaceful, perfect life.

      And then I died.

      The doctors thought I’d grown out of my arrhythmia when I was six. Subsequently, what was a worry for my family when I was young became a distant memory. They’d prayed and prayed, and it seemed to do the trick.

      Until that fateful morning, when it all just stopped. I was used to headaches, so I attributed the nausea to nothing more than eating a bad serving of eggs from the café I’d visited prior that morning. I’d never even thought it was my heart telling me it was time.

      Now, it seems time is all I have. Angels don’t need to sleep, but many still do—including myself—out of habit. There are no clocks or time markers in Heaven. The only way I can measure the days—since it’s always a balmy seventy degrees and sunny—is by the beginning and end of my shift at the Annex when Matthew comes in. When I started here, I was afraid I’d never be able to get through the amount of paperwork that seems to stack up all too quickly, but I soon learned that much like my concierge job, it’s easy peasy.

      After the souls come in from APD, I enter their Angel Number into the system, bring up their initial documentation they filled out with the APD, file the proper paperwork, and send them off with a printout of The Angel’s Guide to Heavenly Habitation to the HHD—Heavenly Housing Department.

      Sign, punch, print, send on their way. No different than signing guests into hotel rooms.

      The plethora of souls that have come through the Pearly Gates, as of late, at least, make the day go faster. The Pearly Gates Annex isn’t too far from the APD, but it’s enough of a distance that those who show up at the Annex are often tuckered out, in need of a comfortable chair to rest in and some chocolate chip cookies for a sugar boost. Though we don’t need to sleep, it doesn’t change the fact we still get tired or need a jolt of energy every now and then.

      APD stops processing souls at sunset.

      Sunset around here is quite beautiful, casting a warm glow over everything and turning the plants and lakes beautiful shades of red and gold, sometimes pink. Though it doesn’t get dark around here, sunset is pretty commonly understood as dinner and rest time, so when APD closes for the day, that means no wandering souls for the Annex, and when there are no wandering souls for the Annex…

      I get to go home.

      Flipping through the last page of my book, a sweet romance my neighbor and friend, Delilah, lent me, I barely even notice when Matthew, my boss, stops in front of the desk.

      “Reading on the job again, are we, Valory?” he asks with a smile. Like most of the angels up here, he has a golden glow to him. His soft blue eyes sparkle as the lines pull up in the corners, showing his age.

      Like me, Matthew died suddenly. Brain aneurysm at the ripe old age of forty-two. Why people actually consider that “old” is beyond me. I can’t help but roll my eyes at his tone and my thoughts. I’m not sure how he ended up being my boss at the Annex, considering he is most certainly one of the least organized angels I’ve ever met.

      “Must be closing time, Matt. There hasn’t been anyone for a while.”

      Matthew shakes his head, a small laugh escaping his throat. “When will you give up with this time stuff?” he asks, sliding his hands into his navy blue slacks, his golden-blond hair falling into his face. We do this every day. It’s another part of my routine. Matthew always comes in to relieve me of my duties, and always finds something to say about my choice in books. He’s never been disapproving, only humorous. He doesn’t understand the draw of romance, not like my neighbor, Delilah, does. Then again… he’s a man. An angel, but still at the base of all things, a man.

      “When you decide to stop irking me about my literary escape,” I say as I raise an eyebrow at him.

      “Fair enough.” He shrugs.

      I roll my eyes, letting out a sigh and close the book.

      “You know the drill. Grab your things and shut the lights off on your way out.” He nods as he turns, the motion giving me a rather pleasant view of his rear.

      Heat flushes in my cheeks as I realize I’m staring. Maybe he’s right. Maybe I am reading too many of these romances and they’re rotting my brain. I shake off the strange feeling, nodding even though he can’t see me. “Yes, of course,” I say sweetly.

      Matthew takes his time walking down the corridor, and a part of me is thankful, if only for the prolonged moment to appreciate the view.
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      Endor

      

      I barely look up from my desk, my mind going a hundred miles a minute as I finally file away the last paper on the last stack. Time moves slowly here, especially when I’m locked indoors with no windows for several hours.

      Not like we need windows, mind you. It’s not like it’s ever light out. Hell is eternally night. The lava pools and the ever-glowing ember rocks that pepper the barren desert landscape down here are the only thing we have as a light source. Because of the natural rocky exterior, the glow from the rocks and lava pools hovers, creating an almost golden haze over everything, but it also keeps the heat locked in.

      I’d kill to know what a true seventy degrees feels like. Sixty, even.

      The fans in the office give little comfort, their breeze more like a dilapidated sigh of breath rather than an actual chilly breeze.

      A knock on my door makes me jump, and then I see it’s just Roche. She stands in the doorway, all long legs and arms, her dark black hair pulled up into a ponytail that spills over her thin shoulders. She’s wearing a dress; one with lacy black trim at the edge of leather, and her long, sinuous legs are covered in fishnet stockings that taper down and disappear into sleek, black stilettos. Combined with her rather large tits and pouty lips, the look is actually semi-pleasing. Enough to stir my cock in my slacks, anyway. Not enough to make me want her spread all over my desk like a buffet.

      Though I give her plenty of kudos for trying, day after day.

      It’s not like I’ve never thought about fucking her. Or anyone, for that matter. Sex isn’t a big deal down here in Hell like it is on the surface. Problem is, I don’t like what’s readily available to me. Fucking demons doesn’t… do anything for me.

      It feels physically good, sure.

      At the time.

      But how can I truly enjoy it if there’s no challenge?

      I know if I said the word, Roche would be on her knees ready to suck me off, right here. The thought should thrill me, but it doesn’t.

      Instead, it just irritates me.

      “Long day at the office?” she asks with a twist of her lips, crossing her arms in front of her chest.

      I fight the impulse to look. I can smell her arousal from here, so I know her nipples will be stiff as peaks, visible even through the leather.

      She bats her long, thick eyelashes at me.

      “Did you come to clean up this mess?” I raise an eyebrow at her as I lean my arms on the desk, crossing them in front of me. The motion pushes me forward, making my shift in the chair look unnoticeable. Why my dick chooses this moment to wake up, I have no clue.

      Maybe Inar is right. Maybe I do need to let out some pent-up aggression. In a healthy manner, of course. Blow off some steam, get myself back to neutral.

      Roche pushes off the side of the wall, sauntering over to me slowly. Every step she takes, the sound of her heels on the wooden floor echo in the room.

      “Is that what you want? Me to get on my hands and knees with a damn toothbrush and scrub away all the dicks so you don’t have to look at them?” she asks with humor as she comes over and leans against my desk.

      My eye twitches as I notice she’s dangerously close to upending the stack of papers I just sorted. Her hip rests at my eye level, and though I don’t want to look, I do. I notice how the lace trim of her dress against her smooth thighs rides up when she shifts, just enough to show the slight curve of her ass, and I get another wafting of her arousal.

      Technically, Roche is what they call a Succubus: a demon of lust. Like me, she was born here, raised in this world of hustle and grind, and taught, like most Succubi, that their power is inherent to the pleasure they can elicit from their victims. Desire feeds them the same way desperation feeds the Crossroads Demons. Sex is a Succubus’s default. They can’t help themselves, much in the same way a human can’t help that they need to breathe.

      “Roche,” I start as my gaze fixes on the stack beside her. She sets her hand next to it, and I see the papers shift just an inch.

      “You get too worked up over things, you know. You can’t control everything.” She leans her head back, the motion pushing her monstrous breasts out in front of her, and I cave.

      I look and curse under my breath. I was right. I can see the outline of pert nipples through her leather dress and my cock twitches.

      “I admire your tenacity, Endor, really I do,” she says darkly as she opens her legs just a fraction, her scent hitting me all over again.

      I can feel the heat surrounding us, and I know I should leave. I should just get up and walk away and leave her here.

      But I’m a demon, and I’m weak.

      So, fucking sue me.

      I slide my hand up her sun-kissed thigh, ever golden from the long-term exposure to the light from the lava pits and rocky embers down here. I dip my thumb just below the hem of her dress, feeling the soft lace between the pad of my thumb and my forefinger.

      So delicate, and yet…

      A deep sigh escapes my lips as I let it go and instead, wrap my arm around her hips and pull her a few inches farther away from the stack of papers.

      She must take that as a “please proceed,” and slides her hand over the top of mine before angling herself in front of me, blocking my view from the entrance of my doorway.

      I stand face to face with her, putting my face right in front of her sweet smelling pussy, and my body seems like it has a mind of its own. I slide my hand down from her hips, palm settling on her ass. And right before I fall into the depths of what I know will be a terrible decision, a soft squeak draws both of our attention.

      “Oh my God! I’m sooo sorry!” a sweet voice says hurriedly.

      The moment is all I need to regain my clarity and I push Roche aside. She grumbles something unintelligible, and I set my gaze on a short, five-foot-four brunette with big brown eyes, and a look of utter confusion and slight embarrassment on her face.

      Roche turns, adjusting her dress, crossing her arms angrily. “And you are?” she bites out.

      “I, uh… I’m Mercedes,” she says as she swallows nervously. Her eyes dance between Roche and me, and her cheeks redden when she looks back at me.

      “B-but most people just call me Mercy,” she says.

      Roche rolls her eyes. “What are you doing here? HAD is closed for the day.”

      I don’t miss the frustration in Roche’s voice, and suddenly I’m acutely aware of that fact. She’s right. Roche only comes by after everyone has gone because I’m the only person crazy enough to stay past the end of the day. She always comes by when everyone else has gone, which I know she enjoys.

      “Oh! I, uh… I have paperwork, I—” She starts digging around in a messenger bag I hadn’t noticed she was wearing until this very moment.

      Roche pushes off the desk, casting a glare at me, her entire demeanor shifting back into the person I know better than the one who was just trying to reel me in for dinner.

      “Take care of her, Endor, and then see to it you close up shop, yeah?” She stalks out of the room, not even bothering to look back at me.

      I sigh, and Mercedes—Mercy—stumbles over something, knocking right into my desk, upending the stack of papers all over the floor.

      Great.

      Just when I thought this day couldn’t get any worse.
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      Valory

      

      I shove my book into my purse, bringing out my iPod and placing the earbuds in my ears.

      I have to admit, when I first came to Heaven, the last thing I was expecting was access to pretty much every song ever made. It’s one of the coolest perks, I think. I’ve loved listening to all the different eras of music, really dissecting them.

      Then again, currency up here is a lot different than on Earth, and things like music don’t cost anything. Music, movies, even books—all forms of entertainment—are readily available to us, free of charge. All we have to do is apply for an “Ace” Card—an AAV card—or more specifically, Angelic Audiovisual Card. The thing’s better than any earthbound library card, I swear.

      Mr. Sandman, the original, fills my ears, and I let out a sigh. It’s almost dinner time and I’m starving.

      Slinging my bag over my shoulder, I reach over and shut off the computer, straightening up my desk before I turn around and head for the door. Not looking where I’m going, I run right into a solid mass, the force knocking my earbuds out, and I jump back.

      “Matthew, I—” I never finish my words as I find myself staring face to face with a short brunette. She holds onto her chambray messenger bag, little pins and buttons decorated all over it, chewing her lip. Her brown eyes look up at me, filled with anxiety.

      My heart sinks as I realize this girl can’t be more than sixteen or seventeen. Technically, the place is closed but… I can’t just leave her here until morning. She must have come through APD at the last minute.

      “It’s Mercy, actually,” she says with a smile. “Well, my friends call me Mercy, anyway. Mercedes just makes everyone think of the damn car.”

      “Mercy,” I say, shoving my earbuds into my purse as my brain tries to figure out how to handle this situation. “I’m sorry, but the Annex is closed,” I say in my most professional voice.

      She glances all around the room, her fingers tightening on her strap once more. “What is this place?” she asks in awe.

      “The Pearly Gates Annex,” I answer.

      “Whoa, like thee pearly gates? Am I like… in Heaven?” Her eyes widen at the word.

      A part of me wants to spare this poor girl the truth. If she doesn’t know where she is, she may not remember what happened to her. How she died. I’ve been trained for a lot of things in my lives—both here and on Earth—but death has never been my strong suit.

      Though, despite my disdain, I side with the truth. It’s the right thing to do, not the easiest.

      “Yes. You are in Heaven.”

      Mercy’s eyes sparkle at my admission, a smile crossing her face.

      “I knew it! I knew Heaven existed!” she squeals happily.

      I’m confused, shouldn’t she be…

      “You are not upset?” I ask as I step closer to her.

      She shakes her head. “I knew it was my time.” Her words hit me right in the chest, and suddenly grief hits me all over again.

      The profound way in which she says the words is so undeniably full of faith. As if she’s truly made peace with her life before accepting death. And I realize, at this moment, that I envy such faith. When death came for me, I was not as astute as she.

      “So, are you like my guardian angel or something?” she asks, her gaze finally settling on me once more.

      I blush at the connotation. Guardians are on the top floor here. It takes years of rising in the ranks to even be considered for guardianship. Guardian Angels have to be good at a lot of things—possess lots of different skills—and they have to be able to compartmentalize themselves and their feelings, because they have to work on Earth, quietly, with humans. They protect and guide their charges, a job that is of the utmost importance. Fending off demons and monsters that threaten the charge’s lifeforce before their time has come.

      It’s an admirable, rewarding job I hear, but in the hierarchy of Heaven I am not much more than a basic clerk. I am as far from a Guardian Angel as the stars are from the Earth’s crust.

      “I am not, sorry.” I’m not sure what I’m apologizing for, but this girl, this Mercy, seems to bring about a strange motherly feeling inside of me I’m not quite familiar with.

      “Oh,” she says, her gaze falling.

      “I um… I just work the desk. When the Annex is open,” I add.

      Mercy twists her lips. “Oh. Well, can you take me to my Guardian Angel?” she asks innocently.

      My heart falters again. “Unfortunately, I can’t do that. All I can do is—” I look at my computer a few feet away, then out the window. The sun bathes everything in its golden light, and my stomach grumbles.

      Mercy fishes around in her messenger bag before producing a Mango-Pineapple Fruit bar. She waves it at me, and I feel frozen.

      “Go on, take it. I never cared much for the mango stuff. I wasn’t looking when I grabbed my snacks this morning, and I thought I grabbed the blueberry one…” Her voice trails off, and it’s like something’s unlocked within her, but as soon as it is there in her eyes, it’s gone. Replaced once again by a soft smile. “It’s the least I can do for obviously thwarting your plans,” she says.

      I take the bar, not knowing quite what else to do. It would be rude of me to refuse a gift, even one such as this. I set the bar down on the counter as I make my way behind the desk, firing up the computer again. It takes a minute to come back to life, but when it does, I pull up the system.

      Mercy wanders around the small lobby, touching the couch, the paintings, the little knick knacks—everything. A part of me wants to tell her to keep her hands to herself, but I push that notion aside. It’s not like she’ll hurt anything, and Matthew doesn’t have to know.

      “You said your name is Mercedes?”

      “Yeah. Mercedes Rose James.”

      My lips turn up in a smile. “That’s a beautiful name.”

      “What’s your name?” she asks as she stops in front of a large painting of a waterfall.

      “Valory. V-a-l-o-r-y,” I say as I type her name into the Recently Deceased Records.

      “Oooh, like Ross Valory?” she asks curiously.

      “Who?”

      “The bass player of Journey.” Mercy turns, raising an eyebrow at me like I’ve grown two heads.

      “I don’t know who that is…” I admit. The only song I know by Journey is Don’t Stop Believing, as I wasn’t allowed to listen to much Rock ‛n’ Roll because my parents said it would rot my brain.

      “More like the word. Valor, you know… great courage in the face of danger,” I say with a smile as I comb through the records. I’m seeing a lot of Mercedes James, so I decide to filter the search. “How old are you, Mercedes—I mean, Mercy.”

      “On the edge of seventeen.” She smirks at me.

      Is this another musical reference?

      I blink, and she rolls her eyes. “Really? No Fleetwood Mac, either?”

      I shrug. “I prefer the oldies.”

      “Pretty sure Journey and Fleetwood Mac are considered oldies.”

      “Oldies like The Chordettes or The Penguins,” I say, looking up at her briefly as she pushes around some magazines and pamphlets on an end table.

      “Who the hell are they?” She instantly clamps her hand over her mouth. “Oh shit, can I say that?” she asks, her cheeks reddening as she realizes she swore again.

      I let out a little laugh. “Of course you can.” Her expression makes me want to laugh. “I wouldn’t recommend going around dropping the f-bomb or anything publicly, though.” I wink at her and she eases up.

      “Oh, so like cursing in private. Got it.” She laughs, and the sound is sweet like wind chimes.

      I turn back to my computer, still not coming up with a Mercedes Rose James, age seventeen.

      “Birthday?”

      “July 25,” she says as she peeks her head into the waiting room.

      I enter the date, taking a moment to do the math with her current age. I continue this line of questioning and punching in details, but nothing comes up. Then again, I’ve never tried to use the computer after APD and the Annex has been closed, so maybe the system isn’t working properly.

      So I do the next best thing.

      I assign her a temporary placement with HHD, Heavenly Housing Department. Just for the night. In the morning, I’ll talk to Matthew and we’ll get her sorted properly.

      See, that wasn’t so hard.

      Just as I get ready to bring up HHD’s temporary visa paperwork, I hear a crash. I look up to see Mercy has knocked over a rather ornate white glass vase, one that always holds a beautiful collection of white lilies and carnations.

      “Oh my Go—gosh.” She catches herself, her gaze darting up to me. “I’m so sorry, I didn’t mean to, my bag just⁠—”

      “It’s okay,” I say as I finish typing in her name, age, and birthday. I get up and head over to the mess. I smile as I bring my hands in front of me, a part of me excited to actually be able to show her one of the perks of being an angel.

      I breathe the ancient words, snapping my fingers, and it’s like a scene from Fantasia. Like Mickey and the broom. The dustpan and broom from the corner dance to the center, sweeping up debris.

      Mercy’s jaw drops open. “Wow, neat trick,” she says in awe.

      I magic the discarded flowers into the trash, feeling a sense of pride. “You’ll learn soon enough. I just have to fill in a couple more spots and get your printout and you’ll be on your way,” I say with a smile.

      Mercy just looks at me. “You mean you’re not coming with me?” The sadness in her voice isn’t lost on me.

      “Unfortunately, no. I can’t. Once someone is placed, that’s the end of it for me. Unless you somehow end up in my department, we likely won’t see each other again.” The words make my heart ache for some reason.

      Mercy just nods. “I guess that makes sense.”

      I hate to leave her here like this, with this weird energy between us, but I have to wrap this up. I have a home and dog who’s probably wondering where the hell I am. I’m not usually late…

      “Don’t worry, I’ll give you directions where to go.” I head back to the computer, punching in the last bit of information before I hit submit. The printer whistles and whirs as the paper slowly prints out. I don’t even bother to look at it, just hand it right over to her.

      She takes the paper from my hands, staring at it for a moment before looking back up at me. “Thanks for everything, Valory. Hopefully, I’ll see you again someday.”

      I do my best to appear happy and excited, even though I feel a sense of sadness as well, because this may be the last time I see her.

      “One can only hope, sweet Mercy,” I say as I walk toward the door and open it for her, waiting for her to take that first step.

      And when she does, when she steps foot out of the Annex into the glow of the setting sun, I pray she is right.
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      Endor

      

      Mercy stands there, clutching her paper to her chest as I make haste picking up the papers strewn about the floor. I’ll have to sort them all over again…

      “I’m so sorry, I didn’t⁠—”

      “It’s fine,” I grumble. “What does your paperwork say?”

      “It says temporary placement HAD…” she answers as she bends down to help pick up a few pieces.

      I pick up the last few strays, my eyes meeting hers as we both stand, and in them, I can see many things, but fear is not one of them.

      Who is this girl that is not frightened by the mere sight of a demon?

      Does she not know where she is?

      Or what I am?

      The wording makes me blink.

      Temporary placement?

      There is no such thing as temporary placement in Hell. It’s one way only. You don’t vacation in Hell and get to skip back out of here.

      We both stand as I set the stack of papers on my desk, accepting that I will have to sort them again tomorrow. I grab the paper from her, scanning it carefully.

      The form looks like one of the ones the angels use, but sure enough, it says HAD under placement.

      Mercedes Rose James.

      I look back at her for a moment, debating what to do, and sighing when I realize what I should do.

      “Come with me,” I say as I hand her back her paper, not even bothering to wait. I’m sure she can figure things out.

      I hear her footsteps behind me quickening as she follows me.

      “I didn’t catch your name, Sir?”

      A smile tugs at my lips at the polite tone of her voice. It isn’t exactly the first time I’ve been called sir, but it is the first time someone’s used the title in a polite manner and not a depraved one.

      “Endor,” I say with absolutely no inflection, hoping this tidbit will be enough to satisfy her and end the small talk.

      “Wh-where are we going, Endor?” she asks as she comes close to my side.

      I press the glowing red button on the panel, watching the arrow as it stops on each floor, waiting. “Home, Mercy. We are going home.”
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      Mercy

      

      Just breathe, Mercy.

      You got this.

      To say today has been an utter day from Hell is absolutely an understatement. I still can’t believe that just this morning I was eating Pop-Tarts and watching cartoons with my best friend, Miles.

      Everything was so… normal.

      The last thing I truly remember was Miles reaching across the console, setting his hand on my thigh, and the way he turned to me with that smirk, I just… knew.

      I knew what he wanted to say, but he didn’t get the chance. Because in seconds, my entire world went black, and the next thing I knew…

      I was in the darkness, cold and alone.

      I don’t know how long I was there until I decided to move, to search for warmth. My mind kept replaying that one scene in Frozen 2 when Anna is lost in the cave and she wants to give up, but then, she says what’s basically become my motto in life: “Just do the next right thing.”

      And I knew the next right thing was to keep moving. Eventually, I’d find what I was looking for. Then, I saw it. The light. It was just a crack, not the all-encompassing light everyone makes it seem. It was just a sliver of light in the darkness, and I made reaching it my goal. I walked and walked until the silver became larger, and I realized it wasn’t a sliver at all, but a door.

      A glowing, heavy white door.

      I’ve seen all the horror movies about opening freaky doors in the middle of nowhere, but I had the strangest feeling in my stomach that whatever was on the other side of that door would hold the answers to what happened to me, where I was…

      Where Miles was…

      Curiosity got the better of me and I set my hand on the door, and I just… pushed.

      It opened, and I didn’t think twice about going in. But all I saw was expansive fields and more light. More walking.

      I don’t know how long I walked until I came upon the Pearly Gates. Then, I found Valory. She seemed nice enough, though a little distracted. I guess wandering in at closing time will do that to a person, but I wasn’t sure I had yet grasped that I was in Heaven. Not until she confirmed my suspicions.

      I’d died.

      The world going black meant I was no longer a living, breathing entity. I’d found the light, and I was dead.

      So why didn’t I feel dead?

      Nevertheless, I faced this new development with the same poise my grandmother always tried to instill me. You can’t control the situation, Mercy. You can only control how you react to it.

      Valory seemed to think there was something wrong with my information, as she kept asking me questions, trying to locate me in Heaven’s computer system or something. I didn’t quite understand it. After all, the idea that Heaven has a computer filing system is still slightly bonkers to me. I always expected Heaven to look like it did in the movies, but it looked nothing like that.

      I’d followed Valory’s directions on the printout, directly from the Pearly Gates to the door that read HAD. It didn’t look as well kept as the other doors, and I looked over the paperwork two, maybe three times, to make sure I was reading the golden letters on the distressed ebony door correctly.

      H-A-D.

      I took a deep breath and opened the door, and found myself in a long, expansive hallway. The walls were dark burgundy and the floor was black, with little bits of silvery glitter. It looked like a cross between my bedroom at home, and an elite banker’s building.

      There were plenty of doors and elevators in the place I ended up. I walked around in the silent emptiness in search of anyone who could tell me if I was in the right place and where my room was.

      Which was how I ran into Endor in the first place. The door to the office space he was in was the only one I’d come across that was open, and upon seeing what I did… even the thought now makes me blush.

      I probably should have knocked, but I assumed it would be a dead end, what with how my luck was going.

      Then, his girlfriend got pissy—I knocked over a bunch of papers—and Endor basically grabbed my printout, and commanded me to follow him like I was nothing more than a kid.

      Every ounce of feminism in my body wanted to argue with him, to light into him with a “you don’t talk to me that way,” but something in my bones told me that wouldn’t be wise, and it wasn’t because Endor was a six-foot, tattooed dream of a man with dark eyes that could probably bring a woman to her knees.

      No.

      No, my instincts told me it was something else.

      Something deeper, something… more.

      I should be afraid of this man who is demanding I follow him, who is undoubtedly taking me home to his murder pad.

      But what choice do I have?

      I could keep walking, maybe try to find his girlfriend?

      Maybe she could be of more help?

      My stomach turns at the idea when I remember how she looked at me: with fire in her eyes like she wanted to ruin me but decided not to. Probably didn’t want tall, dark and handsome to witness her wrath or something.
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