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“Brian, goddam it, I can’t even find this fucking place.” Kat had been driving in circles for what seemed like an hour.

“You made it out to Stockton, ri—?” Brian’s voice cut out. The cell phone reception was choppy to boot.

“Yes, and it’s hotter than a Guenther demon’s bunghole. I want to fucking punch someone!”

“You mean you want to punch Richard,” Brian offered.

“You’re goddam right I do. Little podunk town…hot as blazes…lost as fuck! Doesn’t he know I have better things to do?”

“You have better things to do than to deliver someone of a demon?”

“Suspected demon. It’s a fucking bunny.”

“Bunnies can be possessed, just like anyone else.”

“Yeah. Shaking in my boots, here. Who called this in?”

“A neighbor, so…go easy. They don’t want you to let on it was them.”

“Great. I could drive all this way just to be told to jack off and go home.”

“But it probably wouldn’t happen in exactly that order,” Brian said. “Unless you’re randier than you let on. I once masturbated while driving on the I-5 up from LA—”

“TMI, Brian,” Kat said. “Save it for your memoirs. That way I don’t have to read it. And you can tell Richard to go fuck himself.”

“You can tell him yourself. We’re on speakerphone. He’s having coffee.”

“Fuck me,” Kat whispered, gritting her teeth.

“He’s smiling, if that’s any consolation.”

“Thanks. You could have told me he was listening in earlier, asshole.”

“You didn’t ask.”

“Sin of omission.”

“I’ll put it on my list for Yom Kippur.”

“You do that. Asshole.”

“Well, hey it’s been fun. Don’t bite the heads off of any rodents or you’ll need shots. And call me if you need backup.”

“I just did! I’m fucking lost! Where the fuck is Ipswich? My GPS doesn’t recognize it.”

“Huh. Let me see…” She heard Brian walking, then tapping on a keyboard.

“Okay, this makes sense. Ipswich is an unincorporated district just outside of Stockton. Enter the address, but select Stockton, and see what you get.”

Kat pulled over, her wheels screeching. She cursed under her breath as her thumbs flashed over the keypad on her phone.

“Did it show up?”

“Yeah…I guess. It’s weird, it’s a range of addresses, not a particular address.”

“It’s a bulk delivery designation—the post office uses that for rural clusters of houses. What you’ll find is that a bunch of mailboxes will all be at one corner—maybe even twenty or so.”

“How do you know all this?”

“I had an uncle who was a postal inspector.”

“What the fuck is that?”

“He’s a federal agent, like the FBI—but he only deals with mail.”

“Huh. Makes sense, I guess.”

“Just find the mailboxes, and you’ll find a cluster of houses—then just ask around.”

“Ask around. Great.”

“Have fun.” Brian hung up.

“Asshole,” Kat said out loud. She watched the map unfold on her app, her intended path lit up in blue. At the bottom it said twenty-one minutes to her destination. “Great….”

Kat wiped the sweat from her brow and cursed the ecclesiastical fashion gods that there wasn’t a lighter cassock available. Sure, she was wearing her summer cassock—it was made of a much lighter material than her winter cassock—but its long sleeves were a nuisance and the fabric clung to her back.

She loved being a Blackfriar. It would never have been something she would have seen herself doing five years ago. The notion that she would be ordained as a Catholic priest seemed absurd. Yet here she was, already a transitional deacon, her priestly ordination date scheduled for the Feast of All Saints—just a few short months away. And here she was, a trained exorcist, going out by herself on a call.

Ordinarily, they were never sent on calls alone. The fact that she was being sent on this one rankled her. It meant that Richard didn’t take it that seriously. The fact that he had given it to her made her feel like he didn’t take her all that seriously, either. She wanted to punch his Irish-looking face.

Besides, she’d already been pissed at him. They’d had a catechetical meeting devoted to the doctrine of original sin, and she just wasn’t having any of it. “You can say ‘I’m a sinner’ till Toby poops again, but that doesn’t make me one,” she’d told him.

“We’re all sinners,” Richard had insisted.

“Speak for yourself,” she’d told him.

“Uh…I am.”

“Well, you don’t speak for me!” Kat shouted and stormed out of the room. Sin. She hated the word, and she hated that her new faith insisted that there was something in her that was beyond her control—something wrong, something ugly. That was yesterday. And today, Richard had sent her here—into outer darkness, where the worm didn’t die and there was surely a lot of teeth-gnashing—at least among the locals who still had teeth. Kat sighed.

Up ahead, she saw a rack of mailboxes. She checked the address again and, sure enough, there was a mailbox that matched. She got out of the car and looked around. Nothing. Dusty, yellowed fields stretched in every direction. There was exactly one road, and she’d passed no houses. Only one way to go, then, she thought. She shrugged and got back in the car.
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