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Part I: Sins of the Father




Chapter One







“Are you going to do nothing while an innocent one dies?”

Cross closes his eyes and inhales deeply. The harder he tries, the more frustrating it becomes to block out the voice booming through the room. His senses might be off, but the intruder is driving him to the depths of insanity.

Thirty days, that’s how long he’s been back. One entire month and he’s living in a rat infested, abandoned motel. Depression isn’t possible, he’s just lacking motivation.

No, he’s tired. The constant need for shelter, food, clothes is mentally and physically exhausting. Living sucks! Life should not be this hard. He’s not about to make it harder. The last thing he’s going to do is get involved.

What he will do is go get a piece of a—Cross didn’t finish his thought as he bolts to an upright position grabbing his bare, muscular chest.

The shrillness of the woman screaming impales his upper body with a gut-wrenching pain. He doubles over in agony, face smashing down into the moldy mattress.

The voice once again began to taunt him.

“You have a consciousness this time around big boy! The pain you’re feeling right now, it’s your body telling you to go help that woman. Your time is now, make yourself useful. An innocent one needs you!”

“Fuck you, no one is completely innocent, they’re born from sin! They live in sin. It consumes every moment of their pathetic lives!” Cross yells out into the darkness.

“She is innocent.”

“Fuck her and fuck you!” Cross rolls over onto his back, clenching his chest. “Weak motherfuckers!” he screams as he pushes himself back over again then up onto all fours. “You can’t make me go out there!” The pain increases in his chest then lands in his stomach like a ball of fire.

It is now his turn to shriek out in pain as he plunges backward, down onto the mattress. “Leave me alone! Just leave me the hell alone!”

“The woman, she’s going to die. You can feel how death is hovering in the air. She will die and die slowly if you do nothing.” The voice tries to coerce him.

“I don’t care!” Never has he wanted anything more than for that woman to stop screaming. “Let the bitch breathe her last breath,” he snidely grunts.

He ignores the presence in the room that appeared behind him. He’s in no mood to keep arguing with it.

“Are you going to let someone so pure be slaughtered?” The distinctly male voice inquires.

“No one is untarnished.”

“You’re just a rebel without a cause, aren’t you?” the voice mocks.

Cross forces himself up on his knees, then to a standing position. Staggering, he walks over to the window and collapses against the wall.

Groaning, he twists his naked body around to where he can look out onto the street below. With intense eyes, he searches for the screaming woman but doesn’t see anything.

Suddenly, he stumbles backward as another wave of pain penetrates his body and shoots all the way down to his legs. He collapses backward, splintering a table and the chair as he falls. “That the best you got? You won’t break me!”

With one trembling hand clenching his chest, he places the other on the floor and scoots himself up against the wall. He looks down as his hand touches something hard. His face twists in agony as he picks up the Bible.

“The wrath of God. Humanity doesn’t understand the anger of the Almighty One.”

Cross grunts as he flips through the pages of the Bible before placing it back down onto the floor. “I want a cigarette!”

“You need a pair of balls!” a voice calls out.

He flips off the entity, then pushes himself to a standing position. He fights through the throbbing pain that is raging through his body as he searches the room for his clothes. “Where the hell are my pants?”

A moment of relief washes over him as the pain eases and he spots his clothes. He takes the opportunity to bend over and pick up his dirty blue jeans and put them on. Grunting, he slips his feet into the brown scuffed up boots.

Another scream escapes his lips as he lifts his arms and puts on a black tee shirt. Frustrated and angry, he snatches his leather jacket from off the floor and curses with each painful step toward the door.

“Make daddy proud, do the right thing,” the voice says with a snicker.

“Fuck you!” Cross yells as he unsteadily walks out the motel door.

The throbbing in his body begins to lessen as he staggers down the street. Anyone looking at him would have taken him for drunk. He stays to the darkness of the tree line as he heads toward the distressed woman.

He picks up his pace as his body reverts to normal the further away from voice, he gets. It was an illusion; he knows better than to think that the voice couldn’t follow him. Still, he relishes in his pain-free moment by taking a cigarette and lighter from his front jean pocket. He lights the cigarette without breaking his stride. The woman might have money; the thought spasms through his mind as he takes a long drag and steps from the shadows.

It doesn’t take him long to spot the disturbance. Two grubby males are assaulting a woman. Her blouse is in shreds. She’s swinging wildly, fighting them off as she backs herself up against the brick wall.

They’re taunting her, toying with their prey before they destroy it.

She’s in a white lacy bra and a black skirt. Pretty, nice body, curvy in the way that he likes his women. Her hair is in braids, and she has a nice pair of tits. It wasn’t the best thing for him to be thinking about a woman who was about to murdered. Then again, he isn’t one of the good guys.

It’s obvious that she’s emotionally and physically exhausted from the struggle for her life. Yet, he can tell there is still a little fight left in her.

She was not going to make this easy for them.

He stands there debating on where or not he should kill and rob all three of them. Before he can decide what to do, the woman turns and looks directly at where he is standing.

The taunting voice is bad enough, now it feels as if she is inside his head, pleading for help. He can hear her voice ringing in his ears.

Something overtook him. Either his own will or hers, he can’t be sure. He finds himself standing behind the two attackers. The woman watches as he tosses one of the men up into the air. The foe slams hard into the outer wall of the neighboring building. His broken body crumples down onto the pavement in a bloody heap. The other male stands there frozen for half a second, then takes off running down the alleyway.

Cross let him go. He has more important things on his mind. He slowly turns to face the woman. Their dark eyes meet. He can feel nothing unusual about her; but who the hell knows, he might be a little off kilter.

The woman brings herself up to a standing position, dragging her tattered blouse with her. Her face is bloody, her body is covered with bruises. However, she’s in decent shape for a woman that was close to rape and death.

Endlessly, she tried to cover herself with the ripped-up piece of material that had once been her blouse.

Reluctantly, he takes off his jacket and hands it to her. Possibly, if he plays his cards right, he might have a place to lay his head for the night where he didn’t have to chase off crackheads and rats. The rats he could tolerate, the begging meth users annoyed him.

“Thank you,” she whispers.

Her entire body is shaking with fear. Cross cocks his head to the side and looks at her curiously. “What’s your name, darling?” Then his eyes quickly shoot over to the moaning assailant on the ground.

“Pandora,” she replies.

He quickly turns his attention back to her. “You’re kidding me, right?” he says with a bit of amusement in his voice.

“Pandora, Pandora Yemaya.” Her voice shakes, as she holds onto the little bit of strength she has.

“Interesting name. Well, this is your lucky night. The name is Cross,” he says in a low drawl, extending out his hand for her to shake.

“Th-thank you.”

She didn’t take his hand and he really couldn’t blame her. After all, he was just another man staring at her tits. “Do you know those men?”

Pandora shakes her head no. She jumps when the guy on the ground lets out a loud grunt.

“Is that your phone?” Cross asks as he points to a crushed object that resembled a cell.

“Yes,” her voice quivers. “I had a gun.” She looks around. “I don’t know where it went to. It was knocked out of my hand.”

Cross looks around; he doesn’t see any weapon. “One of them must have it. We should get out of here. I don’t have a cell phone. Can I take you someplace safe just in case his buddy returns with help? If you like, I could even take you home,” Cross says, flashing his innocent guy smile, which he has mastered.

She scrutinizes him with her eyes before nodding her head up and down in agreement. Cross reaches down and picks up her purse. He notices that it is of excellent quality, not a designer knock-off but the real thing. All her items are classy. Her tattered shirt is still worth more money than anything he has on. He smiles and takes her hand, placing it on his arm he leads her out of the alley.




• • •




Ten blocks later they had walked from one of the worst sections of town to a more affluent one. Pandora keeps her grip on his arm as she comes to an abrupt stop in front of a high-rise apartment building called Cambridge Circle.

Concern at once covers the doorman’s face when he sees Pandora’s condition.

“Ms. Yemaya, are you all right?” he asks. He looks at Cross with immediate dislike in his eyes.

The door attendant appears to be in his early twenties; blond hair, blue eyes, medium build, an ordinary looking guy but slightly awkward. He is also lusting after the woman which is obvious from how he’s giving Cross the green-eyed evil-eye.

“No, not really,” she mumbles. “Two men attempted to rob me. This gentleman came to my rescue.”

They step past the door attendant and enter the building. It’s a wonderful place; Italian marble flooring, chandeliers hanging from the ceiling, luxurious modern artwork on the walls. It had been a long time since Cross had been in an expensive place like this. The last place he stayed that looked this nice was the Savoy in London.

Cambridge Circle is light years away from his current home. It didn’t have homeless people loitering in the lobby, rats, crackheads or someone cranked up on meth.

“Would you like for me to call the police?” the door attendant calls after them.

“No, William, it won’t be necessary. I’m quite all right,” she responds quickly. Pandora steps onto the elevator, pulling Cross with her. As the elevator doors close, Pandora let out a long sigh of relief.

Cross can tell she was downplaying the attack and didn’t want the police involved. That flicked on the “something isn’t right” switch deep inside Cross. She didn’t want William to ask her anything more…but why?

He stares at his distorted reflection of the elevator doors. He looks good for his age. A little rough around the edges, however, women tend to like the “he must have just gotten out of prison look”. He laughs to himself.

Out of the corner of his eye he sees her watching him. He brings himself to his full six-foot-three. He’s lean, muscular, and solidly built. She’d released her hold on him at once when they got onto the elevator. Now with her eyes on him, he doesn’t know what to do with his hands. He shoves one into his pocket then with the other he runs his fingers through his short brownish-gray hair.

She shifts away from him and leans up against the elevator wall. Her body is still trembling, and it is obvious that she is doing all she can to hold herself together and he respects that about her.

He touches his squared chin, rubbing at a five o’clock shadow that really isn’t there. His skin is pale, nothing that a satisfying meal and time couldn’t take care of.

They rode the elevator up to the 32nd floor. Pandora removes the keys from her purse as the elevator doors open. Cross senses her hesitation to exit, so he steps forward and looks out into the hallway. It’s empty. He nodded to her that it was safe and only then did she exit.

Her home is eight doors away from the elevator. Her hands shake when unlocking the door to her residence. Once she steps inside, it takes her a moment to notice that he didn’t follow suit.

“Is something wrong?” She looks nervously around her apartment.

“I didn’t want to assume that you were inviting me in.”

“Yes, I’m sorry…please.” She steps to the side.

Cross fakes a shy smile as he steps past her and across the threshold and into her apartment. It never ceases to amaze him how easily people trust total strangers.

“Give me a moment; I need to get out of these clothes,” Pandora says as she hurries off down the hallway.

Cross shakes his head. That woman is going to die one day because she’s too trusting.

He makes himself at home by wandering around her place. He finds the kitchen and takes a bottle of beer from the refrigerator. He shuts the door then opened it back up again; the steaks look good. It enters his mind to steal them, but he quickly decides against it.

Milking the beer, he walks back into the living room. He let his hands glide across her soft brown leather sofa. Pandora decorated with earth tones, which makes the place feel cozy. She has no useless throw pillows or anything pink. A solid mahogany desk was placed near the balcony. She could work and look out over the city of Montague Keep and Saint Mary’s River. This was the kind of place where he could feel at home.

She also has floor-to-ceiling bookshelves that lined one entire wall, which impresses him even more. Scanning the titles, some of the books were old, incredibly old.

Rare. These books are worth a small fortune. All of them dealt with religion and mysteries of the world. The books are well worn, definitely not just for show. On the bottom shelf of the last bookcase, he sees a familiar name written on numerous books, Pandora Yemaya, parapsychologist. He picks up one of the books and flips it over, reading the back. A novel about one of the creatures of the night. Of all the women, in the entire world, he’d saved a chick drawn to the dark side. “Damn.”

“Is something wrong?” a soft, still-shaky voice comes from behind him.

“No, I just didn’t know you were famous.” He tosses her book onto the desk.

“Parapsychologists aren’t that famous until Halloween time. Then everyone wants your opinion on things,” she says half-jokingly.

She’d slipped on a pair of black lounge pants and a gray T-shirt which is two sizes too big for her. He doesn’t like her new choice in clothes. The shirt hides her breasts too well. Probably belongs to her boyfriend or husband, he thought, as he glances at her hand. No wedding ring or even the faint, fading line of one.

“The world is full of mysteries; I just want to solve them, or at least get a better take on life in general. There’s so much more to the world than people are willing to admit,” she replies as she hands him his jacket. “Please, I would like to reward you for risking your life to save mine.”

With her full lips he at once hopes for a blowjob; sex would be even better. Much to his own dismay, she reaches into her purse and takes out a checkbook.

“Do I make this out to Mr. Cross?”

“So, how much is your life worth?” he asks, sounding more menacing that he had intended. He smiles. “I didn’t know anyone still wrote checks.” He tries to not sound so intimidating.

Pandora stops dead in her tracks and stares at him. She takes a step back and bumps into one of the bookcases. She’s obviously now rethinking how she’d foolishly let a stranger into her house.

The weird, unnerving moment between them lasts a second too long even for Cross, so he spoke again. This time his tone was less threatening. “Do you have cash?” Dignity was not one of his virtues. “I just got to town and…” He let his voice trail off on purpose.

“Oh, okay.” Pandora nods her head, then removes all the money from her wallet. “It’s three hundred dollars there. It’s not a lot but if you give me your address, I could have someone deliver more to you tomorrow.”

“This will do just fine. Thank you.” Cross takes the money and shoves it into the front pocket of his jeans.

Pandora watches him closely as he finishes off the rest of the beer with one big gulp. He sets the bottle down on her desk.

He puts his jacket back on as he glances one more time at the book he had tossed back onto the desk. The title was Devour. It’s about werewolves. When he turns back toward her, he feels rattled by the way she’s watching him.

“So, you’re new to town?” she asks.

“Yeah. Do you mind if I get another one for the road?” He points to the empty beer bottle; not that he wants the beer he just doesn’t want to get into anything personal with her.

“No, not at all, help yourself. You can take the rest if you want, it’s the least I can do for you.”

She steps out of the way as he walks back into the kitchen. He takes what’s left of her six-pack. She was leaning against the back of the sofa when he saunters back into the living room. He doesn’t like how her eyes seem to have the ability to see deep inside of him.

The thought of killing her flashes through his mind. Instead, he decides that it would be best if he just left her alone. He thanks her again for the beer and money as he walks toward the door.

She reacts quickly, following behind him for a moment. Then she moves in front of him, which he likes. This gives him the chance to check out her ass. She opens the door for him and he walks out into the hallway.

“Thanks again for what you did. A lot of people wouldn’t have stopped to help me.”

“No problem.” He smiles, she smiles, then she closes the door in his face. The locks click on her side of the door, and he knows that she wasn’t even thinking about having sex with him.

Stepping onto the elevator, Cross grabs another beer. It bothers him that she had three hundred dollars in her wallet, plus checks, and credit cards, most likely, and the bad guys hadn’t taken any of it. One of them should have taken the money before they started trying to violate her. He always went for the money first unless he was being paid to kill someone.

The elevator doors open onto the main floor and William stares at him as he exits.

“Is she doing all right?”

“Considering the circumstances, I would say so.” Cross walks over to him and places his beer on top of the reception desk. “Do you know of any motels near here?”

William looks him up and down. He knows that look; William is thinking that he’s scum. Honestly, he isn’t that far off the mark.

“You should head over toward the east side of town. Things are cheaper over there.” William looks him up and down with his nose in the air.

The smile that crosses his face is slow and menacing. So much so that William takes a step back. He feels satisfaction that he had made his point that he was not a man to be fucked with.

“How well do you know Pandora?” Cross didn’t try and hide the fact that he wanted information on her.

“Ms. Yemaya is a very nice person. She treats me well, not like some of the others in this building,” William responds.

“How nice, but that didn’t answer my question.”

The muscles in William’s jaw begin to twitch and he turns a bright red. “She’s out of your league, man, don’t waste your time.” His piece of advice came out sounding like a warning.

“No woman is out of my league, little man. Now, you need to chill. I’m not trying to move in on your puppy love territory; I’m just concerned about those men that wanted to hurt her. That didn’t seem like the usual mugging.”

William scrunches up his face but nods. “She writes those books, and they bring out the weirdos.”

“So, she’s had some trouble in the past?”

“Ms. Yemaya told me once a guy attacked her when she was returning to her hotel room after a writer’s convention in Los Angeles. She also mentioned to me that she’s had to move around quite a bit. She’s only lived here for about four months.”

“If that’s so, then why would she be out so late by herself?”

“I don’t know, but she’s been having trouble sleeping lately. Sometimes she comes down and talks to me. She may have just decided to go for a walk tonight. I didn’t see her leave; I was late getting to work tonight. Maybe if I had of been here on time, she wouldn’t have left.”

“What happened to her in LA?” Cross picks up a beer and offers it to William, but he shakes his head no.

“Ms. Yemaya was on her way back to her hotel room when this maniac attacked her. Another guest heard her screaming in the hallway and came running. Hotel security turned out to be an off-duty cop and he ended up shooting the guy, killed him. They chalked it up as a crazed fan.

“Those paranormal people, they take things too seriously. Especially since her name is Pandora. I think she draws more than the usual run of the mill nutcase.” William reaches for the beer Cross had previously offered him. “Can I take it home with me?” he asks.

Cross nods.

Cross leaves the high-rise and heads back toward the alley. The rest of the beer lasts for half of the trip; he has a buzz but that isn’t quenching the thirst he had. He needs to drink something that has more of a kick to it.

The man he had slammed into the wall is still lying there, paralyzed in pain and fear. His partner in crime hadn’t even sent help. He puts down the empty beer bottles and walks over to the guy. He picks him up by his dirty brown hair and peers into his eyes “Why her?” he hisses into his ear.

The unmistakable smell of urine hits Cross’s nose. Looking down, it’s trickling down the leg of Pandora’s attacker.

“I don’t know,” he says in-between gasps of pain.

“I will kill you, so you might as well answer my questions and get right with God. If not, you’ll be doomed to live out your next life in misery.”

“Come on man…please…take me to the hospital!”

“Why were you going to rape and kill Pandora Yemaya?” Cross demands as he punches him in the face. Teeth fall to the ground.

The wannabe bad guy turned into a blubbering idiot. “I was hired…hired to kill her.”

“Who hired you?”

“I...I don’t know. Please, please help me. I don’t want to die here like this.”

“We don’t pick where we die! Tell me who wants Pandora dead?” Cross shoves his knee in the assailant’s groin as he bashes him in the face several more times.

“I don’t know his name. Some…some man contacted us down at O’Malley’s Bar. He showed us a picture of her and then offered us five grand, half now half later. He promised us a bonus if we removed her heart.”

“And the two of you decided to get your rocks off first.”

“Please help me, man!” he begged, while nodding yes.

Cross’s fangs elongated and Pandora’s would-be executioner let out a gut-wrenching scream that lingers in the air long after he had lost his breath.
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