
        
            
                
            
        


		
			Advance Praise for 
A Nefarious Carol

			“Steve Deace is always smart, witty, and prescient.” 

			—BEN SHAPIRO, New York Times bestselling author and talk show host for The Daily Wire

			“For years, the Left has claimed ownership of creativity and art. If you need proof that its stranglehold is withering, read A Nefarious Carol. Over the course of this captivating novella, we follow along as the forces of good and evil clash, never sure whether it will be the final confrontation. I read it in one sitting and wanted more. After reading A Nefarious Carol and knowing the Christian powerhouse that Steve Deace is, I know there will be plenty more. In the words of our troubled protagonist, Rae, ‘Show me the future.’” 

			—GLENN BECK, New York Times bestselling author and Radio Hall of Famer 

			“Just as he chillingly took us inside the mindset of Hell in A Nefarious Plot, in this brilliant sequel Deace shows us the heart of darkness of the Enemy himself; albeit in a unique, personal way. The devil is a master at telling the truth, from a certain point of view.” 

			—DAVID LIMBAUGH, New York Times bestselling author

			“A Nefarious Carol is a compelling, riveting, on-the-edge-of-your-seat novella that takes readers into another world, while simultaneously sparking an internal quest to more deeply ponder the role and pervasiveness of evil in our own world. This must-read work beautifully builds upon Deace’s successful book, A Nefarious Plot, delivering a spellbinding literary experience—a book that truly gets us to reflect on our own real-life journey to confront and recognize ‘the signs of the times.’” 

			—BILLY HALLOWELL, author of Playing with Fire and Armageddon Code
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			Dedicated to Vickie and Myrna, 
the first two people in my life to show me 
what unconditional love is. 

		


		
			With the Jews returned to Zion, 
and the United States demised…

			The prince of the power of the air arises, 
thus the beast’s ascension is nigh. 

			From the eternal sea he rises, 
placing his mark on every shore. 

			Turning man against his Creator—
until man exists no more.

			—LORD NEFARIOUS
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			“Rae,” the voice whispered softly. 

			There was no answer. 

			“Rae,” the voice whispered again. A little louder than before.

			Rae rolled over in her bed, wondering if she was hearing things. She wasn’t really asleep, but she sure wanted to be. She had tossed and turned all night. Restless, frightened, and nervous that he would find her like he always did. Like trouble always seemed to find her, especially his kind of trouble. 

			Rae was actually her middle name, given to her to honor the legacy of her grandmother, who died before she could remember. That’s why she loved it when her grandfather, the widowed man who cherished her more than any of his other grandchildren, officially coined Rae as her nickname. Unfortunately, what the name Rae meant to her before her grandfather died and what it meant now were two dramatically different things. 

			That’s also what he called her. The man she had fled. Or was he something else? Something worse? One thing was for sure, the man she chose over her parents’ many lectures and warnings was nothing if not unstable. He was a true sociopath. Capable of tender mercies one moment and then turning on you on a dime and making you wish you’d never been born the next. He had no trigger, because literally anything could set him off anytime or anywhere. 

			One minute you’re planning a getaway, then next moment you’re plotting one. 

			When her parents had ultimately been proven right about him, she resented them even more because she suspected their warnings came from an insincere premise—they were more concerned with their precious reputations than her well-being. There was no point in going back home then, since they probably wouldn’t take her back anyway. So she stayed with him, and far longer than she should have. At first she naively thought she could change him. Ah, yes, the classic brokenhearted female bromide. Somewhere there’s a graveyard for women who thought they could change a troubled man. Eventually she realized she was the one who was trapped and she was the one devolving into something else. 

			When you dance with the devil, the devil don’t change. He changes you. 

			That’s why when she heard that name whispered to her in the dark, she thought of him and not her grandfather. Because that’s what he would call her when he wanted her to satisfy his urges or he was trying to make up for his latest outburst. A term of endearment meant to get her to come back to him again, again. For he knew what the name meant to her. That it would soften her, every time, no matter how much she preemptively tried to steel her resolve not to let it happen again. 

			And it always did, until now. 

			That’s also why she maybe hated herself even more than him. She had to admit he really did know her better than anyone else and she let him take advantage of it all along. 

			But tonight, finally, she’d had enough. She had finally escaped. 

			Still, she was looking over her shoulder the entire time, convinced he was behind every corner. When she eventually arrived at her room, she would drift off, fall asleep, and then suddenly awaken, repeating this pattern several times. She had lost track of time because her phone was dead, and she had fled him so abruptly she had forgotten her charger. That was the risk she had to take, because she was not sure her courage and the opportunity would align again. 

			She thought about turning the television on, just to pass the time or know what the time actually was, but it was Christmastime. Thus, every channel would be some kind of reminder of how far she had fallen. How east of Eden she truly was. She was in no mood to be receptive to a happy ending. Redemption wasn’t on her radar. There was no peace in her heart, let alone on Earth. 

			The very hopeful message she probably needed the most, she just didn’t want to hear. For it wouldn’t give her hope, but deeper despair. And given the sorts of thoughts she was currently having, best not to risk any more painful reminders of what she had allowed to become of her life. Of how this once promising and pretty girl was now so alone. Unloved, and only wanted by someone even more damaged than she was, who didn’t really know what love was. 

			There was no going back to him, she finally knew that, but neither was there any going forward without him. She was stuck. There was no going anywhere. 

			Twice she heard the voice call out to her in the darkness. The first time she convinced herself it was merely an echo of the nightmare she’d been living for far too long and, if she just ignored it, it would go away.  

			However, when she heard it a second time, she couldn’t take any chances. She attempted to quietly make her way to the door, after fumbling around unsuccessfully for the light switch. She couldn’t sense him or smell him. He wasn’t here, physically anyway. But he was absolutely living rent free in her head, as confirmed by the relief she felt when she verified that the door was still locked. She climbed back into bed exhausted, hoping fatigue would eventually have its way. 

			“Rae,” the voice whispered the clearest yet, and now she knew she wasn’t hearing things. She had pushed past plenty of boundaries these past few years, but thankfully hardcore drugs wasn’t one of them. Sure, she’d done a little weed every now and then but found it to be overrated, hated the smell, and always feared what he might be do if she totally lost her mind around him. Therefore, hardcore drugs was the rare time when she’d drawn a line with him and stood her ground. Especially because she saw through him firsthand what happens when you let your grasp of reality go, and it wasn’t a pretty picture. Drawing that one line is probably the only reason she was still alive today. 

			But was she really alive, or merely existing? She was little more than a survival rate at this point. She wasn’t living a life most would find worth living, so what really was the point? In place of purpose and passion her life only seemed to have problems. 

			It had taken almost all the cash she had to pay out of pocket for this motel room so he couldn’t track her using their credit card, and then to get something to eat. It was the first lodging she could find that took cash and didn’t ask questions, and beggars can’t be choosers. Of course, such convenience often comes with a cost. She wasn’t just in a place she didn’t know, she was also in a side of town that wasn’t family-friendly, which made her hesitant about venturing back out now that it was after dark. 

			She had gotten gas one last time when she stopped for some smokes to calm her nerves, but despite an almost full tank she had nowhere to go. She just wanted to make sure she had enough gas to get herself as far away from him as she could. 

			She was now down to a half pack of smokes and the clothes she had on when she escaped. That’s pretty much all she owned at the moment. If this seedy motel had a saving grace, it was the kind of place people with bad intentions could largely hide out at and be oblivious to the outside world if they wanted to. With those thick, matted drapes that keep prying eyes from seeing what you might be doing that you shouldn’t and with whom you were doing it. No matter the time of day, you could be hidden under the cover of darkness. Except for the cars parked out front, it was impossible to tell if each room was inhabited or not. Which is why, alone in the dark with the drapes drawn to hide from the world outside, she determined she had nothing to lose. 

			She decided to take a chance and answer the call. 

			“I’m here” she replied in a shaky voice, while also feeling somewhat silly to be responding to whatever this was beckoning her at the same time. If it was anything at all. 

			The voice had gone from a whisper to soothing and continued, “Rae, I’m here for you. I’ve always been here for you, Rae, waiting for the right moment to reach out. That moment when I thought you’d be willing to listen.” 

			Rae’s mind began to race. Is this really happening? Who is this? Is it you, Grandpa? Who or what am I responding to? Is there really something or someone there? She closed her eyes tightly for several seconds, trying to clear her mind and gather her thoughts. Long enough for it to be silent again and to make sure she wasn’t going crazy. She took a deep breath, waited an extra second or two, and spoke out to the darkness once more. 

			“Are you real?” she asked. “What do you want with me?” 

			This time the darkness responded back not in a whisper, or even reassuringly, but in a voice that commanded her instant attention and respect. A voice that said it was not to be trifled with. A voice that spoke with real power. 

			“I can assure you that I am the most real thing you’ve ever encountered, Rae.” 

			Rae froze. She was now convinced she wasn’t imagining things, which is why she was frightened. And she didn’t scare easily. Not after some of the things she’d seen and been through the past few years. In fact, in recent months she had gotten bolder in sharing her opinions with her now (hopefully) ex. She’d done the math and, after enduring enough threats and beatings, had determined the cost of his retribution was worth the stunned look on his face when she told him what’s up. His brief flashes of hurt after receiving one of her verbal stings was her only means of fighting back; thus the juice was worth the squeeze. 

			However, what alarmed her most about the voice wasn’t so much its power, but the control it had over that power. There was a self-awareness there, and the confidence such self-awareness projects. The voice knew it was already the superior in this conversation, and worse yet already knew that she knew it, too. 

			“Who are you?” Rae demanded, attempting to muster up what little confidence she could. Because I hope whoever’s in the next room can’t hear me sounding insane in the middle of the night is what she was thinking at the very same time. 

			“I will show myself in due time, Rae, should the conversation take us there,” the voice replied. “But in the meantime, who do you want me to be?” 

			What a weird thing to say, Rae thought. Who do I want you to be? I don’t know, how about my guardian angel maybe? Or the Easter bunny? A winning lottery ticket? A chance to go back in time and not make about two hundred mistakes? I could use you to be a lot of things right now. 

			Rae didn’t say any of that aloud. Instead she blurted out without realizing it the most logical question she could possibly ask: “Are you God?” 

			The voice did not immediately respond. 

			“Are you God?” Rae insisted.  

			The voice did not immediately respond, again. 

			The lack of a response made Rae angry. She sat up in her motel bed for the first time, as if she was channeling all the disappointment from too many men in her life who had let her down. She issued one final challenge: “Dammit, answer me! Who the hell are you? Are you God or not?” 

			“Rae, I’m someone who thinks you’re special—very special,” the voice finally replied, but this time almost paternally. “There’s a defiance there, which I can certainly appreciate. That’s why I’m going to offer you something from me I’ve rarely offered anyone. I’m only going to tell you the truth.” 

			Rae was taken aback by that last part. What kind of being rarely offers someone the truth? she thought. Well, only pretty much every man I’ve ever known, she then cynically answered herself. 

			“As long as you wish to know me, I promise I will never lie to you, Rae,” the voice continued. “I’m not sure you realize how special that means you are to me.” 

			“Almost every man that has ever spoken like this to me was eventually proven to be a liar,” Rae said. “So you’ll forgive me if I need more than that. You can start by telling me who you are.” 

			“Oh, Rae, my sweet Rae, I am much more than a man,” the voice spoke, again using that commanding tone that had frozen her dead in her tracks once before. “And if I vow not to lie to you, please offer me the same courtesy. We both know not every man in your life has let you down. What about your grandfather? He spoiled you and showered you with affection, did he not?” 

			Rae remained frozen. Surely this must be God if He knows about Grandpa, who’s been dead for many years. And I swore at Him a minute ago. 

			“I’m sorry I swore at you,” Rae couldn’t believe she said that, but she did. 
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