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From the author of Color Me Grey comes the story of two detectives on a desperate search to find a killer who is closer to home than they may think.


Detective Brandon Simms has been married twice and had more girlfriends than he can ever begin to count. That is, until he is teamed with Detective Kimberly Watson and the sparks begin to fly.


When a religion-obsessed killer begins slaying women, it becomes their job to bring the murderer to justice. Countless bodies of burned victims are found with the same silver bracelet and the stress is taking its toll on Kimberly.


Secretive about her past, Kimberly has never told Brandon about the abuse she suffered at the hands of her religious father. Even in the midst of their growing passion for one another, she is still unwilling to become truly intimate and Brandon becomes convinced she is hiding something.


As Kimberly’s life and their case begin to intertwine, Brandon becomes convinced that the killer is someone close to Kimberly...someone she is protecting.
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    Michelle Janine Robinson is the author of More Than Meets the Eye and Color Me Grey. Michelle’s short story contribution “The Quiet Room” was the lead story in Zane’s New York Times bestseller Succulent: Chocolate Flava II. She has contributed to other anthologies, including Caramel Flava, Honey Flava, Purple Panties and Tasting Him. Urban Reviews listed Color Me Grey as one of the best reviewed books on UrbanReviewsOnline.com in 2010. In February 2011, Michelle was voted Winner of the Year of Writers POV Magazine’s Annual Winter Writing Contest and in March 2011, Michelle was voted a National Black Book Festival finalist for Best New Author of the Year. Her next novels are Strange Fruit and On the Other Side. Michelle is a native New Yorker and the mother of identical twins. Visit the author at www.michellejaninerobinson.com, www.facebook.com/michelle.j.robinson and Twitter@MJanineRobinson.




[image: logo]


MEET THE AUTHORS, WATCH VIDEOS AND MORE AT
SimonandSchuster.com
THE SOURCE FOR READING GROUPS


    COVER DESIGN BY MARION DESIGNS • COVER PHOTO BY KEITH SAUNDERS • AUTHOR PHOTO COURTESY OF MICHELLE JANINE ROBINSON







Dear Reader:


Thanks for picking up a copy of the cutting-edge novel Serial Typical by Michelle Janine Robinson. Michelle is one of my “discovered talents” via my numerous anthologies comprised of erotica from some of the strongest voices in fiction. I often made her stories the flagship of collections. “The Quiet Room” was the lead-in story for Succulent: Chocolate Flava 2, which spent six weeks on the New York Times Bestseller List.


After admiring Michelle’s talent, I had often wondered when she would write a full-length novel. After meeting her at one of my book signings in Harlem, I asked her about it, and ironically, she had several manuscripts ready to roll out for publication. It was a no-brainer for me, since I am one of her biggest fans. I then published Color Me Grey followed by her paranormal erotica title, More Than Meets the Eye.


I’m pleased to introduce Michelle’s third title, Serial Typical, wherein she showcases her versatility, leaping from erotica to mystery. Detectives Brandon Simms and Kimberly Watson team up to capture an elusive killer. They develop an attraction for each other, however, Kimberly avoids being intimate. She consistently hides aspects of her life that become as much of a mystery as the case they’re trying to solve. Michelle cleverly crafts a novel that will keep readers guessing to the last page. And what is revealed will be a shocking surprise.


Michelle Janine Robinson is a wonderful writer and I am sure that you will enjoy this novel, as well as her next one: Strange Fruit.


Thanks for the support of the Strebor authors. To find me on the web, please go to www.eroticanoir.com or join my online social network, www.planetzane.org


Blessings,
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FOR MY SONS, JUSTIN AND STEFAN, for allowing me a wonderful “sneak-peek” into the lives of the admirable men you will one day become and already are




IN MEMORY
Tessa Charles-Lewis
You were always an angel
Now you have your wings




GRAVEYARD


My dad is the graveyard exit


There to help you but so far away


My mom is the gravestone


Beautiful and creative in the beginning


 but slowly fades after time


My brother is the grave keeper


Keeping everything together


 but getting scared at night


My older brother is the dirt


Keeping everyone linked in a way


 but separate


I am the corpse in the grave


Isolated from the outside world


Left for eternity to think


—JUSTIN TAYLOR MONIQUETTE
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Real life, unlike the stories you find between the pages of a book, can be unbelievably unpredictable and so the saying goes, If you want to make God laugh, just tell Him your plans. For so long this was little more than a humorous quote for me, one I attributed to filmmaker Woody Allen. However, 2011, with its tumultuous ride, was an all-too-real representation of the meaning of this haunting truism.


As I look back, I find it so hard to believe that so much could have happened. In little more than 365 days, I saw my second book published and available around the world. I met notable actors, writers and producers whom I’ve respected for years. I watched as the boys I gave birth to evolved into young men before my very eyes, as they now prepare for college. I also helped to record the memoirs of an industrialist, progressive public policy advocate and philanthropist, while I gained an understanding of what it means to live in the moment. In that same 365 days I lost what I thought would be one of the great loves of my life, only to regain what I hope will be a lifelong friendship. Within that same time period, I lost a job as well, only to learn that maybe, just maybe, there is an even better job waiting patiently for me to arrive. That same job I lost, at which I worked for close to four years, subjected me to the lowest and most debilitating form of discrimination and harassment I’ve ever experienced in my entire life as a woman of color. That experience proved to me what I’ve often told my sons is indeed true: no one ever said life was fair. It also helped me to embrace what is really important.


It would seem that the editing of each of my books always occurs close on the heels of my birthday, initiating a desire for a greater understanding of my inner-self and not only how my experiences have shaped me, but how I have shaped my experiences. This year I learned how expansively the lack of a father, or even a father figure, in my formative years, impacted my choice of men throughout my entire life. I also learned that within me I possess a great power to change the course of my life, but only if the desire is strong enough.


Close to two years ago, when my first book, Color Me Grey, was published, an interviewer asked me why I made all of my characters in the book so extremely damaged. I was interviewed by a radio station a few months later and to my surprise, was asked the very same question again. At the time, it was my belief that my stories represented what I considered the fabric of much of society’s lives. I now believe otherwise.


Often it’s so easy to believe that your own reality is the same for others. As a writer, I often pen stories and ideas that are hard to believe and sometimes difficult to embrace. But there is one thing I am sure of, for every story that is told that leaves another shaking their head in disbelief, there could be yet another who is living that very same tale in real life.


Recently, I was talking to a friend about how much I’d like to throw a huge party to celebrate my fiftieth birthday. While discussing it, I was surprised to learn that a small emotional detail of my life, while silently tucked away in my subconscious, still managed to make an appearance in one of my books. I mentioned to her how much I wanted the cake of all cakes at that party, because in forty-eight years on this planet, I had only had three birthday cakes. The first wasn’t until I was an adult, but was baked by a family member who loves me very much; the second was bought by an enemy disguised as a friend; and the third was from a man I dated many years ago, who went out for the proverbial pack of cigarettes one day, and never returned. I watched as her face became shrouded, first in disbelief, and then in pity. At first I was hurt to think that she might not believe me, then it was the look of pity that hurt most of all. However, once I got past that initial pain, I remembered that first cake and the person who baked it, my wonderful aunt.


This year I got quite the scare when that same aunt was in the hospital. I’ve always thought of her as one of the strongest people I know, so it was quite a shock to see her in the hospital. She’s always been there for me through thick and thin. However, as the years have ticked by and life’s challenges have piled themselves one atop another, I haven’t spent nearly as much time with my Aunt Dot as I know I should. Yearly trips to the Bahamas, Vegas and Jamaica have become little more than an occasional turkey dinner together every other year. The experience forced me to take a good, hard look at the value of the time I spend with others. As I sat in the hospital with my family, I was suddenly struck by the love that existed between us all. All it took was a couple of phone calls and there we all were, worried, but not only supporting the patient, but one another as well.


Through health scares, vocational and financial worries, as well as a multitude of concerns that I can’t even begin to count, I have muddled through this year, often afraid of what might be waiting around the next corner. However, when it seemed things had reached bottom, it was the love and support of my mother, Sylvia Payne, that got me through—further proving to me that a mother’s love is like no other love that exists on this planet. Thank you, Mom. I was drowning and you breathed life back into me.


And to my cousins, Linda Tillery, Nicole Tillery and Cynthia Tillery, thanks for ALWAYS shooting straight from the hip. You always tell it like it is and not how I would like it to be. Thanks, also, for reminding me to ALWAYS keep my head up and maintain—NO MATTER WHAT. Nicole, thank you for not only aiding me in my physical upkeep, but my spiritual upkeep as well. For so long I’ve resisted faith, but somehow now I feel it’s restored.


This past year many notable people lost their lives. We mourned the lost lives of Joe Frazier, Nick Ashford, Elizabeth Taylor, Bubba Smith, Amy Winehouse and Heavy D. Steve Jobs also lost his life in 2011. I am constantly reminded of one of Mr. Jobs’ quotes: “Your time is limited, so don’t waste it living someone else’s life. Don’t be trapped by dogma—which is living with the results of other people’s thinking. Don’t let the noise of other’s opinions drown out your own inner voice. And most important, have the courage to follow your heart and intuition. They somehow already know what you truly want to become. Everything else is secondary.”


In life there are certain things that I know I must do, but when all obligations are complete, that free time is of great value and not to be wasted on the unworthy. Unfortunately, one of the things I also learned in 2011 is that there are those who do fall under the heading unworthy. I’ve never wanted to admit that, mostly because more than anything, I’ve wanted to believe in the intrinsic good in all people. This past year has allowed me to embrace the reality that often, even enemies come disguised as trusted friends. To waste valued time, which could otherwise be spent with those we love and who love and embrace us in return, is tantamount to a crime.


In that regard, I would like to thank my family and friends who have stood by me through it all, but most of all my beautiful sons, Justin and Stefan. I would also like to thank all of the folks at Strebor who have been so much like family and who have helped to make a lifelong dream come true, especially Zane, Charmaine Roberts Parker, Yona Deshommes and Nane Quartay. In addition, I thank all of the book clubs, bookstores and readers who have welcomed me with open arms.


As I eagerly have entered 2012 and kissed 2011 goodbye, I endeavor to embrace the many plans I have for my own life, not the least of which is love, security, truth and happiness. I hope that those I encounter in this new year will love me unconditionally and without unhealthy strings attached....and I wish these same things for all those whose paths I cross. I know better than anyone that these are the things of which a good life is built upon.


Please enjoy Serial Typical and as you read, always remember... though this is a work of fiction, the message is clear: our actions have consequences and what is truly in our hearts and minds will eventually be revealed.





PROLOGUE



“What are you doing here?” he whispered to his wife, through clenched teeth. “Haven’t I told you to never, ever bring that thing to my place of business?”


“But Samuel, it won’t stop crying. I don’t know what to do. I’ve tried everything.”


Her husband forbade her to call the child by name. Therefore, Marie did not. She did exactly as she was told, always. The only order she didn’t follow was to kill the child.


“I don’t care what you do. Just get it out of here! That is your cross to bear, not mine. In fact, if it were up to me, I would sacrifice that evil to the heavens and gain favor with the Lord. Surely, we would be granted entry through the gates of heaven, if we did.


“This abomination has been visited upon us because of the evil we have committed. You must atone for your sins, Marie. You must repent for luring me with your wicked and wanton ways. Maybe God will forgive you and free us from this hell. The sins of the flesh, Marie; the sins of the flesh.”


Marie often wondered what the people of Lobeco would think of her and Samuel, if they could see them now. All the girls back at the South Carolina church she once attended had vied for the attention of the handsome and articulate Samuel Richardson. His crisp, cocoa-brown complexion and granite pecs, coupled with his extensive knowledge of the Bible, and his quick wit and intelligence, made him quite the catch. He was the complete package: handsome, articulate, intelligent, financially stable and God-fearing, to boot. But Marie had been the one who’d caught his eye. Most people would have described Marie as a plain Jane. She wasn’t an ugly girl, but she was stick thin, without so much as a bump or a curve. Even her breasts were little more than molehills, with her 32A-bra size. Her wheat-colored complexion, while flawless and free of even the hint of a blemish, was sallow at best. Her clothes consisted mostly of items recovered from Goodwill. She had large feet, at least by female standards, and wore a size-twelve shoe, which made it close to impossible to find anything even bordering on attractive. Marie and her family were quite poor. She had three brothers and one sister, and their single mother barely survived, caring for them all on public assistance. Their father had abandoned them long ago, and her mother had made it clear to her eldest daughter, Marie, that her only escape from poverty would be to marry well.


Samuel’s father, on the other hand, was Lobeco’s town pastor, and everyone assumed Samuel would eventually follow in his father’s footsteps. Samuel’s mother had affluent parents, and when she died of cancer, she left both Samuel and his father well-fixed in the way of money.


Therefore, most of the people in their hometown, especially the young women, were quite surprised when Samuel chose to spend most of his time with the poor, plain and painfully shy Marie.


Samuel’s father could not forgive him when he discovered that Marie had gotten pregnant. He had always had high hopes for his only son, and he’d assumed that Marie was a temporary dalliance that he would eventually tire of. The pair had married quickly and had left South Carolina, at the Pastor’s insistence. It was his fear that their dirty little family secret would be revealed and his reputation would be ruined.


Marie was crestfallen. For the longest time, she believed that Sam’s father accepted her. At first, she thought his father’s reaction was purely because they were having a child out of wedlock. After accidentally overhearing a conversation between Sam and his father, she knew it was more. That conversation was one of the most difficult things she had ever come to terms with, and the most difficult conversation to ever forget.


“How could you choose her, of all people? You could have had your pick of girls. Why her? A girl like her belongs with her own kind.”


“Dad, what are you saying? You’re a preacher. You’ve built this entire family and your parishioners’ lives on loving our fellow man. Now I see what you really meant. ‘Fellow man’ to you only includes the more affluent among us. I love Marie. She’s got a heart of gold and she’s got courage. She supports her family and gives me unconditional love, and she does all of this without having any money at all. Our child is going to be lucky to have her as a mother.”


“You have brought shame to this family. I spent my life building our place in this community, and I will not have you and that urchin ruin the reputation I spent so much time creating.”


“What are you saying?”


“I’m saying, if you must be with this woman, it needs to be someplace other than here.”


“So, you would drive us out of our own community, in order to preserve an image?”


“What we have is more than an image; we have a responsibility. I have a responsibility to set a good example. and what kind of example would I be, if my own son was irresponsible enough to bring a bastard child into the world?”


“Thanks, Dad. Thanks a lot. You’ve made this so much easier for me. This has been the only home I’ve ever known, but now I think I can leave. I want to leave. I know now better than ever why I chose her. She’s more real than any of you in this community will ever be. You think I could have done better just because she doesn’t have any money, and because her home and clothing doesn’t fit some sort of misguided image you have. There’s one thing I know for sure, though. None of those girls you handpicked for me would have wanted a thing to do with me without my family name or without my money. None of them would have had the sheer will to survive what Marie has survived. She’s got something none of them will ever have. Hell, she’s got something you and I will probably never even have. She’s got strength. Her life has been so damn tough, but she’s still here, still standing. She hasn’t given up.”


Marie remembered standing there as her pain melted away into overwhelming love for Samuel. She was afraid of leaving the only home she had ever known, but she knew with Samuel by her side, she would be fine.


Samuel never knew Marie had heard the entire conversation, and he was not eager to share it with Marie, so he convinced her that moving away would be best for all of them. He explained that he would never be able to fulfill his father’s dream of becoming a preacher. He’d decided that more than anything, he wanted to create another life, someplace faraway. Samuel had always been very creative, and he decided he would try his hand at being an artist of some sort. He was talented and loved sculpting and painting, and convinced Marie that New York was the place for them.


In order to ease the fear and tension of Marie leaving her entire family behind, he assured her that once the baby was born, they would return to South Carolina so everyone could get to know their new addition. He had no real desire to return but had every intention of keeping his promise for Marie’s sake. He hoped that once they settled in New York, she would love it so much that their return to South Carolina would be nothing more than a brief visit. All of that changed once the baby was born.


Marie’s pregnancy had been a difficult one. She had suffered through morning sickness from the beginning until the end. And from five months until the time she gave birth, she was constantly being rushed to the hospital with false contractions which she had to be medicated for, since it was too early in her pregnancy to have a safe birth. For months, Samuel reasoned that it was little more than the stress of being in a large new city and being away from her family. He told himself that as long as she and the baby got through the pregnancy safely, everything would be fine, that is until after Marie gave birth and it was readily apparent that their baby was not exactly normal.


It didn’t take long for Marie to witness the change in Samuel. Within minutes after she’d given birth, he’d left her in the delivery room and didn’t return until the next day. When he’d returned, Marie was surprised to find him holding something she never expected to see. In his hand was a Bible. Although Samuel had never voiced with anyone else how torn he was about his father’s expectations for him, he and Marie had often discussed how disinterested he was in becoming a preacher, and how conflicted he was about religion, in general.


Eventually, the baby was released from the hospital. However, the doctors made it clear that there were certain hard decisions that would have to be made by both her and Samuel, as the parents. With each passing day, Marie watched as Samuel sunk deeper and deeper into despair. Whenever she mentioned all that had been discussed with her regarding their baby’s care, he became angry and then sullen. He would lock himself in the basement of their home, and she would hear all sorts of banging. She assumed he was working on some sort of artwork and was happy that he had found an outlet for his pain. She decided she wouldn’t bother him and would take on all the responsibility of caring for their baby alone, for as long as she had to. It went on that way for several months. By the time Samuel resurfaced, he was a mere shell of the handsome, vibrant suitor she had once known. In addition, where he had once been doubtful as to whether or not he wanted to follow in his father’s footsteps, he had now become obsessed with religion; so much so that Marie became more than a bit concerned. Not a word was spoken nor a deed carried out that didn’t revolve around the words of the Bible. Although Marie had been raised in the church, she could clearly see the difference between a healthy reverence of God and an unhealthy obsession.


While she loved her baby, she was devoted to Samuel. Any thoughts she had, any desires she held, took a back seat to his. When he first voiced his wish that they abandon their baby, Marie was shocked, but knew that she would never give in to what he wanted. She hoped that eventually, he would snap out of it and see things for what they were. They were a family with a child that wasn’t born like most children, but it was nothing that couldn’t be dealt with. As time moved on, Samuel was even more vocal about his wishes. However, he had gone from putting the baby up for adoption, to abandoning it at a church somewhere, to eventually insinuating that there were ways they could ensure it was like the child never even existed. That’s when Marie started to get frightened and decided she could never leave Samuel alone with their baby. That was also when she decided she would do anything and everything else he wanted. She believed if she cared for him well enough, and made him happy enough, everything would be okay. She never contradicted any of his other wishes. As time passed, she considered it a miracle that the child was even still alive, given Samuel’s thoughts on the matter. From the moment she left the hospital, and Samuel demanded they leave the hospital without the baby, the only times she ever shirked his authority was when it involved the baby. Marie had wanted a baby more than anything, and it didn’t matter what their child looked like. All she cared about was that it was created by her and Samuel. He, on the other hand, considered their child a spawn of the devil, and frequently referred to their baby as an “abomination.”


According to Samuel, their situation was simply punishment, because they had lain together in sin. After multiple conversations and constant coaxing from Marie, Samuel had made it quite clear that he would never acknowledge the child as his own. One day, in particular, the baby had been crying more than usual. Marie was all alone in a big city with no friends or family to help her, and the perfect marriage she always thought she would have with Samuel, was little more than a shambles. However, he was all that she had, so she decided to visit him at work, hoping that he would, once and for all, help her or at the least, feel empathy for their small baby’s discomfort. From the moment she arrived at his office and saw the look on his face, she knew she had made a terrible mistake.


“Woman, why are you standing there looking like a damn fool? I have work to do. Why on earth are you here?”


“I’m sorry, Samuel. I didn’t know what to do. The baby’s been crying since you left. I’ve tried everything.”


“You know what you need to do. I’ve told you time and time again what needs to be done. Just go home, now, and do it! And, tonight, we will pray together for redemption.”


As she left, Samuel knew that she had no intention of following through with the instructions he had so often given her; to put a stop to the baby’s endless wails. Therefore, he would have no other alternative but to handle its discipline himself.


Eventually, the baby wasn’t a baby anymore, and Samuel began working longer hours. Marie welcomed the ten to fourteen hours a day he spent at work. Trying to run interference between him and a toddler was exhausting for her, especially when she began to realize that when she wasn’t quick enough, it was their child who paid the price.


The bruises were the first thing she noticed. At first, she tried to convince herself they were normal bumps and bruises that every child got. Eventually, she realized it was so much more. Samuel was angry one day and locked the child in the basement. When Marie first heard the cries and the pounding on the door, she did everything she could do to make it right. It was the first time Marie was truly afraid. She was afraid for both of them and not sure what Samuel would do, so she didn’t open the door. She did everything she could to make the basement a comfortable place for the child, and it eventually became a permanent bedroom. For a while, she thought that would ease the tension, until she realized Samuel made it a point to visit the basement often and antagonize the child as frequently as possible. It wasn’t until Marie was in a minor car accident, and had to go to the hospital, that she realized the fragility of the situation. She had only been at the hospital for a few hours, but by the time she returned home, she found blood on the walls. And what she found in the basement was the most frightening thing she had ever seen. Samuel had never lied about anything he’d done. However, this time, he swore to God that he had nothing to do with what happened, and Marie couldn’t help but believe him. She did her best to make everything right again. This time, she had to be more than a mother and protector. She had to use what little skill she possessed to nurse her child back to health.





EIGHTEEN YEARS LATER



It had been a long hard ride, but Marie had done everything in her power to make this day possible. Despite the pain endured, it was hard to believe that eighteen years had passed and her baby was now going off to college.


“Thank you, Mom.”


There were three small words, spoken in a whisper in passing, that Marie never expected to hear. She considered herself no better than Samuel. She was sure the guilt she felt would never leave her, but knowing that her child appreciated what little she had done, was enough to ease her guilt a small bit.


Freedom had finally arrived. There would be no more weekends that stretched into endless darkness, never knowing the difference between night and day; no more dull aches of hunger, the withdrawal of food imposed at the simplest infraction. There would be no more beatings or any of the other atrocities perpetuated from the confines of that dank basement that had become a prison. Freedom had arrived in the form of education. College awaited; college and the greatest gift anyone could ever imagine—sweet freedom.


Marie sat in the living room, listening as her only child packed, knowing it would probably be the last time they ever saw each other. She had tried to be a good mother but was aware she had failed. Her last redeeming act had been to ensure that her child went to college. She had been very secretive in her efforts, hiding books anywhere and everywhere, so that Samuel would never find them. As soon as Samuel went off to work, she would spring into action, first researching how best to homeschool her child, and eventually ensuring that her education efforts met the standards that allowed this day to come to pass. Her self-esteem had always been so low, but somehow, her teaching efforts allowed her to feel some level of self-pride. If not for her efforts, this day would never have happened. She had done it. In her mind, it was the very least that she could do. That is, until today. Her work wasn’t finished. There was one last self-sacrificing act that only she could carry out. It would be the only way to ensure some semblance of a life for her child. She hoped that the departure would be uneventful, and there would be no need to carry out her plans. Somehow, though, she knew it would not and she would be forced to take a stand, once and for all. She knew Samuel would never allow their child to leave quietly.


Throughout the years, his descent into madness had been progressive, but great. He was now little more than a vicious wielder of punishment, doling out his form of justice, first to their baby and eventually to Marie as well. Sex with him had become some twisted form of worship, release and punishment, that Marie was sure she would never understand. After all, how could a sane person understand the actions of the insane? While she often considered leaving, her love of Samuel, albeit illogical, had not abated. She still adored him as much as she ever had. In fact, her adoration had been replaced with a certain protectiveness, since she fully knew that he was stark-raving mad, and subject to confinement at any time—that is, if anyone ever discovered what went on behind closed doors.


Downstairs, in the basement, Samuel stood in the doorway, smiling, silently taunting the only child he had ever known, the same child he never acknowledged as his own. His words spewed forth like venom.


“The world knows what you are,” Samuel said. “You are, and will always be, an abomination, and college and moving away will never change that. Even the doctors can’t fix what you are. God knows, I tried. I know exactly what you are and soon the world will know. You will never know peace. There is no peace for those created in the demon’s image.”


“You might be right. But, if the world knows what I am, then it knows what you are as well. After all, didn’t you help to create me? I don’t just mean your rancid seed. I’m referring to the hell you have subjected me to all these years. Everything that I am, I owe to you—you and my poor, disillusioned mother. You are a sick and evil man, who shrouds his evil in the name of The Lord. You can keep your Lord. I don’t need Him or you. You have made life for me here hell on earth, so how much worse can it get for me? Yes, you can keep your Lord. I don’t need him, and I definitely don’t need you! My only regret is that my mother will die here, never having known what life could have been like if she hadn’t been married to a sick fucking bastard like you!”


Samuel’s face contorted into a shape and had taken on a hue reminiscent of complete and utter evil. Suddenly, he realized he no longer had any power. For years, he had waited for the constant reminder of his inadequacies to meet with some obvious and ill-fated destiny, yet it had never come to pass. Here it stood, taunting him, ridiculing him, and taking the name of the Lord in vain, all while standing triumphantly in his own home. He would not stand for it!


Upstairs in the living room, Marie sat biting at her last remaining fingernail; the others now painfully gnawed to the quick. The silence was more deafening to her ears than all eighteen years of screams and wails she had been forced to helplessly listen to. The threat of impending doom reverberated throughout her entire being. It occurred to Marie that she had never been a champion to her only child, but today, God willing, she would be. The slamming of the basement door was the last sound she heard, after what seemed like endlessly agonizing moments of silence. Marie raced downstairs, taking steps two at a time.


Throughout the years, Marie had proven to be artful at turning a deaf ear to all she heard. But, somehow, she had always avoided seeing anything altogether. The moment she entered the basement, she was mortified. The full realization of how her child had probably been tortured by her husband, time and time again, became a far too tangible reality. Memories swirled around her, dizzying her, crippling her, until she saw what he held in his hand. It was a crude object, of twisted metal, carefully handcrafted by an evil man with evil intentions, for the sole purpose of inflicting pain; the same object that had probably harmed her child so many years ago. Marie felt as though she had risen from some invisible tomb, stronger than she had ever been, maybe even invincible.


“You bastard!” she yelled. “There never was an accident! How could you? How could you mutilate your own child? I always knew! I always knew it was you!”


From the moment Marie rose from her bed early that morning, her actions had been set on autopilot. She went about her usual day, preparing breakfast, making the beds. Everything had been all so commonplace, that is, until she took her place in the living room while her child prepared to leave. Marie settled in and waited. As she sat, she maintained a firm grasp on the Glock she had purchased from a neighborhood thug a few days earlier.


“Marie? What are you doing? Where did you get that? Now, now calm down. I was just... Now hold on a damn minute! You mean to tell me, you’re holding a gun on me in my own home! This is me, Marie. What are you doing? It’s me, me! There is no reason…”


While Samuel pleaded with his typically dutiful wife to lower the gun she was holding, Marie considered the implications and watched and listened as Samuel alternated between being apologetic, angry and confused. As he approached her, fully prepared to pounce, Marie Richardson aimed the gun and fired.





CHAPTER ONE



“It’s women like her...women like her that make the bad things happen. Yes, it is. Women like her have to go away or they make the world an ugly place. Yes, ugly women, ugly world. They wear disguises, really good disguises, these women, and masks, yes, masks and costumes to fool everyone. But, they don’t fool me, for I am one of his disciples. No, I’m not fooled at all and I must save the world from the corruption of these demons. Yes, that’s what they are, demons, and I can see beyond their disguises. So, I must save the world by destroying the monsters. They are everywhere, here, where I live, where I work, at the supermarket, movie theaters, restaurants, walking down the street as if they belong. They’re even with the innocent children. They are everywhere. They pretend to be normal, just like her, but they’re not. Oh no. Just like her, they have been sent here from hell, sent to alter the decency of our world, sent to alter this world to hell on earth. But, I will stop them! I will stop them all! And, I know just where to start.”


Scattered throughout the tiny, damp, downtown apartment, were countless fashion magazines and newspapers, piled one on top of another, practically from floor to ceiling. Food was discarded throughout and flies, roaches and mice competed for residency. If anyone had ever gotten an opportunity to see inside, the place probably would have been declared an uninhabitable fire hazard. Along with the magazines, there were hundreds of cutouts of beautiful women, indiscriminately lining every available corner of wall space. Violent splotches of red clung to the walls. The pungent odor of cigarette smoke clung to the tattered black curtains, occupying the space like dense fog. Each and every window had been thickly coated with black paint, undoubtedly to completely block out any and all hope of sunshine entering, or anyone peeping inside. There was no furniture, not even a bed occupying the tiny studio. Instead, there was a dirty old mattress in one corner of the room, piled high with blankets, and at the center of the room, was a large metal container, filled with water.


“I exorcise thee in the name of God the Father almighty, and in the name of Jesus Christ His Son, our Lord, and in the power of the Holy Ghost, that you may be able to put to flight all the power of the enemy, and be able to root out and supplant that enemy and his apostate angels, through the power of our Lord Jesus Christ, who will come to judge the living and the dead and the world by fire.


“God, Who for the salvation of the human race, has built Your greatest mysteries upon this substance, in Your kindness hear our prayers and pour down the power of Your blessing into this element, prepared by many purifications. May this, Your creation, be a vessel of divine grace to dispel demons and sicknesses, so that everything that it is sprinkled on in the homes and buildings of the faithful will be rid of all unclean and harmful things. Let no pestilent spirit, no corrupting atmosphere, remain in those places. May all the schemes of the hidden enemy be dispelled. Let whatever might trouble the safety and peace of those who live here, be put to flight by this water, so that health, gotten by calling Your holy name, may be made secure against all attacks. Through the Lord, Amen.


“I am Your humble servant, Lord, one of Your angels, dispatched to earth to rid this world of the pestilent, festering boils of society. I will do Your work, Lord. I will destroy them, those that seek to corrupt and leave us all unclean.


“My work has only just begun. And it all will end as You intended, Lord. It all shall end with fire.


“I don’t deny that this battle has become an exhausting one. Each day there are more. Who knew there were so many? As quickly as I destroy them, their numbers increase. Don’t worry. I sit at the threshold of their arrival. The sooner I eradicate them, the better. It’s only a matter of time before they will all be gone and my work here will be done. I will stay the course.


“I am so very tired. There is no rest for the chosen. Yet, it is my destiny to purify this earth, one way or another.


“More than anything, I long for the day when I no longer have to hide from those who simply don’t understand. We have the same purpose. Yet, they continue to challenge me every step of the way. If only they were to join me in the fight, retribution would be even more swift and dealt with a far more crushing blow. I will make them see. I have faith. They will join me. My cause will become their own. Finally, the world will be pure.”


Cloaked in layers of clothing and hunched over a vat of many months’ worth of collected holy water, a nameless, faceless threat clipped even more pages from magazines. This time, instead of pictures of beautiful women, they were men—handsome, movie star-looking men. After a sufficient number of pictures were clipped, they were glued side by side with the pictures of women that lined every corner of the wall.
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