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   Prologue
 
    
 
        Jorge sat at the table trying to concentrate. The thud, thud, thud of the music from the club below made the floor vibrate. He hated working out of this place. It was always too hot, and smelled like sweat and booze. However, this is where the boss wants them to be. The sound of crying came from behind him. He stood and walked over to the door in the back of the room, yanking it open. One of the girls had worked the duct tape off her mouth and was sobbing.
 
        The little Mexican girl looked to be twelve or thirteen. She muttered something in Spanish as she cried. Jorge pulled his switchblade from his pocket and stuck it in her face, cutting down her cheek.
 
        “Shut up, puta or I’ll cut your heart out and let the other girls play with it,” he said.
 
        She looked up at him, trying to hold in her sobs. Jorge grabbed the roll of duct tape and placed a strip over her mouth again, but this time, he tore off several long strips of tape and wrapped it all the way around her head more times than were necessary. He tossed the roll behind him, and looked over the rest of the girls. There were ten of them stuffed into the large closet, all bound by duct tape around the hands, feet, and mouth. The truck would be arriving in the morning to deliver the girls. Jorge wasn’t sure where they went from there, and didn’t care. Some he presumed would be prostitutes, while others would go work on farms or sweatshops. Didn’t matter to him, he got paid the same regardless. 
 
        Jorge had hoped that after surviving fifteen years working for the cartel, that he’d have a more respectable job than babysitting a bunch of pre-teen girls. Yet, this wasn’t exactly an organization you retired from. As he closed the door, he noticed the thudding of music down below had stopped. He listened carefully but heard nothing, absolutely nothing. It’s never that quiet down there this late. It was just after midnight. The place is usually jumping. He headed for the stairs when he heard the screams. Horrific, blood curdling screams. Drawing his gun, he ran down the stairs and cracked the door just enough to peek through, what he saw was sheer pandemoniumThe crowd was surging in all different directions, and through the strobe lights, he could see blood spraying through the air as bodies collapsed across the dance floor.
 
        A woman threw herself against the door pushing it open. He pushed it back, but she was halfway through wedging it open.
 
        “Help me! Please! Help!” She screamed. “He’s killing us! Stop him! He’s killing us!”
 
        “Who? Who’s killing you? What do you mean?” Jorge asked. 
 
        Before she could answer, she let out one final scream as the flesh tore away from her body. In an instant, she was a living, breathing pile of blood, muscle, bone, and tissue. Her naked, wide eyes bore into Jorge as she screamed, grabbing him by the shirt while simultaneously falling over dead. Looking out into the club, he saw the other bodies looking just like the woman’s; totally skinless, all of them. The screaming died down as the last of the patrons fell. There was one man standing in the middle of the club. The man turned and looked right at Jorge. 
 
        Jorge ran up the stairs and began to pry the window open. It was stuck shut, since they kept the air conditioning on most of the time, no telling last time it had been opened. He got it halfway open when he saw a reflection coming up behind him. When he spun around, the man was standing several feet from him. The man was white, maybe 5 foot 9 or 10, medium build, but he had a friendly face, not scary looking at all. Yet he had torn apart an entire night club in minutes. 
 
        Jorge took the gun and fired three shots at the man. The rounds hit him dead center in the chest. The man looked at him and smiled as the bullets protruded from his body and fell to the floor. Jorge pointed the gun back at the man, but this time it wouldn’t fire. The man put out his hand and the gun jumped from Jorge hand and straight into the man’s. The strange man looked at the gun as if it were an object from mars, and crumpled it into a ball as if it were a piece of notebook paper.
 
          Jorge turned and began to work on the window again. The man grabbed him from behind and dragged him across the hardwood floor, tossing him onto a small couch in the corner.
 
        “Who the fuck are you?” Jorge asked.
 
        “Jorge, we need to talk.”
 
        “What the fuck about? What is this? You gonna fuckin’ kill me?”
 
        “I’ve come for the girls Jorge. What you’re doing to them is wrong. I’m here to free them.” The man said. His voice was smooth and calm. There wasn’t an ounce of tension to indicate he’d just shredded a club full of people.
 
        “You won’t get away with this you son of a bitch! My bosses will fuckin’ kill you!”
 
        “Oh, I doubt that, but you won’t be around to see what happens anyway.”
 
        “You gonna skin me like you did the others, you sick fuck?”
 
        “Probably.”
 
        “Will it hurt?”
 
        “Oh, most definitely! It will be pain like you’ve never experienced before. But only for a minute, then you’ll spend eternity listening to other people’s screams while feeling all of the suffering you’ve caused.”
 
        “What the fuck are you talking about? Who are you?”
 
        “They call me El Diablo Blanco, but you can call me Charlie.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 1
 
    
 
        Pastor Charlie sat staring out the apartment window. He wasn’t looking at anything in particular, just listening. Since absorbing the Ghost’s powers, and even the Ghost himself, he found he often heard things he never heard before, lots of things. He was still trying to figure out just who he was. For one, he wasn’t a pastor anymore, not by any stretch. Nothing was stopping him technically, but after having done battle with two-thirds of the holy trinity and winning, he wasn’t sure what he’d preach about.
 
        He’d run into some fringe groups that knew what he knew and even who he was. One group had tried to worship him, which he supposed he was at least part god now, but it just felt weird. In the two years since all that happened, he’d been keeping a low profile. Other than a recent raid on a human trafficking ring he’d taken down on his own, the most he’d used his new powers for was cooking toast and he once made a running back during a University of Texas football game, trip and fall in an open field just by thinking about it while he was watching the game on TV.
 
       There was probably lots more he could do, to live up to his nickname El Blanco Diablo or The White Devil. Some Mexican drug lords had called him that after seeing him in action. So he had a few tricks up his sleeve, but Maria was afraid of him. The Ghost had once possessed her and was using her as some conduit with which to come into this world and destroy its own creation.
 
         It didn’t help Charlie had pissed him off a year or so before by killing Jesus, or at least the man known as Jesus. He was nothing like the stories though, that was for sure. It was kind of like finally getting to meet your childhood hero, only to find out he was an asshole. 
 
        Needless to say, those events were a bit disheartening for Charlie. His plan had been to go after the Father who was apparently the head mother fucker in charge when it comes to deities, but he hadn’t yet. Mainly he just was too tired for another cosmic fight; though, the Father did speak to him from time to time. He had this almost robotic voice, like Siri except it was gender neutral, very plain and frankly boring.
 
        “Charlie, Charlie my son. Why have you forsaken me?” The Father would say.
 
        “You’re kidding right? You just tried to kill us all, twice.”
 
        “I have only tried to kill that which is flesh. Surrender yourself to me and you shall be spared the coming trials. Your soul shall absorb into my being, into the eternal bliss.”
 
        “Thanks, I’m good,” Charlie would reply. It went the same way every time. He wasn’t sure what the old man’s angle was other than to mind-fuck him. He had no doubt that he’d be coming for him soon, but he’d cross that bridge when he got to it.
 
        “You coming to bed?” Maria asked. She was standing in the doorway looking out at Charlie. After all she’d been through and even just wearing a baggy t-shirt, she still looked stunning. If he were honest with himself, he had no idea why she was with him. The girl was a Latina goddess. She could have any guy in the world, yet she chose him. Granted he rescued her from an angry god, and jumped off the Tower of the America’s in San Antonio while holding onto her, but still. 
 
        “I have some things to do tonight. Work called me in for a while,” he lied. His job was as a stocker in an overnight warehouse. He was a fill in, so they usually called him in. Most nights though, he was out doing an old hobby.
 
        “Again?”
 
        “Yeah, again. We need the money.” No they didn’t, but got her off his back. He loved Maria, at least he thought he did. Part of him was never sure he was capable of love. Before he was slaying unruly deities, he was not only a preacher, but a serial killer. Though he only killed evil sinners that God told him about, he later learned God had nothing to do with it. He was just sick. Then there was the part about his ancestors were fallen angels, so he could also turn people into zombies if he chose, though he hadn’t in quite a while.
 
        Which was ok, being sick helped him to not care about getting hurt or how big his opponent was, or powerful. 
 
        “Will you be working long? I hate being here alone,” she said. 
 
        “I hope not. I’ll do my work and leave as soon as I can.”
 
        “Ok. Good night Charlie. I love you.”
 
        “I love you too,” he said as she disappeared into the bedroom. Since her possession, she’d been near zombie like herself. He’d taken her to some doctors who tried to prescribe her medication for depression, but she wouldn’t take it. Said she never wanted anything else messing with her mind again. Charlie couldn’t really blame her. 
 
        Once she was in bed, he went into his man cave which was really a study except there was only a beanbag, a TV and some bookshelves. Behind one of the shelves was a small compartment he’d cut out that contained his bag. He grabbed the bag and put the book shelf back against the wall and headed out to the car. 
 
        Even though he had all these new and amazing powers, there were some things he preferred to do the old fashioned way. He did however, used his power for smaller tasks like information gathering, since his brain was now faster and more accurate than google. It hadn’t happened yet, but if he ever needed to make himself disappear, he was sure he could do that too.
 
        He parked the car just across the street from his target’s home. A young, slick douchebag named Ronny Richards lived there. Ronny was a UPS driver, but he also happened to be a rapist. Ronny would check out women on his routes and scout the ones who lived alone, then come back later for his own special delivery. For some reason, despite his gift for violence and madness, Charlie always had a soft spot for women and children. Maybe it was because as a serial killer, he took out other predators, and now with his new powers, he was at the top of any and every food chain. 
 
        Monsters who preyed on the weak and helpless were the worst kind. Though he didn’t have any illusions of doing God’s work. That was all in the past. He watched the quiet house until Ronny’s car pulled and into the garage. It was just past midnight. The usual time Ronny gets back from the bar. Charlie knew his every move and every thought. 
 
        If he wanted to, he could just make Ronny’s brain explode inside of his own skull. It might be fun to watch, but wasn’t messy enough, he preferred the old fashioned way. Once Ronny was inside the small house, Charlie got out of the car and grabbed the duffel bag. There was a smile on his face as he crossed the street. Time to do Charlie’s work. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 2
 
    
 
        Charlie decided to take a straight forward approach with Ronny. The guy would be no physical threat to him at all. He walked to the front door and rang the doorbell. Within a few minutes the sound of footsteps padding their way to the front door before the door opened slightly.
 
        “Can I help you?” Ronny said. 
 
        “Hi Ronny. We need to talk.”
 
        “Who are you?”
 
        Charlie shoved the door open, knocking Ronnie backward. The little man stumbled and Charlie was on him in seconds. He duct taped the man’s hands and feet immediately then went to work. 
 
        “What are you doing? Who are you?” 
 
        “In good time” Charlie said as he felt along the wall. Found the stud in each part of the wall and marked it with a pen. He did that for three points before dragging Ronny to the wall and cutting his hands loose. The man tried to struggle, but he was too weak for Charlie, even if Charlie lacked his god like powers. He pressed the man against the wall, and pulled him up onto a step stool. 
 
        “Please! I don’t even know you! This is insane! You want money? I make good money. I’ll pay you. Whatever you want. Take whatever you want.”
 
       “Oh no. I don’t care about your money. I’ve got something special for you.”
 
        Charlie stretched Ronny’s left arm out and up, and positioned a large nail into his wrist. The man screamed and struggled, but Charlie took the hammer and drove the nail through the bone and into the stud of the wall. He pounded it to the side, bending the nail over his wrist into an L shape. 
 
        “Jesus! Oh my god! Holy fuck! Holy fuck! Stop that please!”
 
        “Don’t be such a baby.” Charlie said as he went to work on the other hand. Ronny was struggling and jerking about. “Hold still, you’re just making it worse.”
 
        Charlie drove the nail into the other wrist, causing more screams. He reached into his pocket and took out a bandana, balled it up and shoved it into Ronny’s mouth. Someone would call the cops with all that screaming going on. Ronny’s cries were now muffled as he screamed through the bandana. 
 
        Once he had both arms nailed into place, he crossed over Ronny’s feet and drove two huge nails through his ankles. The man wasn’t screaming as much at this point, it had mostly become pathetic whimpers. Charlie stood and pulled out his smartphone as he removed the bandana from Ronny’s mouth.
 
        “Please?” Ronny cried. “Please let me go. Don’t hurt me anymore?”
 
        “Ronny, I’m going to show you some pictures. I want you to look closely.” Charlie opened up a picture of a young woman. “You know her?”
 
        “No! No man, I never seen her before, honest!” Ronny said.
 
        “Liar!” Charlie flipped to another picture. “How about her?” Then another. “Or her? How about her?” He flipped through several more but Ronny just kept shaking his head.
 
        “Ronny, you see. I’m not a cop, in fact, I’m nothing like the cops. To be completely honest, I’m far, far worse than the cops. The best thing that could have happened to you would have been for the police to find you before I did. Since they didn’t, well. You’re mine.”
 
        “I didn’t do anything to them. I don’t even know them. Hell, I don’t even know what you’re talking about you fucking lunatic!”
 
        “Oh, stop the innocent victim act Ronny. You raped them! All of them!” Charlie said. “You gouged one girl’s eye out. Another you broke her jaw in six places. She had to have her jaw wired shut for months.”
 
        “You have the wrong guy! I don’t know what you are talking about!”
 
        “Then let me refresh your memory,” Charlie said. He closed his eyes and thought of Ronny and his victims. This part wasn’t so much old school, but it added to the experience. He’d been thinking of trying it out for a while, so this seemed like as good of a time as any. Tapping into the godlike part of himself, he reached into Ronny’s mind and began showing him memories. The memories of Ronny  the victims he claims innocents too.
 
        Except, Ronny would have a special seat to his own atrocities. Charlie would show him each assault from his victim’s point of view. Ronny was looking up as if he were staring into space as the visions played out in his head. 
 
        “What is happening?” He asked. “I don’t understand? What are you doing? Stop it! This isn’t me! It isn’t me! No!” Charlie knew exactly where he was in the vision. He must be seeing the part where he gouged out the girl’s eye before raping her with a putty knife. Oh yeah, he could feel everything his victim’s did too. After another scream, blood appeared in his crotch as he recalled the vicious rape. After another minute, his eyeball exploded. Charlie decided he would have to use this technique more often. 
 
        White fluid ran down his face from the bloody eye socket as the visions finally subsided. 
 
        “Now Ronny. You still want to tell me that wasn’t you?” Charlie said.
 
        “You’re fucking with me. You drugged me or some shit and you’re making me hallucinate!”
 
        “That’s quite a theory, but unfortunately for you that is not the case.”
 
        Ronny looked up with his one good eye and began praying.
 
        “Dear Lord. Please forgive me. Forgive my sins. I know I was bad, but I’m sorry. Please? Don’t let this man hurt me.”
 
        “You know it’s funny you’re praying to God,” Charlie said. 
 
        “Why? What’s that supposed to mean?”
 
        “No need to pray. I’m standing right here.”
 
        “You’re insane! You’re fucking insane! That is what you are!”
 
        “Perhaps. But I’m not the one nailed to a wall whose nuts just exploded.”
 
        Charlie began thinking again of what he could do. Using his mind and power again, he visualized a new look for Ronny. As he pictured the image in his mind, Ronny screamed and cried as the squishing sound of his organs and flesh moving around. Charlie opened his eyes and it was like watching some horror film using stop motion animation. Ronny’s flesh was twisting in on itself as his flesh pulled away from his scalp and face little by little. After almost an hour, the sickening show and sound effects had ended. Ronny’s body was just handing to the wall, this time his flesh was literally hanging on him inside out. 
 
        Ronny was moaning in pain as Charlie admired his handiwork. His body was blood red as bloody chunks dripped off the exposed flesh. His face looked like some freaky pumpkin head with no hair or anything exposed, just flesh and blood, so much blood. 
 
        “Am I going to die?” Ronny whimpered. 
 
        “Nope. I promise you, no matter what happens to you, you will not die. Not for a long time. It will hurt though. I’ve made your body immune to any pain killers or drugs. Trust me, I had planned on killing you. I think this might work better for you. Give you some time to reflect on your life choices.”
 
        “You’re sick! You’re fucking sick! You ever heard of Karma asshole? What goes around comes around. Karma is coming for you bitch!”
 
        Charlie walked out of the room and zipped up his duffel bag. The guy was threatening him with Karma. He hadn’t heard that one in a long time.
 
        “You’re right. Look at your current situation. I am Karma, and Karma just fucked you up.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 3
 
    
 
        Charlie drove home with a smile on his face. It was a great feeling of satisfaction that he took a rapist off the street, and didn’t even have to kill the guy. Maybe he should give up his old school approach and experiment more. He liked the idea he’d be causing such pain and suffering to the asshole, trapping him inside his own disfigured body without blessing him with the release of death. Maybe, Charlie pondered, he was a god. 
 
        He hadn’t tried, but he could heal Maria’s mind. Take away all her pain, suffering and depression and make her into the thriving and vibrant young woman he’d first met when he went to work at her family’s funeral home. Part of him feared if he brought that Maria back, she wouldn’t want him. You’d think a god wouldn’t have such problems. 
 
        One thing he had wondered about was his old pal Lucifer; yes, the devil himself. The Ghost had cast him into the Abyss during their fight. Charlie had never been there, but it wasn’t the kind of place from which one returns. It is a dark, bottomless pit of nothingness. All you feel is loneliness and suffering while listening to the screams of others. Not fun at all. It was what people probably considered hell. Since there wasn’t an actual hell, the Abyss is it. 
 
        He’d thought of getting Lucifer out of there, but had no idea how. He sure as hell didn’t want to try and go after him, and get stuck there himself. He wasn’t sure how gods did in a place like that. Then again, gods made the thing, so who the hell even knows. Maybe the Son or Jesus was casted there after Charlie defeated him last time. Although, he was possibly in a special part of it? He had no clue, and was reluctant to find out. It all was just too much to think about. Sadly, that was all he had time for; he rarely slept since that night at the Tower. 
 
        Many times he forced himself to sleep, but many times he could literally see and hear everything. It was deafening at times. His thoughts were interrupted by a man standing in the middle of the road wearing a white suit. Charlie swerved out of the way, stomping on the breaks. Part of him wanted to just keep driving. Nothing good ever came from being visited by cryptic figures. But he knows they’d just keep popping up, so he begrudgingly got out of the car.
 
        “And just who might you be?” Charlie asked with a bit of cockiness to the tone.
 
        “I am your humble servant my Lord,” the man said as he knelt onto the ground. His suit, or more like tuxedo was bright white; practically glowing. 
 
        “Stop that! Get up. Who are you seriously?”
 
        “My given name is Riccari, I am a lower angel who served under…”
 
        “Yeah I don’t care about that. I’ll call you Rick from now on. Riccari sounds too weird and I’m over all these biblical names.”
 
        “Right, um, ok then.”
 
        “So why are you here?” 
 
        “Your defeat of the Ghost started quite a mess in the heavenly realms. Some angels sided with you, most stayed with the Father, but there is a small detachment of us awaiting your orders.”
 
        “Orders to do what? And when had any of you planned on telling me this?
 
        “Well, we kind of hoped you’d notice us my Lord,”
 
        “Please. Its Charlie. Just Charlie.”
 
        “Very well, Charlie. But yes for some reason you never came to us or even attempted entry into the heavenly realm. Had you done so, you could fight the Father for sure. Well, I think so anyway. You’re just like him.”
 
        “I’m doubting that. I don’t even know where the heavenly realm or whatever is. Let alone how to go there,” Charlie said.
 
        “Oh but you do know. It’s easy to find, especially for you. You just have to look.”
 
        “So you guys want me to take out the Father?”
 
        “Well, in a word. Yes. People think of us angels as these lovely beings drifting around heaven and singing praises to the Almighty. In actuality, it’s nothing like that. We’re slaves. He created us for one purpose and only one purpose, and that was to control every aspect of our being. You humans he gave so much more leeway. Age old argument up there.”
 
        “Sounds fascinating. Just curious. Have any of you ever actually seen the Father? I mean we hear all this spooky shit about him, but no one has ever seen or spoken to him directly. What is he, the Wizard of Oz?”
 
        “Fascinating,” Rick said. “I have no doubt you could defeat the Father. Just the fact that you’re willing to show your face, or get your hands dirty gives you the advantage.”
 
        Charlie considered it. Deep down he knew it had to be done. He should have done it ages ago, but he kept putting it aside. He scratched his beard, or most of a beard. He hadn’t shaved in a few weeks. As a whole, he’d let himself go, except for looking presentable for work. Most of the time he hung out in shorts and t-shirts. Aside from tonight, where he wore his work attire.
 
        “What about Maria? What if they come for her again?” Charlie asked.
 
        “It’s possible, but doubtful. They used her to draw you out last time. No need for that now. I do know the Father is cooking something up. His most loyal followers haven’t been seen in a few months. Lots of secret meetings and other things. I’m telling you, hit them now.”
 
        “Shit. I’m already running late. Who knows how long this will take. She’ll freak. She hates being alone as it is.”
 
        “Charlie. You have a god inside you. The realms are outside of time and space. Just return ten minutes before you were supposed to be home.”
 
        “You know you make this all sound so easy.”
 
        “You have more power in your little finger than all the angels in the universe combined, yet you haven’t a clue how to use it. We can help you! You can help us! Just trust me!”
 
        “Yes, I always trust random men in white tuxedos standing in the road in the middle of the night. No reason not to.”
 
        “The other angels told me you were a jokester,” Rick said.
 
        “Ok, I’m in,  first you take me to the Abyss. I need to get someone out of there who can help me, help us do this.”
 
        Rick’s enthusiasm instantly drained from his face which was now as white as his tux.
 
        “The Abyss? I’m afraid I can’t go there. It is forbidden.”
 
        “By who?”
 
        “By the Father.”
 
        “You were just planning to overthrow the Father, why do what he says?”
 
        “Well you have a point. I just don’t want to end up in there.”
 
        “If we lose, where do you think the Father will send you all, even me if he could. He put his son or the Son in there.”
 
        “I don’t know. I…” Rick began.
 
        “Fine, I’m out.” Charlie said and turned to his car.
 
        “Ok, I’ll take you there, to the Abyss. I know where it is, we just don’t go there. It’s a scary place.”
 
        “I’m sure it is.”
 
        “Ok. Just um…hang on to my arm. No matter what you see, don’t let go until we are both through.”
 
        “Through what?” Charlie asked as a large, blue door appeared out of nowhere. It hovered in front of them glowing bright blue. Rick slid the door open and stepped inside. “Ok Charlie, here we go.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 4
 
    
 
        Charlie came through the portal expecting to be in some celestial black hole. Instead, they were standing on a large cliff somewhere at night. Looking off the ledge, it was an endless black pit. From inside the pit, he could hear lots of screams and cries coming from inside, but could see nothing.
 
        “So this is it?” Charlie asked. 
 
        “Yep. Are you going in?”
 
        “I guess I have to.”
 
        “I’m afraid I can’t go in with you,” Rick said. “Too risky for me.”
 
        “That’s fine. Probably better on my own anyway.”
 
        “All right. Well good luck.” Rick said as he stepped back. 
 
        Charlie walked to the ledge and looked down. If he got stuck in there, that would put an end to his war with the Father real fast. Part of him wondered if Rick wasn’t some ruse sent by the Father to trick him into going into the Abyss on his own. While that would make things super easy on the Father, it didn’t seem like his style. Either way, Charlie had no choice right now other than to go into the hole. 
 
        Looking around, Rick was standing there watching him as if he were going to be waiting on him to return. Charlie nodded to Rick and stepped off the cliff. He plummeted into the blackness in what felt like slow motion. As he tumbled the screams great louder, but no one seemed close by. Terror seized him momentarily as he realized this really could have no end. After a minute, he caught his breath, closed his eyes and focused. 
 
        His free fall slowed, and finally he wasn’t falling at all, just hanging there. As he opened his eyes, he’d activated some sort of supernatural night vision or Abyss vision at least. Looking around he could see the tortured souls falling endlessly all around him. Some fell past him more than once, as if on a loop. They just kept falling in the same cycle over and over again.
 
        There were literally billions of people as far as he could see. Zeroing in on Lucifer was no easy task. Reaching out with his mind, he did hear a familiar voice.
 
        “Charlie?”
 
        Oh shit.
 
        “Charlie? Is that you? How did you get here? How can I hear you?”
 
        It was The Bishop, aka Bishop Hoover, aka Jesus Christ. He was the Three’s first attempt to destroy the world. Charlie stopped them and crucified the Bishop. The Father wasn’t happy with his failure so had cast him into the Abyss before sending the Ghost to finish the job. Part of him liked it better when he was a preacher and had no idea how things really were. Sometimes ignorance really was bliss.
 
        “Why are you talking to me?” Charlie said. “I figured you’d be pissed.”
 
        “Yes, but my own Father threw me in here. You can get me out! I can help you!”
 
        “Just get yourself out.”
 
        “I can’t exactly. Not sure how the Father did it, but he sort of…well, crippled me. My nature or essence. I’m no longer the glorious deity I once was. He’s very powerful. You’ll need all the help you can get.”
 
        “Just curious. Have you actually seen him?”
 
        “Well, I mean I’ve spoken to him,” The Bishop said.
 
        “But he’s your Father.” 
 
        “Only in sort of a spiritual sense. Not like we actually hung out together. Come to think of it, I don’t think anyone has ever seen him. He just sort of stays off in his hideaway creating and destroying things while demanding worship.”
 
        “You don’t find that odd?”
 
        “I mean, it’s been that way since the dawn of time, in every sense of the word, so I suppose not.”
 
        “Fair enough.”
 
        “Trust me Charlie. I know we’ve had our differences in the past. But you sir, were a formidable adversary. I hold no grudges. I actually think you were right all along. His way is so wrong. I want to help you.”
 
        “If you want to help me, find Lucifer.”
 
        “Oh whatever in the world for? That’s an abominable creature.”
 
        “Hey, he helped me beat you didn’t he?”
 
        “Yes, that is true.”
 
        “If you want me to help you, you have to help me. Show me you’re not bullshitting.”
 
        “Very well then. Give me a moment. It’s one of the Father’s little torments. He let me keep the ability to see and hear others here and even to communicate, but not to get out, not to move and none of them can reply to me. Very miserable existence.”
 
        The idea of seeing if he could destroy the Abyss and free everyone from this horrific fate had crossed Charlie’s mind, but there probably were a few folks here who deserved it. He didn’t want to be the one to let Hitler out of hell after all. He’d revisit that matter once the Father was gone.
 
        “Ok, I think I found him. Just call out to him with your mind. Like you have with me.”
 
       Charlie focused his mind and called out to Lucifer. He located him, but the fallen angel could not reply. He was able to go to his location in the Abyss and grabbed him by his jacket. Yes, he was still wearing his leather jacket in hell for some reason. He then located the Bishop and grabbed him as well. Closing his eyes once again, he thought of the edge of the cliff with Rick standing there waiting. As he focused, he felt himself drifting upward. 
 
        When he finally opened his eyes, he was hovering above the cliff, Rick looking up at him all smiling like a little kid who just saw Santa Claus. Charlie drifted onto solid ground and sat down his two passengers who both looked at him with a sense of awe and confusion. 
 
        “You guys all right?” Charlie asked. 
 
        Even though it was dark, Lucifer was squinting as if someone shined a spot light in his face. The Bishop was adjusting his jacket and tie. Charlie always thought he looked like a slightly younger version of Malcolm McDowell. Strange choice of form for a deity to take on, but whatever. 
 
        “Yes, but I’m famished. I sure could use a bite to eat,” The Bishop said.
 
        “Me too,” Lucifer said. “I want a pizza.”
 
        “Are you both shitting me?”
 
        Rick looked at Charlie and shrugged. 
 
        “You could just take their appetites away Charlie. Not like there is a pizza place nearby.”
 
        “What the fuck took you so long man?” Lucifer asked. “It sucks in there, and people think I run that place? I’m not even that sadistic.”
 
        “Sorry, was a little tied up.”
 
        “I guess so. You killed the Ghost?”
 
        “Not exactly. I am the Ghost. Sort of.”
 
        “Huh?” Lucifer said.
 
        “Long story, but basically he possessed Maria, but now I possess him. I’m like one of them now.”
 
        “Holy shit, for real?”
 
        “Yes, for real.”
 
        “Damn. So you going to fuck up the Father? And what is he doing here?” He pointed at the Bishop.
 
        “Don’t be so crude. I guess I’m a maverick outcast like you two hooligans. The Father has ruled this universe a bit too harshly for too long. I plan to assist in taking him down a few pegs.”
 
        “Well, that just makes me all warm and fuzzy inside,” Lucifer said.
 
        Charlie looked toward Rick.
 
        “Is there a way for me to take their mouths away?”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 5
 
    
 
        Charlie didn’t know where the Realm was, but Rick insisted if he just focused his mind on being there, then he’d end up there. Sure enough, the guy was right. At least they ended up somewhere.
 
        “We’re here!” Rick said. Well ok then.
 
        “This is it? This is heaven?” Charlie asked looking around. He was less than impressed. The place was quite plain, with an orange sky, but no sun. There wasn’t much landscape. If anything it was mostly desert with a few trees scattered about. At first he thought he’d seen some birds, but as they flew by it was nothing like birds. It was some weird looking creature. Like a crow, but with butterfly wings.
 
        “Those are flutterblacks. Some of the first creations ever.”
 
        “Well that’s interesting. Was he trying to get it right?” Charlie asked.
 
        “Very funny my friend,” Rick said. “The ones you see here are millennia old. Nothing here ages so the ones he made at the beginning of time are still here.”
 
        “Impressive.”
 
        “Very! Wait until you see where the other creatures are!”
 
        “I hate to interrupt the holy petting zoo guys,” Lucifer chimed in. “But we should probably do what we came to do.”
 
        “Right,” Rick said. “Let me take us to the others.”
 
        “Is the whole place desert?” Charlie asked.
 
        “It changes from time to time. Usually though, yeah.”
 
        “Why?”
 
        “The environment here changes with the Father’s moods which are usually dull and unfeeling, hence, the desert.” The Bishop said. 
 
        “That’s uplifting. No dead people here?”
 
        “He absorbs the souls of the worthy into himself as reward to them, so they might bask in his holy aura.”
 
        “So what is your take on all that now that you’ve been to the dark side?” Charlie asked.
 
        “Oh I suppose it’s a bit arrogant on his part, but who is to say. Maybe it’s all warm and fuzzy in there.”
 
        “That or it just tickles.” Lucifer said. 
 
        “Ok, the people who support you Charlie are right over that ridge, we just need to…” Rick was interrupted by the sound of thunder. Though it wasn’t actual thunder. It was a pack of angels on what looked like some kind of dragon and horse hybrid. They looked like horses, but had scales and smoke came out their noses.
 
        “Great,” Rick said. “It’s the archangels. They’re an angry lot.”
 
        The angels on the backs of the creatures were all huge and looked like giant Japanese Samurai, equipped with armor and all. There were about a dozen of them; the one in the front was the largest of the group. They came to a stop just a few feet in front of Charlie and the group.
 
        “Behold! The False Prophet has arrived! You sir! Have you come to deliver yourself to the Father for judgment?” The large archangel said.
 
        Charlie rolled his eyes and looked at The Bishop who just shrugged.
 
        “And we have the Son himself who has returned from the Abyss. Have you sir come to beg your Father forgiveness?” 
 
        “I’m not here to deliver myself to anyone,” Charlie said. “I’m here to see the Father in person and knock him off his throne. I suggest you don’t get in my way.” It was mostly bullshit, as Charlie had no idea how he’d even go about that, but it sounded tough at least.
 
        “Very well. Prepare for your ultimate destruction!” The archangel pulled his sword, a huge broadsword made of flames and fire that was at least as long as Charlie was tall. The rest of the archangels did the same and instantly charged him. In a panic, Charlie turned and their whole group began running. Running in desert sand was not the easiest of tasks and the creatures were on him in an instant. 
 
        Charlie’s foot got caught in the sand and he fell to the ground. Looking up, one of the monsters stood over him still mounted on its beast. It was holding the flaming sword over its head just as he brought it down. Charlie curled up into a ball, placing one hand over his eyes as he held out the other one in a hopeless attempt to defend himself. He squeezed his eyes shut as he waited for the life-ending blow that was about to come. 
 
        Instead there was a series of loud screams and a roar before it was silent. Charlie held himself like that though, and opened one eye to see they were all gone. Looking around he saw remains of armor and swords lying around along with gooey chunks of what used to be the archangels and their beasts. Rick ran over and helped him up.
 
        “That was amazing Charlie! You did it! You beat them!” Rick said.
 
        “What the hell did I do?” Charlie asked.
 
        “You disintegrated them.” Rick jumped up and began reenacting the whole thing as he described it. “You fell to the ground! You thrust your hand out!” Rick threw his hand toward Charlie as if he were a running back giving a tackler a stiff arm. “And in an instant your enemies were vanquished! They separated into thousands of little pieces, now they are nothing more than fragments of their former selves!”
 
        “Well, I have no idea how I did it, but whatever. At least they aren’t cutting us up with their flaming swords.  And why didn’t you help?” Charlie said pointing at the Bishop.
 
        “I told you Charlie. My powers are somewhat limited these days. Plus, this heat, it’s ghastly!”
 
        Charlie shuddered to think he once worshipped this creature and that he actually helped run the universe at some point. He wondered if the Father would be as disappointing as this heavenly realm turned out to be. Part of him hoped so, would make his job easier. With his luck though, highly doubtful. 
 
        “Rick, is this place within walking distance? Where exactly is the Father?”
 
        “Well, that’s the thing, we’re not far from those who support you. But, no one knows exactly where the Father is. He kind of stays hidden.”
 
        “Well that’s just great. So this guy is all powerful and all-knowing and whatever else, but no one has seen him and he refuses to show his face or reveal his location?”
 
        “Pretty much,” Rick said.
 
        “I’m not impressed with your dad, Bishop.” Charlie said.
 
        “No wonder he has fuckin’ daddy issues.” Lucifer said.
 
        “Look. I might be able to take you to him.” The Bishop said. “At least I can describe it to you. I never saw him, but I was outside of his part of the realm. I know where his throne is. Just never went inside.”
 
        “Oh really? You’re just telling us now?”
 
        “Look! This has been difficult enough for me as it is, but yes. Let me try and explain it and you can take us there Charlie.”
 
        Lucifer chuckled as they all looked at him.
 
        “Well,” Lucifer said. “This should be interesting.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 6
 
    
 
        They all put their hands on Charlie as he closed his eyes imagining the place the Bishop was describing. It sounded like the Emerald City in the Wizard of Oz, with the throne room for the Wizard and everything. Charlie wondered what he would find behind the curtain. He focused on the place and felt the ground moving beneath his feet. There was a quick shift in the ground before he was standing on something solid. 
 
        Opening his eyes, their whole group was now standing on a large hill. Looking down, there was a valley covered with rocks and caves. In the center of the valley was a huge palace. The palace was made of stone, with a giant wall around it.
 
        “That thing looks fortified. Why the hell would God need a fortified palace like that?” Charlie asked.
 
        “All is not as it seems in The Realm, Charlie,” The Bishop explained. “Besides, you people made up all that nonsense about golden streets and angels playing harps. So don’t you put that on me!”
 
        “Calm down J.C.” Lucifer said, playing on the Bishop’s real name, Jesus Christ; at least as we knew it. 
 
        “Why do you keep this savage around? You should have left him in that infernal black hole.”
 
        “Shut up already. So how do we get to it? It’s surrounded by jagged rocks and shit.”
 
        Rick who was standing by, finally spoke up.
 
        “There is a cave nearby. You go through there and it comes out just inside the wall.”
 
       “Really?”
 
        “Yes, very few know about it. Right this way.” They followed Rick down a trail and came to a place with some large stones stacked up. Rick came up to the larger stone, gave it a push as it rolled away and revealed a large opening.
 
        “Wow, rolled away the stone. How ironic,” Lucifer said.
 
        “Well, let’s go I guess,” Charlie said as he headed into the cave. As they stepped inside, Charlie noticed Rick wasn’t moving. “Aren’t you coming?”
 
        “No, I don’t think so. I don’t go into the caves.”
 
        “Why not?” Charlie asked, but Rick instead rolled the stone back over the entrance, trapping them inside.
 
        “Son of a bitch!” Lucifer yelled. “That little shit. Can you will us out of here Charlie?”
 
        “Come on,” Charlie said. “We’ll just follow it through to the palace. Can’t be that hard.”
 
        Charlie noticed his eyes began to adjust and soon he was seeing clearly in the dark. It was like having built in night-vision. Things were shades of green and gray, but he could see the cave clearly. 
 
         “Let’s go, this way.” Charlie said as they headed into the cave. They walked through the dark cave, as Charlie kept his eyes focused all around for anything unusual that might jump out at them. Being in some other earthly realm, there was no telling what might jump out, as he had already experienced. It wasn’t long before he was right. 
 
        They got to a fork where two tunnels veered in opposite directions. In front of the tunnel was a huge creature that looked like the cross between a wolf and a lion. It had a lion’s body with the head of a wolf. It stood before them, growling with saliva dripping from its jaws. 
 
        “Great,” Lucifer said. “I just get out of the black hole, now we gotta go through Cujo.”
 
        “Not quite,” Charlie said. “Bishop, any ideas? This is one of your creatures.”
 
        “Don’t ask me. I never jaunted around these filthy caves. I had my own palace. The Father communicated to me directly.”
 
        “Well of course.” Charlie walked up to the creature, which was slowly approaching him. Charlie was slightly bent forward in a fighting stance, though he wasn’t sure what exactly he’d do if the thing lunged at him. Not like he could just fight off whatever crazy beast this was by hand. The creature could tear him limb from limb if it wanted to. 
 
        The thing circled Charlie as he sat back waiting, taking a step forward slowly. Suddenly the thing did lunge at him. Its jaws opened wide as it knocked Charlie to the ground. He grabbed it by the throat, holding it off himself as far as he could, but the thing was too strong. He felt its hot breath against his neck as its jaws drew closer. Charlie knew he couldn’t hold it off much longer; out of desperation, he placed his hand over its face and squeezed tightly. The thing howled as Charlie hoped his old trick would work on whatever the hell this thing was.
 
        In a moment, the thing collapsed to the ground. Charlie jumped up and stepped away. 
 
        “Holy shit, you killed it!” Lucifer said.
 
        “I don’t know, so we should keep moving.” 
 
        As they stepped around it, the thing began stirring again, and jumped back to life. Except it wasn’t the vicious wild beast it had been moments before. It looked confused as it yelped and galloped around howling. Charlie took off running down one of the tunnels as the others followed. He’d turned the thing into some kind of zombie hell hound. It seemed more scared and confused than dangerous, but he wasn’t about to stick around to find out. They ran deeper into the caves which wound and twisted about. 
 
        Before long they had reached the end of the cave. The opening was at the top of a steep incline. The three men stumbled up the steep climb to the mouth of the cave which was barely wide enough for each of them to squeeze through. Once they were out, they were standing just inside the palace walls. It looked like some kind of market. There were dozens of people milling about carrying baskets and pushing carts. All of them were thin, frail and dirty. Most were wearing old robes and rags. 
 
        “Well,” Lucifer said. “This is where the Almighty lives, huh? All-powerful, but these folks even look poor and hungry. Nice guy.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 7
 
    
 
        As they stood looking around, another group of archangels approached. Great, not what Charlie was looking forward to. This group was on foot, there were three of them and all were much taller than the previous bunch. They walked up to Charlie, and looked as if they’d seen a ghost. However, technically they had. 
 
        “Master Ghost?” The lead one asked. Charlie looked around slightly confused.
 
        “Ghost? Me?”
 
        “Yes sir. You carry the Holy Ghost.”
 
        “I suppose it’s something like that.”
 
        “So you are one of our masters. Are you here for the Father? The Father has been expecting you.”
 
        “He has? Well that makes it easy.”
 
        “This way. These two must remain. They are both exiled.”
 
        “They’re both with me, so they come with me or I get to the Father my own way. And believe me, I will.” Charlie said.
 
        The archangels turned and Charlie followed them. As they walked through the courtyard, the Bishop was muttering under his breath.
 
        “What is your problem?”
 
        “He said I was exiled. Can you believe that? I used to run this place. I’d walk through the courtyard and everyone would fall to their knees!”
 
        “Don’t worry, now you know how I’ve felt for the last ten thousand years,” Lucifer said.
 
        “That is because you are a vile and obnoxious beast! Plus you and your pals down there having sex with human women.”
 
        Charlie’s ancestors were the spawns of such unions. It is where he initially got his ability to render people into an undead state. 
 
        “Ok, easy now,” Charlie said. “Can you two forget old beefs? None of that is gonna mean shit in a few minutes anyway.”
 
        “So certain are you?” The Bishop said. “You don’t even know what the Father looks like. Not to mention he’s all powerful. What is your master plan?”
 
        Truth was, Charlie didn’t have one. Not like that ever stopped him before.
 
        “Just shut up and let me take care of this.”
 
        They walked through huge double doors into the palace. The palace was dark and the inside was far cleaner than outside. The rock walls had been polished to a brilliant shine. There was exotic looking furniture set up all around and the palace servants wore evening gowns and tuxedos. Charlie wondered how these people in heaven (or wherever it was) ended up as servants to an egotistical being.
 
        It wasn’t long before they reached a huge chamber with a gigantic set of doors. Two archangels stood guard, holding spears taller than they were. These creatures had to be at least fifty feet tall, if not taller. Charlie didn’t even know what to think of these beasts. For the Father to create slaves for himself of this size he had to be showing off; that or just lonely. 
 
        One of the archangel sentries looked at Charlie and nodded as he pulled the door open. Inside was a gigantic throne room. This was by far the most decorated room in the palace. There was a long red carpet adorned with gold trim leading all the way up to a huge throne. The thing was several stories high from the back of the throne room. It had to be bigger than it looked once close up.
 
        The men made their way down the carpet, all along the way there were huge swords mounted on the walls as well as the heads of various strange creatures. One looked like a giant bat. 
 
        “You never been in here?” Charlie asked the Bishop.
 
        “I can’t say that I have. You’ve achieved something I could never do.”
 
        It hadn’t yet sunk in to Charlie that he was soon to be in the very presence of the Creator and the ultimate being of the universe. He wasn’t sure if his human/deity brain could even comprehend it. They got closer to the steps of the throne and noticed the steps themselves were huge. Just as they reached the base of the steps, a voice called out from his right.
 
        “Well Pastor Charlie,” said the woman’s voice. “It’s about time you got here.”
 
        Charlie turned to see a tall, curvy black woman standing there. This beautiful woman was wearing a black turtleneck and black jeans. She had her arms crossed with a smirk that told Charlie she was up to no good. Though he couldn’t figure out who she was or why she was there.
 
        “Who are you?” Charlie asked.
 
        She stood laughing, even hanging her head for a second to regain her composure.
 
       “Oh Charlie. That’s so funny. Who am I? I am the one you call The Father.”
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 8
 
    
 
        “What’s wrong Charlie? Am I not what you were expecting? Were you expecting some big old man sitting in this throne shaking his cane at you? Long flowing white beard?”
 
        Charlie hated that she was right, but he wasn’t expecting God to look like Kerry Washington either. Not that he was complaining, she was stunning. 
 
        “Did you just take this form to fuck with me? Not like anyone has seen you before. Do you just sit in here while the Earth tears itself apart and bask in your own greatness?”
 
        “Sure, I can take any form I want. I guess when it comes down to it, I really don’t have one, but this is the one I’m most comfortable in. Plenty of people have seen me, but just didn’t realize it. I walk among you people all the time.”
 
        “But you don’t bother doing anything to help.”
 
        “Like what Charlie? Helping you be rich? Ridding the world of war and famine? Feed the starving children? What did you do to help all that?”
 
        “I was a preacher, we sponsored missionaries and all kinds of things.”
 
        “Oh yes you’re right. That kept you busy when you weren’t slicing people up and crucifying them right? Do you have any idea what it takes to run the fucking universe? I mean seriously. You had your hands full just running a little church. Do you have any idea what it takes to hold it all together?”
 
        “Why don’t you let me try, like in Bruce Almighty,” Charlie asked.
 
        God laughed and shook her head.
 
        “That’s cute Charlie. Very cute. I’m glad I gave you that sense of humor. But no. Besides you’re already godlike now with the ghost you somehow sucked in. Too bad you have no idea what you can do.”
 
        “I have a few ideas.”
 
        “So I’ve seen. You made it here. So here I am. Now what? You gonna tie me to a cross and cut me up.”
 
        “He did that to me once, I don’t recommend it,” The Bishop said. 
 
        “Oh yes,” she said. “My only son. You should have stayed in your black hole. You’d have been safer there.”
 
        “Why would you do that to me? You never warned me about Charlie. I had no idea what he was capable of.”
 
        “What? I sent you to do a job. Did you want me to do it for you? Same reason I haven’t tried to extract the Ghost from him. He got what he deserved. Charlie beat him. What is your plan with me though, Charlie? Were you going to put your hand on my face and turn me into one of those spooky zombies? So scary!” She said, mocking a shiver as she spoke, but giggling to emphasize the lameness of the ability. 
 
        “I really don’t know what I planned to do. I was hoping I’d have some super god powers surface to help me vanquish you.”
 
        “Well. I know you came here to kill me. So, it’d only be fair if I gave you the first shot. I’ll even give you a minute to warm up. Go ahead. Take your time.” She held her hands out while taking a step back. This made Charlie a bit nervous as being in this moment, he wasn’t even sure what he had expected or planned to do. He wasn’t sure what he could do. Yet here he was, standing before The Father, or Mother? This was not at all what he was expecting.
 
        “Ok Charlie, I’m waiting!” She called out. 
 
        He stood and thought a little bit, and then had an idea. Holding up his hand, he concentrated until a large ball of fire, the size of a basketball formed in his hand. He hurled it at her, only for her to put her hand out, immediately extinguishing it.
 
        “Seriously? A fireball? I expected so much more from you.”
 
        Charlie’s stomach tightened. He wasn’t sure what the fireball would do, but figured it would at least do something. Now, she was about to make a move and he wasn’t looking forward to it one bit. She walked closer to him and smiled.
 
        “Ok, my turn.”
 
        As she got closer, Charlie thought fast. He decided it was time to cheat, if you could cheat against God. Concentrating, he formed a long hunting knife in his hand. Once she was a few feet away, he charged her, plunging the knife into her chest. Instead of blood, some kind of yellow fluid squirted out. She appeared shocked, but not in any sort of pain. After a second, she smiled.
 
        “Now that’s what I’m talking about!” She said as she pushed him away and pulled the knife out. Her wound closed up immediately as she tossed it aside. Her eyes turned white as she held a hand out, lifting Charlie into the air. He wondered what Lucifer and the Bishop planned on doing, throughout this. So far they seemed content to stand and watch. He was high in the air now as she hurled him into the throne. He hit the back of it hard and landed on the huge seat. Looking down, the rest of them looked like ants. 
 
        Now how the hell would he get back down there? Though part of him figured he wouldn’t be hurt too bad if he jumped, seeing he was part god and all. Turns out, he didn’t have to. God herself came drifting up to him, and stood on the edge of the throne. 
 
        “Had enough? If you want I can just extract the ghost and toss you and your pals into the abyss and leave it at that. Sure you’ll be bored for eternity, but it will be better than what I’ll end up doing to you if you keep this up.” She said. 
 
        He was trying to keep from getting too pissed off. Charlie wasn’t used to someone toying with him in this way. He was usually the one toying. After a second to gather himself, he ran to the edge of the throne and dove at her. Wrapping her up as if he were a linebacker tackling a quarterback, they flew off the huge throne and spiraled to the ground. As the marble floor approached, Charlie couldn’t help but thinking, this was gonna hurt.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter 9
 
    
 
        They struck the ground, cracking the marble floor in every direction. God stood up as if the fall didn’t even phase her and stood over Charlie. 
 
        “You think this is a wrestling match?” She said. “You’re not going to last very long!” Flames swirled around her hands as she held her arms out unleashing thick ropes of fire around Charlie’s body. He was amazed at how much it hurt. Rolling around, he tried to put out the flames but they were white hot, sticking to his skin no matter what he did.
 
        Flesh bubbled and popped as he stood and ran around the throne room. God was laughing at him somewhere in the background as he ran, chunks of skin and burnt flesh fell to the ground. Within a few minutes, the flames no longer even hurt as he fell to the ground. His remaining flesh continued to sizzle and pop as he looked up at the huge ceiling. He expected to lose consciousness soon, but he hadn’t. After a few more minutes, the burning stopped, but the smell of burnt hair and flesh stung his nostrils.
 
        He sat up and looked at his hands, which were now just charred bones. Feeling his face and head, there was nothing but skeleton there. Somehow, all his flesh burned completely away and he didn’t die. But, of course he didn’t die. He was part god. Charlie looked at Lucifer and the Bishop who were both crossing themselves as they looked at Charlie in complete horror. Even God herself seemed impressed.
 
        “Wow, you’re the only one to ever survive holy fire. I guess swallowing the ghost did you some good.”
 
        Charlie tried to focus on his body, hoping he could heal himself. No matter how much he concentrated though, nothing happened. 
 
        “Don’t bother trying to heal yourself. It won’t work. Holy fire is permanent. Looks like you’re permanently ugly.”
 
        Charlie clinched his teeth together. He’d never focused too much on his own appearance, but sure as hell didn’t want to live the rest of his life as a fucking skeleton. Holding out his own bony hands, flames swirled around as he fired similar flames at God herself. She knocked them away with no effort at all.
 
        “You don’t have holy fire silly. Only the Father has that one. Sorry. You see what I mean? Do you believe me now?” she walked up to him as he stood there looking out of his hollow eyes. His rage for her burned so deep he thought he might explode. She approached him and placed her hand on the side of his face.
 
        “Oh Charlie. I’d had such high hopes for you so long ago. Now this is what you’re reduced to. You could have joined us a long time ago when I sent my son. You could have ruled alongside him, alongside us! Instead you had to be the maverick cowboy.” She ran her hand along his collar bone, and his exposed ribs. “I tell you what. Give up now, and I’ll heal you up as good as new. I won’t even send you to the Abyss. You’ve really shown some balls. I’ll make you human. Completely human. No Ghost, no god, no Nephilim powers and you and Maria can start over. I’ll even leave you a nice fortune and set you up anywhere in the world.”
 
        “Really?” Charlie said. He was taken by surprise by her offer. She could have destroyed him now if she’d wanted to. Instead, she was offering him just about everything he’d ever wanted. Only thing was, she had been trying to destroy the world for several years. So what? She sets him and Maria up with some huge fortune and a few months later it all goes away?
 
        “Yes Charlie. Really. Please. Do you think I’m enjoying this?”
 
        “Take the deal Charlie!” The Bishop called out. “Please! You can’t win! You can’t beat her.” 
 
        Lucifer was looking at the ground trying to avoid looking up at Charlie at all. Charlie looked into God’s eyes. They were huge brown eyes that possessed an abyss of their own. He held his hand up to her.
 
        “I don’t know what to say,” he said. “I really don’t.”
 
        “Just say yes. I’ll have you back on Earth, fully human and with the woman you love in seconds. You won’t even remember any of this.”
 
        Shifting his focus onto his right hand for a quick second, his hand glowed white hot as he spoke one more time.
 
        “No!” He yelled as he thrust his bony fingers into her chest, between her breasts. She screamed as he grabbed her by the shoulder, digging his hand into her body as far as he could. Finally, he felt it. The heart of God. Wrapping his hand around it, he pulled it free. Her eyes registered both horror and surprise. This had been the last thing she was expecting. Charlie hadn’t known what he was going to do until the very last second, catching her completely by surprise. 
 
        He ripped her heart free from her chest. Her face registered a look of sadness before the lights went out. Her eyes rolled into the back of her head as she collapsed. The heart was larger than a softball, but looked like a giant crystal. He held it over his head as Lucifer and the Bishop stared at him in shock.
 
        “Charlie!” The Bishop called. “What have you done?”
 
        “I won! I defeated God!” Charlie said as flames came from his fingertips, igniting the heart. Within a few moment, the heart was engulfed in flames until it was nothing but ashes, withering away in Charlie’s hand. 
 
        “I don’t believe it!” Lucifer yelled. “You did it! You’re all fucked up. But you did it!”
 
        Charlie looked around at himself and at God’s body on the ground. Seemed there was still some compassion left in her, at least what she thought passed for compassion. Either way, he didn’t feel the joy or enthusiasm he thought would after such a victory. He had just killed God after all. 
 
        Before he could revel too much in his victory, the ground beneath them began to shake. The ceiling crumbled as the huge throne toppled forward. Lucifer and The Bishop tried to get out of the way, but were unable to as the huge throne landed on top of them. Outside in the court yard, the ground was cracking and splitting open as people fell into holes in the surface. They ran and screamed for shelter or refuge, but there was none to be had. The palace walls collapsed, killing anyone who hadn’t fallen through the surface. 
 
        Back on Earth, the planet’s rotation had begun to speed up sending the Earth’s weather patterns into a frenzy as the oceans unleashed tidal waves never seen before. Whole countries were washed away in seconds as the entire planet collided with Mars and Venus. The entire universe imploding upon itself. No one on Earth knew what was coming, nor did they have any warning. Charlie’s only love, Maria was sound asleep when the sun swallowed the Earth-Mars-Venus combo, consuming it instantly before anyone had a chance to react, not that they could have done anything to stop it.
 
        One by one, every planet and star in the universe collapsed into itself as each star went supernova. Black holes swept across the universe swallowing everything in their sight. In his final moments, the reality hit Charlie that he never stood a chance. God had wanted to destroy mankind and start over. She had in fact been the one holding everything together. Her death brought about the very destruction of the universe. As the realm imploded, Charlie’s final regret was that he couldn’t close his eyes as his body, his bones and very existence flew apart one molecule at a time until he was no more.
 
   The End
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