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Chapter 2: The Fallen 

 

 

Nathaniel. 

Nathaniel. 

Nathan turned to his side on the bed and stared blankly at the bare white wall across from 

him. He’d barely been awake for five minutes and already ‘the voice’ had started. 

Nathaniel. 

I know you can hear me. 

I am waiting for you, Nathaniel. 

The voice was persistent in its recitation; every day it reminded him of a fate he could only 

avoid for a little while longer. It reminded him of the seven long years he’d spent wandering the 

earth aimlessly, fighting the transformation that threatened to change him into something he 

couldn’t bear to think about. Even in that moment between sleep and wakefulness, where one 

could linger and pretend that all was right with the world, the voice intruded. There was no 

escape from the voice. 

Satan’s voice. 

He slowly moved to a seated position on the bed before running his hands over his tired face. 

It seemed that now, more than ever, the stark reality of his changed position was upon him. He 

stood, stretching his long legs and arms, before heading to the bathroom. Powerful muscles 

bunched and stretched beneath deep ebony skin in a proud display of agility and strength. When 

he reached the bathroom, the face that stared back at him was familiar, yet foreign.  

The features were the same; strong, masculine slopes and planes that made up a strong jaw, 

full lips, and clefted chin. It was the harshness in his expression, the severity that rested in his 

dark eyes, that never ceased to surprise him. 

Of all the warrior angels, he had been known as the one that liked to laugh. He was ready 

with a joke or a smile, and everyone he knew came to expect this of him. At the heavenly feasts, 

he was the one who ate the most, drank the most, and laughed the loudest. But that was who he 

had been. 

It was painful to see, but the sober, bleak person staring back at him in the mirror was what 

he had become. He hadn’t laughed in years.  

He turned on the faucet and lowered his head toward the basin as he splashed his face with 

cold water. When he lifted his face from the soft, white towel he’d used to dry it, he glanced 

down at his naked body and cringed. The scales were growing again. A few had made their way 

from his back and over his shoulders. 

With a sigh, he opened the medicine cabinet and carefully removed a small glass vial. He 

eyed the electric blue liquid at the bottom of the glass and realized that he was almost out of the 

costly remedy. Making a mental note to remember to get more, he used the glass dropper to 

squirt the last few drops into his palm. A little of the glowing blue liquid went a long way, and 

Nathan was able to spread it over his torso in an even coat. The grayish-green scales that were 

growing from the twin scars slashing down his shoulder blades fell to the bottom of the tub and 

disintegrated, joining the bubbles created by his body wash, which were tinted blue by the 

concoction. 



He was himself—as much of himself as he could be—for at least another day. He knew that 

he wouldn’t be able to avoid his transformation from Fallen angel to demon much longer, but 

even one day of reprieve from his eternal punishment felt like an entire year. He knew that once 

he belonged to Hell, time would cease to exist. The hours, days, weeks, and months would blur 

together into hundreds of lifetimes of suffering.  

He didn’t bother with a towel, deciding instead to instantly dry and dress himself using his 

powers. He stuck his hand into the pocket of his ankle-length trench coat and found the little 

cedar box he carried with him everywhere. His fingers closed around it, turning it as he walked 

back into the bedroom. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath before opening it. He forced 

the lump in his throat down, determined to keep away the tears this time. 

Inside of the box were several photos, a lock of wavy black hair, a scrap of cloth, and a 

rosary. He lifted the top photo and smiled, running his thumb over the glossy finish that sealed 

Elian’s image on the thick photo paper. He flipped through each photo, one for every year of his 

son’s life, and watched him grow and age right before his eyes. He held the seventh picture in his 

hand and smiled as he always did when faced with his son’s image.  

It was hard to regret what he’d done when looking at his son’s face. Elian was beautiful, 

with his deep brown eyes and Carmen’s smile. His skin was the perfect blend of his father’s 

mocha brown and mother’s olive tone. The dark ringlets he was born with had relaxed into deep 

waves. He glanced down at Elian’s very last curl, leftover from one of many haircuts, and smiled, 

caressing the silky strand reverently. 

Nathan had been watching the boy and his mother from a distance, not daring to bring 

danger into their lives by intruding. Hell already wanted him, and Eligos was salivating to get his 

hands on Elian. The two of them together were a trophy too tempting for any demon to resist. 

Besides, he trusted Reniel, Jackson, and Sarah to keep his little family of sorts safe. 

He glanced down at the last photograph, the only one he had of Carmen. He’d snapped the 

shot years ago, but she hadn’t changed so it was easy to reconcile this image with what he saw as 

he watched from the outside of her life. In the photo she was sitting on a park bench with the sun 

shining behind her, blessing her tanned skin with a golden tint. Her hazel eyes sparkled playfully 

and her lips, curved into a half-smile, screamed sensuality. He lifted the scrap of cloth, a piece of 

her pillowcase, and inhaled deeply. Even after seven years, her scent still clung to the fabric, 

reminding him of cool sheets and open windows. Jasmine lingered there, her favorite fragrance, 

and his as well because of her. 

He crumpled the fabric tightly in his trembling hand and sighed. The items in his small cedar 

box were all he had left of them, the woman and child that should have been his. They were all 

he would have with him when Lucifer finally had his way and dragged Nathan down into Hell.  

In the meantime, he consoled himself with memories and longed for what could never be his. 

It was all he could do. 

For the first few years, he’d been angry. Despite what he’d always known about the rules 

governing angels, he turned his anger toward the one who had once been his Father. That phase 

of his life hadn’t even lasted an entire year. Once he stopped mourning the love that could never 

truly be, and the son he would never know, he realized the truth. Angels could not have 

emotional ties, it was just too dangerous. It corrupted their divinity and selflessness, and caused 

them to long for things that weren’t theirs.  

By losing himself to desire, he’d lost sight of his true purpose. He’d allowed what he felt for 

Carmen to come before the mission of Heaven, and in the world of angels that was a serious no-



no. He’d known what was coming the first time he’d laid eyes on her. Like a moth to a flame, 

he’d been inexplicably drawn to her. From there he’d been completely and irretrievably lost. 

 
  

 

Even with tears running down her cheeks, she was beautiful … and Nathan had seen his 

share of beautiful things. But there was nothing to compare to this, not a single being in heaven 

or on Earth. As she tucked her thick, wavy black hair behind one ear and turned to give him a 

better view of her profile, Nathan’s heart swelled in his chest. His entire world fell out from 

under his feet, and he knew he was in trouble. 

He had no reason to be talking to her, no reason at all to go anywhere near her, in fact. He 

was accompanying a friend, an angel named Amir, on an assignment. His skills as a warrior 

were not needed here, but for lack of demons to dispatch back to Hell or battles to be fought for 

the moment, it wasn’t as if he had anywhere else to be. He’d always loved coming to Earth, and 

jumped at any chance to go there on assignment. 

Inside of the hospital, Amir was healing an elderly Hispanic woman named Rosita Gonzalez. 

Her granddaughter, Carmen, was crying her eyes out on the rooftop of the building because 

she’d just been informed that the old woman’s time was short. She had no idea the miracle that 

was taking place just a few floors beneath their feet. Nathan wished he could tell her that her 

prayers had not been in vain, but knew that it was not his place to. This was Amir’s territory. 

As Nathan moved toward her across the roof, cloaked safely in his human form, he could 

feel the pain and heartache that radiated from her. His emotional antenna, as he liked to call it, 

was flooded with a mixture of feelings that sent tears running down his cheeks. He could feel her 

pain, but in the midst of it he could also feel an essence that was essentially Carmen. He felt 

goodness and beauty buried deep within her; they drew him to her like a magnet. 

He flicked his wrist as he neared and a handkerchief appeared his hand.  

“Excuse me,” he said as he drew near, extending the handkerchief to her. “You look like 

you could use this.” 

As she reached for the handkerchief, their hands touched and Nathan gripped hers in his 

lightly. In the few seconds that her palm rested against his, he allowed peace to flow from his 

body into hers. She instantly calmed, the tears receding back into her eyes. Nathan felt a deep, 

cleansing breath welling up in her chest and smiled. 

“Are you all right?” he asked. 

Wide, hazel eyes—like deep pools of warm honey with a ring of chocolaty brown on the 

outer edge—stared back at him from behind impossibly long, black lashes. She nodded, pressing 

his handkerchief to her cheekbones and dabbing the remnants of her tears away. 

“Yes, gracias,” she said with a thickly accented voice. Nathan’s pulse raced at the sound of 

it, thick with the tones of Puerto Rican heritage. She tried to give the handkerchief back, but 

Nathan shook his head in refusal. 

“You keep it, okay?” 

She nodded and forced a tiny smile. “You are so polite,” she said. “I don’t know any man 

who still carries a handkerchief.” 

Nathan shrugged. “They come in handy.” 

“Do you have someone here in the hospital?” she asked. 

Nathan could feel her concern for him, her pity at the thought of someone else dealing with 

what she was going through. It was in that selfless moment that he realized how deeply in love he 

could fall with this woman. It was dangerous. 



Now was the time to walk away. 

Instead, he took a step closer. The scent of Jasmine slapped him in the face and wrapped its 

tentacles around him tightly. He felt like a helpless sailor drawn in by the deadly song of the 

Siren; he wondered how long it would be before he was dashed on the rocks. 

 
  

 

Not long after that, Carmen’s grandmother started to improve. After their meeting on the 

roof of the hospital, Nathan was constantly coming to check on Carmen and Rosita. The doctors 

were puzzled by Rosita’s miraculous turn for the better, but weren’t questioning it. If things 

continued to improve at this rate, Rosita would soon be able to go home. 

“What’s going to happen when Abuela and I leave this place?” 

When she’d asked him that very loaded question, Nathan knew then that it was time to 

depart. He’d spent too much time with her already and had gone entirely too far. He knew things 

about her, like her love for the color red or her talent for Latin dancing. He knew that the scent of 

Jasmine came from a shampoo she loved, and that her favorite place to visit was the Jersey shore. 

He knew that she had exactly seven light freckles across the bridge of her nose and that tiny lines 

gathered in the corners of her eyes when she smiled. 

Instead of ending things, he’d told her that nothing would change, that they would see each 

other again. It was as if an invisible thread ran between them, binding one to the other. Nathan 

found himself rushing to finish his assignments so that he could return to Carmen. Of course, he 

knew that Father could see everything that he was doing, but reminded himself constantly that he 

hadn’t broken any rules yet. Human knowledge of angels was extensive, so unless a person 

became hysterical in his presence there was no need to erase the memory of a meeting. 

Friendship was allowed and in the beginning that was all that had existed between them, 

although a great deal of sexual tension boiled just below the surface. 

It was only a matter of time before he reached the point of no return.   

  



 


