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    Foreword 
 
      
 
    This story is a work of fiction. Any resemblance with anyone living or deceased is completely coincidental. This work of fiction is primarily based around demons and angels. It has references to god and the devil. If you are religiously inclined, please remember that this is a work of fiction not at all intended to offend you.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



  
 
    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    His black hair was thick. It resembled more the spikes on the back of a hedgehog than human hair. He had red skin and two balls of black for eyes. The teeth were sharp, numerous and in rows of two like that of a shark.  The demon’s name was Jamie Azarath, and Alex was having a pretty good day until he turned up and first annoyed him, and then frightened the fuck out of him.  
 
    Alex was twenty-one years of age and led a pretty unremarkable life. He worked night shifts as a security guard in an office building in central London. During the day when he wasn’t sleeping, he usually came to this café. It was a cosy little spot just around the corner from his apartment. It was quaint inside. Three single sofas of a dark grey fabric were arranged in a U around a tea table. There was a wood burning stove and past that were rows of wooden chairs and tables opposite the counter. 
 
    It was a quiet place too. Perfect for him to lose himself in his thoughts, work the brain and write away. Alex was a writer. Or at least, he was trying to write a damned book, something that he was currently doing a horrible job of. He had literally written the exact same line three times before hitting the delete button.  
 
    Sighing, he reached for his cold mug of coffee. Lifting it to his lips, he tilted the cup. Nothing. He recalled it being empty the previous time too, when he’d lifted it to his lips. Madeline, the sometimes-attentive waitress, came over with a decanter full of the stuff. But rather than pour it into his mug, she stood over him. Her elbow rested against the corner of the sofa’s backrest. 
 
    Alex looked up at her. She had pretty brown eyes and at nineteen, was two years younger than him. Madeline had that perfect golden mix-raced skin. At five foot seven, she was a decent height too. The coffee shop had chosen a smart dress code for the waitress - black skirt, white shirt. Thanks to the summer heat, Madeline wore a very short black skirt. Her white shirt had the top three buttons undone. 
 
    “That’s your fourth cup,” Madeline commented.   
 
    “Tired. Pour me another please.”  
 
    “You’ve come straight from your shift, haven’t you?”  
 
    “I showered first,” Alex said defensively.  
 
    “You should go to bed.”  
 
    “Want to come with?”  
 
    “To your bed, sure,” Madeline said, the corner of her lips twitched. “Gain ten pounds of muscle first.” She was about to pour him coffee when she stopped with the decanter hovering over his mug. “You can pay for this, right?”  
 
    Alex dug his hands into his denim jean pockets and fumbling about. He grabbed everything within, then placed the contents on the table triumphantly. “There ya go!”  
 
    Madeline separated the contents with her fingers. “Three buttons, two pennies and a string…”. She stared at the string with what looked like a seed tied to one end. Her eyes met his. “Jesus, Alex, this is sad. Where’s your credit card?”  
 
    “I think I’ve left it at home…”  
 
    Madeline frowned. “You’re not going to be able to pay for your first four then? I’ve gotten into trouble for giving you free stuff.”  
 
    “Sorry, didn’t know that,” Alex mumbled.  
 
    Madeline rolled her eyes. “My boss is a bit of a dick.” 
 
    “Want me to sort him out?”      
 
    “Sure,” she smiled. “Gain twenty pounds of muscle first though.”  
 
    “You said ten pounds of muscle earlier,” Alex muttered. 
 
    “Ten to sleep with me,” she winked. “Twenty if you want to take my boss down. He’s a big fucker.”  
 
    And with that, Madeline turned and walked away. Alex stared at her curvy behind. The short skirt accentuated it perfectly. He wasn’t ashamed that this mouth was hanging open some. He’d flirted with Madeline for a while now, but she’d never been this forward before. Alex made a mental note to hit the gym one day, then turned back to stare at the screen on his laptop.  
 
    After blinking rapidly several times, Alex rubbed his eyes. Exhaustion was catching up to him. He hit the save button on the word document several times before closing it. He was about to slam his laptop shut when he noticed the girl. She stood opposite him and wore a short floral dress. Her bare knees brushed against the coffee table.  
 
    Alex recalled seeing her sitting at the other end of the room. Her head had been buried in one of those fancy Apple Macs. She had brown mousy hair and wore large spectacles, nailing the geeky but hot librarian look perfectly, effortlessly.  
 
    “Hi.”  
 
    “Hey,” Alex waved a hand at her.  
 
    It was an awkward wave. Feeling foolish, he used the hand to gently close his somewhat antiquated laptop.    
 
    “I got you coffee,” she flashed him a smile, showing perfect teeth.  
 
    True enough, she had in her hand a red mug. She placed it on the table, then pushed it towards him. Alex took the mug and raised it to his lips. He took a sip. Yup, it was coffee alright.  
 
    He stared up at her, not sure what to say next. Alex had a talent for being a bit of an ass, for being able to make smart and quick comebacks. What he didn’t have a talent for was making charming small talk, which he figured was what he should do now. What was he supposed to say? She stood there staring down at him with an expectant smile. Thanks. You could thank her for the coffee, his brain yelled at him.  
 
    “Uh, thanks,” he mumbled.  
 
    “Alex, isn’t it?”  
 
    He nodded. “Do I know you?” 
 
    She sat opposite him on the soft fabric sofa. “It’s Chrissy. We were in the same class in primary school?”  
 
    Alex eye’s narrowed. “Chrissy Skinner?” 
 
    “I think I was the only Chrissy in class,” she said, her smile so natural. “But yes, Chrissy Skinner. What are you doing?” she nodded at the laptop.  
 
    “Uh, trying to write a book…” Alex said hesitantly. It felt strange seeing Chrissy after so many years. He’d had the biggest crush on her about eleven years ago. A small fact that he’d never managed to work up the courage to share with her back in the day.   
 
    Her eyes lit up. “That’s so cool. What genre?”   
 
    “Fantasy at the moment.” He hoped she wouldn’t ask about the plot. Alex’s story was about a boy who finds out he’s a wizard and ends up going to wizarding school. So like Harry Potter was what pretty much everyone said immediately after.  
 
    Chrissy nodded enthusiastically. “What’s it about?”  
 
    Dammit, Alex cursed silently. “A boy who finds out he’s a wizard, then goes to wizarding school. It’s not like Harry Potter.”    
 
    Chrissy flashed him a smile. “Hey, JK Rowling doesn’t have a copyright on wizards being educated.” 
 
    “Exactly!” Alex thumped his fist on the table.  
 
    From behind the counter, Madeline turned her eyes on him, her brows furrowed. She spotted Chrissy. Her face lit up, she winked, then gave him the thumbs up. Alex looked away, hoping his somewhat pale skin didn’t redden too much.  
 
    “I do a bit of writing too. Been working on a fantasy myself,” Chrissy said. “Struggling to find a satisfactory ending for it.”  
 
    Alex stared at her curiously, wondering if that was why she’d approached him, because she already knew he was writing? It was a professional interest then, not personal. He supposed that made more sense. Alex was tall, but skinny and pale. His dark hair was usually messy and his choice of clothing wasn’t exactly hip. Girls didn’t randomly approach him for a conversation - especially not pretty girls.  
 
    Chrissy stared back at him, still smiling, though it began to wane some. Of course, it was waning. She’d said something and was probably waiting for him to respond because you know, that’s how conversations worked. 
 
    “Uh, I’d love to read it. I mean, if you want another pair of eyes looking at it?” he said quickly. 
 
    “Yeah, awesome!”  
 
    They exchanged emails. Not quite telephone numbers, but Alex was feeling cool about it. And then, some dude walked in and ruined his mood. Standing at well over six feet tall, he had blonde hair slicked back. He was wearing tight black jeans and a white V-neck vest that showed of what were regular hours at the gym. Or steroids.  
 
    He looked like a bit of a prick.  
 
    Chrissy jumped to her feet at his approach. He grabbed her by the waist. They kissed. Alex caught Madeline staring at him, making a sad face.  
 
    “Ready to go?” the guy asked, his voice suitably deep.  
 
    “Let me just grab my laptop,” Chrissy said. “Alex, Jamie Azarath,” she said, then darted off.   
 
    “Hey,” Alex said. 
 
    In response, Jamie gave a nod of the head, apparently clearly too fucking cool to waste words. And then it happened. His face changed. Literally. One moment, he was a white guy with blonde hair and blue eyes, the next moment, his skin was red. All of it. His face, his exposed arms and neck, it was all red. And not the sunburnt red. This was the devil red. Like Satan in pretty much every image anywhere. His hair had changed too. It was no longer blonde, nor did it seem like hair. Each black strand was as thick as a needle. His eyes were black like pools of ink.  
 
    “…what the fuck,” Alex muttered. 
 
    “What?” Jamie frowned.  
 
    “The fuck happened to your-,” Alex raised both his hands and pointed in Jamie’s general body.  
 
    “What are you seeing?” Jamie asked, his voice wary. 
 
    “I’m seeing you,” Alex mumbled. “But you’re all red and… your teeth. Jesus fucking Christ, they’re like shark teeth.” 
 
    Jamie grinned and Alex was sure there was a picture of him in the dictionary under the word evil. “It’s happening more and more.”  
 
    “What is?” Alex asked.  
 
    “More and more humans are seeing us for what we are. The veil is breaking.”  
 
    Alex wasn’t naturally slow, but his brain had frozen somewhat, and it took him awhile to process what Jamie had just said. Staring up at the beast of a being, he swallowed nervously. “If you’re not a human… what uh… what are you?”  
 
    Jamie smiled, and Alex leaned back against the sofa, feeling light headed. “What do you know of demons?”  
 
    Alex didn’t get a chance to answer the question. Chrissy appeared at that precise moment. Her Apple Mac was pressed against her chest with one arm. She wrapped the other around Jamie, her demon-looking boyfriend. “I’ll email you,” she said to Alex. 
 
    Jamie grinned as they walked out of the café. Alex was speechless as he watched in confusion and horror. Could Chrissy not see Jamie’s real face? Surely, she must be able to, right? But if she could, why was she willing going with him, so calmly and happily? Was she part of it?  
 
    Part of what? What exactly had he seen? A demon?   
 
    Alex laughed nervously. No. Jamie wasn’t really a demon. There was a perfectly good explanation for what he had just seen. One that did not revolve around demons. Trick of the lighting.   
 
    “She’s cute. He’s hot.”  
 
    Alex turned his head to see Madeline leaning against the counter, her eyes on Chrissy and Jamie as they climbed into the red Porsche 911 parked against the kerb.  
 
    “You didn’t see the red skin and spikes for hair?”  
 
    Madeline’s gaze turned to him. “What?” she frowned. 
 
    “The red skin? He had red skin?”  
 
    “Like… sunburnt?” Madeline asked, before adding as an afterthought, “I’d do them both.”  
 
    “Not sunburnt. It was like a devil- wait, you’re… you’d do them both?”   
 
    Madeline winked at him before she turned away from the counter and busied herself with her job.  
 
    Under normal circumstances, Madeline revealing her bisexuality might have piqued Alex interest more. He turned to stare out the door once more. The red Porsche pulled out and drove off. More humans are seeing us for what we are, Jamie had said. That meant not all humans could see Jamie for what he was.  
 
    If Chrissy couldn’t see Jamie for what he really was, did that mean she was in trouble?  
 
    Why could Alex see? More importantly, what the hell was he seeing? Was Jamie a demon? 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It was a week later and fears of Jamie being a demon had mostly faded away. Alex decided he’d either imagined the entire thing, or that he was drunk, on drugs or a combination of the three, maybe with a few tricks of the light thrown in too…  
 
    With that being said, he’d avoided the café and instead spent his free time writing in his apartment. It was late in the evening when he ventured out for food. He headed to his local Co-Op and grabbed an oven pizza and a pack of beers.  
 
    He was on his way back when he crossed paths with the angel.  
 
    As with the demon, the angel looked very much human at first.  
 
    He was with a girl standing on the sidewalk. Her back was pressed against the brick wall of the corner shop. He leant over her. Their lips locked together, one palm pressed against the wall, the other rested on her thigh at the end of her short skirt.  
 
    They looked like an ordinary couple. Alex decided to give them a wide berth as he passed on account of their over enthusiastic display of public affection.  
 
    And that was when it happened.  
 
    Wings sprung out from the guy’s back. Huge white feathery wings. Alex had to sidestep to prevent from walking into it. His bag of food fell onto the ground as he stumbled off the sidewalk and onto the road.  
 
    “Jesus- fuck man. What the fuck!”  
 
    The dude pulled away from the girl to stare at him. Alex was taken aback by how beautiful the man was. And that was the right word to use. Beautiful. Spectacularly beautiful. His entire body just glowed, as if, instead of blood running in those veins, it was beautiful white energy.  
 
    The guy stared at him with piercing blue eyes, a lazy look of annoyance in them. “Perv.”  
 
    “Perv?” Alex repeated, confused. “Your wings, they nearly-,” he paused, deciding him walking into one of the wings wasn’t the real issue here. “You have wings! Why do you have wings?” 
 
    The angel rolled his eyes. “Another annoying see-er. I’ve got wings because I’m an angel, dipshit. Now fuck off.” And with that, he turned to the girl and leant in to resume their kissing. His hand moved up her thigh and he hiked up her skirt. Two of his fingers dug into her now visible purple lacy panties.  
 
    But this time, the girl resisted. She pushed back with both hands. There was a muffled cry as the angel backed away a step. He felt his lips. There wasn’t blood, but the upper lip had changed to a dark shade of red. 
 
    “You bit me,” the shock clear in his voice, he slapped the girl across the face.  
 
    The colour drained from the blonde-haired girl’s face as her body slumped against the wall. She seemed badly hurt. But the angel wasn’t done. He grabbed her skirt and tore it off. Pressing his body against hers, he wrapped a hand under her inner thigh and raised her left leg.  
 
    The girl had recovered from being slapped. She fought back and managed to push the angel away enough to slip past him. Her face stricken with panic, she spotted Alex and rushed over to him.  
 
    “Are you just going to stare, or are you going to actually help me?” she growled.  
 
    “…he’s got wings,” Alex muttered. He was still staring at them. They extending out from slits in the back of his vest. They looked real. The wings were no longer spread out. They had retracted so naturally, much like an eagle’s would do if it found a nice spot to rest.  
 
    “Are you on drugs?” the girl asked. “Is that why you’re so pale and… messy?”  
 
    “What sort of drugs make you pale?” Alex muttered. “You can’t see the wings?” he pointed at them with both hands theatrically. “They’re like… their fucking huge and… magnificent… How can you not see them?”  
 
    “Magnificent? Do you want to make out with him? Are you drunk?”  
 
    Alex didn’t want to make out with the guy. And he was sure he wasn’t drunk. Part of the reason he’d left the apartment was because he’d run out of beer. That, and he figured dinner would be nice too. The guy with the wings had his eyes on the blonde. She was gorgeous and with her skirt torn off, her green sleeveless top just about covered her lacy panties. She was a sight to see, but the angel seemed bored.  
 
    “You have wings, right?” Alex asked him.  
 
    “I already fucking told you, dumbass. Yes, I have wings. I’m a fucking angel.”  
 
    “You’re a rapist, is what you are,” the girl yelled at him.  
 
    “I haven’t raped you… yet,” the guy said menacingly.  
 
    The blonde turned sharply and glared up at Alex. “You’re going to just stand there and listen to him threaten to rape me?”  
 
    She had a perfectly valid reason to voice her concern. But Alex ignored her for the moment. “Why can I see your wings but she can’t?”   
 
    “You both bore me,” was the angel’s response.  
 
    His wings flapped magnificently. Alex thought he would fly away. But he didn’t. He walked down the pavement towards him, and as he passed Alex, he glanced at him distastefully.  
 
    “Insect,” he muttered, then pushed Alex in the chest.  
 
    The angel didn’t put much effort into his shove. But it was enough to send Alex flying across the road. He slammed into the door of a parked white Ford Fiesta, shattering the glass window.  
 
    Alex lay against the damaged car door and stared up at the sky. His vision was blurry and he struggled to breath. His chest felt like it had caved in. In the background, he could hear screaming. He wanted to get up, to walk away from this, because that’s what was running through his mind. He needed to get away. This wasn’t his fight. That was a fucking angel. It could crush him like a bug if it wanted to. Alex needed to run. But he was afraid to move, afraid to try, fearing that he might find out he couldn’t.  
 
    He felt a hand on his shoulder. A face came in view, and as his vision cleared. He realised it was the blondie. She was really pretty.  
 
    “Hey, are you okay?” she dropped on the tarmac beside him.  
 
    Alex shook his head. “I think I’m dying.”  
 
    “Don’t be so dramatic,” the girl replied.  
 
    Alex didn’t think he was being dramatic. He’d just been flung across the road as if he actually were an insect flicked by a giant. Worse still, he’d crashed into the metal door of a car. He was sure his internal organs were ruined.  
 
    “What are you doing?” Alex mumbled as the girl moved her hands down his legs.  
 
    “Feeling for broken bones,” she said. “You’re not bleeding that much. I think you might be okay. Do you want to try sitting up?” 
 
    The answer was a no. Alex did not want to try and sit up. But he figured she’d accuse him of being dramatic again. The pain in his head, the throbbing, the nausea, it was subsiding some. Pressing his palms against the tarmac, Alex lifted his bottom up. With some help from the girl, he climbed to his feet. Feeling faint, he leaned back against the car.  
 
    The good news was, there didn’t seem to be any broken bones or huge amounts of blood pouring out of him. “The fuck happened?”  
 
    “Well… I think that guy… the one that was sexually assaulting me? I think he… he sort of shoved you in the chest and…” she made a flying motion with her hands to indicate how he’d flown across the road.    
 
    “You didn’t see the wings?”  
 
    She shook her head. “I do believe you though…”  
 
    Alex supposed she would now after seeing what had just happened to him. He glanced around. The guy was nowhere to be seen. In fact, the whole street was empty. Alex thought it a little surprising that not a single person had come rushing out of their houses to see what the noise was about…    
 
    “Who was that guy?” Alex asked, groaning as he straightened his back. “A disgruntled ex?”  
 
    The blondie made a face. “He’s a random stranger. We were walking past each other. I thought he was cute, so I smiled at him. Next thing I know, he’d grabbed me and pushed me against the wall. He stared into my eyes and… everything after that was a bit of blur until you came along.”  
 
    “Should we report him to the police?” Alex asked absently, still wondering about the guy’s wings. They weren’t fake, he was sure about that. And the glow he had… an angelic glow… He’d said as much too, that he was an angel. This wasn’t the first instance either. A week ago, Alex had come across Jamie… and now this? Were angels and demons real?  
 
    “Let’s get you off the road, and maybe to a hospital first?”  
 
    It was probably a good idea, Alex thought, as he stared at the damaged door. The glass was shattered and the metal door frame was dented. With the help of the girl, her arm around his waist, his over her shoulder, they walked to the pavement when Alex heard the sudden ringing noise.  
 
    It was his phone.  
 
    Alex fished it out from his back pocket. He was surprised that it still worked. The screen was completely shattered and the frame was squashed. He could just about make out the name.  
 
    It was his dad.  
 
    At the best of times, Alex tended to ignore his dad. The guy was a pig. And right now, he had more important things going on. For some unknown reason, he felt an urge to answer this time. Alex sighed. He was going to regret this. It took him three attempts at swiping before it worked.  
 
    “Hello?”  
 
    “Alex? It’s your dad.”  
 
    “Yeah, I know it’s you. What do you want?” he muttered.  
 
    “I’ve done something terrible Alex. I’m going to die today.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
    

  
 
      
 
    Her name was Laura. She drove her little Nissan Micra like a complete maniac. She hit every red light and turned corners with wheels screeching and generally using road rage like it had an expiry date.  
 
    She was dropping him off to his dad, Andrew’s place. Alex had decided against the hospital. Aside from some back pain and a sore head, he didn’t feel too bad. Laura shrugged and commented on how she wasn’t his mother. If he thought it smart to skip the hospital, she wasn’t going to argue about it.  
 
    “I don’t always drive like this,” Laura said, as she turned another corner at speed.  
 
    “What did I do for this treat?”  
 
    “Your dad’s dying, and,” she shrugged. “You seem okay. Also,” she jabbed him on the arm. “Good job on not staring at my legs.”  
 
    Alex wasn’t going to admit it but it had taken some effort on his part to keep his eyes on the upper part of her body. “I don’t think my dad’s really dying,” he said.  
 
    “He’d make something like that up?” Laura asked.  
 
    Alex had a difficult relationship with his dad. His mum, Evelyn died during childbirth. A rare thing, but it still happened. Growing up, he only had pictures of her. The one memory he had of his mother, he feared it was an invented one. He was in a bright room. His mum was lying on the hospital bed. She held him in her arms and told him how much she loved him.  
 
    Sometimes he wondered if it was her death that tipped his dad over the edge and turned him into an alcoholic. His dad was a bit of a mystery. For as long as Alex could remember, the man never worked. But somehow, he had enough money for drinks, drugs and women.   
 
    Alex had been left a trust fund by his mum that matured on his eighteenth birthday. It was enough for him to put down a large deposit on a two-bedroom apartment. He covered the rest with a small mortgage. He moved out shortly after his eighteenth. Contact with his dad since was minimal.       
 
    His call an hour or so ago was strange. I’ve done something terrible, Alex. I’m going to die today. He seemed genuinely afraid. Was it some drug deal that had gone wrong? That had to be it, right? Being a drug dealer would explain how Andrew seemed to have so much money to fuck about with.    
 
    Laura pulled into Fennel Street. The houses were terraced. The front lawns were boxed in with hedges and low walls of concrete slabs. The door was painted a deep red. The iron wrought gate painted black hung loose from its hinges. The house of his childhood looked foreboding.   
 
    “Do you want me to come in with you?”  
 
    Alex shook his head. “He’s probably not dying, but if he is… I’ll call an ambulance.” Or the police, he thought.   
 
    “Well… good luck,” she gave him the thumbs up.  
 
    Alex watched her drive off, a strange tingling sensation crawling up his spine. He turned and walked down the narrow footpath. Weed grew on both sides. Alex recalled that one time his dad really got ill. He was twelve years old. Andrew was feverish, his face pale, he’d thrown up six times in an hour. That devil bitch, she lied to me. She tricked me. I don’t know what she wants with you, Alex, but don’t ever trust that bitch.   
 
    The front door was two inches ajar. A little cautious, Alex gently kicked the door fully open. The corridor light was switched on. The carpet was red. The wallpaper was too, though its edges had peeled to show yellow beneath. At the far end was the closed door to the kitchen. To the right was the door to the living room. It was open and noises emanated from within. 
 
    Alex tilted his ear. It was a strange grunting noise…   
 
    “Andrew?” Alex called out.  
 
    He’d stopped calling him dad at the age of thirteen. That was when Andrew came home drunk with a hooker, stormed into Alex’s bedroom and broke his cupboard. He was looking for money to pay the prostitute.  
 
    There was no response, but the grunting persisted. Alex searched for something to use as a weapon just in case. To the left of the door was an umbrella. On the floor beside it were Andrew’s worn out black shoes. Three pairs of muddy trainers and a single wellington boot.   
 
    Deciding his fists were probably more efficient, Alex walked towards the living room. He feigned a few boxing moves along the way, preparing to face any actual monsters. Monsters? Why did he think there might be a monster in there?  
 
    Alex knew why. The grunting sounded inhuman. And in the past week, he’d come across an angel and a demon.   
 
    His heart began to pound. He was close to deciding it wasn’t worth it when he reached the door. It was curiosity that made him look inside. He regretted it instantly.  
 
    The living room was as he remembered it. Sparsely filled, but somehow cluttered with crap. There was a two-seater sofa pressed against the wall with the window facing out onto the lawn, and a three-seater sofa opposite the door. That was it.  
 
    And the garbage. Mostly take away boxes. A lot of them were the green, red and white pizza boxes. They littered the room.  
 
    Amongst the litter on the three-seater sofa was Andrew.  
 
    Underneath him was a woman.  
 
    They were both naked.  
 
    Her legs open, the girl stared up at the ceiling, bored. Andrew… Andrew, the fat fucker, he gripped her large breasts like bike handles as he thumped, as he grunted with every thump.  
 
    “You’re fucking kidding me,” Alex growled.  
 
    “Alex,” Andrew looked back at him. His fat round face was red from the effort. “You’re here.”  
 
    “You called and said you were dying?”  
 
    “Don’t remind me,” Andrew said darkly. He slid off the girl. Landing onto the carpet, he reached for the grey trousers that lay a foot away.  
 
    The blonde stared at him, still seeming bored and still completely naked, her legs spread apart. “It’s going to cost more if he’s fucking me too,” she said.  
 
    “I- I’m not her for that,” Alex said quickly. His gaze hardened as it returned to Andrew who was now wearing trousers and resting his back against the sofa. “I came because you told me you were dying. I’m out.”  
 
    “Alex, wait,” Andrew said, breathless. “Don’t leave!”  
 
    Alex took a deep breath and tried to calm himself down. After years of consistent disappointment, he wondered why he even bothered. “You’re just the fucking worst, you know that? You told me you were dying… and then,” he pointed at the naked woman. “You couldn’t do it in the bedroom?”  
 
    “I’ve only got a couple of hours left,” Andrew said, breathing heavily. “I wasn’t going to waste it going upstairs.”     
 
    This was classic Andrew, making a mountain out of a molehill. Health wise, his dad looked perfectly fine - as fine as a lazy alcoholic slob could possibly look. Alex was tempted to leave. But in that moment, staring at his dad sitting on the floor, still huffing, his face red, his eyes downcast, his lips pressed together. He looked worried.  
 
    “What happened?” Alex asked, despite himself. He stepped into the room and was about to sit on the two-piece sofa when he paused midway down, his knees bent. “Is this clean?”  
 
    Andrew nodded. But as he had a habit of being a lying piece of shit, Alex glanced at the blonde. She was still lying on her back on the sofa, her legs parted, she tapped away at her phone. Without meeting his eyes, she nodded.  
 
    Alex sat down. “What makes you think you’re going to die today?” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Alex,” Andrew said. “I really am.”  
 
    “For what?” 
 
    “I took your mother’s death quite badly, you know… started drinking… and, you would cry so much, like all the time.”  
 
    “Yeah, as a child, how dare I cry, right?” Alex muttered.  
 
    “No, I didn’t mean it like that,” Andrew said quickly, his eyes widening. “It’s just… I guess I’m trying to excuse what I did when in truth, it’s inexcusable.”  
 
    Alex, who was slouching, sat up straight at that. He’d grown up hearing Andrew mutter excuses, usually after he’d shouted and cursed some. What he’d never heard Andrew do before was admit they were lame and shitty excuses. “You’re finally admitting you fucked up as a parent?”  
 
    Andrew stared at him. Alex noted the bloodshot red in them. “Yeah, I fucked up…” Andrew said. “She was so damned hot… tall, thick red hair. It was the middle of winter, but she wore the shortest silky skirt I’d ever seen. Her breasts were just divine. You should have seen them. I wanted to jiggle-” 
 
    Alex climbed to his feet. “Yup, I’ll probably see you later. Never.”   
 
    “Sit!” Andrew said angrily. “She was gorgeous, Alex. You have to understand, she had me under a spell. She was the-” 
 
    “Devil,” Alex cut him off. It wasn’t the first time he’d heard the story. His dad claimed to have made a deal with the devil. Alex smiled. It wasn’t a happy smile, but one in recognition of how it was still possible for him to be disappointed by his dad, after all these years.  
 
    “I swear it, Alex, on my life. She was the devil. She charmed me. She told me how she knew about my struggles. She said she’d look after you. She said she’d take good care of you.” Andrew shook his head in frustration, then sighed. “I was drunk when I opened the door… I didn’t fully understand what she was saying. And… and you were crying upstairs…. you cried so much…” Andrew shrugged his shoulders. His head slumped once more and he stared at his lap. “Maybe you were hungry…”  
 
    Alex almost felt sorry for his dad. He looked pathetic. He was half dressed. His skin was pink and patchy. There were hundreds of criss-crossed varicose veins showing across his face. His belly was enormous. Andrew was a sorry sight. Again, Alex smiled. At least a small part of the story was true. Though Andrew could afford to lose some weight, Alex recalled being hungry quite a lot growing up.  
 
    “This has got to be my weirdest client ever,” the blonde said. She was staring at him curiously. “I think your dad’s done for the day but he’s paid me for another hour.” She spread her legs further apart, “If you’re interested?”     
 
    “I uh… thanks but uh… no thanks,” Alex gulped.  
 
    “Well, if you change your mind,” the girl said nonchalantly, as if she’d offered him a ride home or something.  
 
    Her gaze returned to her phone, while Alex struggled to not stare at her naked body. He wasn’t an expert on naked women, but the blonde did seem to have a pretty banging one. Large breasts that jiggled as she adjusted her back on the sofa. Perfectly smooth skin, a flat stomach with a cute belly button, her hips…  
 
    Alex swallowed as he forced himself to look away. It didn’t help that he was a virgin… Small lunches, old clothes and hardly any toys, growing up he’d never really fit in with the other kids. He’d had confidence issues when it came to the opposite gender, something he’d been working on since he moved out.       
 
    Andrew now appeared to be resting. His eyes were closed, his breathing was deep but steady. Alex climbed to his feet. He was ready to go home and drink a whole load to forget the bizarreness that this was.  
 
    Andrew’s eyes opened suddenly. He stared up at the ceiling. “It’s happening. She’s coming for me… she’s going to come for you too.” Shaking, as if struggling against an invisible force, Andrew’s head turned towards Alex. “I’m sorry son… I-I r-really-” 
 
    Andrew’s head lolled back onto the sofa, his eyes wide, the muscles on his face suddenly became taut as his puffy red skin turned a ghostly pale. His hands wrapped around his neck. His mouth was wide open but he gasped for air.  
 
    Alex rushed over to him. He dropped to his knees and gripped Andrew’s shoulder. It was icy cold. He’d stopped gasping. His body was completely motionless but he still had his hands wrapped around his neck.  
 
    Alex pulled his phone out. The screen was completely damaged and it did not recognise his frantic fingers thumping at it. “Call an ambulance!” he shouted at the blonde hooker. 
 
    “Dad?” Alex’s hand trembled as he shook Andrew by the shoulder. His body was cold… much too cold. From his bare chest, where the breastbone ended, the skin above began to change colour. It was slow at first, like a drop of ink emerging from within, the patch of blue the colour of a clear summer sky, it quickly spread across his chest.  
 
    Alex let go of his dad and shuffled back whilst climbing to his feet, his eyes wide in horror as Andrew’s skin turned entirely blue from his head down to his exposed ankles. A scream escaped the hooker’s lips as she jumped off the sofa. Standing behind him, she grabbed him by the t-shirt, her naked body rubbing against him.  
 
    “...what the fuck happened to him?” she whispered. “Why does he look like that?”  
 
    “I think… I think he’s dead.”  
 
    “No shit he’s dead. But why the fuck is he blue?” 
 
    It was a good question. Andrew did not look like he’d just died. His still body on the floor, his back resting against the sofa, his eyes and mouth were both wide open, and his hands were still wrapped around his neck. Even without the blue skin, this did not look like a normal death.  
 
    The hooker pinched Alex in the back. He turned to look back at her, annoyed. “What?” his voice came out course. He cleared his throat, then repeated, “What?”  
 
    “Your dad’s dead.”  
 
    Alex had realised as much. “I know,” he muttered.  
 
    “He said he was going to die… and then he died.”  
 
    Again, it was something Alex was aware of. “What’s your point?” he hissed. 
 
    “Coincidence? Or is all of that devil stuff true too?”  
 
    Alex stared at the dead body of his father, feeling strangely calm. Andrew hadn’t exactly lived a healthy life. This was sort of how Alex had imagined his dad would die. Quite suddenly from drug overdose, or drinking himself to death. The fact that he’d predicted the day of his death and the manner of said death, both were pushed to the corners of his mind, as were Andrew’s ramblings about the devil coming for them both. 
 
    “Did you call an ambulance?” Alex asked.  
 
    The hooker stepped away from him, her phone in hand, she raised it to her ear. As she spoke to the emergency services operator on the other end, Alex glanced around the room, looking for his dad’s shirt. It was on carpet by the corner of the sofa. A green shirt that had seen much better days. He was about to move towards it when the bell sounded.  
 
    Someone was at the front door.  
 
    “Is that the ambulance?” Alex asked.  
 
    “If it is, they got here in record time…”  
 
    Alex let out a nervous laugh. “Who else could it be?”  
 
    They both turned to look at Andrew’s dead body, his skin blue, his face traumatic. Doubts began to creep inside Alex’s mind. Determined to keep them away, he walked out of the living room. Alex didn’t recall closing the red door, nor did he remember switching off the corridor light. He walked down the dark passage and came to the front door. His hand on the brass doorknob, he was about to turn it when his doubts got the better of him.  
 
    It was ridiculously quick for the ambulance to arrive. Andrew hadn’t been lying about his impending death. What if he was telling the truth about the devil? After what Alex had seen in the past week, he couldn’t deny the existence of supernatural beings.      
 
    The front door had a peephole. Alex pressed his eye against it. There was a woman outside. A tall woman wearing a smart white lace shirt with golden buttons tucked into a black skirt that rested above her knees. Black sunglasses covered her eyes. Her skin was red. The same devilish red skin Jamie Azarath had.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    With some effort, Alex unclenched his hand and released his grip on the brass doorknob. His heart thumping, he turned and walked back down the corridor. Coming to the living room, he stood by the door.  
 
    “Was that the ambulance?”  
 
    Feeling a little dazed, Alex leaned against the door frame. He blinked twice. “What’s your name?”  
 
    “Lucy Lust… was that the ambulance?”  
 
    “That’s your real name?”  
 
    The blonde hooker, apparently named Lucy Lust, frowned. “You got a problem with it?” 
 
    Alex shook his head. He did not have a problem with it. He did have many other problems though. His gaze flickered to the body of his dad. Still blue and still dead. “There’s a woman at the door. She’s red…”  
 
    Lucy’s eyes narrowed. “She’s what?”  
 
    “Red. Her skin, it's all red. Sort of like the devil really… I’m beginning to fear my dad might have been telling the truth.”   
 
    “You’re weird,” Lucy told him.  
 
    Still naked, her bare breasts brushed against his shoulder as she walked past him and marched down the corridor. A small voice inside Alex told him to grab hold of her, to stop her going to the front door. There was a red woman there. A demon? The woman was a demon, wasn’t she? Jamie was one too. They existed, as did angels. He couldn’t deny what he’d seen with his own eyes.  
 
    If demons and angels existed, did that mean his dad had told the truth? Had Andrew really made a deal with the devil? What deal had he made? She said she’d take good care for you… she’s coming for you too… Alex shuddered. That didn’t sound good.   
 
    “...holy fuck… she does have red skin!”  
 
    Alex turned his head to look down the corridor. “You can… you can see her red skin?”  
 
    Lucy glanced back at him. The colour had left her face. She nodded before swallowing uncomfortably. “She looks like the fucking devil.”   
 
    “Oh, thank god,” Alex muttered. “I thought I was going crazy.”  
 
    Lucy stared at him with wide eyes. She shook her head. “We’ll have that conversation another time,” she muttered as she hurried towards him. “What is she doing here?” Lucy hissed. “Is she the devil? Is she here to collect your soul?”  
 
    “My- what? Why would you say that?”  
 
    “What else could it be? Your shitty dad said he sold your soul to the devil!”  
 
    She had a point. One Alex hadn’t considered. But now that he thought about it, what else could it be? His dad had sold his soul to the devil. And now the devil was here to collect it. It all made sense.  
 
    Did it?  
 
    There was still a part of Alex that didn’t believe any of this to be true. This had to be a dream, right? He was tempted to slap himself, but… Did that ever work? Had anyone ever actually woken up from a dream by slapping themselves? And if they didn’t wake up, then the dream continued, so how did that work? Could you still be in a dream if you knew it was a dream?  
 
    “Hello?” Lucy waved a hand before his eyes. “You look like you’re having a stroke.”  
 
    “I’m not having a stroke,” Alex muttered. “I was just wondering if I should slap myself.”  
 
    “You think it’s a dream? Shall I hit you?”  
 
    Lucy said the words far too eagerly. Which Alex felt was a little uncalled for. She barely knew him. Why did she want to hit him? Not the time to be offended, a voice in his head screamed at him. If the devil really had come to collect his soul, this was most definitely not good for him.  
 
    “We need to get out of here,” Alex said.  
 
    “I’m inclined to agree with you,” Lucy muttered. “Let me get dressed.”  
 
    She walked back into the living room and towards the corner in the boxed space between the two sofas. She reached down and grabbed her clothes and a Gucci bag. Alex turned away as she began to get dressed. A strange thing really. He was looking away now that she was putting clothes on. 
 
    Once dressed, Lucy came to stand before him. She was wearing a short black leather skirt, a white crop top with her midriff exposed, and a leather jacket. The skirt was so short, Alex was sure the slightest movement and her panties would be visible for all to see… if she was wearing any, of course.   
 
    “High heels?” Alex asked. 
 
    “Yes, high heels,” Lucy snapped. “I’m sorry I didn’t come prepared to run away from the fucking devil, but that’s all I have.”  
 
    “You could wear my dad’s shoes?” Alex suggested helpfully.  
 
    “I am not wearing your disgusting dad’s-” 
 
    The doorbell rang once more. It sounded different this time, as if it were impatient, as if it were tired of waiting. Alex stepped out into the corridor and ran the other way. Once in the kitchen, he paused, glancing around.  
 
    “Your dad is a slob,” Lucy observed.  
 
    She was not wrong. The bin in the corner wasn’t just overflowing, it was surrounded by enough garbage to fill another three bins. Dishes piled in the sink and takeaway bags crowded the kitchen table. Ignoring the mess, Alex pulled open the draws one after the other, searching frantically.  
 
    “What are you doing?”  
 
    “Looking for a weapon,” Alex said just as he spotted the wooden knife block beside the sink. It was partially covered by a Nando’s bag. He knew it wasn’t going to be great when he had to hold the knife block down while he pulled out the first knife. It was rusty and completely blunt.  
 
    “I’ve got a knife,” Lucy said. “Let’s go.”  
 
    He turned to see her holding a dagger that looked like it came out from a Rambo movie. “You just carry that with you then?”  
 
    “Course I do. I’m a prostitute, Alex. Do you know how many weird fuckers I meet on a regular basis?” 
 
    It was a fair point, Alex supposed. He imagined he would do the same were he in a similar line of work. Lucy held the blade out for him to take, but as Alex reached for it, her hand dropped, and she stared at him with suspicious eyes.  
 
    “What?”  
 
    “Do you know how to use it?”  
 
    “The knife?” Alex asked. “It’s not fucking rocket science,” he muttered.  
 
    Lucy opened her mouth, possible to argue otherwise. But she was interrupted by the loud thud. It sounded like the front door had just been blown off its hinges. Which was exactly what had happened. They both dashed towards the kitchen door. Alex got there first. He pulled at the handle. It was locked. Deciding there wasn’t enough time to look for the key, he took a step back and slammed his shoulder into the top glass.  
 
    “Fuck,” Alex cursed. “That really fucking hurt.”  
 
    Worst of all, there was just a single crack on the glass to show for his efforts. Bracing himself, Alex was about to charge into it once more when Lucy tapped him on the shoulder. She was pointing at the door that led into the kitchen from the corridor.  
 
    The demon with the red skin stood buy the door.  
 
    Her skin was red but a shade lighter than Jamie’s. She was six and a half foot tall and dressed like a hot secretary - black skirt, silky white shirt, black sunglasses, long brown hair. He almost wasn’t afraid.  
 
    She removed her sunglasses. As they came off her eyes, they vanished into thin air. She had black eyes that seemed to stare past his flesh and into his soul.  
 
    “Alex, I’m here to collect your soul.”  
 
    There was a squeak to his left. It came from Lucy. Alex wanted to laugh, not because it was funny, but because she was right. Apparently, his dad really had sold his soul to the devil. And then he realised he couldn’t laugh. He couldn’t move either. His entire body was rooted to the spot, frozen stiff.  
 
    “Come,” the red-skinned devil woman said.  
 
    She turned and walked out of the kitchen. From the corner of his eyes, he could see Lucy waving at him. Clearly, she wasn’t petrified.  
 
    His legs suddenly began to move. Alex wanted to scream in fear. He didn’t want his legs to move. But he couldn’t scream. Was he under a spell? Had the devil woman taken control of his body?  
 
    He made it to the living room door when he felt it. A sudden surge of heat appeared within his chest before rapidly spreading outwards.  
 
    “Run, Alex.”  
 
    Alex turned his head to look back at Lucy. “Did you tell me to run?”  
 
    She shook her head. “But I think you should,” she hissed. “That woman said she’s here to collect your soul… why are you following her?”  
 
    “I had to follow-” 
 
    Alex stopped as he realised that not only could he talk, he could move too. He didn’t know where the voice that told him to run had come from, but he was going to listen to it. The devil woman had reached the front door. She had her back towards him. 
 
    Alex darted the opposite way.  
 
    He made it to the locked kitchen door when he felt it surround him. It was like being in the centre of an invisible mini-tornado. Alex knew it was there. This powerful air rotating around him, waiting for him to reach for the door, waiting to snap off his arm if it dared.  
 
    “That’s never happened before,” the devil woman said. “Turn,” she commanded. 
 
    Alex tried to resist. The invisible tornado that previously surrounded him, it now pressed against his body like a densely packed pocket of air. That air was forcing him to turn. The little particles of air pushed and pulled simultaneously at his body. 
 
    Alex came face to face with the devil woman once more. Once more he was taken aback by her presence. Tall and powerfully built like an imagined Amazonian, she was beautiful and frightening in equal measure.  
 
    She reached a hand out with a finger extended. The nail was painted black. She brushed the tip down the side of his face and moved closer to him. Her large breasts were level with his face. “You’re surprisingly strong for such a scrawny body.”  
 
    “Thanks,” Alex mumbled. He stared up at her eyes, so black and so deep. “You’re uh… you’re not bad yourself. Love what you’re doing with the… what are you doing? Why can’t I move?”  
 
    “When I tell a human to follow me, they follow.” Her hand moved to his chest. Her nails tore through his t-shirt and dug into his flesh. “You did not.” She leaned in, her lips at his ears. “Tell me, is he inside you? Is he back once more?”  
 
    “I-I don’t k-know what you’re talking a-about,” Alex stammered.  
 
    The devil woman inhaled deeply, as if taking in his scent, as if trying to sniff out this someone that might be inside him. Apparently unsatisfied, she stepped back. Her hand was no longer on his chest. The pocket of air that surrounded him also vanished. It caused Alex to hit the ground hard.  
 
    He remained there on the ground and leaned against the kitchen door. He’d banged his head during his fall. His head throbbed. Lucy stood silently with her back pressed against the kitchen sink. He could feel her eyes going from him to the devil woman.  
 
    Alex only had eyes for the devil woman. For some unknown reason, she was taking her clothes off.  
 
    “What… what are you doing?” Alex asked, half troubled and half turned on as the devil woman’s skirt dangled by her ankles. She kicked it off, along with her red high heels. It was the shirt that followed next.  
 
    Her underwear was like nothing Alex had ever seen before. Her bra and panties were both made of a silver mesh. He could see her nipples and the dark line that resembled the slit of her vagina. 
 
     “Get up. We’re going to battle,” the devil woman announced.  
 
    It was then did Alex understand that her underwear was in fact made of chainmail. He couldn’t see how it was effective as it left large parts of her body, in fact most of it, uncovered. It was probably uncomfortable as hell too. Though, as she stood towering over him, she didn’t seem that uncomfortable. She held her arms out, and like something out of an X-Men movie, her nails began to extend. The tips were now razor-sharp.  
 
    “Uh, how about we don’t battle?” Alex asked. He scrambled to his feet. His back was pressed against the kitchen door. He felt for the handle and tried it once more. Yup. It was still locked. “I don’t really want to hit a lady. I’m kinda chivalrous like that…” he flashed her a smile. 
 
    The devil woman looked back at him much like a hungry animal did at potential food. She was going to devour him and not in a good way.  
 
    She charged at him; her shoulder slammed into his stomach. There was one positive to this. The kitchen door was no longer blocking his exit. It had broken off. Alex groaned as he rolled off the door and right into the overgrown weed in the back garden.  
 
    Alex tried to climb to his feet but stumbled and landed flat on his face. His insides felt like they’d been trampled on by an elephant. He didn’t get a moment's respite. The devil woman grabbed him by the hair and lifted him up. She dangled him a foot off the ground and sniffed him once more.  
 
    “Is he in there?”  
 
    Alex didn’t know what she was talking about, but he didn’t care either. Being dangled by his hair, his head felt like it was going to explode. He slashed wildly with his hands and feet, kicking, punching and even scratching at her. It was all to no effect. She was like a brick wall.  
 
    “Let go, you crazy bitch!” Alex yelled. “There’s nothing inside me!”  
 
    The devil woman stared at him for a long moment. Finally, she let go off his hair. Although it was only a foot drop, Alex hit the ground like he’d fallen off the roof. The devil woman turned and walked back into the kitchen. She was in the corridor when, without turning back, she spoke.  
 
    “Follow me, Alex.”  
 
    This time, Alex didn’t feel his body compiling without his will. No, despite how much he wanted to run away, he knew it would be unwise. His best chance of getting hurt the least was to follow this violent devil woman.        
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    There was a white limousine with black tinted windows parked outside his dad’s house. A tall man wearing a smart black suit, black gloves and a black cap stepped out to open the side door. The devil woman slid in, and as Alex followed, he caught a glance of the man’s face. It was red and his eyes were balls of black.  
 
    Inside the limousine the seats were of red leather and took up most of the space in an L shape. There was a drinks cabinet, the wood a rich mahogany. The tinted window at the other end slid down.  
 
    “Where too, mistress?” the driver asked, his voice husky.  
 
    “Rubrus Domus Satanas. It’s time for Alex to meet the devil.”  
 
    The limousine set off. Alex stared at the woman, the one he’d previously thought to be the devil. “You’re not the devil?”  
 
    “No,” came the one-word answer.  
 
    “So… who or what are you?”  
 
    “I’m Scarlett. I’m a demon in servitude of the devil. You’ll meet her soon enough.”  
 
    “The devil’s a woman?”  
 
    It was the first time he’d seen Scarlett smile. She had beautiful white teeth. Nothing at all like the monstrous set Jamie had. In fact, Scarlett looked very human. Just an exceptionally tall one with light red skin and black eyes. She was still wearing her chainmail bra and panties when she raised her legs and rested her feet on his lap.  
 
    “Massage them,” Scarlett said. 
 
    She leant back and closed her eyes.  
 
    Alex got the impression that even if she weren’t the devil herself, Scarlett was not a demon to be disobeyed. He started to massage her feet. After awkwardly poking and prodding them at first, his hands settled into a steady rhythm as his mind began to wonder.  
 
    This was real, wasn’t it?  
 
    He was trapped inside a limousine massaging the feet of a demon who was taking him to meet the devil. The devil who apparently was a woman.  
 
    His dad was dead…  
 
    Alex didn’t know how he felt about that. He wasn’t sad. At least not yet. He wondered if he would ever be sad. The image of his dad sitting on the carpet on the living room floor, his back slumped against the sofa, his eyes and mouth both wide open, Andrew had been terrified in death. Possibly terrified to death.  
 
    Alex didn’t know what his dad experienced, what he felt in those final moments as he struggled to breath, as his skin turned blue. What he did know though was that his dad had lived a pretty sad life. Drugs, drink, prostitutes… it never seemed to bring him any joy. He was either angry, depressed or drunk. Now he was gone and there wasn’t a single person left behind to mourn him.  
 
    The bright lights of the city dazzled through the tinted windows of the limousine. Alex only realised nigh had fallen. He looked out through the window as London city passed by. Towers of glass stood next to much older grandeur buildings of Portland stone. The lights in the shop windows blinked as pedestrians, filling the wide pavements, milled about. The atmosphere seemed relaxed. It probably was, too. Alex supposed that was life, completely ordinary for most while for him…  
 
    His hands continued to work on Scarlett’s feet. She still rested; her eyes closed. This woman wasn’t the devil. She was going to take him to meet her. If one of the devil’s demons was this scary, what would it be like coming face to face with the actual devil? 
 
    The limousine turned off the main street. It ambled down a narrow alley, the bright lights and crowds gone. There was no footpath here, only brickwork and stone masonry. To the left, there was an indent in the brickwork. The vacated space was taken by four large green metal bins. A small service door opened. A man in uniform stepped out, a large black bin bag in hand, he dumped it into one of the bins before disappearing.  
 
    The limousine pulled over on the right. The glass window slid down; the driver looked back. “We’re here, mistress,” he said, his voice deep and husky, animalistic.    
 
    Scarlett stepped out, and Alex followed. His legs wobbled and his body ached. He had small cuts on his back and arms. His chest bore the marks of Scarlett’s claws. Not for the first time today, he seemed to have gotten off lightly. That angel or Scarlett, both could have left him severely crippled or dead.  
 
    The alleyway he stood in was ordinary for the most part. It was large enough for a single vehicle to pass. The buildings on both sides were five or six floors tall. Large glass windows dotted the walls. Light shone out of some. Further down were more service entrances. The doors were metallic and painted green or black.  
 
    A fairly ordinary alleyway in London.  
 
    Except for the building that stood right before him.   
 
    Made of a red stone seen more commonly in Asia, it rose into the sky and disappeared into the dark clouds that swirled around it. Large black stone steps stretched across the front. They led up to an iconic column made of white stone that reflected spectacularly off the black steps. On the pediment, set against the white stone was the face of a woman. Her hair was red, her eyes were yellow and two small black horns protruded from the tanned skin on her forehead. Was that the devil? She looked almost human… 
 
    Scarlett stood on the black steps and held her arms out. “Welcome to the Rubrus Domus Satanas.” 
 
    Alex stared at her, eyes wide. Of the three words, one sounded distinctly like Satan. His dad had mentioned something about the devil… Alex hadn’t really connected that to be Satan himself.   
 
    “The Red House of Satan, you uncultured swine,” Scarlett growled.  
 
    “Uncultured swine? Are you flirting with me?” Alex asked, grinning.  
 
    “When the devil rips your soul out, it’s going to hurt so much,” Scarlett responded, a satisfied smile on her lips.  
 
    “Sounds kinky,” came Alex’s response.  
 
    It was only as Scarlett grabbed him by the arm and dragged him up the steps did he wonder what that meant, about the devil ripping his soul out. It didn’t sound kinky at all. It sounded bloody painful. Scarlett still dragging him by the arm, they’d walked under the enormous columns and were at the large revolving glass doors that led into the Red House of Satan.  
 
    Satan was going to rip his soul out.  
 
    You couldn’t live without your soul, could you? Was he being dragged to his death?  
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    The ground floor of the Rubrum Domus Satanas looked very much like the modern lobby of a hotel or office building. With a few old-fashioned touches. The flooring was a rough Redstone granite and the walls were fieldstone red. Silver sconces were screwed onto the walls. Black torches rested on them and burnt a dark red fire. The lobby was large, spacious, but it was lit a dim red.  
 
    To the left, pressed against the fieldstone wall was a dark mahogany desk. A woman with black hair and pale skin sat staring at the computer. She wore a white blouse that seemed to glow. To the right, arranged in squares were four separate areas of dark settees and low tables. Above them was a golden chandelier with candles burning the darkened red flame.  
 
    In the centre, directly opposite the revolving doors was a wide staircase that led up. The steps made of the same Blackstone.  
 
    “Follow me,” Scarlett said.  
 
    She finally released her grip on him and took long strides towards the staircase. Alex wanted to rub his arm to spread the pain but he felt this compulsion to obey her. He felt like a passenger as his body began to move, as it obeyed her command. He came up next to Scarlett and climbed the black stone steps.  
 
    The staircase led to a lobby with six elevators on each side. At the end was another single elevator. Unlike the others with their black doors, the elevator at the end was made of pure gold. It was towards that door that Scarlett walked. 
 
    She pressed the button to call the elevator. It opened instantly and completely silently, as if operated by something other than human machinery. 
 
    The dark theme continued inside the elevator. The space was lit by dark red lighting emanating from the ceiling. Alex stood with his back to the mirror. His hands held the bar that stretched across it. Scarlett pressed the button for the hundredth floor. The doors closed silently; the elevator began to rise.  
 
    And then it happened.  
 
    “You need to get out.”  
 
    Alex’s head whirled around. There was no one else in the elevator but himself and Scarlett. So, who had said that? The voice was rough and manly.  
 
    “I’m in your head, dipshit,” the voice said. “If you don’t escape, these whores are going to really hurt you.”  
 
    Whores?  
 
    “Yes. They’re fucking whores. Look at the way that one is dressed. She’s wearing a mini dress, but made from chainmail. You can see everything. Not that I’m complaining… Or that there’s anything wrong with whores…” the voice lost some of its roughness as it began to wander. “Point is, we gotta get out of here!”  
 
    “We?” Alex wondered. “Who’s we? Who are you? How’d you get in my head?”  
 
    “I’m just going to answer one of those questions because… the rest of them are fucking stupid. Listen carefully, boy. I’m your only chance of survival. Once this elevator reaches the top, you know what happens? They rip your fucking soul out. And then you die. You want to die?”  
 
    “...no,” Alex said hesitantly.  
 
    “Good. Let’s get the fuck out of here. We’re going to change the world, buddy. You and I.”  
 
    It was odd having a voice in his head. It wasn’t like talking to yourself, or thinking even. No, this voice actually had a voice. It was loud noise in his head. Alex should have freaked out. But apparently, he was out of freaking outs for the day. 
 
    His dad had predicted his own death, he’d been attacked by angels and demons and now he was on his way to meet the actual devil who was going to rip his soul out. Alex was done with freaking out. He was done with the day.  
 
    He was exhausted. He slumped against the mirrored wall of the elevator. His chest began to thump as he hyperventilated. 
 
    “Relax dude. I’m on your side,” the voice said, “I’m going to save you. You’ll be fine, Calm the fuck down, fuckwit. Press any button on the elevator. You can’t go to the hundredth floor. You can’t meet the devil. Are you listening to me, fuckwit?”  
 
    The voice alternated between calm and soothing, to angry shouting and cursing. It wasn’t a great pep talk. But in the end, Alex didn’t need a pep talk from the voice in his head. Scarlett had given him one earlier. When she mentioned how his soul was going to be ripped out.  
 
    He was about to reach for one of floor buttons and bring the elevator to a quick stop when he remembered why he hadn’t tried to escape earlier.  
 
    “Scarlett will just capture me,” he said. What he didn’t add was that after capturing him, she’d probably hurt him some.  
 
    “Don’t worry about the bitch,” the voice replied. “I’ve handled much worse than her. Even trapped in this disgusting body of yours, I can handle the devil’s whores, no problem.”   
 
    Alex decided he wasn’t a great fan of the voice in his head. The guy, and it was definitely a guy voice, sounded like a complete douchebag. It was like a terrible character from an American gangster movie about Italians. But Alex decided he didn’t have much to lose. Whether he stayed in the elevator or tried to escape, the worst-case scenario was that his soul was going to be ripped out, right?  
 
    He had nothing to lose.  
 
    Soul ripped out… what the fuck did that even mean? He let out an involuntary laugh. Scarlett glanced back, that pretty symmetrical face stared down at him. Alex sealed his lips, and tried to look innocent, which did nothing but raise her suspicions. 
 
    “Was that a laugh?” Scarlett asked, eyes narrow.  
 
    “I… remembered something funny. My cat… it ate its… food,” Alex swallowed nervously. Lying was not his forte, it turned out. “You had to be there,” he added.  
 
    “You don’t have a cat.”  
 
    “How do you know that?” Alex asked, surprised. 
 
    “You are the worst liar in the fucking world. Ever. Fuck me man, you’re so bad at lying… you’re just fucking awful. Fuck. Seriously,” the voice ranted. “Any who, press the button. Stop the elevator!”  
 
    With Scarlett staring at him with her black eyes, eyes that seemed to stare into his soul, to see his lies, possibly even read his mind, Alex decided to take a leap of faith. Literally. Without looking at the panel, he leapt in its direction with his hand extended. He pressed a whole bunch of buttons before he hit the ground by Scarlett’s feet.  
 
    From the ground up, Scarlett’s true size and beauty was really appreciable. Her legs just seemed to stretch forever. Her ass was curved to perfection. Her tits were magnificent.    
 
    “What exactly do you think you’re doing?”  
 
    “Admiring your beauty?” Alex responded. He gave her a smile whilst silently praying he managed to press a floor number the elevator hadn’t passed.  
 
    There was a single beep. The silent elevator noiselessly stopped. The doors slid open. Alex looked out.  
 
    “Run, bitch!”  
 
    That was a good plan. Alex jumped to his feet and made a dash for it. He got one foot out of the elevator before Scarlett grabbed him by the collar of his t-shirt. 
 
    It was a firm grip.  
 
    “Fuck…” Alex muttered.  
 
    She pulled back. His feet came off the ground as he was flung backwards. His head smashed into the mirror at the back of the elevator. The small of his neck hit the bar that stretched across it as he slid down.  
 
    Once more on the floor, Alex looked up as Scarlett towered over him. “I could squish you like a bug.”  
 
    “But you’re not going to, right?”  
 
    “I haven’t decided yet. My mistress seems to think you have potential. But I don’t see it.”  
 
    Potential? Alex was confused. Weren’t they planning on ripping his soul out? He was about to ask the question when he felt this sudden surge of heat. It was like a ball of fire in the centre of his chest. It spread quickly across his body. His aches and pains vanished. Alex felt great. He felt strong and powerful. It was as if his body had just been charged to the max.  
 
    “Let's show this bitch who the boss is,” the voice said.    
 
    Alex was game for that. Like a superhero, he pushed down with his arms. The strength in them incredibly, he shot up to his feet. Scarlett noticed the change in him. She took a wary step back, as if sizing him up.  
 
    Which she did very quickly.  
 
    She charged at him. Her hand grabbed him by the throat, her body slammed into his and squished him against the mirror. Alex grabbed her hand. The fire pulsating through his veins, he pulled her hand away from his throat.  
 
    “Headbutt her. Headbutt the bitch!”  
 
    Alex slammed his head forward. Scarlett being taller than him, he smashed her nose, then pushed her out of the way. Once out of the elevator, he turned to look back at her. There was a little blood on her nose.  
 
    She wiped it away and smiled. “He’s back, isn’t he?”  
 
    “Something isn’t right, Alex. Run!” the voice said.  
 
    Alex didn’t need much encouraging. Scarlett seemed to know who was inside him, and she wasn’t one bit afraid. He turned and running to the end of the lobby, he darted down the stairs.    
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Alex ran down seven flights of stairs before the voice in his head told him to stop. Alex did stop, but it wasn’t because of exhaustion. The heat and the burning energy inside him had vanished, but Alex still felt great. He could run another seven flights without breaking sweat.  
 
    “You’d have to run another fifty flights of steps before we make it to the ground floor. And once you’re down there, you can bet your ass that demon bitch will be waiting for you.”  
 
    “She can teleport?” Alex thought.  
 
    “No, dumbass. She’s going to take the elevator down.”  
 
    Alex felt stupid. The voice in his head was right. There was a slim chance he could just walk out the front door. If Scarlett wasn’t down there herself, surely she would have raised the alarm. The lobby could be swarming with guards. And in a place like this, the Red House of Satan… Alex imagined tall red demons with black horns and fiery tridents.  
 
    “We need to find a place to hide for now… Something isn’t right,” the voice muttered.  
 
    The voice had said as much before, that something wasn’t right. At the time Alex thought it might have something to do with Scarlett. He was beginning to think it might be something else now.  
 
    From the stairs, Alex walked onto the lobby. The layout of the place didn’t seem too complicated. Leading on from the elevators was a long corridor. The walls were made of the same red sandstone. It was dimly lit by flaming torches of dark red fire. The doors along the corridor were grand and tall with intricate curves along the border. the wood was dark, each had brass door knobs.    
 
    The first four doors Alex tried were locked. The corridor split at the end, going both left and right. He turned right, and the third door he tried led into a bedroom. 
 
    In the centre was a large oak-wood bed with white pillows and bedsheets. To the left of the room was a wardrobe and to the right, a dressing table with a gold framed mirror and a wooden stool with a red cushion. The room looked tidy and unused. It wasn’t just the room. It struck Alex how the entire floor seemed to be like that. Clean, dustless, but empty.  
 
    “Is this a good place to hide?” Alex asked.   
 
    “You don’t have to say it out loud,” the voice replied. “You just need to think it. And yes, this is a good place as any. I could do with a rest.”  
 
    Alex stared at the bed. “I’m not going to sleep!”  
 
    “You’re exhausted.” 
 
    “No I’m-” Alex stopped.  
 
    The voice was right. He suddenly felt exhausted. So much so, he slumped against the door and yawned loudly. But as tired as he was, he hadn’t completely lost his senses. He wasn’t going to sleep in a comfortable bed in the house of Satan like a dim-witted Goldilocks.  
 
    “Goldilocks?”    
 
    Alex’s eyes widened in alarm. “You can hear my thoughts?”  
 
    “Yes, idiot. I’m in your head.”  
 
    Alex’s lips tightened. This was not cool. “How do I get you out?”  
 
    “It doesn’t work like that. If it did, I’d be out of here long ago. You’re like the worst body I have inherited since the history of humanity. I mean, bloody hell, you’re such a complete loser.” 
 
    “Fuck off,” Alex muttered.  
 
    “Virgin,” came the response.   
 
     He could almost feel the voice in his head smirking. Alex didn’t care that he was a virgin at twenty-one. Sure, he would rather not be one, but he didn’t mope about it. He’d had a tough upbringing and all the confidence issues that came with it.  
 
    “Whatever, loser.”  
 
    Alex’s brows furrowed. “What the hell are you, and why’re you in my head?”  
 
    “I’m the saviour of this world, Alex. The saviour of humanity. With me inside you, we’re going to fuck over those angels and demons. And while we’re at it, even stop you being this sad pathetic mopey bastard. Play your cards right and maybe I’ll help you lose your virginity.”  
 
    Alex opened his mouth to tell the thing to fuck off. But then, he felt the brass door knob that was pressed against his back begin to turn. Someone was coming into the room.  
 
    “Hide!”  
 
    Alex didn’t need telling twice. He leapt onto the bed and rolled off it. Hitting the hard floor, he cowered against the bed, keeping his body low. An awful hiding place. He should have gone for the wardrobe, but he’d panicked and it was too late now.  
 
    Alex’s heart pounded hard in his chest. Despite the sound filling his eardrums, he heard the door open. Footsteps followed. Then there was complete silence.  
 
    “Your hair is sticking out,” a calm voice said. It was a girl’s voice.  
 
    “You are easily the dumbest mother fucker,” the voice groaned.  
 
    Alex cursed himself mentally. He climbed to his feet and brushed down his shoulder length and somewhat messy hair. At the other end of the bed stood the most beautiful woman he had ever seen. If he didn’t know angels had wings, he would have assumed she was one.  
 
    She had short black hair, piercing blue eyes and pale skin that glowed. Not like the douchebag angel’s skin, but not far off either. She was tall too, over six feet. Her eyes narrowed as they stared at him.  
 
    “You look very much like a human.”  
 
    So did she. She didn’t have the red skin of demons, nor the wings of angels. A model. Victoria’s Secret, but prettier, healthier and… just perfect really.  
 
    “Is she on our side? Can I trust her?” Alex thought.  
 
    There was no response from the voice in his head. Just silence. Trust him to fucking disappear when he’s actually needed, Alex thought. He decided she could be trusted. She was a human, and… she gave off good vibes, which he knew wasn’t something he should be considering when making life or death decisions but… 
 
    He jumped over the bed and came to stand before her. Somehow, she was even prettier close up. “You gotta help me,” Alex pleaded. “There are these- I don’t really know how to explain it. I think they’re demons. And there might be a devil too. They want to rip my soul out.”  
 
    The girl stared at him curiously, the corner of her lips twitched. “Is this a joke of some sort?”  
 
    Alex shook his head frantically. “Not joking, I promise.”  
 
    The girl glanced back at the door, as if hearing something. A moment later, and Alex heard them too. Footsteps… She turned and walked towards the door. Her body covered the gap and she poked her head out into the corridor. There was someone there. They exchanged whispered words.  
 
    Alex couldn’t hear what they were saying, nor could he see the other person. But he could see her. She was wearing a short silky chocolate-coloured backless dress. It was split along the sides, exposing her thighs, but hugging her curvy bottom. She was unreal, like every pervert’s wet dream…  
 
    She closed the door and turned. “They’re looking for you,” she told him. “What did you do?”  
 
    “Nothing,” Alex said. “I didn’t do anything.”  
 
    She strode towards him. “You can tell me,” she said, her voice sultry.  
 
    Alex took a step back. The back of his knee hit the edge of the bed and he fell on it clumsily as his hands flapped about. The girl didn’t hesitate in climbing the bed. Her short dress rose up her thighs as she parted her legs and sat on his hip.  
 
    “You can’t go back on your deal with the devil,” she said. Her voice still sultry, she lowered her chest and brought her face close to his. Her dress’s plunging neckline struggled to contain her full breasts.    
 
    “I didn’t make any deal with the devil,” Alex mumbled, trying his best to maintain eye contact.  
 
    “It’s not so bad having your soul taken,” the woman continued as if he hadn’t spoken at all. Her hips slowly rubbed against his pelvis as her breasts brushed against his t-shirt. “I really want to see what you’ll look like once you’ve gone through the change,” she whispered in his ear. 
 
    As her face moved in front of his, her lips only inches away, Alex forgot all about the devil that was to tear his soul out. He forgot about Scarlett and the danger his life was in. There was only one thing on his mind. The girl that rested her body on top of his. She had an intoxicating scent, her lips hovering above his, Alex wanted to taste her, wanted to hold her tight and kiss her.  
 
    The thin shoulder straps of her dress slid down her arms. She was braless underneath, and her perfect breasts spilled out. She adjusted herself and pulled her dress down to her waist before she lowered herself once more. Her small perky nipples brushed against his cheeks. Alex opened his mouth and took the left nipple, sucking on it gently, he breathed deeply his eyes closed. 
 
    She ran her fingers through his hair, he let go of her nipple as her body slid down. Her lips pressed against his. Their tongues met. It was Alex’s first kiss. She tasted like strawberries. She was soft, gentle, intoxicating.  
 
    His hands grabbed her by the waist, then moved down to her hips. He tugged at her dress, trying to pull it away. So into the moment was he that he did not hear the door open. He did not hear the footsteps entering the room.  
 
    The girl suddenly pulled back, her body still resting on him, she stared down at him with her piercing blue eyes. “We can continue this after,” she whispered.  
 
    She rolled off him and lay on her back. Her shoulder rubbed against his. No longer blocking his view, Alex stared at the door and the angry red woman that stood there. 
 
    He’d been betrayed by the woman beside him.   
 
    “Sup,” he nodded at Scarlett.  
 
    “I’m going to hurt you,” she growled.  
 
    Scarlett moved aside and two men stepped into the room. Both of them were human looking but tall and beautiful. They were like male versions of the girl he’d just been kissing. They grabbed him by the arm and easily hoisted him to his feet. Alex didn’t even bother trying to resist. Without the voice in his head, he didn’t stand a chance.  
 
    And the voice in his head was gone, wasn’t it? He couldn’t feel it’s presence.   
 
    “Hello?” Alex thought.  
 
    Yup - no response.  
 
    The girl lying on the bed gave him a wave. Smiling, she looked both angelic and cute. “You can’t go back on your deal with the devil.”  
 
    “I didn’t make a deal with the fucking devil,” Alex muttered as they dragged him out of the room and down the dimly lit corridor.  
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    Alex was back in the elevator with the golden doors. The small of his back was pressed against the metal bar that stretched from wall to wall. The two men stood on either side of him, stilling holding him firmly by the arms. Both guys were above six foot five, and with Scarlett an inch or two taller than them, Alex was feeling a little inadequate. 
 
    On the elevator panel the number one-hundred button lit up. The elevator came to a silent stop. The doors parted. The two men dragged him out and into the lobby. The decor was similar here as it was on the ground floor. The walls were of red sandstone dotted with silver scones holding black torches flaming dark red flames.  
 
    At the end of the lobby was another desk of dark wood behind which sat another woman. This one had light blue skin. Beside her was a red glass door.  
 
    “I’m not going to run,” Alex promised, hoping the two dudes would let up some.  
 
    Scarlett glared back at him, her teeth set, she looked ready to eat him. Once at the red door, it slid open to reveal a dark lobby.  
 
    It was nicer here.  
 
    The floor was of dark wood with parquetted octagrams every ten feet apart. The walls were red but unlike the others, the cornice moulding contained the same octagrams. Five inches wide, they touched one another, the tips linked to create an endless chain. The torch holders rested on golden scones. The red flames burning off the torches sparkled in the reflection.   
 
    There were double doors of dark wood on either side. At the end was a staircase that disappeared into darkness. Alex had a feeling that was where he would be going, up into the darkness.  
 
    He was right.  
 
    As they brought him to the first step, the voice in his head made an unwelcome return.  
 
    “Can’t go up there,” it said.  
 
    “You’re back.”  
 
    “It’s your body, dude. It’s fucking useless. Normally by now, I’ve taken control of the host and we’re doing awesome stuff, killing demons, angels-” 
 
    “Take control?” Alex asked, alarmed. 
 
    “What?” the voice asked, it’s tone condescending. “You should be glad someone like me is trying to take control of this useless body. Seriously, ever heard of the gym. Or a vegetable?”  
 
    “I eat plenty vegetables, twat,” Alex muttered.    
 
    Scarlett, who was three steps ahead of him, stopped to look back. “What did you say?”  
 
    “...nothing.”  
 
    “He’s talking to himself,” the guy with the blonde hair said. “He’s a complete nutter. What does Satani see in him?”  
 
    Scarlett turned an insolent eye on him. “That’s none of your concern, Jose.”  
 
    Jose lowered his head deferentially. “Of course, mistress Scarlett.” 
 
    Scarlett’s black eyes returned to Alex. “You eat vegetables? That’s an odd thing to say.”  
 
    She’d heard him. “Uh, not really,” Alex said, trying to think quickly. “Just letting you know I’m health conscious. You know, if you decide to not rip my soul out? I could be useful?” 
 
    “He’s in there, isn’t he?” Scarlett’s lips spread into that beautiful but frightening grin. “I’ve never seen him this weak, this pathetic. He’ll be gone soon.” 
 
    They reached the top of the stairs. The light appeared suddenly as if a door had been opened. To the left was an open library. There were rows of shelves stacked with large leathery books. The spines showed wear and tear around the edges. In the centre of the library was a small seating area lit by a lamp with the face of a smiling demon. It looked eerily like a Halloween lantern. 
 
    Past the library was a glass greenhouse, except there wasn’t much greenery. The plants were weird and wonderful. Most were a dark red, others were yellow, some were purple, some looked like mutated cactus plants. Pretty much all of them had sharp spikes and thorns protruding out of every leaf and branch.     
 
    In the centre a few meters away from the stairs were three antique settees. The frames golden, the cushions were of leather. They were arranged around a dark wooden tea table on which rested three black cups and a golden teapot with a long-elongated spout.  
 
    Straight ahead were double doors with golden door knobs set amongst the black ink like wood. To the right were three more doors. It was the middle door towards which Jose and the other man dragged him.  
 
    The room had an old-fashioned infirmary feel to it. There was a chowki bed in the centre. Attached to each corner of the chowki were manacles. Alex was thrown at it with some force. The two men then walked out, leaving him alone with Scarlett.  
 
    “Take your clothes off.”  
 
    “Sorry?”  
 
    “Strip naked, then lie on the bed in a star shape.” Scarlett sounded bored, as if she regularly kidnapped men, then told them to strip and imprison themselves to await what would surely be torturous.   
 
    “What if I didn’t?” Alex asked. “I mean, your hot. But I’m not really into the freaky stuff, least not on a first date.”  
 
    Scarlett’s eyes bore into him. “You talk too much.”  
 
    She might have had a point. Alex’s inability to keep his mouth shut had gotten him into a fair few scraps in the past. This looked like it might be another one of those times. Scarlett walked up to him with her right hand curled into a fist. He knew what was going to happen next, but he was powerless to stop it.  
 
    He barely saw her fist, so fast did it move as it connected with his ribcage. Alex crumpled over and dropped to his knees coughing. Tears started to run down his eyes. Scarlett grabbed him by neck and easily lifted him onto the wooden bed.  
 
    Alex lay on it, his eyes blurry from the pain, he was glad for some respite. He was aware of movement around him, of his arms and legs being tugged. By the time he opened his eyes and raised his head, Scarlett had fastened the manacles to his wrists and ankles.  
 
    She stood over him and held her hands out. Sharp claws extended from her nails. “I did ask you to strip,” her voice was strangely diplomatic. “If I cut you, you only have yourself to blame.”  
 
    “I don’t think that’s how it works,” Alex told her as he struggled against his bonds.  
 
    “You’re a loser,” the voice made an unwelcome return.  
 
    Alex stopped struggling, annoyed by its return. “You want to help? Cuz if you can’t, I’d appreciate it greatly if you fucked off?” 
 
    “Oooh look at you all swearing and stuff,” the voice said. “You can’t win without me and I can’t seem to take control of your stupid body. You might as well give up and let the end come. You’ve lived a good life, haven’t you?”  
 
    “No… I haven’t lived a good life!”  
 
    “Yeah, that’s right,” the voice chuckled. “You’re going to die a virgin, dickweed.” 
 
    Alex didn’t get to continue his shitty conversation with the voice in his head. His attention was taken completely by Scarlett and her claws. She slashed at his chest, and Alex screamed.  
 
    Scarlett pulled his torn t-shirt off, leaving his chest exposed. “You are such a pussy,” she muttered. 
 
    Alex stopped screaming and raised his head. There were no cuts or blood. His heart still thumping, he let out a nervous laugh. Scarlett had torn his t-shirt with impossible precision. She placed a hand on his waist. Her nails dug into his jeans. The sharp tips poked at his skin. 
 
    “Don’t worry,” she told him. “I’ve seen it all.”  
 
    “I’m actually okay down there,” Alex grumbled.  
 
    Scarlett chuckled. “We’ll see.” 
 
    She tore his jeans and boxers off without drawing blood, without breaking his skin. Alex was completely naked now and very conscious of his body. Thankfully, the room wasn’t cold.    
 
    “It’s not bad,” Scarlett admitted reluctantly. Her claws retracted; she grabbed his cock and tugged on it. “This will be interesting.”  
 
    “Interesting how?” Alex asked, swallowing nervously.  
 
    Scarlett gave her signature smile. Evil and sexy at the same time. His cock gripped firmly in her hand, she reminded him of a dominatrix. Not that he’d ever actually met one before… She leaned forward, her lips at his ears, she was about to whisper something in his ear when the door opened and in walked another woman.  
 
    She had wavy red hair, fair skin, red lips and red eyes. She wore a grey short-sleeved mini dress with buttons running down the centre. Standing at just under six feet, she almost looked human. 
 
    But Alex knew she wasn’t, and not just on account of the two small black horns sticking out of her forehead. Like Scarlett, she was beautiful, but there was more to this woman. She had an aura about her, one that made him want to both run away in fear and crawl towards her in devotion.  
 
    “Hello,” she smiled, slashing perfect white human teeth. “I’m the devil.” 
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    The devil rested her bottom on the chowki a few inches away from Alex’s head. She stared down at him with her red eyes. They had an intensity about them. It was like being forced to stare at the sun. His head began to ache but he continued to stare.  
 
    The devil raised her hand. Her fingers raked through his hair. The touch was gentle, but Alex squirmed. It was like the tip of her fingers were electric.  
 
    “I remember when you were just a baby.” Her voice was so soft, so alluring. “You were so cute. You had this glow about you.”  
 
    Her eyes trawled down his body, taking in his naked form, she broke eye contact. Alex suddenly felt free. His chest began to rise and fall rapidly as his head felt like it was going to explode. Like a crazed animal, he struggled against his restraints.  
 
    But it was no use.  
 
    He was bound tightly, the manacles sturdy. As his breathing calmed and his headache lessened, he stopped struggling. His wrists and ankles were hurting, anyway. He became aware of the devil watching him. Her red eyes no longer seemed focussed onto his. 
 
    “I’m Satani,” she said.  
 
    “Like… Satan, but the girl version?”  
 
    She frowned. Much like a normal annoyed girl. “No. Satani as in Satani. I am not the girl version of anything.”  
 
    “Shall I kill him, mistress?” Scarlett ventured, hope in her voice.  
 
    Satani ignored her, and for that, Alex was damned grateful. Maybe he wouldn’t die here tonight. That would be something.  
 
    Satani flipped her red hair to one side. She looked very human doing that. Alex appreciated how beautiful she was, how perfect her face was. The red eyes even seemed kind.   
 
    “Are you going to kill me?” Alex asked.  
 
    Satani’s frown deepened as she turned to Scarlett. “Have you been frightening my pets again?”  
 
    “No mistress,” Scarlett said, her voice no longer commanding, but demure. “I simply warned him not to escape.”  
 
    She did more than that, Alex thought.  
 
    “You tried to escape? Why?” Satani seemed genuinely confused. 
 
    Alex exchanged a glance with Scarlett. “You’re kidding, right? She kidnapped me! Brought me to this weird place and- and look at me!”  
 
    They did, both of them. They stared at him. His entire naked body. They took it in together. Their eyes rested on his cock. That was the one area Alex was very generously proportioned. Even flaccid, it was impressive.  
 
    “Don’t tell her about me,” the voice said.  
 
    Alex was surprised by the tone. It was soft, humble even. “What difference does it make? She’s going to rip my soul out regardless, right?”  
 
    “I don’t remember this demon claiming to be the devil. But I do remember Satan. If she’s anything like him, you’ll be kept as a prisoner if they find out I’m here. Your body tortured to the brink. Then they’ll let you rest before doing it again. You’ll wish death, crave it, even attempt suicide at every opportunity.”  
 
    Alex gulped. He believed the voice in his head. He could see it too. An image flashed across his mind. He was imprisoned in a dark cellar. Hung from the ceiling by a manacle around his neck, his toes barely touched the ground. Scarlett stood before him, a rod in hand, the tip red.  
 
    Alex shuddered. Of course, it would be her torturing him. She would enjoy it too, the evil bitch. And then he remembered something…  
 
    “Scarlett knows your inside me!”  
 
    “Yeah… I think she’s guessed it… although I don’t remember her either, I suppose my fame precedes,” the arrogance returned in the voice. “But it doesn’t look like she’s said anything to the devil… maybe she has another agenda?”  
 
    Alex didn’t get to continue his conversation with the voice in his head. Satani had her red eyes back on him. His head began to ache once more as he returned the gaze. It was like she was probing his mind and his soul.  
 
    “It’s a privilege to serve me Alex,” Satani said. Her voice was soft. Her hand trailed down his chest. It came to his manhood where it rested briefly before she wrapped her fingers around it.  
 
    Despite how attractive both women were, Alex was not turned on by this, not in the slightest. So why his cock was fully erect in her hand, it was a mystery to him. Satani squeezed the large head. Her thumb rubbed against the sensitive skin surrounding the tip of his urethra.  
 
    “Oh, you’re a leaker,” she laughed. Letting go of his cock, she brought her now sticky thumb to his lips and pressed down. “Lick,” she murmured, and he did. Against his will, he felt his lips part as his tongue licked clean his salty precum. Satani ruffled his hair. “Good boy.”  
 
    Satani climbed onto the chowki and sat on his thighs. She began to unbutton her dress. She wasn’t wearing a bra underneath and as the first four silver buttons came apart, her breasts spilled out. They were perfect… both equally sized, both firm, the nipples pink, small but not too small. 
 
    As the last button was uncoupled, the dress slipped down Satani’s shoulders. She was completely naked now. Her body was that of a goddess. Perfect skin, legs that seemed endless, her vagina clean, no sign of any hair nor the damage that comes with the constant upkeep.  
 
    “What uh… what’re you doing?” Alex stammered.  
 
    “Preparing you.”  
 
    Satani leaned forward, bringing herself down, her warm body pressed against his. She kissed him on the lips. It was only the second time Alex had kissed a girl. And like before, he found it intoxicating. His worries melted away as he kissed her back. All he wanted to do was be free from the chains that bound him to the chowki. Free so that he could wrap his arms around Satani and squeeze her naked body against his as he drove his cock inside her. 
 
    Satani pulled away suddenly, and Alex groaned. He craned his neck in desperation as he wanted more. But there was to be no more kissing. Satani had other ideas. She climbed over him. Her knees rested on either side of his head. Lost in the moment, Alex extended his tongue and waited eagerly. 
 
    As Satani’s vagina pressed down onto him, like a dog deprived of love welcoming a new owner, Alex licked ferociously. His tongue pushed aside the labia and pressed at the clitoris before probing deep inside her opening. 
 
    Alex had never tasted a woman before. He’d always imagined it to be salty, bitter, but in a good way. Satani tasted almost sweet, and so addictive. He lapped up her juices in vigour, unable to get enough. His tongue was everywhere, probing at her clitoris, going deep inside her, licking the outer lips. He worked hard and wanted to bring her to an orgasm. 
 
    Satani took his cock in her mouth. The warmth of her mouth, the wetness, as it wrapped around his large cock, Alex stopped licking her pussy. His neck arched back and he closed his eyes. It felt so good. Too good. He wasn’t going to last very long. 
 
    Then something strange began to happen. A liquid of some sort, possibly Satani’s saliva, it poured down his urethra. It didn’t feel like her saliva. It felt like a super charged electrolyte was being poured down his cock, giving it renewed energy, making it stand even more to attention, ready to shoot out the largest load ever. 
 
    The irony not lost on him, Alex felt like he was in heaven. His entire body felt energised. His senses were heightened as if a constant surge of adrenaline rushed through his body. Satani pulled her lips away from his cock. She climbed to her feet and stood directly over his head. Her cunt no longer in reach, Alex stared at it longingly.  
 
    A voice somewhere screamed at him to not succumb, to not be seduced by her. His life was in danger. This was the devil herself, the demon that would rip his soul out. But it was a distant voice, buried beneath mountains of passion, of devotion. Satani was gorgeous, her naked form that of a goddess. In that moment, Alex was so consumed by her, there was not a thing he would not do for her.  
 
    Satani stepped off the chowki and came to stand beside him. Her fingers dug into his hair. He knew they were sharp but Alex no longer felt the pain as he stared into her red eyes.  
 
    “Do you love me, Alex?”        
 
    He nodded his head feverishly.  
 
    “What do you desire more than anything else?” 
 
    He glanced at her breasts before moving to her thighs, then her red lips. “I want to kiss you,” he said honestly. “I want to suck on your breasts, I wanted to lick your pussy.... I want you… I desire you.”  
 
    “No,” Satani shook her head. “It’s not my body you desire, Alex. It’s my pleasure, isn’t it?” 
 
    Satani was right. It was suddenly so clear and so simple too. The only thing Alex really wanted was to please her, to do whatever it was this goddess wanted. He would gladly give his soul to her, in the blink of an eye if she so asked. 
 
    “That’s sweet, Alex,” Satani said. “But your soul is already mine, isn’t it?”  
 
    What little sense Alex had, it clung onto that. “You can read minds?” That was unnatural. Everything about this was unnatural. He pulled at his restraints, trying to sit up.  
 
    Satani placed a hand on his chest. It calmed him. His nerves instantly cleared, he lay back once more and stared up at her.  
 
    “I can sense it, Alex, your desire to please me, to give me your soul, knowing how much that would please me.” She leaned down, coming closer, he could feel the heat emanate from her naked body. Her nipples brushed against his chest. She kissed him on the lips. “You do want to please me, don’t you?”    
 
    Alex nodded. In that moment, giving his soul to her seemed a small price.  
 
    “Good,” she whispered.  
 
    Satani kissed him once more on the lips, then climbed onto the chowki. Parting her long legs, she lowered herself onto the head of his throbbing cock. The heat, the wetness, the way her pussy seemed to wrap around his cock, it felt amazing. 
 
    She took his entire cock inside her, then leaning forward, she placed her hand on his chest, her fingers spread apart. 
 
    “Well, it’s been fun…” the voice said. “Actually, it’s been fucking awful. I’m going to disappear for a thousand years or more. All thanks to you, you useless cunt. She’s going to rip your soul out, and you have none to blame but yourself, you weak willed piece of shit, you’re literally offering it up to her!” 
 
    The words had an effect on Alex. His eyes widened as he stared up at Satani. She no longer seemed beautiful. Sure, she was still incredibly hot, her skin was perfect, her breasts were luscious, and his cock inside her warm and wet vagina, it still felt great. But that devotion he’d felt for her, it was gone.  
 
    He opened his mouth to protest, to say that he didn’t want to give her his soul. But instead he screamed.  
 
    It was a bloodcurdling scream.  
 
    Satani had dug her nails into his chest. She’d grabbed something inside. It wasn’t flesh, nor was it bone. Whatever it was, it clung to every fibre of his body and resisted. But Satani continued. He could feel the strength radiate from her. This raw energy, as powerful as the sun.  
 
    Satani continued to tug. Alex’s back rose off the chowki, screaming, his body shook violently. But he was unable to even dislodge her from sitting on his cock, from having it buried deep inside her. 
 
    As he thought his body would tear apart, Alex felt the thing inside him give way. Satani’s hand rose off his chest. It was gripped tightly into a fist. Something was trapped within. It was like a dense cloud of white mist. The more she pulled, the more of this mist rose out of his chest. 
 
    Alex realised belatedly that it was his soul…  
 
    She had torn it out of his body.  
 
    It had a human form. A head, a chest, arms, hands and fingers.  
 
    And a face.  
 
    A face that looked distinctly like his own. It stared at him, eyes wide and hollow, it opened its mouth as if to scream.  
 
    No sound came out.  
 
    The mist began to dissipate. The face faded away, as did the body. Satani remained seated on top of him. Despite the pain and trauma his body had just experienced, some his cock was still hard and buried deep inside her. 
 
    The devil wore a satisfied grin. “You belong to me know, Alex. Your body is mine.”  
 
    Alex didn’t have the energy to argue with her. Every muscle in his body ached. His insides felt raw, as if they’d just been burnt. Pain was shooting to his brain from every cell. It was too much. Alex closed his eyes to welcome the swirling darkness.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 10 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Sunlight poured in through the large glass panel. It shone directly onto his face. Alex turned his head away as he opened his eyes. His sight bleary, he stared at the chair stuffed with clothes. Where was he? There was a beige wardrobe with a single full-length mirror to his left. Attached to the wall opposite him was a flat screen television. On his right were the extended windows through which the sun shone in.  
 
    Alex sat up suddenly, something he regretted instantly. He had the worst migraine ever. He leaned back against the headboard and stared at the room. His bedroom. He was in his bedroom, lying in his bed… Had it all just been some bizarre dream? 
 
    Chrissy and her demon boyfriend, the angel that attacked him, his dad dying, Satani and Scarlett, the voice in his head… Had none of it been real?  
 
    There was one easy way to find out.  
 
    A simple call to his dad would quickly resolve everything. If the douchebag was still alive, it was all a dream. If he was dead… was he still a douchebag?   
 
    Alex felt under his pillow. It was the spot where he usually kept his mobile phone. There was nothing there. He stared at his denim jeans resting on the chair. His favourite pair. He wore them far too much. His phone was probably in one of the pockets.  
 
    Alex kicked aside the duvet and climbed out of bed. He was about to reach for the jeans when he became aware of how naked he was, in that he was completely naked. Which was a little odd because he usually slept in boxers.  
 
    What’s more, there were five little dots on his chest. Scratch marks possibly gained when Satani pulled his soul out… It wasn’t a dream? Alex felt panic rise within him. He grabbed his jeans and squeezed the pockets. Empty.  
 
    Alex threw the jeans away in frustration. His phone was broken, wasn’t it? The screen smashed when the angel flung him into the car.  
 
    “Fuck…” Alex cursed. 
 
    It was all real. All of it. Everything, from the demon in the coffee shop, the angel that flung him like a bug, his dad dying, Satani, Scarlett… every little bit actually happened. What Alex couldn’t remember was how he ended up back here in his apartment, naked in bed?  
 
    And then Alex became aware of his nakedness. More specifically, his cock. He was naturally well endowed, close to nine inches fully erect. But now his cock in its flaccid state was almost as large.  
 
    “The fuck…” Alex murmured, his hand on his cock.  
 
    It was at that point he became aware of the blond woman standing by the door to his bedroom. Her lips parted, she stared at his manhood. It was Jessica, the very hot girl who rented his spare bedroom.  
 
    On his eighteenth birthday, the trust fund his mother had left him matured. With that money and a small loan, he was able to buy his own apartment. It wasn’t anything fancy, but it did have two bedrooms. At the time, most importantly, it meant he could move out of his dad’s.   
 
    Of all the potential flatmates that came to view the spare bedroom, Jessica stood out by a mile. She was gorgeous. Tall, blonde, blue eyes, hot… Being a virgin and awkward around girls, Alex figured if he lived with one, he’d eventually get over it, right?  
 
    He was wrong. 
 
    For starters, he worked night shifts in security. Jessica held a day job as a receptionist at Canary Wharf. On the weekends she was either out with her friends, or in with her boyfriend. Alex tended to stay in his room when that happened.  
 
    No, he and Jessica didn’t see much of each other.  
 
    Except right this moment.  
 
    She was seeing a lot of him right now. Her eyes were firmly fixed on his manhood. Alex, surprised by its sudden growth and in a little shock, still held it in his hand. “It’s real?” he mumbled, staring down at it.   
 
    Jessica was only wearing a striped night shirt with the top four buttons undone. With her arms folded across her chest, it had the effect of accentuating her already gifted bosom.    
 
    “Are you asking me if the enormous cock you’re holding is real?” 
 
    Alex became aware that he was naked in front of Jessica with his hand still wrapped around his enlarged manhood. He’d just asked Jessica, the hot girl he’d crushed on since she came to view his apartment if his cock was real…  
 
    His cheeks reddened furiously. Alex let go of his cock and placed both hands in front of his manhood. 
 
    “Uh… what’s up,” he asked, trying to sound casual and doing a terrible job of it. It was amazing the effect this girl had on him. He could feel the beads of sweat on his forehead. He was about to quickly wipe it away when he remembered that his hands needed to stay exactly where they were.  
 
    Jessica remained by the door, staring at him curiously. “You didn’t look so good last night. Thought I’d check up on you.”  
 
    “What uh, what happened last night?” Alex asked quickly.  
 
    “You got home late. Later than me,” she smiled. “This girl brought you in. You seemed a bit drunk. She practically carried you into your room.”  
 
    Alex swallowed. “What uh, what did she look like?”  
 
    “Hot,” Jessica said, wistfully. “Insanely hot.”   
 
    Satani? Scarlett? Both were insanely hot, even if somewhat unconventional, Satani with her horns and Scarlett being red and all… One of them must have dropped him off here after… after pulling his soul out.  
 
    Satani had torn his soul out. Alex didn’t fully understand what that meant at the time. He was under the impression that he would die. That hadn’t happened. He was still alive. In fact, he felt normal. Alex raised his hand and felt his chest. The flesh wasn’t tender anymore. The only evidence of the devil tearing his soul out was the little dots of scabbed skin.  
 
      
 
     “Well done, by the way,” Jessica grinned, her eyes staring at his waist area once more.  
 
    Alex’s hand shot back down to cover his cock. “Well done?”   
 
    “She’s way out of your league. She’s out of my league. I mean, I’m straight but she was making me think things… she had the perfect figure. Like a Victoria’s Secret model, but with curves. And her hair, silky jet-black hair, perfectly smooth skin, and those blue eyes…” Jessica seemed out of breath, gushing. 
 
    Jet black hair? Neither Satani nor Scarlett had black hair. Who had dropped him off? Alex didn’t know any- And then he remembered that girl. The one he’d met in the bedroom, the one that had kissed him just before she’d betrayed him.  
 
    There was no denying it now.  
 
    The previous night had not been a dream.  
 
    Alex took a step back, suddenly feeling drained. Jessica stepped into the room, concern on her face, she placed a hand on his shoulder.  
 
    “You look like you’ve seen a ghost, Alex,” Jessica said. “Maybe you should sit down?”  
 
    It was good advice. Alex did sit, or more, he collapsed onto the bed. “Fuck… it really did happen,” he mumbled.  
 
    Jessica sat beside him, her eyes on his lap, she stared at his exposed cock. “What happened?” she asked, her voice distant.  
 
    Alex ran his hand through his hair. “I uh… My dad. He died. And then a-” 
 
    “Your dad died?” Jessica interrupted, now looking at his face. “Oh Alex, I’m so sorry.”  
 
    Although he didn’t have the greatest relationship ever with his dad, Alex imagined at some point or other, he would “grieve” the loss. But this wasn’t the moment. There were so many other things running through his mind right now.  
 
    Satani, the devil, she was real. His soul had been torn out from within him. He remembered seeing it. His own face, his own body, but a ghostly and ghastly version. The voice in his head, it said… it said he would die once his soul was torn out. Is this death? Was he dead? 
 
    He didn’t feel like he was dead. This felt very real and it felt amazing. It was like this energy was flowing to his loins. Oddly, it wasn’t a completely unfamiliar feeling… Alex quickly became aware of what was happening.  
 
    Jessica.  
 
    She’d wrapped her hands around his cock.  
 
    It grew enormous in her hands as she massaged it. A true beast, the head throbbed as Jessica’s hands squeezed the tip.  
 
    “What uh… what are you doing?” Alex asked, swallowing uncomfortably.  
 
    Jessica looked back at him. She was so pretty; she nearly took his breath away. She smelt good too. This was something Alex had dreamt of for months. Not of this exact scene where he lay in bed naked and she rubbed his cock. He’d dreamt of spending time with her, and yes, of them both eventually being intimate.  
 
    But this wasn’t right.  
 
    There was a distant look in her eyes. It cleared and she shook her head, as if jolting awake. Jessica glanced down at his cock, at her hands wrapped around it. Slowly, she let go of his cock. Her hands came to her sides and she met his eyes once more. “I don’t really know why I was doing that…” she let out a small laugh.  
 
    “I didn’t mind,” Alex said quietly.  
 
    Jessica’s eyes lit up. Her hand reached for his still erect cock once more. She was about to massage the tip when the doorbell rang.   
 
    “I’ll get it,” Jessica said quickly.  
 
    She was up and gone before Alex could tell her to stop, to not bother. It was probably the mailman ringing the buzzer for every apartment, hoping someone would let him in. Or, it was one of Jessica’s friends. Maybe it was her boyfriend, Alex thought sullenly. That would make sense. That’s why Jessica rushed off…   
 
    He was wrong.  
 
    It most definitely wasn’t Jessica’s boyfriend. 
 
    A tall woman with short black hair and piercing blue eyes followed Jessica into the room. She wore blue denims torn at the knees and a black embellished trim top. Even dressed casually, she made Jessica look plain. It was her, the woman from the Red House of Satan. 
 
    “You!”  
 
    “Hey,” she waved, smiling.  
 
    Alex jumped to his feet in alarm. “What are you doing here?”  
 
    “Thought I’d come and check up on you, see how you’re doing.”  
 
    “I’m doing fine, thanks,” Alex muttered.  
 
    The edges of her lips twitched as she stared down. “Yeah… it is pretty impressive.” She turned her head towards Jessica. “Can we have a moment?”  
 
    Alex wanted to tell Jessica to stay, or better yet, to call the police. But before he got a chance to do either, Jessica had left the room. The woman closed the door and sat on the edge of the bed.  
 
    “I’m Karen.”  
 
    “What do you want?” was Alex’s response.  
 
    “I’m here to help you settle in to your new life,” Karen said simply.  
 
    “My new life? What if I don’t want it?”  
 
    “You can’t go back on your deal with the devil.”  
 
    “I didn’t sell my soul to the devil! Apparently, my dad did. But,” Alex raised a hand in the air, “I’m not buying this. She isn’t the real devil. If she really did rip my soul out, I should have died. I’m still alive. I don’t know what sick game you fuckers are playing, but if you don’t leave, I’m going to call the police and have you all arrested for kidnap and sexual assault!” 
 
    “Your dad sold his soul to the devil?” Karen asked, frowning.  
 
    “No,” Alex muttered. “Apparently he sold my soul to the devil in exchange for money to spend on drinks and women.” 
 
    “That’s not how it works… Satani always offers the person something in return for their own souls.”  
 
    “She didn’t offer me anything. I’d never met the bitch until she pulled my soul out,” Alex growled.  
 
    Karen’s eyes widened and her mouth hung open in shock. And then she found her voice. “You can’t call her that!”  
 
    “Bitch?” Alex asked. “Of course, I can. She’s a dumb bitch if she thinks she owns me.” 
 
    Karen’s eyes scanned the room feverishly. Not spotting anything, she jumped to her feet and marched towards Alex. He backed away warily but had nowhere to go. She cornered him, then covered his mouth with her hand.  
 
    “You can’t say stuff like that!” she hissed. “It could get you killed. Or worse.”  
 
    Alex pulled her hand down from his lips. “Or worse?”  
 
    “You could be tortured for all eternity!”  
 
    Yup, that did sound worse. “She’s really the devil?”  
 
    Karen nodded. “I don’t know why it was different with you, but it doesn’t matter. You belong to her now. The role comes with benefits. You should embrace it.”  
 
    She glanced down at his cock. Alex became aware of the fact that he was naked once more in front of another gorgeous but clothed woman. 
 
    “My cock was already big,” he muttered. “Satani didn’t make that happen.”  
 
    Karen smiled, her eyes sparkling. “I’m sure it was, but it’s grown some and will grow more.”   
 
    “Grow more?” Alex swallowed nervously. His cock was already a monster. Any bigger, and he might struggle to find a woman out of porn who would be willing or even able to take it.  
 
    Karen gripped his manhood by the head. It responded to her warm touch, growing, hardening. “Your whole body will change. You’re going to be taller, stronger, handsome. For men, it’s always the cock that grows first.” 
 
    Somewhat distracted by Karen who was now stroking his throbbing cock, it took a while for him to process her words. “That uh… that doesn’t sound so bad.” 
 
    “It’s not bad,” Karen agreed. “You should have seen me before I changed.” She let go off his cock. Her hands pushed against her breasts. “I was flat chested.”  
 
    Alex stared at her. Even with a flat chest, she would still be damned hot. His cock seemed to think the same. It remained erect, pointing at her like a shotgun. Karen stepped away from him and sat on the bed. He missed her proximity. When she tapped on the mattress beside her, Alex joined her without fuss.  
 
    “The transition from a human to a Demon Hunter is always a little difficult, but-” 
 
    “Demon Hunter?” Alex interrupted.  
 
    Karen nodded. “That’s our purpose.” 
 
    And so, she began to explain.  
 
    It was all real. Hell, heaven, god, the devil, angels and demons. Every human had a soul, the metaphysical attached to the physical flesh and bones. The soul remained in a dormant state, but it was somehow connected to the consciousness. When the human died, if it had a clean conscious, the soul rose up to the heavens above. If not, it sunk into the ground and the hell below that waited.  
 
    Demons and angels traversed through the world of humans. Many demons even made it their home. That was where the Demon Hunters came into play. Satani was somehow able to free a human from its soul without the fleshy dying. The soul connected to the flesh and bones aged the human body. Without the soul, Demon Hunters could live for ever. Their bodies no longer held back by the soul; it grew to its full potential - taller, stronger.  
 
    Satani tasked her Demon Hunters to keep the peace between the demons that resided on the human world and to ensure they stayed clear of the humans. This meant they could not use their powers on humans, nor could they form relationships with humans.    
 
    It was a lot to take in for Alex, but one thing seemed to stand out from it all. “I’m never going to die?”  
 
    “Technically, it is possible to live forever, but you can die,” Karen said.  
 
    “Oh. Thanks. I get it now,” Alex said, his voice flat.  
 
    Karen rolled her eyes. “You won’t die from natural causes. But if I drive a sword through your heart, that will most definitely kill you.”  
 
    “So not quite immortal then?”  
 
    “It’s still better than what you’ve got going now, isn’t it? You can live forever. You’re going to be taller, stronger, better looking. You’ve got a purpose in life. Protect humans from demons. What more do you want?”  
 
    Said like that, it didn’t sound so bad. It certainly beat his own job of working night shifts as a security guard. It was almost like the fantasy stories he wrote. He was the weakling protagonist suddenly given power to protect the weak, and possibly at the same time, get the girls. That was a real possibility now. He was apparently going to be taller and more handsome!  
 
    It did make him wonder…  
 
    “What’s the catch?” 
 
    “No catches. Just a few rules. Don’t interfere with the angels. Whatever they do, it’s none of our concern. There is a hierarchy amongst the demons. The really powerful ones, they’re allowed to bend the rules. Other than that, happy hunting. Oh, and you don’t have a soul anymore so, if you do die, it means lights out.”  
 
    Lights out. Alex understood clearly what that meant. He no longer had a soul that would either rise to heaven or go down to hell. He’d never really been a believer, but now that he knew hell and heaven existed, he felt a slight pang in his chest. His mother was in one of those two places. He’d never get to see her. He hoped she was in heaven. 
 
    The door to his bedroom opened. Jessica stood there, a tray in hand, two cups of tea resting on it. “I thought you might-”  
 
    Her eyes widened, but at the same time appeared glazed. She’d paused with her lips parted. It was his lap and the monstrous cock that had her intention. Alex moved his hands to cover it, but Karen grabbed him by the wrists. She was surprisingly strong and easily kept his hands parted. 
 
    “What the hell?” Alex hissed.   
 
    Karen ignored him. “What do you think, Jessica?” she asked, a mischievous sparkle in her eyes. “Doesn’t he have a nice cock?”  
 
    Alex stopped struggling against Karen. She was much stronger than him, but he was also slightly interested in Jessica’s response. He’d been crushing on her for ever, and in that time, she’d never shown any interest in him. She seemed interested now. She was nervous. It was the first time he’d seen her nervous around him.  
 
    Her tanned cheeks turned a rosy red as the tray wavered in her hands. “It’s… it’s very nice,” she mumbled.  
 
    “You want a taste?” Karen asked.   
 
    The tray trembled as her hands shook. Jessica had that glazed look in her eyes as she nodded. Her steps uneven, she walked into the room like a woman possessed. Coming up to the bed, she dropped to her knees. 
 
    Karen took the tray from her and placed it on the floor. She then turned to look at Alex. “She’s all yours. You can do whatever you want with her.” As if to demonstrate her point, she unbuttoned Jessica’s striped shirt and roughly pulled down her purple bra, exposing the perfect and firm breasts, the nipples small, pink.  
 
    Karen took those nipples in her fingers and squeezed. Jessica’s back arched as a moan escaped her lips. 
 
    “The world is ours now, Alex. There really are only two rules. Devote yourself truly to the devil. And don’t interfere with the angels.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 11 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Alex wondered if he could follow either rule. There was a slim chance he was going to devote himself to the devil. He did not have pleasant thoughts about Satani. Despite how his life might admittedly be much cooler going forward, he didn’t appreciate being kidnapped, or having his soul torn out.  
 
    He’d also already met an angel and somewhat interfered in said angel’s sexually perverted tendencies. If all angels were like that asshole, he was going to have problems with them.   
 
    But all of that was for another time. Right now, on her knees before him was Jessica. She was almost fully naked. Her shirt and bra were gone. Karen stood behind Jessica with her fingers wrapped into the girl’s hair.  
 
    “Take his cock,” she said. Her voice was soft but commanding.  
 
    Alex’s erect cock was only a few inches away from Jessica. She leaned forward, her mouth opened wide. Alex closed his eyes. His body tensed as Jessica’s warm and wet mouth wrapped around his cock. It felt so good, so tight, warm, and wet. She’d only taken in the tip. Alex wanted more. He thrust his hips forward. 
 
    His cock was a quarter merged inside Jessica’s mouth. It was really tight. Too tight. But it felt great. Alex thrust in and out, lost in the moment, lost in the euphoria of having Jessica suck on his cock. He’d wanted this for so long. Jessica was sitting in her panties on the floor by his bed. She was sucking his cock. Warm, wet and tight, it was better than he imagined.  
 
    So lost was he in the moment, he didn’t hear Jessica gagging. He didn’t feel her body shudder as she struggled to cope with his enormous cock. He only became aware of it as her teeth dug into his fleshy member.  
 
    Alex opened his eyes to see Karen holding Jessica firmly by the hair. His enormous cock was half buried in Jessica’s mouth. Her eyes bulged as tears ran down her cheek. Drool ran down her the corners of her mouth. Both dropped onto her bare chest.  
 
     Alex stopped thrusting immediately and pulled his cock out. Karen released her grip on Jessica’s hair and came to sit on the bed beside Alex as they waited for Jessica to catch her breath.  
 
    When she finally did catch her breath, Karen pointed a finger at Jessica’s purple lace panties. “Take it off,” she ordered.  
 
    Alex watched in morbid fascination as Jessica rose to her feet and obeyed. She pulled her panties down her legs, then stepped out of it. Completely naked now, she stood with her legs parted slightly, that glazed look still in her eyes. 
 
    Karen commanded her to turn, to show off her body. Like a mindless entity, Jessica continued to obey. She turned around, bent over and even spread apart her ass cheeks, showing her bleached pink butthole and her wide vagina lips. 
 
    Alex continued to watch silently. The situation was surreal. Karen seemed to have complete control over Jessica. His blonde apartment mate was now sitting on the floor on her naked ass, her legs in the air, playing with her vagina.  
 
    Jessica was beautiful. She was completely hairless. Her skin was smooth and had a glow about it. Alex wasn’t ashamed to admit he’d fantasied about seeing her naked. In fact, Jessica was currently playing out one of the scenes from his fantasy. And whilst her figure and her posture were perfect, it didn’t seem right.  
 
    In fact, something seemed very wrong about this.   
 
    “What’s wrong?” Karen asked. “I thought you liked her?” 
 
    “I do, but…” Alex stared at her Jessica. She had two fingers in her vagina and one in her little pink butthole. Her legs were spread apart, her eyes now closed, her pretty lips parted slightly. She seemed to be lost in ecstasy, in the genuine throngs of pleasure. But then, some porn actresses seemed the same. They faked it for the cameras. 
 
    “This is wrong,” Alex said to Karen.  
 
    In response, she rolled her eyes. And then she clicked her fingers. Jessica’s eyes flew open. She stared at her surroundings like an animal caught in the headlights, confused, lost, and a little afraid. Her fingers quickly came out of her vagina and anus. They shot up to cover her breasts as she scrambled to her feet.  
 
    “You can go,” Karen said, her voice soothing but authoritarian at the same time.      
 
    Jessica glanced at her clothes lying on the floor. Deciding against bending over to pick them up, she rushed out of the room. Alex inadvertently caught a glimpse of her curvy bottom before it disappeared down the corridor. 
 
    “I forget how new you are,” Karan studied him with her piercing blue eyes. “Live a few hundred years, see the things I’ve seen, the lines between right and wrong will become pretty damned thin.” 
 
    “Sounds like you’ve just become desensitised,” Alex muttered.  
 
    “Possible,” Karen conceded. Her lips curled upwards, a gesture often associated with thinking. And then, she slapped his still erect cock.  
 
    “What the hell?” Alex growled.  
 
    “Put your cock away,” Karen told him. “It’s causing your flatmate to lose her senses.”  
 
    “Now it’s my fault?”  
 
    “Actually, yes. That’s how this works. As part of the changes, you begin to have this natural aura about you. Just your thoughts influence weak minds around you.”  
 
    “I wasn’t thinking of that,” Alex said, deciding he wasn’t going to admit Jessica had just played out a scene from one of his fantasies. The only addition being a finger in her butt…  
 
    “Okay, some of it came from me,” Karen conceded. And then, she slapped his cock once more. Alex glared daggers at her. She grinned. “It’s just so big. I want to suck it, to slap it, to grab it. I want it inside me.” She stared at it, forlorn hunger in her eyes. 
 
    “Don’t slap it,” Alex warned her.  
 
    “Or what?” Smiling mischievously, Karen stood up and arched her back, displaying her curvy bottom. “Are you going to punish me?”  
 
    Alex was tempted to. She had such a delicious ass. He reached for it. His fingers tightened around her firm right buttock. “Maybe I will…” 
 
    “Your voice is deeper,” Karen said.  
 
    She was right. His voice had changed. It was much deeper, more manly.  
 
    “You’re going to be a proper man in every way,” Karen teased him. And then, she slapped his balls.  
 
    Alex had had enough. He grabbed her by the arms and wrestled her to the ground. He sat on top of her waist and pinned her arms to the floor. “Seriously, stop fucking hitting my privates!” 
 
    Karen smiled mischievously. Alex had tasted her lips once before. He wanted them again. As if reading his mind, she raised her head, their lips met. It was intoxicating. They were so soft and the scent was flowery. He closed his eyes, his body rested on hers as their tongues met.  
 
    Karen rolled over and climbed on top of him. Their lips parted. Alex watched as she slid down his body, down towards his throbbing cock. She took it in her mouth. The wet warmth, her lips squeezing around his cock, her tongue probing the tip, Alex was close to the edge.   
 
    He came in her mouth, and like an expert, Karen sucked him dry, swallowing every drop. When she was done, she gave his cock a kiss and sat up, looking very elegant. No sign of his sperm anywhere on her lips.  
 
    “Come on,” she said, “it’s time to give you a tour.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 12 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Karen didn’t give him any privacy while he dressed. After coming in her mouth, Alex didn’t feel he needed any from her. It was an odd and strange feeling, that, being comfortable naked in the presence of a gorgeous woman.  
 
    Alex grabbed a pair of clean boxers and pulled on a V-neck white t-shirt and denim jeans. He was tying the laces on his white sneakers by the front door when Jessica appeared. He noted with a bit of disappointment that she was fully clothed. A maroon silky robe coming down to her knees hugged her figure.  
 
    “Hey,” he looked up at her with some concern.   
 
    “Are you going out?” she asked tentatively her arms folded across her chest.    
 
    Alex nodded. “Are you alright?”  
 
    She nodded quickly. “What time will you be back?” 
 
    “I’ll bring him back around five,” Karen said with a wink.  
 
    Jessica’s cheeks reddened. She mumbled something under her breath, then turned and disappeared into her room. It was very strange behaviour from his flatmate. They were in the elevator and Jessica was still on his mind.  
 
    “Is she going to be okay?”  
 
    “I’ve forgotten how sensitive rookies are,” Karen sighed. “You need to relax and not worry about every little thing. The girl is fine. All you’ve done is taken away her inhibitions. Us Demon Hunters have that effect on humans. It’s our aura. The weaker the mind, the easier they give in. She’s probably fingering herself right now, thinking of taking your cock inside her cunt.”  
 
    Alex stared at Karen. “Bit vulgar, aren’t you?” 
 
    Karen shrugged. “It’s the truth.” 
 
    Alex did wonder if it really was the truth. Jessica had never shown any interest in him before. This aura thing, maybe it was more like hypnosis of some sort? Like some vampires had in the movies? Then he wondered if vampires were real. But only briefly before his mind returned to Jessica. Karen had stripped his sexy roommate naked. Karen who then played with the girl’s nipples.  
 
    “What?” Karen asked, noticing his stare. 
 
    “Are you bisexual?”  
 
    “All Demon Hunters have to be.” 
 
    “Why’s that?”  
 
    The elevator came to the ground floor. The doors parted. Karen stepped out before looking back at him, that mischievous grin on her face.        
 
    “Because Satani likes to have fun with us…”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    This wasn’t much fun at all, the walking. They’d been doing it for hours. Or probably more accurately, about twenty minutes. But it felt like hours what with the sun blazing overhead. This wasn’t even the good sort of walking. It wasn’t a nice trek through the woods, or up gloriously green hills.  
 
    No, this was walking through one of London’s less desirable boroughs. The streets were narrow, the houses were terraced and almost as unappealing to look at as the few people that roamed the streets at this time of the day. The people that were unemployed, or self-employed. Trailing behind Karen, Alex kept his eyes firmly on her butt as he passed a young man wearing a hoodie. It was drawn to cover his head and more. The smell of weed was strong on him 
 
    “Where are you taking me?” Alex asked, as they came to the end of the road and turned right. “I’m tired.”  
 
    “You’re weak is what you are,” Karen grumbled. 
 
    If that was supposed to be an insult it had no effect on Alex. “Yup,” he agreed. “When am I going to get that immense power and strength you promised?”  
 
    “It can take a few days,” Karen said. She stared him up and down, taking in his skinny pale figure. “Maybe a little more in your case,” she muttered under her breathe. “We’re almost there. Past the junction, up the hill. Ignis Estate. Heard of it?”  
 
    Alex had definitely heard of it. It was a council estate that had the reputation of being a particularly rough area, rougher even than the surrounding east end of London. The sort of place that quite frequently featured in the local newspaper for its violent crimes.  
 
    “Why are we going there?”  
 
    “That’s where the demons are. All around the country and the world over, demons live in small enclaves. Ignis Estates is the place where we’re law and order.”  
 
    Knowing they didn’t have far to go, Alex had renewed energy. As they came to the junction though, he popped into the corner shop and bought himself a bottle of cold water. He drank half of it in a single gulp, then held it out for Karen as he wiped the sweat beads from his forehead.  
 
    “You don’t feel hot?” Alex asked, when she declined. 
 
    “Not like humans do. Once our souls leave and the juices of the devil flow through us, our feelings numb quite a bit. Heat, cold, pain, we feel it a lot less.”  
 
    “The devil’s juices?” Alex made a face. 
 
    Karen frowned. “Don’t pretend you didn’t like it. Hell, I loved it and at the time I considered myself straight.”  
 
    They continued on. Crossing the junction, they climbed up the small hill. The houses on either side of the road were terraced. Most had front walls of concrete slabs measuring two feet in height. Some had overgrown hedges and wrought iron gates through which were narrow paths that led to the sometimes blue, other times white or grey doors.  
 
    Once at the top, they stopped opposite Ignis Estate. Even with the midday sun blaring up in the sky, a darkness hung over the estate. The block of flats on either side of Hookers Road leading into the estate appeared as darkened structures of concrete and metal, rising ten floors up. 
 
    A few feet away from them was an angel. Alex had seen an angel before, but he still blinked twice. Wearing skinny black jeans and a V-neck vest, his white wings rose either side of him like magnificent and magical extensions. With dark hair slicked back, he had that angelic glow about him - like a glow in the dark stick.  
 
    He stood directly opposite the entrance to Hookers Road. Leaning against a lamppost, he stared ahead intently. 
 
    “Oh, for fucks sake,” Karen muttered, nodding at the angel, “I hope he’s not planning on going into the estate.”   
 
    “Is it a problem if he does?” 
 
    Karen nodded. “Angels are supposed to leave the demons alone, but you know how you get douchebag humans that do stupid things for shits and giggles or as a dare? Harassing demons is like at the top of their list. Arrogant pricks. Just because they won the war, they think they can do whatever they want.” 
 
    Alex glanced at the angel leaning against the lamppost. He did have that air of confidence about him. Only natural considering how tall and handsome he was. And the wings. The wings were freaking awesome.  
 
    “War?”  
 
    “Yeah. It happened a really long time ago. Thousands, I don’t know, maybe millions of years ago. There was a great war between demons and angels. Satan led the armies of demons into battle against the angels. The angels were winning, but Satan refused to surrender. In the end, Satani orchestrated a coup, imprisoned Satan and made peace with the angels.” 
 
    “What were they fighting about?” Alex asked.  
 
    Karen seemed to not hear him. Her eyes were still on the angel leaning against the lamppost. A tall blonde woman approached him. She placed a hand on his chest and kissed him on the lips. The angel finally looked away from Ignis Estate. He wrapped his arms around the girl and gave a sudden pull, squeezing her body tightly against his.  
 
    Karen tore her eyes away, satisfied that the angel wasn’t going to enter the estate, at least not this time. “Different rules for angels,” she told him. “We don’t police them. They’re allowed to do whatever they want to with humans. It’s only our business if they cause harm to demons.” 
 
    “And then we get to kick their assess?” Alex asked, thinking back to the douchebag that had harassed Laura. 
 
    “The demons lost the war, Alex. Angels are much stronger. Try not to pick a fight with them. In fact, try to steer clear of them in case they try and provoke a reaction. Defend yourself, if you have to, but generally our best bet is to register a complaint back at the Rubrum Domus Satanas.” 
 
    Karen crossed over and stood at the mouth of Hookers Road. She paused and looked back. “You asked what the demons and angels were fighting over?”  
 
    Alex nodded.  
 
    “They were fighting over the souls of the humans,” Karen said.  
 
    

  
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Alex’s apartment wasn’t far from Ignis Estate. Having grown up in the area, he’d often passed by the place en route to elsewhere. He remembered the last time he’d come this way. It was three months ago. He’d paused to stare at Hookers Road. Someone had been stabbed to death there two nights previous. It had been on the front pages of the local paper.  
 
    The estate was enormous. Much larger than any council estate he’d ever walked through. To his left and right were the enormous tower blocks. They were great big structures of dull concrete. The paint had chipped away on the blue railings that ran across the external corridors of each floor. Past the tower blocks, going further into the estate were small terraced houses with yellow brickwork and red-tiled roofs.  
 
    It was much like any other housing estate in the country aside from its size. The place was enormous. It was big enough to house thousands of people. Except the occupants weren’t human.  
 
    In the centre of the tower blocks of concrete and steel, the road split to encircle a patch of land. Half of the space was taken by children running around kicking a ball on a grassy patch. The other half had a café, a convenience store and a locksmith. 
 
    They were demons.  
 
    Blue and red skin was the most common. But there was paper-white, ink black and Alex even spotted one demon with skin as yellow as banana peel. It was a surreal feeling, like being on a parallel version of earth, one filled with demons.  
 
    “Most demons live here, but there are a few wealthy ones dotted around the city,” Karen said as they strolled past the children kicking the ball.  
 
    Alex nodded along, not really taking in her words. A small demon boy with black spikey hair, pale red skin and balls of black for eyes rushed past him on his way to join the other children. As he made it to the grassy patch, he turned to look back Alex. He bared his teeth and hissed.   
 
    Alex didn’t take it personally. “Do most of them have teeth like that?”  
 
    “Shark-like? Some do, but not all.” Karen said. “They don’t like us Demon Hunters much. Mostly because we treat them like shit.” 
 
    Again, Alex nodded. But he wasn’t listening. Not really. It was a lot to take in. This new reality, one where demons and angels existed, one with heaven and hell. This very moment, he was walking through a mostly ordinary housing estate. But every inhabitant was a demon.  
 
    That was the new reality, one filled with demons and angels that fought over the souls of the humans. That was what Karen had said. Or at least, they’d fought a war once.  
 
    “What did you mean when you said the angels and demons battled over the souls of the humans?” 
 
    “Demons and angels weren’t always here. They came from somewhere else. Another dimension I guess,” she shrugged her shoulders. “The angels wanted all the souls to rise up to the heavens above, the demons wanted them to sink into the ground and the hell that waited below. They fought a war over it. The angels were winning when Satani struck a truce with God. It was agreed the souls would rise or fall on their own.” 
 
    They continued down the path that led past the towering blocks and towards the terraced houses. Beyond them rose smaller towers with narrow alleyways in-between. Black bins overflowed and dirt piled up against the walls. The stench of rotting flesh filled the air.  
 
    They entered one of the darkened alleyways nestled amongst two four storey tower blocks. Coming to the end, the view changed. Rather than more terraced houses or tower blocks, the space opened up. It was filled with stalls. There were close to a hundred, maybe more. Opposite the stalls were lines of shops, some two floors, some rising to three.  
 
    There were hundreds of demons moving about. Demons of all sizes and shapes. Some were tall and looked more like massively overgrown walking lizards. Others were smaller and comparable to dwarfs. They moved about with baskets in hand, some even pushed trolleys. Vendors shouted out prices though Alex was not familiar with the products on sale. 
 
    “I do a round here about once a week. There’s usually someone selling something they shouldn’t,” Karen said.  
 
    “Like what?” Alex asked as they stepped out of the alleyway and joined the crowds.  
 
    “Illegal drugs. There was one a few months back called “Red Smash”. Made the demons really violent. A spate of human deaths followed. Really pissed off most of the Demon Hunters.”  
 
    “Bloody hell… Yeah I can imagine they would be,” Alex muttered.  
 
    “Nah,” Karen shook her head. “The Demon Hunters are mostly a lazy bunch of fuckers. They were annoyed because they actually had to do something for a change. And we really had to get it under control before the angels pointed fingers at Satani and accused her of breaking the pact and interfering in human life.” 
 
    Alex thought he was getting more of an idea of his role. He would be policing the demons. He’d never really wanted to be a police officer. But he supposed this one did have perks. He’d be tall and handsome, apparently. Strong too. He already had the big cock so that didn’t count. There was the immortality, unless someone killed him… 
 
    Karen stopped in front of a stall. The demon behind it wore a red jacket. His skin was purple, his head bald save for the line of spikes that crossed the middle of his skull like a mohawk. His eyes were balls of black. He had no iris or pupil. Karen picked up one of the many jars he had displayed.  
 
    “And what’s in this, Marvin?”  
 
    “It’s legal,” the demon said, his voice gruff, defensive. He folded his arms across his chest. “You can’t just come here and accuse me of shit. I’ve gone straight, Karen. You know it. But you still pick on me. So many stalls here, but you come straight to me. That’s harassment, that is.” 
 
    Alex was a little taken aback, but Karen seemed to have ignored the man’s rant completely. She was staring at the contents of the jar she held. Alex couldn’t tell what it was that had caught her interest. The jar was filled with a purple-coloured liquid with bits of… flesh. There was flesh in the jar. 
 
    “What’s in this?” Karen repeated, this time looking directly at Marvin. 
 
    Marvin’s crossed arms fell to his side. His eyes shifted to the left, then the right. He was nervous. “It’s beetroot juice mixed with deer meat,” his words hurried out, as if pre-rehearsed.  
 
    “Why do I think it’s human flesh, Marvin?” Karen asked. 
 
    “Because you’re a judgemental bitch?” Marvin let out a nervous laugh. “You think all demons are crooks. I’m a law-abiding citizen, Karen. There’s nothing you can do to me. I haven’t broken any rules here.”   
 
    Karen’s hand moved to her hip and rested on the small ineffectual pocket on her blue denims. Her fingers curled, as if holding something. Marvin’s eyes darted to her hip. He licked his lips nervously as little beads of sweat formed below his nose.  
 
    “She was dead, Karen. I swear it. The bitch was dead!” 
 
    Karen’s hand gripped an invisible item by her hip. “Still illegal, Marvin.” 
 
    She pulled her hand forward. From out of thin air, a whip appeared. The handle was black, the thong silver and the lash purple. Marvin picked up a jar and threw it at Karen. It was a good throw with speed and accuracy behind it. Any normal human, and they would have been on the ground now with a face bloody and unconscious or dead.  
 
    But Karen was not normal. Standing at over six-feet-tall with the physique of a curvy Victoria’s Secret model mixed with the stature of an Olympic Athlete, she was a Demon Hunter. Karen turned her body sideways. The jar of black liquid containing possibly more human flesh flew past her and struck another demon on the head. The jar smashed, the liquid spilled onto the red demon. A sizzling sound was followed by the demon’s scream as his skin burned. 
 
    “Brave trying to kill a Demon Hunter,” Karen commented. “Stupid, but brave.”  
 
    Marvin bared his teeth and hissed, revealing sharpened yellow teeth. He jumped over the table and spread his hands apart as if he wanted a hug. The long black claws suggested something much more sinister. 
 
    Karen lashed with her whip. She struck him across the chest. Marvin howled as he was thrown back. He crashed into the stacked jars behind, smashing them. Harmless liquids of all colours with solid bits covered him. 
 
    Karen lashed her whip once more. The silver fall of the whip wrapped around his neck. She tugged at the handle, pulling Marvin off his bottom and over the front of the stall. He landed at her feet, his hands on the thong, he stared up at Karen, pure murderous rage in her eyes.  
 
    A hostile crowd of demons had gathered around them, joined by the one who now sported nasty burnt skin on half of his face. He stared at Karen and Marvin with equal hate. In return, Karen blew him a kiss, then turned to Alex.  
 
    “Let’s go,” she said. 
 
    


  
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    They left the market place behind and walked down the streets with terraced houses of yellow brickwork, red tiled roofs and front lawns empty of flowers. Karen held the whip by her side, the fall still wrapped around Marvin’s neck, she pulled him along.  
 
    They were done for the day. Marvin would be taken to the Rubrum Domus Satanas, where he would be placed in a cell pending trial. If it was determined he’d murdered the woman for her flesh, he would be sentenced to death. If it came from an already dead woman, normally he would be sent back to hell, never to return to earth. But as he had attacked a Demon Hunter, Satani’s favoured, he would most likely be killed.  
 
    Alex tried to make peace with the fact that he was playing a part, however small, in the death of Marvin. He glanced back at the demon who was still struggling to free himself. The whip’s fall was tightly wrapped around the demon’s neck. He stumbled to the ground, but Karen kept walking, dragging Marvin along the rough ground by the neck.  
 
    It was an unpleasant sight. But Alex told himself that it was a harsher world, a reality much different to the one he was used to. A reality where not only did demons exist, but they sold bits of human flesh in jars. 
 
    “Given half a chance, a demon would kill you, or worse,” Karen said.  
 
    Alex didn’t doubt her. He recalled how quickly the situation escalated. Marvin began by denying any wrong-doing, and within a couple of minutes, attempted to kill or seriously wound Karen. He couldn’t shrug it off as a single crazy demon. The crowd that had surrounded them, their eyes were full of hatred.  
 
    As they turned down another street, the terraced houses gave way to rows of grey tower blocks with blue railings running along the external corridors. Near the entrance to one such tower block, he spotted four humans and a single demon.  
 
    They were the first humans Alex had seen in the estate. He stared at them as they passed. He realised quickly that they weren’t humans. Three tall, toned and handsome men and one tall and gorgeous woman. They were Demon Hunters. They stood surrounding a demon with light blue skin, yellow eyes and black hair.     
 
    This demon had human features, and looked oddly familiar to Alex. He stopped walking to stare at her.  
 
    “What is it?” Karen asked.  
 
    “Nothing… I think,” Alex mumbled. His eyes narrowed as he stared at the demon girl. Why did he think he knew her? 
 
    Beside him, Karen groaned. “The guy with the blonde hair tied in a headband, that’s Mark. A complete dick, even for a Demon Hunter.” 
 
    At that precise moment, Mark turned to look at them. His blue eyes lazily passed over Alex before settling on Karen. His lips spread in a grin.  
 
    “When are we fucking,” he shouted at her.  
 
    With her free hand, Karen raised her middle finger at him. Undeterred, he strolled over to join them by the sidewalk, looking every bit as arrogant and confident as the two angels Alex had seen.  
 
    “It’s going to happen. You know it.”  
 
    Karen smiled at him sweetly. “Touch me and I’ll cut your cock off.” 
 
    “Rough. I like it,” Mark’s voice changed to a harsh tone, sounding simultaneously like a threat and a challenge. His eyes fell on Marvin who’d managed to climb to his feet. His naturally red skin was darker on account of the whip still around his neck. “What are you doing with that?” 
 
    “He was selling human flesh and he tried to attack me. I’m taking him to the Rubrum Domus Satanas.” 
 
    Mark took a step towards Marvin, but quick as a flash, Karen came to stand in-between the two.  
 
    Mark frowned. “He attacked you.”  
 
    Karen nodded diplomatically. “We have processes for that.”  
 
    Mark let out a scornful laugh. “You’re going to take him in and put it in a cell and let there be a trial?” 
 
    Karen didn’t respond, but she continued to stare at Mark evenly. Her stance remained, but her body tensed, as if expecting a physical confrontation. Mark’s hand rested by his waist. Alex wondered if he too had a weapon hidden there.  
 
    “He looks like shit,” Mark nodded at Alex.  
 
    “It’s his first day.”  
 
    “He looks shit for a human,” Mark said nastily.  
 
    “He’s got a bigger cock than you,” Karen retorted.  
 
    “Fuck off,” Mark said instantly. “Let me see.”  
 
    It took a few seconds for Alex to process the fact that Mark had just asked to see his cock. Karen had turned to look at him too, the corners of her lips twitched in amusement. There was an obvious history between these two. Whatever it is, Alex very much didn’t want to be part of it.  
 
    “What did she do?” he asked, pointing at the demon girl surrounded by the other demon hunters.  
 
    “She’s a nymphomaniac.”  
 
    “That’s a crime?”  
 
    Mark’s brows furrowed. “You’re new to this, so I’m going to ignore the tone just the once.” Turning to Karen, he continued, “You volunteered to train another newbie? How many is that now? Fifteen? How many stuck by you?”  
 
    Their conversation faded away as Alex stepped off the sidewalk and onto the narrow grassy lawn at the foot of the tower block. The demon girl looked so familiar. How could he know her? She stared back at him. And then he saw it. Recognition. Her eyes wide, her mouth hung open as a tinge of red coloured her blue cheeks.  
 
    “Alex?”  
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    The blue-skinned demon said his name. The doubt was gone. She knew him. He knew her too. That face was too familiar. But how did he know her and from where?  
 
    Mark let out a laugh that sounded like an evil cackle. “The nymph knows you?” 
 
    Alex used every bit of his will power to not look back at Mark. He really wanted to punch the guy in the face. If he did, he knew how that would end. The blonde douchebag was at least six foot five and had arms that usually came from steroid abuse. Alex, on the other hand looked more like he’d just survived a famine. 
 
    He forced his attention onto the demon. “How do I know you?” 
 
    The three demon hunters that surrounded the girl, that stood as a barrier between him and her, they stepped aside as if to let her through. The demon girl’s hesitance was obvious. She remained with her bottom against the wall, her hands behind her back.  
 
    “It’s Melissa,” she said, as she lowered her gaze, now staring at her feet.  
 
    Melissa? Alex searched his brain for any memory of a demon girl he might have ever met named Melissa. He didn’t have to search long or strain his memory much. He didn’t know any demon girls. He did know one girl named Melissa though. She was a pretty girl that worked for the same security company as he did.  
 
    This demon before him did resemble that Melissa. They had the same features, height and even the voice. If the demon had white skin, brown eyes and brown hair, then….  
 
    He recalled how Chrissy’s boyfriend had appeared human one moment, a demon the next. Alex’s eyes widened as he stared at the demon. “Melissa from work?”  
 
    She raised her head; her yellow eyes met his. She gave a quick nod, her cheeks now positively magenta. 
 
    Most of his security colleagues were old and a little on the bitter side. They were also pretty stupid. He could understand the bitterness. Who wanted to be working for pennies well into their sixties? But their sheer stupidity did tend to piss him off some. Alex liked Melissa. She was about the only one at work that he liked. She was really pretty too.   
 
    “Alex,” Karen called. “Let’s go.”  
 
    She stood on the sidewalk a few feet away from Mark, a pleading look in her eyes. She could sense the tension and he knew she wanted no part of it. He was alone in this. But what this was, he wasn’t sure yet.  
 
    Alex turned to Mark. “What are you going to do with her?”  
 
    Mark shrugged. “Haven’t decided.” He glanced at the three Demon Hunters that stood on the grass near Melissa. “I think George wants to see how wide the Nymph’s cunt can get…” he grinned nonchalantly, as if he’d just suggested throwing a lit firework down someone’s letterbox.  
 
    Alex swallowed uncomfortably. He knew this was a harsher world, but what sort of twisted place did it have to be for a person to say something so casually? A person in authority too. “What did she do to deserve that?”  
 
    “Be born a demon,” Mark laughed. It subsided into a lazy grin, his eyes flickered over Alex’s stance. “You want to do something, boy?” 
 
    Boy? Mark looked about the same age as Alex, though it was entirely possible he was a few hundred years of age. He certainly had that mentality, one that belonged in the pages of history.  
 
    Alex knew this would end badly for him. His hands clenched into fists, he marched towards Mark. The arrogant fucker remained with his arms by his side, evening tilting his head to expose his impressive jawline, inviting the punch. Alex swung his right arm. His knuckles connected well.  
 
    It felt like punching a brick wall. 
 
    Every bone in his hand felt broken. To his credit, he managed to hold back a scream, though his eyes did water. The lazy grin, the bored eyes, they disappeared from Mark’s face. Now he had a glint in his eyes and an evil smile to match.  
 
    “Big mistake, boy. I’m the best Demon Hunter out there. You’re pathetic even for a human. You’re fucked.”  
 
    Hunched over in pain, Alex took a step back. He figured he was fucked, knew as much when he marched towards Mark with fists ready to strike. Back then he was hoping to get in a solid punch before the inevitable ass-whooping. The punch was solid alright. Mark just happened to be a fucking tank.  
 
    What happened next was mostly a blur. Mark moved with inhuman speed. His fists came up a blur. Alex felt them connect. One struck him on the left cheekbone, the other hit his nose. There was a crack as it broke.  
 
    Alex was on the ground on his back, his arms spread out. He stared up at Mark. Blood dripped down his nose and over his lips. The metallic taste of blood entered his mouth as his cheekbone throbbed.  
 
    Mark stepped away and turned. His hands reached his waist. He pulled out two swords by their golden hilts. The silver blades sparkled in the sunlight. Alex rolled over and climbed to his feet. Taking care to steady himself, he wiped the blood away from his nose.  
 
    Karen remained rooted to the spot by the sidewalk. He couldn’t count on any support from her. The sympathetic look was the most he would be getting. Melissa, the demon girl who worked security night shifts with him, stared at him in horror. The three Demon Hunters had their backs turned to her. The two dudes wore identical grins. The girl with the purple hair, her expression was unreadable bordering on blank.  
 
    And then there was Mark.  
 
    He’d pulled his t-shirt off to reveal a perfectly ripped body. He stood with a sword in each hand and as a gust of wind swept his golden locks back, he looked like a modern version of Conan.  
 
    Alex wondered if this was how he was going to die. His immortality was only against natural causes. He’d got his ass kicked against an unarmed Mark. Now that the guy had two swords…  
 
    “Come on, boy,” Mark growled. “Let’s dance.” 
 
    “I’d rather not,” Alex muttered.  
 
    “Give him a weapon,” Mark said, ignoring him. 
 
    The Demon Hunter with the purple hair reached for her waist and pulled out a footlong dagger. She threw it towards him. It landed an inch away from his foot. The point dug into the hard concrete as if it had pierced an apple.  
 
    Alex wondered if it were a lucky throw, or if she was just that good. He wondered how they all managed to pull out weapons from their waists when there was no visible bulge. He reached down and pulled the dagger. It slipped out of the hard concrete as if it were butter. The grip was wrapped in leather. With a white faceted pommel, the blade was curved like a scimitar, the edges sharp and glistening.  
 
    Solid and heavy but not too heavy, it felt good in his hand. It felt dependable.  
 
    But he had no idea how to use it. Much like most normal children, Alex hadn’t attended fencing lessons growing up. The closest he’d come to using any sort of weapon was playing darts. He was decent at that too.  
 
    Deciding it was his best hope, Alex held the dagger much like you would hold a dart. Closing his right eye, he aimed for Mark’s chest. There was something about the dagger. While it felt sturdy, strong and heavy, it flew through the air as it were fitted with small propulsion rockets.  
 
    It was a good throw. The dagger sped towards Mark. The aim true, it would have looked wonderful, the leather grip sticking out of his chest. But Mark deflected it easily with his sword. And then he charged. Once more, he was a blur. His movement was so fast. The two swords whizzed about in front of Alex. The sharp edges sliced away. Mark took a step back, satisfied. 
 
    Alex could feel the blood seeping out of his body, from his chest, face and arms. It didn’t hurt much. There was some pain, a dull ache from every cut. He suddenly felt tired, drowsy, cold… his body weighed a ton. Alex noticed his t-shirt covered in blood as he dropped to his knees.  
 
    His body tilted and he slumped against the ground. His eyelids weighed heavy, but Alex was determined to keep them open. He feared what would follow if he closed them, he feared the incoming darkness. The life in him, the warmth, it continued to drain out. So did the willingness to keep his eyes open.  
 
    Alex closed them to embrace the darkness and the end it brought.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 14 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It was another moment of déjà vu.  
 
    Alex shielded his eyes from the light shining in through the large glass panel. His sight weak, he stared at his surroundings. He took in the chair stuffed with clothes, the beige wardrobe with the single full-length mirror, the flat screen television attached to the wall. It was his bedroom.  
 
    It couldn’t have been another dream, could it? A dream within a dream? He pulled the blanket away and stared down at his body. His arms and chest bore no signs of damage. The skin was smooth and free of any scars.  
 
    And bigger.   
 
    Where in the past his arms were skinny, his chest lean, his ribcages exposed, his elbows and knees more pronounced, now they were covered with meat. He’d gained weight, but in a good way. Like a slightly overweight person after two months of regular training. Even his skin colour, although not tanned, had lost the sickly paleness.  
 
    Alex jumped out of bed and stood in front of the floor length mirror of his wardrobe. He was taller too…   
 
    The door to his room parted. Jessica stood in the gap wearing a grey oversized top, her smooth tanned legs bare. She looked both cute and sexy as she took in his naked form. And then Alex realised that he was naked.  
 
    Normally, he would have hurtled onto the bed and hid under the duvet. But Alex did not feel shame. Or, he felt less shame. Jessica had already seen him naked before, when he was much bonier and paler.  
 
    He wondered if she noted the change in his body, or if she was fully consumed by his enormous cock. Her eyes were fully fixed onto it.  
 
    “Hey,” Alex waved at her.  
 
    Jessica’s cheeks reddened as her eyes met his. “How uh- are you feeling better?” she asked quickly. 
 
    Alex nodded. For someone who’d bled out after being slashed with by swords, he felt remarkably well. “Did Karen bring me here?” 
 
    “The really tall and pretty girl?” Jessica’s cheeks reddened even more as she spoke quickly. “She carried you in and uh… she put you in bed and stripped you and…” Jessica’s eyes trawled down to his cock.  
 
    Alex raised an eyebrow. “And?”    
 
    “She uh… she sucked your cock…”  
 
    “She did what now?”  
 
    “She uh… she made me suck on it too,” Jessica stared down at her feet. “It was a little bit weird, but kind of nice too…” 
 
    Alex stared at her, completely lost for words. His brain tried to process the events and make sense of it. His unconscious body, possibly covered in blood. Karen carrying him in her arms, placing him on the bed… then stripping his clothes and sucking on his cock? Making Jessica do the same?  
 
    “Why? Why would you- just… what the fuck? Why would you do that?”  
 
    The intensity in his voice caused Jessica to shudder. As their eyes met, the hazy look she’d been sporting the past couple of days vanished. “I don’t know,” she said softly, a hint of fear now in her eyes. “There’s something about your friend… when she’s around, it’s like I lose my-” 
 
    Jessica stopped talking and peeled her head back. She stared down the corridor. Alex didn’t recall hearing the front door open, but he did hear it shut. His bedroom door opened fully as Karen walked in.  
 
    Fucks sake, Alex thought. It was hard to be angry at the woman when she was so damned beautiful. She was dressed in black shorts and a white cropped top. Simple, but still fucking sexy.  
 
    “What’s the matter?” Karen asked, frowning.  
 
    “A lot, actually. But let’s begin with the how you just stood by while Mark fucking killed me!”  
 
    Karen folded her arms across her chest. “You’re not dead.” 
 
    “He attacked me with two swords!”  
 
    “Stop being dramatic,” Karen scolded him. “Demon Hunters aren’t allowed to kill each other. You inadvertently challenged Mark to a duel. By our rules, when two Demon Hunters battle, we’re not allowed to interfere.” Karen shrugged her shoulders. “You got your ass kicked. Put it down to experience.”  
 
    Alex stared at her, speechless for the second time that morning. Under no circumstances should she have been able to absolve herself from having stood by whilst he was attacked. But somehow, the sexy bitch managed to rationalise the whole thing, even place the blame on him for having started it. 
 
    “You stripped me naked and sucked my cock! What the fuck?”  
 
    Karen’s frown deepened. “You think I did that for some sort of sexual gratification?” 
 
    “Why’d you do it?” Alex demanded. 
 
    “Mark hurt you pretty badly. Demon Hunter blood is filled with the healing abilities of Satani herself. By getting your blood moving, I aided in your recovery.”  
 
    “By sucking my cock?” Alex asked, exasperated. “How does that help?”  
 
    “I think she’s saying that uh… because the blood rushed to your cock?” Jessica interjected quietly.  
 
    Alex turned to her in surprise. He’d forgotten she was there. Karen turned too, a curious look in her eyes, she smiled at Jessica. “You’re not as stupid as I thought.”  
 
    Jessica smiled hesitantly. Alex glared at Karen. He didn’t completely buy her reason for sucking his cock, but he found he didn’t have the energy to argue. His body suddenly felt like it weighed a hundred tons. He dropped onto the bed and stared up tiredly at the two women.  
 
    “Your body is healing your wounds while it still changes. You need rest and food,” Karen said, before adding as an afterthought, “Maybe Jessica should suck on your cock some more.”  
 
    “Leave her out of this,” Alex warned.  
 
    Karen shooed Jessica out of the room to bring food. She then told him they would continue with his induction the following day with a trip to the armoury in the Red House of Satan where he would pick up a weapon and begin training with it. And then she left.  
 
    Alex was happy to see her go. Exhausted but hungry, he rested against the headboard and waited for Jessica to bring him food. She turned up with a tray in hand looking every part the adorable girlfriend he’d always dreamt off. As Alex tucked into his breakfast of toast with beans, eggs and sausages, Jessica sat on the bed beside him. 
 
    She quite bluntly stared at his cock. Alex stopped chewing as her hand trailed up his thigh. First her fingertips brushed against his manhood. Then quite suddenly, Jessica wrapped her hand around his cock. Her knees on the bed, she leant down with her bottom in the air. Alex caught a glimpse of her red lacy panties peeking out from under her grey top. He bit his toast as she took his cock in her mouth.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 15 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Breakfast in bed whilst being sucked off, it was every guys dream. He came in Jessica’s mouth. She swallowed like a pro and sucked him dry. He fell into a deep sleep after that. When he woke, she was gone.  
 
    After lying in bed staring at the ceiling for an hour, Alex got up, pulled on some pants and headed for the kitchen. He rummaged through the fridge and settled for the leftover food in the paper takeaway bags. Cold chicken, chips and a pita bread.     
 
    Alex leaned against the kitchen counter with a cold beer in hand. He stared at the bright light shining in through the double glass doors that led from the living room to the balcony. While the day was still young, so far he hadn’t been stabbed, kidnapped, or sexually assaulted. It was a good day. He intended to keep it that way.    
 
    He was going to take a break from being a Demon Hunter. The little exposure he’d had to the role hadn’t been flattering. Far from being the heroic role of saving humanity from demons spawning out of hell, Demon Hunters were egregious creatures. He wondered if it was the result of immortality, of living so long, having seen everything. They were completely desensitized to pain and suffering.      
 
    Mark was the epitome of evil. A bad guy if there ever was one. In Alex’s stories, Mark would be the baddie the main protagonist would eventually defeat. In reality, Alex was supposed to be on his side and work with him and his ilk? Alex had a feeling he had little choice in matter. Satani had claimed him. She would not let go of him easily.  
 
    But that was for another time. For now, Alex was going to ignore the past couple of days and get on with life as if nothing had changed. With that in mind, he grabbed his laptop and settled onto the sofa, legs crossed. He signed into his email and skimmed through the circulars from the various online writing groups he’d joined. He deleted the easily identifiable spam mails. His mouse hovered over one sent from a Chrissy.  
 
    So much had happened in the past few days, for a moment the name was a complete blank. Chrissy Skinner, the cute girl that had bought him coffee. More than that, she was his first crush in primary school. It soured his mood somewhat to recall her demon boyfriend.  
 
    Alex clicked on the email.  
 
      
 
    Hi Alex,  
 
    Attached is my first foray into fantasy. I’ve given it a provisional title, “The Merchant’s Princess”. 
 
    Would love to hear what you think about it! 
 
    Chrissy xxx     
 
      
 
    His conversation with her was coming back some. She was a writer too, one struggling with an ending. He’d volunteered to help. He was regretting it a little. The Merchant’s Princess seemed heavier on romance with a little fantasy thrown in on it. Not his thing.  
 
    Still, Alex opened the attachment out of curiosity and began to read.  
 
      
 
    Submission  
 
      
 
    I was here at Crabson’s Beach an hour before the sun set. It was a beautiful little stretch of sand, with the green cliffs beyond. I had been to this beach before. It was a quiet beach, not frequented by many.  
 
    This evening there was only one other person on the beach. A woman in her twenties, she walked along the water, heading in the direction of the car park. I did a quick scan of the remaining sand.  
 
    There was no one else about.  
 
    I spotted the two poles immediately. They were dug into the sand a few feet apart from each other, very close to the incoming tide.  
 
    I did another quick scan of the beach. There was no one about.  
 
    My heart thumped as I walked briskly towards the poles.  
 
    Part of me couldn’t believe this was happening. I was actually going ahead with this.  
 
    I made it to the metal poles dug into the sand. I placed a hand on one and tugged at it. It was dug in firmly. The tide was only a few feet away.  
 
    It was a risky thing to do. He was asking a lot of me. But I trusted him. I wondered if it was strange that I trusted him when I didn’t know him at all.  
 
    I’ve had these desires to be dominated for as long as I could remember. Finally, I decided to do something about them. We were both in the same BDSM forum. He went by the name Master V.  
 
    I’d stalked him on the forums for six months before I made contact. And now, two months later, here I was, at the beach, following Master V’s instructions. Obeying Master V’s instructions.  
 
    Well, it was either obey, or turn back and go home.  
 
    He was asking a lot of me. I needed to trust him completely. Deep down, it was what I wanted. A man to trust completely, one who would own me completely, mind, body and soul. If I turned back now, I wondered if I would ever have the courage to try this again.  
 
    No, there was no turning back.  
 
    I dropped my bag onto the sand, and gave the beach one last glance. The young woman had disappeared from sight. The place was empty. I had no idea if that was good or bad. I checked the time on my phone.  
 
    I had six minutes to do this. That’s what Master V had said. To be ready in the position by the half hour.  
 
    I pulled my tight jeans off first. Then it was my jumper. My vest came off after that. I shivered as I stood in my black panties and bra. Dropping to me knees, I opened up my backpack. Digging inside, I took out the three pairs of handcuffs and the blindfold.  
 
    I paused, a moment’s hesitation as the last chance to back out passed.  
 
    I took my panties off, then my bra.  
 
    I was completely naked out on the beach.  
 
    I dropped on my bare bottom, the sand brushed up against my ass and cunt. I spread open my legs, pressing each one to the poles, I first cuffed my right foot to the right pole, then my left foot to the left pole.  
 
    I tested my feet, tugging at them.  
 
    They were securely fastened. The only way to unfasten them was to use the keys which were in my backpack, as instructed by Master V.  
 
    I then placed the final handcuff on my right hand. Before cuffing my hands together, I grabbed the blindfold and placed it over my eyes, then tied it securely. My vision completely black, I placed my hands behind my back, and cuffed then together.  
 
    There was nothing to do now then wait.  
 
    Here I was, naked on the beach, the tide coming in, my feet cuffed to two poles four feet apart. My hands were cuffed behind my back, and my eyes were covered by a blindfold.  
 
    It was cold. And by the beach, it was very windy. As the minutes passed, as every hair on my body stood straight, as I became aware of the tide coming ever closer, I began to wonder if I’d made a horrible mistake.  
 
    Master V was supposed to be here. What if he didn’t come? I had tied myself to the poles. I didn’t know how high the tide came up, but I was worried about my life. I didn’t want to be here all night, only to be found the next morning by some strangers. It was cold too. Was it cold enough to kill me?  
 
    Maybe time passed slower when your feet were bound to two metal poles in the sand, but I was sure it had been twenty minutes since I’d been here. My entire body was cold like ice. Any moment now, I would feel the tide touching my toes.  
 
    I had to get out of here.  
 
    I struggled against my bonds, trying to free my legs.  
 
    But the cuffs did their jobs, and the metal poles remained firm.  
 
    I didn’t want to draw attention to my predicament, but I had no other choice. “Help!” I screamed.  
 
    It was the loudest I could scream, but I feared the sound had not travelled far. The rush of the waves seemed much louder. I opened my mouth wide, ready to scream as loud as possible when I felt it.  
 
    A warm hand touched my shoulder.  
 
    “Who… who’s there?” I asked as I moved my head left to right frantically. “Hello?”  
 
    “I wondered how long you could go for before you called for help,” a deep voice said. “You did good.”  
 
         “…Master V?”  
 
    “Who else would it be, my little whore?”  
 
    I felt relief wash over me. He was here. He hadn’t abandoned me. It was the first time I’d heard his voice. It was so deep and manly.  
 
    I shivered as his hand moved down my body. His warm hand against my cold body. It came to rest on my breast. I winced as he squeezed my left nipple.  
 
    “You have nice breasts,” Master V said.  
 
    “Thank you… Master V,” I said.  
 
    “And nice lips,” he added. “Let’s see if they’re any good at sucking cock.”  
 
    I opened my mouth expectantly. He shoved his cock inside, ramming it against the back of my throat. His hands grabbed me by the hair. I struggled to breath as he held his cock pressed down my throat, as he choked me.  
 
    Just as I was feeling lightheaded, as I was sure I was going to black out, he released his grip on my hair and withdrew his cock. I was still seated on my naked bottom on the sand, but I fell back as I gasped for air. I took deep heaving breaths, coughing at the same time.  
 
    “Stop,” Master V said.  
 
    I calmed my breathing instantly as I tried to figure out where he was. It was to no avail. The blindfold did its job well.  
 
    “Good girl,” Master V said.  
 
    I felt him again. His hand moved down my chest and past my breasts. They came to rest on my wet cunt. As the next tide came in, the water touched my toes.  
 
    “You’re my good little whore, aren’t you?”  
 
    “Yes, Master V,” I whispered softly.   
 
    “I couldn’t hear you,” his voice came out cold.  
 
    “Yes, Master V,” I said much louder.  
 
    “Your mouth needs training, doesn’t it?”  
 
    “Yes, Master V,” I said quickly.  
 
    “What does it need training in?” he asked, a hint of amusement in his deep voice. 
 
    “In sucking cock, Master V,” I said quickly.  
 
    I imagined he smiled. I hoped he did anyway. There was no response from him. Instead, his hand played with my wet cunt, his fingers digging in. I wanted his cock, his large cock in my cunt. 
 
    A small gasp escaped my lips as he wrapped his hands around my thighs and pulled me down. I was still lying on my back, my legs spread apart, tied to the poles, but now my knees were up.  
 
    His cock entered my cunt just was the next tide came in. I felt the cold water completely wash over my feet. Soon, the tide would come up to my cunt.  
 
    It was uncomfortable lying on my back with my hands cuffed behind me on the cold sand. But I quickly forgot about that as Master V’s large cock penetrated deep inside me. I gyrated my hips, trying to match his rhythm.  
 
    My body shuddered with every thrust of his. It felt so good, but I wanted more. I wanted my hands to be free so that I could play with breasts, so that I could squeeze them.  
 
    It seemed like Master V could read minds, for almost immediately, his hands cupped my breasts. He held onto them like handles, then began to fuck me hard and deep. I arched my back and pressed my hips towards him.  
 
    I was on the verge of coming, my mouth open, my thighs tried to close in as I felt it build up inside me. I came with the tide, as the cold water smashed into my dripping cunt. Master V came inside me at the same time.  
 
    His heavy body collapsed on top of me, squeezing my much smaller frame. I don’t know how long we lay on the beach, his cock inside me, his cum dripping out of my cunt, the tide coming up, washing it away.  
 
    Eventually, I felt him rise. I felt his cock pull out of my cunt. I wanted to tell him to stop, that my cunt needed his cock. But he was my master. What I wanted did not matter.  
 
    I felt something wet press against my lips. Obediently, I opened my mouth. It was his cock. I took it in and sucked it clean.  
 
    “Good girl,” he said, as he stroked my hair. “You did good today,” he said, and then he kissed me on the left cheek.  
 
    Though it was freezing cold, I felt warm inside. I’d pleased my master.  
 
    I felt him grab me by the nipples and pull. A small gasp escaped my lips. It hurt, and the small gasp that escaped my lips was involuntary. I felt him twist my nipples, and I winced, biting back any form of dissent. 
 
    He brought me to my bottom, and then released my nipples. A moment later, I felt his hands on mine as he uncuffed me.  
 
    “Stay here for another five minutes,” he ordered me.  
 
    My hands were free, and I could have taken my blindfold off. But I knew that wasn’t what he wanted. So I stayed in my exact position, sitting on the sand completely naked, my legs still spread apart and cuffed to the two metal poles, my hands free, but my eyes cuffed.  
 
    I waited what I thought was five minutes. It might have been less. I was fucking freezing, and the tide had come up to my waist now. I pulled the blindfolds off and desperately searched for the keys to free my feet.  
 
    I spotted the keys instantly. Master V had left them on the left metal pole. With some difficulty, I managed to stand on my feet in what was at least seventy-five percent of the split. My legs felt the strain of having being kept spread apart for so long, but I ignored the pain and grabbed the keys.  
 
    Dropping to my bottom, I waited for the tide to recede, then quickly uncuffed both my feet.  
 
    Ah, it felt great to be able to close my legs, and I lay there on the wet sand, my hand on my twat. Eventually, as the next tide came in and smashed me in the face, I opened my eyes and climbed to my feet.  
 
    I did a quick search for my backpack. It should have been a few feet above me, where I’d left it. It was gone. In its place was an A4 sized paper held in the sand by a stick dug right through the middle.  
 
    I rushed up to the note. Written in typed bold headings were the words:  
 
      
 
    Run home, my naked girl.  
 
    
  
 
    Alex closed the document and leaned against the backrest. Chrissy was supposed to send him a fantasy novel she’d been working on. There had not been any fantasy in what he had read. 
 
    Unless, they were Chrissy’s sexual fantasies? Was that what she had meant? The conversation he’d had with her in the coffee shop replayed in his mind. He shook his head in confusion. No, it couldn’t be that. It was more possible she simply attached the wrong document.  
 
    The writing had turned Alex on some. As he closed his laptop, his thoughts drifted to Jessica. He wondered if she was into the BDSM stuff…  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 16 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Jessica didn’t come home that night. Nor did Karen come to visit. Alex ate pretty much everything in the fridge, then fell into a deep slumber. He woke to another beautiful summer’s day. A rarity in London.  
 
    Climbing out of bed, Alex stood in front of the floor length mirror. He expected to see further change in his body. He could feel it. But the face that stared back at him in the mirror still caught him by surprise.  
 
    He’d grown stubble. 
 
    Alex could grow facial hair, but it was nothing to write home about. It was thin strands of hair uneven all across his face with large bare patches in-between. Every attempt at growing a beard made him look like a pedo. Or homeless. A homeless pedo.  
 
    But this was magnificent. Alex raised his chin as he stared at his reflection. Whilst the slight stubble did accentuate it, his jawline was much more defined in its own right. His arms, chest and leg had grown some more too. There was proper definition to his muscles even without needing to flex them.  
 
    Alex felt great. With the sun shining outside, he decided to make the most of it while it still lasted. He knew sooner or later, Karen was going to come looking for him to drag him back into the life of a Demon Hunter.  
 
      
 
      
 
    
  
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It was the cafe Alex decided to head for. The one he frequented regularly. The one where Madeline worked. Gain ten pounds of muscle, she’d said. He’d done much more than that. Tall and with a chiselled jaw, he looked every part the Demon Hunter. 
 
    With his laptop in his backpack, he headed out. The cafe was a short walk from his apartment, but en route, he managed to walk past an angel. It was a female and she was… angelic. Beautiful white wings, long full hair, skin literally glowing, Alex inadvertently flashed her a smile.  
 
    She ignored him completely.  
 
    Though it did hurt his confidence some, he was glad for it. He might look the part, all tall, dark and handsome, but he did not have the attitude that came with it. Had she smiled back, or stopped to talk with him, it would have been painfully awkward.  
 
    At eleven in the morning, the cafe was completely empty. Madeline was seated on a stool behind the counter, her eyes glued to her phone. He was relieved to see that she was still pretty. He feared after his experiences with Jessica and Karen, Madeline wouldn’t seem much. He was wrong. She was still very hot.  
 
    He stood by the door, waiting for her to notice him.  
 
    She did not. Her eyes remained glued to her phone.  
 
    Alex remembered how shit Madeline’s customer service was. The only reason she kept her job was probably because her manager fancied her. That, and she brought in hapless customers like him. 
 
    Formerly hapless.  
 
    Alex thought about clearing his throat to draw her attention. It was his lack of confidence that held him back. In the end, he walked towards his favourite corner and settled himself on the black leather sofa. He pulled his laptop out and placed it on the oak wooden tea table.  
 
    He logged into his email. His eyes fell on the one sent by Chrissy. She’d asked for feedback. Alex wasn’t sure how to give it. What should he say? That he loved it? That she did a great job of showing, not telling? That now he was thinking of her naked on the beach, tied to the poles, her legs spread apart, welcoming, desiring, begging to be used, to be abused? 
 
    It hit Alex quite suddenly.  
 
    Chrissy’s boyfriend Jamie was a demon. 
 
    It was illegal for demons to date humans. It was also illegal for them to use their powers on humans. Considering how enthralled both Madeline and Chrissy were with Jamie, the demon must have used some sort of hypnosis power. He wasn’t that good looking.  
 
    Talking of Madeline, the phone-addict finally noticed Alex. She stood at the other end of the tea table, note pad in left hand, pen in right, her mouth hung open as she stared.  
 
    “Alex?” Madeline asked.  
 
    Alex smiled. “Can I get the usual?”  
 
    “Uh… yeah… usual.” Madeline blinked, then scribbled on the notepad. “Alex…” she said his name once more as she stared at him. “The usual… right.”  
 
    She turned and bumped into another table as she made her way back. As per the norm, she wore a short black skirt and a tight white shirt. She gave the black leggings a miss today, revealing her naturally tanned smooth skin. Alex was tempted to follow after her and pull that skirt down.  
 
    Instead, he turned to his laptop and opened the google drive document, hoping to get some work done on his boy wizard story. He’d barely written a sentence when Madeline returned, coffee in hand. She placed the cup on the table, then stood waiting.  
 
    “Thanks,” Alex said.  
 
    “You… you’ve… changed?”  
 
    “I have?” Alex asked innocently. “How?”  
 
    “You’re… you look-” Madeline paused, her eyes narrow. She reached for his cheek, her fingers brushed his jawline. Her hand returned to her side as she let out a deep sigh. “What happened to you?” she gushed.  
 
    “I gained those twenty pounds,” Alex told her.  
 
    “Twenty pounds?” Madeline repeated, before realisation hit, and her eyes widened. “Oh, to sleep with me?” 
 
    “It was a joke,” Alex said quickly, though it wasn’t.  
 
    “No, no, no,” Madeline said quickly. “I’d be happy to sleep with you. You’re hot! I mean, you’re out of my league. You look so-”  
 
    She was babbling, and Alex wondered if it was his “aura”, as Karen had put it. All Demon Hunters had it. Their more presence apparently inflicted the weak humans to lose their minds, to become delirious with passion. 
 
    Madeline did look flustered, if not delirious. She’d finally stopped talking. Now she stood silently, her cheeks red, her eyes flickering between her feet and him. Alex knew he could have her, probably right in this cafe right now if he wanted. The thought was tempting. Too tempting.  
 
    He grabbed her by the arm and pulled her onto his lap. Wrapping his arms around her slim waist, he breathed in her scent, then kissed her on the neck. Madeline’s back arched as she closed her eyes. Her lips parted and she moaned softly.  
 
    It didn’t take much for Alex’s cock to rise. Madeline noticed it too. It would have been hard to ignore, considering its size. She rubbed her hand along the shaft of it.  
 
    “Holy fuck…”  
 
    “It’s a bit big,” Alex said sheepishly.  
 
    “Bit? It’s huge! I don’t know if I can take it...”  
 
    “There’s only one way to find out, right?” Alex laughed.  
 
    “You’re right,” Madeline whispered.  
 
    She got off his lap and stood facing him. There was a hazed look in her eyes as she dropped her skirt down to her ankles. Alex glanced at her purple lace panty. She was about to pull it down when he grabbed her arm.  
 
    “What are you doing?” he asked.  
 
    “Getting naked to take your cock,” she said, her voice distant, her eyes still hazy. “You don’t want?”  
 
    Alex did want. But not like this. This wasn’t on account of his newly acquired dazzling looks. The dazed look in her eyes, it was his damned “aura”. A shame because had the aura not interfered, she would probably have slept with him anyway.  
 
    Alex let go of her arm. “Another time maybe.” 
 
    She stood uncertainly with her skirt resting around her ankles. Alex turned back to his laptop and tried to focus on his writing, hoping his aura would release its grip on her. It did. Her cheeks colouring, she hurriedly pulled her skirt up and melted away.  
 
    Letting out a sigh, Alex leaned against the leather backrest. If every girl he approached went fucking goo-goo-ga-ga, it was going to be difficult to ignore his status as a Demon Hunter. And that was the plan, wasn’t it? To pretend like nothing had changed, even though so much had clearly changed.  
 
    Was he fooling himself thinking things could go back to normal?  
 
    Alex wondered what he would do when Karen came calling, which she would do sooner or later. He doubted he could take her in a fight. If by some miracle he did, would Satani send others after him? What then? He lives the rest of his life in hiding, running from place to place, trying to avoid being captured and… what was the punishment for abandonment? Death? 
 
    A grim thought.  
 
    Alex took a sip of his coffee. It was lukewarm. Not a great taste. Not a great day. He was about to pack up and leave when he spotted her. Her long curly brown hair came over her shoulders. A pair of thick rectangular-framed glasses rested on her sharp nose as she stared at the screen. She was engrossed in her laptop, typing quite furiously.     
 
    Chrissy.  
 
    How long had she been sitting there?  
 
    Before he knew it, Alex had walked over to her. Not noticing his tall frame looming over her, she continued to type away.  
 
    “Hey,” Alex did his customary awkward wave.  
 
    Chrissy looked up. Her eyes narrowed as she stared. “Um… hi?”  
 
    “It’s me, Alex?”  
 
    “Fuck off!”  
 
    He hadn’t walked over here with the intention of using his aura, but apparently he didn’t need intention. His aura worked based on whatever he was thinking. Chrissy was cute was what he was thinking. He was also a little envious about how she was able to type away furiously rather than write a sentence every ten minutes only to be deleted later.  
 
    Taken aback by her words, he turned slowly. She climbed to her feet and grabbed him by the arm.  
 
    “It really is you! What happened to you? You’ve changed so much.”  
 
    “Uh, gym,” Alex said sheepishly.  
 
    “Gym made you grow taller too?”  
 
    Alex didn’t know how to answer that. He’d grown half a foot. The gym didn't do that to you. The question was, why hadn’t more people noticed? Madeline definitely noticed something, but it wasn’t his height. Maybe it was because he was seated. 
 
    “How's the writing going?” he nodded at her laptop.   
 
    “It’s going well,” Chrissy said, before a frown appeared. “I sent you a story to read. You haven’t replied. Have you not read it?”  
 
    “I have read it,” Alex said slowly.  
 
    “Oh…” her face fell. “It’s horrible, isn’t it?”  
 
    “No not horrible at all…” 
 
    “…okay?” Chrissy leaned forward in anticipation. Alex got a whiff of her perfume. Flowery.  
 
    “Well… it wasn’t really fantasy,” Alex said, trying to keep his face from betraying any emotions.  
 
    “What’s that supposed to mean? It’s about a merchant that has to save the princess. It has dragons, sorcerers, giants and two-headed lizard men. What more does it need to qualify for the fantasy genre?”  
 
    That sounded like something Alex would read. “I only read one chapter,” he told her. “And uh… it was about a woman who’s at the beach and she…”  
 
    “And she what?” Chrissy asked impatiently. Her cheeks suddenly reddened. “Oh… I sent you the wrong story.”  
 
    Yup, Alex figured that was what had happened. He wanted to put her at ease, so he said, “Your writing is very good. The scene setting was brilliant. It was like I was there.”  
 
    Chrissy mumbled something incoherent, then cleared her throat. “There on the beach as the girl stripped and lay exposed, waiting to be taken?” there was a sparkle in her eyes.  
 
    Whilst reading the story, he’d imagined Chrissy taking her clothes off. He saw her lying on the soft cold sand naked, her skin pale, smooth. She’d always been cute, like the very fuckable librarians. She was his first crush too. Now she appeared to be flirting with him. Her eyes didn’t have that hazed look. She was not under the influence of his aura.  
 
    Alex was thinking of something witty to say back when Chrissy glanced past him and waved. He looked back to see a familiar, if unwelcome figure step out of a red Mercedes Benz. Jamie wore skinny black jeans, a white vest and black shades. His hair was black, his exposed skin was red. He was all demon. 
 
    Jamie didn’t seem that big as he walked into the cafe. Alex had grown taller and his arms were as big, if not bigger. The demon did not intimidate him. But he didn’t seem to notice Alex either. Jamie stopped by the counter opposite Madeline. Her eyes glazed, he grabbed her by the hair and kissed her deeply.  
 
    Chrissy should have been furious, but she watched on with a lopsided smile. Alex noted the lack of clarity in her eyes. Jamie was using a form of hypnosis, one more powerful than Alex’s aura. His dislike for the demon increased. He wanted to march up to him and pummel him with his new found strength. He held back his anger and waited.  
 
    Jamie held Madeline by the hair and whispered something in her ear. She nodded whilst smiling. He let go of her hair, sneering as he walked down the cafe. Chrissy climbed to her feet, her arms spread out, she rushed to hug him.  
 
    Jamie was much taller than her. Chrissy stood on tiptoe as they kissed. He wrapped one arm around her waist and pulled her in. With his other hand, he squeezed her ass as he lazily glanced past her.  
 
    Alex wondered if the demon recognised him, if Jamie knew that he was a Demon Hunter now. If he did, he didn’t seem to care. It was illegal for demons to interfere or interact in the affairs of humans, to use their powers over said humans. Jamie had no remorse or fear in the balls of black that were his eyes.  
 
    “Alex is a writer too,” Chrissy said.  
 
    “Yeah?” Jamie asked, obvious derision in his tone. “What are you writing about, Alex?”  
 
    He wasn’t going to answer that. There was a higher chance of him punching Jamie in the face. 
 
    “He writes fantasy,” Chrissy answered. The lopsided smile gone, she stared at him with intrigue.  
 
    “What do you do, Jamie?” Alex asked.  
 
    The demon smiled. It was fitting, appropriately evil. “Hey babe, wait for me in the car. I’ll only be a moment.” 
 
    Without any objection, Chrissy grabbed her laptop and handbag, then turned and strode out of the cafe. 
 
    “You’re a Demon Hunter.”  
 
    Alex nodded. “I might be new, but isn’t hypnotising humans the sort of crime that gets you sent back to hell?”    
 
    Jamie spread his arms out, laughing. “You want to send me to hell?”  
 
    Alex’s hands into curled into fists. Jamie wasn’t even denying it, the arrogant fucker. The only thing stopping him from striking was the uncertainty. How exactly was he supposed to send the demon back to hell? Did he have to kill him? Could he kill him? Alex didn’t have any weapons on him. A fist fight with Jamie, how strong were demons?  
 
    “Didn’t think so,” Jamie said, his arms falling by his sides. “I can do whatever I want with Chrissy, or the whore working here. Maybe later tonight I’ll enjoy them both. There’s something you should know, Alex. You don’t have authority over me. I can do whatever I want. I could kill a human, and you can’t touch me. Ask Satani. She’ll tell you. That’s if she has time to see trash like you.” 
 
    And with that, Jamie turned and left. Alex watched as the demon passed Madeline. Her eyes still glazed, she waved at him. He ignored her. The little bell on the door rang as Jamie stepped out. He climbed into his car and revved the engine before roaring off. 
 
    Alex wished he’d punched him.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Chapter 17 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The week that followed wasn’t eventful. Alex went to the café a few of times to do some writing. He didn’t cross paths with Chrissy or her demon boyfriend. Madeline was almost normal around him. She managed to keep her skirt on. Maybe his aura was fading. Or maybe he just wasn’t in the mood for sex.  
 
    Karen came to see him a few times. She was supposed to take him to the Red House of Satan to choose a weapon. Alex told her he wasn’t going to do that. He didn’t owe the devil any loyalty like the rest did. Satani stole his soul. She didn’t exchange it for anything. Demon Hunters were assholes. Alex wasn’t going to be one. Surprisingly, Karen didn’t press the issue. She told him to take his time and think it through.  
 
    It was a Friday afternoon. Alex was finishing another fruitless session of writing at the café. He just couldn’t get his mind into it. He picked up his laptop and shoved it into his backpack.  
 
    He looked up at the corner where Chrissy usually sat. The spot was empty. In fact, the entire café was empty, save for himself and Madeline the barmaid. The girl had sauntered over a few times to check on him. Alex still found her attractive. That mixed-race golden skin of hers, he still wanted to see her standing naked in his bedroom.   
 
    But not today.  
 
    Alex was feeling down. He didn’t like the predicament he was in. He didn’t want to be a Demon Hunter. After knowing what he now knew, going back to his old life of working nightshifts as a security guard wasn’t appealing. His life seemed pointless. 
 
     As he was about to step out of the café, Madeline came over to say goodbye. Something she didn’t normally do. She wrapped her arms around him in a hug. Again, something she didn’t usually do. 
 
    Madeline smelt good. Having her warm body pressed against his, her hair in his face as he leaned down to hug her, he was tempted to carry her away. Not literally… Though he probably could. 
 
    Alex left the café, Madeline occupying part of his mind. The girl was incredibly cute. She had perfect teeth and nice smile. Combine that with the fitting white shirt, short black skirt and her golden skin… Madeline had given him her number. Maybe he should call her later today.  
 
    Alex turned the corner from the café street, and stepped onto Green Lanes. It was a quiet street, residential save for the one corner shop. It was outside that shop that Alex spotted him. 
 
    It wasn’t really an achievement seeing him. It would have been hard to miss, what with those fucking gigantic white feathery wings. 
 
    It was an angel. His admittedly magnificent white wings stuck out from under his black v neck t-shirt. He wore skinny blue jeans and, like every angel, he was toned and glowing. But the girl he was talking to couldn’t see his glow or his wings. 
 
    All she could see was a really handsome douchebag. A douchebag that rested his hand against the brick wall of the house beside the shop. The wall she had her back towards. 
 
    “Give me your number,” the angel said. 
 
    “I don’t want to,” the girl replied. “I have a boyfriend.” 
 
    “He won’t mind.” 
 
    “…I think he will mind.” 
 
    “Give me your number, bitch.” 
 
    The pretty girl with the long red hair frowned. She folded her arms over her loose-fitting pink top. “You just called me a bitch?” 
 
     Alex was close enough now to see the angel’s face set and his lips tighten. “You know I could do whatever the fuck I want with you. There’s nothing you can do to stop me.” 
 
    The annoyance on the pretty girl’s face gave way to fear as she glanced around uncertainly. And then, spotting Alex, she waved her hand. “This isn’t consensual! He’s harassing me!” 
 
    The angel turned to look at Alex. And then he laughed before turning back to the girl. “He’s not going to do anything,” he said confidently. 
 
    Alex knew the rules that applied to Demon Hunters. No matter what they did, the angels were to be left alone. It was a good thing Alex wasn’t a Demon Hunter.   
 
    “Let her go, perv,” he said. 
 
    The angel turned his head once more and stared at Alex coldly. “The fuck you say?” he asked as his jaws tightened.  
 
    “She’s got a boyfriend. She doesn’t want to give you her number.” 
 
    The angel had been resting with his arm on the wall with his body opposite the girl, leaving her with a limited escape route. The angel pushed his hand off the wall and turned to face Alex. His enormous wings flapped in the background. 
 
    “You must be new,” he said. “But even then, it’s not an excuse. I’m going to teach you a lesson, Demon Hunter. I’m going to teach you you’re place, spawn of the devil.” 
 
    Now with an easy escape route, the red-haired girl came to stand beside Alex. “Did he call you a demon hunter?” 
 
    Alex turned his head and met her sparkling blue eyes. to look at her. “Yeah…” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    He didn’t recall Karen ever saying he had to keep it a secret. Even if she had, he was in the mood to be rebellious. “Because I am a Demon Hunter,” he said. “And he’s an angel.” 
 
    The girl smiled. It was a pretty smile. Alex smiled back. It was a reluctant one. He wasn’t looking forward to the inevitable battle with the angel. Angels were strong. The last time he’d gone up against it, it had flicked him away as if her were a bug.  
 
    And they were going to fight. The angel wasn’t going to just walk away. It was far too arrogant to do that.   
 
    “He’s an angel?” the girl asked. “Isn’t he too pathetic?” 
 
    Alex nodded. “Most of them are assholes.” 
 
    The angel held his hands together, palms pressed flat against each other. He then separated the palms. In the gap that appeared, a rod of what looked like molten lava formed. Alex sighed. He wished Demon Hunters could create weapons out of thin fucking air. Going to the Red House of Satan to collect a weapon wouldn’t be the worst thing in the world.  
 
    “What the fuck is that?!” the girl beside him shrieked. 
 
    That made both of Alex and the angel turn to look at her. 
 
    “You can see it?” Alex asked. 
 
    “The rod of fire in his hands?” the girl asked, nodding her head frantically. “Of course I can see it!” 
 
    “What about my wings?” the angel asked as he flapped them. “Can you see my wings?” 
 
    “He has wings?” the girl asked, her eyes widening as she searched for them. “Where?” 
 
    “So, you can only see the rod then eh?” the angel said. “A pity that. Thought you might be special. I suppose it’s something that you can see my rod of fire. Might explain why my hypnosis wasn’t working on you.” 
 
    “I have no idea what the fuck you’re talking about,” Alex said to the angel. “But do we really have to fight? Can’t we just walk away?” 
 
    “Oh, we’re not going to fight, Demon Hunter. I’m going to whoop your ass. I’m going to hurt you so bad, you’re going to-” 
 
    Alex waited patiently for him to finish his sentence. The angel didn’t seem to have anything else to say. His “rod of fire” had now grown to about four feet in length. Holding it in one hand, he stepped forward menacingly.    
 
    The red-head looked up at hi with worry. “Are you really a demon hunter?” 
 
    This wasn’t the time, place or person to explain his situation to. So he nodded noncommittally. “Kinda new to the job though.” 
 
    “But he’s an angel?” 
 
    He nodded again. “Angels are assholes,” he muttered. 
 
    “Can you defeat him?” the girl asked. “Like, who’s stronger?” 
 
    “We’re much stronger,” the angel said. “We’re divine beings made of pure energy. Demon hunters are just humans without souls,” he said the word as if an insult. 
 
    “You don’t have a soul?” the girl asked. 
 
    Alex shook my head. 
 
    “How come?” 
 
    Alex watched the girl with curiosity. She was taking this whole Demon Hunters and angels existing thing pretty well. Why was she even here? Why hadn’t she buggered off already? She’d just seen the angel create a rod of blue light out of thin air, a rod he as now holding in his right arm in an offensive manner. And yet, she seemed more curious than afraid. 
 
    “It’s kind of a long story,” Alex said. “If I survive this, maybe you can buy me a drink and I’ll tell you all about it.” 
 
    “Deal,” the girl said, grinning. 
 
    A really odd thing to do, Alex thought. He’d just indicated his possible death… Most girls wouldn’t grin at that. 
 
    “So what can you do?” she asked. 
 
    “Huh?” Alex’s brows furrowed. 
 
    “He’s got wings and can create fiery rods out of thin air. What can you do?” 
 
    Suddenly, being a Demon Hunter sounded lame. Especially when compared to an angel. “I guess I’m pretty strong,” Alex said defensively.  
 
    He was wearing a polo t-shirt. The girl stared at his arms. She then raised her right hand and squeezed his biceps. And then, she shrugged. 
 
    “What?” Alex asked. 
 
    “Nothing,” she said quickly. 
 
    “You’re disappointed.” 
 
    She shrugged again. “I was kind of expecting more. Being strong isn’t really a superpower, is it? No offense, but I’ve been with guys bigger than you.” 
 
    Her eyes widened at that. “I don’t mean bigger in that sense,” she said quickly. “I meant your muscles… not your manhood.” 
 
    “Thanks,” Alex muttered. “I’m feeling great now before I go off to battle an angel with a rod of light.” 
 
    She slapped him on the back. “You’ll be fine, I’m sure. I have faith in you.” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    She nodded. “Yeah of course, you’re my knight in shining armour.” 
 
    “You guys done talking?” the angel growled. He stood a few feet away, his rod now in his right arm, the end rested on the ground. “You’re only delaying the ass whooping.” 
 
    “Ass whooping?” the girl struggled to contain her smirk. 
 
    “Yeah, ass whooping.” The angel frowned. “Why are you laughing?” 
 
    “No reason,” the girl said, a broad smile on her face. 
 
    “Once I’m done with that fucker,” he pointed the rod at Alex. “I’m going to fuck you so hard, my big cock is going to tear you apart.” 
 
    The girl stopped smiling. She grabbed a fistful of his t-shirt. “Please tell me you can beat him.” 
 
    Alex sighed. “I’ll try. 
 
    He’d never been a fighter and the last time he tried something heroic, Mark had sliced him up and left him to bleed unconscious. Maybe the angel would go one step further and kill him…  
 
    Alex didn’t want to die. But he had no choice here. He had to fight the angel and hope for the best. For his sake and for the red-head’s sake. With steely determination, Alex charged.  
 
     The angel’s wings spread out magnificently. With a flap of each, his feet rose off the ground. Alex stopped in his tracks in admiration. As much as he hated to admit it, the angel looked amazing. The wings were a thing of beauty. 
 
    And then, with another thrust of the wings, the angel came at Alex with his glowing rod of fire. Alex ducked as the angel swiped at him, barely avoiding having his head sliced in half. That had been too close. Alex had felt the heat radiating from the rod.  
 
    The angel turned in mid-air, then came at him again. All thoughts of taking the angel head-on vanished. For the moment, it was all about surviving. Alex jumped off the pavement and slid behind the red car parked on the road opposite the shop doors just as the angel took another swipe at him. Again, the angel missed by inches. Its rod of fire sliced the side mirror of the car. 
 
    Alex scrambled to his feet and ran around the car. The angel flew over the car to meet him. This wasn’t a fair fight at all. Alex was weapon less as he was wingless.   
 
    “Coward,” he called out to the angel. 
 
    That stopped the angel in its tracks. Hovering fifteen feet off the ground, its wings flapping gently, it glared down at him.   
 
    “What did you call me?” 
 
    “You’re a coward,” Alex repeated. He tried to keep an eye on the angel and at the same time scan his surroundings for a weapon to use. “You’re just a glorified pigeon!” 
 
    From behind him came a snigger. He turned to look back in surprise. It was the red-head. She stood by the bins. They were the older type. Round and dirty silver in colour, they had round lids with handles attached at the top.   
 
    “You think you’re funny, don’t you?” the angel asked, still floating about, the anger obvious. 
 
    Alex shrugged his shoulders as he stepped backwards and moved closer to the red-head and the bin. “I have my moments.” 
 
    “You’re going to die, you know that, right? Even if it doesn’t happen now, I’m going to make sure Gabriel takes your head.” 
 
    That made him stop in my tracks. “Gabriel?” he repeated. “The archangel?” 
 
    The angel nodded. “I know him personally,” he said, the bragging clear in his voice. 
 
    The red-head came up to stand beside me. “He knows Gabrielle the archangel?” she asked. “That’s a thing then?” she looked a little faint. “I’ve always sort of been an atheist…” 
 
    Alex was new to the whole God and the devil being real. He’d not had much time to think about the rest of it. He didn’t even have a proper understanding of hell and heaven. Information was coming to him in bits and pieces.  
 
    So Gabriel was real. Did it make a difference if the angel knew Gabriel? If the archangel was going to take the douchebags side, then maybe he was a bit of a prick too. 
 
    “You’re afraid now, aren’t you?” the angel grinned like a maniac. “The stories about Gabriel are true. All of them.” 
 
    Alex focused on his plan and continued to slowly step backwards. “I haven’t heard of any of his stories,” he said. “Except for the ones in the bible…” 
 
    The angel stopped grinning. “He’s killed thousands of demons in the space of a single day. He tore their hearts out with his bare hands.” 
 
    “That’s a load of shit,” he said automatically. 
 
    “It’s true,” the angel said seriously. “During the Great War, Gabriel brought death to Satan’s armies.” 
 
    Satan. He said Satan and not Satani. It must have been ancient history. Before Satani disposed of her brother and made peace with the demons. How long did angels live? Was it forever? Was the flapping bird in front of him even killable?  
 
    Alex’s heel touched the first bin. He’d reached his destination. Now it was time to act. The angel hovered twenty feet away from him and fifteen feet in the air. A fair distance to throw. The odds of hurting him were slim. Were he an ordinary human.  
 
    But he was a Demon Hunter now and through his veins coursed the energy that all Demon Hunters possessed.  
 
    He grabbed the lid of the bin and with all his might he threw it like a frisbee. It was a good throw. A strong throw. His aim was good. It would have hit the angel right in his gobby mouth. Except, the angel sliced the lid in half with his lightning rod. 
 
    Alex expected him to do that. Which was why he threw the bin immediately after. Had the angel not been so arrogant and pleased with himself for slicing the lid in half, he would have seen the base of the bin fly towards him. 
 
    Again, it was a good throw on Alex’s part. A strong throw. The metal bin filled with rubbish sailed towards the angel. As human pigeon sliced the lid in half and looked down at Alex grinning like a cunt, the trash can struck him on the nose.  
 
    The angel’s wings flapped as he fell back. He landed on the red car with a thud and crushed the top. His wings spread out onto the road and pavement. Alex ran towards him. He leapt into the air as the angel raised his head off the car.  
 
    Alex jumped over the car and over the angel’s body. His arm was stretched out and his hand curled into a fist. He put a lot of power behind it as it connected with the jaw of the angel.  
 
    Alex dropped to the ground a foot away from the car and landed on his feet. He turned around to observe the damage, if any. He knew the angel would be a tough fucker. Alex had grown much stronger. The power he’d put behind the punch would have knocked unconscious, even possibly killed any human.   
 
    The angel’s head had smashed back onto the roof of the car where it left a head-shaped dent on it. But the bastard was still alive and conscious. He raised his head and stared at Alex before rolling off the car. Alex was getting ready to attack him when he noticed how unsteady the angel was on his feet. 
 
    Their eyes met again. The angel stared blankly. His legs wobbled. He turned on the spot, then fell back and crashed into the glass panel of the corner shop. His body weight smashed through it and he hit the ground. His body remained their lying amongst the shattered glass, half on the pavement, the other half inside the shop.  
 
    The redhead joined him as they stood over the body. The angel was still mostly okay. There was no blood on his body. None of his face either from being punched and having a metal bin thrown at it. There was none visible beneath him as he lay on the shattered glass. 
 
    “He looks so human,” the redhead said. “I can’t believe he’s an angel…” she turned and looked up at Alex. “Thanks for the help, knight in shining armour,” she playfully punched him on the arm. 
 
    The angel opened his eyes. “You’re going to die,” he muttered. “Gabriel is so going to kill you… he’s going to kill your entire family. He’s going to rape the whore. He’s going to destroy that cunt-” 
 
    The angel’s eyes widened as the redhead’s foot connected with his groin. 
 
    “Ouch,” Alex mumbled, feeling a little uncomfortable 
 
    The redhead glanced up at me. “Was that too much?” she asked. What?” she asked. 
 
    Alex shook his head. “Nah, he totally deserved it.” 
 
    The kick seemed to have finally shut up the angel for good. He lay still on the ground and stared up with cold eyes. Alex wondered if the angel’s threats were real. Would Gabriel really come after him?  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 18 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The red-head’s name was Katie. Alex walked her home. She lived only a few blocks away from his own apartment. Once at her door, Katie invited him in for a drink. Alex declined. His head wasn’t in the right place.  
 
    He knew the rules.  
 
    And he’d just broken them. 
 
    It was against the rules to interfere in angel business. Even if that angel business was being a sexual predator. It didn’t even matter whether or not he wanted to be a Demon Hunter. He doubted Gabriel cared about what Alex wanted.  
 
    Gabriel, the fucking Archangel. Was he an asshole too?  
 
    Once inside his own apartment, Alex’s bag slid off his back as he headed for the kitchen. He poured himself a cold glass of water and gulped it down. Leaning against the kitchen counter, he wiped away the sweat from his forehead and stared at the sunlight shining in through the glass doors that led to the wrought iron balcony. Seven straight days of pure sunshine. This was unchartered territory for London.  
 
    Alex was about to open the fridge and rummage for food when he spotted her. She sat on the leather sofa. Hugging her knees and completely still, she stared into space.  
 
    It was Jessica.  
 
    Alex knew something was wrong. Even before he spotted the nasty purple bruise on her cheekbone.  
 
    “Jessica?” he called her name as he came to stand beside her. “What happened?”  
 
    She shuddered, surprised by his appearance. Their eyes met. “Alex,” she whispered. Her lips trembled. “He… he raped me.”   
 
    Alex dropped beside her, his eyes wide in alarm. “Who raped you?” 
 
    “...Kevin… I tried to stop him,” she mumbled.  
 
    Kevin. Jessica’s boyfriend. Alex had seen the guy a few times when he’d hung out in the apartment with Jessica. Tall and muscular, he had straight black hair that he wore back in a ponytail.  
 
    “I tried to stop him,” Jessica repeated. “But… he forced me down… tore my clothes off,” Jessica took a deep breath. Her body shuddered. “He raped me in front of his… h-his… Josh and Trevor, they just… they just watched and… and G-Ga-Gary…” Jessica stopped. Her chest rose and fell rapidly, her breathing haggard.  
 
    The trauma of relieving the moment was too much for her. She’d been hurt. There was a large bruise on her face. Her normally immaculately straight hair was tangled. Her short-sleeved blouse was torn around the neck and exposed her bra. Her denim hot pants had dark grease marks.  
 
    Kevin had raped her in the garage floor right in front of his co-workers. Josh and Trevor had watched while Gary… he’d done something worse. Had he joined in? Alex felt the anger swell inside him. He pulled Jessica in for a hug. His arms wrapped around her. She buried her head in his chest as the tears she’d been holding back broke free.  
 
    Alex cooed comforting words in her ear all the while thinking of ways to make the asshole pay.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Two hours later, Alex stood by the door of Jessica’s bedroom, watching her sleep. He’d wanted to call the police, but she refused. She didn’t want to deal with the police and the stress that came with it. Kevin had raped her in front of his crew just because she wanted to break-up with him. She was afraid of what he’d do if the police turned up at his garage.  
 
    Alex didn’t try too hard to persuade her otherwise. She was hurt both physically and mentally. He’d carried to her bed and after tucking her in, he’d sat beside her, stroking her hair, watching as her eyes finally shut, as her breathing eased.  
 
    Now he stood by the door and wondered what to do. Kevin would pay for what he did. Alex would make him pay. The dirtbag would suffer. He knew where the asshole worked. He could drive over there now and-  
 
    Alex turned his head and stared down the hallway as the front door opened. It was Karen. Somehow, she had a key. Or… magic? Did she use magic to open locked doors?  
 
    She looked as gorgeous as always. A short black skirt revealed legs that stretched for ever. A fitting white sleeveless blouse hugged her ample bosom. So tall too… he wondered if he would ever get used to her height, and the height of other female Demon Hunters.  
 
    “Are you done sulking?” Karen asked. “Because it’s time for you to choose a weapon and begin your training.” 
 
    Alex frowned. Sulking? What the hell was she talking about? It came back to him soon enough. She’d let him get his ass kicked, then brought him back to his apartment, stripped him naked and sucked on his cock. She’d made Jessica do the same. In hindsight, the last part didn’t seem so bad…  
 
    “What’s the matter?” Karen asked. She peered into the room and spotted the sleeping Jessica. “Watching her sleep? I can’t tell if that’s romantic or creepy.”  
 
    “She was raped by her boyfriend,” Alex said coldly. 
 
    “I suppose it’s a good place to start.”  
 
    Alex’s brows furrowed. “What are you talking about?”  
 
    “The human that hurt her will make for perfect target practice. Come on, let’s get you a weapon.”  
 
    Karen walked down the corridor and out the front door, not glancing back once to see if he followed. It annoyed Alex that she expected him to obey. After his last meeting with her, he’d decided to not listen to the Demon Hunter.  
 
    But the circumstances were different this time, he told himself. He was doing this to avenge Jessica, not to serve the devil. Alex closed the door to Jessica’s bedroom and followed after Karen.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 19 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Karen didn’t bother holding the elevator for him. The doors closed in his face as she leaned against the mirrored wall, smiling sweetly. Annoyed, Alex rushed down the stairs. He took four or five at a time. He felt really good physically. Like he could run forever and not break a sweat.  
 
    Karen was down before him. She waited by the side of the pavement with her curvy as resting on a silver Lamborghini Aventador. Alex had only ever seen one of those in pictures.  
 
    “Nice car. Did you steal it?”  
 
    Karen rolled her eyes. “Another perk of being a Demon Hunter, we have a never depleting bank balance.”  
 
    “...never depleting?”    
 
    Karen smiled. The door of the Aventador opened upwards. She slipped in. The door closed. The window slid down. “Are you coming?”  
 
    Alex walked around the Lamborghini. Coming to the passenger side, he stared at the car, admiring it. Despite the things he had seen the past week or so, angels, demons, the bloody devil herself, this car still took his damned breath.  
 
    A little giddy, Alex opened the door and climbed in.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It was past seven when they arrived at the Red House of Satan. The sun had lost its heat, but it was still bright outside when Alex stepped out of the Lamborghini. He stared down at the car fondly. The highlight of his day. He had a feeling it was going to go downhill from this point.  
 
    Behind him was the monolithic monstrous structure of red stone that rose up a hundred floors. Alex climbed up the black steps and walked under the white pediment bearing the face of Satani. He wondered if the devil was in or if she was back in hell. Was this her main home on earth or was it just one of many? It struck him how little he knew of the devil’s arrangement. 
 
    They walked through the lobby and up the stairs that led to the elevators. Karen pressed the button for the seventh floor. The doors opened to a foyer. Ahead was a corridor with doors on both sides. Burning torches lit the place in a dim red light. Karen opened the first door on the left.   
 
    The walls were covered in burgundy panels. Above was the appearance of a skylight, but the colour shining down was red. The walls were covered with weapons - swords, daggers, axe-like blades, spears, bows with quivers full of arrows.  
 
    It was an armoury.  
 
    Away from the walls on hardwood boxes with intricate carvings resting on hooks were an array of swords looking very much like a museum display. There were mannequins too, each covered in every type of body armour imaginable.  
 
    “Anything take your fancy?” Karen asked.  
 
    There was a lot to take in, a lot to choose from. It might have been easier to have just given him a sword, or maybe a gun. They didn’t have those here. In fact, there were no modern weapons at all.  
 
    “The best way to kill a demon is to decapitate it,” Karen said. “Hard to do that with a gun.”  
 
    Alex glanced back at her. “Can you read minds?”  
 
    “No, and I’m glad for it too. After a while, all you Demon Hunters want to do is fuck or fight.”  
 
    Alex turned his attention back to the weapons on display. He didn’t want to be a Demon Hunter. Yet here he was, back in the Red House of Satan, collecting a weapon made for Demon Hunters. He was doing it for Jessica, he told himself. After that… He didn’t know what he would after that, but it was a worry for another time. 
 
    He walked along the wall, glancing at the weapons attached with tenterhooks. A longsword caught his eye and Alex stopped in front of it. It was simple in design. The blade shiny, the grip leather, the pommel large, the guard thick.  
 
    Alex picked it up. It was heavy, but it felt good. “What do you think?” he asked, turning with the sword in hand. 
 
    “Big sword. If I didn’t know better, I’d say you were trying to compensate for something,” Karen muttered.  
 
    Alex glared at her. “What’s wrong with the sword?”  
 
    “The choice of weapon usually complements the Demon Hunter. Big sword means big hulking brute. Disappointing.”  
 
    “Not here to please you,” Alex shot back.  
 
    “You’re right. Let’s go, Conan.”  
 
    Alex stared at her, not sure if that was an insult or a compliment. Deciding it was the former because Karen appeared to be in a bitchy mood, he slashed at thin air, trying to get a feel for the weapon. 
 
    The weight was a little on the heavy side but it still felt balanced in his hand. Knowing very little about swords, Alex wondered if that was enough? A balanced sword was a good thing, right?  
 
    Alex wasn’t sure why he suddenly threw the sword. It wasn’t a dagger. But that was how it sailed across the room. The sharp point buried itself into the wall. It was then did Alex notice how on that part of the wall there were no panels, nor was the colour burgundy.  
 
    The colour was a dark maroon. There were small golden circular handles attached to it. It was a cupboard. One door was ajar.  
 
    “Sorry,” Alex said quickly, worried about the damage he’d caused. 
 
    Karen ignored him. An eyebrow raised, she stared at the wardrobe. “In my hundreds of years here, never once did I know that was there.”  
 
    Alex already knew she was old. Demon Hunters could theoretically live forever. But hearing Karen say it out loud, he felt strange. He was crushing on someone old enough to be his great great grandma. Crushing on her? Alex wondered why he was surprised that he fancied Karen some. She was incredibly hot. She seemed laid back too. Every guy alive would crush on her.  
 
    His thoughts moved towards the wardrobe he’d just impaled with the sword. There were intricate carvings all across the door. They both approached it. Karen ran her fingers over the doors.  
 
    “Calligraphy?”  
 
    Alex shrugged. “Not any language I recognise.” Which wasn’t saying much. He wasn’t exactly a connoisseur of languages. Although it did look somewhat like Arabic. The lines were longer, curvier and the dots, when he squinted, he could see additional carvings within every dot.  
 
    “The weapons of the first…” Alex muttered.  
 
    Karen raised an eyebrow. “What?”  
 
    “What?”  
 
    “You said something. The first weapon?”  
 
    “I did?”  
 
    Karen nodded.  
 
    Alex shrugged his shoulders. He did recall his lips moving, but the words he’d spoken, he couldn’t remember what they were. He tugged gently at the golden rings. The wardrobe doors parted. Inside was a collection of weapons.  
 
    There were daggers, chainmail, a helmet, armguards. There was a longsword too. The metal was a dull grey, but the edges seemed sharp. The cross guard was brown as was the grip. It looked old and worn out. So why did he find it appealing? 
 
    Alex grabbed the grip of the longsword and lifted it up. It was heavy, but almost instantly, the weight seemed to dissipate. The edges gleamed as he slashed it across thin air.  
 
    “I think I’ve found my weapon,” Alex said softly. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The sun had set when Karen parked her Lamborghini by the side of the road. To the left were terraced houses that had seen better days. The walls were chipped and the front lawns overgrown. Some had boarded up windows. Light shone out from a few. Not a great street to live on. 
 
    On the right side was the garage. It was surrounded by a steel fence. The gate was open though. So was the blue door of the whitewashed brick building. There were banging sounds coming from inside. Voices too.  
 
    The enormous sword rested on Alex’s lap sheathed in a black leather scabbard. The anger he’d felt when he’d first heard of what had happened to Jessica, what her boyfriend had done, it was still there. But now so was doubt. Was this the right thing to do, to march in there were a fucking sword?  
 
    Alex remembered his first ever fight. He was eight years old. The other kid was seven. Alex still got his ass handed to him. By a younger kid. An admittedly ugly and oversized younger kid.  
 
    Karen placed a hand on his leg. Her fingertips brushed against his cock below. “You’ll be fine.”  
 
    Alex wasn’t sure about that. Kevin, Josh, Trevor and Gary - what if all four of them were in there? He was armed with a sword. Sure, it looked impressive, but no more so than something hanging in a museum.   
 
    “I’ve never used a sword before,” he mumbled.  
 
    “It’s simple. Just swing it, aim for the head, or any other body part would do too.”  
 
    Alex stared at her. “Aim for the head? I’m not going to kill them.”  
 
    Karen smiled sweetly before leaning over to open the door. “Try to enjoy it,” she said, as she ushered him out of the car.  
 
    Try to enjoy it? Crazy bitch, Alex thought. He walked past the gate. His hand trembled as it clung onto the sword. Fuck, he was nervous. Inside the garage, he spotted a guy underneath a jacked-up red car. Alex approached him, the longsword still in the scabbard, he held it by the grip. The point trailed along the rough floor. Alex felt like a murderer from a horror movie.  
 
    Karen, Mark and the other Demon Hunters carried their weapons with them at all times. They pulled them out from what could only be described as a magical space near their waists. Maybe that was what it was? Magic?  
 
    Alex noticed the straps attached to the scabbard. He fastened it around his waist just as the man under the car slid out.  
 
    “The fuck is that?” he asked, staring at the sheathed sword.  
 
    “It’s a- you can see it?”  
 
    “That massive sword you’ve got tied round your waist in the leather scabbard?” the guy asked incredulously. “Yes, I can fucking see it.”  
 
    “Oh… the other Demon Hunter’s weapons are hidden… I thought this would be too,” he mumbled.  
 
    “The fuck are you talking about?” the guy asked, and before Alex could think of an elaborate lie to tell, he shook his head, annoyed. “What do you want, man?” 
 
    “Kevin? Is he about?”  
 
    The guy pointed with his spanner towards the right corner before sliding back under the red car. It was a small office. One of those modular ones made of long cream panels and large windows. Alex spotted him instantly. He was sitting on the leather sofa, a massive flat screen before him, he was playing a shoot-em-up game. 
 
    On his way there, Alex passed two guys standing over a motorbike. That made four. Kevin, Josh, Gary and Trevor? He’d lost his first ever fight with a kid younger than him. His second fight, Mark almost killed him. Sure, he’d kicked an angel’s ass, but that angel didn’t seem tough. It was more concerned about making threats then doing the damage himself.  
 
    There were four of them here.  
 
    Scarlett.  
 
    He hadn’t exactly defeated her in battle, but with the voice in his head, he’d done well against her. Alex smiled. He’d never thought he’d miss the voice. As annoying a fucker as it was, he could have done with some of the power surging through his body that the voice brought with it. 
 
    Alex knocked on the office door. Immediately, he felt stupid for doing it. He was here to teach the guy a lesson for raping Jessica. Why the fuck was he knocking on the door? He pushed it open and stepped inside.  
 
    The controller in hand, Kevin looked up. Alex had only briefly met the guy a couple of times, but he knew it was him. He still had the long black hair tied back in a ponytail. But like an idiot, he asked anyway.  
 
    “Kevin?”  
 
    “Yeah. What do you want?” Kevin asked, annoyance in his voice.  
 
    “We’ve met before? I’m Alex? Jessica rents a room in my apartment?” 
 
    There was a blank look in Kevin’s eyes. Then he shook his head. “No. That dude’s a skinny perv.”  
 
    Alex’s jaws tightened. Sure, he’d been skinny, and maybe had harboured lustful feelings for Jessica, but it was a bit rich for this guy to call him a pervert. Especially considering how he’d raped Jessica right in this garage, possibly in front of the three guys outside.  
 
    The nerves he’d felt walking in were gone. In its place was pure unbridled rage. His hand reached for the longsword by his waist. Kevin glanced at it, then dropped his controller and stood up. He was a tall fucker, but Alex was now taller. 
 
    “We gonna have a problem, brah?” Kevin asked.  
 
    “Did you rape Jessica?” Alex asked, his voice shaking with anger.  
 
    A question he hadn’t been planning on asking. Why did he ask it? He didn’t doubt Jessica. Violence. Alex was seeing more of it recently, but there was still a small part of him that wanted to walk away from this without hurting Kevin, without resorting to violence.  
 
    Kevin glanced at Alex’s waist once more and the sword that he had partially drawn. The exposed dull grey metal was oddly shiny.  
 
    “You’re the guy she’s been sleeping with?” Kevin took a step forward, a smile spread across his lips. “Yeah, I ripped off her panties, held her down, fucked her cunt right there,” he pointed at the desk behind Alex. “Then I took her outside. I laid on her on the floor and fucked her in front of the boys. She’d stopped resisting by then. She just lay there flat, her legs spread.” Kevin let out a crooked laugh. “Maybe she started to enjoy it.” 
 
    There was going to be violence. The only question was, how badly was he going to hurt Kevin? Alex drew the longsword out from the scabbard and held it with both hands across his body.     
 
    “The fuck is that?” Kevin asked, bemused. 
 
    “It’s a sword, dipshit. What else could it fucking be?”  
 
    Kevin frowned. “Antiquated piece of shit.” 
 
    Alex wanted Kevin to be afraid. But the guy seemed far from it. He raised his hands, now curled into fists, he stood with his body angled to the side, his back slightly hunched. A boxer’s pose.  
 
    “I’m going to cut your balls off,” Alex told him.  
 
    Kevin’s frown deepened. “The fuck is wrong with you, man?” 
 
    “What?”  
 
    “You wanna protect your girl’s honour, I get that. We’re gonna have a bust-up, that’s cool. You brought a fucking…” Kevin rolled his eyes, “sword, I guess. That’s a strange choice of a weapon, but that’s still cool. Then you gotta get fucking weird and threaten to cut off my balls?”  
 
    The way Kevin spoke, his voice measured, he sounded so reasonable. Alex almost apologised. A part of his brain kicked back. This guy was a rapist, and apparently had morals that belonged in the stone ages, or before.  
 
    Alex stepped towards Kevin, sword in hand, determined to hurt him. He saw it coming from the corner of his eye and turned. But he was too late. The guy that had been underneath the car, he raised a large spanner and brought it down onto Alex’s head.  
 
    It should have been game over.  
 
    A strike like that, Alex should have been on the ground, bleeding from the head. Instead, he took an unsteady step back, the sword wavered in his hand. Kevin launched at him, fly-kicking him in the back. Alex staggered forward. The guy raised the spanner and swung it, aiming for his face.        
 
    Alex raised the sword to block the spanner.  
 
    He missed and caught the guy’s arm instead.  
 
    It sliced right through it.  
 
    There was a moment of stunned silence. And then the bloodcurdling scream came. Alex had sliced the arm off at the elbow. The spanner still in hand, it hit the ground with a thud. Strangely, no blood gushed out from the wound. The flesh appeared burnt, as if the sword was flaming hot.  
 
    Still screaming, the guy dropped to his knees. Then his eyes lolled, his scream stopped, his body tilted to the left and he hit ground, unconscious. Alex felt the dull grey blade. It was warm. Clean too, not a drop of blood on it.  
 
    “You… y-you chopped his arm off, man,” Kevin stammered.  
 
    Finally, the rapist was afraid. Alex grinned enjoying the sight of the once proud asshole now quivering in fear. Kevin reached for his pocket and pulled out his mobile phone. Was he going to call the police? The police couldn’t come, not yet. Alex wasn’t done.  
 
    He threw the sword at Kevin. 
 
    It was a brilliant throw. Too perfect, in fact. It punctured Kevin’s chest, lifted him off the ground and slammed him against the wall. The blade buried deep, only the guard, grip and pommel remained exposed from his chest.  
 
    Kevin stared at him, his eyes wide, his mouth open, no sounds. The colour drained from his face, leaving it a sickly white.  
 
    “Are you dead?”  
 
    A stupid question to ask… of course, he was dead. Nobody survived something like that. Alex walked up to Kevin’s now impaled body. He grabbed his sword by the grip and pulled it out.  
 
    Kevin’s body hit the ground. Once again, no blood spilled from the wound. There was none on the wall, none on the blade, none on his chest. Alex stared down at the crumpled body. He’d just killed someone. Yet, he felt calm, in control.  
 
    He slid the sword back in the scabbard and walked out of the office. The two guys that had stood by the motorbike earlier, both faced him now. One was armed with a spanner, the other held a grease gun. Odd choice of weapon.  
 
    Both were visibly shaking, the colour drained from their faces. They didn’t want to fight, Alex realised. They must have seen what had happened in the office.  
 
    Kevin had raped Jessica here, in front of them. If they hadn’t actively participated in her torture, they’d stood by and participated in her humiliation.  
 
    Alex’s grip tightened on the reassuring leather handle of the longsword. They deserved punishment. Question was, how much should he hurt them?        
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 20 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Alex unbuckled the straps on the scabbard. Opening the door to the Lamborghini, he slid in quietly and placed the sword on his lap. It extended from the door to Karen’s lap.  
 
    “That was quick,” Karen said. “And I don’t see blood anywhere,” she observed. “Did you even do anything in there?”  
 
    A final lesson, Alex thought. He’d wanted to teach them a lesson. It had been a final lesson.  
 
    He’d killed them.  
 
    Kevin deserved to die. Instead of showing any remorse, the asshole bragged about his crime. The other guy, the one that struck him with the spanner, Alex didn’t feel bad about slicing his arm off. The guy attacked him from behind with intent to kill or seriously injure. The guy was lucky it was his arm that was sliced off and not his head. He was the only one that lived. 
 
     It was the two he’d killed last that had him feeling… what was he feeling? Calm. Right now, he was feeling calm. He’d sliced the two men’s heads off. Literally. They were clean kills. He’d wielded the sword like a samurai. The blade cut through their necks like butter. The heads slid off. There was no blood.    
 
    Alex should have been feeling horrified. He wasn’t. 
 
    “Alex?” Karen placed a hand on his shoulder. “What did you do?” 
 
    “I killed them…” 
 
    Karen’s eyes widened. “Killed?”  
 
    Alex nodded. “I threw the sword at Kevin. It struck him on the chest and lifted him off the ground. It impaled him onto the wall.”  
 
    “Some throw,” Karen muttered. “Sure you’ve never used a sword before?” 
 
    Alex nodded. “Killed two other men… sliced the arm off a third.”  
 
    Karen leaned forward. “You did what now?”    
 
    Alex told her what had happened, how he sliced off the arm of the guy, then killed Kevin as he tried to call the police. After that, he killed the two other guys in cold blood. 
 
    “How do you feel?”  
 
    “Calm… I feel really calm,” Alex mumbled. “Is that normal? Is that what happens when you have your soul taken out? You lose feelings and shit?” 
 
    “Clearly not because you sound like you’re about to have a panic attack,” Karen said dryly.  
 
    She was right. That calm feeling, it must have been some sort of euphoric high, one that he was coming down from now. His hands were clammy and his chest beat hard. “Fuck…” he whispered. “I killed three people.” 
 
    “They deserved it,” Karen said, her voice nonchalant. “But, if they didn’t, they’re in heaven now. Don’t feel guilty.”  
 
    “It’s that simple to you?”  
 
    Karen shrugged. “When you’ve lived for as long as I have, it-” 
 
    “Don’t,” Alex warned her. He didn’t want to hear the end to that sentence. 
 
    Karen studied him before her lips spread in a smile. “Let’s get you home. We’ve got a busy week ahead.”  
 
        
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 21 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Jessica was asleep when Alex made it home. He was glad for it. What she had been through, she needed support. But Alex was in no state of mind to give any support. He probably needed some himself. He’d just killed three men. Maybe four. He hadn’t actually gone back to see if the guy whose arm he’d sliced off was still alive. Losing an arm wasn’t fatal but it was entirely possible he’d died of shock.   
 
    Alex was exhausted. Unstrapping his scabbard, he took his clothes off and waded naked into the shower. He stood with his eyes closed under the hot water. He caught a glance of his body in the mirror as he dried himself. The transformation was complete, it seemed. He’d grown to over six and a half foot. His body was defined by muscles, not a millimetre of flab anywhere. And his cock.... it was a fucking monster…  
 
    Alex dropped the towel onto the bathroom floor and was about to enter his bedroom when he noticed Jessica. She stood by the door to her bedroom, her arms folded over her chest, she wore a pink chemise.  
 
    Their eyes met, and without a word spoken, he picked her up and carried her to bed, where he lay with her. Jessica’s hand trailed his body until it came to his cock. She gripped it by the head. Alex raised an eyebrow, but said nothing. If she found comfort in it, he wasn’t going to complain. He wrapped his powerful arms around her slender frame and soon they both fell into a deep slumber.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
    Alex woke to the sounds of banging. He opened his eyes, sat up and leaned against the headboard. His eyes flickered to the round clock opposite. It was almost five in the evening. No wonder he was alone in bed. He’d slept for close to twenty hours. What the fuck. How the fuck.  
 
    The banging continued.  
 
    Alex slipped out of bed, naked, he headed for the door. His sheathed longsword lay on the carpet by the bathroom door. Alex paused to stare at the sword. Memories of the night before returned. He’d killed at least three people last night. All in brutal fashion. One impaled against a wall and two decapitated.   
 
    And now there was someone banging at his door. With every thud, the door shook and the hinges rattled. Had they come for him? He wasn’t going to go without a fight. Alex grabbed the longsword by the grip and drew it. He tiptoed to the door and stared through the peephole.  
 
    Blue.  
 
    What?  
 
    Blue? It was a blurry mass of blue. Alex blinked. That seemed to do the trick. The mass of blurry blue took shape. It was a demon. One he knew. Alex opened the door. The blue demon girl paused with her hand in mid-air.     
 
    It was Melissa, the demon girl that did night shifts in security. He was used to seeing her as a white girl with brown hair and brown eyes. Now with blue skin, yellow eyes and black hair she looked more like the shapeshifter from X-Men.  
 
    “Are you trying to break my door down?”  
 
    Melissa, whose hand was still in mid-air, let it drop by her side. “Sorry, I’ve- I’ve never knocked on a human- on a Demon Hunter door before…”  
 
    “How many ways are there to knock on a door?” Alex asked, his tone sharp.  
 
    “I- sorry,” Melissa lowered her head.  
 
    “What do you want?” the words came out harsher than Alex had wanted. He could tell she was nervous already.  
 
    “You haven’t been to work in a few days…” she mumbled. “Thought I’d check up on you and see if you were okay,” she raised her head and their eyes met. “Wanted to say thank you too for… for the other day.” 
 
    This was new territory for Alex. Growing up, he’d never had many friends, none that came over to the house. Especially not with his alcoholic father who frequented brothels and often brought women home. In school, he never really fitted in with the other children. He’d always feel left out of conversations because he didn’t have the latest toys, the latest gadgets, nor did he ever go anywhere nice over the school breaks.  
 
    Shortly after leaving school, he got a job as a security guard and using the inheritance from his mother as a deposit, he bought himself this apartment. Socially, things didn’t improve much. It took him over a year to strike up a conversation with Madeline, the waitress in the cafe.   
 
    At work, most of his colleagues were older. Pleasant enough to talk with, but not the sort of people he would hang out with outside of work. Melissa was the only person his age and at one point, he’d had a crush on her. But she’d always come across a bit aloof, different. He knew why now. She was a demon. And apparently demons had different norms to humans. Demons didn’t just knock on doors, they tried to break them down…   
 
    But that demon had come to check up on him, which was more than what any other person had done. He stepped aside to let her in. Melissa bent down to slip off her heels. It was then did Alex notice she was wearing heels. And the skinny jeans she wore, they fitted perfectly around her curvy bottom. Alex had never seen Melissa out of work before. She looked much better without the drab security uniform.  
 
    He invited her in and led her down the corridor and into the living room. She took a seat on the sofa. He turned towards the kitchen. He could feel her eyes on him. No, not him, but the longsword he was holding.  
 
    Alex placed it on the counter and opened the fridge. The burst of cold air made him realise that he was still naked. Had been this whole time. He grabbed two bottles of fruit flavoured ciders. Heading into the living room, he handed one to Melissa and placed the other on the tea table. Play cool, he told himself.  
 
    “I’m going to uh… I’m going to put some clothes on,” he muttered. 
 
    Melissa murmured something in response before taking a sip of her drink. Her eyes flickered to his manhood; her blue cheeks darkened. Alex held back a grin. He returned from his bedroom wearing a blue dressing gown. Picking up his drink, he dropped on the purple ottoman opposite her.  
 
    “It’s nice,” Melissa commented.  
 
    Alex glanced around the living room. It was decorated by himself, and solely himself. One three-piece leather sofa, one ottoman, and an old dark-brown armchair. In the centre was a glass tea table and attached to the wall was a fifty-inch television. 
 
    Melissa took a sip of her drink. It was strange seeing her seated in his living room, all blue and… demon.  
 
    “I guess you’re going to quit the security job, now that you’re a Demon Hunter,” Melissa said.  
 
    Alex shrugged noncommittally. He wasn’t sure what he was going to do just yet. He’d planned to quit being a Demon Hunter. But then, he’d murdered three humans. Right this moment, his thoughts were conflicted.  
 
    “How is it?”  
 
    Alex blinked. “How’s what?”   
 
    Melissa laughed. It was infectious. Her white teeth set against her dark lips and blue skin, they sparkled. “How is it being a Demon Hunter?” 
 
     Alex shrugged again. It was different. Walking down the streets, everything was normal until it wasn’t. Demons and angels, there were a lot of them about. The demons were always shifty-looking. It made him suspicious. He didn’t want to judge them, but it was hard not to when they suddenly stopped walking soon as they spotted him, when they hid their bags behind their backs, when they lowered their heads, but raised their eyes to watch him.  
 
    The angels were worse. What a bunch of arrogant fuckers. Every time one passed, Alex would have to fight back the urge to punch it in the face. Just the way they walked, sauntering about as if they owned the place. Which they might do… they did win the war.  
 
    Melissa watched him curiously. “There’s gotta be some perks?”  
 
    “Yeah, I suppose,” Alex said with little enthusiasm. “I look and feel great.”  
 
    Melissa nodded. “You look amazing, and you’re so much taller too,” she gushed.  
 
    Alex let out a mirthless laugh. “You should see my cock. It’s massive.” 
 
    Alex’s eyes widened, his cheeks reddened. He hadn’t meant it in a sexual way, nor was he bragging. He’d been well endowed prior to the transformation, and now his cock was just too big. It was a stupid thing to say. She’d already seen his cock. He had been naked until a few moments ago.  
 
    “I- I didn’t mean… it’s just that it’s really big and-” he paused, swallowing nervously. “Maybe I should just stop talking,” he muttered. 
 
    Melissa smiled politely. Her lips remained sealed. Alex took a swig of his cider and stared out through the glass panels that led to the balcony, doing his best to not seem flustered. It was a while before he noticed Melissa staring at her lap.  
 
    Alex watched her for an entire minute before he waved his hand. “Hey.” 
 
    It was Melissa’s turn to blush. Her blue cheeks darkened as her eyes widened. Alex managed to hold back a smile as she suddenly sat up straight and turned to face the balcony door, suddenly fascinated by the view. She was awkward, but in a cute way.  
 
    More time passed in silence. Alex finished his cider. In that time, Melissa’s eyes wandered around the room, before always settling on his lap, only to quickly shift away. Except, this time, it didn’t.  
 
    “You’re doing it again,” Alex said, his tone light.  
 
    “Sorry,” Melissa’s cheeks reddened even more. “It’s just that uhh… us demons... we have uhh-” 
 
    Alex waited for her to finish, but Melissa stared down at her feet, twiddling her thumbs as they rested on her lap.  
 
    “What do you have?”  
 
    Melissa laughed nervously. “Some demons… they have- powers, I guess you could call it. Mines is….” 
 
    Alex sat up at that and leaned forward eagerly. “You have powers?”         
 
    Melissa’s cheeks looked ready to explode, so dark were they. “I’m uhh… always… horny.”  
 
    Alex blinked. Horny? Had he heard right? Did she just say her super power was being horny? “Does… does horny mean something else in demon… language?” 
 
    Melissa shook her head. Her hands by her side, her fingers dug into the sofa. Her shyness seemed to fade as she stared at him, her chest jutting forward. “It’s a bit more than that.”   
 
    “Okay,” Alex grinned. “Do tell.” 
 
    “I can change shapes.”  
 
    “What now?” 
 
    “I can grow taller, be curvier… I can change shapes,” Melissa finished.  
 
    Shape-shifting? That sounded like a genuine superpower. Alex stared at her, confused. “What does shape-shifting have to do with being horny?”  
 
    Melissa didn’t reply, but simply stared at him, a cheeky spark in her eyes. She remained seated with her chest jutted forward. Her breasts pressed against her white blouse. Her perky nipples began to show.  
 
    “Oh…” Alex murmured. “Oh,” he repeated, as it dawned on him. Melissa wasn’t a shape-shifter like Mystique from the X-Men. I can grow taller, be curvier… He stared at her breasts, wondering if they’d grown in size. It was hard to tell. She’d walked into the apartment, looking pretty damned hot in skinny jeans and a fitting blouse hugging her delicious body. 
 
    “What are you thinking?” 
 
    His eyes still on her chest and the visible nipples that pressed against the white blouse, Alex murmured something in response. Not words. A sound. Primal. “Show me,” he finally said.   
 
    For a brief moment, he thought he spotted hesitancy in her yellow eyes. If it was ever there, it was gone quickly. She stood up and pulled off her white blouse before kicking off her heels. She unzipped her jeans and pulled them down.   
 
    She stood before him in her black bra and panties. Her blue skin underneath was of a lighter shade of blue than the colour of her face. Pale, it looked more like body paint than a different skin colour.  
 
    “What do you want me to do?” Melissa asked.  
 
    “Huh?”  
 
    “Shall I grow taller? Curvier?” She cupped her breasts with both hands. “Make these bigger?” She arched her back, drawing attention to her curvy bum, she placed a hand on it. “What about my bottom?”  
 
    Alex was speechless. Melissa was like a different girl. Now apparently in her element, her shyness of earlier was completely gone. Himself on the other hand, Alex swallowed uncomfortably. 
 
    Melissa laughed. She gave him a wink. She wasn’t short to begin with, but she wasn’t tall either. Her figure, she had curvy hips, a thin waist, well-proportioned breasts. And then it began to happen. 
 
    Her legs grew longer, her hips widened, her waist tightened. But it was her breasts that changed the most. The black bra filled out and the bridge between the two cups were close to tearing.  
 
    “What do you think?” She gave her twirl. Her bottom had changed too. Round, but not too much.     
 
    Alex was too stunned to reply. So many thoughts swirled through his mind. Most of them were dirty. No, all of them were dirty.  
 
    “You like?” Melissa asked. 
 
    Alex nodded like an idiot drunk on lust. He climbed to his feet and stepped towards her. His chest pounding, he placed a hand around her neck. He brushed her surprisingly soft hair away and kissed her on the lips.  
 
    Her soft lips. It was a deep kiss. Intoxicating.  
 
    Melissa pulled him close. His robe slid off. Her breasts pressed against his chest. Alex grabbed her by the waist and lifted her up. Her legs wrapped around him. The black panties pressed against his growing cock. Alex dropped her onto the sofa. Pulling his lips away, he straightened his back and looked down at her gorgeous body.  
 
    Melissa undid her bra strap, then slid it off, letting free her breasts. She raised her legs onto his shoulder and Alex’s fingers dug into her panties as he pulled on them. Melissa brought her knees down to her chest as her panties came off, before parting them, welcomingly.  
 
    Alex stared at her blue cunt. He grabbed her inner thighs and squeezed. The force caused her pussy to part. Melissa reached for his enormous cock. Her hand gripped the tip. She guided it to her cunt and rubbed it against her pussy lips.  
 
    Alex felt the warm wetness of her pussy as his cock probed the outer edges. He thrust in suddenly. Melissa gasped as her back arched. Her bottom wiggled as she struggled to accommodate his enormous cock. Her body was tense. She closed her eyes as her face grimaced.  
 
    Alex waited for her to relax, and when she did, he began to gently drive his cock in and out of her warm and wet pussy. He reached down and grabbed her breasts. Holding onto them, he began to drive his cock in and out of her cunt with speed.  
 
    Her eyes still closed, Melissa’s lips were parted. She began to moan. Softly at first. The sounds grew louder. She began to gyrate her hips. Her hand reached down to play with her clit.  
 
    They came together. Alex collapsed on top of her as he shot his load, filling her up. As their two bodies meshed together, he could feel his cum dripping out of her pussy and down her inner thighs. 
 
    He pulled out and lay beside her on the sofa. His eyes closed, he felt calm and happy. He could have fallen asleep there and then, but he opened his eyes as he felt movement. Melissa was sitting up. He wanted her to stop. He wanted her to continue to lay beside him. He reached to grab her by the arm, to pull her down. But he stopped as she took his cock first in her hand, then in her mouth.  
 
    Alex’s hand fell by his side. Wearing a grin, he closed his eyes as she sucked on his cock.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 22 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It was later that day. Alex was seated on the leather sofa, staring out through the glass panelled doors that led onto the iron-wrought balcony. The recent good weather had given way to dark clouds that threatened to burst any moment. Melissa had left only a short while ago. Her shift in security was about to start.  
 
    Alex was certain they’d fired him from the job. As a contact detail, they only had his mobile phone number. Alex’s mobile phone was broken, courtesy of the douchebag angel that had thrown him against the car. He didn’t know how he felt about it, about possibly being out of a job.  
 
    Much like the weather outside, Alex’s mood was dark. He was still determined to not have anything to do with being a Demon Hunter. But discovery of this new world, it had rocked his old one. He couldn’t just go back to being a security guard. He couldn’t find any joy in his writing. He wondered if the latter had been a form of escapism from the mundane reality of existence. It would explain why he no longer found enjoyment in it. Writing about wizards and witches wasn’t escapism when he knew the devil existed.   
 
    No passion in writing, possibly jobless and not interested in being a Demon Hunter, Alex began to wonder what on earth he was going to do with his apparently endless life. As if to answer, the front door opened.  
 
    It was Karen.  
 
    He still didn’t know how she got into his apartment. But there she was. With her arms folded across her chest, she stood by the entrance to the living room.  
 
    “You’re sulking.” 
 
    Alex frowned. “What do you want?”  
 
    “Marvin started to talk.”  
 
     Marvin? Who the hell was Marvin, and why would he care that he was talking? And then he remembered. Marvin was the demon Karen captured on his first day in the demon estate. The day he was beaten bloody by Mark. Alex’s frown deepened.  
 
    Not noticing, Karen continued. “We’ve got an address. A place where demons are operating illegal goods.”  
 
    “By illegal goods, you mean human flesh?” Alex asked. That was what Marvin had been caught selling.     
 
    Karen nodded. “Most likely grave diggers, but...”  
 
    “But?”  
 
    “Some demons prefer the taste of fresh human.”  
 
    “...Jesus fuck,” Alex muttered.  
 
    Karen grinned. “I like that. Probably wouldn’t say it in front of Satani though. She’s not fond of the man much.”  
 
    “Of Jesus?”  
 
    “It’s a long story. I’ll tell you on the way.” Karen turned and walked down the corridor. “Bring your sword,” she said as she disappeared from sight.  
 
        
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Alex didn’t sit in his apartment for long mulling it over. He didn’t have much else going for him at the moment. He grabbed his sword with the scabbard, slipped on his trainers and rushed down the stairs. Stopping demons robbing graves, this was an actual chance to do good. This was the sort of thing he imagined he’d be doing when Karen him he was a Demon Hunter. 
 
    Karen was sitting in a blue Porsche 911. She’d changed cars. The previous time she’d had a Lamborghini. She wasn’t kidding when she said Demon Hunters had an infinite bank balance. Alex jumped in beside her and placed his sword on his lap and down between his legs.  
 
    “What are you doing?” Karen asked. Alex paused in-between pulling the seat belt strap. Karen rolled her eyes. “The sword, dumbass. Why isn’t the scabbard strapped to your back?”  
 
    “...because it’s uncomfortable?”  
 
    “The scabbard is charmed. Once you put it on, it’ll vanish. But if you reach for it, the sword will appear.”  
 
    “I think mines might be broken,” Alex muttered. He told Karen how he’d had the scabbard fastened to his back when he went to pay Mark a visit at the garage. It had not disappeared.  
 
    “Maybe it is broken,” Karen agreed. “It’s a dull sword. Too big. Do you want to change it for something else?”  
 
    Alex shook his head. The sword was heavy and the blade was a dull grey, but there was something about the sword that pulled him in. When he held it in his hands, he felt good. It felt right. He’d gotten his first ever kills with this sword. Not that it was something to be proud off. Kevin didn’t deserve to die. Certainly, the other men didn’t. If they’re good, they will go to heaven. Karen had said something along those lines. He repeated it to himself. Was it a coping mechanism for being a Demon Hunter? 
 
    Karen gave him the low down on their little operation as they drove. They were headed towards a small warehouse area in Croydon. It was a borough of London a few miles away from where Alex lived. That was the demon grave-diggers base of operations. It was where they stored the dead bodies they dug up. Some even lived there. It was going to be a simple operation, it seemed. Go in, capture the demons, put an end to the grave diggers.   
 
    It did seem like worthy work. That day when they captured Marvin, when Alex had taken that beating from Mark, the day hadn’t been a waste after all. He was having second thoughts about giving up on being a Demon Hunter. There was another thing on his mind too.  
 
    Chrissy.  
 
    As a demon, it was illegal for Jamie to be dating her. But the demon was doing more than just dating. He was using some sort of hypnosis on her. Alex had seen with his own eyes the effect it had on Chrissy and Madeline.  
 
    Jamie seemed to think he had a right to ignore the rules. Was it true? Were there really two sets of rules for demons? One for the rich and powerful, one for the weak and poor? 
 
    “I have a friend who’s dating a demon. She doesn’t know he’s a demon. He uses hypnosis or something like that on her. He thinks he’s got a right because apparently he’s someone important down in hell.”  
 
    “What’s his name?”    
 
    “Jamie Azarath.”  
 
    “The Azarath family are one of the most powerful demon families,” Karen said softly.  
 
    She turned suddenly, tires squealing. Alex’s head slammed into the car door frame. He glared at her, but she ignored him. Her eyes were focused on the road ahead, much like any responsible driver.  
 
    Alex glanced out of the window. They were driving through a nicer part of London. The road was lined with boutique shops. Many had immaculate suits displayed from the glass windows.  
 
    “It’s best to stay out of his way,” Karen said suddenly. “Unless you want your ass kicked.”   
 
    Alex, who had been staring at the suits on display and wondering how much they might cost, turned to look at Karen. “I thought we were stronger than demons?”  
 
    “Stronger than most, but not all. Satani is a demon. So is Scarlett. Both of them would easily tear apart any Demon Hunter.”  
 
    Alex recalled the time he’d challenged Scarlett and gotten the better of her, only briefly and with the aid of the voice in his head. That voice was gone now. Alex felt strange thinking about it. He didn’t miss the voice. Aside from no one ever wanting a voice in their head, that particular voice had been annoying and loud. A bit like the vulgar loudmouthed douchebags he tended to avoid.  
 
    “Our remit doesn’t extend to the powerful demon families. Satani needs their help to keep order down in hell,” Karen said.  
 
    There was still a lot for Alex to learn about hell. Apparently, there was a hierarchy scheme going on. Satani was at the top. But she needed the support of other powerful families to continue ruling. Being the devil didn’t give her absolute control. She was basically a glorified queen.  
 
    The car slowed and Karen pulled up on the side of the road. It was a long road with bay fronted Victorian houses. The walls were not rendered, leaving the red brickwork exposed. Each house had tidy front lawns, all cordoned off with low walls of red brick and black iron wrought fences. Nice enough area, but… 
 
    “I thought it was in a warehouse?”  
 
    “We’re not going to park right outside the warehouse,” Karen said sharply. “That would be stupid.”  
 
    Fair point, Alex thought. He grabbed his scabbard with the long sword in it and strapped it onto his back once he stepped out of the car. And then, he followed after Karen as they rushed down the darkened streets on their way to his first ever demon hunt.       
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Alex knew it was supposed to be dark at night. But living in a big city and rarely ever leaving said city, he was usually surrounded by bright lights to the point where he had changed his curtains twice to keep the damned light out.  
 
    But here, standing by the roadside opposite the warehouses, he realised one thing. Without the presence of lights, it was fucking dark during the night. And there weren’t many lights present here.  
 
    Aside from the two bulbs inside the glass orbs resting on top of the two white pillars either side of the entrance, there was not a single spec of light coming from elsewhere. Alex stared up at darkness. No moon in sight either.  
 
    Beyond the entrance, he could just about make out the existence of a long structure surrounded by darkness. He glanced back at the road he’d just walked to arrive at this point. There were lampposts on both sides. The lights shone brightly, as did many from windows on the ground and first floors. So bright on one side and so dark just a few meters away, it felt ominous. 
 
    Alex shivered. “It’s dark…”  
 
    “Usually is at night,” Karen replied nonchalantly. “But demons do it too.”  
 
    Alex blinked. “Demons what now?”  
 
    “The more demons there are together, the darker it is sometimes.” 
 
    Alex waited for her to explain further, because it made no sense to him. If that were the case, the entire Ignis Estate where the demons lived should have been pitch black. But Karen was done speaking. She casually walked past the two pillars and officially entered the warehouse district.  
 
    Glancing back one last time at the bright lights, Alex hurried after her. Karen had stopped a hundred feet away from one of the warehouses. It had large red shutters pulled down. Above the shutters painted in red on the white wall, Alex could just about make out the words. Dave’s Home Furniture Depot.  
 
    “They’re in there,” Karen said.   
 
    “What’s the plan?”  
 
    “We go in, we kill the demons, we get out,” Karen said.  
 
    “Kill?”  
 
    “In my experience, in these situations, it’s kill or be killed,” Karen said. She looked up at Alex, her eyes sparkling. “Maybe we can go for a drink after?”  
 
    “...okay,” Alex said, a little uncertainly. Karen was excited, and he wasn’t entirely sure if he shared her enthusiasm for apparently killing demons. 
 
    Karen leaned in suddenly. Her lips pressed against his. Their tongues met. It was a deep kiss, and despite the unexpectedness of it, Alex felt himself relax as he enjoyed her taste. And then she pulled back and walked towards the warehouse.    
 
    Alex watched her go. His eyes automatically dropped to her curvy bottom. Dammit, she was so hot. He let out a deep sigh. His thoughts were consumed by lust. His lips still tasted Karen. Time passed, and his brain suddenly snapped. He was supposed to be following after her, not standing back and admiring her ass while she went headfirst against the demons all alone. 
 
    Pulling his sword out, Alex rushed after her. She’d reached the red shutters and now drew two blades of her own. 
 
    “You were admiring my ass,” she commented, wearing a wide grin. 
 
    “Uh… yeah… sorry about… that,” Alex mumbled. Very smooth, he scolded himself mentally.  
 
    “Don’t be. You can play with it later.”  
 
    “...cool,” Alex said, before adding, “Are you okay?” 
 
    Karen stared ahead at the red shutters, nodding. “Hunting bad demons turns me on,” she said with a soft voice. “See the window?” she pointed up. “That’s going to be our way in.”  
 
    Alex could just about make out a small rectangular shape forty feet above.  
 
    “How are we supposed to get up there?”     
 
    “Jump,” Karen replied.  
 
    “Jump?”  
 
    Alex had heard right. Karen bent her knees, then launched herself. She shot off the ground and flew up into the air. Coming to the window, she grabbed the ledge with one arm. Dangling from it, she pulled at the window and somehow managed to pull it open without breaking the glass. She disappeared inside and a moment later, her head poked out through the window.  
 
    “Are you coming?” she hissed.     
 
    Alex cursed silently. There was no way he could make that jump. No way any human could. Not even a fucking Olympic jumping athlete with one of those long poles. But he wasn’t a human, not anymore. He was a Demon Hunter. And apparently Demon Hunters had some sort of Kangaroo gene. 
 
    Alex took a few steps back and focused his eyes onto Karen’s pretty little head sticking out of the window. He was stronger, faster and more powerful than he could ever have imagined. He could make the jump. He could do it.   
 
    Alex took a deep breath and sprinted forward. As he came close, he bent his knee and leapt up into the air.  
 
    It started off really well.  
 
    The jump was fantastic.  
 
    Maybe a little too fantastic.  
 
    Alex felt his body fly off the ground as if powered by jet propulsions. He could see Karen. Her pretty face was definitely getting closer. And then, it was level with his. But he kept climbing. Now he was staring down at her now bemused face. And yet he continued to climb. He reached above the warehouse. He could see its red tiled roof. For a second, he paused in mid-air as his ascent came to a halt.  
 
    And then he began to drop. 
 
    It was like being on a rollercoaster when they took you to the top, held you there, then dropped you. Except this was much more frightening. There were no safety harnesses. The fingertips of his desperately flailing arms brushed against the roof top as he dropped.  
 
    Alex stared up into the dark night as he fell. This was not how people jumped to their deaths. People jumped off buildings and died. He doubted anyone in the history of ever had jumped off the ground, then crashed back onto said ground and died. It had to be the stupidest way ever to die. 
 
    What a fucking stupid power. Being able to jump so high, he killed himself on his descent. He wondered if his last thoughts were going to be of how stupid this was, of how stupid he was.  
 
    No.  
 
    His last thoughts were going to be of how awful his scream sounded.  
 
    Because that was what he was doing.  
 
    Screaming.  
 
    And he could hear it. It sounded god awful.  
 
    As the white painted brickwork of the warehouse passed him, he felt a tug on his arm and came to a sudden halt. Alex winced. His arm felt like it had popped out of its socket and now bore his entire weight. 
 
    Karen stared down at him from the window, a smirk on her pretty lips as she held him by the hand.  
 
    “Fuck, that hurts,” Alex grumbled.  
 
    “You want me to let go?”  
 
    Alex looked down at the ground. As a Demon Hunter, he wouldn’t die from a fall of this height. It would still probably hurt though. He shook his head and groaned as Karen pulled him through the window. He landed on his bottom on what was soft carpet. His arm hung limply by his side.    
 
    On Karen’s instructions, he leaned against the wall and closed his eyes. He felt her hands on his limp arm. Alex’s lips remained sealed but he still managed to elicit a deep sound as she snapped his arm back into its socket.  
 
    Once his breathing calmed, Alex opened his eyes. Karen was staring down at him. Bent forward, ample cleavage showed through her low-cut white top.  
 
    “That was some jump,” she grinned.  
 
    It was indeed some jump, Alex thought. He’d managed to jump above the roof of the warehouse. As his thudding heart calmed, as his breathing eased, he felt strangely warm and excited. He’d managed to jump from the ground up and over the roof of the warehouse. A mean feat, no doubt. His lips spread apart in a smile.  
 
    “You scream funny,” Karen said, as she held out a hand.   
 
    Alex stopped smiling. “I do?” he asked, as he took her hand and climbed to his feet.  
 
    Karen nodded, then paused, as if mulling it over. “Actually, maybe your scream is normal. It’s just, I don’t recall ever hearing a Demon Hunter scream.” 
 
    Alex, who was dusting his clothes when she said that, stared at her, his eyes narrow. Was she was mocking him? But Karen had moved on. Literally. She stood by the white door that led out of the darkened room. Alex followed after her. Walking past the wooden desk with the widescreen computer, he stood behind Karen as she opened the door.  
 
    They’d broken into the first-floor office of the warehouse. From there, a set of stairs led down onto the floor of the warehouse.  
 
    It was big. Much bigger than it looked possible from the front. It was rectangular in shape. There were large tinted glass panels on the wall, and moonlight shone in, giving the place a blue tinge. Strange, because Alex didn’t recall the moon being visible in the sky.     
 
    Karen climbed down the stairs. With both blades in hand, she was like a silent ninja. Alex on the other hand, not so much. The damned steps creaked and the silent night accentuated their cries. Twice, she turned to glare at him as he trod heavy, and both times, he mouthed exaggerated apologies.  
 
    Once at the bottom, they navigated around the large crates until they came to what appeared to a showroom in the centre of the warehouse. Surrounded on all sides by large crates, the floor opened up to furniture displayed in a showroom format. Glass coffee tables surrounded in a square by leather settees.  
 
    Karen slumped onto the armrest of one of the sofas. “Where are the demons?”  
 
    It was a good question. Alex had been thinking the same. This place did not look like a human-body-parts-smuggling base of operations for demons. Said demons were supposed to be living here too. It was too quiet and too tidy for that.   
 
    “This isn’t normal,” Karen muttered. 
 
    She glanced around warily and her blades held defensively, as if she expected a demon to jump out from behind one of the crates. But none did. It was silent, dead silent. No sounds of any movement.  
 
    “Maybe the intel was wrong?” Alex asked.  
 
    Karen shook her head. “I got the intel myself. Marvin was telling the truth.”  
 
    Alex was about to ask how she could be so sure, but he stopped as their eyes met. Torture. She’d tortured him. Of course she had. He wondered why he was surprised. He doubted there were any demon rights organisations that would come to Marvin’s aid. It was a cruel world, the one occupied by demons and Demon Hunters.  
 
    “What now?” Alex asked.  
 
    Karen climbed to her feet. Feeling deflated, her blades hung loosely by her sides. “I’m going to kill Marvin.”  
 
    She stated it as a fact, and Alex didn’t doubt her. But there was nothing here. No sign of demons living here, of ever having lived here. They were about to head back the way they had come when Alex spotted it.  
 
    The shadow swept across the floor to his left. He looked up at the large crate, the one it had vanished behind. He felt around for Karen, his eyes still on the crate, he found her ass. He could feel her eyes on him now. Playful eyes.  
 
    Alex let go of her ass and pointed at the crate. “I think there’s something behind it.”  
 
    Karen glanced towards it. It was just a crate. Nothing happened. No demon jumped out from behind it.  
 
    “What do you think you saw?”  
 
    “I don’t think. I definitely saw a shadow,” Alex said defensively. “It was really big.”  
 
    “Shadows sometimes are,” Karen said.  
 
    Alex shook his head. This was more than simply a stretched shadow. The shape was strange. It was big in a hulking way, but with… they seemed like horns on the back, but sharp, like spikes. He saw a tail too…  
 
    “Demons don't have spikes on their backs,” Karen said, when he told her as much. “Or tails,” she added, as an afterthought. “At least, most don’t.”  
 
    Karen raised her blades as if sensing something. There was a sudden roar. The crate rose up off the ground. Karen and Alex got their first proper sight of the beast behind it.  
 
    It was fucking huge. 
 
    Its body was over ten feet tall. Its arms were enormous, like the legs of a T-Rex. The skin was scaly and a reptilian-like green. The creature was naked, much like an animal would be. It most resembled an overgrown standing crocodile with enormous legs and arms bulging with muscle.  
 
    “That’s not a demon,” Karen mumbled.  
 
    The beast through the crate at them. Karen slid aside, moving out of the crate’s way. Alex stood still, frozen to the spot, his eyes wide and his mouth open as the wooden crate came down on him.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 23 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Alex watched in horror as the large wooden crate hurtled towards him in slow motion. It seemed to take forever as it inched towards him. Yet he was still unable to react, to move out of the way. No, he seemed better able to analyse the crate than use his brain to move his other muscles.   
 
    The wood was of a lighter beige colour. The planks were half a foot wide, each separated by a gap of a couple of inches. Through the gap, Alex could see white foam wrapped around something.  
 
    As he stood there like an idiot, his brain continued to work and conjure up completely useless things. Right now, it was conjuring images of his death. The bottom of the crate would strike him on the chest, knocking him to the ground whilst the rest of the crate would flatten his head. It was an awful way to die. Would anyone be able to identify him, what with his face smashed?   
 
    The crate was a foot away when Karen barged into him. Her shoulder slammed into his rib cage as she tackled him to the ground and out of dangers way. Alex hit the ground, Karen on top of him. Her skirt had hiked up to her thighs, revealing her red panties that were now rubbing against his waist.  
 
    She climbed off him quickly and pulled him to his feet. Alex winced as he felt pain in his ribcage. The area was bruised, but he wasn’t complaining. Better a bruised or broken ribcage than his head smashed. 
 
    “That’s not a demon. It’s a fucking Krumier,” Karen growled. “I need your head in the game, Alex,” she added, as she turned to face the creature with both blades. “Otherwise we’re going to die.” 
 
    Alex turned to face the beast somewhat slowly. He felt dizzy. His head ached. There was a bump to the left of his temple. He must have hit it onto something hard when Karen rugby tackled him.  
 
    Alex promptly forgot all his pain as he stared at the beast. There seemed to be more moonlight shining into the warehouse now. The beast stood unencumbered by shadows or darkness.  
 
    “...fuck,” Alex muttered, as he appreciated how beastly the creature was. It had a thick green tail. Its legs were pure muscle, green and scaly. It had dinosaur feet. Four toes, each with long claws on them. It was the same with its hands. Four fingers, sharp black talons extending from the tip.  
 
    But it was the head that was most frightening. Much like a crocodile, the jaw was long. It had many teeth. They were all sharp and visible as it snarled. The eyes were yellow. 
 
    “What’s a Krumier?” Alex asked. 
 
    Karen didn’t respond. She was focused on the beast. Her pale skin was a ghostly white. Little beads of sweat had formed on her forehead. Alex wasn’t an expert on the reading of facial expressions, but it seemed plausible Karen was afraid. It was a sobering thought. How terrifying must this beast be to strike fear into Karen?   
 
    Alex reached back and felt for his long sword. The firm leather grip, the heavy weight of the sword, it gave him some comfort. He held it before him with both hands, hands that shook as the beast roared.  
 
    And what a roar.  
 
    The night’s silence shattered and so did Alex’s brief moment of confidence. His hands wavered as his eardrums felt like they were about to explode. The beast charged. It was quick, much quicker than any crocodile he had ever witnessed. With its claws out, the Krumier could have sliced them both in half with a single slash. And Alex stood still once more, frozen to the spot, waiting for it to happen. And once more, it was Karen that saved him.   
 
    She slammed her shoulders into his and once more knocked him to the ground and out of harms way. She then slid sideways, out of the beasts reach. Facing it from the right, she slammed both her blades into the creature, one at its back, the other in its stomach.   
 
    Karen’s blades and the blades of all Demon Hunters were incredibly sharp. It should have cut through the beast like it were made of butter. But it failed to even scratch the skin. Karen’s legs faltered as she stepped back, her blades by her side, she stared at the beast, her eyes glazed. The beast swiped at her with its right arm. Karen remained rooted to the spot, frozen in shock. The strike connected well.  
 
    It was like swatting a fly.  
 
    Alex’s mouth opened into a soundless scream as Karen’s body flung across the warehouse floor and crashed into another wooden crate, denting it. Her body slumped down in a heap onto the floor where it remained, unmoving.  
 
    The beast turned to Alex and roared another deafening roar. Alex should have been afraid. The beast stood at ten feet in height with skin impenetrable by the sharpest of blades and a body of pure muscle. It had numerous teeth numerous and sharp. The yellow eyes showed hunger.  
 
    But he wasn’t afraid.  
 
    He was angry. He tried not to think the worst had happened to Karen, but another glance showed her body remained slumped in its previous position. A rage he didn’t know he possessed filled inside him. The longsword in his hands, it no longer wavered.      
 
    They charged at the same time, beast and Demon Hunter. The distance between them quickly disappeared. Alex ran with his sword by his side, the tip dragging across the hard floor. The beast held its arms out like a bear coming in for a hug. A roaring bear with sharp talons.  
 
    Alex swung his sword at the same time as the beast closed its arms around him. He struck first. Its heavy longsword connected well, managing to even knock the beast back. But Alex was caught by the beast’s trailing right arm.  
 
    It was like being whacked by a brick wall. He was swept off his feet and thrown into the air. Unlike Karen, he didn’t smash into a crate. He landed on the hard warehouse floor. 
 
    He wondered if it made a difference, if it was the reason he was able to climb to his feet. The bone in his left arm had snapped in half. His arm hung limply by his side. The searing pain shot to his head. He blinked rapidly, trying to spot the beast and at the same time, trying to rid the bright lights that circled his head. He took a deep breath and waited for his pounding heart to subside. With effort, he raised the sword with his right arm, readying to attack the beast.  
 
    He wondered what good it would do. He’d already struck the damned thing with all his might. It was a good strike too. It had connected well. If that hadn’t been enough, what could he do now in his weakened state?  
 
    He was still determined to fight though. The image of Karen lying still on the ground was fresh in his mind. The rage gave him strength to search for the beast. 
 
    The beast stood at the other end of the warehouse floor, its back against a wooden crate, it stared at him, confusion in its eyes. There was no damage on the body of the beast, no sign of his sword having pierced the skin, no broken bones, or blood, nothing. And yet, it remained in its spot, staring at him in confusion, not charging, not roaring and not being generally terrifying.  
 
    With wary eyes on the beast and the longsword pointed at it, Alex hobbled towards Karen. Coming up to her, he dropped to his knees and let his sword fall by the side. She lay on the ground on her back, her eyes closed. Alex feared the worst until he noticed her chest rising and falling evenly.  
 
    He placed a hand under her head. The touch wakened her. She opened her eyes and stared at him, though there did not appear to be recognition.  
 
    “Hey,” Alex said softly.  
 
    Karen blinked. “Alex?”  
 
    He nodded. “You’re going to be okay,” he said, trying to put on a confident voice.  
 
    “Have you defeated the Krumier?”   
 
    “Don’t worry about that,” Alex said, trying to hush her. “You’re hurt pretty bad, but it’s going to be okay.”  
 
    Karen rolled her eyes. “I’m a Demon Hunter. I know what my body can take, Alex. Unless the beast is dead, neither of us are going to be okay!” Grimacing, Karen sat up. “What is it doing?”   
 
    The overgrown lizard was still in the exact same spot, having not moved an inch to the left or to the right.  
 
    “Why’s it staring at you?” Karen asked. 
 
    “I don’t know,” Alex muttered.  
 
    The beast stood on its hind legs and stared very specifically at Alex. That confusion remained in its eyes. What was there to be confused about, he wondered. They were both injured, easy pickings now. Why hadn’t it charged? 
 
    And then the beast spoke.  
 
    Its voice was raspy and the tone was heavy. But the word unmistakable. 
 
    “Master?”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 24 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Alex and Karen had come to this warehouse looking for demons that were supposed to be dealing in human body parts. Instead, they’d found a Krumier. It was a formidable beast from hell. One so powerfully strong, it had knocked Karen unconscious and broken Alex’s arm.  
 
    Alex’s arm was healing at an incredible pace. He could feel the bones clicking back together. It was strange. It was astonishing too, to be able to rejuvenate at that speed. But more astonishing than that was the beast.  
 
    It had spoken.  
 
    A crocodile like creature speaking human words was surreal in itself. But more than that, it had called him a…  
 
    Alex turned to Karen. “Did… did-” 
 
    “Definitely heard him call you master.   
 
    He hadn’t misheard. “Is that normal?”  
 
    Karen raised an eyebrow. “For monsters from hell to call us masters?”  
 
    Alex would have shrugged his shoulders, would the act not have hurt considerably. “I’m new to this Demon Hunter thing. Maybe he’s my pet monster?”  
 
    When Karen stared at him blankly, Alex elaborated, explaining how in some fantasy movies, sometimes, along with new powers, the main protagonist also got a scary beast as a pet.  
 
    “You think this is a story and you’re the main protagonist?”  
 
    Alex was about to respond, but then noticed Karen’s lips twitching. She was mocking him.  
 
    “Pet monsters not a thing,” Karen said, her eyes back on the beast.  
 
    The Krumier stood with its arms by its side and its back slightly hunched. It continued to stare at him with dim yellow eyes. Not the most intelligent of creatures, Alex thought. Maybe that was why it had called him master. Mistaken identity. 
 
    But the beast was mistaken no longer. The dim look disappeared. The slit around the beast’s yellow eyes narrowed. It bared its teeth and snarled.  
 
    “Yup, definitely not your pet,” Karen muttered. 
 
    Karen glanced back at her blades. They lay on the floor by the smashed crate. She made to move towards them when Alex grabbed her by the arm.  
 
    “We can’t fight it. Our weapons are useless,” he told her. “We need to get out of here.” 
 
    He expected her to resist, to tell him this sort of thing happened all the time, that she ate beasts like the Krumier for breakfast. But Karen didn’t say any of that. She nodded, her eyes faltering, she seemed exhausted.  
 
    The only problem now was actually getting out of the warehouse. They would have to pass the beast were they to exit the same way they had entered. That wasn’t an option, not in their weakened stated. Alex’s arm hadn’t healed completely. Karen was hurt more than she was letting on.   
 
    The only other way out was through the glass panels near the ceiling. Alex was confident he would be able to jump that high. He’d done it before. What he didn’t fancy his chances of being accurate enough. The last thing he needed was to miss the glass panes and instead smash his head onto the ceiling or the brick wall. It only just occurred to him that breaking the glass panes with his head would hurt too. What if they were toughened glass?  
 
    “Why are you smiling?” Karen hissed. 
 
    “I-” Alex stopped, deciding against sharing his thoughts. 
 
    The beast roared. It awoke him from his hazy thoughts. He scanned his surroundings once more. The warehouse floor was large and filled with crates. If they couldn’t escape, they could certainly run and hide. He took Karen’s hand in his and darted left towards the large crate.  Once behind it, he dropped to his knees and crouched. Karen did the same. Keeping low, they moved from crate to crate, leaving the beast behind. 
 
    At least, that was what Alex thought they were doing.  
 
    It turned out the beast wasn’t as stupid as it looked, at least not when it came to hunting. They heard it roar again. Then, in the open space between them and the next wooden crate, a three-piece leather settee dropped from above, missing them by inches. 
 
    There was another roar. This time it was the beast that landed front of them. It opened its mouth to expose the sharp teeth. There was hunger in its eyes. It was the hunter; they were the prey. Nothing more, nothing less. 
 
    Karen had apparently recovered fully. She grabbed the crate to their left and pulled apart a long plank of wood. She snapped it in half and charged. Alex was simultaneously impressed at her courage and disheartened at her stupidity. Where her razor-sharp blades had failed to break the beast’s skin, what damage could wood do? 
 
    He watched in horror as the Krumier brought its arms together, ready to snap the life out of Karen. But it seemed the experienced Demon Hunter did have a plan. She slid down and ducking underneath the arms, she slammed the wooden planks up, striking the beast on the jaw and its nose before coming up behind it.  
 
    It looked awesome.  
 
    But it did little damage to the Krumier. 
 
    The beast ignored her and continued towards Alex, much like a hungry animal on the scent would do. His broken arm had almost healed completely. Alex held his longsword before him with both hands. He’d already tried to cut the beast in half. That hadn’t worked. But as the beast charged towards him, he didn’t have any other ideas.  
 
    So he tried to do the same again.  
 
    As the beast neared, he brought the sword down with all his strength and struck the Krumier on the chest. It was a perfect strike. The dull blade was sharper than it led on and he was strong too. But it did nothing. There was a momentary pause as Alex and the beast met eye to eye. He thought he saw a twinkle in the Krumier’s slits.  
 
    And then with a casual swipe of the arm, he was flung aside.  
 
    This time, Alex crashed into a forklift.       
 
    His back bore most of the brunt as it slammed into the lower metal exterior. The blow to his head was cushioned somewhat as it struck the air-inflated rubber tire. He lay on the ground on his side. His sight was blurry but he could just about see the outline of the beast. Somehow, his sword was still in his hand. Using it to bear some of his weight, he climbed to his feet. Karen came up beside him and he leaned onto her gratefully.  
 
    “How do we destroy the fucker?” he grumbled.  
 
    “I’m open to suggestions,” Karen said, “Unless you want to try and slice it with your sword again?” she raised an eyebrow. “Because that didn’t work the first time, right?”  
 
    “Yeah well… running wasn’t working. Not like I had many options,” Alex muttered.   
 
    “Why’s it staring at us?”  
 
    Alex’s vision now cleared, he noticed as much too. The beast had an obvious advantage. It was strong, fast and a competent hunter. They were weak, injured and armed with inept weaponry. Why had the beast not pressed its advantage? It was standing still with its arms relaxed by its side as it watched them with narrowed eyes. 
 
    “Actually… it’s looking at just you,” Karen said. She was right. The beast had his eyes on Alex, and Alex alone. “Why’s it doing that?”  
 
    “How am I supposed to know?” Alex said, exasperated. “I barely even know what the damned thing is.”  
 
    “It’s a Krumier,” Karen said. “One of Satan’s beasts.”  
 
    Satan. Not Satani. He wondered if the difference was important. Satani turned on Satan and locked him up. And now, here was one of Satan’s beasts.  
 
    “How did it make its way out of hell?” Karen asked. “We have to report this.”  
 
    Alex could see the urgency in her eyes. This was suddenly more than just a human-body-parts smuggling operation. To be able to report this, it meant getting out of here alive. Unfortunately, the beast no longer had the dim look in its eyes. The momentary relapse was over.   
 
    “Run,” Karen shouted.  
 
    She didn’t hesitate either. She was gone from his side in a flash. Alex on the other hand, his hand automatically tightened around the grip of the sword. Turned out he really didn’t learn. He stood with the longsword held before him, ready to strike the beast a third time. He knew it was futile and stupid. But it was the way his brain had reacted, and it was too late to change course now. The beast was upon him.  
 
    And then, as the Krumier came to within a foot of him, time suddenly seemed to slow. Alex could see the beast inching towards him. He could see the air coming out of the two large holes on its enormous snot. He could see the murderous intent in the eyes. The green lips rose slowly as its mouth widened, as its sharp teeth shone in the moonlit warehouse floor.  
 
    The Krumier wasn’t going to whack him as it had done the past two times. It was planning on eating him… 
 
    There was a heat building up inside him. At first, Alex mistook the increased heart beat and the rush of blood pumping through his body as adrenaline. This felt the same, but with one distinct difference. It was like a fire had been lit in his heart, and rather than blood being pumped, it was lava. 
 
    It was a familiar feeling…  
 
    And then came the voice.  
 
    “That’s one ugly fucker… Fuck me, that thing is ugly. Jesus fucking Christ, that thing is ugly.” 
 
    “You’re back?” Alex gulped. 
 
    “Of course I’m back, you little bitch. Wait… I was gone?” 
 
    Alex nodded. “You were supposed to die when my soul was torn out?”  
 
    “The fuck are you talking about?”  
 
    “What, you’ve got amnesia?”  
 
    There was a pause, and then, “...it seems so…” the voice said quietly. “I’m sure we will figure it out. But first, let's deal with that ugly fucker that appears to want to eat you.” 
 
    Alex agreed on that. His focus returned to the beast. It was so close, he could smell the Krumier’s foul breath. It was like rotting flesh. He shuddered. And then, time seemed to unfreeze.  
 
    What followed happened so quickly.  
 
    The Krumier roared as it was about to sink its teeth into Alex’s neck. The fire burning through his body transferred via his arms into the sword. The dull grey blade took on a red glow. Alex slammed it against the body of the Krumier for the third time. 
 
    There was a flash as the longsword struck the Krumier’s impenetrable skin. The force of the strike caused Alex to stagger back. But more importantly, it had also sent the Krumier hurtling backwards. 
 
    “That should have killed it…” the voice said. 
 
    “It’s a tough fucker,” Alex muttered in his head. 
 
    “I know what it is, dipshit. Amnesia doesn’t mean you start to forget every day creatures like Krumier, dumbass.”  
 
    Alex took a deep breath to calm himself. Despite the amnesia, the voice in his head was the same asshole of before. But an asshole was what Alex needed right now. He watched with concern as the Krumier climbed to its feet, shaken, but unharmed.  
 
    “What do we do?”  
 
    “Fight, dumbass. What else can we do? Run?”  
 
    That had been the plan, one Karen had executed pretty well. He glanced around, wondering where she was. He spotted her quickly. She stood at the top of the stairs that led into the office they had broken in through. Her hands on the railing, she stared at him with confusion. 
 
    The Krumier now back on its feet let out a mighty roar and slammed its fists on its chest. Alex wasn’t sure if that was to show no damage had been caused, or if the Krumier was just incredibly angry. 
 
    It was probably both. 
 
    The beast charged but Alex was ready for it, energised by the flowing of fire within him. He felt stronger and quicker. His sight was much sharper too. As the Krumier came close, Alex slid aside and struck the beast across the back with the longsword. The Krumier howled in anger. But again, there was no blood. The skin was still too strong. 
 
    “Maybe it’s you,” the voice said. “You’re just a pussy, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Excuse me?” 
 
    “You heard. You’re a pussy. I should be able to slice that Krumier with ease. But I can’t. It’s because you’re a pussy. A cunt. A vagina. A-” 
 
    The voice stopped talking as Alex slid into action. He ducked underneath a swinging Krumier arm and sliced at the beast’s leg, then turned and kicked it in the back. The Krumier stumbled, but turned quickly and roared in anger. Alex sliced at the beast’s neck, once, twice, three times. Then he slammed the tip of the sword into the beast’s stomach with all his might and pushed. Alex drove the Krumier back across the floor of the warehouse until the beast came up against a crate. Still, the sword did not penetrate the skin.  
 
    Alex met the beast’s eyes. They both let out a simultaneous roar. Alex pushed with every fibre of strength inside him. The blade began to glow red. Eventually it broke the skin and impaled the beast.  
 
    “You can stop screaming, dumbass. The beast is dead.”  
 
    Alex did stop screaming. The voice in his head was right. Impaled by longsword, the beast was dead. Alex let go of the grip and stepped back to stare at the body of the Krumier, now limp with its back resting against the crate.  
 
    “You scream like a bitch. Which makes sense cuz you know, you’re a pooosey, you little pussy bitch-” 
 
    “You killed a Krumier…” a voice said. It was Karen. She’d climbed down the steps and now stood beside him, her wide eyes on the dead beast. “That’s insane… how’d you do it?”  
 
    “Fuck me, she’s hot. Tell me you’re banging her. Of course you’re not. You’re a pussy. Maybe she’s banging you?”  
 
    Alex ignored the voice in his head. “Stabbed it with the sword.”  
 
    “Yeah… I can see that,” Karen gingerly fingered the handle of the sword. “The skin is supposed to be impenetrable.” She turned to look at him in awe. “I don’t think a Demon Hunter has ever bested a Krumier before.” 
 
    “She wants you,” the voice said. “Her pussy is practically dripping right now. You should take her now. Seriously. Grab her, shove her to the ground, spread her legs, fuck her.”  
 
    Alex did his best to ignore the voice in his head. A hard thing to do what with it being in his head. He smiled at Karen as she continued to stare at him, her eyes wide, her lips parted. He recalled what she had said earlier, about the hunt for demons turning her on. The voice in his head might have been right about something. Karen did look like she wanted him right now and right there.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 25 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    As much as they both might have wanted to, they didn’t end up having sex on the warehouse floor. Krumiers were beasts from hell that were supposed to stay in hell. It was only Satan that could control them. And Satan was trapped beneath hell, Karen said. So what the hell was a Krumier doing here? How had it escaped from hell?  
 
    Marvin sending them here to this warehouse, one that housed a Krumier, it had to be more than a coincidence. Karen wanted to investigate the warehouse further before they returned to the Red House of Satan, where Alex presumed she would torture Marvin some more. He wasn’t sure how he felt about torture, but he was beginning to feel more partial towards it happening to Marvin. The demon had sent them here to die.  
 
    Alex tried to ignore the voice in his head as they moved down the warehouse floor. It wasn’t easy. Having amnesia hadn’t caused the voice to be a bit more thoughtful or spend any time contemplating who or what it was. No, the voice was as annoying as ever. 
 
    There were hundreds of crates in the warehouse pressed against each other with narrow corridor space left in-between. They were walking in-between this space now. It was dark and dusty. 
 
    “What are you looking for?” Alex asked.  
 
    Karen shrugged. “Krumiers are like Satan’s guard dogs. What was this one guarding?”  
 
    “Furniture?”  
 
    Karen looked up at him, confused. “Is that a joke?”  
 
    Alex nodded sheepishly and Karen rolled her eyes. They continued to walk down the darkened space in-between the crates.  
 
    “Smooth,” the voice said. “You’re a virgin, aren’t you?” 
 
    “You’re going to start that shit again?” Alex thought. 
 
    “What shit?” 
 
    “The last time you were in my head, you kept going on about how I was a virgin.” 
 
    “...oh. I don’t remember any of that, obviously. Which reminds me, who am I?” 
 
    “You’re a voice in my head. An annoying voice in my head. So annoying, if you stay in there for long, I think I might blow my brains out.” 
 
    “Asshole,” the voice said. “Seriously though, who am I? I feel like I'm someone important. I am, aren’t I?”  
 
    “I don’t know,” Alex said.  
 
    “What do you mean you don’t know?”  
 
    “The last time you were in my head, it was for less than a day. You didn’t tell me who you were. You mostly just insulted me, man. You were a bit of a dick.”  
 
    “You really don’t know who I am?” the voice said incredulously. 
 
    “Sorry dude…”  
 
    Alex expected the voice to curse, to call him names, but there was silence. It was a strange silence. Inside his head, it was usually silent. Having a voice in there, Alex remembered back to the first time it had happened. It was like a small room had suddenly appeared inside his head. A room empty but for the voice that sat in the centre. And every time it spoke, its words reverberated. It was strange, it was loud, and it felt intrusive.  
 
    Given the choice, Alex would have naturally wanted the voice out, to not hear it again. But, for an inexplicable reason, he felt bad for it. He sighed. He knew he was going to regret this.     
 
    “You olrite?” he asked.  
 
    “Fuck you, virgin,” the voice said.  
 
    Yup, just as expected, Alex regretted talking to the voice. He wondered why he felt sorry for the asshat. He should be focusing on what had just happened in the warehouse. Satan’s beast was on the loose. Satan, not Satani. 
 
    The corridor they were walked down led to a brick wall. The end of the warehouse. They turned left and walked along the wall. Alex was unsure what they were looking for. He doubted Karen knew either. There certainly were no human-body-part dealing demons here.  
 
    There was only Satan’s now dead beast.  
 
    “So… Satan’s beast, huh?”  
 
    Karen nodded, her eyes still ahead, staring down the dark path between the wall and the crates. Alex realised she was a lot more tense than he, a lot more focused. She had her two blades gripped tightly in hand. She was expecting more danger. His longsword was back in the scabbard on his back. He wondered if he should pull it out.  
 
    “The Krumier,” Karen said softly. “Their wild beasts from hell. Only Satan knows how to control them. No one else.”  
 
    “Load of shit,” the voice said. “Krumiers aren’t beasts from hell. Most fucking certainly not Satan’s beasts.”  
 
    Alex ignored the voice in his head. “What do you think it was doing here?”  
 
    Karen stopped walking and looked up at him, unease in her eyes. “I don’t know,” she muttered. “This is way above me, Alex… I’d only ever heard about Krumiers. They’re know for being fierce. They almost broke Satan free from Satani’s trap.”  
 
    “Satani? Who the fuck is Satani?”  
 
    “Satan’s sister,” Alex said out loud. Karen looked at him, an eyebrow raised. Alex swallowed nervously. “I’m just… reminding myself who Satani is…”  
 
    “You forgot who Satani was?”  
 
    “I didn’t forget, I just-” 
 
    “How do you forget who Satani is?” Karen interrupted him. 
 
    “You’re an idiot,” the voice in his head said.  
 
    “Fuck off,” Alex grumbled.  
 
    “Excuse me?” Karen’s eyes widened.  
 
    “Not you!” Alex said, raising his hands quickly.   
 
    Karen’s mouth opened in what was sure to be a justifiably angry retort, but then, she froze. Her mouth still open, her eyes wide, she stared at him, no words coming out. She turned suddenly. Alex heard her sniff. Then she marched towards a large crate.  
 
    Alex followed after her. There was nothing out of the ordinary about the crate. He nudged her on the shoulder. “You olrite?”  
 
    “I think there’s something in the crate,” she mumbled.  
 
    “Furniture?”  
 
    Karen ignored him. With both blades held beside her, she bent her knees slightly. She was going to tear it open. Probably to find furniture, Alex thought. But then, he noticed the differences. The other crates were made of planks of light brown wood. Each plank had a few inches gap between them, enough room for someone to look inside.  
 
    This crate had no gaps between the planks of wood. It was impossible to see inside. And the colour was the same light brown as the others, except for the planks at the bottom. They were a darker shade. Much darker, as if painted red.  
 
    Karen sliced at the wooden crate with her two blades. The speed her hands moved with and the accuracy was something to see. She slashed two parallel lines across, then another two down, cutting out a perfect square.  
 
    The wooden planks hit the ground and revealed the contents inside. Alex realised why the wood at the bottom of the crate was of a dark red. 
 
    It was blood that had seeped down to the bottom.  
 
    The crate was full of dead bodies.  
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    Alex sat quietly beside Karen as she sped through the streets of central London in her Porsche. Past midnight, the roads weren’t congested. This was what the car was made for, the streets of London during the night when there was little in the way of traffic.  
 
    The pavements were clear too, with single pedestrians wandering about. The masses were tucked in their beds. The beauty of London was on display, unhindered. Some buildings had roman pillars, others had arches under which were large glass doors and windows. Some had Portland-stone facades, others were newer still, big tall buildings of metal and glass.  
 
    As they drove through Savile Row, Alex gazed at the suits perfectly tailored to the mannequins. A stupid thing to think about considering what he had just seen, but Alex wondered if he was able to afford one now that he was a Demon Hunter. He recalled Karen mentioning something about significant monetary benefits of the job. 
 
    Alex pushed those thoughts aside as Karen turned into the darkened alleyway. She parked the car beside a large green wheelie bin. Further down the alleyway, on both sides were a slew of expensive cars of all sizes, from large SUVs, to low sports cars.  
 
    Alex stared up at the Red House of Satan. An imposing structure anywhere in the world, but more so being here in this alleyway. He wondered if he would ever get used to seeing the tall building with the dark clouds swirling above. Dark clouds that were oddly clearly visible even in the dark of the night. 
 
    They climbed up the black steps and walked under the white column that held the pediment with the face of Satani carved in it. Once inside, they headed for the elevators. It was the hundredth floor they wanted, Satani’s residence in this place.  
 
    Alex didn’t have fond memories of the hundredth floor. He was taken there by force, kidnapped by Scarlett. He’d tried to escape with help from the voice in his head. The voice that said he would die if they were to rip his soul out. They did rip his soul out. The thin wisp of darkened smoke-like texture that resembled the shape of a human figure, it had stared down at him before fading away.  
 
    Alex hadn’t died. Nor had the voice in his head.     
 
    They walked past the elevators and headed towards the gold one at the end, the one that led to the hundredth floor. Alex pressed the button and waited patiently. Nothing seemed to happen. He was about to press the button once more when Karen nudged him. 
 
    “We can’t operate it,” she said. “Only authorised personnel can.” 
 
    “So… why are we here then?” 
 
    “I was thinking we wait for someone to come down the elevator and jump in before the doors close.” 
 
    Alex glanced around the lobby. There wasn’t a single person in sight. “It could be a long wait.”  
 
    Karen nodded. “Could be hours, days even. Very few people have access to the hundredth floor.” 
 
    “Great plan,” Alex muttered.  
 
    He leant back against the wall beside the elevator door and folded his arms across his chest. Alex sighed. He felt tired. It was a strange sensation, one he hadn’t felt since his transformation from normal human to Demon Hunter. It was a moment before he realised the tiredness was more emotional than physical. The image of the crate filled with human bodies, he struggled to keep it out.  
 
    Alex’s eyes flickered down the lobby. It could have been wider. They could have had seating space. A television or two wouldn’t have hurt either. “It’s designed poorly,” he muttered.  
 
    “What is?” Karen asked, raising an eyebrow.  
 
    The golden elevator doors suddenly parted. Silent as ever, they saving Alex from having to explain his sudden interest in interior design. Three angels stepped out. All were as tall as him. They had blond hair slicked back and wore black shades with white V-neck vests and black skinny jeans. Their aura brightened the dimly lit red corridor.  
 
    Karen stepped aside to let them pass, an eyebrow raised in curiosity. The angels stared straight ahead, ignoring both Demon Hunters. Arrogant fuckers, Alex thought, as he watched them go.  
 
    “That they are…” the voice said.  
 
    Karen grabbed him by the arm and pulled him into the elevator. The angels turned to walk down the stairs when one glanced back. It seemed like it was staring at him. And then the elevator doors closed.  
 
    “What was that all about?”  
 
    Alex turned to her. “Thinking out loud or asking me?”  
 
    “Thinking out loud. You don’t know anything,” she said dismissively, before continuing, “I don't think I’ve ever seen angels in the Red House of Satan.”  
 
    Alex had no response to that. He wasn’t even offended when she said he knew nothing. It was true. He did know nothing. Actually, that wasn’t entirely true. He knew the angels were complete assholes.  
 
    The elevator reached the hundredth floor. The doors parted silently. They stepped out into the lobby. The walls of red sandstone were dotted with silver scones holding black torches flaming dark red fire. At the far end of the lobby was the desk of dark wood. Behind it sat the blue-skinned demon receptionist, her eyes focused on the computer screen.   
 
    Karen smiled at her. “We’d like to see Satani.”      
 
    “She’s not expecting you,” the receptionist said without looking up.   
 
    “She isn’t,” Karen said with a measured tone. “But we have something really important to tell her.”   
 
    The demon looked up. Her eyes gazed over them both before settling on Alex. As she continued to stare at him, he decided to give her a wave. The demon did not wave back.   
 
    “How did you get up here?”  
 
    “The elevator,” Alex raised a hand and pointed behind with an extended thumb.  
 
    “You shouldn’t have access,” the demon said, her eyes bore into him. “You’re both unimportant Demon Hunters.”  
 
    “Are you trying to be hurtful?” Alex asked. He raised a hand to his chest, feigning pain. “Because it doesn’t look like you are, which makes it hurt so much more.” 
 
    “You’re annoying,” the receptionist commented.  
 
    “Sometimes,” Karen said quickly. “Um, is it at all possible to see Satani? It’s really important.”     
 
    “I don’t think Satani is in the mood for a visit from one of her Demon Hunters, especially not after one of them decided to get into a fight with an angel.”  
 
    Karen leaned forward, eyes wide. “Is that why the angels were here?” she asked in a hushed tone.  
 
    The demon nodded before her eyes came to rest on Alex once more. He instinctively raised his hands in a defensive manner, as if to say it wasn’t him. The demon girl rolled her eyes. She reminded him of some of the receptionists that worked in the same building he did security in. They were really pretty but came off arrogant and seemed to have a lack of interest in most things. 
 
    “You won’t be allowed to see Satani,” the demon receptionist said firmly. “But if you insist it is of the utmost importance-” 
 
    “Oh it really is,” Karen interrupted quickly. 
 
    The demon’s eyes flared. “If you insist it’s of the utmost importance,” she repeated, “I can let you through to see Scarlett.”  
 
    “Oh…” Karen stepped back from the desk, then turned to look up at Alex. “What do you think?” she whispered. 
 
    “About the angels?” Alex asked. “It wasn’t me,” he lied. It was so very much him… 
 
    “No, not the angels,” Karen said, then she paused. Her eyes watched him carefully. “You didn’t mess with the angels, did you?” she asked. Before Alex had a chance to impress her with his incredibly awful lying skills, Karen shook her head, frustrated. “Bigger things to worry about,” she muttered. “What do you think about seeing Scarlett?” 
 
    “I don’t like her,” Alex said immediately. “She’s a bitch.”  
 
    “Me neither,” Karen muttered her agreeance reluctantly. “Scarlett doesn’t hide her disdain for Demon Hunters. She sort of scares me too…”  
 
    “You’re afraid of stuff?” Alex asked.  
 
    Karen frowned. “Of course I am. being a Demon Hunter doesn’t take your fear away, dummy.”  
 
    “Good to know.”  
 
    “We might as well see Scarlett,” Karen muttered. “It’s better her than no one.”          
 
     Alex shrugged. Scarlett didn’t strike him as the kind to care about the deaths of humans. The bitch had threatened to hurt him and to cause him pain. She’d enjoyed watching him suffer. 
 
    “Let’s meet her,” Karen said, mistaking his shrug of indifference for one of indecision. She turned towards the receptionist. “Please,” she said, her voice polite. “We’d love to be able to meet with Scarlett.”  
 
    The demon receptionist gave a curt nod of the head. The red glass doors parted. “Sit in the waiting area.”  
 
    They walked past the red doors and into the lobby of the hundredth floor. The floor of dark wood, the parquet octagrams, red walls with cornice mouldings of the same octagram, the staircase at the end that led up to darkness, Alex shivered. He had bad memories of the place. The two Demon Hunters dragging him up the stairs, their nails digging into his flesh, Satani standing over him, her claws digging into his chest, pulling his soul out… 
 
    “Wimp,” the voice said.  
 
    Alex sat down on the red leather settee and ignored the voice in his head as they waited for Scarlett. 
 
    “I can sense your fear. You’re going to piss yourself, aren’t you?”  
 
    Alex gritted his teeth. It was hard to ignore a voice that was literally inside your head. “Not afraid, dipshit. Just remembering what happened here the last time.” 
 
    “What happened?”  
 
    “You really don’t remember?” Alex asked sceptically. “I was dragged up those stairs. Satani dug her claws into my chest and pulled my soul out,” he paused, before continuing, “you said that would be the death of you…”  
 
    “Don’t remember any of that, but I’m still here cuz I’m a tough motherfucker,” the voice said.  
 
    Alex rolled his eyes. “A tough motherfucker with dementia…”  
 
    “What?” Karen asked.  
 
    “Nothing,” Alex said quickly.  
 
    “Talking to yourself again?” Karen asked, an eyebrow raised.  
 
    Alex nodded sheepishly.  
 
    “You should stop doing that. The last thing we need is for Scarlett to think you’re crazy.” 
 
    It was at that precise moment Scarlett appeared at the bottom of the stairs, having stepped out of darkness. Alex hoped now that he had grown half a foot and forty pounds of muscle, he wouldn’t have been afraid of her. But Scarlett looked as intimidating as the first time Alex had lain his eyes on her.  
 
    She was still taller than him, if only by an inch. Her black eyes bore into him as she sat on the opposite settee. Though the wooden coffee table separated them, Alex thought he could feel this powerful heat radiating from her.   
 
    “Don’t be afraid of the bitch. We can take her, easy,” the voice muttered.  
 
    “That’s what you said last time, right before we didn’t take her,” Alex muttered. “Please shut up!”  
 
    “What,” Scarlett said.  
 
    A single word, yet it had both Karen and Alex sitting up straight. The tone of her voice, the commanding power, Alex remembered back to the first time he’d met her. He’d been afraid of her when she had been an unknown entity. Now he knew what she was. He’d met other demons, even the devil herself. But this power that seemed to radiate from her, it had him on edge. 
 
    Karen began to speak. The sound of her voice was soothing, and it relaxed Alex somewhat. Until he noticed Scarlett staring at him. Her entire attention was focused on him, even though Karen was the one speaking. Karen noticed too and her voice faltered, lowering until it faded away completely.  
 
    “You’re the troublesome one,” Scarlett pointed a finger at him. “What have you done now?”  
 
    Alex glanced at Karen. She shrugged, uncertainty in her eyes. “...nothing,” Alex mumbled. “I haven’t done anything,” he said with more certainty.  
 
    “Why are your eyes like that? All big and round?”  
 
    Alex didn’t know how to respond to that. He wasn’t aware of his eyes being big and round… except, weren’t all eyes roundish? He was about to say as much when he realised she’d moved on. She was looking at Karen now, boredom in her eyes. 
 
    Karen began to talk once more, but this time, her speech was rapid. She told Scarlett of what had happened, how they followed the tip off from Marvin and went to the warehouse expecting to find demons dealing in human body parts. They found no demons. But they did find crates full of the bodies of humans. Their organs missing. It was only when they mentioned the beast did Scarlett interrupt.  
 
    “Krumier? Are you sure?” she asked.  
 
    Karen nodded and then described the beast.   
 
    “You survived a Krumier? How?” 
 
    “Alex managed to kill it,” Karen said. 
 
    Scarlett turned her attention back onto him. “You killed a Krumier?” 
 
    Alex nodded slowly. Scarlett’s eyes, Alex remembered staring at them for the first time. He remembered that strange feeling. It was like a sort of coldness seeping into his skin. His body had begun to move against his will, compelled by Scarlett.  
 
    Staring into her eyes now he felt that coldness sweep across his body. Alex felt a tightness in his chest and a sluggishness of the body. He opened his mouth and words began to spill out. He told of how he slashed at the beast, how his sword had no effect on the rough skin of the Krumier. He told of how scared he was, of how he’d worried Karen might be dead. He was babbling, he knew it, but he couldn’t stop.  
 
    He was about to tell of the moments just before he defeated the Krumier, of the heat that spread across his body, that spread into his sword when he stopped talking suddenly. There it was, that same heat. It began in the centre of his chest before spreading rapidly. It pushed the cold away and along with it, the tightness in his chest. 
 
    Alex stared at Scarlett’s black eyes, suddenly feeling hyper alert. His lips sealed shut.  
 
    “Well?” Scarlett frowned. “Speak, you inbred.”  
 
    “Inbred?” Alex mumbled. He glanced at Karen in confusion. “Inbred?” he repeated.   
 
    She stared back at him, equally confused. But it transpired soon that her confusion was not because of what Scarlett had called him, but because of his sudden silence.  
 
    “Speak,” Karen said, urgency in her voice. “Tell her how you killed the Krumier.”  
 
    “I stabbed it again,” Alex said. “I guess I found a soft spot in its skin…” 
 
    Scarlett stared at him for a long time. Alex held her gaze, unblinking. Those black eyes, they did not strike him with fear this time. There was anger inside Alex, anger that was boiling to the surface. If it spilled, bad things were going to happen.  
 
    Scarlett suddenly stood and turned abruptly. As she walked away, she said over her shoulder, “The Fidura will investigate this matter. Stay out of their way.”  
 
    Alex watched her go. His chest heaved. He gritted his teeth in anger. Why was he so angry? Was it his anger or did it belong to the voice in his head? As Scarlett disappeared down the darkened corridor, Alex turned to Karen. “Fidura?” 
 
    “Physically imposing, incredible strong and equally callous demons. Most are in hell guarding prisons and keeping order.”  
 
    They sounded like thugs. The demon version. “How are they going to solve this?”  
 
    “By beating the crap out of the poor demon they think might know something,” Karen said.  
 
    “I thought that was our job?” Alex asked. “Not beating the demons up,” he muttered quickly. “Solving crimes, bringing justice and all that?”  
 
    Karen didn’t reply, but instead stared at Alex curiously.  
 
    “What?” he asked, feeling uncomfortable. 
 
    “No one ever questions Scarlett’s decrees…” Karen said slowly. “You even seemed to resist her hypnosis.”  
 
    Hypnosis? That feeling of coldness sweeping across his body, of losing control, of being possessed but alert to what was happening and unable to counter it, that was a power of Scarlett’s. Fuck, that was a good power to have a terrible one to be subjected to.  
 
    “Anything you want to tell me?” Karen asked.  
 
    Alex did want to tell her. He desperately wanted to confide in someone about the voice in his head. A voice that gave him strength in times of needs. He didn’t fear the voice. Sure, it was an arrogant annoying piece of shit, but Alex didn’t feel threatened. He didn’t think it was there to take over his body and possess him in a sort of way.  
 
    He wanted to understand the voice and know what it was. In a world where demons and angels actually existed, where he was supposed to work for the devil herself, a voice in his head that gave him extraordinary strength, it shouldn’t have been out of place.  
 
    But Alex was fairly certain it wasn’t common.  
 
    More than that, a part of him feared others knowing. He trusted Karen. Scarlett on the other hand, she knew of the voice’s existence, knew what it was. She wanted it dead. Much like the voice in his head, Scarlett had thought it would die when his soul was ripped out of his body. For whatever reason, that hadn’t happened. Scarlett didn’t know the voice had survived. He feared what she would do if she found out. 
 
    Alex did his best to smile innocently. “Nope, nothing to tell.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 27 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Alex stood on his balcony leant forward, resting his arms on the wrought-iron rail as he stared out at the sprawling city of London. Unlike New York, Hong Kong or Dubai, London was mostly a flat city, very much like its European counterparts. Its portion of skyscrapers were condensed into two spots. One in Canary Wharf, the other in the centre of London. With clear skies and the red light of the evening sun gleaming off the glass structures, they looked like beacons of light and of hope in a dystopian future. 
 
    That was how he felt in that moment. Like he was in a dystopian future. Except, there was no hope. Demons, angels, beasts from hell, crates full of mutilated human bodies… A week had passed since Alex came across the wooden crate with the bodies piled into it. Bodies of all ages. Bodies with parts missing. Some had eyes missing, others had noses missing, more were gutted through the chest, their insides, hearts, lungs and kidneys stolen. 
 
    After leaving the hundredth floor of the Red House of Satan, they’d taken the elevator down to the dungeons. Alex didn’t recall ever seeing any buttons on the elevator for the dungeons, but it was there.  
 
    The dark narrow tunnels were made of rough stone. Water dripped from the walls. Puddles formed on the ground. The doors were made of thick iron bars. Some of the cells were empty. Others had demons inside. You could tell how long each demon had been there just by looking at them. Most were skinny gaunt demons that lay on the slab of wood that passed as a bed, barely raising their heads as Alex and Karen had walked by. A few of the demons did look like what you would imagine to be locked in the dungeons of the Red House of Satan. Big and muscly, they had horns coming out from various parts of their bodies and bright eyes glowing against the darkness. They leaned against the metal bars, looking bored and somehow ready to kill too at the same time. 
 
    They eventually came to a stop in front of an ordinary cell. Marvin, the demon that had given them the intel that led to the warehouse with the Krumier, he was supposed to be in this cell.  
 
    But he wasn’t.  
 
    It was an empty cell.  
 
    Someone had released Marvin.  
 
    Karen had stood there dumbfounded. A long time passed before her lips began to move. She was thinking out loud, wondering why the cell was empty. Has he escaped? No, he couldn’t escape. No one escaped the dungeons in the Red House of Satan. The bars of metal may look ordinary, but they were forged in the fires of hell. Impenetrable, unbreakable. Marvin didn’t escape. At least, not without help. Did someone help him? Who would help a demon escape? Someone must have let him out by mistake. Yes, that’s what happened. There could be no other reasonable explanation.  
 
    Alex could tell Karen was trying to convince herself that this wasn’t the result of a sinister plot. He didn’t bother to intervene. He felt deflated. Defeated. Upstairs, on the hundredth floor, Scarlett had told them to leave the matter to the Fidura. Down here, in the dungeons, their one lead had escaped. Alex was pretty sure that was what had happened. Something sinister was definitely going on here.  
 
    It was the sound of the doorbell that brought him back. Alex stepped off the balcony and into the living room. He paused midway in the corridor and glanced at his bedroom through the open door. His longsword lay on the floor by his bed. Did he need it?  
 
    He didn’t get many visitors. There was Jessica, his flatmate who had keys to the apartment. He hadn’t seen much of her since murdering her boyfriend… There was Karen, who didn’t have a key, but still somehow walked in as if the front door was perennially unlocked. And then there were the delivery people. They used the doorbell. But Alex wasn’t expecting any deliveries.  
 
    In the end, Alex proceeded to the front door unarmed. He couldn’t be bothered to grab his sword. If a demon stood on the other side, intent on killing him, then he would do his best to defend himself with his own arms. And possibly the help of the voice in his head. The voice that had been surprisingly quiet of late.  
 
    There was a demon on the other side of the door.  
 
    But she hadn’t come to kill him.  
 
    Wearing a floral top with a matching short skirt, the demon had on display a lot of her blue skin. It was Melissa and she stared up at him with her yellow eyes.  
 
    “She’s cute,” the voice said.  
 
    Alex sighed. “You’re back.”  
 
    Melissa’s eyes faltered. “Is this a bad time?”  
 
    “Yes,” Alex grumbled. “But come in anyway…”  
 
    He turned and walked back down the corridor and into the kitchen where he opened the fridge and pulled out two bottles of cider. He gave one to Melissa, then walked back out onto the balcony to continue his brooding.  
 
    Melissa followed him out, though she stood a good few feet away. With the bottle of opened cider in her hand, she watched him carefully.  
 
    “Are you going to fuck her?” 
 
    “What?”  
 
    “Are you going to fuck her?” the voice repeated. “Because it’s been awhile. Also, she’s cute and you’re an ugly fuck so, if you can pull that-” 
 
    “I’m not ugly anymore,” Alex interrupted. “Wait… I wasn’t ugly before!”  
 
    “Alex?” Melissa placed a hand on his shoulder, causing him to shudder involuntarily. “Are you okay?” She laughed nervously. “Because it looks like you’re arguing with yourself.”  
 
    Alex stared at her, a little alarmed. Demons had powers. Was that one of Melissa’s powers? Was she able to read minds? Was his secret out?  
 
    “Relax, fucker. She’s not here to read your mind.”  
 
    “How can you tell?”  
 
    “Look at her. She’s here because she likes you. Why? I have no fucking idea. You’re a worthless piece of shit. But yeah, useless fucker. If I had my own body, I would be smashing her so fucking hard, she’d be walking funny for weeks.” 
 
    “The fuck is wrong with you?”  
 
    “Alex?” Melissa repeated his name, this time with concern in her voice. “Are you sure you’re okay?” 
 
    “I’m fine,” Alex said quickly. “Just have a lot on my mind. Demon Hunter stuff…”  
 
    “Want to talk about it?”  
 
    Alex shook his head. He most certainly did not want to talk about it. What he wanted was to forget it all. That wasn’t an option. Unless he drank himself silly? Why hadn’t he tried that earlier? He took a swig of his cider. Ugh, it was warm.  
 
    “Okay well… if you ever want to talk, or do anything else…” the sentence trailed.  
 
    “She wants to fuck. Grab her by the waist and rip her clothes off!”  
 
    “She doesn’t want to-” 
 
    Alex stopped his mental conversation with the voice in his head. Maybe Melissa did want to fuck. They’d done it before, so it wasn’t a totally out of the field of play idea. The way she stood, staring at him her luscious lips parted and the lust in her eyes...  
 
    Alex felt a stirring down there. With the size of his cock, Melissa noticing it was inevitable. She wasn’t subtle as she stared. Placing her drink on the floor, she reached for his waist. Her fingers expertly unbuttoned his blue shorts. They dropped to his ankles. It was now just his underwear that held back the enormous bulge that was his cock.  
 
    Melissa’s fingers dug into his pants. She lowered them slowly. Her eyes widened as his cock came into view. Even Alex swallowed. It was enormous.  
 
    “Fuck… is she going to be able to take that?” the voice muttered.  
 
    Melissa dropped to her knees. Her lips came close, but she didn’t take the cock in her mouth. Alex grinned. The lust was still in her eyes. He could even feel the heat rising from her body. It had an intoxicating scent. But she was nervous. His cock was enormous.  
 
    “You’ve taken it before,” Alex whispered.  
 
    Melissa looked up at him, her yellow eyes glazed, she nodded. He felt her warm lips brush against the head of his cock. Her tongue licked the tip of his cock, probing the sensitive skin, she licked down the shaft of his cock.  
 
    “...she’s a tease…” the voice moaned. “Grab her by the hair and shove your cock down her throat!” 
 
    “Get the fuck out of here, fucking creep!” Alex retorted.  
 
    “Oh trust me, I’ll get out of here first chance I get. In the meantime, face fuck the blue whore!”  
 
    Alex was about to respond when Melissa took his cock in her wet and hot mouth. Her mouth was so tight. It felt amazing. He let out a groan. The drink fell out of his hand as his cock hit the back of her throat. Alex grabbed her by the hair and pushed his cock down even further. He held it deep inside her, held it as he heard her gag and felt her body convulse, then become suddenly still. It felt so good, so tight, wet, warm… 
 
    Reluctantly, Alex released his grip on her hair and pulled his cock out. Melissa collapsed onto the floor and gasped for air. Alex took a step back, a little worried and horrified at his roughness.  
 
    “Sorry…” he mumbled as he reached down to help Melissa up. 
 
    “No...no, it’s fine. I-I like it rough,” Melissa said, in between a cough.  
 
    Alex stared down at her. The spit that had formed around her lips had trailed down her chin and onto her chest. She’d worn a low-cut top that showed plenty cleavage. Her blue tits were perfectly formed and bouncy from memory. Of course they were. Melissa was a shapeshifter.  
 
    “She’s a shapeshifter?” the voice said. “You hit the jackpot! Tear her clothes off!”  
 
    Alex was finding it harder to ignore the voice in his head. His cock was hard and he wanted Melissa. He wanted to fuck her hard. She liked it rough, she said. She climbed to her knees and wiped away the saliva. She smiled up at him with sparkling eyes. 
 
    Alex pulled Melissa to her feet and lifted her off the ground. She wrapped her legs around his waist as their lips met. It was a deep passionate kiss. Their tongues felt and probed each other. Alex breathed in her intoxicating scent.  
 
    He pulled his lips back. Melissa untangled her legs from around his waist. Standing one her own feet, she quickly pulled off her floral top and skirt. She stood before him in lacy panties and bra. Her nipples and the opening of her pussy were visible through the mesh.  
 
    Holding him by his erect cock, Melissa led Alex back into the living room. Alex grabbed at the straps of her bra. Like an expert, he pulled it off easily. Melissa turned to grin back at him. Her hand tightening around the head of his cock. Alex turned his attention to her panties. He pulled at them with his fingers. They tore easily. He tossed them aside and collapsed on top of Melissa, knocking her onto the sofa. 
 
    Melissa guided his cock to her dripping pussy lips. The tip probed against it. Melissa’s back arched and she closed her eyes as Alex’s monstrous cock entered her. He grabbed her breast with one hand. Holding onto it like a handle, he drove his cock in and out of her cunt. There was a mixture of pain and pleasure on her cute face.  
 
    Her eyes closed, her lips were parted, her back was arched. She winced every time he drove his cock in. Little moans of pleasure escaped her lips. With every thrust, the moans grew louder. She began to gyrate her hips. Alex grabbed her remaining breast, now fucking her like a beast, thrusting in and out at lightning speed. 
 
    They climaxed together. Her cry of pleasure came just before he exploded inside her, shooting load after load before he collapsed on top of her. Their two hot bodies lay meshed together as one.  
 
    “That… was… fun,” Melissa said.  
 
    “Why the fuck is she breathless? She didn’t do anything but lie there like a beached whale!” 
 
    Did you just liken her to a whale?” 
 
    “Yes. She’s blue.”  
 
    That was where the similarities ended. Melissa had the perfect body. Firm breasts perfectly sized to grab while he fucked. A curvy bottom, smooth skin, pretty lips. There was also the thing where she could change shapes, grow taller, have bigger breasts or a curvier ass… 
 
    Alex felt the cum dripping out of her pussy. It was like de javu. He pulled his cock out and lay beside her on the leather sofa. Even soft, his cock was still a monster. Melissa took it in her hands and stroked it. 
 
    “Want to go again?” she asked.  
 
    “Maybe later.”           
 
    He did mean it. He’d had fun. Melissa was fun. Their eyes met. His dark brown, hers yellow. She was so damned cute. He wondered if she’d always been this cute. He leaned in and kissed her on the lips. A deep kiss. She sighed when he pulled back.  
 
    “I’m really glad you’re a Demon Hunter,” Melissa said.  
 
    Alex laughed. “Because of the sex.”  
 
    “The sex is very good,” Melissa said. Her hands still on his cock, she rubbed the tip. “Your cock is just… it’s a monstrous…” she stared at it, as if lost in thought, possibly wondering how she’d managed to take that in her cunt. She shook her head, then turned to look at him again. “You’re a good guy, Alex. Most Demon Hunters are douchebags.”  
 
    Alex could concur with her on that. The few Demon Hunters he had met, they were assholes of the first order. Mark was an actual fucking sexual predator. Alex felt his anger rise thinking about that Demon Hunter. The last time they’d met, Mark had easily defeated him. Things were different now. Alex was much tougher and more experienced. He’d defeated the Krumier. A beast of Satan that had impenetrable skin.  
 
    Melissa stopped playing with his cock. She wrapped her left leg over him. Her wet and warm pussy rubbed against his thigh. She rested her head on his chest. “You’re going to be an amazing Demon Hunter,” she whispered.  
 
    “I don’t know about that,” Alex muttered.  
 
    Melissa raised her head and stared at him curiously. Alex told her what had happened the previous week. He told of the demons that were supposed to be dealing drugs. But there were no demons. Just a beast from hell. All beasts were from hell, apparently. But this beast was Satan’s own. The Krumier was guarding dozens of dead human bodies with parts missing.  
 
    “The Fidura are going to investigate it, but… I dunno,” he mumbled.  
 
    “...you don’t know?” 
 
    “The demon that sent us to that warehouse, Marvin, he escaped,” Alex said. “And Scarlett seemed more concerned about me surviving the Krumier than about the human bodies piled one on top of another. Something just doesn’t feel right.” 
 
    “How did you kill a Krumier?” Melissa asked.  
 
    “I found a soft spot in his armour,” Alex said automatically.  
 
    “Didn’t know they had any soft spots,” Melissa murmured. She moved the tip of her finger across his bare skin and traced imaginary circles. “You should follow your gut, Alex. If you think they’re not taking it seriously, you should do something about it.”  
 
    Alex chuckled bitterly. The idea had crossed his mind. But there was an immediate problem. “I wouldn’t even know where to begin.” 
 
    Melissa didn’t reply. Her warm naked body pressed against his as her fingers continued to trace circles across his chest. Alex stared up at the white ceiling. His thoughts drifted back towards that night in the warehouse and the dead bodies.  
 
    There was a boy. He couldn’t have been aged more than ten. His eyes were missing. Children are innocent, Karen had said. They would go straight to heaven.  
 
    Heaven. 
 
    He wondered what that was like. His father Andrew was in hell. Alex wondered if Andrew hadn’t made a deal with the devil, would he have been so useless as a father? The drinking, the drugs, the prostitutes, was Andrew ever able to enjoy any of it knowing that in the end he would be in hell?  
 
    His mother, Evelyn, died during childbirth. He’d seen pictures of her. Red hair, blue eyes, big smile. Sometimes he imagined tears running down her pretty face as she held him in her arms and told him how much she loved him.  
 
    Andrew never spoke of his mother. Alex knew very little of her. She had left him money in a trust fund that allowed him to buy his own apartment and get away from his dad. He liked to think she was in heaven. 
 
    Heaven.  
 
    Being a Demon Hunter, once he died, that would be that. There would be no heaven or hell for him. There was no soul left inside his body to float up or down. Knowing of the existence of heaven and hell, knowing his mother was up there, but never being able to see her, to meet her, it filled him with sadness. Alex took a deep breath, trying to fill the sudden emptiness that had taken residence in his chest. 
 
    “Awww, cheer up,” Melissa said.  
 
    She raised her head and placed her palms on either side of his cheeks before kissing him on the lips. She had soft and warm lips. Alex’s cock grew began to grow and it pressed against Melissa’s pussy lips. She stared down at it. A grin spread across her lips. She took his cock in her hands and rubbed it against her pussy, pushing past the lips and looking for the clitoris.  
 
    It felt good, and Alex’s thoughts were returning away from the warehouse and towards the gorgeous demon that lay on top of him naked. He cupped her breasts in his hands and leaned to take her nipple in his mouth when suddenly, her body froze. She still held his cock but now longer rubbed it against her warm cunt.        
 
    “Marvin with the purple skin and green spikes on his head?” Melissa asked.  
 
    “What?”  
 
    “The demon that sent you to the warehouse? You said his name was Marvin? What did he look like?”  
 
    It took a while for Alex to process Melissa’s question. He blamed it on the fact that a large portion of his blood had currently taken residence in his cock.  
 
    “Yeah… yeah, Marvin does have purple skin and green spikes on his head,” he said slowly. “You know him?”  
 
    Melissa nodded. “He’s been wanting to fuck me ever since I came up from hell.”  
 
    “...right,” Alex mumbled. The disgusting demon fucking the gorgeous Melissa was not something Alex wanted on his mind right now. “Is this convo going anywhere?” he asked, his cock now somewhat soft.  
 
    “I can find Marvin,” Melissa said. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 28 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    A week passed before the call came.  
 
    There had been a promotional offer at his local gym, so Alex had signed up. It was an odd thing to be bargain hunting when he had such huge amounts of money in his bank. He put it down to a force of habit. Living by himself on a minimum wage job for so long, bargain hunting was ingrained in him. 
 
    The Red House of Satan had a gym. There were three entire floors dedicated for the purposes of training Demon Hunters. On other floors, there were gyms built specifically for demons, along with other floors that served as luxury hotels for the important demons. Alex had no interest in going to the Red House of Satan. He didn’t have the same connection other Demon Hunters had to that place. He wasn’t in awe of Satani. He certainly didn’t think he owed her anything.  
 
    After working out for two hours, Alex returned to the apartment. He wasn’t alone. Jessica was in her room. He paused by her door and wondered if he should go inside. She’d clearly been avoiding him ever since her boyfriend had disappeared following a visit from him. Alex wondered how she would feel if she knew Kevin was dead, killed by Alex’s own hands.  
 
    Kevin was an abusive boyfriend, a rapist and an asshole in general. But did he deserve to die? He wasn’t the only one that died that night either. Alex would have to face up to that night at some point, but that point was not now.  
 
    He jumped into the shower and stood underneath the shower head as it poured cold water over him. The door opened. He glanced back. It was Jessica. She leaned against the door frame. Alex became aware of how naked he was. But it didn’t bother him. He didn’t reach for the towel to cover up. He turned the shower off and stepped out of the glass cubicle.  
 
    Jessica had dark circles under her eyes. Her hair was a mess too. Alex wanted to pull her in for a hug. His nakedness stopped him from doing it. Jessica was vulnerable. The last thing he needed was to turn this sexual in any way. Unfortunately, for some damned unknown reason, his cock was partially erect.  
 
    “Hey, are you okay?” Alex asked gently. 
 
    “I don’t really want to talk,” Jessica replied.  
 
    “...okay, umm,” Alex stopped, not knowing what to do or say. 
 
    What happened next caught him by surprise. Jessica began to take her clothes off. She easily slipped out of her torn faded denim jeans and then pulled her pink top over her head. Underneath, she wore matching purple bra and panties. They came off quickly too.  
 
    Soon Jessica was as naked as he. Alex swallowed nervously. It didn’t matter that he was having more sex now. Jessica was incredibly hot. He wanted her. His cock made that blindingly obvious. But at the same time, he didn’t want her… this felt wrong. She was vulnerable.  
 
    “Oh shut up you pussy little bitch!” the voice said. “She’s coming onto you, dickwad. It’s not like you’re getting her drunk and taking advantage of the bitch.”  
 
    He hadn’t heard from the voice in a while. It only seemed to speak when he was either having sex, or getting into a fight. The voice did have a point though. If sex was what Jessica wanted, Alex shouldn’t feel guilty about it. 
 
    Jessica placed a hand on his chest and pushed him back into the shower. She turned the water on and as it dripped down her breasts, her nipples perked. She took his cock in her hand and pressed her warm body against his. Alex placed a hand under each of her legs and lifted her up. He pressed her back against the tiled shower wall. Jessica let out a little cry as he drove his cock inside her pussy. Her head tilted back as her eyes lolled. Every cunt felt tight to Alex, so large was his cock. And this was the first time he’d driven it inside a girl with such little foreplay. 
 
    It helped that her pussy was dripping. And it wasn’t just shower water. Fucking her felt good. Her smaller frame pressed against his powerful build, his cock hitting the end of her passage with every thrust. He found her lips and pressed his against it. 
 
    In the heat of the moment and feeling somewhat invincible as a fiery rage built within his body, Alex released his grip on Jessica’s legs. Pulling his hands away, his cock still inside her, he pushed his chest against hers. Squishing her breasts, he held her up like that, with the aid of his cock buried inside her, which he continued to drive in and out rapidly. 
 
    The cries that escaped Jessica’s lips were a mixture of pain and pleasure. He could feel her hands on his back. Her nails dug in as she desperately tried to wrap her legs around him to support her smaller body as he pressed it against the wall and fucked her roughly.  
 
    “She needs this,” the voice said. “Don’t stop. She needs this rough fucking. She wants it…”  
 
    That fire inside him, it egged him on. He grabbed her arms and held them back as he came inside her. His body pressed on hers as he shot load after load inside her worn pussy. He stayed there, keeping Jessica’s body sandwiched in-between his and the tiled wall. He felt her body sag. She breathed heavily, panting as her legs hung by the side. She’d orgasmed too. 
 
    Alex’s cum began to drip out of her. He pulled out gently and released her. Jessica groaned as her body slid down and hit the floor. He looked down at her with a satisfied grin. She remained seated. Her head resting against the wall. Her eyes were closed and her legs open. She looked thoroughly fucked. 
 
    But then, her eyes opened. And Alex was surprised to see the hunger in them. She wanted more… Dazed somewhat, Jessica crawled towards him on her knees. Alex watched with fascination as she took his cock in her hands. Her lips quivered but she took his cock and began to suck on it. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
     It was after the impromptu shower sex. Alex was halfway through a big meal of grilled chicken, rice and salad when the house phone rang. He was in half a mind to not pick it up. The house phone only ever rang if it were a sales person, or a scam artist. Anyone who needed him, which wasn’t a very many, called on his mobile phone. 
 
    And then Alex remembered how his mobile phone had been smashed to bits thanks to a piece-of-shit angel. He’d given Melissa his landline in case she managed to locate Marvin.  
 
    Alex rushed over to the phone and picked it up. He swallowed the bit of chicken in his mouth and said hello. There was a brief pause, then his greeting was responded to by a woman. 
 
    It was Melissa.   
 
    She’d found Marvin.   
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It was just past eight when Alex parked his Volkswagen Polo by the side of the road. There was a high chance he would get a parking fine. In fact, he could see the ticket warden less than a hundred meters away. But he had more important things to worry about. Being rich now, the price of the fine was inconsequential.  
 
    He stepped out of the car, opened the back-passenger door and pulled out the sheathed long sword. He strapped it around his chest and waist. Unlike every other weapon Demon Hunters had, this one did not disappear. Alex wondered how much it mattered. Despite the size of the long sword and its obvious visibility, this was London. You could be wearing a green alien suit and literally scream in people’s faces, and they would still avoid eye contact and carry on as if you did not exist.  
 
    Alex crossed the road and walked across the square. Crowds passed either side of him. The long summer continued unabated. It had been another day of clear skies. The evening sun was still warm and the punters were dressed in summer clothes. To his right were the masses of shops and apartments with glass balconies and the multitude of colourfully tiled walls. In the distance beyond the River Thames was Canary Wharf, home to London’s largest cluster of Skyscrapers. The light on top of One Canada Square flashed like a beacon. The atmosphere was relaxed, more Mediterranean than London.  
 
    It was a nice area. Much nicer than where Alex lived. More expensive too. Karen’s apartment block had orange metallic panels on the side. The glass balconies faced the River Thames. Alex had never been to Karen’s apartment, but he knew the address and that she lived on the thirteenth floor. Karen answered his call, then buzzed him through. He took the elevator up and knocked on her door. A moment later, she opened it. 
 
    Wearing nothing but a sheer white shirt, not for the first time, Karen took his breath away. She was so damned beautiful and sexy at the same time. With her breasts and the line of her pussy clearly visible, she made it very hard for him to keep his eyes on her face.  
 
    A face that wore a frown. “This isn’t a social visit.”  
 
    “Are you asking?” 
 
    “No,” Karen muttered. “You’ve come to ask for help, haven’t you? This has something to do with the bodies we found in the warehouse?”  
 
    Alex’s eyes widened. “Can you read minds?”  
 
    Karen rolled hers. “I can read men! Most just want to fuck or drink. Couldn't you be like most of them?”  
 
    Alex lost his train of thought at that. His eyes trailed down her gorgeous body. Her luscious breasts with the now erect nipples, Karen even parted her legs. He wanted to rip her shirt off and take her there and then. But he fought back the urge. 
 
    “Melissa found Marvin,” Alex said.  
 
    “No,” Karen replied.  
 
    She turned and slammed the door behind her. Alex managed to get a foot in and stop it from closing. He followed her into the apartment, down the corridor and into the open plan living room. The floorplan of the apartment was similar to his, but it was just so much… 
 
    “Wow… it’s really fancy here.”  
 
    The corners of the living room had decorative white roman pillars and, in the centre, separating the open plan kitchen and living space was an arch decorated intricately. At the other end was a wall of glass, beyond which shone the lights of Canary Wharf. The floor was of dark parquet wood and the sofas were of white leather.  
 
    Karen opened the fridge and pulled out a can of cider, which she threw at him. “Have a drink, admire the view and go.”  
 
    Alex took a sip of his drink as he studied Karen. She’d thrown him off some by knowing exactly why he was here before he even managed to get a word out. Her arms were folded across her chest, which was good because her tits were now covered - less of a distraction.  
 
    “What if they’re not taking this seriously?” Alex asked. “Scarlett doesn’t care much for Demon Hunters. I doubt she cares for humans. Marvin didn’t escape. He was let out. Something just isn’t right here.” 
 
    Karen’s arms loosened across her chest. She took a step back, then leaned against the white marble counter with the criss-crossed lines of black. “It isn’t our place, Alex,” she said softly.  
 
    Alex placed his can on the marble counter. “What is our place?” he asked. “We’re called Demon Hunters, but that’s not what we really are. We harass and look down on the weak demons, and in turn, we’re looked down on by the more powerful ones. Is this what we lost our souls for? You gave up the opportunity of going to heaven, and for what? We’re an experiment of Satani’s. Her army of personal pets.”  
 
    “Heaven…” Karen said softly. “Of course… your mother died during childbirth… you think she went to heaven.” 
 
    “I know she did,” Alex whispered, his hands shaking.  
 
    Karen stepped towards him, her arms out, she wrapped them around him. She smelt good. Her warm body pressing against his, it helped calm him down. “You think about your mother a lot, don’t you?” 
 
    She stared up at him with her powerful blue eyes that seemed to pierce into his soul and see the sorrows buried deep inside. Helpful as Alex wasn’t the talkative type. Sure, he made many a smartass comment at the most inappropriate of times, but talking about his feelings, that wasn’t him.  
 
    Alex thought about his mum regularly. He tried to remember her face. Her actual face and not the photo he’d seen. She died moments after his birth. He always wondered about her last moments. Was she in too much pain to even know she’d given birth? Or had she held him in her arms and smiled down at him, showering him with kisses and words of love? 
 
    Alex rarely spoke of his mother. Who was there to speak with? His father was a drunk, he didn’t have many friends, or a girlfriend… No one ever asked. But Karen just did. Alex felt all his hidden emotions bubbling to the surface. He felt his eyes begin to tear. Karen noticed. She brushed them away, then kissed him on the lips.  
 
    “You don’t have to talk about it if you don’t want to,” she said. “Let’s go and get Marvin,” she smiled. “Let’s give your life purpose!” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    After a quick change of clothes, Karen was ready to go. Wearing khaki shorts and a black fitting crop top, she looked every much the Laura Croft. Except, instead of a whip, she had two blades that disappeared around her waist.  
 
    “What?” Karen asked, noticing his stare.  
 
    “You’re hot,” Alex said unabashedly.  
 
    Karen grinned. “How about after we’ve dealt Marvin we come back here and you can do stuff to my body?” 
 
    “Sure,” Alex said immediately.  
 
    “Do stuff?” the voice made an appearance. “Kinky, man. Sure you don’t want to just stay here and fuck her? She’s easily the hottest woman ever. I want to rip those shorts of, grab her by the pussy and-” 
 
    “Stop, dude. You gotta give it a break,” Alex interrupted the voice.  
 
    Surprisingly it seemed to work. There was silence in his head. 
 
    They took the elevator down to the underground car park and jumped into Karen’s car. She’d insisted they use her car. It was too hot to be stuck in a Golf Polo. Alex didn’t argue. He could have. His car did have air conditioning. But Karen drove a Porsche 911. It was a much better car than his own.  
 
    Alex had never been a car person. For him, they served the practical purpose of getting him from A to B. But sitting inside Karen’s Porsche, the speed that it moved at, the comfortable interior with leather seats and soft materials used everywhere, he decided he was going to upgrade the first chance he got. 
 
    It wasn’t a long drive to the housing estate where the poor demons had been crammed into. They joined the A12 and with little traffic on the dual carriageway, quickly made it to Ignis Estate, home to most of the demons living in London. 
 
    Karen pulled into Hookers Road and parked her car beside the towering blocks of concrete and metal. Even with the sun having set, the two tower blocks did not look any less imposing. Lights from windows were dotted around the structure. A few demons stood leaning against the blue railings, staring down at them. 
 
    “Where is she?”  
 
    Alex glanced around. Melissa said she would meet them by the entrance to the estate. This was the entrance, yet there was no sign of her. “She’s probably running late,” Alex said. He glanced up at the demons resting against the railings. “Is your car going to be safe here?”  
 
    “What? Just because we’re in a demon estate, you think their all thieves?” Karen asked, her tone accusatory.  
 
    “No- I- That wasn’t what I-” Alex stopped as he noticed her eyes sparkling. She was teasing him. “Funny,” he muttered.  
 
    It was at that point did Melissa emerge from a darkened alleyway in-between the tower blocks. As she stepped into the light, Alex noticed her clothing. She was wearing a leather skirt so short, it barely covered the curves of her ass cheeks. She didn’t have a top on. Just a lacy red bra. Her breasts… It took a while for Alex to notice they were enlarged. 
 
    Karen dug her elbow into his ribcage. “You can stop staring at her breasts now, Alex.”  
 
    Right… of course, they noticed him ogling. Alex was glad it was dark, otherwise they would have noticed his skin colour resembling the shade of prize-winning tomatoes. 
 
    “You’re Melissa?” Karen asked, and when Melissa nodded somewhat nervously, she added, “Do you always dress like this?”  
 
    Melissa shook her head. “I dressed like- it was to lure… Marvin wanted me… like this,” she finished.  
 
    “Hey, it’s okay,” Karen said, as she took Melissa by the hands. “I like it. You look hot.”  
 
    No longer seeming stiff, Melissa smiled. “Thanks,” she said coyly.  
 
    Karen placed a hand on Melissa’s bottom and gently squeezed. “Lead the way, babe.” 
 
    “What. The. Fuck,” Alex muttered as he watched Melissa and Karen walked down the street towards the terraced houses of yellow brickwork and red tiled roofs.  
 
    “It’s kinda hot,” the voice said.  
 
    He wasn’t wrong. It was kinda hot.  
 
    “Threesome, dude. I bet their both begging for it.”  
 
    Alex rolled his eyes and hurried after Karen and Melissa. He caught up to them just as they turned left towards a darkened alleyway. They came out to another street full of smaller tower blocks. The road was empty, save for the single kid on a bike. He looked to be about ten, and dressed wearing tracksuit bottoms, white Nike trainers and a black Nike cap. Alex half expected the kid to show him the middle finger as he passed. The demon child did not show the middle finger. Instead, it bared it’s shark like teeth and hissed at him.  
 
    “Ignore him,” Karen said, over her shoulder. “He’s just a kid.”  
 
    “I wasn’t going to do anything,” Alex grumbled.  
 
    They’d stopped in front of one of the apartment blocks. Concrete slabs led up to a blue door with a two-foot-long glass panel. Beyond it was mostly darkness, but Alex could make out a stairwell. Melissa pushed the door open and climbed up the stairs with Karen at her side. The Demon Hunter still had her hand on the demon’s ass.  
 
    Alex pressed a switch on the wall as he climbed. A flickering light appeared above. It never stopped flickering. The stairwell dark and cold, this would be a perfect spot to film a horror scene. They passed the first floor and kept climbing. They passed the second floor and still climbed.  
 
    Walking behind them as they climbed, it seemed inevitable that Alex’s eyes would fall on Melissa’s bottom. Karen was still holding it pretty firmly. Part of him wanted to do the same. It was a really curvy ass. Actually, he wanted to do more than just hold her ass. He wanted to lift her short skirt and see what was underneath, if there was anything underneath. 
 
    Melissa was dressed like this to entrap Marvin. Sure, they’d slept together a couple of times, but she wasn’t his girlfriend. She could do whatever she liked. Why then did he still feel a little jealous? What made it worse was that she was doing this for him.  
 
    It was at this point did Karen glance back. “Are you staring at her ass?”  
 
    Alex had been staring at Melissa’s ass and in a very obvious way. He couldn’t exactly lie. Nor did he want to. Melissa’s yellow eyes, they were smiling at him. She was enjoying this. Karen was too. They were teasing him, expecting his shy self to stutter a response. Well, they would be in for a surprise.  
 
    “I want to see what's underneath the skirt,” Alex said confidently.  
 
    That stopped them both in their tracks. Karen raised an eyebrow. Then, slowly, she lifted Melissa’s white skirt to reveal two perfectly curvy ass cheeks. Alex knew it. She wasn’t wearing any panties. He grabbed her ass cheeks and squeezed them. His fingers brushed against the outer lips of Melissa’s pussy. She was hot and wet. 
 
    “...we’re… we’re here,” Melissa said, her voice muffled. 
 
    They had reached the landing of the fourth floor. There was an open-air corridor on one side with a wall of concrete two and a half feet high. On the other side were blue doors. Reluctantly, Alex let go of Melissa’s bottom.  
 
    “Marvin’s in there?”  
 
    Melissa nodded. “He should be out cold and tied to a chair in the kitchen.”  
 
    “Nice,” Karen commented. “Good job with this one, Alex,” she added.  
 
    Melissa grinned, then opened the door. They followed her down the narrow corridor decorated with the dirty flowered wallpaper that had seen better days. There was a single low energy light bulb hanging from the ceiling. At the end of the corridor was an open door.  
 
    It led into a darkened kitchen. Alex flicked the switch on. It was a mess. The windows had black stuff growing on the borders. Dirty dishes piled the sink. The worktops had far too many pots and pans. A three-legged table rested in the corner. Stacked on it were old newspapers, plastic containers and glass bottles.  
 
    “Sorry about the mess,” Melissa said quietly. “I’ve only been in this apartment for a few days.”  
 
    “It’s… fine,” Alex said. “Really… it’s not that bad… just a few… any who… you got Marvin.”  
 
    In the centre of the kitchen, sitting on an old wooden rocking chair was a demon with purple skin and green spikes growing on his head in place of hair. He was fastened securely with thick rope. His head tilted to a side. He was out cold, but his mouth hung open, showing his sharp black teeth. There was a small puddle of drool by the chair leg.  
 
    “How did you find him?” Karen asked. “I was certain he would have gone underground.” 
 
    The blue skin on Melissa’s cheeks were tinged with red. “I uhh… I work in some of the demon clubs he used to frequent… Marvin’s always had a thing for me, so I put the word out that I needed money and uhh… was willing to do anything for it. It took a week for him to come out.”  
 
    It made sense now, why the apartment was a mess. Melissa worked two jobs. A full-time one in security, and another working in demon clubs. A tough job, the latter. And he doubted a girl as pretty and with her talents simply served drinks behind the bar. 
 
    “Shall we wake him?” Alex asked.  
 
    Karen raised a foot and placed it on Marvin’s chest. She gave a gentle push. The chair moved back onto two legs, were it remained suspended, neither falling back on its four legs, nor hitting the ground. The three of them glanced at each other. Karen muttered something under her breath, then kicked Marvin in the chest.  
 
    The chair flew off the ground and slammed into the counter behind. The wood splintered. Some of it dug into Marvin’s back. He was no longer asleep. His eyes wide, he stared around the room, surprisingly calm considering the circumstances.  
 
    The calmness disappeared quickly as his eyes fell on Alex and Karen. “You survived?”  
 
    “We did,” Karen said. “And now we’re pretty angry.”  
 
    “...how… Krumier… How did… the Krumier? There was a Krumier there, right? They said there would be.”  
 
    “Who’s they?” Alex asked.  
 
    Marvin’s purple skin paled some. He glanced down at the ropes that bound him. They had loosened, now that the back of the chair was splintered. He jumped to his feet and stretched his arms against the rope. They gave way surprisingly easily. Alex moved towards the door to block his exit. But Marin darted towards the window.  
 
    “Does he know we’re on the fourth floor?” Alex said to no one.  
 
    Karen had her blades out. She threw one at Marvin. An excellent throw. It entered his left calf. The handle pressed against the flesh while the tip exited and dug into the wooden cupboard beneath the counter. Marvin let out a blood curdling scream.  
 
    “Jesus fuck…” Alex whispered. “That’s a fucking throw and a half.”  
 
    Karen grinned. “Thanks.”  
 
    Marvin continued to scream. From his calf, dark blood dripped onto the dirty white kitchen tiles. He pointed at it, his eyes bulging. “I’m going to die!”  
 
    “Don’t be so dramatic,” Alex said.  
 
    “Oh, he’s definitely going to die. Question is, how much pain is he going to feel before it happens?” 
 
    Alex stared at Karen. She seemed serious. He sauntered over to her, then whispered in her ears “You’re going to kill him?”  
 
    “Yes,” she replied, not bothering to whisper back.  
 
    Alex cleared his throat, then asked again in a whisper, “But, if he definitely knows he’s going to die, we don’t have any bargaining chips?”  
 
    Karen turned to look at him. Her face only inches from his, he could still see the disgust. “You want me to lie to him?”  
 
    “Or, maybe just don’t kill him?”  
 
    Karen opened her mouth to retort. And Alex knew it was going to be a retort. But then, the front door flung off its hinges and spun towards them. Alex could see the blue corner of the door. It was going to strike him on the forehead. Just in time, a hand grabbed him and pulled him out of the way.  
 
    It was Karen. She did not look pleased. “You have to stop freezing.” 
 
    Alex nodded. It was solid advice. He stuck his head out and stared down the corridor. A green-skinned demon stood in the door’s former spot. She had one of those naturally angry faces. Her arms were by her side. Each held a curved sword.  
 
    “You deal with her,” Karen grumbled. “I’ll get Marvin.” 
 
    Alex turned to stare at the spot where Marvin was supposed to be. The pool of blood on the dirty tiles was still there. There was also a trail of blood on the counter leading to a smashed window. “He got away?”  
 
    “Well done. You finally noticed.” 
 
    Alex ignored the sarcasm. He glanced back at the green demon with the swords. “Why do I have to deal with her?” he hissed.  
 
    “Marvin just jumped out of a fourth-floor window. You want to go after him?”  
 
    Alex shook his head.  
 
    “Thought so,” Karen grumbled. “Asshole’s got one of my blades…”  
 
    Alex watched Karen leap through the window and disappear into darkness. There was no denying it. She was a proper badass. He turned to face the green-skinned demon with the two curved swords, wondering if it were safer to have jumped out of the window.  
 
    “You’ve learnt how to fight since the last time, right?” Melissa asked, apparently thinking along the same line. “She looks tough and Mark beat you really easily.” 
 
    “Yes, I’ve gotten better. I killed a Krumier, remember?”  
 
    “You did… Right. Yes.” Melissa smiled brightly. “This will be easy then.”  
 
    Alex reached back and felt for the longsword. Grabbing the handle, he pulled it out. The heavy metal felt good in his hand. He held it across his body and stepped into the corridor to face the green demon. Around this time, he expected to feel the sudden heat within his chest. From there, it would expand throughout his body.  
 
    But none of that happened. 
 
    “You there?” Alex asked.  
 
    There was silence.  
 
    The green-skinned demon charged. Her long black hair flowed as she moved towards him at speed. The tip of her swords dug into the floor, slicing the carpet and the wood beneath. Any moment now, she would be in reach.  
 
    “Buddy?” 
 
    Silence.  
 
    For whatever reason, the voice in his head was not responding. Alex was on his own in this. Fuck. He was going to die. He should have jumped out of the window and gone for the purple freak.  
 
    Deciding to die in a heroic attempt rather than being slain like an idiot frozen to the spot, Alex charged. As the demon came within reach, he swung wildly with his longsword. The demon blocked his strike with both her curved blades. Alex saw her black boot rise, but was powerless to stop it as it hit him on the chest.  
 
    It was like being struck with a sledgehammer. The longsword fell out of his hand as he was flung back. On the floor, his head spinning, Alex felt his chest. He expected to find it a caved mess with bones broken and blood pouring out. His fingers pressed against his flesh. No sticky blood, no broken bones. He climbed to his feet and gripped the door frame to steady himself.  
 
    The demon girl stood a few feet away, armed with her swords, Alex expected her to slice at him. But she did not. The tips of the swords rested on the ground. She stared at him, disappointment in her eyes.  
 
    “You’re the one that killed the Krumier?”  
 
    “Apparently…” Alex grumbled. 
 
    “How?” the demon demanded. “You’re so useless.”  
 
    Alex’s longsword lay behind the demon girl and out of his reach. Even if he could get to it, without the support of the voice in his head, he wouldn’t be able to wield it with much success.  
 
    Melissa came up beside him and wrapped her arms around his waist to support him. “What’s the plan?” she whispered.  
 
    Alex didn’t have a plan. He was going to die. “Get out of here,” he whispered to Melissa.  
 
    “Not leaving you,” was her response.  
 
    Alex was about to turn and push Melissa away when the green demon grabbed his longsword and threw it at him. Alex managed to catch it by the handle. He stared at her, confused.  
 
    “Again,” the green demon said. “This time, try.”  
 
    Alex pushed Melissa back and took a step forward. “Seriously dude, if you’re there, I really fucking need you!” 
 
    “And don’t you ever forget that, you ungrateful piece of shit,” the voice said.  
 
    Alex clenched his teeth. “You- what the fuck man, I could have died!”  
 
    “Stop being so dramatic, you whiny little shit. This bitch isn’t going to kill anyone.”  
 
    Alex begged to differ. The demon before him looked like she’d killed plenty. She charged now, very likely to add to that kill count. But Alex felt it then, that warmth in his chest, it flowed rapidly through his body. He felt strong and energised. The longsword felt good in his hand. He swung it at the demon. She blocked it once more, but the force of the strike caused her to take several steps back.  
 
    Alex’s left hand curled into a fist and he struck at her face. It connected well. Blood spilled from her mouth as her head slammed into the wall. She staggered back. Alex pressed his advantage. She swung wildly with her blades. He blocked the strikes easily, then kicked her in the chest. It wasn’t his hardest kick. A part of him held back, knowing he could easily kill her, could actually cause her chest to cave in.  
 
    The demon lay on the ground. Her palms opened in surrender, releasing her grip on the swords’ handles.  
 
    “Easy,” the voice said.  
 
    Alex ignored it. From behind him, Melissa rushed past and grabbed the two swords. Smart. The last thing he needed was to lower his guard and have the green demon drive those swords in his back. 
 
    “What do we do now?” she asked.  
 
    It was a good question. Alex glanced back down the corridor, past the kitchen and out the broken window that led into the darkness of the night. There was no sign of Karen. He wasn’t worried about her safety. She was more than capable of dealing with Marvin. Alex on the other hand didn’t have the faintest clue of how to interrogate this demon.  
 
    Which is what he was supposed to do. Interrogate her.  
 
    “Get the rope,” Alex said.  
 
    Melissa rushed off and returned quickly with the rope from the kitchen. It was actually a bunch of ropes. Marvin had torn it into smaller pieces when he broke free. It would be useless to try and tie the green-skinned demon with it.  
 
    “Your useless. Let me do this,” the voice said.  
 
    “Fine,” Alex muttered out loud. From the corner of his eye, he noticed Melissa glance at him queryingly. He ignored it. “What’s the plan?”  
 
    “Take her clothes off.”  
 
    “What?” 
 
    “This isn’t going to be pleasant. Whatever morals you have, you need to ditch them. We’re dealing with demons here. They’ve murdered innocent humans. Children. Whatever they have planned, whatever they’re doing, you’ve probably just scratched the surface. You need to stop this now. So, are you going to man the fuck up you pussy little bitch?”  
 
    Alex ignored the last bit. The voice in his head did have a point. Crates of mutilated bodies, Satan’s own beast out loose, something horrible was going on. He wasn’t comfortable telling the woman to take her clothes off, but in context, it was better than torturing her, wasn’t it? 
 
    And the demon was going to be tortured. If not by him, definitely by Karen soon as she returned. Worse still, his Demon Hunter friend seemed to be in a murderous mood.  
 
    “Take your clothes off,” Alex said.  
 
    He could feel the sudden change of atmosphere in the room. Melissa and the green demon both stopped breathing. There was complete silence. Alex wondered if he’d gone too far. He was new to this, but telling a captured female demon to take her clothes off, it didn’t matter the circumstances, that was Mark territory.  
 
    He was about to backtrack on his demand when the green-skinned demon climbed to her feet. Her expression unreadable, she pulled down her skinny black jeans. It was her black top that came off next. Without needing further prompting, she pulled down her black panties and bra. She stood before them completely naked.  
 
    Her face hardened, her expression now readable. Defiance. 
 
    “You have to break her,” Melissa said.  
 
    “What now?” Alex asked. 
 
    “Oh, this is going to be so much fun,” the voice said gleefully. “Grab her by the hair and drag her into the kitchen.”  
 
    Alex did not move. He most certainly was not going to do that.  
 
    “I think we should take her to the kitchen,” Melissa said.  
 
    Alex stared at her in shock. “You can hear him?”  
 
    “Hear who?”  
 
    “Never mind,” he shook his head.  
 
    With his longsword in his right hand, he carefully approached the naked demon. Much like Melissa, this demon did not look demonic. She had human-looking black hair. Her teeth weren’t sharp and numerous. Her eyes, nose, her facial structure, it was all very human. As was her body. Aside from the green skin, she was very human like. And she was kinda hot.  
 
    This was wrong, Alex thought, as he grabbed the demon by the arm. She’s naked. This was sexual assault. But then up popped the image of the human bodies in the crate and the little child with his eyes missing. Alex’s grip on her arm tightened and he dragged the demon to the kitchen. She offered no resistance.  
 
    “What now?” Alex asked.  
 
    His attention fell on Melissa. She stood over the cooker. The gas was on and she held a serving spoon over the blue flame. As the silver metal began to darken, she stepped back and without warning, pressed the now burning metal against the naked right breast of the green-skinned demon. 
 
    To her credit, the demon did not scream, though a low growl did escape her lips. Melissa moved the serving spoon away. The demon glanced down at her right breast. The skin was a nasty shade darker. She met Alex’s eyes, the defiance still there. 
 
    “This is where you start asking the questions, dumbass,” the voice said. 
 
    “She does not look cooperative. If anything, she looks more pissed than when she broke the front door open.” 
 
    “Just start questioning!”  
 
    “What’s your name?” Alex asked.  
 
    “Seriously? That’s what you start with? You’re so useless at literally everything.”  
 
    The demon’s eyes faltered. “My name?” 
 
    Alex nodded. “You do have one, right?” 
 
    She nodded. “My mother named me Akash, but I go by Green Death.”  
 
    Green Death? Alex had to stifle his laughter at that. As a result, his throat made a strange noise. Melissa raised an eyebrow. The Green Death frowned. Even the nameless voice in his head decided to get involved.  
 
    “What’s so funny?” 
 
    “Green Death? Isn’t that a bit… lame?” Alex asked.  
 
    “No. She’s green. She brings death. The literalness of it brings about fear.”  
 
    Alex still didn’t see it. “Can I call you Akash?”  
 
    “I don’t care what you call me, Demon Hunter. You’re meddling in things way beyond you. You will die a painful death. Much more painful than my own.”  
 
    Alex frowned. “I’m not going to kill you.”  
 
    “You’re not?” both Melissa and Akash said at the same time.  
 
    “No. I mean, Melissa might torture you some more… but you’re not going to die.”  
 
    Akash turned to Melissa. “Is this some sort of trick?”  
 
    Melissa shook her head. “Alex isn’t like the other Demon Hunters, but, Karen, when she comes back…”  
 
    Melissa left her sentence trailing. Alex knew what she meant. When Karen came back, she would want Akash’s death. The green demon before him, she didn’t seem so frightening anymore. It might have had something to do with her nakedness. The act of taking away a person’s clothing was akin to removing their shield. It left them defenceless and vulnerable.  
 
    And that was what Akash looked.  
 
    Vulnerable.  
 
    That fierceness from before was gone. She watched with wary eyes. Her features had softened. They looked more feminine, much like her body. The cloth stripped away to reveal firm breasts, a soft navel and slim legs.  
 
    “I don’t want you to die,” Alex said. “But if you don’t tell me what I need to know before the other Demon Hunter returns, it’ll be out of my hands.”  
 
    Alex could see the uncertainty in her body language. Where only moments ago she had stared at him fiercely, now those eyes looked down at her feet. Alex opened the freezer and pulled out a frozen jar of what he hoped was ice cream. Akash flinched as he approached her. Her body tensed as he pressed the frozen jar against the burn on her right breast.  
 
    Standing so close to her, he could feel the heat emanating from her body. She smelled good too. Berries. He met her eyes as she stared up at him. She was nervous. She took a deep breath. Her chest rose and her breast pushed against his hand.      
 
    “The bodies piled in the crate had parts missing,” Akash spoke softly. “They need those parts to perform the spell. There is only one item left before they will be ready. The heart of a Demon Hunter is required. They want to free a demon bound in hell. A really powerful demon.” 
 
    “Which demon do they want to free?” Alex asked. 
 
    Akash shrug her shoulders. “I’m just a foot soldier. I’m not even supposed to know that but I overheard them talking.”  
 
    “Who?” Alex asked. “Who did you hear talking? Who wants to free the demon?”  
 
    Akash opened her mouth to reply, but stopped with her lips parted. Little dots of sweat formed on her forehead. She was afraid. Her breathing came to a complete still.  
 
    “She’s afraid, poor little bitch.”  
 
    Alex didn’t respond to the voice. Even when it was being sympathetic, somehow it still managed to be annoying.  
 
    “He can never know it came from me,” Akash said.  
 
    “I promise he won’t,” Alex replied.  
 
    Akash nodded quickly. “Jamie Azarath,” she said. “It’s Jamie Azarath who wants to free the demon.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 29 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Jamie Azarath. 
 
    Alex knew the name. Had bumped into the demon. He did not like him. Alex knew little of the fiery place down below. But he did know the Azarath family was supposed to be a powerful one. So powerful, Satani needed their help to keep order in hell. 
 
    Jamie was already breaking the rules. Demons weren’t allowed to date humans, but Jamie did exactly that. Alex gritted his teeth. Jamie was doing more than dating Chrissy. He had her under some sort of spell. Was Chrissy in danger? Did Jamie’s plan to free the demon involve Chrissy somehow?  
 
    Akash began to dress in front of them. She pulled her panties on first, then her bra. Once fully dressed, Melissa handed over the two swords. She left quietly through the broken front door.  
 
    “I’ll pay to have that fixed,” Alex said quickly. “The window too, and… anything else we broke.”  
 
    It was at that moment did Karen climb into the kitchen via the broken window. “Where’s the green demon?”  
 
    “She… escaped,” Alex said. Melissa didn’t contradict him, and for that he was glad. Karen did not look happy. “Marvin get away?”  
 
    “Marvin’s dead. A demon bitch appeared out of nowhere and sliced his head off. It was disgusting.” Karen leaned against the kitchen counter and folded her arms across her chest. “Our only lead is dead. What a waste of time.”  
 
    “Actually, we know who's behind all of this,” Alex said. “It’s Jamie Azarath. He wants to free a demon from hell. They needed the body parts of humans for the spell.”  
 
    “How do you know this?” Karen asked.  
 
    Alex glanced at Melissa, who shrugged her shoulders as if to say, you’re a fucking idiot. That probably wasn’t what she was implying, but it’s how Alex felt. “Akash, the green demon, she told me. I let her go, okay,” he muttered. 
 
    Karen raised her hands, palms out. “Okay… no need to get hissy about it.”  
 
    Alex frowned. “I’m not getting-” 
 
    “Jamie” Karen interrupted. “The demon dating your childhood crush?”  
 
    “She’s not my childhood crush,” Alex said, sounding much sullener than he’d wanted to.  
 
    “Way to focus on the important stuff,” Karen said, rolling her eyes. “Which demon does he want to free?”  
 
    Alex folded his arms across his chest, a little annoyed at Karen. “Akash doesn’t know.”  
 
    Karen nodded thoughtfully. “I think I might be able to find out.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Karen and Alex returned to the Red House of Satan. Melissa stayed back in her apartment. She’d made a few calls and managed to find a demon available to fix her front door. She was sweeping up the broken glass in the kitchen when they left.  
 
    Alex felt bad for her. She didn’t deserve to stay in a place like that. It was a dump. He made a mental note to himself to do something about that. As a Demon Hunter, he had tons of money in the bank. He could buy her a nicer apartment in a nicer area.  
 
    They climbed up the black steps and walked under the white columns holding up the white pediment. Not for the first time, Alex was taken by how surreal it felt. The Red House of Satan was a hundred floors tall and had an angry dark cloud swirling above it. He was tempted to pinch himself. Maybe it was a dream. All of it. Except, Alex knew it wasn’t. His chest still ached from having been kicked there by Akash. 
 
    They walked past the foyer. The Demon receptionist on the ground floor paid them no attention. Once in the elevator, Karen pressed the button for the fiftieth floor. The elevator began to rise, silent as always. It slowed as it reached its floor. The doors parted. Alex followed Karen out and walked down the hallway.  
 
    There was a single set of double doors before them. The walls were painted red. Flaming torches rested on black sconces. Karen pushed open the door. It was a library. The floor was made of dark wood. The shelves rose ten meters in height. They were stacked with books.  
 
    “It’s enormous,” Alex whispered, as he walked in.  
 
    To the left was a staircase with a wrought iron railing that disappeared into the ceiling. To his right was another that disappeared into the ground. Alex walked up to it and peered down. Below was another floor of the library. He could make out another set of stairs that led even further down to more shelves of books. 
 
    “Every book that’s ever been written is stored here,” Karen said. 
 
    Alex didn’t think Karen to be a liar. And it most certainly was the largest library he had ever seen. But every book ever written? “Fifty Shades of Grey?” 
 
    Karen frowned. “You want to read Fifty Shades of Grey?”  
 
    Alex shrugged his shoulders. “Might do. I need to put a bit of adult romance into my writing.”  
 
    Karen’s eyes narrowed. “Your writing?” 
 
    Alex realised he had never told her what he used to do for a living. Correction. What he’d dreamed of doing for a living. As of now, Alex was yet to publish a single book. One day though, he told himself. “Why are we here?” he asked.  
 
    “Jamie wants to release a demon from hell. He needs to create a powerful spell to do that. We know what most of the ingredients are. If we can find the spell, we’ll know who he wants to free. We take that information to Satani and she can put it a stop to it.”   
 
    It seemed a little optimistic to Alex, but with no better plan, or indeed, any other plan, he plucked a book from the shelf and opened. After staring at the writing for far too long, he managed to decipher the language as not being English.  
 
    “This could take a while,” he muttered, as he put the book back.  
 
    “For most, yes,” Karen said. “But I happen to know the librarian.”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Alex followed after Karen as she led him through the library. They walked between shelves for what seemed like forever. Alex began to appreciate how big the library really was. He also began to question if Karen knew her way around the place because he was certain they were lost. 
 
    But then they came to the end of another long aisle. She turned left, and there seated behind on a wooden chair behind a table with books stacked to her right was the librarian. There was a book open in front of her and she did not look up as they approached.  
 
    Karen pulled a chair and sat down. Alex did the same. Still, the librarian did not notice them, so absorbed was she in her book. Karen clicked her fingers. The woman looked up, annoyance in her blue eyes.  
 
    “What do you-,” she stopped. Her eyes lit up. “Karen!” 
 
    “Hi Jocelyn,” Karen smiled. Her white teeth glowed in the dim red lighting.  
 
    “I haven’t seen you in so long,” Jocelyn said. “I think the last time was-” she stopped again, this time her cheeks reddened. 
 
    “The last time was when we had sex,” Karen finished, her voice teasing.  
 
    Jocelyn swallowed nervously., “Yes… since we last had... sex.” Her eyes lit up again. “Are you here for that.”  
 
    Karen smiled. It was a flirty smile. Her lips were in between a curl and the ever-popular duck face. She reached out and placed a hand on Jocelyn. “We actually needed your help with something.”       
 
    “We?” Jocelyn repeated. It was then did she acknowledge Alex. He smiled at her. It was not returned. Jocelyn turned her attention back to Karen. “Of course. Anything for you…”  
 
    Karen smiled brightly. Without mentioning names, she told Jocelyn about the demon trying to free another demon imprisoned in hell. They needed human body parts to complete the spell. Surprisingly for Alex, Karen listed away every body part missing from the humans found in the crate. 
 
    “They also need the heart of a Demon Hunter,” Alex added.  
 
    “The heart of a Demon Hunter?” Jocelyn raised an eyebrow.  
 
    “Does that ring a bell?”  
 
    “Not for a spell… but,” Jocelyn leaned in, as if whispering a secret in a crowded room. “Earlier today, a Demon Hunter was found dead in his bed. His heart was ripped out. It seems they’re ready to cast the spell. I’ll-” Jocelyn stopped and stared at Alex, as if seeing him for the first time. “You’re Alex?” 
 
    “Have we met?” 
 
    Jocelyn shook her head. “You’re famous. You killed the Krumier. They’re supposed to be impossible to kill. And…” she stood up and stepped around the table to come and stand in front of him. She was tall, as were all Demon Hunters. Her lips curled as she looked down at him. “You look average. How’d you do it?”  
 
    Alex’s eyes narrowed. He pushed his chair back and climbed to his feet. He was six inches taller than her and he puffed his chest to look more impressive before he stepped into her personal space. He was close enough to smell her, to feel her warm breath on the skin exposed by his unbuttoned shirt.  
 
    “You still look average,” Jocelyn said.  
 
    “Wow. You actually managed to intimidate her with that lame ass move,” the voice said. 
 
    “Really? How can you tell?” Alex asked.  
 
    “Avoiding eye contact, flared nostrils, flushed skin… She’s either afraid of you, or she wants your cock. I’m going with the former. Bitch is giving off lesbian vibes.”  
 
    Karen, who had been watching what she thought was a silent stare down, jumped to her feet and came to stand beside the two. Placing a hand on their chests, she gently pushed them back. “Alex killed the Krumier by sticking his sword into it.”  
 
    Jocelyn glanced at the handle of the longsword sticking out from his back. “That the sword?” Jocelyn asked. “Can I get a look at it?” 
 
    “Fuck no,” the voice said.  
 
    Alex couldn’t recall if this was the first time he’d agreed with the voice in his head. The sword wasn’t like the other weapons in the armoury of the Red House of Satan. He had a feeling it was an old one. It probably predated the birth of the damned Red House of Satan. 
 
    Alex blinked. “I’m right, aren’t I?”  
 
    “Right about what?”  
 
    “The sword, it’s old, isn’t it? Very old?”  
 
    The voice didn’t reply. But Alex could feel it deliberating. A strange sensation. Like a mind within his mind suddenly appearing. Its presence noticed; his conscience probed at it. Like a human asking another human a question and waiting for an answer. But the mind version.  
 
    “...keep the sword safe, Alex.”  
 
    “A simple no would suffice, Alex,” Karen said.  
 
    Alex snapped out of his internal conversation to find both Jocelyn and Karen staring at him suspiciously. The librarian even leaned in and whispered into Karen’s ear. He couldn’t make the full sentence out, but he did hear the word “sanity” mentioned.  
 
    “No,” Alex muttered.  
 
    Karen turned to Jocelyn. She placed her hand in the girl’s hair and pulled her in for a long and deep kiss. Then, releasing the girl, she said, “You’ll call me soon as you find anything?”  
 
    Jocelyn nodded quickly, looking very flustered. 
 
    “Great,” Karen smiled. “I’ll let you get to it.” She grabbed his hand and turned to leave, then paused as her eyes flitted across the darkened library. “It’s really empty here today,” she observed.  
 
    She was right. Not only was there not a single person in sight, they’d not come across anyone on their way here. Alex just figured most Demon Hunters were so full of themselves, they didn’t have any space for books.  
 
    But he was wrong.  
 
    That wasn’t why the library was empty. 
 
    “The Demon Hunters have gone to Ignis Estate. It’s going to be a bloodbath there tonight.”  
 
    Ignis Estate. That was the enormous housing estate where most of the demons resided. “Why?” Alex asked. “Why will there be a bloodbath?”  
 
    Jocelyn stared at him like he was an idiot. “A Demon Hunter was murdered. His body was desecrated. That won’t go unanswered. Many demons will die tonight.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 30 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    They stepped into the elevator. The doors closed. Alex stood with his back against the mirrored wall. His fingers gripped the metal bar that crossed from one end to the other. “We have to stop them.” 
 
    “The Demon Hunters?” Karen asked as she casually leaned forward and pressed the ground floor button.  
 
    “No, the fucking pigeons shitting all across London,” Alex muttered. “Yes, the fucking Demon Hunters. They’re going to kill innocent demons.”  
 
    Karen nodded solemnly. “Demon Hunters die in the line of duty. Not like this. In bed, heart ripped out. It won’t be pretty.” 
 
    “We have to stop them,” Alex repeated. 
 
    The elevator began to descend. Karen leaned against the mirrored wall. Her shoulder pressed against his. “It’s going to be a massacre,” she said, her tone very matter-of-factly. “Most Demon Hunters are just itching for an excuse to kill demons. Now they’ve been given a big fat one.”  
 
    “We have to stop them,” Alex repeated through gritted teeth. “We’re going to do something, right?”  
 
    “Like what?”  
 
    “We tell Satani,” Alex said without hesitation. She was a demon herself. She would stop the massacre of her own kind, surely.  
 
    Karen smiled. It wasn’t a mean smile. It was the sort he’d seen people give to children that asked naive questions.  
 
    “Even if we managed to get an audience with Satani, and a massive if, she wouldn’t stop them,” Karen said. “The only reason those poor demons were even allowed out of hell was because the more powerful demons on earth needed them to do the shitty jobs. Satani won’t care about a few dozen deaths in Ignis Estate. Hell, she might even want it. They did kill a Demon Hunter. She is fond of us.” 
 
    “She’s fond of us,” Alex let out a mirthless laugh. That’s what Demon Hunters thought, that Satani cared for them. They had a bond with her. A bond that was created when she gave them what they wanted in exchange for their souls. Alex had not made that deal with the devil. He didn’t have the same feelings for Satani. No. He felt anger when he thought of her. He pushed those feelings down now. “I thought you cared about demons?” Alex said through clenched teeth. “I thought you were different.”  
 
    “I have to pick my battles, Alex,” Karen said softly. “There’s nothing I can do against a horde of murderous Demon Hunters.”  
 
    The elevator reached the ground floor. The doors parted and Alex stepped out. A steely determination set in him. He walked quickly with his shoulders hunched, leaving Karen behind. If she wasn’t going to help, he would do it himself. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Karen didn’t follow after him. He was glad for it as he didn’t want to talk with her right this moment. But as he stepped out of the Red House of Satan and stood on the kerb looking down the narrow road and the cars driving past, he wondered if it might have been better to have asked her to drop him off to Ignis Estate. Or at least a train station.  
 
    Alex stepped onto the road and walked towards the main street. He felt in his pocket for his mobile phone. There was nothing there, of course. His phone had been smashed to pieces during his battle with the angel. Instead of being able to call an Uber, Alex would have to take a black cab. The things were bloody expensive. 
 
    Why did he care? Wasn’t he bloody rich now? 
 
    Alex managed to hail one pretty quickly. Half an hour later, he stood opposite the entrance of Ignis Estate. Already, he knew something was wrong. It was a clear night. The moon shone brightly. It made the large smoke clouds billowing upwards clear to see. 
 
    The Demon Hunters had begun their vengeance. Alex crossed the road and walked into Ignis Estate. On either side were the enormous tower blocks of steel and concrete. A small fire raged by the overfilled bins pressed against the tower block to his left. The shops in the centre were empty. Those fortunate enough to have shutters were spared the destruction. The others had their windows smashed and doors broken. Furniture from inside was strewn across the pavement and some onto the grassy section that doubled up as a playground. 
 
    There were no children about. No grown demons in sight either. Aside from the burning fire and the few lamp posts that worked, the area was dark. But the night was not silent. Alex heard the first echoes of screams. Demon screams. They were distinct from human ones by their veracity. Alex took a deep breath and braced himself for what may come.  
 
    He grabbed his sword and left behind the tower blocks. He hurried past the terraced houses with red tiled roofing and yellow brickwork. The streets were surprisingly clean. There wasn’t much in the way of litter cluttering the sidewalk or flapping about in the wind. The streets were empty too. Not a single demon in sight. Every window in every house was dark, as if the inhabitants were afraid of attracting attention. Alex got the feeling that this wasn’t a first for the demons. Maybe they were used to Demon Hunters going on the rampage. The demons knew to keep a low profile and to stay indoors with the lights out.  
 
    But not all had managed to do that. At the corner of the road, two Demon Hunters stood over a blue demon girl lying on the ground. Her short skirt was by her ankles. Her white top was torn. Alex didn’t recognise the two Demon Hunters. Not surprising as he hardly knew anyone at all.  
 
    With his sword drawn, Alex felt confident. He knew the voice in his head was present. He could feel the warmth flowing through his body. The long sword almost felt light. “What’s going on here?”  
 
    The two Demon Hunters looked back at him. It was a girl with long blonde hair, and a guy with his hair dyed blue. They were both beautiful. “She’s ours,” the girl said. “Go find your own.” 
 
    The girl held a sharp knife in her hand. The silver blade glistened in the orange lighting from the lamp post. She glanced at his long sword. The blade was a dull grey. Compared to hers, it looked harmless. But looks could be deceiving. At any second, his sword could turn into a blade of fire.  
 
    “Leave her alone,” Alex said.  
 
    The guy frowned. “Leave her alone?” he asked. “Mate, fuck off.”  
 
    Naturally, Alex did the opposite. He stepped towards them. “Let her be.”  
 
    “You want to fight over this bitch?” the girl asked. “She’s not even that pretty. Go to the town square. They’ve got them all rounded up.”  
 
    The demon girl lying on the ground looked up at him with terror in her eyes. She shuffled back quietly on her bottom. Her back came up against the low fence of grey stone that curved around the corner house. She was about his age, possibly a year or two younger. She had that cute innocent look about her.   
 
    “Let her go,” Alex repeated. 
 
    “Or what?” the girl asked. 
 
    “Or, we’re going to have a problem.”  
 
    He immediately felt stupid. It had sounded much cooler in his head. The words didn’t come out naturally. His tongue felt heavy. And right on cue… 
 
    “Dumbass. Or, we’re going to have a problem?” the voice mimicked. “What are you, a fucking 1970’s gangster?”  
 
    Alex didn’t know that was 1970’s gangster speech. But it did raise a question. “How can you know what gangsters in the 70’s spoke like, but not know your own name?”  
 
    The male Demon Hunter made a noise. It sounded like a grunt, but rolled in with a laugh too lazy to form. “There’s two of us, buddy.” 
 
    “James…” the girl said. “Look at his sword.” 
 
    “What about it?”  
 
    Alex was wondering the same. Was it blazing red without his knowledge? He held the sword up. It was its usual dull grey. It looked very much like a blunt instrument, one more suited for a heavy bloke with little skill. 
 
    “You’re Alex,” the girl said. “You defeated the Krumier.” 
 
    “You got all of that from looking at his sword?” James asked.  
 
    “The long blade of grey metal,” the girl whispered. “I thought it would be more impressive.”  
 
    “We’re famous now?” the voice asked.  
 
    “It would seem so,” Alex replied. 
 
    “Ok well, going forward, you should let me handle it. I’m used to being famous.”  
 
    “You were famous?”  
 
    “Of course,” the voice replied.  
 
    “You don’t even know your own name,” Alex pointed out. 
 
    James took a step back. His stance relaxed. The confident arrogance on his face vanished, replaced by a cautious grin. “What do you want with her? There’s plenty more in the town square,” he said, then his grin widened. “Or, you could just take Jess here. I’m sure she’d let you do anything you want to her.” 
 
    Jess glanced at James, then dug her elbow into his ribcage. James groaned. No longer smiling, he glared at her. 
 
    “Walk away,” Alex told them, his voice hard.  
 
    The two Demon Hunters shared a glance. Their eyes wary, they stepped back slowly. Once they were ten feet away, both turned and vanished into the dark night. Alex slung his sword back into its sheath. He held a hand down for the demon to take. She stared at it nervously. Then, hesitantly, her hand gripped his. Alex pulled her up.  
 
    The demon lifted her skirt up and pulled her torn top around her chest, covering her bra. She folded her arms across her chest and stared at him.  
 
    “Live nearby?” Alex asked.  
 
    The road was deserted, as had been the many he had walked past. But noises came from further ahead. He could hear the screams and roars. Not far from here, something terrible was happening.  The girl raised a hand and pointed in the direction of the sounds. 
 
    “Come on,” Alex said grimly. “I’ll drop you off.” 
 
    The demon girl fell in behind him as they walked. She was still unsure of him, and Alex could feel her eyes watching him.  
 
    “She’s cute,” the voice said. “Probably grateful too. Bet she’d let you do anything you want to her.” 
 
    Alex ignored the voice. It rarely ever said anything good. Sometimes, he wondered if it were a teenage boy trapped in there, one that had been exposed to copious amounts of porn. 
 
    “You seem to get the pretty demons too,” the voice continued. “Melissa, Akash, now this one… I’ve been down to hell. Most of them are hideous.” 
 
    This was new information to Alex. “You’ve been to hell? What’s it like?”  
 
    “Like hell,” the voice chuckled. “Hot, dark, ashy. Sort of like being in the centre of an erupting volcano. Satan’s a cunt, too.”  
 
    “You mean Satani,” Alex said automatically. And he agreed with the voice. Satani was a cunt. He shuddered as he remembered how she’d made him suck her cunt. Worst part was, he’d enjoyed it. The bloody bitch was kinda hot… Exceptionally hot, he reluctantly admitted.  
 
    “Nah,” the voice said.  
 
    “Nah?”  
 
    “Satan was a dick. He was running things down there last I visited. Doing a terrible job cuz you know, he’s an egotistical piece of shit.” 
 
    “Strange you can remember all of that, but not your name,” Alex said.  
 
    In response, the voice shrugged. It was a strange feeling and Alex inadvertently shrugged too.  
 
    From behind him, the girl quickened her pace and came to walk beside him. “I’ve only been here a week,” she said. 
 
    It took a moment for Alex to understand, and when he did, he asked stupidly, “From hell?”  
 
    The girl nodded shyly. “It’s nicer here, definitely.” She looked up. “Sometimes the sky is blue. This world is beautiful,” she gave him a smile, one that faded quickly. “But… I miss my family and…”  
 
    “They’re not here with you?” Alex asked, trying to be conversational. 
 
    The girl shook her head.  
 
    Alex wanted to ask why, but it felt like an intrusion. The girl stared at the ground, downcast. The portals were controlled by the wealthier demons, but he knew little about the rules that governed border passage to earth. He wondered what she’d done to make it out.  
 
    “She slept her way out, dipshit,” the voice said.  
 
    Deep down, Alex had a feeling the voice was right. But in that moment, he wished the voice had an off button. They were nearing the centre of the estate. Alex had only walked through it once. They were on one of the six streets of terraced houses that led to the circular opening. There was a fountain in the centre with a demon made of black stone. It stood five meters tall. It had four arms. Each were held out with palms facing down. Crystal clear water gushed out and dropped into the basin below.  
 
    And that’s where the demons were. Hundreds, possibly thousands of them. They stood facing the demon made of black stone. But Alex knew it was something else that had their attention. He pushed his way through the crowd. The demons reacted badly to being touched. They turned in anger, some roared and bared sharp teeth. But quickly realising he was a Demon Hunter, they held back on physical aggression and let him pass. Some spared a curious glance at the demon girl that followed.  
 
    As Alex made it closer to the front of the crowd, what lay beyond came into view. The massacre had already taken place. Dead demon bodies lay on the ground, surrounded by pools of their own blood. Others were still alive but severely injured. Alex spotted a green demon crawling away from the centre and towards the crowds of demons. There was blood from his knees down and more on his shoulder. A Demon Hunter stood over him wearing an amused grin as he watched. A sword rested in his hand. 
 
    There was a line of Demon Hunters that stood with their weapons drawn. They faced the crowd of demons and created the circle within which the slaughter had taken place. Any demon wishing to aid the injured would have to pass them. Not many did. Who could blame them… Alex knew the strength and power of Demon Hunters. It was suicidal.  
 
    But it happened just then.  
 
    A large demon with red skin and protruding horns roared, then charged. He didn’t make it far. A Demon Hunter with long black hair ducked under the demon’s incoming fists. Turning, she sliced her jagged blades against the demon’s stomach.  
 
    The demon stopped in its tracks. It dropped to its knees. His intestines spilled out and hit the ground before the body fell. It lay there, convulsing as loud groans escaped its lips. Alex found it hard to watch. This was beyond cruel.     
 
    “So, do something about it then,” the voice said.  
 
    It was a strange thing, having a voice in his head. But Alex thought he understood how it worked. He had to talk to himself mentally to converse with the voice. The voice wasn’t supposed to be able to read his mind… But that’s what it felt like sometimes. “You never said you can read my mind,” Alex grumbled.  
 
    “I can’t,” the voice said. “But I can feel what you’re feeling, if that makes sense. This is wrong, dude. As much as I hate demons, this is just wrong.”  
 
    “You hate demons?” Alex asked, surprised.  
 
    “Yes. I thought that was obvious.”  
 
    It wasn’t obvious at all. Alex knew the voice had a dislike for Scarlett, but not all demons. “You’ve been egging me on to sleep with demons!”  
 
    Alex shivered as he felt the mental shrug.  
 
    “Some of them are alright, I suppose,” the voice said. “How are we doing this?”  
 
    It was a good question. Alex glanced around the circle of Demon Hunters. There were close to fifty of them. Not even the voice could take them all.  
 
    “We need to find the leader. There’s always an asshole in charge. We take him down, the rest will fuck off.”  
 
    It was better than any idea Alex had. The Demon Hunters that stood in a circle with their weapons drawn facing the crowd, Alex doubted they were leading this assault. The same could be said for the ones standing over dead or injured demons. His eyes turned to the fountain. Sitting on the curved grey stone wall that circled the basin was a small group of Demon Hunters.  
 
    Before them, on her knees was a blue skinned demon. Her clothes torn off, she was mostly naked save for her black panties. One of the Demon Hunters grabbed her by the hair and pulled her closer. His boot rubbed against her cunt as he spoke to her. Then, he slapped her violently. She fell to the ground, where her body remained, quivering, before it rose again, afraid to stay down in case the abuse worsened.  
 
    Alex recognised the Demon Hunter. Blond hair that came to his shoulders, he wore a V-neck t-shirt and tight black jeans. In his right hand, he held a sword. The hilt was golden, the blade silver.  
 
    Mark.  
 
    “Yup,” the voice said. “That’s the douchebag you gotta defeat.” 
 
    Alex’s jaw tightened. Mark was a first-class asshole. He remembered back to his first encounter with him. It was in this estate. Mark and his crew were harassing Melissa for no other reason than personal amusement. The guy didn’t need an excuse to start on demons.  
 
    “Fuck, man, that demon, Melissa, isn’t it?”  
 
    Alex glanced at the blue skinned demon on her knees before Mark. From his angle, he could see her hair draped over her slim back and the curves of her bottom. As her body shifted slightly, he caught a glimpse of her side. 
 
    Melissa…  
 
    Alex pushed passed the few demons before him and stepped out into the space between the crowds and the Demon Hunters. A hand gripped his tightly and pulled. Alex looked back. It was the demon girl he’d helped earlier.  
 
    She stared at him with worried eyes. “What are you going to do?”  
 
    “Stop them,” Alex said, quiet determination in his voice.  
 
    The girl glanced behind him at the Demon Hunters. “All of them? You can’t...” 
 
    “Yeah, we definitely can,” the voice said. 
 
    It wasn’t the first time the voice had overestimated its powers. But this time it didn’t matter if he lost. He would rather not, obviously, but he found he didn’t care for his self as much this time. 
 
    Alex smiled at the girl. “I gotta try.” 
 
    He gently freed himself from her grip, then turned and walked towards the nearest Demon Hunter. He didn’t recognise her, nor did she recognise him, it seemed. But she lowered her weapon and let him pass. Alex strode towards the fountain. His hand itched to draw his longsword and plunge it into Mark’s chest. Or better yet, slice his head off. Neither Mark nor Melissa noticed his approach. He got to within a meter of them when he felt a hand on his shoulder.  
 
    It was the silent girl from Mark’s crew. The Demon Hunter with purple hair. Their eyes met. His showed hard determination. In response, her grip on his shoulder tightened.  
 
    “Mark,” she said the word quietly.  
 
    Amongst the background noise, it should not have been heard. But it was. Even the demons seemed to hear. It was surreal how suddenly the silence came. He could feel every eye on him. Melissa looked back, her eyes weary, she seemed confused. Then, recognition struck. She raised her hands to cover her breasts as her cheeks reddened. She was ashamed to be seen like this. Alex averted his eyes.  
 
    Mark stared at him with manic eyes. He wore his usual self-assured grin. Alex felt his confidence begin to slip away. Even with the power the voice gave him, he doubted he could take Mark and his three buddies. He was also encircled by dozens of Demon Hunters. There was the chance they would attack him too.  
 
    But in the end, it didn’t matter.  
 
    Alex had made his mind up before he came to Ignis Estate. Demon Hunters by and large were a horrible bunch. He wasn’t going to be a part of that. He wanted to make a difference, a genuine difference. When he first became a Demon Hunter, he thought he would be saving humans from evil demons. It turned out to be the opposite. It was the demons that needed saving. Alex was going to do that or literally die trying.  
 
    He pulled out his long sword and held it by his side. The tip touched the tarmac with a clink. Mark’s eyes fell on the sword. The manic of earlier dissipated.  
 
    “Is it true?” he asked, his voice lazy. “You killed a Krumier?” 
 
    The silence was replied by sudden whisper. Every lip seemed to move. The sound was like a slow wind trapped in a turbine. Alex caught some of the words. They were talking about him.  
 
    “I guess you’re here for this bitch?” Mark raised his sword and placed the sharp tip on Melissa’s shoulder. He brought it down her chest, causing Melissa to lower her arms, to move her hands away and expose her breasts.  
 
    Alex felt this fire build up inside him. He wasn’t sure if it was the heat that came with the voice, or just pure rage. Either way, Mark was going to pay.  
 
    Mark let out a laugh. Then he charged.  
 
    With his sword held above his head, Mark leapt into the air. As he came down, Alex raised his own sword and held it horizontally. There was a loud clang as the two swords clashed. The force caused Alex to skid back and drop onto one knee. He recovered quickly and pushed back with his sword as he climbed to his feet.  
 
    “Let’s destroy this bitch,” the voice said. 
 
    As if to show intent, like a lit fuse on steroids, a single fiery red spark shot from the point of his sword down to the cross guard. The dull grey blade was now glowing red. At the same time, Alex felt the fire flowing through every vein in his body. For once it seemed the voice wasn’t fucking about.  
 
    Smiling, Alex charged. He was going to teach Mark a lesson. One the piece of shit would not soon forget. Moving with incredible speed, adrenaline pumping through his body, Alex closed the distance between them in the blink of an eye. Mark barely had time to react. He scrambled backwards as his sword came up to deflect. Sparks flew as fiery metal clashed against silvery steel.  
 
    Whatever it was the voice did to him, it was more than just a transfer of raw power. Alex got the feeling that the voice in his head, it was an entity, maybe even a soul, one that had extensive knowledge and experience in battle. Experience that it passed onto him. 
 
    With his vision clearer and his increased speed, strength and immense knowledge and experience in battle, this duel was too easy. Mark had no choice but to be on the defensive. He moved back with every step and just about managed to block the strikes. He didn’t even attempt to parry any of the blows.  
 
    His face crunched in concentration and beads of sweat formed above his lips. He was completely focused and trying his hardest. But it wasn’t enough. The voice in his head was toying with Mark. Surprisingly, Alex didn’t find much pleasure in that. 
 
    Alex stepped to the right and brought his sword straight down. Mark raised his own to block. Alex kicked him in the chest. It was a hard kick, but he was surprised by the effect. Mark’s body flew off the ground and hurtled back. It looked like a doll that had suddenly and harshly been pulled back by the string it was attached to. He slammed into the chest of the demon-shaped fountain before he dropped into the basin with a splash. Alex watched and waited for him to rise, but there was no movement.  
 
    He’d won. 
 
    Or at least, Mark was defeated.  
 
    Alex rested his sword by his side as he took in the Demon Hunters that surrounded him. Veronica, the girl with the purple hair, he noticed her hand on her hip. That’s where her weapon was. He remembered it being a dagger curved like a scimitar with a leather grip and white faceted pommel. She had yet to draw it. Their eyes met. Her hand slipped down her waist and hung loosely by her side. Alex wasn’t sure what exactly had happened, but he got the impression she wasn’t going to try anything. 
 
    He turned away from her and spun around in a slow circle. The Demon Hunters all had weapons in their hands, but they’d had those before he’d kicked Mark to the fountain. Most stood still, uncertain stares directed his way. None stepped forward.  
 
    “Seize the moment, dipshit. Show your leadership skills. You just defeated the head douchebag. You got to take his spot and earn the pussies,” the voice said.  
 
    Earn the pussies. Alex shook his head. “Thanks for the amazing pep talk,” he muttered.  
 
    “Anytime, fuckface.”  
 
    Alex rolled his eyes. “Is it possible for you to say a single sentence without swearing?”  
 
    There was a long silence. And then, “You’re a vagina.” 
 
    Alex sighed. As annoying as the voice was, it did give him some sensible advice. He needed to make the most of defeating Mark. He needed to do it soon too, while the Demon Hunters remained uncertain. 
 
    “It’s over,” Alex said, his voice as loud as it could possibly be without resorting to shouting. “Leave the demons alone. Go back to the Red House of Satan, or...wherever it is you guys go when you’re not murdering demons.”  
 
    “Nice. Really nice.” 
 
    “Fuck off,” Alex grumbled.  
 
    “Oooo bitchy,” the voice chuckled. 
 
    None of the Demon Hunters moved. They stared at him, some still unsure, but others wore tight faces and steely glares. They wanted to attack him. The only thing stopping them was the fact that he’d just easily wiped the floor with Mark, one of their supposedly more skilled comrades.  
 
    Cowards.  
 
    That was what they were.  
 
    And then, a tall motherfucker of a Demon Hunter stepped forward. He stood at close to eight feet. In his hands he held a suitably large axe. The handle was black, the cheek silver in colour and the blade gold.  
 
    The Demon Hunter moved towards him. His t-shirt looked three sizes too small. His arms bulged with pure muscle. With long black hair and a scruffy beard, he looked suitably beastly. 
 
    “Let’s make this quick,” the voice said. “Discourage any other motherfucker from trying to be a hero.” 
 
    “Is that doubt I hear?” Alex asked.         
 
    “I said a sentence without cursing, dipshit. And that’s the response I get? It’s your life on the line, douchebag. If I die, I’ll just come back again. But you, it’s bye-bye mother fucker.” 
 
    “How do you know you’ll come back? You’re not supposed to remember anything.”  
 
    “Duck,” the voice said.  
 
    Alex was about to ask what the voice meant by “duck” when he realised the big Demon Hunter had closed in. His arms swung the axe, aiming for his throat. It would have been a clean decapitation had Alex not ducked just in time. He came back up and slammed the longsword pommel upwards, striking the giant’s chin. It was a good strike. The lights went out as the enormous demon hunter fell like a sack of potatoes. 
 
    “Anyone else want some?” Alex roared.  
 
    “Much better,” the voice said. “You almost sounded manly there.”  
 
    He faced the Demon Hunters around him. None seemed keen, some stepped back. A convincing victory, it seemed. But they still surrounded him, uncertain of what to do next. And then, Victoria, the girl with the purple hair spoke up.  
 
    “Tonight is over,” she said. “Disperse the demons, then leave.” 
 
    The Demon Hunters turned, faced the demons and began to push them back. Some told them to go home, others simply kept walking towards the demons, moving them back with their presence. Slowly but surely, the demon crowd began to disperse.   
 
    Alex met Victoria’s eyes and gave her a nod. Her lips twitched into a small smile before she glanced towards the mostly naked body of Melissa lying on the tarmac. Alex felt like an idiot. So busy had he been with Mark and the others, he’d completely forgotten about her.  
 
    He rushed over to her and knelt down, taking her hands in his. “How are you feeling?”  
 
    “Little bit tired,” she said, smiling weakly. “That’s the second time you’ve come to my rescue.”  
 
    “There are easier ways to get my attention,” Alex grinned.  
 
    His cheeks reddened and he felt foolish flirting with her. Not only was this not the time or place, what he’d just said was incredibly cheesy. But Melissa seemed not to mind. He helped her to her feet, then studied her for damage. She had some minor bruising on her face, another one just under her left breast and her knees were scraped. 
 
    Minor injuries. The same couldn’t be said for the bodies that littered the space around the fountain. With the Demon Hunters mostly gone, some of the demons were back. Dead and injured demons were being dragged away. 
 
    Alex sheathed his sword and wrapped an arm around Melissa’s bare waist. It was only then did he realise how naked she was. He glanced around for her clothes. They were nowhere to be seen. Alex tried to pull his top off, then realised the sheath’s straps were fastened over it.  
 
    Victoria read his mind. She unbuttoned her silky white shirt and passed it to Melissa.  
 
    “...thanks,” Alex mumbled.  
 
    Victoria smiled. “You can stare,” she said. “I don’t mind.”  
 
    Alex swallowed nervously. “I… I don’t know what you mean,” he said, knowing exactly what she meant and trying his hardest to not look at her chest.  
 
    “If she insists, why don’t you look at them? They’re fucking magnificent,” the voice. “That bra can barely contain them!”  
 
    “Alex…” Victoria said softly.  
 
    He looked up to see her pointing behind him. He turned to see Mark. He’d climbed out of the basin. There was a nasty gash on his head. But it didn’t put him off from running at Alex with sword in hand.   
 
    Alex wasn’t sure if it were his own instincts, or those of the voice in his head. It didn’t matter, really. He pushed Melissa away from him, then pulled his sword out. As Mark came within reach, he sidestepped. Mark slashed at thin air. Alex didn’t give him another chance. He buried his longsword into Mark’s chest.  
 
    It happened so quickly, but at the same time, seemed to happen in slow motion. He felt the sword slide in, felt it pass the flesh, then hit the bone. They presented little resistance. The sword came out through Mark’s back.  
 
    Mark’s body sagged. He dropped his own sword, then clung onto Alex for support. He opened his mouth to speak, but it was filled with blood and no words came out. 
 
    He’d killed a Demon Hunter.  
 
    This whole thing began because of the death of a Demon Hunter, and now Alex had killed another.  
 
    Mark wasn’t dead yet, but he would be soon. There was no surviving a sword through the chest. No healing from that. Not even for Demon Hunters. Alex dropped to his knees, and with him, he took Mark’s limp body, letting it rest on the ground. His eyes dimmed, the life leaving him, he turned to stare up at the sky before his body became still.  
 
    “We have to go,” Victoria said urgently. “Killing a Demon Hunter is against the law and punishable by death. We need to get out of here before anyone notices.”  
 
    Mark was dead.  
 
    It wasn’t the first time Alex had killed. But still… staring down at the dead body, having watched as the life left his eyes… it was uncomfortable. He placed a hand over Mark’s eyes and closed the lids. With reluctance, he grabbed his sword and pulled it out. Cold already, little blood flowed out. Alex climbed to his feet and glanced around.  
 
    There were no other Demon Hunters in the square. And the few demons that remained were busy with the casualties of their own kind. It seemed his crime had gone unnoticed. With Melissa on one side and Victoria the other, Alex quietly slipped away into the dark shadows of Ignis Estate. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 31 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Alex’s primary concern was about getting Melissa home. She was in a state. The girl needed the comfort of her home. That meant staying in Ignis State. What with having killed a Demon Hunter, Victoria thought that a terrible idea. When Mark’s body would be discovered, Ignis Estate would not be safe for anyone.  
 
    As Victoria led the way, Alex felt guilt. He’d come here to save the demons. Instead, he’d placed them in more danger. Victoria seemed able to read his mood, and surprisingly, gave a decent pep talk.  
 
    He’d done good, she said. He’d defeated Mark in front of everyone and followed that up by defeating the challenger that came after. If the Demon Hunters came back to Ignis Estate to cause trouble, he could return and stop them.  
 
    It was a fair point. There was only one problem remaining.  
 
    Victoria. 
 
    Why was she helping him? It made no sense to Alex. She was part of Mark’s crew, his little gang. If she switched sides so quickly, how much loyalty did she have towards him? And it was Victoria that led the way. Despite suggesting they leave the estate, Alex knew the area just about well enough to know they were not heading foe the exit. Just as he was about to grab hold of her and ask questions, they turned the corner.  
 
    They’d arrived at the marketplace.  
 
    It was completely deserted. The stalls were covered in striped tarpaulins. The shutters were drawn on the shops. Rubbish piled in the corners. A single white plastic bag floated in the wind. And amongst the dirt and poverty, a white Mercedes GLC was parked beside a stall covered in a black tarpaulin. 
 
    She’d taken them to her car. 
 
    They climbed in and Alex gave his address. Veronica set off, driving like an experienced racer. She drove really fast and turned corners at speed, but did it silently, the tires not screeching even once.  
 
    They left the estate behind and whizzed through the streets of London. Alex sat back and stared out the window. His arm was wrapped around Melissa and she rested her head on his chest and closed her eyes. Poor girl was exhausted, both physically and mentally. 
 
    He’d killed a Demon Hunter. That was against the law. So was fighting with angels. Alex had done both. When the law came down on him, he imagined it would be hard. He let out a mirthless laugh. The law of demons. Scarlett would be pleased.  
 
    Veronica parked in the street beside his block of apartments. Melissa had fallen asleep on him. He did not want to wake her, so he picked her up and carried her out. In his large frame and with his strength, her body felt both small and light.  
 
    Innocent and fragile... 
 
    Alex’s mood hardened as he climbed up the stairs to his apartment. Eventually, the Demon Hunters and angels would come for him. And when they did, he would not go easy. He would fight them with every bit of strength he had inside him.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Alex woke the next morning to find Melissa lying beside him in bed. Her neck rested on his arm and her nose pressed against his chest. He kissed her on the lips. Her lips spread into a small smile, but she remained asleep. Melissa was so damned innocent. She didn’t deserve to be caught up in whatever was to come.  
 
    Something was coming, he was sure of it. This moment in bed with Melissa, it was the calm before the storm. The only thing was, Alex wasn’t sure what sort of storm was coming. Angels, Demon Hunters, the demons set on releasing a big bad asshole from hell, it was like a melting point of fuckery.  
 
    Alex decided he was going to enjoy this moment and worry about the other things when it happened. He lifted the duvet and peered underneath it. Yup. Melissa was naked. And so was he. Funny thing was, he couldn’t recall taking his clothes off. In fact, he couldn’t recall much about last night beyond carrying Melissa up the stairs and then drinking a liquid given to him by Veronica. It would help him sleep, she’d said.  
 
    Alex didn’t think he needed help sleeping. It wasn’t the first time he’d killed. And despite how it happened, despite watching Mark die in his arms, Alex did not feel bad. Mark was more than an asshole. He was a sexual predator. A murderer too.  
 
    But Alex took the drink anyway, just to be polite. 
 
    Beyond that point, he could not remember a thing. 
 
    But he did sleep remarkably well.   
 
    Alex raised the duvet one more time to admire Melissa’s gorgeous and naked body. Then, gently pulling his arm free, he climbed out of bed. He made it to the kitchen when he heard someone at the front door.  
 
    With a carton of milk in hand, he headed for the door, gulping the white stuff down as he walked. The front door opened before he reached it. It was Karen. She very obviously ogled his naked body. There was a time when Alex would have been mortified. That time had passed. He wasn’t mortified. But he did wish he had some clothes on. 
 
    “What’s up,” Alex said, trying to seem as cool and casual as possible under the circumstances.  
 
    “Not your cock,” Karen said.  
 
    She walked up to him and wrapped her warm hands around the shaft of his cock. She began to stroke it. It hardened in her hand. Alex’s mild shyness dissipated. He placed his milk carton on top of the shoe rack and grabbed Karen by the waist. Pressing her body against the storeroom door, he closed the front door with the back of his foot.   
 
    Karen was wearing a white Levi t-shirt tucked into her short leather skirt. Alex didn’t bother pulling her shirt over her head. He tore it down the middle. She wasn’t wearing a bra underneath. Karen had beautiful pink little nipples. Alex took the left breast in his mouth and sucked. 
 
    It was intoxicating. Her scent and the taste of her body brought out the animal inside him. Alex pulled down Karen’s skirt and then hoisted her off the ground with his powerful arms. His hard cock pressed against her panties. He could feel the heat and wetness seeping through. 
 
    Moving on from her breasts, his hands pulled at her panties. He tore them off with his fingers and dug into her wet cunt. Karen grabbed his cock and rubbed the tip against it. She closed her eyes. Her head tilted to the side.  
 
    She was enjoying this. So was Alex. His cock rubbed against her pussy. Karen arched her back to accentuate her breasts. It was a beautiful sight. But the animal part of Alex wanted to fuck her hard.  
 
    So he did.  
 
    He shoved his cock inside her cunt.  
 
    It was a hard thrust. His cock was enormous. A gasp escaped Karen’s lips as her body jolted. Her eyes opened wide and she stared at him. It felt good to be inside her warm, wet and tight space. He thumped her enthusiastically, driving his cock in and out with ferocity.        
 
    Karen’s head lolled back against the door. Her mouth hung open as she breathed heavily. Soft moans escaped her lips. Alex knew it was partly in pain, partly pleasure. Or, maybe mostly pain. She wasn’t used to a cock this big. Alex was fucking her hard, and he didn’t care.  
 
    He grabbed her breasts and squeezed them. His pace increased. Karen’s moans grew louder. He felt the pressure build up inside his body. With a final hard thrust, he came inside her, shooting load after load. His body came to a standstill as he stopped thrusting.  
 
    He let go of her breasts. Karen’s chest slumped against his. Her head rested on his shoulder. Her breathing was deep but slow. Alex wrapped his arms gently around her back. It felt good to hold her protectively, though she needed no protecting.  
 
    Melissa stood by the door to his bedroom, staring at them. Alex had no idea how long she had been there. He nudged Karen gently. She looked back, and spotting Melissa, she freed herself from Alex and stood on the ground. Parting her legs, she ran a hand down her body. As it came to her cunt, she dug a finger inside.  
 
    “Perfecting timing,” Karen said to Melissa. “You can clean me up.”   
 
       
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Melissa did clean Karen up. It was a sight to see. The demon girl didn’t hesitate. She dropped to her knees and brought her face close to Karen’s cunt as she gently licked away. Melissa had the most gorgeous of figures. Resting on her toes and knees, her back arched, her ass on display, the cheeks parting teasingly, it needed to be spanked.  
 
    Alex came up behind her and did just that. He started with a hard slap. Melissa’s body shuddered. She glanced back over her shoulder, her eyes narrow. Alex grinned, then gave her bottom another hard slap. Again, her body jolted. Melissa’s lips curled, but before she could express her displeasure, Karen grabbed her by the hair and pulled her face back towards her open legs.  
 
    Alex continued to play with Melissa’s ass as the demon returned her attention to Karen’s pink cunt. His cock was hard again. He grabbed the demon girl’s ass cheeks and pulled her to her feet. He was about to fuck her from behind when Karen released the demon girl. She walked up to Alex, grabbed his cock, then led him into the shower. Melissa followed quietly, submissively.  
 
    Once inside, the demon girl dropped to her knees and as the hot water poured onto their bodies, she took his cock in her mouth. Alex leaned back against the tiled wall. His hands felt Karen’s tight body as they kissed. It was the perfect beginning to the day.  
 
    It went downhill after that.  
 
    Karen hadn’t come to see him for his cock. As big as it was, she had plenty offers from Demon Hunters, male and female alike, it seemed. Alex wondered if he was jealous. Was he getting feelings for Karen? It was a strange thing to think. Seeing a woman naked, touching her body, entering inside her, it was intimate. Wasn’t it natural to develop feelings?  
 
    Did he have those same feelings for Melissa? The demon girl was in the kitchen making them breakfast. She stood facing the cooker, her naked back towards them. She hadn’t worn clothes after the shower.  
 
    Karen sat opposite him in the living room. She’d fished through his wardrobe and found a green t-shirt that she wore with her short skirt. It was oversized on her, but somehow, she pulled it off. Alex doubted there was anything she would not look sexy in. 
 
    Karen slid her smartphone across the tea table. “Jocelyn’s narrowed it down to five demons that could be freed. They’re all pretty nasty. Jamie would have to cast the spell on a full moon, or a Friday on the thirteenth.”  
 
    Alex picked up the phone. Karen had taken pictures of the demons along with written words. He flipped through the images and skim read. Each and everyone one of them looked nasty. Proper demons. Not like some of them that just had a different skin colour. Not like Melissa. Pan in hand, she turned. Her skin was tinged blue. The girl had the perfect body. Alex wanted to get up there and then and take her once more. But hard this time.  
 
    Karen clicked her fingers. Alex blinked, then met her eyes. She was frowning. “Focus, Alex. This is important.”    
 
    “Right, right,” Alex mumbled, his eyes back on the phone. “Jesus fuck,” he cursed. “This one’s ugly, isn’t he?” he held the phone out for Karen to see. 
 
    It was a red demon with yellow-slit eyes. His forehead had sharp pyramid shaped angles, one inside another like Russian dolls. The demon also had two enormous white horns that would put any addax to shame. He was toned too. His arms bulged like a steroid-using bodybuilder on steroids, using steroids. In his right hand, he held a black blade.  
 
    “Karne,” Karen said. “He was imprisoned four thousand years for trying to break the barriers between hell and earth. Satani had to put a stop to that, obviously.”  
 
    “Obviously,” Alex said, nodding without understanding fully why Satani gave a fuck.  
 
    “If all the demons come to earth, that upsets the balance. The angels won’t be pleased,” Karen said, her eyes boring into him. 
 
    It did make sense now. Satani had to stop Karne to prevent another war with the angels. Not because she gave a fuck about the humans living on earth suffering horrible deaths and generally being shit terrified for their pitiful little existences.  
 
    Alex took a deep breath, surprised at the anger he suddenly felt. He realised although he didn’t think of Satani often, the few times he did, she managed to evoke strongly negative feelings.   
 
    Alex flipped to the next picture. Another terrifying demon. Impressively toned body, massive black horns, long razor-sharp nails and teeth that were sharp and numerous. Like those on a shark. “What did he do?” 
 
    “Stevrano,” Karen said. “Disagreed with Satani. Thought the treaty favoured the angels. Wanted to tear it apart. Waged war. Lost.”  
 
    “That sounds like our demon.”  
 
    Karen nodded. “I thought as much too. But Stevrano’s been locked up for a long timer. Aside from being physically strong, he doesn’t have many followers. Freeing him won’t change anything. Satani would kick his ass easily.” 
 
    Alex stared at the picture of Stevrano. “Satani could kick his ass?” 
 
    “She’s more than just pretty looks.”  
 
    “You’re just in love with her,” Alex said, pretending to vomit.  
 
    “As are all Demon Hunters, aside from you, apparently.” Karen fixed her eyes onto him. “There’s something about you that you’re not telling me. Why don’t you love Satani?”  
 
    “She stole my soul.”  
 
    Karen rolled her eyes. “Get over it, will you? You used to be a loser. You’re not now. You owe her, really.”  
 
    “Like fuck I do,” Alex muttered. 
 
    Karen sighed. She leaned back on the sofa as Melissa walked in with two plates. The demon knelt forward to place them on the tea table. Her curvy bottom was a foot away. Alex reached for it. He grabbed a cheek and tugged on it. The tip of his fingers grazed the partings of her pussy lips. She was wet and hot. Melissa smiled at him cheekily. Alex grinned. His fingers tightened on her curvy ass.  
 
    “No,” Karen said.  
 
    They both turned to look at her, confused.  
 
    “You’re not fucking her,” Karen said to him. She grabbed Melissa by the nipple and squeezed, causing the demon girl to groan in pain. “Put some clothes on, you little whore,” Karen said. The words were harsh, but the tone was soft. As Melissa turned to go, Karen grabbed the girl’s hand and held her back. She then gave three hard slaps to each of Melissa’s ass cheeks, before raising a foot to Melissa’s bottom to send the demon away.  
 
    Karen picked up her plate and stabbed a sizzling sausage. She bit into it, then frowned. “What?”  
 
    Alex stared at Karen for a moment longer before he picked up his own plate. He took a bite of the sausage and sighed deeply. Karen did have a point. Having her and Melissa at the same time… in some aspects, his life was pretty awesome.  
 
    The only noise that followed was that of the knives and forks crashing into the ceramic plates as they both ate. Alex was famished. He’d had an increased appetite since being a Demon Hunter. After the morning’s exertion, he found he was starving. As he finished his plate, Melissa returned.  
 
    She was wearing an old t-shirt of his. It came down just below her waist. The three buttons at the top were undone. She made them both teas, and when she knelt down to place his mug on the table, Alex stared at her breasts. He wondered how it was possible for him to still want sex after going for two rounds in the morning.  
 
    He knew the answer, of course. It was because of how hot Melissa and Karen were. 
 
    “You won’t believe what happened yesterday,” Karen said, as she sipped her tea. “Apparently, another Demon Hunter died last night in the slums.”  
 
    Alex swallowed nervously. The brim of the mug pressed against his lips, he inadvertently glanced at Melissa. She’d been cleaning the countertops, but turned to look back, their eyes meeting.  
 
    Karen seemed not to notice and continued, “It’s going to be horrible. This whole thing started with the death of a Demon Hunter. Now that another has died…”  
 
    “Who uh… who was it?” Alex asked, trying hard to be innocuous.  
 
    “Who was what?”  
 
    “Who died?”  
 
    “What does it matter?” Karen asked. Her eyes narrowed as she studied him. “You went there last night,” she told him. “You know something, don’t you?”  
 
    Alex was tempted to lie. But at the last moment, he decided against it. The initial shock of Mark having died in his arms had passed. He didn’t feel guilt or remorse. The guy deserved to die. He was a murderer and a sexual predator. He wondered if that was why Veronica had switched allegiances so quickly.  
 
    “I killed Mark.” 
 
    Karen stared at him with blank eyes, comprehension not registering on her face. The mug was at her lips, and it was mid-sip that she’d frozen. She placed the mug on the table, then swallowed the tea in her mouth somewhat noisily. “You killed Mark?”  
 
    Alex nodded. “Am I in trouble?”  
 
    “Yes!” Karen said. “He’s an asshole, sure, but it’s very illegal to kill a Demon Hunter. What the hell were you thinking?” 
 
    Alex took another sip of his tea. He felt strangely calm. “What’s going to happen to me?”  
 
    “Anyone see you do it?” 
 
    “Veronica. Melissa. Possibly a whole bunch of demons.” 
 
    “Veronica?” Karen repeated. “The purple-haired chick? Are you sure she saw you?” 
 
    “Well, she was right there when it happened. She told me to hurry out from there. Even dropped me home after. So yeah,” he nodded, “Pretty sure she knows.”  
 
    “She helped you?” Karen asked, then answered her own question. “I suppose that makes sense.”  
 
    Alex wanted to ask how it made any sense, but Karen had moved on. “Killing a Demon Hunter is a crime punishable by death. Why’d you do it?” she asked. “You don’t strike me as the vengeful type.” 
 
    Alex told her how it had happened. They duelled. Alex won. After defeating another Demon Hunter, he dispersed the crowds of demons and the hunters. But Mark wasn’t finished. He came back to charge with his sword. Alex’s instincts took over. He sidestepped and drove his sword into Mark’s chest. He didn’t mention how it was almost too easy…  
 
    Karen absorbed it all silently. When he was done, she picked up her mug and leaned back against the sofa, deep in thought. Alex watched her carefully, as did Melissa, who stood in the kitchen leaning against the counter. Their eyes met. She raised her hands in concern. In return, Alex shrugged. He had no idea what Melissa was concerned about. He imagined it was a long list.  
 
    He turned back to Karen and waved a hand at her. “You alright?” 
 
    The absent look in her eyes vanished and she nodded. “Anything else you’ve done that you shouldn’t have?” she asked, taking a long sip of her tea. 
 
    What the hell, Alex thought. “I’m the one that’s been attacking the angels.”  
 
    Karen spat her tea out. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 32 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Suffice to say, Karen was not impressed. Apparently, the number one rule for Demon Hunters was to stay out of the way of the angels. They were not to be interfered with. Angels had free rein on earth. Karen stressed the importance of the truce between Satani and God. Satani had put down many powerful demons that had challenged the truce. If she knew what he’d done…  
 
    Karen didn’t finish the sentence, but Alex had a pretty good idea of what the devil would do to him if she knew. He didn’t feel bad for fighting off the angel. Angels weren’t… angelic, if that made sense. They were assholes. Just like the Demon Hunters. Except, more everything. They were a little taller, apparently stronger too. Definitely more arrogant, and with this white glow about them, possibly better looking too. 
 
    Alex knew what would happen if the truce between Satani and God was broken. Demons and angels would turn earth into a battlefield. He couldn’t imagine what that would look like, but he was sure it would be more devastating than any war the humans had ever waged.  
 
    Despite how imperfect the current set up was with Demon Hunters, angels and the powerful demons doing whatever pleased them, it could get infinitely worse. And that was why, when Karen left the apartment, after having told him to keep a low profile and not do anything else, Alex ignored her and set off for the Red House of Satan. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Later that evening, Alex stood on the narrow kerb beside a large green metal bin that overflowed with kitchen waste. To his right, the alleyway led back onto the busy London street. Cars drove past and humans walked across, but none spared a glance his way. He wasn’t surprised. It was a dank alleyway. Dark too.  
 
    The long summer continued. The sun shone brightly in the evening sky. But not much of it filtered down here. Though up above the space was clear, something seemed to stop most of the light, leaving the alleyway ominously dark. 
 
    Before him was the Red House of Satan. It seemed magnified today. The stone steps of black looked as if they were covered in ink. The white columns and the pediment appeared as if freshly painted. The red stone used to build the hundred floors glowed like embers.   
 
    It was the pediment that Alex stared at. Where normally protruding from the stone were Greek or Roman figures, this one had a demon sculpted on it. The horns were perfectly symmetrical. The body was muscular, the jawline defined. He looked cool…  
 
    And it was a he.  
 
    Sculpted on the pediment was the image of Satan.  
 
    Taking a deep breath, Alex climbed the black steps and walked through the swivel glass doors to the left. It opened up to a large foyer. The floor was made of emperador brown marble. To the left was the receptionist. Sitting behind a cream-coloured polished stone counter, she stared at the computer. Her smart fitting white shirt was visible above the counter. She looked for all purposes like an ordinary receptionist working at a large company.  
 
    If any human accidentally walked in, this place would seem no different to any other large office block. Alex wondered if that was the point. He doubted any humans actually came this way. The service doors from the adjacent and opposite buildings led onto the alleyway. Alex had seen cleaning staff step out to throw things into the large black and green metal bins. They didn’t spare a glance for the Red House of Satan, though it stood a hundred floors high. The veil stopped them from seeing. A veil that was supposedly weakening. Alex wondered if stopping the demons from being freed would make any difference in the long run. If the veil breaks and humans see demons and angels for what they are, there would be chaos. There would be war.  
 
    Deciding that was a worry for another time, Alex climbed up the staircase in the centre of the foyer. They led up to the elevators. It was the one at the end that he needed to take. The golden doors that led to the hundredth floor. Problem was, only a select few were able to use that lift. Alex wasn’t one of those.  
 
    He had to wait for someone allowed to use the elevator and either go up with them, or sneak into the lift as they came out. Neither was a great option. For starters, he could be waiting for ever. Worse than that, it could be Scarlett coming down in the elevator.  
 
    That bitch hated him.  
 
    With a passion, it seemed.  
 
    “Press the button, dumbass,” the voice said. 
 
    “It only works for certain people,” Alex muttered. 
 
    “Yes, for VIPs. In case you hadn’t noticed, I’m a very important person.”  
 
    Alex chuckled. “Person? You’re barely a spirit.” 
 
    “Are you mocking me?” the voice grumbled. 
 
    “Little bit,” Alex replied.  
 
    He expected a retort, but the voice fell silent. Strange. The voice never seemed to be short of shit to say. Alex wondered if he’d hurt the voice’s feelings. He decided he didn’t care. He leaned against the wall, arms folded across his chest. This could be a long wait. It could be futile too, if Scarlett stepped out when the elevator finally opened.  
 
    His eyes fell on the elevator button. It was a simple enough button. About the size of a two-pence. Gold, naturally. What was the worst that could happen if it pressed it? His finger burning off was the first that that popped into his head. That would be terrible.  
 
    It was a risk worth taking, Alex decided. There was a lot on the line and time was of the essence. The demons either had everything they needed to free the big bad demon, or they were pretty close. His mind made up, Alex strode towards the elevator and thumped at the button before he could talk himself out of it.  
 
    The good news, his finger didn’t burn off.  
 
    The even better news, it worked.  
 
    The golden doors parted.  
 
    “Told you, ass swipe,” the voice said.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    There were dozens of silver scones attached to the red-stone walls of the foyer on the hundredth floor. Each scone held a black torch that burnt a dark red fire. With that many flames, the place should have been brightly lit. But it had a dim glow about it. Like walking into a volcano. You imagined it to be bright and fiery. And it was, but somehow, it was dark too. 
 
    The blue-skinned receptionist sat at the far end. Her eyes on the computer, she did not look up at him as he approached. Alex rested his elbows on the desk of dark wood. “I’d like to see Satani,” he said.  
 
    The receptionist continued to type away, her eyes glued to the screen. She looked almost human.  Her hair was red, her eyes were black. Her skin was a light blue, much like Melissa’s. But the similarities ended there. Where Melissa was a mixture of hot and cute, this demon was sexier and colder. She was bigger too. Despite being seated behind the desk, Alex was sure she was as tall as him, if not more.  
 
    But he wasn’t afraid of her.  
 
    He cleared his throat and repeated, “I’d like to see Satani.” 
 
    “You don’t have an appointment.”  
 
    Alex had a similar conversation with the demon the last time he came up here. She had yet to look up at him, and he wondered if she would remember him. “I need an appointment?” he asked, feigning surprise.  
 
    The demon nodded, still typing away. She really seemed into her work. A little cautiously, Alex leaned forward and glanced at the screen. A word document was open, but it was blank. Still, she typed away. No words appeared on the screen. He didn’t think much of it. He’d definitely seen worse.  
 
    The glass door that led to the chambers of Satani was to his left. They were closed but… Alex walked up to them and pressed his fingertips at the point where the sliding doors met. He tried to pull them apart. It did not work. Annoyed, he returned to the counter. 
 
    “Just open the bloody door,” he said, annoyed. 
 
    The demon finally looked up at him. “Or what?”  
 
    “I’ll break it,” Alex said. “It’s made out of glass.”  
 
    “Okay. Break the glass.”  
 
    Her voice was flat as the words came out. She watched him with uninterested eyes. She was bored. No. She found him boring.  
 
    Alex glanced at the door. It was made of red glass. It didn’t look especially thick. But glass could be deceiving. If he punched it, there was every chance his bones would break. He didn’t have his sword with him either. It didn’t seem smart to go up to see Satani, armed.  
 
    “Just open the damned door,” Alex said. His voice came out whinier than he’d wanted it to. 
 
    “I thought you were going to break it?”  
 
    The demon said it with her face completely still. She was still bored of him. It annoyed Alex. Reminded him of Scarlett. That was another demon that thought little of him. Alex felt an anger rise within him. “I’m tempted to break your face,” he muttered.  
 
    He hadn’t meant it. He wasn’t going to attack a demon for doing her job. he was about to apologise when he noticed the demon smiling. It was not a pleasant smile.  
 
    “I would love to see you try, little Demon Hunter,” she said, her smile widening.  
 
    “Did you just call me little?”  
 
    “Yes. You’re a pathetic little Demon Hunter who is boring me. Go away.” 
 
    The demon raised her blue hand and curled it into a fist. She slammed it forward. Alex could have moved out of the way, but he chose not to. It was a big mistake. She punched hard. So hard, the force sent him flying off his feet. He landed on the marble floor fifteen feet away from the desk.  
 
    With effort, Alex managed to sit up. He felt his chest for damage. There wasn’t any blood or broken bones. It seemed his chest could take a fair amount of pressure. It did hurt like fuck though. He climbed to his feet, determined to teach the whore a lesson. He was glad he’d not brought his sword with him. In his anger, he might have sliced the demon in half. That would not go down great with Karen, or Satani…  
 
    Alex marched up to the receptionist, furious. “Try that one more time and-” 
 
    “Interesting,” the demon said. For a change, she genuinely did look interested. “Most don’t get up from that.”  
 
    She pushed her chair back and climbed to her feet. She was tall, as Alex had imagined. But he was taller. If only just. She stepped out from behind the counter. Despite what had just happened, Alex paused to ogle her. She wore a very short red skirt and a tight white shirt. She unbuttoned the top three buttons, and Alex swallowed nervously.  
 
    “If you can defeat me in battle, I’ll let you go through,” she said, her voice dead serious.  
 
     Alex was reminded of Akash. Damned feisty, that one. “Are all you demons like this?” he asked, sighing. “Why do you always have to fight.”  
 
    The demon receptionist grinned. “Aww sweetie, don’t worry. This won’t take long.”  
 
    “Duck.”  
 
    It was the voice in his head. All it did was distract him from the incoming fist. It connected with his cheek. Alex’s head spun and he fell back onto his knees.  
 
    “Told you to duck, dipshit,” the voice said.  
 
    “I would have ducked if you hadn’t distracted-” 
 
    Alex didn’t get to finish his mental conversation. The demon kicked him in the stomach as he rested on his knees and palms. It was another insanely powerful kick. His body was lifted off the ground and sent flying. It crashed into the hard-concrete wall.  
 
    After hitting the ground, Alex turned and sat on his bottom with his back against the wall. He was hurting in so many places, he didn’t want to move. But he didn’t have a choice in that matter. His blurry vision could make out the demon striding towards him.   
 
    She grabbed him by the neck and pulled him up. Long black nails appeared on her other hand. She slashed at his chest. Alex expected blood and lots of it too. But there was hardly any. The demon had shredded his shirt and exposed his chest.  
 
    “Like what you see?” Alex asked, as he caught her staring at his toned chest.  
 
    “I’ve seen better.” 
 
    “Ouch…” Alex pretended to be hurt.  
 
    The demon grinned in return. He felt like they were connecting. They could possibly have even been friends if she wasn’t such a sadistic bitch. Her hand came to his waist as her eyes seemed to see what lay beyond. 
 
    Alex wasn’t sure what the fuck was going on. Were they fighting or was she was trying to rape him? He wondered if both were the same to the demon. Regardless, he did not want to be fully naked at this moment, so before she could tear his jeans off, he punched her in the face. 
 
    It was a good punch. Connected well on her right cheekbone. She didn’t go flying off her feet though, which was disappointing.  
 
    The demon had been staring at his groin. Now she looked up at him, a frown on her face. “That wasn’t very nice, was it?”  
 
    She sounded like a school teacher telling off an especially naughty student. Alex was sure his “punishment” was going to be more severe than the usual detention. He was right.  
 
    The demon still had one hand around his neck. He felt the grip tighten. Then she swung him around and literally threw him across the room. Much like a ragdoll. Worse still, his body smashed into the golden doors of the lift.  
 
    Alex really felt that one. Despite having not actually done much, he felt out of breath. He wasn’t going to get much time to rest. The demon was striding towards him once more, looking all sexy and hot.  
 
    “Done getting your ass whooped?” 
 
    Alex leaned against the elevator doors. “Are you American?”  
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Getting your ass whooped? Americans talk like that. Actually, I’m not sure even they do anymore… Maybe you’re just a figment of my imagination born out of all the rubbish American movies I’ve seen.” 
 
    “You’re going to get raped by her. And it’s not going to be fun.”  
 
    “Because getting raped normally is?” 
 
    Alex felt the shudder vibrate through his body. The voice had shrugged. It was strange. Alex didn’t like it when things like that happened. It made the voice appear to more than just a voice. Like it was somehow physically connected to his body, to his flesh.  
 
    But this wasn’t the time to complain about it.  
 
    Still leaning against the wall, he closed his eyes as the heat filled his chest. It spread through his body like fire being pumped through his veins. The aches and pains he felt were being pushed away. He took a deep breath and opened his eyes.  
 
    The demon stood before him, curiosity in her eyes. “There’s something different about you.”  
 
    Alex grinned. “Ready to give up?” 
 
    “I’m going to rape you. And you’re not going to like it,” the demon said.  
 
    “Told ya,” the voice chuckled.  
 
    The demon swung her fist at him. But this time, Alex caught it. She stared at him in shock as he held her hand.  
 
    “...how?” she gasped.  
 
    Alex pulled her close to him. Spinning her around, he let go of her fist and wrapped his arm around her waist. He pulled her in tight and got a smell of her scent. It was intoxicating. So was her body heat. He could feel it through her shirt pressed against his bare skin.  
 
    His other hand grabbed her shirt and tore off the buttons. The demon gasped. As she broke free, Alex pulled off her shirt. She stood a few feet away from him, wearing a short skirt and a red bra. She watched him with wary eyes. 
 
    “Take the bra off,” he said.  
 
    “Excuse me?”  
 
    “Take the bra off,” he repeated. “It’s only fair.” In his mind, it really was fair. She’d torn his shirt off and made him stand bare chested. The demon had to do the same. “Take it off.” 
 
    Surprisingly, she obeyed. Her hands rose behind her back. The red bra slipped off. The demon had firm breasts with small blue nipples. Alex felt an insatiable hunger. He wanted her, right here, right now. He wanted to suck on those nipples. He wanted to pull her skirt off and drive his cock inside her. He wanted to hear her squeal in pain and pleasure. 
 
    Feeling strong and powerful, he stepped towards her, intending to do just that. Her body shuddered as he grabbed her skirt by the hem. Alex grinned manically. She deserved this. She was going to rape him. This was fitting payback. Karma.   
 
    Alex tugged her by skirt and pulled her in roughly. Her breasts slammed into his chest. At the same time her skirt now loosened came down to her knees. From there, they fell to her ankles. Alex’s cock was hard. It struggled against his jeans. Any moment now, it would rip through the denim, so monstrous was it. Alex laughed. 
 
    His hands reached back and grabbed the demon’s ass cheeks. He squeezed hard, then pulled them aside. He was about to bite down on her breasts when he noticed the look in her eyes.  
 
    The demon girl was terrified. “Your eyes....” she whispered.  
 
    “What about them?”  
 
    “They’re… on fire.”  
 
    Alex saw it then. He’d noticed it before, but in his excitement, it hadn’t registered. The demon had naturally black eyes. There was a glow in them, like an ember. He’d thought that was a demon thing. But he was wrong. The glow was his eyes reflecting off hers.  
 
    Alex let go of her and stepped back. “My eyes are on fire?!”  
 
    “It would seem so,” the voice said.  
 
    “Why are my eyes on fire?”  
 
    “That’s a good question,” the voice replied.  
 
    Silence followed. The demon receptionist was still watching him. Her black skirt was still by her ankles. The demon girl stood with her chest naked and wearing red panties. She was still afraid. Too afraid to even dress.  
 
    “Hello?!” 
 
    “Sup,” the voice replied. 
 
    “My. Eyes. Fire. Why?” Alex fumed. 
 
    The voice shrugged. It vibrated through Alex’s body, but this time he did not shudder. He was getting used to it. What he was getting better at doing was reading the voice in his head. It knew why his eyes were flaming.  
 
    “It’s good news,” the voice finally said, as if realising it had to give an answer. “It means your body is a good conduit for me. I can transfer more power through your body.” 
 
    He already was transferring more power. Alex felt amazing. He felt like he could squeeze the life out of the demon with his bare hands. Like he could take her head in his hands and crush it. He wasn’t going to, of course. That would be evil. But he could if he wanted to. 
 
    But there was more than just strength flowing through his body. There was this rage mixed with lust. A terrible combination. He wanted to fuck the demon hard, but hurt her too.  
 
    “She deserves it,” the voice said. “She was going to rape you. She’s raped others. She needs to be taught a lesson.” 
 
    The voice in his head was right to an extent. The demon before him had hurt many others. Alex was sure of it. She would have hurt him too, were she able to. Maybe she did deserve to be taught a lesson.  
 
    “I’m not raping her!” Alex said. 
 
    “Pansy,” the voice said immediately. It was an automatic response and Alex ignored it. “What did you have in mind?” the voice asked.  
 
    Normally, Alex would never have considered something like this. But under the circumstances, this felt appropriate. She had threatened to rape him, after all. And ensure he did not enjoy said raping.  
 
    “Come,” Alex beckoned her over to the red stone wall.  
 
    The demon obeyed. She almost tripped over the skirt that hung around her ankles, so afraid was she. Kicking it away, she came to the wall. Alex made her place her hands palm flat on the wall. She seemed to know what was going to happen, or at least have an indication of the part of her body he was interested in. The demon arched her back and stuck her curvaceous ass in the air. 
 
    Alex grabbed her ass cheeks and squeezed them hard. His monstrous cock pressed against his jeans. The urge to fuck her hard and rough was strong. Reluctantly, he slipped off his belt and folded it in half.  
 
    The first whack was a hard one. It struck her across both ass cheeks and left a nasty welt. The demon stared back at him in shock.  
 
    “Not what you were expecting, was it?” Alex asked, his voice heavy.  
 
    “I… I thought you were going to fuck my ass,” she said.  
 
    Alex shook his head. “You’ve been a naughty little bitch. You need to be punished…”  
 
    The demon stared at him. Her eyes were wide. She was afraid. Alex knew why. He could still see the reflection in her eyes. The two balls of fire. She gave a quick nod of the head, then turned to look back at the wall. Her body was trembling.  
 
    Alex placed a hand on her back. She shuddered at his touch. “Relax,” he whispered. “I’m not going to hurt you… much.”  
 
    He heard her take a deep breath. Her body stilled. Alex readied the belt once more. He struck again. Another hard one. Another welt. Not a sound escaped the demon’s lips. He struck another five blows rapidly, each harder than the one before. Her perfectly shaped blue ass was now crisscrossed with purple stripes.  
 
    Alex caressed her ass gently. “I hope you learnt your lesson,” he told her.  
 
    She turned her head, but looking down at her feet, she nodded.  
 
    “What did you learn?”  
 
    She looked up to meet his eyes. “I learnt that… I learnt-”  
 
    Alex sighed. “You need to learn to not be a bitch,” he muttered.  
 
    “I won’t be a bitch again,” she said quickly.  
 
    “Good,” Alex nodded.  
 
    “What happens now?” she asked.  
 
    “You’re going to let me through that door,” he pointed at the glass doors that led through to Satani’s quarters.  
 
    Again, she nodded compliantly. Alex wondered if the spanking had set her straight, or if it were the burning eyes that did it. He supposed it didn’t matter. It was the end result that counted. He was going to see Satani.  
 
    Alex was about to put his belt back on when the demon suddenly turned and held his hand. He stared at her curiously, unsure of her intentions. There was nothing hostile about her demeanour. So why had she stopped him from putting his belt back on?  
 
    Her intentions became abundantly clear with her second move. The demon reached for the buttons of his jeans. 
 
    “She wants to suck your cock. Don’t be an ass. Let her do it,” the voice said. 
 
    She undid the buttons with ease. His jeans fell down to his ankles. She slowly lowered his underwear. Her eyes widened at his semi erect cock.  
 
    “...it’s big,” she murmured as she took it in her hands.  
 
    She looked up at him. Their eyes met and his fire reflected from her pupils. But this time was different. She was not afraid. She stroked his cock. Her hands slid down the shaft, gently touching his balls.  
 
    Alex grabbed her by the arms and pushed her against the wall. He kissed her on the lips. His cock pressed against her cunt. It was hot and dripping wet. She rubbed the tip against her pussy before guiding it in. It felt so good as it slid in.  
 
    But Alex wasn’t here for this. He’d come for another reason. He was here to see Satani, to stop the freeing of the demon that could ignite the war of all wars.      
 
    Reluctantly, he pulled away from the demon. Sighing, he took a deep breath. It was a mistake. He could smell her sex. He could see her sex… she had the perfect figure. The wide hips, the large breasts, the legs parted seductively and invitingly.    
 
    “What’s wrong?” the demon asked. “Do you not like?” she ran a hand down her breasts and past her navel. It rested on her cunt. She parted the pussy lips.  
 
    Alex definitely liked. It took every bit of his willpower to say the words that followed. “How about you let me through the door,” he pointed again at the red door. “Once I’m done in there, we can have a bit of fun after?”  
 
    The demon stared down at his cock, a despondent look in her eyes. “Fine,” she said, sighing. 
 
    She turned and trudged towards the desk, her perfectly round ass jiggling. Alex couldn’t help it. He followed after her and raised a hand. “There’s my girl,” he said, giving her bottom a firm spank. 
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    With his jeans back up and his cock tucked away uncomfortably, Alex walked past the now open glass doors. It led into a wide corridor. Torches flamed with the red fire of hell. The walls were dark, like the colour of blood left to waste. At the end was the staircase that led up into darkness. It was up there that Satani resided.  
 
    Alex had only seen Satani the one time. When she had torn out her his soul and fed him her juices… he shuddered at the thought. The woman was equally attractive as she was terrifying. Alex hated the bitch. Part of him feared her. Another part was enthralled by her. Too many emotions. He couldn’t let any of those out today. This was too important. The fate of the human world depended upon it. Any of the five demons could cause serious damage to the truce between angels and demons. The breakdown of the truce would lead to war. Millions of humans would die in the process.  
 
    Alex didn’t walk up the staircase.  
 
    Fuck.  
 
    Post-traumatic stress disorder.  
 
    He wasn’t ready to go up the staircase that ascended into darkness. Not yet. The looming darkness of the stairs, it made him think of a black hole. One that had already devoured his soul. There were four doors on this floor. Alex decided to try those instead.  
 
    The first door to the left had an oval door knob. The devil’s face was imprinted on the brass. The devil. Satan. Not Satani. She’d deposed of her older brother over a thousand years ago, but still, his face was everywhere.  
 
    He pressed his palm against the cold brass. His fingers clasped around it. As he turned the doorknob, it burned red. He pulled his hand away quickly. Biting back a curse, he whipped his hand in the air. As the stinging reduced, he glanced at his palm and the angry red burn mark.  
 
    It would go away soon. Demon Hunters healed quickly. He was more careful with the next door. He pulled his hand away quickly before it could burn his skin. The fourth door on the left was open. Alex pushed it open.  
 
    It was a circular room with tall black pillars and arches around the dome in the centre. Small criss-crossed patterns of black and white decorated the dome. To the left of the room was a library. The wall was stacked with books going right up to the domed ceiling. Dozens of shelves extended out.  
 
    To his right, the wall was metallic silver. It held a personal armoury. There was a complete set of armour. Resting on two short black poles protruding from the wall was a long sword, longer even than his longsword. The blade was thick. Parallel lines of red ran from the guard to the point. 
 
    Beside the blade resting on the wall was a silver shield with three circles of red lines that started at the outer edges of the shield. There was more body armour, chainmail, blades and even a whip. Most of the weapons had red lines circled in some fashion. 
 
    Past the armoury was what looked like living quarters. There was a bed large enough to comfortably fit six normal sized humans. Beside the bed was a long wardrobe. The wood was a dark mahogany. It had double doors and a single mirror on one side. Alex caught a glance of his reflection. He was only wearing his jeans. The demon receptionist had torn off his top. His chest was built like a tank. His eyes were no longer burning fire. He was glad for that. It would be difficult to explain to Satani.  
 
    Past the bedroom, on the opposite side was a single brick wall. It was at an odd angle. The wall started ten feet away from the room. It stretched for another twenty feet, coming to a halt before the last library shelf.  
 
    The wall didn’t reach up to the domed ceiling. It rose twelve feet into the air. Alex could see a red light coming from within the space. It was brighter than that emitted by the burning torches. Alex walked around the wall towards the opening. He could hear noises. It sounded like water being poured into more water.  
 
    He turned the corner and looked behind the wall. There was a large bathtub in the centre. It was dark blue in colour. It rested off the ground on golden legs. Scarlett lay in the tub. Her head rested against the edge of the cast iron. Her eyes were closed.  
 
    The bath wasn’t filled with water. 
 
    It was filled with red hot burning lava.  
 
    Alex could feel the heat from where he stood. Standing on either side of the cast iron tub were two demons. Both were completely naked. Each held a golden jug in hand and poured lava over the exposed body parts of Scarlett. Her knees, her breasts, her head...  
 
    Alex should have been more shocked, but he supposed the demon was from hell. She must be used to fire and heat. She was enjoying this. The look on her face was pure bliss. It was enthralling. Without realising it, Alex had entered the space and was walking towards Scarlett, completely fascinated. 
 
    The naked female demons ignored his approach. But Scarlett opened an eye. The black pupil stared at him. “You made it past the receptionist.”  
 
    Alex looked down at his chest. “Lost my shirt.” 
 
    “I knew you would be back,” Scarlett said. “You’re bad at following orders. You don’t know your place.” She rose from the bathtub looking every part the goddess as the lava rolled off her naked body. It left a golden tinge to her red skin. “I’m going to kill you.”  
 
    Alex raised an eyebrow. “What?”  
 
    “You don’t get to break the rules, filthy Demon Hunter. You’re only allowed into the hundredth floor by invitation. That only happens when Satani has a need for her little whores.” Scarlett finally seemed to realise he was topless. She stared at his chest. Her eyes then took in the rest of his body. “What she sees in you humans…” she frowned.  
 
    Despite the threat of death hanging over him, Alex was offended that she did not find him attractive at all. Sure, they were different species, but they didn’t look it much. Scarlett strode towards him on her long legs, her luscious breasts bouncing.  
 
    Yup, he was attracted to her some.  
 
    Scarlett was ten feet away from Alex when she suddenly leapt towards him. Covering the distance in a single graceful leap, her knee connected with his chest. She knocked him to the ground. A hand grabbed him by the neck.  
 
    “Any last words?” Scarlett asked, her naked body now resting on him. 
 
    Alex totally believed her. The cold look in Scarlett’s black eyes told him she was not fucking around. He needed to get his head back in the game. Otherwise he was going to die. The heat from her body, her breasts dangling above him, it was easier said than done.  
 
    Alex closed his eyes. He took a deep breath and tried to relax. He came to the hundredth floor for a reason. He needed to meet with Satani. To do that, he would have to survive Scarlett.  
 
    “I did not take you for a coward,” Scarlett said. “You will not face your death with eyes open?” 
 
    Alex felt the heat expand from within his heart. It shot down his veins and coursed through his blood. He was going to have to fight Scarlett. The voice in his head was ready. It was eager. But Alex was in an awkward position. 
 
    He had to survive Scarlett, to defeat her. But in doing so, he couldn’t kill her either. Satani would not take kindly to her lieutenant’s death. Could he even kill her? Scarlett was insanely strong. He remembered his last encounter with her.  
 
    “It’ll be different this time,” the voice said.  
 
    The voice was always over confident. But Alex felt good. He felt strong and powerful. Eager even. He wanted to fight Scarlett.  
 
    He opened his eyes and knew instantly that they’d changed. He could see it in her eyes. His two balls of fire reflected off Scarlett’s black eyes. There was more. Her brows twitched. Her grip on his neck loosened. She was uncertain.  
 
    The uncertainty was brief.  
 
    Her hand tightened around his neck. She was trying to suffocate him. Alex punched her in the face. He struck her left cheek. The force caused her head to snap away. But not more than that. Scarlett promptly turned to look at him once more.  
 
    She smiled. 
 
    It was frightening.  
 
    She really did look like a demon now. Her black pupils extended, reducing the white sclera completely. The edges of her teeth became pointy, as if sharpened by a file. They glistened in the dimly lit room.  
 
    “I was going to kill you, but I think now I’m going to hurt you first,” she said, her voice having changed to a rasp. 
 
    She climbed off him and lifted him up by the throat without any effort. It was as if he weighed no more than a pillow. Scarlett carried him towards the gap between the wall. His feet dangled inches above the ground. Alex struggled to breath. Just as he was close to passing out, she threw him across the open plan room. 
 
    He landed on his back by the door. He should have been really hurt. But aside from his neck feeling a little sore, he was okay. The energy that flowed through his body kept him strong, kept away the pain. He wondered if he would feel the pain later, once this was over.  
 
    If he was still alive.  
 
    Scarlett stood by the armoury. Her hand passed the long sword and cradled the handle. In the end, she settled for the whip. The black whip had parallel lines of red going from the lash and down the spine to the handle. As she walked towards him, fully naked, she reminded him of a dominatrix. 
 
    Scarlett bitch out at him with the whip. It struck him on the chest. His eyes widened in shock as the pain shot to his head. He staggered back. He glanced down at his chest at the spot where the demon had struck him. There was a nasty red gash.  
 
    Alex took another step back. He bumped into the door. Turning his head out into the corridor, he glanced at the red glass door. He was tempted to run for it. There was evil in Scarlett’s black eyes. She seemed to have grown taller too. He didn’t doubt she was going to hurt him first and then kill him. 
 
    Alex didn’t turn and run. There was too much at stake. If the demon was freed, it could bring war between demons and angels. The two forces would ravage the planet. Billions of human lives were at stake.  
 
    He also wanted to kick Scarlett’s ass. Her beautiful curvy ass. He’d love to bend the bitch over his knee and spank her till she cried. He wouldn’t be able to do that while she still held the whip. Alex needed to even the odds. His eyes fell on the armoury.  
 
    The longsword.  
 
    He was good with a longsword.  
 
    He turned sideways to his left and inched towards the armoury, his eyes on Scarlett. If he could get his hands on that sword, he could show the bitch. Scarlett struck her whip. It was a warning strike. She hit the ground an inch away from his foot. Alex wasn’t going to give up. He decided to dash for it.  
 
    With the energy of the voice flowing through him, Alex was quick. He made it halfway when Scarlett struck his back. It hurt. But he kept going. His eyes were on the sword and the shield. His outreached hands were inches away from them when he was stopped dead in his tracks.  
 
    Scarlett’s whip caught him by the ankle. She pulled. He landed on his face and squashed his nose. Feeling lightheaded, he climbed to his feet and felt it. Miraculously, it wasn’t broken. He turned to face Scarlett. She smiled at him maliciously.  
 
    “You’re not very bright,” she told him.  
 
    “How do you figure that?” Alex asked wearily.  
 
    “Running to grab one of my weapons?” she asked, the smile gone to be replaced with fury. “Go on,” she dared him. “See if you can raise a weapon of mine, you dirty Demon Hunter.”  
 
    Alex didn’t like her tone much. It reminded him of his dad, when he would tell him to have the last slice of cake. There was an underlying threat to his tone. Scarlett had that too. But Alex figured he had nothing to lose. Either way, she was going to kill him.  
 
    He turned to face the wall of armoury. He grabbed the longsword by the handle and turned to face Scarlett.  
 
    The anger faded from her face. She stared at him with astonishment. “You… how… not possible,” she murmured. 
 
    “Why is it not possible?” Alex asked.  
 
    “Because!” 
 
    Alex stared at her patiently, sword still in hand, waiting for her to finish, to tell him why he wasn’t supposed to be able to lift the sword.  
 
    “Because you’re a pathetic Demon Hunter! You’re not worthy to hold weapons of Laceric. That sword was forged in the first fires of hell,” she spat at him. 
 
    Alex glanced down at the blade. He knew little of swords. The metal was fine looking though. The steel was very silvery. “It’s a little heavy,” he commented diplomatically.  
 
    That pissed Scarlett off even more. Her face contorted with rage. “You pathetic piece of shit,” she raged. “You should burn in-” she stopped suddenly. The anger disappeared. Her face was calm. She was beautiful once more. “He’s still inside you, isn’t he?” she asked. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 34 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Alex’s first instinct was to lie. No good could come from Scarlett knowing that the voice in his head was still there. He recalled the first time he was in this place but up the stairs. Scarlett had known about the voice in his head back then. The last time he’d come here with Karen, Scarlett had watched him carefully. She’d suspected something.  
 
    Would she even believe him if he lied?  
 
    “Tell her,” the voice said. “She might be able to tell me who I am.”  
 
    It was a good point. Scarlett might know who the voice was. On the other hand, she’d wanted the voice dead. Why would she suddenly want to help an amnesia-struck version of the voice in his head?  
 
    “He should have died when your soul was torn out. Somehow, he’s managed to cling on inside,” Scarlett said. She stepped towards him, wary. There was excitement in the coldness of her eyes. “Let’s see how strong he is,” she whispered. 
 
    Her hand moved so quickly. The lash flew off the ground. She had aimed for his eye. She would have had it too, if at the last second, his sword hadn’t moved in the way to deflect it. She struck three more times. Alex’s sword was equal to all the strikes.  
 
    His body glided forward like a graceful ballet dancer. He slashed at Scarlett with the sword. The blade seemed to float on air. Each strike was smooth. But he missed with all three. Scarlett moved out of the way. Alex jabbed at her stomach. She turned away from the sword. What followed seemed to happen in slow motion. Spinning around, her leg rose up, her pussy lips widened. Her foot connected with his jaw. 
 
    Alex fell on his back. His head thumped against the hardwood floor. Despite the ringing, he scrambled to his feet and backed away from her. She was faster than anything he’d ever faced before. Much too fast for him to win against.  
 
    “We need the longsword,” the voice said. 
 
    “This sword not long enough?” Alex muttered. 
 
    “No, you dipshit. We need your longsword. The one with the dull-looking metal. It helps me. I’d be stronger with that.” 
 
    “I’m going to rip your head off,” Scarlett told him. 
 
    Alex didn’t doubt her. Those black eyes of hers were pure evil. In that moment, he feared the bitch more than he did Satani. She marched towards him like a naked Amazonian goddess. He was mesmerized as much as he was terrified. 
 
    “Snap out of it, dipshit. Think with your brain, not your cock!” 
 
    It was a timely reminder from the voice in his head. A surprising one too, considering how guttural it usually was. Scarlett was three feet away when Alex struck with the sword. She didn’t move out of the way. Instead, she stopped the blade with her bare hand. Blood dripped from her palm. Black blood. 
 
    Her bleeding hand now wrapped around the blade. She pulled it away from him and threw it aside. Alex swung his fists at her. Unfortunately, both connected well. It was like hitting a fucking tank. Scarlett didn’t even register that she’d been struck. She stood like a hundred-year-old oak tree.  
 
    Then, she moved.  
 
    Scarlett grabbed him by the throat. First, she slammed his body back against the wall of armour. The sharp blades dug into his bare back. Then, she threw him at the door. The wood splintered as the door broke. The sharp bits stuck into his back and added to the damage done by the daggers of the armoury.      
 
    He struggled to his feet. His head felt like it was ready to explode. He reached back and pulled out the two largest splinters embedded into his skin. As they came out, he felt the skin begin to heal. Scarlett was upon him again. She closed the distance between them in the blink of an eye and kicked him in the chest.  
 
    He felt his body shatter as it hit the wall of the corridor. He was sure every bone was broken. He tried to sit up again, but was unable to. His exhausted body remained on the ground. He tried to keep his eyes open, but the lids were heavy. Everything seemed dark. 
 
    “Sorry bud,” the voice said.  
 
    Alex tilted his head and saw the blurry figure of Scarlett approach. She stepped over him, one leg either side of his waist.  
 
    “Any last words?” she asked.  
 
    The effort of opening his mouth hurt. “Anyone tell you what a bitch you are?” he asked, smiling.  
 
    Scarlett grabbed him by the head. She placed a hand on each side of his face. Her grip was tight. She squeezed his cheekbones and at the same time, lifted him up off the ground. His cheeks were being crushed and at the same time, his neck felt like it was tearing off.  
 
    It was the latter Scarlett seemed intent on doing. She was going to tear his head off. She now had one hand around his neck and the other on his shoulder, both applied pressure in opposite directions. The pain became too much. His head felt like it was going to explode. He wanted to scream in agony, but he held it in. He wasn’t going to give her that satisfaction.  
 
    She suddenly let go off him. His body slumped to the ground. Scarlett towered over him, furious.  
 
    “Why won’t your head come off?” she screamed.  
 
    She kicked him in the stomach. Her foot was bare, but it felt like she wore a shoe studded with thick metal in the toe cap. Alex remained still on the ground as she continued to vent her fury, kicking him all over. It wasn’t so bad. He figured his body was going through shock. Maybe he would feel the pain later. If he didn’t die, that was.    
 
    She suddenly stopped kicking him and stepped back. “I’ve never been not able to rip a person’s head off,” she said, her tone suddenly calm and conversational.  
 
    Alex turned his head to look up at her. He winced at the pain. “First time for everything,” he said. He smiled. There was a metallic taste in his mouth. Blood.  
 
    “You’re really annoying,” she told him.  
 
    Alex closed his eyes. “Yup, that’s what I’m aiming for,” he mumbled.  
 
    “Don’t go anywhere,” she told him.  
 
    Alex wasn’t planning on moving.  
 
    “I’m going to cut your guts outs.”  
 
    Alex opened his eyes. “How about you don’t do that?”  
 
    “I’d have to side with Alex on that one,” a voice said.  
 
    Both Alex and Scarlett turned to look down the corridor. 
 
    There was a woman standing there. In the dimly lit red space, her pale skin was positively glowing. Her red hair was lush. Her red eyes were piercing and her lips, they seemed to be enchanted. She wore a short white dress with a plunging neckline. It was slit by the left side and revealed her leg.  
 
    She looked like a goddess.  
 
    Oh, the irony.  
 
    The devil smiled down at him.  
 
    “Hello, Alex. It’s nice to see you again,” Satani said.    
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 35
  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    
Scarlett and Alex followed Satani down the corridor and up the stairs that seemed to lead into an empty pit of darkness. Alex’s steps were steady. He was still hurting from Scarlett’s beating, but he was recovering quickly. The scars on his back had almost fully healed. His neck was fine too. He wasn’t even afraid of going up the stairs. 
 
    It helped to walk behind Satani.  
 
    The silky material of the dress hugged her figure. Alex’s eyes were firmly fixed on her derriere. It was perfect. Her red hair came down to her waist. The ends swished left and right as she climbed the steps. She smelt so good too. Intoxicating. Alex felt his intense dislike for the devil wash away.  
 
    Her quarters at the top of the Red House of Satan was dim. The floor was made of darkened parquet wood. At the centre was a large open space in a semicircle. Black pillars with arches held up the half dome. Beneath it were three dark green leather settees surrounding a glass coffee table. To the left of the sitting area was a library similar in set-up to Scarlett’s. The wall was stacked with books. Tall shelves crossed out from it in aisles.  
 
    Scarlett sat down on the green settee. Scarlett stood with her back against the bannister. Her arms were folded across her chest, over her bare breasts. Yes, she was still naked. 
 
    “He would not have made so much noise had I known you were in, Satani,” Scarlett said quietly. 
 
    Alex looked back at her, an eyebrow raised. “Yeah, I would have been silent while she beat the shit out of me,” he muttered.  
 
    Scarlett stared at him with cold eyes that wished to murder him.  
 
    “Some noise it was,” Satani smiled at Alex before looking up at Scarlett. “Any reason in particular why you were trying to rip my pretty little Demon Hunter’s head off?” 
 
    Alex frowned. Little? Satani was only five foot eight. He was six and a half. And pretty?  
 
    “He annoyed me,” Scarlett said. Her voice was sullen. She wore a pout too.   
 
     “That’s not a good enough reason, is it?”  
 
    Scarlett stared at the floor, looking every bit the naughty child called into the headmaster’s office. Her pout grew as she shook her head. Alex enjoyed watching her squirm. The hot bully bitch wasn’t so tough now.  
 
    “Go,” Satani gave a wave of her hand. “I’ll deal with you later.”  
 
    Scarlett gave a slight bow of the head, then turned and walked down the stairs. Alex watched her go, half expecting her to look back at him and shoot daggers with those eyes of hers. But Scarlett didn’t. Her head lowered, she continued on her way, suddenly submissive. Every demon had to be submissive to Satani, Alex supposed. She was the freaking devil. 
 
    “So, Alex,” Satani smiled at him, but there was not much warmth in it. “What do I owe this pleasure to?” 
 
    Her features were calm, her voice was even. But her eyes… the red iris pierced his flesh. It pried into him, peeling away every layer to see all his secrets. Alex blinked rapidly as the memory of Satani sitting on his chest flooded back. Her fingers had dug into his flesh as if it were butter. When they came out, she’d held his soul in her grip. It was a mirror image of him, but white and misty like a ghost. Its mouth and eyes were open in horror. It faded away like steam. 
 
    Alex was afraid of Satani. At the same time, he felt his resentment of her return. He wanted to jump at her, grab her by the throat and strangle her. All the other Demon Hunters had been given a choice. They had all willingly given their souls.  
 
    Alex had not.  
 
    It didn’t matter what Karen said. His life wasn’t better because of Satani. His life was ruined because of her. She came to his dad after the death of his mum. She found him when he was vulnerable. The offer she gave him didn’t help his problems. His dad needed proper support, not an offer of free alcohol and prostitutes.  
 
    “Alex,” Satani leaned forward. Her elbows rested on her knees. “Are you going to keep me waiting?”  
 
    She wore a smile. Her tone was light. But somehow, her words still terrified Alex. “It’s Jamie Azarath,” he blurted out.  
 
    Satani raised an eyebrow. “Do you have more to go with that?”  
 
    “He’s the one behind the bodies in the warehouse. He’s collecting human parts for a spell. He wants to free some badass demon.” 
 
    Satani sat back again. Her arms rested along the sofa’s backrest. She wore a curious look on her face. “Which demon?” she asked. “And how do you know?”  
 
    Alex didn’t know which demon was to be freed. There was a list of names, none of which he could remember. He told her what he did know, about capturing Marvin and Akash, the demon assassin that came for them, how she told them about Jamie.  
 
    The words coming out of his mouth sounded surprisingly little information to be marching up here and accusing one of the powerful demon families of hell. Alex suddenly felt foolish. It didn't help that Satani basically immediately said as much.  
 
    “And that’s why you marched up here, assaulted my receptionist and picked a fight with Scarlett?” 
 
    “I didn’t start any of those fights,” Alex said. His voice sounded sulky. “I only came to talk. Your demon girls are just violent,” he muttered.  
 
    Satani laughed. “They’re demons, Alex. What did you expect them to do? Give you a hug?” She smiled at him. But that smile soon faltered. “You will leave Jamie Azarath alone.” 
 
    “But-” 
 
    “I don’t need to explain anything to you, Alex,” Satani said, her voice suddenly barely a whisper.  “You’re a Demon Hunter. You belong to me, and you will obey me without question. You will leave Jamie Azarath alone.” 
 
    Alex felt anger rise inside him. Satani may have ripped out his sole, but he did not belong to her. The urge to strangle her returned. He was fast and strong. He could jump over the coffee table and be at her throat in an instance. At five feet eight, Satani wasn’t physically intimidating.  
 
    But she was still the devil.  
 
    And despite the smile she now wore, that evil glint in her eye sent shivers down his back.  
 
    “Is there anything else I can do for you, Alex?”  
 
    The conversation was over for Satani. She wanted him gone. But Alex wasn’t done.  
 
    “Why me?”  
 
    Satani frowned. “Why you, what?” 
 
    “The other Demon Hunters were given a choice. They chose to give their souls to you. I didn’t get that choice,” Alex’s voice shook with anger. “Why me?”    
 
    For a moment, Satani seemed to consider this question. There was hesitation on her face, a slight twitch of the corner of her lips. And then, those lips tightened. “Did you expect me to be fair, Jason?” she asked, her voice icy. “You see me as a human, an attractive one,” she said without any arrogance in her voice. “But don’t forget that I am the devil. I am in charge of what you call hell… I watch human souls burn for all eternity. Don’t think I need to be fair. There is no reason I picked you. You are not special,” her voice was steely cold. “You should leave before I decide to feed you to Cerberus.” 
 
    Alex met her eyes, still angry. She could be the devil, but she still owed him an explanation. He wasn’t going to leave without one. He was about to open his mouth to tell her to call Cerberus when the voice in his head spoke.  
 
    “We couldn’t defeat Scarlett, we sure as hell can’t defeat Satani,” it said. “She will kill us.” 
 
    The voice in his head had spoken softly. That was strange. It was never soft. It never shied away from confrontation. It did the opposite. The bigger and stronger the opponent, the more it wanted to fight. Satani was the strongest of them all.  
 
    The voice didn’t want confrontation.  
 
    It was afraid… 
 
    “Leave,” Satani said.  
 
    Despite coming from a fiery hell, her tone matched her eyes. Cold as ice. Alex shivered. The anger and the fight left him. He suddenly felt tired. His body felt heavy. He turned to leave. The stairs going down led into darkness.  
 
    Satani’s voice followed him into that darkness. “There is a war coming, Alex,” she said. “Interfere and it will be the end of you. Eternal darkness for your soulless body.”   
 
    
  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 36 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Alex sat in his living room with a can of beer in his hand, staring at the television. It was switched to the news channel. He’d been watching it for the past hour. Scores of humans had been reported missing. It was breaking news. Police were urging the public to remain calm and report anything suspicious.  
 
    Suspicious…  
 
    Humans couldn’t see demons of angels. The police would never catch Jamie. Not even in their wildest dreams could the police imagine what was behind the deaths of all those humans.  
 
    This should have been his purpose. As a Demon Hunter, it should have been his job to stop Jamie. That was what he’d initially thought his job would be, as a protector of humans. He knew better now. Demon Hunters were an experiment of Satani’s. She tore out their souls, fed them some of her bodily fluids, and voila.  
 
    Sex dolls.  
 
    That’s what they were.  
 
    Creatures made to please Satani’s carnal pleasures. Alex had never been called up by the devil, but he knew it happened. He wondered what insane idea ever possessed him to march up to the hundredth floor of the Red House of Satan. Satani didn’t give a shit about humans. She was the fucking devil. 
 
    Her last words to him played in his mind. There is a war coming, Alex. She knew what was about to happen. Of course, she knew. She was the fucking devil!  
 
    Why would she let it happen? Why would she let Jamie free a powerful demon that she had locked away? Why would she want war with the angels?  
 
    Something didn’t add up.  
 
    Alex drained his beer and threw it towards the kitchen. His aim was honest. It landed in the bin. He reached for the control and changed the channel. The human disappearances were not his problem. He was just a lowly Demon Hunter. Satani had made that clear. The devil knew what was going on, and she didn’t give a shit. Maybe one day he would kill her.  
 
    His flatmate and occasional fuck buddy Jessica stood by the living room door. She was wearing a fitting white dress so short, it could pass for an extension of her shirt. She’d accessorized it with red high heels and a black leather collar around her neck with a silver circle in the centre.  
 
    “I’m going out,” she told him.  
 
    “Cool,” Alex nodded.  
 
    “Did you want to come?” she asked, frowning as her fingers fidgeted with the Gucci purse in her hand. “I’m going to meet a few of my girlfriends. We’re going to hit the bars.”  
 
    There was a time when Alex would have jumped at the opportunity to go out with Jessica and her girlfriends. He’d met a few of them before. It was funny how people with the same physiques tended to form together.  
 
    Jessica’s friends were tall and beautiful, much like her. And on nights out, they dressed like her too. Very little clothing. 
 
    It occurred to him how shallow humans could be at times. Not all beautiful people were stupid and boring. Likewise, not all ugly people were smart and funny. But somehow, it was the human exterior that determined who you made friends with.  
 
    Alex suddenly remembered Madeline, the mix raced waitress in the coffee shop. He’d had a crush on the girl for ever. After he finally managed to work up the courage to speak with her, they talked and laughed regularly. Yet her final words always were “gain twenty pounds of muscle.” 
 
    “Not tonight,” Alex said.  
 
    Jessica sighed. “If you change your mind, you have my number.” 
 
    Alex did have her number. It was written on a piece of paper somewhere because he’d yet to replace his broken phone. But he would not be changing his mind. Not tonight. Not for Jessica. He no longer obsessed over her. She wasn’t out of his league anymore. More than that, things between them had become strange. He’d murdered Kevin, her abusive boyfriend.  
 
    They’d never spoken about it. It was possible Jessica didn’t even know Kevin was dead, let alone know Alex had killed him. But Jessica did know something had happened. Her demeanour had changed. She was no longer the happy, smiley confident woman that lit up rooms when she entered.  
 
    Jessica still had her sex drive though. They fucked regularly. She liked it really rough, liked it when his enormous cock drove into her cunt with force. She wanted him to slap her tits, to spank her ass, hold her by the hair. Naturally, Alex obliged, but he wondered now if the girl was somehow punishing herself. 
 
    Too many depressing thoughts. 
 
    He needed another beer.  
 
    Alex stood up and stretched, then headed for the kitchen. He passed his laptop resting on the table and paused. Writing. That used to be his life, his passion. Since being a Demon Hunter, he’d spent most of his time chasing demons, battling beasts, killing humans or having sex. He’d had a lot of sex… but those things didn’t appeal to him much right now.  
 
    Deciding he’d had enough beer for the day, Alex grabbed his laptop and waddled back to the sofa. Collapsing on the reassuring handcrafted leather, he placed his feet on the coffee table and fired up the laptop. 
 
    He clicked on the file explorer icon, expecting it to show his latest work. 
 
    It did show the latest work.  
 
    It just wasn’t his. 
 
    It was the word document of Chrissy’s story that he had downloaded. So busy had he been lately, she’d fallen to the back of his mind. A grave mistake. Chrissy was dating Jamie, the demon behind all of this. He wondered how much danger she was in. Would Jamie kill her for body parts? He had to warn her. 
 
    Alex reached into his pocket to pull out his phone. It was empty, of course. He cursed silently. He really needed to replace his mobile phone. His only other method of contacting Chrissy was via email. He opened up a webpage and logged into his email account. There was a lot of crap in there, random things he’d signed up to possibly when drunk. 
 
    Amongst the rubbish, he spotted an unread email from Chrissy. 
 
    It had come almost a week ago. He double clicked on it. 
 
      
 
    Hi Alex,  
 
    I haven't seen you in a while. I called a few times, but I think something might be wrong with your phone. Or you’re ignoring me! You better not be ignoring me, Alex! :)  
 
    I’m still waiting on feedback from you about the uh… the erotica that I sent, ha-ha. :p It would be nice to see you soon. Jamie’s having a party on Friday the thirteenth at his fancy house in Ruskin Avenue. I don’t really like his friends much, to be honest :|. Would be nice to have a friendly face!  
 
    Chrissy xxx 
 
      
 
    Friday the thirteenth. That was today.  
 
    There was something important about that date.  
 
    His eyes widened as he remembered.  
 
    The spell to free the demon from hell would have to take place on a Friday on the thirteenth, or on a full moon. Jamie was going to release the demon from hell tonight. He’d thrown a party to celebrate. And he’d invited Chrissy along. This was bad.  
 
             
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 37 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Alex stood outside Karen’s door. His sword was in its sheath and fastened to his back. He was under no illusions. If Jamie really was going to free the demon from hell tonight, turning up at his house was going to be bloody.  
 
    Karen opened the door with a smile. She was so damned pretty. She wore a black lace trim satin robe that down up to her knees.  
 
    “Here to fuck?” Karen asked. 
 
    She parted her robe to reveal her perfect breasts and her hairless pussy. Alex swallowed. Fuck. Of course he wanted to fuck her. It didn’t matter how much pussy he’d been getting of late, it was impossible to resist someone as hot as Karen.  
 
    “What the fuck, Alex,” she muttered.  
 
    “What?” he asked, taken aback by her sudden change in tone.  
 
    “You’re not here to fuck. You’ve got your sword with you.” 
 
    “Chrissy’s in danger,” Alex said.  
 
    “Chrissy?”  
 
    “Yeah, Chrissy. We went to school together? She’s dating Jamie?” Alex said. “I’m sure I’ve told you about her.”  
 
    Karen shrugged her shoulders nonchalantly.  
 
    “Jamie’s throwing a party tonight. Tonight! It’s Friday the thirteenth.”  
 
    Karen frowned. “You think he’s going to free the demon tonight?”  
 
    Alex nodded frantically. “Chrissy’s going to the party. She could be in danger.”  
 
    “Maybe she’s the human sacrifice.”  
 
    Alex’s eyes widened. “What?”  
 
    Karen’s lips twitched. “I’m just kidding.”  
 
    “Why… why would you kid about something like that?” Alex muttered. “Why?”  
 
    Karen grabbed him by the collar of his shirt and pulled him close. Their lips met as her mostly naked body pressed against his. Alex took a deep breath. She smelt so good. She felt so good. She tasted amazing. And when she pulled back, she left him wanting more.  
 
    “There, that’s better,” Karen said, smiling. “If you really think Jamie’s going to free the demon tonight, maybe we should go see Satani?” 
 
    “Satani doesn’t give a shit,” Alex grumbled.  
 
    He told Karen how he’d already gone to see the devil. Satani knew what was going on. She knew that a war was on the horizon, but she didn’t care to stop it. She didn’t care about the disappearing humans. She even told him to stay out of the way.  
 
    Karen stared at him silently for a long time before she finally spoke. “It doesn’t make sense. Why would Satani sit back and let any of those demons’ escape? She imprisoned them.”  
 
    Alex didn’t know the answer to that. There was a bit of the mystery they hadn’t solved. Something that would make sense of this all. For Alex, it didn’t matter so much right now. The important thing was to save Chrissy, and while at it, if he could stop the demon from being freed, even better. He didn’t care for Satani’s warning to stay away. If he could stop a war that would stop millions, billions of lives from being lost, he would do it.  
 
    Karen on the other hand, didn’t seem so sure. “If Satani wants us to stay out of the way, isn’t that what we should do?”  
 
    Alex couldn’t be angry at her. There was worry in her blue eyes. Karen wasn’t used to disobeying the devil. He pulled the girl in close and wrapped his arms around her. “This is our purpose, Karen,” he said softly. “We’re here to protect the humans. Chrissy could be in danger. If they free the demon, all of humanity could be in danger. Isn’t that something worth risking our lives for?”  
 
    “It’s the devil’s wrath I’m more worried about,” Karen said darkly. 
 
    “We only need to worry about that if we survive,” Alex said cheerfully. With no souls remaining in their bodies, if they died, it was lights out. Not even the devil could torment them.  
 
    “That’s not uplifting,” Karen frowned. “But your cute,” she kissed him on the lips. “Let me get dressed.” 
 
        
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    When Karen said she was going to get dressed, this was not what Alex was expecting. She returned wearing even less clothing. Her bra and panties were made from silvery chain. They didn’t cover her breasts at all, nor her pink pussy. And that was all she wore.  
 
    “You’re kidding, right?” 
 
    “What?” Karen asked. 
 
    “Don’t get me wrong, you look amazing.” She really did. Part of him wanted to pick her up and carry her back inside the apartment and to the bedroom, or the shower. “But if that’s supposed to be armour, who designed? A fifty-year-old virgin?” 
 
    “It’s magical,” Karen said. “The metal that forms the chainmail is from hell. It has special properties that extend beyond it. So while it looks like I’m mostly naked, the chainmail is covering all my vital organs. As for my legs and arms, us Demon Hunters can afford to take a hard hit on those. Chainmail like this keeps us light and protected. It’s the best of both worlds.” 
 
    Karen snapped her fingers. “Did you hear any of what I said?” 
 
    Alex shook his head. “Was too busy staring at your ass.” 
 
    Karen grinned, then grabbed me by the shirt. “Come on lover boy. Let’s go save your girlfriend. Maybe after that we can have a threesome.”  
 
    “Lover boy?” Alex frowned. 
 
    “You’re going to focus on that?” 
 
    “She’s not my girlfriend,” he muttered. 
 
    “That’s cute,” Karen said. “Let’s go.” 
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    It was only when they stepped out of the apartment did either of them notice the big round white ball in the clear sky. Not only was it Friday the thirteenth, it was also the night of the full moon. Alex gave Karen the address and they set off in her Porsche.  
 
    The location wasn’t Ignis Estate where all the demons lived. Ruskin Avenue was on the outskirts of London. It was a much nicer part of the city than Ignis Estate. It was ten at night and the destination was a thirty-minute drive away. Alex wondered if they were too late, or would the freeing of the demon begin at midnight? Karen had no idea either. Jocelyn was the expert on such things. All they could do was hope they weren’t too late. 
 
    If they weren’t too late, Alex had no idea what they would do once they got there. 
 
    Karen had one. Draw their weapons and fight their way through the demons. Alex didn’t like it much. Two Demon Hunters versus possibly hundreds of demons sounded suicidal. Alex had a feeling these demons wouldn’t be the cowering type like those in Ignis Estate. Jamie had more confidence than any Demon Hunter he’d ever met.  
 
    There were less cars on the roads of London at this time of the night. The roads looked wider and cleaner. The monuments of London passed by as they drove down the embankment along the River Thames. It was a mixture of modern buildings of glass and older ones made of stone and grey granite. 
 
    Alex took his eyes off the architecture and tried to focus on finding a way of saving Chrissy and stopping Jamie. There was always the chance it would be a traditional party with loud music and lots of people. They could sneak in, grab Chrissy and sneak out before anyone noticed.  
 
    He felt better as they joined the A road. Karen swiftly moved onto the fast lane and put her foot down. Doing over a hundred miles an hour, they whizzed past the other cars. At this rate, they wouldn’t have to worry about dealing with Jamie. The police would soon catch and imprison them for speeding.      
 
    But the police did not give them chase. They left the A road behind and turned off onto a narrow and winding country lane. Trees and bushes grew wildly on either side. With no lampposts, the cat’s eyes and the full moon above provided them with light. Karen continued driving at ridiculous speeds. Alex was sure they were going to crash when a small deer suddenly leapt onto the road. But Karen turned away from it expertly.  
 
    Finally, she slowed and turned left.  
 
    In front of them was the first signs of civilisation in a ten square mile radius. It was a mansion. If this was Jamie’s residence, he sure did not live in the poverty of his kind.  
 
    At above twelve feet, the wrought iron gate with the tips painted gold was imposing. Beyond it, the stone road led up to the nicely trimmed front lawn with the stone fountain in the centre. Painted white, the house was spread over three floors. The ground floor was dark, but light shone out from windows on the second and third. There was loud music.  
 
    Karen parked by the side of the road behind a yellow Lamborghini. Alex was about to step out when she dropped a bag on his lap. Inside was a black cloak and a red-faced mask.  
 
    “Put it on,” she said.  
 
    It was a full head mask, one that would cover his face, his hair and the back of his head before coming down to his neck. The skin was red. The material was rough like rubber dipped in cement. The eyes were black.  
 
    Alex started with the cloak. It had sleeves and at the end were red gloves in the same texture as the mask. He pulled it on and slipped his fingers into the glove. Then, taking a deep breath, he pulled the mask over his head and expected the worst.  
 
    It was surprisingly comfortable. The material didn’t grate against his skin. He could see clearly and breathe easily. Karen wore her own mask. The skin was blue, the hair blonde and the eyes yellow.  
 
    “Let’s go,” she said.  
 
    Alex’s eyes widened. She had sharp pointy teeth. He wondered if he had the same. He opened his mouth and felt inside. They didn’t seem any different. He followed her out of the car, his sword safely tucked underneath his cloak. The wrought iron gate was open. They walked up the stone path and past the manicured garden with the stone fountain.  
 
    A man wearing a red cloak stood by the door to the house. He looked human. He was holding an axe. He glared at them with his blue eyes.  
 
    “You’re late,” he growled. “The sacrificial ceremony is going to start soon.” He opened the door. “Go up the stairs.”  
 
    Karen stepped in first. Alex followed her up. They came to a darkened corridor with doors on both sides. The sound of music was much louder and light shone out from the gap underneath the first door to their left.  
 
    Karen grabbed his hand. “Don’t do anything stupid,” she warned. 
 
    “I never do-” Alex stopped as Karen’s brows furrowed. In his view, he’d never done anything stupid. Although others might see his killing of Mark and fighting angels as somewhat reckless, maybe even stupid. “Fine,” he muttered.  
 
    Karen maintained her grip on his arm. “Let’s find Chrissy and see if we can get out of here without anyone noticing, okay?”  
 
    Alex nodded.  
 
    Still, she held his arm. “Keep a low profile. Do not mingle with the crowds. They might realise you’re not a real demon.” 
 
    “Okay,” Alex said impatiently. “Can you let go of me now please?”  
 
    Karen released his arm and pushed open the door. Light shone out and lit the corridor. It was a large room. Lightbulbs hanging from wires dangled down from the ceiling. Most of the windows were boarded with planks of wood crudely hammered into the wall. The room’s interior did not match the grand exterior of the place.  
 
    The room was full of demons and humans. At least, they looked like humans. Human faces and skin colours. Most of them were women. They wore high heels and short dresses with plunging necklines. They were dressed to party.  
 
    To the right side of the room was a long table laden with food and drink. Together, they walked through the crowds and made for the table. Alex made it half way when a hand grabbed his ass. He turned to see sharp white shark-like teeth manically smiling at him. His heart thumped and he almost reached for his sword.  
 
    But the demon girl wasn’t there to attack him. It was a party. And she wanted his ass, apparently. Once you looked past the teeth, she was actually quite pretty. Smiling what he hoped was a polite one, Alex managed to free his ass and make it to the table.  
 
    He stood beside Karen and nodded at the dancing women. “They’re humans?”  
 
    “Yup,” Karen said. “A lot of rich and powerful demons here tonight.” She nodded subtly at one seated to their right. Two human girls wearing very little clothing sat on his lap. Their large breasts spilled out of their dresses as they leaned inwards. But the demon stared ahead. A drink in hand, he seemed disinterested. “That’s Lorenzo Dematalia.”  
 
    “Is the name supposed to mean something to me?” Alex asked.  
 
    “He fought in the wars against the angels. I suppose it makes sense for him to be here.”  
 
    “Wasn’t that like a million years ago?” Alex asked, incredulously. Sure, the demon did look slightly on the older side. If he had to guess, he would say forty-five. Not four million.  
 
    “The more powerful the demon, the longer they can live.”  
 
    Alex stared at the demon. He looked normal. For a demon, a least. Dark blue skin and yellow eyes, he had three small blunt horns starting at the centre of his forehead and coming down to the gap between what should have been his eyebrows. But he didn’t have eyebrows. He wore a green suit that looked like it had been made from the skin of a crocodile. 
 
    Alex turned his gaze away from Lorenzo. The music blared and the crowds danced. Crowds of humans. 
 
    Only the powerful demons were allowed to ignore the rules and fraternise with humans. The room they were in was filled with the strong and powerful amongst the demons. Was that why Satani had sat back and allowed this to happen? Because she was powerless against such opposition?  
 
    Alex doubted that. 
 
    Satani did not strike him as powerless…  
 
    “What happens now?” he asked.  
 
    “There’s only one exit so far and that’s the way we came in. The other options are to break through the boarded windows and jump out. If the demons chase-” 
 
    “We’re leaving?” Alex asked, eyes wide.  
 
    “No. I’m counting our escape options when inevitably, at some point we will start to kill the demons and then make a run for it. There’s far too many for us to take down. We can jump out of the windows, but Chrissy could break her legs.”  
 
    It wasn’t just Chrissy. If a fight did begin, and there was a good chance it would, then some of the humans might die as collateral. They could be innocent women duped much like Chrissy had been.  
 
    Which made him think, where the hell was Chrissy? Jamie wasn’t in the room either.  
 
    It was then did Karen point at the three doors on the wall opposite the one they’d entered through.  
 
    “You think she’s in there?” Alex asked.  
 
    Karen shrugged. “It’s a big house.”  
 
    That much was true. This was one room of many on this floor. Chrissy could be anywhere. Alex stepped towards the doors. Karen grabbed his hand, then warned him to be careful before letting go. He walked along the table of food, staying away from the crowd of humans and demons.  
 
    He reached the first door and opened it. It led into a dimly lit living room. It was full of demons. Some sat on sofas, others stood. There were humans too. Human women. Naked. It took a while for him to process what was going on. He stared at the woman with the black hair and purple strips dyed into it. Her hands rested on the coffee table. Her large breasts hanging down, they juggled as the demon standing behind her thumped in and out.  
 
    Alex had walked into a demon and human orgy.    
 
    He made a swift exit, then turned and leaned against the door with his back to it, suddenly afraid of going into the other rooms. He wondered if he would ever get that image out of his head. He almost saw a demon penis.  
 
    Shaking his head, he tried the next door. It was locked. He could kick it open, but doing that in a room full of demons would get him into serious trouble. He moved onto the final door and turned the knob. It was unlocked. The room was dark. Alex closed the door behind him and felt for the switch along the wall. A single bulb hanging from the ceiling came alive. 
 
    At the end of the room were six steel cages. Inside each steel cage were naked human women bound with leather in various positions. Not a single one of the women inside the cage reacted to the light being turned on. They were all blindfolded, and in each women’s mouths were plugs. 
 
    Alex spotted her immediately.  
 
    Chrissy was in the first cage.  
 
    It was a long rectangular cage. Her legs were spread out under her in a split. Her ankles fastened down with rope, they were tied to the bars at the bottom of the cage. Her body was leaning forward. Her breasts hung down. More rope was tied around their base, restricting the flow of blood, they had changed to a purple colour. Her arms were stretched out and tied to the metal bars at the top of the cage. There was a silver ringed gag in her mouth with leather straps wrapped around her head. The inside was hollow. Saliva dripped down her lips. A silky black piece of cloth covered her eyes. 
 
    “Chrissy?” Alex mumbled.  
 
    Her ears pricked and she raised her head. A gurgling sound escaped her lips. She wasn’t the only one that had heard him. There was a naked busty red-head in the next cage tied in a similar fashion. She too lifted her head, reminding him of the grazing deers that suddenly raise their heads and stay alert when they hear rustlings and fear predators. 
 
    Alex dropped to his knees beside Chrissy. “It’s me, Alex,” he whispered. “I’m going to get you out of here.” 
 
    Chrissy nodded her head in understanding.  
 
    There was a padlock on the door of the cage. Reaching back, Alex took out his longsword and rammed it in between the two rings to which the padlock was fastened. It didn’t matter how strong the lock was, it was only as good as the metal it was attached to. The rings broke easily. He opened the cage, and with careful ease, cut the bondage that bound Chrissy’s arms and legs. 
 
    With her body now free, Chrissy pulled off her blindfold and removed the gag in her mouth. She tumbled out of the cage and climbed to her feet awkwardly. Her body was stiff. How long had she been in the cage? Her hands fumbled with the rope that circled her purple breasts.  
 
    Alex watched her struggle, unsure if he should help or not. This seemed like a private moment. Fully naked and with nasty bruising on her arms and legs, Chrissy looked tired and weak. Alex decided to help her. At his touch, she shuddered. Her eyes widened in fright. She backed away from him before dropping to her knees. She raised her arms, tears in her eyes,  
 
    “...please,” she said weakly, “Don’t hurt me… no more… please no more…”    
 
    Alex was confused for far longer than he should have been. It hit him eventually that he was wearing the demon mask. Dropping his longsword to the ground, he grabbed the mask and with some effort, managed to peel it off.  
 
    “Hey, it’s me, Alex.” 
 
    “Alex?” Chrissy squinted at him. “I thought I heard your voice…. What… what are you doing here? Are you a demon?”  
 
    “I’m not a demon,” Alex said quickly. “It was just a mask. I actually here came to save you.”  
 
    “Oh…” Chrissy said slowly. “Thanks… I think Jamie is a demon. He’s… bad, isn’t he?”  
 
    Alex nodded.  
 
    Chrissy stared at the floor. “He… he did things to me,” she said softly. “He… he let others do things to me…”  
 
    Chrissy looked so weak and vulnerable, Alex wanted to pull her close and hug her. He wanted to tell her everything was going to be okay. He approached her carefully and raised his arms slowly. When she didn’t resist, he hugged her, holding her body close against his. “He won’t hurt you anymore,” he said quietly.  
 
    In that moment, Alex didn’t care what the rules were. He didn’t care that Satani told him to stay out of it. He was going to kill Jamie if it were the last thing he did. But first, he needed to get Chrissy out of here.  
 
    “Wait here,” he told her. “I’ll be back.”  
 
    “You’re going to leave me her?” Chrissy hissed.    
 
    “Only for a moment, until I figure out how to get you out of here safely,” he said quickly. “There’s a whole bunch of demons out there…” he pointed at the door.   
 
    Chrissy didn’t argue. She was much too exhausted for that. “Before you go, can you do me a quick favour?”  
 
    “Sure, yeah, anything.”  
 
    “Can you cut the ropes off my tits please. It’s really hurting.   
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    Alex didn’t cut the ropes off Chrissy’s tits. His sword was much too big and much too sharp. He didn’t want to accidentally chop them off. Instead, he undid the knots. Chrissy bit her lips and moaned in pain as the ropes loosened. With completely innocent intentions, Alex grabbed her breasts and gently massaged them.  
 
    Noticing her curious stare, he mumbled an apology as his cheeks reddened. With his sword back in its sheath, he pulled the demon mask over his face and hurried out. The party was still in full swing. Karen hadn’t moved from the table of food and drink. She had one in her hand. Despite the demon mask covering her face, she seemed bored.   
 
    “Demon parties suck,” she commented.   
 
    “I found her.”  
 
    “Chrissy?”  
 
    Alex nodded and told Karen about the room full of cages. “How do we get her out?”  
 
    Karen stared at the group intently. Then her eyes drifted past them. Alex followed her gaze and noticed a set of stairs at the far end that led up. An enormous demon stood at the bottom of the stairs, much like a bouncer does at the entrance of a club. 
 
    “Do you think Jamie’s up there?” he asked.  
 
    “Probable,” Karen said. “They could be readying themselves to free the demon right this moment.”  
 
    There was an eagerness in Karen’s voice. She wanted to go up there and stop them. Part of Alex wanted to do the same. If they could stop the demon from being freed, they could prevent a war and save millions of lives. 
 
    Alex grabbed her arm. “After we save Chrissy.”  
 
    Karen nodded. “Do you have a plan?”  
 
    Alex did, actually. It was a terrible plan. Despite that, he still shared his terrible plan. “We try to sneak out with her. If someone stops us, we fight while she makes a run for it.”  
 
    Karen smiled. “That’s a horrible plan. I like it. Let’s go.”  
 
    The crowd seemed less energetic as they passed it. Even the DJ at the far end seemed bored. He stood away from his gear and leant against the wall, his fingers glued to his phone.  Once at the door, Alex and Karen stepped inside before closing it behind them. 
 
    Chrissy had her arms up, hands curled into fists. She was ready to fight. Alex smiled. The girl was much tougher than he’d given her credit for.  
 
    “Alex?” she asked.  
 
    Nodding, he pulled the mask off. Karen did the same. Chrissy ran at him and flung herself into his open arms.  
 
    “There’s a fair few more here than just your girlfriend,” Karen muttered.  
 
    Alex was about to say Chrissy wasn’t his girlfriend. He decided against it. They had more important things to talk about. Karen was right. It was one thing to try and sneak out of here with just Chrissy in tow. It was a completely different thing with all the other girls.  
 
    Karen didn’t seem fazed. She drew her blades out and sliced open the cage doors. Somewhat roughly, she pulled the naked girls out by the hair and began to tear apart the rope that bound their tender flesh. After freeing four girls, she paused to look back at Alex.  
 
    “Oh… yeah, right,” Alex mumbled as he hurried to join her.  
 
    He was gentler when he freed the girls, and definitely conscious of how naked they were. As the mouth plugs came out and the blindfolds were pulled off, the girls began to make noise. There was a lot of movement as some of the girls scurried into the corners of the room. A fair few screamed too.  
 
    Karen calmed them down sternly, but swiftly. She told them in no uncertain terms that if they didn’t keep their little lips pressed together, and their tears far up inside their eyes, they would die horribly painful deaths. Demons would devour their bodies. The devil would own their souls. They would be in a fiery hell for all eternity. They would be at the whim of Satani, the woman so vicious and fearsome, she imprisoned Satan. 
 
    Alex wasn’t sure what the plan was anymore. They couldn’t sneak out with this many girls. Karen didn’t see it as a problem. For her, they’d just skipped a step.  
 
    “So… let me see if I’ve got this right… we attack the demons while the girls make a run for it?” Alex mumbled. “All of the demons?” 
 
    Karen nodded. “It’s like before, remember? We try to sneak out with Chrissy, but if we get caught, we fight the demons while she runs. Now, we just skip out the bit about trying to sneak out and just start with fighting the demons.”  
 
    Alex didn’t like the plan at all. Fighting the demons was Plan B. It was a terrible plan. But it was okay because it was Plan B and he’d stuck all his hopes on Plan A working.  
 
    This was now a suicide mission. 
 
    Karen didn’t seem bothered much. Maybe it was because she’d lived for a thousand years or more, Alex thought bitterly. She’d probably seen and done everything. It occurred to him then that he’d never actually asked her what it was that she gave up her soul for. What did she need so badly to be willing to give away her soul to the devil? 
 
    Alex wouldn’t have done it. There was nothing in the world the devil could have offered him to tempt him to give away his soul. It didn’t matter in the end, he thought bitterly. Satani didn’t ask. She simply took.    
 
    Karen had her hand on the door knob. She looked back at him. “Ready?”  
 
    Alex nodded. He had his long sword in hand. Suicide mission or not, there was no other way but to face the demons beyond the door. He’d take down as many of the bastards as possible. 
 
    Karen opened the door and charged out, both blades in hand. She froze in the middle of the room. “Where the hell is everyone?” she asked, bewildered.  
 
    The room was completely empty. Not a single demon nor human remained in the room. It was silent too. The DJ was gone.  
 
    “How long were we in there?” Alex asked, bemused.  
 
    Karen shrugged. Her lips spread into a smile as she put her blades away. “I guess it’s our lucky day.” 
 
    Yeah, it sure was, Alex thought. He couldn’t believe it. It seemed too good to be true. That was the problem… it shouldn’t have been this easy.  
 
    Chrissy placed a hand on his shoulder. “Alex?”  
 
    He looked back at her pretty face. There was worry in her eyes.  
 
    “My sister,” she said.  
 
    Alex frowned. He didn’t even know Chrissy had a sister. “What about her?”  
 
    “He’s got my sister.”   
 
    “Jamie?” Alex said. “Jamie has your sister? She’s here?”  
 
    Chrissy nodded earnestly. “He told me to bring her along. He said she could do with a night out once in a while.”  
 
    Alex already hated Jamie. Everything about the guy seemed to piss him off. What was wrong with staying at home?  
 
    “I thought it was a good idea at the time,” Chrissy continued. She spoke frantically, her voice high pitched. “Emily’s really shy. She’s eighteen and never had a boyfriend,” she added. “Or a girlfriend,” she said as an afterthought.  
 
    “Your sister’s a virgin?” Karen asked, alarm in her voice.  
 
    Chrissy frowned. “She might be… there’s nothing wrong with being a-” 
 
    “Fuck,” Karen cursed.  
 
    Alex raised an eyebrow. He wondered if this was the first time he’d ever heard Karen curse. “What’s the problem?”  
 
    “Just something Jocelyn said…” Karen said softly.  
 
    Alex waited with bated breath for Karen to finish. Apparently, she had. She seemed lost in thought. She bit into her bottom lip and stared into space. Alex waved a hand at her. Karen did not notice.  
 
    “Bitch is terrified,” the voice said. 
 
    “Thanks…” Alex muttered. “Thanks for that. Always appreciate your insight on things.”  
 
    “Karen!” Alex snapped.  
 
     Karen shuddered, then blinked. Their eyes met. “Jocelyn came to see me after we met her at the library. There was one other that could be freed, but they would need the blood of an eighteen-year-old virgin.”  
 
    Alex knew this was going to be bad. The blood of an eighteen-year-old virgin. If that was needed in a spell, it had to be for a properly bad demon. Karen’s skin was slowly but surely turning a ghostly white.  
 
    “Who uh,” Alex cleared his throat, “Who is it? Which demon are they freeing?”  
 
    Karen shook her head. “It’s not a demon. It’s Satan. They’re going to free the devil.”          
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    Satan. The original devil. It was a name they had never considered. It made sense now. If Jamie was to free a demon to start a war with the angels, who better to choose than Satan? The first and the original enemy of God. Or, were they friends once?  
 
    Alex didn’t come from a religious family. He did know about God and Satan, obviously. You didn’t have to be a devout Christian or Muslim or Jew to know about those two. But he was never sure if Satan and God were enemies, or if they were sort of partners. Like, did God look after heaven, Satan look after hell, and on the weekends, they met for a few drinks and a game of poker? 
 
    He supposed that question was answered. God and Satan were enemies. They’d fought wars against each other. They were going to fight another too, if he didn’t stop Satan.  
 
    “Does this change anything?” Alex asked.  
 
    Karen swallowed. “Now that we know it’s Satan being freed? I think it changes a hell of a lot!” Her voice came out squeaky.  
 
    “How though?” Alex persisted. “The demons we thought it could be were all going to challenge Satani right? And then eventually challenge the angels. Now we know its Satan. He’s going to do the same thing. How does that change anything?”  
 
    “Because it’s fucking Satan!” Karen spat out.  
 
    Alex had never seen her so full of emotions. Most of them being anger… “At least try and understand what I’m saying,” he muttered.  
 
    “No, I will not!” Karen hissed. “Because it’s a fucking stupid question. This is fucking Satan! You don’t know anything about Satan, do you?”  
 
    Alex shrugged defensively. “I know a little…”  
 
    “Yeah?” Karen challenged him. “What do you know about Satan.”  
 
    “Don’t answer that question,” the voice said, chuckling. “You’re going to say something incredibly stupid.”  
 
    “Fuck you, man,” Alex muttered.  
 
    “Satan isn’t just another fucking demon, Alex,” Karen said. “He’s the fucking devil. The original. He’s an evil conquering mother fucker. He’s literally eaten other demons in the past. Eaten demons! If he breaks free, you understand how bad that would be, right? How is it different to the other demons? It’s because he’s the fucking devil!”  
 
    “Okay… chill out,” Alex muttered. He still didn’t see much difference. Whichever demon escaped, it would lead to a challenge on Satani’s authority, followed by a war with the angels. If Satan was such a badass, why was he losing the first war? Why was Satani able to trap him and lock him away?  
 
    “If Satan escapes, it would be the end of us, Alex,” Karen said in a softer tone. “We were created by Satani. Our existence would be an affront to him. We’re living breathing insults to him. He saw us humans as prey and nothing more. Just as souls to burn in his hell. If Satan escapes, there would be no place on this world that we could hide. The war would be worse too. Amongst other things, Satan was known as the Devourer of Souls. He wasn’t content with sitting back and waiting for humans to die before claiming their souls. He’s responsible for some of the worst massacres in history.”  
 
    Alex didn’t care much for Satani. Her and her brother Satan could tear each other to bits, for all he cared. But Satan did sound like a nasty piece of work. He imagined this huge demon standing at thirty feet tall, red in colour, enormous horns on his head, fire in his eyes, blades in hand, striding down the town centre followed by his hordes, laughing maniacally as they slaughtered humans. 
 
    “Why didn’t Satani just kill him? Why’d she lock him up?” Alex wondered aloud.  
 
    “You can’t kill the devil, Alex,” Karen said. “You can hurt him, you can weaken him, you can even chop him up into a hundred little pieces, but you can’t kill him. His body will always recover.”  
 
    Alex sighed. “What’s the plan?”     
 
    “We have to stop them,” Karen said. “Whatever happens, we can’t let Satan escape.”  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 41 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The naked girls didn’t need much persuading to run down the stairs and get the hell away from this place. Chrissy on the other hand was adamant she was going to follow after them. She wasn’t going to run away when her sister’s life was on the line. Alex didn’t get an opportunity to explain the dangers. Karen seemed to think it was a good idea. 
 
    At the end of the now empty hall were the steps that led up. Formerly guarded by the demon bouncer, it was now clear. It seemed like the logical place to start. Karen led the way, Chrissy followed right behind her and somehow, Alex ended up at the back.  
 
    He had his sword in hand but decided to sheath it as they stealthily tiptoed up the stairs. He was too close to Chrissy. He didn’t want to accidentally impale her. He noted how she was still naked. He was about to offer his top to cover her chest when they reached the landing to the second floor. There was a long corridor with doors on both sides. But the stairs continued upwards for many more floors.  
 
    “How big is this building?” Alex asked.  
 
    From the outside, it looked to be three floors, maybe a fourth if the loft was converted. Looking up at the stairs, there were at least six, possibly seven floors to the building. The corridor was long too, much longer than it should have been possible.  
 
    “It’s like the Tardis,” Chrissy muttered. 
 
    “Some of it must be in hell,” Karen said.  
 
    Chrissy laughed nervously. “Hell?”  
 
    “Hell isn’t exactly like how you think,” Karen said nonchalantly, before seeming to mull it over, she added, “Well, I guess it is fiery and there is all the torture…”  
 
     “I can’t be in hell,” Chrissy said, her voice shrill. “I’m a good Christian girl!”  
 
    “You are?” Alex asked, surprised.  
 
    Chrissy turned on him. “What’s that supposed to mean.”  
 
    “Nothing,” Alex said quickly.  
 
    “You take this floor,” Karen said to Alex. “I’ll check the floor above. We’ll meet here in twenty minutes.”  
 
    Karen turned and dashed silently up the stairs, quickly disappearing from sight. Twenty seemed like a fair amount of time to open every door on this floor, Alex thought. They set off quietly, not speaking a word. Alex paused with his hand on the first door. The round knob felt cold. He stared underneath at the small gap between the wood and the hard floor. There was no light. He turned the knob and poked his head inside.  
 
    It was dark. As Alex eyes adjusted, he spotted the chairs stacked one on top of another to the end of the room. At the other end was a raised stage. No sign of any humans of demons, or of any sacrifices having been made. The rooms that followed were the same. They were dark and devoid of life. As they came to the end of the corridor, and checked the last door on the left, Alex turned to walk back when Chrissy grabbed him by the hand.  
 
    “Look,” she pointed at the wall.  
 
    Alex did look. At first, he saw nothing. But then he noticed the thin rectangular outline and the slightly darker shade. There was nothing to indicate a door. No handle, no rectangular outline, no gap at the bottom, no signs of hinges. But there was definitely something there. Alex pressed his palm against it. It was wooden. He applied slight pressure. The wall moved inwards. Then it slid aside, leaving his palms pressed against thin air.  
 
    It was a large room. In the centre spread fifteen feet apart were four floor candelabras. The steel stems rose eight feet, the four arms held a candle, each flaming a red fire similar to those at the Red House of Satan. In the space in between, a circle was drawn with blood. In that circle was a naked girl standing with her arms and legs spread apart, fastened from the floor and ceiling with steel manacles. Her eyes were wide in horror and her hair was frizzy and standing up as if it had been struck by lightning.  
 
    There was a man to her left. He sat on a golden armchair wearing a golden satin robe with the hood drawn over his head. In his right hand, he held a wine glass filled with red. Wine or blood, Alex wasn’t sure. In his left was a black dagger. He drew the hood back and smiled.  
 
    Jamie Azarath.  
 
    Chrissy gripped Alex’s arm tightly. Her nails dug into his flesh. “That’s Emily,” she gasped. “That’s my sister. What have you done to her you sick bastard!” she swore at Jamie.  
 
    Jamie ignored her. He’s black eyes were focused solely on Alex. “Good timing,” he said. “We’re about to complete the ceremony.”  
 
    “And free Satan.”  
 
    There was a tinge of surprise in Jamie’s eyes. “Yes. Free Satan and change the world.”  
 
    “Can’t let you do that,” Alex said as he stepped into the room.  
 
    Jamie raised a hand. It was then did Alex notice the demons standing around the dark corners of the room. There were dozens. Claws out and sharp teeth exposed, they hissed and growled in anger. The only thing stopping them from tearing him apart was Jamie’s raised hand.  
 
    “Why try to stop us, Alex?” Jamie asked. “You should be on our side.”  
 
    Alex forced himself to look away from the growling demons baying for his blood. “How do you figure that?”  
 
    Jamie laughed. “You’re not a Demon Hunter yet, not properly. It isn’t too late for you.”  
 
    “What’s that supposed to mean?”  
 
    “I know what you did,” Jamie said. “You killed Mark to save a demon girl. Sure, you were probably fucking her, but that’s still cool.” 
 
    Alex swallowed uncomfortably. It occurred to him that even if he did survive this thing, word had gotten out about what had happened that night. His killing of Mark was now common knowledge, it seemed. If Jamie knew, many others must too. Death was the penalty for killing another Demon Hunter.   
 
    “What does that have to do with freeing Satan?”  
 
    “Satani imprisoned him. Once he’s out, she’s going to take his place in the pit. What do you think will happen to her Demon Hunters? It won’t end well for them. It’s not too late for you though. When Satan’s out, we’re going to challenge the angels and bring down their tyranny. Those motherfuckers do whatever the fuck they like. They treat us demons like dirt. Their time is coming to a natural end but with Satan out, we’re going to speed up the process.” 
 
    “What the hell are you talking about?” Alex muttered.  
 
    “God,” Jamie said. “God is weakening. You must have noticed it too. The humans can see us, they can see the angels. At least some of them can. It’s a sign of God’s weakening power,” Jamie smiled, revealing his two rows of sharp teeth. “You don’t know our history, do you? Many millennia ago, we demons battled the angels for the souls of the humans. The war came to an end because of Satani’s betrayal. She trapped Satan and sued for peace with God.”  
 
    “You were losing. She saved you assess,” Alex said. It felt strange having to defend Satani.   
 
    “It’s true,” Jamie said, still smiling in a surprisingly calm way. “We would have lost the war eventually. But only because of God. He was more powerful than Satan. Every battle he appeared in, the angels won. But that’s changing. God is weakening.”  
 
    “You’ve said that before,” Alex muttered. “But that doesn’t make it true.”  
 
    “God wanted to give the pitiful humans some peace before their souls were claimed for all of eternity. The power to keep us hidden in plain sight, that was God’s gift to humanity. Along with us, the many beasts from the underworld, the angels, none could be seen by humans. You humans freak at the sight of a demon or angel. It’s sort of cute. Pathetic, but cute.” He took a sip of his drink. “That power to keep us hidden is weakening. Every day, more and more humans see us for what we are. God is weakening.”  
 
    “Bit of a stretch, don’t you think?” Alex asked. 
 
    Jamie’s face hardened. “Even the angels know something isn’t right.”  
 
    Alex raised an eyebrow. “How would you know what angels think?”  
 
    Jamie’s face relaxed. He smiled again. “I know many things, Alex. I know the angels are you looking for you.”  
 
    Alex tried to laugh, as if the idea was ludicrous. It didn’t come out well. In the end, he turned it into a rough cough that made him look as guilty as possible. “Why would the angels be after me?” 
 
    “You attacked one of them, apparently.” Jamie placed his wine glass on the floor and gave an applause. “Not many demons can go toe-to-toe with an angel and come out unscratched. You also killed a Krumier and survived Scarlett’s wrath. That’s impressive.”  
 
    That was a lot of information Jamie knew about him. Some of it, he had only told Karen and Melissa. He trusted both those girls and neither knew of his battle with Scarlett.  
 
    Scarlett.  
 
    She must have told Jamie. Was she in league with him? Was she betraying Satani, or did the current devil know about all of this? Satani knew something was going on, possibly even that a powerful demon was being freed. But she couldn’t know it was going to be Satan, could she? If she did, surely she would not have told him to stay out of it.  
 
    “What are you going to do with Emily?” Alex asked, nodding at Chrissy’s sister. The girl’s mouth was gagged. Her eyes looked like they were about to pop out, so positively terrified was she.  
 
    “The blood of a virgin is the last ingredient,” Jamie said. “This circle is drawn from the flesh and blood of every other creature we needed. When I spill her blood, a portal will open in hell right in the Great Depression where Satan has been kept trapped in the Tabareenk.” 
 
    Beside him, Chrissy whose breathing had become silent, suddenly charged towards her sister. There was nothing to see. No visible barrier. But as she came to the circle of red blood and grinded body parts, she slammed into something. Chrissy stumbled back. Confused, she tried again, but this time with less gusto. Again, she was stopped. Emily was being held in an invisible barrier.   
 
    Jamie smiled. “Nothing you nor your boyfriend can do now,” he said. “Best to sit back and enjoy this historic moment. Satan will step out from hell and into this world. He will change it forever. This is the beginning of the end.” 
 
    The demons standing outside the circle hissed and growled. They stared at him with cruel eyes, claws out and teeth bared. If he tried anything, he knew what the outcome would be. They would rip him to shreds.   
 
    There was also the matter of what he could do, if anything. Emily was trapped in a magical force field of some sort. Could he break through it before the demons tore him apart? Could he break through it at all? Chrissy hadn’t given up. She slammed her fists against the barrier. But it was to no avail. She looked back at him with tears and desperation in her eyes.  
 
    It didn’t matter if he could make a difference or not. He had to try. Alex felt a calm spread through his body as he reached back for his weapon. Time seemed to slow as he gripped the handle of his long sword and unsheathed it. From the corner of his eyes, he could see the demons begin to move towards him. So, this was how he would die. He supposed there could be worse ways to go.  
 
    “Fuck yeah, let’s take these bastards.”  
 
    It was a rare moment. Alex actually welcomed the voice in his head. What followed was something he’d begun to get used to, even be addicted to. The sudden surge of heat started from the centre of his chest. Beginning in his beating heart, it spread with every pump and flowed through his veins.  
 
    “The sword that pierced the armour of a Krumier,” Jamie said, his eyes on the dull grey blade of the longsword. “I thought it would be more.”  
 
    Jamie’s words seemed to break the slowing of time. As Alex held the sword before him, the demons charged. Their roar, the rush of their feet, it sounded like a wave crashing into the rocks. Alex’s longsword flamed red. He grinned as Jamie’s eyes widened.  
 
    Alex swung his sword and cleanly sliced off the head of the first demon. He stabbed the second in the chest. He pulled his sword out and smashed the third demon’s nose with the hilt. The crunching noise was audible above the screaming.  
 
    As the other demons came at him, roaring in rage, Alex fought like a man possessed. Which he probably was. He swirled around the demons, ducked as they tried to take his head and sliced with his blade. He took out their arms, legs, heads, and even spilled the insides of some. Alex gave a roar of his own as the demons fell around him. As he sliced of another’s head, the remaining demons backed away.  
 
    “You’re good, Alex. You would have been a nice addition to our revolution,” Jamie said. “But instead you’re going to die.”  
 
    Jamie shoved the black dagger into Emily’s stomach. The girl had a gag in her mouth, but a scream still made its way out. Alex roared in rage. He slammed his sword at the invisible barrier. There was a glimmer followed by a ripple. Jamie stared at the circular line of red uncertainly.  
 
    “Let’s see how strong you really are,” Jamie said.  
 
    He dropped his golden satin robe. Underneath, he wore black leather trousers. His red chest was bare. He was naturally taller than Alex. But now his body began to expand. He grew a head taller. Jamie now stood at close to eight feet. His chest and arms looked like bodybuilders on steroids. Thick veins ran across his body. The horns on his head sharpened.   
 
    “That’s different,” Alex muttered. 
 
    “...the powerful demons can do that,” the voice said.  
 
    The tone of the voice was different. It wasn’t its usual cockiness. It sounded thoughtful, as if remembering something.    
 
    “You olrite there?” Alex asked.  
 
    “I think so… we need to kill him. We have to stop Satan rising.”  
 
    Alex nodded in agreement. “Any ideas on how we do that?” 
 
    “Let's have another go at the barrier,” the voice said.   
 
    It was worth a try, Alex thought. His first strike at the invisible barrier had caused a ripple and worried Jamie enough for the demon to transform into this more intimidating form. If he struck again repeatedly with all his might, maybe he could breach the barrier. He needed to hurry up. Blood was dripping down from Emily’s stomach. Her skin was turning pale. Her body sagged to the left. It was held up by the manacles bound to her wrists.  
 
    But before he had a chance to strike again, Jamie stepped out of the circle of blood and passed the invisible barrier as if it did not exist. His movement was quick, and he caught Alex by surprise as he kicked him in the chest. It was a hard kick. Alex hit the wall behind with a thud and collapsed onto his knees. It wasn’t the first time that had happened to him. It was becoming a annoyingly frequent. He climbed to his feet wearily, wincing as he straightened himself. A throbbing pain pounded away at his temple.  
 
     “Can’t let that happen again,” the voice said.  
 
    The heat flowing through his body increased in intensity. The aches and pains of his body vanished. His head cleared. He felt energised and ready for the demon. Jamie charged, roaring in rage. Alex ducked as the black dagger tried to decapitate him. He slashed with his flaming longsword. Jamie was equal to his speed. He moved out of the way, then clawed at Alex, almost carving out his cheek.  
 
    “This is going to be fun,” Jamie said.  
 
    He reached for his waist with both hands and though there was nothing visible there, Alex wasn’t surprised when Jamie withdrew two black blades with glistening jagged bellies.  
 
    The duel began. Alex’s long sword flamed a mixture of red and gold. Sparks flew every time it struck Jamie’s black blades. The demon was good. He was fast and strong, almost on par with Scarlett. Alex knew some demons came with powers. They kept them hidden, drawing on them only when needed. Scarlett had the ability to control minds simply by looking at the individual. Jamie’s power was brute force and speed. It took every ounce of Alex’s attention to not be sliced badly.  
 
    Alex was forced back as Jamie came at him, striking furiously with both blades. He managed to parry the attacks but he was running out of space. The demon had driven him towards the barrier.  
 
    Jamie spun around and slashed with both blades. One aimed for Alex’s neck, the other was ready to spill his guts out. Alex managed to get his sword across his body vertically in the nick of time. But the angle wasn’t great. Jamie pushed his blades and forced Alex’s own sword towards his chest until the sharp edges pressed against his chest. Any moment now, it would cut through his thin cloth before it attacked the soft flesh underneath.  
 
    “I expected more from you,” Jamie growled.  
 
    He stared at Alex with his black eyes. His head was big and ugly, the horns were sharp but curled, like a goat’s. Jamie was ugly in the way that made you think he was stupid. Like a retard. Alex slammed his head forward, connecting with Jamie’s forehead, but managing to avoid the horns. It did little good. It was like headbutting a fucking brick wall.  
 
    Jamie wasn’t hurt. He was angry. He slammed his own head forward. His horns caught Alex on both ends of his forehead. Alex blinked as the searing pain forced him to stumble. His back touched the invisible barrier. His sword still held vertically began to waver. Blood dripped from both corners of his forehead.  
 
    Jamie no longer held his blades pressed against Alex’s sword. He held them by his sides, ready to drive them inside Alex and finish this duel. Jamie was right. This was too easy for the demon. Alex wondered what happened to the voice. It was there, but it wasn’t…  
 
    His sword flamed red, his body felt warm and powerful. But something was missing. He wasn’t as strong as he could be, nor was he as fast. And the warmth that filled his body, it was more like that coming from the remaining embers of a once raging fire.  
 
    Just as Alex thought he was going to die, there was a crushing sound as a sword came out of Jamie’s chest. The demon had been impaled from behind. Jamie’s eyes widened. His head dropped and he stared at the shiny sword covered in blood. His mouth hung open, but no words came out. Blood trickled from the corners. The sword began to retreat back into his chest. As it disappeared, Jamie’s limp body hit the ground.  
 
    Karen stood behind him. “What happened?”  
 
    Alex glanced around the room. Karen had dealt with the remaining demons before coming to his aid. “Thanks,” he said.  
 
    “What the hell happened?” Karen asked, frowning. “You killed a Krumier but can’t handle Jamie?”  
 
    “He’s tough,” Alex protested.  
 
    “Not as tough as a fucking Krumier,” Karen said, before her gaze turned onto what lay behind him. Emily was still hanging from the ceiling by her arms, the dagger buried in her stomach. Chrissy sat on the floor beside the invisible barrier, her face in her hands, she stared silently at her sister. “What’s that?”      
 
    “That’s Emily, Chrissy’s sister,” Alex said. “We have to help her. There’s a barrier around the circle of blood. I can’t penetrate it.”  
 
    Karen stepped forward, blades in hand, she slashed at the air above the red line of blood. Her blades should have crashed into the barrier, but instead, they sliced through as if there was nothing there.  
 
    “It’s gone?” Alex asked  
 
    Chrissy crawled forward, hope in her eyes, she crossed the line of blood. A little cry escaped her lips as she charged up and pulled at the manacles that bound her sister’s legs. Alex jumped into action and entered the circle. He sliced through the metal that fastened around Emily’s ankles and wrists and caught her body as it fell.  
 
    He laid Emily gently on the ground. The hilt of the dagger protruded from her stomach. It was covered in blood. There was more blood on her left leg. Emily was pale. Her eyes were closed, but she was still breathing. Chrissy stroked her sister’s hair, crying softly.    
 
    Karen examined the blade and the wound. “She’s going to be okay,” she determined. “It’s an ordinary dagger, not a poisonous one. She hasn’t lost too much blood. If we can get her to a hospital, I think she’ll make it.”  
 
    Alex gently collected Emily in his arms and stood up. He carried her to the door, Chrissy in tow. Karen hadn’t followed after him. Instead, she was kneeling by the line of red blood and body parts, staring down at it intently. She dipped her fingertip in it.  
 
    “Ew,” Alex grimaced. “You’re not going to taste it, are you?”  
 
    Karen looked up at him. “It’s warm,” she said softly. “I think the spells been completed.” She stepped back suddenly. “Something’s happening.”  
 
    The red line of blood and gore began to change colour. It was no longer dark red. It had changed to an orange shade that rose and bubbled, like fizzing liquid sparks. The ground begun to shake and cracks appeared on the walls. More cracks appeared within the circle. Lines of fiery light shone through those ones. 
 
    “We need to get out of here,” Alex said, urgency in his voice. “The building’s going to collapse!” 
 
    Karen was way ahead of him. She grabbed Chrissy’s slender frame in her arms and ran past him and down the corridor. Alex followed after her with Emily in his arms. They made it to the stairs when parts of the ceiling began to crack and fall down.  
 
    On the first floor, they were joined by many others, humans and demons. Some stood in the corridors, uncertain, panicked looks on their faces. Others joined him and Karen as they ran down the stairs for their lives. Alex slowed his pace, his eyes on the terrified women that stood with their arms against their chests.  
 
    “We can't save them all,” Karen said, her voice ringing over the falling bits of cement, wood, brick and dust. “This building is going to collapse any moment now!”  
 
    “Don’t be heroic, Alex,” the voice said. “She’s right. We can’t save them all.” 
 
    “Fancy you coming back in the nick of time to save yourself,” Alex muttered.  
 
    “Yeah, sorry about earlier. Had a lapse… but the good news, my memory is coming back! At least some of it. We need to survive. I don’t mean to over exaggerate my importance Alex, but in the coming war, the world needs me!”  
 
    Alex was about to argue back when he felt the sudden surge of warmth and energy flow outward from his chest. The falling dust, chipped cement and brickwork didn’t bother him anymore. He began to run without willing it. He moved fast, over taking the demons and humans. As the stairs began to crumble beneath him, he leapt from the step to the bannister, then kicked against the wall and dived through a gap between the collapsed wall and what was formerly the front door. As he landed outside, Alex felt the building collapse behind him. He heard hundreds of demon and human screams of terror.     
 
    Out in the dark, Alex stood on the grassy front yard with Emily in his arms. Karen and Chrissy came to stand beside him as he faced the rubble. The house had maintained its structure, but the walls, ceilings and roof had collapsed. A few demons and humans managed to escape, but most were trapped under the rubble. 
 
    Chrissy tugged at his arm. “We need to get my sister to a hospital.”  
 
    Alex’s focus returned on Emily. Still in his arms, he was relieved to see her chest rising, relieved to feel the warmth from her body. But Chrissy was right. Emily needed immediate medical attention. He and Karen had arrived at this place in her Porsche. That would be the fastest way to a hospital.  
 
    He took three steps towards it when the voice in his head returned.  
 
    “You can’t go,” it said. “This isn’t over!”  
 
    “What do you mean it’s not over?” Alex grumbled out loud. 
 
    Naturally, both Chrissy and Karen turned their heads towards him.  
 
    Alex sighed. He didn’t see the point in hiding it any longer. Compared to everything that had happened tonight, everything he’d been through in his short time as a Demon Hunter, it suddenly seemed pretty insignificant that he had a voice in his head. So, he told them. “There’s a voice in my head.” 
 
    “A voice in your head?” Karen asked.  
 
    Alex nodded. “Why can’t we leave?” he asked the voice out loud.  
 
    “He’s coming out. We have to stop him while he’s still weak. If he gains strength, then it's game over.”  
 
    “Who’s coming out?”  
 
    “Satan, dumbass. The spell worked. He’s climbing out of hell right this moment and he’s pretty pissed.” 
 
    The entire building had collapsed. The circle was surely covered by rubble. Was it really possible for Satan to still be climbing out of hell?  
 
    “Think Satan made it out in time?” Alex asked.  
 
    Karen shrugged. “It’s possible. Otherwise it would be a stupid place to hold the ceremony. Free Satan, then watch him fall back to hell as the building collapses?”  
 
    “Maybe Jamie didn’t know the spell would cause the building to collapse?” Alex persisted.   
 
    Karen shrugged again. “Jamie did strike me as a little arrogant and dim. Want to stick around and see if Satan’s head pops out?”  
 
    Chrissy pulled on Alex’s sleeve. “If Satan did break out, shouldn’t we run?” 
 
    “Girl’s got a point, actually,” Karen said. “If Satan’s really out, we won't be able to stop him. He might literally eat us alive.”  
 
     “We have to stop him, Alex. This is our only chance. We need to send him back to hell whilst he’s still weak! If we don’t, millions of humans will die.”  
 
    As if to confirm Satan’s arrival, there was a tremor amongst the rubble of the building. Small at first, it was followed by a larger one. Bricks, blocks of cement and slates tumbled down from the top.  
 
    “I think Satan did make it out,” Karen mumbled.  
 
    Alex passed Emily over to Karen. “Take her to the hospital.”  
 
    “You’re going to stay here?” Karen asked, shocked. “You can’t defeat Satan!”  
 
    Alex ignored her. With sword in hand, he walked towards the rubble as the remaining demons and humans fled.  
 
    “This is it,” the voice said. “My final battle with Satan…”  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 42 
 
      
 
         
 
      
 
      
 
    Alex stood at the edge of the collapsed building, his feet inches away from the rubble. The broken bricks, hardened cement, timber and roof slates edged towards him, tumbling down as the ground continued to vibrate.  The few demons and humans that had made it out of the building had fled in terror. Either they knew nothing about Jamie’s little ritual to free Satan, or they knew, but were now terrified of it actually happening.  
 
    This was Satan. The original devil. The beginning of evil, according to most prevalent religions. Satan was breaking free from a prison he had been trapped in god knows for how long. He wasn’t going to be happy. Part of Alex was afraid. It must have been the sane part.  
 
    Having helped Chrissy and Emily to her car and given them the keys, Karen returned to stand beside Alex. 
 
    “So, you’re going to battle Satan, then?”  
 
    Alex nodded. That was the plan, though he wasn’t sure whose plan it was. Something had changed with the voice in his head. Alex recalled how he’d escaped the building. As it collapsed around them, stairs disappearing from under his feet, bricks falling over him, dust clouding his sight, Alex moved with an ease that belied his size. He was quick and nimble. At the same time, he’d had immense strength flowing through his body. It was more than what the voice usually gave him.  
 
    “Want to talk about the voice in your head?” 
 
    Alex met Karen eyes. He could see worry in them, though she tried to disguise it. Was the concern regarding the voice in his head, or Satan breaking out, Alex couldn’t tell. 
 
    “Is it unusual to hear voices?” Alex asked.     
 
    Karen let out a nervous laugh. “Not unless you’re suddenly a prophet.”  
 
    That was a thought. Alex had never considered it. Was the voice in his head what prophets heard when they claimed the world was about to end, that the devil was going to return?  
 
    “No,” the voice said. “You’re not a prophet. I am definitely not god, nor have I been sent by that bastard. But we will battle Satan to save the world.”  
 
    “He says I’m not a prophet,” Alex mumbled.  
 
    “Good,” Karen said. “Most of them died horrible deaths. Their followers didn’t fare much better. I’m not ready to die yet.”  
 
    Again, Alex turned his attention onto her. Karen was no longer wearing the demon suit. She was dressed for battle. Which meant she was wearing her chainmail bra and panties. The girl was insanely hot. The bits of dust and debris stuck to her black hair took none of it away. Karen was one of the good Demon Hunters. They were a rare breed. Going up against Satan, it was a possibility they could become extinct.   
 
    “You don’t have to be here,” he told her.    
 
    She flashed him a smile. “Because you’ve got this?”  
 
    Alex smiled back. “Nah. If I thought I had this, I'd tell you to stick around and watch me in action. Maybe I’d get some action after…” he winked.  
 
    Karen rolled her eyes. “You’re so bad at flirting,” she said. “It’s a good thing you’re easy on the eye. If we survive this, you can have whatever “action” from me whenever you want.”  
 
    “Listen, voice in my head, you heard what she said? You better not get me killed.”  
 
    There was a soft chuckle. “I don’t plan on getting you killed, Alex. But my memory is coming back somewhat. I think I’ve battled Satan many times before, and... I think I lost every time.” 
 
    Alex swallowed nervously.  “How many times exactly?”  
 
    “Dozens, possibly hundreds… My memory is still a little fuzzy on specifics.”  
 
    “So… this is a suicide mission?”  
 
    The voice didn’t get a chance to respond. The ground around the rubble that had been gently vibrating, it suddenly shook violently. Alex stepped back just as the rubble erupted. His sword came up quick. Flaming red, he slashed at the large pieces of stone, brick and cement that came flying at him. When he was done, he found Karen standing behind him.  
 
    “The way you did that… freaking amazing!” she gushed.  
 
    “Look,” the voice said.  
 
    From where the ground had erupted, there was now a large circle in its place. The circle of blood and gore from the second floor had somehow not only survived, but managed to plant itself onto the ground floor. It was throbbing and splattering. The earth within it collapsed as flames suddenly burst out.   
 
    It really did look like a hole had opened up into hell. Satan was probably climbing out this very moment. Karen stepped out from behind him, her blades in hand, she nervously stepped towards the red circle. Alex followed her. His sword didn’t flame red, nor did he feel the energy flowing through him. 
 
     “Are you still here?” Alex wondered.  
 
    “Of course,” the voice replied. It sounded calm. “Have faith, ye.”  
 
    Alex cracked a grin. “Never been a religious man,” he said. “But I suppose I should eh?”  
 
    “Oh no, don’t have that kind of faith…” the voice said.  
 
    This wasn’t the time to get into that conversation, but everything was true, wasn’t it? Hell, heaven, god, the devil, all of it was true. Somehow, he’d ended up on the devil’s side. Well, on Satani’s side, not the original devil. Wait, was he on Satani’s side? Whose side had the voice picked? It didn’t seem to like God or Satan.  
 
    Speaking of Satan, the devil really was climbing out. The space within the circle of blood had completely caved in. Red fiery light shot out from the depression, as did the occasional spurt of lava. Ominously, the night sky above was completely black. Not a single star in sight. The moon had disappeared too. The only light came from the circle. 
 
    And that light began to cast the shadow of the creature that climbed out.  
 
    It was tall and large.  
 
    But there appeared no devilish horns, nor were there any wings. 
 
    It was oddly human in shape.    
 
    “Here he comes,” Karen muttered. Her breathing heavy, she spun both blades in her hands in preparation.  
 
    “Come on!” Alex roared, wanting to feel the energy flow through him, trying to will it on. “Let’s do this!” 
 
    “Wait…”  
 
    “Wait?” Alex muttered. “Wait for what?”  
 
    “Talking to the voice?” Karen asked.  
 
    Alex nodded. “He’s telling me to wait.  
 
    “For what?!” 
 
    Alex shrugged. “Sometimes he talks too much… other times, he’s all silent and mysterious.”  
 
    “Okay… Well, it’s not going to be a long wait,” Karen said.  
 
    She was right. The shadow of the creature climbing out was becoming more defined. It decreased in size too as it now fell on the northside of the circle. And then, a hand shot out.  
 
    It was a human hand. Perfectly normal. The flesh wasn’t rough and red, or burnt. Sure, it was a little tanned. But who wouldn’t be having just climbed out of a fiery hell hole? The nails were perfectly trimmed. That’s right. Nails. Not even claws.  
 
    But those nails dug into the hard ground like it were made of soft mud. Another human hand followed. And then, a man stepped out.  
 
    He was of similar height to Alex, six and a half feet. He appeared to be in his early twenties. He had black hair, tanned skin and black eyes. He wore skinny black jeans that bulged. He definitely did not skip leg day. Or any other day at the gym. His chest was bare. The muscles were large and defined. The guy was ripped.  
 
    “He’s… kind hot,” Karen whispered. Her hands still remained firmly around the handles of the blades.  
 
    The guy stood on the ground outside the circle of flaming blood. He glanced around at his surroundings, then stared up at the sky.  
 
    “About fucking time,” he growled.  
 
    “Uh,” Karen held up a blade of hers, much like a student would hold up a hand in class to ask a question. “Are you… are you Satan?”  
 
    Alex raised an eyebrow. “He just climbed out of a hole of fire,” he hissed. “Who else could he be?”  
 
    Karen shrugged defensively. “There’s so much out there that we don’t know. He doesn’t look at all like Satan. He doesn’t have any horns, or black wings or… he’s got human skin!”  
 
    It was true. The man standing before them did not look at all like the image of Satan carved into the pediment at the front of the Red House of Satan. He looked more like a Demon Hunter than he did the devil.  
 
    The man no longer stared up at the sky. His black eyes were focused on Alex and Karen. “That’s my name,” he said. “And who might you be?”  
 
    “We’re Demon Hunters,” Alex said.  
 
    Satan raised an eyebrow.  “You guys wanna catch me up on current affairs? Have humans started to fight back again?” 
 
    “Not quite,” Karen said. 
 
    There had been uncertainty in her voice. Alex felt the same. This wasn’t going exactly going to plan. For starters, he didn’t imagine Satan to look so human. Nor was he expecting to have a conversation with the devil. He was glad they were talking though, because the voice that gave him all his energy seemed to have vanished. Despite appearances, Satan would probably easily kick his ass.  
 
    Satan glanced at the longsword in Alex’s hand. “Are you here to battle me?” he asked. “Is that why you freed me from my prison? To kill me?”  
 
    “Maybe,” Alex said. “Are you… are you evil?” 
 
    Satan laughed. It wasn’t an evil laugh. Nor was it un-evil. It was a laugh, much like any confident person might laugh. Alex shook his head, trying to stop overthinking the laugh.  
 
    “Define evil,” Satan said, flashing brilliantly perfect white teeth.  
 
    “I think he’s evil,” Karen whispered.  
 
    Alex agreed. Anyone who needed a definition of evil was probably evil. It was like asking someone if they were racist. Any person who responded with “define racism” was probably racist.  
 
    “So, we kill him?” Alex asked.  
 
    Karen nodded, though she didn’t move forward.  
 
    “Do I want to take my rightful place in hell and wage war with the angels?” Satan asked, not having noticed their little exchange. “Will millions of humans die because of it? Sure.” He took a step towards them. “Does that make me evil?” he shrugged. “I guess I am a little evil,” he grinned. “But no more than the angels and the man that leads them.”  
 
    The man that leads them? “Is he talking about God?” Alex asked.  
 
    “Yes, I’m talking about God,” Satan said, rolling his eyes. “Let’s just get this over with. I have things to do. People to kill. Revenge etc. I’m a bit hungry too.”  
 
    Satan held his arms out by his sides. Two long black blades appeared. Then, the devil charged at them. He was quick. But not exceptionally quick, not for Demon Hunters, at least. Alex stepped back, his left shoulder tilted and the black blade missed him by an inch. He sidestepped and came up behind Satan. He brought his sword down hard and quick, aiming for the devil’s back. Karen rolled forward and aimed for Satan’s waist, trying to slice him in half.  
 
    The devil was equal to them both. He easily blocked both strikes then slid away smoothly, as if on ice. He stared at them curiously. Karen climbed to her feet and stood beside Alex. Behind them was the pit from which Satan had emerged. The fire was gone. It was now an apparently never-ending pit of darkness. Alex exchanged a glance with Karen. Was she thinking what he was? Would throwing Satan back in the pit end him? Or at least trap him again? 
 
    “You’re not humans, are you?” Satan asked. “Your too fast for humans and a little on the tall side too. What exactly are you?” 
 
    “We’re Demon Hunters,” Karen said. “Satani offered us eternal life and power beyond that of average humans in exchange for our-”.    
 
    “Souls?” Satan asked, grinning maniacally. “Ah, my sister finally indulged in her fantasies. So you’re just her little toys, her experiments. I guess I don’t have to kill you. You can join me in defeating the angels and killing God.”  
 
    Alex almost rolled his eyes. “Didn’t you try that already?”  
 
    Satan frowned. He suddenly looked like a sulky teenager, one who’d just been told he’d gotten a Mercedes rather than a Ferrari as a birthday present. “I’ve been told God isn’t the same as he used to be.” Satan’s black eyes glowed red. His blades had retracted into his arms. He had fingers once more. Fingers that were curled into a fist. “He can be killed. Once that happens, those arrogant pieces of shit angels can either fall in line, or follow God into oblivion.” 
 
    “I don’t know if the angels will just fall in line,” Karen muttered. “They’re stronger than demons and they can fly.”  
 
     “This conversation bores me,” Satan said, sighing. He opened his fists. The fingers merged together and the black blades returned. “Seeing as you appear to be refusing my generous offer, I'm going to kill you. Now.”  
 
    Satan sped towards them. He moved much faster this time. Much much faster… Karen, who had been standing beside him only moments ago was now on the floor ten feet away. Satan had kicked her in the stomach. Alex barely saw the black blades coming for his neck and waist as Satan aimed to slice him into three parts.  
 
    He would have succeeded too had there not been the sudden surge of heat shooting through his body from the centre of his chest. His senses heightened at the very last moment, but just in time for him to raise his own sword and block Satan’s strike.  
 
    There was surprise in Satan’s eyes as the blades pressed against each other, black versus a heated red. It was only momentary surprise.   
 
    Satan continued his attack with renewed vigour. His two blades came from all angles. His body moved fluidly and he struck at an insane pace. But Alex was equal to it. He blocked the strikes with his sword or swerved his body away from the razor-sharp black blades. Fortune was on his side too as he tripped over a piece of rubble and hit the ground, thus avoiding having his neck sliced.   
 
    He was on the floor, but Satan didn’t press his advantage. He watched with curiosity as Alex climbed to his feet. And before he continued his attack, he gave a nod of the head. The duel continued. Satan upped the ante. Alex was now struggling. A thrust from Satan almost impaled him in the temple. The attacks were ferocious and forced Alex to move back. He was perilously close to the pit. A few more steps, and he would fall in.  
 
    Satan swirled around like a dervish on crack. His black blades seemed like long cloths. Fluid. They came again, both blades trying to slice him into three parts via the neck and waist. That seemed to be his signature move. Alex felt an additional flow of heat from his chest. His heart felt like it was on fire, but it did the trick. Time seemed to slow as the blades closed.  
 
    Alex leant back as if doing the limbo. He slid between the two blades and his hands dropped to the ground as they passed both under and over him. His feet lifted off the ground as they swept past his body. Alex somersaulted to his feet and moved away from Satan and the pit the devil had crawled out of. 
 
    “Not bad,” Satan said. “You’re talented. Too talented, in fact,” he added, frowning.   
 
    “There’s no shame in giving up,” Alex said, trying to put on a brave face and sound hard. 
 
    Satan cracked a smile. “I like you, boy. You sure you have to die?”  
 
    “Not going to happen this time,” the voice said.  
 
    “Welcome back,” Alex said. 
 
    “I never left, Alex. But I’m ready now. I think I’ve figured out your body.”  
 
    Alex didn’t get the chance to ask what that meant. He didn’t have to. More energy flowed from his heart, tenfold the normal amount. He felt like he was on fire, but without actually burning. His chest pain was gone. He felt stronger than ever before.  
 
    His sword glowed red, but there were actual bluish flames around the edges.    
 
    “That’s cool,” Satan nodded at it. “Not cool enough.”  
 
    It was Alex’s turn to go on the attack. He charged. His speed caught his mind by surprise. Thankfully, his body seemed to be controlled by the voice. As he approached Satan, he swung his sword with anger and accuracy. In the ensuing battle, Satan struggled to block and parry the blows. Alex drove him towards the pit, then swung with such force, he knocked the devil to the ground.  
 
    As Satan tried to climb up, Alex kicked him in the chest and sent the devil tumbling to the edge of the pit. He stood over him. His foot pressed against Satan’s chest and his long sword was only an inch away. 
 
    “Any last words?” he asked.   
 
    Satan smiled up at him. “You’re not just a human, are you? He’s back, isn't it he?”   
 
    The long sword wavered in Alex hand. “Is who back?”  
 
    “Lucifer,” Satan said.  
 
    “Lucifer?” Alex repeated dumbly. “That’s your name.” 
 
    Satan’s grin widened. “Lucifer was the first to defy God. They fought for a thousand years or more. By the time we demons came, God had already named Lucifer as the cursed one. It was much after Lucifer’s death did his holy fuckness start to hate me. But Lucifer never really died. He always seemed to come back in some form or other. Never quite himself though. Not after what God did to him. But he’s, back isn’t he? And he’s inside you. Talking to you like a voice in your head.”  
 
    The sword in Alex’s hand began to shake. He stepped back, his foot no longer on Satan’s chest. He stumbled over a piece of brick. His head spun as he dropped to his knees, palms on the ground. It was as if naming the voice had suddenly rendered it powerless. But could it be true? Was the voice really Lucifer? How did that make any sense?  
 
    Satan climbed to his feet gently. “Lucifer’s never won, but he never gives up. Battling for thousands of years, constantly losing, killing the poor chap he inhabits. When he comes back, he’s always weaker too. But still,” Satan laughed, “the persistent fucker never gives up.”   
 
    The roles had reversed. It was Satan who stood over him now with the black blades only inches away from skewering his body. “What is he saying?”  
 
    Nothing.  
 
    That was the answer.  
 
    The voice in his head, Lucifer, it was gone. There was no additional warmth in his body either. Had Alex been abandoned? It felt like that. He was suddenly exhausted beyond belief. Just holding his body in this position, knees and palms on the ground and not lying on his side curled up took immense strength and every ounce of his pride.  
 
    “He’s gone, hasn’t he?” Satan asked. “He does that sometimes. When he thinks it’s a lost cause and doesn’t want to die with the host, he bails. I’ve seen it before. The host body crumples. It becomes so weak, it can barely raise its chest enough to breath.”   
 
    Satan placed one of his blades under Alex’s chin and lifted it, forcing Alex to look up and meet the devil’s eyes. “I guess I should kill you now. Pity. I would have enjoyed speaking with Lucifer. I had a proposal he might have found interesting. I suppose seeing as how quickly he’s given up, he’s much weaker than I thought he would be.”  
 
    Satan’s gaze shifted to the side. Karen had climbed to her feet. She held a blade in one hand. With the other, she clutched her stomach.  
 
    “You should stay down,” Satan called out to her. “You’re much too pretty to be accidentally killed.” His eyes lingered on her a moment. “My sister did create some beauties, I’ll give her that.” The black eyes turned sharply onto Alex. “It’s goodnight for you, I’m afraid.”    
 
    The blade moved away from his chin. It rose into the air as Satan prepared to kill him. Alex didn’t want to die. His long sword was pressed against the ground under his palm. He managed to raise it in time to deflect the blow. Using every ounce of his energy, he flipped backwards. It wasn’t a graceful move. He landed awkwardly on his bottom on the jagged remains of the collapsed building.  
 
    Despite the searing pain that shot to his head, he climbed to his feet. His hands shaking, he managed to hold the sword before him. Alex really didn’t want to die. But if he had to, he would fight to the end. 
 
    “I’m still here…”  
 
    Alex’s eyes widened. “What the fuck is going on?”  
 
    “Your body is different. In a good way, but it’s taking me awhile to adjust. I need more time. Keep Satan talking, if you can.” 
 
    “How do I do that?”  
 
    “Ask him if he regrets teaming up with God and betraying me,” Lucifer said.   
 
    None of what Lucifer just said made any sense to Alex. God teaming up with Satan to defeat Lucifer? That was ridiculous. At least, according to his understanding of Christian mythology. The only thing God and Satan had worked together on was being a huge pain in the ass for humanity.  
 
    And weren’t Lucifer and Satan the same individual?  
 
    But this wasn’t the time to figure out that stuff. Satan, the actual devil, was walking towards him casually, blades extending from both arms. He looked cool, in the evil motherfucker way.   
 
    “Why resist?” Satan asked. “You wouldn’t be able to escape my wrath even with Lucifer’s help.”  
 
    It was now or never, Alex thought. “Do you regret it?” he blurted out.  
 
    Satan stopped walking. “Regret what?”  
 
    “Teaming up with God to kill Lucifer?”  
 
    “Is he still sulking about that?” Satan let out a mirthless laugh. “It had to be done,” Satan said. “The angels came first. They found the land of the living souls. They’d been here for a thousand years before we arrived. Of course we sided with angels. Why wouldn’t we? We wanted the human souls as much as they did. Lucifer stood in our way. He was the first in this world. The protector of humanity. He needed to be destroyed.”  
 
    Alex’s throat was dry, his lips parched. He swallowed uncomfortably. None of what Satan had said made any sense to Alex. Angels finding the land of the living? Lucifer being the protector of humanity? The first in this world? What about Adam and Eve?  
 
    Satan roared in laughter when Alex said as much. “The whole Adam and Eve nonsense was my idea you know,” the devil said, grinning devilishly. “It’s guilt that weighs heavily on the human soul and drags it down to hell. Religion seemed the perfect way to infect humanity with guilt. Every single one of them born of sin, it was perfect.” His grin soured. “Somehow, God managed to turn that one around too. Religious people became the fucking worst. They could rape and pillage entire towns and not feel any remorse, so convinced they became of their righteousness.”      
 
    “Hello?” Alex called out into the emptiness of his mind.  
 
    “I’m still here and almost ready,” Lucifer said. “Just a little more, and I’ll merge with your body like I’ve never done before. We could have a genuine chance of walking away from this.”  
 
    “Great,” Alex said. It was good news. Not dying here today would be great. “What the hell’s Satan talking about?” he muttered.  
 
    “The beginning,” Lucifer said. “I can show you.” 
 
    “Do we have time?”  
 
    “I’m going to share memories. They work differently to time. It will take only a second or two, but it’ll seem much longer.” 
 
    Alex felt a warmth in his brain. It felt weird. The only other feeling he’d had in that region was pain that manifested itself in a headache. The warmth gave way to bright light that faded as images followed. He was now standing in a patch of open space under a clear blue sky surrounded on all sides by lush trees. 
 
    There were humans. They were naked and lived in the trees. They drank water from the crystal-clear streams. They hunted little and lived mostly of the abundant fruits and vegetables. It was an idyllic existence. A little slice of heaven in the mould Adam and Even supposedly inhabited before their sin.  
 
    The sky above suddenly opened. The blue was penetrated by a single circle of powerful white light that shone down and hit the ground. The blinding light faded to reveal a tall creature. He had wide white wings and a golden halo above his head. He looked godly.  
 
    Alex was in awe of this creature, of this angelic being. The humans climbed down from their trees and left their frolicking in the waters to come and stare at this strange and new godly being that had come down to their world.  
 
    Time passed quickly. Alex followed the godly being as it moved around the world, as it observed the humans, as it sat with them, ate with them, even made love to the beautiful naked humans. The godly being watched with curiosity as humans passed away.  
 
    Then it happened.   
 
    The divine creature, the godly being with the beautiful white wings, a golden halo above its head and a glowing aura that lit up every dark space, it struck a woman in the chest. His hand drove deep inside her. Blood spilled. Her eyes closed as her body sagged. He withdrew his arm. Her body hit the ground. But the godly being only stared upwards.  
 
    “What have you done?” a voice asked. It was Lucifer.  
 
    “You can’t see it, but her soul is rising up. It will weave its way through the barriers between our worlds and rise up to heaven. It took me awhile to understand that their fleshy bodies are like prisons holding back their souls. We need to free them all.”  
 
    “That’s why you came here? To kill them?” Lucifer asked, the pain obvious in his voice.         
 
    “Kill them?” God repeated. He finally looked down at the woman on the ground, her body still, her chest red with blood. “They die eventually, don’t they?”  
 
    “You will not kill one more human,” Lucifer said, a warning in his distressed voice.  
 
    God stared at him. “And who will stop me? You? You are different from the rest, true, but not so different. You have a soul too.” 
 
    God reached forward with his hand of glowing light. Lucifer moved back quickly. He held his hands out by his sides. Two blades appeared. He leapt at God. The blades shattered like glass. There was not even a scratch on God. Lucifer staggered back in shock.  
 
    “It would be better if you did not resist,” God said softly. “Drop to your knees. Pledge your allegiance to me before my angels and I will let your soul remain in its fleshy prison until it dies naturally.”   
 
    God suddenly moved forward. His body of light was faster than anything Lucifer had ever seen before. He reached for Lucifer’s head. His hand gripped it like a ball. His fingers dug into the skin. Lucifer felt the stress on his skull. Much more of this, and the bones would be crushed. His head would be shattered.  
 
    “Bow to me,” God said. “Do not let your arrogance stop you from recognising my superiority.” 
 
     Screaming in agony, Lucifer fell to his knees. And yet, God did not release him. “Look up, Lucifer,” he said. “Here they come.”  
 
    It took every effort for Lucifer to raise his head and stare up. The night sky above was punctured with thousands of holes of white light that shot to the ground. One circle of light hit the ground only twenty feet away from him.   
 
    When the light vanished, an angel stood in the space. She had gorgeous wings of glowing white. She was in a kneeling position. Her head down, her back arched, her chest pressing against her raised knees, her eyes were closed.  
 
    She raised her head and opened them. They were piercing blue. She climbed to her feet. She had the body of a human but she was taller. She was naked too and one of the prettiest things Lucifer had ever seen. She walked towards them, her eyes on God.  
 
    “My God,” the angel dropped to her knees by God’s feet.  
 
    “Gabriel,” God nodded at her. “This is Lucifer, the master of this realm. He has submitted to my glory, as all others do. He will aid us in freeing the human’s souls from their fleshy bodies.” God’s fingers tightened around Lucifer’s head. “Will you not, Lucifer?”  
 
    The pain was too much to bear but Alex did not want to scream. He gritted his teeth together to hold it back. His body shook as he tried to absorb the pain. “What if I don’t?” he managed to ask.  
 
    “You will be cursed,” Gabriel answered. Her eyes lit up, as if turned on by the thought.  
 
    “So be it,” Lucifer muttered.  
 
    He slammed his fists up and struck God’s arm. The grip on his head loosened. Lucifer rose to his feet. A dull sword of grey steel appeared in his hand as if out of nowhere. He held it before him, pointed directly at God. “Leave this realm. If you don’t, there will only be death and war for you.” 
 
    God did not look amused. “Kill him,” he said. 
 
    Gabriel rose from her kneeling position. She held her arms out. Two blades of pure light appeared in them. She charged at Lucifer. Her bare breasts bouncing, she was a sight to behold. It seemed wrong to fight her. Part of him wanted to lay down his blade and embrace the divine beauty that was charging at him.  
 
    The divine beauty that was charging at him with blades of blinding light. Her piercing blue eyes seemed to stare past his flesh and into his soul. The soul they both wanted to “free”. Lucifer didn’t want his soul to leave his body. At least, not yet. 
 
    He had been in this world, or realm as they called it, for over thousands of years. He was the first here. The protector of this world and the humans that inhabited it. They came much after him. They were shaped in his image, but they were different. They lived short but blissful lives.  
 
    And now this God came down from the heavens with his angels to not only shorten their lives, but to remove the bliss. Lucifer knew little about the souls God claimed all humans had but part of him had suspected as much, that there was more to humans than the flesh. He’d always hoped that once the physical bodies died, a part of the humans would move on to another place to continue living.  
 
    That somewhere turned out to be the realm ruled over by God. Lucifer did not trust God. He did not seem kind.  
 
    As the naked beauty that was Gabriel came within striking distance, Lucifer dropped to his knees and ducked under her blades. As she passed him, he sliced at her waist with his long sword. Gabriel cried out in pain. White light poured out of her mouth and lit the dark sky.  
 
    Lucifer climbed to his feet quickly and drove his sword into Gabriel’s back. It slid in easily, like it would on flesh. These angels were not made of the same material as God. They could be hurt, possibly killed even. Gabriel dropped to the floor and lay curled up in a ball. Her aura began to fade. Lucifer faced God and raised his sword. He expected to be charged and was ready for it.  
 
    But God had his eyes on Gabriel. He watched with mild curiosity as the angel’s screams began to die down. The light that poured out from her wounds faded, as did her overall aura. Her body began to convulse. Her eyes closed but tears began to pour out of them. Glowing tears that sparkled like the brightest jewels on earth.   
 
    Finally, God moved. He approached Gabriel and placed a hand on her wounds. They healed instantly, though Gabriel still remained on the ground, weakened.  
 
    “That was interesting,” God said. “The many months I’ve spent here, I’ve seen souls go up to heaven when the human bodies hit the ground. But sometimes, they go down too, Lucifer. Some souls sink into the ground and disappear into another realm. What do you think is down there, Lucifer? And where will your soul go when I free it from the body?”  
 
    Lucifer did not understand.  
 
    “It’s guilt, Lucifer. It weighs heavy on the soul and drags it down to what can only be a dark place. You tried to kill one of my angels. Your soul is damaged. I can see it in your eyes. A shame really. I would have liked to see it in heaven.” 
 
    Lucifer had never killed before, not even for sustenance. He lived on fruits and vegetables but also derived an energy from the earth that allowed him to survive for months without food. Gabriel was the first being Lucifer had ever attacked. When he drove his sword into her back, the intention was to kill her. Whatever it was God thought he saw in Lucifer’s eyes, it wasn’t guilt. Lucifer would do anything to protect this realm and its inhabitants from God, his angels and any other beings that threatened it. 
 
    Lucifer braced himself for God’s attack. When it came, it was like the bright balls of fire he’d seen soaring across the night sky. It slammed into him with such force, Lucifer was certain his end was near. His feet flew off the ground as his body crashed into multiple trees. He flattened many before coming to rest on a large oak. His sword was still in hand, but his body was embedded with splintered wood.        
 
    God stood before him as if he had teleported the distance. “You’re still alive,” he commented. “That would have killed most.” 
 
    “I am the first,” Lucifer said defiantly. “I will not be gone so easily.”  
 
    God smiled. It was a beautiful and radiant smile. “That’s something we have in common. I was the first too in my realm. But I am stronger than you. I am a God. You are still human,” God said. He dug his fingers into Lucifer’s arm. “You are a creature of flesh.”   
 
    Dots of red appeared on Lucifer’s arm as God easily pierced his skin. It felt like being prodded with hot iron spokes. Lucifer gritted his teeth again to stop from screaming.  
 
    “You’re an enigma, Lucifer,” God said, his tone conversational. “It has been many years since I last came across an unknown entity.” God pulled his nails out of Lucifer’s flesh. “This was interesting. But it is time for you to die. Any last words?”  
 
    Lucifer managed to spread his lips into a smile. This God figure was much older than Lucifer, older even than the planets in this realm. He had a power that was something to behold. But Lucifer wasn’t without his own powers. The powers of this realm. Powers that had completely healed the wound in his arms where God had dug his nails in. 
 
    “This world is for humans,” Lucifer said. “You should leave while you still can.”  
 
    Lucifer kicked into the ground and shot up the oak tree. He somersaulted over God and landed on his knees behind the divine being. Sword in hand, he slammed it into God’s back with all his force. It failed to even cause a scratch.  
 
    “You can’t defeat me, Lucifer,” God said. “No one can.”    
 
    God was right. He couldn’t be defeated. Lucifer’s eyes fell on Gabriel. The angel lay on the ground in the foetal position, asleep, still recovering from his attack. “You’re right,” he said. “You can’t be defeated. But your angels aren’t as strong.”  
 
    Lucifer didn’t wait for God’s response. He turned and ran. God chased after him. Lucifer was quick, but God was quicker. It mattered not. This was Lucifer’s realm. He felt God creep up behind him and when the divine being reached out to grab Lucifer by the scruff of the neck, the ground opened up and swallowed only him. Lucifer disappeared into the darkness.  
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    His sword planted firmly in the beast’s chest, Lucifer stood on the angel and waited until the body beneath him came to a standstill, waited until the wings stopped flapping and its aura faded completely.  
 
    Once dead, what remained of the angel was not that much different than a human. The body had the same arms and legs. This male angel had a cock. It was taller than a human and it had wings. But once dead, once the angel’s glow was gone, it looked to be created of flesh.  
 
    As Lucifer pulled out his sword, he wondered if angels had souls. He didn’t know this angel at all. Didn’t know if it was good or bad. Could angels even be good and bad like humans? Or were they a collective bunch of mindless slaves controlled by God?  
 
    Lucifer tried not to think of the angels as individuals. It made it easier to kill them. He’d killed hundreds so far. But it wasn’t enough. There were too many angels. He’d created huge chambers underground for the humans to hide in. They were safe hidden, but it was no way for the humans to live, cowering underground in the dark away from sunlight and fresh air.  
 
    Lucifer trudged away from the dead angel with heavy feet. He wanted to rest, but this was not the place nor the time. The dying cries of an angel always brought more angels to investigate. Soon, this spot would be swarming with the flapping pigeons. Part of him was tempted to stay put and fight the angels, go out in a blaze of glory. He was exhausted by all of this. The only end in sight came with Lucifer’s defeat. God was going to win. It was only a matter of time.  
 
    His eyes fell on a patch of pristine grass at the bottom of a large oak tree. It was a good spot to rest and wait for the angels. Lucifer plonked down and rested against the trunk.  
 
    Despite the destruction the angels had brought, the earth was still beautiful and green. The night sky was filled with stars. Lucifer felt a bitterness as he stared up at them. God and the angels had come from up there. He had spent many a night staring up at the sky, marvelling at its beauty. Never had he imagined such devastation coming from such beauty.  
 
    As Lucifer sat with his back resting against the tree trunk, the ground started to shake. Cracks appeared as trees splintered and fell. Red light shone out from the cracks, as did immense heat. It reminded Lucifer of volcanoes on the verge of erupting. He should have turned and ran to safety. But he was tired of running away. So he remained seated. 
 
    The cracks grew in size. The ground gave way and a huge sinkhole appeared. Lava began to rise, and on the rising lava, Lucifer saw the shadow of a man. As the lava spilled to the top, this man simply bounced off the lava as if he were surfing a wave. He landed a few feet away from Lucifer and spun in a circle, taking in his surroundings.  
 
    He spotted Lucifer and the long sword that rested beside him. Their eyes met. The man had cold black eyes.  
 
    “You’re naked,” the newcomer said.  
 
    Lucifer noticed the man was not naked. His chest was bare, but he wore black leather trousers that clung to his skin tightly.  
 
    “Everyone else in this realm naked?” the man asked before pointing at the dead angel. “He has wings,” he observed. “Also naked and a man. Are there women in this realm? Wouldn’t mind them being naked.”  
 
    Lucifer climbed to his feet. “Who are you and where have you come from?” 
 
    The man eyed him curiously. He had dark hair that came down to his shoulders and a lean but toned body. His eyes were black, his skin was tanned, he looked like a human. But no human could come out from the ground on top of lava.  
 
    “I like this place,” the man said. He spun on the spot, then took a deep breath. “Oh, that’s nice. That is so fresh! I love it!” 
 
    “What do you love?”  
 
    “The air. It’s much nicer here. Bit hot and dusty where I come from.” 
 
    “Who are you?” Lucifer asked. His tone was firm as he walked towards the man. He held the sword by his side, ready to fight if he had to. 
 
    His change in tone did not go unnoticed. The young man’s eyes fell on the dead angel once more before flickering over Lucifer’s sword. “They call me Satan,” he said. “And usually, they don’t approach me like that.”  
 
    “Who’s they? And where are you from?”  
 
    “They’re demons. I’m from hell. Maybe your soul will pay it a visit one day,” he winked.  
 
    Lucifer felt his anger rise. “You’re here for their souls?” he asked through gritted teeth.  
 
    “You bet I am,” Satan said. “They used to come to us on a regular basis. But recently, the supply is drying up. Any reason for that?”  
 
    Lucifer knew the reason for it. God had tipped the scales in his favour. The humans were living in constant fear of death. Not many had time to accumulate enough guilt for their souls to sink rather than rise. God had come from above and now Satan camr from below. They both wanted the same thing.  
 
    Lucifer took another step towards Satan. “You’re going to kill the humans to steal their souls.”  
 
    “Firstly buddy, you really don’t want to get into a tussle with me. I’m the fucking devil,” Satan’s black eyes flashed red. “Secondly, I’m not here to kill anyone. At least not just yet,” he added with a threatening tone. “I want to know what brought about the change, then reverse it.”  
 
    An idea formed in Lucifer’s head. He didn’t trust this Satan any more than he trusted God. Both were here for the souls of the humans. He briefly wondered what they did with human souls, why both God and Satan wanted them so badly. There was little he could do about that though. Lucifer’s powers were limited to this realm. And God had limited his powers in this realm.    
 
    But here was an opportunity to change all of that, to revert things back to the way they were before God’s arrival.  
 
    “Do you have any… talents?” Lucifer asked.  
 
    “I am a man of many talents,” Satan grinned. “Ask the ladies,” he added with a cheeky grin before his face became serious. “You do have women in this realm, don’t you?”  
 
    “Can you fight?” Lucifer asked.  
 
    Satan smiled widely, showing perfect white teeth. Where his hands were, two black blades now appeared in their place. “Oh, I’m the devil. I’ve never lost a battle,” he said.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



Chapter 43 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Alex was back in the present. He stood amongst the rubble of Jamie’s mansion. Before him was Satan. The devil looked exactly the same. He hadn’t aged a single day. Alex held the same longsword in his hand that Lucifer had wielded many thousands of years ago. It felt heavy. His body was tired, his hands were unsteady and his head swirled. The sword fell out of his hand as Alex dropped on one knee and pressed his palms against his temples.  
 
    Alex closed his eyes. The image of Satan standing in the forest beside the sinkhole was still in his mind. He could feel Lucifer’s emotions from that time. The war with God and his angels was not going well. Lucifer had reached the end of the line. He was on the verge of giving up when Satan arrived, bringing with him hope. But it was false hope as the devil eventually betrayed him.  
 
    Whatever Lucifer had done to show him the past, it left Alex with the worst migraine ever. His head felt like it was going to crack. He felt a little sick too. And thirsty.  
 
    “Sorry about that,” Lucifer said. “It’ll pass soon.”  
 
    Alex opened his eyes and stared at Satan. “You betrayed him, didn’t you? You were supposed to fight god together, but you stabbed him in the back.” 
 
    Satan shrugged nonchalantly. “When I made the deal with Lucifer, I had no idea how powerful God really was. See, where I came from, what you call hell, I was the top dog. I had been since the beginning of time. My strength and power was unrivalled. When I met Lucifer and saw the dead angel on the ground, I figured this God would be a more powerful version of that, but killable.” 
 
    “I was wrong.”  
 
    “God turned out to be a tough bastard. We battled him for close to a hundred years. Sure, there were some good times, but in the end, Lucifer wanted to save the humans and keep the souls in their bodies. Turned out I had more in common with God.”  
 
    “Big mistake making a deal with God. He’s a bit of an unfair bastard. After I decided to stab Lucifer in the back,” Satan raised a hand and pointed it at Alex, “Lucifer can’t blame me. I told him the first day we met that I was the devil. Sure, he probably didn’t quite comprehend what it meant, bit of a naive fella really, but hey ho, after his death, God decided he wanted most of the souls for his heaven.” 
 
    “Me and God went at it for a while. A really long time actually. The earth was filled with demons and angels battling it out, burning human villages and towns, destroying everything in our paths. It was fantastic. But we were losing. Turns out being made from some sort of indestructible light has its advantageous.” 
 
    “I had this little plan see. I was going to take a trip up to heaven. Do a bit of sight-seeing, you know. Maybe burn down God’s home. Rape and pillage a few towns or whatever the fuck they have up there. But my sister. Oh, my baby sister. A couple of her demon friends died so she decided to stab me in the back and make peace with God.” 
 
    Satan’s long speech had given Alex time to recover. He felt much better. Lucifer was melding with his body like never before. The warmth inside him that came with Lucifer seemed to solidify his body with steel like armour.  
 
    “What’s your plan?” Alex asked. 
 
    “I just got out of prison after thousands of years,” Satan shrugged casually. “I guess enjoy myself for a bit, find a woman or hundred to fuck.” His gaze moved towards Karen who was now sitting on her bottom. She looked more exhausted than seriously injured. “After that, I’m going to sort my sister out and kill all her demon traitor buddies.” Satan shrugged again. “Eventually, I’ll take that trip up to heaven and see what that’s all about. If rumours are true, maybe God will finally die.” 
 
    Alex thought he had a better understanding of hell, heaven, God and Satan. God and the angels weren’t divine beings. They weren’t the creators of the universe. They were simply beings from another parallel universe. Satan was the same, but from a different universe. He sure as hell wasn’t a fallen angel.    
 
    It didn’t change anything though. He still couldn’t allow Satan to complete his plan and start a war with the angels. Millions of humans would die. The earth would be ruined.  
 
    Feigning fatigue, Alex slowly climbed to his feet and took the long sword in hand. “I can’t let you carry out your plans, Satan. Millions of humans would die.” 
 
    The devil rolled his eyes. “You bore me.”  
 
    He charged with his black blades. Alex moved quickly, sidestepping the devil, he struck Satan on the back. His long sword dug into what appeared to be flesh. Satan staggered for a few feet. Blood dripped from his back. He turned to look back at Alex, wearing a grin.      
 
    “Lucifer never really left, did he?”  
 
    Alex shook his head.  
 
    “You know Lucifer can’t defeat me?”  
 
    Alex shrugged. “You don’t seem that tough.”  
 
    Satan’s grin widened. “Don’t let this pretty side of me fool you. I am the devil, and I look very much like him.” 
 
    “What’s that supposed to mean?” Alex frowned.  
 
    Satan didn’t need to answer.  
 
    It was his skin that changed first. The perfect tan was no longer perfect. It darkened until it was a bloody shade of red. Satan began to grow taller and bigger. Black horns sprouted out of his head. Horns that were long like an impala, but thicker. The eyes were no longer black. They were red.  
 
    When Satan finally stopped growing, he stood twenty feet tall.  
 
    “It’s time to die, Lucifer,” Satan said. His voice was deep and animalistic. “Hopefully this time you’ll stay dead forever. Or, ten thousand years at least.”  
 
    Alex stepped back in panic as Satan towered over him. “He’s big,” he said. “He’s fucking huge.”  
 
    “We’ve got this,” Lucifer said.  
 
    “You’ve said that before,” Alex said, not convinced at all. 
 
    “That was my arrogant side talking, but this is different. Something about you Alex, I feel good about this.”  
 
    That good feeling continued to spread across Alex’s body. He was becoming stronger by the second. But he wondered if it was enough. Satan looked like the devil from human mythology. Except, he was a fucking giant and terrifying as fuck to look at.  
 
    Alex ducked underneath Satan’s enormous blade. Stepping onto a large piece of rubble, he leapt up behind the giant devil and brought down the longsword onto Satan’s back. It was so easy to strike. Satan left his back exposed. He didn’t make any attempt to move out of the way, or block the strike.  
 
    Alex found out why.  
 
    His sword bounced off Satan’s back, much like a tennis ball striking off hard concrete.  
 
    “You should know I’m invincible, Lucifer,” Satan growled.  
 
    “Didn’t you get your ass kicked by god?”  
 
    Satan’s red eyes flamed. “You’re an annoying little shit, Lucifer.”  
 
    “It’s Alex, actually,” he said as he sidestepped what would have been a very painful kick in the chest. 
 
    Alex slid onto the ground and came up behind Satan. “Why isn’t the sword flaming red?”  
 
    “Sorry, my bad,” Lucifer muttered. “Was focused on trying to fully integrate with your flesh.” 
 
    Integrate with his flesh. Alex didn’t like the sound of that. It reminded him of his lack of a soul.  
 
    There was a sudden jolt to Alex’s body. It made him forget about his lack of a soul. The sword in his hand flamed red and blue. Alex dodged under Satan’s strikes and made a run for it. He jumped over half broken walls and ducked under metal rods sticking out of standing pillars as the devil pursued him.  
 
    Alex slid down a tilted wall. At the bottom was a standing corridor. Alex dove into it and ran to the end. Coming out on the other side, he waited for Satan to follow with baited breath.  
 
    “He’s not going to come through the corridor,” Lucifer said indignantly. 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “For starters, he’s too fucking tall to fit in.”  
 
     It was a good point. One Alex understood just in time. Satan wasn’t walking in through the corridor. He was walking over it. Alex dived back into the corridor just as Satan appeared on the other side.  
 
    “Seriously, Lucifer?” Satan roared. “You’re going to behave like a little fucking mouse?” 
 
    Alex’s sword was flaming red and blue like never before. He could feel the power radiating from it. All he needed was one good stab in the right place. The heart? Did Satan have one?   
 
    The corridor suddenly shook. Stumps of concrete and ceiling boards came apart as cracks appeared on the wall. Satan wasn’t going to follow him in, even if he could. He was going to break the damned corridor. Alex managed to dart out just as the ceiling collapsed.  
 
    The chase continued. Alex ran up a tilted wall. Satan followed after him. Once at the top of the wall, he searched frantically for his next place to run to. There was another wall that had fallen on its side. Beyond that was the rubble that led to the ground. Alex jumped onto the wall, then ran slowly, pretending to tire.  
 
    His plan wasn’t great.  
 
    Wait for Satan to catch up to him, and then catch the devil by surprise.  
 
    He could hear the devil behind him. Every step was thundering. Alex waited for the right moment and just when he was certain Satan was going to grab him by the scruff of the neck, he turned and slammed his sword towards the beast.  
 
    Satan stopped in his tracks. He wore a grin and had a sparkle in his eye. He hadn’t spotted the flaming sword, but when he did, his expression changed. His lips tightened and his eyes widened. But it was too late to move out of the way. 
 
    The sword plunged into Satan’s stomach and penetrated his seemingly impenetrable skin. Satan’s eyes bulged as he dropped to his knees. His hands grabbed the protruding end of the blade and tried to pull it out. But Alex held it in place firmly.  
 
    “That shouldn’t have been possible,” Satan said. “You’re supposed to be weak.” 
 
    With effort, Alex pushed the sword in further until he felt it exit at the other end. Satan closed his eyes as his breathing became heavy and haggard. Alex expected the devil’s life to flow out. He wondered if demons had souls. If so, what would happen to Satan’s soul? Would it return to hell, or would it go up towards heaven? The latter was a real possibility. Guilt was what weighed the soul down. Satan did not seem like the guy who felt guilt. He was much too entitled for that. 
 
    As the moments passed, Alex began to realise that Satan was not dead, nor was he dying. The devil suddenly opened his eyes. They were red with anger. Satan grabbed Alex by the arm. There was immense strength in his grip. Despite the sword still being buried deep inside him, Satan climbed to his feet. He lifted Alex off the ground as if he weighed no more than a cushion. 
 
    “I’ve fucking had enough of you,” Satan growled.  
 
    He threw Alex towards the fallen wall like a ragdoll. Alex crashed into the wall headfirst. His limp body lay on the hardened cement. His ribcage hit an exposed jagged brick. For a moment there was silence, then his head exploded with a ringing noise. That was followed by pain shooting up from every part of his body.  
 
    It was too painful to open his eyes, so Alex lay there with them shut. He felt for Lucifer, wondering if it was still there. He couldn’t feel the energy that signalled Lucifer’s preference. His body felt weak. Like he was a hundred-year-old man. He was hurt. He could feel blood seeping out of him. It was sticky. The pain began to fade. It was replaced by a drowsiness.  
 
    Alex could hear Satan approach. The devil had thunderous steps. The ground shook beneath him. As the devil wrapped his hand around Alex’s neck, he felt oddly calm. Death was close, but he wasn’t afraid. Alex opened his eyes as Satan pulled his limp body off the wall.  
 
    “It didn’t have to be like this, Lucifer. We could have worked together, you and I. We could have gone to heaven and murdered a thousand angels in a single day. That would have given God something to think about,” Satan bent his head back and roared in laughter. “Could have fucked a few angels too,” he added as an afterthought. 
 
    Satan slammed Alex’s body against the wall and released his grip around his neck. Alex slid down the wall and landed on his bottom. “I’ve lost count of how many times you’ve died, Lucifer. You used to be so magnificent before. But look at you now, barely clinging on to this body. Another inevitable death.” Satan placed his enormous foot on Alex’s chest. “Don’t bother coming back. Don’t further tarnish the memories of our great battles. Battles that shook the earth. We took on armies of angels. We brought God to his knees, even if just for a second. But this,” he stared down in disgust at Alex, “this is beneath you.”  
 
    Satan pressed his foot down on Alex’s chest. The bones began to crack. The calm that surrounded Alex’s body, the feeling of being heavily drugged, it was fading. Alex was beginning to feel the pain of his injuries. And he had many. There was a bump on his head, he was sure his leg was broken, now his chest was cracking.  
 
    Alex opened his mouth and screamed out in pain. Satan roared in laughter.  
 
    “...go fuck yourself!” Alex managed to say. 
 
    Satan stopped laughing. His foot even eased the pressure on Alex’s chest. “You’re not Lucifer, are you?”  
 
    Alex coughed. “He left a long time ago,” he managed to say in between deep breaths. “I bet he’s glad too. He missed that dreadful speech,” he began to laugh, though it hurt his chest so much. Alex coughed horribly. Blood spluttered out. He closed his eyes and leaned his head against the wall. Death was painful.  
 
    “You think because you have no soul that you’ll never taste hell?”  
 
    Alex opened his eyes. Satan was angry. The devil opened his mouth wide. His perfect white teeth dazzled against his now red skin. He began to inhale. It was like a vacuum had opened up inside his mouth. It sucked in not just air but bits of debris. Alex felt his body begin to rise off the wall.  
 
    But then he realised something wasn’t right. His body hadn’t actually risen off the floor. It was his skin. It was being torn off his flesh but in hundreds of thousands of small little pieces. It was pain like Alex had never felt before. He screamed in agony. His fingers clawed at the wall as he tried to pull away from Satan. It was hopeless. Little drops of blood were now exiting his body along with his skin.  
 
    Just when Alex was about to pass out from the pain, it stopped. Satan stopped inhaling. Alex wanted to crawl away and hide somewhere dark. But he didn’t have the energy to do that. He wanted to look at his skin, but he was afraid. What if all the skin had peeled off and he had nothing but red bleeding flesh attached to his bones?  
 
    Satan’s mouth was still open. It was like a pit of darkness. A blackhole surrounded by white teeth. In that black hole was a small sun. Alex squinted, confused. Why would there be a sun in Satan’s mouth? A sun that was growing in size.  
 
    Except, it wasn’t the sun. It was fire forming in the devil’s mouth. Satan was going to burn him to death. A taste of hell. Stupidly, Alex raised his arms defensively as the dark red flames shot out of Satan’s mouth and engulfed him.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 44 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Karen lay on her side on the hard rubble, a hand pressed against her stomach. Demon Hunters usually recovered quickly from injuries. Karen’s body had taken much worse. Knives, poisonous claws, actual poison. Satan’s kick in the stomach should have been nothing. But it really hurt. She just about managed to turn to face in the general direction of Alex and Satan.  
 
    Alex was on the run. She didn’t blame him. Satan had rendered her useless when he was human-sized. Now Satan had changed into this enormous red-skinned demon with black horns. Running was all Alex could do. Karen watched him move with a speed and agility that would have easily defeated any Demon Hunter, nay any demon too.  
 
    But this was Satan he was up against. Satan who had grown to an enormous size. The devil was fast and angry. Somehow, Alex managed to stay ahead. And then it happened. Alex turned and stabbed Satan in the stomach. She smiled as the sword was buried in the devil’s belly.  
 
    Satan dropped to his knees.  
 
    Alex had done it. He’d defeated the devil. Maybe she would live to see another day. Or at least, live without being raped by Satan, without being his bitch. She shuddered at the thought. Satan had stared at her much like a hungry animal stares at helplessly trapped prey. He would have devoured her body, possibly changing it forever.    
 
    Karen forced herself to sit up. She gently probed her stomach with her fingers. There was bruising, but her Demon Hunter healing genes were kicking in. Grimacing, she climbed to her feet. Karen limped towards Alex and Satan, not recalling when she had hurt her leg. On her way, she spotted one of her blades wedged between a wooden beam and a fallen pillar.  
 
    Out of instinct, she paused to reach for the sword. The pain of bending down to grab the handle made her think twice. The battle was over. Satan had been defeated. There was no need for her to collect the sword.  
 
    Karen was twenty feet away when Satan grabbed Alex and flung him against a leaning wall. She feared the worst. A throw like that would have killed any Demon Hunter. Thoughts of going back for her own sword entered her mind. But what damage could she do with it? Satan had just survived being impaled by a flaming sword.  
 
    There was nothing she could do but watch in horror as Satan marched towards Alex’s limp body. The devil wrapped his hand around Alex’s neck and lifted him off the ground. Karen forgot her own pain and clasped her hands over her mouth in horror as Alex opened his eyes.  
 
    He was still alive.  
 
    She couldn’t bear to think of the pain he must have been in. Why wasn’t he screaming? Was his body so broken that he was incapable of projecting sounds? It was a horrifying thought. Poor Alex trapped in a broken body.     
 
    Satan wasn’t done. The devil began to talk. Karen was within distance to hear part of the conversation. It was strange. Satan seemed to think Alex was Lucifer… did she hear that right? Wasn’t Lucifer one of Satan’s names?  
 
    What followed happened far too quickly. Satan threw Alex against the wall, then pressed his foot down on Alex’s chest as he laughed deliriously. The devil then stepped back and opened his mouth wide. It was like a whirlpool. It sucked in everything in its way. Including Alex. Karen watched in horror as Alex’s body lifted off the ground.  
 
    Satan was going to swallow Alex whole. 
 
    But she was wrong.  
 
    Satan suddenly stopped sucking everything in. He then did the opposite. He breathed out. Except, what came out wasn’t the air and debris he had inhaled. It was fire as red as those seen from the torches in the Red House of Satan. The flames engulfed Alex and for a few moments, his body disappeared from sight, covered in red.  
 
    When Satan finally stopped, when the flames subsided, Alex’s body was a burnt corpse. Karen dropped to her knees. Her chest thumping, she gasped for breath, trying to fill the sudden void that had appeared inside. But breath as hard as she did, nothing filled it.   
 
    Satan turned away from Alex’s burnt body and walked down the rubble in her direction. His form began to change. His red skin gave way to the perfect tan of before, as did the rest of him. He shrunk in size, his horns disappeared into his head and his eyes reverted to black. 
 
    When he stood over Karen, he was a normal looking handsome young man, if somewhat tall.  
 
    “I don’t think I caught your name,” Satan smiled down at her charmingly.  
 
    “Go fuck yourself,” she muttered.  
 
    Satan reached down and grabbed her by the neck. He pulled her to her feet. Karen gritted her teeth as her body shook in pain. She held back a cry. She wasn’t going to show him any pain. With his other hand, Satan’s finger trailed down her chest. His nails looked perfectly normal, but it was sharper than any blade she’d experienced. It tore through her chainmail bra with ease. His hand continued to trail down her body. It didn’t even hesitate as it came to her panties.  
 
    Satan took in her naked figure. “I think I’d rather fuck you.”    
 
    Karen brought both of her hands down onto Satan’s arm. It was a solid strike. But it did nothing. She punched Satan on his cheeks three times, then struck his nose before going for his eyes. His face was incredibly hard. It was like punching a meter-thick plate of metal armour.  
 
    “Are you done?” Satan asked.  
 
    “I’m not,” a voice said from behind.  
 
     It was Alex.  
 
    He wasn’t burnt at all. On the contrary, his body was brand new. It had a factory glow about it. His skin was perfect. All of it. Satan’s fire had burnt Alex’s clothes. He stood with the longsword in hand, completely naked. Karen’s heart skipped a beat. Despite her predicament, her lips spread into a wide smile.  
 
    “This is different,” Satan stared at Alex with intrigue. He let go of Karen and turned. “I guess we start our duel once more?” Satan asked. The devil stayed in his human form but two blades of black slid out of nowhere. “Do you even know how to kill me?”  
 
    “I thought I’d start with slicing your body into little bits and see how that worked out,” Alex said, a steely determination in his brown eyes.  
 
    Satan grinned. The battle began. Alex was faster than Satan, much faster. He was a whirl as he slashed with his fiery longsword. Alex moved back and forth at the exact right times, stepping in to strike, stepping back as Satan struck. It was too easy. His sword hit its target every time. Satan’s body was crisscrossed with long cuts where little dots of blood spilled.  
 
    Satan slowed, but Alex did not. The devil roared in anger as he slashed with both blades. Alex blocked them with the longsword, then kicked Satan in the chest and knocked him to the ground. Before the devil was able to rise, Alex drove his sword into Satan’s chest once more.  
 
    “We’ve been here before, Lucifer,” Satan said with a tired smile. “You can’t kill me. You don’t know how to kill me. You’ve never been able to do it.”  
 
    “It’s Alex, actually. I might not know how to kill you, but I do have another plan.”  
 
    “You want to negotiate?”  
 
    “No,” Alex replied flatly. “I was thinking I'd throw you back down the pit you crawled out from. The portal’s still open, isn’t it?”  
 
    For a brief second, Karen thought she saw fear in Satan’s face.  
 
    “You’re a little shit if you do that,” Satan said darkly. “I could take us to heaven. I know the way. We could do my plan and kill the angels. We could end God!”  
 
    From Karen’s position on the ground, it seemed like Alex was contemplating the suggestion. There was a glazed look in his eyes. After a brief moment, his brown eyes shone through crystal clear. “You’re going back to hell, Satan. Back to your little prison.”  
 
    Alex pushed his sword further into Satan’s chest until the handle came up against the flesh. Alex pushed the devil back towards the pit. Satan dug his heels in. But he was weak and no match for Alex. Karen watched in astonishment. Alex was doing it. He’d brought the devil to the edge of the pit.  
 
    With a swift move, he pulled his sword back. Blood spurted out from the gape in Satan’s chest. Alex raised his foot and kicked Satan on his nose. The devil fell back into the pit. The ground began to vibrate. The area around the pit started to cave in.  
 
    Alex turned and ran towards Karen. He picked her up gently and holding her against his warm chest, he ran towards the road as the ground continued to shake.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Alex sat on his bare buttocks on the cold hard pavement. His back rested against the trunk of an old oak tree. Karen sat on his lap. He wrapped his arms around her. They were both naked and her warmth was welcome.  
 
    “Is it over?” Karen asked. 
 
    The pit Satan had crawled out from had sunk in, taking with it Jamie Azarath’s entire house. It was now just a large pit with the remaining rubble barely visible. Alex doubted it was over, but he did know one thing for certain.  
 
    “He’s back in hell in his little prison,” he said softly.  
 
    “For as long as Satan lives, for as long as God lives, it is never over,” Lucifer whispered.  
 
    Now that Lucifer had his memory back, Alex had a lot of questions to ask. He especially didn’t understand what happened when Satan engulfed him with fire. Alex shuddered as he recalled the experience. Being burnt alive was painful. He wasn’t at all ashamed by the bloodcurdling scream he’d let out.  
 
    He definitely died.  
 
    One moment there was intense pain, the next, he felt something slipping out of his body. It was a soul. Was it his? Who else’s could it be? His soul was floating in the air staring down at his crisply burnt body. He wasn’t alone.  
 
    There were two faces beside him. One on his left, the other on his right. They stared at him. Then, they began to list everything he had done in his life. Things he didn’t remember at all and things he remembered clearly. And then they asked simultaneously, “Do you have a clean conscience?”   
 
      
 
    Alex didn’t have a clean conscience. The death of his father wasn’t something he’d had time to address. Alex had never had a good relationship with Andrew. As far as he was concerned, his dad was a drunk addicted to drugs and prostitutes.  
 
    All of that was true.  
 
    But he knew better now. It wasn’t his dad’s fault. Not entirely. Satani. The… female devil had swooped on his dad in his moment of weakness and offered him a way out. Alex wondered how much choice his dad even had. He knew Scarlett could do mind control. Satan could transform into an enormous fucking devil. Who knew what powers Satani had?  
 
    Alex remembered his dad’s last words. Andrew was trying to apologise when he breathed his last.  
 
    That memory was beginning to weigh heavy. Alex felt himself falling. The ground opened up. It was darkness down there. Then a light shone. But it was the light from burning fires. It was hell. Alex was heading to hell.  
 
    There was another soul. One much brighter than his. It glowed like an orb. It grabbed him with both hands and pulled him up.  
 
    The other soul belonged to Lucifer. That confirmed it. Alex still had a soul. But how was that possible.  
 
    “It makes sense,” Lucifer said. 
 
    “What does?”  
 
    “That you still have a soul. I should have died again when Satani tore your soul out. But I didn’t. I guess I clung onto your second soul.”  
 
    “Is it normal to have two souls?” 
 
    “I’m as surprised as you,” Lucifer said. 
 
    “Alex?” Karen tilted her head back to look at him and at the same time, placed a hand on his leg and squeezed gently. “Are you okay?” 
 
    Alex noticed the worry in her eyes. He nodded. “Just a little tired.” 
 
    “So… Lucifer’s inside you?”  
 
    “Yes…” Alex said slowly. “How do you know about Lucifer?”  
 
    “I heard Satan talking to you. It didn’t make any sense to me at first. I thought Lucifer was Satan?”  
 
    Alex smiled. “Me too.”   
 
    Karen waited patiently for him to explain. But Alex wasn’t ready to talk about it. His world had just been turned upside down. Lucifer, God, Satan, it was all a lot to take in. Alex even glimpsed hell. He still had a soul. Maybe one day he would see heaven. His mum was up there.    
 
    “What happens now?” Karen asked.  
 
    Alex didn’t know what happened from now. Satan had been stopped. There would be no war between demons and angels. Millions, possibly billions of human lives had been saved. But that wasn’t the end of it. Lucifer had grand plans. Satan might be back in his prison, but the status quo between demons and angels was going to change.  
 
    The humans finally had an ally on their side. A powerful one.  
 
    Lucifer was back and close to his original form.     
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    Once again, thank you so much for support.  
 
      
 
      
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg





