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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

   
   
   
   
 Their battle with Satan had done more damage than expected. Once the devil was thrown back into the literal hole it had crawled out from, the ground around it caved in. Jamie Azarath’s country house was now nothing more than a foot of rubble, surrounded by lush gardens.  
 Alex and Karen, both exhausted from the battle, were seated with their backs against an oak tree, hundreds of meters away. It had seemed a safe distance to sit while they recovered their strength.  
 But the ground began to shake. Cracks meters wide spread out like the roots of an invasive tree. Alex and Karen had to make a hasty exit.  
 It was the middle of the night when they set off down the country road, heading in the direction Alex hoped was London. Still hurt from the battle, Karen leaned against him and he wrapped an arm around her protectively.  
 An hour later, and they were still on the same road and Karen was beginning to feel heavy. In that time, they hadn’t passed a single sign of civilization. Not even a cottage. It was just fields and more fields. Who knew England had so many damned fields?   
 It didn’t help that they were both completely naked. Alex’s clothes had burnt off when Satan… burnt them off. The devil had stripped Karen naked and intended to brutally rape her when Alex drove his sword into Satan. He then pushed the devil back into the pit that led to hell.  
 The long summer finally seemed to be coming to a close. Alex felt cold. Beside him, Karen even shivered. It could be hours before they crossed a house, or a shop, or even passed a car on the road. The road, surrounded by fields, didn’t even have a single street lamp.  
 Alex smiled wryly. He could imagine the look on the face of the first person they’d cross paths with, what with him and Karen being completely naked. That would be one story to tell…  
 But it could be worse.  
 They could have been dead.  
 Satan planned on killing them both. Instead, they managed to stop him. They threw the devil back down the pit he had climbed out of and in the process, stopped a war between the angels and the demons. They’d saved millions of human lives. Alex felt good about that.  
 But he knew his troubles wouldn’t end with Satan. Alex’s list of indiscretions was growing. Attacking angels, killing a fellow Demon Hunter, killing a powerful demon Satani specifically told him to stay away from… All were crimes probably punishable by death and worse. He couldn’t run away or hide from what he’d done. At some point, he knew there would be a reckoning. 
 Still, those worries were for another day. He’d put a stop to Satan and saved humanity from the fallout of a war between demons and angels. The two entities would have laid waste to earth as they settled their grudge.  
 It was never supposed to be like this. Life could have been so different for humans. They could have lived an idealistic life under Lucifer.  
 Yes, that was right.  
 Lucifer.  
 The name that's a synonym for the devil was actually the good guy. He was the first human. Or at least, if he wasn’t fully human, he was still the first being in this world.  
 God didn’t create man, nor did he create the universe. Adam and Eve weren’t the first humans. Neither had lived in heaven before being tricked by Satan and thrown to earth as punishment. It was all a story.  
 Oh, the irony.  
 If Satan was to be believed, he created religion. Adam and Eve was his story to trick humankind into believing they were born of sin. It was a guilty conscience that caused the soul to fall down and sink into the ground and the hell that awaited below. Alex had caught a glimpse of the place when he’d briefly died.   
 It was a fiery place, one that did not look at all pleasant. It was the realm of the demons. The realm of the devil.  
 The country road finally came to an end as it joined a dual carriageway. To his left, the road curved. The tarmac and the steel central reservation barrier disappeared behind trees. To his right, the road continued as far as he could see in the moonlit night.  
 Alex and Karen waited, staring at the curved road, hoping a car would come around the bend.  
 Nothing.  
 Not a car.  
 Not even a bird…  
 “We’re walking to London,” Karen muttered. “I never thought I’d say this, but I miss clothes.”  
 Karen was leaning against Alex’s shoulder. He pushed her at an arm's length away and took in her naked body. Her long toned legs, her perfect hips, flat navel and the breasts…  
 “I don’t miss your clothes,” he told her honestly.  
 Karen smiled, but her eyes were tired. She wrapped an arm around his waist and rested her head on his shoulder. “I just want a warm bed to lie in.” There was a pause before she added, “Wouldn’t mind having your naked body to hug while I sleep for a year.”   
 Alex smiled. That sounded amazing. It gave him a renewed burst of energy. He scooped her up in his arms and stepped out onto the dual carriageway. It was a dumb thing to do. After the first four miles, every second that passed reminded him how dumb this plan had been. His arms felt like they were going to tear off. His pride kept him going, but Alex feared even that would give way soon.  
 Karen’s lips twitched. “Want to put me down?”  
 “Nah,” Alex said.  
 Karen kissed him on the lips. “My hero.”  
 Damn she was hot. Scooped up in his arms, her breasts were pressed together. The little pink nipples touched each other. Like they were kissing. Alex’s cock began to rise. It probed against Karen’s curvy ass. Feeling it, she reached back and wrapped her hand around the head as her thumb rubbed the tip.  
 Alex was tired and hungry. He’d had a long night, what with battling Satan and stuff. He’d been walking naked and barefoot for hours now. Some of that time, he’d carried Karen in his arms. A moment ago, all he wanted was a nice big steak and then a warm bed to lie in.  
 Now, he glanced around his surroundings, looking for the cosiest spot he could lay Karen onto before spreading her legs apart and going at her. Yup, his mind wasn’t in the mood for passionate love making. He wanted to fuck her hard. Like an animal.  
 They were walking on the hard shoulder of the duel carriageway. The tarmac wasn’t smooth. It was littered with little stones, dust and chipped bits of tarmac. It wasn’t an ideal space to lay her down. The middle of the road had smoother tarmac. He imagined her lying on her back, him pounding away, things going great, then looking up as a car’s beam lights blinded him, just before running over them both.  
 He wanted sex, but not so much that he was going to do it in the middle of a fucking motorway. Luckily, Alex then spotted the green patch of grass twenty feet away. That would do.  
 He dashed towards it. Karen’s breasts jiggled and she laughed as his cock poked her ass as he ran. Alex made it to the patch of grass and was about to lay Karen down and spread her legs when she stopped looking at him and instead looked over his shoulder.          
 Alex turned to follow her line of vision. 
 It was a car.   
 Karen hopped off his arms and jumped onto the road. It was a confident move. The car was travelling at fifty miles an hour. Alex really hoped it would stop. The gorgeous naked woman standing in the road with both her arms spread out was too divine to be flattened by a car. Those luscious breasts defied gravity. Her legs had the perfect thigh gaps, but were parted slightly. The car’s headlights shone on her perfectly pink pussy.  
 The car did come to a stop.  
 Inside was a woman. She rolled the window down and stared at Alex standing by the side of the road, her eyes wide, her mouth hanging open.  
 “Hey,” Alex waved at her.  
 She found her words, finally. “Uhh… what uh… you’re both naked,” she stammered. “And gorgeous,” she gushed. Her cheeks reddened. “I uh… I didn’t mean to say that out loud.”  
 Alex smiled. The girl was babbling. His presence had that effect on the opposite gender sometimes. And not just because he was a perfect human specimen. And Alex was a perfect human specimen. He was six and a half feet tall and with barely any body fat, a chiselled jaw, an Olympic swimmers’ body and the largest cock about. But that wasn’t the reason for girls sometimes just saying whatever thought popped into their minds.  
 Alex was a Demon Hunter. And all Demon Hunters had this aura about them. It influenced ordinary humans to the point where whatever Alex thought, the human began to feel the same. If Alex was thinking about sex, a girl within a close proximity would start to have similar thoughts. This girl was thinking how fantastic their bodies were. It might have had something to do with the fact that Alex was thinking how badly he wanted Karen’s body.  
 Karen came to stand beside him now. She leaned down; her face very close to the girl’s. “Hi,” she stuck her hand out. “I’m Karen. Can we get a lift?”  
 The girl blinked rapidly, then tentatively shook Karen’s hand. “Uhh… my name’s… I’m… Felicity. Yes, Felicity. Lift. Sure. Lift… where are you going?”   
 Karen said her address. Felicity repeated it, then said, “In London? You were going to walk all the way to London? Uh, naked too?”  
 Karen smiled sweetly in response. She opened the back door and climbed into the passenger seat. Alex was about to do the same, but decided it would be polite to climb into the front seat with Felicity.  
 The girl giggled nervously as he sat down. A minute into the drive, she almost swerved off the road, her eyes focused on his lap. Alex couldn’t blame her. He was naked. And he had an enormous cock. At one point, he actually had to turn the steering wheel for Felicity as they rounded a corner. It was then did Karen speak up.  
 “His cock is magnificent, Felicity, but you do need to keep your eyes on the road. Once we get to London, as payment, you can sock his cock,” Karen said with amusement in her voice.  
 It didn’t sound like payment to Alex. Wasn’t it supposed to work the other way? Wasn’t the girl supposed to offer her services in lieu of payment? Not that he was complaining. And Felicity seemed to think it was a good idea. She nodded eagerly, though her cheeks reddened. For the rest of the journey, she managed to keep her eyes focused on the road. Mostly.   
 Alex had no idea if Felicity was going to London herself, but she drove them all the way to Karen’s apartment. The car was warm. The seats were comfortable. Alex was exhausted. He almost fell asleep in the front passenger seat. Now that they were at Karen’s, all he wanted was to crawl up the stairs or better yet, take the elevator up and get into Karen’s bed, close his eyes and sleep for a hundred years.  
 Felicity had something else on her mind, apparently. She parked the car by the side of the road and stepped out with them. So tired was Alex, he was confused. 
 “It’s okay,” he told Felicity. “We can make it to the apartment.” He pointed back at the trendy multi-coloured apartment block resting beside the River Thames.   
 Karen nudged him with her elbow. “She wants to suck your cock,” she hissed.  
 Alex’s eyes widened. Actually, they became the right size as before that, they were barely open. Felicity was cute. A bit on the small side. Petite. Any other time, and he’d be more than happy for her to suck his cock. But today…  
 “Uh, Felicity,” Alex began, when Karen elbowed him in the rib once more. Alex glared at her. “What?”  
 “She drove us all the way here,” Karen hissed. “She’s probably not even going to London. You’re just going to send her away?”  
 “I’m exhausted,” Alex protested. “I need to sleep.”  
 “Fine,” Karen said. “She can suck your cock while you sleep.”  
 Felicity was obviously present the whole time they spoke of her. But Alex had a feeling she wouldn’t care what they said about her, or how they talked about her. She was determined to suck his cock and more. She had that glazed look in her eyes. Alex had seen it before. Demon Hunter aura at work. Apparently, the weaker the mind, the easier the human succumbed.  
 She was staring at his cock now, her lips parted.   
 Was this wrong?  

“It’s not wrong,” Lucifer said immediately.


“You would say that,” Alex mumbled.


“She wants to have sex with you. Your aura isn’t hypnosis, dumbass. All you’re doing is making her want her desires. She’s been looking at your cock the entire journey. She wants it. Let her have it.” 

 The voice in his head was Lucifer. He was the first human on planet earth. Or at least, he was some sort of humanoid. He was the first that stood against God when he came down with his angels for the souls of humans.  
 Lucifer had been in Alex’s head for a few months now, but for the most part of that time, Lucifer had amnesia. And an amnesiac Lucifer was a complete ass. Alex wasn’t sure if that had changed now or if Lucifer was still going to be an ass. But he was too exhausted to figure it out.  
 Felicity wanted to suck his cock.  
 What the fuck. Why not. She was cute.   
 Alex wrapped one arm around Felicity and the other around Karen. They stepped into the apartment building and took the elevator up to Karen’s floor. Once inside, Alex stumbled into Karen’s bedroom and collapsed amongst the beddings. His eyes closed immediately.  
 Karen dropped beside him. Her warm naked body rubbed against his. Alex smiled. When he woke up from his sleep, he was going to fuck that hot bitch. He was going to spread her legs apart and drive his cock down that warm inviting- 
 “What’s-” Alex opened his eyes as a hand grabbed him by the shoulder and tugged.  
 It was Felicity. 
 She was naked.  
 Even her glasses were off. The girl had pale white flesh, evidence of lack of exposure to the sun. Alex liked it. She was also curvy. Her breasts were large. They jiggled as she climbed the bed on her knees. Alex reached for her breasts as she took his cock in her mouth. It felt good. Her mouth was warm and tight. He squeezed her breasts before his hand trailed down her body and came to rest on her cunt. He dug two fingers in.  
 Alex closed his eyes and moved closer to Karen’s body. The girl was fast asleep. His fingers drove deep into Felicity’s cunt as she sucked on his cock. It was a battle between being overcome by sleep, or coming in Felicity’s mouth.  
 Alex was determined for the latter to prevail.  
 His eyes still closed, with his free hand, he grabbed Felicity by the hair and pressed her head down. Somehow, she managed to continue to suck without gagging as his monstrous cock entered her throat. Alex came in her mouth. She swallowed his load and continued to suck on his cock as he slowly drifted away.  



 

 


Chapter 2

   
   
   
   
 Alex woke the next morning to the sound of a loud bell ringing. He sat up and with blurry eyes, glanced around his surroundings. He was on an enormous bed. He knew it wasn’t his bed. It was too comfortable. The room was also far too nice to be his. Large wide windows, marble flooring, expensive looking designs on the wall cornices.  
 This room belonged to the gorgeous woman sleeping naked beside him. She lay on her front, her curvy ass in view, one leg hanging off the bed. Alex reached for her ass. It didn’t matter how dazed he was, that ass was irresistible.  
 Alex then spotted the other girl.  
 She was naked too. And gorgeous, but in a different way to Karen. She was shorter and curvier, not that Karen didn’t have curves in all the right places. This girl lay on her back. Even then, her breasts looked big. Her legs were parted. She had a little stubble above her pink slit. Alex was tempted to grab her by the cunt and dig a finger in.  
 But then, the loud ringing happened again. It was followed by an incessant banging.  
 Someone was at the door.  
 Alex was still exhausted. He could understand that. He’d just battled Satan, the actual fucking devil. He’d driven him back down to hell. He could understand why he was tired. But his head ached like he’d just awoken from the mother of all hangovers.   
 Somewhat unsteady on his feet, Alex trudged towards the door.  
 It was Melissa.  
 The blue-skinned demon that worked in the same building as he did, doing security shifts. Alex hadn’t turned up for a shift in months. They’d probably fired him by now.  
 “What do you want?” Alex asked. His tone came out harsher than he wanted it to. He had nothing against Melissa. She was actually a pretty nice demon girl. Hot too. A bit timid. She took a step back at his tone. “Sorry,” Alex mumbled. “I have a really bad migraine.” He turned and walked down the corridor and towards the kitchen. Water. He needed water.  
 Alex gulped three glasses down. Melissa had followed him in. She stood with her arms folded across her chest, leaning against the living room door frame. She watched him nervously. Her eyes did quick glances towards his manhood. Alex hadn’t planned on standing naked in front of Melissa. But he was used to being naked in front of hot women. It didn’t bother him much. Why would it? He had the body of an Olympic athlete mixed with sculptures of Greek gods. And his cock was enormous.  
 “What’s up?” Alex asked. “What time is it even?”  
 Melissa glanced back at the glass doors in the living room and the sunlight pouring in through them. It was midday at least. Apparently, Alex had been asleep for a while now. 
 “There’s trouble in Ignis Estate,” Melissa said.  
 Alex sighed. Ignis Estate was the place where most of the demons in London lived. It wasn’t a great place. There was one word to describe it really. Shithole. It was grim. Large council blocks, graffiti everywhere, overflowing bins and rubbish piled in corners. Most of the stories of crime committed in the area came from that place. It was filled with poor demons. The rich ones, the ones that came from powerful families like the Azarath’s, they had their own country mansions and more.  
 There was always trouble in Ignis Estate.  
 Just a few weeks ago, Alex had killed a fellow Demon Hunter to put a stop to what would have descended into murderous rioting. He didn’t get many thanks for it, and whilst he didn’t do it for the plaudits, most of the demons in Ignis Estate hated him. They hated humans in general. What with a migraine and all, Alex wasn’t in the mood to help them out.   
 He said as much too.  
 “This is different,” Melissa said immediately. “The angels have attacked.” 
 That was different.  
 Angels and demons had a truce, signed between God and Satani, Satan’s devil sister. Angels and demons were supposed to stay out of each other’s ways. It seemed fair, but in truth the angels were arrogant bastards that did whatever the fuck they liked.  
 Alex recalled the first time Karen had taken him to Ignis Estate. While they stood opposite the entrance to the estate, they spotted an angel doing the same. It just stood there and stared at the rising tower blocks. 
 It wasn’t the first time Alex had seen an angel, but he remembered marvelling at how gorgeous it looked. As much as he hated to admit it, the mythology was right in terms of description. The angels looked amazing. White beings of light with wings. The demons looked hideous for the most part. There were some hot ones. Like Melissa. And Satani. Scarlett was hot too, but that bitch was hot in an intimidating way.  
 “Angels do that sometimes,” Alex said. “They go into Ignis Estate and attack demons for shits and giggles, apparently. I’m sure they’ll leave after they’ve had their fun.”  
 Melissa shook her head. Her body shivered. No, it was a tremble. She was worried and on the verge of tears. Alex’s annoyance at waking up with an incredible migraine faded away. It was Melissa. He really liked the girl, always had. She was worried and had come to him for help. Alex walked up to her and scooped her up in his powerful arms.  
 “Hey,” he cooed in her ear. “It’s going to be okay.”  
 Melissa shook her head. “The angels have attacked. Hundreds of them. They’re killing demons. We don't know who we’re supposed to turn to for help.” 



 
   

Chapter 3



  
   
   
 Karen wasn’t displeased when Alex woke her up. She smiled up at him lazily as her hand moved teasingly up her body towards her breasts. Her smile widened when Melissa walked into the room.  
 “This is going to be fun,” Karen said. “Who’s sucking my cunt and whose sucking your cock?”  
 Demon Hunters didn’t die of natural causes. They could potentially live forever. Alex didn’t know how long Karen had been a Demon Hunter for. Thought she didn’t look a day above twenty-one, he was sure it was at least a few hundred years old.  
 After living for that long and seeing what they had seen, Demon Hunters changed. They were less restricted with their thoughts and feelings. Most of the Demon Hunters become assholes. Karen was an exception. She did enjoy sex though. And damn she had an amazing body.  
 It was at this point did Felicity wake up. She rubbed her hair sleepily and sat up. “Hey,” she mumbled. Her eyes widened as she realised she was naked. She grabbed the duvet and pulled it up to cover herself as she scrambled back towards the soft headboard.  
 “Where am I?” she asked. “What happened to my clothes?” Her eyes fell upon Alex, then trailed down to his cock. He was still naked. “Oh…” she said as realisation hit. “I remember you… I remember last night.” Her cheeks reddened. “I don’t know what came over me,” she let out a nervous laugh. “It was like… I wanted something and I didn’t care how I got it.” Her eyes rested on his cock once more.  
 Alex was about to say something reassuring to Felicity when the girl raised a hand and pointed it at Melissa. “You’re blue,” she said. Felicity’s skin paled as she shook her head frantically. “She’s blue. Why is she blue? She has yellow eyes. Why does she have yellow eyes?”  
 Felicity was panicking. Alex could understand. He’d freaked out the first time he’d seen a demon. Jamie Azarath. That guy actually looked like how you would imagine a demon to look like. He had red skin and black eyes. He also had teeth sharp like a shark’s and in rows of two. 
 Melissa on the other hand, looked more like a cutie in body paint.  
 As a gift to humanity, God had hidden away the true form of demons and angels so humans could live their short lives in blissful ignorance. It was happening more and more though. Humans were seeing demons for what they really were. According to Jamie, it was a sign of God’s weakening power. 
 Alex had put a stop to Jamie’s plans of war between the demons and angels and spared humanity from the horrors that would have come with it. But if God really was weakening, humans were going to be in for a shock when they realised demons and angels really did exist.   



 
   

Chapter 4

   
   
   
   
 Alex told Felicity that Melissa was in costume, that she was dressed as Mystique from X-Men. Felicity bought it rather quickly and Alex wasn’t sure if he was a convincing liar, or if it was his aura that had persuaded the girl. He feared it was the latter. Felicity mellowed down far too much. That glazed look came over her eyes as they settled on his cock. Alex actually went looking for clothes to wear because she wouldn’t stop staring.  
 After a quick breakfast, Felicity finally left the apartment. Once she was gone, Karen, Alex and Melissa set off for Ignis Estate, but did a quick stopover at Alex’s apartment. He needed proper clothes. Karen’s loosest fitting jeans were so tight, he wore them with all the buttons undone. Alex pulled on a pair of blue jeans and a white polo t-shirt. Once back in Karen’s car, they set off for the demon enclave.  
 Melissa filled them in on what had happened.  
 The angels came two nights ago. Dozens of them, maybe even hundreds. They kicked down doors and dragged demons out, herding them towards the town centre.  
 Melissa had been on tenterhooks ever since she’d helped Alex bring down Jamie. She was afraid more demon assassins would come for her, so when she heard the first scream penetrating the silent night, she fled out of her apartment window.    
 She didn’t get far before she came across the angel. It wasn’t what she’d been expecting. Melissa had been fearing scary demons, not beautiful angels. But she knew what was what. Angels looked down on demons as if they were scum, dirt on the sidewalk. They sometimes came into Ignis Estate, usually drunk and looking for mischief.  
 Melissa fled before the angel could stop her. She didn’t get far before she spotted another angel. Hiding in the shadows, Melissa decided to avoid the roads as much as possible. She climbed up the side of a tower block and onto the roof. 
 From there, she realised something was horribly wrong. The estate was swarming with the god-like beings of pure white light. The angels were herding the demons towards the town square. Those that tried to escape were easily cut down.  
 This wasn’t a random attack by a group of angels. This was planned.   
   



 
   

Chapter 5


 


 


 


 

 Karen parked her Porsche at the mouth of Ignis Estate. As they stepped out, Alex knew instantly that something was wrong. Wisps of black smoke rose up from the estate and darkened the sky above.  
 Alex felt for his sword in its scabbard strapped to his back. The firm handle felt reassuring. Demon Hunters weren’t supposed to attack angels, but Alex had broken that rule already, along with many more. If it came down to it, Alex doubted he’d feel guilty if he made a few of the glorified pigeons flightless.  
 At the mouth of Ignis Estate, to the left and right rose the great big blocks of concrete and steel. In the centre was a small patch of grass that demon children used as a playground. Beside the grass in a row were small corner shops. Whilst not fancy, they were solid structures of brick and cement.  
 Except, they were now nothing more than rubble. It was like a bulldozer had smashed through them.  
 “What the hell could have done that?” Alex muttered.  
 “Angels,” Karen and Melissa said simultaneously.  
 “They can do that?” Alex asked in shock.  
 He’d encountered angels before. Well, he’d encountered two angels. The first time, the angel had flicked him away as if he were nothing more than a bug. That had been before his transformation, before he became a Demon Hunter. The roles had been reversed after that. Alex had kicked the glorified pigeon’s ass with ease. Staring at the destruction before him, he found it hard to believe they could do that.  
 “Angels are like demons,” Karen told him. “Some are much stronger than others.”  
 There were no angels in sight, but Alex still felt for his sword again. His fingers brushed against the handle as they continued inwards. Their path was littered with rubbish and torn down doors. Alex glanced up at the tower. The angels had broken into random apartments. Some floors hadn’t been touched at all. Other floors were completely ruined. 
 Alex pointed up. “What did they do with the demons?”  
 “Dragged them towards the town square,” Melissa murmured. 
 It felt like déjà vu.  
 That’s what the Demon Hunters had done a few weeks back after one of their own was killed by demons. They’d dragged demons into the town square and even killed a bunch. Why were the angels doing this?  
 It seemed Alex would be getting an answer to his question pretty soon. They’d left behind the towering council blocks and were now walking through the narrow streets with the terraced houses of yellow brick and red roofed tiles. The houses hadn’t fared much better than the tower blocks. Some had doors and windows broken, others looked like they’d been slashed with long swords of fire. The broken bricks were black with soot. One house had its entire roof spread out on the front lawn.   
 Even when the sun was shining brightly, the four angels standing at the end of the road were shone brightly. It really did bug Alex how magnificent they looked. Angels were complete assholes. They didn’t deserve to look divine.  
 Alex pulled his sword out, but Karen placed a hand on his arm and shot him a warning look.  
 “What?” Alex frowned.  
 “Don’t kill them,” she said.  
 “I wasn’t planning on killing them,” Alex muttered, annoyed. “What if they try to fight me, and then, accidentally, my sword sort of just impales them?”  
 Karen shook her head forcefully. “No.”  
 Alex rolled his eyes. He didn’t put his sword away though. It was comforting to hold in his hand. The cold steel was his friend. It had saved his life on many occasions.  
  “I saved your life, asshole,” Lucifer said. 

 It was true. While they had gotten off on the wrong foot, Alex was hoping things would be different now that Lucifer remembered who he was.  

“How are you feeling?” Alex asked. “Think we can take angels?” 

 Lucifer didn’t respond immediately, which was different. Normally, he was full of confidence, some of which was misplaced. 

“Your body is different,” Lucifer finally said. “It’s good. It’s familiar, almost like having my own flesh and bones. I’m just trying to remember what that’s like.”   
 “What’s the plan?” Karen asked, her wary eyes on the angels as they approached them. “Remember, we’re trying not to kill them. Or be killed ourselves.”  
 She wasn’t kidding. Alex noticed how Karen’s hands weren’t near her hips. Demon Hunters were able to store weapons by their hips. There was some sort of invisible pouch there. Alex didn’t fully understand it, and it didn’t work for him. His longsword with the dull grey blade was pretty fucking clearly visible.  
 The four angels weren’t standing about idly. They’d caught themselves two young demons. Both were girls aged about eighteen. They were pretty. Most of the younger female demons seemed to be on the prettier side, Alex noted.  
 The angels had torn the girls clothes off. The two demons stood naked; their backs pressed against each other. Their bodies trembled in fear. The angels each held glowing white rods in their hands. They were taking it in turn to prod the demon girls. Each time they did it, the girls screamed out in pain and dropped to their knees, their bodies shaking.  
 “Fucking assholes,” Karen muttered. “What’s the plan?” she asked again, but this time her hands hovered either side of her waist. 
 Seeing her being ready for battle encouraged Alex. Karen was a stickler for the rules. In fact, she repeated them so often, Alex was surprised he didn’t hear her words in his sleep. 
 “Dipshits,” Alex yelled out.  
 The four angels turned to look at him at the same time. The glowing bastards were so bright, they dazzled him momentarily. Alex raised a hand to shield his eyes before squinting to adjust. Three of the angels were male. The fourth was a female. She was stunning. Angelic. 
 “Did he just call us dipshits?” a male angel asked. He had long blond hair, as did the three other angels. They looked oddly similar.  
 “He did,” said another angel. He casually shoved his glowing rod of white light against the demon girl’s breast. She cried out in pain and fell down once more. “Demon Hunter,” the angel then pointed the rod at him. “You’ve got five seconds to turn the fuck away before that happens to you.”  
 Melissa, who was standing in-between Alex and Karen, but a foot behind, leaned in. “You’re not going to turn away, are you?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.  
 Despite the angel being amazingly beautiful with piercing blue eyes, Alex could see cruelty in them. He could feel it too. A coldness swept over him. This angel was more than just an asshole. He was evil. Alex wondered if angels had auras like demons did. Some powerful demons could control humans just by looking at them.  
 Another time, and Alex might have been afraid of this angel. But he’d faced down Satan. This angel could stare at him with those cold eyes as much as he wanted to, but he wasn’t nearly as terrifying as the fucking devil himself.  
 The three other angels now watched them with wary eyes. Their glowing rods of white light brightened in intensity. Alex already had his sword out and Karen joined him, pulling out two swords from her waist.  

“This will be fun, right?” Alex asked. 


“Sure,” Lucifer replied. “I’m tired.” 


“Haha,” Alex gave a nervous mental laugh. “What uh, what does that mean?” 


“I’m tired, dimwit. I need to sleep.”


“You need to sleep?” 


“Yes. Sometimes I need to sleep.” 


“You’re going to do it now?” Alex wondered. 

 Instead of feeling the heat that spread from his heart, the heat that gave him energy and strength, Alex felt panic rising. If Lucifer went to sleep, that would mean no super strength. Being a Demon Hunter, Alex was naturally stronger than any human. Much stronger and faster. But so were the angels. He would need Lucifer’s help to defeat the angels. 


“Couldn’t you have slept like you… when I slept?” 


“No, asshole,” Lucifer said, his voice grumpy and frighteningly, a little tired. “It doesn’t work like that. I’m going to sleep now.” 


“The fuck, dude?!” 

 Lucifer sighed. It was strange to hear the entity inside him sigh. “Look, you’ll still be able to draw on my powers, okay. Your body is different. It can somehow connect with mine better than any I’ve inhabited before. You’ll be fine. Just do your thing, okay? Now stop talking to me and let me sleep before I become grumpy and fuck you up inside.” 

 It was a lot of information for Alex to take in. Could Lucifer really fuck him up inside? How would that work? Would he attack his internal organs? Or would Lucifer possess him properly and take control of his body, then use his bodily parts, like his arms, to punch himself in the face? There was still so much to learn about Lucifer and how this relationship of theirs worked.  
 Nah, Lucifer was fucking around, Alex decided, after a mini panic. He wasn’t going to try anything.  
 The angels still stared at him, shooting daggers with their amazing eyes. They most certainly were going to try and fuck him up. Being a Demon Hunter, while it came with its perks, wasn’t going to be enough to defeat four angels. He would need to tap into the strength that came with Lucifer.  
 Could he really do it with Lucifer asleep? It had never worked like that in the past. In fact, there were moments when he desperately needed that power but it was held back by Lucifer because he was a dick and wanted to teach him a lesson. 
 “I’ll take the girl,” Karen whispered. “You take the other three.”  
 That hardly seemed fair. Actually, it seemed about right. Alex should be able to deal with the three angels, but only if Lucifer was right that he could access the power without needing it to be given.  
 There was only one way to find out.  
 With sword in hand, Alex charged. Karen was beside him, wielding both blades and looking every bit the bad ass.  
 Unfortunately, the angels managed to look even cooler. With Demon Hunter speed, Karen and Alex moved incredibly quickly. But it counted for little. The angels simply flapped their magnificent wings and with a rush of wind, they rose off the ground and out of reach. Both Alex and Karen stopped in their tracks. They couldn’t help but stare up in admiration mixed with some envy. 
 “Fuck, they look cool,” Karen muttered.  
 Alex nodded his agreement. It was so unfair that angels looked so amazing. The white wings were long, elegant and so damned white. Like, how did they not get dirty? They rose off the ground so elegantly. Alex liked to think of angels as glorified pigeons, but that was pretty far from the truth. 
 The four angels held their rods of light before them and pointed downwards. Bursts of bright white light shot out from them. As it came towards him, like an idiot, Alex stood frozen to the spot. He’d been so used to battling close quarters with his sword, he’d completely forgotten how to deal with being fired at.  
 Lucky for him, Karen was much better at dealing with surprises. She pulled him out of the way just in time. The spot he had been standing in was now a black torched hole. He now knew what had happened to the houses with similar burnt marks.  
 Karen continued to pull his arm and managed to drag him towards one of the few cars that were parked by the side of the road. It was a blue Nissan Micra. Not the biggest of cars. It seemed to shrink in size as they were joined by Melissa, who had brought along with her the two demon girls.  
 “It’s going to be okay,” Karen said gently as she placed a hand on one of the demon girls, trying to calm her down.  
 “Is it?” Alex asked, not being able to hold back his pessimism. It didn’t matter how great he was with his sword; he’d brought a sword to a gun fight.  
 “Yes,” Karen said firmly. “We’re going to go out there and we’re going to kick those angels assess.”  
 Alex raised an eyebrow. Karen was a bit of a stickler for following the rules. Never did he imagine her being keen on attacking angels. It was a big no no. Demons, nor Demon Hunters were allowed to interfere with angels.  
 “What’s come over you?” he asked.  
 Karen smiled weakly. “I think watching you kick Satan back down to hell has made me a little carefree.”  
 Alex grinned. He’d always thought it would be nicer for Karen to loosen up a little on the rules. “How are we going to do this?” he asked.  
 “We go out there and attack them.”  
 “Right,” Alex nodded. “What do we do about being shot at though?”  
 “Dodge.”  
 Alex nodded automatically. “Wait,” he frowned. “What?”  
 “We dodge the beams of light they fire at us. It’s not as hard as it seems. It’s a secondary weapon of theirs. Not as effective. Some of them will stay up in the air all the time. It’s the ones that come down that you need to worry about. If they don’t try to fight from above, shooting or swooping down and stabbing, it means they’re competent with their rods. Those are the ones you need to be more wary off.”  
 It didn’t sound so bad, Alex thought. “Anything else I should be wary about?” 
 “Yes,” Karen said. “You get hit by those white flares of theirs, and it’s game over. If you don’t die, you’ll certainly be disabled. And that’s worse. You’d rather die than be at the mercy of an angel.”  
 And with that, Karen ran out from behind the Nissan Micra and charged towards the angels. It was a pointless charge. The angels were still flying out of reach. They pointed their rods at her. Bursts of bright white light shot out. Karen dodged out of the way and even used her sword to block a few.  
 “Are you not going to help her?” Melissa asked.  
 Alex knew he should, and he was definitely going to go out there. It just didn’t look great at the moment. The angels were out of reach, flying about in the air, their great big wings flapping around, making great big whooshing sounds, but at the same time, looking damned comfortable off the ground.  
 Karen was just about managing to hold off from being scorched. She moved around nimbly on her feet, dodging the bright speedy balls of light and occasionally, she blocked them with her sword. But four angels against one, she was tiring. It would only be a matter of time before they caught her. It was now or never, Alex thought.  
 He stepped away from the car and joined Karen as she sidestepped another ball of light. It hit the curb and broke the cemented edge.  
 “Nice dodge,” Alex said.  
 “What took you so long?” Karen growled.  
 “Didn’t really fancy playing dodgeball with a bunch of angels throwing death balls at us and not being able to do the same back at them,” Alex said honestly. “They fly too,” he added.  
 Karen’s eyes narrowed. “You can face Satan and even knock him back to hell, but you’re afraid of these beautiful angels?”  
 “Not afraid. Also, don’t judge a book by its cover,” Alex muttered. “They might be beautiful, but they’re complete assholes. And deadly too.”  
 It was then did the ball of light come shooting down at him. Alex hoped the ball of fire that built up in his chest would happen and that Lucifer would somehow take control and deal with this shit. But that didn’t happen.  
 In a panic, Alex stumbled back and tripped over his own feet. He heard the angels roaring in laughter. Karen wore a scowl on her pretty face. Alex felt pretty good though as the ball of energy sailed over his head. Had he not tripped, he would be headless right now.  
 He realised the balls of energy, while fast, weren’t exactly like bullets. He climbed to his feet, longsword gripped firmly in his hand, feeling pretty good. Alex dodged the second ball of light that came at him. And the third.  
 Alex’s confidence began to soar. He was getting good at this. The angels still hovered at an unreachable distance. But Alex had an idea. He had his sword in hand, and as the next ball of light came for him, he tried to feel for the heat within him. Lucifer said he could find it by himself. 
 Lucifer was right.  
 Alex felt the additional warmth in his chest. It wasn’t as fiery as when Lucifer brought it. But it was enough. The sword was Lucifer's sword. It had a connection with Lucifer, and in turn, with Alex. The heat from within his chest spread down his arm and the hand that held the sword. The dull grey blade now had a red glow to it.  
 As the ball of light came at him, instead of moving out of the way or using his sword to block it as Karen had done with some, Alex struck the ball with his sword like you would a ball with a bat.  
 It was a good strike and his aim was true.  
 The angel did look like a massive flapping bird as the ball came at him much faster than he had thrown it at Alex. For a second, it looked like it was going to hit the angel on the chest. But at the last second, he was able to turn. The ball of light struck the angel on the wing.  
 The angel flapped wildly as its feathers burned. It came crashing down to the ground, but managed to land on its feet. It spun in a circle, trying to put out the flames. Its wing struck a lamppost and knocked it down. 
 Karen charged towards the angel. Still flapping its wings wildly, the angel didn’t spot her approach. She slid down and ducked underneath a wing, then leapt into the air, both blades in hand.  
 Alex was sure she was going to drive the blades into the angel’s chest and kill it. At the last moment, Karen changed her mind. She flipped the swords, then slammed the pommels on both of the angel’s cheeks.  
 The angel staggered back, then collapsed as its head reeled. It lay on the ground with its wings spread out. The ends reached the houses opposite each other on the street. The flames on its right wing died out, leaving the normally perfect white now stained with black.  
 From behind the little Nissan Micra car came a loud whoop. Alex looked back. It was Melissa. He raised an eyebrow in surprise. She caught his stare and smiled, her blue cheeks added a tinge of red. This was most unlike Melissa. She was not the type to cheer about stuff like this. The girl was terrified of angels, and of breaking the rules, which is exactly what Karen had done. She’d broken the rules and attacked an angel.  
 The three other angels did not seem amused. The two males remained in the sky, but the female angel slowly and elegantly floated down to the ground. She was wearing a long white dress that was cut from the waist in long strips. Those strips floated up as she landed, revealing her gorgeous long legs.  
 “You’re going to pay for that,” she said.  
 Alex didn’t doubt her. She might have been the most beautiful thing in the world ever, but those blue eyes of hers sent shivers down his spine. Alex readied his sword and waited for her to attack.  
 Beside him, Karen charged at the angel. 
 Alex watched in amazement as the two gorgeous women went at it. Karen’s blades were a whirl as she attacked the angel. But the divine being matched Karen. With ease, it seemed. She started with one lightning rod, but somehow, out of nowhere, she now had two. Sparks flew as she blocked Karen’s strikes and then went on the offensive. Her lightning rods were blurs and impossible to follow. Karen managed to parry the strikes, but only just. 
 And then it happened.  
 Karen blocked a strike, but her grip on the blade was weak. It flung out of her hand. With now only one blade, her feet moved backwards as the angel pressed her advantage. Another hard strike and Karen lost her other blade.  
 The angel kicked Karen in the chest. The force sent her flying backwards. She crashed into the Nissan Micra behind which Melissa and the other two demon girls were hiding. The metal dented as the windows smashed into little pieces that showered Karen’s limp body as it hit the ground. 
 It remained there, on the hard tarmac, unmoving. 
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 One arm was hidden beneath her and the other arm rested by her side, palm flat, fingers spread apart. Karen’s legs sprawled in an awkward angle. One knee was high up, the other foot was twisted at the ankle. Her long black hair covered her face. Alex stared in horror as her body lay still on the tarmac.  
 And then he realised it wasn’t still.  
 Alex noticed the gentle movement of her chest. It was subtle, and most would have missed it. But he had the eyesight of a Demon Hunter, one infused with the power of Lucifer.   
 A normal human being struck at that force would have died. The metal car doors bore the bodily shaped dents as if struck by metal and not flesh and bone. Karen’s insides should have shattered completely. Broken bones, gutted organs. Blood. But there was none of that. Karen was tough, even for a Demon Hunter. She might have been out cold for now, but given time, she would recover.  
 That was what Alex had to give her. Time.  
 It meant going head-to-head with the angel. The divine creature turned her eyes on him now. Cold blue eyes. She was beautiful, but the beauty was an illusion, one he could not allow to fool him. Alex’s fingers tightened around the grip of his longsword.  
 The angel’s dress was cut into strips from the waist down. They floated back as she walked towards him, revealing her long smooth legs. In her hand, she held the two lightning rods that glowed brighter, as if infused with the power of the angel’s being.  
 Alex glanced down at his own longsword. The blade was a dull grey. He needed it to be flaming red. That power came with Lucifer, who apparently was asleep. But Alex didn’t need Lucifer to give him the power. He had tapped into it by himself once already. He closed his eyes to concentrate, to do the same again.  
 For a second, it seemed like the world had stopped. The two angels floating in the sky, their great big wings flapping, the female angel walking towards him, the demons hiding behind the car, their breathing rapid, their chests shaking, Alex heard none of it. The air was still and silent. 
 And then he felt it. That sudden burst of heat within his chest. It spread through his body like electricity. Alex opened his eyes. The world resumed as it was filled with noise. The dull grey metal of his longsword was now glowing red like embers.    
 The angel didn’t seem to notice. Or if she did, she didn’t care. She continued to walk towards him, calm and elegant, like a Victoria’s Secret model flaunting her divinity on the catwalk. She was ten feet away when her wings spread out from her back and she rose off the ground and flew into the air. And then, she dove down towards him.  
 Her wings suddenly hugged her body. She spun around in a circle as she came down onto him like a meteorite. Alex leapt back. The angel didn’t crash into the space he had formerly occupied. Her wings spread out and she landed on her feet, knees bent.  
 She charged at him. Both her rods of light slashed at his face, trying to slice it into little bits. But Alex matched her speed with ease. The experience of battling Satan had changed him. He didn’t freeze on the spot. He parried her strikes, then sidestepped and spun around. Coming up behind her, with the flat side of his sword, he spanked her curvy bottom. 
 The angel let out a squeal as the red-hot metal hit her flesh. Alex couldn’t tell if it was from pain or from indignation. When she turned to face him, he knew it was mostly the latter. The angel’s glowing white face had turned a cherry red.  
 Her eyes wide, her mouth hung open as she stared at him. One of her rods vanished into thin air as she now used her free hand to rub her bottom. “...you spanked me?”  
 “You were being a bit naughty,” Alex said, grinning.  
 “How dare you!” the angel fumed. “Do you know who I am?”  
 Alex shrugged. He obviously had no idea who the angel was. He didn’t care either. She could be the freaking archangel Gabriel and he would still have spanked her with his sword. His eyes narrowed as he stared at the gorgeous angel. “Wait… are you Gabriel?”  
 The angel’s lips curled in annoyance. “Why is it always the same with you demon kind? You see a female angel and you think it’s Gabriel. I don’t ask every spawn of hell if they’re Satan himself.” 
 “So you’re not Gabriel?” Alex asked, his lips twitching.  
 “I’m going to kill you,” the angel threatened.  
 “Didn’t you just try that?” Alex asked pointedly. 
 Undeterred by being spanked, the angel decided to try and kill him once more. Her face scrunched with anger, she charged at him, both rods in hand once more. Now that she was angry, she made more mistakes. Alex parried her strikes with ease. As she brought both rods down on him roaring in anger, Alex stepped aside. She turned and tried to kick him, but he beat her to it, raising his foot, he kicked her on the shin. The angel fell back. The rods slipped out of her hands and hit the ground. Their bright glow faded away to leave simple metal rods lying on the tarmac.  
 Alex kicked the rods away from the angel’s reach. He wondered if it made any difference. Were the rods like Demon Hunter weapons that were stored in a secret pouch, or could angels draw infinite weapons from thin air?  
 Alex realised he knew very little about angels, and of heaven. He’d always assumed it was the good place full of humans floating on clouds and eating flavoured yogurt with gorgeous angels about, doing the humans bidding.  
 The gorgeous angels’ part was right, but he couldn’t see them serving humans in heaven. Angels were complete assholes. Arrogant assholes.  
 They were angry too, he thought, as the angel before him rose to her feet, her eyes bulging.  
 “I’m going to kill you!” she roared and white light emerged from her mouth.  
 Other than being a bit bright, it was harmless. “Cool trick,” Alex said.   
 His conversation with the angel was cut short when Karen appeared from behind and whacked it on the head with the pommel of her sword. It was a hard whack. There was a crunch as it made contact and Alex winced. The angel’s eyes lolled as her body collapsed.  
 Up above, there was a whooshing sound as the remaining two angels flew off.   
 “Bunch of cowards,” Karen muttered as she put her swords back into the secret pouches within her waist.   
 Alex stared at Karen, smiling. Her long black hair was a bit messy and her skinny black jeans were torn by the waist, revealing the pink lace panties she wore underneath. But other than that, she seemed perfectly fine. 
 Noticing his smile, Karen frowned. “What?”  
 “I’m glad you’re okay,” Alex said.  
 Karen rolled her eyes as she placed a hand on his chest. “You might have defeated Satan,” she said. “But I’ve been a Demon Hunter for much longer than you. I’m tough, okay. I’d kick your ass,” she added with a twinkle in her eye.  
 Alex didn’t doubt she was tough. But he had worried for her when she crashed into the car and then lay motionless on the ground. She was fine now, and he was happy. He pulled her in for a kiss. As their tongues met, his hands moved down her body and came to rest on her curvy bottom.    
 Alex could have stayed in that embrace for ever. But he became aware of Melissa standing in front of the battered car, the two naked demon girls beside her. There was fear in her eyes.  
 “What are we going to do about them?” Melissa asked, as she pointed at the two angels lying on the ground.  
 Both angels’ chests rose steadily. They were alive, and neither seemed to be hurt too badly. Alex glanced around. The road was empty. The houses were quiet, though Alex thought he saw a curtain twitch in one of them. Would demons come out of the houses and take advantage of the angels if they left them there? Did he care if they did?  
 “Let’s leave the angels here,” he said, deciding if any harm came to them, they deserved it. “We should get them home,” he pointed at the two naked demon girls.  
 The two demon girls lived in the opposite direction to the town square. Melissa volunteered to take them home. Alex thought it was a good idea. Clearly traumatised, the two girls were still visibly shaking. Melissa was better off making sure the girls made it home safely. She wouldn’t be of much use where they were going.  
 Alex watched them leave and as they were about to turn the corner and disappear from sight, his eyes briefly rested on the two girl’s naked figures. Demons were strange. The men were mostly hideous. They had oddly shaped horns protruding from various points on their heads. Their skin was rough and sometimes scaly. Their hair was thick, like spikes. The teeth were the worst. Some had rows of teeth, each looking like it had been filed to look as sharp as possible.  
 The demon girls on the other hand, a lot of them looked very much human, apart from the colour of the skin. Some were red, some blue, some green.  
 Karen took Alex’s hand in hers and led him in the opposite direction. Neither of them needed to know Ignis Estate too well to know where the town square was. All they had to do was follow the rising smoke.  
 “You’ve gotten better with a sword,” Karen said.  
 “You’re a lot braver,” Alex commented.  
 “I was always brave,” Karen said sharply. “But after seeing Satan in the flesh, I think I care less about the rules.” Karen’s fingers tightened around his. “You have gotten so much better though,” she murmured.    
 Alex nodded silently. It was true. Not only was he much better with the sword, he was confident. He felt comfortable wielding the heavy sword and it turned out having Lucifer asleep was a good thing. He could tap into the power of the first being on earth without having to listen to the backchat.  
 Hand in hand, Alex and Karen continued walking down the identical streets with the terraced houses of red or yellow bricks and red tiled roofs. Most front lawns were full of weed; some even came through the cracks in the sidewalk. Every house had black plastic bags full of rubbish resting beside the overflowing wheelie bins. A stench of rotting flesh hung in the air as flies hovered about. There were few cars on the side of the road, and pretty much all of them were old cheap models.   
 Ignis Estate was poor even in comparison to other council estates around the country.  
 They were still a few blocks away from the town square when they began to hear the noises. It was the horribly familiar sound of a mixture of wailing, screaming and roaring. They grew louder with every step taken. Karen and Alex picked up the pace until they broke into a run.  
 The town square came into view, and again, it was another moment of déjà vu. Hundreds, if not thousands of demons had been shepherded into the circular space. Where in the past, the demons watched at what lay in front of them, now they were forced into the square by angels.  
 Dozens of angels stood guard at the entrances. They all carried the glowing rods in their hands. Past them, the demons mostly stared into the square. But some looked back at the angels with a mixture of fear and loathing. Others stared down the road longingly.  
 Alex had sheathed his sword, but at the sight of the angels, he reached back but Karen shook her head. The angels leaned against the brick walls in small groups, talking amongst each other. They hadn’t even noticed Alex and Karen, or if they had, they just didn’t care.  
 Alex turned his eyes back on the demons packed into the square. All of a sudden. A young demon ran out from the crowd. He made it all of twenty feet before an angel flapped its wings and flew over the demon, grabbed it by the scruff of its neck and threw him back towards the square and the crowd of demons.   
 The young demon hit the tarmac hard. Badly hurt, it struggled to climb to its feet. With effort, it just about managed to hobble back towards the demons.  
 “Fucking assholes,” Alex growled.  
 He was about to grab for his sword again, but this time Karen held him by the wrist and shook her head. Her eyes drifted towards the group of angels.  
 “We can’t beat them all,” she said.  
 Alex wasn’t so sure that she was right. The angels were bullies, and deep down, every bully was a coward. He reckoned he could knock of a few of the glorified pigeons out cold before they even know what was going on. The rest would then just fuck off, wouldn’t they? It had happened once already.  
 But Karen had her eyes on the demons, and she tugged his hand insistently. “Let’s at least see what’s going on in the centre before we get into a fight out here.”  
 Scowling at the angels like an angry kid, Alex reluctantly let Karen lead him down the road and towards the demons. As they passed the angels, one stared at him lazily. As they entered the demon crowd, Alex expected some hostility. Demons hated Demon Hunters. So, when he was paid no attention, negative or positive, he was surprised.  
 Turned out the one thing he had in common with pretty much every demon here was their shared hatred for the angels.  
 Alex and Karen waded their way through the crowd to reach the front. The town square had a fountain in the middle. A demon made of black stone stood five meters tall. It had four arms and each were held out with the palm facing down. Crystal clear water gushed down into the basin from each palm.  
 Standing beside the fountain was an angel. At eight feet, he was tall even for an angel. His wings were white, but the tips were silvery and sparkled like diamonds under bright light. Even his shoulder length black hair sparkled. Alex’s mouth hung open as he stared in amazement.  
 He’d never seen anything so damned beautiful and sparkly. He wasn’t even into sparkly shit, but this was just something else. So taken was he by the angel’s divinity, he didn’t even notice the demons on their knees lined in a row, their hands bound behind them. He didn’t notice the line of kneeling demons end and the line of dead demons begin. They lay on the ground surrounded by pools of blood. Some of the demons had been decapitated.  
 Nor did he notice the other hundreds of angels that stood as a barrier to keep any demon from trying to attack. He didn’t spot the Demon Hunters either. They stood to his left amongst the crowd of demons, not separate from them.  
 “He’s beautiful,” Alex murmured. 
 “Yeah… but he’s an asshole,” Karen whispered.  
 Alex turned to look at her. Karen stared at the angel too, but he realised her mouth wasn’t hung open like his. Alex closed his mouth, then swallowed uncomfortably. “Who is he?”  
 “It’s one of the archangels,” Karen replied as she continued to stare ahead. “They’re much stronger and more powerful than the normal angels. If an archangel’s here, this isn’t some rogue angel party attacking the demons. This could be the start of a war.”  
 The severity of what Karen had just said seemed to break the trance Alex was in. Whilst still looking divine, the angel no longer held his undivided attention. Alex took in his surroundings and his blood began to boil as he realised just what was going on.   
 The archangel had lined up demons and was executing them one at a time whilst his angels stood by to keep the remaining demons at bay.  
 There were a dozen Demon Hunters amongst the crowd of demons. They stood watching impassively. Veronica was amongst them. Spotting him, the purple-haired Demon Hunter broke away from the others and came to stand beside him. 
 “What the hell’s going on here?” Alex asked her.  
 “An angel was murdered last night. Michael over there,” she nodded at the archangel, “has been here since morning. They’ve been rounding up demons all night and day. Michael’s going to kill a demon every hour until the angel killer gives himself up.”  
 Alex’s teeth gritted. This was cruel. “Isn’t anyone going to stop him?” he asked as his hands curled into fists.  
 Veronica raised an eyebrow. “He’s Michael, the archangel…”  
 Alex reached behind for his sword and pulled it out of the scabbard. Karen grabbed him by the collar of his t-shirt. “Don’t, Alex,” she pleaded. “Attacking an archangel… you can’t defeat him.”   
 “I defeated Satan,” Alex growled.  
 Karen nodded diplomatically. “You defeated Satan when he was at his weakest. You’re going up against an archangel at his fullest strength. There is a difference.”  
 Alex wondered if there was a difference. Hadn’t Lucifer already defeated an archangel before? It was a memory Lucifer had shown him. When God killed the first human and watched the soul rise, moments later, the sky filled with bright lights and angels shot down to earth.  
 When Lucifer rebelled against God’s violence, Gabriel was commanded to kill him. But it was the archangel that was sliced to near death by the sword in Alex’s hand.  

“Can we take him?” Alex asked Lucifer. 

 There was silence. Lucifer was apparently still in a deep sleep. Alex supposed it didn’t matter in the end. Michael might be an archangel, but he was more than an asshole. He was an evil fucking cunt. With his long sword drawn, Alex stepped forward.  
 A female angel with long flowy red hair was closest to him.  
 Seeing him step out with sword drawn, she stood directly in his path, her lightning rod held diagonally across her body. She glanced back at Michael. The archangel wore an amused grin on his beautiful face. He indicated with his hand to let Alex through and the angel stepped aside.  
 Alex felt all eyes on him as he marched towards the archangel. Despite the comforting presence of his sword, Alex did feel his nerves begin to rise. The closer he moved to the archangel, the more he began to feel Michael’s power. It radiated out from him, like the heat from a blazing fire. Alex continued though until he was only meters away.  
 “Leave the demons alone,” he said, his voice low but angry.  
 Michael smiled, showing pearly white teeth. “You’re one of those… what are you called?” he paused to think. His smile widened. “Satani’s whores?”  
 Alex let out a genuine laugh. “Was that supposed to piss me off?” he asked. “Don’t worry, I’m already as pissed as I can possibly be thanks to you glorified pigeons.”  
 The mention of the common bird wiped the smile off Michael’s face. His piercing green eyes hardened, as did his face. He’d been leaning against the fountain wall, but now he stood straight.  
 “You’re going to die, Demon Hunter,” he said.  
 Alex grinned widely. “Demon Hunter? Wasn’t I Satani’s whore just a second ago?”  
 Michael was done talking. He charged at Alex, but not with glowing rods of lightning. It was his fists that had turned into balls of white light. The archangel came for Alex’s face. He was prepared and his reflexes did enough. Alex stepped back, tilted his head to the side, then spun around and came up behind the angel. Energy flowed from his body into the longsword. The dull grey blade burned red as it slashed at the angel’s back.  
 Michael’s wings came up and circled around him. Alex expected his sword to dig into the feathers, flesh and bone the angel was made of, but that didn’t happen. The wings didn’t appear to be made of organic material. Alex’s blade should have dented even metal, but they did nothing to the wings. There wasn’t even a scratch.  
 Michael uncurled his wings and turned to look at Alex. He wore a grin. His green eyes no longer wore the boredom of earlier, though there was still that evil glint in them. But so was there a touch of intrigue.  
 “Well look at that,” Michael said. “One of Satani’s whores isn’t completely useless. Any last words?”  
 Alex knew the threat implied in that. Michael was going to kill him. Naturally, the archangel was going to actually try this time. He was going to be so much faster, strong and probably reveal some serious super powers or something.  
 “Yeah,” Alex said. “Your teeth are too white, dude. Seriously man. It’s probably better for my eyes to stare at the sun then see those. Can you talk less please, or just cover your mouth when you do?”  
 “I guess it’s better than begging for your life,” Michael said.  
 He spread his wings and flapped them. His feet rose off the ground as he continued to rise. Once twenty feet in the air, his wings stopped moving and he remained there, floating perfectly.  
 Great, Alex thought. Another fucking coward. He glanced around, scanning for any items he could chuck at the big bird. As he did that, he also raised a hand to shield himself from the crystals of light that shone from the tips of the angel’s wings.  

“What the fuck??” Lucifer said. “I sleep for two minutes and you pick a fight with a fucking archangel? Move, you dumbass, unless you want to fucking die. He’s going to shoot shit at you from his wings.” 

 Alex moved his hand away from his eyes. Lucifer was right. Sharp sparkly spikes were shooting towards him and they were only inches away from impacting across his entire body. Alex reacted quickly. He turned sideways to make his body narrower. At the same time, he held his sword down from his shoulder and ducked his head. There was a clatter as the sharp objects slammed into his sword.  
 There was a brief respite as Michael stared at Alex in surprise. It wore off quickly. The angel flapped his wings once more. This time, paying attention, Alex saw it happen. The sharp silvery spikes came from the archangel’s wings. They slid out of the tips of the white feathers. But they came at him like bullets leaving the barrel of a gun.  
 Alex turned and ran at the fountain. Pressing his feet against the wall of the basin, he leapt over the black demon head. Doing a flip in the air, he landed on his feet in the water and pressed his body against the fountain wall. The spikes splattered the black demon and chipped away at the stone.  
 Alex heard the magnificent wings of the angel flutter above as it circled around. The water in the fountain was littered with the spikes, but they were no longer silvery and sparkling. They were a simple dull metal, but the tips were still sharp. Alex grabbed a couple and rising to his feet, he threw them at the angel with all his might.  
 Michal didn’t bother trying to move out of the way, or even to wrap his wings around him to protect himself. He let the sharp objects strike him. Alex’s aim was good, and both struck the archangel on the face. But they did no harm at all.  

“Power move,” Lucifer said. “He didn’t even bother trying to deflect or dodge your attack because he’s that fucking strong.”


“Yeah, thanks,” Alex muttered. 


“Pussy ass. Why would you throw his own weapons back at him?”

 Pussy ass? Alex wondered. He’d never heard that one before. “You got anything helpful to say?” he asked as he warily stepped out of the water basin of the fountain and onto the cobbled path around it.  

“Yes. Don’t throw little bits of metal at an archangel. Throw a fucking mountain at him.” 

 Alex raised an eyebrow. Throw a mountain? “How the fuck am I supposed to do that?” 


“Easy, fucker. Just connect with mother earth, bitch. Make her your bitch.” 

 Alex was about to ask Lucifer what the hell he was talking about when he realised Michael was no longer hovering in the sky. The archangel was on the ground. He held his hands out, but instead of two metal rods appearing in both, he held two magnificent swords.  
 The grip was golden and covered with red jewels. The guard was black but with lines of white diamond encrusted within it. The blade itself was of a silvery colour. It wasn’t any material Alex recognised from earth but he knew one thing for sure. It was sharp.  
 “You know how to use that?” Michael asked, nodding at the sword in Alex’s hand.  
 “No. It’s actually my grandads. I just carry it around to show off to the girls,” he replied sarcastically.  
 Angels had eyebrows, and Michael’s furrowed together as his lips tightened. He charged at Alex with his swords. The angel’s wings didn’t act at all as a barrier. He moved with insane speed. Alex’s sword came up just in time to block the strikes. Sparks flew as his dull blade clashed with the silvery steel.  
 His blade was dull.  

“What the hell man? Where are you?” Alex asked. “Why haven't you filled my sword with that heat you bring?” 


“Your sword?” came Lucifer’s response. 

 Their swords still pressed against each other; Michael pushed Alex back. The angel was stronger and Alex felt his feet sliding back against the cobbled ground. It wasn’t long before he was pressed against the wall of the fountain basin. Michael’s swords continued to press down against his longsword and with each second, they came closer to his chest.   

“Some help, asshole!” Alex muttered. 


“The sword isn’t yours,” Lucifer replied.


“What?” 


“I said the sword isn’t yours. It’s my sword.” 


“Oh, for fucks sake, you’re an asshole. Fine. I’m sorry I said it was my sword. Can you fucking help now?” 


“Sure,” Lucifer said. “You could have done it yourself, but I guess you’re a lazy shit.” 

 Alex didn’t respond to that comment. Lucifer had always been a bit of a dick. But he was behaving a little strange even for himself. Thankfully, Alex felt the sudden surge of heat in his chest. From there, it spread through his body and transferred over to his sword. The blade began to flame red. It caught Michael by surprise, and that combined with Alex’s new found strength, he managed to push the angel back a few steps. Alex pulled his sword back and struck.  
 Michael blocked it.  
 They began to duel.  
 Alex fought like he was possessed, which was about accurate. Lucifer had literally thousands of years of battle experience, and Alex thought he could feel some of it coming through like old memories. There was also the increased speed and strength. Lucifer had mentioned how he was better connected to Alex’s body than he had been to any other body before, and Alex was really feeling it. 
 Michael was equal to his strikes and he parried the blows, then came with his own attacks. Alex blocked them, then seeing an opportunity, he went for the kill. He thrust his longsword straight, arm stretched out, aiming for the angel’s chest. It extended his reach, but left him open to the counter attack. The sword missed Michael by an inch as he tilted back. He then swerved right and struck with both his swords, aiming for Alex’s neck and his legs. Alex managed to move back just in time, though he felt a slight stinging sensation just below his knee.  
 He glanced down to see a red line on his blue jeans. Yup, the angel had drawn first blood. It was a minor cut though.  
 It began again. The archangel attacked furiously, looking to exploit what it happened was a weakened knee. Alex moved into a more defensive mode and either parried the strikes, or simply moved out of the way. And then, he saw another opportunity and pivoting, he tried to slice the angel’s head off.  
 But Michael slid back on his heels as if doing a much better version of the moonwalk from his namesake.  
 There was a wariness in the archangel’s eyes. But there was no fear. His face showed concentration, and for the first time, Alex began to feel a touch of doubt creep up. He’d thrown everything he had at the archangel, and it hadn’t been enough. In fact, Alex was the only one bleeding. It wasn’t a deep cut below his knee. Demon Hunters healed quickly. Alex should have recovered by now. Instead, the stinging sensation had given way to a dull ache. The bleeding hadn’t stopped either. Instead of a thin line of blood on his jeans, it was now a patch about the size of his palm.    
 The archangel came at him once more. His strikes were more accurate, there was more strength behind each blow. It took everything he had to keep blocking the silvery swords. And then it happened. Michael came low, aiming for Alex’s feet, but at the last second, his swords moved up. Alex turned his sword to his side to block, and as he did, Michael kicked him on the chest.  
 It was like being hit by a bazooka.  
 His body lifted off the ground and crashed into the fountain behind and smashed through the demon sculpture made of stone. Alex landed on the ground beside a decapitated demon. His sword lay twenty feet away to his right. His head ringing, his vision was blurry. His chest felt like it had caved in, and every breath sent waves of pain vibrating throughout his body.  
 Alex coughed blood as he tried to climb to his feet. But he didn’t have the strength and he stumbled before landing on his back on the cobbled ground. The ringing in his head grew louder. Alex pressed his hands against his ears, trying to stop the sound. A stupid thing to do as the noise was already in his head.  
 Despite the noise, somehow, Alex could hear footsteps. They were big thundering steps too. It was the archangel, and he was walking towards him. Every step he took, the ground beneath him seemed to shake.  
 Alex pressed his hands against the ground and climbed to his knees. He suddenly became aware of how cold his chest felt. It was as if Michael had kicked Lucifer out of his chest. Was that possible?  
 Michael stood over him now, a towering figure of light. He grabbed Alex by the neck and lifted him off the ground.  
 “You might be impressive for a Demon Hunter,” the angel growled. “But you’re still a worm.”  
 Michael released his grip around Alex’s neck. As his feet touched the ground, the archangel slammed his hand into Alex’s chest. What happened next felt like an out of body experience. As if Michael had struck him with such force, he’d managed to separate the soul from the body.  
 And now Alex’s soul floated above his body. What followed seemed to take place in slow motion. Alex watched his physical body lift off the ground. He watched as it flew across the square. He watched as it crashed into the demons and cleared a path, flattening the demons like a bulldozer, it smashed into the wall.  
 And now, he was back in his body. Alex lay on the ground, staring up at the sky. Was he dead? No. He’d died once before. This didn’t feel like death. For starters, it hurt too much. Every part of his body screamed in pain. It shot through the nerves and rose to his head. His brain felt like it was going to explode.  
 Alex turned on his side and felt around with his hands, looking for something to hold so that he could climb to his feet. More blood spluttered out as he coughed.  
 “You’re still alive?” Michael asked, the surprise clear in his voice. The archangel was standing over him once more. He raised a foot and pushed Alex onto his back. “How are you still alive?” he asked in disbelief. There was actual confusion in his green eyes. But soon, it changed to amusement. His lips spread into a smile. “Let’s see if you can survive with your head detached from your body,” he said, his swords now back in his hands.   

“Get up,” Lucifer screamed. 


“Don’t scream,” Alex winced. “That fucking hurts,” he groaned. 


“Get the fuck up,” Lucifer ignored him by screaming even louder. “We’re going to die if you don’t!” 


“Can’t you just bring us back to life again?” 


“I don’t know how I did it the first time,” Lucifer growled. “I don’t know if I can do it again! Now, get the fuck up!” 

 Alex tried to get up, but it was to no avail. Michael had his foot pressed down on his chest. He closed his eyes and rested his head back as Michael’s sword came down.  
 Oddly, he was somewhat content. He’d died before and knew he had a soul. But this time, he would not fall down to hell. No. His conscience was clear. It wasn’t his fault the relationship with his dad was sour. That would not pull him down to hell. If Alex died again, his clear conscience would take him to heaven. Where he could meet his mother. Alex didn’t know much about her. She’d died during childbirth. But he was certain she was in heaven.  
 His lips spread into a smile as he waited for the blade to chop his head off.  
 But the blade did not come. Instead, there was a clink.  
 Alex opened his eyes. A black sword with parallel lines of red across it hovered inches above his neck. Pressed against it was Michael’s silvery sword. The black sword looked familiar and Alex followed the blade to its hilt and the hand that held the grip. He wasn’t comforted by what he saw. 
 He knew why the sword looked familiar. It belonged to the demon, Scarlett. She’d tried to kill him with it once.    
 The demon was the devil’s right-hand woman. She was dressed in this fine day wearing a short leather skirt and a fitting white shirt. Even from his position on the ground, Alex could tell the top three buttons were undone, revealing her ample bosom. Their eyes met, and he grinned up at her.   
 Her black eyes were not amused. They shot daggers at him, reminding Alex that she might have saved his life right now, but this demon did not like him. Scarlett looked away from him and stared at the angel.  
 “Scarlett,” Michael acknowledged her. “What’s the meaning of this?”  
 “I could ask you the same,” Scarlett responded, her voice equal to the archangel’s.  
 “I’m here to dish out revenge on the demon scum that murdered an angel,” Michael replied. “That is my right as a superior being, to mete out justice upon the demon scum that inhabit this earth.” 
 Scarlett’s teeth gritted as her brows furrowed. As surprising as it may seem, this woman hated the archangel more than she hated Alex.  
 “If you have grievances against demons, you’re welcome to meet with me to discuss them. It is not protocol to attack demons instead,” Scarlett said.  
 Alex could see it took every ounce of her strength to hold back from attacking the angel. He wondered what a battle between these two would look like. Could Scarlett take on the archangel? She was tough as nails, but Michael seemed to be in a league of his own. A league of archangels.  
 Michael’s lips spread into a smile. It was more of a sneer. But somehow, he still managed to look damned handsome. Fucking angels, Alex cursed mentally.  
 “Meet with you?” Michael asked. “You think you’re my equal?”  
 “As the second in command, only behind Satani, yes, I am considered equal to the archangels, who are second in command to God,” Scarlett said. Her chest rose slowly as she took in a deep breath. The buttons on her white shirt were pressed to the point of exploding. Then, slowly, Scarlett breathed out again. A coping mechanism to manage her anger, Alex supposed. The demon was notorious for her temper. “But, on this occasion, Satani will meet with you.”  
 Michael nodded, apparently satisfied now that he could meet the top dog in hell. His sword remained pressed against Scarlett’s and he looked down at Alex. “He dared to attack me. His life belongs to me.”  
 “Fuck you,” Alex growled at the angel. It seemed he’d recovered some from having his chest kicked in. Though his sword lay on the other side of the square, Alex felt, with the element of surprise in his favour, he had a one in ten chance of reaching it before Michael killed him.  

“Maths isn’t your strong subject, is it?” Lucifer grumbled. “Because those are terrible odds.” 


“People win the lottery you know,” Alex said tiredly. 

 Scarlett stared down at him, positively furious. “Shut your mouth, you piece of shit,” she hissed.  
 “Bit harsh,” Alex muttered.  
 Scarlett was not in the mood to entertain a conversation with him. The demon was furious to the point where her body shook with anger. She was pretty much always angry, but Alex imagined she might have more cause to be so right now.  
 The demon had tried to kill him in the past, but now, for whatever reason, she was trying to save his life. Maybe that’s why she was angry. Instead of having the satisfaction of watching him die, Scarlett had to be diplomatic and save his ass. It wasn’t in her nature to be diplomatic, nor was it in her nature to be try and appease an angel when that angel was a complete asshole, trying to kill a Demon Hunter she despised.  
 Yup, there was a lot of anger in Scarlett’s eyes. 
 But there was also a pleading look. She wanted him to keep his mouth shut and let her do the talking. Alex, who had been on the verge of kicking away both swords that still rested over his chest and neck area away and jumping to his feet, decided to hold back on that for now and see how this played out.  
 He gave Scarlett the slightest nod of the head to indicate he wasn’t going to cause any more trouble for the moment. She looked away from him and met Michael’s eyes once more. 
 “This pathetic Demon Hunter will be dealt with by Satani personally,” she said to Michael. “In fact, for his punishment, he will be sent to hell.”  
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 The angels left Ignis Estate. Again, despite hating the fuckers, Alex couldn’t help but watch in amazement as they spread out their magnificent wings and shot up into the sky. Some of the angels had more powerful glows and they left trails of light from the ground upwards. Michael’s glow was easily noticeable. It was like a halo of light shooting into the sky.  
 When they were gone, the demons that had been forced to stand in the square and watch as their own were tortured and murdered began to move. Most left the square quickly and quietly. The roads leading out of the square were blocked by the mass of moving bodies. Some came into the square and gathered the remains of their loved ones.  
 There was little noise. The demons did not mourn loudly.  
 Alex was joined by Karen and Veronica. They helped him to his feet and wrapped their arms around him to keep him steady on his feet. Alex told them he was fine, and it was true to an extent. He didn’t feel like he was dying anymore. But the girls kept their bodies close, and he was grateful for that.   
 “Fucking hate the angels,” Scarlett growled, now that said angels were a safe distance away. “One day, I’m going to stick Michael’s head on a fucking spike and display it from the gates of my castle.” 
 “You have a castle?” Alex asked.  
 “In hell, yes,” Scarlett replied. Then she frowned. “You’re in trouble, Alex.”  
 Alex grinned. “Aren’t I always?”  
 Scarlett smiled. “You’re in big trouble. Satani wants to see you.”  
 Alex stopped smiling. There was nothing pleasant about Scarlett’s smile. This demon was evil by nature and that smile made her look suitably evil too. And sexy. Like a dominatrix. One that really enjoyed punishing, and didn’t do it just for the money. Apparently, Alex seemed to know a lot about dominatrices.  

“What the fuck…” Alex muttered. “Why do I seem to know the difference between actual dominatrices and those only doing it for money?” 


Lucifer chuckled. “Some of my knowledge is passing on to you,” he said. “Your body is different. It’s like none I’ve ever inhabited before. It’s great!” 


“That means I’ll get more power and stuff, right?” 


“Yup,” Lucifer said. “Who knows, I might even get my full potential back. Just like in the olden days. Ah, the shit I could do, if you could see. I was insane, bro. I was like a fucking beast.” 

 It all sounded great to Alex, except, it still didn’t answer why he seemed to know so much about dominatrices. Alex decided he didn’t want to ask or press the issue. The answer would probably be horrifying.   

“I’ve been around, dude,” Lucifer said. “When you’ve been around as long as I have, you try stuff. I visited a few dominatrices. Scarlett definitely has that nailed down. But in the end, I preferred being dominant. So much more fun. Imagine bending that bitch over and spanking her red ass even redder.” 

 Alex worked hard to focus out Lucifer’s voice. It wasn’t an easy thing to do when said voice was literally in his head. But he managed to do it by staring hard at Scarlett and focusing on her face.  
 Her arms folded across her chest, Scarlett wore a frown on her face. “Did you hear anything I said?” 
 “You were talking?” Alex asked, then cursed silently. He needed to engage his thought filter. If Scarlett was annoyed before, now she was pissed. 
 “Satani’s going to throw you into hell,” she growled. And then she grabbed him by the collar of his t-shirt and pulled. 
 Alex did not budge. 
 Scarlett pulled harder. His shirt tore off, but his feet remained stuck to the ground. Scarlett’s naturally red skin darkened in anger. She was furious. She held his torn shirt in one hand. In the other, she still held her sword.  
 Scarlett dropped his shirt whilst her fingers tightened around the handle of her sword. Her eyes narrowed. Normally, Scarlett would have leapt at him by now, possibly tackled him to the ground and beaten him up. But now, whilst the anger was there, so was hesitancy. Her eyes seemed to calculate, taking him in whole and considering.  
 “You’re lucky Satani needs you alive,” she growled.  

“She’s afraid,” Lucifer boasted. 

 It seemed that way. At least, if not afraid, she wasn’t her cocky self. 
 “Come with me,” she growled. 
 “Or what?” Alex responded.  
 He wasn’t in the mood to see Satani.  Alex had broken so many rules. The fact that the devil wanted to meet with him wasn’t a good sign.  
 He’d killed a fellow Demon Hunter, which was punishable by death. He’d killed a powerful demon, one Satani had explicitly told him to stay away from. He’d attacked angels before and again now, getting into a scrap with a pissy archangel. He’d even sent Satan back down to hell. Alex wasn’t sure if the last one would count in Satani’s good books. She’d locked her brother up in the first place. He just sent him back down to where he came from. She should be pleased, but the devil didn’t strike him as the thankful type.  
 “He’s giving you false confidence, Alex,” Scarlett muttered. “Don’t be an idiot and think you’re stronger than you are.”  
 It wasn’t the first time Scarlett had hinted at knowing of Lucifer’s existence. But that was all she’d done. Hint at it.  
 “Who?” he asked. “What do you think you know?”  
 Scarlett met his eyes firmly. “Lucifer,” she said. “It isn’t the first time he’s been back. It won’t be the last. You know what that means? It means he’s died many times before. Lucifer comes back, but the human bodies he inhabits, they don’t. Don’t die for him,” she said.  
 It was a sobering thought. Scarlett was right. Lucifer had said as much himself. He’d been back plenty of times before, and each time, he’d died.  

“This is different,” Lucifer said. “Your body is different, Alex. I’ve never felt this good before, this powerful.” 

 Alex could feel that power radiating occasionally. But it wasn’t consistent. He was stronger sometimes and sometimes he lacked concentration. But each time, Lucifer seemed to be growing in power.  

“What’s the end game?” Alex asked Lucifer. “What do you hope to achieve?” 


“To free all of humanity from God and the devil,” Lucifer said. 

 Alex let out a mirthless laugh. Lucifer wasn’t asking for much, was he? But it was a noble cause, and one Alex could get on. Much more than he could the one Satani had asked of him. He wasn’t a Demon Hunter anymore. But that didn’t mean he couldn’t meet with Satani and see what the devil wanted of him.  
 He nodded at Scarlett. “Fine,” he said. “I’ll meet the devil.”  
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 Scarlett didn’t have her fancy limousine with her this time. She’d driven to Ignis Estate by herself. Alex supposed getting to Ignis Estate had been a priority and the white LaFerrari parked by the side of the road was much faster than the limousine. How else could demons travel? They didn’t have wings like angels did.  
 The white door of the LaFerrari rose up. As Scarlett slid in, her short skirt hiked up, exposing her thighs and the curves of her ass cheeks. Karen and Veronica both followed him to the car, and by that time Melissa had made it there too.  
 “You’re really going with her?” Karen asked. “You can’t go to Satani. She could kill you.”  
 “I can handle the devil,” Alex said. “I dealt with her much scarier brother, didn’t I?”   
 Both Melissa and Veronica reacted differently to that piece of information. Melissa’s eyes widened as her mouth hung open.  
 Veronica’s eyes narrowed. “Her brother? Satan?” she asked. 
 Alex nodded, grinning.  
 Karen groaned and shoved him in the chest. “Stop telling people. If word gets out, it could be trouble. You’re supposed to keep things like this quiet. It’s not something to brag about!”  
 Alex figured Karen might have a point. He’d already pissed off an archangel, and Satani wasn’t going to shower him with gifts. Satan it seemed, had supporters, so, chances were, they’d probably be coming after him too.  
 “Besides, you only defeated Satan because he was in a weakened state. Satani isn’t in a weakened state. She’s in full power. It won’t be easy.”  
 Again, Karen was right. Scarlett had kicked his ass easily once. Admittedly, he was stronger now, but the demon was still a force to be reckoned with. And Scarlett was terrified of Satani.  
 “You defeated Satan?” Veronica asked.  
 “Shh,” Karen hissed at her fellow Demon Hunter as she glanced around worriedly. There was no one in sight, let alone in hearing distance.  
 Veronica raised an eyebrow. “You need to stop being so uptight, Karen. It’s not attractive.”  
 “Excuse me?” Karen asked, turning to face Veronica. “Uptight?”  
 “You’re really pretty,” Veronica said, completely unperturbed by Karen’s hostility. She even reached out with her hand and moved away the strand of black hair that crossed down Karen’s forehead. “But you’re too uptight. You need to loosen up.”  
 Veronica suddenly leaned in and kissed Karen on the lips. Karen’s body stiffened, but she didn’t resist.  
 “You’re a good kisser, too,” Veronica commented. She then turned to face Alex and gave him a kiss. She tasted like cherries. “Don’t die,” she told him. And with that, she walked off.  
 “Am I uptight?” Karen demanded.  
 Alex shook his head. He didn’t think Karen was uptight at all. In fact, she was the complete opposite of uptight. Karen was fun, and right now, Alex would much rather have gone home with her than go with Scarlett to meet Satani.  
 Karen glanced behind him at the waiting white LaFerrari. He could tell she wanted to go with him. Aside from it being a two-seater car, Scarlett didn’t ask Karen to come along.   
 Karen leaned in and kissed him on the lips. It was a more passionate kiss than the quick one Veronica had given him. Alex kissed her back. He wrapped his arms around her waist and hugged her. Damnit, she felt so good. The urge to tell Scarlett to fuck off and instead go back to Karen’s apartment was strong. 
 Eventually, they parted lips, knowing Scarlett the angry demon with little patience was waiting for him. Melissa stood awkwardly a few feet away from Karen. The demon girl had always been a little awkward and shy.  
 “Did you really defeat Satan?” she asked in hushed tones.  
 Alex nodded. “Drove my sword into his chest and kicked him back down to hell.”  
 “Satan was in a weakened estate,” Karen muttered. “Don’t get too cocky, Alex.”  
 Alex rolled his eyes. “Maybe you are uptight.”  
 “Am not!” Karen muttered.  
 Alex took Melissa’s hand and pulled her in for a hug. The demon girl was the perfect dictionary definition of cute. She wasn’t as tall as the Demon Hunters, but she had a perfectly curvy ass that could actually grow bigger if she willed it to. Some demons had powers of sorts, and Melissa’s power was to grow bigger. As in she could grow taller, have bigger breasts, or make her ass curvier.  
 It was similar to Mystique’s powers, but only applicable for sex.  
 She didn’t need to though. Alex thought she was perfect. He stared into her yellow eyes. There was worry in them. He kissed her on the lips, once, then twice, then they kissed passionately. It was the car horn that caused Alex to pull away.  
 “I’ll take care of Melissa,” Karen told him. “You should go before the angry bitch becomes angrier.”  
 With a reluctant sigh, Alex waved at the two girls, then walked towards the waiting car. He undid the straps of the scabbard from around his chest. His sword sheathed in it, Alex climbed into the car and placed the scabbard between his legs. The cold handle rested against his bare chest.   
 “Don’t ever make me wait,” Scarlett said through gritted teeth.  
 “You really need to change the tune,” Alex said tiredly. “Seriously. Stop threatening me. We both know you’re not going to do shit to me.” 
 “I’ll chop your fucking dick off!” Scarlett hissed.  
 Alex rolled his eyes. He glanced down at her long red legs. The skirt was hiked right up her waist.  
 “You know, if you want my cock that badly, just ask,” he grinned, and deciding he could afford to be that brave, he placed a hand on Scarlett’s lap. He let out a chuckle as her face turned a darker shade of red in anger. “Drive, woman,” Alex said.  
 He moved his hand away from her lap and leaned back into the comfortable leather seat. Damn, this car was nice. He needed to upgrade. Apparently, he had the money in the bank now to afford one of these, courtesy of being a Demon Hunter.  
 Muttering threats under her breath, Scarlett put her foot down. Alex didn’t get to admire the car too much as his thoughts turned to where they were going.  
 The Red House of Satan and the devil that awaited him there.  
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 The Red House of Satan was based in central London. It wasn’t too far away from Ignis Estate as the crow flew, but they’d hit the London rush hour period, which as far as Alex was concerned, was pretty much the whole day.  
 Scarlett drove her LaFerrari as if it were a Nissan Micra and not worth hundreds of thousands of pounds. She overtook cars by driving on the curb and not caring one bit as the low bumper scraped against the cement. She horned incessantly, drove over the speed limit, broke harshly to stop from crashing, and of course, she hit as many red lights as it were possible. In the end though, it really didn’t make much of a difference. Alex estimated they made it to the Red House of Satan a grand total of maybe five minutes earlier than they would have had Scarlett not driven like a lunatic.  
 The demon was still furious. Part of Alex was tempted to wind her up even more because he found he was a little annoyed too, annoyed at being summoned by Satani. It wasn’t long ago when Alex came to see the devil to tell her Jamie Azarath was planning to free a powerful demon that she’d locked away.  
 That demon turned out to be Satan, her older brother. Alex had done her a fucking favour by kicking Satan back down to hell. She should be thanking him. Instead, she’d summoned him and if Scarlett was to be believed, he was going to hell. Literally.  
 That couldn’t be right, could it?  
  She couldn’t have literally meant it literally, could she? Nah, it had to be a figure of speech. But even as a figure of speech, it didn’t seem like the thanks he should be receiving. He’d saved her ass, and probably Scarlett’s too.  
 Satan seemed like an evil and vengeful cunt. He would have taken his revenge on anyone that had supported his sister, and that included Scarlett. The angry demon beside him should have been thanking him, not being the angry bitch that she was.  
 So, deciding he was annoyed and actually not afraid of getting into a scrap with Scarlett, Alex said, “Oh wow, you got here really quickly. I mean, had you not driven around like a fucking lunatic, we would have been here,” he paused and stared down at his empty wrist, pretending to look at a watch, “a whole two minutes later.”  
 Scarlett had her hands on the driving wheel. Her fingers tightened around the soft and probably expensive leather. Her black claws dug into it. She turned her head towards him very slowly. Her teeth gritted, she glared at him with her black eyes. Alex felt something wash over him. It was a sort of coldness. Scarlett’s angry face changed. Her eyes narrowed and her set jawline loosened. It was a moment before Alex realised what had just happened. And when he did, he burst out laughing.  
 “You tried that hypnosis shit on me,” he said as he pointed a finger at her. “Did you really think it was going to work?”  
 Scarlett nodded like a sullen child. “Lucifer wasn’t this strong before…”  
 “Well, he’s a lot stronger than he used to be,” Alex said. “He’d kick your ass easily if we were to get into another scrap.”  
 “Don’t get too cocky, Alex,” Scarlett scoffed. “You will need every ounce of that power Lucifer gives you where you’re going.”  
 “Where am I going?” Alex asked, frowning.  
 Scarlett smiled widely. She wasn’t even trying to look evil, but that smile had psycho written all over it.   
   
   
   
 * * * 
   
   
   
 Rubrum Domus Satanas. It translated into the Red House of Satan, or so Alex was told. It had been named somewhat prosaically. It was a towering building of a hundred floors and made of a Redstone more commonly seen in southern Asia. Wide steps of black stone led up to the building, and they passed under a column of white stone that reflected brilliantly off the steps. On the pediment, set against the white stone, was Satani’s face carved into it. 
 Alex pointed at it. “She’s a bit vain, isn’t she?”  
 Scarlett ignored him and climbed up the steps. Alex didn’t follow immediately. He stared at the top of the building. It didn’t matter the time of the day, or the weather. There were always dark clouds swirling around the top of the building.  
 It wasn’t Alex’s first time here, but he still couldn’t get over the surreal feel of the place. It didn’t help that it was located in a narrow service road just off a busy central London street. The other buildings on this narrow alleyway were either three, four, five and even six floors high. They were dwarfed by the Red House of Satan, and yet, Alex was sure they didn’t even know it existed.  
 Alex still had reservations about his meeting with Satani. His scabbard was fastened around his chest and Alex touched the sword on his back. The metal felt reassuring. If things didn’t go the way he liked, he could always fight his way out.  
 And with that, he climbed up the steps and into the building. Once inside, he caught up with Scarlett as she climbed the steps that led to the lobby. There were elevators on both sides, but it was the golden door at the end that would take them up to the hundredth floor.  
 It was the only elevator that went all the way up. It was also inaccessible to Demon Hunters. Scarlett pressed the button. The doors parted silently. They stepped inside. Alex leaned against the glass mirror. His hands gripped the bar that crossed it from one end of the wall to the other. Scarlett stood a couple of feet in front of him.  
 The short skirt and the tightly fitting white shirt, Alex took in her figure. There was a feeling of déjà vu about this. There seemed to be a lot of that today.  

“Shall we just kill her?” Lucifer asked. “We could drive the sword into her back right now and end this.”


“What happens after that?” Alex asked.


“We go up and kill Satani,” Lucifer said triumphantly.

 Lucifer’s end game was to free humanity from both the demons and the angels. But killing Satani and Scarlett would only tip the scales in favour of the angels. Without demons on earth, who knew what God and his dipshit archangels would get up to. Images of the bodies of the dead demons lying in Ignis Estate’s town square flashed through Alex’s mind. Michael was a cruel bastard. Easily as cruel as any demon he’d crossed paths with.   

“Fair point,” Lucifer said. 

 Alex hadn’t said anything, but he didn’t have to. One of the perks of having Lucifer inside his head was that it could read his thoughts. A perk for Lucifer, that was. For Alex, it felt like a total invasion of privacy. But it was a small sacrifice to pay for the benefits that came with it. Without Lucifer, Alex wouldn’t have been able to stop Satan. There would be war between demons and angels right this moment. The world would be in chaos.  
 The elevator reached the hundredth floor. The doors parted silently and they stepped 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. Alex couldn’t remember her name, but he did have history with her.  
 Seeing him approach, she smiled. Noticing Scarlett’s lips tightening, the smile disappeared and the receptionist continued to type away at the computer before her. The red doors parted to let them through.  
 The decor was different in here. The floor was of dark wood with parquet octagrams designed into it. The walls were red and had cornice mouldings of the same octagram. At the end was the staircase that led up to Satani’s quarters.  
 It was pitch black, the staircase. It reminded Alex of a black hole. Not a spec of light was visible as you approached the staircase. It was a darkness like no other. Not only was it devoid of light, it seemed devoid of warmth too. Alex felt a chill up his spine as he climbed the steps.  
 And then suddenly, he felt exhausted. Fuck, he needed a good night’s sleep, or a week’s worth. What he didn’t need was a meeting with the fucking devil.  
 They made it to the top of the stairs and Alex stepped into the light. It hadn’t changed much up here. 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 were 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.  
 “Sit,” Scarlett growled at him.  
 Alex frowned at the demon. She was kidding herself if she thought he was going to listen to her. He folded his arms and leaned against the railing. She glared at him with cold eyes, but Alex stared back evenly.  
 “I said sit!”  
 “Oh, sorry, I’m not deaf,” Alex told her. “I heard you the first time. I’m not listening to you, dumbass.”  
 “I will fucking kill you with my bare hands!” Scarlett said with teeth gritted.  
 Her body began to shake. She held her hands out by her side. The black nails extended, becoming more like claws. Alex had seen that happen before, but what followed was definitely new.  
 At around six and a half feet, Scarlett was already a tall demon. But she began to grow even taller. Alex rubbed his eyes to make sure he was seeing what he was seeing. It was like someone was pressing the zoom button on her. Her body grew evenly in all areas, longer legs, longer arms. The only thing that didn’t grow were her clothes. The short skirt ripped at the waist and fell by her ankles. The buttons from the white shirt popped. One came flying at him. Alex moved his head to the left just in time. His eyes watched as the button flew past, missing him by a hairline.  
 Once he turned to look back at Scarlett, it seemed she’d completed her transformation. She was now almost ten feet in height and she stood naked, all her clothes having torn off her.  

“That’s how it should be,” Alex muttered. “Completely naked. The Hulk makes no sense.”


“The fuck are you talking about?” Lucifer asked.


“The Hulk? When he grows in size, all his clothes tear off apart from his trousers?”


“Who's the Hulk? I don’t know of that demon.”


“He’s not a demon… When… when was the last time you inhabited a body?”

 Alex felt Lucifer shrug. It was a strange feeling. It caused him to shudder just a little. If Lucifer didn’t know who the Hulk was, he probably hadn’t possessed a human any time recently. The dude had missed out on a lot of good movies. 
 Standing before him and looking as angry as ever, but now roughly thirty percent bigger, was Scarlett. She held her hands out by her sides, much like men in the olden days would as they faced off in a duel. Except, instead of having guns, Scarlett only had her claws. Alex didn’t doubt they were as lethal, if not more.  
 But he wasn’t afraid. Not in the slightest. 
 “Did…” he paused to squint at her. “Something's different. Have you grown?” he asked, mockingly. 
 Scarlett let out a roar. It was like none he had heard before. It was primal and actually a little terrifying and definitely loud. Alex drew out his sword and held it before him, ready to battle the demon. Scarlett roared again, and this time, Alex noticed her teeth. Fuck. She had teeth like that alien in the identically named movie, Alien. They were long and sharp. Black too. And in rows of four. Scrap that, they were not like the alien’s teeth. Scarlett’s were much more terrifying. Alex took a step back, not keen on the idea of being bitten. 
 Scarlett leapt towards him, her claws out, she aimed for his stomach. Alex moved out of the way and at the same time, tried to slice her head off. She ducked underneath his strike and he turned to face her once more.  
 “That’ll be enough, thank you,” a voice said. 
 It was Satani.  
 The devil stood at the other end of the settee. Alex had no idea how she had gotten there, or even how long she had been standing there. Despite his general animosity towards the woman who stole his soul, Alex felt something for the devil. It wasn’t affection, but it wasn’t the anger that he felt towards her when she wasn’t present.  
 He knew why the feeling came about. The devil some sort of power. Scarlett could use compulsion; Satan grew into a fucking giant. Satani apparently, had the power to make everyone love and worship her. Alex had felt that way about her before, loving and wanting to worship. 
 He didn’t feel that now, and he imagined Lucifer was to thank for that. But still, staring at Satani, he found it difficult to be angry with her. It didn’t help that she was also absolutely gorgeous.  
 Satani wore a black satin dress that hugged her gorgeous figure. It came down to her knees, but was cut on the side to expose one leg up to her thighs. It had a plunging neckline that showed off her perfect breasts.  
 Beside him, Scarlett began to change once more. Within a couple of seconds, she was back to her normal size, but now completely naked as her clothes had torn off during the transformation. Unsure of what was going to happen next, Alex decided to keep his sword in hand.  
 Satani ignored him, her gaze on Scarlett, she seemed to take in the demon’s naked form. Under her gaze, Alex saw a different side to Scarlett. The demon’s shoulders dropped, as did her head. Her eyes now stared at the ground.  
 “Did you meet with the archangel?” Satani asked.  
 “Yes, mistress,” Scarlett said, still staring at the ground. “He will be here to visit you tomorrow morning.”  
 Satani nodded. “You may go now.”  
 “Thank you, mistress,” Scarlett said.  
 She passed Alex as she made her way down the stairs. He expected her to say something to him, probably threaten to kill him some way or other, but Scarlett didn’t even glance at him, which was really strange. He knew she was afraid of Satani, but he’d never seen her this… submissive. Something had changed between the two.  
 “Scarlett,” Satani called out as the demon made it to the staircase of darkness. As the demon looked back, the devil said, “You’re not a whore, are you?”  
 Scarlett’s brows furrowed. Her eyes met Alex’s. She was confused and didn’t know how to respond.  
 “Do you want to be fucked?” Satani asked.  
 “...I-” Scarlett stopped, her lips were parted slightly, as if she wanted to say more, but was afraid.  
 “Do you want Alex to fuck you?” Satani asked. “Do you want him to bend you over and drive his cock up your whore cunt?”  
 Scarlett shook her head quickly. “Please, no mistress,” she said softly.  
 “Then put some fucking clothes on,” Satani growled.  
 “Yes mistress,” Scarlett said quickly. Her eyes fell on the torn remains of her clothing. She rushed over and collecting them in her hands, she darted down the stairs and disappeared from sight.  
 With her gone, Satani now turned her eyes onto Alex. He felt a chill rising up his spine. This woman before him might look like a goddess, but she was the devil, and she was dangerous. His sword still in hand, he stared at her warily, and at the same time, he felt for the warmth inside him that came with Lucifer, the warmth that gave him super strength and energy.  
 Was it going to be enough to stop the devil were she to attack?  
 “You’re in trouble,” Satani said to him.  
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 This was it. The moment he’d been dreading, or hoping for, Alex wasn’t sure. He swallowed nervously and felt for that surge of heat within his chest. He breathed a sigh of relief. It was there. The warmth moved down his body, down his arm and into the longsword. The dull grey blade changed to a reddish colour, similar to the colour steel takes when it is being forged in the fires of a smithy. 
 The change in colour did not escape Satani’s notice. The corners of her lips twitched as her eyes sparkled. “Are you going to fight me, Alex?”  
 “Only if you start first,” he responded.  
 Satani stepped around the settee and walked towards him. Despite probably not intending to, she looked damn sultry. “And do you think you can defeat me, Alex?”  
 “Depends,” Alex said. He raised his sword in front of him and pointed it at the devil as she continued to slowly walk towards him. “Just out of curiosity, how much tougher are you than your brother?”  
 Satani’s lips now spread into a smile. She didn’t seem at all surprised by the question. “Well, I did imprison him,” she said. “So, I guess we have that in common.”  
 Yup, she definitely knew what he’d done. But she didn’t seem angry, which Alex supposed made sense. He’d stopped Satan from coming out. If her devil older brother escaped, it would not be good for her considering she was the one that put him away.  
 Satani kept walking towards him until her chest came up against the sharp pointy end of his sword.  
 “You might have managed to throw Satan back into the pit he crawled out from, but he was in a severely weakened state when you did it. I threw him in when he was in his prime,” she said, her eyes stared at him. Cold eyes that sent another shiver down his back. “You really think you can defeat me?”  
 Alex had his sword pointed at her chest. The pointy end was only inches away from her chest. All he had to do was drive the sword forward. Could it be that easy? His sword was flaming red now. Inside his head, Lucifer was silent, but Alex felt the presence, felt Lucifer egging him on to drive the sword forward and into the devil’s chest.  
 This was the woman that had ruined his life. She came to his father in his moment of weakness and offered him a way out. Except, it wasn’t a way out. She offered him a life of drink, drugs and prostitutes. A life of escapism when he should have been focused on looking after his son.  
 Satani ruined the relationship between father and son. And she did it by trading his soul for the privilege.  
 Finally, no longer satisfied about silently egging him on, Lucifer shouted in his head. “Kill her! Drive the sword into her chest!” 

 Part of Alex wanted to do it. The other part of him, he assumed was under some sort of compulsion, because it sort of didn’t want to kill her. Satani could use compulsion. She’d done it to him before. He’d lain on a Chowki in the room to their left and willing allowed Satani to rip his soul out. But now, he figured, with Lucifer inside him, he was protected from severe compulsion. 
 It was in balance. He wanted to drive the sword into her chest, and at the same time, he didn’t. There was also a part of him that worried even if he did push the handle forward, it wouldn’t kill the devil. Satani wouldn’t put her life in danger like this.  

“Why the hesitancy?” Lucifer asked. “She’s the devil. Kill her!”


“Why do you want her dead?” Alex asked. There was silence in his head, but Alex could tell it was because Lucifer was confused by the question. So, he decided to elaborate. “She stopped Satan and made peace with the angels. That was good for humanity, right?” 

 There was more silence in his head as Lucifer mulled it over. For Alex, the balance began to tip in favour of not stabbing the devil. Things could be a lot worse without Satani around.  

“Fine,” Lucifer grumbled. “Let’s not kill her… for now.” 

 Alex could work with that. He lowered his sword, then placed it in the sheath strapped to his back. Satani continued to stare at him with those eyes., The coldness was there, but so was something else.  
 She turned suddenly and began to walk away. Her satin dress left her back uncovered but hugged her curvy bottom. 
 “Are you going to follow after me, or just stand there and stare at my ass?” Satani asked, looking over her shoulder.  
 “Yeah, um… right,” Alex mumbled as he hastened to follow after her. 
 The devil walked towards the doors to the left. Alex had been in one of those rooms. He had bad memories of it. He was beginning to suspect Satani and wonder if he’d made the wrong decision in not stabbing her in the chest when they walked past the door that led into the room with the chowki and entered the one directly opposite the staircase he had walked up.  
 It opened up to a room larger than the rest of the floor. To the left were maroon coloured leather settees. Past it was a personal library, not as big as the one outside. On the opposite side was a kitchen. The tiling was dark red, like blood that had spilled and hardened. Beside it were rows of shelving stacked with wine bottles. Past that, at the far end was a large four-poster bed made of a dark mahogany wood. Beside it, attached to tenterhooks from the wall was Satani’s personal armoury. The various weapons were all made of a black metal. On the far end was a large pit from which ember-like light emerged.  
 Alex pointed at the pit. “What the hell is that?”  
 Satani grinned. “Hell, actually.”  
 Alex didn’t get to ask the natural follow up question to her response, which would have been ‘Say what now?’ because in that moment, a demon appeared. She stood a few feet away from Satani with her head bowed.  
 The demon had light blue skin and black hair that came down to her waist. She was completely naked, save for the large collar around her neck. It was attached to a chain that was connected to the manacles around her wrists and ankles. She had a number of piercings too. A large nose ring, both nipples pierced with large rings, there were more on her pussy. 
 “Do you want anything to drink,” Satani asked conversationally.  
 Alex managed to look away from the demon to see Satani sitting on the maroon leather settee. He shook his head numbly, his eyes moved back to the demon and the chains and manacles that restricted her movement.  
 “Bring us wine,” Satani said, ignoring his desire to not drink anything.  
 The demon bowed her head, then hurried away as best she could with the restrictions that bound her movement. She did it well. Deftly. She was either a quick learner, or she’d had a lot of time to learn. She returned quickly with two silver goblets. Alex took his and offered polite thanks. Satani took hers, then with a wave of the hand, dismissed the demon.  
 When she was out of earshot, Alex asked. “What’s her story?”  
 “She’s my servant,” Satani responded.  
 “Right,” Alex nodded. “And the manacles are just part of the uniform. I like it. It’s very evil. Goes with your persona.”  
 If it were supposed to insult Satani, it did the opposite. She gave him one of those smiles. The ones that sent chills down his back. “Many thousands of years ago, her family did something to annoy me. Now, every ten years, they send me a new daughter to be my servant as a reminder of their place in hell.” 
 “They did something thousands of years ago and you’re still pissed?” Alex asked, eyes wide.  

“She’s an evil bitch. We should have killed her when we had the chance,” Lucifer said. 

 “Yes. it’s a warning to others to know their place. Which brings me to my next point, Alex. Your place, where is it?”  
 “Excuse me?” Alex asked, confused.  
 “When you held the sword to my chest, you were tempted to drive it forward,” Satani told him. “You were considering killing me,” she said as she took a sip of her drink. “You thought you held my life in your hands. Do you know what that means, Alex?”  

“That’s a trick question if there ever was one,” Lucifer said. 


“Yup,” Alex agreed. 

 Based on that, Alex decided not to answer the question.  
 “Drink,” Satani told him.  
 “Is it poisoned?” Alex asked.  
 Satani’s red eyes bore into him. Again, they sent chills down his back. Alex decided poison wasn’t really Satani’s style. If she wanted to kill him, she’d fight him to the death and probably enjoy the challenge. He took a sip of the red wine. It wasn’t bad, actually.  
 “Your place, Alex,” Satani said. “Where do you think it is?”  
 Alex took another sip of his drink and shrugged.  
 “It is beneath me,” she told him.  
 Alex burst out laughing. “Is this a booty call?”  
 Anger flashed in Satani’s eyes. She lashed out at him suddenly. A flaming whip came out of nowhere. It struck the goblet in his hand and sliced through it. As quickly as the whip appeared, it also vanished. Satani remained seated in her chair, having barely moved. Alex held the remaining base of the goblet. The cup was on the ground. The wine was spilt on his jeans. 

“That was kinda cool,” Lucifer said. 

 “Don’t get ideas above your station, Alex. You might have Lucifer inside you, but he lost the war even at his strongest. And Satan? Him at his weakest and me at my strongest,” she leaned in, “there is a huge difference. If you ever think of crossing me, if you ever think above your station,” she nodded at the cup in his hand, “It’ll be your neck.”  

“Definitely should have killed her when we had the chance,” Lucifer said. “Also, the whore is wrong. I didn’t lose the war. I was backstabbed. Literally.” 

 “What do you want?” Alex asked, frowning. She couldn’t have called him here to demonstrate her power. 
 “You’ve caused a problem, Alex. You’ve created trouble for me. Now, you’re going to sort it out.”  
 Alex raised both his hands. “Look, I didn’t kill the angel, okay. Sure, I beat one up a while back, but I swear, I didn’t kill any angels.”  
 Satani’s brows furrowed. “That was not the trouble I was referring to,” she said pointedly.  
 “Oh, cool,” Alex said. He flashed her a smile. “So, uh… what’s up.”  
 Satani took another sip of her drink, her eyes narrowed. “You killed Jamie Azarath, after I specifically told you not to.”  
 “He was working against you to free Satan. Remember your older brother? You know, the more famous devil?” Alex asked. “He actually broke out you know. We had a chat. Here’s a surprise. You came up. Satan wasn’t a big fan of yours, cuz you know, you locked him up?” Alex raised the base of the goblet to his lips, then realised Satani had sliced the cup off. Shame, he’d liked the wine. “I did you a favour.”  
 “You’re as stupid as you are handsome,” Satani said with a sigh.  
 “Uh, thanks?” Alex muttered, wondering what her problem was, aside from you know, being the devil.  
 Satani told him what her problem was. It turned out she knew all about Jamie and his little plans. She also knew about the rumours of God. Apparently, he wasn’t as strong as he used to be. Satani’s plan was to sit it out and let Jamie free Satan. If the rumours were right and her older brother was able to destroy God, then fantastic. If the rumours were wrong and God wasn’t weakened, then if anyone could destroy Satan for good, it would be God. Either way, of the two thorns, one would be out of her way.  
 But now, things had taken a turn for the worse. Satan was back in his pit, which wasn’t the worst thing. It reverted the situation back to the status quo. Except, Jamie’s death had caused problems in hell. His family were on the warpath. They blamed Satani. It was one of her Demon Hunters that had killed him. They didn’t care that he was betraying Satani. They wanted vengeance.  
 Back on earth, aa demon had killed an angel. The tension between the two species was on a knife edge. If Satani didn’t get to grips with the problem, there would be another war with the angels.  
 “That… that is a bit of a pickle,” Alex said.  
 “Yes, Alex, that is a bit of a pickle,” Satani said coldly. “You’re going to solve the problem you started,” she told him. “You’re going to go to hell and put down the Azarath family rebellion.”  
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 Alex stared down at the base of the goblet still in his hand. He really wished the cup was there, filled with wine. The demon girl that had brought it to him was by the library, a feather duster in hand, she busied herself with it. She’d got a rough deal. Ten years of servitude for crimes committed by an ancestor. And having to do it in chains, manacles, and the piercings? Satani was one to hold a grudge for eternity. 
 Alex looked up from the sliced base. “Did I hear right?”  
 Satani nodded.  
 “You want me to go down to hell and stop a rebellion?” he asked. 
 “Something like that,” Satani said.  
 “Like, a full-blown rebellion? Like, there will be demon armies and… stuff?”  
 “You won’t be alone, Alex,” Satani said. “You’ll have my loyal demons supporting you.”  
 “So, like, I’m going to lead an army into war, like a general?”  
 Satani rolled her eyes. “If that helps you, sure. But I think you’ll be able to play a more specific role in the war.” 
 A more specific role? “Like what?” Alex asked suspiciously.  
 “I’m sure Keira will find a use for you,” Satani said. “You’re a pain in the ass, Alex. You know the purpose of Demon Hunters? To look pretty and be there for my amusement. Do whatever the fuck you want in your own time, as long as you followed the rules, I couldn’t care less. Except, you couldn’t do that, could you? You just had to be a big pain in the backside. You’re going to solve my little problem in hell and you’re also going to stay away while I deal with this angel murdering business.”  
 Alex watched Satani carefully. This wasn’t the devil he knew, the one that was always so damned scary and frightening, but calm and confident. Right now, she was snappy and on edge, visibly rattled.  
 “I need someone,” she paused and watched Alex with wary eyes. “I need someone with a little… talent on the battlefield. We have a plan to deal with the rebels. Before every battle, we can offer a champion to duel their finest. If you win, you could end the battle within minutes.” 
 “I would have sent Scarlett down, but I don’t know if she can be trusted at the moment. She knew Jamie was planning to free Satan, but only told me after I asked. She also knew about Lucifer being inside you. Again, she only mentioned it after I wondered how you managed to throw Satan back into the pit.”    
 What had happened earlier when Satani had snapped at Scarlett and asked if the demon was a whore suddenly made sense now. Alex almost felt sympathy for the devil. Trouble in hell, trouble on earth, and she couldn’t trust her closest demon. It wasn’t an enviable position.  
 He almost felt sorry for the devil. But then he remembered she was the devil that stole his soul. Still, it was about choosing the lesser of two evils at the moment. Satani staying in power meant keeping the status quo, which whilst not perfect, was better than the alternative.  
 Alex climbed to his feet. “So, how do I get to hell?” he asked.  
 Satani also rose to her feet. Standing at five feet eight, Satani was an attractive height for a human woman. She wasn’t as tall as Scarlett or the demon receptionist on the hundredth floor. She was shorter than Karen and Veronica and pretty much all the other female Demon Hunters.  
 But she was still quite possibly the sexiest woman ever. She had presence and power. He could feel the latter radiating from her. Satani placed a hand on his bare chest. That hand then moved down until it came to his jeans. She dug her fingers in between the waistband, then turning, she led him down the room and towards the pit. 
 It was about ten meters wide. The edges off the pit were red and covered in burning hot lava that spouted out steam and fiery heat. But the centre of the pit was pitch black. The light from the lava did not illuminate the centre at all. It reminded him of the stairs that led up to Satani’s quarters.  
 “That’s the way down to hell?” Alex asked.  
 Satani nodded. “It’s not as bad as it looks.”  
 Alex wasn’t comforted by that. “I have to jump in?”  
 “Yes. There are some tricks to navigating your way around, but you’ll be fine.”  
 Alex stepped away from the edge. “I’m sorry, what?”  
 Satani suddenly pulled him close. Her head came to his bare chest and she looked up at him. Alex wasn’t sure if it was her compulsion at work, but he felt the urge to kiss the devil. He leaned down and did as much. Her lips were soft. He felt his body relax. And then, she pulled back and smiled up at him 
 “You’ll be fine,” she told him. “But if you do get lost, head for the city of Katarnak. Keira will be there, waiting for you.”  
 Alex was opened his mouth, but didn’t get a chance to speak as Satani kissed him once more. This time, the kiss was more passionate. He felt his body relax completely and his fears of falling down a dark pit with burning lava faded away.  
 “It’d be a shame if you died down there,” Satani told him.   
 And then, she pushed him down into the pit. Alex felt his arms flailing as he tried to grab onto something. But there was nothing to hold onto. He was surrounded by darkness.  
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 The minutes passed, and Alex continued to fall. The pit was strange. The walls of the pit were red like molten lava. But their light did not reach him. Alex waved his hands before his face, but he couldn’t see them. Looking up, he could no longer see the mouth of the pit either. And down below was complete darkness too.  
 Alex estimated he’d been falling for at least ten minutes now. How much longer this would continue, he had no idea. He wasn’t uncomfortable. There wasn’t a rush of wind on his back. There was nothing. The air was still. It was like he was floating, but actually falling. It was silent too. Alex opened his mouth to make a sound. Nothing came out. Interesting.  

“Hello?” he asked in his head. 


“Sup dickweed,” came Lucifer’s response.


“You know you’re a complete douchebag, right?” Alex asked. 


“No,” Lucifer said. “I’m humanity's only hope. I’m their saviour.”


“It’s not mutually exclusive, Lucifer. You can be all of that and a douchebag too.”

 Lucifer didn’t respond. Alex wondered if he was having an epiphany about being a douchebag. Silence followed and Alex’s thoughts turned back to the fact that he was falling into hell. 
 He should have said goodbye to Karen and Melissa. Fuck. He didn’t even get a chance to check up on Chrissy and her sister, Emily. He hoped they were all okay and that they didn’t worry about him and his sudden disappearance.  
 He missed the girls.  
 Alex smiled. He hadn’t even reached hell yet, and already, he wanted to come back. He was suddenly determined to end the rebellion and return back to the land of humans, the land of the living.  

“It’s strange, going to hell,” Lucifer said suddenly, his voice thoughtful. “After Satan’s betrayal, I swore to never trust any demon ever again. But here we are, on our way to hell, to help the little devil.” 

 He could understand how Lucifer felt. Alex had hated Satani, maybe still did too. At one point, he’d decided he wasn’t going to ever work for Satani on account of her being an evil bitch and stealing his soul. But here he was, going down to hell to fight against the rebels to keep her in power. 
 The black hole suddenly ended. Alex could see where he was. There was a sky above him, but it wasn’t blue. The colour was a dark crimson red. He was falling and he could feel the rush of wind on his back. His arms started to flail wildly again as he tried to hold onto something. But there was nothing to hold onto but air.  
 Alex turned his head to look down. The ground was coming up fast. It was made of red rock, similar in colour to that used to build the Red House of Satan. He was going to hit it hard. He was going to die.  

“Pull the sword out,” Lucifer screamed. 

 Alex barely managed to hear him over the rush of the wind. His eardrums felt like they were about to split. His hands felt behind his back for the handle of the long sword sticking out from the scabbard. Despite continuing to fall at a certain dying speed, Alex felt a little reassured to be able to grab something solid. He pulled out the long sword and held it in his hands, gripping it tightly.  

“What now?” Alex asked. 


“Turn.” 

 “Turn?” Alex repeated out loud.  

“Yes, turn!” 

 Okay, turn, Alex thought. It was easier said than done. Alex didn’t even know where to begin. He started swaying his hips left and right. He could hear Lucifer groaning, but he ignored him and continued by trying to tilt one shoulder up and the other down at the same time. He wasn’t sure if that was what did it, or if it was just the natural cause of falling, but Alex was now facing the ground. 
 Looking down at the fast-approaching rocky surface did not help calm his nerves.   

“What now?” he screamed. 

 The ground was only a few hundred feet away. Alex was still falling incredibly fast. Lucifer didn’t respond, but Alex felt it. The warmth spread from his body and down into the sword. But it was hotter than ever before. The sword began to glow red before becoming fiery. Just as Alex was about to hit the ground, a burst of red energy shot out from the sword and hit the ground.  
 At the same time, the force jolted the sword backward. The handle struck Alex in the stomach and knocked him back. Instead of hitting the ground and being splattered, he was thrown back into the air, and then he hit the ground from about twenty feet.  
 Alex landed on his back, where he remained. He was breathing heavily, and his stomach felt like it had been struck by a hammer. Pain from all across his body shot to his head. It felt like it was going to explode. There was that familiar ringing sound too.  
 Alex remained on the ground, waiting for the pain and the ringing noise to subside and wondering how much torment his body could take. After a while, his breathing returned to normal and his body no longer felt like it had been run over by a truck. It only felt like a car had hit him. 
 Alex opened his eyes and sat up.  
 It was hot and dusty. The skies above were dark red and that colour filtered down. The landscape was arid. Alex had hit the ground in the narrow path between two mountains. He slowly climbed to his feet and sheathed his sword, then stared up at the mountains.  
 He’d have to climb one of those to get his bearings. Alex chose the one to his left. It was taller and seemed easier to climb. The incline at the top wasn’t as steep. It wasn’t the biggest mountain in the world. In fact, it might have just been a really big hill. But it was still hard work. Alex made it halfway up before he paused to sit on a boulder and catch his breath. 
 It was the hot and dusty climate. He wasn’t used to it. The air was hard to breathe too. It was thick and had an ashy taste to it. After resting for twenty minutes, he set off once more. He’d underestimated the incline at the top. He could no longer climb using just his feet. He had to use his hands to hold onto bits of rock to pull himself up. Sometimes, those rocks broke off and tumbled down the mountain. Once, when that happened, Alex lost his footing and landed on his face flat, hurting his nose and tasting dust. Luckily, he didn’t roll down the mountain.  
 Once at the top, Alex sat on another rock to catch his breath. He wiped away the seat beads that had formed on his forehead and glanced around. Hell was like a big desert full of rocky mountains and with a red sky and ashy air. The mountains continued for miles and miles. To his left, Alex spotted a valley between the mountains. It was lava that flowed through the stream. 
 What he didn’t see was any signs of civilisation. Nor was there any vegetation or water or even animals.  
 “We’re going to starve to death,” Alex muttered.  

“Don’t be so dramatic,” Lucifer said. “Look down there, between the two mountains.” 

 Alex did look down, but he didn’t see anything. Not at first anyway. But then, he spotted it. Between the two mountains was a path that looked like it was in use. The rock was smooth and flat.  

“We need to be careful,” Lucifer said. “We might be in enemy territory.” 

 He was right, of course. Alex hadn’t landed in Katarnak, the city that Satani had told him to go to. For all he knew, Katarnak could be hundreds of miles away. He could be deep inside rebel territory right now. And being a human in hell, he would be easily identifiable.  
 So, with his guard up, Alex began to climb down the mountain and head for the path.  
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 Alex found the path without too much difficulty. It was narrow, about five feet in width, just wide enough for a car. Or a horse and cart, depending on where hell was in regards to technology. Except, the path did not look like it had been driven over by anything. It was definitely a path and it curved around the mountains. The surface was flat and smooth. But it was made of rock, and it didn’t have any track marks or signs of wheels.  
 Alex walked for an hour before he came across the first sign of change. By the side of the path, sticking out of a rock at a ninety-degree angle was a tree. It was a strange tree. The trunk was red. The leaves were black. And it had purple fruits the size and shape of apples.  
 “Think that’s edible?” Alex asked.  

“Probably not,” Lucifer replied. “Let’s try one.” 

 Alex was tempted to. What with being a Demon Hunter and having Lucifer inside him, normally, he could have walked for days without feeling tired or hungry or thirsty. But there was something about this climate. It seemed to suck the life out of him. Right now, he would have killed for a sip of water. He’d stopped sweating half an hour ago, which was worrying. So far, this tree was the first sign of anything even remotely edible.  
 Alex reached for the fruit and pulled it off. It felt solid like an apple. It was cold too. Which was amazing considering how hot hell was. Alex laughed out loud. Hell was hot. Who would have known it?  
 He was about to take a bite when he paused. 
 “Did you hear that?” he asked.  

“That scraping sound?” Lucifer asked. 

 Alex nodded. It did sound like claws scraping against rock and it was coming from beyond the tree. Alex put the fruit in his pocket. He grabbed hold of a branch and climbed up the tree. Past it, there was a narrow gap in the mountain.  
 Alex jumped into it and followed the noise. It grew louder with every step. The gap opened up into a circle twenty feet wide and surrounded on all sides by the rising mountain. The source of the noise was immediately visible.  
 A beast with black spiky fur and the body of a bear, but with two tails was scraping its claws into a hole in the mountain, trying to make the hole bigger. Every so often, it would stop and push its head into the hole to see if it could fit in. 
 Alex was about to leave the beast alone when from within the hole, a rock came flying out and struck the beast on its snout. The beast howled in anger, then began clawing at the hole with renewed energy.  

“Do you think someone’s hiding in the hole?” Alex wondered.


“Only one way to find out,” Lucifer said. 

 Alex waited for Lucifer to tell him what that one way was. But as per usual, Lucifer continued with his habit of talking too much when it wasn’t needed, but keeping his mental mouth shut at times like this.  

“Are you going to tell me what that one way is, then?” Alex asked, sighing. 


“Thought it was obvious,” Lucifer said. “Ask the beast.” 

 Alex stared at the beast. It was basically the hell version of a bear. “Ask the beast?” he repeated. “Because this is Narnia, right?” 


“I don’t know what Narnia is, but if that helps you to understand a pretty simple concept of fucking communicating with other living beings that possess tongues, then yes, like fucking Narnia.” 

 Alex sighed again. Lucifer was an ass. He cleared his dry throat loudly, hoping that would attract the attention of the beast.     
 It did. The beast stopped digging its claws into the rock around the hole and turned to look at him. Alex began to reconsider if trying to get the beast’s attention had been the smartest thing to do. The creature stared at him with glowing red eyes, of which it had six. And those claws, they were foot-long fucking talons.  

“I think it wants to eat you,” Lucifer said. 

 Yup. There was hunger in those six red eyes. The saliva dripping from the corner of its mouth was another sign. Alex drew his sword out and focused on the strength that came with Lucifer. He found it with ease and the warmth quickly flowed down into his sword. The beast roared as it charged at him. Alex stepped back, then as the beast clawed at him, he leapt into the air.  
 He came down on the beast’s back. The spikes were sharp and strong. They dug through his trainers and pierced the skin under his feet. Ignoring the pain, Alex drove his sword into the creature’s back.  
 What followed next was similar to the bucking horse and rider rodeo. The beast moved wildly, trying to throw him off. The sword was deep into the creature’s back and Alex held onto the handle, trying to stay on.  
 Eventually, with a grunt, the creature slumped onto the ground. Alex remained on top of it until he was certain it was dead. Then, he pulled his sword out and jumped off. Alex winced as his feet hit the ground. Sitting on his bottom, he pulled of his trainers and examined his feet. A few of the spikes had splintered.   
 He pulled them out, and as he was tying his laces, Alex became aware of the face staring at him.  
 It was a dusty face and it poked out from the hole in the rock. The skin was tanned. The hair was a light brown, but covered in red dust. Alex could only see the face and it was a small face. Like it belonged to a child.  
 A human child.  
 And then, the body emerged as it climbed out of the hole.  
 “You’re human,” Alex said, stunned.  
 “So are you,” the boy replied defensively.  
 The kid was right, of course. But Alex hadn’t meant it like that. He was expecting to see demons. This was hell. No puns instead, but what the hell was a human child doing in hell?  
 Alex asked as much.  
 “I live here,” the boy replied. “What are you doing here?”  
 It wasn’t an easy question to answer, so Alex ignored it. He figured since the kid was a kid, he could do that. It was legal to ignore children’s questions and press on with your own.  
 “Where do you live?” he asked.  
 The boy turned and pointed at the hill behind him.  
 Alex’s brows furrowed. “You live in… a hill?”  
 “No,” the boy shook his head. “It’s on the other side of the hill.”  
 “Show me,” Alex said to the boy.  
 But the child didn’t move. Instead, he stared at the beast Alex had killed.  
 “You killed a Raver,” the boy said. “How did you do it?”  
 Alex held out his sword. The boy stared at it, his eyes widening.  
 “Can I hold it?”  
 “No,” Alex said quickly.  
 The boy glared at him, but then, his eyes moved back to the beast. “We’ll have to cut it up into smaller pieces.”  
 Alex frowned. “What now?”  
 The confusion was soon cleared. The boy, whose name was Charlie, wanted Alex to cut the beast into smaller bits so they could carry some of it back to his village. Meat was scarce in hell, and something like this would go down as a feast.  
 Alex didn’t doubt the kid. He was hungry enough to actually be curious about what the animal would taste like once cooked. He sliced the beast’s legs off and then sheathing his sword, he reached into his pocket and pulled out the purple fruit he’d picked earlier.  
 “One bite of that’ll kill you,” Charlie said, as he slumped one cut beast leg over his shoulder.  
 Alex stared at the fruit longingly. It looked so much like a pear. Aside from being purple, of course. He threw the fruit away and grabbed the other leg of the beast. He then followed Charlie. They headed back down the narrow gap between the mountains and onto the path.  
 They walked for a mile before they turned off the path and skirted around the rocky base of a large hill. They came to the other side of the hill and Alex noticed the change in scenery. The ground was still hard, the air was hot and dry, but there were trees. Dozens of them. The leaves were a sickly yellow and the fruits they bore were of a similar colour and shrivelled. But still, it was a definite improvement on everything else he’d seen. 
 “You can have one of those if you’re hungry,” Charlie said.  
 “The shrivelled fruits?” Alex asked. “I think I’m good,” he muttered.  
 “Suit yourself,” Charlie said and he grabbed a fruit from one of the trees and bit into it.  
 Deciding it couldn't be that bad if the kid could eat it, Alex plucked one off and bit into it. He was wrong. It was horrible. It tasted like what he imagined cactus would. Alex threw it away.  
 Past the trees, there were small mounds and around the mounds were small huts. They were made from rock and the roofs were thatched. Cloth was drawn across the doors and windows.   
 There weren’t many people about, but the few that were outside were distinctly human. All of them were his age. In their early twenties, or late teens. Charlie disappeared into one of the huts and reappeared a moment later holding the hand of a woman.  
 She had long blonde hair and blue eyes. Her skin was tanned, like most of those here. She was dressed in a grey tunic that came down to her knees. It had seen better days. There were visible tears on the dress.    
 They rest of the humans weren’t dressed much better. They all wore clothes that were torn in many parts and patched together enough to just about cover their modesty. For the most part. There was one girl with long black hair whose dress was torn around her chest and her nipples poked out.   
 “That’s him,” Charlie said. “He killed a Raver and saved me.”  
 The humans in the village gathered around him, murmuring quietly. All eyes were on him. And then they moved to the leg he carried on his shoulder. Hungry eyes stared at the piece of meat. Alex let it fall off his shoulder and stepped back as the crowds moved in.   
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 It didn’t descend into chaos. The first three to get to the piece of meat picked it up and walked away with it. They didn’t go far. The huts were arranged in a rough circle, and in the centre, a bunch of rocks had been placed. A few were already seated on the rocks. Others joined them. It was there that they took the Raver’s leg.  
 There was a sudden hub of activity as a fire was lit and a large cauldron was brought out and placed on top of the fire. Others began the process of preparing the meat to cook. Charlie had gone to join them, dragging along the other piece of leg.  
 Alex was still surrounded by a fair-sized crowd.  
 “You killed a Raver?” the blonde girl asked, and when he nodded, her eyes widened. “How?”  
 “I-” Alex stopped talking. More humans had stepped out from the huts. They surrounded him, watching with wary eyes. Alex cleared his throat. “I stabbed it with my sword.”  
 “You have a sword?” the girl asked.  
 Alex nodded.  
 Around him, the crowd whispered in hushed tones. Alex caught some of the words. Apparently his having a sword was a big deal.  
 “Can we see it?” the girl asked.  
 “The sword?” Alex asked, and when the girl along with the rest of the crowd nodded, Alex reached back and pulled his longsword out. He expected more hushed whispers, but there were none.  
 “It’s a bit… dull,” the girl said.  
 Alex frowned. “This sword isn’t good enough for you guys?”  
 It was the girl’s turn to show her annoyance. Her lips tightened. “What’s that supposed to mean?”  
 “I’m sorry, but you all look like you’re living in the freaking stone ages.”  
 “Stone ages?” the girl frowned. She might not have gotten the reference, but there was some understanding there. “We do the best we can. Things aren’t easy here in hell.” Her eyes narrowed and she took a step towards him. “Who are you? And what do you want?”  
 “My name is Alex. Satani sent me down to hell, but I think I landed in the wrong place. I need to get to Katarnak.”  
 “Satani,” the girl whispered the word. The crowd that surrounded him took a step back. “You’re with Satani?”  
 Alex nodded. “Aren’t we all? I mean, this is hell, right? It’s her domain.”  
 “We’re not with Satani. We escaped from captivity. We’re the free humans.”   
 Alex glanced around at the crowd surrounding him. He’d just declared that he was here on behalf of Satani. These were refugees at best, and rebels at worst. He noticed a few hands clenched into fists. Some of them were angry. Others seemed tired and exhausted. Life out here wasn’t easy.  
 The angry few took steps towards him. Alex spun the sword once in his hand as a warning. If it came to a battle, it would not be good for the villagers. But he didn’t want to kill them. What were they even doing here? Wasn’t this the place for damned souls? The humans before him weren’t souls. They were humans. Flesh and blood. 
 “I don’t want to hurt you,” he said out loud. “But I need to get to Katarnak. There are a lot of human lives at risk. There’s a rebellion going on. If they win, millions of humans could die.”  
 “We know about the rebellion,” the woman said. “Demons are fighting demons. I hope they all die.”  

“I like her,” Lucifer said. “She’s kinda hot too. She’s rocking that cavewoman costume.” 


“It’s not a costume, idiot,” Alex muttered. “I hear you,” he said out loud. “I’m not a fan of the demons either, but I need to stop the rebellion. If Satani loses, Satan will be free. Millions, possibly billions of humans back on earth will die.”  
 “Back on earth?” the girl frowned.  
 “Yeah, back on earth,” Alex pointed up.  
 The girl looked up at the red sky, as did many others in the crowd. “There are humans living in the clouds?”  
 Alex frowned. “What?” he muttered. “No, not in the clouds. From earth. Where humans live, where you guys came from?”  
 “We don’t remember where we came from…” the girl said slowly. “You do?”  
 “Yeah…” Alex stared at the crowd. “None of you remember where you came from?”  
 They shook their heads slowly. A murmuring began in the crowd. A voice shouted out for him to tell them about life on earth. Others followed the call. Seeing the crowd was no longer explicitly hostile, Alex sheathed his sword and began to talk about earth.  
 He told them of the sky that was blue, of trees, lakes of water, the ocean. He told them about the animals, the birds that chirped in parks. He told them about the cities that humans lived in, the cars, the shops, air conditioning, cool water, showers - he began to list the things he missed the most.  
 Alex realised what he was describing must have sounded like paradise to them and stopped abruptly.  
 “How do we get to that place?” a voice shouted from the crowd. “How do we get to earth?”  
 More voices joined the call until they all began to demand Alex take them to this place. Finally, the blonde girl raised a hand and everyone fell silent.  
 “Is that where we belong?” she asked. “Can you take us there?”  
 Alex shook his head. “That’s where you’re from,” he told them softly. He proceeded to explain that all humans lived on earth, and after they died, their souls either came down to hell or went up to heaven.  
 Souls.  
 Alex stopped talking.  
 They weren’t souls. They were humans, flesh and blood.  

“If they were kidnapped and brought down here, then they deserve to be taken back and the kidnappers punished.” 

 Lucifer had a point. Demons could move between the different realms. Alex came down to hell and he sure as hell planned to leave too. It was only fair these humans went back with him. But Alex had priorities. He needed to stop the rebellion first. 
 “I can’t promise anything,” Alex replied honestly. “I need to stop the rebellion or millions of humans will die.”  
 The girl nodded in understanding, but restless murmurings emerged from the crowd. Murmurings that grew louder with every second. Soon, the crowd was angry once more. Fists thumped; feet stomped. Some even took steps towards him. Alex wondered if he should draw his sword again.  
 But then, the blonde girl raised her hand once more. Slowly, the crowd became silent, the noise dying.  
 “This man-” the girl stopped and stared at him. “What’s your name?”  
 “Alex,” he waved his hand at the crowd.  
 “Alex saved Charlie’s life. He brought us food. None of us have had any meat in weeks. He deserves our gratitude. We will extend our hospitality to him.”  
 The girl barked out orders, and the crowd listened. She sent some off to find Charlie so that they could bring the rest of the Raver’s body. Others were sent to pick vegetables, whilst others went to collect more firewood. There would be a feast tonight.   
 The crowd slowly dispersed until it was just Alex and the girl.  
 “Come,” she said, as she walked into her hut.   
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 Alex followed her into the hut. It was as simple on the inside as it was on the outside. The thatched roof had gaps in it and streaks of red light shone in. There was a small fireplace in the left corner. Beside it was a pile of stacked logs. On the other side was a chowki. Resting on top of the planks of wood was a thin cloth. Not a mattress, or even a thick blanket, but a simple cloth. There was also a table built out of wobbly legs. On the table were pots, pans and plates.  
 “Sit,” the girl pointed at the chowki.  
 Alex obliged. And he was right. It was hard. Not at all uncomfortable to sit on, but sleeping on it would be something different.  
 “What’s your name?” he asked.  
 The girl was busying herself at the fireplace. She placed small sticks in, then with a hollow long piece of wood, she blew into the existing embers. As flames appeared, she added a couple of logs and placed a pot of water into the fire. When she was done, she came and sat beside him on the bed.   
 “Natasha,” she introduced herself.  
 “Nice to meet you, Natasha,” Alex said.  
 “You’re tall,” was her response.  
 She was right. At six foot six, Alex was dictionary definition of tall.  
 “For a human, anyway,” Natasha continued. “I’ve seen really tall demons. Some of them grow into monsters. But you’re tall for a human. You are a human, aren’t you?”  
 Alex was tall, but not unnaturally freakishly tall. “I am human,” he replied. “Why do you ask?”  
 “You look different,” Natasha said as she placed a hand on his cheek. “You feel… so strong.”  
 “Um, thanks?” Alex said. 
 Natasha smiled. She moved her hand away from his cheek and began to tell him of her life in hell.  
 She was in a large lake. The water was hot and she was weak. She managed to swim to the shore just as she passed out. When she woke, she found herself in a room full of other humans. They were all naked. They all had collars around their necks and manacles attached to their wrists and ankles. Not a single human in that room could remember anything, not even their own names.   
 The door opened and a demon walked in. He was enormous in size. He attached a chain to her collar and dragged her out. She struggled to keep up with him as he walked through the long corridor. She fell to the ground once, but he didn’t stop. He dragged her by the collar along the floor.  
 Natasha thought she was going to die as the collar suffocated her. She was on the verge of passing out when the demon stopped and looked down at her. Those red eyes sent a shiver down her spine. She couldn’t tell if he wanted to kill her, or rape her.  
 The demon let her climb to her feet before he resumed walking. This time, Natasha made sure she kept up. Soon, they came to a courtyard. A set of steps led up to a platform. The demon led her up the steps and tied the chain to a pillar.  
 It was only then did Natasha see the hundreds of demons staring up at her. She was going to be auctioned off. But before it began, the demon was going to show the crowd what he was selling. He parted her legs and spread her pussy lips. He squeezed her breasts until her eyes teared. He turned her around and bent her over before parting her ass cheeks, he dug his fingers into her little butthole.  
 And then the bidding began.   
 A green female demon won the auction. Natasha was taken off the stage and handed over to her new owner.  
 The green demon was named Takni, and she was a cruel mistress. Though Natasha couldn’t remember anything about her former life, whether it was a comfortable life or not, she couldn’t imagine anything worse than being owned by Takni.  
 Natasha was a good cook and she worked hard to keep the house clean. On the nights that she was lucky, she lay beside her mistress and did her best to please the demon sexually. The nights that she was not lucky were frequent.  
 Takni threw regular parties. Natasha’s purpose at those parties was to please every demon in whatever way was demanded of her. Sometimes she was passed around like a piece of meat, used and abused by four or five demons at the same time. Sometimes, she would perform with other human slaves for the enjoyment of the demons. The worst was when the humans were punished as part of some sadistic games. Nothing was off limits, not her ass, not her tits, not her cunt. There were times her entire body was covered in bruises.   
 Natasha endured six months of torture before she snapped. She killed Takni in her sleep and then fled the town. Natasha was one of the lucky ones. She managed to escape. If the demons captured fleeing humans, they tied them to the town square and tortured the humans for months. As the human bodies began to disintegrate, the demons would take it to a pool of lava and throw it in. Every human was shown the pool of lava. Their suffering would be eternal if they were thrown in there, the demons said.   
 Natasha wandered about in the mountains for weeks before another human found her. She was brought to this village. Things were tough, but they managed to get by and they were free from the torture of demons.   
 The pot began to boil and Natasha got up to attend to it. She pulled it off the fire and placed it on the floor. She then grabbed two cups from the table and poured the contents of the pot into them.  
 Natasha returned with the cups and gave one to Alex. He stared down at the green liquid and took a tentative sip. It almost tasted like tea. As they drank, he told her about his life back on earth before he became a Demon Hunter.  
 Alex finished his tea and wanted more, but the pot was empty.    
 “We used to have access to a pool of water. We could grow vegetables and fruits; we even began to farm small animals for meat. A few months ago, a Kragnak took residence in the pool. We lost a few people to the beast,” she said sadly, her eyes downcast. “Now we have to walk miles and miles for water. It’s made life much harder.” 
 Alex was intrigued by this Kragnak beast, but he didn’t get to query it as the cloth that covered the door was pushed aside and a woman entered the hut. She had long red hair and wore a grey tunic that was patched together. In her hand, she carried three bowls with wooden spoons dipped inside.  
 “That’s my partner, Katrina,” Natasha said.  
 “Dinners ready,” Katrina said with a bright smile and eyes that sparkled.  
 Natasha jumped to her feet and took two bowls off the girl. She passed one to Alex. There was a stew of vegetables and meat inside. Alex knew the meat came from the Raver. But he was hungry and it smelt good. It tasted good too. Alex emptied the bowl within minutes.  
 The two girls weren’t far behind either.  
 “That was good,” Natasha said. She smiled at Alex. “Thank you.”  
 “It was nothing,” Alex said, honestly. 
 “Alex saved Charlie from the Raver,” Natasha said. 
 Katrina nodded. “I heard. Thanks for saving the little runt.”   
 Natasha filled her partner in on why Alex was in hell. She told him how he’d come to stop the rebellion and save millions of lives back on earth. As she told Katrina about earth, there was a dreamy look in girl’s eyes.  
 When she was done, Katrina let out a bitter laugh. “Kinda wish all the demons would just kill each other and die.”  
 “We need the demons to maintain the balance. Without them, the angels would take over,” Alex explained.  
 “Angels… they don’t sound so bad… kinda warm and…. Beautiful,” Natasha said, a glazed look in her eyes.  
 Alex stared at her curiously. He’d described angels to her, but nothing of what he’d said should have made her feel warm. He wondered if she remembered something from her time on earth. Even though the holy books pretty much consistently told of how angels were harbingers of doom, humans saw angels as warm, or at least, as comforting. 
 Alex suddenly felt tired. He couldn’t tell how long the day had been. Hell didn’t seem to have a sun, so to speak. For the whole time he’d spent walking in hell, the sky had kept that same red colour. Now, as he looked up through the gaps in the thatched roof, it was a much darker red.  
 Tomorrow was going to be a long day. Alex didn’t know how he would get to the demon city of Katarnak, but he imagined it would involve a lot of walking in the dusty heat. 
 “You must share the bed with us,” Natasha said, when he spoke of a spot to sleep.  
 The chowki was very hard and small. There was also the thing about sharing it with the two girls. Alex stared at them curiously. The girls were both attractive. But he was tired. He hadn’t been thinking about sex, which meant his Demon Hunter aura wasn’t at work here. Were they just being nice?  
 Alex took off the scabbard and lay on his back on the chowki, deciding that maybe the girls were just being nice. The bed was hard, but after a rough day in hell, it didn’t feel too bad. Both girls climbed the bed to join him. But before lying beside him, they pulled of their tunics.  
 They were naked underneath.  
 “So, you sleep naked, huh?” Alex asked. 
 Both girls nodded. “It’s hell,” Natasha said. “It’s hot pretty much all the time, but it gets hotter at night. You should take your clothes off too.”  
 They were right about the heat. It did feel a little hotter. There was once a time when Alex would have felt uncomfortable being nude in front of girls. But that time was almost a distant memory now. He pulled off his jeans and deciding the girls were completely naked, he took off his boxers too.  
 Both girls stared at his manhood with mouths hanging open.  
 “Yes, I have a big cock,” Alex said with a grin.  
 Natasha shook her head. “That’s not big.” She grabbed Katrina’s breasts somewhat crudely and squeezed them. “Her tits are big. Your cock is monstrous!”  
 Natasha let go of Katrina’s breasts and dropped to her knees. Her face was only inches away from Alex’s cock. He could feel her warm breath on it. “Can I touch it?” she asked.  
 “Well, if you’re on your knees… you might as well,” Alex said.  
 Natasha took his cock in her hand. Her fingers were gentle as they wrapped around the head. She gasped as it grew bigger in her hands. Her fingers moved down the shaft of his cock until they came to his balls. Natasha took them in her hands and squeezed them a little too hard.  
 Alex winced. “Easy,” he muttered.  
 Natasha looked up at him. “It hurts?”  
 “Wouldn’t say it hurts, but they are my balls. They’re a little sensitive.”  
 Natasha let go of his balls and climbed to her feet. Her cheeks reddened, and she took Katrina’s hand in hers. “Um, can we have sex with you?”  

“She’s fucking awkward, isn’t she?” Lucifer muttered. “It’s a good thing she’s hot. I like her perky tits.” 

 Lucifer was right. Natasha was a tad awkward, which was strange because she seemed pretty normal right up until she took her clothes off and dropped to her knees.  
 She’d asked before she touched his cock, which might seem the normal thing to do before you touched someone’s cock, but he was naked, she was naked, her face was inches away from his cock. The natural thing to do was touch it, or take it in her mouth.  
 Natasha had touched it, and from there, instead of taking it in her mouth, she got to her feet, then asked if she could have sex with him.  
 And then it hit him.  
 Natasha couldn’t remember what life was like before she came to hell. All her memories had been wiped, including her sexual experiences. Natasha couldn’t remember her first kiss, or the first time taking a guy or girls clothes off, the first time they got into bed and explored each other’s bodies.  
 Her memories of sex began in hell, when the demons passed her around like a piece of meat. It was amazing that she wasn’t completely traumatised.  
 “You don’t want to have sex with us?” Natasha asked, hurt in her voice as Alex hadn’t responded.  

“Both of them?” Lucifer asked. “That’s more like it!” 

 Alex glanced at Katrina. She had her eyes on his cock, her thick lips parted slightly. The girls had different bodies. Natasha had slim legs, perky breasts and a slim frame. Katrina was curvier. She had bigger breasts, bigger lips, thicker thighs. Both girls were physically fit though, with little to no fat on their bodies, thanks to the harsh life in hell.  
 Alex stepped up to Natasha. He placed a hand around the back of her head and gripped her hair gently as he kissed her on the lips. It was a deep kiss, and Alex felt her stiff body loosen as she relaxed. He pulled back, and when he did, she smiled up at him. 
 It broke the awkwardness, and Natasha dropped to her knees. She took his cock in her hands and rubbed it gently, bringing it to full growth, she took it in her mouth. The wet warmth felt good, and Alex wanted to shove his cock down her throat. But it was big, and he knew she was used to a rough life of sex. He was going to let her do things at her own pace. 
 He rubbed her hair fondly as she continued to suck away. It was only a minute later did he remember Katrina was also there. She stared at him with longing eyes. He called her over with the wave of a hand. She came and stood beside him awkwardly, her legs crossed.  
 Seeing her standing there naked and all shy, but the desire in her eyes, and looking every bit like the porn star, Alex felt his animalistic desires rise. He wanted to take Katrina and take her hard. He wanted to spread her thick thighs and fuck her cunt, make her squeal. But again, he resisted those urges. As much as Katrina would want him to take her judging by the longing look in her eyes, it didn’t seem healthy for the girls to know sex to be only rough, hard and painful.  
 Alex pulled Katrina close. His lips met hers as his hands gently felt her body. He caressed her breasts, then his hands moved down and parted her legs. Her pussy was hot and dripping. He slid two fingers in. With his thumb, he parted the pussy lips and found the clitoris. He rubbed against it gently as they kissed. 
 Natasha continued to suck on his cock whilst her hands played with his balls. Apparently a quick learner, she was gentle with them. Katrina began to moan. She was close to an orgasm, and Alex was close to blowing his load into Natasha’s mouth. Katrina’s moans increased, their lips pressed together harder and her body tensed. They came together. Alex shot his load into Natasha’s mouth. Katrina’s body quivered and she collapsed onto him. Alex wrapped his arms around her. Natasha continued to suck his cock. She drained him completely before looking up. 
 “Was that good?” she asked.  
 “It was great,” he told her.  
 Natasha’s face beamed with joy as she climbed to her feet. But her smile quickly turned into a frown. “It’s supposed to be my turn now. But you both look exhausted.”  
 She was right. Normally, Alex could go for another round after a short five-minute break. But this hellish atmosphere and lack of proper food and water had him feeling more tired than normal. His body longed for a comfortable bed to sleep in.   
 Katrina, who had been resting her body against his, raised her head. “I’ll never say no to your pussy,” she said lazily.  
 So it was settled.  
 Alex lay on the chowki with Natasha beside him. His hands gently caressed her breasts. Her legs were parted. Katrina had her ass up in the air as her face was buried in Natasha’s cunt. It was a beautiful sight. Not exactly what Alex thought he would come across when he dropped down into hell.  
 Natasha closed her eyes. Her legs tightened around Katrina’s head. Her moans increased until she came. Katrina continued to use her tongue for a few more moments, and then she came to lie beside Alex.  
 Natasha rested her head on his chest. “I’ll take you where you need to go,” she said.  “I’ll take you to Katarnak.”  



 
   

Chapter 16


 


 


 


 

 They next morning, as Natasha was preparing to set off on their journey, Alex told her about his intention to kill the Kragnak, the beast that had taken residence in the village’s local water pool. It was something he’d thought about last night. He planned to come back for the humans once the rebellion was over, but there was a chance he might not be alive to do that. He had to help them somehow before he left. Killing the beast and freeing their water supply would make their lives much easier.  
 Alex expected her to be pleased. What he didn’t expect was for her to throw herself at him, which she did. Natasha wrapped her arms around him tightly. She buried her face in his bare chest as tears formed in her eyes.  
 They set off after a quick breakfast of more stew. Natasha kissed Katrina goodbye, then told her to go the next day and check to see if their water pool had been cleared from the beast. When Katrina asked how she would know if the Kragnak was dead, Alex assured her she would know.  
 As they walked out of the village, Katrina rushed up to him and kissed him hard on the lips. She then whispered something in his ears that shocked even him. Katrina gave him another kiss, then told him to think about it. Alex wondered if he would do anything else but think about it.  
 Using the same route Charlie had taken to come to the village, they were soon back on the path between the mountains. They walked down it for twenty minutes before Natasha stepped off. There was another gap between the hills. It was narrow. Natasha travelled lightly. All she carried was a leather waterskin tied to her waist.  
 Natasha stepped into the gap and walked with ease. Alex had to be a bit more careful. His body frame was much bigger. The space was tight and the rocky walls on either side were jagged. Alex bumped his shoulder onto a protruding pointy edge more than once.  
 He was beginning to get annoyed, but luckily, they didn’t have far to go. The gap between the hills came to an end. Before him, there was an opening about a hundred feet wide. Alex spotted the pool of water immediately. It covered half the space. Surrounding it were green trees and bushes. It looked like a mini oasis in an otherwise harsh environment.  
 The water was still. No ripples at all, not even the smallest. Surrounded on all sides by rising hills, there was no wind. Nothing rustled amongst the trees or bushes.  
 “Where is it?” Alex asked. “What does it look like?”  
 Natasha described the beast to him. They called it a Kragnak. It had eight long tentacles and a bulbous head. It was black. Its mouth was enormous. Whenever a human approached the water, it would suddenly leap out and grab the human, wrap its tentacles around it, then drag the human back into the water.  
 “Sounds like an octopus,” Alex said.  
 Natasha stared at him blankly.  
 “You don’t know what an octopus is?” Alex asked, and when she shook her head, he added, “We’ve got them back on earth.”  
 “Terrifying beasts, aren’t they?” Natasha asked.  
 Alex shrugged. He’d only seen pictures of octopuses. Of the sea creatures, it was the shark that humans were most afraid off. Alex told Natasha to stay back, then drawing his sword, he approached the pool of water. He was six feet away from the water when the creature leapt at him.  
 Its skin was scaly and white, not black. It had three heads. Two of those heads had a single large eye in the middle. The head in the centre had no eyes, but it did have a mouth and nose, as did both other heads. The rest of its body was like an octopus. Except, it had more than eight tentacles.  
 Alex realised Natasha was truly horrible at describing things.  
 He also realised the Kragnak, having leapt out of the water, was less than a foot away from him. All three mouths were wide open. It had shark-like teeth. They were sharp, but they were black. He became aware of the tentacles enclosing around him. Any second now, and the Kragnak would wrap around him and engulf him in darkness.  
 Alex swung his sword up. In a single strike, he split the creature in half. It fell either side of him as black ink squirted out onto his bare chest. The two heads still intact let out an ear-splitting scream that echoed around the hills. The tentacles wriggled on the bank of the water pool before they became still and the cry died out.     
 “You killed it…” Natasha said. She stared at him in awe. “You did it so easily too…”  
 Alex grinned. “Not my first monster,” he told her.  
 Natasha nodded knowingly. “No wonder Satani sent you to quell the rebellion.”  
   
   
   
 * * * 
 
 
 
Before they left the pool, Natasha filled the waterskin with water. She then tore the bottom part of her tunic so that it looked more like a shirt dress. She asked to borrow his sword. Alex gave it to her. Then he watched as she dropped to her knees and leaned over half the dead Kragnak. As she did, her now partially cut tunic came up to her waist, revealing Natasha’s ass and the line of her pussy.  
 Natasha cut off one of the Kragnak’s tentacles and wrapped it in the piece of cloth she’d torn off. Food, she said, when Alex raised an eyebrow.   
 Alex didn’t argue her. Hell was a harsh land. Meat was food, even if it came from a demonic version of an octopus. He’d already eaten meat from a Raver and it had tasted good.  
 Before they left, Alex broke off a small branch from one of the trees surrounding the pool of water. With his sword, he dug a hole in the rock and placed one end of the branch in the hole. The other end, he sharpened to a point, then grabbed one half of the Kragnak and pressed the head against it.  
 “So Katrina will know the beast is dead,” Alex told Natasha.  
 Leaving the pool of water behind them, they walked through the narrow gap between the hills and back onto the main path. Alex knew he was in for a long trek. The demon city of Katarnak was beyond the mountains, Natasha had said. A demon city… that would be something to see, Alex thought.   
 The path was not a hard one, but it was a long one. The dirt track wound around the bottom of the mountains. Sometimes it narrowed as it seemed to cut a path in-between two mountains. Alex appreciated those moments. The rocky walls provided shade from the red sky. It was a strange heat. His skin didn’t burn from the heat, but his body felt drained, more than it should have.  
 The red sky darkened in shade and Natasha suggested they find shelter and rest. Alex was exhausted. He was thirsty too. A break didn’t seem like a bad idea.  
 At the foot of the next hill, a large rock extended straight out for a meter. Natasha decided it was good enough for temporary shelter. Alex thought it small, and couldn’t understand why they had to hide underneath it. Natasha dropped onto her bottom, her back pressed against the rock, her knees up. Her tunic was officially a shirt and with her knees raised, her pussy was showing clearly.  
 The girl smiled at him and tapped on the ground beside her. Alex joined her. Being taller, his head touched the extended rock above. He had to slouch. It was uncomfortable.  
 “Why are we sitting here?” Alex grumbled.  
 “It’s going to rain soon,” Natasha said.  
 “I could do with some rain,” Alex said, his spirit rising.  
 He was about to step out into the open, but Natasha held him back. And just in time too. There was a clap of thunder. What followed seemed about right for hell. Burning rocks began to drop from above.     
 Natasha took her arm in his and rested her head on his shoulder as the burning rocks struck the ground all around them. One rock bounced off the ground and came flying at Natasha. Like a pro, Alex batted it away with his sword before it could hit her face. Natasha lifted her head from his shoulder to smile up at him. Their lips met in a brief kiss. 
 The rocks continued to fall for hours, but strangely, they did not pile up on top of each other. Instead, they disappeared into the ground as if they were made of a watery substance. Natasha fell asleep on Alex’s shoulder. He could hear her gentle breathing, could feel her body warm body relax, and sure enough, when he looked down, her eyes were closed.  
 Asleep, Natasha looked even prettier. It seemed like all her worries and her stresses had washed away. Living in hell, Alex could only imagine how stressful it must be. It was made worse by the fact that Natasha didn’t even know who she was.  
 This life in hell was the only life she could remember. It was a life that began with torture and abuse. Even after escaping from her demon owner, life still was not easy. Hell was not a kind mistress.  
 Stopping the Azarath rebellion was still his priority, but Alex silently vowed to find a way back to earth for these humans that were abducted. Thinking of earth, his thoughts turned to the friends he’d left behind.  
 He wondered what Karen was doing right this moment. And Melissa, his cute little demon friend. She was a timely reminder that not all demons were bad. He hadn’t even had a chance to check up on Emily. The girl had been hurt badly during the ritual to free Satan.  There was Jessica too, his hot flat mate. She didn’t seem to be in a good place after he killed her abusive boyfriend.  
 Despite everything, Alex couldn’t help but smile wryly. His life had changed so much in the past year. He went from not having a girlfriend to having… Alex paused to wonder what he really did have. Was there a term for his relationships with multiple women? 

“Sex, asshole,” Lucifer muttered. “You’re having lots of sex with different women. Don’t make any more out of it. Otherwise you’ll ruin the only perfect thing you have going right now. Trust me on this.” 

 It was a rare occasion when Alex agreed with Lucifer. But this was one of those times. He was young and had a lot to experience. He hadn’t misled any of the girls. He could afford to live in the moment.  
 The burning rocks eventually stopped falling from the sky. Natasha woke up a few moments later. She smiled at him lazily before climbing to her feet. They set off once more down the winding path between the mountains.  
 Despite wearing trainers, Alex could feel the heat radiating from the ground, courtesy of being struck by burning rocks. He glanced down at Natasha’s feet. She was wearing sandals that looked like she’d made them herself. The sole of the shoes was made of a leathery material. It was thin and black. He assumed it was the skin of an animal killed in hell. She should have been feeling the heat a lot more than he did. Maybe she was just used to it. 
 The heat made him feel sluggish, and the air had an ashy taste to it. Alex borrowed the waterskin from Natasha and took a sip. He wanted to gulp it all down, but knew how precious water was in these parts. And by these parts, he meant hell.  
 As the sky above began to turn into a darker shade of red, Natasha quickened her pace. They needed to find shelter before nightfall, she said. It wasn’t safe to be out and about in the dark in hell. As if to prove her point, they heard a howl in the distance.  
 Alex looked up at the sky. There was no sign of a sun up there. It was hard to tell how day and night worked in hell, but the sky was getting a darker shade of red, and as a result, it was getting darker on the ground too. 
 The howls were becoming more frequent and louder. The animals were getting closer. Natasha broke into a run. But they didn’t get very far before a creature dashed across the path in front of them. It looked like a monkey with ink deep black fur. It did have two heads and three tails, but still, it looked fairly harmless.   
 “We need to hurry. That’s an Acromite. They hang around in packs,” Natasha said. “They have incredibly sharp teeth.”  
 A pack of two-headed monkeys with incredibly sharp teeth, Alex could see how that would be a problem. Natasha knew the route well. It was one she used often when she went into the towns and cities to either steal goods, or free other human slaves.  
 The howling sounds of the Acromites were growing in number and intensity. Alex was certain the creatures were running parallel to them along the mountains. They both broke into a run. The sky above was a dark maroon colour when Natasha pointed at the cave. 
 It was midway up the hill in front of them.  
 The only problem was, there were two Acromites standing in their path. The creatures seemed very much like monkeys. They sat on their bottoms, backs straight, hands by their sides as they stared at Alex and Natasha. There was an intelligence in the soft brown eyes. 
 “I don’t want to hurt you, but you need to get out of the way,” Alex said, as he drew out his sword.  
 “You’re talking to them?” Natasha asked, an eyebrow raised. “You know they want to eat us, right?”  
 She was right. The mutated monkeys charged at him. Those brown eyes no longer looked soft. The beasts moved with incredible speed. Their mouths open, they showed the sharp teeth Natasha had mentioned. Both beasts came for him. It was the smart thing to do, to team up against the one holding the sword.  
 But it was also the stupid thing to do. With two simple strikes, Alex decapitated both beasts. Their bodies hit the ground with thuds. The heads rolled down the path and came to rest at the foot of the hill. 
 Alex was about to make for the cave when he noticed Natasha. The girl emptied the fleshy bits of Kragnak that she had stored in the cloth she’d torn from her tunic. She then held her hand out to him.  
 Alex raised an eyebrow. It took him a second more to understand. He glanced at the dead bodies of the Acromites.  
 “Seriously?” he asked.  
 “They taste so much better,” Natasha said.  
 Alex gave her his sword. He turned away as Natasha cut into one of the Acromites. Once she was done and had enough meat to fill her bag of cloth, she gave his sword back to him and they hurried up the hill towards the cave.  
 The entrance to the cave was small, which was good. It would be easier to defend if a pack of Acromites came for them. The interior of the cave was six meters in length and four meters wide. The ceiling in the centre was high enough for him to stand, just about. 
 It was nice and cool in the cave. Possibly too cool. Spending the night here would be cold. And dark too. The only light came from the small entrance. With the dark maroon light from the sky shining down, the entrance looked like the mouth of a bloodied beast.  
 Alex was about to say as much to Natasha when he realised she wasn’t in the cave. He began to fill with dread as he drew his sword out and dashed towards the cave exit. He almost crashed into Natasha, who appeared quite suddenly, a pile of logs in her arms.  
 “Nice,” Alex said as he sheathed his sword. “Where did you find that so quickly?”  
 “This is a regular route we use when we head towards the demon city of Katarnak. We keep firewood piled in the caves, or somewhere near. There will be a pool of water by the next cave we rest in. And after that, we should reach the city.”  
 Natasha set about starting a fire, which she did with amazing efficiency. With the wooden logs she’d brought in were sticks too. She dug the meat into the sticks and as it began to cook over the fire, Alex found himself drooling.  
 Fuck, he was hungry. The meat smelled so good. It wasn’t really any different to a regular barbeque back on earth, he decided. So, when Natasha offered him the meat, Alex took it without complaint. It was a little burnt on the outside, but other than that, it was perfect. 
 Succulent and very meaty. There was plenty to go around for both of them. Alex had his fill, as did Natasha. And when they were finished, they washed it down with water. And whilst water was great after a long day of walking through hot hell, Alex did crave a cider. That was the only thing missing from making this the perfect end to a day.  
 Natasha added a few more logs to the fire to keep out any creatures from venturing into the cave and in her words, eating them. They made their bed on the hard ground. Alex lay on his back. His arm was around Natasha. She rested one leg over him and her head on his chest. 
  
   
   
 *  * * 
 
 
  
 The next morning began with another meal of meat cooked by Natasha. Feeling full, well rested and hydrated, they set off down the hill and along the path between the mountains and hills towards the city of Katarnak.  
 They did so mostly in silence, but it was nice. Alex enjoyed Natasha’s presence. She enjoyed his too. They even held hands.  
 Their next stop was to be another cave. And they didn’t cross any more trouble on the way there. At least, Alex didn’t see it as trouble. They did come across a pack of Acromites. There were over a dozen of the two-headed monkeys. They howled at him. Yes, howled like wolves. They had the teeth to match too. Sharp and silvery, the teeth contrasted menacingly against their black furry skin. 
 Alex wasn’t afraid in the slightest. He’d decided Acromite meat tasted like beef. The howling creatures in front of him were lunch and dinner. Alex decapitated the first one that came at him. He kicked the second one in the chest.  

“Why did you kick him in the chest when you could have sliced its head off?” Lucifer asked. 


“It was a warning kick. We can’t eat them all,” Alex replied as he ducked under the swipe of an Acromite and smashed the handle against the creature’s cheek. 


“It’s cute that you’re looking at them as farm animals,” Lucifer said, “But they’re not fucking sheep, or cows. They are vicious creatures that’ll eat your fucking face!” 

 As if to prove Lucifer’s point, one of Acromites did try to eat his face. It’s teeth even got to within an inch of doing so before Alex drove the sword into the beast’s chest. The creature’s limp body weighed down his sword. Alex pulled the longsword free and went on the offense. He decapitated two more Acromites in quick succession.  
 Finally seeing their supposed prey as the predator that he was, the remaining Acromites saw sense. Howling with rage and hunger, they turned and fled, quickly disappearing from sight. Alex grabbed one of the Acromites by the tail as they continued on their journey to the next cave. 
 This cave was at the foot of the mountain. It also had a narrow opening. Natasha again disappeared for a short period before returning with an armful of logs. She then borrowed his longsword and set about skinning the animal. Alex watched with interest as she removed the furry skin without cutting it into little pieces. She was skilled at it, but she was being careful. He wondered if she would leave the fur in the cave, then collect it on her way back to the village. There were so many things they could use it for.  
 Soon, they were both seated around a fire with chunky meat cooking over it. Alex was hungry. Killing Acromites had been a bit of a workout. He bit into the meat, and this time, didn’t even notice the burnt exterior.   
 After they were done, Natasha came and snuggled up to him as he leaned against the wall.  
 “It’s our last night,” she told him.  
 “It doesn’t have to be,” Alex told her. “You could come with me?”  
 She shook her head. “I’m a fugitive. If they catch me, they’ll squeeze my bones dry and then throw me in the pit.”  
 Alex moved his head back to look down at her. “Are you speaking figuratively?”  
 Again, she shook her head. “Even if they don’t catch me, I couldn’t stay in any place with demons. I’d never be at peace.” 
 She was traumatised by her experience with demons. It was understandable after what she’d been put through. The demon that had purchased her was beyond cruel. Alex’s jaws tightened as he wondered about his role in all of this. He was here to protect a revolt against Satani when under her, demons were kidnapping humans and bringing them down to hell to serve as slaves. 

“Fuck the bigger picture. Satani, her brother Satan, demons, all of them need to fucking die. We need to murder all of them!” Lucifer growled suddenly. 


“Even Melissa?” Alex asked. 

 He always thought of the shy blue demon whenever his mind raged against demons. They weren’t all the same.  

“Fine. We can make an exception for Melissa… and maybe some of the other demons that aren’t demon-like in behaviour. Scarlett too. We should avoid killing her.” 


“You want Scarlett to live?” Alex asked, surprised. 


“Yes. I want to torture that bitch. I want to abuse her like she’s been abusing humans. And don’t pretend she hasn’t. That bitch is fucking evil.”

 Scarlett was an evil bitch, and Alex briefly entertained Lucifer’s idea of giving the demon what she deserved. Lucifer was right about the bigger picture, even if he didn’t know it. Alex would give his best shot at saving the humans. Properly saving them. That meant getting rid of the angels and demons. Eventually.  
 But for now, it was about prioritising. He had to stop the revolt and prevent a war.  

“Why prevent the war? Let the demons and angels go at it,” Lucifer said angrily. 


“That already happened, didn’t it?” Alex asked. 

 He remembered the memories Lucifer had shown him, of what had happened thousands of years ago when demons and angels fought on earth.  
 Lucifer’s silence indicated he remembered too.  
 “What are you thinking about?” Natasha asked. 
 Her blue eyes stared at him with a mixture of wonder, curiosity and envy.    
 “Thinking about you,” Alex replied.  
 “Oh?” Natasha’s eyes sparkled.   
 Her hands came to her tunic and she eagerly pulled it off. Underneath, she was naked. They didn’t have panties in hell, or bras, apparently. Not that Natasha needed them. Her breasts were firm and perky.  
 Alex had meant it in a different way. He was thinking of how he could save her from hell. But those thoughts were pushed to the back of his mind as his more animalistic urges came to the fore. He gently caressed her firm breasts. She had small pink nipples. They responded to his touch and perked.  
 Alex leaned in to kiss her as his hands moved down her body. Natasha kissed him back. Their tongues met in a soft embrace. She took a deep intake of breath as Alex found her pussy and dug two fingers into the warm and wet opening. With his thumb, he parted the lips and rubbed her clitoris in a circular motion.  
 Still kissing her and his fingers working on her little twat, he lowered her onto her back. With his free hand, he explored her body, squeezing her breasts, playing with the nipples, sometimes applying more pressure to feel her body react by stiffening. His hand moved down. He came to her ass cheeks and squeezed them. His fingers brushed against her little rosebud.  
 Natasha pulled away from his kiss. Her mouth hung open and little moans escaped from them. Her blue eyes stared at him with a hunger.  
 “I want your cock,” she moaned softly.  
 Alex grinned. He wanted to give it to her too. “Take my-” 
 He didn’t get a chance to finish his sentence. Natasha undid his belt and pulled his jeans down, freeing his cock. She took it in her hand and guided it to her pussy. Alex had a monstrous cock. Natasha had experience with it, but her body still stiffened as she took it in slowly.  
 His cock yearned to ram inside her warm and wet space, but Alex held back the urge. He slid it in slowly, watching as her chest rose and fell, watching as her body eased it in.  
 When it was all the way in, Natasha relaxed. Resting on her back, she spread her legs open. Alex drove his cock in and out of her cunt as his hands moved up to her breasts. He held onto them like handles as he began to fuck her harder. Natasha closed her eyes. Her moans grew louder and louder. They reverberated around the cave as an echo.  
 She was close, and Alex moved his hand down to find her clitoris as he continued to drive his cock in and out of her. And then it happened. Her body shuddered and she cried out in pleasure. Alex reduced the speed he was fucking her with as she came. Her body continued to shudder, but it stopped eventually and Alex stopped fucking her, though his cock remained buried deep inside her. 
 He watched fondly as she lay with her eyes closed. Starting from her neck, his finger traced down her body. When it came to her pussy, Natasha opened her eyes. She smiled up at him.  
 “Oh god… that was something!” she gushed. “I have never felt so good. Katrina’s tongue is great, but your cock… oh my god. I thought I was going to die from pleasure. My body felt like it was being torn apart! But in a good way.” 
 Alex chuckled. “Thanks.”   
 “I want you inside me” she said.  

“Aren’t you already inside her?” Lucifer asked. 

 “You want to suck me off?” Alex asked, catching on quicker than Lucifer.  
 Natasha nodded eagerly.  
 It sounded good to him. As much as he liked her cunt, the mouth could do things a pussy never could.  
 He pulled out of her cunt and she climbed to her feet and pushed him back gently. Alex lay on his back as she bent down and took his cock. Her mouth wrapped around his cock as her tongue probed the tip.  

“This might be a controversial opinion, but blowjobs are better than fucking a cunt,” Lucifer said. 

 Whilst in the moment of getting said blowjob, Alex agreed with Lucifer. There was just one thing missing though. Leaning up, he grabbed Natasha by the waist and lifted her off the ground. Her mouth still wrapped around his cock, he turned her around and placed her gently beside him. Alex lay back once more as she sucked his cock, his eyes now on her curvy ass and her glistening pussy.  
 It wasn’t long before he came in her mouth. 
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 They left the cave early the next morning and by midday, they came to the end of the mountain range. In front of Alex was a desert plain. In the distance, Alex thought he could see a thin black line amongst the red rock.  
 That thin line was the city of Katarnak.  
 It was time to part ways with Natasha. She couldn’t go any further without risking her life. Alex promised he would come back for her once the revolt had been put down. Natasha smiled, but it was a sad smile. She kissed him on the lips. It was a long kiss, and when she pulled away, she sighed.  
 Alex watched her go, wondering if he was making a mistake heading for the demon town. If it weren’t for the cost of human lives that would almost certainly be lost, the most perfect thing to happen would have been for Satan to be free, for the demons to battle the angels. Alex didn’t care much for either side. The more of them that died, the better it would have been.  
 But the cost to human life would be far too great.  
 So, with that in mind, Alex set off towards Katarnak. The landscape was flat, hard and dry. The air was hot and ashy. In the distance, Alex could see the walls of the city. The thin line of black seemed to stay thin, even after an hour’s walk. He picked up the pace, but all that did was increase his thirst. He should have taken a swig from the waterskin before parting ways with Natasha.  
 Alex lost track of time. The red sky above didn’t help. It provided an unnatural heat more akin to standing next to an open oven door that had just roasted a turkey. And it didn’t change colour. It remained the same red for the entire day before suddenly darkening to signal the night.    
 Finally, the thin line of black seemed to rise, and soon, Alex was close enough to the city walls to get a measure of the place. The black wall stretched for miles to his left and right. It stood at eight meters in height. Though it was lined with battlements, there didn’t appear to be any demons standing behind the parapet, or crouched beside the merlons. There were no signs of weapons pointing outwards through the crenels.  
 The city seemed to have multiple gates along the wall. They were great big structures of red steel with spikes protruding out. Alex approached the closest one. It had a small door built into it with a large metal ring.  
 Alex lifted the ring and let it drop. There was a loud clatter as the metals collided. The noise would have been enough to wake anyone within twenty meters. But still, there was no sign of movement. He did it another five times before a metal lid in the door rose and a pair of black eyes stared at him. Those eyes widened. What followed was a lot of barking of commands. Alex thought of pulling his sword out, but decided against it. He wasn’t here to start a fight with these demons...   
 The door opened to show six demons standing in an arch. Each of them wore armour plates that had seen better days. They held in their hand’s spears with blunt edges. Alex frowned as they stared at him with cruel eyes lit up with joy and wide smiles.  
 “Stupid human,” the red-skinned demon growled. “You will not be spared punishment for returning on your own.”  
 Alex’s frown deepened. “I’m not a runaway human, fuckwit,” he muttered. “I’m here to join the armies fighting-” he paused and stared at the six demons. Alex had never been part of an army before, but he sure hoped they weren’t as useless looking as these six. “Satani sent me,” he finished with a sigh.  
 “How dare you speak the devil’s name, you filthy human,” the same red-skinned demon snarled.  

“Can we kill them already?” Lucifer asked, sounding bored. 


“No,” Alex said firmly. 

 The red-skinned demon took a step towards him. Then it slammed it’s spear forward. Alex sidestepped, then pulled out his sword and struck the demon on the arm, cutting it off clean. There was a second’s stunned silence before the demon screamed in pain.  

“Should have gone for the head,” Lucifer said, apparently unimpressed. 

 The remaining five demons stared at him in horror. Then, their eyes moved onto the demon who’d just lost his arm and was now losing a lot of blood. That demon dropped to its knees, still screaming. The other demons turned their attention back to Alex.  
 Alex raised his hands. “Stay calm, lads,” he told them. “I’m not here to start a fight.” 
 “You just sliced his fucking arm off,” one of the demons growled.  
 “Yeah well, I’ll do that to you too if you try and stab me with a rusty spear. I could die from a fucking infection,” Alex growled back. “Now let’s all just calm the fuck down before I start to slice heads off, okay? I’m here to help you. Satani sent me.”  
 “Don’t say her name you filthy animal,” another demon said. It then charged at him, spear in hand.   
 Alex rolled his eyes. He swerved out of the way, then spun around. His sword came up and struck the demon on the neck. He hadn’t filled it with the warmth that came with Lucifer. The blade was a dull grey. But still, it sliced through the neck like a steak knife cutting through butter. There was no howl of pain from this demon as his head slid off his neck and hit the ground.  
 Alex had to give the demons credit. It seemed the remaining four at least had balls. Not at all deterred by how easily he’d dealt with two of their fellow demons, the four remaining ones charged at him with spears out.  
 Alex grabbed one spear by the tip as the demon tried to stab him in the chest. Another demon brought his spear down on Alex, aiming to strike the head. Alex raised the spear he held by the tip to block the strike. Then he drove his sword into the first demon’s chest.  
 Pulling his sword out, he ducked underneath another strike and spinning around, he sliced the second demon across the stomach. It was a deep strike, and the guts that came spilling out were cut in half.  
 Alex turned to face the two remaining demons. Their resolve remained, and with what Alex supposed was a war cry, they came at him with their spears. It was too easy. Alex again grabbed one spear by the neck. He gave it a tug, and the demon not letting go, came jolting forward. Alex slammed the hilt of his sword against the demon’s jaw. There was a horrible crunch as the demon fell back.  
 The remaining demon almost had him. Alex tilted his head back and watched as the head of the spear sailed past his eyes, only an inch away. When he extended his hand and slammed his sword towards the demon, he did not miss.  
 Alex glanced around at his surroundings and sighed. He was standing in the centre of a circle of bloodied demon bodies. Four were dead, one had his arm sliced off and now lay on his side in a foetal position, still losing blood, the demon shook feverishly as he muttered words too quiet to hear.  
 He turned his attention to the one demon that was still alive. He sat on his bottom and stared up at Alex, anger in his eyes, but also fear. There was blood around his mouth, and on the dirt by his feet, there lay scattered a bunch of broken teeth.  

“Kill him,” Lucifer said with eagerness in his voice. 

 Alex was tempted to. He didn’t feel any guilt for those he had already killed. Not because they were demons. Alex didn’t have the same hatred for demons that Lucifer had. He felt no guilt because the demons had assumed he was a slave. They were ready to punish him because they thought he’d escaped. It was demons like this that Natasha had fled from. His jaws tightened as he stepped towards the demon. Anger rising within him, he spun the sword in his hand as he towered over the demon.  
 “Alex,” a voice called out.  
 He turned to look back at the gate. A red demon with black hair stood by the gates. She was dressed in a leather skirt and a white sleeveless shirt. There was a black sword in a scabbard by her waist. Behind her stood two human women.  
 More humans… was this city going to be full of captive humans?  
 Alex turned his attention back to the demon. She had said his name. “Who are you?” he asked. “And how’d you know my name?”  
 “I’m Keira,” the demon said. “I’ve been waiting for your arrival.” 
 The name sounded familiar, and it took a second for Alex to remember. Satani had told him to find Keira when he got to the city. He glanced back at the two girls behind Keira. At five ten ish, they were both tall for humans. Pretty, too. Big breasts, curvy hourglass figures and dressed in white satin that wrapped around the breasts and around the waist, but left everything else bare, they looked hot. 
 They looked healthy too. They bore no signs of abuse. But both girls stared down at their feet in a clear sign of submission.  
 The one demon that was still alive now climbed to his feet and pointed at Alex. “This filth attacked me,” he said in anger.  
 Alex looked back at the demon. Then he glanced at the bodies of the other demons. “They attacked me, so I killed them,” Alex said to Keira. “Is that going to be a problem?”  
 Keira shook her head. “No. You’re here to kill demons, after all. It is good to know that is something you can do.” She then turned her attention to the demon. “Find replacements to guard the gate. And next time, if you’re alive when a stranger attacks, I’ll personally cut your head off and feed it to the Bastillions.” 
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 Alex sat in a black carriage that was being pulled by two creatures that could only be described as hell’s version of horses. Each beast was twice the size of an ordinary horse. They also had three sharp black horns on each of their two heads and four eyes, all of which were red. The horses’ fur was jet black and their tails had naturally growing spikes on them.  
 They pulled the carriage through the demon city of Katarnak. The roads were wide and mostly empty, but they were made of red rock, and dust rose up from beneath the carriage’s wheels. As they drove further in, Alex began to suspect the entire city was made of the same red rock that was so prevalent in hell. It was as if rather than building a city on flat land, the demons had found low hills of red rock and cut into it for the buildings and flattened it completely to create roads.  
 The buildings they passed were four or five floors tall. The architecture was simple. The walls were smooth, the doors and windows had arches, but no elaborative designs. The frames were made of a black wood. Some windows had simple cloth draped across them. Others were completely empty.   
 There were other demons on the road. Some were in carriages, others walked. There were humans too. A lot of them. Some walked behind their demon, their eyes on the ground, their heads lowered. Others had manacles around their necks and were being led on leashes.  
 So many humans…  
 There were more humans than there were demons. Had they all been kidnapped from earth? Alex mentally cursed his stupid thoughts. Of course they were from earth. Where else could they have come from? But if so many humans were kidnapped from earth, how could they have gone unnoticed by the authorities back on earth? Most of the humans seemed to be of a certain age too. Either late teens, or early twenties.  
 The dust and heat along with the ashy air was becoming a little uncomfortable. Alex closed the carriage window and turned his focus on the three others he shared it with. Alex sat opposite the demon, Keira. The two human women sat on either side of her, their eyes on their laps where their hands rested. 
 “What’s your first impression of hell?” Keira asked.  
 “It’s red,” Alex responded. 
 Keira laughed. “That it is,” she said with a smile. She had a pretty face with sparkling white teeth. “Where did you land? In the mountains?”  
 His guard up, Alex nodded carefully. He didn’t want to divulge any information about Natasha and the rest.  
 “You did well,” Keira said. “I wasn’t expecting you so soon. Even demons can get lost in the mountains for weeks.”  
 Alex could tell from her tone this was more than just conversation. She was probing him. He had arrived relatively quickly, considering everything. Thanks to Natasha, of course. But Alex wasn’t going to say that.  
 “Climbed on top of a mountain, spotted a path and followed it all the way here,” he said casually.  
 “Smart thing to do,” Keira said with a nod. “Meet any trouble along the way?”  
 “A few mutated monkeys,” Alex replied. “They made for a good meal.”  
 Keira laughed. “I can see why Satani sent you.”  
 She’d sent him to kill the powerful demons amongst the Azarath army. They came with varying powers, the demons. Jamie Azarath became stronger and grew in size, as did Scarlett. Satani was technically a demon, wasn’t she? Her brother, Satan, grew into a fucking giant. Apparently an unkillable demon giant. Alex drove his sword into Satan and pushed him back down to hell. But the devil was still alive and back in his prison.   
 They rode the rest of the way in silence. Alex occasionally glanced at the two girls. Both continued to stare down at their laps. They sat with their backs straight, their chests jutted forward, displaying their breasts. Both were really pretty girls.  
 The carriage finally came to a stop and Alex jumped out.  
 The building before him was made of red, which wasn’t a big surprise. It was six floors tall. Keira stepped out of the carriage and the two girls followed after her. They stood behind her as she climbed the steps and walked into the lobby.   
 At the right side was a red desk made of rock, behind which sat a human woman. Alex thought it strange to see a human working as a receptionist in a hotel in hell. Keira did not acknowledge the human, but headed towards the end. Alex walked beside her as the two humans followed closely behind.  
 “The first floor will be your living quarters. Food and drinks will be served on the second floor. There is a library on the third floor, an armoury on the fourth floor. The fifth floor is where we will meet to discuss your assignments. The sixth floor has rooms for other demons that will be staying here,” Keira said as they climbed.  
 They took the stairs up. There didn’t seem to be an elevator, or any signs of technology. For lighting, the walls had black sconces with unlit torches. The first floor had a corridor through the middle. There was a single door on each side of the corridor.    
 Keira led him to the door on the left. Inside was a large room. There was a four-poster bed to one side with a large wardrobe beside it and a table opposite it. On the other side was a sitting space with leather sofas arranged in a square. To the left corner was a door that led to a toilet and shower.  
 The room had wide windows and white cloth draped across it. The red light penetrated the fabric and shone an orange hue into the room. It was a nice room, large and spacious. But it was red. The walls, the floors, even the bloody bed sheets. Alex was getting a little tired of all the red. Sure, it was hell, but that didn’t mean they needed to lack imagination.  

“When did you become an interior designer?” Lucifer scoffed. 

 It was an annoying reminder that sometimes Lucifer, the voice in his head, could actually read his mind. Lucifer was right. He wasn’t an interior designer. But he was tired, thirsty and hungry. It was possible he was a tad on the cranky side. The four-poster bed looked comfortable and inviting. He walked up to it and arms spread out, he collapsed onto it.  
 “I’ll let you get some rest today,” Keira said. “Tomorrow, we will begin your work.”  
 Alex raised his head to face her as she was leaving. “When do they serve-” he paused to look outside to see what time of day it was. What with it being red like that pretty much all day until it got a really darker shade of red, he had no idea of what time it was. “I’m hungry,” he finished.  
 Keira smiled. She did that often, he noted. It made her seem almost human. Like one of those really positive glass half full sorts of humans.  
 “Whenever you’re hungry, go to the second floor. There is always food there. But for today, as you’ve had a long journey, I will ask Jamana to bring you something to eat.” 
 “Cool, thanks,” Alex said. He dropped his head back down onto the welcoming bed as they left the room.  
 Despite being hungry and thirsty Alex could have stayed on that bed forever. After having slept on hard rocky surfaces for the past two nights, the bedding felt extremely comfortable. But there was a knock on his door. He climbed to his feet and opened it to find a green-skinned demon girl standing behind a trolley.  
 “I brought you food, sir,” she said.  
 “Jamana?” Alex asked.  
 “Yes, sir,” she said.  
 Alex moved out of the way to let her in. Jamana pushed the trolley into the room and towards the table. The trays were covered in silver domes, hiding away the dishes that lay underneath. It didn’t hold in the scent though. The food smelt great. There was also a jug full of water and a tray of beverages, some of which looked like beer.  
 Alex eagerly sat down on the chair and lifted the silver domes. To his relief, the food looked fairly normal. There was a large piece of meat that looked like beef. He took a bite. It tasted like beef, and it was perfectly cooked to medium rare. There were chips too that were cut thickly and fried perfectly. The sauce that dripped around the steak was mildly hot and thick. 
 Alex tucked in and devoured the plate within five minutes. He then grabbed a bottle off the beverage tray, turned the lid and took a sip. It was beer, and damn, it was cold. Alex leaned back in his chair, his eyes closed, a smile on his face. Hell wasn’t turning out to be so bad after all.  
 He could have stayed there, even fallen asleep, so full he was. But then, he became aware of Jamana standing a few feet away. She was breathing normally, possibly even quietly, but he could still hear her.  
 “I’m guessing you’re waiting for me to finish so you can take it all away?” he asked.  
 “Yes, sir,” Jamana said with a smile.  
 Alex got up off his chair. “I’m Alex,” he told her.  
 She stared at him nervously, the smile on her lips faltered. “Okay… sir?”  
 Alex shook his head. “Call me Alex,” he said. “Sir just sounds weird.”  
 Jamana smiled, but didn’t say anything. She quickly cleared the table, loaded it onto her tray, and then hurried out of his room. Not thinking much about it, Alex made his way to the bed, closed his eyes, and nodded off.  
   
   
   
 * * * 

  
   
 When Alex woke up, the sky outside was a dark red. The torches attached to the wall were lit, and a dark red flame dimly lit the room. Alex climbed out of bed and stretched. Well rested, well fed, he felt good. He’d slept with his clothes on, even with his sword strapped to his back in its sheath. That could have gone horribly wrong, he thought.  
 His work would start from tomorrow, Keira had said. 
 Alex didn’t know what to do now.  
 The whole floor was supposedly his. There was another door on this floor. Deciding he had nothing better to do, Alex walked out of his room and opened the door to the other room and walked inside.  
 There was a small library to the left with dark wooden shelves. The books looked old, with leather covers. Opposite it probing out from the wall was a fireplace. A fire was lit, and gentle red flames burned from it. Wooden chairs were arranged around the fireplace, looking very cosy indeed.  
 Alex glanced at the books, curious. Back on earth, before becoming a Demon Hunter, Alex had been a writer. At least, he’d tried to write a book. Now, he was in hell, which had libraries, apparently. He was tempted to grab a book and see what it was all about.  
 But then, he spotted the small armoury. Hanging off hooks in the wall were swords, pikes, spears, arrows and armoured plating. The metal was black, but shiny. Alex already had a sword of his own, but there were two black swords that were smaller than his that looked interesting. With a sword in each hand, he would look like a total badass.  
 But then, Alex spotted the two girls.  
 Human girls. One had blonde hair, the other was a brunette. At five feet ten, they were both tall for humans. Of course, at six feet five, Alex still towered over them. Both girls wore strips of silk cloth that was wrapped around the breasts, and another smaller piece that was wrapped around the waist, just about covering both girl’s modesty.  
 “Hey,” Alex waved at them.  
 “How may we serve, sir,” both girls said quickly, and in unison.  
 Alex didn’t know how to respond to that. It wasn’t every day two hot girls wearing barely anything asked him how they could serve him. And what exactly did they mean to serve him?  

“Sex,” Lucifer said. “You take the blonde, I’ll take the brunette.” 


“And how exactly would you do that? How exactly would you “take” the brunette?”

 A door opened from the end of the room, and Alex just realised that the door was there. It was Jamana.  
 “Alex,” she said with a smile. “How are you feeling?”  
 “Yeah, uh, I feel good,” he stuttered, still distracted by the two humans.   
 “Did you sleep well? Are you hungry? Shall I get some more food?”  
 “Slept well,” Alex said. “Not hungry.”  
 “Would you like to sit by the fire whilst One and Two help you feel comfortable?”  
 Alex narrowed his eyes. One and two? Jamana seemed to take his confusion as a yes. She walked up to him, took his arm and led him to the armchair directly opposite the fire. As Alex sat down, the two human girls came up to him and dropped to their knees. One took off his trainers, the other worked on the straps of his scabbard that were fastened around his bare chest.   
 As both came off, Jamana was beside him once more. “Would you like anything to drink?”  
 “A beer would be nice,” Alex said.  
 “Of course,” Jamana said. “I’ll be right back.”  
 As she left, Alex turned his attention to the girls, an eyebrow raised. They were tugging at his jeans now. Alex stood up to make life easier for them. Once it was off, his underwear followed. He was naked now, but Alex felt comfortable. He sat down on the wooden chair and did not like it much. Maybe he should have kept his underwear on.  
 The blonde seemed to notice his discomfort.  
 “Would you like to move to the bedroom, sir?” she asked. “It would be more comfortable.” 
 Alex didn’t resist as she took his hand and led him out of the room, into the corridor and back into his own bedroom. He ogled her curvy ass, barely concealed that it was by the satin white cloth. Alex lay on the bed on his front, expecting a massage.  
 That was how it began. The two girls joined him on the bed. One worked on his shoulders, the other on his legs. They were good at it. Alex felt his muscles relax as the girls expertly probed and prodded. His worries of before, his thoughts about hell, about Natasha, about Karen, Melissa and Chrissy, they began to fade away as he enjoyed the moment.  
 Jamana returned with his cold beer. Alex turned to lie on his back. He took the drink and the blonde began to massage his head. The brunette moved down. She rubbed his waist, then moved inwards towards his groin. Alex felt his cock growing before she even touched it.  
 The brunette continued to rub around his cock and balls. His cock grew bigger until it reached almost full size. Jamana chuckled nervously and Alex raised an eyebrow.  
 “That’s-” she pointed at his cock. “You’re really-” she stopped again; her green cheeks darkened. “I’ve never seen a human cock before,” she said softly. “I didn’t think they were that big.”  
 “They’re not, normally,” Alex said, grinning.   
 “Can I touch it?” Jamana asked.  
 Alex couldn’t see why not. The demon girl was cute. Not quite as hot as the brunette or blonde, but she was cute.  
 “Go for it,” he told her.  
 She jumped on the bed. Her eyes glazed, she stared at his cock in wonder. She took it in her hands. “The skin is so soft,” she murmured. “Can I taste it?”  
 Alex smiled, nodding. Jamana reminded him of Natasha. That girl had asked him before she did anything too. Jamana took his cock in her mouth. Alex closed his eyes as her warm and wet mouth wrapped around the head. She took in more of his cock until his tip hit the back of her throat. She held it there, in that warm but tight spot.  
 Alex opened his eyes to look at her. Damn, she was good. Jamana was wearing a leather skirt and a leather top that was cut like a sports bra. Alex fumbled at the bra, trying to take it off. He wasn’t doing a great job of it.  
 The brunette seemed to notice. She came up behind Jamana and undid the bra, revealing the demon’s perky green breasts. The brunette didn’t stop there. She took off Jamana’s leather skirt too. The demon was completely naked now, but she didn’t seem to care. She continued to suck on his cock, continued to push it down her throat. Alex’s hand trailed down Jamana’s back and down her bare bottom. His fingers brushed the outer lips of her green pussy. He could feel the heat coming from them.  
 The demon was doing such a good job of sucking him off, Alex sat up and spreading her legs apart, he drove his fingers into her cunt and rubbed hard on her clit. He wanted her to orgasm at the same time, but he’d never met a cocksucker like her before. He came in her mouth, and shot load after load down her throat. Jamana didn’t gag even the slightest. She sucked him dry.  
 Alex’s fingers remained in her pussy when she pulled her mouth away from his cock. “That was amazing,” he told her.  
 “Thanks,” she smiled sweetly. “But I have to confess, One and Two can do as good, if not better.”  
 One and Two? It wasn’t the first time she’d said that. And Alex knew what she meant now. The blonde and the brunette.  
 “You’re One?” he asked the brunette.  
 She shook her head. “I’m Two, Sir.” 
 “Those can’t be your names,” Alex protested. “What were their names before they were kidnapped and brought down to earth?” Alex demanded from Jamana.  
 “Kidnapped?” she asked, a puzzled look in her eyes.  
 “Yes. Kidnapped. All these humans here were kidnapped and brought down from earth.”  
 Jamana shook her head slowly. “They’re not kidnapped,” she told him. “They come on their own volition. Their bodies die, and then the soul, if its guilty, it travels down to hell. They deserve to be punished for being bad on earth,” Jamana paused, her eyes flickered over One and Two, and she added softly, “Or so we’re told.”  
 “What?” Alex muttered. He shook his head. That couldn’t be true. Alex had seen his own soul pulled out of his body. It was not made of flesh. It left the flesh behind. He told Jamana as much.  
 Again, Jamana shook her head and told him how the souls go through a transformation process as they reach hell. It’s as if the body is reformed, reborn. The human souls forget everything that happened back on earth. Their souls transform into bodies. But it isn’t the same body they left behind on earth. If it were, then hell would be full of old people.  
 No one knew for sure what happened, but it was hypothesised that the human souls took the form of its former self that it was most happy. Most humans seemed to be the happiest in their late teens or early twenties. There were some children and old people, but their numbers were few.    
 It was shocking news to Alex, but it did explain a few things. There were so many humans about, had they all been kidnapped from earth, he’d have heard something about it on the news. The humans were all of similar age to him too, aside from Charlie, the boy he’d saved from the Raver.  
 Alex suddenly felt a hammer blow to his chest. He’d promised Natasha that he would come back for her, that he would take her back to earth. He’d always imagined she had a family waiting for her there. Whilst the family might exist, they certainly wouldn’t be waiting for her return back on earth. 
 There was the matter of his father too. Alex knew Andrew was in hell and he’d hoped to be able to meet with him. Alex wanted to tell his dad that he didn’t blame him anymore. It was Satani’s fault. She’d taken advantage of his dad in his moment of weakness.  
 Hell was a big place to start with, but suddenly, it had grown so much bigger. Even if Alex could find Andrew, which would be difficult considering his dad could be walking around looking like a twenty-year-old, it didn’t matter anymore.  
 Andrew had lost all his memories, even those of his own son.   
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 Alex spent the night with the two girls and Jamana in his bed. It was a big bed, and there was enough space for them to sleep comfortably. More so than their own living quarters. Alex had been in those, just out of curiosity. The three girls, two human and one demon, lived in a single room about the size of his wardrobe. It would have been kind to call the bed in there a double. It didn’t even have a mattress but rather the hard wood of a chowki, with a bed sheet thrown over it.  
 They were more than happy to stay in his room when he suggested it. Initially, Alex planned on sleeping on the sofa. But Jamana took him by the hand and led him onto the bed. One and Two, as they were named, helped take his clothes off again.  
 One and Two then took off the satin cloth that wrapped around their breasts and waists. Both girls had large luscious breasts with pink nipples. Jamana took her clothes off too, but a little shyly. She wasn’t as gifted as either human when it came to breasts, or curvy assess.  
 Alex had already been sucked off once earlier that day. But seeing the three girls naked, his cock rose full and strong. He’d never had a foursome before. His first one was a definite success. Alex started with One, the blonde human. She lay on her back, her legs spread apart invitingly, he drove his cock in and out of her pink pussy.  
 As he did that, Jamana and Two, the brunette human, started to kiss each other passionately. Both seemed to know what they were doing. They had a chemistry and ease with each other’s bodies. Their hands trailed down one another’s, feeling each other’s vaginas, pulling on their ass cheeks, caressing the breasts. The two naked bodies meshed together in perfect harmony.  
 And then, they disentangled. Two came and lowered herself onto One, her pussy directly over the blonde’s face. Alex watched with fascination as One’s tongue probed Two’s glistening vagina. He drove his cock inside One’s cunt with renewed vigour. Jamana joined in sucking on Two’s breasts. It was an incredible sight. Alex shot his load into One.  
 When he was done and he pulled out, it still wasn’t over. Jamana dropped to her knees, lowered her head and sucked his cum out of One’s glistening pink pussy whilst Two came and sucked his cock clean. When that was done, and Alex felt tired but satisfied, the three girls continued to play with each other. And that was the sight he fell asleep to, to three gorgeous women pleasuring each other.  
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 Alex woke the next morning to find the three girls still naked and sleeping beside him. There was a fourth girl in the room now, and to his disappointment, she wasn’t naked. As his eyes opened properly, he realised that fourth girl was Keira, the demon who had met him at the city gates.  
 “I take it you slept well?” Keira asked.  
 “I did,” Alex nodded.  
 “The two humans serve you well?”  
 Again, Alex nodded.  
 “Good,” Keira said. “And uh… how did you find the demon, Jamana?”  
 “You mean like… how do you mean?” Alex asked, confused. He hadn’t found Jamana. On the contrary, she’d found him the day before, even brought him food.  
 “She’s lying in bed beside you, completely naked, her hair is a mess. Did you enjoy her body? Did your cock enter her green vagina? Did she taste your cock? Did you taste her cunt?” Keira asked the questions with a twinkle in her eye and a twitch of the lips. She was clearly enjoying this.  
 “Some of that,” Alex responded, not at all flustered by the questions. “Didn’t get a chance to do all of it. I spent most of yesterday walking through a desert in hell. My game wasn’t a hundred percent.”  
 Keira’s lips broke into a smile. “I like you, Alex,” she said. “I’ve been up you know. To the land of the humans. I’ve met other Demon Hunters. They’re assholes. They think they’re better than demons, even though all they really are is Satani’s pretty sex dolls. But you seem different.”  
 “Yeah, I’m not like them at all. Including the part about being Satani’s sex doll,” Alex muttered.  
 Keira nodded at him diplomatically. She then leaned down and moved One’s leg that had been resting over his groin, and Two’s arm that was over his chest. Alex decided he had to talk to those two about their names. One and Two were not names. If they couldn’t remember what their names were before they came down to hell, he would help them choose new names, help them have an identity.  
 Now with his body free from gorgeous girl’s body parts, Alex climbed out of bed and stretched. His full nakedness on display, Keira did not shy away from ogling him. Alex glanced around the room, looking for his jeans. They were nowhere to be seen.  
 “I need clothes,” he said.  
 “Are you sure?” Keira asked. She walked around him before coming to stop inches in front of him. Her eyes trawled down his body and came to rest on his large cock. “Be a shame to hide something like that.”  
 “Happy to go back to bed with you,” Alex said, his hands now resting on her hips. “But I'm not going to walk around this place naked.”  
 Keira continued to stare at his cock. Her chest rose and fell as her breathing became heavy. She was dressed in leather today. Tight leather pants and a leather top that was cut through the middle, allowing for peaks into the breasts that lay beneath.  
 Keira sighed. “Maybe another time,” she muttered. “We really do have work to do. There are clothes in the wardrobe. Grab something to eat from the second floor, then meet us up on the fifth.” 
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 The clothing in the cupboard wasn’t exactly modern but Alex found he didn’t mind so much. He pulled on black trousers, leather boots and a white shirt. The girls had awoken by this time and they lay in bed, watching him as he dressed. Alex strapped the scabbard with the long sword around his chest, kissed each girl on the lips, then headed out the door and up the stairs to the second floor.  
 The cafeteria was on that floor. There was a buffet line on one side, the rest of the space was filled with tables and chairs. There were a few demons about, and some humans too. Pretty much every demon stared, or glared at him. Two of the humans glanced at him before quickly turning their eyes away. Alex heard mutterings, but decided to ignore it unless any of the demons was stupid enough to actually get up and approach him.  
 He made his way to the buffet and picked up food that resembled a human breakfast. Eggs of some sort, strips of meat that resembled bacon, toasts and a large cup of hot dark stuff that smelled like coffee. After eating a hearty meal, he headed up to the fifth floor.  
 There was a single door on that floor. Alex opened it and walked in. Keira was there. She sat at the end of a long table on which there was a map. Also seated around the table were five other demons. Two male demons, both with horns on their heads, and three female demons.  
 “Take a seat, Alex,” she pointed at the chair beside her. “That’s Magnamus, Cierrella, Pikes, Corcin, and Mariah.”  
 Alex nodded at the demons. Magnamus, the red demon that was built like a fucking tank, gave him a nod of the head. Cierrella, a pretty but toned red demon waved at him, Corcin gave him a wink, as did Mariah. Pikes had skin that was almost black. He stared at Alex with cold steely eyes.  
 Alex sat in the chair, making a mental note to keep an eye out for Pikes. And the rest too. He was in hell, after all. Sure, Kiera seemed nice and probably wanted his cock as much as he wanted to drive it into her cunt, but that didn’t change where he was. In hell. He was in fucking hell.   
 Keira ran him through the plan. Before each battle, the opposing sides could send out their finest to face each other in single combat to determine a victor. Satani had sent him down as her champion. He would duel the finest the Azarath armies had to offer.  
 Keira was confident every battle could be resolved by single combat. She had already spread word of his arrival. The human that killed Jamie Azarath was here. Demons that allied themselves with the Azarath family would line up to fight him, to be the ones that killed him and avenged Jamie.  
 Alex didn’t know how he felt about being a marked man in hell. His hand reached back and felt the scabbard that held his longsword. He would have to have his guard up. An attack could come from anywhere, including from those sat in this room. His eyes fell on Pikes. The demon continued to stare at him. His red eyes were small, but that didn’t take away from the message he was trying to send. Pikes did not like Alex.    
 Keira continued talking. She spoke of the families that had yet to respond to Satani’s request for providing troops to end the rebellion. They were waiting to see how the Azarath armies fared. If Satani did not put a quick end to this rebellion, other families would see it as a weakness and join the Azarath’s.   
 Keira climbed to her feet and pulled her sword out from her waist. She pointed it at the map laid out on the table.  
 “Merculis Azarath’s armies have split into four divisions,” she said. “Each division is led by his most trusted and fiercest demons. Skalgrig, Nekrosis and Judas. Those are the three demons that you need to kill.”  
 “Judas?” Alex asked.  
 “He’s older than the Judas from your world,” Keira said, and when Alex raised an eyebrow, she added, “Demons can live for a very long time.”  
 “Where are they now?” Alex asked as his eyes turned to the map laid out on the table.  
 On paper, hell looked very much like any other country. There were mountains, lakes, and lots of little towns and cities dotted about. Alex was certain the lakes were most certainly made of lava and there was a glaring absence of any forested areas. 
 What he did notice was four large black circles on the map, beside which were written four names. Merculis, Skalgrig, Nekrosis and Judas.  
 Keira’s black sword hovered over Merculis’s name. “He leads the largest army. The other three are leading smaller raiding parties. They attack towns and villages, cut off the supply routes and in general, be a big nuisance.”   
 Alex climbed to his feet. “When do we start?”  
 Keira smiled. “Loving the enthusiasm, but do you want to spend a few days training, maybe brush up on those skills? These demons are pretty badass. There aren’t many on our side that could take them on in combat. Save those in this room, the only other demon I can think of is Scarlett. And Satani, of course. We’ve also got an armoury, if you want to add a few weapons to your inventory?”  

“Fuck no,” Lucifer growled. “I don’t want any of their dirty hell weapons.” 

 Alex was of the same opinion. “My swords fine. It does the job. I don’t need training either. Let’s get this over with.”  
 “Easy there, boy,” Pikes said. His voice was deep and had a natural growl about it. “You might be the shit up there on earth, but that means fuck all. I don’t know what Satani saw in you, but down here, you’re not the top dog.”  
 “I don’t care much for dogs,” Alex said, his voice even. It was true. He was more of a cat person. “But I’m happy to throw a stick if you want to go and fetch?”  
 Pikes kicked back his chair and slowly climbed his feet, doing very well the dramatic rise. He stared at him with cold red eyes. Alex met those eyes with confidence. His hand was ready to reach back for his sword if needed.  
 “You think you’re some sort of tough mother fucker, don’t you?” Pike asked.  
 “His resume is pretty badass, actually,” Keira volunteered. “He killed a Krumier, he sent Satan back down to hell, stopped a bunch of assassins, already killed an Azarath.”  
 Alex glanced at Keira, a little surprised. She seemed to know him well. Really well, in fact. Especially the part about the assassins that had come to kill Marvin. Only Karen and Melissa were supposed to know about that. Unless Karen went back to the Red House of Satan after and filled in a report… which she probably did…  
 Still, Pikes wasn’t done. “My sword was forged in the fires of Lakmanu. It has defeated demons that would eat you alive, boy,” he roared. “My sword will slice through the crap you call a sword.”  
 Keira rolled her eyes. “Seriously? You’re comparing swords now?” she asked. “Why don’t you just get your cocks out and measure?”  
 “Oh, yes, do that please,” Corcin, the green-skinned female demon said eagerly. “If we’re taking bets, my money is on Alex.”  
 Alex turned to look at her in surprise. She winked at him, then exchanged a knowing glance with Keira, who simply shrugged when Alex met her eyes.  
 Pikes face grew darker, becoming almost black. He was furious, and his head looked like it was going to explode. He pulled out his sword from his waist. It was an impressive sword. The steel was black, the edge was sharp and glistening. The guard was blood red and the handle was a dark silvery colour.  
 “Save it for the real enemy,” Keira said.  
 There was a warning in her voice, one Alex wasn’t alone in detecting. Pikes continued to stare at Alex for a long minute before he reluctantly placed the sword back in its scabbard. And then, he sat down and continued to stare at Alex. Those red eyes remained focused on him. Apparently, if Pikes wasn’t allowed to use his sword to kill Alex, he was going to do it with his small red eyes. 
 The conversation returned to dealing with the Azarath’s most skilled demons. Skalgrig was camped in the mountains near the town of Artunecki. He led daily attacks on the city and the last report Keira received was that part of the southern wall was on the verge of collapse. That was where they would go first. To face Skalgrig and his demons.  
 “I guess we will leave after lunch,” Keira said. “Meet in the lobby when you’re ready.”  
 The other demons walked out of the room. Pikes stopped at the door and turned to look back at Alex. Then, he growled. His teeth showed. He had impressive teeth. Row after row of sharp teeth that grew longer as his mouth remained open.  
 “Nice,” Alex said, then did a slow clap. “Very nice.”  
 Pikes slammed the door shut behind him as he left. Alex turned to Keira. “He’s a peach.”  
 “Try and get along with him, please,” Keira said. “He’s a dumb mother fucker, but he’s damned good with his sword. We need him on our side if we want a quick end to this war and if you want to get back to earth.”  
 “Fine,” Alex said. “But if he tries to bite me, I’m cutting his head off,” he added with a mutter.  
 Keira smiled. “That’s fair. Now how about you go off and get ready to leave?”  
 “I am ready,” Alex said, standing up. “I've got my sword. Satani basically told me I would be going to hell, then threw me down a pit. I didn’t get a chance to pack. Although, I wouldn’t mind my jeans?”  
 “I think keep these clothes,” Keira said. “You look better like this. Those leather pants, I just want to take them off.”  
 Alex glanced at Keira’s leather pants. They were clung to her skin like skinny jeans would and showed off the shape of her legs and ass. Keira was toned. She had those glutes women back on earth slaved away at gyms for and never achieved. He wouldn’t have minded taking her pants off too and getting a closer look at them.  
 “What about the girls in your living quarters?” Keira asked.  
 “What about them?” Alex asked, confused.  
 “Want to take them with you? We’re going to be gone for a while. I’m sure you won't struggle to find women to spend the night with you, especially seeing as you don’t mind demon girls, but those two humans are hot.”  
 It wasn’t something Alex had thought about. Partly because he’d never thought it an option. But now that he was thinking about it, it would be great if they wanted to come along. He could learn more about the humans and their experiences in hell. Knowing they were souls and not actual humans kidnapped from earth, taking them back with him might not be possible. But that didn’t mean he couldn’t help them in some other way.  
 Alex made for the door to see if the girls would be interested in going with him when a thought entered his head.  
 “Will they be safe near a war zone?”  
 “They won’t go to the front line with you. They’ll stay in Artunecki while we go into the mountains to face Skalgrig. They’ll be as safe there as they would be here and probably a lot more comfortable with you around,” Keira said. “They’re part of the service you know. They belong to your living quarters. Once you’re gone, the rooms will be taken by a demon who won’t be as kind as you are. Or as gentle.”  
 “Holy fuck,” Alex muttered.  
 Keira nodded. “Go talk to your girls and see if they’d like to go with you.”  
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 Alex made it back to his living quarters on the second floor. The girls, One and Two, were back in the room opposite his. They stood at the end of the room, their backs against the wall, much like they had the first time he’d set eyes upon them. He was a little disappointed to see they were dressed again. Only a little disappointed. They still wore those two sheets of white satin cloth. One around the chest, covering the breasts, but leaving enough underneath and above to view. And one cloth around the waist that barely covered their modesty.  
 They smiled when he walked in, and Alex took that as a positive. The day before, they’d stared down at their feet, not showing any emotions.  
 “I’m going to be heading out today to fight the rebels. We’re going to some town called-” Alex stopped. What the hell was the town called? It didn’t matter. “I was wondering if you wanted to come with me? You’ll stay in the town there and won’t be at the frontline or anything. It’ll be safe-” 
 “Yes please, sir,” both girls said quickly, their eyes lighting up. 
 “Oh, cool. Okay. Um, we leave after lunch so I guess be ready?”  
 “Thank you, sir,” both girls said, smiling widely now.  
 Alex smiled back. “And please stop calling me sir. My name is Alex.”  
 “Thank you, Alex,” One said.  
 At some point, he would talk to the girls about their names. One and Two were not names. They were numbers. As Alex turned to leave, he wondered where Jamana was. It would be good to say goodbye to the demon before he left. She reminded him very much of Melissa. Quiet and shy, but a good demon.  
 He opened the door to leave and found Jamana standing there. 
 “You’re leaving already?” she asked.  
 “Yeah. Gotta head to some town and fight the rebels,” he said. “I wanted to thank you for everything here. For bringing me food and… the other stuff,” he said sheepishly. “It was fun.”  
 “You’re taking One and Two with you,” Jamana nodded at the girls.   
 “Yeah. Keira said I could. Apparently it would be better for them if they came with me.”  
 Jamana nodded. “They’re hot. They’ve got perfect figures. Big breasts, but not too big. Soft skin, little pink nipples and even pinker cunts. They’ll keep you happy,” she said softly, and her eyes faltered before she looked down.  
 “Jamana,” Alex’s fingers touched her hip. “Is everything okay?”  
 She nodded quickly and smiled. But it was a fake smile.  
 “Something is wrong,” Alex said. He took her hand in his and pulled her close. “Tell me!” he said firmly.  
 So Jamana did tell him. She was a demon, but a poor one. The noble families, the warriors and those with money treated demons like her that were pretty as nothing more than meat to fuck and abuse. Staying in this hotel, she was treated like One and Two. Sometimes even worse. She’d considered leaving on a few occasions, but life was harsh in hell.   
 Her eyes had bubbled up by the time she finished talking. Alex wiped away the tears before they could roll down her cheek. He then wrapped his arms around her, and kissed her on the top of her head. Alex hadn’t asked Keira if Jamana could come along, but it didn’t matter. She was going to come with him, even if it meant he had to use his sword to convince whoever needed convincing.   
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 It was later that afternoon. Alex sat in a carriage with One, Two and Jamana. It was another black carriage pulled by two hell horses. Alex had told Keira that Jamana was going to come with them. He expected some resistance from her, or whoever owned the hotel. But Keira just nodded. And then she kissed him on the lips.  
 The girls wore the same outfit they’d worn the entire time. Two sheets of cloth. Now sitting down on the train, the cloth around their waist had hiked up. Of course they weren’t wearing any panties underneath. Alex caught a glimpse of their pussies glistening out from beneath the white cloth.  
 Jamana dressed slightly better for a long journey. Only slightly. She wore a short leather skirt and a grey blouse that had a plunging neckline to the point where the tips of her green nipples were just visible. She also had a dagger by her waist.  
 The carriage rolled out of the demon city of Katarnak, and they were now moving down another track that had been made by cutting away the red rock and flattening it. The scenery outside was dry and either side of the road, the land was flat as far as the eye could see. Occasionally, a tree or two sprouted out of the hard rock.  
 No, the sight outside wasn’t great. It was much better inside. Alex really wanted to talk to the two humans and learn more about them. But for now, they seemed to have retreated back into the zombie sex slave mode. They sat with their backs arched so their breasts jutted forward. Their eyes were on their laps, which was where their hands rested. He would get through to them eventually, but for now, he decided to settle for Jamana instead as she had no problem talking about herself.  
 He was the first free human she’d met. One still with a soul. She’d wondered if that was why he was different. More alive than the other humans. Alex doubted that to be the case. Natasha had as much life in her as he did, but he didn’t press the issue with Jamana. He was more interested in learning about her and about hell.  
 So Jamana told him about hell.  
 It was a dry and harsh land filled with rocky mountains and lakes of lava. Demons were the dominant species, but there were many other creatures that roamed the vast plains and mountains. Creatures more fearsome than the scariest demons. With the exception of Satan and his sister, Satani, Jamana added.  
 She came from a poor family that lived on the outskirts of a demon city a few hundred miles from Katarnak. Life was hard growing up. Food was scarce, water even more so. For a demon like her, there weren’t many choices in life. She could either work in the mines, join a group of mercenaries and fight wars for other demons, or sell her body in the whore houses visited by demons. The money she would make by selling her body would be little. The influx of gorgeous females from earth meant demon whore houses were only frequented by the less well of demons. The soldiers, the miners, the thieves.   
 Jamana said softly that she was pretty for a demon. And she knew some hotels liked to hire demon girls like her in addition to human slaves they kept. She came to the biggest demon city looking for such work, and she did find it.   
 She had enough food to eat, but life was still harsh. Most demons that stayed there used the human girls for their pleasure, and often made her participate. The easier times was when she made love to the girls for the watching eyes of the demons, but other times, the demons got rough with her. They used her hard and made her clean up after them. She’d been slapped around, beaten, tied up, had hot wax poured onto her nipples and clit. She’d been taken by multiple demons at the same time.   
 Jamana’s voice began to waver and Alex could tell it was difficult for her to talk about this. But he didn’t want to stop her, not unless she wanted to stop. It was good to let it out of her system, right? It was a form of therapy, wasn’t it? 
 Jamana did stop talking eventually. There was silence as she stared down at her lap. Alex felt bad for her. He also understood why the demons in Ignis Estate fled hell for a crappy estate on earth. Because a crappy estate on earth was still close to heaven for a poor demon.  
 The carriage rolled down the rocky road late into the night. It moved at speeds Alex didn’t think was possible for carriages. Especially ones pulled by two horses. It was like speeding down a motorway. The ride wasn’t as smooth. The further they got from the city of Katarnak, the bumpier the road became. And despite the windows being closed, dust was beginning to creep in through the gaps.  
 Despite all of that, Alex still managed to lean back and get comfortable. He was close to dozing off when the carriage came to a stop. Stepping out, he realised they hadn’t reached their destination. In front of him was a roadside tavern. With a fifteen-foot wall of red rock surrounding it and the door covered in foot long spikes protruding out, it was a heavily fortified tavern. The demon guards that opened the gate carried black swords that matched with their shiny black armour.   
 It seemed the tavern was expecting them. Despite the hour of the night, hot food was ready and waiting for them in a private room. Alex, One, Two and Jamana took a table for themselves. Keira sat at another table with two human males. She winked at him when she noticed his glance.  
 Pikes and Magnamus and the other demons weren’t alone either. There was an entourage of humans about, both male and female. They moved quickly and with coordination as they served food, as they assisted in removing the demons armour and generally making them feel as comfortable as possible.  
 After eating, Alex was shown to his room. It was big enough for the four of them. Alex fell on the bed, full and exhausted. Unsurprisingly, sitting down all day in a carriage and doing nothing for long periods of time was tiring. It brought back memories of his time as a security guard. 
 The girls began to take his clothes off until he was completely naked. Then, they took their own clothes off and joined him in bed. Alex slept with an arm over One’s breasts. His other hand rested on Two’s pussy. Jamana slept lower down the bed. Her head was beside his hip. Her hand was wrapped around his cock. She seemed to hold it like it was a comforting teddy bear. As he drifted off, Alex thought it cute.  
 He woke up to find Jamana doing more than just holding his cock. She was sucking on it. It was a good way to wake up. Two beautiful naked girls beside him, and a cute naked demon girl sucking on his cock.  
 Alex played with One and Two’s breasts as he came in Jamana’s mouth. She sucked him dry just as Keira walked into the room. Alex’s first thought was the need for privacy. This wasn’t the first time Keira had walked in on him being naked and surrounded by equally naked hotties. He wondered if she did it on purpose.  
 Keira had come to take him down for breakfast. She waited in the room while he and the girls dressed. Then she followed him down to the same room where they’d had supper the night before. Alex had a large breakfast of eggs, toasts, and strips of crispy fried meat. He washed it down with a beer, which was surprisingly good. He made a mental note to add beer to his breakfast when he got back home.  
 After breakfast, it was back on the road. They travelled for most of the day. It was just as the sky above suddenly became dark did they stop once more at another roadside tavern. It was similar to the previous one. High walls, lot of demon guards, good food. They had a quick meal, but rather than spending the night there, they were back on the road again.  
 They travelled for the rest of the night. It was when the sky above suddenly changed to a lighter shade of red did the carriage begin to slow. Alex opened the window and stared out. He spotted their destination almost immediately.  
 They were close to the mountains now, maybe only a quarter days travel by carriage. Having grown up in London, Alex stared at the mountains with some fascination. Rising high and standing tall and strong, they looked much prettier from a distance.   
 At the bottom of the mountains was the town of Artunecki. It was a walled town, but standing at only twelve feet, it wasn’t as impressive as those around the city of Katarnak, or even those around the taverns. As they came closer, Alex began to see the stress the wall had suffered. There were large cracks all across the wall, but to the left side, there had been a breach. The gap was small. Only big enough for a single demon to walk through at a time.  
 In front of the wall were a hundred or so black tents. Demons sat around extinguished fires. Others trained with their swords, spears and axes. Their procession of carriages paused briefly as Keira spoke with a small contingent of demons. It was a short conversation, and soon, they were moving once more. The town gates opened. There were more demon troops inside. A small escort followed the carriages, leading them through the town and to their quarters. 

  
   
 * * * 
 
 
 
Alex sat in the inn’s common room the next morning. He’d finished a hearty meal of eggs, meat and bread. He was drinking something that tasted like coffee when Keira came down and joined him.  
 “Alone?” she asked.  
 “They’ve eaten already,” Alex told her. “They’ll be safe here, right?” 
 The other occupants of the inn didn’t seem the friendliest. Even for demons, they were big and pretty mean looking. He’d gotten more than his fair share of stares since he’d sat down. The girls had gotten more. There was hunger and pure animal lust in the demons’ eyes as they stared at the girls. It was no wonder One, Two and Jamana had excused themselves after a quick meal. 
 “No one would be stupid enough to try anything against you or your property,” Keira said. “They all know who you are. We made sure they do so Skalgrig hears about it too. We’re hoping he will find us later today when we take a trip up to the mountains.”  
 The fact that Keira had used the word “property” to refer to the girls hadn’t escaped Alex’s notice. But he decided this wasn’t the place or time. There was a huge mother fucker of a demon sitting in the inn’s common room. He was blue, and was at least ten feet tall. There were large black horns on his head, but that wasn’t all. He had horns on his back too. Holes had been cut in his leather jacket to accommodate them. The tips were sharp, as if he filed them regularly.  
 He’d been giving Alex the cold stare the whole time he’d been here. And more than that, he’d made crude remarks about One and Two as they were leaving. Something about him showing them what a real man was made off, not pansy human shit from above.  
 “When do we ride out?” Alex asked.  
 “We can leave now if you’re ready?” Keira asked him.  
 Alex nodded. “Just got one thing to do. Won’t take long.”  
 He climbed to his feet and walked towards the blue dinosaur of a demon. He felt every eye in the room on him, including Keira’s. But she didn’t try to stop him. She leaned back in her chair, picked up a fruit resembling an apple and bit into it.  
 The blue demon stood up as Alex approached. He’d made a slight mistake. The demon wasn’t ten feet tall. He was at least twelve. He hunched slightly as the top of his head touched the ceiling. Beside him, resting on the table was an axe six feet in length from the knob on the handle to the blade.  
 “You got a problem, human?” the demon asked.  
 “You said something about showing my girls what a proper fuck was like?” Alex asked.  
 The demon chuckled. “Yeah, I’m gonna fuck those two human whores. My cock’s going to rip open their sweet little pink cunts. I’m gonna fuck their-” 
 Alex pulled out his sword and leapt up. With a single strike, he sliced the demon’s face in half, from the chin up. He stepped back, then waited for the enormous body to hit the ground. It did with a thud, taking down two tables with him.  
 Alex wiped the blood from his sword onto the demon’s leather coat and glanced around the room. The demons that had been staring at him suddenly busied themselves with anything and everything else. Most stared at their plates or drinks, or the person they shared the table with, some stared at the dead demon on the ground.  
 Alex walked back to Keira. “Let’s go and find Skalgrig.”  
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 Horses.  
 Actually, they were hell horses.  
 The big beasts that pulled the carriages. Apparently, that was what Alex would be using for transport. The horse in front of him was your standard hell horse. That didn’t take away from the fact that it was a fucking beast of a beast.  
 It was twice the size of a normal horse. It had two heads, and there were spikes on its tail. Its fur was a deep black, like the looming darkness that resided at either end of the staircase that led up to Satani’s quarters in the Red House of Satan. It had sharp horns on both of its heads. But it was the eyes that did it for Alex.  
 Those red eyes stared at him, as if saying, climb onto me. I dare you. Do it. 

 Alex had never ridden on a horse before. This one did not seem like a good horse to start with. But Lucifer was pretty confident and even eager to mount it.  
 With some reservation, Alex climbed onto the saddle, his pride at stake. He didn’t want to look bad in front of the other demons, especially Pikes.  
 Thankfully, Lucifer’s confidence wasn’t misplaced. Alex couldn’t tell if hell horse riding was an easy thing to do, if he was a natural at it, or if Lucifer was somehow transferring knowledge to him. 
 Sometimes he felt like that was happening, that Lucifer was passing his knowledge and experience to Alex. He felt it when he fought sometimes. It was more than just strength and speed. He could wield the longsword like he was born with one, like he grew up with one much like kids did with smartphones these days.  
 With a gentle tug of the reins, Alex set the horse in motion.  
 Keira led the way. Beside her was another demon, one Alex didn’t know the name off, but recognised from last night. A green-skinned demon with a single horn in the centre of his forehead, he’d spoken with Keira when they arrived the previous night. He was close behind her and in front of the five supposedly skilled demons.  
 Behind them were a couple of thousand demon troops. Some rode on horses, others were inside carriages. They were all dressed in black armour. On the chest of the metal plates was a red devil face that resembled Satani. The eyes were narrower, and her mouth was open, as if she was screaming in rage. She definitely looked eviller.  
 They were headed for the mountains beyond the town. The hell horses ran at incredible speeds without seeming to tire. Their heels kicked up a storm of red dust. Alex placed a hand over his mouth and squinted with his eyes.  
 Thankfully, the hard riding paid off, and they arrived at the foot of the mountain range within a couple of hours. From there, the pace was slower. The horses climbed over the smaller mounds with ease. They then settled on a small narrow path between the foot of the mountains.  
 Alex wasn’t so sure it was a smart thing to do. With mountains and peaks on either side, they were in the perfect spot to be ambushed.  
 They had with them two thousand demons. Keira had picked that number as she estimated Skalgrig had a similar amount under his command. Her plan was to lure him out into the open, then spring Alex forward as their champion. If she brought more troops than Skalgrig had, the demon would never show himself. If she brought less than he had, there was a chance Skalgrig would refuse to fight Alex and instead, press ahead with his number’s advantage.  
 As they rode further into the mountains, Keira’s plan seemed more and more fallible. She’d seemed to bet the house on Skalgrig coming out to duel Alex. Despite Keira’s best efforts, there was a chance the demon didn’t even know Alex was here. He could be setting up an ambush this very moment.  
 When he approached Keira with his thoughts, she didn’t seem at all worried. She was confident Skalgrig knew of Alex’s presence. The demon would want to fight him alone. He would want to defeat the man who threw Satan back into his prison, the man who killed Jamie Azarath. All they had to do was get a safe distance from the town and the remaining troops stationed there so that Skalgrig didn’t fear a trap. It would be a waiting game after that.  
 “What happens if I lose the duel?” Alex asked.  
 “You’ll die,” Keira said cheerfully. “And they will take us as prisoners. Skalgrig will keep me as his personal sex slave and use and abuse my body to his heart’s content. After that, he will give me to his troops.”  
 “You’re a really cheery demon,” Alex noted.  
 “I have faith in you,” she replied. 
 They rode for another hour, going further into the mountainous region, before Keira decided they should stop. They’d come to a valley. One that had a river of lava flowing through it. The hot steam flowed up and seemed to be trapped by the mountains around it.  
 “Here?” Alex muttered as he dismounted. “Because hell wasn’t hot enough, we have to set up camp beside a lake of lava?”  
 Keira jumped off her horse and came up to him, smiling. “If you’re feeling so hot, take your clothes off,” she said flirtatiously.  
 Her cheery mood rubbed off on Alex. He returned the smile. “You know there are easier ways to get me to take my clothes off.”  
 As Keira walked away, she glanced back at him, a sparkle in her eyes, she blew him a kiss. Alex watched as she spoke with the demons inside the carriages. Soon, there was a buzz of activity going on all around him. Tents were brought out of the carriages and demons began to set them up. Others set up fires to begin cooking food. 
 Alex found a rock that wasn’t boiling and placed his bottom on it and watched everyone else around him go about their tasks. Watching the tents rise, the fires being lit, demons with swords sharpening their skills, sharpening their weapons by rubbing the edges against rocks, it was surreal. It had a very medieval feel to it. Apart from the demons. That was a definite sign that he was in hell. That, and the red sky, the heat and the fucking lake of lava.  
 A large black tent was set up in the centre of the camp. Keira took him by the hand and led him inside it. It was nice. They had a bed in there. There was a thick rug on the floor. A table to the corner had water and bowls of fruit.  
 Alex pointed at the bed. “How long are we planning on staying here?”  
 “Shhh,” Keira said.  
 She reached for his leather pants and pulled them down. She undid the straps of the scabbard and as the sword hit the ground, she then began to unbutton his shirt. Soon, that came off too. Alex stood in his underwear as Keira stepped back to admire him. That lasted for about a minute before she had her hands all over him. Her nails dug into his flesh, into his bulging muscles, but without breaking skin. Her face came to his chest and she breathed in his scent. It was as if she was savouring every moment of his body before she would pull his pants down and take his cock.  
 And then she did it.  
 She pulled his underwear down. Alex was now fully naked. He didn’t mind being naked. But he was a bit annoyed that she was still fully clothed.  
 “It’s so big… damn, I didn’t know humans could have cocks this big.”  
 “Most don’t,” Alex said.  
 He placed his hands on her hips. His fingers dug in-between the waistband and her skin. Alex was about to pull off her leather trousers when she held his hand and stopped him. Alex raised an eyebrow in curiosity.  
 “Not just yet,” she said. “Come,” she took his hand and led him onto the bed.  
 Alex lay on his back naked as Keira climbed on top of him, fully clothed. They began to kiss. His hands felt her body. They moved down her chest and came to her waist. Alex again tried to pull down her leather pants but Keira pulled his hands away and rose up.  
 With her legs on either side of his thighs, her ass resting just below his erect cock, Keira stared down at him, holding his hands in hers.  
 “You like to be in charge, don’t you?” she asked.  
 “I just want to take your pants off,” Alex muttered.  
 “And you will, but relax and let me have my way with you first. You’ll enjoy it.”  
 Alex let out a deep breath of frustration.  
 Keira ignored it and kissed him on the lips once more. Her tongue then moved down his neck, down his chest. She bit him across the ribcage. It tickled, but felt nice too. Finally, she came to his cock and took it in her mouth. Keira was right. He was enjoying this. Alex closed his eyes, his body relaxing.  
 But then, she stopped suddenly. He opened his eyes to find her pulling off her top. Her breasts popped out. Alex took hold of them and gently caressed them. His fingers squeezed the nipples. Her breathing now heavy, Keira leaned down, her breasts hovered above his mouth. Alex took them in and gently sucked on them. His tongue pressed the nipples against his teeth softly.  
 Keira flipped over, now lying on the bed on her back, she pulled off her leather pants.  
 “Finally,” Alex muttered as he took in her naked beauty.  
 “Worship my body,” she said softly.  
 Alex climbed on top of her. He kissed her lips, then moved down her body. He sucked on her breasts, then licked her chest and worked his way down to her navel area. Keira parted her legs in anticipation. Alex’s hands moved up her warm body and grabbed her breasts, his fingers played with her nipples as he licked her red demon pussy. Her scent was intoxicating, and the bitter sweet taste was addictive.  
 Her moans of pleasure grew louder as Alex’s tongue probed inside her opening before coming out to press on the clitoris. Her back arched and she grabbed him by the hair, now grinding her hips in motion with his licking. She let out a gentle cry as she came. Her body relaxed, and she let out a long slow breath. Alex sat up and stared down at her naked body.  
 Keira smiled up at him. “You did good,” she told him. “I really like your tongue.”  
 “What about my cock?” Alex asked.  
 Keira stared down at it. “It’s so big,” she murmured.  
 She climbed to her feet and made for the tent flaps.  
 “You’re leaving?” Alex asked, a little annoyed.  
 “I’ll be back,” she said, before stepping out of the tent completely naked.  
 Alex sat on the bed and wondered what the hell was going on. As much fun as he’d had, right now, his monstrous cock just wanted to fuck Keira’s tight pussy. He needed to fuck her. He needed his release. He did not want to have to face Skalgrig in a state like this. Instead of worrying about the demon’s blades, his mind would be on Keira’s curvy ass, her firm breasts, her red pussy.  
 Sure enough though, Keira did return. But she wasn’t alone. She’d returned with Corcin, the green-skinned demon.  
 “You weren’t exaggerating,” Corcin gushed as she stared at Alex’s cock. “It’s so big, I want to take it in my mouth!”  
 “Someone had better,” Alex said darkly. 
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 Sex was a little different that night. Alex really wanted to fuck Keira. There was something about the demon that had him a little hot and bothered. And the more she played hard to get, the more Alex wanted to drive his cock inside her.  
 Corcin on the other hand, didn’t play hard to get at all. She took her clothes off and practically jumped onto his cock. Her pussy was warm and tight. Her tits were firm. She had energy, and she liked it rough. Alex got on top and grabbed her tits as he fucked her hard. He came inside her once. Then, he lay beside Keira as Corcin sucked his cock. It wasn’t long before it was hard again. Corcin continued to suck until he came in her mouth.  
 All in all, it was a good night.  
 Alex fell into a deep sleep. He woke the next morning feeling famished. Keira and Corcin were asleep beside him. He had an arm under each demon and they lay with a leg over him, their bare breasts squished against his sides. As hungry as he was, Alex was too comfortable to get up and go looking for food.  
 The tent flaps opened and Mariah walked in.  
 With his arms under each woman, Alex couldn’t cover himself with the blanket, so he remained naked, meeting Mariah’s eyes.  
 “I see you three had fun last night,” she said as her eyes fell on his semi erect cock.  
 “It was pretty good. Could have been topped with a sandwich though,” Alex said. “You don’t have any food with you, do you?”  
 “No, I don’t come with food,” Mariah said, her voice grim. “I come with news. Skalgrig is here.”  
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 Alex, Keira and Corcin dressed quickly and stepped out of the tent. Alex spotted them immediately. They would have been hard to miss on account of their numbers. There were thousands of them. The demons were dressed in black armour too, but in the metal chest plates, they had the face of a demon painted in blue. Alex didn’t recognise the face.  
 The newly arrived demons occupied the space beyond the last tent. They stood in three large columns compromising of over a thousand demons. Standing straight, those at the front held spears by their right sides and a shield on their left arm. They had swords hanging from their waists. They looked organised. And the black painted stripes on their demon faces gave them a mean look.  
 Past the columns, there were more demons bearing the blue demon face standing in smaller groups on higher ground. They carried with them bows and arrows. Whilst it looked very medieval, Alex had a feeling he did not want to be on the other end of one of those arrows.  
 Standing in front of the column was a single demon.  
 Skalgrig.  
 Standing at six and a half feet in height, he was no taller than Alex. His skin was blue, and he had a single horn in the centre of his forehead. There were two swords sheathed in scabbards on his back, the black handles sticking out.  
 “You’re Alex,” Skalgrig said. “I was expecting more,” the demon said, a whiff of disappointment in his voice.  
 “So was I,” Alex shot back.  
 Skalgrig stared at him for a second longer before he turned to Keira. “He is your champion?”  
 Keira nodded. 
 “We are equally numbered here,” Skalgrig said. “Wouldn’t you rather our demons fought to the death?”  
 Keira smiled. “As fun as that sounds, Alex is our champion. Will you refuse to challenge him?”  
 “I will challenge him,” Skalgrig said, his tone serious. “But you know the consequences of his defeat. You will suffer greatly,” he told Keira.  
 “So it is agreed,” Keira said instantly. “You will duel to the death. If you win, we will lay our weapons down and allow to be taken. If Alex wins, your demons will do the same.”  
 Skalgrig reached back and pulled out both of his swords. The fuller was black but the edge had a red glint to it. “So be it,” he said.  
 Alex pulled out his long sword. “You ready?” 


“To kill demons? I was born for this shit,” Lucifer said. “Well, not born to kill demons… I was born long before these bastards figured a way to come into my realm. But yeah, I’m ready. Let’s make it quick.” 

 Alex felt the familiar warmth in his chest. It spread across his body and he breathed in slowly, welcoming it. The dull grey blade in his hand flared a crimson red. Skalgrig charged towards him, swords spinning in his hands. Alex held the longsword by his side, his eyes focused, he moved forward slowly. The tip of his blade trailed along the hard rock, digging into it as if it were water.  
 As Skalgrig came within striking distance, the demon swung with both swords. They were good strikes. The speed was insane, the accuracy, if it connected with his body, would have sliced him in half. Sparks flew as Alex raised his sword and parried both strikes. He then dashed his sword straight up. It sliced through Skalgrig’s chin, breaking the bone, it sent teeth flying out before splitting the nose in half and cracking the forehead.  
 Alex stepped back, his eyes on the demon, he waited.   
 His face split in half, Skalgrig remained standing. His eyes stared at Alex. Then, the lids closed. The body fell back and hit the ground with a thud. The chest rose and fell as the demon’s body shook. Then, it became still.  
 Alex glanced at the demon columns before him, readying himself for their charge. But the demons did not charge. There was a sudden clatter as thousands of pieces of metal hit the ground. The demons had dropped their weapons. They then held their hands before them, as if waiting for them to be tied.  
 Alex looked back at Keira and grinned. She stared at him, eyes wide, shock on her face.  
 “I was supposed to kill him, right?” Alex asked, an eyebrow raised.  
 Keira swallowed before nodding. “Yes,” she said quietly. “Just… I don’t think anyone’s ever seen a sword move that fast. You killed him in four seconds.”  
 Shrugging his shoulders, Alex grinned sheepishly. 

“There’s more to come, mother fucker. This body of yours is amazing. I feel almost as good as before Satan stabbed me in the back.”  
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 After Skalgrig’s defeat, his demons dropped their weapons and surrendered. They held their hands before them, waiting to be bound. But Keira didn’t take them as prisoners. She spoke with them, and after a short conversation, it seemed they had switched sides.  
 Alex didn’t know how useful the demons would be if they switched sides so easily, but he supposed that wasn’t for him to worry about. Keira had been right about how this would go down. Her plan had seemed full of flaws to him, but it had worked perfectly. She seemed to know what she was doing, and Alex left her to it.  
 The battle over, there was a buzz of activity around him as the demons began to pack up. Tents were pulled down and carriages were loaded with equipment. Alex watched in a daze. He was still surprised by how quickly it had all happened.  
 Skalgrig was no slouch. Alex knew the demon’s swords moved at an incredible speed. They had power behind them too. Sparks flew when they connected with his longsword. And despite all of that, Alex had finished him off in four seconds, if Keira’s time keeping was to be believed.  

“I have a good feeling about you, Alex,” Lucifer said. 


“Is that the first time you’ve ever said my name?” Alex asked. “Cuz, normally you refer to me as asshole, pussy, cunt, wimp-”


“I haven’t felt like this in a long time,” Lucifer said. “What we did back there was like the old me. Before Satan stabbed me in the back. I’m beginning to hope, Alex…” 
  

 


 

 * * * 
   
   
   
 The journey back to the town of Artunecki was a quick one for Alex. He, along with Keira, Corcin and a small contingent of demons rode on hell horses and sped across the desert plain, leaving behind the carriages and the bulk of the now significantly bolstered army.  
 Once back in the town, Alex headed straight for the inn. Jamana, One and Two greeted him by the door. Jamana flung her arms around him and kissed him on the lips. She feared he might not come back, such was Skalgrig’s reputation.  
 Alex didn’t like to brag. Apparently, he didn’t have to. Despite him being one of the first ones back to the town, word had spread of his quick victory. As he strode into the inn, taking his girls with him, not a single demon even glanced at him. Alex wondered if they also knew what had happened to Skalgrig, or if it was because he’d killed that big mother fucker before he left the previous day.  
 With the death of Skalgrig and the surrender of his army, their stay in Artunecki came to a quick end. Once the rest of the army arrived at the gates of the town, they set off again. Alex rode in a carriage with Jamana, One and Two.  
 Riverie was to be their next town. That was where Nekrosis was. It was another town a few hundred miles away. It bordered the same mountain range. Alex stared out the window as the carriage wheels rolled away on the red rock beneath. In the distance, he could see little settlements. Most consisted of single storey buildings. Alex couldn’t see any demons about, but there were strange black shapes hovering above the buildings.  
 Alex closed the carriage window as the dust became too much. He leaned back in his seat and his thoughts turned to Lucifer. The entity that resided in him was getting stronger. Alex could feel it. He’d also seen some of Lucifer’s memories. He had been really strong, killing hundreds of angels, even bringing the archangel Gabriel to her knees. Lucifer had escaped God by opening a hole in the ground. A hole that had welcomed him. How had he done that?   
 One and Two sat opposite him in the carriage. One rested her head against the carriage door. Two had hers on One’s shoulder. Their chests rose and fell evenly, the features on their faces were relaxed. They looked beautiful, asleep. Almost angelic.   
 Jamana was seated beside him. She rested her head on his shoulder. Her hands were in his lap. Her eyes were closed.  
 It was a nice moment. All three girls asleep and momentarily absent from the suffering, abuse and misery that was their life in hell. Soon, one way or another, his time in hell would come to an end. What would happen to these girls?  
 Alex’s thoughts drifted back to his own realm and those he had left behind. He wondered what Karen was up to. Had Satani found the demon that killed the angel? A horrible thought entered his mind.  
 What if more angels had been killed since his arrival in hell? It suddenly occurred to him that things could have spiralled out of control back on earth.  
 Were the demons in Ignis Estate safe from reprisals? Was Melissa safe? Karen would take care of the demon. She’d said as much, and he trusted her.  
 Alex felt a little better, that was, until he remembered Chrissy and her sister, Emily. He still didn’t know if they were both okay. He owed them an explanation. Especially Chrissy. She knew about demons now. She would have many questions for him. 


  
 * * * 
 
  
   
 It was dark outside when the carriage came to a sudden stop. The girls were still fast asleep and Alex had been on the verge of getting some shut eye too when the carriage jolted to a stop. Alex opened the carriage window to look out. It was dark, but he could make out the mountain range to his right, and to his left were flat plains.  
 There was nothing else out there.  
 Alex jumped out of the carriage and was about to make his way to Keira when he spotted the beast.  
 Its head was bigger than Alex’s body. It had a long wide neck. On its back were blunt horns half a meter in length. It had wings that were thick and twenty feet long. For all descriptive purposes, it resembled a dragon. It didn’t seem to have eyeballs. It did have the holes for eyeballs, but they were empty. Just darkness. And then, flames rose from within the holes.  
 Yup, this was a dragon in hell.  
 Alex reached back for his sword, hoping Lucifer could bring some of that speed and strength that he once possessed. It would take everything he had if they were to defeat this beast. His fingers gripped the handle of his sword and Alex was about to unsheathe it when he became aware of Keira standing beside him.  
 “You don’t need the sword, Alex,” she said.  
 “I don’t?”  
 Keira shook her head. “The dragon’s here for me.”  
 “To eat you?” Alex asked, confused.  
 Keira laughed. “No. It’s here to take me to the Valley of the Two-Headed Kromos. I’ve received word that Merculis Azarath has launched an attack on the city. They need me there. You, Pikes, Corcin, Mariah, Cierrella, Magnamus and the rest of the demon troops will continue on towards Riverie. Find Judas and kill him.”    
 “Shouldn’t I come with you to the Valley of the Two-Headed Kromos?”  
 Keira shook her head. “Merculis doesn’t have the numbers to win a full-frontal attack on the city. The rebellion plan was to simply hold out for as long as possible and show the rest of hell how weak Satani was.”  
 “What’s changed then?” Alex asked. “Why have they decided to attack?”  
 Keira smiled up at him. “It could be because of you. Word spreads quickly in hell, and word of how easily you defeated Skalgrig may have reached him. You were an unknown factor in this war. They chose a good time, knowing that Satani would remain on earth to deal with the angels’ deaths. They weren’t expecting you to come and when you did and dispatched Skalgrig with such ease, your reputation’s been enhanced. Maybe it’s caused him to be a bit reckless. He knows his time is limited. It could be that he’s desperate.”  
 Alex watched as Keira approached the dragon. It bent its knees and lowered its neck until it touched the ground. Keira jumped onto the dragon’s neck and as the beast rose up, she slid down until her back came to rest against the blunt horn on the dragon’s back.  
 Now that Alex was no longer focused on killing the animal, he had to admit, Keira sitting on its back, she looked like a total badass.  
 “Corcin will look after you while I’m gone,” she said to him as the dragon flapped its wings and raised a storm of dust. “Don’t get into trouble,” she blew him a kiss.  
 The magnificent and somewhat terrifying beast flew off into the dark red sky. As it disappeared from sight, Alex became aware of a demon sitting on his horse, staring at him with cold eyes and a cruel smile.  
 Pikes.  
 Corcin came to stand beside him. “He’s going to try and cause you trouble, now that Keira has gone,” she said. “We have rules in hell. If he tries to take what is yours, or harms that which is yours, you can kill him. But other than that, you should not attack him.” 
 “Thanks,” Alex muttered. “That was a great fucking fantastic pep talk.”  
 “We’ve got a little further to go before we arrive at Riverie. See if you can get some sleep.” And with that, Corcin headed back to her horse.  
 Alex made his way to his carriage. Inside, all three girls were awake and worried. Alex told them what had happened, and that they had nothing to worry about. The carriage began to move once more. The girls fell asleep, but it wasn’t so easy for Alex. The carriage wasn’t that comfortable. It was hot and stuffy. He still had to adjust to hell’s climate.  
 There was also the thing about Merculis suddenly deciding to attack. Alex had met Jamie. If the father was anything like the son, then something didn’t add up.  
 The carriage rolled through the dirt track and as the night came to a close, they arrived at their destination. Alex could see the town in the distance, but he knew something was wrong.  
 Between them and the walled city were thousands of demons. They all wore black armour with the head of a blue demon painted on the chest.   
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 It was early morning, though you couldn’t tell by looking up. The sky had two colours. Red and a really dark red. And they seemed to change from one shade to the other is if operated by a switch. You pressed it, and voila, it was night, or day.  
 Alex stepped out of the carriage and stretched. It had not been comfortable sitting in that space for so many hours. He felt exhausted. It reminded him of returning from work after a twelve-hour security shift in Canary Wharf. He needed a bed. What he didn’t need was to be facing a sea of hostile demons.  
 Their procession of horses, carriages and foot soldiers had come to a complete stand still. Demons milled about in fours and fives, looking very much unconcerned about the large army in front of them.  
 Alex spotted Corcin, Mariah, Pikes, Magnamus and Cierrella standing beside one of the carriages and he made his way towards them.  
 “Alex,” Corcin nodded at him, seeing his approach.  
 “Why have we stopped?” Alex asked.  
 Pikes snorted. “Because there’s a fucking army between us and the town,” he said. “Or, is the mighty Alex going to defeat them all?”  
 Alex glanced at Pikes. The black-skinned demon leaned against the black carriage. But he did not blend in. His skin was rough, where the carriage had a smooth furnish. And the metal plates he wore on his arms and across his chest were a dark red.  
 Pikes folded his arms across his chest and took a step towards Alex. But that was all he did. Take a single step. Alex remembered what Corcin had told him about getting into a fight with Pikes.  
 He looked away from the demon and turned to Corcin. “We have to face those demons, right?” he asked. “That’s why we’re here. So why don’t we just get this over with?”  
 “Our scouts said there would only be two to three thousand demons at the most. But there are at least eight thousand demons between us and the town of Riverie. If the scouts got the numbers wrong, what else have they missed?” Mariah asked.  
 “The human is right,” Magnamus said. “It changes nothing. Alex is our champion. We offer Judas a duel to the death. If he accepts, they fight. If he does not accept, we all fight.”  
 The big red hulk of a demon had a deep voice to match. Alex liked his no-nonsense attitude. And he was right. It didn’t change anything. Not really. Judas was here with a larger army than they’d expected. They couldn’t turn and run. Alex would have to face the demon and hope they would duel to the death. 
 Alex turned to look at the thousands of demons standing in the distance. If Judas decided he had the numbers advantage and wasn’t going to duel to the death, there was going to be a lot of deaths.   
 “Mount your horses,” Corcin said. “Let’s face the bastards.” 


  
 * * * 
 
  
   
 Alex was back on a hell horse and surprisingly, he preferred it over the carriage. Spending hours seated in an enclosed space, being on the back of a horse felt good. As the beast broke into a gentle trot towards Riverie and the thousands of demons that stood in-between them, Alex even welcomed the hot and ashy air that ruffled through his long hair. 
 Corcin rode beside him on a black hell horse. That seemed to be the only colour they came in. A hundred yards behind them were Pikes, Magnamus, Mariah and Cierrella. Behind them were the rest of the demon army. They didn’t seem very organised to Alex. Horses, carriages and demons moving at a steady pace, all mixed together.  
 As they got closer to the town and the army that stood in their way, they began to realise just how much bigger it was then their own. There were six large columns of demons on foot. Either side of them were hundreds, maybe even a thousand demons on hell horses. They kept riding though, only stopping as they came within a hundred feet of the columns.  
 “They outnumber us three to one,” Corcin said, worry in her voice.  
 Pikes raised his black blade and pointed to the column of demons furthest left. “They’ve had reinforcements.”  
 He was pointing to a section of the column that was dressed differently. They did not wear the black armour with the blue demon face that Alex had come to recognize as Merculis Azarath’s forces.  
 The demons that Pikes pointed at were bigger in size, on average at least ten feet tall. They also looked more vicious. Most had four or five horns sticking out from their heads, and dozens of sharp smaller horns protruding from their arms and backs. They didn’t wear armour, but the exposed skin on their arms and face looked as hard as steel. Most stood on their feet. A few sat on bulkier beasts that looked like triceratops. Large animals with enormous grills and horns at the front.  
 Two demons broke away from the column and began to ride towards them on hell horses. With a gentle tap on her hell horse, Corcin moved towards them. Alex joined her as the rest remained back. 
 As they got within twenty feet of them, Corcin recognised the two demons approaching them. “That's Nekrosis and Judas,” she muttered. “They’re both here. No wonder there are so many demons. They’ve combined their forces and brought in reinforcements.”  
 The two demons that approached them did not look at all intimidating. Both had red skin and sharp horns on their heads. One was male, the other female. Both sets of horses stopped ten feet away from each other. 
 “Nekrosis is a woman?” Alex asked.  
 “That’s not going to stop you from killing her, is it?” Corcin whispered.  
 Alex didn’t reply. Truth was, he didn’t know. He’d yet to kill a woman. He supposed if his life depended on it, he would do it.   
 “You don’t have the numbers to defeat us,” Judas said. “Satani is no longer the right person to lead hell. She is too weak. Right now, instead of coming back to hell to lead her armies, she stays on earth to appease God. Why fight for her when she isn’t even here? Join us and we will lead demons back to their rightful place in all the realms.”  
 “We won’t be doing that,” Corcin said flatly.  
 “You don’t have the numbers to defeat us. Your death will not only be in vain, you will die as a traitor to your race,” Judas spat out in anger.  
 Again, Corcin maintained her composure. “We seek to resolve this battle by the ways of old. A battle of champions.”  
 It was then did both Judas and Nekrosis glance at Alex.  
 “And you’ve brought your champion, Alex? Is it true you killed Skalgrig with a single strike of your blade? You defeated Jamie Azarath in battle and even pushed our lord Satan back into his prison?”  
 Alex shrugged. Most of it was true. He hadn’t actually killed Jamie. That had been Karen.  
 “Will you duel our champion, or are you too cowardly?” Corcin asked.  
 Judas’s lips spread into a smile. “Is it true Lucifer is inside you?” 
 “Why do you ask?” Alex asked, an eyebrow raised in caution.  
 “If it is true, it means there are two of you. If we select a champion, he or she will have to fight two. That is not fair.”  
 Corcin’s lips tightened. “What are you proposing?”  
 “We will honour the tradition of the duel of champions,” Nekrosis said. “But your champion is not a single entity. Your champion is a cheat. He killed Skalgrig by using the skills of another. Choose another champion, or,” Nekrosis’s lips curled into a cruel smile, “We both will duel Alex and Lucifer.” 
 Corcin stared at Nekrosis for a long moment before she leaned over her horse towards Alex. “Two against one,” she whispered. “Do you think you can defeat them both?”  

“Fuck yeah. I’m Lucifer, mother fucker. I’ll kill them both with my bare hands.” 


“You don’t have any hands,” Alex reminded him. Out loud, he said to Corcin, “Lucifer’s pretty confident.”  
 He didn’t bother telling her that Lucifer was always confident, and that sometimes that confidence was misplaced.  
 “Then so be it,” Corcin muttered. “Alex will duel you both,” she said to Judas and Nekrosis. “The terms remain the same. The losers will die and their armies will surrender.”  
 Both demons nodded. They dismounted from their horses. Judas drew two black swords from the scabbard at his waist. Nekrosis didn’t have any swords with her. From her waist, she released a long black chain. At its end was a curved silver blade, the tip coloured red.  
 Alex dismounted from the hell horse and pulled out his longsword. The warmth from his body flowed into the blade, turning it red like burning ember. Alex barely had a chance to step towards his opponents when Nekrosis struck. The blade at the end of her chain flew at him like a bullet.  
 It came for his head and it was only his reflexes that saved it from being gutted. Alex tilted his head to the left just in time to avoid the blade ripping open his mouth. And though he managed to avoid that, he wasn’t quick enough to completely save himself. The sharp edge of the blade touched his left cheek and cut through it with ease. Alex felt a stinging sensation. He didn’t get a chance to assess the damage. Nekrosis pulled her chain and the blade was back in her hand.  
 It came at him again, but this time he was better prepared. Alex batted the blade away with his sword and charged towards them. Judas came whirling with both black swords out. Sparks flew as their blades clashed. Alex blocked the strike to his right, then ducking under the left strike, he swerved his long sword, aiming for Judas’s chest.  
 But Judas slid sideways. In his former place was a blade at the end of a chain. Alex stumbled as he got out of the curved blade’s way. He had to recover quickly as the blade on its return, tried to slice his neck. Alex deflected it with his longsword, then took a step back to assess the situation. This was going to be much harder than it had been with Skalgrig. 

“We need a plan,” Alex muttered. 


“I have one. Go for the chain wielding bitch. If we can get close enough to her, we can take her out.” 

 It made sense to Alex. With her long chain, she was probably used to keeping her enemies at a distance. How would she react if they managed to get close?  
 But it was an easier said than done task. Nekrosis stood a good twenty feet away from him, and in-between them was Judas, his swords whirling in both hands. Alex took a side step, and they both did the same, apparently knowing what he planned.  
 Growling in frustration, Alex charged at Judas, deciding he would kill him first if he had to. He moved quickly and swung with his longsword. Judas blocked it, then came with his own attack. Alex parried the blow and as he did, Nekrosis’s blade came swirling around Judas. It would have chopped off Alex’s nose had he not moved back in the nick of time.  
 And so it continued. Alex went on the offensive, but to little avail. Judas remained on the defensive. He blocked Alex’s strikes without trying anything difficult himself, without exposing himself. Alex struggled to put the demon under any pressure, as every time he thought he had an advantage, Nekrosis’s blade came swirling at him.  
 He wasn’t always able to dodge those. As the duel wore on, Alex had cuts on his arms, his legs and another on his cheek. And all the while, he wasn’t any closer to defeating either of the two demons.  
 Tired and angry, Alex suddenly lunged at Judas with his sword, trying to impale the bastard. He missed and left himself exposed. His sword came up quick to block the black swords, but he could do little to stop Judas kicking him in the chest. It felt like being struck by metal boots with the force of a fucking hell horse. Alex was thrown back onto the ground. He barely had time to breath and feel the inevitable pain in his chest when Nekrosis’s blade came at him, aiming for his already hurting chest.  
 Alex brought his sword up to deflect it. The silver blade struck his fiery red sword, but it deflected up and cut his hand. Alex cursed as the sword fell from his grip. Alex knew both the demons would press the advantage. He scrambled to his feet, grabbed the sword and dashed backwards.  
 Nekrosis’s blade came at him three times in quick succession. But Alex managed to deflect those. He’d expected Judas to come at him too in a coordinated attack, but the demon remained in his place, his swords by his side.  
 Breathing heavily, Alex muttered a curse. Judas had no need to press the advantage. Because they’d already been doing that the whole time. Judas and Nekrosis were winning. His body had many cuts to prove it too. 
 Alex needed a new plan. And he actually had one too. Problem was, it was one of those plans that looked really cool in his head but had a high chance of going horribly wrong. If it didn’t work, he would be dead within a few seconds.  
 His death in hell. That was something to wonder about. What would happen if he actually did die in hell? What would happen to his soul? Would it go further down to the realm beyond hell? A realm beyond hell… Was there such a place? If so, what would that place even look like?  
 Deciding this was not the time to think about such things, Alex threw his plan into action. He charged at Judas. As he got close, he threw his long sword, aiming for Nekrosis. As his sword passed Judas, the demon’s eyes followed it in confusion, before they turned back to Alex. By that time, Alex had come close enough. He skidded onto the ground and his feet crashed into Judas. As the demon came down on top of him, Alex pulled both swords from Judas’s grip and drove them deep inside the demon.  
 Part one of his plan had worked. If part two didn’t work, right this very second, a curved blade at the end of a chain was going to bury itself in his chest.  
 The moments passed, and no blade came to strike his chest.   
 Alex pushed Judas aside and climbed to his feet. Nekrosis stood twenty feet away from him, her eyes wide, her mouth open, there was blood on the corners of her lips and his longsword buried in her chest.  
 “Fuck yeah,” Alex said, thumping his fist into the air.  
 His aim had been true. Nekrosis was good at throwing her chain. What she wasn’t so good at was dodging things thrown back at her. He doubted many of her opponents ever threw their swords at her. He doubted many had the strength or accuracy to accomplish such a feat.  
 As Alex walked towards Nekrosis, the demon dropped to her knees. Grabbing the sword by the protruding handle, Alex pulled it out.  
 Nekrosis’s body hit the ground.  
 Blood poured out from her chest and turned the red rock a shade dark enough to match the night sky.   
 In front of him, thousands of metal swords, spears, axes and many more assortments of weapons hit the ground with a noisy clatter. The demon army had surrendered.  
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 Alex lay in a tub of hot water. He’d been reluctant to do it initially. Nekrosis got him with her blade much more than he’d realised at the time. His body was littered with cuts, some tiny, some not so much. His cuts were treated with a green paste. It stung a lot, like nettles being brushed against open wounds.  
 But after a while, the stinging faded. Apparently that meant it had done its job. The demon brushed away his green paste and surprisingly, the cuts had healed. He could still see the little lines of the cuts, but they were no longer open wounds. Which was good, considering how deep some had cut.  
 Alex had still been reluctant to get into a tub of hot water with so many cuts on his body, but Corcin insisted, and Jamana asked with excitement in her eyes if she could join him. It was difficult to say no to Jamana. Unlike One and Two, who rarely showed emotions, Jamana was full of them.  
 As she stripped naked and joined him in the tub, Alex felt a wave of protectiveness wash over him. Jamana had had a pretty horrible life. A little kindness from him, and it barely was any kindness, and the girl was excited like a kid in a candy shop. Alex knew his list of helping people before he left was growing by the day, but he decided he was going to have a chat with Keira about Jamana before he left hell. 
 With both Judas and Nekrosis dead, Alex wasn’t sure what their next move was. After a pretty short conversation with the five demons, Corcin decided they stay in Riverie, at least until word came from Keira about what happened in the battle of the Valley of the Two-Headed Kromos. The battle was done and dusted by now. Keira should win without doubt, but even if she somehow lost, they could do little by going there.  
 Corcin told him to relax and enjoy himself. He’d earned it. Alex doubted he could enjoy himself in hell. It turned out he was wrong. Being in the hot tub with a naked Jamana was pretty fun and relaxing.  
 Alex did have one thing on his mind, but he didn’t know where to begin. He supposed Jamana would be a good place to start.   
 “Hey, do you know where the humans’ souls come when they land in hell? Is there a portal? Do they just fall out of the sky?”  
 “The souls come to the City of Souls,” Jamana said.  
 Right, Alex thought. He wondered if that was its name because the souls came there, or if they created a place for souls to go, then named it the City of Souls. Sort of like if the chicken or the egg came first.  
 “Where is it?” 
 Jamana, who had been resting her head against the edge of the tub, her body pressed against his in the water, turned to look at Alex. “The City of Souls?” she asked, worry in her eyes. “It’s about a week’s journey by horse from here… did you want to go?”  
 A week was a long time to spend going somewhere that might not have something he was looking for.  
 “What happens when the souls arrive in the City of Souls,” Alex asked.  
 “They’re processed,” Jamana replied. “Some are taken to the mines, others are taken to work the land, others to help around towns. Some are auctioned off. The pretty ones like One and Two are purchased by the noble demons, or by the owners of large inns. We think the souls take the form of their best years, their happiest years. Some of the souls come down really old and weak. Their bodies are used to make weapons.”  
 “What?” Alex asked.  
 Jamana told him the horrible truth about the black blades that were so prevalent in hell. The metal was supposedly indestructible. Alex could attest to that. He’d clashed with those blades, his own longsword at full blazing glory, and the black blades had held their own.  
 The metal was mined from hell, Jamana said. It was shaped in the lakes of lava, and after that, the final touch was the bodies of humans. They were placed in a grinder and squeezed, their bones crushed, it released a purple liquid. That liquid solidified the metal, making the best swords, spears, axes, armour and all sorts of other weaponry.  
 Jamana tried to reassure him that it didn’t happen often. But that was of little comfort to Alex. It sounded horrible. There was a lot wrong with hell but squeezing human bodies to create weapons seemed like one of the worst things about.  
 Fuck, Alex wondered what the hell he was doing in this damned placed to begin with. He knew why of course. The bigger picture. He was here to worry about the living back on earth. He was here to stop the rebellion and save Satani’s ass so she could keep the peace with the angels and prevent a war.  
 Sure, his priorities were supposed to be the humans on earth, the living. But those down here, the souls that solidify and become humans once more, they didn’t seem any less alive. They lived in misery and hardship. And for what? A guilty conscience? Satan the bastard said it himself. A guilty conscience wasn’t a sign of guilt. So many bastards back on earth, back in his realm, committed horrendous crimes and died with a clear conscience.  
 Alex almost made it to hell when Satan killed him. He had a guilty conscience because he had hated his dad. He realised too late that it wasn’t his dad’s fault for being shit at parenting. It was Satani’s. And now he was here in hell because of that damned bitch. 
 With a deep sigh, Alex decided to put those thoughts out of his mind for now. It wasn’t worth souring his mood when he would still have to help the devil bitch.  
 He would also have to put thoughts of meeting his dad out of his mind. The little hope he had was fading away. His dad could be anywhere by now. He could be in a mine, or working on a fucking farm. It was a shock to him that hell had farms, but there was food. It had to come from somewhere. His dad could have been auctioned off. Alex didn’t want to think about the last option, that his dad came to hell old, weak, feeble, that his body had been crushed to create indestructible weapons.   
 Alex climbed out of the hot tub. He was going to explore Riverie. It was a town in hell, after all. Surely something exiting or fucking evil but somewhat interesting was going on. Standing by the edge of the tub, he held his hand out for Jamana. She took it and as she stepped out, Alex ogled her gorgeous naked body. 
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 Alex was right. It was a town in hell, and there was evil afoot. Alex stepped out with Jamana by his side. One and Two had decided to stay in the inn. They didn’t like the outside much, especially when there were demons about. What with it being hell, that was pretty much every place about.  
 Being as sexy as they were, they attracted a lot of attention. In the past, walking through towns dressed as they were had led to a lot of unwanted attention and even violent touching. The clothes they wore provided little to no protection. 
 The girls told him of when they first arrived in the demon city of Katarnak. The owners of the inn paraded them on the streets to drum up interest. It worked too well. Crowds of demons had gathered to see them. Some wanted to do more than just see.  
 The demon guards stood back as the crowds of insatiable demons tore off the white strips of satin from their bodies. Their breasts were squeezed, ass cheeks pulled, and some even dug their fingers in both openings. The owners of the inn watched in amusement, sometimes even encouraging the crowds.   
 Alex could have told the girls it would be different with him there. He could have reassured them that any demon who even looked at them funny would regret it. He wanted the girls to come out with him. He wanted them to have fun and it pained him to know that even the simple pleasures of strolling through a new town and exploring it terrified them.  
 But Alex didn’t say any of that. The girls weren’t keen at all, and the fact that they’d politely declined to something he’d asked was a big step for the girls. They were learning to be independent and say what they wanted, how they felt. It was a massive step forward from being mindless sex slaves.  
 It was late in the afternoon when they stepped out and he only knew that was the time of day because Jamana had told him as much. Looking up at the red sky, it was impossible to tell. It looked exactly as it had done for the past several hours. Just red. No sun, no moon, no stars. And soon, it would turn a much darker shade of red.    
 It was hot, as it always was, but it seemed Alex was finally adjusting. The searing heat, the ashy dust that kicked off the ground in little waves, none of it bothered him much. With Jamana by his side and the longsword in its sheath strapped around his back, Alex felt good. He felt a sense of adventure.  
 When he asked Jamana what people did for fun in hell, her first thing was to say torture humans. Appt, it seemed for hell. Then, realising he wouldn’t want to see that, she listed off a host of other things that sounded just a little less horrible.  
 In the end, Alex settled for checking out the local market to see what sort of stuff demons bought and sold. It was that or going to a fight club and watching demons tear each other apart. Lucifer loved the idea of demons hurting themselves, but Alex wasn’t so keen. He didn’t hate demons. In fact, his feelings were quite the opposite for Jamana and Melissa.  
 After asking for directions from the blue-skinned demon lurking outside the inn, Alex took Jamana’s hand in his and set off in the direction the creepy blue-skinned demon had pointed, not at all afraid. It was hell. A creepy demon was the least of his worries. He also had his trusty sword with him.  
 The town was similar to Katarnak in its style and architecture. The roads were a tad narrower, and the buildings made of red stone appeared to have more wear and tear about them. Some even showed large cracks. A few buildings looked deserted. Black vines had grown out of the ground and completely covered the doors and windows.  
 Walking on the street beside them were other demons and humans too. The humans kept their eyes on the ground and followed behind their demon masters. Some of the demons glanced his way. Alex noticed the pattern of the bigger and uglier demons giving him cold stares. They knew who he was. Keira had done such a good job of promoting his arrival, it seemed every demon knew of him. Alex secretly hoped they would try something just so he could slice their heads off. In fact, he wanted to do that to every demon he noticed that had humans in shackles.  
 Unfortunately, it seemed his reputation preceded him. The cold stares given his way weren’t long stares. They became much shorter if Alex stared back.  
 Alex and Jamana made it three streets away from their inn when they heard the shouts and growls. They came from Alex’s left, and naturally, he decided to hurry that way to see what the commotion was all about.  
 As he turned the corner, he spotted the demon in a black cloak running towards them. Behind the demon was a small crowd of demons running after it. They were the ones doing the shouting and growling. Most of what came out of their mouths were curses and obscenity. But there were a few that shouted words which gave a clue as to what was going on.  
 The demon in the black cloak running towards him wasn’t a demon at all, but a human disguised as a demon. Now that Alex knew it was a disguise, he could see the mask was made of wood and painted red. A strip of blonde hair floated out from underneath the hood. The figure was slender, and then as the cloak parted down the middle, the grey tunic worn underneath pressed against the breasts.  
 It was a woman. 
 As she dashed past him, Alex could have stuck a foot out and tripped her. But he didn’t. He let her pass. He did stick his foot out when the demons chasing her passed him. He managed to catch one and as the demon tumbled to the ground, he took with him three others that were following too closely behind him. 
 There were still another four demons chasing after the girl, but her swirling black cloak disappeared around the corner, leaving them in her literal dust. The demons on the ground climbed to their feet and turned their anger on him. Alex withdrew his sword and that was enough. They backed away.  
 Deciding he was more curious about the fleeing human than he was in provoking the demons, Alex pushed his sword back in the scabbard and bolted in the direction she had disappeared. As he turned the corner, he could see the four demons that had been chasing her standing in the middle of the street, looking around stupidly.  
 They’d lost sight of the girl. And so had he.   
 Alex stared up at the five-story building beside him. It’d been awhile since he’d done something like this. Taking a few steps back, he bent his knees, then charged towards the building. When he was about ten feet away, he leapt off the ground.  
 He was aiming for the balcony on the third floor. He over hit it slightly and slammed into the hard rock wall between the third and fourth floor balconies. But with his hand, he managed to grip the balcony bar. Alex pulled himself up with one arm, then standing on the balcony wall, he climbed onto the fifth-floor balcony, and from there, hoisted himself up onto the flat roof.  
 He dashed to the edge of the roof in the direction he thought she might take, and sure enough, he caught a glimpse of her cloak before she disappeared behind a building as she turned another corner. Alex jumped from roof to roof, following the girl until he caught up with her and ran on the rooftops, parallel to her. As she turned into a deserted alleyway, Alex leapt down from the roof and landed a foot in front of her.  
 The girl crashed into him, then fell back and landed on her bottom. Her wooden mask slipped off her face and she stared up at him in shock.  
 It was Natasha.  



 
   

Chapter 31


 


 


 


 

 It was Natasha, the human girl he’d met in a small village in the mountains. She’d guided him to the city. More than that, he’d shared a bed with her. Alex didn’t think he’d ever see her again, and certainly not here in a demon city.  
 “What are you doing here?” he asked.  
 Natasha stared up at him with wary eyes. Those eyes then widened in confusion. “Alex?”  
 He held a hand out to help her to her feet. “What are you doing here?” he repeated.  
 “What are you doing here?” she shot back. “You made it to Katarnak, didn’t you? The city was right in front of you. You didn’t get lost, did you?”  
 Alex frowned. The city was indeed in front of him when he parted ways with Natasha. To miss the damned thing would have taken a fuck-up of epic proportions considering how long the city walls were.  
 Alex told her what he was doing in Riverie. He’d followed the rebels and defeated Judas and Nekrosis outside the city walls. Natasha was suitably impressed by that information. It turned out she’d heard of Judas and Nekrosis. When Alex finished explaining his reason for being there, he asked her for the third time what she was doing there.  
 “You know how I told you sometimes I go around towns trying to help other humans escape?”  
 Alex shook his head. He didn’t remember her telling him that. “So you’re here to help someone escape?”  
 Natasha didn’t shake or nod her head. She did that thing in between, where you wobble your head, along with your shoulders. “I actually came to persuade someone to run away.”  
 “Didn’t work, I take it?” Alex said.  
 Natasha shook her head sadly. “She didn’t want to come. And they caught Katrina.” 
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 Of course Alex was going to help Natasha and Katrina. He didn’t know how exactly, but he did have some ideas on it. “We need to go back to the inn. There’s a demon there that might be able to help us.”  
 “A demon?” Natasha’s face crunched. “No demons!”  
 “She’s different, okay,” Alex said. “I trust her and I need you to trust me too.”  
 “Demons are evil,” Natasha protested. “It’s in the name. Demon!” she said with flapping hands. “If you trust them, you must be under a spell.” Natasha narrowed her eyes, her face leaned closer to his. “Is it a female demon?” she asked. “They’re the worst. They use magic and make you do horrible sexual things. Has she made you do things sexually?”  
 Alex took a step back, annoyed. It was hard to dispute what Natasha had said because she was right in part. He was sleeping with Jamana. And the demon Scarlett had used magic to compel his body to move with her command. Then, there was Satani, who also used something similar, so that in her presence, he felt devoted to her.  
 But it was different with Jamana. She was a demon more in the mould of Melissa, not Scarlett.  
 “Do you have a plan?” he asked Natasha.  
 “Yes,” she said fiercely. “We find Katrina, we free her and we kill the demons that captured her.”  
 “Good plan,” Alex muttered. “So, where is she? Where is Katrina right this moment.”  
 Natasha shrugged like a sullen child. “They might take her to a prison or something.”  
 “Let’s go to the prison,” Alex said, nodding coolly, before muttering, “And if she’s not there, we’ll look for her in ‘something’.”  
 Natasha’s eyes lit up. “You know where the prison is?”  
 “No,” Alex said flatly.  
 Natasha’s eyes fell. She looked so sad and vulnerable. Alex placed an arm around her back and pulled her in for a hug.  
 “It’s going to be okay,” he whispered. “We’ll find Katrina. But you gotta trust me.”  
 Natasha pressed her head against his chest. She sniffed, then wiped her nose against his shirt. Along with her memories of her life back on earth, it seemed Natasha had forgotten basic manners too. But this wasn’t the time to teach her manners. Alex then remembered he had something else to tell Natasha.  
 She was one of the first humans he’d come across in hell. Alex had been expecting misty souls, but instead, he came across flesh and blood. When Natasha told him she couldn’t remember a thing beyond her life in hell, Alex assumed that she had been kidnapped and brought down here by the demons.  
 But all of that was wrong. Back on earth, Natasha was dead. On her way to hell, her soul solidified and became flesh and blood once more. This was her realm now. There would be no taking her back to earth.  
 He needed to let her know so that she didn’t have false hopes of going back to earth. But Natasha already looked crushed. He would tell her another time.  
 “Fine. Let's use the help of this demon of yours,” Natasha said, as she raised her head and stared up at him.  
 “Thanks,” Alex smiled down at her. “If you give her a chance, I think you might like her.” 
 “So it is a her?” Natasha asked, a brow raised.  
 Alex ignored the look and instead stepped back to examine Natasha’s clothes. “You have to blend in as we walk back,” he told her. “Get rid of the cloak.”  
 Natasha did as she was told and took off the cloak. Underneath, she wore the grey patchwork tunic that he remembered. That look would not work in a demon city. None of the humans in Riverie dressed like her. The demons were probably still out there, looking for her. Dressed the way she was would raise suspicion.   
 “You gotta dress better,” he told her. “You have to look sexier.”  
 Natasha frowned. “I’m not sexy enough for you? I don’t remember you complaining when I took your cock inside me.”  
 “Not what I meant,” Alex muttered. “But you’ve seen the girls walking around here. They’re all dressed wearing barely any clothing.”  
 “Oh, shall I just be naked, then?”  
 “That would help actually,” Alex said.  
 Natasha’s frown deepened. “I’m not going to let any scum demons see me naked!”  
 Alex raised his hands in frustration. “Fine, let’s go half way.” He took a step towards her and placed his hands on the collar of her tunic. With a simple tug, he tore it apart in half, down the middle.  
 Natasha whacked him on the head. “You just tore my dress,” she growled.  
 “I’ll get you another one,” he muttered as he pulled the torn dress off her, leaving her completely naked.  
 “How is this half way?” Natasha asked, as she hit him on the head once more.  
 “Stop hitting me,” Alex muttered. “I’m not finished yet.”  
 With the now torn tunic in his hand, he tore it further into two strips of cloth. Alex tied one around Natasha’s chest, making sure to cover her nipples, but leaving some under boob showing.  
 With the other piece of cloth, he wrapped it around her waist. Then he stepped back to admire his work.  
 “Is it sexy enough for you now?” Natasha asked, her voice dripping with sarcasm.   
 “Turn around,” Alex told her. Natasha did turn around. “Lean forward and arch your back.” Again, Natasha did lean forward and arch her back, showing off her curvy ass, barely covered in the cloth. “Perfect,” Alex grinned.  
 Natasha glared at him, then stuck her tongue out. Alex walked up to her and gave her bottom a gentle but firm smack. “Come on, let’s go and find my demon.”  
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 Natasha walked beside Alex as they left the deserted alleyway and made their way back to the main road. Alex could tell she was uncomfortable. Natasha wasn’t used to walking around wearing two bits of clothing, each tied with a knot at the back. Nor did she enjoy walking so exposed amongst demons. He could tell she was fighting her instincts to flee.  
 The demons didn’t glance at her much. They did have their eyes on him though. But again, none said anything, and when Alex met eyes that stared for too long, regardless of the size of the demon, those eyes looked away.  
 Alex had one worry about his plan. And it was that he wouldn’t be able to find his way back to the inn. The houses were made of red stone and had very little distinguishing features. The streets all looked the same too. There were no flashy shop signs, or even any street signs or door numbers. He wondered how letters were delivered in hell.  
 But to his great relief, it turned out he was heading in the right direction, because as he turned around a corner, he almost crashed into Jamana.  
 “Alex,” she threw her arms around him, hugging him tightly. “I’ve been running around looking for you!”  
 “Hey… I missed you too, I guess,” he said with a smile. “I was only gone for a few minutes…”  
 Jamana released her grip on him and smiled bashfully. “I just thought you might have gotten into trouble because… you know… I just didn’t want you to-” she stopped; her cheeks darkened. “You’re fine, so that’s great!”  
 “I am fine,” Alex said. “Jamana, meet Natasha,” he introduced the two to each other.  
 “Natasha,” Jamana said with eyes sparkling. “She’s pretty,” the demon said to him. “What an unusual name for a human. It’s very nice to meet you.”  
 Alex didn’t think it was an unusual name at all. But he supposed Jamana was used to humans being called One and Two. On that basis, Natasha would sound very strange.    
 Natasha wasn’t as welcoming as Jamana. She stared at the demon frostily. Alex could tell she was holding back on saying something probably not so nice. He decided to move things along before they had a chance to go downhill.   
 “Which way is the inn?” he asked.  
 Despite being here in Riverie an equal period of time as he had been, Jamana knew her way around much better. A brisk five-minute walk later, and they were back in his room at the inn on the second. Actually, he had two rooms on that floor. A room for himself, and a room for the girls to share. It wasn’t Alex’s idea to take a room for himself, and one for the three girls, but that was how it had been. In reality, they most likely would have spent the night in the one bed in his room, as they had been doing for as long as they’d been together.  
 For now though, One and Two were in the other room, and for that, Alex was grateful. He knew what they were planning to do was illegal. What with being in hell and all, Alex didn’t want to think about what the punishment could be if they were caught. The less One and Two knew about it, the better.  
 “Nice room,” Natasha said wistfully.  
 It actually wasn’t that nice a room. It did have a four-poster bed, a table and a settee pressed against the wall, but it was much smaller than the room he’d had back in Katarnak. The single window in the room was also smaller. The torches that flamed off the two sconces weren’t as bright either. The room was dim, as was the narrow staircase and corridor they’d just walked through.  
 Alex sat on the settee, and after staring at it awhile, Natasha joined him.  
 “You’re the human the demons were chasing,” Jamana said, once they were inside and the door was closed.  
 Natasha sprung to her feet, her eyes narrow. “How do you know that?” she asked. “Who have you been speaking to? Are you with them?”  
 Alex placed a hand on Natasha’s shoulder and pulled her back down onto the settee. “Relax,” he told her. “Jamana was with me when you ran past us.” He turned to Jamana. “We need your help,” he said. “It might be dangerous, and of course, I’ll understand if you say no.”  
 “I’ll help,” Jamana said quickly and eagerly.  
 Alex told Jamana what had happened. How Natasha and Katrina had come to help persuade humans to escape, but in the process, Katrina had been caught. They were planning on freeing her. Alex wondered if she knew where Katrina might be, if she could ask around for a local prison, or a holding place for humans awaiting trial.  
 “There’s no need to ask around,” Jamana said. “I already know where she is.” 
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 It turned out whatever happened to humans that escaped and were caught again, happened in a very public setting. Katrina would be in the town square, Jamana said. Every human that tried to escape was taken to the town square where they were tied down. Their punishment was public to serve as a deterrent for any other human thinking about escaping.  
 Natasha wanted to head out straight away, but Jamana said she needed a bath and a change of clothing.  
 “If we’re going into the town square, you really need to look like a human slave,” Jamana said. “Right now you look hot, but you also look like you’ve been living in a cave.”  
 Natasha stared daggers at the demon, but Jamana didn’t seem to notice at all as she stepped behind the girl and undid the knot around Natasha’s back. The piece of cloth hit the ground and revealed Natasha’s breasts.  
 Jamana took them in her hands and squeezed. “Perky breasts,” she announced. “Not too big, not too small. I hear that’s fashionable in some places.”  
 Natasha’s tanned skin was growing visibly darker. Alex wasn’t sure if it was in anger or if the girl was suddenly shy. It might have been both. Again, Jamana didn’t notice. Instead, she took off the piece of cloth around Natasha’s waist and then came to stand beside Alex.  
 “What do you think?” she asked.  
 “Uh, think about what?” Alex asked, suddenly a little uncomfortable himself.  
 “She’s cute, but she needs a shower and new clothes. Her hair needs to be combed too,” Jamana said.  
 Natasha’s face grew red with anger. “My girlfriend's life is in danger, and you’re talking about dollifying me up?” she growled.  
 Jamana nodded. “You need to look the part of a sexual slave if you don’t want to attract attention.”  
 “Sexual slave?” Natasha said, so angry, her body was visibly shaking.  
 Again, Jamana didn’t seem to notice, or if she did, she didn’t care. She took Natasha by the hand and led the still naked girl out into the corridor. Alex collapsed onto the settee and waited for the girls to return. They did so about half an hour later.  
 “What do you think?” Jamana asked, as she presented Natasha.  
 Natasha’s hair had been washed. It no longer resembled a bird’s nest. The dirt marks from her face had been washed away too, and Jamana had applied make-up on the girl. Alex could see the subtle pink lipstick. Natasha’s face seemed sharper too.  
 For clothes, Jamana had decided against the two sheets of satin, one against the breasts, the other against the hips. Instead, Natasha wore a short leather skirt. It accentuated her legs, making them look longer, and her ass, making it seem curvier. It was fitted with a top that looked like Jamana had cut it to expose more of the midriff, and even some under boob. In addition to that, there were two holes in the chest area that left Natasha’s small pink nipples exposed. 
 “So, what do you think?” Jamana repeated.  
 Alex didn’t quite know how to respond. Natasha stood awkwardly, her legs entwined, she stared at him with slightly reddened cheeks. “Do you like it?”  
 “Of course,” Alex said quickly. “I think it’s great. I really like the…” 
 “The nipple holes?” Jamana squeezed Natasha’s breasts, causing the nipples to press against the cut holes. “I did this all myself, you know,” she smiled widely.  
 Alex didn’t have difficulty in believing that Jamana designed the outfit herself.  
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 Before they left, Jamana had one final thing to do for Natasha’s outfit. She’d procured chains, at the tips of which were nipple clamps. She attached those to Natasha’s exposed nipples and gave the chain to Alex.  
 Alex’s eyes widened in horror. But surprisingly, neither girl listened to his protestations. The more Natasha looked like a sex slave, the less attention she would receive. And they needed to blend in as much as possible, Jamana said. Which would be difficult to begin with because Alex was a famous human. Natasha was in agreement. She knew the importance of a good disguise. Her focus was on getting Katrina out, and she would do whatever it took to make that happen.  
 So they left the inn with Alex holding a chain in one hand. A chain that was attached to Natasha’s nipples. As advised by Jamana, Natasha walked a few feet behind him. Jamana walked by his side. There was a step to her stride and a wide smile on her face.  
 Jamana was excited by all of this. The girl was beginning to develop a sense for adventure.  
 The red sky had darkened to a maroon colour when they set off, signalling the start of the night. There were fewer demons on the roads. Those that they did pass had eyes only for Alex. They didn’t even spare a glance for the woman walking behind him, being led by a chain attached to her nipples with clamps.  
 Alex was getting a little tired of the attention. He wondered if this was what celebrities felt like, and why some of them reacted like nutters when a camera was shoved in their faces, or under their skirts.  
 Jamana led the way as they headed for the town square. The girl seemed to have a natural sense of direction. As they came closer, Alex heard a sudden scream. It was followed by growls and howls. Alex glanced back at Natasha; his eyes wide. She stared back at him with worry.  
 They picked up their pace as they walked through the dark dusty roads. As they turned a corner, the town square came into view. A few demons had gathered there. They stood with flaming torches in hand as they stared at the human.  
 It was Katrina.  
 At the centre of the square was a circle made of black stone, a definite distinction from the red rock that surrounded it. In the centre of the circled stones of black was a large pole. A demon’s head sculpted from iron was attached to its top.  
 Katrina was tied to the pole. She was naked. Her arms were bound behind her and tied to the pole. Her legs were spread apart with a metal bar manacled to her ankles. That bar was then pulled over her head and attached to the pole, leaving her body compressed with her legs in the air and her ass and pussy exposed.   
 Her bare skin had nasty red marks all over it. Not a single part of it had been spared. Not her breasts, not her pussy or even her little rosebud.  
 A demon stood over Katrina, a whip in hand. He struck her across the thighs. Katrina screamed, and the demons howled in enjoyment as another nasty red line appeared on her skin.  
 Alex gritted his teeth in anger.  
 The demon that whipped Natasha turned to face the crowd, laughing maniacally.  
 “Pikes…” Alex whispered.  
 The demon that whipped Katrina was Pikes.  
 Alex was about to jump into the black stoned circle and slice Pikes head off when Jamana took his hand in hers and pulled. Alex looked down at her, questioningly.  
 “We need a plan,” she whispered in his ear.  
 “I have a plan,” Alex growled. “I’m going to kill Pikes, then cut those bonds and free Katrina.”  
 “I like that plan,” Natasha said eagerly. “It’s a good plan.” She pointed at the demon with the whip in his hand. “Is he Pikes? I’ve heard the name before…” 
 But Jamana wasn’t so easily convinced. She continued to tug at Alex’s hand. He relented and followed her out. When they were earshot away from the other demons, Alex pulled his hand free and stared with narrowed eyes at Jamana.  
 “You can’t just kill Pikes,” Jamana said. “There are rules. Katrina is a runaway. She has to be punished.”  
 “Yeah, I don’t really care about that,” Alex said firmly. “I’m going to free her and kill every demon that gets in my way.”  
 Jamana raised her hands diplomatically. “I’m not saying otherwise,” she said. “But we need a plan.”  
 “He goes in with his sword, kills Pikes, frees Katrina and then-” 
 “And then what?” Jamana interrupted Natasha. “And then every demon in this town comes after us. They come After One and Two as well. You can’t fight them all off single handed,” Jamana said.  
 It was a fair point, Alex thought. If Pikes was here, it was possible Corcin and the others might be here too. Glancing at the crowd of demons, Alex spotted Magnamus leaning against a wall a few meters away, his arms folded across his chest. He didn’t seem to be taking any pleasure from watching Katrina be tortured, but nor did he seem to care for her suffering.  
 There was the demon crowd too. Sure, one against one, he doubted any would dare come at him. But as a crowd, and especially a crowd that was in a frenzy, it would quickly turn into him and the girls being chased by a violent mob.  
 There was One and Two to think about as well. Both Pikes and Magnamus knew where he was staying. If they couldn’t catch him, they might make for the inn and try to use the girls as bait. He knew Pikes would hurt the girls if it meant hurting him. The demon would probably hurt them just because he was a sadistic bastard. 
 “What do you think we should do?” Alex asked.  
 “We wait till it’s calmer. Eventually, these demons will leave. Then, we sneak out, free Katrina and then make a dash for it. I’ll get some horses ready to help our escape.”  
 It was a sensible plan. But a difficult plan to swallow as Katrina cried out in pain once more as Pikes struck her with the whip.  
 “How long will it take you to ready the horses?” Alex asked.  
 “I could do it right now,” Jamana replied cautiously.  
 Alex paused to think. He couldn’t wait around till the wee hours of the night, hoping the demons would clear out. The sadistic bastards could be here all night, and more than that, there was only so much abuse Katrina could take before her body gave up.  
 Alex glanced back at the crowd of demons. There were about fifty or so, including Pikes and Magnamus.  

“What do you think?” Alex asked. 


“Always up for killing demons,” Lucifer replied somewhat sleepily. 

 It was something Alex had noticed about Lucifer. Of late, the voice in his head seemed to be more tired. Maybe tired wasn’t the right word. Because Alex felt power like he’d never felt before. Whatever it was that was going on, Lucifer talked less but gave him more strength. It was perfect really.  
 “Get the horses now,” Alex told Jamana. “Bring them here with One and Two. I’m going to free Katrina now, and then we’ll make a dash for it.”  
 Jamana opened her mouth to protest, but Alex’s jaws tightened, signalling that this wasn’t a debate. Noticing, she lowered her head subserviently. “Of course,” she whispered.  
 And with that, Jamana left them, walking briskly down the road. Alex assumed she was going as fast as she could without trying to attract any attention.  
 “I never thought I’d say this,” Natasha said. “But I think I like her.” 
 Alex liked Jamana too. Which is what worried him a little. What he’d just asked her to do was against the rules of hell. Being a demon, there wouldn’t be too many places for Jamana to hide. Alex had a plan for that, but he wondered how plausible that plan was.  
 He wanted to take Jamana back to earth with him.  
 But if shit hit the fan and he ended up having to kill demons, including Pikes, would he ever be able to leave hell? He couldn’t exactly waltz up to Keira and demand she send him back. If Keira was even still alive, he wondered as an afterthought. They still didn’t know what the outcome had been of the battle in the Valley of the Two-Headed Kromos.   
 Katrina cried out in pain again and those thoughts left Alex’s mind. He moved towards the crowd of demons and pushed to the front row. What he saw revulsed him in equal measure as it did rise his anger.  
 Katrina was no longer being whipped. The demons had taken off the bar around her ankles. Her hands were tied to the pole. A demon held each of her legs and pulled them apart, spreading her pussy and almost tearing her in half. A demon stood in between her legs, his leather trousers by his ankles.  
 “They’re going to publicly rape her,” Alex mumbled. He glanced back over the crowd of demons. Jamana wasn’t anywhere in sight. She probably wouldn’t be for another half hour or so. But Katrina didn’t have that long.  
 “Fuck it,” Alex growled. “Stick by me,” he told Natasha.  
 He was about to step out of the crowd of baying demons when he realised Natasha still had clamps attached to her nipples with a chain fastened to them and leading to his hand. It might have worked well as a disguise, but that was no longer needed.  
 Alex pulled her close and gently took off the nipple clamps. Natasha winced as the blood rushed back into her pink little nipples. Alex caressed the tips and kissed her on the lips. “Everything’s going to be okay,” he told her.  
 And then, taking her hand, he stepped out from amongst the crowd of demons and into the circle of black stones.  
 “Stop!” Alex shouted.  
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 His voice was loud and clear and the demons heard it over the howling and baying. They fell silent as they took him in. Then, noises began to rise once more. Low growls, hisses of anger, dark mutterings.  
 Alex ignored them and stepped close to the pole and the demons that held Katrina. “Let her go,” he said, a warning in his voice.  
 The demon with his pants down stared at Alex with cold eyes. He was a big demon with red skin and three little red horns on his head. He had a big nose and large eyes. His ears were pointy and pierced. He was about a head taller than Alex, and had arms the size of tree trunks.  
 It didn’t matter though, and the demon seemed to know it. Alex had taken down much bigger. The demon glanced behind him. Alex turned his head to see Pikes standing with his arms folded across his chest, a knowing smile spread across his lips.  
 “There are rules in hell, human,” Pikes said. “Not even you are above them.”  
 Alex reached back and pulled out his longsword. It filled instantly with the heat from within him and flamed red. “Let her go,” he repeated. “And you can keep your head stuck to that disgusting neck of yours.”  
 If it were supposed to annoy Pikes, it did not work. He dropped the whip and reached for the two black swords that hung from his waist. As he unsheathed them, Magnamus stepped out from the crowd and stood beside Pikes.  
 Alex was under no illusions. He’d struggled against Judas and Nekrosis. Those two were Merculis Azarath’s finest. Standing before him were two of Satani’s fiercest. They would be as difficult to oppose, if not more.  
 “I’ve been waiting for you to do something like this,” Pikes said. “I’ve been waiting for a long time for the opportunity to grab you by your scrawny little neck and throw you into a pit of lava.”  
 Scrawny little neck? The fuck was Pikes on about, Alex wondered with a frown. He was tempted to feel his neck just to see if it were scrawny, but decided against it. Time and place. Also, he did not have a scrawny neck. Demon Hunters did not have scrawny necks. Period. Every Demon Hunter had the perfect human body.  
 “What’s the plan?” Natasha asked, her hand gripped his tightly.  

“Place your hand on the ground,” Lucifer said. 


“What?” 


“Just do it,” came the response. 

 “Okay…” Alex said out loud.  
 Letting go of Natasha’s hand, he dropped to his knees and placed his hand flat on the ground.  
 “What are you doing?” Pikes asked, frowning.  
 Alex shrugged. “I have no idea,” he replied honestly.  
 But then he felt it. There was a little murmur beneath his palm. Little specks of dust and broken rocks began to float around his hand. Then, the ground all around him suddenly erupted. Sharp spikes of rock shot up, throwing demons into the air, even impaling some.  
 “Did you do that?” Natasha asked in shock.  

“Did I?” Alex asked. 


“No,” Lucifer replied. “I did that. Wasn’t sure if it would work in hell, but it looks like my awesomeness isn’t limited to my realm.” 


“Why the fuck haven’t you been telling me you can do things like that?” Alex asked. 


“Because I couldn’t for a long time. I’ve been getting weaker and weaker every time I inhabited a new body,” Lucifer replied. “But it’s different with you. Besides, you already know I can do things like this. I showed you, remember?” 

 Lucifer was right. He had shown Alex what had happened when God first came down to earth. Lucifer made his escape by having the ground open up and swallow him in a dark tunnel. Here, the ground had risen up and sent the demons flying in every direction. They were ruffled, but aside from those that had been impaled, they did not appear to be seriously injured. 
  Alex had to make the most of this opportunity.  
 The ground had erupted in a circle around the black stones. Pikes, Magnamus and the demon crowd had been flung aside, but the demons standing on the black stone were still unharmed. The two that held Katrina’s legs apart released their grips and bolted. But the one with his trousers down was apparently made of sterner stuff. He pulled his trousers up and roared. As he charged, Alex readied his sword. As the demon came within range, he sliced its head off.  
 Not wanting to hang around for more, Alex quickly cut through the restraints that bound Katrina. As Natasha helped her girlfriend to her feet, some of the demons had recovered. They came charging at him, but they came in small groups of twos and threes. It was easy for Alex to fend them off and clear a path for Natasha and Katrina.  
 Once they made it out of the square, Alex sheathed his sword and collected Katrina in his arms. The poor girl was completely exhausted. She just about managed to open her eyes enough to see him, to recognise him. Her lips moved, but Alex couldn’t make out the words, so weak was her voice. She closed her eyes, but her lips spread into a smile. 
 “It’s going to be okay,” Alex whispered as he kissed her on the head.  
 With Katrina safe in his arms, Alex broke into a run. He made it halfway towards the inn when he spotted the horses in the distance. It was Jamana. She rode on one horse, One and Two rode on two other horses. And there were two spare horses.  
 Alex supposed that made sense. Katrina was in no state to ride by herself.  
 “Did you get any clothes?” Alex asked.  
 Jamana shook her head. It was obvious none of the girls had clothes on to spare. One and Two were dressed wearing the same two sheets of cloth they always wore, one around their breasts, the other covering their waist. Jamana was wearing a short leather skirt and a leather top that was cut at the midriff and had a plunging neckline.  
 And Natasha… The girl’s exposed nipples were red, sore from having the clamps attached. Alex pulled off his shirt and dressed Katrina in it. Then, mounting his horse, he gently pulled her up. They set off quickly, heading for the town gates.  
 Behind him, Alex could hear the demons giving chase, but on foot, they were no match for the hell horses. The growls and footsteps of the demons faded into the background. Alex felt good. They’d pulled it off without any of the girls being hurt.  
 His good feeling disappeared when the city wall came into view. Not only was the gate locked, a row of demons stood in front of it, spears pointed in their direction.  
 Alex had to give the demons credit. They were surprisingly alert. He supposed it had something to do with the city being at the front line of a war.  
 Alex didn’t get a chance to reason with the demons. A spear came flying at him. It was a good throw. Alex moved his head sideways and caught the spear by the tail. Knowing he needed to act quickly before spears were thrown at the girls, Alex dismounted with Katrina in his arm. He placed her on the ground gently before he threw the spear back at the demon.  
 It moved with such speed and velocity, it penetrated the demon’s armour and lifted him off the ground before it impaled him against the wooden gate. Alex charged at the remaining demons, his blazing sword lighting the way in the dark night. He sliced through the demons with ease, then stopped at the gate, looking for ways to open it.  

“Hand on the ground, dude,” Lucifer said lazily. 

 Alex dropped to his knees and placed his hand flat on the ground. He felt the earth beneath begin to vibrate. There was a deafening sound as the rock cracked open and shot towards the wooden gate, smashing it into pieces. It wasn’t the prettiest way of opening the gate, but it was effective.  
 Alex collected Katrina in his arms once more and mounted the hell horse. They set off into the night, leaving behind the demon town of Riverie.  
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 The hell horses had abundant energy and big long legs. A single gallop moved them meters in front. They rode for the mountains, and they were making good progress. Alex was quietly relieved that the plan had worked without any hiccups. He held the reins with one hand, and the other, he had wrapped around Katrina as she rested her head against his shoulder.  
 Her eyes were closed, but her chest rose and fell steadily. The shirt that he’d given her to wear had hiked up to her belly button. There were dark lines and dried blood across her legs, all the way up to her vagina.  
 Alex glanced back at the diminishing wall of the town in anger. Once the girls were safe, he was going to go back and kill Pikes. 
 The land between the town and the mountains was completely flat. The surface was hard, but covered in a sheet of sand and dust. It was a silent night and the wind was still. So what was that dark shape? 
 Alex squinted as he stared at the cloud of darkness that surrounded the dark shapes. The shapes were moving. In fact, they were coming closer.  
 Alex recognised the shapes for that they were. Hell horses. And the cloud of darkness that surrounded them was the dust the horses’ enormous hooves kicked up. Alex alerted the girls. Their own hell horses picked up the pace. The chasing demons didn’t fall away into the distance, but nor did they come any closer.  
 Natasha took the lead once they reached the foothills. She knew the area well and led them through narrow paths between the mountains that twisted and turned. Alex was convinced the demons would never find them. He was half afraid they would never find their way out.  
 Eventually, they came to a small valley. It was more of a stream that ran through it than a river. But it was a stream of water, as opposed to lava. Natasha dismounted from the hell horse.  
 “Are we safe here?” Alex asked.  
 Natasha nodded. “This place is like a maze. They won’t find us here.”  
 “Where is… here?” Jamana asked, as she looked up at the surrounding hilltops.  
 “A safe place,” Natasha muttered, scowling. She held her hands out, and Alex gently placed Katrina in her arms.   
 Jamana climbed down from her hell horse. She took the beast by the reins and led it to the stream. Alex glanced at the water. The stream was shallow. He could see the thick slime-like substance that made the bed of the stream.  
 Alex decided he wasn’t thirsty enough to drink from the stream just yet. He did lead his horse there though and stood beside Jamana as their two beasts slurped up water noisily.  
 “Thanks for helping,” he said to her.  
 She smiled at him, but didn’t say anything. Even in the dark, he could see the worry in her eyes. She’d just broken the rules, and as a demon, there weren’t many places for her to hide. It was different for the humans. They were already fugitives. Natasha could take in One and Two and look after them. Sure, life would be a little harsher, but they would be free from the torture and abuse they currently received at the hands of the demons. 
 Alex secretly hoped to take Jamana back to earth with him. She would love it there. He could just imagine the shock on her face when she sees blue skies, when she sees the sun rise, the moon shining brightly, the freaking stars in the night sky… Alex really missed the sky back on earth.  
 If he couldn’t take her back with him, he wondered if Natasha would help the demon. With that in mind, he approached her. She was sitting by the edge of the stream with Katrina. Natasha had taken off her white top. She dipped the cloth into the water before using it to gently scrub Katrina’s legs. 
 Katrina sat with her bottom on the rocky surface, her eyes closed, she leaned against a large boulder.  
 “She’ll be fine,” Natasha said, as she looked up at Alex. “It’s nothing she hasn’t experienced before. It’s nothing we haven’t experienced before,” she added quietly.  
 Alex had come to speak about Jamana, but Natasha had her hands pretty full at the moment, so instead, he asked, “What’s the plan from here? How long should we wait here?”  
 “At least the night,” Natasha said. “Maybe even longer. We can’t go through the mountains to our village. It’s too risky. The further we go in, the more dangerous it will be. There are things in these mountains that even your sword wouldn’t be able to cut through,” she said darkly.  
 Alex didn’t doubt her. It was hell. Was it a surprise that there were fearsome beasts roaming around? Fuck no.  
 “We should spend the night here,” Natasha repeated. “Tomorrow morning, we will leave the girls here and head back out to see if the coast is clear.”   
 Alex left Natasha to tend to Katrina. A few trees grew around the stream and he went to collect firewood. He returned with a bunch of broken branches from fallen trees collected in his arms.  
 Jamana lit a small fire close to a part of the hill that had a slab of rock rising up straight for three meters. It was as good a place as any to spend the night. Alex sat with his back leaning against the hard rock of the mountain, his legs sprawled out. Jamana was beside him, her head rested on his shoulder. One and Two both had their heads on his lap. The girls fell asleep, holding each other’s hands. Katrina and Natasha were a few feet away, both curled into balls and holding hands.  
 Alex stared at the fire, wondering if sleep would ever come. He was exhausted, but this was so uncomfortable. In the end, he did drift off, but it was one of those waking sleeps and it was filled with strange dreams. In one dream, he was back on earth, in a bar. Sitting beside him was Satan in his human form. They were having a beer, discussing God and ways of destroying him.  
 In another, he stood over a large pit of fire. At the bottom of the pit was Satan, again in his human form. He seemed in good spirits, complementing Lucifer on returning strong and being a worthy challenge.  
 When finally, the dark maroon sky above turned to a lighter shade of red and the girls stirred, Alex was glad the night was over, only so that they could move on and find somewhere better to spend the night.  
 Exhausted and thirsty, Alex and Natasha left the girls behind to head back to the foothills and scout the area. Alex was used to riding the hell horse, and even found it reassuring being atop such a powerful beast. 
 They weaved their way around the myriad path between the hills. It truly was a maze, but Natasha knew her way. As they came to the edge of the mountains, Natasha suggested they dismount. Which they did. After tying the horses to a tree at the bottom of one hill, Alex and Natasha began to climb said hill to get a better look. Once at the top, it didn’t take long for Alex to realise the problem.  
 “What the fuck,” Natasha muttered.  
 “That’s a problem, isn’t it?” Alex asked.  
 “There are hundreds of them, maybe even a thousand!” Natasha said, her voice rising. “What the hell!” she muttered. “Why are there so many?”  
 “Maybe they really want to catch you,” Alex said.  
 Natasha stared at him, eyes narrowed. “Or maybe they really want you.”  
 Alex feared she might be right. A hundred feet away from the foothills, standing on the flat rock, were a thousand demons. They milled about in small groups of fives and sixes, each standing fifty feet away from the next group, and stretching as far as the eye could see. There was no sneaking past them.  
 “Fuck,” Natasha cursed. “Look,” she pointed at the small group of demons riding into the mountains on hell horses.  
 Beside the horses were enormous beasts with mangled fur and red eyes that glowed visibly even during the day. They had thorns growing around the neck. Alex didn’t need anyone to tell him what they were. They were literal hellhounds.  
 “We need to get back to the girls and make a run for it,” Natasha said. “Those hounds will track us down in no time.”  
 Natasha and Alex rushed down the mountain and jumped onto their horses. The rest of the way back, they rode quickly and silently. Once back at the valley, Natasha told the girls what they’d witnessed, and what the plan was. Alex could see the worry in One, Two and Jamana’s eyes. These girls weren’t used to being on the run. They were used to staying put and taking the pain. 
 Whatever happened, Alex was going to make sure no harm came to them.  
 They set off on their horses, riding through the path between the bottom of the mountains. The deeper they went, the harder it became to move quickly. Sometimes, the path completely disappeared and they either had to backtrack and look for another route, or climb the mountain. Both methods took time. Time they couldn’t afford.  
 Despite their best efforts, it wasn’t long before they could hear the howls of the hellhounds. They were getting closer. Alex knew running away wasn’t an option.  

“Find a safe place for the girls to hide. Then turn around and we will fight them,” Lucifer said. 

 Alex was thinking along the same lines. He glanced around at his surroundings. Hard rocky mountains and not much else. Bringing his horse up to Natasha, Alex told her his thoughts. 
 “A cave,” Natasha said. “We need to find a cave.”  
 With the dogs’ growls getting louder and louder, Alex feared they would run out of time. Just as he was about to turn around and head towards the sounds of the dogs, Natasha pointed up at the side of a cliff. Amongst the red rock was a black hole.  
 A cave.  
 “Get in there,” Alex told them. 
 As they scrambled to climb the cliff, Alex turned and headed back. It wasn’t long before one of the hounds came into view. It stared at him with red eyes, then leapt into the air from thirty feet away. It was a fantastic leap. High and immense speed, it caught Alex by surprise. The dog knocked him off the horse. Alex hit the ground hard. He landed in an awkward position. The handle of the sword sheathed to his back was stuck between two protruding rocks.  
 The dog came for his throat, and thanks to having played a few violent video games, Alex raised his arm to protect his neck.  
 He might have saved his neck, but he was doing little to stop the dog hurting him elsewhere. Alex had no armour on, not even his shirt. He felt a stinging sensation as the dog’s claws dug into his flesh, as blood trickled out.  
 With one hand busy holding the beast’s jaws at bay, the other hand was free. But Alex couldn’t pull his sword free. Deciding he had nothing else to do and nothing to lose, Alex punched the dog on the side of its jaw. It was a good hard punch that knocked the dog back. Alex quickly rose to his feet and drew his sword. As the dog leapt at him once more, he sliced the creature in half with a single strike.  
 The dog gave a howl as its body, now in half, hit the ground. Its blood darkened the red rock. The glow in its eyes dimmed as the body stopped moving.  
 There was a lot of blood on Alex’s chest. Some of the wounds seemed deep. But they were in his flesh and hadn’t punctured any vital organs. Alex could hear hooves hitting hard ground and he turned to face the approaching demons.  
 There were four of them. And he knew them all.  
 Pikes, Magnamus, Cierrella and Maria.  
 Beside them were four more dogs.  
 Maria dismounted from her horse and approached Alex.  
 “Where are the humans?” she asked.  
 Alex didn’t respond. He simply raised his sword and held it before him.  
 “It’s against the rules, Alex,” Maria said softly. “And no one is above the rules. Not even you.” 
 “I’m not going to let you take them,” Alex replied.  
 He glanced back at Pikes. The demon wore a grin on his face, his hands rested on the two sword handles sheathed by his waist. “I’m not going to let you tie them up in the square and whip them in public, let demons rape them-” 
 “They need to be punished, Alex,” Maria said. “It is the rules. But after their punishment, you can buy them. Then, you can heal their wounds and take care of them. But they do need to be punished.”  
 Although this information was new to Alex, that he could purchase the girls, it was out of the question. He wasn’t going to purchase them. Nor was he going to let Katrina and Natasha go back to be tortured and raped in a public square.  
 “Not going to happen,” he said.  
 “I was hoping you’d say that,” Pikes growled from behind. “You’ve had your chance, Maria. Now step back and let us men handle it.”  
 Alex’s sword began to flame red as Pikes jumped off his horse. But rather than attack him, Pikes gave a low whistle. The dogs charged at Alex. But he was better prepared this time. Two of them leapt at him, whilst the two others ran towards him on either side.  
 Alex stepped forward, eyes on the two in the air, he sliced them in half with quick strikes, then dropped to the ground as the two on the side leapt at him. Alex rolled under them and struck with his sword. He sliced one in the underbelly. He moved out of the way just in time as the bloody guts rolled out. He missed the second dog. Alex climbed to his feet as the dog tried to bite his leg. He raised his foot, then stabbed down with his sword, driving it into the beast’s head. Its bones were no match for the sharp blade.  
 “Not bad,” Pikes said, grudging admiration in his voice. “You’re still going to die.”  
 He approached Alex, both swords in hand now, he whirled them about. The sharp edges glistened, even in the red light of hell. Magnamus also dismounted. The enormous axe that rested on his shoulder now hit the ground with a thud. As Pikes approached directly, Magnamus took a side route, his steps much slower, there was a keen focus in his eyes.  
 Alex glanced at Maria and Cierrella. Neither had yet made a move to join in the attack. He would have to keep his guard up in case either girl had a change of heart. With that in mind, Alex turned his attention back onto Pikes. The guy had an attitude, but it was possible he had the skills to match.  
 They began to duel. Alex moved in to strike, parried blows and stepped back in time. It was slow at first, as they tested each other. Then, Pikes picked up the offense. He struck quicker with his swords, upping the intensity, he pushed Alex back.  
 Then, just as Alex blocked one black sword with his longsword and tilted his head back to avoid the other, Magnamus’s axe came flying at him from the side.  
 It should have smashed him into bits, but Alex dropped to the ground, then scrambled back as Pikes tried to impale him with the black swords. Before he could rise to his feet, the axe came at him again. Alex didn’t have time to wonder how Magnamus had managed to gather his axe after having thrown it.  
 He raised his sword and blocked the axe. But it came with such force that, though his sword deflected the blade, the poll slammed onto his cheek. Alex blinked as bright colours appeared in his sight. Again, he didn’t get a chance to catch his breath. Pikes had leapt into the air and was bearing down on him with the black swords.  
 Rather than block, Alex moved back just in the nick of time, his sword by his side, wary in case the axe came at him again. But it didn’t. Magnamus held the thing in his hand, pressed against his chest, a hunter’s glint in his eyes.  
 “What you did to Judas and Nekrosis won’t work here, human,” Pikes said, smiling as his eyes hovered over the bruised spot beneath Alex’s eye. “You’re going to die today. It will be a slow death. A painful one.”  

“Ideas?” Alex asked. 


“Yes. You need to concentrate. You need to access my memories, my talents. Then, you’ll be able to defeat these two. Otherwise you're going to die. I don’t even know what that will mean for you here in hell. Will your soul sink even further?” 

 Alex didn’t want to think about dying. He was going to win this fight. He was going to see the girls to safety.  

“How do I concentrate?” he asked. 

 Alex closed his eyes for a moment, knowing instantly that Lucifer was going to mock him for asking that.  

“Just relax. Imagine you’re lying in a nice warm bath. The warmth that’s flowing through your body, imagine those are scented candles. Breath in deeply, like you’re inhaling the scent and clearing your mind.” 

 Alex did as he was told. He held the sword lightly, his shoulders relaxed and he breathed in deeply.  
 Pikes seemed to notice a change. His eyes narrowed. “What is he doing?” he asked. 
 “Meditating?” Maria suggested.  
 Pikes let out a laugh that sounded more like a cackle. His lips spread open in a toothy sneer. “Maybe he’s praying. Question is, who do you pray to when you’re in hell, human?”  
 Alex felt a calm wash over him. The throbbing beneath his eye was still there. But it didn’t bother him. Nor did the claw marks on his chest. The blood had clotted, but where previously it stung, now his chest seemed to radiate such heat, he was sure under the dried blood, he was healed completely.  
 Alex opened his eyes. “Let’s get this over with.”  
 It was the axe that came at him first this time. Alex saw it from the corner of his eye. He moved his head back and watched it sail past, then in mid-air, it stopped. As if being rewound, it sailed past him again, but this time it returned to Magnamus and he caught it deftly.  
 Alex grinned. The demon did seem to have some sort of magnetic pull with his axe. When Pikes came at him, Alex barely used his sword. His body whirled about, avoiding the blades, sometimes by a hair. Pikes jaw tightened, his anger growing. But Alex continued to dodge the swords. Then, as the axe came flying at him, he moved sideways, his foot brushed against Pikes ankle. It was a gentle enough touch, but when they were moving at such speeds, it was enough to cause Pikes to tumble.  
 With a little guidance from his longsword slashing at his side, Pikes was forced to turn whilst he was tumbling. As his black swords clashed with Alex’s flaming longsword, the force of the clash threw him perfectly in the path of the incoming axe.  
 In reality, it all happened in the blink of an eye. But for Alex, it seemed to happen in slow motion. To his credit, Pikes did not cry as the sharp blade of the axe tore into his spine. He hit the ground; the axe buried in his back.  
 His eyes were open as he lay there. His spine shattered; he was unable to move. Alex didn’t care for a conversation with Pikes now that he was dying. Without any feelings, he moved in and drove his sword into Pikes heart. The demon’s eyes closed when he pulled it out.  
 Alex turned to face Magnamus, but the demon built like a fucking tank didn’t seem that interested in fighting. Nor did he seem saddened at Pikes death.  
 Magnamus turned to Maria. “Shall we go?” he asked.  
 Maria nodded. “See you around, Alex,” she said, as she mounted her horse.  
 “That’s it?” Alex asked, a little confused. “You guys are just going to walk away.”  
 Maria nodded. “It was Pikes idea to come after you. He pushed for the capture of the girls. Whilst it is against the rules, we don’t normally gather up a literal army to track down a couple of runaway humans. Pikes demanded that no one should be above the law. Especially a human. When he highlighted the bit about you being a human, that riled up a lot of demons.” She nodded at Pikes. “He’s dead now. Good riddance too. He was a moody bastard.”  
 The three demons were back on their hell horses. They set off, leaving Alex behind with Pikes’ dead body.  
 Even in death, Pikes looked like an asshole. Alex felt nothing for the demon. He walked up to Pikes’s hell horse and rummaged through the bags attached to the saddle. There was a water skin and some bread in a pouch. Alex took them, then mounted his own horse and headed back towards the girls.  
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 Alex made his way back towards the cave the girls were hiding in. It was a steep climb, but he felt good. Some of it was thanks to Lucifer’s strength radiating through him. But mostly, he was happy that the girls were going to be safe.  
 The mouth of the cave was small, and Alex had to duck his head to enter. It was almost pitch-black inside, and it took a moment for his eyes to adjust. When they did, he spotted the girls seated on the ground, their backs pressed against the back wall of the cave. They stared up at him as he entered.  
 Alex smiled at the girls, but none of them returned the smile. “What’s wrong?” 
 “Is that blood on your chest?” Jamana asked as she climbed to her feet and came over to investigate.  
 Alex nodded. “Thanks for noticing,” he muttered. He’d been hoping for a bit more of a positive reaction, maybe some care about his injuries and praise for his having defeated the demons and saved them all. But Alex could tell something else had happened here. “What’s wrong?” he asked.  
 “We remember,” One said.  
 Alex raised an eyebrow queryingly at Jamana. “What do they remember?” he whispered.  
 “They remember who they are,” Jamana said. “It happened all so suddenly. They remember everything.”  
 One gave a weak smile. “My name is Rebecca.” Her smile faltered. “Was Rebecca. I died at the age of forty-six in a car crash. It was my fault. I was driving over the speed limit and texting on my phone at the same time. I didn’t see the girl until it was too late. I tried to serve out of the way…” she stopped talking. Her teeth bit into her lips as her eyes bubbled. “She died… I did too.”  
 Alex felt stunned. One, no, her name was Rebecca. She knew who she was. It was a major breakthrough.  
 Two raised her hand and waved at him. “I’m Felicity,” she said. She sounded cheerier than Rebecca. “I was a porn star,” she laughed. “No wonder I’m in hell, right?” she laughed again. But it was a nervous laugh.  
 Alex turned to Natasha. The girl was staring into space, her usually tanned skin was pale. “I’m in hell,” she said slowly.  
 “She was a good practicing Christian,” Felicity filled in. “Can’t understand how she ended up in hell.”  
 “I’m in hell,” Natasha repeated. She turned to look up at him. “I’ve done awful things here. I slept with another woman. I had sex with you and… and we weren’t married. The demons have won. They’ve taken my soul, and this is my punishment. They wiped my memory, made me forget God and his will, they made me sin and now they’re making me remember.” 
 There was anguish in her voice. Natasha raised her fingers and dug them into her hair. Alex feared she was going to tear her hair out. Katrina, meanwhile, just stared at Natasha, her lips curled.  
 “She was a hedonistic lesbian back on earth,” Felicity said joyfully, pointing at Katrina. “You can see why there’s a problem between them, right?” she asked Alex. “Katrina’s angry because she hated the preachy type,” Felicity pointed at Natasha. “And Natasha’s angry because she’s in hell, and she thinks Katrina is just part of the plan in torturing her.”  
 “Thanks, Felicity,” Alex said, giving her the thumbs up and hoping she would stop explaining the obvious.  
 Alex had to lower his head as he moved further into the cave. He sat beside the girls, his legs crossed.  
 “You’re all in hell, that’s true,” Alex said.  
 “Wow, great pep talk,” Katrina muttered. “The way you walked down here, I thought you were going to say something profound. You know, not make things more miserable than they already are?”  
 Alex frowned. “I hadn’t finished,” he muttered.  
 “Oh,” Katrina said. She extended a hand out, palm flat and facing up. “Do continue.”  
 Alex glared at Katrina, deciding he preferred her more before she knew who she was. “Look, you’re all in hell, but that doesn’t mean the rest of it is true.”  
 Natasha frowned at him. “What do you mean the rest of it isn’t true? Are you trying to tell me there isn’t a God? That there isn’t a heaven full of angels?”  
 “There is all of that, but the angels are assholes and God isn’t great either,” Alex growled.  
 “Blasphemy,” Natasha gasped in horror and her hands rose to cover her mouth.       

“Better not tell this one Lucifer’s inside you,” Lucifer chuckled. 

 “It’s the truth,” Alex said.  
 He told them everything he knew.  
 He started at the beginning, with Lucifer and how he was the first human. He came before the others. They formed in his image and they lived on earth in an Eden like Garden. Humans lived in peace.  
 Then, one day, a blinding light hit the ground. When it faded, there stood the most beautiful thing Lucifer had ever seen. He was tall and had glowing white wings. There was a golden halo hovering above his head.  
 It was God.  
 He lived amongst the humans for a time and observed them. Then one day, God drove his hand inside a human and killed it. When Lucifer asked why he’d done that, God replied saying he was freeing the souls that were trapped by the flesh and blood.  
 The souls either went up or down, God said. In his observation, it was the conscience that decided the soul’s fate. If it were guilty, it did not rise up, but sank into the ground. God planned to kill the humans and free their souls before it had a chance to feel guilt and be dragged down by it.  
 Lucifer didn’t want the humans to die, to be murdered. So he tried to stop God. But God was too strong. And he wasn’t alone. The skies opened up. Bright white lights of beam shot down and hit the ground. When the light faded away, in its place stood angels.  
 Lucifer tried his best to stop God and the angels from killing the humans. He did his best to save as many humans as he could. He created enormous underground bases to hide them.  
 But living underground, hidden away from the sunlight, from fresh air, from nature, humans became miserable. They were still dying, and they were miserable. Lucifer was on the verge of giving up. He was ready to go for an all-out attack and die in a blaze of glory. But then the ground opened and a pit of lava rose up. Riding on top of the lava was Satan.  
 Satan looked human, but he wasn’t. He came from another realm, one that was beneath their own.  
 Satan was here for the same reason. For the souls of the humans. They used to go down to his realm regularly, but suddenly, they declined in number. Satan came up to wonder why. Lucifer knew the answer. What with being hunted down by God and his angels, the humans were too afraid to have a guilty conscience.  
 Lucifer was suspicious at first. He feared another being from another realm had come for the humans’ souls. He should have trusted his suspicions.  
 Satan claimed he came to set things back to the way they were. And for a while, that was true. So they teamed up to battle God. In the end, Satan betrayed Lucifer and killed him. But Lucifer didn’t die like the rest of the humans. His soul remained on earth, and every so often, it found a compatible human to merge with. When that happened, Lucifer fought back against God and Satan.  
 “Well, it’s Satani now,” Alex said, as he finished explaining. “That’s Satan’s sister. She made a deal with God and betrayed Satan. Threw him into a pit.”  
 They all stared at him in silence when he finished talking.  
 Finally, Jamana raised a hand, as if she were in school. “I knew most of that. What I didn’t know was that Lucifer was inside you…” the thought seemed to arouse her as she licked her bottom lip and ogled him.  
 The humans seemed to take this information dump pretty well, but Natasha’s pale face took on a sickly ghost white. She stared at him with wide eyes as her mouth hung open.  
 “Natasha? Are you okay?” Alex asked.  
 “You’re possessed by Lucifer?” Natasha raised a trembling hand and pointed at him. “You’re possessed by the devil!”  
 “He’s not the devil,” Alex muttered. “Weren’t you listening to anything I just said?”  
 “Oh, she was listening, olrite,” Katrina said with a chuckle. “That’s how the brainwashed religious people listen. They pick the bits that make sense to them and just go with it. Far as she’s concerned, there is a hell and a heaven. There is a God. There is a devil. She’s in hell. Lucifer consorted with the devil against God. And you’re possessed by that Lucifer.”  
 Katrina gave him a wink. “It’s kinda hot,” she added.  
 When put like that, Alex could see how this would all seem to Natasha. A devout Christian in hell, she was in a state of shock. And it was hell. There was no getting around that.  
 Alex sighed. He needed the old Natasha back. She was his strong character. She was supposed to get the girls to safety. Maybe Katrina could do that.  She’d recovered well from the abuse suffered back in the town square. The girl seemed a lot chirpier now that she had her memories back.  
 As did Felicity.  
 Rebecca on the other hand, was ridden with guilt about having killed someone in a car accident. He could see why she’d made it to hell. That guilt would have weighed a ton on her soul.  
 “Why do you think they’re remembering all this stuff now?” Jamana asked.  
 It was a good question. That was what they should have been focusing on instead of thinking about their pasts and wondering if they deserved to be in hell. It was a miserable place for humans. None of them deserved to be here. It was even a miserable place for demons too, unless you were rich and powerful. 
 Alex shrugged in response to Jamana’s question. He climbed to his feet and dusted his clothes. His priority right now was to get the girls safely to the village.  
 “Do you know the way?” he asked Katrina.  
 She nodded. Then she glanced at Natasha. Her eyes narrowed with hostility. Natasha didn’t seem to notice. She stared into the distance; grief stricken.  
 “What are we gonna do about her?” Katrina asked.  
 “We have to take her with us, even if she doesn’t want to come,” Alex said. “Can’t leave her here.”  
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 In the end, it wasn’t too difficult for them to persuade Natasha to go with them. She was a ball of confused memories. Religious ones from her time on earth, the happy moments she spent in hell with Katrina.  
 But that didn’t mean she’d lost her senses completely. When given the option of staying in a cave by herself in the middle of nowhere. Actually, in the middle of hell, or go with them to a village of humans, Natasha sensibly chose the latter.    
 They headed back the way they had come, no longer having to take the long mountainous route. Or at least, the longer mountainous route. Once back on the flat plains, they rode along the foothills of the mountains. 
 Alex knew it was time to part ways when in the distance, to his left, was a thin line on the horizon. The walls of the city of Katarnak. That’s the way Alex would go, along with Jamana. The humans would venture back into the mountains, towards the human village.  
 Katrina brought her hell horse close to his and leaned over for a hug. “Thanks for saving my life, Alex.”  
 “Are you going to be okay?”   
 Katrina glanced at Natasha. The girl sat on her horse, staring at the mountains, her face scrunched.  
 “She’s got a lot to process, but I think we’ll be fine,” Katrina said. She gave Alex a kiss on the lips. “Thanks for everything, really. Now you go and do your thing…” she paused. “What’s your thing again?”   
 “Stop the rebellion and save millions of human lives,” Alex said.  
 “That,” Katrina clicked her fingers at him. “And once all that’s done, maybe come back down to hell to check on us.”  
 Alex planned on doing that.  
 As he was about to turn his horse and head for Katarnak, Katrina stopped him once more. “Your shirt,” she said. “I’ve still got your shirt.”  
 “Keep it,” Alex told. It was all she was wearing.  
 “Thanks, but it’s yours and it’s kinda hot,” Katrina said.  
 She undid the buttons on the shirt and slid her arms out. Katrina passed the shirt to Alex. She sat on the horse now completely naked. The whip marks across her body had darkened. There was bruising too, especially her breasts, but it didn’t look too bad. 
 Natasha glanced at Katrina’s completely naked body. Her eyes widened as she ogled Katrina’s breasts. When Katrina winked at her, Natasha’s cheeks reddened and she looked away hurriedly.  
 “I think we’ll be fine,” Katrina said, smiling at him. As Alex placed his shirt on his saddle, Katrina pulled him in for a deep kiss. “Apparently, I’m a lesbian,” she told him. “But I like you. That’s another reason to come back, right?”  
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 When Alex had walked to the city of Katarnak from the mountain range the first time, the thin line that resembled the wall of the city remained thin for hours. Now on the back of a hell horse, the thin line steadily rose up. 
 Jamana rode beside him. They made small talk, but as the city walls came closer, she spoke less and less. For the final half hour, Jamana didn’t say a single word. When the black gate came in view, her eyes fixed on it and sweat beads formed on her forehead.  
 “Are you okay?” Alex asked.  
 “I’ve never broken the rules before,” Jamana said softly. “What do you think they’ll do to me?”  
 “Nothing,” Alex said flatly. “If they try anything, they’ll have to go through me,” he added darkly. 
 Alex knocked on the large bell on the gate. The doors opened to a guard of demons. One was a familiar face. It scowled at Alex, but then, it stepped aside.  
 Alex rode into town on the hell horse, Jamana by his side. Nothing had changed. The roads were dusty and the demons eyed him with hostility. The air was hot and ashy, but in the city, it had a bitter metallic taste to his tongue.  
 Alex dismounted in front of the hotel he’d stayed at when he first came to Katarnak. As he walked up the steps, he felt a slight pang in his chest. This was where he met One and Two, now known as Rebecca and Felicity. It had been less than half a day since they parted ways, but he still missed them.  
 They headed up to the first floor, and Alex wondered if it was still his to occupy. It would be awkward if there was a demon family in there. When he opened the door to the bedroom, it was empty. The first thing Alex did was jump into the shower. The water was cold, which was perfect for hell.  
 After showering, Alex rummaged through the wardrobe in the room. He found a pair of trousers that weren’t made of leather and a white shirt. Once dressed, he planned to head up to the second floor, where the canteen was located, but Jamana stood at the door with a large tray in her hand.   
 “Thought you’d be hungry,” she smiled.  
 “Starving,” Alex replied.  
 Jamana put the tray down on the table. Alex lifted the silver dome and dug into the plate of meat, mashed potatoes and peas. At least, it seemed like that. It tasted as good. Better even, probably on account of how hungry he was.  
 After eating, Alex decided to head up to the fifth floor, more out of curiosity than expectation. He didn’t know what he was supposed to do now, if he was supposed to do anything at all. He had no idea where Keira was, if she was even alive. If Keira had won, and Merculis Azarath was dead, then it was time for him to get the hell out of hell.  
 Maybe Magnamus, Corcin, Cierrella or Mariah were sitting on the fifth floor. Maybe one of those demons could tell him of a portal that led back to earth.  
 Alex left Jamana in bed. The poor demon girl was exhausted. He climbed up four floors of steps and opened the double doors, hoping someone would be in the meeting room.  
 There was someone in the room. Actually, there was more than one demon. Magnamus was there. As was Cierrella, Corcin and Mariah. And at the end of the table sat Keira.  
 “Alex,” she smiled at him. But it wasn’t a warm smile. “So nice of you to join us. Sit,” she pointed at the chair beside her.  
 All the demons in the room stared at him. Alex couldn’t tell if there was hostility in their eyes. Keira’s smile was cold, but it didn’t quite verge on evil murderous bitch. That could change quickly, and if it did, Alex’s sword was back in his room.  
 Deciding if they were going to kill him, they would have attacked him already, Alex closed the door behind him and took a seat beside Keira.  
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 Alex sat on the chair beside Keira. She had her eyes on him, as did the others. Eyes that Alex was beginning to suspect were actually hostile. Fuck, he should have gone down to collect his sword before taking a seat here.  
 “So you killed Pikes,” Keira said, apparently not one for small talk.  
 “He tried to kill me,” Alex responded. “But he didn’t do a very good job of it.” Alex pointed at Magnamus. “He was also trying to kill me. Pikes was showing off with his swords. You know how he spins them all about,” Alex moved his hands in the air, attempting to imitate. “He wasn’t as talented with his feet though. He tripped and fell. And then the big dumb Hulk over there,” he nodded at Magnamus, “Threw his axe into Pikes back. I think he might have been aiming for me but,” he shrugged. “He absolutely destroyed Pikes spine. It was horrible. Pikes was just lying there on the ground. I mean, I took pity on the ugly fucker and drove my sword into his heart. At least, I think it was his heart,” Alex paused, pretending to think. “Do demons have hearts?” he asked.  
 Keira continued to stare at him, clearly not impressed by his storytelling skills. Finally, she turned to look at Magnamus. “You really threw your fucking axe into Pikes’s back?”  
 Magnamus shrugged his shoulders.  
 “Jesus,” Keira muttered. “You spend hours every day practicing just so that doesn’t fucking happen.”  
 “It was the human,” Magnamus growled. “He was too fast. I’ve never seen anyone move that fast.”  
 Alex raised a hand. “Firstly, this human has a name. It’s Alex. Secondly,” he turned to Keira. “Jesus?” he repeated. “Like…. God’s son?”  
 Keira rolled her eyes. “No, you idiot, not God’s son. God doesn’t have children.” She paused, as if reconsidering. “At least I don’t think he does.” Keira shook her head in annoyance. “We need to focus on our priorities.” She pointed a finger at Alex. “Firstly, no more letting humans escape and secondly, no more killing off my elite demons.”  
 “They weren’t that elite,” Alex mumbled under his breath.  
 Keira let out a long sigh. “Alex. Just do the damned job you’re here to do. Then get the hell out of hell.”  
 “You know back on earth, we don’t say get the earth out of here, or whatever… just sounds weird hearing you guys use hell in the same way when you’re actually in hell.”  
 “Alex,” Keira growled. “I need you to focus. Merculis Azarath used his rebellion as a massive distraction.” Her hand reached to her waist. There was a long pouch attached to her belt. She opened it and from inside, drew out a scroll, which she then threw at him angrily. “This came a few hours ago. Merculis never was at the Valley of the Two-Headed Kromos. He used this whole time to sneak his troops through the Great Depression and into the Tabareenk.”  
 Alex opened the scroll. He couldn’t read a word of it. The letters seemed more foreign than Chinese, which was saying something because, Chinese was as foreign looking a written language as any.  
 “Cool sounding places,” Alex said. “What’s in the Great Depression and the Tabareenk?”  
 “Satan,” Keira growled. “Satan is there. They’re going to free Satan.”  
 “That’s not very original,” Alex said.  
 “It’s not,” Keira agreed. “But there is actually a difference. When Jamie Azarath freed Satan from hell, he did it casting a spell that used Satan’s own strength to break out. As a result, when the devil stepped foot on earth, he was severely weakened-” 
 “He wasn’t that weak,” Alex muttered, a little annoyed. None of these demons had seen Satan when he broke out of hell. The devil was not weak. It took Alex everything to send him back down.  
 Keira ignored him and continued. “If they break him out in hell, they’ll do it the old-fashioned way by knocking down the front door of his prison. Satan will walk out in full strength. You know what will happen if Satan walks out in full strength. He will kill us. Then he will kill you.”  
 “He can try,” Alex said defiantly.  
 “He won’t even need to try,” Keira said evenly.  
 “If he’s so damned strong in hell, why didn’t they try to break him out here in the first place?” Alex asked. “Why bother sneaking around, killing humans and doing a stupid spell to get him out on earth?”  
 So, Keira explained.  
 The Great Depression was a large depression. It was full of the most fearsome beasts in hell. Beasts that would eat demons’ whole with a single bite. It would take a small army to successfully navigate through the Great Depression and make it to the Tabareenk.  
 The Tabareenk was a cave. It had a narrow entrance that was guarded from the inside by a hundred of Satani’s most elite troops. Only two demons could enter the Tabareenk at a time, and a powerfully cast spell would incapacitate them immediately, making it easy for Satani’s troops to kill them. It would take another small army to get through the Tabareenk and make it Satan’s prison.  
 “This rebellion was just a ploy to divert our attention while he sneaked his troops in small groups to the Great Depression,” Keira said furiously as she slammed her hand on the table. “By now, they could be breaking the barrier to Satan’s prison. Our mistake led to this.”  
 “Our mistake?” Alex repeated.  
 Keira frowned. “Excuse me?”  
 “You said ‘our mistake’,” Alex said. “I didn’t make any mistakes. I did exactly what I was supposed to. I killed Judas, Nekrosis and Skalgrig. This was your mistake.”  
 Keira didn’t reply instantly. She continued to stare at him, then her arms folded across her chest. “What do you want?” she asked.  
 “I’m going to take Jamana up with me to earth when I leave,” Alex said.  
 “Jamana?” Keira repeated the name before familiarity struck and she said, “The demon maid? You want to take her up with you to earth? That’s it?”  
 Alex had thought it would be tough for him to convince Keira to allow Jamana to leave with him. He was prepared to dig his heels in and demand it. Now, he felt like he’d sort of sold himself short. He could have demanded much more. He should demand much more. But in that moment, Alex’s mind was a blank. So, he nodded begrudgingly.  
 “Fine,” Keira said. “Take the demon back up with you. But you need to be able to stop Satan from escaping. If you fail, if you die trying, I’m going to hurt Jamana so bad, she’s going to wish she was dead. But she won’t die,” Keira growled. “Oh, and I’ll also go after those runaway humans. And when I catch them, and I will catch them, I’ll turn hell very Abrahamic for them. I will drive spikes in them. I will burn them in fire. I will pull their eyes out. Our physicians will put them back together and it will start all over again.”  
 “Jesus,” Alex muttered, a little taken back. “That’s a bit dark, isn’t it?”  
 “Yes Alex, it is dark. In case you hadn’t noticed, you’re in hell. I’m a fucking demon and I’m angry.”  
 “Can’t believe I wanted to fuck you,” Alex said a little sullenly.  
 Keira pushed her chair back and leaned over the table, her face inches away from his. She wore a low-cut top and Alex caught an eyeful of her breasts. “You stop Satan from escaping, Alex, and I’ll let you fuck me. I’ll let you do whatever you want to me. Whatever you want.” Her hands gripped his collar and pulled his face even closer. “But remember the price if you fail.”  
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 They would be leaving for the Great Depression immediately, Keira said. And she wasn’t kidding. Alex barely had time to say a hurried goodbye to Jamana. He told her where he was going, and then wondered if that had been a good thing to do. Jamana was very much like Melissa. She worried too much.  
 Alex was back on a hell horse, riding through the demon city of Katarnak. The heat was searing, the air was thick and ashy. Alex had his sword strapped to his back, but he wished he’d grabbed something to wrap over his head and around his mouth and nose. It would make managing this heat so much easier.  
 He wondered why the demons didn’t do that. And then he realised they were demons. The heat wouldn’t bother them at all. Satan was technically a demon, and he rode on a freaking pool of lava to earth’s surface.   
 They rode their hell horses for three hours and they rode them hard. Still, they were no closer to the Great Depression. Alex knew because he had asked, much like an annoying child did when seated in the backseat of a car, he’d asked every ten minutes. It pissed off Keira to no end, and it was totally worth it, even if it did make his throat sore from having to shout over the sound of hell horses’ hooves hitting the hard rocky ground.  
 They rode for another hour before Alex spotted the beast in the sky. It was like a large black kite gliding in the red sky. As it began to descend, its shape became more prominent. It had long black wings with big sharp talons at the end. Its legs were thick and powerfully built with bulging muscles. Its tail was long and pointed at the tip and its body was twice the size of a hell horse. It was covered in black scales that shined like oiled metal. It dropped onto the ground a hundred feet in front of them.  
 The hell horses came to a sudden stop a few feet away from the creature. Alex stared in wonder at the beast. It didn’t have eyeballs. It had the holes for them, but it was hollow. The beast should have been blind, but Alex knew it wasn’t. It could see him, and as if to prove its point, a flame suddenly burned in each hollow eye.    
 “That’s a dragon,” he said in awe.   
 “Yeah,” Keira said. “Why so surprised? You’ve seen a dragon before.”  
 “Not in daylight,” Alex said. “Can I ride it?”  
 Keira’s face broke from its angry stony pissed off bitch to a natural smile. “Thought I’d have to drag you onto it.”  
 Alex dismounted from his hell horse as did Keira. The dragon seemed to know her, and it lowered its head, which Keira stroked. Then, the dragon folded its knees and lowered itself until the underbelly touched the ground.  
 Placing a foot on its wing and using the scales on its neck, Keira climbed onto the dragon’s back.  

“You don’t need to climb up like that. Jump from here. You can do it. You’ve jumped from much further,” Lucifer said. 

 It was true that Alex had jumped further and much higher. But that was part of the problem. He’d always jumped a lot higher than he was supposed to. Sometimes with painful consequences. If he got it wrong here, he would jump over the dragon and land on his bottom on the other side. That would be painful, but more than that, it would be embarrassing.   

“You risk nothing, you gain nothing,” Lucifer seemed to goad him. 


“And what do I gain from showing off?”


“Access to her panties,” came the immediate response. “Don’t even deny it. You know you want to pull those leather pants off and see what colour her pussy is, and then fuck it.” 

 Alex rolled his eyes. He stepped up to the dragon and placed one foot on the wing, then grabbed the metallic scales to hoist himself up onto the dragon’s back and behind Keira. The scales were hard and cold, like metal armour.  
 Once seated, the dragon rose onto its powerful legs and flapped its wings. It rose off the ground like a hovercraft would, floating straight up. They were a hundred feet above the ground when the dragon straightened its neck like a spear. They shot forward and Alex tightened his grip on the scales as the sudden rush of wind almost knocked him off.  
 He’d fallen from the sky on his entrance to hell, and it had not been fun. He was not in the mood for it to happen again.  
 “Are they not coming with us?” Alex shouted in Keira’s ear against the rushing wind.  
 Down below, Magnamus, Cierrella, Corcin and Mariah weren’t even little specks anymore. They had been completely left behind.  
 “They’ll meet us there, along with the rest of Satani’s army in case we fail. Chances are they’ll arrive too late to stop Satan. Even we might be too late.”  
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 They flew for hours and hours. Alex lost track of time. The red sky darkened, signalling the start of night. As the night progressed, Alex began to feel overcome by sleep. He dug his fingers in-between the scales and held onto them as tightly as possible. At one point, Alex’s eyes closed, he felt his fingers loosen and his body tilted to the left. He woke with a jolt and grabbed onto Keira to stop from falling.  
 The demon didn’t appreciate being squeezed by his powerful arms so suddenly. She glared back at him, but Alex didn’t care. It wasn’t like she was going to push him off the dragon. She needed him.  
 As the dark red sky suddenly changed to a lighter shade, signalling the start of morning, the dragon began to descend. They had arrived. Below him, Alex could see the Great Depression. It was aptly named.  
 The flat ground came to a sudden end. It dropped for thousands of feet, like a steep cliff. Beyond it, stretching for miles and miles was an enormous depression. But it wasn’t flat land. It was littered with hills. And on those hills, there grew trees. Sure, the trunks and branches were black, and the leaves were red, but Alex had never seen so many trees in one place in hell. It almost looked pretty.  
 “Merculis Azarath made it through,” Keira said. She pointed down with her finger.    
 At first, Alex couldn’t see anything. But then he noticed the red leaves were more densely populated in some places. It took him another moment to realise it wasn’t the leaves that were red. It was the trunks and branches. They’d been painted red in blood.  
 Alex saw the bodies. Some were demons, some were… he couldn’t tell what they were. It became worse the further they flew in. In some areas, the trees had been destroyed, branches broken, trunks uprooted. In the space created, there were dozens of bodies. Demons and monstrous with long necks, big heads, long sharp teeth, some with wings.    
 Ahead of them, there rose a mountain amongst the hills. Midway up the mountain was a cave. The flat space before the cave was filled with dead demon bodies. If Alex had to guess, there were about a hundred dead demons down there. The same number that were supposed to be guarding the cave for Satani.  
 The dragon landed in front of the cave. Keira dismounted gracefully and Alex slid down the rough scales and stumbled forward when he hit the ground. Keira stroked the dragon’s head and whispered in its ear. The dragon let out a low growl in response before it flapped its wings and flew off into the distance.  
 Alex watched the formidable beast fly off. When it was nothing more than a little speck in the red sky, he turned to Keira. “Don’t you think we could have used the dragon’s help in this?”  
 “No,” Keira said. “The dragon can’t help us here.”  
 “I’m pretty sure it could have been of help,” Alex persisted as he stared at the darkness that was the entrance to the cave. He looked down at the dead demon bodies that surrounded them. They were alive not so long ago, alive and inside that cave. Now, they were dead, probably replaced by Merculis’s demons. “Can the dragon breath fire?”  
 Keira nodded, and opened her mouth to talk, but Alex cut her off.  
 “Seriously?” he grumbled. “You don’t think the dragon could have helped by breathing fire into the cave? You do know Merculis probably has the place filled with his demons, right?”  
 Keira closed her mouth and stared at him for a long time.  
 “It was a good idea, wasn’t it?” Alex said. “You’re thinking you should have kept the dragon, aren’t you?”   
 “You’re an idiot, Alex,” Keira said sharply. “This is the entrance to Satan’s prison. It’s protected by powerful magic. The dragon’s fire wouldn’t make it inside.”  
 Alex was going to make a comment on how he wasn’t stupid, but decided against it. Keira wasn’t her normal calm and collected self. She was agitated. Her hands hovered around her waist, her fingers wiggling.  
 “The tunnel will lead in for ten meters. It’ll then open up into a room. Demons, monsters, whatever Merculis has, will be waiting for us. If we manage to kill them, we continue further in. I don’t know how many rooms there are, or what lays in wait for us,” she said grimly.  
 Alex squinted as he stared down the cave entrance. He could see nothing but darkness. It reminded him of the staircase that led up to Satani’s quarters in the Red House of Satan, back up on earth. He didn’t like that place, and he didn’t like the cave entrance either. It felt like a foreboding place. A cold emanated from within, adding to the effect. 
 “So, just to clarify,” Alex began, “everyone or everything inside the cave is going to try and kill us?”  
 “They might succeed,” Keira said.  
 “Like fuck they will,” Alex grunted.  
 He pulled his sword out and stepped into the cave. It hit him straight away. The deafening sound made his eardrums feel like they were ready to explode. His sword fell out of his hands as he dropped to his knees and covered his ears. Keira, who walked in after him, was already on the ground curled up in a ball.   
 Alex wanted to do the same when he realised he could see Keira. The room wasn’t pitch black anymore. It wasn’t just him and Keira in the room. There were four demons in the corners of the room. Their faces were pure concentration as they inched towards him. And they did inch towards him, as if struggling against winds hundreds of miles per hour. They wore black armour with the blue demon face painted on the chest. They held black swords in their hands.   
 Merculis Azarath’s demons.  
 Alex’s sword lay on the ground beside his knees. With enormous effort, he pulled his right hand away from blocking his ear drum. The deafening noise increased. It sounded like a rocket with an almost endless fuel tank had just launched inside his head. It was going to explode eventually, and when it did, it was going to take his head with him.   
 His hand wanted to go back up to his head. He wanted to cover his ears and lie on the ground, curled up in a ball, eyes closed shut, wishing he was somewhere else, much like Keira was doing. But the demons edged towards him, swords raised and intense concentration on their faces.  
 Alex gripped the handle of the longsword and lifted it up. It felt heavy. Much heavier than it should have been. The weight strained against his wrist. Alex climbed to his feet, his head spinning, he blinked rapidly, trying to clear his vision and focus on the four demons that came at him.  
 The first brought his black sword down, aiming for Alex’s head. It was a slow strike, but still, it took Alex every effort to raise his own sword and block it. Their two blades rested on each other, both human and demon exhausted from the feeble battle, it seemed.  
 Mindful that three other demons were coming for him, Alex raised a foot and kicked the demon in the chest.  
 It was a slow and weak kick, matching their sword play in intensity. At best, the demon should have taken a step back.  
 But that wasn’t what happened.  
 The demon’s body flew off the ground and crashed into the wall behind as if it had just been punched by the Hulk. The demon’s blood coloured the wall as the body slumped to the ground.  
 Alex’s eyes widened. Contact was hard to make in the cave, but the slightest touch was a killer. With this new knowledge, Alex moved to face the three other demons, his mind on high alert. As he concentrated hard, the noise in his head subsided some.   
 He dispatched them with ease, doing much better in this room of deafening sounds than they seemed to be. He parried the first demon’s strike, then as the second lunged in, Alex struck back with the handle of his sword. The demon’s skull cracked as if it were no thicker than an eggshell.  
 The third demon struck wildly, aiming to decapitate him. Alex rolled underneath the strike, then came up behind the demon and sliced him across the back. It happened in slow motion. Everything happened in slow motion until the blade struck the demons back. Then it seemed to speed up as a cut appeared on the demons back before it snapped in half.  
 Alex moved onto the remaining demon and punched him on the nose with his left hand and simultaneously parried the demon’s sword with his own. There was a crunch as the demon’s nose broke, a sound that he heard over the deafening noise. Then, the demon’s body lifted off the ground and flew back, as if it were a puppet suddenly jerked back by its string.  
 Some of the demon’s blood had splattered onto Alex’s face when he broke its nose. He wiped it off and took in his surroundings. It was a dimly lit cave, but by what, or where this light was coming from, Alex couldn’t tell. The walls were of red, but either side of him were two black patches. The one to his right was where he had entered through. The one to his left must lead further inside the cave.  
 Keira remained on the floor, her hands pressed against her ears, her eyes closed, her face scrunched, she was still curled in a ball. Alex grabbed her by the foot and dragged her towards the black rectangular shape to his left.  
 As he stepped through, the deafening noise suddenly stopped. This room was much bigger. It was also full of dead demons. And… what looked like an oversized octopus. The creature had an enormous round head that was twice the size of Alex. It had a dozen or so tentacles, but instead of having sucklers on them, it had sharp red thorns. Most of the dead demons on the ground had those thorns sticking out of their bodies. Others seemed strangled to death, or crushed by the tentacles.  
 In the end, the powerful beast was brought down by dozens of spears that had been driven into its head.  
 “Holy fuck,” Keira muttered. She was leaning against the cave wall when she slammed a flat hand against her ear, as if trying to push out the remaining sounds still stuck in there. “What happened?”  
 Alex told her what had happened, how he’d defeated the demons, how the battle seemed to take place in slow motion, except when he struck a body. Then, it seemed the force multiplied. But it wasn’t consistent, he thought, as he remembered how the demon’s head had exploded, rather than being flung backwards with the body.  
 “Good stuff,” Keira said, as she stepped away from the wall and staggered on her feet. Alex held a hand out to steady her. She took it and leaned on him. “That first room might be the worst of it. I don’t think Merculis is expecting anyone to get past it. We wouldn’t have either, if it weren’t for you.”  
 Alex hoped she was right, that the first room was the worst of it. They moved over the dead bodies and around the monster’s head and through the black opening in the wall. What followed was more of the same. The rooms differed in size. Some were as small as eight-squared feet, others were over ten times as big. Some had been booby trapped, others had beasts waiting in them. All had dead demons on the floor.  
 It must have cost Merculis a small army to break through these rooms. It made sense now why they hadn’t tried this route in the first place when they could have snuck Satan out by opening a portal to earth.  
 Alex lost track of how many rooms they’d been through. As they stood in front of another black opening in the red cave wall, Keira told him what would follow would be Satan’s prison. She knew because of the warmth emanating from the darkness.  
 Alex was ready. He’d already faced Satan once before. If the devil had broken free from his prison, Alex was going to have to kill him this time. He didn’t know how he would do that, didn’t even know if it were possible. The last time he drove his sword into Satan’s chest, and that hadn't work.   
 It didn’t matter though. Alex was certain he would figure out a way to finally end the devil. With longsword held in both hands before him, he stepped into the darkness.  
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 Alex didn’t know what to expect. Demons, monstrous, booby traps. He could have walked into a lake of lava. That would have been a stupid way to die after making it this far.  
 But there was none of the above.  
 It was an enormous room with a hundred meters to his right and left, and two hundred meters in front of him, it had a tall ceiling. The floor was made of a smooth polished black stone. There were no torches, but the place was well lit.  
 Alex could see where the light was coming from. A hundred meters in front of him, red light shone out from the ground in a circle ten meters in diameter. Standing at the edge of the circle were demons. They hadn’t noticed Alex and Keira entering.  
 There weren’t that many demons, only about a dozen. There wasn’t any sign of Satan, either. Alex felt pretty confident.  
 Keira tapped him on the shoulder and pointed to the left and right of the circle. There were two demons sitting on the ground opposite each other in a meditating pose. Their eyes closed, they held in their hands metal rods that were glowing red. The demons chanted away under their breaths.  
 “Satan’s not out yet,” she whispered.  
 “Perfect,” Alex said. “We kill the demons, then we get the hell out of here.”  
 “Not so easy,” Karen pointed to the demon wearing the long black cloak. “That’s Merculis Azarath. He won’t be easy to defeat.” She then nodded at the demon standing beside him. “That’s Zamara.”  
 Alex raised an eyebrow. “Is that supposed to mean something to me?”  
 “She’s a skilled demon. A challenge even for you… She battled Satani once, over a thousand years ago.”   
 “Who won?” Alex asked. 
 “Satani did… but she let Zamara live as she was the first demon to have drawn Satani’s blood in a duel. She’s gotten better since. She eats only the black fluid that flows out of crushed human bones.”  
 “That’s disgusting,” Alex muttered.  
 As if now hearing him, Zamara turned her head to look back at them. Even from the distance, Alex could tell her eyes were red. She tilted her head to the side and smiled as those red eyes took in his longsword. Her lips moved. Alex didn’t hear any words escape, but beside her, Merculis Azarath turned to look back.  
 For someone who was Jamie Azarath’s father, Merculis didn’t look that old. But then, demons didn’t age the same way as humans did. There wasn’t much of a resemblance either. Merculis had blue skin. He was of a slender build too, though he did have a strong jawline, high cheekbones and black hair.  
 “Alex Jones of earth,” Merculis said. His voice carried through the cave and echoed, bouncing off the walls.  
 His guard up, Alex walked towards the demons, Keira by his side. All eyes faced them, aside from the two demons that continued to chant away. Merculis had a kind face for a demon, and he even smiled as Alex stopped ten feet away.  
 “You killed my son,” Merculis said.  
 “Yeah… I’m not sorry about that,” Alex said truthfully. Jamie Azarath was an ass.  
 Merculis’s lips tightened, his eyes dimming. “You don’t need to be on the angel’s side, Alex,” he said. “You still have time to join us.”  
 “I’m not on their side,” Alex said. “I’m here to stop a war between you cunts and save millions of human lives that’ll die.”  
 “Humans will die anyway,” Merculis said. “Their lives on earth are so short, barely worth anything. Strange creatures. Their existence is immortal, you know. The soul persists on forever. Yet, their brief period on earth determines where that soul goes.”  
 “I’m not here for a philosophical discussion,” Alex growled. “You can either get the fuck out of here, or you can prepare to die.”  
 Merculis exchanged a glance with Zamara. The green-skinned demon stepped forward. “Don’t die too quickly,” she told him, smiling pleasantly.  
 “You… don’t do the same?” Alex muttered, frowning.  
 And then it began.  
 Zamara’s hands were at her sides. Alex barely saw them rise. The blades that were flung at him were a blur. It was pure instinct that saved him. He moved his head back and at the same time, moved his sword to the left just a little. He managed to deflect one blade, but he hadn’t moved his head back enough. The other blade cut his cheek.  
 Alex cursed silently, then realised Zamara had only just began. Beside him, Keira drew her swords and charged. But Zamara ignored her and continued to throw blades at him. Alex focused intensely, his eyes on the whizzing black blades that came at him. Their speed and accuracy were more than anything he’d ever faced before.  
 He was no longer thinking about stopping Satan from breaking out.  
 His focus was to stay alive.  
 Zamara seemed to have an endless supply of blades by her waist. Despite his best efforts, Alex had cuts across his arms, his legs, two more across his cheeks and another shaved off part of his long hair.  
 All the while throwing blades, Zamara walked towards him casually. When she was only ten feet away, she dropped to her knees and thrust her arms forward. Alex only saw one blade. It clanged with his sword and sparks flew as it deflected up and hit the ceiling. He knew she’d thrown another blade. It had dug into the lower muscular part of his leg.  
 Zamara climbed to her feet as Alex dropped to his knees. She stared at the cuts on his face and body and nodded approvingly. “Not bad,” she said. “You have talent, but you’re a little rough around the edges. A shame really. If you had another four or five months, it could have been a real challenge.”  
 Zamara now drew out a black curved sword. Alex grimaced as he pulled the blade out from his leg. There was a lot of blood there, but it would stop soon. Demon Hunters recovered quickly, and he had Lucifer's energy flowing through his body.  
 He climbed to his feet, preparing to fight her and winced as he felt pain shooting up his leg. So much for his healing abilities, he though. Behind Zamara, he spotted Keira. She’d tried to make a dash for the chanting demon to the left, but had been blocked by Merculis’s demons. Keira was battling them furiously. She was good, but so were they. Merculis simply watched, his eyes going from Keira to Alex.  
 Zamara waved a hand at him. “Hey, focus. Distractions will cause you to lose your head. Literally.” 
 Alex frowned. He wasn’t used to his opponents giving him advice, especially when said advice was actually good.  

“Hey bud, gonna need to access some of those awesome fighting skills of yours,” Alex said. 


“You know what to do,” Lucifer replied. 

 Normally, Alex wouldn’t have tried this before duelling any other demon, but Zamara really seemed like the type to want to give him the best chance at winning, or at least, of being a worthy opponent. So, he said, “Can I get a moment to gather myself?”  
 Zamara smiled widely. “Sure thing.”  
 “Thanks,” Alex nodded gratefully.  
 He closed his eyes and concentrated on memories. Not his own. Lucifer’s. There was this part of his mind that, if he really concentrated hard on, he could feel it there, like a large vault in his head. Alex found the vault. He didn’t have to rummage through it. It was a strange sensation, as if, rather than having the voice in his head, his body was now shared by two entities, two sets of memories, but most importantly, two sets of skills. But Alex still felt in control. He was in physical control and not sharing bodies.  
 “You ready their young human?” Zamara asked.  
 Alex opened his eyes and smiled. “Yup, thanks.”  
 “Loving the eyes,” Zamara said. “All red and bright,” she nodded appreciatively.  
 Alex couldn’t tell when it happened, but he knew it did sometimes. His eyes became a fiery red. Usually, it meant his body was as strong as it could be, or stronger than normal.  
 The duel began. Alex felt relaxed and light on his feet. Zamara moved fast and her body whirled as she came at him. It took all of Alex’s concentration to hold his own. Her blows were fast, and as Alex blocked them, he began to move back.  
 And then, Alex fell for a trick. Zamara feigned an attack to the left. Alex moved to block with his sword and left himself open on the right. Zamara spun in a circle and her sword came at him to his right. Alex just about managed to bring his sword back to parry the strike, but then, Zamara’s foot rose straight up, as if she were doing the split with one foot on the ground, the other in the air. It struck him on the chin.  
 Alex tasted blood as his teeth bit his lip and tongue. He staggered back and expected Zamara to give him no break. He was right. She came at him again, and this time, she threw her sword at him. Alex blocked it, but the second he wasted staring at her in surprise nearly cost him his life.  
 Zamara had thrown more than just her sword at him. He turned sideways and a dagger flew past his chest. Another stuck itself in his arm. Alex pulled it out and angrily threw it at Zamara. It was a good throw, but she batted it away like it was nothing.  
 Now sword less, Zamara had returned to throwing daggers at him again. But this time, with much more veracity. Alex deflected as many as he could with his sword, but again, they were getting through. Another dagger stuck itself in his leg before a third entered just beneath his collar bone.  
 Alex dropped to his knees, gasping for breath, he was in pain. Blood dripped from every part of his body. Zamara stopped throwing daggers at him and watched.  
 “Little bit disappointed,” she said.  
 “Just give me a sec,” Alex replied through deep breaths. He rested one hand on the hard black rock, his palm flat down. “I’m a little rusty but… I think I’ll get you in the next round.”  
 Zamara smiled at him sympathetically. “I’m sure if there was another round in say, two years, you would definitely be a worthy opponent. But I'm afraid I’m going to have to cut your head off now.” She indicated at Merculis behind her. “He wants it as a trophy on his wall.”  
 Alex lowered his head and looked down at the hard rock. He could feel the vibrations as his hand trembled. He looked up at Zamara and smiled. “I’d be lying if I said it’s been fun,” he told her. “You cut me quite badly. So, I’m afraid I’m going to have to crush you.”  
 Zamara threw her head back and laughed. Her eyes sparkled with amusement. “I love your spirit,” she said. “Are you going to crush me from there on the ground, knees bent with exhaustion?”  
 Alex nodded.  
 Zamara must have noticed the serenity in that nod of Alex’s, because she stopped smiling. Her eyes widened in wariness. She glanced down at her feet as the black rock beneath began to shake. Alex saw her hands reach to her waist, where he imagined were many more daggers. But it was too late for that.  
 The black stone floor beneath Zamara cracked, then shot up in the air, taking her with it, it crashed into the ceiling, squashing the skilful demon.  

“Fuck yeah,” Lucifer said jubilantly.  

 Breathing heavily, his eyes closed, Alex felt the daggers that were stuck in his flesh. He pulled them out swiftly and groaned as he climbed to his feet. His body was crisscrossed with deep cuts that stung as they bled. He could feel some of the healing. Demon Hunters had extraordinary healing abilities, but it was going to take a long time to recover. Especially from the wound just under his collarbone.    
 Still, with steely determination, Alex hobbled forward towards the demons and the large circle that was Satan’s prison. Keira was still battling Merculis’s demons, while the man himself watched. Keira was holding on, just about. But she was hurt. She had cuts across her arms, her legs, her face. She battled with the sword in her right hand as her left hand pressed just below her lower ribcage. There was a lot of blood there.  
 Alex picked up the pace, and with a roar, he jumped into the action. Alex fought with rage and forgot his pains. When he slashed with his sword, he chopped off limbs, he cut through bone and he battered skulls. As the demon numbers dwindled, Keira stopped and watched, eyes wide as Alex headbutted a demon so hard, it fell straight back. He then leapt onto the demon’s head, his knees crushing it, he rolled forward and ducking under another demon’s strike, he drove his sword straight up in its chin.  
 Alex was covered in blood, but now, most of it belonged to demons. That was the last of Merculis’s demons, aside from the two chanters. A small part of Alex was horrified by what he’d done. All around him were dead demons, some with their skulls crushed, others with legs and arms separated from their bodies. It wasn’t anything Alex hadn’t seen before, but this time, he was the reason for it.  
 But it was a small part that felt guilt. Most of his mind was still in survival mode. He’d finished of Zamara. He’d finished of Merculis’s demons. There remained the man himself. With sword in hand, Alex limped towards the demon.  
 Seeing his approach, Merculis calmly pulled off his leather doublet and even took the time to fold it in half before placing it neatly on the ground. By his waist was a black scabbard with the edges lined in gold. Merculis pulled his sword out. The blade was black and curved. The sharp edge had a silvery glint that sparkled in the red light.  
 It looked like the type of sword a skilled swordsman would use. It was light and sharp.  
 “He’s talented,” Keira said, with a huff.  
 She stood beside him, and Alex looked her up and down. The bleeding just above her waist seemed bad, and her hand continued to press against it. “You okay?” he asked.  
 “I’ve been worse,” Keira said with a grimace.  
 “Sit this one out,” he told her. “I’ve got him.”  
 Keira nodded her head grimly. “I think I will.”  
 Merculis stood wearing black leather trousers and a white vest. His arms were toned, and for his age, which Alex assumed was a lot, he looked to be in good really good shape. But, so were most of the demons he’d already face.    
 And then it happened.  
 Merculis began to grow. He was about seven foot to begin with, but when his transformation was complete, he stood at nine feet tall. His horns had sharpened as well. The sword in his hand seemed to have grown too as it didn’t look any smaller in his hand. 
 Again, this wasn’t anything Alex hadn’t seen before. “You just want to give up?” he asked, as he limped forward.  
 “You chose the wrong side,” Merculis said.  
 “Maybe,” Alex said. “There wasn’t really much to choose between. You’re all cunts you know. I’m just going with the cunt that’s going to cause the least amount of human deaths.”  
 They were done talking.  
 Merculis came at him with the black sword in hand. This time, Alex didn’t need a moment to prepare, to access Lucifer’s memories, his talent and experience. Alex parried Merculis’s strikes. He held back from going on the offensive as he got a good feel for the demon.  
 Merculis was good, but Alex was better. He feigned to the left, then struck to the right. As Merculis blocked it, Alex charged forward and headbutted the demon.  
 Merculis took a step back in surprise. It wasn’t often he was headbutted on account of the sharp horns he had. And he had never in his life been headbutted by someone who didn’t have horns themselves.  
 It was the arrogance of the human that made his lips curl in anger. Merculis brought his head forward in fury, attempting to smash it onto the human’s forehead. It was what Alex had been hoping for him to do. Ready for it, he simply sidestepped, then grabbed Merculis by the horn and pulled down. At the same time, he brought his knee up and slammed it against Merculis’s mouth.  
 As the demon staggered back, his front teeth broken, Alex went on the offensive. Sparks flew as their swords clashed. There was power and speed behind Alex’s strikes. A deadly combination that eventually breached Merculis’s defences. The demon’s sword flew out of his hand. Before he had a chance to recover, Alex drove his sword into Merculis’s stomach. He pushed it in until it came out the other side. He continued to push until the hilt was pressing against the demon’s vest.  
 Alex waited until Merculis stopped breathing. Then, he pulled his sword out and moved towards the chanting demon to his right. In the background, he heard Merculis’s body hit the ground with a thud.  
 The chanting demon did not open its eyes at Alex’s approach. He wondered if it even knew he was there. Alex raised his sword and aimed for the neck as he swung the longsword. The chanting came to a sudden stop as the eyes flung open. Then, the head slid off the neck and rolled five feet away. Alex did the same to the remaining chanting demon. 
 Finally, he dropped to his knees, breathing heavy, he rested on his bottom, then lay on his back and closed his eyes.  
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 Alex didn’t know how long he lay there on the ground with his eyes closed. At some point, he became aware of his body healing. The little cuts began to itch as the skin came together. It was the deep cuts that made him wince. Zamara’s blades had cut deep, some even grazed the bone.  
 Feeling the muscles come back together, feeling the bone heal, it really hurt. The last time something like this had happened was when Mark, the Demon Hunter, had slashed him with his swords. Alex had blacked out from the blood loss. His body had recovered whilst he’d been unconscious. He wished he was unconscious now. This slow healing wasn’t the worst pain in the world. But it was constant and it made his head ache.  
 Alex didn’t know when Keira came to stand over him. He didn’t hear her steps, or her heavy breathing, at least, not until she kicked him on his hip.  
 He opened his eyes and glared at her. “What?”  
 “You did it,” she told him.  
 “I know that,” Alex replied. “This is my victory nap.”  
 “You were asleep?” Keira asked.  
 “I wish,” Alex muttered. He sat up and looked around at the carnage. Dead demon bodies, some decapitated. Lots of blood. Yup, it wasn’t a great sight. Alex climbed to his feet and walked towards the circle of light.  
 Towards Satan’s prison.  
 The black stone stopped and there in the ground was a fifty-feet deep and a hundred feet wide pit. The bottom of the pit was filled with lava. There was nothing else in the pit. Just lava, and the wall of the pit. It was covered by what looked like a lid of thick blue glass.  
 Sitting on the lava, his arms folded across his chest, was Satan.  
 This was the prison that contained the devil for thousands of years. It wasn’t exactly what Alex had imagined it to be.  
 Satan sat in his human form. He wore leather trousers, but his chest was bare.  
 “So you killed Merculis too,” Satan said, as he stared up. “You’re burning too many bridges, Lucifer.”  
 “It’s Alex, actually. Remember Alex? The guy that threw you back in here?”  
 Satan smiled. It sent a shiver down Alex’s back. There was something about being in the devil’s presence. He wasn’t scary to look at. In fact, his human form was that of a handsome young man who hit the gym regularly. But Alex felt the power. The blue haze of a glass barrier between them did little to stop it radiating out.   
 They were right.  
 The devil had been weakened when he’d climbed out on earth. If Satan broke free now, Alex knew he would be in for the fight of his life. Even with his new tricks, he feared he might lose that fight.  
 “Oh, I’ll be sure to remember Alex when I break out,” Satan said. “In case you didn’t know, Alex. I live forever. So will your soul. I know you have one. When you die, your soul will come to hell. It always does for people like you. When you’ve killed so many, it doesn’t matter if you think it’s for the right reasons now. You’ll feel guilt. There will always be one demon or human that you’ll regret killing. When your soul comes down, it’ll be mine. You’ll have nowhere to hide in hell.”  
 “Humans forget what they did when they arrive here. But I’ll make sure you remember.”  
 Alex had a feeling that Satan was right on that count. If it took a clear conscience to rise up to heaven, Alex doubted he had one now. At best, it was conflicted. He was down here in hell, battling on Satani’s behalf while she enslaved the souls of humans. They lived like slaves. They were beaten and abused at will. Some were even crushed to make weapons.  
 Coming down to a terrifying place full of demons and beasts with no memory, Alex could only imagine how petrifying something like that could be. And here he was, helping Satani, under whom all of this was happening.  
 “Tell my sister the prison I make for her won’t be so comfortable,” Satan said.  
 “Tell her yourself,” Alex said.  
 “Oh, I wasn’t talking to you. I was telling your little buddy.”  
 It was then did Alex become aware of Keira standing beside him. She stared down at Satan, her eyes wide, her body shaking, she nodded slowly. The demon was terrified.  
 “Good little demon,” Satan nodded approvingly. “What’s your name?”  
 “K-K-Keira…” she said the word quietly, her voice shaking.  
 “Well, Keira. You played your part in this. You’re going to be punished for that. You know that, don’t you?”  
 Keira nodded quickly. “I’m sorry, my lord. I’m just-” 
 Alex grabbed Keira by the back of her collar and pulled her away from the edge of the prison so that Satan was no longer in view. He stared at her, eyes wide. “What are you doing?”  
 “What?” she glared back at him.  
 “Why the hell are you apologising to him?”  
 “He’s Satan,” Keira said, as if it were obvious. “He’s the lord of hell!”  
 Alex was about to snap at Keira, but then he noticed the pale colour of her red skin. Her lips quivered, and even now, her body trembled. She was terrified. Keira, one of the bravest demons he had ever met was terrified. Alex could understand why. The power radiating from Satan was making even him feel a little uncertain.  
 He decided against shouting at her and instead he pointed back towards the door that led out of this room. “I’ll meet you outside,” he told her.  
 Keira stared at the black darkness that was the door leading out of the prison. It seemed to bring back her normal sense of calm. Her body stopped shaking. “Okay,” she said. “I’ll see you outside.” She took six steps before she stopped and turned to look back at him. “Don’t-” she paused. Alex raised an eyebrow. “Don’t antagonise Satan, please,” she said.  
 “I’ll try not to,” Alex muttered. He waited for her to leave before he came to stand at the edge of the black stone.  
 “You’re still here,” Satan said, annoyance in his voice.  
 Alex smiled. “Aren’t you glad for the company? Can’t be fun stuck down there for,” he paused to think. “What is now? Thousands of years?”  
 All of sudden, Satan shot up from the lava he’d been sitting on. His whole body burned red and he crashed into the blue haze of a wall that covered the pit.  
 “Impressive,” Alex said. It actually had been. Were it not for the pit cover, Satan would probably have burnt him down to a cinder.  
 “You’ll die a painful death, Alex.” 
 “You’re a prophet now?” Alex muttered.  
 He really was glad for the blue haze of a wall that kept them apart, because the look Satan gave him with his black eyes, it sent shivers down his spine. This really was different. Satan here was so much more powerful. Alex wondered if emanating fear into his opponents was one of the devil’s powers.   
 “You want something,” Satan said. “That’s why you haven’t left. What is it?”  
 Alex did want something actually. He told Satan about the humans and how, when they were hiding in that cave in the mountain, they suddenly remembered who they were.  
 Satan smiled. It was a cruel smile, and Alex knew he wouldn’t like the answer.  
 “You stumbled across a portal,” Satan said. “Somewhere in that mountain, behind the stone and rock was a portal.”  
 “A portal to where?”  
 Satan’s smile widened. “To wherever humans are supposed to go next.”  
 Alex blinked. It took him awhile to register what the devil had just said. “Sorry?”  
 Satan let out a laugh. And then, he told him. A long time ago, when the first human soul came down to hell, the demons were small in number and disorganised. It was comparable to the human’s stone ages. Some of the demons lived in lakes of lava, others resided in volcanoes, or deep caves. They hunted the beasts that roamed the harsh land, and occasionally, they fought with other demons.  
 Overall, they were pitiful creatures. They were weak and afraid.   
 During that time, beside the lakes of lava were portals in the ground from which blue light shone out. When the first human came down to hell, it wandered around, confused and lost. Satan watched it some interest. But when he spoke with it, it knew nothing. Not where it had come from, not where it wanted to go, not even its own name.  
 Soon after the first human arrived in hell, many more began to follow. They too didn’t know where they’d come from, nor did they know where they were going. They didn’t know their names, or what they were supposed to do.  
 Hell now had a good number of humans. Satan saw a use for them. They were the perfect slaves. No memory of what had happened before, no memory of right or wrong. His word was law to them.  
 And then, one human came across the portal in the ground. It suddenly remembered everything. The human remembered its name, it remembered its previous life. Suddenly, it didn’t want to be a mindless slave anymore. It led other humans to the portal, then, together they rebelled, wanting to free all humans from captivity.  
 There was a short war. The humans stood no chance against demons. They were weak and had no weapons. A shame that the rebel leader jumped through the portal with some of his followers before he was caught. After that, Satan sealed up the portals, all of them. Over time, he moved bigger structures over them.    
 “Hell isn’t their final destination. At least, it’s not supposed to be,” Satan said, laughing maniacally.  



 

Epilogue


 


 


 


 

 It was time for Alex to leave hell and head home. Keira kept her part of the deal. Jamana would be going with him. As Alex headed out, to leap into another terrifying portal to head home, he knew he would be coming back down to hell. 
 What Satan said had changed everything.  
 Alex had wanted to make hell as comfortable for the humans as possible. It never seemed fair for humans to suffer for all of eternity. Especially when all it took was a guilty conscience, rather than actual guilt.  
 But now, everything had changed. It made more sense. The two beings that asked him whether he had a good conscience or not, then determined if he went down to hell or up to heaven, did they know what happened to humans when they jumped through the portal?  
 Alex would come back to hell. He would find the portals and he would break them open.  
 Now, as he stood on the edge of a portal himself, staring down at the black abyss surrounded by the ring of fire, his thoughts turned to home. He hoped Satani had found the angel murderer. Because if she didn’t, and if more angels died on earth, then all of this would have been pointless.  
 Alex took Jamana’s hand in his. “Ready?” he asked.  
 She stared down at the black hole that was to take them to earth and she smiled nervously. Alex pulled her in close. And then, together, they jumped in.  
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