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    Chapter 1


     


     


     


    The portal from Hell that led back to earth was similar to the one Alex had taken on his way down. It was a big black hole in the ground that didn’t have an end in sight. And all the while he was falling down it, he couldn’t see a thing. Nor could he feel anything. There was no rush of wind that should accompany a fall down a seemingly endless pit.


    Alex had jumped into the portal holding Jamana’s hand. Though he couldn’t see her, he tugged at her hand. As her body came closer, he wrapped an arm around her waist and felt her warm breath against his neck. A moment later, he felt her head pressed against his chest. 


    It won’t be long, Alex whispered. But no sound came out of his mouth. The portal was a void for sound and light.


    Alex lost track of time.


    They could have been falling for hours. Or, it could have been days, weeks even. There was no way of knowing. 


    But Alex did know one thing. When the portal would eventually come to an end, they would continue to fall. But this time, from earth’s sky.


    That was what had happened on his way down to Hell. When the portal finally ended, Alex fell into Hell from the sky. If it weren’t for his sword and Lucifer powering it with an energy that burst out and threw him back before he hit the ground, Alex would have died on impact. 


    What a fucking stupid way to be introduced to Hell, he remembered thinking. But then again, it was Hell, so he supposed having his bones crushed on arrival seemed about right. 


    They could still be in this portal for hours more, but Alex reached back and pulled his sword out in anticipation for when it finally came to an end. 


    It happened sooner than he thought it would, and it happened suddenly. 


    The surrounding darkness came to an end. 


    There was bright light, and Alex brought his sword arm to cover his eyes as the sudden brightness stung. In doing so, he didn’t have time to fill the sword with magic and stop his fall. 


    He crashed onto the earth, landing on his back, Jamana on top of him. 


    It didn’t hurt that much. 


    That wasn’t true. It did hurt. His chest felt like it had been punched by Mike Tyson. But his bones didn’t seem broken. So that was good.


    Alex lay on his back and stared up at the sky.


    It was blue.


    He was back on earth.


    Fuck yes! 


    He knew why his bones hadn’t broken on impact. The portal hadn’t opened in the beautiful blue sky. Alex couldn’t see where it had opened, but the drop couldn’t have been more than thirty feet. 


    Being a Demon Hunter, a fall from thirty feet wasn’t the worst thing in the world. 


    Alex gently pushed Jamana off him and climbed to his feet. He held a hand out for her and pulled her up. After dusting himself off, he stared around at his surroundings.


    They were in a park. 


    It was enormous. It stretched for as far as the eye could see. It was well looked after too. The grass was mowed perfectly, the bushes trimmed, the flowerbeds tidy and organised, like thought had gone into the planting. The trees were all big and proper. There were benches, there were large ponds. All in all, it was a nice park. And it was no surprise Alex did not recognise it. The parks around his apartment were shit in comparison.


    “It feels so good,” Jamana gushed. She stood with her arms spread out, as if embracing the sunlight. She stared up at the sky. “It’s blue.”


    “It is,” Alex said.


    He felt himself bursting with joy. He didn’t realise how much he missed earth’s blue sky. In Hell, the sky was red. It didn’t have a sun, nor did it have a moon. Alex missed those. He missed the stars too. Sure, he couldn’t see them now, what with it being daytime, but he would soon. He took a deep breath and smiled. His smile continued to spread until his lips widened so much, it hurt. 


    “The air is so fresh,” Jamana said as she took a deep breath. “It’s almost sweet.” She took another deep breath, as if tasting the air, as if the first gulf of breath wasn’t enough. “It’s so good.” 


    Jamana spun around in a circle, her arms still spread apart, she took in scenery, smiling from ear to ear. “It’s so beautiful,” she said. “Is all of earth like this?” 


    “Not all of earth. Some of it is nice like this, other bits not so much,” Alex said. 


    Jamana closed her eyes and tilted her head back. “The light is so fresh,” she said. 


    Sitting three feet away from them on the grass were a couple. Alex had spotted them when they’d landed back on earth. He’d noted how they weren’t alarmed by his and Jamana’s sudden appearance, which made him think that maybe they hadn’t seen it. After that brief thought, Alex had forgotten about them, so happy was he to be back on earth.


    But it was getting difficult to ignore them as the couple now stared at him and Jamana.


    “It’s just sunlight and air,” the guy said. “Did you two crawl out of a cave?” 


    “Hell, actually,” Jamana said, smiling friendly. 


    “Weirdos,” the guy said, before his attention returned to his mobile phone. 


    The girl sitting beside him continued to stare up at them. Her focus was on Alex. She smiled at him. But that smile faltered as her eyes fell on the sword in his hand. She tapped the guy sitting beside her. 


    “He’s got a sword in his hand,” she said. 


    “Yeah,” the guy said, without even looking up from his phone. “He’s a weirdo.”


    Alex sheathed his sword and took Jamana by the hand. He led her to the board with the map on it beside the tarmac lane cutting across the grass. Alex memorised the map and then, still holding hands, they set off.


    Walking with Jamana through the park was like being with a child in a candy shop. A child that had just discovered what candy was for the first time and then been taken to a candy shop. 


    She stopped beside every pond they passed and stared into the water, which she commented on being crystal clear, though Alex didn’t think it was. The one time they saw a red carp swimming about in the shallow end, Jamana literally screamed. 


    More than one human turned to look their way. 


    Jamana marvelled at the trees. They were so big and green. She marvelled at the grass. Apparently, grass wasn’t something they had in Hell. Come to think of it, Alex didn’t recall seeing any either. Hell was a hot and dry place. Though it did have trees, they were shrivelled pale imitations.


    They made it out of the park and onto the pavement before Jamana’s next wave of shock began. She stood and stared at the cars that passed by. Once she’d absorbed the wondrously small moving metal objects, a barrage of questions followed. How did they move? What was the noise? What’s an engine? It eats oil? Is it alive? Weren’t their horses on earth? What was wrong with horses? 


    Alex was glad when she moved on from the cars to the buildings.


    Architecture in Hell was bland. The buildings were made of Redstone and were designed to be functional. They were massive square blocks with doors and windows. Absolutely no distinguishing features at all.


    The portal that had brought them back to earth had landed them in one of the nicer parts of London. Opposite them were grand houses covered in Portland stone facades. The doors had pillars with intricate carvings along the arches. The windows were tall and had smaller pillars with arches. Above that, the roof slanted forward with black tiles. Above that was another floor, and another. To their left, one of the buildings had a pediment. Another building to the right was indented from the rest. It had a large black gate of wrought iron with circular designs criss-crossing the top, painted in gold. Another building down the road was newer. It was made of glass and rose twenty floors up. With the sun shining in the sky, it reflected off the glass, giving it a bright shimmer. 


    There was also the buzz of London.


    On the road, cars of various sizes whizzed past. Or, they moved at a forced leisurely place due to London’s traffic. Jamana’s eyes came back onto the road as first a black cab passed by. It was followed by a white Range Rover, a green Mercedes S Class and a white van.


    On the sidewalk beside them, a mum pushed her baby on a stroller, while talking on her mobile phone. A young couple held hands, laughing. On the bench pressed against the iron wrought park fence, an old man with a walking stick sat and read the newspaper. 


    “It’s-” Jamana stopped. 


    “Different?” Alex asked. 


    Jamana nodded. She took a deep breath as she continued to absorb everything. “It’s beautiful,” she whispered. 


    It was London, Alex thought. It was a craze of people, cars, different buildings, mixed with beautiful parks dotted around. It was a nice city by the standards of the world, but by the standards of Hell, it was close to Heaven. 


    They were still holding hands and Jamana squeezed his. She leaned in towards him until her shoulder rested against his and smiled up at him. “Thank you so much,” she said. 


    “For what?” Alex asked. 


    “For bringing me here,” Jamana said. “This place is so amazing. I’d heard from other demons about this place, but I’d never imagined it to be....” she paused and took a deep breath. “It’s so fresh,” she said, just as a white van passed by, letting out a blast of grey smoke from its exhaust pipe. “I never thought I’d make to earth.”


    Alex smiled back at her before he leaned in for a quick kiss. “Come on, let’s get you home.” 


    There was another board attached to the park fence with a map of the local area. The closest station was a ten-minute walk away. Once they got there, they’d have to pay to use the underground train. Alex had no money with him, and he doubted Jamana had any either.


    Deciding they would deal with that problem when they got there, Alex led the way. They made it to the end of the road when they came across the angel. 


    Dressed in blue slim fit chinos and a white V-neck vest, he stepped out of a grey Porsche Canberra. His wings were drawn in behind him, and could barely be seen. Alex knew angels’ wings were enormous when stretched, but once folded, they caused little to no hindrance for the angel as he slid out of his car.


    “Who is he?” Jamana asked, a hand raised, she pointed at him. “What is he?” she murmured, taken by his angelic glow.


    The whole reason Alex went down to Hell instead of Satani was because of the angel problem. One of their kind had been murdered. They blamed the demons and killed a bunch in retaliation before demanding to meet with Satani. The devil stayed back on earth to ensure everything was fine. 


    Alex didn’t know what had happened with the angels, if the problem had been resolved. Either way, he wasn’t in the mood for crossing paths with this angel. They were arrogant assholes. And if things hadn’t been sorted between demons and angels, this could go down badly. Alex didn’t want Jamana’s first day on earth to be filled with violence and hate. 


    “Do you know him?” Jamana asked, as she watched Alex’s expression. 


    “Not him personally, but he’s an angel. Most of them are assholes,” he paused to think before adding, “maybe all of them are. Come on, let’s go another way.” 


    He was about to turn around and walk back the way they’d come when the angel spotted them. Even from twenty feet away, Alex could see the angel’s piercing blue eyes. There was coldness in them. The angel spread its wings out suddenly, as if a show of force. And then, it began to walk towards them determinedly. 


    


    

  


  
    



     


    Chapter 2


     


     


     


     


    With his wings spread out, the angel looked magnificent. The feathers were a bright white and clean. As it walked towards them, his wings retracted. The angel held his hands out by his sides, the palms open. Two rods of light appeared in his hands and he closed his fingers around them. 


    There was no mistaking the angel’s intentions. He was coming to fight. 


    Angels and demons were supposed to be hidden from human sight. It was a gift from God, to hide the creatures from the two realms that took their souls once they died. But of late, more and more humans were beginning to see demons and angels. It was supposedly a sign of God’s growing weakness. 


    Normally, it was a single human that suddenly saw an angel or demon for what it really was. Alex remembered his first time. He was sitting in a cafe, drinking coffee and looking up at Jamie Azarath. He looked human, had white skin, blond hair, blue eyes. Then, with the blink of an eye, he had changed. His skin became red, his eyes black, his hair black too, but it looked more like spikes.


    That day, only Alex was able to see Jamie for what he really was. Chrissy had been in the cafe, and Madeline the waitress was there too. Neither saw Jamie for who he really was. They saw an attractive young man with blond hair and blue eyes. 


    But something different was going on here. 


    The humans on the pavement suddenly stopped walking. Those that were talking on their phones stopped, those that walked in couples or more, talking and laughing, they stopped too. Even the man sitting on the bench with the newspaper stopped reading and looked up.      


    They stared at the angel with eyes wide open, mouths hanging.


    A young man pointed at the angel. “You’ve got… wings?” 


    As the angel passed the man, his wing spread out and slammed into the guys chest and knocked him into the wrought-iron fence of the park. The humans that had stood and stared, almost frozen to the spot, now seemed to be broken from their trance. The woman with the push chair screamed as others turned and ran. The old man climbed off the bench, and walking stick in hand, he darted across the road. 


    “Maybe you should step back,” Alex said to Jamana. 


    “You’re going to fight the angel?” Jamana asked. 


    “Only if he insists on being an ass,” Alex replied. He pointed at a white van parked by the side of the road. “Get behind there, and stay there,” he told her. 


    As Jamana rushed to obey, Alex pulled out his sword and held it by his side. 


    “I don’t want to have to kick your ass,” he said to the approaching angel. “But I will if you don’t turn the fuck around and walk back.” 


    The angel continued to approach him, walking with a swagger in his steps. Alex glanced at the human lying on the ground by the park fence, his body slumped on the sidewalk. 


    The human the angel had struck and flung against the park fence lay on the ground, his body slumped against the paved sidewalk. It brought back memories of the first time Alex had met an angel. The feathery being had thrown him against a car before flying off.


    But in that attack, Alex had lived.


    The guy lying on the ground wasn’t getting up. 


    Alex’s teeth gritted in anger. Fuck it. He wasn’t even going to bother with being diplomatic.


    “Come on then,” he growled. 


    The battle began and Alex fought with anger, but a calm anger, one that didn’t cause him to make mistakes. He channelled his anger into accuracy and force behind his strikes. His sword clashed with the angel’s rods. With the power of Lucifer burning through his veins, Alex was much stronger.


    With a right strike, he knocked the rod out of the angel’s right hand and ducked as the other rod came at him. As he rose up, he slammed the hilt of his sword against the angel’s chin. 


    The angel flew backwards and crashed into the windscreen of a parked car, smashing through the glass, his body slumped inside the front cabin. 


    Alex walked up to the angel, his sword in hand, he jumped onto the front bonnet of the car and pressed his foot down against the angel’s chest. 


    “Any last words?” he asked the angel. 


    “You’re going to kill me?” the angel replied, shock in his eyes. 


    “You killed a human. Of course, I’m going to fucking kill you!” 


    The shock faded away from the angel’s eyes. It was replaced by a satisfied glint. His lips spread into a sneer. “Kill me and you know what’s going to happen, right? You’re going to be the stupid fucking whore of Satani that starts the war between angels and the scum that come from beneath.” 


    “Terrible last words,” Alex muttered.


    He raised his sword with the intention of driving it into the angel’s chest. The angel closed his eyes in preparation. His chest rose up and his skin glowed even brighter, as if he were ready to explode. From Lucifer’s memories, he knew light shone out from the chest of some angels when they died.


    Alex brought his sword down, but stopped with the tip less than an inch away from the angel’s chest.


    Ignis Estate.


    It was where most of the demons lived. The last time an angel had been killed, Ignis Estate had been the sight of a massacre. Innocent demons were lined up and executed.


    He glanced back at the body of the human slumped against the concrete beside the black wrought-iron fence. 


    Alex didn’t know what the situation was on earth, if things had gotten worse since his departure to Hell. Being attacked by an angel without any provocation on his part seemed to indicate things had taken a turn for the worse. If word got out that a Demon Hunter had killed an angel, then war between Satani and God would be inevitable.


    The angel opened his eyes. His sneer widened. “You don’t have the guts, do you?” 


    Alex smiled at the angel. “You’re a real piece of shit, you know that right?”


    Before the glorified angel could run his mouth some more, Alex kicked him on the chin. It was a hard kick, enough to knock the angel out cold and ensure he spent thousands at the dentist.


    Alex knelt and felt the angel’s pockets. He found a wallet with a wad of cash inside. Alex didn’t feel any guilt in robbing the unconscious angel. On the contrary, it was the least the guy deserved after what he’d just done. 


    As he climbed down from the car, he passed the human lying on the ground and noticed the gentle rise of his chest. 


    He wasn’t dead. 


    Alex dropped to his knees beside the man to check on him. He gently felt across the man’s back and legs, feeling for broken bones. There weren’t any, but that didn’t mean he wasn’t seriously injured.


    Hearing sirens in the distance, Alex climbed to his feet. The police and ambulance services would be here soon. They would help the man. He rushed over to the white van by the side of the road. Jamana had her back against it, her eyes wide, her chest rose and fell rapidly. 


    “Is the angel dead?” she asked. 


    Alex shook his head. “Killing it would only cause more trouble.” 


    “What are those sirens?” 


    Alex explained what they were. It didn’t do Jamana’s confidence any favours. She was afraid, and Alex knew why. She’d just made it to earth, a place that was almost like the human-imagined Heaven for demons. But already, this imagined paradise was beginning to show a darker reality. If things didn’t work out here for Jamana, she would have nowhere else to go.


    Alex grabbed her by the hand and led her down the road quickly. Along the way, he passed quite a lot of humans. The strange thing was, quite a few looked at Jamana strangely, almost as if they could see her for the demon that she was. 


    


    

  


  
    



     


    Chapter 3


     


     


     


     


    Jamana’s first day in London should have been a happy one. She was born in Hell and had spent her entire life there. It went without saying that Hell was very different to Earth. The landscape was dry. There were lakes of lava. The skies were red, there were few trees, and those that did grow were thin and shrivelled and some had black leaves. The air was hot, dusty and ashy. 


    Compared to that, having landed in a park in central London, Earth seemed amazing to Jamana. Clean air, trees, grass, ponds, even fish swimming about in said ponds. 


    But it had all quickly gone downhill from there.  


    They left the park behind and came across an angel that started to attack them without any provocation, without even exchanging words. 


    Angels and demons had been living on earth for thousands of years, and while the two weren’t friends, there was a truce between their species. A truce that leaned in favour of the angels, admittedly, but it did so because it recognised they were the stronger of the two races. 


    If an angel attacked at the mere sight of a demon, it could only mean the truce was on the verge of being broken. 


    Alex had left Earth to deal with trouble in Hell. Just before his departure, an angel had been murdered. Michael, the archangel, blamed it on demons. He even attacked a demon estate and executed a bunch before Alex got into a tussle with the archangel.


    Despite being a Demon Hunter, despite possessing the power of Lucifer, Alex had lost to Michael. It was a reminder of the angels’ true power. A reminder of how important it was to maintain the truce. After today’s events, it didn’t seem like Satani was doing a good job of it. 


    Alex purchased two one-day travel cards and led Jamana to the underground platform. The girl was shaken, not even acknowledging the elevators as they rode down, or the train as it came hurtling out of a dark tube.


    What with it being midday, Alex and Jamana found empty seats on the underground. Though the train wasn’t packed like a tin of sardines, there were still plenty faces about.


    And some of those faces stared at Jamana. Not with curiosity. They stared with fear.


    Except for the guy sitting opposite them, three seats to their left.


    There was no fear in his eyes. On the contrary, there was anger.


    The guy was in his thirties. He wore denims that were torn around the knees not as a fashion statement, but by wear and tear. He wore leather boots and a leather jacket. His brown hair was long, and his beard was thick and bushy.  


    He was one of the few men in London that had a beard that didn’t look like hours had been spent on styling it. 


    As the guy continued to stare, his lips pressed together, Alex decided it was time to use the diplomatic skills he was so famous for. He raised a hand and waved at the guy as the train rattled down the underground tunnel.


    The guy turned his gaze away from Jamana and met Alex’s eyes. “You with her?” he asked, pointing at Jamana. 


    Alex nodded. “Is there a problem with that?” 


    “She’s one of those,” the guy said grimly. 


    “One of what?” Alex asked. 


    The guy’s dark eyes bore into Alex. His lips twitched. “You know what she is, don’t you? You can see her, right? Or has she duped you?” 


    Alex turned his head to look at Jamana. She stared back at him nervously. He kissed her on the lips to reassure her. “I can see her, olrite,” he said as he gave her another kiss. “She’s beautiful.” 


    “She’s a green freak,” the guy growled as he stood up. 


    He was tall for a human, and his head touched the ceiling of the underground train. Alex stared up at the guy. Then, smiling, he climbed to his feet too. His head bumped onto the ceiling of the train. 


    Seeing that Alex matched him for height and beat him for muscles, the guy took a step back, suddenly unsure of himself. His eyes flickered over to Jamana before coming back to Alex. 


    “You shouldn’t be with her,” he said. “She’s one of those things.” 


    The train pulled into the next station. As the doors parted, the guy glanced at the empty platform. With a final look at Jamana, he jumped off the train. He remained on the platform as the doors closed and the train continued down the tunnel. 


    What with it being London, most of the other commuters had ignored their little interaction. But a few stared at him and Jamana with fear in their eyes. It was like they could see her for what she was.


    Alex sat back down beside Jamana and rested his hand on her knee. Some humans could see demons and angels for what they were, but it was supposed to be a rare thing. 


    There wasn’t supposed to be multiple people in a train carriage that could see Jamana for the demon that she was. 


    


    

  


  
    



     


    Chapter 4


     


     


     


     


    The rest of the journey to Alex’s apartment was uneventful. But he was in a bad mood. This wasn’t what Jamana’s first day on Earth was supposed to be like. Alex imagined it different. It did start off right, when she was ecstatic about the smallest things. Like trees and grass. Seriously, was there a single person in the world that was amazed by grass?


    It was supposed to get better and better.


    Alex imagined picturing her surprise when she was introduced to the internet. It was easily the greatest thing ever, wasn’t it? All the movies, YouTube, music. But now, the internet didn’t seem so great anymore. The place was full of trolls spouting hate.


    Yup, Alex was in a bad mood as he climbed up the steps to his third-floor apartment. His mood darkened as he stood before his front door, realising that he did not have the house key with him.


    What with it being midday, there was a slim chance his flat-mate Jessica would be around. Alex didn’t want to have to smash his front door in. Not with much hope, he knocked on the door. 


    It was a thundering knock that reflected his mood. 


    His front door did not open. 


    The door next to it on his right opened though, and a woman in her late twenties poked her head out from the side of the door frame.    


    “I live here,” Alex said, pointing at his door. “I’m not trying to break in.” 


    The girl smiled at him. “I know you live there. I’ve seen you around.” 


    “Oh.” Alex didn’t know what else to say. He hadn’t seen her around before. “I lost my key. Was hoping my flat mate would be in, but I suppose she isn’t.”


    “Jessica’s gone to work,” the girl said. 


    She knew Jessica.


    How did she know Jessica?


    Alex was pretty sure his next-door neighbour was a bald fat man. He’d always imagined the guy dying from a heart attack. Damn, did the old man have a heart attack? 


    Also, if he did, was this woman now renting out the flat? And if so, how fucking long was he in Hell for? 


    “Want to come and wait in mine until she comes back?” the girl asked. 


    Alex couldn’t think of anything else to do, so he nodded. “Thanks,” he said, as they walked in. “I’m Alex and this is Jamana.” 


    “Jamana? That’s a cool name. I suppose I’m also Alex,” she said to him. “Not really that fond of the name. I go by Alexi.” 


    She led them down the corridor and into her open plan living room and kitchen. It was sparsely decorated. There was a single couch against one wall and a rug on the floor. Opposite the couch were cardboard boxes stacked against the wall. 


    “Just moved in?” he asked Alexi as he slumped onto the couch. 


    Jamana sat beside him, her thighs pressed against his, she had her hand on his knee. Alex could tell she was nervous. In Hell, Jamana had faced much worse. She knew what to expect, she could prepare herself. Here on earth, she was expecting a paradise. So far, it had been pretty far from that. 


    Alexi sat on one of the cardboard boxes. “Been here a week. Still plenty to unpack. I’m George's daughter,” she said. 


    Alex nodded. “Sure. George’s daughter. George the guy that used to live here?”


    “Yeah. He’s not the most… neighbourly person. At least, he wasn’t…” her voice faltered. 


     


    “Is he dead?” Alex asked, a little surprised. 


    The girl nodded. “Died in one of those attacks.” 


    “Attacks?” Alex repeated. “A heart attack? I always thought he was going to die from having a heart attack.” 


    Alexi stared at him with narrowed eyes. “Do you always say what’s on your mind, or is the filter just not working?” 


    “Sorry,” Alex mumbled. “The… the filters not working.” It was true. Coming from the brutal place that was Hell, Alex’s had been completely desensitised. “Uhh… I’m sorry for your loss.” 


    Alexi waved a hand. “No biggie. We didn’t really know each other that well. He split with my mum when I was kid. Growing up, only saw him a couple of times a year.” Alexi shrugged. “He left me his apartment, so that was nice.” 


    Alex could relate to that, sort of. He’d had a similar relationship with his own dad, except, what with his mum being dead, he had to live with the man. He saw him every day, though it felt like he only ever spent time with his dad once or twice a year. The rest of the time, his dad was either, drunk, on drugs, or sleeping with prostitutes. Most of the times, it was all three. 


    “How did he die then?” Alex asked, remembering how Alexi had mentioned her father had died in the attacks. 


    “The attacks,” she repeated, and when Alex stared at her with blank eyes, she continued, with “The attacks? You don’t know about the attacks? Have you been hiding away in a cave the past few weeks?” 


    “He was in Hell, actually,” Jamana chipped in.


    Her first contribution.


    And she said that. 


    “Not funny,” Alexi muttered, her shoulders stiffening. She seemed more taken aback by the comment than a normal person would have been. “Some people say that’s where the demons have come from.” 


    “Demons?” Alex repeated. He sat up straight, his full undivided attention now on Alexi.


    “You really don’t know?” Alexi asked. “It’s all anyone’s talking about. It’s every on social media site. You know all those attacks that have happened in London? Lots of fighting, buildings breaking. There was a video of this guy who picked up a car and threw it at another guy. He picked up a car,” Alexi said, now animated. “Some people are saying it’s a battle between angels and demons. I wouldn’t believe it normally, but…” she paused. “Well, one of my friends, Carly, she said she saw it with her own eyes. She saw four angels corner this demon and kill him. Carly isn’t the type that just makes things up. She’s seeing a therapist now.” 


    Alex exchanged a glance with Jamana. He cursed silently. If what Alexi was saying was true, and he had no reason to doubt her, it could only mean one thing. Satani had failed to find the demon that had killed the angel. Because of her failure, the truce between the demons and angels had either broken or was on the verge of breaking.


    It made sense now why the angel had attacked him.


    The two species were at each other’s throats and not afraid of causing a scene or of creating human casualties.


    Why could so many humans suddenly see the angels and demons? Was Jamie Azarath right? Was God really weakening?


    Alex cursed silently again. Him going down to Hell, fighting the demons, stopping Satan from being freed, the whole purpose of all of that was to stop a war between demons and angels. He’d done his part, but it hadn’t been enough. 


    “Do you believe them?” Alexi asked, before her eyes narrowed. “Can you see the angels and demons?” 


    Alex went with his first instinct. “Nope,” he shook his head. “Never seen an angel or a demon. Wouldn’t even know what they would look like, to be honest,” he let out a nervous chuckle. 


    Alexi frowned. “Angels look like angels. Wings, glowing and stuff. There are tons of pictures online. You must have seen it. Loads of people have drawn what they say they saw.” 


    “Probably on drugs,” Alex muttered. 


    “Yeah, that’s what I thought. But,” Alexi pulled out her mobile phone and came to sit beside him on the couch. “Look,” she held her phone in front of him and hit the play button. 


    The camera shook as the person holding it ran away while filming. There was screaming. Lots of it. There was also dust and debris. The demon and angel on the screen were unmistakable. The angel glowed positively. Wearing a white vest, his arms were ripped. He held a rod of light in each hand. 


    Standing opposite him was a demon.   


    But the demon wasn’t backing away. He had in his hands those black blades that were so prevalent in Hell. This demon was not from Ignis Estate. At the very least, he must have been a warrior in Hell, or even from the nobility. 


    The two went at each other. Their weapons clashed. They were fast. Too fast to be humans. But they didn’t look like humans. They clearly looked like demon and angel, but Alex had a feeling even filmed on camera and uploaded onto YouTube, most humans still didn’t see them as such. 


    “What do you see?” he asked cautiously. 


    “They’re humans, obviously, but… this looks like a scene from the Matrix,” Alexi said. “They’re too fast and strong.” 


    The camera stopped shaking. Based on the low angle of the recording, the person filming must have found a safe spot to crouch in. The demon and angel were a blur as they battled. It was like watching a fight scene from a ninja action movie, but one that was being fast-forwarded. 


    Alex wondered if that was what he looked like when he battled. If he did, he looked fucking amazing!


    The video continued to play. The demon got the upper hand and sent the angel flying off his feet and crashing into the car behind. The windows smashed and the car slumped as the doors caved in under his weight. 


    “See that?” Alexi said. “Look what happened to the car. No human should be able to throw a punch that hard. No human should survive a crash impact like that, but he just gets up!” 


    It was true. A human would have died had they crashed into a car like that. But the angel climbed to his feet. His face was a sign of anger and grim determination. He turned and grabbed the car with both hands. He lifted it up off the ground, turned, and threw it at the demon. 


    But the demon simply leapt over the car and came for the angel, her blades pointing straight at it. 


    The video stopped at that point. 


    Alexi slipped the phone in her pocket and turned to look at Alex, her eyes animated. “That was unreal, right?” 


    “Looks like a movie, to be honest,” Alex muttered. 


    “Are you trying to deny this?” Alexi asked. “Seriously, have you been living in a cave somewhere? Because it’s been proven as real. That’s not for debate anymore. What is for debate is if the angels and demons are real. Not everyone can see them. Most can’t actually. Some people think it’s something in the water, a drug of some sort that’s affecting a portion of us, making them see stuff. But that wouldn’t explain the videos. The fights, the throwing of cars, the swords... what do you think it is?” 


    Alex swallowed. His throat was dry. “I think I need some water,” he muttered. 


    “Oh, right,” Alexi shot to her feet and dashed off to the kitchen. 


    “What’s going on?” Jamana asked. “Are the angels and demons at war?” 


    “It seems like it,” Alex mumbled. 


    Alex felt his head reeling. This wasn’t supposed to happen. Satani was supposed to have taken care of it. Instead, in his short time in Hell, things had really gone to shit up here. Alex needed to find Satani. He needed to know what was really going on.


    Alexi returned with two glasses of water. Alex drained his in one swig. Damn. The water tasted good. He hadn’t realised it in Hell, but the water down there had a bitter taste. 


    “This tastes amazing!” Jamana said.  


    Alexi watched her with a raised eyebrow as Jamana gulped the water down quickly, some of it spilling down her cheeks. When she was done, she rested the glass in her lap and smiled widely. 


    “Um… do you want some more water?” Alexi asked. 


    “If you have more, yes please,” Jamana said eagerly. 


    “Sure,” Alexi took the glass and went to the kitchen. 


    As she was returning, she paused and stared down the corridor. Alex heard the front door open. A moment later, Jessica appeared. 


    Alex was happy to see her. And not just because she had the keys to his apartment. Jessica looked great. Her blonde hair was straightened, and she wore a short black skirt and a white blouse. She looked like her old self.


    Jessica though, didn’t seem that pleased. She pointed at Jamana, eyes wide, skin pale. “Demon…” she muttered. 


    


    

  


  
    



     


     


    Chapter 5


     


     


     


     


    There was silence as Jessica’s finger continued to point at Jamana. Her raised hand shook, as did the rest of her body. Her naturally tanned skin began to pale. She stumbled back and came up against the door frame. Jamana remained seated to the spot. Her eyes shifted from Alex to Jessica. 


    “Demon,” Jessica, repeated. “She’s a demon.” she turned to Alexi. “Demon,” she repeated. “Why is there a demon sitting on your couch?” 


    “She’s not a demon,” Alexi said, her voice calm and soothing. “That’s Jamana, Alex’s friend.” 


    Jessica shook her head frantically. “No, it’s a demon. She’s a demon. You can’t see it?” 


    Alexi, who had the glass of water in her hand, placed it on the counter and approached Jessica. She wrapped her arms around the terrified girl and hugged her, whispering gentle words in her ear. 


    It did the trick. Jessica stopped shaking.


    Alexi turned to look at them. “Sorry,” she said to Jamana. “She didn’t mean you were a demon. It’s just that things have been difficult for Jessica ever since…” her sentence trailed. 


    “What happened to him?” Jamana asked, very invested in the short story.


    “He disappeared,” Alexi said.


    Disappeared was a kind word. Alex killed the guy after he raped Jessica in his garage. When he’d marched over there, killing him hadn’t been part of the plan. But one thing led to another and it ended with Alex pinning the guy to a way with his sword buried in the guy’s chest.


    “I’m sorry,” Jessica mumbled. “I.. I just… it’s been hard the past few weeks after…” she stopped and stared down at her feet. “And then,” she looked up at Alex, “you just disappeared, and I didn’t know what happened and…” again, Jessica stopped. Finally, her eyes moved to Jamana. “I see you as this… you have green skin,” she said. “I thought you were one of those demons everyone’s talking about. I’m really sorry. I didn’t mean to offend.” 


    Jessica buried her head in Alexi’s chest. Alexi stroked the girl’s hair as she looked back at Alex. “Things have been tough for her. That’s sort of how we met. I found her sitting on the floor in the corridor, her back against the door, crying…” 


    Alex knew Jessica wasn’t doing so well before he went down to Hell. While he was there, he did think of her, but less than he did the other girls. He was worried about them. Not so much about her. He’d just assumed she would be fine. Being a human, she wasn’t a direct target. And he didn’t think things would get so bad up here on earth in such a short time. 


    But he was wrong. Jessica was struggling. First, her abusive boyfriend disappears. Then, Alex leaves too. Now, she thought she was losing her mind. Alex couldn’t let her think she was gone so far that she was imagining seeing demons. 


    He glanced at Jamana. She gave a nod of the head. 


    “You’re not imagining things,” Alex said softly. 


    Jessica, who had her head buried in Alexi’s chest, lifted her head and stared at him. “What?” 


    “You’re not imagining things,” Alex repeated. “Jamana is actually a demon. She does have green skin. You’re not going crazy.”


    Complete and utter silence followed his sentence. It was as if everyone had stopped breathing, even. Somehow, it seemed to enhance Alex’s vision and simultaneously, it seemed to slow time too.


    He could see the confusion in Alexi’s eyes change to one of horror. Her body turned to look at them in slow motion, and at the same time, she backed away, now standing a foot behind Jessica.


    Jessica, on the other hand, didn’t seem afraid. She stared at Jamana, her features relaxed. She smiled. “I’m not losing my mind,” she whispered. 


    “What do you mean she’s a demon?” Alexi demanded. 


    It wasn’t an easy question to answer. How much was Alex supposed to tell them? Where should he even start from? The beginning? What was the beginning? Was it when God came down to earth? That was when it all began…


    But that wasn’t a story Alex was going to tell.


    For starters, it was far too long. Secondly, he had no idea what either girl’s religious beliefs were. He remembered Natasha, his human guide in Hell, the trauma she suffered when she suddenly remembered who she was, that she was a devout Christian before dying, and how she had ended up in Hell. 


    “Look, she’s not evil, okay?” Alex said, deciding that was a good place to start. 


    “She’s a demon,” Alexi said.


    “What, and you think angels are good?” Alex muttered. “It doesn’t work like that.” 


    “How does it work? Angels and demons are real?” Alexi demanded. “What the hell’s going on? Is it the apocalypse? The end of times? Are we all going to die soon?”


    “No,” Alex said. “Just stop freaking out,” he told her. “There is some stuff going on between angels and demons, but… it's nothing to worry about.” 


    “So it is all real,” Alexi said. “The demons and angels are fighting each other. It’s the end times and… oh my god,” she raised her hands to cover her mouth, her skin suddenly white. “I’m a lesbian. I’m going to Hell, aren’t I?”


    She probably would, Alex thought. But not because she was a lesbian. It was guilt that dragged a soul down to Hell. And right now, Alexi was feeling pretty guilty.


    “Is she going to Hell?” Jessica asked, her face still calm, her voice measured. “Am I going to Hell because… because I found comfort in another woman?”


    Alex shook his head and sighed. He needed to give the girls something so they wouldn’t freak out and start praying for their souls and live in guilt.


    He told them Hell and Heaven existed, but not in the way it was portrayed in the Abrahamic religions. Demons and angels weren’t beings supreme to humans. God didn’t create the universe and Satan wasn’t a fallen angel, or ever a friend of God. The two species came from two different realms. Angels came from Heaven, demons came from Hell. Both species occupied space on earth. They hated each other, but there was a truce that had lasted for many thousands of years.


    That truce was close to breaking. An angel was found dead and the demons blamed for it.


    “How do you know all of this?” Alexi asked. 


    “I’m a Demon Hunter,” Alex said. 


    He regretted it instantly.


    “You hunt demons? Did you capture her?” 


    “No,” Alex shook his head. “I’m actually with the demons… it’s the angels that need to be stopped.” 


    Alexi’s brows furrowed. “So… you’re a Demon Hunter that’s working with demons and hunting angels?” 


    “Not hunting angels,” Alex said. “Although, I’ve gotten into a few scraps with the feathered beasts.” 


    “Why are you called a Demon Hunter?” 


    The name Demon Hunter was very misleading under the circumstances. Alex knew how the name had originated. Satani stole the souls of humans, turned them super strong and super-hot. In truth, they were really just sex toys for the devil woman. But she gave them the title “Demon Hunter” and told them to keep order on earth, to keep demons out of the way of humans and angels. 


    Alex didn’t say any of that. “I need to go and see some people,” he muttered.


    “Who?” Alexi asked.


    “Some of my contacts,” Alex said, deciding against telling his namesake that he was going to see the devil. “I need to figure out what's happened and how to stop the demons and angels fighting. Do you have the keys to our apartment?” Alex asked Jessica.  


    She nodded. 


    They followed her out and into his own apartment. Alexi came too. She stood leaning against the doorframe to the open plan living room, her arms folded across her chest, she watched Jamana with wary eyes as the demon girl sat on the leather sofa, her hands beneath her bottom.


    “Is she going to stay with you?” Alexi asked. 


    “Yes,” Alex replied. “She just came up from Hell. She doesn’t have anywhere to go. She’ll stay with me for a while.” 


    “She came up from Hell?” Alexi asked, her eyes wide. 


    Alex frowned. This girl, while she seemed nice at first, was now beginning to annoy him. He had more important things to do than explain everything to her. 


    “Why are you still here?” he asked.


    Alexi’s frown deepened. “Rude,” she muttered. “I’m going now, but that doesn’t mean I won’t be watching you. You get up to anything funny, and I’ll-”


    She stopped talking and Alex folded his arms across his chest as he stared at her. “Go on, finish the sentence,” he told her. 


    Alexi met his eyes, determined. “I’ll be watching,” she finally muttered, somewhat darkly. “You coming?” she said to Jessica. 


    “Where is she going? This is her apartment.” 


    “Yeah, but after her boyfriend disappeared, and then you vanished too, Jessica’s been staying with me.” 


    “I’ll see you later, Alex,” Jessica said. She took Alexi’s hand and left. 


    With them gone, Alex collapsed beside Jamana onto the sofa. He took a deep breath and let it out. “Fuck,” he cursed. “This wasn’t at all what I was expecting to come back to.”


    Jamana sat quietly, her hands still beneath her bottom. “They’re afraid of me,” she said, finally. “I’ve never had anyone be afraid of me. It’s not a nice feeling.” 


    Alex placed a comforting hand on her lap. “It’s going to be okay,” he told her, though he didn’t believe it himself. If Satani hadn’t been able to bring it under control, there was little chance he could do anything to change that.


    Alex climbed to his feet. “There’s food in the kitchen and the first bedroom is mine, if you’re tired. I’m going to go to the Red House of Satan.” 


    He made it to within three feet of the door when it opened. He expected to see Jessica walk in, as she was the only other person who had a key to the apartment.


    It wasn’t Jessica.


    It was Karen.


    Somehow, the Demon Hunter was able to open his locked front door without needing a key. She was followed in by Melissa. The demon girl’s eyes lit up when she spotted Alex. she rushed into his arms and kissed him passionately on the lips. 


    “You’re back,” she said. “We didn’t know where you’d gone for the first week. I was so worried.” 


    Karen folded her arms across her chest and leaned against the corridor wall. She wore a frown on her pretty face. “Where the hell have you been?” she asked. 


    “Was that a pun?” Alex asked, grinning. “Cuz, you know… I was in Hell.” 


    “Yes,” Karen said, her face still. “You went to Hell. And you didn’t even say goodbye before you left.” 


    Alex didn’t get a chance to say goodbye. Satani had told him he was going to Hell, and then literally pushed him down a fiery hole of darkness.  


    “What happened here?” Alex asked. 


    “Things went to shit,” Karen replied. 


    She walked past him, down the corridor and into the open plan kitchen and living room. She headed for the kitchen and opened the fridge. It was well stocked with ciders. She took one out, popped the lid and taking a swig, she turned. 


    It was then did she spot Jamana sitting on the sofa, her back straight, her hands now in her lap, she wore a polite smile, like a mix between a nervous child at her first day in school and at the same time, someone attending their first interview. 


    “Who are you?” Karen asked. 


    “Jamana,” the demon replied. “My name is uh… it’s Jamana.”  


    Karen turned to look at Alex. “She’s fresh out of Hell, isn’t she?”


    Alex nodded. “How can you tell?” 


    “She’s staring at me like I own her,” Karen replied. She took another swig of her cider. “You want one?” she asked Jamana. 


    Jamana looked at Alex, a little nervous. Karen pulled out another cider bottle from the fridge, passed it to Jamana and collapsed onto the single seater leather sofa. 


    Alex leaned against the counter. “Want to catch me up on what’s happened in the past week?” 


    Karen frowned. “Past week?” she asked. “How long do you think you’ve been gone for?” 


    Alex shrugged. It was hard to tell how long a day was in Hell, but he couldn’t have been there for more than a week, two tops. He said as much. 


    “You’ve been gone for two months now,” Melissa said quietly. 


    “What?”


    “Two months and three days,” Karen said dryly.


    A lot had happened in those two months. Karen filled him in. 


    Satani had brought in the Arkave, a group of demons famed for being exceptional hunters, and even more exceptional torturers. Suspected demons were captured, tortured, and then interrogated. No demon was exempt. Not even the better off demons living in country mansions.


    But despite their best torturous efforts, the Arkave bore no results. 


    All the while, more and more and more angels died.


    Michael returned to Ignis Estate with an even larger angel force. But this time, the demons were expecting it. They fled under the cover of darkness. Michael came to find a ghost town.


    There were noticeably more angels on earth now. They hung around in packs, hunting demons. 


    It wasn’t long before the demons, especially those from the warrior or noble race, started to right back. There was a video on YouTube where three demons cornered an angel and cut off her wings. They let her live but tattooed Satan’s face onto her forehead. 


    The already fragile truce was given a deadline. Michael demanded Satani capture the demons and hand them over by the end of next week. If she was unable to, that it be it. There would be full out war between the demons and angels.


    Satani ordered all demons to return to Ignis Estate, to stop the demons attacking angels in the streets of London. They were to stay in Ignis Estate, which would be kept locked down by the Arkave. Any demon found outside of the estate would be returned to Hell. 


    But the demons weren’t returning. They didn’t want to be trapped in Ignis Estate when the war started. Now, demons were fighting the Arkave as well as fighting the angels.


    It was a cluster fuck of a mess. 


    When Karen finished talking, Alex remained silent, absorbing it all. It took him some time. He took a deep breath and sighed. When he thought about it, it wasn’t that surprising that Satani had lost control.


    Satani might be the devil who stole humans’ souls and ruled over Hell, but she was indecisive. She’d stood by as Jamie freed her brother Satan because she couldn’t decide whose side to be on, her brother that she imprisoned in a hole in the ground for thousands of years, or God, who she made the truce with.


    It was that same indecisiveness that had led to this situation now. Alex wanted to preserve the peace too, but there were lines. Asking the demons to return to Ignis Estate wasn’t the right thing to do. The demons had been attacked by angels in their own home. They’d been lined up and summarily executed while no one came to their aid. Asking them to go back there was a fucking stupid thing to do. 


    “I’m going to go see Satani,” Alex muttered. 


     


     


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 6


     


     


     


     


    Melissa volunteered to stay back with Jamana in the apartment and help her settle in. It wasn’t safe for demons to be outside anymore. Karen had kept her safe, but Melissa didn’t enjoy being out in the open, or being a burden on the Demon Hunter. It was a good idea for the simple reason that the Red House of Satan was no place for a demon like her.


    Alex jumped into Karen’s Porsche and they set off for the Red House of Satan. Driving around the streets of London, it was a nice change from the bland redness of Hell, from the smoky heat, the enormous black horses with two heads and more. It was also nice to see humans wearing clothes and walking around free. 


    Alex wondered how long that would be for. How long would the humans remain free if war broke out between demons and angels. And the war, who would win? Was Satan right? Was God weakening? Would that give the demons the advantage? Could they defeat the angels? 


    And if they could, what would that mean for the humans? With no side to keep the balance… either side winning was bad for humans, Alex realised. 


    As they turned a corner around one of London’s more upmarket streets, Alex spotted scorch marks on the white stone of a boutique shop. The wide floor to ceiling windows were smashed. The pavement was caved in. Police cordons sealed off the area and cones were placed on the road as a two-way traffic system was set up. 


    The Porsche came to a halt as the light changed to red. Alex drew the window down and stared at the scorch marks. They were familiar to him. He’d seen them before in Ignis Estate. 


    “Angels did that,” he said. 


    “A fight with demons,” Karen said, without even looking. “There are quite a few spots like that around London. Almost a new one every day. The city’s on edge. The human authorities don’t know what’s going on. Some of them can see the demons and angels. But the number is small and the government isn’t looking into it. They don’t believe in angels or demons. The humans are scared. They don’t know what it is. If it’s demons and angels fighting, if it’s terrorist attacks, they don’t care. They just want to be safe.” 


    The red light changed to green. Karen put her foot down and the Porsche rolled down the street, feeling like skates on ice. 


    As they continued on their way to the Red House of Satan, Alex noticed the change. It was autumn now, but the sun was still shining in the sky. A beautiful day like this in London, and you could feel it in the atmosphere. The streets should have been bustling with people enjoying the time out, shopping, eating. They should have been dressed in their summer clothes. 


    But that wasn’t what he saw. 


    There were people on the streets. Many people. It was still London, one of the largest cities in the world. 


    But there was no merriment in the people. They moved in a determination fitting of someone on a mission. And it probably was that too. They moved quickly, and most were in small groups, as if hoping for protection in numbers. 


    There were no humans spilling out of the cafes or the pubs. They weren’t dressed for the perfect weather. There were no summery dresses, no short skirts and women with high heels. There was one word to describe the clothes worn. 


    Functional. 


    Most wore jeans and trainers. Not ideal for running a marathon, but good enough to make a quick getaway when shit went down. 


    They were half an hour away from the Red House of Satan when Alex spotted his first angel. Actually, there were four of them. Their wings drawn in, they sat on chairs outside a cafe. There were drinks on the table, and the two male angels wore vests and shorts, one female angel wore a blouse with a plunging neckline and a short black skirt, the other wore a flowery dress that came down to her knees. 


    Alex gritted his teeth in anger. The angels that were causing the humans all the strife were chilling out and enjoying the summer like they were humans. 


    As they drove closer to the Red House of Satan, they passed more and more angels. 


    It couldn’t be a coincidence… 


    “Why are there so many angels around the Red House of Satan?” Alex asked. 


    Karen shrugged. “Maybe they’re keeping an eye out for Satani in case-” she stopped. “When the war starts, I guess they want to be close to her and take her out.” 


    It made sense; Alex supposed. It was an implicit threat. 


    “Why isn’t Satani doing anything? Why is she letting them surround her like this?” 


    “You think she’s afraid of a bunch of glorified pigeons?” Karen scoffed. “Satani is the devil. If they come for her, they’re going to be in for a nasty surprise.” 


    Alex didn’t doubt that. He knew demons with immense power. Satani was the devil and her brother Satan was near immortal.


    They made it to the Red House of Satan without incident. Karen parked her car by the side of the alleyway and Alex jumped out to stare up at the Red House of Satan.


    Made of a red stone seen more commonly in Asia, it rose a hundred floors into the sky, the top disappeared into dark clouds that swirled around it. Large black stone steps stretched across the front. They led up to an iconic column made of white stone that reflected spectacularly off the black steps. On the pediment, set against the white stone was the face of a woman. Her hair was red, her eyes were yellow and two small black horns protruded from the tanned skin on her forehead.


    Satani.


    “Ready to meet the devil?” Karen asked, as she stood beside him. 


    Alex was only here to talk with the female devil, the younger sister of Satan. But his hand reached back and felt the solid handle of his longsword strapped to his back. He was getting better with his sword. Much better. And though he was allied to Satani, in her servitude even, he found comfort in knowing that, were it to come to a fight, he would give her Hell.


    “Let’s go,” he said. 


     


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 7


     


     


     


     


    They stood on the first-floor lobby of the Red House of Satan. There were six elevators on each side. At the end was another single elevator. But unlike the others with their black doors, this one was made of pure gold.


    That was the only elevator that led up to the hundredth floor of the Red House of Satan. That was Satani’s residence. Problem was, normal Demon Hunters couldn’t use that elevator. Though it had a button, it wasn’t one that could be used by Demon Hunters. 


    At least not any ordinary Demon Hunter. 


    The last time, it had worked for Alex, thanks to Lucifer. He wasn’t sure how much the voice in his head was responsible for making it happen, but it had worked. 


    Alex pressed the round button on the golden door frame of the elevator. The doors instantly and silently slid open.    


    “Still got it,” Lucifer said. 


    His voice sounded sleepy, dreamy even. Alex was hearing from the voice in his head less and less as time passed. “Where have you been?” he asked, as they stepped into the elevator.  


    There was silence in his head. Which should have been the normal thing. But Alex was a little concerned. It wasn’t like Lucifer to say a single sentence and then go back to bed, or whatever place it was that Lucifer went to when he slept. 


    “You olrite?” Alex asked. 


    “Yeah,” came the slow response. “I feel tired… but in a good way. Like, imagine a woodcutter whose been chopping away all day with his axe. He comes home and has an enormous meal, and then sits on a comfy armchair by the fire. He’s tired, but he’s had a good workout and eaten really well. It's a good tired. Like, drifting away…” 


    The elevator began to move up. It happened in silence. There were no sounds of any mechanical machinery in the works, or that feeling of elevation, where part of you was left behind as the rest rose up. 


    The elevator reached the hundredth floor at a speed that was faster than any elevator Alex had ever used in Canary Wharf and One Canada Square, formerly London’s tallest building. The doors parted and Karen and Alex stepped out into the lobby of the hundredth floor. 


    “Were you a woodcutter in a past life?” Alex asked. 


    There was no response. 


    Alex knew Lucifer was spending more and more time resting. Lucifer had said in the past that he felt more connected to Alex’s body, that they were merging better than any he’d ever met with before. 


    What with Lucifer being asleep a lot more, Alex wondered what the end game was here. Would Lucifer merge so well with his body that they would become one to the point where, there would no longer be a voice in his head? 


    And what would that mean? If Lucifer had no voice, would he communicate with Alex in another form? Would he be able to control Alex’s body?


    That was a terrifying thought.


    But it was a terrifying thought for another time. 


    They were here on the hundredth-floor lobby. The walls were of red sandstone with dotted with silver scones holding black torches flaming dark red flames. At the end of the lobby was another desk of dark wood behind which sat another demon woman. This one had green skin. Beside her was a red glass door.


    “That’s not Ravine,” Alex muttered.


    “Whose Ravine? The demon receptionist you got into a fight with?”


    “Yes. She’s usually here,” Alex said.


    “There isn’t a fixed demon receptionist for the hundredth-floor. They switch them around. If you got into a fight with Ravine, aren’t you glad she isn’t here? You don’t sound like you are.”


    It was true that Alex got into a fight with Ravine, and it had been a pretty violent one too. Ravine was not a nice demon. During their fight, Ravine intended to not only hurt Alex, but to humiliate him too.


    She lost the fight.


    As punishment, Alex stripped her bare and gave her naked bottom a spanking. Their relationship changed after that. For the better. Not seeing her here now, Alex missed her.


    The demon that sat behind the dark mahogany wood desk might be difficult. Demon Hunters weren’t allowed up to the hundredth floor unless they were called for. And neither Alex nor Karen had been summoned.


    Alex didn’t want to get into a fight with the receptionist. The way things were in the world, he needed the naturally violent race to stay focused on who their real enemies were. The angels.


    He needn’t have worried.


    “Alex,” the demon said his name as they approached. “You’re early.” 


    “He’s early?” Karen muttered. “He’s been gone for two months.” 


    The green skinned demon glanced at Karen, an eyebrow raised. Her smile faded as her features hardened. The expression was more familiar to the one Ravine gave them initially. A look of annoyance mixed with condescension. 


    The demon turned back to Alex. “Satani wasn’t expecting you for another four months,” she said. 


    “Things went surprisingly well in Hell,” Alex said, before adding, “considering, you know… that it’s Hell.” 


    “I do know,” the demon nodded. “I’m sure Satani will be pleased to see you,” she said.


    The red glass door slid open. 


    Karen glanced at the door and what lay beyond, then turned back to the demon. “You’re just going to let us through? You’re not going to demean us, threaten us or anything like that?” 


    The demon frowned. “He can go through, because Satani wants to see him on his return. You, on the other hand, you’re just a Demon Hunter and you’re not invited. You can wait here with me.” 


    Alex grabbed Karen by the hand and pulled her close. “She goes where I go.” 


    “Doesn’t work like that,” the demon said as she kicked back her chair and shot to her feet. She was tall and had powerful shoulders. Her physique was like Ravine’s. Tall and toned but sexy, she did not look like one to mess with. 


    But Alex had messed with much worse recently. “You might want to sit down,” he told her, “Because I'm not sexist at all. If you threaten me or my friend, I will-”


    Alex didn’t get to finish his threat, which was good, because he couldn’t think of a cool threat to utter that didn’t come across cheesy. 


    “It’s fine,” Karen interrupted him. “I think I’ll stay back.” 


    “Are you sure?” Alex asked, his eyes still on the demon receptionist. “You really don’t have to listen to receptionist. I never have, and I’m doing fine.” 


    Karen smiled, showing off her beautiful white teeth. “It’s okay,” she told him as she leaned in for a kiss. “I’ll be fine out here. This one,” she nodded at the demon,” is a lot less scary than she thinks she is, and a damn lot less scary than Satani, and Scarlett too, if she’s in there.” 


    “I thought you weren’t afraid of Satani?” Alex asked. “I thought you loved her to bits and what not.” 


    “You can do both,” Karen said darkly. 


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 8

    

     


     


     


    Somewhat reluctantly, Alex left Karen behind with the demon receptionist. Though she was a tough girl, Alex was a little concerned about what the demon receptionist might do to her. Ravine hadn’t liked Demon Hunters much, and this receptionist seemed the same. 


    And being a demon, it was possible the receptionist would have a violent side that reared up occasionally. Most of the demons seemed to have violent tendencies. By most, he meant pretty every demon he’d met aside from Jamana and Melissa.


    But Karen didn’t seem concerned. When he glanced back as the red doors were closing behind him, he spotted Karen hoisting herself onto the desk of dark wood. She leaned towards the demon receptionist, a smile on her face. 


    Alex recognised that smile. It was infectious, and sexy at the same time. As Karen leaned forward, so did her chest. She wore a white blouse with a plunging neckline. Those prefect breasts of hers pressed against the blouse, the shapes of her nipples now visible against the satin.


    The demon receptionist, who had previously stared at Karen with annoyance, now had a look of wariness about her eyes. 


    As the doors closed, Alex turned to face what lay before him. 


    The floor was of dark wood, parquet octograms every ten feet apart, the walls were red but unlike the others, the cornice moulding contained the same octograms. Five inches wide, they touched one another, the tips linked to create an endless chain. The torch holders rested on golden scones, the red flames causing them to sparkle. 


    There were double doors of dark wood on either side. At the and was a staircase that disappeared into darkness. 


    To the left were dark leather settees arranged around a rectangular coffee table. Sitting on one of the settee’s was a demon Alex didn’t care for much.


    “You’re back,” Scarlett said, her black eyes stared at him as if she wanted to eat him. Literally. Like a starved lion staring at a piece of meat. “I was hoping you would die down there,” she added, the disappointment too obvious in her voice for it to be faked. 


    Scarlett was wearing a short leather black skirt and a black bra. Most of her red skin was bare. Alex stared at it for signs of abuse. Before he left for Hell, Satani had seemed pretty pissed at Scarlett for going behind her back, and knowing the temper the devil had, it was entirely possible she was going to take it out on Scarlett. 


    But Scarlett’s skin was smooth and free of all blemishes.


    Alex sighed. “I was hoping Satani was going to whip the fuck out of you for being a fucking traitor,” he responded. 


    The demon climbed to her feet and stepped towards him. At six and a half feet in height, she was as tall as Alex. She also had presence about her. There was a power radiating from her. A heat that touched Alex, as if he were standing too close to a furnace. 


    “Call me traitor one more time,” she hissed. 


    Alex sighed again. “Seriously, this is getting old,” he told her. “Every time you see me, you make some stupid threat. But we both know you’re not going to do shit, because, a, Satani will fuck you up if you do, and b, you probably couldn’t even if you tried.” 


    Scarlett stared at him, her eyes studying him, she took in his whole body, from toes to head. “You would make a worthy opponent,” she said. 


    Alex blinked. “Was that… did you just respect me?” 


    “I have no equal to duel,” Scarlett said. “Satani and Satan are stronger than me, but every other demon is so far behind, it isn’t fun.” 


    “What about Zamara?” 


    Scarlett raised an eyebrow. “You know of Zamara?” 


    “She was there in Satan’s prison, beside Merculis Azarath,” Alex said. 


    Scarlett’s eyes widened. It was the first time he’d seen her surprised. Prior to that, she only had two faces. Resting bitch face, and really angry fucking demon face. “You duelled Zamara? You beat her… how?” 


    “My awesome sword skills,” Alex said.


    It wasn’t true. Zamara had him in his knees. Alex only survived thanks to some of the new powers Lucifer had begun to show. The ground beneath Zamara’s feet erupted and a large pillar of rock drove her up to the ceiling before squashing her like a bug.


    Scarlett had no reason to doubt his word. And she didn’t. She stared at him with renewed respect and a wariness in her eyes. 


    “I suppose you’re here to see Satani?” Scarlett said finally. 


    Alex nodded. 


    Scarlett turned towards the black staircase. Alex’s eyes fell on the short skirt that barley covered her ass cheeks. The demon had long legs, and right now, she walked like a Victoria’s Secret model. An angry one. 


    Alex followed after her, and as they set foot on the first step and entered the darkness, as the cold washed over him, Alex asked Scarlett, “You’re always here when I come to see Satani. Don’t you have anything to do?” he paused, as if thinking something over. “What do you do anyway? Other than prance around like an angry lingerie model?” 


    In the darkness, Alex couldn’t see Scarlett. But he could feel her presence. That power that radiated from her, it gave him a welcome warmth amongst the cold that surrounded them in the staircase. That heat grew in strength, a sure sign that Scarlett was seething at his comment. 


    Alex grinned. When he first met Scarlett and she told him she had come to take him to see the devil, naturally, he’d been terrified. Since that moment on, they’d never liked each other, to the point where, once they had fought with the intention of killing each other. 


    But, this, for the first time, was Alex actually enjoying her presence. Teasing her provided him with some welcome comfort in an increasingly unwelcoming world. 


    The staircase came to an end and as they stepped into the light, Alex looked at Scarlett’s face. Her traditionally red skin was much darker. Her lips pursed, her eyes bulged. She was furious.


    Alex grinned. 


    Scarlett was way too easy to wind up.


    He had plenty experience of annoying the demon.


    The last time he did it, Scarlett changed physically. Her clothes tore off as she grew in size and attacked him. He wondered if she would do the same. 


    “Sit,” Scarlett growled as she pointed at the settee with its back to the staircase railing. “I’ll see if Satani can see you.” 


    Alex collapsed on the settee and his arms rested along the backrest. “Can see me?” Alex asked. 


    Scarlett turned. Her teeth gritted in anger. “Despite your assumed importance, you’re still just a soulless human, Alex. When you’re in presence of the fucking devil, don’t forget that. Or it might be the last thing you forget.” 


    Scarlett turned and walked through one of the doors to his left. 


    She was wrong. If Satani managed to kill him, it wouldn’t be the end of him. Alex was an anomaly amongst the Demon Hunters. Despite Satani having torn out his soul, it turned out he had another.


    Alex wouldn’t have believed it had he not see his second soul. Alex died at the hands of Satan, Satani’s older brother and the more famous of the devils. It had been a brief death, but one long enough for him to know he still had a soul.


    The door that Scarlett had walked through opened once more and Satani marched out, followed closely by Scarlett. 


     


    “You’re back,” the devil said. She stood before him, her hands on her hips. “Did you stop the revolt already?” 


    Alex climbed to his feet. “Wasn’t that hard,” he said. 


    “You didn’t kill Satan, did you?” 


    “He couldn’t kill Satan,” Scarlett scoffed. 


    Alex glared at her, but she might have been right. It was possible Satan was immortal, hence Satani keeping him in a prison for thousands of years, rather than just killing him off.


    “Did you, Alex?” Satani asked, her voice tense. “My brother is still alive, isn’t he?” 


    Alex nodded. “He’s still in his prison. And if he wasn’t, to be fair to Scarlett, I wouldn’t even know where to start. The last time I drove my sword into his chest, it did absolutely nothing. Why are you asking?”


    Satani didn’t respond immediately. She stood on the spot, but not still. Her hips swayed ever so slightly, and she bit into her bottom lip. 


    Alex stared at her in surprise. She was nervous, or at least, she wasn’t her usual confident self. “What are you thinking?” 


    Satani stopped swaying on the spot. She stared at him, anger in her eyes. “Don’t take that tone with me,” she warned. “I’ll rip your fucking head off,” she growled. 


    Alex frowned. He hadn’t taken a tone with her, unless that tone had been one of caution? This wasn’t at all the Satani he remembered. That Satani was always calm. She never made such blatant threats. She didn’t need to. Her more presence exuded that fear.


    This was a very different Satani. Dangerous, but not in a good way. 


    Alex sat back down on the sofa, hoping the devil would take it as a sign of de-escalation, even though there had been no escalation from him. “Satan’s fine,” he said the words slowly, without following it up with an enquiry on what she had planned for her brother. He hoped she would tell him. 


    “He’s still in his prison, unharmed?” she asked and when Alex nodded, she continued with, “Good. We might need him soon.” 


    Alex’s eyes narrowed. “Need Satan?” he asked. “You’re fucking kidding me, right?” he growled, all thoughts of de-escalation quickly thrown out the window in his brain. “I just risked my life in fucking Hell to stop him from escaping, and before that, I actually risked my life on earth to keep the fucker from escaping. Now you want to free him?” 


    Alex said the words with his voice rising. He expected Satani to respond harshly with some threat, or maybe even actual violence. But she did neither. She came and sat on the settee opposite him. 


    “We’re close to war with the angels, Alex, and I don’t know how to stop it. If war does break out, we’ll need Satan on our side if we’re to stand a chance.” 


    “We’re not freeing Satan,” Alex said. “He’s an evil bastard.” 


    Satani laughed in response. “And what do you think I am, Alex?” she asked as her eyes sparkled. “You think I’m any different because you fancy me?” 


    In that moment, Alex wasn’t at all interested in Satani. She couldn’t free her older brother. Satan was pure evil. Alex felt it every time he stood beside the guy. And the threats Satan made, the things he said he would do once he was free, not if, but once he was free, Alex didn’t doubt him. 


    “You think I want to free my older brother?” Satani asked, her face now suddenly serious once more. “I locked him up. I kept him trapped in a small hole for thousands of years. If I release him, what do you think he will do to me?” 


    “Probably put you in a smaller hole for longer?” Alex muttered. 


    “If he doesn’t kill me, he will probably do that,” Satani said in agreement. 


    “Things can’t be that bad,” Alex said. 


    “I have one week left,” Satani said, “One week to find the demons that cut off the angel’s wings. If I don’t hand them over to Michael within a week, the truce is over. Every angel will attack every demon they see. After they’ve cleared the earth of demons, they’ll start on the humans. They’ll terrorise the humans so much, they will make them live in so much misery, they won’t have time to sin or to feel guilt. Every soul will rise up to the Heavens.” 


    Alex had been to Hell. It wasn’t supposed to the final resting place for the human souls wrecked with guilt. The demons were nothing more than creatures that over time, took control of the place. They blocked the portals through which the humans were supposed to continue onwards on their journey to what might have been redemption. 


    Now wasn’t the time to have that conversation. Alex bit his tongue and instead asked, “Are you close to finding the demons?” 


    “Yes,” Satani said. “I’m very close to finding them. In fact, they’re actually being brought up right now by my Arkave demons. That’s why I’m considering freeing my fucking brother,” she snapped. 


    Again, this was new from Satani. Sarcasm. Snapping. This wasn’t her. She was rattled. 


    “If I find the demons, will that stop the angels?” Alex asked. 


    “The truce may continue for a little longer, but if angels continue to die, then we can say goodbye to that.” 


    “What’s the plan?” Alex asked. 


    Satani shrugged. “The plan was to find the angel killer and put a quick end to this. Now, with the angels harassing demons the way they are, we might have more than a few demons wanting to kill angels.” 


    “You have a contingency plan, right?” Alex asked. 


    Satani nodded. “My older brother is the contingency plan,” she said, smiling sweetly. “If the angels are so desperate for a war, we’ll give them one. Every demon united, we’ll fight to the end. And it will be our end, there is no doubt about that,” she said somewhat grimly. “But it will be a glorious end, a costly end for the angels.” 


    Alex didn’t think it would be glorious at all. On the contrary, he feared it would be bloody for the humans. He supposed in Satani’s books, the immense amount of life lost was glorious. 


    Satani twirled her fingers in the air. Little golden sparks surrounded the tips of her fingers. In her empty hand, there was suddenly paper. It was the closest thing Alex had seen to magic, and it reminded him again that he didn’t fully know what Satani or even Satan’s powers were. He needed to remain wary of them, and of the archangels too. 


    Satani slid the paper across the coffee table and towards Alex. It was a picture of a demon with black spikey hair, red skin, black eyes and two horns on his head, one broken in half. The face looked familiar.


    Alex knew where he had seen him before. 


    It was one of the demons that had attacked the angel and cut off her wings. 


    “You somehow seem to continually surprise me, Alex,” Satani said. “My demons haven’t had any luck in finding the angel killers, or this demon. Maybe you will,” she said. “Maybe you’ll buy us a few more weeks before the inevitable war with angels.” 


     


    


    

  


  
    



     


    Chapter 9


     


          


     


     


    Alex took the picture and left Satani’s quarters. Once outside, in the lobby, he found Karen still seated on the wooden desk. The demon had pushed her chair against the wall, keeping as much distance between her and Karen as possible. She wore a wary look on her face, but one mixed with tiredness, as if somehow, Karen was managing to wear the demon down with… with whatever it was she was doing. 


    “Hey,” Alex waved at her. “Shall we go?” 


    Karen gave a wave at the demon, smiling flirtatiously, she blew a kiss. “I’ll see you later, Clarissa.” 


    The demon swallowed uncomfortably. “Bye,” she said. 


    Karen slid off the desk and followed Alex to the elevator. Once they were inside, Alex asked her what she did to the demon. 


    “Just pretended to enjoy her threats and turned them all sexual,” Karen said dryly. “You’re going to hit me?” she asked, her voice suddenly became flirtatious. “Ohh, have I been naughty? Do you want to spank me?” Karen bent her knees and leaned forward, accentuating her curvy ass. 


    Alex did want to spank it. So, he did. 


    “Hey,” Karen frowned.


    “Sorry,” Alex said, grinning sheepishly.


    “No, you’re not,” Karen told him. She straightened up and rubbed the spot he had slapped. “That hurt.” 


    “I didn’t hit you that hard,” Alex said. 


    “No, you didn’t,” Karen said sourly. “But the first time I presented my ass to Clarissa when she threatened me, the demon bitch didn’t hold back in spanking it. It’s a bit sore.” 


    “It is?” Alex asked, as he moved closer to her. His fingers dug into the waistband around her jeans and he pulled them down to look at her ass. 


    Her usually white skin was red. Alex rubbed it gently before he pulled down her jeans until they came to rest on her ankles. She was wearing a red lacy panty. Alex was about to pull those down too, in the name of getting better access to Karen’s curvy ass when the elevator reached the ground floor. 


    Karen had arched her back, her legs slightly parted and Alex stood with both hands on her curvy ass when the golden doors parted. 


    The lobby wasn’t empty. 


    A Demon Hunter with long red hair and dressed in a black skirt and red blouse stood in front of one of the elevator doors. She turned to look their way. She spotted them immediately, but it took a moment for to realise what was going on. 


    Karen pulled up her jeans and as they passed, the Demon Hunter smiled at them. “Doing it in the golden elevator, nice,” the girl said. 


     


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 10


     


     


     


     


    As they drove back towards Alex’s apartment, he updated Karen on what he’d learned. She was right in that the archangel Michael had given Satani just over a week to find the demons that had attacked the angel and cut off her wings. If she failed to hand them over, there would be war.


    Satani wasn’t her usual calm and collective self. She was no closer to finding the demon or demons that killed the first angel, the ones that started all of this, to the point where it seemed she was giving up. She was even considering freeing Satan so that they could battle the angels to a glorious and deadly end. 


    It seemed like, despite all his efforts, Satan might still be freed to wreak havoc on earth.


    “We can’t let Satan out,” Alex said. He held the paper with the demon’s picture on it. “We’ve got a week to find this guy,” he told her.


    “How are we supposed to do that if Satani couldn’t do it herself?” Karen asked. 


    Alex shrugged. It felt like an impossible task. “Maybe Melissa might be able to help,” he thought. 


    “She’s been helpful in the past,” Karen agreed. 


    Melissa had a talent that was useful in certain circles, in certain trades. She could change her body, could make it grow in size, both length and width. It wasn’t like the stretchy one from the fantastic four. It wasn’t like Mystique from X-Men either. It was more limited then that. Melissa had the ability to make her breasts larger, her ass curvier, her legs longer… 


    Alex never asked Melissa how she made it out of Hell, but he had a pretty good idea. And when she lured Marvin for them, she mentioned how he’d wanted her for a long time, how she found him in a club. Melissa moved in rough circles and asking her to do this could put her at risk, but Alex couldn’t think of a better idea.  


    They drove the rest of the way to his apartment in silence. The weather outside had changed to suit his mood. The bright skies of earlier had given way to dark clouds. The crowds were already dressed in a manner of making a quick getaway, and the sudden downpour only hastened their exit. 


    Alex watched as the crowds thinned, some stepping into shops and restaurants, others quickening their pace as they rushed towards the tube stations, or hailed taxis. More and more humans were becoming aware of the existence of demons and angels. It wasn’t enough yet to cause mass hysteria, but they were on the verge. 


    Alex wondered how that would play out, if humans did become aware of demons and angels. If a war did break out between the two species, were the humans who would be stuck in the middle so hopeless? They’d come a long way since God and Satan first made their appearance on earth. Humans were no longer the meek animals of a thousand years ago. Wouldn’t they fight back, and give a good account of themselves? 


    It was hard to tell.


    Angels and demons both fought with swords or rods of light, but both were powerful in their own ways. Would bullets made of ordinary metal have much effect on demons and angels?


    Alex hoped it would not come to that. 


    His only hope now was Melissa. Without her, they wouldn’t have the foggiest clue of where to start. 

     


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 11

     


     


     


     


    Once back at his apartment, before doing anything else, Alex decided he needed a shower. It was still his first day back from Hell, and on the way, going through the tunnel, then landing in a park, getting into a fight with an angel, it had been a bit non-stop. Alex needed a shower. 


    He was going to ask Jamana if she wanted to join him, but the demon was fast asleep in his bed. 


    After showering, Alex headed to the kitchen, his hunger having kicked in. There was nothing there to eat, but Karen had ordered pizza. With that on his mind, Alex sat down in his living room and pulled out the paper with the demon’s picture. 


    “That’s the demon that chopped off the angel’s wings,” Melissa whispered. 


    There was a video of the guy circulating around YouTube. Alex wondered what humans saw, what with their inability to see the angel or demons, in a video like this, where an angel’s wings were being cut off, would they see a guy slashing at thin air and a girl screaming in pain? 


    Alex gave Melissa a quick update on they were, that the archangel had given a date to Satani. If she didn’t find the demons that did this by the end of next week, the truce was over. After thousands of years, it would be war resumed between the angels and demons. 


    There was silence in the room as they all thought of what that meant. None of them had been around when the demons and angels fought each other. But there were signs that allowed them to imagine. It was already happening, but to a much smaller extent. 


    Fights breaking out between angels and demons on the streets, buildings being smashed and torched, cars thrown about like they were those round metal bins. The humans caught in between were small in number for now, but that would change dramatically if war broke out. 


    Hordes of demons and angels would fill the earth, coming from above and below, they would cause destruction on another level. And if the humans realised what was going on, as more and more seemed to be, if they started to fight back, then that would make things worse, wouldn’t it? The demons and angels were ignoring the humans for now, but if the humans fought back, would that change? Would they unite to return the humans to the dark ages before resuming their grudge match? 


    Alex needed to find the demon and find him quickly. It would only be a temporary fix, a temporary halt to the demons and angels fighting, but it was all he could do for now. Alex sighed deeply. It felt like all he did was temporarily halt what seemed inevitable. 


    If Lucifer wasn’t asleep, Alex knew he would chip in with a comment about letting the demons and angels fight to the death. 


    “I don’t want to put you in any risk,” Alex said to Melissa. “But if you can help in anyway, it would be great. We don’t know where else to begin, and if we don’t find the demon by the end of next week, then its war. I know it’s dangerous out there for demons right now, but-”


    “I’ll help,” Melissa said quickly. 


    “Are you sure?” Alex asked.


    He already began to regret asking Melissa. It didn’t seem fair. She’d been through enough in life. Just in the short time he’d known her, he’d saved her from being publicly abused twice. She worked full-time as a security guard, and he learnt recently that she worked in bars frequented by demons. It didn’t take a rocket scientist to figure out she wasn’t serving drinks behind the counter. Jobs like that could be rough even for humans, but for a demon, it was a whole other board game. He doubted demons had workers’ rights, or even a bloody HR department to complain to. And demons, without wanting to generalise, were a Hell lot more violent than humans… 


    “It’s the least I can do, and I can think of a few places to ask around,” Melissa said softly, as she stared at him. “Besides, war will be bad for all of us, but it will be worse for us poorer, less desirable demons.”  


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 12


     


     


     


     


    Alex felt restless as he sat in his apartment, waiting for Melissa to come back with news. He wasn’t used to doing nothing. He wanted to be out there, getting stuck in, not sitting on a sofa whilst others did the hard and dangerous work.


    And it was dangerous work for Melissa.


    It wasn’t a great time to be a demon of low standing right now. Not only were they constantly harassed by richer, more powerful demons, and Demon Hunters, but now they were also being hunted by angels. 


    Demons like Melissa that lived in Ignis Estate didn’t have many options when it came to hide. It was either Ignis Estate or… Alex didn’t know where else they could go. But they clearly had left. According to Karen, Ignis Estate was now a ghost town. 


    If Alex couldn’t get out there and solve problems with his sword, it didn’t mean he had to sit at home, plonked onto the sofa like a fucking middle-aged EastEnders character. Jamana had just come up from Hell. Sure, the girl was happy to sit on said sofa, eyes glued to the television, fascinated by every piece of crap that was showing. Even the commercials seemed to amuse her. 


    Alex on the other hand, was not amused. There was so much to show a girl from Hell. He didn’t even have the most impressive of televisions. It was a forty-inch flat screen, which might have been something to brag about ten years ago. Worse, the screen had a line of pixels missing right in the centre. It was distracting as fuck to watch something on. 


    “Fuck it,” Alex growled. “I’m taking her out.” 


    Karen, who was staring at her phone, continued to stare at her phone for a few seconds before she turned to look at him. “It’s too dangerous,” she said the words as if they’d had this conversation a thousand times. “You’ve seen how many angels there are out there. If she’s seen, there will be trouble.” 


    “I’ll deal with the trouble,” Alex said, as he climbed to his feet. He wasn’t going to stay cooped up indoors because of a bunch of glorified pigeons. “You coming?” he asked Karen. 


    Her eyes turned back to her phone. After tapping the screen a bit, she slid the phone in her pocket. “Fine, let’s go,” she climbed to her feet. “I’m getting tired of swiping left.” 


    Alex raised an eyebrow. “Swiping left?” he asked. “Tinder?” 


    Karen came up to him and smiled sweetly. She rested her arms on his shoulders. “Is that okay with you, hun?”


    Alex frowned. She was teasing him; he knew that much. But he wasn’t sure if she was pretending to be on Tinder, or pretending to ask for his permission. 


    “What’s the matter?” Karen asked. “Cat caught your tongue?” 


    “No,” Alex said gruffly. “You can date whoever you want…” 


    “Good,” Karen said. “Because I’m on the lookout for a few hotties with long legs, curvy asses and-” she paused to think. “I actually like breasts of all sizes.” 


    Alex hadn’t realised it, but apparently he’d been holding his breath and feeling a little tense. He let out a breath and felt his shoulders relax as he realised she was talking about another girl. Or, other girls. Karen reached down his pants and gently wrapped her fingers around his cock. 


    “Yes, I’m looking for other women to play with. They’re more gentle and I have enough cock for now.” She kissed him on the lips, pulled her hand out and turned to face Jamana. 


    The demon climbed to her feet, nervous under Karen’s inquisitive stare.


    “We can’t take her out like that,” Karen said. 


    Jamana looked down at her clothes. She was wearing leather pants, the ones she’d brought from Hell, and a t-shirt of Alex’s that looked very much oversized. She looked cute. It probably had more to do with the fact that she was cute and not the clothes she was wearing. 


    “Something wrong with my clothes?” Jamana asked, hurt in her voice. 


    “No,” Alex said quickly. 


    “Yes,” Karen said immediately afterwards. “Take them off.” 


    Alex had seen Jamana naked before, but Jamana was a shy girl. He remembered back to when he first met her in Hell, when One and Two took off their clothes and joined him in bed, Jamana had been hesitant and unsure of herself. 


    The demon was hot. She had a slim figure with nice long legs and easy to cup breasts that were firm. But she wasn’t as curvy as One and Two, nor did she have large breasts. And Karen was so much hotter than One and Two.


    Jamana’s green cheeks darkened as she began to unbuckle the belt around her leather trousers. 


    Alex tilted his head towards Karen. “Why are you making her strip in front of us?” he whispered. 


    “Have you not seen her naked before?” she responded. 


    “I have,” Alex said. “But you haven’t. She’s clearly uncomfortable.” 


    “Nonsense,” Karen said. She strode up to Jamana. “You’re not shy, are you? You don’t mind taking your clothes off in front of me, do you?” 


    “No, mistress” Jamana said, as she shook her head. 


    “Mistress?” Karen turned her head around to look at Alex, her eyes sparkling. “It suits me, doesn’t it?” she asked him, before saying to Jamana, “You’re a good girl, aren’t you?” 


    Jamana stared at him, uncertain of how to answer the question. “I uh… I think so?” 


    Alex folded his arms across his chest, a frown on his face. He’d planned on taking Jamana out to show her a good time. Instead, they were still in his living room, and Karen had turned something so simple as getting dressed into… Alex wasn’t sure what this was. 


    He should have stopped her. He should have taken Jamana by the hand and led her out. Instead, he stood where he was and watched. Part of him was mildly interested in seeing where this was going. 


    Jamana had stopped at unbuckling her belt. Her eyes moved from Karen to her feet and back to Karen. The Demon Hunter decided to help Jamana strip. She tore off the oversized t-shirt and threw it aside. That jolted Jamana into action, and she unbuckled her belt and pulled off her leather trousers.


    “What do you think?” Karen asked. 


    “What do I think of what?” Alex muttered. 


    “Of Jamana,” Karen said. “What do you think she would look good in?” 


    Alex frowned. “Dress up? That’s what you’re doing? Shall I buy you some dolls?” 


    “Nah. This is much more fun.” She continued to stare at Jamana, as if thinking really hard about how to dress the demon. “Take the bra and panties off,” she finally said. “They’re distracting me.” 


    Jamana’s hands moved down to her hips as she slowly pulled down her black panties. They slid down her smooth legs and fell to her ankles before she slipped first one foot out, then the other. 


    “Interesting she took off her panties first. Most girls take off their bras first,” Karen whispered. 


    “They do?” Alex asked. “You’ve done this before?” 


    “What do you think I was doing on Tinder?” 


    “Looking for someone nice to meet and get to know?” Alex asked. 


    Karen rolled her eyes. “Seriously? That’s not what people do on Tinder.” 


    Jamana’s hands moved behind her back. She struggled briefly in unstrapping the bra, and Alex could sympathise. Once they were off, she stood completely naked. 


    She was gorgeous. There was no fat on her body. Her skin was smooth, her breasts were perky. Alex felt his cock stirring. He was having second thoughts of leaving the apartment with Jamana. 


    Karen placed a hand on the girl’s hips, then moved it down the curves of her ass, before moving it in towards the inner thighs. Using both hands, she made Jamana part her legs. Karen then lifted her hand and felt the demon girl’s green pussy. 


    “You might be shy,” Karen said, “But you like this, don’t you?” 


    Jamana nodded slowly, the lust obvious in her eyes, her lips parted ever so slightly. 


    “You like being taken charge off, don’t you?” she asked, and when Jamana nodded again, Karen said, “It’s something I noticed with demons. They’re either really angry and dominant, or shy and submissive. It’s rare to find the middle ground.” 


    Karen’s thumb pressed against Jamana’s pussy and pushed aside the lips. She found the clit and rubbed it gently. Jamana’s body responded. Her back arched as her chest jutted forward. Her eyes closed, her mouth hung open. 


    Alex watched from afar, his arms still folded across his chest. This wasn’t at all what he’d had in mind when he wanted Jamana to experience earth. But if this was what was going to happen… 


    He approached Karen from behind, and moving her long hair away from her neck, he leant down and kissed her there. His hands moved down her back, coming to her black skinny jeans, he felt around for the buttons. 


    Alex undid her jeans and pulled them down to her ankles. Karen continued to rub away at Jamana’s clit. She arched her back, making her curvy ass more accessible, she leant forward and took Jamana’s left breast in her mouth. 


    Karen had the perfect ass.


    Everything about the Demon Hunter was perfect, but she really did have an amazing ass. The skin was smooth and soft and both ass cheeks were perfectly curved. It was asking to be spanked. 


    So, Alex gave it a slap. 


    It was a fairly hard slap to begin with, and one Karen wasn’t expecting. She pulled her lips away from Jamana’s breasts and turned to look back at him, her eyes narrowed. Alex grinned back at her, then gave her ass another slap. Karen rolled her eyes, but went back to sucking on Jamana’s breasts. The demon girl let out a low moan of pain, and Alex knew Karen had bit the girl’s nipple. 


    His focus returned to Karen’s ass. She was wearing black panties. He pulled them down to her ankles and stepped closer before he dropped to his knees. Alex pushed aside her legs, creating a gap for his hand to easily access Karen’s cunt. 


    His face only inches away, he could feel the heat coming from Karen. Her pink pussy lips were wet, and he parted them before slipping in a finger. Karen had the perfect pussy, and Alex wanted to drive his cock inside it. He wanted to fill her up. 


    But, with her curvy ass before him, he pulled his finger out of Karen’s pussy and took hold of each ass cheek. Alex pulled them aside to reveal Karen’s cute pink little butthole. With the finger wet from Karen’s pussy juices, Alex pressed it against the Demon Hunter’s rosebud. 


     


    


    

  


  
    



     


     


    Chapter 13


     


     


     


     


    They eventually did dress Jamana, and Karen joined them on their outing. They took Alex’s car, on Karen’s advice. His Volkswagen Polo blended in more than her Porsche. It had been a while since Alex had driven a car. Pedals and a steering wheel made for a welcome change from trying to control a Hell horse. Alex felt so much in control, he even put his foot down and watched the speedometer hit forty on a thirty road. 


    Karen sat beside him; her eyes glued to her phone. Alex wondered if she was back on Tinder. Jamana sat in the rear passenger seat, her back hunched forward, her knees up. His car was less spacious than the carriages in Hell. It also sped up and slowed down much more quickly and frequently. 


    The part of town Alex lived in wasn’t the fanciest. It was mostly Victorian terraced houses. Some had rendered walls; others had the brickwork exposed. The front lawns were small, most didn’t have space for parking. Some had unkept bushes growing in front, others were neat. Some had fences, some were broken. 


    Despite the scenery, once Jamana got used to being in a car and relaxed, she was fascinated by the little offerings on view.


    She stared up at the sky for ten minutes straight.


    Alex assumed it was her neck hurting that made her finally look straight, and not up.


    It was the trees that held her undivided attention now.


    The sidewalks were narrow, but still, breaking out from the concrete and tarmac were trees, healthy and green. Jamana’s eyes moved from one tree to the other, in perfect sync with his driving.


    Her eyes widened as they passed a park. There were children running around, screaming and playing while parents lazed on the grass, making the most of what was surely one of the last days of sun for the year. 


    It was the children that most attracted Jamana’s attention. She stared at them with wonder in her eyes. You didn’t get many human children in Hell. Alex imagined the few that were there were usually miserable, not happy and laughing. 


    The atmosphere was more relaxed in his local area than it had been closer to central London. It had been particularly grim near the Red House of Satan.


    They left behind the terraced houses, corner shops and narrow roads to briefly join the motorway. Alex moved to the fast lane and put his foot down. His car had a small 1.2 litre engine, and as it hit close to a hundred miles, the car began to shake. Jamana hunched up in the back seat, knees up. 


    The ride on the motorway was a quick one, and Jamana seemed glad for it. Alex smiled as he remembered his first ride on a Hell horse. He’d found the experience not fun, and if he was being honest, a little intimidating. Riding a car was probably the same for Jamana. 


    Once off the motorway, Alex pulled into the shopping complex. The car park was mostly empty, and Alex parked close to the Vue Cinema complex. 


    That was the plan. 


    To go and watch a movie with Jamana.


    If she was so obsessed with the telly, Alex thought they might as well do it properly. Plus, he’d driven all the way to Dagenham. It wasn’t the fanciest part of London. Possibly the complete opposite of Mayfair, which meant, there wouldn’t be any angels about.


    Once inside, Alex let Jamana pick the movie. He didn’t know if it was odd that she picked a horror. Maybe for her, what with being from Hell and all, it would seem like a comedy. With popcorn in hand, they made it to the screen early. They sat at the back, Alex in-between Jamana and Karen.    


    He leaned back in his chair as the movie began. Alex ate through his popcorn and though his eyes stared at the screen, he wasn’t watching. His mind was wandering. This was nice. It was the most normal thing he’d done in what seemed like forever. 


    He was also tired. His body had gone through a lot of changes. It had taken a beating, given a beating, literally been to Hell and back. He slumped in his chair and his eyelids weighing heavy. He turned his head away from the screen. 


    Alex eyelids were about to shut completely when he noticed her. 


    She was seated four rows in front of him, to his left. She wore a white blouse and had long red hair.


    She had wings.


    They were tucked behind her, like cloth.


    But Alex knew those wings could be as hard as nails. 


    The angel had the obligatory glow about her, which made him wonder how he hadn’t noticed her before, what with them sitting in a darkened cinema. 


    Alex’s sleep left him.


    He sat up straight, eyes wide.


    Jamana was really into the movie. He didn’t want to ruin her experience. Alex discreetly nudged Karen with his elbow and pointed at the angel. He leaned his head towards her shoulder, and whispered, “How long has she been there?” 


    Karen, who’d just taken a mouthful of popcorn, stopped chewing and stared at the angel. “I don’t know,” she said slowly. She turned to look at Alex. “How could we have missed her?” she hissed. 


    Alex shrugged. In his defence, he was really tired. Cinema seats weren’t really that comfortable. Which might be a controversial opinion. As far as he was concerned, they only looked comfortable, but were really the complete opposite. Especially when you were six and a half feet in height. Despite that, he was falling asleep in one. It only went to show how tired he really was. 


    “Do you think she’s noticed us?” Alex asked. 


    Karen shook her head. “She would have been in our faces if she had.” 


    It was a fair point. Had the angel seen them, what with things the way they were, she would have confronted them already. Alex felt a little relaxed. Only a little. They were still stuck in the cinema with the angel. If they tried to sneak out now, she would notice. If they laid low in their chairs after the movie finished, maybe she would walk out without them seeing. 


    Alex relaxed in his seat, his eyes on the angel.


    It felt odd seeing the angel sitting in the cinema, a box of popcorn in her lap. She looked normal. Humans were seated either side of her. What sort of an angel went to see a movie all by herself?


    Behind Alex was a small VIP section of the cinema. The leather chairs were bigger, and there was more leg room. It was cordoned off with metal bars clad in soft material, to give it that VIP look.


    Why wasn’t she sitting there?


    In fact, what the hell was she doing in Dagenham, of all places? 


    The movie came to an end, and the crowds climbed to their feet, Alex placed a hand on Jamana and pointed at the angel. “Let’s wait till she goes,” he whispered. 


    Jamana’s eyes widened in fear as she spotted the angel. Amongst that fear, there was awe. Alex knew the feeling. It had taken him a while to get used to the angels. Despite being complete assholes, they were damned beautiful and divine looking. It was hard to not stand and stare at them. 


    The angel climbed to her feet, her long wings were tucked behind her back in a way that shouldn’t have been possible. She joined the queue that slowly exited the theatre. Her wings did not barge into anyone. 


    They remained in the cinema until everyone else had left. They climbed to their feet as the workers came in to clean up the place.


    Walking down the steps towards the exit, Alex wished he’d brought his sword along. With it strapped to his back, surprisingly, not many people out and about noticed, or if they did, they ignored it. 


    It didn’t seem right to bring it to the cinema when out with Jamana. Alex didn’t want to get into a fight. He figured if his sword wasn’t with him, maybe he’d try harder to be diplomatic with any demons or angels rather than just pulling out his sword and attacking them. 


    Seeing the angel, he was having second thoughts.


    He made a mistake.


    He should have brought his damned sword with him. 


    They were joined in the corridor by scores of other humans pouring out from two other theatres. They all moved in the same direction, towards the exit. Despite the crowds, the angel was easy to spot. 


    She leaned with her back against the red wall of the corridor, beside a picture of the latest Marvel movie. It was spider man on the poster, swinging about. As cool as he looked, if any of the humans were able to see the angel for what she was, she looked much cooler. The bright white glow, the larger wings of white feather. 


    With God’s power allegedly weakening, some of the humans did notice her. They were small in number, not enough to cause a hysteria. One pointed at her, his hand shaking, he shook his head before he grabbed his buddy by the shoulder.


    “You’re seeing things again, Mark,” the guy said, rolling his eyes, he pulled his buddy away. 


    What with it being London, the few other humans that noticed the angel moved along after quick glances at her. You could be standing naked with your junk painted red, and still, the vast majority of the people in this city would walk past you without even a single glance. 


    “What is she doing?” Karen asked. 


    Alex thought he knew.


    The angel was waiting for them.


    She’d placed herself en-route to the exit. They’d have to walk past her if they were to leave. The crowds weren’t large enough for them to slip past without her noticing. Not only that, the crowds were thinning quickly. 


    “If she wants a fight, take Jamana and get out of here,” Alex said to Karen. 


    “You don’t have your sword,” she replied, “Maybe I should stay to deal with her and you run with Jamana?” 


    Karen always carried her weapons.


    Unlike his, which was usually strapped to his back and visible to all, Karen’s weapons were by her waist, but completely invisible. Every Demon Hunter had some sort of magical pouch thing that rested by their waist. It was invisible to everyone else but weapons could be stored there. 


    Alex shook his head. “I don’t need my weapon for one angel.” 


    “Unless it’s an Archangel,” Karen muttered. 


    Alex stared at the angel. She was gorgeous and glowy. But nothing more than the usual angel. She wasn’t like Michael, who literally radiated power. The archangel had made him forget his surroundings as he stared in awe. 


    “Are you going to just stand there all day, or are you going to walk over for a little chat?” the angel asked.


    She was no longer staring at her phone.


    She was staring at them.


    At Alex, to be more specific. 


    This was a little different, Alex thought, as he walked towards her. His interactions with angels were pretty violent from the get-go. This wasn’t. At least, so far, it wasn’t. 


    “What’s the deal with the demon?” the angel asked. 


    Alex raised an eyebrow. “Sorry?” 


    “Is she yours?” 


    Alex was beginning to feel a little stupid. The questions the angel was asking weren’t overly complicated. But somehow, he felt he wasn’t really understanding what the angel really meant. He didn’t want to ask the follow up question, because it would make him sound stupid. He didn’t want to seem stupid in front of an angel. The arrogant fuckers probably already thought of him and his kind as thick as fuck. 


    “What?” Karen asked, equally confused and asking the question he didn’t want to. 


    The angel sighed. She turned her attention to Jamana. “What are they doing to you?” she asked. “Be honest. You don’t have to fear them.” 


    It was Jamana’s turn to join them in their confusion. She looked up at Alex, hesitantly. The angel took that hesitancy for fear and turned on Alex, anger in her eyes. 


    “You know, once upon a time, I’d have ignored this. But us angels don’t have to turn a blind eye to the shit you Demon Hunters get up to. And I know you’re Demon Hunters,” she pointed a scolding finger at Alex. “I’m going to teach you a lesson for every demon you’ve hurt, every demon you’ve abused.” 


    She held her hands out, and two rods of blistering white light appeared in her them. Beside him, Alex noticed Karen’s hands casually rest by her waist. She was on the verge of pulling out her weapons too.


    Whilst Alex was thankful that Karen was willing to get into a scrap with an angel so quickly, rather than looking for a diplomatic way out, he was still confused by what the hell was going on. 


    “Wait,” he raised a hand, palm out flat. “What do you think is going on here exactly?” 


    The angel glanced past him and Alex turned to look. There was a human standing there, a bowl of popcorn in hand, he stared at them. More specifically, he stared at the angel, eyes wide, mouth too. It was filled with popcorn. A popcorn fell out and hit the floor. 


    “What?” Alex asked aggressively. 


    The human looked at Alex. He raised his free hand and pointed at the angel. “S-she’s got w-wings,” he muttered. 


    “No, she doesn’t,” Alex said immediately. 


    “She does man,” the guy insisted. “And she’s got those lighting rod things in her hand. Is she going to kill us?” 


    “She might kill you if you don’t get out of here,” Alex growled. 


    The human’s already pasty skin paled considerably at that. He turned and rushed down the corridor. Once at the door to the theatre he was supposed to be entering, the guy paused with his hand on the door. He let the handle go, then turned and walked back towards them, his pace quick. 


    As he passed, he smiled hastily at Alex. “I think I’m going to go home,” he muttered. 


    Once the guy disappeared down the corridor, Alex turned back to face the angel. 


    “It’s becoming quite annoying,” the angel said. 


    Alex could relate to that. He felt similar in Hell. Being the only human who wasn’t a slave of the demons, he was the odd one out. He got plenty of stares. The attention was not welcome. He hadn’t felt like a freak, what with being surrounded by actual freaks, but it wasn’t pleasant. It was a similar feeling for the angel. People constantly staring at her in shock, asking her why she had wings. Alex could imagine the number of guys that started flirting with her after getting over the shock of seeing an angel. 


    “Is it true that it’s happening because God is weakening?” Alex asked. 


    The angel’s eyes narrowed as she stared at him. “Yeah, like I’d tell you that,” she scoffed. “You’d love to run off to the little devil and tell her I said that, wouldn’t you?”  


    “No, but whatever,” Alex shrugged.


    “It’s not true,” the angel said. “God isn’t weakening. He doesn’t weaken. He is the saviour and he is immortal.” 


    There was a sincerity in her voice, that Alex almost believed her. But then, any angel would say that, wouldn’t they? 


    She still had the two rods of light in her hands, ready to start fighting. Alex shook his head as he tried to remember where they’d been before being interrupted by the human. 


    “I’m going to serve justice,” the angel said, as if able to read his mind. Her lighting rods suddenly flared, as if to show her intention. 


    “Do you know who he is?” Karen asked, pointing at Alex. “He doesn’t even need a weapon to defeat you. He’ll grab you by your stupid wing and throw you out the window.” 


    Alex turned his head in surprise to look at Karen. Where the hell did that come from, he mouthed. Karen shrugged, then smiled nervously. She was on edge, he could tell. She was eager to fight this angel. Alex wondered if it had something to do with years of holding it back, of respecting the rules. Now that she’d broken them, now that she’d actually fought off an angel, she was letting it all out. 


    “I’d like to see you try and throw me through a window,” the angel said, her lips tightening. 


    “I’m not going to do that,” Alex said quickly. “I mean, there isn’t even a window here to throw you through,” he muttered. 


    He was right. They were in a corridor that was lit brightly by large spotlights. There were no windows, only black doors that led into each viewing screen, and two more doors for the toilets, and another for the fire exit. 


    “If there was a window, you couldn’t throw me through it,” the angel persisted. 


    “I probably could, but let’s not get stuck on that,” he said. As the angel’s mouth curled, Alex grinned, but added quickly, “Why do you think you’ll be serving justice by attacking us? What makes you think I’m torturing the demon?” 


    “Because that’s what you Demon Hunters do. I’ve seen it plenty times. You Demon Hunters harass the demons, especially if they’re attractive.”


    Alex couldn’t believe he was hearing this. “You’re judging me?” he turned to look at Karen in shock. “I’m being judged by an angel…” he muttered. 


    The angel’s mouth curled in annoyance. “We’re not all the same,” she growled. 


    “Neither are we,” Alex shot back. 


    The light in the angel’s rods faltered as they stared at each other. 


    “So… you’re not forcing her to be with you?” she asked, finally. 


    Jamana responded before Alex could. “He saved me from Hell,” she said quickly. 


    “That… seemed sincere enough,” the angel said. The rods of light disappeared into thin air, but she still watched Alex warily. “You’ve been to Hell?” she asked, and when Alex nodded, she said wistfully, “Always wanted to go there.” 


    “Why?” Alex asked. “Why would you want to go to Hell? It’s Hell.” 


    “To sort those demons out once and for all,” the angel muttered. 


    “Maybe you should start with the angels?” Karen suggested helpfully. 


    “We’re not as bad as you demons,” the angel said. 


    “You’re worse,” Alex told her.


    He didn’t believe it. Alex didn’t really think the angels were worse than the demons. What the demons were doing to the humans down there in Hell, to be worse than that would take some imagination. 


    “Demons treat their own kind like shit. If they do that to themselves, what do you expect us angels to do?” the angel asked. 


    It was a fair point. At least the angels treated their own kind equally. 


    “I’m not an asshole,” the angel continued. “There’s going to be a war between our two species. A lot of the angels want it to happen, and I can’t see it not happening. But you seem like an okay,” she said. “If it does come to war, I would suggest you find a place to hide. The angels have only grown stronger since the truce was signed between our species. If Satani thinks she has a chance, she’s going to be in for a shock.” 


    “God really isn’t weakening?” Karen blurted out. 


    The angel laughed. “Wouldn’t that be really convenient?” 


    She turned and walked away. Alex stared after her until she turned the corner and disappeared. All the angels he had met had been assholes. This was the first angel he’d met that was actually nice. She thought Jamana was being harassed by himself and Karen. She was going to get into a scrap with them to protect a demon. 


    Maybe he’d judged the angels wrong. Like demons, some were decent. 


    “Do you think the whole God is weakening thing is a lie?” Karen asked. 


    Alex swallowed nervously. The angel seemed far too confident for it to be a bluff. If God wasn’t weakening, the demons were going to be in serious trouble if war did break out.


    No, not if war broke out.


    When war broke out. 


    There was a sudden buzzing noise and Alex turned his head sharply towards Karen, alarmed. The Demon Hunter reached into her pocket and pulled out a slick black device five inches in length and an inch in thickness. 


    “It’s my phone,” she told him, as she waved the device in front of his face, a curious look in her eyes. 


    “Oh,” Alex smiled nervously, relieved.


    He was on edge. A permanent one to the point where he was startled by vibrating phones. The object almost seemed foreign to Alex. It had been awhile since he’d had a phone. Months, actually. His mobile phone was smashed months ago when an angel threw him against a car. 


    It wasn’t a long conversation Karen had on the phone. Once done, she put it back in her pocket, then turned to look at him. 


    “Melissa’s found the demon that cut off the angel’s wings,” she said.
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    Alex hadn’t expected to hear back from Melissa for days. He didn’t expect her to find the demon. He’d asked her for help out of desperation. But she had found the demon.


    He was holed up in Ignis Estate. Along with Melissa.


    Something about this didn’t feel right. Karen felt the same way. They dropped of Jamana back to his apartment. Alex grabbed his sword and strapped the sheath to his back. They set off in Karen’s Porsche. 


    This had the feeling of a trap.


    But Alex felt confident. With a wary attitude, they should be fine. Karen was a skilled Demon Hunter, and Alex was even better.


    Karen’s conversation with Melissa had been brief. A message was passed. She had found the demon. He was at an address in Ignis Estate. Any calls back to Melissa had not been answered.


    It was definitely a trap.


    Maybe she was a hostage. They’d discussed that. Melissa didn’t seem like she was being forced. Her voice had been calm, Karen had said. But still, Alex prepared himself mentally for the possibility that Melissa was tied down in a dark basement in Ignis Estate. 


    Karen parked the car opposite Ignis Estate. The estate was enormous. To his left and right were the enormous tower blocks. Great big structures of dull concrete with chipped away paint on the blue railings that ran across the external corridors of each floor. Past the tower blocks, going further in were small terraced houses with yellow brickwork and red tiled roofs. In the centre of the tower blocks of concrete and steel, the road split to encircle a patch of land.


    The skies had cleared, and the evening sun provided a comforting warmth. That warmth disappeared once they entered the estate. A darkness hung over the demon estate and the air was heavy with the stench of rotting flesh.


    The block of flats on either side of Hookers Road leading into the estate appeared as darkened structures of concrete and metal, rising ten floors up. Every single floor was destroyed. The doors were ripped off, windows smashed, walls broken in parts, cement chipped away to reveal brickwork. The shops in the middle had been demolished. The floor was littered with debris.


    The estate was deserted. There were no demon kids playing on the grass. No demons about anywhere. There was only the wind and a white bag floated past him. Aside from the rustle, there was an eerie silence. 


    “Where have all the demons gone?” Alex asked. 


    “Some are still here, but in hiding. The prettier demons have been taken in by the richer demons that own country mansions. Some are out in the city, hiding in basements or bins, some have gone back to Hell,” Karen said. 


    Ignis Estate had a reputation for being rough, even for council estates. It wasn’t a great place to live. The roads were narrow and dirty, the houses were small and the place stunk. But compared to Hell, it was a utopia.


    The angels’ harassment of the demons terrified some of them enough to force them to return to Hell. The demon who cut off the angel’s wings, could he really be blamed for doing that? If Alex caught him, Satani would hand him over to the archangel. Alex knew first-hand of Michael’s cruelness.


    Karen pulled out her phone and turned on the GPS. “It’s a ten-minute walk from here.” 


    She led the way and Alex followed. They left behind the big concrete blocks of steel and wandered down the roads of terraced houses. They hadn’t fared much better. Most had collapsed roofs. The sidewalk was littered with debris – torn off doors, broken lampposts, large chunks of brick stuck together with cement. 


    “Jesus fuck,” Alex muttered. “This place looks like it’s already been through the war.” 


    “This is what the rest of London is going to look like if the demons and angels actually go at it,” Karen said. 


    She went on to tell him more about Satani’s plans. The devil was bringing in her demon troops from Hell. The angels were doing the same. There were so many more of their kind about now.


    As if to prove her point, a large shadow with wings passed over them. Alex stared up to see the angel fly past. It was high up in the sky, which explained why he hadn’t heard the rustle of wind that usually followed. 


    Karen took his arm and darted towards the wall of the last terraced house. There was a meter gap in the wall. They snuck in through the gap into what appeared to be the living room. The corners blue carpet was a murky brown colour, showing water damage. At the end were the stairs. The wooden banister was broken in parts and sticking out haphazardly like spikes. The sofas in the living room looked old and more like those that you found resting on the front lawns of houses while they awaited collection. 


    Alex and Karen stood with their backs pressed against the wall and the old peeling flowery wallpaper. A minute passed before Karen poked her head out through the gap and stared up at the sky. Alex had his hand on his back, his fingers wrapped around the handle of the sword. 


    If the angel had spotted them, if it came down here for a fight, this broken-down room would be a good place to kill the bastard and hide its body. Alex whispered as much to Karen. She turned her head to look at him. 


    “Kill the angel?” she asked, her eyes wide.


    “What do you think it’s going to want to do to us? Give us a hug and a kiss?” Alex asked. 


    “You know this whole thing began because of a murdered angel, right?” 


    Alex shrugged his shoulders. He did want to stop the war, but he didn’t have any qualms in killing an angel or two if they caused him trouble. Especially in a place like this. He glanced around the darkened living room. If they hid the body here, would anyone even know? 


    Again, Alex expressed his thoughts out loud. 


    “Hell has changed you,” Karen said. She glanced back up at the sky. “I don’t think it’s seen us, but we should be careful.” 


    They set off again, heading down the road, this time walking on the front lawns of the terraced houses, staying close to the walls. They kept a wary eye out for any angels, ready to dash into the houses if they spotted one. 


    Karen was right about one thing. Hell had changed him. When Alex first became a Demon Hunter, he wouldn’t have dreamed about killing someone. His first kill had been an accident. His name was Kevin and he was Jessica’s boyfriend. The guy had raped her in front of his colleagues in a garage. Alex hadn’t meant to kill him, and he felt bad afterwards. Not regret, but more shock at what he’d done.


    But he’d come a long way since then. In Hell, he killed a demon just for looking at Jamana and his human girls, One and Two with creepy eyes and for making vulgar comments. He didn’t feel bad about it. The demon had been sincere about his threats to harm the girls. And likewise, if the angel came down to confront them, if the angel planned to hurt and kill them, Alex would respond in kind. 


    They came to the end of the road and Karen stopped by the end-terraced house. The slabs of brick that formed the fence was intact. Possibly the only structure on the road that hadn’t had any damage done to it. 


    Karen dropped to her knees onto the soft grass. Alex joined her as they raised their heads and peered at the road. 


    “He’s supposed to be in the seventh house,” she pointed at the terraced house with the burnt car in the drive. The door was intact, but the windows were smashed. The rest of the house was intact but there were scorch marks on the walls. 


    “The road is empty,” Karen said. She glanced up at the sky. “No angels about.” 


    “Should we make a dash for it?” Alex asked. 


    Karen turned and sat on her bottom, her back leaning against the fence. “What’s the plan?” she asked. 


    “Umm… make a dash for it?” Alex repeated. “Was my plan that stupid?” 


    “No. That part of the plan is fine. What happens after?” 


    “We get the demon?” 


    Karen’s eyes bore into him. “What if he resists? Are you going to kill him? And what about Melissa?” 


    “We kill the demon and free Melissa,” Alex repeated. 


    “It’s not going to be easy… there’s a trap of some sort. He’s not just going to invite us over, is he? He might have her trapped in some sort of evil bond villainy over the top situation.” 


    Alex nodded. “So, we kill him, and free her.” 


    Karen sighed. She opened her mouth to talk, but Alex covered it with his hand. Her eyes narrowed and she stared at him like an annoyed teenager. 


    “We need to go in there, right?” Alex said. “There’s no getting around that. We’ve got our guard up, we’ve got our swords, and we know Melissa is in danger. Stop over thinking it. Let’s go in there and see what’s up.” 


    The annoyance in Karen’s eyes faded as she nodded. Alex moved his hand away from her mouth. They checked the street one last time for movement. Not seeing any, they kept low to the ground and made a break for it. Sticking to the front lawns of the terraced, they dashed down the street, occasionally jumping over fences and hedged bushes. 


    They stopped one house away and hid behind an overgrown hedge plant. The house the demon was supposedly taking refuge in wasn’t any different to the rest of the houses on the street. Sure, its door wasn’t broken, and the walls were intact, but the windows were all smashed as was the red roof tiles to the left corner. 


    It didn’t look inhabited. The lawn was overgrown, the black bin was strewn across it, along with black bags. 


    “Go in through the window?” Alex asked. 


    Karen nodded. 


    They moved away from the hedge and quickly made for the window on the ground floor. They slipped in quietly. It led into a dining room. There was a small table in there with four chairs tucked beneath it. The walls were painted white, the floor was laminate of a light wooden colour. There was a glass showcase against the wall, full of fanciful china. 


    It was a nice little dining room. 


    The door that led out of the room was closed. Alex climbed to his feet and dusted his jeans, wiping away the bits of grass and dirt that had stuck to it. Once at the door, they turned the brass knob slowly, then pulled it open. 


    It led into a dark corridor. Opposite them was another door and beside it were the stairs that led up. To their right was the door that led into the kitchen, the other door led out to the front lawn. 


    They listened for sounds, but there were none. No creaking noises that were so prevalent of movement in terraced houses. They stepped into the corridor. Alex opened the door opposite them. 


    It led into the living room. The windows were smashed, but the house backed into the garden and was shaded from the sunlight. There was also a thick black curtain drawn against the window. 


    The room was dark, and it took a moment for Alex’s eyes to adjust. 


    At the end of the room, pressed against the wall painted red, was a blue sofa. Seated on it was a demon. He had black skin and yellow eyes. A single horn protruded from the centre of his forehead.


    It was him, the demon that had cut off the angel’s wings.


    In front of him, resting on the wooden coffee table was a sword with a black blade. 


    Alex had seen those before in Hell. The blades were made of a tough metal that was then fused with the squashed human souls. The blades were incredibly tough and sharp. Even with his own sword flaming red with the power of Lucifer, those black blades held their own. 


    “You must be Alex,” the demon said. 


    His voice was suitably deep. The demon didn’t make any attempt to reach for his sword. It remained on the table. The demon looked calm. There was no fear in those yellow eyes.


    Alex reached back and pulled out his own sword. “Where’s Melissa?” 


    Still, the demon remained seated, and still he did not reach for his sword. “What are your plans for me, Alex?” 


    “Sorry?” Alex asked. 


    “What are your plans for me. Are you going to hand me over to Satani?” 


    Alex shrugged. “You cut off the wings of an angel… you were filmed doing it… If you’re not captured by the end of next week, the angels will declare war.” 


    “You’re going to hand me over to Satani, who will then hand me over to the angels to be tortured, before being killed?”


    Alex shrugged again. 


    “You’re okay with that?” the demon asked. He sat up straight and leaned forward, his arms rested on his knees. “That angel, whose wings I cut off, she killed three demons a week before. Three demons that had just made it out from Hell. They came to earth for a better life, and the angel killed them for no reason. Don’t you think the angel deserved to have her wings cut off?” 


    Alex still held the sword in his hand, but his grip faltered some. “So what, you’re some kind of hero?” 


    The demon smiled. It wasn’t a creepy smile, or an arrogant one. It was a calm smile. “Why can’t I be a hero, Alex? Because I’m a demon? I know you don’t think all demons are evil. So tell me, why can’t I be a hero?” 


    Alex took a step back. This wasn’t how he’d expected this to go down. The demon was calm. Too calm for a demon. They were usually angry, on the verge of violence.


    That wasn’t true.


    Not all demons were violent. 


    “Melissa,” Karen chipped in. “You kidnapped Melissa.” 


    “I didn’t kidnap-” the demon paused, then sighed. “Fine, I kidnapped Melissa. But I needed her to get to you. She’s safe. I’ll take you to her right now.” 


    “She’s here?” Alex asked. 


    The demon climbed to his feet. He leaned forward and picked up the sword. As he did, Alex stepped forward, ready to battle. But the demon slid the blade into the sheath at his waist. 


    He moved the tea table aside. Underneath was a black rug, which the demon removed. There was a trapdoor that led down into a basement. It wasn’t common in terraced houses to have basements in England. 


    Alex exchanged a glance with Karen as the demon walked down the steps. It could be a trap. But nothing had changed. They were here to save Melissa. If that meant walking down the stairs to a gang of waiting demons, it was something they would have to deal with.


    With their guard up, Alex and Karen walked down the narrow and dark steps. When they reached the bottom, the demon pulled on a leaver and the trapdoor closed. They were momentarily enclosed in complete darkness, until the demon flicked on a switch.  


    The basement was small and didn’t cover the entire underground of the house. The ceiling was low, and it smelt damp. There was a table to one side of the room and scattered on it were various types of weapons. Swords, curved blades, jagged knifes, chains with metal balls with spikes on the end. There was armour too. 


    At one end of the room was another blue couch. Jamana sat on the sofa, her legs folded underneath her. 


    “Hey,” Alex waved at her. 


    She jumped to her feet and rushed towards him. Alex wrapped his arms around her. “Are you okay?” Alex asked. “Did he hurt you?” 


    Melissa shook her head. “He kidnapped me, then brought me here and told me to wait quietly.” 


    Alex turned to face the demon. “You just left her here sitting in the dark?” 


    “I didn’t tell her to sit in the dark,” he protested. 


    “You switched the light off as you left…” Melissa said quietly. “I didn’t want to turn it on in case the angels saw. There are angels still flying around, looking for demons.” 


    “You’re a wall without windows,” Karen said, sighing. “You could have turned the light back on.” 


    Melissa shrugged. “I don’t know what powers the angels have… I didn’t want to risk it.” 


    Alex smiled. He was happy to see Melissa. Relieved that she was fine. And he felt a warm fuzzy feeling inside his chest as he had his arm around her waist. Sitting in a room in the dark seemed like the sort of thing Melissa would do, fearful of angels. 


    “So, what’s the plan here, demon?” Karen asked. “You kidnap Melissa, make us come here. You’re all by yourself. What’s the plan? If it comes down to a fight, you’re not going to last long,” she said, a warning in her voice. 


    “I’m tougher than you look,” the demon growled, showing his teeth for the first time. They were sharp. “But I’m not here to fight. I want to talk to you.” 


    “Okay,” Alex said. “I’m listening.” 


    “You want to stop a war from happening, right? You don’t want humans to die, because if a war happens, many humans will die. And so will demons. A lot of demons will die in this war. It might be hard for you to believe, but not all demons crave death and violence. I don’t want this war as much as you.” 


    Alex scoffed. “Hard to believe that when you cut off an angel’s wings and then let the whole world see it.” 


    “I didn’t plan on the whole world seeing it,” the demon said through gritted teeth. “I had no idea it was being recorded.” 


    “Why didn’t you just kill the angel?” Alex asked, his brows furrowing. “Why did you cut off the wings and then let it live so that it brought shame to all angels?” 


    “I cut its wings off because that same angel killed a friend of mine. She tore off his limbs first, then stabbed her multiple times before cutting off her head. I was going to do the same to her to teach her a lesson. But after I cut off the wings, she lost that angelic glow of hers. Blood dripped out and she dropped to her knees, crying. She looked so pitiful.” 


    “So out of sympathy you decided not to kill her?” 


    The demon’s eyes narrowed. “I didn’t call you here to explain myself to you,” he said. “If you really want to stop the war, you’re looking at the wrong place. Satani has turned every stone on earth to find the demon that killed the first angel, and yet she still hasn’t found even a clue. You know why that is?” 


    Alex sighed. “No, but I’m sure you’re going to tell me?” 


    “It’s because a demon didn’t kill the angel.”


     


     


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 15


     


     


     


     


    The demon finished telling his side of the story. It wasn’t much. He didn’t believe a demon had killed the first angel that began the vicious cycle of angel and demon deaths of retribution. Satani’s Arkave demons were famous for their ability to torture out information. This was the first time they had failed. That couldn’t have been a coincidence.


    Alex didn’t stop the demon as he began a slow walk up the stairs that led out of the basement. Karen made a move to apprehend the demon. 


    It was the sensible thing to do, but Alex grabbed her by the arm. 


    She turned to look at him, curiosity in her blue eyes. “He cut the wings off the demon,” she said. 


    “I know,” Alex said quietly. There was no doubting he’d done that. He’d admitted it. 


    Karen’s eyes narrowed. “You believe him?” 


    Alex didn’t respond immediately. 


    “He’s a demon!” Karen growled. “How can you be so easily manipulated by him?” 


    “Not all demons are bad,” Alex said. Standing beside him, Melissa quietly cleared her throat. 


    Karen’s eyes shifted to the demon. Under her gaze, Melissa faltered and stared down at the ground. Karen pulled Alex close, her face inches away from his. “We had just over a week to find this demon. By some miracle, we found him. You’re going to let him walk away?” 


    “It wouldn’t stop the war,” Alex said. “It would only be a short delay. If we hand him over to Satani, she’s going to give him to the angels. What do you think they’ll do to him?” 


    “He’s not innocent,” Karen hissed. 


    Alex nodded in agreement. “He might not be, but neither are angels. You know that.” 


    Karen turned her head to look back at the demon as he climbed the last step. He really was taking his time climbing up those steps. Alex noticed his hand relaxing by his side, but his fingers extended, as if he were ready to draw his sword at a second’s notice. 


    The demon wasn’t afraid. He wasn’t a coward. He brought them here to talk to them. He didn’t hurt Melissa. And if the angel whose wings he’d cut off really had killed the demon’s friend, Alex almost admired the guy. 


    The door to the basement opened. With one foot out, the demon turned and looked back down at Alex. They made eye contact for a second before the demon disappeared and the door closed.  


    Alex loosened his grip on Karen’s arm and at the same time, she let out a sigh. “You better know what you’re doing, Alex,” she growled. 


    “I don’t…” 


    “Don’t know what you’re doing?” 


    Alex nodded. 


    “Yeah, I thought as much,” Karen muttered. “You’re not exactly the brains around here.” 


    Alex narrowed his eyes. “What the hell’s that supposed to mean?” 


    “You’ve done countless stupid things,” Karen said. 


    “Name one!” 


    “You got into a fight with an experienced Demon Hunter before you’d even completed your transformation. Mark ended up slicing through your body like it were made of butter. You bled out and almost died. You picked a fight with Satan, who actually killed you! I don’t know how you came back to life, but it was a stupid thing to do. Then, you picked a fight with an archangel, who again, beat you down and would have killed you if Scarlett hadn’t intervened.” 


    “I said name one,” Alex said sourly. “You got a plan?” he asked. 


    Karen sighed again. “The demon might be right. If it were a demon that had killed the angel, Satani should have found him. Someone somewhere would have sold him out. She’s got the Arkave demons harassing every demon about. Someone would have spilled the beans. But nothing. Not even a whiff, or a clue, a single hint. Maybe that’s because it wasn’t a demon.” 


    Melissa cleared her throat again, this time a little louder. “So, if it wasn’t a demon that killed the angel that started all of this, who or what was it?” 

    

    

     


    * * * 


     


    

     


    It was a quiet journey in the car on their way back to Alex’s apartment. Karen even drove sensible, treating her Porsche with the respect that it deserved. She hadn’t clipped a single curb or scraped the underneath by driving over speed bumps like they didn’t exist. Sure, she hit a few red lights, but it was still a massive improvement. 


    “We’ve got a week,” Karen finally said. “A week to find the killer of the angels. Or there will be war.” 


    Alex had given that some thought. If this were a human murder, the first place to start would be the crime scene. They needed to see the body of the angel to investigate it for clues. He said as much out loud. 


    “Good luck with that,” Karen scoffed. “The angels would never let you get within a hundred meters of any of the murdered angels. You do know they see us as nothing more than scum, right?” 


    “Fine,” Alex grumbled. “Maybe we go and hang around the area the angels were murdered and ask around? See if anyone saw anything, if there were any witnesses?” 


    “Human witnesses won’t be reliable. Most of them still can’t see demons or angels. And the few that can don’t always see exactly what’s going on. They only see bits, flashes.” 


    She turned to look at him as the car continued down the road. Alex wished she’d pay more attention to the road. They were approaching traffic lights that had been green for too long. They would change soon, but Karen wouldn’t know, because she was still staring at him. 


    “The road,” he muttered. 


    “The road isn’t going anywhere,” Karen said. “Do you even know where the first, or any of the angels were even murdered. If we’re going to treat this as a human murder and pretend to be detectives, we need to find the crime scenes. Do you know where they are?” 


    Alex had his eyes on the road ahead and the traffic lights that had just gone from green to amber. “Eyes on the road,” he said anxiously. 


    “The road isn’t going anywhere,” Karen repeated, still staring at him. 


    The light turned red, and a full five seconds later, Karen drove past the line. To their right, a white BMW X3 hit the brakes and the horn at the same time to avoid colliding into them. Karen continued to stare at him, not even turning to flip the BMW driver off. 


    As they continued on the road, she finally turned to look at it. Alex sat in his seat, more annoyed than anything else. He’d survived much worse than what being hit by a car would have done, but it was still a stupid thing to do. 


    “What the hell does “the road isn’t going anywhere” even mean?” he grumbled. “Roads lead to everywhere. That’s the whole point of them!” 


    Karen’s lips twitched. She didn’t need to look at him for Alex to know her blue eyes were sparkling. She’d done that on purpose, just to wind him up.


    “You’re something, you know that,” he muttered. 


    “I’m hot,” Karen said, as she turned to smile at him. 


    Alex sighed. She was hot. Didn’t matter how she dressed; she was hot. She had the body of a Victoria’s secret model, but with curves that somehow had that perfect balance between being natural and the result of a dedicated workout regime. 


    “Do you have an idea of how we’re going to find the angel murderer?” he asked.  


    Karen sighed. “Not all angels see us Demon Hunters as scum… some have… I suppose it’s a fetish.” 


    Alex waited for her to continue. Naturally, she didn’t. And of course, she had to end on a confusing, though admittedly intriguing point. But he wasn’t sure if she was answering his question, or just talking about something completely different. 


    “Karen,” Alex said, his voice betraying the impatience he felt. “Do you have an idea about how we can find out more about the angel deaths, or are you just horny?” 


    Karen, who was staring ahead, but not really looking at the road, her mind wandering, turned to look at him. She smiled. It was a pretty smile and it made Alex think of how simple life could be, how great it could have been. 


    Karen was incredibly gorgeous, and both Melissa and Jamana were attractive too. All three girls liked him, and he liked them very much. Life could have been amazing, it could have been a dream come true. Except, Alex never really got to enjoy that dream because he was always running around trying to stop one crisis after another. 


    “I know a way of getting the angels to talk,” she said. 


    “How?” Alex asked. 


    Karen turned to look back at the road, and Alex was grateful for that, though she had that distant look in her eyes and he wasn’t sure how much attention she was paying to the traffic. 


    “Some angels have this thing for wingless women,” she said softly. “I know where they hang around too.” 


    “Wingless women?” Alex said out loud. 


    “She means humans,” Melissa chipped in, just as Alex finished processing. “I think she’s talking about herself.” 


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 16


     


     


     


     


    Alex didn’t like the plan. 


    Karen knew of a bar in Mayfair where angels hung out with humans. The humans didn’t know they were chilling with angels. Some were there to party, others had been picked up and forced to attend by angels using their ability to compel humans. Angels had that ability, to control a human’s mind. It was like a Demon Hunters aura, but much stronger.


    Most angels could simply look at a human and convince it to do whatever the angel wanted. 


    There were some humans that could resist. The stronger the mind, the higher the likelihood the human would see the angel for what it was and resist. 


    This bar the angels visited in Mayfair was a place for the angels to live out their fetishes. And apparently, fucking wingless angels, or in other words, humans, was considered a fetish for the angels. 


    Karen wanted to go to the bar. She was exactly what they were looking for. She basically looked like an angel without wings. 


    They were back in his apartment and in his living room. Alex sat on the single leather sofa. Jamana had come and plonked herself down on the carpet by his feet. She leaned against his leg. Almost like a cat would. It was strangely comforting. 


    Melissa sat on the three-seater leather sofa, as did Karen. Their postures were completely different and showed off the two girls’ personalities. Karen rested against the backrest; her legs spread apart. Melissa sat with her back straight and her legs closed. 


    Alex didn’t like the plan. Sure, she could flirt her way with an angel, but the angel would be suspicious the minute it knew Karen could see the angel for what it was, and if that didn’t set it off, it would be suspicious when Karen asked about dying angels. There was also the high chance a random angel wouldn’t know any more about angels dying than a random demon did. 


    Alex didn’t like the plan and he told her as much too. “It’s awful,” he muttered. 


    “I’m not going to go to a random bar to talk to a random angel and hope he knows something,” Karen said. “I’m going to Wingless Angels, and I’m going to flirt with Jonas.” 


    “Wingless Angels?” Alex raised an eyebrow. “That’s fucking creative, isn’t it?” His eyes narrowed. “Wait. Whose Jonas?” 


    “He’s an angel that I know,” Karen said, her voice slowly getting quieter as she spoke, until the last word came out as a whisper. 


    “You’re friends with an angel?” Alex asked. 


    “Not friends,” Karen said firmly. “Jonas made a pass on me a really long time ago. It’s been about fifty years. Maybe he’s forgotten who I am. But I think I’m his type and I know he has connections. I’ve seen him with Michael before. He might know where the bodies are being kept.” 


    Alex processed everything Karen said, and then he remained silent as he thought over what she’d just said. Finally, he asked “How old are you?” 


    Karen’s eyes narrowed. “You’re not supposed to ask a girl her age. I became a Demon Hunter in my early twenties, that’s how old I look, that’s how old I feel. And that’s that.” 


    “That’s a lot of “that”,” Alex grumbled. 


    He still didn’t like her plan. “What makes you think this Jonas guy is just going to tell you where the angel bodies are kept?” 


    “Well, the plan was to get him to take me back to his place. Once there, I was thinking you could make an appearance and threaten to kill Jonas if he didn’t give us something?” 


    Alex sat up, suddenly liking this plan quite a bit more. “Am I actually going to kill him?” 


    “You don’t have to kill him. We only need to keep him locked away somehow for two weeks. If within that time we find the original killer of the angels and stop the war, I’m sure Michael won’t mind that we had to kidnap his buddy to do it. And if we can’t find the real killer, then in two weeks, we’re going to be at war with the angels anyway so, it really can’t make things any worse.” 


    When put like that, it seemed to make a lot of sense. Except, Alex still wasn’t sure how much help finding a dead angel body would be. What was he supposed to gain from looking at a murdered angel’s body? He was no forensics expert. 


    “I am,” the voice in his head, Lucifer, said. 


    “Hey sleepy head,” Alex said. 


    “Don’t ever call me that,” Lucifer said. 


    “It’s all you do these days,” Alex said. “Not that I’m complaining to be honest. I much prefer not having a voice in my head than having one.” 


    “Shut up ass wit. Maybe it’s your fault I sleep so much. You’re so damned boring, you put me to sleep. It’s about to happen right now,” Lucifer yawned. 


    Alex was sure it was a fake yawn. And not that he’d forgotten, but he was reminded again why he preferred for Lucifer to be asleep. 


    “What do you want?” he asked. 


    “Find me a dead angel’s body and I can tell you if it was done by the sword of a demon.” 


    Karen waved her hand at him. Alex became aware of all three girls staring at him. He must have zoned out whilst talking to Lucifer.


    “What?” “Alex asked. 


    “You didn’t hear a word I said?” Karen asked, with a frown. 


    “I was talking to Lucifer,” Alex muttered.


    “Oh… how uh, how is he?”


    “He’s an ass,” Alex replied. “What were you saying?” 


    “When we find the body, how would we know if it was killed by a demon or not? Neither of us are experts in that area.” 


    “Apparently Lucifer will know,” Alex said. 


    “Oh,” Karen nodded. “I guess that worked out nicely.” She climbed to her feet. 


    Alex rose too. “Are we going now?” 


    “Sure, once it’s night-time. I also need to go home and change,” she said. 


    Alex stared Karen up and down, taking in her beauty. “What’s wrong with what you’re wearing?” 


    Karen smiled at him. “It’s not nearly slutty enough,” she said. She walked up to him and kissed him passionately before heading out. 


    Alex followed her ass as it disappeared down the corner, his cock somewhat aroused. Great, he thought. What was he supposed to do now? 


     


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 17


     


     


     


     


    It was the first time in what seemed like forever that Alex had nothing to do. His life for the past few months had been chaotic. It was going from one crisis to another, hurrying to fight in a battle, stop a devil, defeat an assassin.


    It wasn’t a long wait. Five or six hours to kill. Alex should have been able to pass that time easily.


    On the contrary, sitting in his apartment, he couldn’t for the life of him think of what to do. It wasn’t very long ago when he craved times like this. Free time to be able to spend on crafting his skill or being able to dedicate to his craft.


    His craft being writing...


    Prior to being a Demon Hunter, Alex’s day-job was as a security officer. Although, he did work at night sometimes, depending on his shift.


    His main passion had been in writing.


    But that passion wasn’t there anymore. The story he’d spent over a year on writing, a story that many would have likened to Harry Potter, didn’t seem very fantastical anymore. Compared to his real life, it seemed tame. It was something that, if made into a television show, would air around four PM, just ready for children to watch as they returned from school. 


    As he sat on the sofa and stared at the television, Alex didn’t feel at all motivated to start writing again. He glanced at the clock on his wall. It had only been twenty minutes since Karen left.


    And then it popped into his mind that he did have something to kill the time with. 


    “Chrissy,” he said her name out loud. 


    Both Melissa and Jamana stared at him. Alex ignored them, his mind wondering how he was going to get in touch with Chrissy. His only form of contact with her had been through email. Sure, he could drop her a line, but what were the odds she would check her email in the next four to five hours? 


    Karen knew where Chrissy was. He could call her. Except, he didn’t have Karen’s mobile number. 


    “Damn it,” Alex cursed under his breath. He really needed to replace his smashed phone. 


    “Do you want to see her?” Melissa asked. 


    “You know where Chrissy is?” Alex asked, somewhat surprised the demon even knew who Chrissy was, let alone know where she might be. 


    Melissa nodded. “Karen mentioned the address once. I can take you there.” 


    Thank God for Karen, Alex thought. Well, not literally thanking God. “Yeah, lets,” he said quickly. “Does she live far?” 


    “It’s about a twenty-minute drive,” Melissa said. 


    Alex did have a car. But it wasn’t great. He drove a Volkswagen Polo. It was a good nifty little car and it did what it needed to do. But compared to Karen’s Porsche, which also did what it needed to do and a lot more, it wasn’t very impressive.


    Alex wanted his car to be impressive…  


    But that was a worry for another time, he thought. 


    “Let’s go,” he said enthusiastically. 


    Jamana, who was still sitting on the floor by the leg of the leather sofa, stared up at him. “Me too?”  


    “Unless you want to stay here by yourself?” Alex replied. 


    “Won’t there be trouble?” Jamana asked. “I don’t want to cause any trouble.” 


    Alex felt the strings in his heart pulling. Jamana had left behind a life of hardship in Hell, for what was supposed to be a better one here on earth. Except, on her first day on earth, an angel had attacked them. After that, she’d stayed indoors, until finally venturing out with Alex to go and watch a movie. There had been another confrontation there, though, strangely, it hadn’t been violent. 


    Alex didn’t want her to think Earth was going to be like this all the time. The girl had nowhere else to go. He was her last line of protection. And protect her he damned well would. 


    “There won’t be any trouble,” Alex said. “And if there is, I’ll deal with it.” He reached his hand down and as Jamana took it, he pulled her to her feet and wrapped his arms around her protectively. “You’ll be safe with me,” he told her. 

     


     


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 18


     


     


     


     


    They set off for Chrissy’s house in Alex’s little Volkswagen Polo. Melissa sat beside him in the front passenger seat. Jamana sat at the back, along with his trusty longsword. There was no chance Alex was going anywhere without it from now on. 


    Chrissy didn’t live very far, which made sense seeing as he’d bumped into her at the local coffee shop. That reminded him of Madeline, the waitress at his local coffee shop.


    He’d crushed on that girl for years.


    And just before going down to Hell, the girl had reciprocated that feeling. She was a little hottie, with the perfect mixed-race skin. Alex wanted to take her clothes off and absorb the beauty. He wanted to sit back and just admire the girl as she stood naked, as she bent over and showed that perfect ass, as she spread her darkened pussy lips to show the glistening pink beneath. 


    Alex shifted uncomfortably in the driver’s seat as his cock began to rise. He was wearing a pair of normal denim jeans. Not even slim fit. But as the material pressed against his large member, it felt like he was wearing the skinniest of skinny jeans. 


    His discomfort didn’t go unnoticed by Melissa. Her stare at his crotch wasn’t subtle. 


    “Do you…” she paused as she continued to stare down at his lap. “Does it need freeing?” 


    “That’s one way of putting it, I suppose,” Alex said with a laugh. 


    Melissa unbuckled his jeans button first, then pulled the zip down. She reached inside and grabbed his now semi erect cock by the shaft and pulled it out. 


    It wasn’t quite free. The shaft pressed against the waist band of his boxers and was partially forced against his t-shirt.  

    “Do you want me to uhh… shall I stroke it?” Melissa asked. 


    Jamana, who had been sitting in the back staring out the window, suddenly leaned forward, her head coming into the gap between the two front seats. 


    “I can help too, if you’d like?” she said.


    Melissa’s eyes moved towards Jamana, and despite trying to focus on the road whilst his cock was out and being discussed, Alex noticed a fleeting look of annoyance in Melissa’s eyes. 


    “I can manage,” Melissa said, her tone somewhat sharper than normal. 


    “Are you sure?” Jamana asked. “It’s a big cock… enough for both of us to share.” 


    Alex wasn’t sure if he was turned on by the conversation or concerned that his cock was being discussed like it were a tasty meal between two hungry carnivores. 


    “I can manage,” Melissa said firmly. “Before I came to earth, I worked in the Kran Sutra.” 


    Jamana nodded knowingly. “That’s how you bought your passage to earth.” 


    “Yes. It doesn’t matter how big it is, I can manage Alex’s cock, thanks very much.” 


    Again, Melissa’s tone was sharp, but Jamana seemed not to notice. She leaned even closer in, Melissa now receiving her full attention.


    “I heard they mark every girl that ever works in the Kran Sutra. Is that true?” 


    Melissa’s blue skin darkened ever so slightly. It would have been unmissable to most, if not all. But Alex had heightened senses, including his eyesight what with being a Demo Hunter. And it had been complemented further by Lucifer. It was one of the endearing things about Melissa, her propensity to blush quickly, despite having worked in some places that would definitely do away with most girl’s shyness. 


    “It’s true,” Melissa said, somewhat reluctantly. 


    “Where did they mark you?” Jamana asked. 


    Alex kept his eyes on the road, but he could feel Melissa staring at him. 


    “I heard they do it on really sensitive body parts. Is it on your nipples?” Jamana asked. 


    She reached forward with both hands and began to unbutton Melissa’s top. While it happened, Alex felt Melissa continue to stare at him. She didn’t stop Jamana, and soon, her top was now off. She wore a white lacy bra that looked great against her blue skin. A moment later, Jamana had taken that off too. 


    “I don’t see it,” Jamana said, as she cupped both breasts. 


    Melissa’s blue skin darkened even more. Alex wanted to look away from the road and take in her perfect firm breasts. But he doubted he would have the luck Karen seemed to have when she drove without paying attention. The last thing he needed was to be in an accident. 


    He kept his eyes on the road and tried to block out both the girls and his now raging cock. At least, until they arrived at their destination. Which wasn’t far. At the end of the road, Alex turned right.


    The houses were nicer in this area. Though terraced, they had bay fronted windows with ornated pillars. Most of the houses were freshly painted. The low fences were tidy as were the hedges that grew beyond. 


    Alex pulled his car up by the side of the road, with Chrissy’s house to his left. Turning the ignition, he switched the car off. 


    He wanted to go inside and see Chrissy, but what with Melissa sitting beside him half naked, her perfect breasts exposed and just asking to be played with, what with his erect cock also out, Alex wasn’t sure he could just put it away. 


    Melissa was still staring at him, a look of worry in her eyes. 


    “Where is it?” Jamana asked. “Where did they mark you?” 


    “Near my vagina,” Melissa said softly. 


    “Did it hurt?” Jamana asked. “It’s supposed to hurt, isn’t it? They use Locan metal make the mark so that it never goes away.” 


    “That’s not right,” Alex said, as he finally turned to look at Melissa. Her light blue skin was now a much darker shade, and tinged with red. “I’ve never seen any marks near your vagina.” 


    “I keep it covered,” Melissa said softly. “It’s there, but I can make my skin grow and cover the mark.” 


    “Can I see?” Alex asked. 


    Melissa didn’t reply but got to pulling off her skinny black jeans. She pulled them down to her ankles, and then paused. After thinking awhile, she pulled them off completely and tossed them into the back seat, conveniently or possibly intentionally hitting Jamana in the face. She then turned her body, her feet now resting on either side of Alex, she leaned her head against the car window and pulled off her matching white panties. 


    Melissa was completely naked. She spread her legs further to expose her blue vagina. She parted the pussy lips to reveal the soft pink beneath. Alex watched curiously, but still saw no mark. And then, to the left side of her clit, a mark suddenly appeared. 


    It was small, about half the size of a penny coin. The mark bore the face of a demon. 


    Jamana leaned forward and brought her face only inches away from Melissa’s twat. Her fingers spread the pussy lips, as if wanting to get a better look. 


    “That must have hurt so much,” she said, awe in her voice. “Why did they do it there? They must have really disliked you.” 


    Melissa ran her fingers through Jamana’s hair before they tightened around the locks and she pulled the girl’s head back. “They did it there because I didn’t want their money. I wanted freedom.” 


    Unperturbed by Melissa literally pushing away her head, Jamana continued with awe, “How long did you serve?” 


    “Five years,” Melissa said. 


    “Does it hurt if I push it?” 


    Jamana didn’t wait for Melissa to answer the question. She probed at the mark with her finger. 


    “Ow,” Melissa growled. She slapped Jamana’s hand away. “Yes, it hurts,” she said through gritted teeth. “Can you just sit back in your seat for a second?” she asked. 


    Finally, it seemed Jamana noticed Melissa’s irk. She moved back and sat in her seat, her feet up and underneath her bottom. “Sorry,” she muttered. 


    Melissa continued to stare at Alex, worry in her eyes. “I’m sorry,” she said. 


    “Sorry for what?” Alex asked. 


    “I worked in a brothel for five years. I thought I’d leave that life behind when I came to earth, but it wasn’t so easy. I had to work in bars here before I could get a job as a security guard. But I haven’t done any of that stuff ever since.” 


    Her eyes bubbled up as she stopped talking. Alex wanted to give her a hug, but what with her legs spread either side of him, and the space being small, it wasn’t the easiest thing to do. He took her hand in his and squeezed it gently. 


    “You’ve got nothing to apologise for,” he told her. “You were dealt a hard hand in life and you did whatever you had to do to make it better. I don’t think any less of you,” he said gently. “I also don’t have anything against anyone who does that sort of stuff as long as it’s their choice and they aren’t forced into it.” 


    Melissa’s eyes had already bubbled, and now those bubbles burst. The tears ran down her eyes, though she remained silent. A dignified cry, if there ever was one. 


    Alex leaned in and wrapping his arms around her, he pulled her in for a hug. What with his cock still out, it pressed against her cute little pussy. Alex, who had gone for comforting and not trying to fuck her, now looked down at his monstrous cock, a little annoyed. 


    “That wasn’t supposed to happen,” he told Melissa. 


    Melissa’s lips twitched before she broke out in laughter. Alex smiled sheepishly as she wiped away her tears. 


    “I suppose now that we’re here, I might as well take the missile inside, right?” 


    “Missile?” Alex raised an eyebrow. 


    “That’s what I call it,” Melissa said, now smiling sheepishly. 


    It wasn’t the worst thing to call it, Alex thought. Though he wondered if that was something girls did. Did Karen have a name for his cock too? 


    Alex reached down and felt for the leaver beneath his seat and pulled it back, making space for Melissa to climb onto him. She took his cock in her hand, and guiding it to her opening, she slowly lowered herself, taking it inside. 


    It felt so good being back inside her, and Alex leaned in to suck on her breasts. Lost in the moment, his arms wrapped around her waist and he thrust with his cock. Melissa let out a grunt as his cock fully filled her. 


    He continued to suck on her breasts as she began to ride his cock. The car beeped as her elbow hit the horn. Ignoring it, Alex kissed Melissa on the lips and squeezed her breasts as he matched her rhythm, thrusting up as she came down. 


    He was close to cumming when he became aware of a face staring at him. Alex pulled his lips away from Melissa’s to look out the window. It was Chrissy. She tapped on the glass and he lowered it. 


    “Hi,” she said. 


    “Hey,” Alex smiled, happy to see her and see her looking well.


    “What are you doing here?” Chrissy asked. 


    “I came to see you,” Alex told her. “I didn’t get a chance to check up on you and Emily. I sort of got sent to Hell.” 


    Chrissy nodded. “Sort of sent to Hell? Sure.” 


    “Well, I actually did get sent to Hell. But enough about me. How are you?” 


    “I’m good, thanks. Um… do you want to finish up and then come inside?” Chrissy asked. 


    Alex swallowed and let out a nervous laugh. “This isn’t what it looks like,” he muttered. 


    “So, you’re not having sex in your car with a demon, while another demon sits in the back naked and plays with herself?”     


    “What?” Alex asked. “Jamana’s not-” 


    He looked back at the demon. True enough, she was completely naked. Her legs were spread apart, each foot resting against the back of the front seats’ headrests. As their eyes met, she smiled at him sheepishly. 


    


    

  


  
    



     


    Chapter 19


     


     


     


     


    They sat in Chrissy’s living room. She had it decorated simply, with an L shaped corner leather sofa and a wooden coffee table with a glass top. The walls were painted white, aside from one wall that was covered with green and silver wallpaper. At the end was a large flat screen mounted to the wall. 


    Chrissy sat at the opposite end of the sofa to himself, Jamana and Melissa. She sat with her legs pressed together and her elbows resting on knees, her back hunched forward, her chin resting on her palm. 


    Sort of like an awkward primary school kid suddenly called into the headmaster’s office for what reason, she couldn’t fathom. 


    Her eyes moved from Alex to Jamana to Melissa. Demons, she’d called them, which meant she could see the two girls for what they were. She hadn’t been able to in the past. Chrissy had been dating a demon named Jamie. One who had then lured her younger sister Emily to his country mansion where he slit her wrists and used her blood to free Satan.


    Alex had killed Jamie and put a stop to Satan, but not before Jamie had almost drained Emily out of blood. 


    That was the last time he’d seen her. 


    “How’s Emily?” Alex asked, breaking the silence. 


    “She’s good,” Chrissy said. “At least, physically.” She glanced at the demons quickly before her eyes came back to Alex. “What’s going on, Alex?” she asked quietly. 


    “I just came to see how you are doing,” Alex replied. “I was worried after…” he stopped, not sure how to continue, not sure how much Chrissy remembered of what had happened that night. 


    “After Jamie used Emily to try and free Satan?” 


    Alex nodded. Turned out she remembered quite a bit. 


    “Did it work?” Chrissy asked, now rubbing her arms, as if suddenly cold. “Did Jamie manage to free Satan?” 


    “He did, but I put a stop to it,” Alex said. 


    Chrissy’s hands froze as she stared at Alex. “You put a stop to Satan?” 


    “There was a fight… I sort of won,” Alex said. 


    “If you’re trying to sound modest, you’re doing a terrible job of it,” Chrissy told him. 


    Alex grinned. 


    “What happened to Jamie?” 


    It was a short-lived grin. Alex had killed Jamie, or at least, tried to. Karen had delivered the fatal blow. “He’s dead,” he said. 


    Chrissy nodded. “Thanks for that. I’ve been having nightmares ever since. I keep worrying he’s going to come barging in through the front door and ripping my clothes off before dragging me naked through the street, taking me somewhere for his pleasure. Other times I see myself as being tied from the ceiling, blood dripping from my veins, being sacrificed to free Satan. That dream always ends the same,” she said with a shiver. “Satan climbs out from the ground and devours my body as a snack.” 


    “You’re safe from that,” Alex told her. “Satan is back in Hell and Jamie is dead.” 


    “I keep seeing things you know,” Chrissy said. Her eyes shifted to the demon girls. “Like them. They look like demons. They are demons, aren’t they?” her hazel eyes stared at him with an intensity. “I see angels too, except, they’re not nice. Their evil. But no one believes me when I say these things. They can’t see what I see. Even Emily. She doesn’t-”


    Chrissy stopped and buried her face in her hands. Alex jumped up from his seat and sat beside Chrissy, wrapping his arms around her as she began to sob in her hands. Finally, she stopped crying and after sniffing some and wiping her eyes, she continued. 


    “Emily doesn’t know what really happened. She thinks my human boyfriend kidnapped her and tied her to the ceiling. She thinks I’m part of some Satanic death cult. She doesn’t believe me when I tell her that Jamie was a demon, that he had a red face with shark teeth and even horns. No one believes me…” 


    Chrissy turned her head and looked up at Alex. “Am I going crazy?” she asked. 


    There were probably rules against telling humans about the existence of demons and angels, namely being that he shouldn’t tell. But Alex had broken that rule in the past. He didn’t hesitate when he shook his head. Chrissy wasn’t going crazy; he knew that better than anyone else. After everything she’d been through, she deserved to know the truth. 


    Alex told her everything. He started at the beginning, when God first appeared on earth from above, when God began to kill humans to free their souls, when Lucifer rose up to stop him. He told her how Satan came from below, how the devil teamed up with Lucifer to stop God.


    But in the end, Satan betrayed Lucifer and stabbed him in the back. The same fate befell Satan when his younger sister, Satani, imprisoned him and made peace with God. The war between demons and angels came to an end and a truce was signed.


    He told her about Demon Hunters, how Satani chose humans, and gave them something in exchange for their souls, which were ripped out from their chests. With the soul out, it meant they could live for ever. Their bodies grew taller, they became much stronger and they would not die of natural causes. 


    The downside was that, if they did die, that would be it for them. Their souls would not rise or fall, as they had no souls. 


    Alex wasn’t sure how Chrissy would take that bit. He hadn’t told a human before that he was soulless. It wasn’t exactly a great conversation opener. Well, it might have been, but for the wrong reasons.


    He went on to tell her what was going on now, that after Satan was sent back to Hell, angels began to die. Demons were the suspects. If Satani didn’t find the killer soon, the angels would declare the truce over. There would be war.  


    When he finished talking, Chrissy just stared at him, her lips parted. He imagined she would have questions. He knew he would have many questions if so much information had just been dumped on him. But she continued to stare silently. 


    “Are you okay?” Alex asked, now afraid he’d made a mistake and told her too much. 


    Chrissy closed her lips and swallowed before nodding her head. “So uh… they’re really demons?” she pointed at the girls sitting on the sofa. 


    Alex nodded. 


    “I’m not crazy?” 


    Alex shook his head. “You’re definitely not crazy.” 


    Chrissy gave a faint smile. “Uh… you’re not crazy, are you?” 


    “Me?” Alex asked, brows furrowed. 


    “You told her too much,” Melissa said.


    It was a lot to take in admittedly, but Alex figured she would be fine. She could see the demons, for starters. And seeing was supposed to be believing. But did she really believe them? 


    “I didn’t make any of it up,” he told her. 


    “I believe you,” she told him. “I just don’t want to,” she added. “If demons and angels start fighting, it’s going to be really bad, isn’t it?” 


    “Probably,” Alex said honestly. 


    “Like, apocalyptic?”


    Again, the answer was the same. It would probably be apocalyptic if the demons and angels went to war. But Alex didn’t say that out loud. Chrissy had had enough of the truth to last a year, at the least. 


    Instead, he wrapped his arms around her and kissed her on the head. When he pulled away, she frowned up at him. 


    “That bad, huh?” she asked. 


    “End of the world stuff,” Melissa said nonchalantly.


    


    

  


  
    



     


    Chapter 20


     


     


     


     


    They left Chrissy in what Alex hoped was a better mental state than they’d found her. She knew the truth now. What she wanted to do with it was up to her. Alex hoped it gave her back some of her sanity. He couldn’t imagine what it must have been like for her the past weeks, or months, or however long he’d been gone for. 


    Chrissy had seen things and been through things that few humans ever did. And after all of that, after having survived to live and tell the tale, there was none who believed her. It had gotten to the point where she’d started to doubt herself. 


    Alex had wanted to spend more time with Chrissy, to really make sure she was okay. But it was getting late.  


    And he had other pressing matters to attend to. 


    Like stopping the end of the world.


    Karen would be back at his apartment by now, ready to head out to this club where angels rubbed shoulders with humans. 


    The sun had set as they left. The streetlights were on, but they didn’t give their usual brightness. The streets were empty. Not many cars about, or humans on the sidewalk. It was like they could sense something was wrong, and had decided to stay in. 


    Karen was waiting for him at his apartment. She’d changed into a short black leather skirt and a white silky blouse that hugged her figure. She wore black heels that gave her an extra four inches, making her almost as tall as him. 


    “You like?” she asked, as she gave him a twirl. 


    “Very much,” Alex said honestly. “I kinda want to rip it off you.” 


    “Sure,” Karen said, smiling mischievously. 


    “Seriously?” Alex asked and he took a step towards her. 


    “No. You can’t rip it off. I just went home to change into this outfit. You can’t rip it off. But you can take it off. We’ve got an hour or two to kill. Want to have some fun?” 


    Alex almost ran up to her and picked her up in his arms. He led her to the living room and dropped her onto the sofa. He was about to grab her tightly fitted blouse and rip it open when he remembered her saying to not do exactly that. 


    Alex pulled off his own t-shirt and began to unbuckled his belt. “Get naked,” he told her. 


    Karen rolled her eyes. “So romantic,” she said, but she began to unbutton the blouse. 


    Now completely naked, Alex pulled off her skirt. She wore red lacy panties underneath, and with her blouse off, it turned out she had red bra to match. She looked hot, and he wondered if shed worn the lingerie because she planned to show it off to the angel. He felt a pang of jealousy in his heart. 


    He didn’t have a right to feel it. They weren’t in an exclusive relationship. And he certainly slept with plenty other girls. 


    Still, there was no denying what he felt. He really liked Karen and the thought of her being with other men made him feel jealous. Looking down at her lying on the sofa, completely naked. Her skin perfectly smooth, her legs long, her breasts firm, luscious, the nipples pink. 


    She was a dream. 


    No, she was a goddess. 


    “What are you thinking about?” Karen asked. 


    “I want to worship your body,” Alex replied honestly. 


    “That sounds nice,” Karen said. She parted her legs in anticipation. 


    Alex knelt, but rather than going for her glistening pussy, he kissed her on the lips passionately, before moving down her body. He sucked on her breasts, then licked down her navel area, coming to her vagina, he gave it a kiss before his tongue parted the pussy lips and probed at her clitoris. 


    Karen moaned in pleasure and her hips swayed as she tried to climax. But Alex wasn’t done taking in her body. He kissed her inner thighs, then his tongue moved down her leg. He came to her feet and admired them. He wasn’t a feet man. He doubted many were, although he was aware of the whole foot fetish thing. 


    “You’re being different,” Karen said. “Normally, by now, you’d have driven your cock inside me and fucked me senseless. I would have been in orgasm Heaven, but also wondering if I could walk properly for weeks. What’s the matter?” 


    Alex shrugged. “You look gorgeous. I kinda wanna take my time admiring you.”  


    “Aw, thanks. You should see my ass,” Karen said, smiling. 


    “You do have a great ass,” Alex commented. 


    To prove his point, Karen turned over to show her bottom. The cheeks were perfectly round, irresistible to the grab. Alex did grab them. His fingers dug into her soft flesh, forming pink dots surrounded by white. 


    Alex parted her ass cheeks and stared at the little pink butthole. His thumb gently rubbed the opening before he pushed inside. His thumb made it half an inch inside Karen when she turned and grabbed his hand. 


    “I’ve never…” she stopped. 


    The tip of Alex’s thumb remained buried inside her ass, but he stopped pushing. Butt sex was a pretty common thing these days, if the internet was to be believed. Karen, with her sexual energy and open mind, it seemed odd that she’d never tried it before. 


    “It’s not that I haven’t been curious,” Karen said. “It’s just…” she paused again, and this time her clear skin flushed. 


    Alex’s eyes widened some. Was she suddenly shy? He could never have imagined Karen to be the shy type. “What is it?” he asked, now genuinely curious. 


    “This is going to sound strange but…” she stopped again. 


    “I won’t laugh,” Alex promised. 


    “I’ve sort of been saving it for the right guy… for my soul mate. If I had a soul,” Karen said. 


    “Oh.” It wasn’t the answer Alex had been expecting. He tried to withdraw his finger, but Karen held it in place, her hand still around his wrist. 


    “I like you, Alex,” she said softly. 


    “I like you too,” he mumbled. 


    “No,” Karen shook her head. “I really like you, Alex…” 


    Alex was about to say the same thing again, that he really liked her, when it hit him that she meant something more. 


    “Oh,” he said. 


    Karen’s face fell, and her grip on his wrist loosened. 


    “No, no,” Alex said quickly. “I didn’t mean it like that. I was just surprised to hear you say it.” 


    “So…” Karen said slowly, and when Alex again stupidly failed to follow, she continued with, “Do you like like me?” 


    “I do,” Alex said softly. “I’ve liked you for a while, actually.” 


    Karen’s face lit up. But then, her eyes narrowed. “You’re not just saying it, are you?” 


    Alex shook his head. “If it helps, I’m super jealous that you’re going to look like sex on legs and go into an angel bar to flirt with the winged bastards.” 


    “That’s all it would be,” Karen said softly. “I wouldn’t do any more than flirt. Truth be told, I haven’t been with another guy since we first hooked up…” 


    It was music to Alex’s ears, and he felt his heart surge with warmth. He was about to lean forward and kiss her on the lips when he stopped. Melissa and Jamana stood by the corridor leading into the living room, playing to perfection every bit the role of awkward guests watching their hosts have sex. 


    “Do I need to swear off all other girls?” he asked quietly, hoping the two demons wouldn’t hear. 


    “Hell no,” Karen laughed. She raised her head and kissed him on the lips. “We can play with them together.” She gave him another kiss, then turned to look at the girls. “Take your clothes off and get over here,” she said. 


    Both demons stared at her in surprise, or shock, it was hard to tell. They remained frozen to the spot. 


    Karen frowned at the girls, then clapped her hands together. Both girls jolted visibly. It broke whatever trance they were in and they rushed to obey her. Both demons took off their clothes in record time and stood in front of Alex and Karen, now completely naked, one demon blue, the other green. 


    “I’m going to take a cock inside my ass for the first time,” Karen said, speaking as if she were a drill sergeant doing what drill sergeants did. “As you can see, it’s a monstrous cock. I need one of you girls to suck his cock. Take it in deep, gag on it if you must, but make sure it’s nice and wet. The other, you’re going to use your tongue on my ass. Start by licking the outside, then probe deep inside, as far as your tongue will go.” 


    “Decide who will do what and decide now!” 


    The demon girls exchanged a glance before both girls made to move towards Alex. There was a second’s pause as the girls exchanged another glance, and then Jamana, who was closer to Karen, dropped to her knees and parted the Demon Hunter’s ass cheeks. 


    “I saw how you both went for the cock,” Karen muttered. “Don’t worry, in time, I’ll make you love ass.”


    She stared at Alex’s monster that Melissa was now sucking on. Despite it hitting the back of the demon’s throat, a significant portion was still visible.


    “Unless this experience is horrifyingly painful,” she muttered.  


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 21


     


     


     


     


    Two hours later, Alex and Karen set off for Wingless Angels, a club where angels mixed it with humans. It was located in Mayfair, one of London’s more trendier boroughs. Karen was the driver, and she twitched in her seat more than once along the way. 


    Alex couldn’t help but notice. 


    “Are you okay?” 


    It wasn’t the first time he’d asked the question. 


    “I’m fine,” she told him. 


    That had been her answer the first time. 


    Bu then, she twitched in her seat once more. 


    “How’s your bottom?” 


    “Sore,” Karen replied. “I think for the next month, I’ll be thinking about your cock every time I sit down.” 


    “That bad?” Alex grimaced. 


    “It was painful,” Karen replied. 


    Butt sex had been different. Alex had watched porn. He was pretty sure every man and probably most women had seen the stuff at some point or other. The actors made butt sex look a lot easier than it really was. 


    Despite Melissa and Jamana’s best efforts, it hadn’t been easy for Alex to get his cock inside Karen’s little butthole. In the end, when he finally managed to drive it in, she collapsed onto the sofa with him on top. They’d remained that way for a while, Karen unwilling for him to move. 


    In the end, Alex pulled his cock out, with Karen doing her best to remain silent and dignified. 


    “We’ll do it again,” she said. “I just need to prepare for it.” 


    Alex nodded. “And um… how are you going to prep for it?”


    “I have some ideas,” Karen said. 


    Alex was going to ask what those ideas were when Karen pulled her car up by the side of the road.  


    The buildings here were much more grand than where Alex lived. They were great big structures made from Portland stone. Some had external corridors that covered the sidewalk with archways, beyond which were big glass windows. Each floor was taller than it needed to be, and the glass windows reached almost floor to ceiling, with wrought iron extending out for non-existent balconies. Even the lampposts, painted black but touched with gold décor and fresh flowers of all colours growing from the bouquets that rested off them. The people that walked the streets were dressed similarly. They wore the same clothes, but you knew those clothes were better, or at least, they were more expensive. 


    The clothes hung off the human bodies naturally, fitting perfectly. The materials had this glean to them, like it was being cleaned as they walked. The humans were taller, as they seemed to be in central London, and their skin clearer, their bone structure better. It was a very visible contrast in regards those Alex was used to seeing closer to home, those wearing ill-fitting jeans and tracksuit bottoms, with their puffy skin and bad haircuts. 


    Despite the humans looking great, when Alex and Karen stepped out of her Porsche, they were still the prettiest and the tallest couple there. 


    Karen took his hand in hers and led him past the archway and under the external corridor that extended out onto the sidewalk. The space was lit by chandeliers of a rust brown. 


    At the end of the external corridor were steps that led down into the basement. Standing outside the steps beside two golden posts with a red rope draped from one to the other were two men wearing smart black suits with white ties. Despite it being night, they wore shades and visible earpieces. 


    There was no queue to get into the basement bar, but the men stood there as if guarding the most popular night club in town. 


    They stopped in front of the men. 


    “We’re here for Wingless Angels,” Karen said. 


    “Do you have an invite,” one of the guards asked, his voice gruffy. 


    Karen pulled out a small card from within the gap between her skirt and waist. She handed it to the guard, who glanced at it, before unhooking the red rope to let them through.


    Alex and Karen walked down the steps. There was a steel door with tinted windows at the bottom. It slid open at their approach and led into a darkened corridor. There was a man at the end of the corridor, before another door. 


    The man stood behind a counter, topless. His eyes were focused on the wall opposite. Alex turned to see what he was looking at. There was a woman behind another counter. She too was topless; her breasts were perky. She stared at the wall opposite her. Though both humans faced each other and stared directly ahead, it was obvious neither looked at the other. 


    As both humans ignored Alex and Karen, they didn’t stop for a conversation. Alex pulled the door open and they walked into what was an obvious nightclub. To the left was the bar, in front of them was the dance floor and to the right, slightly elevated with steps leading up was a private area, cordoned off and filled with seating space. 


    There were humans working behind the bar, and all those that danced on the floor were humans too. There were several angels seated behind the cordoned area, both male and female. They were surrounded by humans, some seated on the floor by the angels’ feet, others resting on the angels’ laps. A couple of women even made passionate love on the floor before the angels. 


    “I don’t like this,” Alex said. “Just look at them fuckers sitting there like they own the fucking world.” 


    “They sort of do,” Karen muttered. 


    “They can fuck off is what they can do,” Alex said. 


    Karen stared up at him, her eyes sparkling. “I love that you’re so-” she paused to think, “fired up and that, but I need you to be a little calm tonight. We can’t get into a fight with the angels.” 


    She turned towards the cordoned off section and nodded at the blonde angel wearing a V-neck white vest and skinny jeans. The angels all seemed to dress similarly, and they looked alike too. 


    “That’s Jonas,” Karen said. “He’ll know where the bodies are kept, or at least he will know someone who knows where the bodies are kept.” 


    “How do you know that’s Jonas?” Alex asked sullenly. “All angels look the same. They even dress the same.” 


    Karen leaned in and kissed Alex on the lips. “I’m going to talk to him now and uh… he might… touch me,” she added, now looking up at him with serious eyes. “You know we need to do this, so try not to cut off his head or something. Actually,” she pushed him towards the bar. “How about you have a drink and enjoy yourself?” 


    With another push in the direction of the bar, Karen turned and walked towards the angels. Alex watched her go. Wearing her short skirt and fitting white blouse with the plunging neckline, Karen was easily the prettiest human in the bar. More than that, if you took away the angels’ angelic glow, she would be as pretty as them too. 


    Alex watched as Karen stood by the red rope that cordoned off the angels’ private space. Jonas stared at her, dullness in his eyes before one side of his lips spread into a smile. Karen stepped over the cordon and walked in to join him.


    The angel already had two humans beside him. He dumped the girl that sat on his lap unceremoniously onto the floor. As she climbed to her feet, his foot pressed against her ass and he pushed, laughing as the girl, wearing high heels, stumbled and fell over the cordon. 


    Alex turned away as Karen took the girl’s former spot and sat on the Jonas’s lap. 


    He sat by the bar and ordered himself a vodka with cranberry juice. He gulped it down, then ordered another.


    This time, with drink in hand, he turned to face the dance floor. Beyond it was the space were the angels sat. Alex could see Karen sitting on Jonas’s lap. She threw her head back and laughed, as if the angel had said the funniest thing ever.


    Alex knew she was faking it. Firstly, angels were not funny. They were assholes. Secondly, Karen had never ever laughed like that. That was not her laugh. 


    As Karen sat on the angel’s lap, his hand climbed down her back and rested on her ass. Alex knew what was happening, that Karen was flirting with the angel for information, and as part of it, the angel would flirt back, the angel would touch her. 


    It didn’t stop him wanting to walk up to the angel and punch him in the face. 


    Alex looked away.


    Punching the angel would lead to no good. On the dance floor, there were mostly women, which was an anomaly for most dance floors, which were usually filled with more men than women. 


    The women were pretty. They were dressed skimpily too. Some were even naked. Alex couldn’t tell if they’d come that way or had taken their clothes off once inside the bar. By the look in their eyes, Alex knew the humans were under some form of compulsion. Their eyes had that glazed look in them. It was a look he’d seen before, a look humans had when Alex accidentally used his own compulsion. Except, this was much deeper to the point where their eyes were covered by a light foggy white. 


    Alex took another sip of his drink, his eyes on the two completely naked women dancing with each other. Despite the glazed look in their eyes, they noticed his stare and simultaneously broke away from the crowd of dancers and walked towards him. 


    One was a red-head, the other a brunette. Both had large breasts, though the red-head had small pink nipples and the brunette had large ones. The red-head had her nipples pierced, and as they came closer, Alex noticed the same had been done to her belly button and her pussy. 


    The girls held their hands out to him. “Come,” the red-head said. “Dance with us.” 


    “No thanks,” Alex said. He took another sip of his drink. 


    The girls didn’t seem at all offended with his refusal. On the contrary, it barely seemed to register. 


    They began to dance in front of him. 


    It wasn’t great dancing. 


    Sure, there was some ass wiggling and a little shaking of the hips, a little jiggling of the breasts. But then, the red-head pulled the brunette in closer. They began to make out.


    Alex took another sip of his drink, his eyes on the girls’ breasts now mushed together. The brunette’s hand reached down and felt the red-head’s pussy. It slipped inside easily. The red-head began to moan. The brunette took the red-head’s breast in her mouth.


    Alex wasn’t the only one to notice the two girls. A man came up behind the brunette. He was wearing skinny black trousers, no top. His chest was ripped. He pulled his trousers down as he took the brunette’s ass cheeks in his hands. Alex turned away as the man began to fuck her. 


    He finished his drink and was about to ask for another when he decided against it. He needed his wits about him for what was to come. The plan was for Karen to talk to Jonas and, during their conversation, let slip about the angels being murdered. Jonas was supposed to be a braggart. If he knew anything, then he would talk about it, show how important he was. 


    If he didn’t, plan B was for them to kidnap the asshole and beat the crap out of him for information. Karen was confident he would know something. 


    For either scenario, Alex did not need to be drunk. 


    He turned again, and only just in time. Karen was walking out of the club with Jonas, his arm around her waist. As they made it to the door, the angel reached down her thigh and moved under her skirt and up it. 


    Karen didn’t even flinch. 


    Alex on the other hand, had decided that even if Jonas volunteered any information, he was still going to beat the crap out of the angel. 


    The door closed and they disappeared out of sight. Alex picked up his pace. When he made it to the door and opened it, the hallway was empty. Alex rushed through the corridor, not even glancing at the naked man and woman on either side behind the counters that stared at nothing. 


    Once at the end of the corridor, he opened the door and rushed up the stairs. He jumped over the cordon and stared to his left, then his right. He spotted the tip of a wing disappearing around the corner in the dark night. 


    How the hell they were moving so fast, Alex had no idea. 


    He rushed after them, but as he came to the corner, he paused. He needed to be subtle. For all he knew, they could have suddenly slowed and the way he was charging, he could crash into them. 


    Alex peeked his head around the corner. 


    He was right. 


    They had stopped. 


    Karen’s back was pressed against the wall as the angel kissed her passionately, his wings wrapped around her, hiding her upper body, but leaving her legs exposed. Alex felt his blood rise. He knew this was a ploy on Karen’s part, but he wasn’t enjoying it at all. 


    Alex used all his strength to stay back. He’d left his sword back in the car, but he wouldn’t need it to beat the angel to a pulp. 


    The two were still kissing, but the angel stumbled back as Karen pushed him away. She had a smile on her face, but Alex could tell it was forced. He couldn’t hear the conversation from where he stood, but he could see her lips move. 


    The angel came back in again, this time, his hands grabbed at Karen’s blouse. He pulled at it and tore it down the middle to reveal the pink lacy bra Karen wore underneath. This time, there was nothing subtle about her push. 


    She knocked the angel to the ground and took a step towards him angrily. 


    The angel lay on his bottom, staring up at Karen in shock. It wasn’t often a girl refused an angel. Actually, it was never. Especially an angel like him. The shock quickly wore off. His lips curled angrily, and he jumped to his feet, his bright wings spreading out wide, lighting the dimly lit night. 


    Alex was about to break into a run towards them when he heard a cry. 


    It filled the silent night. 


    Then it echoed back, sounding like multiple voices, all screaming out loud, all crying in pain.


    The noise was incredibly loud.


    It was familiar too. 


    Alex had heard this cry before. 


    “Angel dying,” Lucifer said. 


    Alex now knew where he’d heard the cry before. When Lucifer had shown him his past, when Lucifer had killed an angel, that was the cry that had filled the night. It was such a loud cry, it alerted other angels to its location. 


    The cry wasn’t the only thing that led angels to its location. Alex spun around in a circle, looking for the bright light that would signify the location of the angel. He spotted it easily. A mile or two to his right, a circular light shot up into the sky. 


    Another angel had been murdered. 


    Alex turned to look back at Karen and the angel. Both were looking towards the direction of the light. Jonas suddenly flapped his wings and flew towards the light. Alex hurried over to Karen. 


    “Are you okay?” he asked. 


    “I’m fine. The asshole didn’t give anything away. He was surprisingly tight-mouthed.” 


    “Another angel’s been murdered. We should hurry there before it gets packed,” Alex said, pointing towards the light. 


    They set off in the direction of the light. Running quickly, they occasionally ducked into doorways as wings flew above. They weren’t the only ones running towards the now fading light. And they wouldn’t be first either. 


    The streets of London were empty of humans. Another race of beings had taken their place.


    As they turned the corner, Alex and Karen came to a sudden stop. Alex grabbed Karen’s hand and pulled her back towards the extended front lobby of the hotel. 


    They certainly weren’t the first ones there. 


    In the middle of the street, surrounded on either side by London’s imposing structures of white stone buildings, were dozens of angels. They stood around a body lying on the ground. 


    It was the body of an angel. 


    White light shot out from its chest, where it had been stabbed. Its wings were spread out, and it was losing its glow. 


    And then, another bright light filled the sky. 


    It was Michael, the archangel. 


    He landed beside the crowd of angels, who parted to let him through. 


    Though they were a hundred or so meters away, Alex and Karen clearly heard Michael speak. 


    “Another of our brothers has been murdered by the demons,” the archangel said. 


    There was no anger in his voice. But there didn’t need to be. The crowd of angels around him brightened in colour. Alex could feel the power radiating from them. 


    Jonas picked up the dead angel. The light from its chest no longer shone out, the light from its body had left too.


    “You will be avenged,” Jonas said. There was anger in his voice. “We will kill a hundred demons for this.” 


    Around him, the angels roared in agreement. 


    As Michael spread his wings out and flew into the night sky, followed by Jonas carrying the dead body, the angels on the ground dispersed too. Alex knew where they were going. It was going to be a bloody night for demons. 


     


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 22


     


     


     


    Alex’s first thought had been to go to Ignis Estate and warn the demons of what was to come. But he quickly realised that wasn’t necessary to do. The demons had already deserted that place.


    The angels wouldn’t head over to Ignis Estate. They would be on the prowl in the streets on London, looking for demons.


    Alex felt angry. He wanted to protect the demons, but he didn’t know how. There was nothing for him to do. He felt helpless and frustrated.  


    Karen on the other hand, was very calm. 


    She set off down the road, walking determinedly. Alex followed her. 


    “Where are you going?” he asked. 


    “Jonas’s apartment,” she replied. 


    “You know where he lives?” 


    Karen nodded. “23 Hay’s Mews. He was going to take me to his apartment from the club, before he tried to fuck me in the street and before the angel died.” 


    23 Hay’s Mews was a good half an hour away. They decided to head back to the club, where Karen had parked. 


    Despite the late hour, London should have been packed with people spilling out onto the streets and cars driving down its roads. But there was none of that. A gloom had taken over the place. The humans couldn’t see what was happening, but they could feel it. 


    Walking through London, it was like a ghost town. 


    The imposing structures of white and grey stone with the long windows seemed larger without humans walking around. Few lights shone out from the windows. 


    As they turned another corner, the car came in view. Karen was about to break into a run, but Alex grabbed her by the arm and held her back. She stared up at him, questioningly. A second later, they heard the sound of something gliding in the air. 


    An angel landed in front of them. 


    Alex gritted his teeth, his eyes narrowing. 


    But, beside him, Karen leaned up against him and smiled at the angel. “Oh, Hello,” she said, surprise in her voice. “Where did you come from?” 


    “The sky,” the angel replied. “I flew down.” 


    Karen giggled like an infatuated teenager. “You’re funny,” she said. “And so tall…” 


    “What are you doing out here?” the angel asked. 


    Alex was about to tell the angel to fuck off, when Karen’s grip around his arm tightened, her nails digging in. 


    “We went to a bar,” she said, her voice a little high-pitched. “Had a few drinks… looking for our car… we parked it-” she paused and looked past the angel at her Porsche parked by the side of the road. “Look, Jamie, it’s over there,” she said, pointing at the car. 


    She’d called him Jamie. It wasn’t his name. So obviously she was doing it to give him a clue. He assumed that clue was to play along. 


    Alex didn’t want to play along. He wanted to punch the angel in the face. He decided to compromise and instead, remained silent. 


    “You’re not a police officer, are you?” Karen asked, suddenly standing up straight, no longer smiling. “I’m not drunk,” she added. 


    The angel rolled his eyes, turned, and with a flap of his wings, flew off into the sky. 


    “What was that?” Alex asked, once the angel had disappeared. 


    “Angels can’t tell if we’re just humans or Demon Hunters,” Karen said. “I wanted him to think we were humans so he’d bugger off. I know if you led the conversation, it was going to end in a fight. We don’t need that now. Besides, we’re going to Jonas’s house. You’ll get to beat up an angel tonight.” 


    That was a good point. Alex was looking forward to that. 


    They made it to Karen’s car and set off for Jonas’s apartment. 


    He lived in a fancy block of apartments with its own concierge service at the front. Karen decided to take Alex’s sword and place it in the secret pouch she had at her waist. Alex watched with interest as his enormous sword disappeared down her waist until there was nothing to see. She was wearing a short skin hugging skirt, and yet, there was no sign of his sword. 


    They jumped out of the car and pushed the golden revolving doors at the entrance. It led to a lobby which had marble flooring and golden chandeliers. To the left sat a smartly dressed man in a red suit behind a counter. To the right were seating spaces, the sofas a deep blue.


    Karen made a beeline for the receptionist. 


    She smiled at him, then leaned forward, showing her exposed upper bosom. “Hi.” 


    “…Hello,” the man replied. His eyes moved down to her breasts, where they remained. 


    Karen let him stare at them for a while before she placed her hand under his chin and lifted his head, so that he was looking at her face. 


    “I’m here to see Jonas. Which apartment is his?” 


    “Fourth floor, apartment twelve,” the man replied instantly. 


    “Great,” Karen smiled. 


    She let go of his chin and they left. Alex knew what she had done. She’d used her aura to get the information from him. Alex had never intentionally used his aura, and he felt a little uncomfortable with using it to control a person’s mind. But he put those thoughts aside quickly. Means justified the end, in this case, quite easily. 


    They took the elevator up to the fourth floor and once outside door number twelve, Alex wished Karen had asked the man for a key. He would have given it without question. 


    Karen didn’t seem fussed much by the locked door. She placed her hand on the brass doorknob and turned. It opened. 


    “How do you do that?” Alex asked, recalling how Karen always seemed to be able to enter his apartment without using a key, or breaking down the door. 


    “My secret,” Karen said, smiling mischievously. 


    Alex gave her bottom a spank as they entered the apartment. 


    Keeping the lights off, they sat in his living room, waiting for the angel to return. It did occur to Alex that they could spend the whole night here and more before the angel returned. He’d taken the dead body with him. For all they knew, he could have been back in Heaven. And if time worked in Heaven like it did in Hell, an hour up there would be equivalent to days down on earth. 


    But they needn’t have worried. 


    They’d been in the apartment only an hour or so when the door opened. Alex and Karen jumped to their feet, and walking silently across the thick turquoise carpet, they stood on either side of the corridor that led into the living room. They could tell the angel was coming in their direction, both from the sound of his footsteps and the glowing white light. 


    As soon as he stepped into the living room, Alex wrapped his arms around the angel’s neck and tightened. He had Jonas in a strong headlock. He charged towards the wall and smashed the angel’s head against it. 


    He then threw the angel on the ground and Karen pounced, pulling her blade out, she jumped onto the angel’s chest and held the blade across his neck. With her other hand, she threw Alex’s own longsword towards him. 


    Alex caught it deftly. 


    He switched the light on and came to stand over the angel. 


    Jonas stared up at them, anger in his eyes.


    Not fear.


    But anger. 


    “What the fuck is this?” he asked. 


    Alex kicked him in the face. 


    It was a good kick. It really connected with the angel’s teeth. There was blood on his lips now. The angel’s head bounced against the carpet, but it rose up again, as if the kick had done nothing, though the blood on the lips said to the contrary. 


    “You’re going to die horrible deaths. I’ll kill the whore before your eyes. You’ll beg for mercy, but-”


    Alex slammed his sword into the angel’s wing. He caught the bone the long feathers hung down from. His sword cut through the feathers, the meat and bone beneath, and came out on the other side and dug into the carpet and wood beneath. 


    Alex expected the angel to cry out in pain, and in anticipation, he raised a foot to press against the angel’s mouth, to muffle the cry. But the angel did not cry out. He simply stared at Alex, his deep blue eyes cold. 


    Karen still had her knife by the angel’s throat, but she looked up at him in surprise, and mouthed words to him silently. She told him to take it easy. It was a good thing too, because had she not said that, Alex was thinking of cutting the angel’s wings off. 


    Instead, he pulled his sword out and took a step back. 


    “Where are the angels’ bodies being kept?” Karen asked. 


    “That’s it?” Jonas asked. “That’s what you want to know?” 


    Karen nodded. “Tell us the location, and I’ll try and stop him from cutting you into little pieces, bit by bit.” 


    The angel turned to look at Alex and smiled. It was a cold smile. Alex wasn’t expecting Jonas to be so calm in the circumstances. It was a little unnerving. 


    “The murdered angels are being kept in 36 Eaton Square, Belgravia before they’re transported to Heaven for burial.” 


    “Thanks,” Karen said. 


    Her free hand moved to her waist, where there was nothing to see, but to where her secret pouch resided. She reached inside and pulled out a blue powder, which she released over Jonas’s face. A second later, his eyes closed and his head tilted to the side. 


    “Is he dead?” Alex asked. 


    Karen shook her head. “He’s alive, but I dosed him with enough Mancriphin to keep him knocked out for a week.” 


    “Will he die of starvation?” Alex asked hopefully. 


    Karen smiled at him as she rose to her feet. “No, but if we find out he was lying to us, we can come back and you can kill him.” 


    Alex stared at the body of the angel, now lying on the ground unconscious. His body spread out on the floor, the wings stretched out, he looked innocent. Looks were fucking deceiving. 


    “He gave us the information far too easily, don’t you think?” Alex asked. 


    Karen nodded. “Either the location is inaccurate, or it’s a trap.” 


    Alex sighed. “There’s only one way to find out, isn’t there?” 


    Karen walked up to him and wrapped her arms around his neck. Alex wrapped his around her waist. It felt good to hold her again, to breath in her familiar scent. She kissed him on the lips. It was a soft kiss. His hands moved down her waist and rested on her perfect ass cheeks. His fingers dug into her soft flesh. 


    Karen pulled her lips back and smiled up at him, before her eyes moved down below his waist. She was about to unbuckle his belt when Alex stopped her. 


    “Not that I don’t want to, but…” he glanced past her at the unconscious angel. 


    She looked back, following his eyes, to see the angel lying unconscious. “Maybe after we check out what’s in Belgravia?” 


    “Sounds good,” Alex said. “We can go back to my apartment, or yours…” 


    “Maybe I’ll let you butt fuck me again,” Karen said, as she led him out of the room by the hand. 


    


    

  


  
    



     


    Chapter 23


     


     


     


    Eaton Square in Belgravia was one of the most expensive residential blocks in London, which in turn made it one of the most expensive places to live in the world. As Alex stood opposite 36 Eaton Square, Belgravia, he could see why. 


    The house was dictionary definition of grand. 


    It had white columns at the front, beyond which was a black door beneath a balcony. There were more columns on the first, second and third floors, above which was a pediment. The building was covered in white stucco, giving it the grand appearance and distinguishing it from the brick or stone buildings of London. 


    Eaton Square was terraced with such houses, all looking identical, though the others on the street had less prominent columns. 


    “How are we supposed to get in?” Karen asked. “Shall I knock on the front door?”


    “Will that work?” Alex asked. 


    Karen looked down at the short skirt she was wearing. Her hands then played with the torn blouse that barely covered her pink bra. “I think they might let me in,” she said with a wink. 


    Alex took in Karen’s figure. Her long legs, the short skirt that hugged her curvy ass, her perfect breasts. If she knocked on his door, he would definitely open the door. His mind would also be filled with enough scenes to film a three-hour porno. 


    “I have a better idea,” Alex muttered. 


    Eaton Square was terraced houses on one side of the street, and a park on the other. The fence was low and of wrought iron. They jumped into the park and past the trees. Alex stopped over the neatly trimmed grass. 


    He dropped to his knees and placed his hand on the earth. 


    His plan was to dig a hole in the ground, and come up at the bottom of 36 Eaton Square. Most of the houses in central London had basements, and Alex was hoping 36 Eaton Square would as well. 


    “What are you doing?” Karen asked, staring at him, an eyebrow raised. 


    “I’m going to dig a tunnel that’ll take us right into 36 Eaton Square.” 


    “With your hand?” Karen asked, the scepticism clear in her voice. 


    Alex nodded, concentrating on the ground. 


    “All the way to the house?” Karen asked. “It’s a really long way away…” 


    Alex looked up at Karen. “It’s one of the things Lucifer can do,” he said, remembering Karen hadn’t actually seen him do it before. “He can dig tunnels and… I think he controls the soil, or something like that.” He told Karen of the battles where the ground had erupted and destroyed his enemies. It had come especially helpful when he’d battled Zamara in Satan’s prison. 


    The only thing was, Alex needed the tunnel to be dug quietly. In the past, the ground had shaken much like an earthquake. That wouldn’t be helpful. They needed to be discreet. 


    “Think you can do it?” Alex asked. “Think you can make it silent?”


    “Piece of cake,” Lucifer replied, his voice sounding like he’d just woken from a deep slumber, which he probably had. 


    Alex felt the surge of heat within his chest move down his arm. It was a sure sign of Lucifer being awake. His hand was an inch above the soft ground, his palm flat, it faced down. 


    Little particles of soil began to rise up at first. And then, the ground began to shake. It would have been very low on the Richter scale, if it even registered. But still, it wasn’t exactly discreet. 


    “Be patient,” Lucifer said, reading Alex’s mind. 


    The ground began to cave in quite suddenly. It was slow, but silent. A hole opened up in a circle a meter wide. It was slow progress. A minute in, and there was a circle eight feet deep. Alex jumped in, Karen followed. 


    The circle began to deepen until the light above looked like a small circle. Then, Alex stopped holding his hand flat down on the ground and held it before him. This time, the progress was faster, but it was noisier too. 


    “Relax,” Lucifer said. “They won’t hear it this far down.” 


    Alex had his doubts but decided against expressing them. The tunnel that grew was six feet in height, and only a few feet wide. Alex had to duck his head and their shoulders pressed together as they walked. 


    It was dark, stuffy, and earthy in the tunnel. Alex didn’t like it much. He wondered how the first humans manged to live underground as they were being hunted by the angels. And then he remembered. They’d hated it. It had been horrible. Lots of humans, men, women and children cramped into small spaces. Stuffy air, no sunlight, hard to breathe. 


    The tunnel continued to extend, until it suddenly didn’t. Alex stood stupidly, before realisation hit him.


    They were under 36 Eaton Square.


    He raised his hand up at the ceiling. Heat emanated from it, and the ground above the hand started to part. It was slower this time, much slower than it had been even when they began digging back in the park. The ground above continued to part. Rather than falling, the soil seemed to be absorbed by the ground around it. 


    When the tunnel hit concrete, Alex knew. Even though his hand was many meters away from it, being at the bottom, somehow, he could tell they were no longer digging through soil. It was harder, and he felt the heat in his palm increase. It felt like he was holding it above a flame. 


    Alex twitched his fingers, feeling uncomfortable. If this kept on, it would go from uncomfortable to unbearable. 


    Thankfully, the concrete above gave way. 


    Except, unlike the soil, it didn’t merge with its surroundings. It came crashing down. Alex pulled Karen out of the way just in time, and barely. A block of concrete, the jagged edge, struck his cheek. He could feel the sudden heat there, knowing it was bruised. 


    Beside him, Karen coughed. 


    They waited for the dust to literally settle, then stepped back into the space and onto the fallen concrete. Alex looked up. It was dark. There was nothing to see. 


    “It’s done,” Lucifer said, his voice tired, he sounded like he was on the verge of falling asleep. 


    “Is it done?” Karen asked.


    Alex nodded. 


    It was quite a way up to climb. Alex did think about leaping, but he was still figuring out his range when it came to jumping. The last thing he wanted to do was jump all the way to the top, out of the hole and crash into the ceiling. 


    Alex gave a small jump, then pressed his hands and feet against the walls of the tunnel. Then, slowly, moving his arms and feet, he climbed up the tunnel, with Karen behind him. It was when he got to the top, and his hands felt the rough concrete, did he pause and pull his head up to take a look. 


    They’d definitely broken into a room. It was dark, but Alex could still make out the outer walls. They had white tiling, and a gleam seemed to rub off them. It was a large room, much too large. There were no windows either. 


    It had to be the basement. 


    Alex climbed out and then gave his hand to Karen. She dusted herself as he searched for a switch. Upon finding one, he flipped it on.


    Large tube lights on the ceiling flickered first before coming on. The walls were made of white tile, the sort you found in bathrooms, or like those he’d seen in some American mortuaries. 


    They even had the steel boxes that housed dead bodies. 


    Could it be? Had they lucked out and broken into the room where the dead bodies were kept? 


    Alex pulled open one of the freezers. It was empty. He rapidly opened two more. The third one had a body lying in it covered by a white cloth. Karen pulled the cloth away. 


    It was an angel. 


    With the glow that angels normally had now gone, the body looked human, aside from the wings that sprouted out from its back. They were tucked neatly under the body. On its chest, there was a long and wide cut. The flesh around the cut had darkened. 


    “It looks burnt,” Karen said. 


    Alex was thinking the same thing. The flesh around the wound did look like it had been scorched. 


    “What sort of weapon does that?” Alex muttered. 


    Karen shrugged. “I know some demons can turn their weapons into blades of fire.” 


    “This isn’t done by the weapons of demons,” Lucifer said. 


    “Thought you’d gone to sleep,” Alex said. 


    “I was asleep, but your lack of knowledge in this matter managed to wake me up,” Lucifer said, his voice a lazy drool. “Some demons do have blades that become fiery. But those blades are much narrower than the gap in this bastard’s chest. Wounds from fiery blades would cut thin, but the burns would be wider. This cut is much too wide, but the burns too neat, which means this angel was attacked by something really hot, but not something that had flames coming out of it. Something like a hot rod. Can you think of any creatures carrying that sort of weapon?” 


    Alex’s eyes widened. “Angels,” he muttered.


    “Bingo.” 


    “Angels?” Karen repeated, eyes raised queryingly.


    “The wound looks like it was made by those glowing rods angels have,” Alex said. 


    “Angels?” Karen repeated. “Why would they kill their own?” 


    “To start a war,” a voice said. 


    Alex and Karen turned to see Michael, the archangel, leaning against the tiled wall, his arms folded across his chest, a grin on his face. 


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 24


     


     


     


     


    Michael rested against the wall, his arms folded across his chest, his magnificent wings tucked behind his back, the feathery edges visible and sparkling. He wore a smile on his face, and his green eyes had a glint in them. 


    Alex reached back for his sword and pulled it out. The dull grey metal glowed red instantly, naturally. He was ready to fight the archangel, but Michael remained with his back pressed against the wall. 


    Seeing as the archangel didn’t seem to wish to kill them instantly, Alex leaned his head down and whispered to Karen, “Has he been there the whole time?” 


    Karen shook her head. “The room was empty.” 


    “Maybe we missed him because the tiles are white and he’s… you know… a glowy white bastard?” 


    “He wasn’t there,” Karen insisted. “I would have noticed a fucking archangel, even if it was standing against a white tiled wall.” 


    She had a point. Michael was glowing like a fucking sparkler. He made the clean white tiles behind him look dirty white. But how had they missed him? How was he able to slip into the room without them noticing? 


    And why was he just standing there? 


    “Are we going to fight?” Alex asked, a little confused. 


    “Sure,” Michael said, his grin widening and revealing some of his sparkly teeth. “But first, don’t you want to know why angels are killing angels?” 


    Alex glanced at Karen. She shrugged back. 


    “You’re going to tell us?” Alex asked. “Is this like a big reveal in the movies, were the baddy tells his big plan, just before he plans on killing the heroes?” 


    Michael laughed. “Sure.” 


    Alex’s hands tightened around his sword. He’d fought Michael once before. And he’d lost. Despite his best efforts, Michael had basically kicked the crap out of him. Since then, Alex liked to think his skills had improved some. 


    But if it came down to a fight.


    No, not if.


    When it came down to a fight.


    Alex didn’t fancy his chances. Michael was fast. And strong. And his wings weren’t like other angels’ wings. They were made of some metallic material. When he wrapped them around him, he was basically bullet proof. And sword proof. 


    They needed to escape. And time to think of a plan to escape.


    “Go on then,” Alex said. “Why are angels killing angels?” 


    “To start the war,” Michael said, grinning. “To start the war to end all wars.” 


    “Some of the things you’re hearing are true,” Michael said. “God really is weakening. He’s been asleep for a thousand years. And every time he wakes, he’s a little weaker than before. I let some of that information slip. I made sure it reached the right ears. Like Jamie’s.” 


    “Except, some of it wasn’t true. God is weakening, but he is still strong enough to deal with the devil and his sister. The plan was to lure the demons into a final war, a war to end all wars, a war to put a stop to the devils once and for all, while God was still strong enough to fight.” 


    “It was all going according to plan too, until you showed up. I’ve heard about you, Alex, or shall I say, Lucifer. You really did put a spanner in the works. I’ve resorted to Plan B. I don’t enjoy killing my own kind, but a few angel deaths to fire up our kind, put pressure on Satani. She can’t find the demon that’s killing the angels, because obviously, there isn’t one.”


    “In the end, I’m going to declare war on the demons. And then I’ll wake God up from his slumber. And together, we will finish off the demons, not just on earth. We’re going to take a trip down to Hell and ensure not a single one of the ugly freaks is still alive.”   


    Michael pushed his back off the wall and stepped towards them, smiling widely. “So, what do you think of my plan? Brilliant, isn’t it?” 


    “You want feedback?” Karen asked, incredulously. 


    Michael shrugged. “I already know its brilliant.” 


    The angel continued to walk towards them at a slow rate. He was fucking tall. Alex had been thinking of a way out the whole time he’d been talking. It wasn’t much time. Michael gave them a really succinctly summarised version of his cuntness. 


    The room they were in had no windows. It had a single door. Michael was closer to the door than they were. He was also closer to the hole in the ground, the only other obvious exit route. To reach either exit, they’d have to fight him. 


    “Run!” Alex shouted at Karen as he charged at the angel. 


    Michael’s wings spread out. Alex had to shield his eyes as the sudden brightness was blinding. He knew what was going to come though, and he slid onto the ground as the hundreds of sharp silvery spikes sailed over him. 


    Alex jumped to his feet and up into the air, his sword in hand, and brought it down onto Michael. The archangel blocked his blade with a glowing rod that appeared in his hand out of thin air. Again, Alex had expected as much. As his feet touched the ground, he swung right with his sword. Again, the angel blocked it. But Alex didn’t have much force in the strike as he was already turning to strike on the left. Michael blocked the sword, but Alex’s foot connected with the archangel’s face. 


    As Michael fell back, his feet came up and struck Alex on the chest, sending him flying back. 


    As Alex was climbing to his feet, a hand grabbed hold of his. 


    It was Karen. 


    Her body was in the hole, but her head was still sticking out. She’d grabbed his hand and was now pulling him towards her. Michael knocking him back and causing him to land beside the hole was the first bit of good luck Alex had had in forever. 


    Karen pulled him down into the hole, headfirst. As Alex fell, he pressed his hand against the wall of the tunnel. There was a rumble as the walls began to cave. 


    As he was about to hit the ground, he cushioned his fall with his hands, then rolled forward as the tunnel collapsed behind him. Alex and Karen ran as fast as they could down the tunnel until they reached the other end. Alex leapt up. 


    He shot out of the tunnel and rose above the trees before coming down to land on his feet. Karen wasn’t able to jump as high. As her hands rose out of the hole, Alex grabbed hold of one and pulled her out. 


    “We made it,” she said. 


    Alex glanced around the park, expecting angels to jump out and attack them. But the park was silent and dark. 


    “It seems we did,” he muttered. 


    “You think it was too easy?” Karen asked. 


    “I didn’t think we’d both get out,” Alex replied. “I guess we got lucky…” 


    “I guess,” Karen said, though the unease was obvious in her voice. “What now?” 


    “Let’s get out of here first,” Alex said, as he glanced around the park once more.


    


    

  


  
    



     


     


    Chapter 25


     


     


     


     


    With the roads of central London empty of cars and humans, Karen drove suitably recklessly once they were back in her car. It was like London was her personal racetrack. She turned corners at such speed, Alex felt compelled to fasten his seatbelt. He’d forgotten to do that, but remembered as his head hit the side window as the car briefly drove on two wheels at a turning.


    Aside from the roaring of the car, it was a silent journey. Each Demon Hunter thought of the news that had just been revealed to them. Michael the archangel was behind it all. He wanted war, and was killing his own kind to make it happen.


    “What are we going to do?” Karen finally asked as she pulled into the quiet street that led into his set of apartment blocks. 


    “I need a drink,” Alex muttered, as they walked up the stairs to his apartment. 


    “We need to tell Satani,” Karen said. 


    Alex had thought the same, but he wondered if she would believe him. And even if she did, was there much she could do to stop Michael? 


    “She could have a word with God,” Karen said, when Alex expressed his thoughts. 


    That was an idea… “Is that something she does?” 


    Karen shrugged. “She must do, right? They signed a truce. They must have some form of communication?” 


    Alex sighed. “What if that communication goes through the archangels? God’s supposedly been asleep for a thousand years. Maybe that’s why we got away,” Alex said. “Michael didn’t care to stop us much because he knows there’s nothing we can do.” 


    “We still need to tell Satani,” Karen insisted. 


    Without having any better ideas, Alex grunted his agreement. They’d made it to his apartment door. Alex put the key in and turned the doorknob. 


    The door opened. 


    Melissa and Jamana stood in the corridor. 


    Alex knew instantly that something was wrong. 


    Both girls stood stiffly, which wasn’t that uncommon on its own. They were both shy girls. Well, shy probably wasn’t the right word. Neither girl had a problem taking off their clothes. Maybe socially awkward was the better phrase. 


    Alex knew both girls well. The worry on their faces was obvious. He got the feeling they’d just been standing in the corridor, waiting for him to come home. 


    “What?” Alex asked. 


    “We didn’t know what to do,” Melissa said. “She knocked on the door. She was scared and… she looked different. We let her in. She walked into your bedroom and fell asleep…” 


    Alex’s brows furrowed. “What?” he repeated. “Who is this “she”? 


    “Her name is Laxmina,” Jamana said. 


    “She’s an angel,” Melissa said. 


    For the third time, Alex said “What?” 


    “She’s an angel?” Karen asked. Her hands reached for her waist and she pulled out two long sharp swords. “You let an angel in?” she took a step towards the girls. 


    Both Melissa and Jamana instinctively moved towards Alex. He raised a hand and placed it gently onto Karen’s shoulder. He suddenly felt tired. Both physically and mentally. He was struggling to process what the demon girls had just said. 


    “So, an angel knocked on the door. You let her in. And now she’s asleep in my bed?” he asked. 


    Melissa nodded quickly, her eyes wide, darting from Alex to Karen, who still had the blades in her hands. 


    Alex pulled his own long sword out and entered his bedroom. 


    True enough, there was an angel lying on his bed. 


    She did look different. 


    For starters, where angels looked perfect and angelic, this one had the look of being homeless. She was wearing a grey tunic that was torn at the bottom and near her neck. She wasn’t wearing any bra or panties underneath, and through both tears, Alex could see her pussy and one of her breasts. 


    The wings the angel had were white, but they were dirty. Not only were their black soot marks, looking as if she’d just come down a chimney, but they didn’t have that angelic glow about them either. 


    It was then did he realise that none of her body had that angelic glow. 


    This angel looked very much human, except for the wings. 


    Despite looking homeless, Alex didn’t feel much sympathy for the angel. With the flat end of his blade, he spanked the girl’s curvy bottom. It was a hard spank, and the girl was wearing only a thin piece of cloth. 


    She felt the spank. 


    Her eyes flung open. She turned and took in her surroundings. Seeing Alex and Karen with weapons out, those eyes widened in fear. She scrambled back on the bed, coming up against the headboard. 


    “I’m sorry, I’m sorry,” she said quickly. “Please don’t hurt me!” 


    “What are you sorry for?” Karen asked, as she stepped closer to the bed, her knees pressing against the mattress.


    “I-I d-don’t know,” the angel stammered. “But I’m sorry. Please, don’t hurt me.” 


    Alex felt his grip on the sword loosen. At the same time, the fiery redness that inhabited the dull grey blade also began to fade. He took a step back, really confused. This wasn’t angel-like behaviour at all. There was none of the arrogance, the perfect whiteness, the glow and aura. 


    “What are you doing here?” Alex asked. 


    “I escaped. They’re coming after me. I was told this would be a safe place to hide.” 


    “Who’s coming after you?” Alex asked. 


    “Angels,” the angel replied. 


    “Angels are coming after you?” Karen asked., 


    The girl nodded. 


    “Where did you escape from?” Alex asked. 


    “Heaven,” she replied. 


    “Who told you to come here?” 


    “I… I don’t know.” 


    Alex continued to stare at the angel, not entirely sure what to do. The sword was still in his hand, and Karen had her blades out. Despite the fact that this was beyond strange, and his gut told him something was wrong, he couldn’t attack the angel girl. 


    She genuinely looked afraid and… homeless too. 


     


    Alex pointed his sword at the angel. “Stay here,” he told her. “Watch her,” he said to Melissa and Jamana. 


    He grabbed Karen’s hand and exited the room. Closing the door behind him, he walked down the corridor and into the kitchen. He pulled out a cold cider from the fridge. Alex took a long swig of it. 


    “What should we do?” Alex asked. 


    “She can’t stay here.” 


    Alex took another swig of his cider. “Right.” 


    Karen frowned. “You’re being you again.” 


    “What’s that supposed to mean?” 


    “You’re thinking with your heart and not your head. You’re seeing a poor helpless woman, one who also happens to be hot, despite being a little dirty. You’re thinking of helping her.” 


    She was right. Now that Alex had moved past the point of attacking the angel, he felt like maybe he should help the girl. Or at least, if not help, he didn’t want to hurt her. And what was the opposite of not hurting. Helping? 


    “Would that be so wrong?” Alex asked. 


    “Yes!”


    “Give me one good reason why it’s so bad.” 


    “Because she’s a fucking angel!” Karen fumed. “In case you’ve forgotten, we just literally returned from Michael’s lair. Have you forgotten his master plan? To start the mother of all fucking wars? And now we return home and there’s a fucking angel in your bed?” 


    “It is a bit fishy, isn’t it?” Alex mumbled. 


    “Yes,” Karen said, “just a tad fucking fishy.” 


    Alex took another swig of the cider. “So… what shall we do with her?” 


    “Throw her out, at the very least,” Karen said. “Or, we do what we did to Jonas.” 


    “Drug her?” 


    “Drug her or tie her up so she can’t move. Pick one,” Karen grumbled. 


    Alex didn’t find it difficult to choose between the two. “I’ll… restrain her,” he said. 


    “Good. Do it now. We need to go to the Red House of Satan and tell Satani what we know.” 


     


     


     


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 26


     


     


     


     


    Alex was back in Karen’s car as they set off for the Red House of Satan. It was early in the morning, of which day, Alex had no idea. He didn’t even know what the date was. At least he knew the month. September. Or was it October? 


    The streets of London were deserted, and they made good progress, thanks also to Karen’s crazy driving. But Alex’s mind was too distracted to be worried about dying in a car crash. 


    Before leaving, he’d had to restrain the angel. 


    Her name was Laxmina. 


    Alex had walked back into his bedroom. Laxmina was exactly where he had left her. Her back pressed against the headboard; her hands gripped the wooden frame tightly. Her brown eyes had a wild look about them, like an animal caught in headlights. 


    “I’m going to have to restrain you,” Alex said, as he sat on the edge of the bed. “Is that okay?” 


    Laxmina nodded. Her hands left the headboard and she held them before her, the wrists pressed together. “Are you going to torture me?” 


    “No,” Alex said. “There won’t be any torturing,” he told her. He made a mental note to tell Karen to ditch any funny ideas she might have had about torturing information out of Laxmina. “I’m going to tie you up while we figure out what’s going on.” 


    Laxmina nodded again, but her body trembled, and her hands shook. Karen had given Alex three long pieces of thick metal wiring to tie Laxmina up with. The Demon Hunter carried it in the secret compartment in her waist. Alex wondered what else she had hidden there and how big the damned space was. 


    When she gave him the three pieces of thick wired rope, Alex had wanted to ask what they were for. He could think of a use for two pieces of rope. One for the wrists, the other for the ankles. But wanting to look professional and like he knew what he was doing, Alex took the three without asking. 


    Now, he didn’t even want to use a single one of the ropes. They were metal. Tied against Laxmina’s soft flesh, it would be painful. He didn’t want to hurt the girl. Despite her being an angel, she seemed vulnerable and different…


    She didn’t have that angel arrogance about her, nor did she have the glow. Alex wanted to ask about that, but he knew outside in his living room, Karen was waiting impatiently. 


    Alex opened his wardrobe and took out two vests. He used one to tie a knot around Laxmina’s hands, and the other around her ankles. When he was done, he stepped back to admire his work. 


    “Is that it?” Laxmina asked. “I can break free from this easily,” she told him. 


    Alex frowned. “Do you want me to use the rope?” 


    Laxmina stared down at the vests that bound her wrists. “If you tie it like this, even the ropes would be easy to free myself from.” 


    She said it with a straight face, her voice exactly as it had been the whole time she’d spoken. The girl wasn’t even trying to mock him. And that made it worse. She was being honest. He was terrible at this. 


    “Don’t try to escape,” he told Laxmina. Then, as he was about to leave, he said to Melissa and Jamana, “Don’t let her out of her bonds.” He opened the door and stepped out. Before closing it, he poked his head back in the room. “If she’s hungry, get her something to eat and drink.”


    Alex had left the girls behind, and now, with Karen in the car, they drove towards the Red House of Satan. 


    It was early morning. The sky above was clear, but somehow absent of the moon. And of stars. The streetlamps lit the roads, but above was darkness. 


    Except, the darkness wasn’t constant. 


    Above, there were sudden flashes of light. 


    Angels. 


    The feathery bastards were flying about, above them. There seemed to be an awful lot of angels in the sky. And they all seemed to be heading in the same direction. 


    Alex rolled the window down and stuck his head out to stare up at the sky. Another angel whizzed past, followed by another. 


    Alex put his head back in and closed the window. 


    “There’s a lot of angels in the sky,” he muttered. 


    Karen continued to stare ahead at the road, which was a good thing. Despite it being empty of cars, and the pavements free of humans, she was doing over a hundred miles an hour. As they came to the end of the road, she barely dropped in speed as the car turned. Alex felt the tires lift off the ground as the car tilted. He was certain it was going to flip over, but then, the tires hit the ground with a thud. 


    “The angels are heading for the Red House of Satan, aren’t they?” Alex asked. 


    “Probably,” Karen said, her lips pressed together tightly. 


    The Red House of Satan was a hundred floors high, and easily the tallest building in London. But, somehow, it wasn’t visible until you drove down the darkened alleyway and stood in front of it. Even then, it was invisible to humans.


    Alex couldn’t see the Red House of Satan, but he knew they were close, probably half a mile away when Karen parked by the side of the road, opposite a fancy restaurant with green hedges growing out of long black plant pots resting against a metal fence, beyond which were the empty spaces where tables would be brought out during the day. 


    “Why have you parked here?” Alex asked. 


    “The angels are heading for the Red House of Satan. It’s too risky to drive any closer,” she said. 


    “Why do you think they’re all going to the Red House of Satan?” Alex asked, as they hurried down the road. 


    Alex feared the answer to his question, and Karen’s silence confirmed his fears. They were too late to warn Satani. 


    As they turned the corner and came to Conduit Street, angels landed in front of them. From here, Alex still couldn’t see the Red House of Satan, but he could see the alleyway. Angels were landing in the street, then disappearing down the alleyway. 


    Keeping low and running along the walls off the buildings, they managed to make it to the mouth of the alleyway. Alex and Karen ducked behind a black BMW X5 as an angel landed a few feet in front of them. 


    Finally, the Red House of Satan came into view. 


    The building was an imposing structure. Made of red stone, it rose a hundred floors into the sky, the top disappearing into an angry swirling cloud. Except this time, the black cloud was joined by smoke rising from most of the floors in the building. 


    It was on fire. 


    “Fuck,” Alex cursed. 


    “It’s begun,” Karen said grimly. 


    Another angel landed on the ground before them and dashed towards the entrance. The black steps that led up to the Red House of Satan were now littered with debris, most of it the white pillars that had been smashed.  The white pediment that had the devil’s face carved in it was broken in half. Part of it remained supported by a couple of standing pillars, the other half rested on the black stone steps. 


    “We can’t walk through the front doors,” Karen said. “There are too many angels there.” 


    “I have an idea,” Alex said. 


    “Does it involve hurling ourselves at glass?” Karen asked. 


    Alex turned his head to look at her in surprise. “…it does actually… you’re thinking the same thing?” 


    Karen laughed nervously. “We should do it before I talk myself out of it.” 


    Alex stared up at the Red House of Satan. There was smoke coming out of most of the floors, but the first four floors were completely engulfed with red flames. 


    “We should aim for the fifth floor or higher,” Alex said. 


    Karen let out another nervous laugh. “I don’t think I can make that.” 


    “We’ll jump together,” Alex said. “I’ll carry you.” 


    They moved away from the BMW X5 and walked down the alleyway. An angel landed behind them and came charging at them. Alex turned, his sword ready, his head moved back as the angel’s lightening rod whizzed past, missing him by an inch. 


    Alex drove his sword into the angel’s chest, then pulled it free and with a kick, sent the angel flying away. 


    “That was… quick and brutal,” Karen said. 


    Alex nodded. “It’s war now, Karen,” he said. “That’s what it’s going to be like once we enter the Red House of Satan. Are you ready for that? Are you ready to kill angels?” 


    Karen swallowed nervously, her eyes on the dead angel. Her usually white face was pale now, and in the dark night, her skin glowed. Karen had been a Demon Hunter for much longer than Alex had been. She’d had the rules ingrained in her and had followed them strictly. 


    One of those rules was to let angels be, to not interfere in angels’ affairs. It would be a hard rule for Karen to break, old habits and all. 


    But she nodded with resolution. And it was good enough for Alex. 


    Standing at the black steps of the Red House of Satan, Alex wrapped an arm around Karen’s waist. He had his eyes on a window on the fifth floor. It was in the centre of a patch of windows that showed no signs of being ravaged by a fire. 


    Alex pointed the window out to Karen, and then, together, they jumped. 


    For the first time, Alex got the jump right. He didn’t over hit it and smash into the hard rock above, or under hit it and land in a room that was burning. As the window came closer, Alex even managed to turn his shoulder and arm to bear the brunt. 


    They landed in what was a bedroom. 


    Alex knew many of the floors in the Red House of Satan were bedrooms. He’d hidden in one on his first day here. Karen had found him crouched behind a bed. It seemed like a lifetime ago now, even though it was less than a year. 


    They left the room behind and headed down the corridor and into the lobby. Alex pressed the button to call the golden elevator, the one that led up to the hundredth floor, where Satani resided. 


    Normally, the elevator arrived instantly.


    This wasn’t one of those times. 


    They could hear thudding steps on the stairs. Three angels appeared in the lobby, all holding glowing rods in their hands. As the angels charged, another three came up behind them. 


    The angels lost their numbers advantage. What with the lobby being average sized to accommodate the number of elevators, and the angels having wings, they lost their flying advantage too. No more than three could attack them, so long as Alex and Karen kept their backs against the golden elevator. 


    Alex and Karen sprang into action. Alex went for the instant kill. With the energy of Lucifer flowing through his body, he was faster and stronger than the angels. Alex slammed his sword at the incoming rod of light the angel held. The force of the clash caused the angel’s body to sway to the right, and Alex then drove his sword to the left. The tip of the sword sliced through the angel’s neck. It dropped to the ground, lightening rod fell out of his hand as it wrapped its hands around the neck, trying to stop the bleeding. Alex rolled under the other angel’s strike, and coming up behind him, he drove his sword into the angel’s back. 


    There were now seven more angels in the lobby, and Alex could hear more running up the stairs. Fighting them all could take for ever. Still on his knees, Alex placed a hand on the ground. The floor cracked first, then sharp bits of hardened cement shot up and struck the angels. A couple were knocked out cold, the remaining were injured, but capable of fighting. 


    Behind him, Karen roared as she finally defeated the angel, driving her blade in his chest. 


    Behind them, the golden elevator doors slid open. 


    Facing the angels, Alex pressed his hand against the floor. Heat generated from it, and the lobby floor collapsed. Alex dashed back, and grabbing Karen, he leapt into the golden elevator. 


    As the elevator doors closed, the angels spread their wings and tried to fly at them. But their wings were too big, and the ceiling not nearly high enough. The result was that the angels’ heads crashed into the ceiling, and their outstretched wings slammed into the wall on one side, and the elevators on the other. 


    Unable to fly and with the lobby floor now gone, the angels crashed down to the floor below. 


    The elevator doors closed. It moved up and it moved quickly, barely giving time for Alex and Karen to catch their breaths. 


    As the elevator reached the hundredth floor and came to a stop, Alex held his sword before him, and waited for the doors to open. 


    


    

  


  
    



    

     


    Chapter 27


     


     


     


     


     


    The golden elevator doors slid open to reveal the lobby of the hundredth floor. Alex had been here a few times. At the end was the counter, beyond which the demon receptionist normally sat.


    The desk was empty.


    Clarissa, the demon receptionist was dead.


    Her body lay on the ground, in front of the smashed desk. 


    Hers wasn’t the only dead body in the lobby. There were three dead angels and two Demon Hunters. 


    Alex recognised the Demon Hunters. They were the same two that had escorted him up with Scarlett to see Satani on his first day. 


    The red walls bore the marks of battle, the red stone was cracked in places, other bits had large holes smashed into it. There was blood too. Lots of it splattered on the floor and against the walls. 


    The glass doors beside the receptionist’s desk that led into Scarlett’s and Satani’s quarters were smashed too. 


    “Fucking Hell,” Alex cursed under his breath. 


    “Michael,” Karen whispered. “No ordinary angel could have killed the demon receptionist. She was tough as nails.” 


    Karen was right. The demon receptionists were incredibly strong. Alex had fought Ravine before and won only one thanks to Lucifer’s strength. After that disagreement, he’d actually began to like the girl and the feeling had been mutual. 


    He didn’t know Clarissa that well.


    But seeing her dead body lying on the ground, her clothes torn off, the body desecrated, Alex felt his blood boil. The longsword in his hand began to glow red as his hand shook.


    “Hey,” Karen placed a hand on his shoulder. “Are you okay?” 


    Alex nodded. “Let’s find Michael,” he growled, ready for round two with the archangel. 


    They walked through the broken glass. There were more dead bodies here, but only of angels. Alex counted six lying on the floor before the stairs. There was no sign of Satani or Scarlett, and he felt a little satisfaction in seeing the dead angels. 


    Ahead of him were the steps that led up to Satani’s quarters. The stairs of darkness. They were pitch black. Like a black hole, no light seemed to enter it. 


    Alex usually felt dread when he climbed up those steps, but not today. He strode up them, anger the only emotion flowing through his veins. He reached the top, and as the light hit him, he raised his sword and blocked the glowing rod that came at him, trying to smash his head in. He then turned sideways to dodge another rod of light that had been thrown at him. 


    Alex then ducked underneath another strike, and coming back up, he smashed the hilt of his longsword against the angel’s chin, sending the feathery bird involuntarily flying back, where it crashed into the leather settee. 


    There was a pause as the remaining angels stared at him, trying to figure him out. The steps led up to an open plan assortment of spaces. To right was a library, beyond which was a greenhouse. In front of him, where the now unconscious angel lay, were a set of sofas arranged in a rectangle. Beyond that were the doors, one of which led into Satani’s private bedroom/kitchen/armoury and portal that led to Hell. 


    The open plan space was full of angels, and only angels. There were at least twenty of them. These angels looked bigger… They looked stronger too. Their arms had more muscle, and they glowed more than the normal angels. Not quite archangel level, but definitely more than the normal angels. 


    Around their chests, the glow was even brighter, almost as if they wore a shield of light around it. 


    One angel stepped forward from the crowd and pointed his glowing rod at Alex. “You’re Lucifer,” he said. 


    “It’s Alex, actually,” he replied. 


    The angel frowned. “But Lucifer is inside you?” 


    Alex sighed. “Sure,” he replied. “Are we going to fight?” 


    The angels began to laugh, and for a second, Alex was confused. Then, he caught the words they were murmuring, and his brows furrowed. They were laughing at Lucifer being inside him. 


    “Seriously?” Alex growled. “You angels are that fucking immature?” 


    The angel smiled widely. “Death is so final,” he said. “Do you really want to embrace the end with that face?” 


    “I’m not going to die, fucker,” Alex said, his face tightening. “I’m going to kill all of you.” 


    The angel laughed. “But we’re not going to fight you,” he said. “We were told to let Lucifer pass.” 


    The angels stepped aside, making the walls of a corridor with their bodies. A corridor that led to the door beyond which was Satani’s quarters. 


    “Something doesn’t feel right,” Alex whispered to Karen. 


    She nodded. “There’s definitely a trap behind that door but,” she stopped and looked up at him. “After fighting all these angels, we would have walked through the door anyway, right?” 


    She was right.


    But Alex still couldn’t shake the feeling that this was a trap. Not only this, they’d escaped far too easily from Michael. Alex had fought the archangel before. Michael wasn’t one to be surprised easily.


    The archangel hadn’t just walked into the room and been caught surprised by their presence. He’d been in that room for a while, he’d watched them, waited for them to find the dead angel. Michael knew where the exits were. He told them of his plan, then should have killed them. 


    Sure, he tried to kill Alex. But it felt like a pathetic attempt. Like, he was pretending to kill him, but not really doing it. 


    Alex couldn’t understand why Michael had done that. What purpose was there in keeping him alive? 


    This felt like the same. Why let him walk into that room without a fight? 


    Whatever the trap was, Alex knew Karen was right. Satani was probably in that room, along with Michael. He needed to go there. If he could do it without fighting these bigger and armoured angels, it was better. 


    With that decided, and his guard up, Alex and Karen cautiously walked past the angels until they reached the door. With his hand on the doorknob, Alex turned it and kicked the door open, waiting for the trap, whatever it was. 


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 28


     


     


     


     


    The door led into Satani’s personal quarters in the Red House of Satan. 


    It was bigger than the rest of the floor combined. To the left were maroon coloured leather settees. Past that was a personal library. On the opposite side was a kitchen. The tiling was dark red, like blood that had spilled and hardened. Beside it was rows of wooden shelving stacked with wine bottles.


    At the far end was a large four-poster bed made of dark mahogany wood. Beside it, attached to tenterhooks on the wall was the devil’s personal armoury. At the far end was a large pit, from which an ember red light glowed out.


    It was the portal to Hell.


    The room was dimly lit from the red flames burning off the torches on the wall.


    But amidst the darkness, there were two bright lights, both emanating a powerful aura. Alex recognised one of the two angels.


    Michael.


    He stood facing Satani. In each hand he held a magnificent sword. 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 silvery in colour. 


    The devil had two swords of her own. They were as long as Alex’s longsword. The blade was black, but the edge was silver. The handle was red. It looked absolutely savage.


    The devil was dressed in a black leather skirt that was torn by the side, and a white blouse that was torn through the middle. It rested off her breasts, which were in full view. Her normally perfect hair was ruffled. She had black horns protruding out of her head, and she stared at Michael with an anger and hatred that sent shivers down Alex’s spine. 


    Michael though, wore an amused grin on his face. 


    The other angel stood leaning against the red stoned wall. He seemed bored. He was tall, like all angels were, and his body glowed like it had been overcharged, and was close to exploding with energy. He had long red hair, which was strange for an angel to have. 


    “That’s the archangel Raphael,” Karen whispered. 


    “Glad of you to join us, Lucifer,” Michael said, without looking back. “Come here to tell Satani of my dastardly plan?” 


    The sword in Alex’s hand glowed like hot ember. He wanted to charge at Michael and drive it into the archangel’s back, but he hesitated.


    Raphael just stood with his back against the wall, seeming very bored. 


    But Alex knew, where he to make a move, the archangel would do the same. He heard a groan to his left, and noticed for the first time, Scarlett lying on the ground. She had grown in size by a few feet. As a result, her clothes had torn off. 


    She lay on her back, her legs spread apart, there was a nasty black scorch mark along her pussy. Alex didn’t like Scarlett much, but the wound looked horrible. It seemed personal too, not something that was inflicted during battle, but something done after Scarlett had lost, something done to her while she lay on the ground, defeated. 


    Angels were sick bastards. 


    “Wait your turn,” Michael said. “Let me finish of Satan’s whore sister. Then I’ll deal with you.” Michael turned to look back, an evil smile on his face, a cold glint in his eyes. “Of course, if you’re impatient, feel free to battle my brother, Raphael.”


    Raphael nodded at him, as if they were in a bar about to play the next game of pool. 


    “You talk too much,” Satani said.


    She charged at Michael, both her swords in hand.


    What followed next was the most astounding battle Alex had ever witnessed. The two moved at speeds so incredibly fast, it was like a blur. It reminded him off the Matrix. 


    “That’s what you look like sometimes, when you fight,” Karen said. “You’re like a blur… I’d never seen anything like it.” 


    Alex glanced at Karen, then back at Satani and Michael battling. They seemed incredibly fast. There was no way he was as good. Just not possible. As Alex watched the battle unfold, he imagined it was him there instead of Michael. He imagined being at the receiving end of Michael’s swords, the receiving end of Michael’s bursts of sharp spikes shooting out of the edge of his feathers. 


    The speed they moved at, Alex remembered being at the receiving end of those and he’d been able to push back. 


    Fuck… Alex only just realised how good he was. It made sense, considering how he easily put down ordinary angels and demons. 


    The battle suddenly turned. 


    Satani blocked Michael’s strike and as she came in for one of her own, hundreds of little sparkly spikes shot out from the tip of his wings. Satani was much too close to dodge them. But it turned out she didn’t have to. 


    The devil’s younger sister held her hand before her. Fire burst out from it, burning the spikes into little cinders that fell to the ground. The fire continued to rage from her hand, and Michael wrapped his wings around himself to protect him. 


    Michael didn’t have ordinary wings. They were made of a material harder than any Alex had encountered before. He’d struck the bastard with his own longsword flaming, and it had done nothing. 


    But Satani didn’t strike the angel on his wings. 


    She spotted the little gap at the bottom, where the angel’s feet were exposed, and swung at them. 


    Michael roared in pain. His wings unfurled and he almost knocked Satani down with them, but she moved out of the way just in time. Michael hobbled back, the swords in his hand wavering. 


    Satani sensed weakness and moved in for the kill. She leaped into the air; sword aimed for Michael’s chest. She seemed ready to connect too, until at the last moment, Raphael casually flew up out of nowhere and kicked Satani in the chest. 


    As she hit the ground, Raphael landed beside her. His arms stretched out, two long swords of white light appeared in them. Raphael was about to kill Satani when Alex’s instincts kicked in. 


    He moved with a speed that belied human physicality. The longsword in his hand burned red, and he aimed for Raphael’s neck, trying to slice it off. The archangel blocked the strike, and as his foot came up, Alex moved back out of the way. 


    He held his hand down for Satani.


    She didn’t take it.


    She climbed to her feet and roared at Raphael. 


    It was admittedly a fierce roar, but Raphael only grinned lazily. 


    “Angels cheating, that’s a surprise,” Satani said. “I’ll kill you both.” 


    Alex believed her. Standing beside the devil, he could feel the energy radiating from her. The power was immense. But still, Raphael smiled lazily. Michael hobbled over and came to stand beside him. There was a cut on his foot, from which blood oozed out.


    Raphael took Michael’s hand, and a moment later, the wound healed completely. 


    “Shall we finish them off now?” Raphael asked.


    “Let’s do this,” Alex said to Satani, as he flexed his sword holding arm. 


    “I don’t need your help to finish these fucking pigeons,” Satani growled.


    “Ha, pigeons,” Alex said, smiling. 


    “What?” 


    “Pigeons. Pretty sure I invented that,” he told Satani. 


    “Seriously? You think in the thousands of years angels have been around, no one made the connection that they’re basically glorified pigeons?” Satani asked.


    Alex’s smile faded some. Satani had a point.


    “Are you two done?” Raphael asked, finally not smiling lazily. “Because if you are, those are horrible last words.” 


    “Angels and they’re fucking arrogance,” Alex muttered. He was determined to bash in Raphael’s head. 


    Karen grabbed his hand, “Um, Alex,” she whispered. “You might want to look behind you.” 


    The door to Satani’s quarters was open now. And there was a lot more light in the room. It was filled with angels. Those that had been waiting outside had now entered the room. And it didn’t seem like they were here to watch and cheer. 


    “We need to get out of here,” Alex whispered to Satani. 


    He feared she would tell him to fuck off, that she was going to kill them all herself. But she nodded in agreement, which sort of bummed him out just a little. He was hoping she was going to kill them all, because it didn’t seem like escape was an option. 


    The angels were standing by the door, their only exit. 


    “The portal,” Satani whispered.


    At the far end of the room was a large circle in the ground. It was an odd circle. There was a ring of fire around the edges, but the centre of the hole was completely black. The fire around the edges did not reach the centre. 


    That large pit was a portal that led to Hell. Alex had used it once. It had not been fun. He’d almost died, what with falling from the sky into literal Hell. 


    “We need a distraction,” Alex said. “Two actually…” 


    “I’ll take the archangels, you take the rest,” Satani whispered. 


    “How is that fair?” Alex hissed, as he looked back at the dozens of angels standing behind them. 


    “Just make the walls collapse, or something,” Satani said, and when Alex stared at her with a raised eyebrow, she continued, “What, you didn’t think I knew about that? Let’s do this,” she whispered. 


    Alex didn’t get a moment to prepare. Satani held her hand before her and fire blazed out. It shot twenty feet forward. Both archangels glided back with ease. The fire continued, keeping them a good distance away. Satani turned to look at him, her lips pressed together in annoyance. 


    “Right,” Alex muttered. 


    As he dropped to his knees, he could hear the other angels, the ordinary ones. Well, not quite ordinary. They were bigger and brighter than the ordinary ones. Just not as big or bright as the archangels.


    They were charging towards him. 


    Alex had precious little time, but he’d gotten better at stuff like this. The ground rumbled first. Then the ceiling collapsed. It knocked half of them out. Spikes of concrete shot up from the ground and took care of the rest. 


    Alex then turned his attention on the archangels. 


    As the spikes shot up from the ground, both archangels floated up, then cut the shards of concrete like they were made of butter. 


    “Let’s go,” Satani said. 


    She ran towards the portal. 


    “Go,” Alex said to Karen. 


    “What are you going to do?” 


    Alex glanced at Scarlett. The demon was lying on the ground, injured, but still alive. Unlike the receptionist at the front. Despite hating her, Alex didn’t want her to die. If she remained her, that’s what the angels would do. They might torture her first, like they already had done with the burning of her pussy. 


    “Seriously?” Karen asked. She didn’t wait for him to answer. “Fine. Hurry!” 


    Alex did. He climbed to his feet, jumped over an injured angel and collected Scarlett in his arms. She was a big girl, but even bigger now that she’d grown to her natural demon size. Her naked body was warm. Which Alex took to be a good sign. As he dashed towards the portal, he stared at her naked body. 


    It was covered in bruises. Some on her face, some on her breasts, her stomach, her legs. But they weren’t the sort of bruises that looked life threatening. She didn’t have any broken bones either. 


    Alex made it to the portal, and as he was about to jump down it, he turned to look back. 


    Michael and Raphael were still floating in the air, but they remained in their spot, and made no effort to apprehend him. There was a look in Michael’s eyes. As Alex fell backwards into the hole, he shivered. 


    Something was wrong. 


    Not for the first time, it felt like they’d escaped too easily. 
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    Alex had his arms wrapped around Scarlett’s naked body. He could feel the heat coming from it, but he couldn’t see her. 


    He was back in the portal of darkness, falling. 


    Alex didn’t think he’d be heading back down to Hell so soon. The last time he’d been in this portal, he’d lost track of time. It seemed like an endless pit. How long he fell, he had no idea. Eventually, when he did emerge from the darkness, he instantly missed the portal. 


    The portal opened up above Hell.


    Alex literally fell into Hell and descended to what would have been his sure death. He’d managed to save himself by using the power of his sword to cushion the fall. 


    But this time, what with Scarlett in his arms, he doubted the sword would be as effective, even if he could reach for it. 


    Alex continued to fall. He lost track of time. Scarlett in his arms, began to feel heavy, which was weird. He wondered what would happen if he let go of her. She’d continue to fall, and at a similar pace, right? So why was she becoming heavy?


    Alex decided to test his theory. 


    His arms had been wrapped around Scarlett’s knees and her breasts. He held her across his chest. He loosened his grip. He felt her body begin to lift, to float off his arms. The next thing he knew, she was moving away from him. 


    Suddenly, her body jerked and was pulled towards the ring of fire that surrounded the black hole. Alex grabbed Scarlett by the arm and pulled her back in. He held her close, breathing heavily. 


    That had been close, and not at all expected. He wondered why it happened. Why did Scarlett’s body go towards the fire? What would have happened if he hadn’t pulled her back? Would she have burned to death? 


    It seemed like a reasonable conclusion. This was a portal to Hell, after all. One that opened up in the sky and led to one’s death. 


    Alex felt movement in his arms. It was Scarlett. She was waking. 


    “What’s going on?” she mumbled. “Am I dying?” 


    “No,” Alex said. 


    “What is this then?” 


    “You’re in a portal that’s leading to Hell,” Alex said. 


    There was a pause, then Scarlett’s hands felt his body, moving up to his face. “Alex?” she asked. “How did you get here?” 


    Alex told her what had happened, how he’d arrived in the Red House of Satan to warn Satani about Michael’s plan. He found the place on fire. He and Karen entered from a window on the fifth floor and worked their way up. 


    He told her what had happened in Satani’s quarters, how they’d escaped, how he’d stopped to save Scarlett. 


    “You stopped to save me,” Scarlett said, her voice strangely soft. “Why?” 


    “Michael would have killed you. He’d probably have tortured you first. You’re a bit of a bitch,” Alex said, “and you probably would have deserved it too…” 


    “There’s a but, right?” 


    “I thought there would be when I started talking…” 


    Despite the darkness, Scarlett managed to elbow him in the chest. It was a gentle strike, not meant to actually hurt. 


    “Thanks,” Scarlett said 


    “You can make it up to me,” Alex told her. 


    “Sure,” Scarlett agreed. 


    “All you have to do is change everything about yourself. You know, the whole cold cruel evil demon bitch thing, that needs to go.” 


    Scarlett swallowed and bit back a response. “Okay,” she said a second later. “What happens now?” 


    Alex shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know. I was coming to the Red House of Satan to tell Satani about Michael’s plan. I was hoping she could somehow stop the war. Do you know if she’s in touch with God?” 


    “The archangels are God’s emissaries. There was once a time when she communicated with God directly, but he hasn’t been seen for a thousand years at least. I suppose now we know why. He’s been asleep.”


    Alex was out of ideas. War seemed inevitable now. What with Satani back in Hell, he wondered what she would do. Would she raise her armies and march back up to earth? If she did, the angels would do the same, wouldn’t they? They would pour down in their thousands from Heaven. Earth was going to be a battleground. It would be laid to waste. 


    He needed to convince Satani of another plan of action. First though, he needed to think of another plan of action. No, first he needed to find Satani. If he landed in the middle of nowhere like he did the last time, it could take him weeks to find Satani, and by that time, it would be too late. 


    “You know Hell quite well, right?” 


    “I was born in Hell, but its big. I know you’ve been down here before, but it’s a lot bigger than it seems. I don’t think anyone can really know Hell. It’s not like earth. It isn’t a round planet. It’s more like an endless plain.” 


    “Oh,” Alex sighed. 


    “What?” 


    “I thought you might be able to help me find Satani once we landed.” 


    “She jumped into the portal before us, right?” Scarlett asked. “I should be able to trace her trajectory once we come out.” 


    “Oh, cool,” Alex said. 


    It happened then. 


    All of a sudden, the darkness that surrounded their immediate vicinity, and the ring of fire beyond suddenly vanished. 


    Now, there was a redness above. And Alex could feel he was falling. There was a rush of wind pressing against him. Alex’s arms started to flail about as he tried to grab something. Below him, the ground was far away, but it was closing in. 


    “Stop moving,” Scarlett growled. “Calm the fuck down you stupid clown, and keep those hands by your side!” 


    Alex took a deep breath, and pulled his arms by his side, whilst also wondering why he’d bothered saving Scarlett. The demon was a bitch of the highest order. Ungrateful little-


    Scarlett came beside him and took his hand in hers. Alex felt a sudden calmness engulf him. He couldn’t understand what it was, until he realised the wind was no longer pressing against him. He was still falling, but it was much slower. It was like he’d been surrounded by a protective bubble. A bubble that was now moving forward much faster than it was falling. 


    “What the hell were you doing?” Scarlett growled. 


    “I was doing what every human would do if they were suddenly falling from the sky,” Alex growled back. 


    “How did you not die on your first journey here?” Scarlett asked, incredulously. 


    “Cuz I’m fucking awesome,” Alex replied. 


    Scarlett rolled her eyes, but bit back a response. She took a deep breath, then staring straight ahead, she mumbled something under her breath. 


    “What?” Alex asked. 


    “I said, I’m sorry for shouting at you,” Scarlett hissed. 


    She didn’t seem sorry. She seemed furious. 


    “You don’t look sorry. You look like you want to kill someone.” 


    “I said I’m sorry. Take it or leave it, you-” again, Scarlett paused and took a deep breath. 


    She stared ahead as they flew forward. Alex glanced down at the landscape below. Hell was as dry as it had always been. The sand was a glaring red. But in the distance, it changed. Alex could see a great depression in the distance. A depression that was filled with large hills. 


    “Is that where Satani is going?” he asked. “The Great Depression?” 


    “It seems so,” Scarlett replied. 


    “Why would she go there?” Alex asked. 


    Scarlett didn’t reply. Alex feared he knew the answer to the question. But surely, despite how desperate things had become, Satani wouldn’t free Satan, would she? The devil had promised to kill him, and Alex believed him. Satan wasn’t the type to brag. He meant what he said. 


    The Great Depression was named aptly, or prosaically. It was an enormous depression thousands of feet deep and filled with hills that grew black trees with red leaves. There was a mountain amongst the hills. Midway up the mountain was a cave. As they came closer, Alex spotted two figures standing at the mouth of the cave.


    Satani and Karen. 


    Scarlett guided them to the hard and flat surface at the foot of the cave’s entrance. The bubble that surrounded them suddenly vanished. Scarlett landed on her feet, but Alex was caught by surprise. He hit the ground hard and tumbled forward until he came to rest by Karen’s feet. She held a hand for him, which he took and pulled himself up. 


    “So, this is Hell, huh?” she asked. “Its… red.” She looked up at the sky. “Where’s the sun?” 


    “I don’t think Hell has a sun,” Alex said. He dusted off the dirt from his clothes and marched towards Satani. “You can’t do this,” he told her. 


    “I can do whatever I want, Alex,” Satani said, now back to her normal calm and confident self. 


    “Why would you free Satan?” 


    “Because its war, Alex. And without Satan, we won’t win.” 


    “You can’t win,” Alex said. He told Satani what he’d learnt, about Michael planning to start a war with angels and demons, about God being asleep, about God weakening, but still powerful enough to kill Satan and Satani. “If you free Satan and continue down this path, you will lose.” 


    “Do you have a better idea?” Satani asked, as she began to take off her torn clothes. 


    “We need to-” Alex stopped as Satani pulled off her torn blouse and the bra she wore underneath. “Why… why are you getting… clothes. Why are you taking them off?” 


    Satani’s eyes sparkled as she pulled down her skirt. It was the lacy panties next. She stood completely naked before him now. Alex swallowed nervously. He’d seen plenty naked women now, had slept with many too. And all the girls had gorgeous figures. 


    But there was something about Satani. Her thighs, her breasts, her smooth skin, her luscious lips… Satani was gorgeous, but Alex feared there was more to it. The attraction had to involve some sort of magical compulsion. Despite knowing that, Alex wasn’t any less attracted to her. 


    It took every ounce of his strength to focus on her face, to stare her eye to eye. “You need to find a way to speak with God,” Alex said. 


    “Isn’t God asleep?” 


    “We’ll wake him up.” 


    “Right,” Satani nodded. “And to do that, we’d need to get up to Heaven, right?” 


    Alex nodded. 


    “Do you know how to get there?” Satani asked, sweetly. 


    “No, but-”


    “Well, I guess it’s a good thing my older brother does, right? I’ve been talking with him ever since this nonsense started. You didn’t think I was sitting on my perfect ass and doing nothing, did you? Not only does Satan know of a way to Heaven, he also knows of a weapon that can kill God. Now, wouldn’t that be perfect? So, we’re going to free him, and Michael, and the rest of the archangels are going to die.”


    Satani walked past him and dropped to her knees. From where Alex stood, he got a perfect view of her ass and the curvy butt cheeks. He felt his cock respond, and he forced himself to look away. 


    Karen came to stand beside him, not being at all discreet as she ogled Satani. 


    “It’s not real,” Alex said. “She’s using some sort of compulsion,” he said to her. 


    “I really don’t care,” Karen said, her voice distant. “Right now, I want to get down and kiss her ass. I want to part those ass cheeks and lick-”


    Alex grabbed Karen by the shoulders and forced her to turn. “Stare at the cave,” he told her. 


    He then approached Satani, keeping his eyes firmly focused on her head and the thick red hair she had. 


    “What are you doing?” 


    “I’m freeing the path of all the traps,” Satani said. She placed her hand on the hard rock, palm flat down. 


    “There aren’t any traps,” Alex told her. “They’ve already all been cleared.” 


    “They were. But after you left, Keira reset them. I either do this, or we fight our way through every room in the cave system.” 


    Alex shuddered as he remembered the many rooms. He’d nearly died in the first one. Many demons trying to free Satan had lost their lives in the following rooms. 


    The ground beneath him began to shake, and Alex stepped back quickly. 


    Where Satani knelt on the ground, her palm down, the rock began to cave in the shape of a human lying on the ground, legs and arms spread apart. As the shape deepened six inches into the ground, it stopped. 


    Satani lifted her hand up and then lay in the shape.


    It fitted her almost perfectly. 


    She closed her eyes. The rock began to tighten around her, and then it stopped as it touched her from all sides. And then, the rock near her pussy and ass began to grow up. Satani grimaced as a pole of rock entered her pussy and another her vagina. 


    It looked really painful and fucking weird too. Alex turned away, and coincidentally ended up looking at Scarlett. “What the fuck,” he muttered. 


    “She’s the only one that can remove the traps within. But to do it, the cave needs to know it’s her. It has to feel her.” 


    “I suppose that’s one way of describing it,” Alex muttered. 


    “Let’s go,” Satani said. 


    Alex turned to find Satani back on her feet. There was a slight limp to her step as she walked towards the cave. 


    “Did that hurt?” Alex asked, as he followed behind her. “Cuz it looked like it really hurt.” 


    “I don’t need you, Alex,” Satani said, without looking back. “Mock me, and I will kill you.” 


    “Sorry, but not afraid of you anymore,” Alex told her. “I saved your life back in the Red House of Satan.” 


    Satani paused and turned to look back at him. She smiled sweetly. “You did save my life, honey. But I’m the devil. I’ll still kill you even while I smile.” 


    “That’s great to know,” Alex muttered. “But not what I meant. I’m not so sure you can kill me,” he told her. “And by the way, if I feel like freeing Satan is a bad idea, which I haven’t fully made my mind up on, I’m going to collapse this cave on top of all of us.” 
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    Scarlett and Satani entered the cave before him. Alex took Karen’s hand in his. He told her of what to expect. The first room was the one that incapacitated everyone. It was normally full of demons that then moved in for the kill. Alex imagined it was those demons that Satani had somehow removed. Or better yet, she removed that incapacitating noise. 


    He told her of the rooms that followed on from there. It was an elaborate prison. 


    Once he was certain she knew enough, they stepped into the cave, hand in hand.


    Turned out Alex was wrong. 


    Satani hadn’t removed the demons from the room. Nor had she removed the noise that had made him drop to his knees. What she’d done instead was remove all the removes. 


    Alex and Karen had stepped directly into the final room in the cave system. It was an enormous room with a hundred meters to their left and right, and another two hundred meters before them. The floor was made of smooth polished black stone. There were no torches, but the space was well lit.


    A hundred meters before them, red light shone out from the ground in a circle ten meters in diameter. Satani and Scarlett stood at the edge of that circle. Alex and Karen joined them.


    The circle was a pit. That pit was Satan’s prison. It was full of lava that constantly burned.


    But the heat did no harm to Satan.


    The devil stood leaning against the wall of the prison. Dressed in skinny black jeans and leather boots, his chest was bare and he was in human form. He stared up at them, looking like a bored twenty-one-year-old.


    In truth, he has hundreds of thousands of years old. 


    Alex couldn’t imagine living for that long. He supposed it explained the bored expression on Satan’s face. That and being confined in a pit for thousands of years…


    “Are we doing this or what?” the devil asked. 


    “Doing what exactly?” Alex asked, before Satani could speak. The devil’s sister glared at him, but Alex ignored her. “Do you have an actual plan to kill God? Or, are you just going to try and kill us as soon as we let you out?” 


    “I have thought about that,” Satan said, smiling. “About killing you all the minute I’m free. I mean, it would feel so good. And now that you’ve brought along Scarlett and,” he paused as he stared at Karen. “I remember you,” he winked at her. “Two women to satisfy my cock after I kill my sister and Lucifer, it’s perfect.”


    Alex raised his eyebrows and turned to look at Satani. “Did… what did I ask him?” he muttered. 


    “I won’t kill you, Lucifer. At least, not yet. I haven’t decided what to do with you and my traitorous little sister after I’ve killed God. Stay on my good side, maybe I’ll let you live.” 


    “Firstly, it’s Alex. Secondly, go fuck yourself you little prick.” 


    Satan’s smile widened. “Alex. You’ve got backbone. I like that. Now let me out. I’m bored of this conversation.” 


    “What do you think?” Satani asked. “Do you have any more questions for him?” 


    “I got plenty, but he’s an asshole,” Alex muttered. 


    “I’m going to let him out,” Satani said. 


    She dropped to her knees and placed a hand on the thin line of blue that covered the hole in the ground. Satani closed her eyes and began to mutter a chant.


    Alex remembered the last time he’d been down here. 


    Merculis Azarath had come with two demons that had sat on either end of the prison, chanting away. 


    It didn’t take nearly as long this time. 


    Cracks appeared in the thin blue barrier and then it shattered. But rather than falling down into the prison below, the blue shards disappeared into thin air. 


    Satan leaped out from his prison and landed in-between Alex and Karen. Despite being human-looking, Alex could feel the devil standing beside him. Satani exuded a power, but compared to what emanated from Satan, it seemed small fry. 


    It was like standing next to a fire. 


    No. 


    It felt like standing in a house that was on fire. 


    Alex took a step back, and noticing, Satan grinned. 


    “I’ll tone the devil back a bit,” he said. 


    The heat suddenly reduced. Alex’s lips tightened. It was going to be hard work with this asshole. The quicker this was done, the better. 


    “What now?” he asked. 


    “We go back to earth, take a portal to Heaven, find God, and kill him,” Satan said. 


    “That simple huh?” Alex asked. 


    Satan shrugged. “A few minor details missing, but other than that, yeah.” 


     


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 31


     


     


     


     


    After another trip through a portal, Alex, Karen, Scarlett and the devil siblings were back on earth. They landed in a different location this time. It was another park, but this one was in a small town on the outskirts of London.


    From there, Satan led them to an end terraced house with a large field beyond its garden. It was surprising the devil guided them to a safe house, considering he’d been locked up in Hell for the past thousand years and more. 


    But it turned out, despite being imprisoned, Satan still had contacts. 


    The house was no ordinary house. 


    It had an enormous basement with an armoury that had more types of weapons than Alex knew what to do with.


    It also turned out that Satan really did have a plan to kill God. 


    He knew how to get to Heaven. It was like a portal, but it needed an angel to be activated. Luckily for them, they didn’t have to go angel hunting. One of Satan’s followers had an angel trapped just for this purpose. 


    Once in Heaven, they needed to find the Silver Valley. Hidden there was a weapon, the Cutting Knife, it had been named rather prosaically, because it apparently cut through anything. 


    Including God. 


    That was Satan’s plan. 


    Go up to Hell, find the knife, and stab God while he slept. 


    Alex could see a few problems with that. 


    “How do we find this knife?” he asked. “Like, once we’re in Heaven, how do we know where to go? The angel we take with us, will he guide us?” 


    “Not this angel. My demons didn’t take it easy on her. Her brain is mushed. She won’t be able to do more than activate the portal.”


    “How do we find the Cutting Knife? And after we’ve found the knife, how do we find God? Heaven’s gotta be a big place, and we won’t exactly fit in, will we?” 


    Satan’s dark brows furrowed. “I don’t have all the answers, Alex. I spent the past ten thousand years in a fucking hole in the ground,” he rose to his feet, and began to walk towards Alex. “So, if you have any ideas, I’d love to fucking hear them.” 


    Satan stopped a foot away from Alex. 


    “Punch him in the face,” Lucifer said. 


    Alex was tempted to. But he had an idea. 


    “I do, actually. I have an idea,” Alex said. He turned to look at Karen. “Laxmina,” he said. 


    Karen’s eyes widened. “No. you can’t trust her!” 


    “Who is this Laxmina?” Satan asked. “I like her already.” 


    “Because she can’t be trusted?” Alex rolled his eyes. “She’s an angel, but she’s different…” 


    “An angel?” it was Satani’s turn to stand up and walk towards him. “You’re friends with an angel?” 


    “I’m not friends. She turned up at my apartment last night or… the night the angels attacked the Red House of Satan. She said she ran away from Heaven and that she needed a place to stay. Angels were after her.” 


    “And that doesn’t smell fishy,” Scarlett muttered. “Seriously Alex, I know your cock is big, but that doesn’t mean that’s where your brains need to be. Let me guess. She’s currently in your bed, resting. You want to fuck her, don’t you?” 


    Alex was regretting saving Scarlett’s life. The problem was, some of what she said was true. Laxmina was lying in his bed, but she was tied down as a captive. And he didn’t want to fuck her. 


    “What does this angel look like?” Satan asked. 


    “That’s a dumb question,” Scarlett scoffed. “All angels look the same. White, blond hair, blue eyes, wings.” 


    Satan turned his head and stared at Scarlett. “Hello,” he smiled. 


    Scarlett, who had been sitting fairly relaxed, suddenly sat up straight, her eyes widening. 


    “Is there anything else I might be doing or saying that’s dumb?” Satan asked. 


    Scarlett’s body shook visibly, as did her head. “I’m sorry, my lord,” she said quickly. 


    “You will be,” Satan said. “Take off your clothes. Stand in that corner facing the wall. Lean back and spread your ass cheeks. I’ll be with you in a minute.” He then turned to Karen. “Go to that cupboard,” he pointed at the mahogany wardrobe. “Take out a nice thick whip and use it generously on her ass.” 


    Karen glanced at the cupboard, then her eyes moved to Scarlett, standing naked with her curvy ass on display. Karen then stared at Alex, before her eyes shifted from him to Satan. 


    “Yeah, she’s not going to do that,” Alex told Satan. 


    Satan shrugged. “That’s fine. I guess I’ll have to do it myself later. It’s been a while since I last whipped a demon. It’ll be fun. For me. Not so much for Scarlett. Entirely possible I may end up accidentally killing her. I bet the Demon Hunter wouldn’t have accidentally killed her.” 


    Karen took a deep sigh and climbed to her feet. “I’ll whip Scarlett,” she grumbled. 


    “What did this angel look like? Was she lacking the glow those bastards have?” Satan asked. 


    “How’d you know?” Alex asked. It was a pretty damned good guess.    


    “I’ve heard of another group of angels. Sort of like outcasts in Heaven. They’re easy to identify. Apparently, they don’t glow. My source on this is pretty reliable so, if you’ve got an angel that doesn’t glow, that would be helpful.” 


    Satan said the words in a pretty calm manner. It was surprising. Normally, the devil was either excited, or angry. He was also cocky. But this, it was neither of those. It was serious. Serious Satan sounded and looked like a determined young man.


    “Okay… So I guess… I’ll go and talk to Laxmina,” Alex said. “Karen,” Alex called. “You want to come?” 


    Karen, who was standing behind Scarlett with a whip in hand and staring at Scarlett’s ass, turned to look back at the mention of her name. “Huh?” she asked. 


    “I’m leaving. Want to come with me?” 


    She nodded eagerly. But before leaving, she struck Scarlett’s ass. The demon girl screamed. But it was a short scream. It seemed she was expecting more. “Will that do?” Karen asked Satan.


    “Are you fucking with me?” Satan asked. 


    “I’m not good with this torture stuff,” Karen replied. 


    That was a lie. Alex had witnessed Karen torturing demons in the past. The girl was ruthless. She’d pressed burning metal against a demon assassin’s tits. But now, she was holding back on Scarlett? 


    “Just give her a few more whips. Make em hard, and we’ll call it a day?” Alex said. 


    Scarlett turned her head back to look at Alex. There was anger in her eyes. But that anger faded quickly as she realised that their roles had changed. Scarlett no longer held any form of advantage or power over him. 


    “Fine,” Satan said. “They better be hard strikes. If you hold back, I’ll whip the whore to an inch of her death.” 


    “Deal,” Alex said. 


    When Scarlett next screamed, they were long and loud. And they reflected the intensity of Karen’s strikes. 


    


    

  


  
    



     


     


     


    Chapter 32


     


     


     


     


    Alex was back in Karen’s car as they set off for his apartment. It had been an insane couple of days. Finding out Michael was behind the angel murders, then finding an angel in his apartment, rushing to the Red House of Satan to find it on fire, battling two archangels and going down to Hell, freeing Satan, coming back to earth with a plan to kill God… 


    Karen let out a deep breath. 


    Alex smiled. “Rough couple of days, right?” 


    Karen punched him playfully on the arm. “It’s you. Everything was fine until you came along. You’re trouble.” The car stopped as the traffic lights changed from amber to red. Karen turned to look at him. “I can’t believe we’re going to Heaven to kill God.” 


    “It is a little insane,” Alex agreed. 


    “I wonder what Heaven is like,” Karen said. 


    It was something Alex had thought of it. Before going down to Hell, Alex had an idea of what it would be like. He’d been completely wrong. Every soul became flesh and bones once more, but they returned to the age they had enjoyed most in their lives. 


    They also forget who they were. 


    It made it impossible to find a person. 


    Alex had hoped he would meet with his dad down in Hell. But that had become impossible. Hell was enormous. He wouldn’t even know what aged person to look for. His dad could have transformed into a teenager, or a child. He knew it would be a young age though, because for as long as Alex could remember, his dad had been miserable. 


    Alex never got the closure he’d needed, or that he’d wanted. Their relationship as father and son had been terrible, and Alex blamed his dad for it all. That hadn’t been fair. It was Satani’s fault. 


    And now, on his way to Heaven, Alex wondered what that would be like. Hell had matched the biblical descriptions in some form. Demons torturing humans. Would Heaven meet the biblical descriptions in a similar way? Would the human souls be happy and enjoy a form of life that’s comfortable? 


    Would they remember who they were? 


    Alex had thought about his mum a lot growing up. But as he hit his teen years, he thought of her less. Since finding out demons and angels were real, that Heaven and Hell existed, he’d been certain she’d gone to Heaven. 


    Alex didn’t want to get his hopes up. Finding his mother in Heaven, the chances would probably be slim to non-existent. He hoped she was happy. He hoped she looked down on him and smiled. 


    Actually, it was probably better she didn’t look down on him. High chance she’d catch him having sex. He did that a fair amount in the past few months. 


    Karen parked her car a street away from his block of apartments. They stepped out into the silent night. It was cold, the right temperature for the time of the year. But it had snuck up on them suddenly. Rather than slowly cooling over the days and weeks, it was like someone had stuck the sun in a fridge. 


    Once in his apartment, Karen walked down the corridor, passing his bedroom door. “I’m going to get a drink. You chat to the Chicca.” 


    “Chicca?” Alex repeated. 


    Karen continued down the corridor, not looking back. Alex opened his bedroom door. Melissa, Jamana and the angel were asleep. All three were on the bed. Laxmina was in the middle. Melissa on one side, Jamana on the other. Laxmina’s wings were wrapped around the two demons, cuddling them. 


    Laxmina had a change of clothes too. She was no longer wearing a dirty and torn tunic. She was wearing lacy panties and a matching pink bra. 


    She also looked clean. Like she’d showered. 


    Alex cleared his throat. 


    Nothing happened. 


    They were asleep. Why did he think clearing his throat would wake them up? Alex walked into the room and closed the door a little louder than he would normally. 


    Laxmina raised her head off the pillow and stared at him. It took a moment for her to recognise him. And then, those brown eyes widened. Her wings shuffled under the demons. Melissa fell off the bed and hit the ground. Jamana was about to do the same but managed to stay on by grabbing Laxmina by the breasts. 


    “Alex!” Melissa said, from her position on the floor, her chin now resting on the bed. “You’re back.”


    She rushed over to hug him. 


    “What the hell is going on here?” Alex asked. “She’s supposed to be a prisoner.” 


    “Well… she was a prisoner,” Melissa said, smiling nervously. “But after the first three days, we sort of got talking and… we connected. It turned out we had so much in common. She’s had a pretty tough life in Heaven and… and then, we gave her cake and…” 


    Alex’s eyes narrowed. “Cake?” he shook his head. Not the time for that now. “First three days? How long was I gone for?” 


    “It’s been two weeks,” Melissa said softly. “We were worried. We didn’t know what had happened. The Demon Hunter, Veronica, came to tell us a big fight had happened at the Red House of Satan. The angels had burnt it down. We thought you might have been dead. We’ve been at home for two weeks and…. We sort of bonded with Laxmina. She’s a good girl.” 


    “I’ve been gone for two weeks?” Alex muttered. It hadn’t felt like that long. Two days max. But he knew time moved differently in Hell. 


    “We thought you were dead,” Jamana whispered. 


    There was relief on her face. She walked up to him slowly, unsure of his reaction. Alex sighed and held an arm out for her. She came closer and he wrapped it around her. Though it didn’t feel like he’d been gone for long, it felt good to have the girls back in his arms. 


    Laxmina remained on the bed, her eyes wide, like a doe-eyed creature caught in headlights. 


    “Hey,” he nodded at her. “Why are you running away from the angels?” 


    “I’m… I’m part of a group that are called Traditionalists. They capture us and keep us locked up in Heaven because we don’t agree with the way they treat the humans. I managed to escape and came down to earth.” 


    “Why’d you come to me?” Alex asked. 


    “I had a dream… you were in it and… you protected me from the archangel, Michael. I saw this house, the streets… I knew where to find you, so I came here.” 


    “That doesn’t sound weird at all,” Alex muttered. “How would you like to go back up to Heaven?” he asked. 


    Laxmina grabbed the blanket by the edge and pulled it close to her neck. “I-I d-don’t want to go to Heaven,” she said. “They’re going to torture me. Please don’t return me to Heaven.” 


    “Not going to return you to the angels,” Alex said. “How would you like to go up to Heaven and end the angels?” 


    “End the angels?” 


    “Kill God,” Alex said. 
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    Things were progressing well, Alex thought. Surprisingly well. Laxmina not only agreed to be their guide in Heaven, but she also knew where the Silver Valley was. More than that, she also knew where God was sleeping.


    The drive back to Satan’s hideout was a quiet one. Alex sat beside Karen at the front. Laxmina sat at the back. She was dressed in a pair of tight skinny jeans that Melissa had leant her, and a white blouse that had been cut on the sides to allow the wings to fit. 


    It seemed wings were insanely flexible. The size of them, Laxmina shouldn’t have been able to sit in the back of the car, but she was able to, and comfortably. The wings folded in as if they were made of thin cloth and had no flesh and bones. 


    They reached Satan’s hideout without incident. Karen parked her car by the side of the road. They glanced up to see if any angels were flying by, just as a precaution. There were none. In fact, ever since the Red House of Satan had been burnt down, not many angels had been seen, according to the demons. 


    It was like the calm before the storm. 


    Alex wondered what sort of storm the angels would bring. Had they awakened God already? They knew time was off the essence. Killing God would be so much easier if he was asleep. 


    “You’ll be fine,” Alex said to Laxmina. “They won’t hurt you.” 


    That had been one of Laxmina’s fears. She was afraid of meeting with Satan and Satani. She’d heard a lot about those two. They had nicknames in Heaven. Most of them translated into murderers of angels. They were quite prosaic. 


    It was Satan who opened the door. Again, he looked like a human, which was odd. Every other demon, even Satani included, did not look like a human. But Satan, he looked like a twenty-one-year-old human. 


    “That’s the angel?” Satan asked. 


    “No. She’s a human friend of mine wearing fake angel wings,” Alex replied. 


    Satan grinned. “You never change, Lucifer.” 


    “It’s Alex,” Alex muttered. 


    But it was too late. Satan had walked back inside. They followed him in into the house, and from there, the dining room. Beneath the oak table was the trapdoor that led down to the basement. Alex held Laxmina by the hand to reassure her that everything was going to be okay, that she shouldn’t be afraid. 


    In their absence, another demon had arrived with the angel.


    The demon’s name was Aila. She had blue skin and three horns on her head, each two inches in length, black in colour, except for the tips. They were almost silvery and sharp. She wore a short leather black skirt that barely covered her ass. A metal chain was wrapped around her chest, covering her breasts somewhat, though her dark blue nipples poked. 


    The angel was completely naked. There was a metal collar around her neck. Attached to it was a chain that was fastened to a hook on the wall. The angel lay on the cold ground, her eyes closed. 


    There were visible bruises all across her body. There were long dark lines across her ass, evidence of having been whipped. The skin around her nipples was still indented. Those had been clamped for a long time. Alex wondered if they would ever recover. 


    Scarlett came to stand beside him. She was still naked and had whip marks on her own bottom. The burn marks the angels had given to her pussy was still visible, though it had healed a lot. She pointed at the angel’s pussy. 


    “I did that,” Scarlett said. 


    Alex didn’t know what she was referring to. Scarlett stepped up to the angel on the ground and with her foot, she kicked the angel in the pussy. 


    The angel’s eyes flung open. 


    “Open your legs,” Scarlett said. 


    The angel didn’t respond. She continued to stare up at Scarlett, her eyes wide, her body began to tremble. 


    “If I have to ask you one more time to open your legs, you won’t have any legs left to open,” Scarlett growled. She followed it up with a foot to the angel’s ass. 


    The kick jolted the angel into action. She spread her legs quickly, to show her cunt. There was a nasty burn mark right in the centre of her pussy, colouring the otherwise pink skin a nasty red. 


    Scarlett then parted her own legs to reveal the burn mark she still had on her own twat. “if you’re a good girl, and listen to everything I say, your pussy will get a chance to heal.” 


    She then unlatched the chain from the hook on the wall and led the angel up the steps, leading her out of the basement to the rooms above. 


    Alex watched them go, the angel hobbling as she followed after Scarlett. He had mixed feelings about what he’d witnessed. On the one hand, he didn’t condone torture of any sort. And it was clear that the angel had been tortured. On the other hand-


    “What do you think Scarlett’s going to do to her?” Karen asked, coming to stand beside him. 


    “Probably use her sexually. Torture her some more…” 


    “You going to stop her?” 


    Alex turned to look at her. “Why would I do that?” 


    “Because deep down you’re a big softie?” Karen said, smiling sweetly. 


    “Did you want something?” Alex muttered. 


    “Actually,” Karen took his hand in hers. “We’ve got another two hours before we leave for our trip to Heaven and…” she paused, her cheeks reddening. 


    That piqued Alex’s interest. Karen was rarely shy. “What?” 


    Karen didn’t reply. Instead, with her hand in his, she led him up the stairs and out of the basement. The first floor of the house comprised of a corridor with five doors. Four led into bedrooms, the fifth into a bathroom. As they walked past the first door, Alex heard Scarlett moan. 


    “I was right,” he told Karen. “She’s using the angel for sexual purposes.” 


    Karen led him down the corridor to the door at the end. Alex was about to follow her in when he paused and tilted his head back. The noises coming from the first room had changed. Scarlett was still moaning in pleasure, but now, there was the sound of something striking flesh, followed by a low cry of pain. 


    Scarlett was whipping the angel. 


    Karen sighed. “Go on then.” 


    “Thanks,” Alex said. 


    He darted down the corridor and opened the bedroom door. The angel was lying on the ground, her knees up, her legs spread apart. Scarlett sat on the angel’s face, her cunt was being pleasured by the angel’s tongue. The demon held a whip in her hand. She struck the angel with ferocity, hitting the girl’s already injured twat. 


    The angel’s body shuddered as she let out another cry that was muffled by Scarlett’s pussy.


    “Stop,” Alex said. 


    Scarlett turned to look back at him. There was lust in her eyes, something he hadn’t seen before. 


    “Stop what?” Scarlett asked. “The angel?” she laughed. “You’re too soft, Alex.” 


    Scarlett struck the angel again, this time harder. With her whip free hand, she grabbed the angel’s tit and twisted it, at the same time, she pressed her ass down on the angel’s face, suffocating her. 


    The angel’s body squirmed as it gasped for breath. 


    Seeing Scarlett determined to not let up, Alex entered the room and grabbed the demon by the arms. He picked her up and threw her across the room. She crashed against the wall and landed on her feet, where she stared at him with anger in her eyes, snarling. 


    The angel sat upright, coughing and gasping for breath. 


    “How dare you?” Scarlett snarled. “How dare you touch me, you filthy human.” 


    Alex smiled. There was the Scarlett of old. The arrogant demon who thought she was stronger than everyone. At least, stronger than every other Demon Hunter. 


    “Give her back, or I’ll cut you in half,” Scarlett said. 


    “Come on then,” Alex said. 


    Scarlett’s eyes narrowed. “You think I won’t do it? You think Satan and Satani care what happens to you? They don’t need you to go up to Heaven and find the Cutting Knife or the God’s resting place. You don’t serve any purpose.”


    “You don’t normally talk so much,” Alex said. “Normally, by now, you’d have attacked me. What’s the matter? Afraid?” 


    Scarlett’s naturally red skin darkened in anger. She bared her teeth that had now sharpened and grown longer. Alex expected her body to grow too, but Scarlett charged at him. Alex was expecting her to do that. 


    He seemed to see her moving in slow motion as she leapt across the room, her arms extended out like she was about to give him a bear hug. Her fingernails had extended and resembled claws. They were four inches long, the tips razor sharp. 


    As she came closer, Alex raised his foot and aimed for her chest. It connected well, smashing into the gap between her breasts. Scarlett flung back and crashed into the wall again. But this time, she did not land on her feet. She hit the ground on her bottom and remained there, staring up at him with shock in her eyes.


    “How?” Scarlett asked. “We’ve duelled before. You weren’t that fast…”


    “I got faster. And stronger,” he said. “I have powers too. Do you want to see them?”


    “No?” Scarlett shook her head, fear in her eyes. 


    Alex had expected her to say yes. He was all ready to drop to his knees, put his hand on the ground and make the walls and floor shake a little to frighten her. He didn’t expect her to say no, to give up so easily. The Scarlett of old had a lot more fight in her. 


    But then, Scarlett had been through a lot. From suffering Satani’s displeasure, to being defeated by angels, and then tortured by them, to then being humiliated again by Satan when he made Karen whip her. 


    Despite himself, Alex felt sorry for Scarlett. “Get up.”


    She listened to his command and climbed to her feet. She stood awkwardly, her chest inwards, her breasts pushing against each other, she stared at the ground. 


    “Don’t feel sorry for yourself,” he told her. “You’re a powerful demon, and tonight, when we go up to Heaven, you’re going to prove that to the angels.”


    Scarlett nodded, and stared at him, expecting more. 


    Problem was, Alex didn’t have any more to say. Well, maybe if he cared more about Scarlett’s mental state… But he didn’t. She’d been a bitch for far too long. 


    Alex held his hand down for the angel. She stared up at him, like a whimpering dog that had been cornered and beaten. After staring a long while, her hand shaking, she finally took his. Alex pulled her up to her feet and left the room. 


    Alex opened the door to the last room, the angel behind him. 


    “Oh,” Alex’s eyes widened. 


    Karen lay on the bed, completely naked. Her legs pressed together, they were raised up in the air with her bottom on full display, it rested by the edge of the bed. 


    But Karen wasn’t completely naked.


    There was a black short tube sticking out from her bottom. 


    “I was hoping-” Karen stopped as her eyes fell on the angel standing behind him. She sat up quickly, the black tube sticking out of her bottom now hidden from view, buried in the mattress. The sight was still amazing, now that Karen’s breasts were on full display. “You brought the angel with you?” 


    “Yeah… shouldn’t I have?” Alex asked, knowing instantly that he shouldn’t have. 


    Karen sighed. “You’re too nice sometimes. You could have just told Scarlett to take it easy on her. Maybe threaten her some, or even beat the demon. You didn’t need to bring the angel back. This is our last night on earth before going up to Heaven. You know we might not come back?” 


    That had occurred to Alex. Going up to Heaven, an unknown place full of angels, sneaking around the place looking for the Cutting Knife, dashing off the God’s bedroom… both places would probably be highly fortified. They would have to fight angels in their own backyard. 


    Karen had thought along the same lines but had planned for what might be a last intimate night to spend together. She’d prepared too. Alex wondered what the black tube sticking out of her bottom was. It had him intrigued, and spending his possible last night on earth with Karen, in bed, why the hell hadn’t he thought of that? 


    “I’ll return the angel,” he said quickly. 


    “It’s fine,” Karen said grumpily. “I should have known you’d bring her back. I suppose that’s why after being a Demon Hunter for hundreds of years, I finally fell in love…” she paused to stare up at him. Alex walked into the room, coming up to the bed, he took her hands in his. 


    “I love you too,” he told her. 


    “I wanted tonight to be special. I wanted us to have butt sex again, but this time, I prepared for it.” Karen shifted on the bed to show her ass and the black tube sticking out from it. “I’ve been carrying this in my ass for a few days now.” 


    “What is it?” Alex asked. 


    “It’s a butt plug, genius. What did you think it was? I’ve been stretching my bottom so that I can take your cock without grunting like a pig.” 


    Alex smiled widely. “That’s… that’s awesome,” he said. He pulled her in for a kiss, smiling at how much thought she’d put into this. “We can still do that tonight. I’m sorry I ruined it. I also liked it when you grunted like a… pig.” 


    Alex wrapped his arms around Karen and picked her up off the bed. She wrapped her legs around him as they kissed. Alex’s cock struggled against his jeans. With one arm around Karen’s back, he was about to use his other hand to pull his jeans down. But when he felt for the belt, it had already come off. 


    Alex pulled his lips away from Karen and stared down. The angel was on her knees by his feet. She’d unbuckled his belt and pulled his jeans down to his ankle. 


    “Uh, what are you doing?” he asked. 


    The angel stared up at him, her eyes wide, her lips quivering. “I… I was freeing your cock so that you can… fuck the woman?” 


    Alex stared down at the angel, confused. This wasn’t the behaviour he’d expected from an angel. This was more like the humans he’d met down in Hell, or similar to Jamana. Like someone who was used to being used and abused, someone who wanted to please, to always stay on the good side of whoever was in charge. 


    “How long have you been a captive for?” he asked. 


    “I…” the angel stopped. “I don’t remember.” 


    “Ballpark it. A month, two, three?” 


    “Maybe three years?” the angel said. “I lost track after the first two years… I stopped counting and thinking of a way of escaping.” 


    “Three years?” Alex exclaimed. 


    “Jesus Christ,” Karen muttered. “This is depressing. Not at all how I wanted to spend our last night on earth.”


    Karen climbed off him and sat on the bed, legs crossed, arms folded.


    Alex felt bad for Karen. She’d put in a lot of effort for tonight. Okay, so it might not have been an evening out and about in London wining and dining, but still, she’d carried a butt plug in her bottom just to give it to him. 


    Karen had been around for hundreds of years, yet, she’d never given her little pink butthole to another. Alex found it romantic, intimate, that she wanted to give all her holes to him and him alone. 


    And now, he’d ruined the night by being himself. He could have left the angel with Scarlett. He didn’t need to bring her back with him. What had he been thinking? He knew what he’d been thinking. Nothing. He hadn’t been thinking. 


    He hadn’t even wondered why Karen had led him out of the basement and up to the bedroom. 


    Alex didn’t know what to do. But he caught the angel looking up at him, a curious look in her eyes. It was a nice change from the fear. Her hands rose slowly, and Alex’s eyes narrowed in curiosity as she pulled down his boxers to free his cock. 


    The angel’s eyes widened as she saw his now semi-erect cock. 


    And then, she took it in her mouth. 


    Despite the mood being somewhat grim, Alex’s cock began to rise. He was a man, after all. And there weren’t many men that wouldn’t have their cocks rise if it were being sucked on. His cock grew in her mouth. Though she had hers wide open, the tips of her teeth still brushed against it. 


    It was a gentle touch, and it didn’t feel uncomfortable. 


    The angel began to rub the tip of her tongue against his pee hole, probing inside, it made Alex’s cock throb. 


    He turned his attention on Karen, who sat on the bed with a sullen look on her face, her eyes staring down at the angel. She wasn’t jealous that another woman, nay, an angel was sucking his cock, which he thought was great. If the roles were reserved, Alex doubted he’d be as cool about it.


    And that was the thing, wasn’t it? Karen was the coolest.


    Alex leaned forward and kissed her on the lips. She kissed him back, their tongues meeting, she grabbed his head, her fingers running through his hair as they kissed passionately. Alex pulled away and pushing her back onto the bed, he sucked on her breasts, as his hand moved down her body, coming to her cunt. 


    He could feel the heat emanating from it even before his fingers touched. And when they did, he slid two in easily, so wet was she. He loved that about Karen too, loved that he knew how to turn her on. 


    Sucking on her breasts, his thumb rubbed against her clit. Karen’s body began to move in a familiar rhythm. She began to moan too. She was close to an orgasm when she reached down and grabbed his hand. 


    Alex stopped sucking on her breasts and raised his head, frowning. 


    “I don’t want to come just yet,” she said. “I want to try anal again…” 


    “Okay, yeah,” Alex said. “How did you want to do it?” 


    Karen scooted up on her knees and turned, her ass now facing him, she came to the edge of the bed and lowered her breasts onto the mattress. 


    “Angel,” Karen called. 


    The angel, who had been sucking on Alex’s cock, now stopped and moved onto the bed. Karen grabbed the angel by the hair and pulled her head, bringing it in-between her legs. The angel knew what was to follow. 


    She rested her head on the mattress, between Karen’s legs, with her naked bottom on the ground. She then spread her legs apart in a complete split, 180 degrees so that each leg was now level with the length of the bed on the floor. 


    Alex stepped up to Karen’s ass as she brought her cunt down on the angel. He realised why the angel had spread her legs apart. It was to give him space to stand in comfort, without worrying about stepping on her, or worrying about tripping over her. 


    Karen had the most beautiful ass in the world. It was perfect. And now with her back arched, ass up in the air, the butt plug poking out… 


    Alex reached for the plug and grabbing it by the handle, her tugged. Her ass offered some resistance before it plopped out. The muscles around her butthole contracted, closing, only to reopen. 


    Alex took his cock and pressed it against Karen’s ass. The butt plug she had been wearing was large, almost the size of his cock. Fuck, Karen had been walking around with that in her ass, just for him. 


    He pressed his cock against her ass. The tip entered. It was warm, and tight. A different type of tightness. Not like a pussy, or a mouth. This felt more compressed. Alex continued to push his cock down Karen’s bottom. She grunted in response, her breathing heavy. This was like last time, when Karen had found it painful, and eventually asked him to take it out. 


    But this time, she didn’t ask him to pull out. Instead, she took charge, moving her ass forward, then pressing back, her bottom began to ride his cock. It was slow at first, but she picked up speed. 


    Alex joined in, matching her rhythm, he drove his cock in and out of Karen’s bottom. Her moans began to change, from sounding more like wails of pain, now they were the more familiar moans of pleasure, the same as when he fucked her cunt. 


    Alex reached forward and grabbed Karen’s breasts. He squeezed them as he continued to fuck her bottom. He was close to coming, but he held back until he felt Karen’s body begin to shudder, as her moans increased in both frequency and intensity. 


    They came together, and when Alex was done shooting load after load into Karen’s butthole, he collapsed on top of her. He felt the angel slip out from between Karen’s legs just in time, as Alex sandwiched her in-between his body and the mattress. 


    Lying on top of her, Alex traced his fingers down her arm, coming to her hand, they clasped over her fingers. His chin rested on her shoulder, his face on the pillow beside hers, he kissed her on the lips. 


    “That really hurt,” Karen told him. “But it felt good too…” 


    “I liked it,” he told her. 


    “I can tell. You’re still inside me.” 


    Alex was about to pull his cock out of her ass, but she placed a hand on his shoulder. “Stay. I like you being inside me.” 


    They remained like that for another hour, Alex resting on top of Karen’s body, his cock buried inside her ass. Alex briefly fell asleep. 


    It was Satani who woke them. Alex didn’t know how long she stood by the door before he became aware of a presence there. He raised his head to see devil with her arms folded across her chest, she leaned against the door frame, staring at them both.


    “It’s time to go,” she said softly. 


    And with that, she turned and left. 


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 34


     


     


     


     


    It was four in the morning. Alex, Karen, Scarlett, Satani, Satan, Aila and the two angels, Laxmina and Patricia. That was the angel’s name. They stood outside the portal that led to Heaven. It was another hole in the ground. This one was inside a park near the safe house. 


    There was a lake to the left, and by the side of the lake, surrounded by a patch of daffodils that were saying their goodbyes to the last of the summer’s sun, was a circle two meters wide. The circle was full of grass, until Patricia placed her hand on it. 


    The ground crumbled at her touch and a hole appeared. 


    It was very much like the one that led to Hell with one difference. The portals that led to Hell were pitch black in the centre but surrounded by a ring of fire on the outer side. This portal was pitch black too, but it was a brilliant white light that surrounded it, though none of that light managed to penetrate the dark centre. 


    Alex had his trusty sword strapped to his back. Karen had her swords by her hips. She’d also worn armour. Armour for Demon Hunters wasn’t the normal armour soldiers wore in the present, or even hundreds of years ago when they used swords. 


    Demon Hunter armour was supposed to be light and protective of the key body parts. But it didn’t look like that. Karen was dressed wearing nothing but a chainmail bra and panties. What with it being chainmail, it did nothing to hide her modesty. Alex could clearly see her nipples, her large but firm breasts, the line of her cunt. Thankfully, she was no longer wearing the butt plug. 


    Though the chainmail looked more like something designed by a pervy teen, they actually did work. The chainmail was magical, and its protective powers extended beyond what it covered. It was lightweight too, and it gave maximum flexibility when fighting. 


    She could have worn some clothes over it, Alex thought. But he didn’t mention that. Karen had an amazing body, which she wasn’t shy to show off. Alex trusted her, and he wasn’t going to tell her how to dress. 


    Satani was dressed similar to Karen. Her chainmail bra and panties were of a black colour. Satan wore leather pants and a white silky shirt. He looked more like someone suited for the eighteenth century. Apart from the face. He had a modern haircut, the sides trimmed short, the top long and slicked to one side. 


    Scarlett and Aila also wore chainmail armour. 


    Patricia was still naked, save for the collar around her neck, and the metal chain attached to it that Aila held in her hands. 


    Out of the group, Alex and Laxmina were the only ones dressed normally. Alex wore his denim jeans and a white t-shirt. Laxmina was dressed in Karen’s clothes. They fit her better than any Alex had or Melissa’s clothes. She wore black jeans and a white blouse. 


    Despite being normally dressed, the two looked like the odd ones out in the group.  


    “And this portal will not lead to a trap, will it?” Satan asked. 


    Patricia shook her head. “It’s a quiet place, far away from the City of Angels. It’s on the northern side,” she turned to look at Laxmina, “Which is close to the Silver Valley?” 


    Laxmina nodded. Her hands rubbed her shoulders, as if she were cold, as she stared at the portal. 


    “If anything goes wrong, you know what will happen,” Satan continued. “But a little demonstration.” 


    Without needing a further prompt, Aila tightened her grip on the chain. It began to burn red, starting from the end on Aila’s hand, it spread quickly, coming to the collar around Patricia’s neck. 


    The angel dropped to the ground, screeching in pain. 


    “Enough,” Alex said.


    He met Satan’s eyes, which hardened. Alex wanted to punch the devil in the face. But this wasn’t the time. The angel continued to scream, now on the grassy ground, she withered around. 


    “This is supposed to be a discreet mission,” Alex said. “Every angel in fucking London is going to hear her scream.” 


    Satan continued to stare at him, but after a moment, he turned and nodded at Aila. The burning chain changed back to its metallic colour. The angel stopped screaming, though she remained on the ground, now breathing heavily. 


    “Are we going to go or what?” Alex asked, still angry. 


    Satan smiled. As per usual, it sent a shiver down Alex’s back. Despite the guy looking very human, just by a simple stare, he was still able to elicit the fear of the devil. 


    “After you, Lucifer,” Satan said. 


    “It’s Alex, dipshit,” Alex muttered. 


    He walked towards the portal, Karen and Laxmina on either side of him. Standing at the edge, he stared down at the black hole surrounded by the brilliant white light. 


    “What’s going to be on the other side?” Alex asked, turning to his right. 


    “Heaven,” Laxmina said. 


    “I figured… but like, what does Heaven look like?” 


    Laxmina stared at him, her eyes wide. “Heavenly.” 


    Alex nodded. “Great,” he muttered. He turned to his left. “Ready?” 


    Karen smiled, her breathing a little heavy. “I’m excited,” she said. “After hundreds of years, I’m finally excited again. I never thought I’d go to Heaven.” 


    Alex felt sadness inside, and a little anger too as he glanced back at Satani. The devil had stolen all Demon Hunter’s souls, taking away the chance of them ever going to Heaven. 


    Satani had stolen his soul too, but it turned out Alex had another soul. The option of him going to Heaven was there, but Alex didn’t know if he would go up or down. He could never imagine life being so complicated. 


    He was on his way to Heaven to kill God. If that worked, it would give the demons the upper hand in the war. If the demons were the ultimate winners, that wasn’t good for humans. In both scenarios, in the long run, humans would be the losers. 


    But Alex couldn’t afford to worry about the long run. He needed to think about the now. A war with the angels was inevitable. And it would be a quick war too, with God on the angels’ side. They needed to kill him. 


    With that in mind, Alex took Karen’s hand in his. He grabbed Laxmina’s too. She stared at him in surprise, but her fingers tightened around his. 


    “Here goes nothing,” Alex muttered. 


    He jumped into the portal.
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    It was odd. 


    The portal was in the ground, and it looked like a giant black hole with no end in sight. What did seem certain was that it went down. 


    Alex jumped into the portal with Karen and Laxmina. There was a rush of wind, completely at odds with the silence that had greeted him when he’d been pushed into the portal to Hell. The wind was strong, so strong it felt like it was pushing him up. 


    And then he realised he was being pushed up. 


    Though the hole in the ground seemed to lead down, he was soaring up. 


    Which, he supposed made sense. Heaven was supposed to be up. 


    Though the portal was surrounded by darkness, the outer ring that encircled it was bright white. Now, as they moved up, the white light had lines of red, green, blue and more. As they continued to climb, the bright outer ring of light began to move inwards. 


    The more time passed, the more light came in, and soon there was no darkness in the portal at all. Alex could see Karen and Laxmina clearly. But soon, the light became bright. So much so that Alex closed his eyes. 


    But the light became brighter, to the point that closing his eye lids wasn’t enough. Alex let go of Karen and Laxmina and covered his eyes with his hands. But somehow, even that wasn’t enough. The light still found a way to penetrate. 


    At first, Alex thought it was coming in through his eyes because, that’s how it normally worked. Rays of light were supposed to make its way through the cornea. So why did it feel like the light was entering through his ears? 


    And why did the light hurt? 


    It felt like a fire that radiated white light instead of red, but had the same heat, had just been lit in his head. It began to burn. His head felt like it was going to explode. Moving his hands away from his eyes, Alex covered his ears.


    It didn’t help. 


    He slammed his hands against his ears, trying to dislodge this imaginary fire. When that didn’t work, Alex began to beat his head furiously with both hands. He was hitting hard, and he could feel the pain of each blow, but it paled in comparison to what he felt inside his head. 


    Alex opened his mouth and began to scream. 


    The wind continued to push him up, but now, Alex felt like he was falling. More than that, the light in his head, the pain, it had stopped. Alex opened his eyes. He was no longer in the portal. 


    He was in Heaven. 


    And he was falling. 


    But this time, the fall wasn’t high. It was like he’d been thrown up from the ground, rather than dropped from the sky. 


    As the ground came up, Alex stopped screaming. It was a fall from a hundred or so feet. Nothing a Demon Hunter couldn’t handle. He landed on his feet, dropping to one knee. Karen landed beside him, her brows furrowed, she slammed her hand against her ear. 


    “Noise stuck in your ear?” Alex asked. 


    Karen nodded. “Got the worst migraine ever.” 


    Laxmina on the other hand, didn’t seem to be experiencing any problems at all. What with having wings and all, she was able to land on her feet elegantly. 


    “Can’t believe coming up to Heaven is worse than going down to Hell,” Alex muttered. 


    Laxmina held her hand out for him. Alex took it and climbed to his feet. He was in Heaven. There was a thick mist surrounding him. But it was strange. He could see the mist, but he could see beyond the mist too. As thick as it was, that shouldn’t have been possible. |


    Beyond the mist, the landscape was green. In the distance, he could see tall mountains rising up into the sky. The sky that was golden in colour. Like it was lit by a sun that covered the whole sky. But not a sun that burned. The temperature felt perfect. The light felt perfect too. It wasn’t too bright, nor was it too dark. It was just right. 


    “That’s the City of Angels,” Laxmina pointed behind him. 


    Alex turned and stared in the direction of where Laxmina was pointing. It was a city of towering buildings of glittering stones. Diamonds. The high rising buildings looked to be made of diamonds. The tall buildings were covering in multicoloured vines, some with green leaves, others with red, purple, blue and gold. It all looked orderly done too, like the flower arrangements at an expensive wedding. 


    “I suppose it looks alright,” Alex said.


    “Yeah… it’s… nice,” Karen said. 


    They didn’t have much more time to admire the view. The portal spat out the devil. Satan didn’t come out of it screaming, which annoyed Alex. He landed on his feet too, like a badass. Two long black swords appeared in his hand out of thin air. 


    Following behind him was Satani. She too landed on her feet without screaming. Unlike her brother, she did not pull out weapons. Scarlett, Alia and Patricia were last. Both demons screamed as they fell from the sky. The chain was in Alia’s hand and as she fell down, she dragged down Patricia. The angel flapped her wings, but being pulled down by the neck with the weight of the demon, she crashed into the ground, rising dust that was purple and glittery. 


     


    Alex looked down at his feet. Past the mist that was visible and yet invisible, he could see the ground. It was purple. A rich purple that was made of a soft powder.


    “Where are the angels that need dying?” Satan asked, a grin on his face. 


    Laxmina pointed towards the city. “The City of Angels.”  


    “Great. What are we waiting for?” Satan asked. 


    “We’re here to find the Cutting Knife,” Alex muttered. 


    “You’ve always been a bit of a killjoy, Lucifer,” Satan said. “But I suppose you are right. We are here to find the cutting knife. However,” he turned to look at Patricia. “We don’t really need your help anymore, do we?” 


    He stepped towards the angel, his black swords in his hand. The intent was clear, and Alex knew Satan wasn’t messing around. The devil meant to kill Patricia and he meant to do it now. 


    Patricia backed away from Satan. Coming up against a tree whose trunk was as green its leaves, she had nowhere else to go. The angel’s wings flapped, and suddenly, she shot into the air. It seemed like she’d gotten away, but a black dart shot up and struck her in the arm. 


    Patricia wasn’t able to fly with one wing. She spun around in the air as she came down. She hit the ground a few feet away from Alex. The dart in her arm was jet black. It had pierced the bone from which the feathers extended down. It had been a perfect strike. 


    Alex stared at Satan as the devil walked towards Patricia. He had a swagger about him. Had Satan thrown the dart? He must have… Where else could it have come from? He made a mental note to be wary of Satan. The devil had powers he wasn’t aware of.


    “Time to say goodbye, angel,” Satan said.


    He raised his swords and brought them down on the angel. Just as they were about to strike the tortured flesh and bones of the body, they struck solid metal. 


    Alex’s longsword held back Satan’s blades as his eyes met the devil’s. 


    “Lucifer,” Satan nodded at him. “How are you doing this fine day?” 


    “You’re an evil prick, you know that,” Alex said. 


    “I don’t really care about stuff like that,” Satan said. “I am going to kill this angel. And there is nothing you’re going to do to stop it. I’d suggest you move your sword away, unless you want to join her? Come to think of it, I don’t actually need your help anymore. Now that Laxmina is here, she can lead me to the Silver Valley.” 


    Again, Alex knew that Satan’s threats weren’t just threats to intimidate. Hell, they probably weren’t even threats. The devil was just stating out what he considered were facts. Knowing that about Satan, Alex was ready when the devil attacked him.


    His longsword burned red as he parried the devil’s black swords. He moved back and ducked as the swords came again. Rolling on the ground, he came up behind Satan. Alex swung the longsword but was blocked by Satan’s black swords. 


    And then he saw it. 


    He saw where the black dart that had struck Patricia came out from. 


    It emerged from Satan’s chest. In the blink of an eye, the flesh around his chest parted to show a small hole, from which the dart shot out, before the skin closed once more. The dart moved at the speed of a bullet. Alex wasn’t sure how he managed to deflect it with his sword. 


    But he knew he needed to find cover if he wanted to survive what would inevitably be a barrage of darts shooting him. 


    As Alex was about to leap behind the nearest tree, Satani came to stand in-between them. “Enough,” she growled. “If you want to measure cocks, you can do that after we’ve dealt with God, after we’ve left Heaven!” 


    Alex was reminded of the power of Satani. With her brother being free, it was easy to forget her. Or at least, if not forget her, for Satani to take second place in his list of devils to worry about, be wary of. 


    But as she stood in-between them, he was reminded of the power. Literally. It radiated from her, this feeling of fear, of pain. Alex fought the urge to drop his sword and crawl at her feet. He shook his head, trying to shake the feeling. 


     


    “Fine,” Satan grumbled. “But you know I need to kill something soon, otherwise I’ll get bored and just go off towards the angel city and start killing at will.” 


    The black blades disappeared from Satan’s hands. With a wary eye focused on the devil’s chest, Alex put his sword back in its scabbard. He helped Patricia to her feet and pulled out the dart from her arm. 


    There was blood there, and he was going to pull off his shirt to bandage it when Patricia took a deep breath. The mist around them, the mist that was like thick smoke spouted out from users of Shisha, or more recently, vapours, the mist that should have been impossible to see through, the mist around her suddenly thinned out. The wound on her arm healed. And a second later, the mist around them was thick once more. 


    Alex exchanged a glance with Karen. They weren’t the only ones to have noticed. Even Satan lost that natural bored look he wore so well and so permanently. Alex knew why too. If the mist acted as a healing agent, fighting angels in Heaven would be difficult. 


    They set off to find the Silver Valley 


    Laxmina led the way. The path cut through lush and wonderous greenery on either side. Greenery that was piquant with purple, red, pink yellow and every colour imaginable. It was like being in a fairyland, one created to cater to children. 


    “Heaven is lame,” Scarlett muttered. 


    Alex turned to look back over his shoulder at the demon. She wore a sulky pout and with her red skin, and general demon looks, she didn’t fit in with the scenery. 


    The path they walked on was made of powdered colours. Sometimes it was green, other times it was red, purple, black. It was soft and made for easy walking. It didn’t stick to their feet either, like powder normally would. 


    Laxmina knew her way around Heaven well. She moved purposefully, never stopping even once to consider the path. She knew exactly where the Silver Valley was. A lucky coincidence, Alex supposed. He figured he deserved a break, though a part of him didn’t like it. 


    This seemed too easy, and he was waiting for it all to go tits up. 


    They continued the path, walking by the edge to keep under the shade of the extending branches. Occasionally, angels could be spotted up in the sky, flying around. Once, Alex saw a carriage being flown by two beautiful unicorns. They were completely white, save for the horns, which were made of the same material the buildings seemed to be made from. Sparkly diamonds. 


    After walking for an hour down the path, Laxmina suddenly turned off and they ventured into the woods.   


    Walking through the woods was different in Heaven. On earth, walking through the woods, especially with the wrong footwear, could be annoying to say the least. From trip hazards, to hidden puddles, to walking through spiderwebs, it wasn’t everyone’s idea of fun for the weekend. 


    But in Heaven, those rules didn’t apply.


    The ground was still the same powdery floor. It was soft, it was dry, and it didn’t stick to your feet. There were no fallen branches. Not a single one. And the surface, though not completely flat, it felt like it was. Alex even stepped onto a mound, just to feel the elevation, the pressure on his joints as he climbed.


    There was none.


    It was confusing. 


    There were no spiderwebs either. 


    There were insects in the forest, and animals too. But again, they’d taken on that Heavenly architecture. A pack of deer galloped past them, looking like they were in a Disney film.


    Their brown fur was dotted with glitter. The horns were golden.


    The trees were full of birds that also sung like they were in a Disney film. They were of a multitude of colours, and none looked evil. Or even remotely cunning, like crows or hawks. 


     


    “If I don’t kill something soon, I think I’m going to throw up,” Satan muttered. “How much further?” 


    “We’re almost there. It should be behind those trees,” Laxmina said. 


    The trees she had pointed to grew thickly together, forming a wall. The branches were red, the leaves black, which made them stand out from the surrounding woods.


    The trees also rose over a hundred feet into the sky, twice as tall as the other trees. The trunks were twenty feet wide, and the trees spread for miles on both sides. 


    “I’d never seen those trees until she pointed them out,” Karen whispered. 


    It had been the same for Alex. Until Laxmina pointed at them, they hadn’t registered on his radar. Which is odd, because, before them, the trees formed a wall that looked like the great fucking wall of China, except it was much taller and the colours more striking. 


    “How are we supposed to get passed that?” Alex asked. He doubted even he could jump that high. He turned to Laxmina and Patricia. “Don’t say fly!” he warned. 


    “I’ll burn through it,” Satan said, as he confidently stepped towards the trees. 


    “Wait,” Laxmina said. 


    Satan turned to look back at her. “Keep talking, angel. And don’t stop until you’ve said everything relevant as quickly as you can. I’m running out of patients. This has got to be easily the longest I’ve gone without killing.” Satan’s eyes moved from the angels to Scarlett, Alia and finally rested on Karen. “Or without fucking,” he added, grinning. 


    Feeling uncomfortable under his gaze, Karen came to stand behind Alex. 


    “Past the trees is the Silver Valley. The Cutting Knife is in a cave, but there will be angels guarding the cave. At least twenty. You need to kill them quickly. If you don’t, they will rejuvenate. And if even one escapes, it will fly off for help. It will take the angel less than ten minutes to fly to the City of Angels. They will know where you will be going next. God’s resting place will be heavily protected. You won’t be able to kill him.” 


    “Twenty angels,” Satan said. He turned to look at Alex. “What do you think, Lucifer? You take half, I’ll take half?” 


    “My name is Alex.” 


    Satan smiled sardonically. “That it may be, but I need Lucifer’s ability to manipulate the ground and shoot shards of earth towards the fleeing angels. If Alex can do that, fantastic. If he can’t, knock on that thick skull of yours a few times, see if Lucifer is in?” 


    Alex reached back for his sword, his eyes on Satan’s chest. His throwing had improved dramatically over the past few months. The accuracy and speed was comparable to that of a bullet fired from a sniper. He could drive his sword into Satan’s chest. 


    Problem was, he’d done that before.


    Only, it hadn’t killed Satan.


    Hell, it barely slowed him down. 


    “That’s actually not a bad plan,” Karen said. “After we break through, we all attack, and Alex and Satan can shoot down any angels that try to fly away.” 


    “I don’t know if I can do it here,” Alex muttered.


    He glanced down at the powder that formed the ground. Without needing to be prompted, Alex dropped to his knees and placed his hand, palm flat facing the ground. 


    “What are you doing?” Satan asked. “Maybe keep your weird ground hugging fetishes to yourself for now. We’ve got more important things to do.” 


    Alex ignored Satan. He continued to focus on the ground. The powder beneath his hand began to rise, before skirting to either side of his palm. Eventually, the powder gave way to what was hard rock. It rose up of the ground pointed, like the tip of a sharp spear. 


    Alex raised his hand and climbed to his feet. He pointed his fingers towards Satan. The sharp bit of rock shot off the ground and hurtled towards the devil. It struck him on the chest. Satan took a step back. The smile left his face and two swords appeared in his hands. 


    “That was just a test to see if it worked,” Alex said, grinning. “I mean, that didn’t hurt you, did it? You’re a big tough guy, right?” 


    Satan’s lips slowly spread into a smile. “You’ll die before I do, Alex.” 


    Satan turned to face the fortress of trees. Suddenly, he began to grow in size. His skin colour changed to red. Alex had seen demons grow, but Satan was different. The devil continued to grow until he towered above them like a big red giant.


    Beside him, Patricia and Laxmina’s eyes widened in horror, whilst Satani rolled hers. 


    Now in his full devilish glory, two black swords appeared in Satan’s hands. They’d grown in proportion to his body. The black blades blazed into glorious red flames. He slammed them at the bottom of the red trunks. With a single slice, Satan cut down three trees, making enough space for an army to march through. 


    As the trees hit the ground, Satani leapt forward, two black blades in her hand. 


    Past the trees, the land was clear and empty for a hundred yards. Beyond that was a large hill that rose up like a pyramid. The grass that covered it was silver and neatly trimmed. At the bottom of the pyramid-shaped hill was a large door that rose up twenty feet. The doors were made of a white stone, and carved on the borders were angels. Carved in its centre was a much larger figure. 


    It had the wings of an angel, but there was a halo above its head. The man also had a white beard. His head was tilted down, his eyes on the ground in a sign of humility. 


    He looked like the images of God you would see on earth. 


    Between them and the pyramid was a row of angels.


    They stood in front of the door, long silver spears in their hands, they stared in shock. Satani leapt over the fallen trees and glided across the hundred yards, looking very much like a martial artist from the Chinese movies Alex had watched growing up. 


    With a sword in each hand, she attacked the angels with a speed and ferocity Alex had witnessed before, but one that still took him by surprise. The angels didn’t stand a chance. Alex and Satan didn’t even need to participate. 


    “Fuck me,” Alex muttered, as he stared at the mutilated bodies of the angels. Satani had not only killed them all within seconds, she’d basically cut their bodies into multiple parts. Heads were separated, wings were cut off, spines shattered. It was a bloody mess. 


    “You could have left one for me to kill,” Satan grumbled, still standing tall as a fucking red giant. “You know how I get when I haven’t killed for a while.” 


    “That was brutal,” Karen whispered in his ear. 


    Satan moved to the double doors. He slammed his fists into the rock and smashed through it with a single punch. The devil then shrunk to his human size and colour. They followed after him, walking over the rubble. 


    It was dark inside, save for the single ray of light that shone down from the ceiling onto the smoothened stone rock that rose three feet off the ground. Resting on the rock was a very ordinary knife. 


    It was half a foot in length. The hand was black, the blade was silver, the cutting edge was blunt. 


    “That’s it?” Satan asked. He picked up the knife and held it up to the light that was already shining down on it. “It doesn’t look like much.” He turned around, looking at the beings that surrounded him. “Who to try it on?” 


    Without warning, he threw the knife at Patricia. The angel shrieked as it struck her square in the chest.


    Then, it bounced off her chest and hit the ground.


    Patricia’s hands moved over her chest, feeling for a wound.


    There was none. 


    He turned to look at Alia. “What just happened?” 


    Alia’s eyes widened in horror. “I… it was… the information was reliable, my lord. I swear it.” 


    “Well, it clearly wasn’t reliable, was it?” Satan took an ominous step towards the demon as she backed away. 


    The fallen knife was a few feet away from Alex. The ray of light was no longer shining on it, but the silver blade was still sparkled.


    He leant down and picked it up by the handle. The cutting edge was blunt, but Alex felt strangely drawn to it. He brought his thumb towards it, to rub it. But he paused with the skin an inch away. 


    He could feel the sharpness from that distance. The knife was sharp. But then, why did it not kill the angel? 


    Alex brought the knife down gently onto the slab of rock that it had formerly rested on. The blade felt no resistance.


    None at all as it cut through the stone. 


    “It is sharp,” Alex said. 


    Satan, who by now had one hand around the throat of Alia and held her up, her feet dangling off the floor, turned his head to look back as Satani skidded over to him. 


    “Let me see it,” Satani said. 


    She snatched the knife from his hand and slammed it against the rock. The point of the knife hit the rock, but rather than cut through, it skirted sideways, like a blunt knife would.


    “You’re the only one that can use it?” Satani asked, an eyebrow raised. 


    She threw the knife at Karen, who caught it deftly, though she did jolt in surprise. “Try it,” Satani said. 


    Karen obeyed, like every other Demon Hunter, save for Alex, would obey Satani’s command. She tried her hand at stabbing the stone. Once again, it did little to no damage.


    “Great. It only works for you,” Satani said. “You’re going to have to kill God.” 


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 36


     


     


     


     


    With the knife safely tucked away in Karen’s secret pouch by her waist, they set off for God’s resting place. Laxmina knew a shortcut that involved trekking through what was a pleasant forest, in pleasant weather conditions that stopped them both from needing to sweat or cover up. 


    After the forest, they dipped into a cave. 


    For once, something in Heaven was ordinary. The walls were made of earthly rock, the air was heavy and noticeably hard to breathe in. It was also dark. Satan’s hands turned into fire, and they used the light of that to navigate their way through it. 


    Upon exiting the cave, it was another trek through the forest, until, four hours later, they had reached the resting place of God. 


    Past the line of the last set of trees was grass the colour of milky white. A hundred yards after the white grass, there rose golden pillars a hundred feet tall, above which rested a silver pediment with intricate carvings. 


    Beyond the pillars was a building shaped like a pyramid, made of white stone. Standing at the entrance to the pyramid were two angels. Past the pyramid, the milky white grass surrounded it, a hundred yards either side in the shape of a square. 


    “That’s it?” Alex asked. “Two angels guarding God’s resting place? I thought there would be more.” 


    “God is arrogant. He thinks no one would dare try and attack him. Probably thinks he’s invincible. Why would he need more than two angels to stand guard ceremoniously?” Satani said. 


    “Let’s get this over with,” Satan said. “After killing God, I’m going head over to the City of Angels for a bit of murderous fun.”  


    As they walked through the trees and approached the white grass, Alex again felt this was too easy. Grabbing the knife that could kill God, why wasn’t something like that more heavily protected? And now there were literally walking towards God’s resting place, unchallenged. 


    “This isn’t right,” Alex muttered. 


    “What isn’t right?” Satan asked. 


    “It’s too easy, isn’t it?” Satani replied. “It’s like a perfectly laid out plan. But not one we laid out,” she continued softly, a distant look in her eyes, one that looked beyond the trees, beyond the grass and the pyramids.


    Satani stopped walking. “Is it a trap?” 


    Even Satan paused, and didn’t reply instantly. He was thinking. It was the first time Alex had seen the devil think.


    “It doesn’t matter,” he finally said. “Even if it is a trap, we have the Cutting Knife. And we have strength with us. Whatever sort of trap it is, we can break through it.” 


    Satan finished talking, but he didn’t move. He continued to stare at the pyramid in the clearing. Despite his bravado, even Satan seemed to have limits. This was Heaven, a realm he’d never been to before. He didn’t know if the same rules applied, or even what the rules were.


    They knew one thing before they came to Heaven. And that was that God was more powerful than them all. God was invincible. At least, he was still invincible.


    And on arriving in Heaven, they learnt that angels could regenerate by sucking in the mist that surrounded them, the mist that was everywhere, thick like compressed smoke. Smoke that was unusually see-through.


    Alex had a sudden flash back.


    He was back on earth, but it wasn’t an earth that he was familiar with. It was much too green. Not that there weren’t green places still on earth. It was the trees that gave it away. They were much too big.


    There was a familiar sight before him. A man standing in an opening amongst the trees.


    He wasn’t a man.


    He was a God.


    The God.


    His body glowed brightly, much more so than any angel, than any archangel. His wings were longer, and he had the halo above his head. The features of his face were kind, and he had a white beard.


    Alex was on his knees, begging God to stop, begging him to call his angels away.


    And then Alex realised it wasn’t him, it was Lucifer on his knees. And though God stared down with features that were kind, akin to Father Christmas, but slim and glowing with light, there was no kindness forth coming.


    God would not recall his angels and stop the slaughter of humans. 


    “If it is a trap, we’ll just have to fight our way through it,” Alex said, through gritted teeth.


    He held his hand out towards Karen. Understanding, she retrieved the Cutting Knife from her waist and passed it to him. Alex took it off her and slid it in-between his belt and jeans.


    He set off towards the pillars and the pyramid beyond, his mind suddenly awash with memories of Lucifer’s experience with God.


    They had fought for hundreds of years, and God had shown no mercy, not even an ounce of it. His angels killed without remorse. Some even begun to enjoy it. They saw it as a sport.


    All the misery that had befallen humans, that had taken away the humans’ peaceful existence had been because of God. And now, beyond the trees, past the pillars and in the pyramid, that’s where God was. And finally, Alex had the weapon with him to put an end to God.


    Alex broke into a run, roaring in anger. He didn’t know where the rage came from, if it was his own, or if it was Lucifer’s. In that moment, it didn’t matter. With his longsword in hand, the metal burning red, he sliced through the final tree that stood in his way and leapt into the air, jumping over the white grass, he landed twenty yards away from the pillars holding up the pediment.


    Beyond it, the angels that stood guarding the door flapped their wings and rose into the sky before flying towards him. They had in their hands long spears that glowed with white light.


    They pointed the spears at Alex.


    What followed next was what he expected, and he was prepared.


    They fired balls of white light that shot out from the tip of their spears. The balls came hurtling towards him. 


    Alex ducked under the first ball of light, turned his body sideway to dodge another, all the while running forward. When he was almost below the angels, he didn’t dodge the ball of light that came at him. He struck it with his sword, much like a baseball player would strike the ball with his bat.


    The white ball of light shot back up into the sky and hit the angel on the chest. Her wings flapped wildly as she crashed into the ground. Alex turned his attention to the remaining angel, only to see the angel’s chest covered in black darts. She too dropped to the ground a few feet away from him.


    And then, her mouth opened, and white light shot up into the sky. It was followed by a cry so loud; Alex dropped to his knees and covered his ears.


    The cry did not last long, but it didn’t have to.


    “We need to hurry,” Alex said. “More angels will be on their way now.”


    Alex needed have said that.


    Satan knew as much.


    He’d changed back into his devil form. Now standing at twenty feet tall, he ran towards the pyramid, knocking down the pillars and the pediment as he charged through. Once at the white doors that led into the pyramid, he slammed his fist into the stone.


    Alex expected it to shatter into small pieces.


    It didn’t.


    Satan slammed his fists again, this time roaring in anger.


    Barely a crack appeared on the stone.


    “Break the door,” Satani growled.


    “What do you think I’m trying to do here, have a fucking conversation with the stone?” Satan snapped back at his sister.


    “Break the stone door, brother. And do it quick. We have company.”


    Alex turned to look back at the forest through which they had come. There was no movement amongst the trees, no rustling in the air.


    They’re angels. They wouldn’t walk through the forest, they would fly over it.


    He stared up at the golden sky. It was clear. But Satani stared at the sky too, a grim look on her face, she held two black swords in hand, ready to fight whatever it was that approached.


    But still, Alex saw nothing.


    There was the bright white cloud in the distance that-


    Alex raised a hand to shield his eyes from the light and squinted. The cloud in the distance that approached wasn’t a cloud. It was a swarm. A swarm of angels.


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 37


     


     


     


     


    The golden colour of the sky was now being overtaken by the bright white light of the approaching swarm of angels. Their bodies close together, it looked like a shooting star in the dark night. The dark night being a golden sky… 


    As they came closer, the wings of the individual angels could be seen. If one were inclined, they could take a seat and count how many angels there were.


    Alex didn’t have time for that.


    But he knew there were hundreds.


    The collective glow of light was like a powerful orb. The light reflecting off it was like a large flashlight that was being shone onto the woods below, the light that would soon be in over them.


    Alex, Karen, Satani, Scarlett and Alia stood in a semi-circle before the white doors that led into the pyramid. Behind them, Patricia and Laxmina huddled together, their backs pressed against each other.


    And behind them was Satan. In his devil form, he was an imposing figure. His large fists hammered away at the doors, like drums beating the sounds of war. That’s what it felt like.


    War.


    Except, this would be a massacre.


    There were hundreds of angels appearing. And at the head of the angel army, Alex could now see three figures with wings that were brighter. Of the three, two had wings of a different colour. One had golden tips at the ends of the feathery wings, the other had silvery tips.


    As they came closer, Alex recognised the three angels for what they were.


    Archangels.


    Michael wasn’t amongst them.


    “Gabriel, Azrael and Raphael,” Satani muttered.


    Satan seemed to have heard her muttering over the sounds of his battering, he recognised the urgency. His fists began to move at a faster pace, like drums beating faster as the moment of battle loomed closer.


    The white stone doors now had crack marks spreading across it like spiderwebs. It would give way soon, but Alex didn’t know if it would be soon enough.


    The angels were hear.


    They landed in the milky white grass and charged towards them, branding rods of light. As they passed the pillars and ran under the pediment, Alex charged forward to meet them. Beside him was Satani and Karen. Scarlett and Alia moved back, getting closer to Satan to form a protective barrier.


    Three against hundreds, the odds weren’t in their favour.


    “Not a bad way to go,” Lucifer said.


    “Hey, don’t really hear from you much. Not a bad time to come back.”


    “I feel sleepy all the time now… I don’t know what’s going on,” Lucifer said, his voice sounding distant, soft, as if he were far away and not in Alex’s head.


    “What do you mean?” Alex asked.


    “Let me go out in style,” Lucifer said, his voice growing in a little strength. “Let’s kill these angels”


    Going out in style?


    Alex wanted to ask more about that, but the angels had come within striking distance. Alex braced himself for the incoming barrage, as did Satani and Karen. What happened next was a blur of moving bodies, of swords clashing with lightning rods, of blood spilling, of deafening noises of anger and anguish as bodies fell.


    Alex fought like he had never before. The energy pulsating through his veins made him feel invincible. Was this what Lucifer meant about going out in style? Was the first being on earth using all his strength for a moment of final glory? Would he soon vanish into nothing?


    Did Lucifer have enough of this sudden super strength to defeat the angels?


    Alex decided to make this sudden power count.


    He fought with the intention to kill with as few moves as possible. When he struck with his longsword flaming red, he smashed through the lightning rods held by the angels, breaking through them to hit the flesh of the angels beyond. Out of his head went skill, flair and finesse.


    He fought like a giant with an axe.


    With a single strike, Alex smashed through three angels before him, each holding rods they used to block his strike. But their efforts were to no avail as the rods smashed, letting out bright light that should have blinded him. But it didn’t. As his sword then sliced through their bodies, Alex roared and charged forward into the crowd of angels.


    The next few minutes were more of the same. Alex was surrounded by angels on all sides. They struck him with their rods, sometimes connecting, or times he ducked underneath or slid his body sides, sometimes he rolled under their strikes. But each time, he came back up and responded by killing the aggressors.


    The fighting continued, until it didn’t.


    The angels moved back and formed a circle around him. Alex stopped swinging his sword and driving the tip into the ground, he rested against the handle, breathing heavily.


    All around him, there were bodies, some piled on top of each other. He scanned the scene frantically and sighed relief when he first didn’t spot any human bodies, or demon even. And then, when he noticed Karen and Scarlett, both still standing, both still alive and well, though Karen had blood on her mouth and more on her ankle.


    Satani seemed perfectly fine. The protective gear the pair wore, chainmail bra and panties had done its job well.


    Alex turned his focus back on the angels. In the distance, he could hear the banging continue as Satan slammed his fists into the stone walls. Who would have known the place protecting God while he slept would have been so difficult to break into?


    A gap appeared in the crowd of angels in the direction of where the pillars and the pediment had formerly stood.


    Stepping out from the crowd were three archangels.


    Alex recognised Gabriel, on the count of her being a woman.


    She was tall, standing at six and a half feet, the edges of her feathers of white wings were golden. She wore a white cloth that was lazily covered in diamonds, wrapped around her waist.


    It barely covered her cunt. 


    Alex imagined the angels standing behind her were getting an eyeful of what was probably an amazing ass. Another piece of cloth of the same colour and material was wrapped around her chest, covering only her breasts. Except, the material was much thinner, and her firm and perfect breasts were visible.


    Alex wondered if the cloth served any purpose, other than to make him stare at them longingly.


    Maybe that was the purpose it served, to distract him.


    And it did a good job too, because she wasn’t the only archangel walking towards him.


    Alex assumed the archangel with the enormous sword was Azrael. He knew the third archangel. Raphael. He wore a lazy grin. Both male archangels followed behind Gabriel as they walked towards him.


    “What is it you want, human?” Gabriel asked.


    Her voice was soft, and it relaxed Alex. Even the aches and pains his body felt from the sudden and intense exertion of battle were lessened in their magnitude. Alex gripped his sword and pulled it out of the ground, suddenly wary of hypnosis being used by the archangel.


    “You broke the truce,” Satani spoke up from behind him. “You burnt the Red House of Satan and broke the truce. We’re here to make you pay.”


    Gabriel’s eyes flitted from Alex to Satani. He wondered what that must have felt like for the devil.


    She was so used to being the top dog, being most feared. It must have irked her that Alex was being addressed instead. But what with most of the bodies lying on the ground having died at his hands, he supposed Gabriel naturally chose to speak with him.


    Part of him was glad that Satani had responded. Had he been left to answer that question, Alex knew for certain he would have replied by saying they were here to kill God. It wouldn’t have left much room for negotiation, if that were still an option.


    It would also not have bought Satan the time he desperately needed to break through those doors.


    “I know nothing of the Red House of Satan being attacked.”


    “Lying whore,” Satani growled.


    Gabriel maintained an expressionless face and continued. “Regardless, if we did burn the Red House of Satan, an equivalent response would be for you to burn down the Emerald Tower, our equivalent on earth.”


    “You declared war on the devil. You don’t get to choose our response, whore. The angels will be defeated in the war. But I will keep you alive. Your whore cunt and ass will be put to good use.”


    The archangels that stood a couple of feet behind Gabriel stepped forward, swords in hand. “Let me rip out her tongue,” Azrael said.


    Gabriel raised an arm and held it before the angel, across his chest. “Are you sure this is what you want? It took you a great deal of persuasion to convince God to sign the treaty in the first place. If you continue down your path, there will be no return. If your brother breaks into God’s sleeping chamber, he will find nothing but his own death.”


    Behind them, Satan continued to pound away at the door. Alex looked back over his shoulder. The cracks on the stone were much bigger. Any moment now, and the stone would shatter into smaller pieces. But, he had thought as much for a while now… and yet the door still held.


    It seemed Gabriel was thinking along the same lines, wondering how long the door would hold.


    Deciding diplomacy was taking too long, she suddenly charged.


    But it wasn’t Satani or even Satan that was her target.


    It was Alex.


    Gabriel slid across the grass, like she were ice skating on, well, ice. There was an elegance to her movement, and the the pieces of sheer white cloth decorated with diamonds that barely covered her modesty reminded him of the clothes worn by professional ice skaters, except, Gabriel’s was definitely sluttier.


    As she came closer, and Alex held his sword before him in preparation, Gabriel spread her wings apart. They were magnificent wings, and further complemented by the golden tips at the edge of every feather.


    Michael was able to shoot out silver daggers from his wings, so when golden strings shot out from Gabriel’s, Alex wasn’t exactly surprised.


    The strings that shot out from the tip of her wings didn’t all come for him directly. Some come straight towards him, whilst others moved up and over him, before coming around to grab him from behind.


    As the strings got within reach, Alex struck with his sword. Despite being as thin as the string used to stitch cloth together, these bits of string were so much stronger. They were also flaming hot. Sparks flew as Alex sliced at the strings.


    They came from all directions, thousands of golden strings with sharp points at the ends, like needles attached to the string.


    Despite being sliced off, they grew straight back.


    The first needle that made it through struck Alex on the leg. It delivered a bolt of heat that surged through his leg, which then sent pain shooting to his head. Alex’s knee buckled and he lost his concentration. As he swung wildly with his sword, he missed more than a dozen strings.


    They struck him all across his body and paralyzed him with pain. Alex dropped to the ground, the sword falling out of his hand, he lay on the floor on his back, pain shooting all over his body.


    As Alex lay on the ground, Gabriel stood over him, a sword in her hand. It was a beautiful sword. The blade was wide and silver, the handle was golden, both bits of metal sparkled. She lifted the sword and held it pointed over his chest.


    And then, there was a red blur, and Gabriel no longer stood over Alex. She was on the ground; her golden strings were out as they protected her from the flaming red blur that attacked her furiously.


    It was Satani.


    The devil had attacked Gabriel and saved his life. For now, at least. As Alex sat up, the angels that surrounded him now eyed him with renewed interest. Weakened and on the ground, he no longer seemed the threat he had been earlier.  


    Satani was holding her own against Gabriel, her body a burning fire that fought back the golden needles. Alex had never seen Satani’s body be a literal burning fire. The devil had powers he didn’t know off.


    But Alex wondered how much longer she would be able to hold her own. Azrael approached Satani, a demented look in his eyes, his sword in hand. Satani had no idea he was coming. Soon, his sword would be driven into her back.


    Raphael watched him with that fucking lazy grin of his, a challenge in his eyes.


    He wasn’t alone in that.


    The hundreds of angels that surrounded him, they watched too. Some even began to inch forward now. With his sword lying out of reach, Alex was at risk of being trampled to death. And then, Alex realised he too had other powers.


    He placed his palm flat on the ground. It began to shake beneath his hand. Alex smiled as Azrael still walked towards Satani. He raised his sword, and just as he was about to drive it into her back, the ground beneath him shot up.


    A twenty-foot pillar of rock shot out of the ground, sending the archangel flying into the sky. At the same time, all around him, the ground shot up, sending angels crashing into each other. A particularly large piece of rock struck Raphael on the chin. Another struck Gabriel. The archangel hit the ground twenty feet away from Satani. She recovered quickly, and with the flap of her wings, shot up into the sky.


    Alex tried to sit up, but he struggled. The pain of being stung by dozens of burning golden strings had hurt him more than he’d realized. It was like parts of his muscles, the bits that had been stung, had been deactivated.


    Karen came and helped him to his feet.


    “We need to get through that door and ends this,” Satani growled. “What?” she asked, when she noticed Alex’s stare.


    “You’re completely naked…”


    “Yes. My eternal fire burnt off my protective armour,” Satani said. “How do I look?” she did a twirl on the spot.


    “Uh… hot,” Karen said, her cheeks instantly reddened.


    “Hot?” Alex asked, as he knelt on Karen for support as they walked over to the pyramid and the doors that Satan still pounded at.


    “Well, it’s not untrue,” Karen muttered. “You’d do her too and don’t even deny it.”


    It was true, Alex thought, as he stared at Satani’s naked butt. It was perfectly curved. Her back was arched just right too, like she was posing. But Satani wasn’t posing. This was how she was all the time.


    Scarlett and Alia stood behind a pile of dead angels. It seemed they’d managed to keep the stragglers away from Satan. The devil was fearsome as ever, and his enormous fists pounded away. The stone doors had large cracks in them, but they’d had those same cracks quite some time ago.


    It didn’t look like the doors would break any time soon.


    Above Alex, the angels began to swarm together, the illumination from their Heavenly glow looked like a beacon of light in the golden sky. They were up to something. If Alex was a betting man, he would have said the angels were going to go kamikaze on them.


    “Let me try,” Alex said.


    Satan stopped punching the door and looked back. “You want to try?” he roared. “You think you can do better than the fucking devil? Fine. Go on then.”


    As Satan stepped aside, Alex placed his hand on the stone doors.


    “Whatever you’re going to do, do it soon, Alex,” Karen said, as she stared up at the sky.


    It seemed Alex would make a good betting man.


    The beacon of light that had formed in the sky was now shooting down towards them. The white glow was headed by gold. Gabriel was at the head of the angel army, along with Raphael and Azrael.


    Alex turned to face the door. The stone felt cold, and solid. Somehow, Alex knew this stone was stronger than any other material on earth, even stronger than diamond. Satan had done well to even create cracks in it. But he wasn’t going to tell the devil that.


    It didn’t matter how strong the stone was.


    It began to vibrate, and then, the cracks widened before they shot forward, into the pyramid. Alex had broken enough of the door to step inside. Satan shrunk into human form as they all entered the pyramid.


    The walls were made of a white stone, as was the flooring. In the centre of the room was a slab of stone, again, white in colour. It was ten feet in length and rose up from the ground six feet. Lying on the stone was God.


    Alex stopped breathing.


    There, in front of him, was God.


    He lay on the white stone, his hands on his chest, his wings tucked underneath him, he had a golden halo over his head. He had the face of a man aged in his mid-forties. He had a white beard too, but it was neatly trimmed.


    “That’s God…” Alex whispered.


    “The one and only,” Satan said. “Kill him.”


    Alex didn’t have to look at Satani, Scarlett or Alia to know that they all wanted him to do it too. And that was why they were here, wasn’t it?


    To kill God.


    But, as Alex stared at the being sleeping on the bed, he couldn’t help but feel this was all wrong.


    God, asleep, he seemed peaceful.


    Just staring at the being, Alex began to feel good, calm, at peace. These things had happened to him enough for Alex to realise that it was a power of God’s that was making him feel like that.


    “Alex?” Satani growled. “Why haven’t you killed him yet?”


    “It feels wrong,” Alex muttered. “Something feels wrong.”


    “You’re fucking shitting me,” Satan growled. “Where is Lucifer? Let his memories show you that there is nothing wrong with killing God.”


    Alex had already seen Lucifer’s memories to know that Satan was right in this instance. God had come down to earth and begun to kill the humans. There was nothing Lucifer could do to stop him. Lucifer had a deep-seated hatred for the being lying on the stone.


    And Alex shared that feeling. So, why was he hesitating now?


    Because something felt wrong. What that something was, he just couldn’t put his finger on it.


    “Stop,” a voice shouted.


    Alex turned to see Gabriel standing by the stone doors. Behind her were Raphael and Azrael, and behind them were the hordes of angels.


    Gabriel didn’t wait for him to stop. She flapped her wings and flew at him. At the same time, her golden strings extended out.


    Alex had no time to think. He turned and leaping into the air, he landed on top of God and drove the cutting knife into his chest.


    It cut through the flesh with ease.


    God’s eyelids flung open.


    Alex jumped off the table as God sat up, the knife buried in his chest.


    Cracks began to appear in God’s skin. Bright light shone out through the cracks. Those cracks widened.


    God exploded.


     


     


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 38


     


     


     


     


    Alex opened his eyes and blinked rapidly. His head hurt like Hell. Was it his head? He couldn’t tell. Every part of him hurt so much, why did he think it was just his head?


    He lay on the ground, surrounded by broken white stone and bodies. Angel bodies. What had happened? The last thing he remembered was driving the cutting knife directly into God’s chest. What followed wasn’t exactly what he’d expected to happen.


    Cracks began to appear on God’s body and white light shone out from those cracks. In Alex’s now significant experience of killing angel kind, they bled like humans and demons. Cracks did not appear on their bodies when they were stabbed. Light certainly did not shine out from those cracks.


    And they certainly did not explode.


    Alex’s eyes widened when he realised what had happened.


    God had exploded.


    It made sense now, why there was rubble all around him, and the dead angel bodies. God had fucking exploded. The force had knocked down the pyramid and killed all the angels.


    Karen.


    Where was she?


    Alex sat up.


    No.


    Alex tried to sit up. But he couldn’t move. His body wasn’t responding. Was he paralysed?


    With effort, Alex managed to raise his head and look down at himself. What he saw made for difficult viewing. His body was shaped like an L shape, but the ninety-degree bend was from his stomach.


    His spine was broken.


    He tried his hands. His left arm was broken above the elbow. His right arm was fine. Using his right arm, he reached for the large chunk of broken white stone to his right. Grabbing it, he pulled himself towards it, pain shooting to his brain, his gritted teeth gave way to a scream.


    Alex managed to rest his head on the stone. It hurt so much to do so, but he got a better view of the room with his head now elevated.


    Where God had rested, the slab of stone was still intact. As was God’s body. It rested on the stone, the cutting knife sticking out from God’s chest. Alex thought God had exploded, but the body was still intact, though it no longer shone brightly.


    There were piles of angel bodies towards what would have been the entrance to the pyramid. Alex spotted Gabriel. Even dead, she looked full of life. But she wasn’t. Her glow was gone completely. Raphael and Azrael were beside her, also dead. Behind them, the angel bodies piled up, one on top of another.


    Alex spotted Scarlett’s body. Scarlett lay on the ground, a large piece of white stone on her chest, her mouth covered in blood. Dead. Alia was dead too, her head separated from her body. How that had happened, Alex didn’t have a clue.


    But he didn’t care. Didn’t want to know. Didn’t want to see anymore.


    He closed his eyes and tried not to think about it. If he lost Karen… no. Karen was still alive. She was a survivor. If he managed to survive, so did Karen. She was much tougher than him.


    But still, Alex kept his eyes closed, afraid of what they might see.


    He didn’t know how much time passed. Wasn’t even sure if he’d fallen asleep or was unconscious. Was there a difference?


    There was a difference.


    Not between falling asleep or being unconscious. Alex didn’t know if there was a difference between those two. There probably was, otherwise, why have two separate words for the same thing? Although, wasn’t the English language full of so many words that basically meant the same thing? There was probably a word for words that meant the same thing.


    But that wasn’t the difference.


    The difference was in this room. Or, what was formerly a room and now the crumbled remains of a Godly explosion.  


    Footsteps. Alex could hear them.


    He wasn’t alone.


    Alex opened his eyes.


    He wished he hadn’t.


    It was Michael. The archangel Michael walked past him without even stopping to say hi. He was always an arrogant rude bastard.


    Alex followed the archangel, wishing the dipshit had been here when God exploded. That would have been magnificent, to see the fucker’s face when he knew his God had died. Even better, Michael could have died with Gabriel and the rest of the fuckers.


    Michael walked up to God and pulled out the cutting knife from his chest. He turned, a smile on his face.


    He was smiling.


    Why was he smiling?


    “Why are you smiling, you dumb fucker,” Alex said. And then, for his efforts, he broke into a coughing fit, spluttering blood. Fuck, he was in bad shape.


    And then, he spotted her.


    Karen.


    She was dead.


    Her body lay on her side. She faced him. Her eyes were open, those blue eyes looked his way. No, they looked to where he had been before he pulled himself up onto the chunk of broken stone.


    She was so beautiful.


    Was. 


    Alex looked away as the tears rolled down his eyes.


    Why the fuck had he brought her up to Heaven? Why hadn’t he left her down on earth? Sure, she would have protested, but he could have made sure she stayed down. They didn’t need her up in Heaven. He could have tied her up in Satan’s basement. He could have…


    Alex’s eyes fell on Michael.


    He felt anger begin to rise in his chest. The archangel still wore a smile on his face.


    “Why the fuck are you smiling you piece of shit?” he roared.


    Michael still didn’t respond, nor did he even look at Alex. Instead, he walked over the piles of stone, as if looking for something.


    And then, he found it.


    Satan.


    The devil was still alive, but in as bad shape as Alex. He was back in his human form. Both his legs were broken, his arms too. There was a large bruise on his head, twice the size of an egg.


    Michael grabbed Satan by the arm and dragged him towards Alex, not caring that Satan’s broken body smashed into every broken bit of rubble lying on the ground. To his credit, Satan didn’t scream out in pain.


    As Michael slammed Satan’s broken body against the same slab of rock that Alex rested on, the devil actually smiled.


    “Oh, you like pain?” Michael asked.


    “I’m the devil, fucker. I invented pain,” Satan growled.


    Michael shrugged. He looked around, then walked over to a large chunk of white stone. He dragged it across the floor, like it was a stool, then sat on it.


    “So, before you die, you guys want to know my evil plan?” Michael asked, smiling widely.


    “Fuck you,” Alex muttered.


    “I’m going to kill you,” Satan said. “I always kill everyone I say I will kill. Ask God. Oh wait, I killed that motherfucker.”


    “Actually, that was Alex. Or Lucifer. I never really know. I never really care. And you,” he pointed the cutting knife at Satan. “You won’t be killing me. I’m afraid you’re dying, Satan.”


    “I don’t die, motherfucker,” Satan said.


    “It’s true,” Alex added. “I drove a sword in his chest once. Then I pushed him down a hole that led straight down to Hell. Still didn’t die.”


    “Oh, I know all about, Satan,” Michael said. “But there are a couple of things that can kill you, my friend. God exploding is one of them. The Cutting Knife, that’s another. You’ve already been struck by God. You’ll notice that your body isn’t rejuvenating. If I left you now, you would die on your own. Slowly, but you would die. I’m not going to do that,” Michael smiled. “This isn’t one those movies humans like to make so much,” he turned to look at Alex. “I will tell you my evil plan because, well, I won’t you to know before you die. And then, I’ll kill you both.”


    Beside him, Satan’s breathing became heavy. His eyes widened as realisation hit him that he wasn’t healing. Suddenly, his body jerked forward, his arm reached for Michael. But the archangel’s wing barely moved, and a silver dagger shot out. It struck Satan on the shoulder and knocked him back against the white stone.


    “Stay,” Michael said. “I wouldn’t want to have to kill you before I get to tell my evil plan.” He stared at the two, studying them. “You know, I’m going to have to shorten the story somewhat. You two don’t look so good.”


    “God, my old buddy,” Michael looked over his shoulder at where God lay, “he was getting a bit soft. I warned him against signing the truce with Satani in the first place. But he didn’t listen to me. He never listened to me. He had his favourites.” Michael now turned to his right, where Gabriel lay, dead. “I decided it was time for the old man to say goodbye. But how do you kill God? Well, the Cutting Knife would work. But then, God would explode and, I’d die too. So, not a great plan. I could always send a lackey to do it. But then, he’d have to fight his way into God’s pyramid. Not an easy thing to do. Most likely, they’d have caught him or her, and then traced it back to me.”


    “There was also the problem of killing God, and then having to deal with the devil.” Michael smiled down at Satan. “You’re a tough one, I’ll give you that. You really were second to only God. If God died, and you didn’t, it wouldn’t have worked. I’d lose the earth to the demon scum.”


    “No,” Michael shook his head. “I needed both Satan, Satani and God to die. So, in the end, I played the long game. Started some rumours about God weakening. Got word out about the Cutting Knife. This had to be done over a really long time too. I had to make it look like you figured this out all on your own.”


    “There were still some little kinks to sort out. I even had to work on Laxmina. Oh, she really suffered. Serves her kind right.”


    “Her kind? She’s a fucking angel,” Alex muttered.


    “She might seem that way, but she’s different. She doesn’t have the glow that we do. We keep most of her kind locked up. I worked on her a bit with some of my guys. When we were done, she knew where you lived on earth, she knew where the Cutting Knife was and where God spent his time sleeping.”


    “So that’s it?” Alex asked. “You did all of this, just so you could be top dog?”


    Michael shrugged. “I guess I got bored. There isn’t anywhere else to go, career wise.”


    “So now you’re in charge. What are you going to do?”


    Michael climbed to his feet. “I’m going to kill you both first. Then, I’m going to take my angels down to Hell and kill all the demons there. After that, I’m going to take over the earth. The humans are going to know angels exist. All of them will know we exist.”


    Michael stepped towards them, the Cutting Knife in hand. “I’m going to kill now.”


    Michael stabbed Satan in the heart. The devil screamed in agony; his body began to shake. Cracks began to appear in his tanned skin. Red light shone out. A wary look in his eyes, Michael took a step back.


    Alex wished that Satan would explode, just like God had.


    But the devil did not explode. A lava like substance poured out from the cracks and surrounded him. As the light faded from the cracks, Satan’s skin changed. It turned darker, until it resembled skin that looked like it had been charred in a fire.


    The devil became completely still, looking like a husk of his former self. He was dead.


    Michael let out a laugh. “I thought he was going to explode.”


    He then drove the cutting knife into Alex’s heart.


    It was blood that dripped out of Alex’s chest. Red warm blood. And as it left his body, a cold replaced it. Alex’s eyelids began to feel heavy. Michael stood before him, watching. But that wasn’t the last face Alex wanted to see.


    He turned his head and stared past the archangel.


    Karen lay on the ground, her eyes still open.


    She was dead.


    Properly dead.


    As a Demon Hunter, she would have no soul. That meant, even a trip to Hell and he wouldn’t find her. If that was where she went, anyway.


    It didn’t seem like the souls came up to Heaven. Alex hadn’t seen a single one in his time here. Although he hadn’t been to the City of Angels. Either way, he supposed it was a good thing Karen didn’t have a soul. She would be at peace now. Proper peace. Not being tortured in Hell, or in Heaven being abused by the angels.


    And he was sure humans were being abused in Heaven. There was no way these evil bastards were letting the humans rest and live out the good life promised in the good book.


    As his life began to leave him, Alex smiled. Karen was at peace, and that was something.


     


     


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 39


     


     


     


     


    Alex stared down at his dead body, wondering what was going to happen now. He was dead, of course. It was his soul that stared down at his dead body. The last time that had happened, two strange beings had asked him if he had a guilty conscious. After that, a hole in the ground had opened up and began to drag him down. Until Lucifer pulled him back up.


    Lucifer.


    Where was Lucifer?


    He hadn’t heard from the voice in his head in a while.


    He knew Lucifer survived the death of his host. It had happened many times before. He hoped it had been the same this time. But part of him worried. His final conversation with Lucifer hadn’t been great. The voice in his head had been talking like this was his last hurrah.


    He hoped not.


    Now would be the perfect time for Lucifer to inhabit another human body and make a comeback, what with both God and Satan gone.


    Alex was about to wonder what he was supposed to do, now that he was dead, when he suddenly felt his soul being pulled towards Michael. It was an uncomfortable pull. Like barbed wire had been wrapped around his body, and someone was holding onto the barbed wire, and pulling it so that the barbed spikes dug into his soul, and at the same time, the wire tightened around him, squeezing him.


    His soul was moving closer to the archangel. But it wasn’t just his soul. The mist that surrounded them constantly, Alex suddenly realised the mist wasn’t see-through anymore. The mist also moved towards the angel, like he was sucking it in.


    And then, Alex realised the archangel was sucking in the mist. And as he did, his glow brightened. As Alex was dragged closer to the archangel, he began to hear noises. It was a buzzing noise. The closer he was being dragged to the archangel, the louder he could hear the noise.


    It sounded more like screaming. A million little screams.


    Michael stopped glowing brighter, and suddenly Alex was no longer being pulled towards the archangel. He no longer felt like he was tied by barbed wire, which was being tightened around him.


    His soul in Heaven, it was different to the souls in Hell. Those souls had taken fleshy form. It was expected that they suffered like flesh and bone did. His form in Heaven was still his soul. It was misty. Yet, somehow, it still felt pain.


    And the mist that surrounded them at all times, what was it? The noise he’d heard, it was definitely that of screams of pain. Like a million little voices all crying out at the same time. Now they had stopped.


    It was somehow connected to Michael. His natural glow had brightened when the mist began to surround him. That was when the screams started too.


    His natural glow.


    But was it natural?


    Laxmina was an angel too, but she didn’t have a glow.


    Alex wondered if he’d missed something important.


    He felt like he had. It was that gut feeling of his, the same one that told him this had all seemed too easy. Coming up to Hell, finding the Cutting Knife, going to God’s sleeping chamber. That had been the hardest part, and that was because Gabriel and the other archangels weren’t part of Michael’s plan.


    That same gut feeling told him he should have asked Laxmina more questions.


    He wondered if it mattered anymore.


    He was dead.


    Properly dead this time.


    There was no Lucifer to pull him back into his body.


    For being the end, it was anticlimactic.


    Just floating around, nothing to do, occasionally feel pain when an angel began to glow.


    With the Cutting Knife in his hand, Michael began to exit the rubble of what was formerly the pyramid and the sleeping chamber of God.


    Alex followed after him. He found he could move and not just float in one spot. All he needed to do was move his head in the direction he wanted to go, and his body would follow.


    Michael stopped by the spot where the pillars had formerly risen.


    “I was wondering when you would come,” Michael said.


    His voice was loud, as if he were talking to a crowd. Alex couldn’t see anyone. Beyond the pillars, the milky white grass stretched for a hundred yards. There wasn’t a single living being on the grass.


    But then, Alex noticed movement amongst the trees.


    It was Laxmina who stepped out first.


    An angel with no glow. She was joined by many other angels. Not a single one glowed brightly. They wore dirty clothes that were torn in parts. In their hands, some held weapons.


    But even the weapons were odd.


    They weren’t the sort angels normally had. These weapons were crude. The swords were blunt and bent, the metal cheap and rusty. Some had pikes in their hands, others carried wooden staffs. None of the weapons glowed.


    If they thought to defeat Michael, they were going to be in for a nasty shock.


    “You know, it’s actually too late for you to turn back. God is dead. There is nothing to stop me from killing every single one of you scummy angels. You’re a disgrace to your race.”


    The glow less angels stopped in their tracks, though some raised their weapons, grim determination on their faces.


    Laxmina stepped away from them and walked towards Michael. “It isn’t too late for you to change your ways. Stop using the human souls as power and leave this realm.”


    Michael tilted his head back and roared in laughter. “What makes you think you have the upper hand here?” he asked. “You’re in no position to negotiate.”


    To prove his point, Michael spread his wings and rose up off the ground. He flapped his wings forward and Alex screamed for the glow less angels to hide. But of course, they didn’t hear him. Silver daggers shot out from Michael’s wings and struck many angels, killing them on the spot.


    The little confidence they had, it was gone.


    The glow less angels broke rank and ran back towards the trees. Laughing manically, Michael chased after them, firing silver daggers from the tips of his wings.


    Alex rushed forward out of habit, wanting to help, unsure how he could in his current state. He made it to the broken remains of where the pillars had formerly stood when he collided into something.


    But there was nothing there.


    Alex made to move forward again, but this time, slowly.


    His nose was the first to feel it.


    There was a solid substance before him, one that was invisible.


    Alex stared ahead.


    It wasn’t completely invisible. The mist that surrounded him at all times began to thicken. It formed into the shape of a human, still of mist, but now there were arms, legs, a head, face with eyes, nose and a mouth.


    The details on the face began to increase.


    It was a man in his early twenties.


    “Sup,” the mist man said.


    Alex’s eyes widened. “Lucifer?”


    “Damn fucking right, bitch,” he said, his voice back to what it used to before he became sleepy.


    Lucifer raised a misty hand.


    “High five?” Alex asked.


    “That’s still a thing, isn’t it?” Lucifer frowned.


    “What happened? Do you know what’s going on?” Alex asked.


    “We’re dead. Well, your physical body is dead. Both our souls have left the body. Just so happens you were in Heaven when it happened.”


    “I figured that was what had happened,” Alex muttered. “I meant, like… what’s supposed to happen now? This mist that’s surrounding us, what is it? Remember when Satan attacked Patricia?”


    Lucifer shook his head.


    “Right,” Alex muttered. “You were asleep.”


    He told Lucifer of when Satan attacked the angel. A black spike struck Patricia on the arm. The mist that surrounded them thickened and the angel began to glow brighter, her wound healed instantly. He told Lucifer how he heard noises as Michael began to glow brightly. At the same time, the mist around him thickened. Alex felt himself being dragged towards the angel. 


    “It fucking hurt too,” he muttered. “And… those noises, they sounded like screams.”


    Lucifer nodded. “You did hear screams.”


    Alex frowned. “You know what the screams are?”


    Lucifer nodded.


    “Mind telling me?” Alex asked.


    “Sure,” Lucifer said pleasantly.


    There was silence between them. Alex broke it with a sigh. “Will you tell me now?”


    “After you high five me,” Lucifer said.


    His misty hand was still up.


    Alex sighed again.


    This was the Lucifer of old. The asshole that hadn’t give him his power once to teach Alex a lesson. A lesson that almost cost him his life. Alex raised a misty hand and slammed it forward.


    “That wasn’t so fucking hard, was it?” Lucifer said, a satisfied smile on his face. “Those screams you thought you heard, you did actually hear. It’s the scream of every soul that ever made it to Heaven.”


    Alex swallowed. Well, he did the soul version of swallow. He didn’t actually feel anything go down his throat. “What now?”


    So, Lucifer explained. Being the first being on earth, his soul wasn’t exactly the same as every other human. It was much stronger. Alex rolled his eyes at that, but let Lucifer continue.


    Thanks to Lucifer’s soul being much stronger and more powerful, he could see things for what they were. The human souls, upon their arrival to Heaven, were torn up into little pieces. It sounded painful, but it actually didn’t hurt.


    What did hurt was when the angels inhaled the souls.


    Angels came from another realm. A much darker realm, one filled with horrifying monsters. The angels were fighting a losing battle against these monsters.


    God used the Cutting Knife to cut into this realm. Here, the angels lived peacefully, surrounded by the mist. Things were still fine, until the angels discovered they could inhale the mist and become invincible, immortal.


    But the mist was the souls of humans.


    They drifted in a hazy peace, but when the angels began to consume them, they felt pain like never before. It was like being shredded alive. Worse, when God and the angels consumed the mist, the souls of the humans, those souls were lost forever.


    This was why God came down to earth in search of the source of the souls. They needed a constant and endless supply to remain immortal.


    It was a lot to take in for Alex.


    It seemed everything had been lost. It didn’t matter where the human souls went, they suffered in Hell and Heaven. But it wasn’t supposed to be like this. Hell was supposed to be a stopping gap for the human souls before they plunged into the pools of bright light that led to another realm.


    In Heaven, human souls were supposed to rest in eternal peace. Instead, they were being consumed by angels who wanted to live forever. Their last moment was one of pain.


    Alex slumped onto the ground.


    “What are you doing?” Lucifer asked.


    “Moping,” Alex replied honestly.


    “Seems about right. You’ve always been the mopey, feeling sorry for yourself, asshole loser type,” Lucifer said.


    “Are you going to be reborn into another human soul, like you always do? If the answers is no, then I’m going to kill myself. No, I’m going to kill you,” Alex growled.


    Lucifer came forward and grabbed Alex by the hand. “Get up, Alex. There’s still time for you to not be a complete loser.”


    Lucifer led Alex back towards the remains of the pyramid, towards his dead body slumped upon the large stone on the ground. It hurt to see his dead body lying still on the ground, literally broken. His eyes closed, his face bruised, his skin had darkened. His body was broken and twisted from his waist up.


    Beside him was Satan’s body.


    The devil’s skin was black and grey and disintegrated in parts. There were holes in his arms, his legs, his chest and his face. Like pockets of ash faded away. Alex didn’t feel any sympathy for the devil.


    “You’re going back into your body, Alex. And then, you’re going to kill Michael.”


    Alex turned his head to look at Lucifer. “You can do that?”


    “While you were moping about, I actually accomplished a lot, Alex. Think you can accomplish one thing? Kill Michael?”


    Alex rolled his eyes. “Sure. I think I can manage that.”


    “There is one problem though,” Lucifer said. “I can’t come with you.”


    “Doesn’t sound like a problem,” Alex said, smiling.


    “It means you won’t have my powers to defeat Michael.”


    “Fuck,” Alex cursed.


     


    


    

  


  
    



    Chapter 40


     


     


     


     


    Laxmina hid behind a large red tree trunk, her back pressed against it, she closed her eyes, a pathetic piece of metal too pathetic to be called a sword in her hand and pressed against her chest.


    During the battle between the demon kind and the angels, she’d fled the scene with Patricia. She didn’t know where Patricia was now, but wherever she was, it was better than being here. It was better than what Laxmina had done.


    Seeing the demon kind battle the angels with such ferocity, fearless in the fate of certain destruction, it had given Laxmina courage. She’d returned with the Traditionalists. All of them.


    It had been a bad idea.


    They were no match for Michael.


    Her kind were being slaughtered as they fled.


    Laxmina wanted to run. But she was afraid of moving away from the tree. Michael was up there. As an archangel, he was so much more powerful than her, just an angel. The mist that surrounded her, the souls of the humans, she could suck them in and grow stronger and more powerful.


    It still wouldn’t be enough to fight Michael.


    But it could be enough to allow her to escape.


    No.


    She wouldn’t do that. She would never do that. She would not betray the Traditionalists, she would not break her vows.


    Laxmina took a deep breath. She opened her eyes and wiped away the tears and smiled. Her vows. Till death. As a Traditionalist, she was not immortal. She would die one day. And today was a good day to die, making a stand.


    Laxmina stepped away from the tree, turned and began to walk towards the remains of the pyramid. As she came closer, the spotted Michael. He floated up in the sky. Laxmina stepped out into the open.


    Michael floated down and landed before her, ten feet away. “Hello Laxmina,” he smiled.


    “You know my name?” she asked.


    “I know more than your name, Laxmina. You were with me for many months. I played with your mind. I played with your body.”


    Laxmina shook her head. “That’s not true.”


    Michael smiled, showing perfect white teeth that shone more than the white glow of his body. “You can’t remember. But you are aware of the gaps in your memory.” Michael walked towards her slowly. “You have a black dot just above your cunt. And another just under your left boob. You also have a scar that stretches from your cunt, to your dirty little asshole,” Michael grinned evilly. “But you don’t know where that scar came from, do you?”


    Laxmina’s knees felt weak. The sword in her hand felt heavy. The archangel was right. He was right about everything. About the gaps in her memory, about the moles on her flesh, even about the scar from her anus to her vagina.


    She didn’t know where it had come from.


    “That was me. I took a knife and cut a line from your asshole to your cunt. You screamed. You begged for mercy. You pleaded. I told you all you had to do was to suck in the souls of the humans and it would be over. You would heal.”


    Michael stopped walking. He stood two feet away from Laxmina and he towered over her. “But you didn’t suck in the souls of the humans. Instead you suffered.” Michael smiled. “I’m glad you’re here, Laxmina. You know why?”


    Laxmina didn’t want to answer his question. She wanted to turn and run. But her feet were rooted to the ground in fear.


    “I’m glad you’re hear, alive and well. Not dead. Like many of your kind. I’m glad because, now I can torture you for years to come. I really want to see if you break. I have some ideas. I was thinking, if I cut of your nipple and-”


    Michael stopped talking as a sword pierced his back, plunged through his flesh and bones, then came out through his chest. The sword was long, the blade a dull grey.


    Michael turned to look behind him.


    A demon, no, a man ran towards him. He was fast, incredibly fast. As he came closer, Laxmina recognised the man.


    It was Alex.


    He was still alive.


    He leapt from a large stone and landed in-between Laxmina and Michael. He smiled at her, and then he turned and pulled out the sword from Michael’s chest.


    He swung the sword at Michael and sliced off the archangel’s head.


     


    


    

  


  
    



    Epilogue


     


     


     


     


    With Lucifer gone, Alex had only one chance at defeating Michael. He was a good throw with the sword, but it wouldn’t have worked if Michael wasn’t distracted. For the first time in forever, it seemed like he had some genuine good fortune on his side.


    Laxmina stepped out from beyond the trees.


    For whatever reason, Michael seemed absolutely focused on her.


    Alex saw his chance, and he took it.


    It was a perfect throw.


    But he knew a sword to the chest of Michael might not be enough. He ran as fast as he could. It was fast, much faster than any human could run. Hell, he was probably faster than any Demon Hunter. It seemed even though Lucifer was gone, there was still some of him remaining, infused into Alex’s body.


    He leapt into the sky and landed in between Michael and Laxmina. He smiled at the angel. Then he pulled out the sword and sliced off the archangel’s head.


    Alex collected Karen’s body and buried her in a spot underneath a large tree opposite the destroyed pyramid. Leaving her body in Heaven seemed the right thing. It was where she deserved to be.


    Laxmina led Alex to the nearest portal that led back down to earth.


    Armed with the Cutting Knife from Michael’s dead body and the remaining group of Traditionalists, Laxmina would march towards the City of Angels, gathering more Traditionalists along the way. She planned to free Heaven of any angel that absorbed human souls.


    Alex left her to it.


    With a final thought for Karen, he jumped through the portal.


    Back on earth, things had taken a turn for the worse. Angels and demons were at war. And with Satan, Satani, God and the archangels all dead, Alex didn’t see it ending soon.


    But, for those reasons, there was hope too.


    Without God, or the devil, the humans could finally break free. Humans were no longer the weaker of the three species. Alex would lead them to freedom.
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