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CHAPTER ONE

 

 

2004

 

The inside of the Filthy Ecstasy club is near enough exactly what Lucas is expecting. In the last two hundred years, he has taken over and run more such establishments than he cares to count, in almost every country in the world. One thing he soon realized, was that there may have been differences in the establishments themselves, but the clientele is always the same. The faces may be interchangeable, but their patent desires are not. It’s a great business to be in, because your customers are always hungry and always willing to spend money, especially if the girls working there knew their jobs. Should he decide to appropriate the Filthy Ecstasy club, he will interview all the girls who work there personally, to make sure they are right for the job.

The first thing that hits him when he walks inside the club is the music. Banging techno music, turned up a few notches louder than it needs to be. Didn’t the owner of the place know that having the music too loud just made it harder for the girls to do their jobs? People still have to talk, even in a strip club. He will have to change the music to something less inclined to give headaches to people. Eighties hard rock usually works well, though not too hard, or you might as well blast heavy metal through the PA. He tried that once, played a load of hard and fast metal music in one of the clubs he owned. It didn’t go down too well. People got up and walked out. The devils music is not for strip clubs.

The interior of the club is a little more drab and underwhelming than he expects, though the lights are dimmed so low it is hard to tell exactly. Why is the place so dark? Just because it is a strip club, doesn’t mean it has to be dark. The trick is to give the clientele just enough shadow to hide in. Any more and you might as well have a porno theater. Strip clubs are still social establishments, something the owner of this place seems to have forgotten, or just doesn’t know.

Looking around, Lucas sees mostly men on their own, huddled into the corner of the dark booths while they stare forward at the girls dancing on the two small stages to the right of the bar. Sitting at the tables around the front of the stages are men in groups, the usual assortment of guys out on buck parties, guys on outings from work. Lucas doesn’t see too many suits in the crowd, which makes him uneasy. He would prefer more suits. They pay more than the blue collar types, and they are generally less rowdy. Looking around, he only counts a few security guys standing idly bored, not really caring about the rowdiness of the guys near the front of the stage. Even when one of those guys gets on the stage with one of the dancers, his hands all over her, the bouncers take their time moving in.

Lucas shakes his head and tuts to himself. Those guys will have to go. He will get his own security, as he always does.

One thing he notices is the lack of non-humans in the place. Looking around, he is able to spot two werewolves and a single vampire sitting on his own. Lucas is surprised to even see them here at all. Most non-humans tend to prefer hanging around with their own kind, generally avoiding the human establishments unless they are on the hunt for food. Lucas knows by the hungry look in the vampires eyes that he is planning on having one of the dancers for dinner afterwards. Though not if Lucas can help it. At some point, he will give the vampire a friendly warning, tell him to find his food somewhere else. Neither of the girls dancing on stage will be drained tonight. They are clearly very good at their jobs, and Lucas intends to keep them on. 

In fact, this looks to be the only thing the club has going for it, the girls who work here. Most of them not only looked the part, but the ones he saw walking around, talking to and dancing for the punters, did so with confidence and grace, two things he likes to see in the girls he hires. At least he won’t have to fire them all when he takes over the place.

One of the girls--a tall brunette with an Amazonian goddess of a body--comes strutting over to him as he stands looking around. She stops in front of him, looks him up and down, a genuine smile on her face, not the practiced plastic smile that most of these girls had. “Well hi, honey,” she says, her whiskey brown eyes sparkling, even in the gloom that surrounds her.

“Hi,” Lucas says, smiling back, enjoying the effect he is having on the girl, who looks to be in her late twenties. 

“Can I escort you to a table?” she says, getting right up close to him, seeming to almost smell his essence, her eyes half closing. “Or we also have…private rooms.”

Lucas gives a small laugh. “I can’t think of anyone more lovely to be greeted by.”

The brunette laughs, her large natural breasts jiggling as she does so. He is glad to see a lack of silicone in the club. He can never understand why human women insist on pumping that toxic sludge into their breasts. Besides, if he wanted to fondle something that felt like a damn beachball, he would go to the beach instead. “Honey, I’m a lot more than lovely when I get going. How about you come with me and I’ll show you?”

She kisses him then, deeply, her tongue probing the back of his mouth. It’s not usual behavior for the girls in these clubs to kiss the clientele, but he knows she is only doing it because she can’t help herself. Like most women he meets, she is drawn to him like a magnet. Lucas always was the charismatic type, even when he grew up in ancient Egypt. It was also in Egypt that he learned the secrets of seduction and heightened charisma amongst other things, knowledge that was lost when Egypt came tumbling down. Lucas still remembers though, and those once learned skills have now become a part of his very nature, the very core of his being. Being such an old soul, that vital energy of his has only gotten more potent.

“I tell you what,” he says, gently pushing the girl off him. “Why don’t you point me in the direction of your boss, and then perhaps later we can find suitable quarters so you can show me just how lovely you really are.”

The girl’s eyes light up. “I hope you aren’t teasing me. You wouldn’t do that now, would you?” She puts a hand out and cups his balls, squeezes gently.

Lucas doesn’t flinch, but is grateful he chose such a well endowed body to possess. “I wouldn’t dream of it.”

“Good.” She lets go of his balls. “Follow me.”

Lucas walks behind the brunette girl, her big round ass jiggling enticingly as she struts along in her six inch heels. Yes, he thinks. I just may enjoy owning this place.

She takes him up a flight of stairs, at the top of which is a door leading into the manager’s office, and also the owner, he hopes. It would be an inconvenience if he had to go to the trouble of seeking out the owner as well.

The girl knocks the door, smiles at him while they wait. A gruff male voice from inside shouts, “What?”

Opening the door, the girl walks inside the office and Lucas follows her in. “Someone here to see you, Jake,” she says to the man sitting behind an untidy desk. The man is in his late forties, short, overweight, with thinning black curly hair and dark bloodshot eyes. Clearly an alcoholic, Lucas thinks. This should be easy.

“Do I know you?” Jake asks, obviously not happy that his drinking time is being disturbed. He looks at the girl. “Janice, what the fuck did I tell you about bringing strangers up here, huh? That fucking creep who ended up trying to rob me last month wasn’t enough? You want me to shoot this fucking guy too, huh?” He reaches into his desk drawer and pulls out a semi-automatic pistol, points it at Lucas. “Who the fuck are you? Did Dimitri send you? I already told your boss on the phone last week that it would take me a while to get the money. What the fuck is he sending you for?”

Lucas merely stares at Jake with an amused look on his face. “You’re funny,” he says, then turns to Janice. “Janice, can you be a doll and excuse us?”

Janice doesn’t look that freaked out by the fact that her boss is holding a gun. Obviously this was normal behavior for this guy. “Put the damn gun away, will ya, Jake,” she says. “This guy doesn’t work for Dimitri.”

“How do you know I don’t?” Lucas asks, still amused by the whole situation.

“Because anyone who works for Dimitri is a fucking scumbag, and you aint no scumbag, honey,” she says, batting her long lashes at him before heading to the door. “Don’t let me down later, huh?”

Lucas smiles broadly. “Not a chance.” 

Janice gives him a broad smile like her night has just been made, and then closes the door behind her.

Jake still has the gun pointed at Lucas, his hand shaking slightly as he holds it loosely out in front of him. “So you don’t work for Dimitri?” he says.

“No,” Lucas says.

“So what do you want? I’m busy here, you know.”

Lucas eyes the bottle of whiskey on the desk. “Looks like it.”

“What? I can drink and work at the same time, can’t I? What fucking business is it of yours, anyway?”

“Well, it actually is your business that I’m here about.”

Jake shakes his head. “So you’re here to shake me down. You’re not with Dimitri, you’re from fucking Tony, aren’t you?”

Lucas is becoming impatient with the man’s unhinged behavior. He thinks about using his power on the man, but he doesn’t want to. Not unless he has to. “Jake, why don’t you put the gun away so we can talk? I came here because I want to make you an offer.”

“An offer,” Jake says, frowning. “What kind of offer? And you better not be trying to extort me because I’m already taking it in the ass from Dimitri, that Russian fuck.”

“Nothing like that. I’m here because I want to buy this fine establishment of yours.”

The frown on Jake’s face deepens. “You wanna buy this place?” He laughs and shakes his head, looks around like there are other people in the room. “Fuck me, the guy wants to buy the place.”

“Will that be a problem for you?”

“A problem?” He laughs, then puts the gun back in the drawer finally. “I don’t have a fucking problem, not at all. But someone will have a fucking problem with it, I can tell you that.”

“This Dimitri you keep mentioning.”

Jake refills his glass without offering Lucas one. “Yeah, fucking Dimitri.”

“May I take a seat?”

Jake waves his hand dismissively while he sinks half the contents of his glass.

Lucas sits down in the cheaply made faux leather chair by the front of the desk, gazes calmly at the mess of a man opposite him, who is currently doing a bad job off wiping whiskey of the front of his gray sports jacket. Lucas hates to see humans in this condition. They make it too easy for demons to despise them.

“So,” Jake says, after refilling his glass for the second time. “Why would a young guy like you want to buy this shit hole anyway?”

“It has potential,” Lucas says, and because it is the perfect place for him to hide out while he works on securing his future on this planet.

“Potential.” Jake laughs bitterly and shakes his head. “I used to think like you.” I doubt that, Lucas thinks. “I used to see potential. I saw potential in this place when I bought it ten years ago. This place used to be great before-”

“Before what?”

“Before I let that Russian motherfucker Dimitri into my goddamn life.”

Lucas says nothing.He has come across countless men like Jake in the past. Men who had it made, but for one reason or another, lost their grip, usually because of greed or because their appetites and desires took precedence over holding their shit together. In Jake’s case here, it is obviously the booze that derailed him in the beginning, and then it became a slippery slope from there, ending with him being under the thumb of this Russian gangster he keeps mentioning.

Rather than sit and pretend to be interested while Jake gives him a sob story, Lucas decides to cut straight to the chase. He takes a pen off the desk and then writes down a number on a slightly crumpled post-it note before handing it to Jake.

Jake frowns, but takes the note. His frown deepens as he takes in the figure Lucas has written there. Then he makes some sort of guffawing noise before draining what’s left in his glass. “Seriously?” he says to Lucas. He throws the post-it note and it lands in Lucas’ lap. Not what Lucas is expecting. “There’s no fucking way anyone would pay that amount of money for this place. Get the fuck out of here. I don’t know why you come here, but obviously you’re just yanking my chain, so go on, get the fuck out of my office.” He has the gun out again, waving it in front of Lucas.

Lucas doesn’t move. “Let me assure you, Jake. This is not a joke, and that figure you just tossed at me is what I’m prepared to pay you for this place.”

Jake stares at him, seeming unsure of what to do.

Lucas stares back, waiting.

It would be easy for Lucas to just reach into Jake’s mind and force him to comply. It would also be easy for Lucas to cause Jake to think that he needed to take the gun he was holding and shoot himself in the head with it. But Lucas does not want to go down that road unless it is absolutely necessary. Once upon a time, mind-raping people would have been his first course of action if he wanted something from them. Not so much now. He has learned the hard way that such behavior always comes at a price.

After staring at Lucas for a long time, Jake says, “Jesus, you are fucking serious, aren’t you?”

Lucas nods. “Yes.”

“But you’re no more than a kid, for Christ’s sake. Where would you get that kind of money?”

Lucas removes the post-it note from his lap and places it on the desk in front of Jake. “Money is not an issue for me.”

“What are you, a drug dealer or something?”

“No.” Lucas feels like flashing his demon eyes at Jake, as he is becoming tired of Jake’s reticence. Things were so much easier in the past when he could just make humans and non-humans alike do what he wanted them to do. But he is trying to change, to not land himself in the shit for a third time, so he just smiles at Jake. “I can have the cash transfered into your account within the next five minutes.”

Jake visibly swallows, tries to contain himself as he no doubt thinks about having all that cash sitting in his bank account, about all the drinking and whatever else he could do with it. But he shakes his head. “It’s not that easy. I can’t just sell this place. Dimitri would fucking kill me.”

That cursed name again, Lucas thinks. Whoever this Dimitri was, he sure had the screws well tightened on Jake. “Why don’t you let me worry about Dimitri,” Lucas said. “Just take my offer and go far away from here.”

Jake’s bloodshot eyes flit about everywhere as he appears to wrestle with his conflicting wants and emotions. “He’d find me. That motherfucker would find me and he would kill me. You don’t know this guy, he’s not even human, I’m telling you, he’s a fucking…”

“He’s a what?”

“He’s just a psychopath of the highest order, alright? He would never let me get away with selling up here and just walking away. He would want his cut for a start.”

“He has a stake here?”

“A stake?” Jake laughs. “Yeah. He sends his fucking goons in here once a month so they can take five grand off me, fuck all my girls, drink my fucking bar dry and then clear off without so much as a goddamn thank you!” Lucas has to keep from smiling. Humans who get worked up and angry like this are amusing to him. Jake is comedy gold as he spits all over his desk during his rant. “And to top it all off, he runs his filthy fucking drugs through here as well. And he expects me to launder his money for him!”

“It sounds like you’re in deep with this guy.”

“In deep? His balls are banging off my ass while he fucks me!”

Lucas allows himself a cool smile, though he wants to laugh at that. “Like I said. Take the money and this Dimitri will no longer be a problem for you.”

Jake looks at Lucas like Lucas is nuts. “Do you hear yourself, kid? You have no fucking idea of who are you are dealing with when it comes to a guy like Dimitri.”

I think I do, Lucas thinks. He is willing to bet this Dimitri is a non-human. Maybe even a demon. It is baggage he can do without, but he likes the club, wants to stay in it. He will deal with Dimitri somehow, demon or not. Although if Dimitri is a demon, paying him off might be the best option. Starting a war against another demon might not be the best thing to do if he is trying to stay low key. 

“Do you want my money or not?” Lucas says to Jake.

“Of course I want the money,” Jake says back. “But-”

“Good enough.”

Lucas enters Jake’s mind in an instant, causing Jake to suddenly sit still, his eyes glazing over like he has just been hit with a mild dose of Morphine. When he violates a human mind, as he is doing now to Jake, Lucas usually tries to make the experience as painless as possible, unless he does not like the person, in which case he would cause them untold pain in the process of mind-fucking them.

Jake seems okay. Just a guy in a bad position, albeit through his own mistakes. Lucas makes Jake think that Dimitri isn’t a problem anymore, that he no longer feared his tormentor and that it is safe for him to sell the club to Lucas and move away somewhere else. When he is finished, Lucas smiles at Jake as the man comes around, his eyes coming back into focus. 

Jake shakes his head a little. “Sorry,” he says, a bit woozy sounding. “Zoned out there for a second, didn’t I? Too much of this stuff.” He puts the glass down that is in his hand. “Anyway, I’d like to sell the club to you, kid. Fuck Dimitri. I’m not afraid of that guy. Come to think of it, I don’t know why I was afraid of him in the first place. I mean, Jesus. The guy’s a fucking pussy, right?”

“A pussy,” Lucas says, nodding. “Indeed. May I use your laptop?”

“Of course.” Jake turns the open laptop around so it faces Lucas. Lucas logs into one of his many bank accounts, then asks Jake for his own bank details, which he enters in as well. A moment later, and it’s done.

“The transfer is complete.” Lucas turns the laptop around to Jake again. “See for yourself.”

Jake takes a moment to check his account. “Holy shit,” he says. “I can hardly believe that’s my account.”

“Happy?” Lucas asks.

“Yeah, I’m fucking happy.” Jake stands up and outstretches his hand towards Lucas. Lucas stands up as well, takes Jake’s hand. “Pleasure doing business with you.”

“Sure. Enjoy your early retirement.”

Jake is already moving to leave the office. With the amount of money he has in his bank account, there is nothing in his office that he needs or that he can’t buy ten times over now. “I don’t know about retirement,” Jake says just before he leaves. “But I’m going to enjoy myself, I tell you that.”

A few moments later, Janice comes into the office and sees Lucas sitting behind the desk Jake used to own. “What’s going on?” Janice asks. “Why did Jake say he wasn’t coming back?”

“Because he isn’t,” Lucas says. “I’m your new boss.”

Janice frowns for a second, then smiles. “I like the sound of that.”

“So do I,” Lucas says. “So do I.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER TWO

 

 

Turns out the door in Jake’s old office leads to a private suite of sorts, complete with bed, large leather armchair, mini bar and a widescreen TV on the wall. Not that Lucas has any use for a TV, something a crafty demon invented years ago in order to keep the humans docile and pliable, making them easier for demons to possess and abuse at will. If only the humans knew how much of their culture was created by demons to make the humans stupid. If humans could see demons for what they were, they would never look at Simon Cowell the same way again.

Janice is standing in the suite with Lucas. “Jake liked to watch porn in here while he did coke by himself,” she says. “He was kinda sad that way. Never used to be like it. Only when his gambling got out of control and Dimitri got his hooks into him.”

“Jake had a gambling problem?” Lucas says, thinking as he looks around the suite that he needs to at least change the bed if he was going to be spending a lot of time here. Not that Lucas slept or anything. Demons don’t sleep. They don’t shit or piss either. When you become a demon, loosing those base human things are a blessing. Trying to source food and water in a place like Hell is akin to a virgin trying to find his way around a woman for the first time. It can be done, but it’s damn difficult, and rarely satisfying.

“Jake always had a gambling problem,” Janice says, pouring two glasses of vodka from the mini bar and handing him one. He took it, as he liked the taste. “It just got out of control when his wife left him and took their two kids with her.”

Lucas nods as he sips on the vodka. Humans and their sad little tragedies. Not that he didn’t feel for some of them, he did. It’s just he has been around too long, heard too many human sob stories to feel much sympathy anymore. Not that Lucas was ever a sympathetic person to begin with. He spent his first tour of Earth being sympathetic towards no one. Playing on other people’s emotions in fact, people he made to trust him through ruthless manipulation. In Hell, as sympathy and feelings in general were in short supply (non-existent in fact), he had to change tactics to get what he wanted. It wasn’t hard. A more brutal approach was needed is all, a more evil approach. Since being back on Earth for the second time, Lucas has been focusing more on the straight tactic. Doing things legitimately as much as possible. So far, it has been working out better than the other two approaches, although those other two approaches are still needed at times. Getting exactly what you want is a skill, an art even. The delicate blending of all three approaches you might say--deceit, force and honesty.

Right now he wants to sample whatever delights Janice has to offer. Going by the fact that she has her hand on his balls, he guesses neither deceit nor force will be necessary to achieve this particular goal.

“There’s something about you,” Janice is saying, putting her glass atop the mini bar and then using her free hand to grab his cock while she continues to massage his balls. Her naked body is practically glowing under the lamp light in the room, her sizable pink nipples already erect, standing out like flattened bullets. 

Lucas smiles at her, then drops his glass to the floor, where it thumps down but doesn’t break. “And what do you think that might be?” he asks. It isn’t the first time a woman has said this to him. A lot of Lucas’ power, you might say, lies in the seemingly bottomless depths of his charisma. Already, Janice is lost in him, unable to stop herself from staring into his dark brown eyes like she has suddenly found the secrets to all life written in them. In a way, it isn’t fair. She really can’t help herself. If he was being fair, he would tone down the eminence of his essence, dilute his beaming charisma. But the truth is, he enjoys the effect he has on human women. It gives him pleasure to know that they are under his control and that they don’t even care that they are under his control. When you have spent as long in a place like Hell as Lucas has--a place where pleasure is almost non-existent--you tend to enjoy every second when you get the chance to feel what pleasure is like again.

A lazy, mellow smile spreads across Janice’s wide mouth and she leans in and kisses him, taking her time, gently probing his mouth with her tongue. When she withdraws, she seems to take a moment, like she is savoring what she just tasted. “I don’t know,” she says. “But whatever it is, I want it. I want it all…”

 

After they finish fucking in Jake’s old bed, Lucas leaves Janice sprawled out while he goes to the mini-bar and fixes them both a drink.

“You are a wondrous creature, Janice,” Lucas says when he is back on the bed, the two of them sitting up, sipping vodka.

“What the hell was that?” Janice asks, looking like she is riding an Ecstasy wave, her long, lithe body seeming to undulate gently like ocean waves on the shore. Lucas knew precisely what she was feeling. It took him years of practice in ancient Egypt to learn how to ellicit this kind of response in a woman. It was closely guarded knowledge at the time, and not easy to come by. Luckily, his other skills got him there, and a whole lot farther. Too far as it turned out. 

“You didn’t approve?” He knew she did, of course. It is part of the ritual for him.

“Oh, I approved alright.” She sips more of her vodka. “I just ain't never felt anything like that before. I mean…” She groped for the right words for a while, failed to find them. “Goddamn.”

Lucas chuckles modestly. “It’s a gift I have.”

“A gift?” She grabs his semi-erect cock and squeezes. “It’s a gift you can give me anytime. Seriously.”

“There will be ample opportunity for that.” Lucas drains his glass. “First we need to discuss business.”

An exaggerated frown comes over Janice’s face and she lets go of his cock. “Really?” She looks crestfallen, like a little girl who has been told it’s bed time. “What kind of business? I’m just a dancer here that dishes out the odd blowjob if the price is right.”

“Not anymore,” Lucas says. “You are now my new manager.”

“What? I don’t know how to manage this place. Besides, it already has a manager.”

“Who?”

“Jamie. He called in sick tonight.”

“Well, there is your first job as manager. Call Jamie and tell him to take the rest of his life off sick.”

Janice sits up and stares at him, her mouth agape. “Jesus Christ, you’re serious, aren’t you?”

“Of course,” Lucas says. “One thing you will learn about me, Janice. I don’t lie.” He finds the truth to be a more effective tool these days.

“Well, you’d be the first man who didn’t.”

“I’m not like other men.”

Janice smiles. “No you ain’t.” Her hand is back on his cock. This is the problem sometimes with exposing human women to such high levels of pleasure for the first time. Once they get a taste, they just want more, usually straight away. They become like a woman with her first vibrator, wanting only to lock themselves away for hours while they delight in the new heights of pleasure they are reaching.

“I also need to know about this Dimitri guy,” Lucas says, not missing a beat. “What do you know about him?”

Janice sighs and releases her gentle grip on his cock again. “You really know how to put a dampener on things, don’t you?”

“Believe me, Janice. There will be plenty of time for fucking. If you still want a club to work in and a place to do all that fucking, you better tell me about Dimitri so I can handle him.”

“Handle him?” She shakes her head. “No one handles Dimitri. He handles them.”

Lucas remains patient. “I’m sure that is the case with most people. Not with me.”

“You kind of remind me of him,” she says. “He has this look in his eyes, like…I don’t know…like a shark when its eyes roll back.”

Lucas frowns slightly at Janice’s less than clear analogy. “You mean he’s a cold blooded killer?”

“Yeah.” She stares into his eyes for a moment, as if searching. “I see it in you too. I’ve seen it in lots of people over the years. This city seems to have more than its fair share of sociopaths.”

“You think I’m a sociopath?”

“You’re something. I just don’t know what. Same with Dimitri. He’s something as well, but I don’t know what.”

Non-human most likely, Lucas thinks. Maybe he has made a mistake in taking this place over after all. If it turns out Dimitri is a demon, that could make things complicated. Lucas isn’t sure if he can take out another demon--a most likely high level demon to boot--and not attract the wrong kind of attention, and by wrong, he means his enemies. Enemy rather. In the end, there is only one enemy and his name is Leonard, Grand Duke of Hell.

The smart move is to walk away, find another club to take over, one that has no connections with demons or any other non-humans. But he likes the Filthy Ecstasy club. There is something about it, besides Janice that is, that makes him want to stay. Besides, if he finds what he came to Mercy City in the first place to find, Leonard, or any other demon for that matter, will no longer be a problem. He can finally extract that thorn from his side once and for all.

He gets up of the bed and puts his dark suit back on. Janice, clearly disappointed by this turn of events, pulls on her thong. “When is this Dimitri due to collect again?” he asks her.

“Tomorrow night,” Janice says. “That’s why Jake was in such a state earlier.”

Lucas nods. “Does Dimitri come in person?”

“No. He sends his goons instead. Only once he showed up in person, when Jake was late paying. Scared the shit out of everybody.”

Lucas doesn’t ask how. He has a fair idea. Just as he himself has the power of charisma and persuasion (amongst other things), other demons have their own specialties. Most likely, this Dimitri, if he is a demon and not just some psycho Russian gangster, specializes in fear and intimidation. A lot of demons have majored in that particular class, even Lucas himself, but in his case, it was more of a crash course in order to survive the brutality of Hell. 

“Okay,” he says after some thought, during which time Janice looks into the large mirror on the wall as she fixes her hair. “Here’s what you are going to do, Janice. First, you are going to get yourself some new clothes, as you aren’t wearing any. Here.” He pulls out a roll of notes from his jacket pocket, peels of a few hundred dollar bills and hands them to her. “You’re a manger now, you need to dress like one. Secondly, inform the staff that the club will be closing for a few days for refurbishments. Give them full pay and make sure they know they will all be re-interviewed for their jobs when they come back. Any of them have a problem with that, tell them not to come back at all. In fact, keep only the staff that you think worth keeping. I trust your judgment.”

Janice stares dumbfounded at him. “You don’t like to hang around, do you?”

“Waiting around is for mugs, Janice. I learned that a long time ago.”

“Well, I just hope you know what you are doing when it comes to Dimitri.”

Lucas smiles. “We will see about that, won’t we?”

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER THREE

 

 

Lucas Taurus Rameses is his full name. Before that, in Hell, he adopted many names for himself, depending on what part of Hell he happened to be in. In Pandemonium, where he eventually spent most of his time upon becoming a demon, he was known as President Lucruceous. Hell has many presidents, each controlling different regions. Lucruceous, as he was known, ruled over a small corner in Pandemonium known as Corpisol, or the Earwigging Triangle, so called because it is where much of the intelligence community is based--the spies, double crossers and rats who feed the intelligence machine that is the Ministry of Suffering. The Ministry of Suffering is a massive tower in Damned Square, right in the center of Hell’s capitol city. The purpose of the Ministry of Filth (as many Hellion’s know the place, as it basically processes filth all day long in every form) is to process all the souls that arrive into Hell. Punishments and levels of suffering are decided in a completely random way. There is no method to deciding how much suffering a soul should be sentenced to. A damned soul’s fate is decided by rooms full of low level demons and other damned souls who sit around rolling twenty-sided dice. Each side of the dice correlates to a particular variable, such as length of suffering, place of suffering, type of suffering etc. After ten rolls of the dice, each unique variable rolled is applied to the name of a damned soul. The more unique variables in play, the more specific the term and type of suffering. The less unique variables, the more vague the suffering. Rolling the dice is a punishment in itself. When Lucruceous first became a demon, he was posted inside the Ministry tower to roll the dice, which he did for a long time before being posted to a higher position. 

The other purpose of the Ministry of Suffering was to gather intelligence for the King of Hell. A defense system against the numerous enemies who plotted to overthrow the King and take the throne for themselves. It didn’t matter who was on the throne. It was just another of Hell’s endless cycles, played out for eternity.

Lucruceous ended up becoming an integral part of the intelligence services in Hell, finally running all of it, except the Ministry of Suffering itself. Lucruceous controlled most of the agents who gathered intelligence for the King. It was a role he was made for, having spent most of his human life in the ancient Egyptian city of Memphes doing much the same thing, only the intelligence was purely for his own benefit, so he could use it to blackmail and extort his way towards getting what he wanted. At the time, what he wanted was power for power’s sake, a need he continued to feed even when he went to Hell (after he became a demon, of course--before that he was just another damned soul who regretted every second of his miserable and tortuous existence), even though that need became his downfall in Egypt, and eventually in Hell as well.

Now here he is on Earth again, and after two hundred years, he still feels the urge to gather intelligence and grow his power to monstrous proportions. Though this time, he keeps his need in check, by remembering where such needs eventually lead. His downfall.

Sitting in his new office, looking through the large  plate glass window to the club below, he is trying to ignore the voice inside him that is already making plans to cover Mercy City with his influence, to seek out every secret, every possible bit of useful information so he can use it against people.

He wants to play the game again. The dark game. The dangerous game.

The thrilling game.

Once he gets what he needs to finally rid himself of his relentless pursuers, he will be free to spread his dark tendrils of influence even further.

“No,” he says to himself. “I cannot. Not again.”

It is something he has said to himself so many times in the last two hundred years, and every time, he has accepted his own decision. Being hunted like an animal by Grand Duke Leonard’s personal guards makes it an easy decision to make. He can never settle in any one place for long, so why plan on building another empire?

Now, the end is finally in sight. The running could soon stop. Long enough for him to build the empire a part of him always aches to build again. He is like an addict, addicted to power and influence. He has always been the same. Perhaps because he is the son of a King. Or more likely because said King banished him from his kingdom of birth, disowning him, casting him out like an unclean spirit. Even after aeon's, it still hurts him to think about it. 

Down below in the club, it is empty and the lights are turned on full, illuminating all too clearly just how drab and grim the place really is. Nothing has been done to it in years. A club should always be reinventing itself, every couple of years at least. It keeps people interested, stops them moving on when they get sick of the place. Obviously Jake didn’t give a shit about people moving on. Most likely he was more interested in making just enough to fund his gambling and drinking problems.

And enough to pay off Dimitri.

Lucas has been waiting around in the club all night, waiting for Dimitri’s men to turn up, as Janice said they were due to. There is no one else in the club, just Lucas. Tomorrow the work men come to begin revamping the place. For now, Lucas has to deal with Dimitri’s goons, see exactly what he is up against, and see if the goons are human or non-human. He is really hoping they are the former, but his instincts tell him the latter is probably the case. If Dimitri is a demon or other non-human, he will not have humans working for him. 

Earlier, Lucas locked the front doors of the club to prevent any humans from coming in thinking Filthy Ecstasy is open for business. He doesn’t expect the locked doors to stop Dimitri’s goons. They will either teleport in or break them down, one of the two.

As it happens, Lucas does not end up having to replace the front doors. From his vantage point by the large window in the upstairs office, Lucas sees two men appear out of nowhere in the middle of the club, near the center stage. The two men are heavy set, both wearing dark leather jackets and jeans. They stand for a moment, looking around, then they both look up at Lucas standing in the window, watching them.

So, Lucas thinks as he continues to watch through the window. Unfortunately I was right. Demons after all.

He takes a short breath and then teleports down to the two demons.

 

When Lucas appears a few feet away from the other two demons, there is a moment of tension where no one is sure what is going to happen. The two demons are obviously surprised by the presence of Lucas, and by the fact that he is a demon like them. Their surprise is all over the faces of the bodies they are possessing.

Lucas stands with arms down by his sides, calmly looking at the two demons before him, then he smiles and says, “Gentlemen. You know you are trespassing in my club?”

The two demons look confused, then angry. One of them, a fair haired guy with a face that looked like it had been nibbled on by maggots before being left to heal over says, “Who the fuck are you? Where is Jake?”

“Jake no longer owns this place. I do.”

“You?” the other demon says, bald headed with a deep scar across his forehead like he ran into a guillotine. “But you’re…”

“One of you?” Lucas says. 

The two demons stare back at him, both suddenly looking less sure of themselves. A demon could look at another demon and sense immediately how powerful that demon is, how high level they are. They both know Lucas could probably destroy them easily as they are both as low level as you can get, barely having finished their tortured existence as damned souls in Hell, probably put on Earth for some random assignment before going rogue as many demons end up doing. Most of them get dragged back to Hell again by the Hellwrathian guard, Hell’s Gestapo, if you will. Until that happens though, the rogue demons spend their time lording it over the humans, reveling in their freedom and the chance to do whatever they please. Obviously the two demons standing before Lucas have fallen under the protection of their boss, Dimitri. Question is, just how powerful is their boss?

One of the demons, the pockmarked one, decides to get cocky. “Jake didn’t own this place,” he says.

“Who does then?” Lucas asks, taking a step closer to the two demon goons. “Because I thought I did. I paid for it.”

“You paid the wrong person,” Scarhead says.

Lucas nods. “And the right person is who? Dimitri?”

“He’ll destroy you,” Pockmark says. “Send you down the elevator so fast-”

Pockmark doesn’t get a chance to finish. Lucas clicks his fingers and the guy seems to disappear, his clothes falling to a heap to the floor. Then a second later, a large black beetle scurries from under the clothing and runs around the grimy wooden floor in a panic, turning this way and that.

Lucas walks over and steps on the beetle, crushing it under foot, the beetle cracking and squelching under Lucas’ two hundred dollar shoes. “Scarab beetles,” he says while looking at Scarhead. “I hated them in Egypt. Gave you a nasty bite.”

Scarface is visibly afraid now. There is even fear on his true demon face, which can’t help but reveal itself, a face that resembles a black skinned lizard goat with three eyes if you can imagine that. The demon’s yellow eyes are wide and twitchy. He is trying to teleport out of the club, but Lucas is preventing him from doing so by reaching into the lesser demon’s mind and blocking him. “Please,” Scarhead says. “Let me go.”

Lucas raises his hand and Scarhead lifts off the ground like an invisible rope is tugging him by the neck. Both hands go to his throat. He is having trouble breathing. “I must say,” Lucas says as he telekinetically holds the other demon up in midair, “you show a disappointing lack of balls. I hope your boss is more formidable. Speaking of which--” He lets the demon go and Scarhead drops to the ground, to his knees. “Why don’t you take me to him now. I’d like a chat with him.”

Scarhead chokes and coughs as he struggles to get his breath back, but nods at the same time. “Okay,” he says. “I’ll take you to see him.”

Lucas smiles. “Good,” he says, knowing full well that Scarhead will end up paying dearly over his decision to bring Lucas to Dimitri’s lair, wherever that may be. Not that Lucas cares. 

Scarhead will just be one less demon Lucas will have to kill himself.

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER FOUR

 

 

It should be explained that demons don’t really die. For all intents and purposes, in Hell, a demon can be all but destroyed. Their demon bodies can sustain great damage and still regenerate over time. When said bodies are obliterated however (as often happens), either by a weapon of some sort, or by dark magic, the bodies don’t regenerate. Instead, the remains of their filthy vessels go to a place known as the Body Shop. The Body Shop is essentially a humongous factory in one of Hell’s lower levels. Its purpose is to receive the souls of the destroyed demons and place those souls into another receptacle, which almost always is some disgusting lower form of life like a marsh slug or a filth worm or just plain sloppy slime. Effectively, it is a complete reset for the demon soul, a punishment of sorts for allowing themselves to be destroyed in the first place. The demon soul retains all of their memories and experiences in their consciousness while they slime their way through the Shit Marshes, siphoning up the bubbling excrement before adding to it themselves by shitting it straight out again. How long this goes on for is anybody’s guess. Although it is supposedly possible to crawl or slime or worm your way back to being a higher form of life again, no one knows of any soul who has actually managed this. So in effect, you are worse than dead.

When a demon is destroyed somehow while possessing a human host, the demon is “put on the elevator”, a euphemism for being sent back to Hell, whereupon they are processed in the Body Shop.

This is the fate that befalls Scarhead within seconds of him teleporting into Dimitri’s lair along with Lucas. The second Dimitri sees that Scarhead has brought a stranger to the lair, the inept minion explodes in a shower of blood and gore. Next stop for him, the Body Shop.

Lucas stands shaking his head, wiping at the blood and gore that has ruined his Italian wool suit. When he looks up at the demon responsible, he says, “Was that really necessary? This is a two thousand dollar suit.”

Dimitri is sitting in a huge wooden chair that is ornately crafted with engraved symbols and strange patterns that Lucas recognizes immediately as being Egyptian hieroglyphs. A fan of ancient Egypt then, Lucas thinks. Interesting.

Dimitri himself, or at least his human form, is in his late forties, slicked back dark hair and piercing blue eyes that likely never miss a trick. He is sitting topless, his large but not overly muscled body displaying a range of tattoos that cover most of the skin. His bottom half is clothed in a pair of leather pants and biker boots. Everything about him looks slick and slimy, like he is permanently coated all over in oil of some sort. “I have told all of my minions what the consequences would be if they ever gave away my safe house,” he says in a half Russian, half American accent. “That demon didn’t deserve to be my minion anyway. He deserves to writhe around in the filth pits of Hell for eternity.”

Minions? Lucas thinks. Someone has been watching too many bad B movies. “Still,” Lucas says, continuing in vain to try and get the blood from off his suit, at the same time aware that he was being surrounded by at least a dozen other demons. “You could have waited until later, at least until we had said hello to each other.”

Dimitri lounges in his chair like a bored king in his throne, staring intently at Lucas, obviously trying to work out what kind of demon he is now dealing with. “I sent those useless cockwrenches to collect from Jake at the Filthy Ecstasy club. How did one of them end up bringing you here?”

Lucas looks around at the dozen or so demons standing around him in a semi-circle like a pack of attack dogs waiting on the signal from their master Dimitri to move in and take down the intruder. Most of them are low level demons, Lucas sees, a few a bit higher up, but none he could call a threat. Except Dimitri, who seems as high level as Lucas initially thought he would be. Ignoring the stares of the demons around him, Lucas says, “I’m the new owner of the Filthy Ecstasy club. I came here hoping we could work out terms.”

Leaning forward in his throne slightly, Dimitri says, “And what would a demon like you want with a shit-hole like that?”

“I’m a business man, like yourself.”

“A business man?” Dimitri chuckles to himself. “A business man. By the sounds of it, you’ve been on Earth as long as me if you are calling yourself that. Did you ever think, when you were suffering in Hell, that you would end up on Earth as a businessman?”

Lucas cannot help but smile along with Dimitri. “No, I did not.”

Dimitri laughs. “Neither did I!” He gets up of his throne and takes hold of a sword that has been resting against the chair the whole time. Lucas notices that the sword is not one that was made on Earth, but in the forges of Hell. The long, serrated blade glows a pale crimson as soon as Dimitri takes hold of it. Lucas knows the sword was made to kill demons. Not all demons, but quite a lot of them. Whether it had the power to kill Lucas or not, he doesn’t know. Neither did he want to find out. He hasn’t come here for a fight, but to negotiate. Or rather, manipulate.

“However bizarre and unforeseen our situations here may be,” Lucas says, sensing the demons surrounding him edging uncomfortably closer. “We are nonetheless here. I find it wiser to follow the laws of the land here, don’t you?”

Dimitri nods as he paces slowly around in front of Lucas, occasionally twirling the sword he holds. “I do agree, yes. But what good is power if you don’t use it?” He points the sword at Lucas. “Are you telling me you don’t use your power in this world?”

“Of course I do. But I’m careful.”

“Careful of what?”

“Not to attract the wrong attention.”

“You are afraid of being dragged back to the pits of Hell again?”

“Something like that.”

Dimitri stares at Lucas, like he is trying to decide what to do about him. “I find you hard to read,” he says. “That disturbs me.”

“Like I said,” Lucas says. “I’m just a businessman.”

After staring long and hard at Lucas, Dimitri flashes a look at one of his minions.

Then it begins.

What Lucas has sensed coming from the second he entered the place.

It is an all out assault. Every demon bar Dimitri attacks Lucas en masse, from every side, including from above. 

Lucas teleports at the last second into the center of the place he is in, which appears to be some kind of warehouse.

He stands now with a dozen demons heading towards him, some running, some flying, others teleporting right up beside him.

The teleporters attack first, their full demon faces on display, talons and fangs bared, intending to rip Lucas apart, to force his demon spirit to evacuate the human body he possesses. Once his spirit becomes disembodied, they would no doubt trap it with dark magic and banish it straight to Hell. It is how demons deal with other demons.

Only Lucas does not intend to let that happen.

With a speed and power that shocks those attacking him, he decapitates four of the demons inside a split second.

While dodging balls of red energy being thrown at him by one of the higher level demons, he rips the spine right out of another demon, while at the same reaching into the minds of two others, forcing them to stop in their tracks like they have suddenly lost all of their ability to move even an inch.

As he rips the head off another two demons who try to attack him with knives forged in Hell, he takes one of the knives and throws it at the demon who is still hurling blasts of energy at him, energy which would instantly incinerate Lucas from the inside out.

The knife Lucas throws hits the energy hurling demon in the chest. The demon looks shocked until bright orange light bursts from his every orifice.

Enjoy the down elevator, Lucas thinks, just as he rips the hearts out of his last few attackers, their demon spirits abandoning their ruptured bodies in a trail of black smoke. 

He turns to look at the last two demons he is still holding in place with his mind. Lucas allows his head to fall to one side, then clicks his fingers. The two demons both explode in a burst of red which slaps wetly on to the smooth concrete floor. No black spirit escapes from either body. That’s because Lucas makes sure the demons get an immediate one way trip back to Hell. A little trick he picked up from a demon he helped once here on Earth. Handy if you want to make sure the demon you are putting down doesn’t come back for you some other time in a different body.

“You’re going to owe me for all these minions you just destroyed.” Dimitri is standing not far from Lucas, poking the charred remains of one of his demon lackeys with the sword he still holds in his hand.

Does this demon’s arrogance know no bounds? Lucas wonders, then thinks, Of course not, he’s a demon. “I could have done without all this,” he says. “This isn’t why I came here.”

“You said that already,” Dimitri says, walking to within a couple of feet of Lucas now. “But I needed to see it. I needed to know what I would be up against should we not come to any agreement.” Dimitri is circling Lucas now, twirling the sword as he moves.

“Come on, Dimitri. Just tell me how much you want.”

“That depends what for. What do you want…whatever your name is?”

“Lucas. Lucas Rameses.”

“Rameses. Like from ancient Egypt? That Rameses?”

“The same.”

“Well, you have been around for a while, haven’t you? Maybe even as long as me.”

“I couldn’t help but notice the chair you are sitting in. It belonged to King Rameses the second. My father, once.”

Dimitri stopped his circling and let the tip of his sword rest on the floor. “Shut up,” he says. “For real?”

“Yes. Not that I had much to with him back then. I recognize the chair though. Not his throne, but the chair he sat in in his war room.”

“No shit!” Dimitri seems delighted by this revelation. “I can’t believe that. I stole the chair from a private collector here in the city. A human. He told me the chair came from ancient Egypt, preserved in one of the pyramids. That’s all he knew.”

“Well,” Lucas says, nodding over to the chair. “You have yourself a powerful artifact there. My father made battle plans for many wars sitting in that chair.”

“No shit!” Dimitri laughs again, obviously pleased to know that he is sitting in the chair once occupied by one of the ancient world’s greatest leaders.

Lucas wonders what Dimitri would do if he knew Lucas was actually lying. If he knew the chair did not in fact belong to King Rameses II at all, and that Lucas had no idea where it came from or who owned it.

Lucas guesses Dimitri would not be happy if he found that out.

But that isn’t going to happen. As powerful a demon as Dimitri is, he has no idea that he has fallen victim to Lucas’ dark charisma, a gift partially passed on to Lucas by his father, King Rameses II (he wasn’t lying about that), but made stronger by the dark arts found in the ancient city of Memphes. Arts found nowhere else before or since, and for which Lucas betrayed many and spilled much blood to acquire.

Of course, Lucas could try to destroy Dimitri instead of bargaining with him. He could probably destroy the other demon, but Lucas has no idea if Dimitri is in league with any other demons or not. If Dimitri is, those he knew will look for him, causing more trouble for Lucas, who is still trying to keep a low profile in this city. Easier just to pay Dimitri off. Besides which, Lucas needs eyes and ears in this new city, just like he always does in every city he has ever been in. Dimitri will no doubt prove useful in that way.

He says to Dimitri, “I’ll give you double what Jake was giving you every month. That’s ten grand a month. We both know money is power here in this world.”

“Yes it is,” Dimitri says. “And you seem to have a lot of it, Lucas Rameses.”

“Like I said-”

“Yes, yes. You’re just a business man right? Like me?”

Lucas nods. “We’re not in Hell anymore.”

“No, we are not. A day never goes by for which I am not eternally grateful for that.”

“Then you know neither of us need the heat from the Hellwrathians. I’m sure you haven’t avoided them this long by being stupid.”

“Stupid?” Dimitri walks right up to Lucas, looks him straight in the eye. “Far from it. One hundred years into my second tour here.”

“More than me. Forty years ago I got here.”

Dimitri smiles like he suddenly feels superior to Lucas, which is exactly how Lucas wants him to feel. “Alright, Lucas Rameses. Why don’t we settle on fifteen grand a month, considering you put most of my minions on the down elevator.”

Lucas smiles inwardly. He was prepared to go as high as twenty grand if it meant keeping Dimitri on his side. Fifteen would do. “You have a deal,” he says. “But I arrange to have the money taken to you each month. I don’t want your goons coming around my club and scaring the humans.”

Dimitri stares hard for a moment. “Fine,” he says eventually. “Though I may visit you myself from time to time. You interest me, Lucas Rameses. I’ll bet we have a lot in common, you and I.”

I sincerely doubt that, Lucas thinks, but smiles. “I have no doubt we do. Just remember the terms of our agreement and we can both share in a profitable arrangement.”

Dimitri’s eyes flash a deep orange color for a second, his instinct obviously to continue the power struggle, but something quells his instinct and he merely smiles and nods. “Of course.”

Lucas smiles back one final time and then teleports out of Dimitri’s lair.

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER FIVE

 

 

Right from an early age, Lucas was fascinated and strangely drawn to the dark arts. While his eight brothers spent most of their time trying to be great warriors and learning to be leaders so they could one day become Pharaoh after their father, Lucas spent most of his time studying the ancient texts and scrolls locked up in the palace vaults and great libraries, texts that documented the history of the world, strategies for war and battle and the many philosophies that went to back it all up. The knowledge in the books--the books themselves--drew him in, fascinated him by the world of ideas and imagination they ignited in him.

The palace contained many books related to the dark arts of the time. It was a different world back then and the supernatural forces of the universe had not yet been trampled down and forced into the darkness by those who were either afraid of them, or wished to keep them secret so they could avail of such power for themselves in order to rule over the masses, as is the case in the modern world today.

Back in ancient Egypt, magical arts were widely practiced and many supernatural forces--characterized as gods and other figures in the hieroglyphics--were regularly tapped into by those that knew how. Every king in ancient Egypt had their own master of the dark arts to help them keep their reign and be successful in their duties as kings and leaders.

King Rameses II, Lucas’ father, had his own practitioner of the dark arts. A mysterious man called Eppin Ho Tepp, who spoke to no one but the King. Eppin Ho Tepp lived in the very lower levels of the palace—the catacombs--and was rarely seen by anyone. Those who did catch a glimpse of him reported only seeing a tall hooded figure who seemed to blend with the shadows of the great hallways as he glided by.

When Lucas read all the books on the dark arts he could find, he decided to seek out his father’s dark adviser. The books in the palace libraries were not enough to satisfy his curiosity or quell his insatiable thirst for knowledge, so Lucas thought Eppin Ho Tepp might be a new source of knowledge for him. He went to Ho Tepp’s quarters in the lower reaches of the palace, which were dark and mostly unused. Certainly no one lived on the lower levels. Except Ho Tepp. Barely sixteen years old at the time, Lucas felt deeply frightened as he wandered around the labyrinthine hallways of the dark lower palace, jumping at every strange sound he heard, trying not to drop the torch he held out in front of him like a weapon in case he encountered anything dangerous or unearthly down there.

Eventually, the young Lucas made it to the lowest level of the palace, a damp and squalid place that was hard to even breathe in, a place that was just passageways and great openings with nothing in them except sand and rock. Who would want to live down here? he thought at the time. Only vermin could live in such a place.

Ho Tepp found Lucas before Lucas found him. The sorcerer appeared in front of Lucas out of the darkness--a hooded figure as everyone had described, his face covered by deep and strangely moving shadows--causing Lucas to cry out in shock and drop his torch. When he picked up the torch again with shaking hands, he held it out in front of him, expecting to see the hooded figure of Eppa Ho Tepp standing before him, but there was no one there. It was like his fearful mind had somehow conjured the figure out of the shadows by itself.

But then he noticed the book on the rough stone floor. A thick book, bound in a dark leather cover, strange symbols and designs imprinted into the leather itself. When Lucas finally bent down to open the book, he realized most of what was written in it was written in a very ancient language, but one which Lucas could understand thanks to his studies in the library. Written across the front of the book in embossed blood red lettering were the words, “Book Of Universal Darkness”. Even through all his fear, he couldn’t help but smile when he discovered the book contained information on aspects of the dark arts that he had never come across before, even giving spells and incantations that he had no idea even existed, even with all his prior studies. 

Picking up the book, Lucas ran back to his quarters in the palace and locked himself in there for the next two days so he could study the book that he assumed Eppin Ho Tepp had left for him. Perhaps Ho Tepp sensed his potential as a dark practitioner, Lucas didn’t know. Though he couldn’t help but get excited by the thought that such a master of the dark arts would take an interest in him, and he soon entertained notions of becoming Ho Tepp’s apprentice.

As it happened, his notions were misplaced. After studying the book for two whole days, Lucas decided to try out some of the spells he found there. He tried conjuring an entity from the spirit world first, something he thought would be easy and fairly low risk for his first foray into conjuration.

He excitedly gathered together the things he needed to make the spell work and put them together in the way the book described. Then he recited the spell to conjure the spirit. His grin of excitement never left his face as he composed the spell, his pride at finally getting a chance to practice some real dark magic blinding him to the danger of what he was doing. By the time he realized, it was too late.

He managed to conjure the spirit alright, but the spirit was far from being the benevolent one he thought it would be. The entity materialized in a cloud of dark smoke, accompanied by a great wind and a horrendous screeching sound that penetrated even the thick stone walls of the palace, its unearthly screams and wails echoing from room to room like a nightmare made manifest. Even the King heard it.

Once released, the spirit went on a rampage around the palace, surrounding people in its dark cloak of energy and causing them to melt instantly like candles under a great heat. The evil spirit killed many servants in this way, and also two of Lucas’ brothers who tried to stop the thing. It took Eppa Ho Tepp to finally bring the spirit into heel so he could send it back where it came from.

Lucas was banished from the palace and his family after that. King Rameses II said he did not want any son of his practicing the dark arts, so it was better for him to have no son at all than risk any more incidents in the palace or elsewhere.

Lucas was turned out into the streets of Memphes with nothing but the clothes on his back.

He never saw his brothers again after that, and his father only once.

Though he did encounter Eppa Ho Tepp again. Twice actually, the first time being one night while sleeping in a alleyway a few days after his banishment. Lucas awoke to find the hooded figure of Ho Tepp standing over him. Startled and full of fear, Lucas nonetheless recognized Ho Tepp straight away. “What do you want?” he asked the dark sorcerer. “Why did you give me that book? I am without a family or home now.” Despite his fear, he was also angry.

Ho Tepp stared down at him, only two pale blue eyes visible in the darkness of his hood. It was enough. When he spoke, he did so in a whisper. “I gave you what your heart desired.”

“I did not desire to kill my brothers!”

“I think you did, but that is not your true desire. Your true desire is to know the darkness, to use its power.”

Lucas could only stare back. Ho Tepp was right on both fronts. Deep down, he did want his brothers dead.

He also wanted to master the dark arts. At any cost.

Ho Tepp produced a book from out of his cloak and handed it to Lucas. It was the same book as before. The Book Of Universal Darkness. “Your heart’s desire lies in that book.”

Lucas was about to ask what that meant when Ho Tepp suddenly vanished into the night, leaving only a gust of wind behind him.

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER SIX

 

 

Over the next couple of weeks, Lucas puts his efforts into firmly establishing himself in Mercy City. The renovations on the club are done within the week thanks to the bonuses he promises the builders for completing their work on time. The Filthy Ecstasy club soon becomes the Demon Ecstasy club. A little obvious maybe, but Lucas renames the club because he likes the irony of it. Plus, the club needed a name change. Demon Ecstasy club is as good as any. As well as the interior overhaul, Lucas also cuts more than fifty percent of the original staff, hiring in his own staff with the help of Janice, who is now the manager of the club and loving it. Lucas even hires a few werewolves to do security. They don’t mind working for a demon as long as the money is right, and werewolves make good attack dogs when needed.

Outside of the club, Lucas has been subtly extending his influence throughout the streets of the city. He spends many days going around recruiting spies and paying people to be his eyes and ears around the city. Most of the people he approaches agree to work for him after he reaches into their minds and makes them compliant through some gentle persuasion. He also promises to pay them well for their information, giving each recruit five hundred dollars from the get go. No one he offers the money to turns it down.

Lucas approaches both humans and non-humans to be his spies. Eventually, when he secures himself against his mortal enemy Grand Duke Leonard, Lucas will expand his business interests in the human arena, so he will need information on the humans he inevitably will do business with. As for the non-human recruits, he needs them to firstly wire him off about any Hellwrathian activity in the area, or any activity related to Leonard and the Grand Duke’s personal guards, who were always on the hunt for Lucas. The spies will also feed him whatever information he needs on other non-humans.

He sits now in his newly renovated office upstairs in the Demon Ecstasy club, standing by the wide plate glass window, looking down at the busy activity below. There are now three stages in the club, one larger center stage and a smaller stage either side. The center stage is reserved for only the most special of girls, a few of whom are non-human girls that he hired in. Like the girl on stage now, mesmerizing the crowd with her act. The girl is tall, dark haired, finely built. She is also a vampire. On stage now, she is draining the blood from a chicken, allowing the crimson fluid to drip down her succulent body, baring her fangs at the crowd of men who stand transfixed in a state of wanton desire. The men in the crowd (most of them anyway) think they are just watching an act. A few know better. Regardless, everyone is turned on and entertained and happy. That’s all Lucas cares about.

Smiling, Lucas goes and sits down on the brand new red leather couch in his office. He takes out his phone and dials a number that one of his newly hired contacts gave him earlier that day. It is the fourth time he has called the number in the last twenty minutes, getting no answer the first three times. Then, on the fourth attempt, the person he has been trying to call picks up. 

“Whoever this is, it better be fucking good to ring me four times in a row.”

“Frank Swanson?” Lucas asks.

“Who wants to know?”

“You’re a hard man to track down, Frank.”

“Who is this?”

“Someone in need of your particular skill set.”

“Oh yeah? What skill set would that be then?”

“I have a bit of a demon problem. I’m told you’re the best man to sort that out.”

There is a snorting sound down the phone, then silence.

“You still there, Frank?” 

“Tell me where to meet you,” Frank says finally.

 

It has come to Lucas’ attention that a group of demons in the city have a certain item that Lucas needs. The very item in fact, that brought him to Mercy City in the first place. Said demons are currently conducting soul-stealing rituals on humans around the city. The demons kidnap an unsuspecting human, perform the ritual to steal the human’s soul and then release the human again. The human has no real memory of what happened to them, but pretty soon, having no soul has a bad effect on them. Inevitably they become violent--murderously so--and they take their violent urges out on other innocent humans. Lucas knows of at least three incidents involving such humans who killed a few people when their violent urges got the better of them. The death toll was not that high, but Lucas knows it will only be a matter of time before there is a full blown massacre, and then the human authorities will start to get worried. What is worse for the humans involved in the rituals is that once they die, they go straight to Hell. To say they will be in for a shock after they die would be understating it. Suddenly finding yourself in a terrifying place like Hell is just something you never get over, no matter how long you spend there.

The ritual being used by the demon gang is a rare one. Some high level demons have the ability to steal souls by their own power alone. Lucas is one of them, a skill he learned in Hell not long before he vacated the premises. If a demon does not have the power to steal the soul themselves, then they must perform the ritual, and to do the ritual, you have to use certain items that are hard, if not nearly impossible to come by on Earth. Quite a few of the items involved--black energy from the Great Adversary, for instance--have to be shipped in straight from Hell. Smuggling such contraband out of Hell is not easy unless you have the authority to bypass the stringent security surrounding the doorways and portals leading to Earth. A demon would have to be very high level to do that, which is why Lucas is thinking that there is a high level demon behind the stealing of all these human souls. Exactly who, he doesn’t know yet.

The only thing he is really concerned about is the one item he knows is required for the soul stealing ritual to work. The item Lucas wants so badly, the item he has been searching high and low for over the last two hundred years. And yet somehow, a gang of scumbag demons has gone and gotten their infernal hands on it.

Lucas is perplexed by the whole matter. His first instinct is to hit the demon gang and steal what he wants so badly. But then he thinks that would be a bad idea, especially if the gang is working for someone higher up than them, which is highly likely the case. So he has to come up with another solution, which is to get someone else to do the job for him, someone who would not arouse too much suspicion.

The best person he could think off for such a job, the only one capable of it, is a Watcher. Ironic that Watchers are the bane in most demons’ lives on Earth. Watchers are Nephilim, half angel, half human. It is the job of the Watchers to police the supernatural world, to ensure the non-humans follow the human laws, which of course, they never do, which usually leads to the death of the non-human. Watchers are like the Judge Dredds of the supernatural underworld--judge, jury and executioner all rolled into one.

Lucas did some digging around the city and one name kept cropping up more than any other.

Frank Swanson.

Frank was well known in the supernatural underworld of the city. Very good at his job, most said. Not to be messed with, all of them said.

He sounded like the man Lucas needed.

And now, Frank Swanson is sitting at the bar downstairs in the club.

Lucas stands by the window in his office, looking down at the surprisingly unassuming guy at the bar. Average height and build, dark hair that needed cutting, clothes that probably needed throwing out years ago. Frank Swanson looks more like a down at heel drunk than a Watcher with a big reputation for being scary and dangerous. In fact, the only thing that seems scary about Frank Swanson is the amount of whiskey he is currently necking, which only backs up what Lucas is now thinking. The man is a burnout. Perhaps not right for the job after all.

Then Lucas sees Frank turn to the two city finance guys at the bar beside him. Words are exchanged, then Frank knocks one of them out cold with a single punch, done with a speed that surprises Lucas and makes him smile. He watches as Frank grabs the other guy by the tie and headbutts him. The city guy crashes to the floor beside his buddy, both now unconscious. Lucas heads downstairs when he sees the bouncers move in towards the Watcher.

 

It takes a bit persuading before Frank agrees to join Lucas upstairs in the office. The promise of whiskey finally changes Frank’s mind.

“Take a seat,” Lucas says, gesturing to the red couch. “My name is Lucas, by the way.”

Frank stands over by the window, ignoring Lucas’ offer to sit down. “You got that drink there...Lucas?”

“Sure.” Lucas pulls a bottle of whiskey out of a drawer in his new antique oak desk, along with two glasses. He pours a sizable amount into each glass and hands one to Frank, who smells the whiskey in his glass.

“Expensive,” Frank says before sampling the whiskey, then he nods. “Very nice indeed.”

Lucas smiles at Frank, unsure of what to make of the Watcher. On the surface, Frank seems the abrasive type, used to rubbing people up the wrong way, no doubt. Lucas imagines Frank gets into a lot of arguments with people, but he also can see how others would take Frank the wrong way. Underneath the blunt antisocial behavior, there seems to be a decent man. Time will tell, Lucas thinks, and joins Frank by the window.

 “This a nice set-up you have here,” Frank says. “Who’d you kill to get it, the guy whose meat suit you’re wearing?”

Lucas shakes his head at Frank’s bluntness. “You certainly live up to your reputation, Frank.”

“Yeah, what reputation would that be?”

“Of a man who cuts through the crap, who gets the job done.” Lucas focuses on Frank. “I’m hoping you live up to that second one.”

“You’re hoping I can sort out this ‘demon problem’ you’re having, you mean.”

“Indeed I am.”

“Let me ask you this. If you have a demon problem, why can’t you sort it out yourself? I mean, you’re a demon after all.”

“It’s not that simple. I can’t really be seen interfering with the work of other demons.”

Frank laughs to himself. “Why not?”

“You might find this hard to believe, but I call this world home now. I spent long enough in Hell to know I’d rather be here.” Might as well be honest with the man. Frank doesn’t strike Lucas as the type to tolerate bullshit. 

“So what, you expect me to help protect your cushy number, is that it? No thanks.” Frank downs the rest of his drink, is about to put his glass on the desk when Lucas steps in his way. Frank stares at Lucas and Lucas can see the violent intent build in his eyes.

Lucas does not want to antagonize the Watcher. He can’t afford to, especially since he can’t just reach into the man’s mind and gently persuade him to do his bidding. Watchers tend to be immune to that sort of thing, unless you go hard on them, risking brain damage, which would kind of defeat the point of bringing him here in the first place. So Lucas raises his hands and gives Frank a slight smile. “Relax. This isn’t just about me. The problem I have concerns the safety of the whole city. Why do you think I called you?”

Frank walks around the demon and pours himself another drink before planting himself down on the couch. “Okay. You have my full attention. Tell me what’s going on.”

Lucas nods, puts his hands in his pants pockets while he stands over by the window, surveying the busy club below. “There’s a gang of demons running around the city at the moment, deliberately causing havoc, taking over businesses, killing people.”

“What’s new? Isn’t that what you demons do anyway?”

“Not exactly, Frank. You know as well as I do that we mostly influence. Anything beyond that and your kind—Nephilim—step in. Most of the demons on Earth stick to that rule.”

“Well, it sure doesn’t seem like it sometimes,” Frank says. “We’re never done trying to keep the monsters here in line.”

“Nonetheless, the gang that I’m talking about is dangerous. They’re only just getting started on their mission to upset the balance. Someone is leading them, organizing them. I’d like for you to find out who that is, Frank.”

“So you want me to hunt down the leader of this gang, is that it?”

“Yes.”

“And then what? I send whoever it is back to Hell?”

“Yes.”

“What’s your real interest in this? And don’t give me that Earth is great crap you gave me a minute ago.”

A tight smile crosses Lucas’ face. “I wasn’t lying about that, you know. You ever been to Hell, Frank?”

Frank goes quiet for a minute, then says, “No.” 

“Well, if you had, you’d know where I’m coming from. Being a demon in Hell doesn’t make it much easier either.”

Frank just nods, drinks his whiskey.

“I know about your Watcher friend,” Lucas says. “The woman. Rachel, is it?” Lucas got his information from another demon. It is his understanding that no one else knows of what happened, since Lucas never heard the incident mentioned by anyone else. The demon he spoke to only knew because the woman in question was as well known as Frank. People thought she had been murdered, or just disappeared after the body of her husband had been found dead in their home, the husband who was also Frank’s brother. Frank and this Rachel had something of a relationship going on, until Frank got himself killed and this Rachel sold her soul to bring him back. It is a tangled web that humans weave sometimes. Not that Lucas intends to mention any of this to Frank. He can see the Watcher is wound up enough by the mere mention of his former lover’s name. Indeed, Frank has jumped to his feet, looking like he is about to attack Lucas, which would be a mistake, but Lucas has a feeling Frank doesn’t care.

After a tense few seconds, Lucas raises his hands. “Listen, I only bring that up because these demons I’ve been talking about are going around stealing souls. There are people walking around out there with no soul, and they don’t even know it. When they die they’ll go straight to Hell, Frank.”

Frank shakes his head and sits back down, seemingly calm again. “How long has this been going on? How many souls have they stolen?”

“It’s not that easy to steal a soul. Only top level demons can do it without a ritual first. These demons are using the ritual. My sources tell me they’ve only done it a few times so far, mainly because the ritual itself is fairly complicated and requires some very specific items to work. Getting those items can take a while, but now the gang has apparently found a way to quicken the process. The amount of souls they steal will increase exponentially.”

“What exactly happens to a person when they lose their soul like that?”

“They lose their humanity, of course. Turn into unfeeling, selfish, not to mention dangerous beings. It’s easy to do bad things when you have no soul, Frank.”

Frank gives Lucas a tight smile. “So what’s the purpose here with these guys? They steal the souls. Then what?”

Lucas steps towards Frank. “Maybe I wasn’t clear. A person with no soul is a ticking time bomb. Enough people out there like that and this city will implode. Imagine the death and destruction just one determined individual could do. That’s their plan, Frank, to make this city self-destruct so they can come in and rule over it.”

“You seem to know a lot about this.”

“I just know how demons think. So should you, by now.”

Frank smirks and nods. “You’re so right.” He gets up to refill his glass. “Where’d you even get my number?”

“I have resources,” Lucas says. “Although I have to say you really don’t like being found, do you? I’m told you live in a cabin in the mountains, is that right?”

“Yeah.” Frank walks back to the couch, his glass full once more. “I’m not really a people person as you might be able to tell.”

Lucas refrains from smiling too much at that and sits down at his desk. “I’m glad I called you and no one else.”

“That’s very sweet of you.”

Lucas laughs. He is beginning to like Frank, even if Frank is a Watcher. “So what do you say, Frank? You want to help me redress the power balance in this city?”

Frank sits in silence for a few moments while he drinks his whiskey. Lucas watches him, almost seeing the gears grind in the Watcher’s head. Despite Frank’s hesitation, Lucas knows he has him. “Alright,” Frank says after his glass is empty again. “Tell me everything you know.”

Lucas smiles, then begins to tell Frank everything he knows about the demon gang currently terrorizing the city, neglecting to to mention the real reason he called Frank in the first place.

Time enough for that, he thinks.

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER SEVEN

 

 

After Lucas was banished from the palace of his father, King Rameses II, and after he was given the Book Of Universal Darkness by Eppa Ho Tepp, Lucas took himself off into one of the mountain ranges that ran alongside the mighty Nile river. In the mountains he found himself a cave, and there he stayed for the next few months, spending nearly all of his time there studying the great book of dark magic in his possession. He barely ate except for whatever animal he remembered to hunt down in the mountains, which was usually a rabbit or whatever bird was unlucky enough to land around the entrance to his cave. 

Those meals were few and far between however. Lucas was just too focused on learning the secrets contained within the Book Of Universal Darkness to worry about eating. He collected rain water, what there was of it, inside a hollowed stone that he left outside the cave. He gathered enough to keep his system functioning.

His brain was much too occupied to even notice the thirst and hunger anyway. A different kind of thirst and hunger had overtaken him, the thirst for knowledge and the hunger for power.

Ho Tepp had been right. The book did contain Lucas’ heart’s desire. More than anything, he wanted power and control, over himself and over his environment and the people in it. That’s what spawned his fascination with the dark arts, he realized. They were just a way to achieve what he wanted.

Being the youngest of ten brothers, the other nine of whom were overachieving born leaders who could do no wrong in the eyes of their father, the great King Rameses II, leader and ruler of the greatest civilization on Earth, Lucas always found himself neglected in comparison. The brothers had a great inspiration, and a great teacher, when their father could devote the time to his sons. However, he rarely devoted any of that precious time to Lucas, his youngest son. It often vexed Lucas as to why this was. Why did his father insist on putting his other sons above Lucas? 

Lucas could never come up with a satisfactory answer to that question. He would have asked his mother, but she died giving birth to him. Maybe that was why his father couldn’t bring himself to truly count Lucas as one of his precious sons. He seemed to respect his many mistresses more than he did Lucas.

After some years, Lucas learned to bury his resentment and live with the fact that he would never be accepted as much as his other brothers. So Lucas turned to other things, like books and the quest for knowledge and power. If he couldn’t earn his father’s respect in the normal ways, he would do so by rising up so high that his father would be forced to stop and look, to acknowledge the son he had so callously disregarded as being the person who killed his beloved wife and queen, even though his father had taken many other wives since.

As Lucas dwelled in his cave, practicing the magic in the book over and over and over until it felt like he owned it--until it felt like the magic itself was a part of him--it eventually came to be that he no longer needed that old resentment towards his family to drive him.

The power he was teaching himself to wield with expert skill was reason enough for him to continue with his self-transformation. The power itself was delicious, an elixir for everything that once ailed him. It allowed him to transcend who he once was, and become who he needed to be.

When he finally walked out of that cave and headed back to the city again, Lucas did so feeling like Prometheus walking out of the ashes.

 

Lucas’ rise to power over the next several years was rapid and undeniable. He created an empire within an empire, his empire existing below the surface of the one his father, the king, ruled over. Thanks to his newfound power gained through the dark secrets of the Book Of Universal Darkness, Lucas’ influence spread everywhere, spanning nearly the entire Continent. He created a giant spider web, with himself at the center, the secretive and very dangerous spider, ruling over a network of puppets that he controlled in one way or another. Lucas had people in every political, financial and military institution in ancient Egypt.

And yet, hardly any of those people knew who they were really working for.

Lucas kept everything need to know. He ruled his empire from the shadows. At one time, he would have thought this unthinkable, to have so much power and influence and to not flaunt it to high heaven, rubbing his father’s and brothers’ noses in it. Too childish though. Lucas went into that cave in the mountains as a resentful, vindictive boy, and emerged as a man who now had a completely different mission in life.

That mission, as it turned out, was to simply use and multiply the power that he had inside him now. Nothing else mattered except to grow his power and influence, which he did, with a guile and brilliance that even he never predicted was possible.

It was inevitable that Eppa Ho Tepp would return to speak with Lucas after their second meeting in the alley, when Ho Tepp had set Lucas off in his journey by giving him the book.

“You have shown a great aptitude for the dark arts,” Ho Tepp said as he stood at the foot of Lucas’ bed one night. “You wield your power with skill, and without much ego, it seems.”

Lucas sat up in bed and stared at the hooded figure at the foot of his bed. The girl in bed with him never stirred as he spoke quietly. “I have you to thank,” he said. “You saw something in me. What? What did you see, Ho Tepp?” It was a question that burned Lucas’ brain from time to time after Ho Tepp had first given him the book. Eventually, Lucas just assumed that the master had recognized a fellow seeker in the dark, that perhaps the old master had felt some sort of kinship with Lucas. As it turned out, the reason Ho Tepp had taken an interest in Lucas had nothing to do with those things.

“It was Isis,” Ho Tepp told him. “She asked me to steer you on to the right path.”

Lucas frowned and sat up in bed. “Isis? What interest would a god like Isis have in me?”

“That is for you to find out.”

“She told you nothing?”

“She has been known to take an interest in some mortals. You should feel privileged that such a god would look upon you.”

Lucas did feel privileged, and confused and excited and a whole host of other emotions that he could barely process. Isis was one of the great goddesses of Egypt. She was the wife of Osiris himself. What possible interest could she have had in Lucas?

Lucas was about to ask that question of Ho Tepp, but when he next looked, Ho Tepp was gone.

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER EIGHT

 

 

Lucas is in his suite, on the big king-sized bed with the red silk sheets, his head in between the legs of Janice, his now club manager. Janice is lying on her back on the bed, naked, her tanned body writhing in ecstasy while she makes low moaning sounds from the back of her throat, a sound that never fails to excite Lucas as he pushes his tongue deep inside her, fluid running back into his mouth, of which he loves the taste.

In general, humans tend to disgust most demons. The smell of a human most of all will usually sicken a demon and make them want to destroy the human just to kill the smell, a smell which is made up of mostly fear. Humans don’t even realize how much fear they omit from moment to moment, even the ones who look fearless. But no human is fearless. That’s how they were made, to be slaves to their emotions, and right from their inception, fear became the dominant emotion.

This is partly due to the influence of the Great Adversary, the very source of all evil in the universe, and with whom only the King of Hell has a direct connection. It was Lucifer, a long time ago, who infected Adam and Eve with the darkness of the Adversary, and that influence has spread and corrupted ever since, to the point where every human on planet Earth is effected by it, and always will be.

Demons have no such fear, nor any real emotions either, which is why they tend to find them so abhorrent on humans. Emotions only serve to remind demons of who humans really are--sickening creatures at the bottom of the universal food chain.

Lucas once thought the same after he escaped from Hell to Earth. He instinctively despised them as he did the damned souls who resided in Hell.

But then he started fucking the human women. After that, his perceptions of humans began to change. There was something about being conjoined with a human woman that was not only pleasurable (real pleasure, unlike the painful and torturous kind of pleasure to be found in Hell), but also heavenly in a way. Every time he fucks a human woman, Lucas feels a light of sorts penetrate into him. If he still had a soul, he would say the light touches his soul, but since he doesn’t have a soul anymore, he knows that is not possible. Yet that is what it feels like to him. A light, illuminating the core of his being, reminding him of who he once was, of how human he used to be himself. It makes despising the humans harder, because like or not, he has come to understand and even sympathize with them. Some, he even admires and respects, though those are few and far between.

He feels the light now as he continues to work his tongue inside of Janice’s glorious pussy, a pussy he finds to be simply sublime in its taste and feel, its softness, its silkiness. He could taste it forever and never be bored by it.

“Fuck me,” Janice says, pulling his head up from in between her legs, almost snarling as her whiskey brown eyes, full of pure animal lust, bore into him. She is gone, completely taken over by the feelings that grip her. Possessed you might say.

Lucas has fucked thousands of human women, and that was while he was human himself and still living in ancient Egypt. His desire for the pleasures of the flesh started early, when he was just a kid. It had always been a weakness of his, and later in life, just another way to get what he wanted, although he still reveled in the act itself. When he became a master of the dark arts, so too did he become a master of the flesh arts. The power he gained from his ceaseless studies allows him to pleasure women in ways that those women could not even conceive of until he shows them.

Like Janice. Since fucking her for the first time, she has come to him several times a day since, like an addict showing up for her fix. It is useful to have such an affect on people. It makes them easier to control, to manipulate. Even men. Lucas never shied away from using his skills on the same sex if it meant getting what he wanted from the other person. If anything, the men are usually more pliable afterwards than the women. It is the men who are the weaker sex, at least their minds anyway.

With Janice however, he has no need to exert such control on her, for she gives herself of her own accord. And why wouldn’t she? He has raised her station in life by making her manager of the club, he treats her with respect, even has a good deal of genuine affection for her. Janice is a strong woman and Lucas has always admired strong women, not the least of which was the great immortal herself, Isis. He tried to think little of her these days though, not after what she did.

Lucas slides his cock inside of Janice and she cries out loudly. As he begins to thrust rhythmically in and out of her, Lucas reaches into her at the same time with his mind and causes every molecule in her body to begin to vibrate simultaneously. Janice’s face contorts with the impossible pleasure coursing through every fiber of her lithe body. She has no rational idea of what’s happening, of course. Neither does she care. She just wants it all to go on forever, the vibrating, Lucas’ cock plunging hard into her willing pussy. When the orgasms start, they don’t stop. Her moaning turns to screaming soon after, hitting an ear piercing crescendo after Lucas makes himself come.

There is only so much pleasure a woman can take. He learned that in his early days after returning to Earth when he left a few different women in a perpetual state of ecstasy. They literally couldn’t come down off it, right up to when they took their dying breath after lying for days writhing and moaning as if they were still being fucked. Lucas thought there was worse ways to go, but he refrained from overdoing it since then.

“Oh fuck!” Janice is gasping while Lucas lies on his side next to her, pleased that he could be of service. He has learned the curious pleasure to be gained from giving of oneself to others. He doesn’t make a habit of it under normal circumstances, but when it comes to sex, he gives of himself freely.

“You are a beautiful woman,” Lucas says, admiring Janice’s curvaceous form.

Janice rolls on to her side and puts a warm hand to his face. “And you, Lucas Rameses, are a beautiful man.”

If only you knew, Lucas thinks.

“Sorry to be a spoil sport,” he says, getting up. “But we have a club to run.”

Janice sighs, but doesn’t move from the bed. “You’re right.”

“You might want to get up then.”

“You’re a real slave driver, you know that?” There is a lazy smile on her face when she says it.

“Believe me,” Lucas says, buttoning up his shirt. “I have known plenty of slave drivers in my time, and I am not one of them.”

“Of course not honey.” Janice gets up and begins to get dressed into her black skirt suit. “But in your time? Really? You couldn’t be more than twenty-five. You make me feel like a cradle snatcher.”

Lucas smiles. “You’re not even forty years old yet. You are still a young woman.”

Janice’s almost dopey smile broadens. “You really know how to flatter a girl, don’t you?”

“I try my best.”

“Well,” Janice says, beside him now, rubbing his still semi-erect cock through his pants. “Your best is good enough for me.”

 

 

Not long after Janice has left his suite to go back to work in the club, Lucas gets a disturbing phone call from one of his newly made demon contacts in the city, a low level demon who works in one of the city’s blood dens, a place where demons could go to get high on a mixture of human blood and various drugs. “You asked me to call if I heard anything,” the demon contact says, whose name if Lucas remembers correctly, is Wade.

“Go on,” Lucas says, sitting down at his desk, fully dressed now in a tailored dark gray suit without a tie.

“A couple of demons came sniffing around the blood den,” Wade says, his voice low like he is somewhere he doesn’t want to be overheard. “Weird guys. Hairless, both looked exactly the same. Like twins.”

Or clones, Lucas thinks as he tenses up slightly and stares straight ahead at the wall. This isn’t a phone call he was expecting to get for another while yet. “What did they say?”

“Asked about a demon called Lucas.”

“What did you say?” Lucas is trying to keep his voice level, but the thoughts of having to run again so soon deeply unsettles him.

“Not a thing. They spoke to my boss, not to me. My boss says he never heard of you.”

“Then what?”

“They tortured him. He didn’t know nothing, though.”

Lucas is only half relieved. Leonard’s lackeys did not know his exact location yet, but they still somehow know that he is in the city somewhere. “Alright. Let me know if you learn anything more.”

“Sure. My fee just doubled though.”

Lucas squeezes the phone tighter. “Just keep me informed.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER NINE

 

 

After his visit from Ho Tepp that night, Lucas never saw the dark master again. In fact, there was word of Ho Tepp’s death not long after, although Lucas knew instantly the news of Ho Tepp’s death was untrue. Such a master practitioner of the dark arts can never die, at least not that soon. For whatever reason, Ho Tepp must have wanted to disappear for a while, perhaps become someone else. Who knew?

Lucas was too busy to care anyway. He was too busy tending to the massive intelligence network that he had built, a network that stretched to every corner of the known world at that time. Lucas was feared by the leaders of the world, even though those leaders did not know who he really was. They feared the persona of a secretive and dangerous man that Lucas had carefully leaked to the world. It would have been too dangerous for him to take direct credit for everything he had built. It would only be a matter of time before he became the worlds most hunted man. He would either end up dead, or in the forced employ of some unscrupulous and despicable leader. His own father was actively searching for the man behind all the power, anxious to recruit the cult figure known as the Dark Gatherer. King Rameses II wanted such a powerful figure at his side, perhaps to replace Ho Tepp. Though even if Ho Tepp still served the King, the King would still want the other most powerful man in the kingdom. Lucas’ father was greedy like that.

Lucas vowed never to end up by his father’s side though, not in any capacity, and certainly not as his father’s son. It was enough for Lucas to know that he now had the power to topple empires if he so wished, including that of King Rameses II. Lucas had no interest in bringing any empire to its knees, not unless he had to anyway. Sure, he used his power to influence all the time, but only to keep things balanced. If he thought a certain powerful individual or organization was over stepping their mark, disrupting the delicate balance of things, Lucas would set things in motion to have that individual or organization warned to stand down. If the warning was ignored, those in question would be quietly removed from their positions of power and replaced by someone or something that Lucas had better control over. Sometimes the offending person or persons were paid off. Most took the bribes to walk away. Those who didn’t were blackmailed into walking away, which was easy as Lucas knew every dirty little secret there was to know. On the rare occasion that blackmail didn’t work, threats of force were made, usually to the person’s family. It was a rare occasion when Lucas was forced to kill anyone, but he had done so. For the greater good, and to keep the grand scheme of things in balance, however precarious that balance often was.

Lucas was not a particularly moral man back then. His real interest in having so much power was in the machinations of power itself. He loved to work and control the delicate machine he had built. Loved to effect change whenever change was needed. In a way, he was as powerful as any god.

Which is why an actual god paid him a visit one night while he slept in his modest home in the center of Memphes.

The same god who urged Ho Tepp to pass along the Book of Universal Darkness to Lucas almost ten years before.

Isis.

 

 

At first he thought he was dreaming when he awoke and saw such a vision of loveliness standing over him as he lay naked in his bed. Standing there was a woman of such incredible beauty, his heart almost stopped when he laid eyes on her. The woman had bright green eyes that seemed to sparkle even in the gloomy light of the room, eyes that were fixed firmly on Lucas. She wore the uraeus on her head, the symbol of the cobra in the center of the headdress completely in keeping with the lithe, snake-like curves of the woman herself. Indeed, if the woman was who Lucas thought she was, she was responsible for bringing the cobra itself into being in the first place, conjured purely from magic.

Lucas shook his head. “It cannot be…”

The woman smiled. “It seems my initial faith in you was not misplaced,” she said, her voice not much higher than a whisper, but clear as day to Lucas’ ears. “You have done well for yourself, Lucas.”

“Isis?”

The woman nodded once. “I thought it time to visit upon you in person, Lucas Rameses.”

Lucas crawled forward on the bed to his knees and bowed his head to the goddess before him. “Never did I think the Queen of Magic herself would be standing before me.”

“Raise your head. You have no need to bow to me. It is I who should be bowing to you, given the power you have managed to conjure from nothing. Even Osirus has taken notice of you.”

“Osirus? But I am just a deceiver of men, Goddess. Nothing more. Osirus was a great leader.”

Isis smiled and came around to sit on the bed beside Lucas. Up close, her beauty was almost too much to bear. Lucas felt his insides melt as he couldn’t help gazing upon her. “Yes, you are a deceiver of men,” she said. “But you can be so much more, Lucas. Why do you think I had Ho Tepp give you that book?”

“I just wanted to learn the arts,” Lucas said. “For my own selfish reasons. I am not deserving of your interest in me.”

“You are too hard on yourself. Even a leader like Osirus had his flaws.”

“But I am not a leader.”

“Not yet.”

Lucas shook his head. “The throne was never my concern. Power was. I have no wish to rule these lands or any other.”

“Yet rule them you shall.” Her face was close to his. He could smell her sweet scent. It was intoxicating and he wanted so badly to taste her. “I can show you how to become King, Lucas. Your skills are too great to be wielded just in the shadows. You could be the greatest leader Egypt has ever known.”

Lucas had dismissed the notion of being King up to that moment. Hearing the words come out of her luscious mouth though, he became instantly convinced that she was right. He should be King. “How can I do it?” he asked.

Her face was only an inch from his as she swayed provocatively like a cobra on the bed, moonlight from the window over the bed glinting on the uraeus on her head. “As much power as you have,” she said, gently kissing him on the neck. “It is not enough.” Her raven black hair brushed against him, sending chills up him as she moved her head to kiss the other side of his neck. “All great Kings must give something up before they can claim the throne as their own.”

Lucas’ cock began to stiffen as Isis continued to plant small kisses on his shoulders, down his chest. “And what is that?” he gasped.

She pushed him back on the bed and kissed him more firmly on the stomach, moving down further with each kiss towards his now stiff cock. She ran her tongue over it before looking up at him and smiling. “Your soul,” she said, just before engulfing his cock in her mouth like a snake swallowing its prey.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER TEN

 

 

When Lucas goes to see Dimitri, he finds the Russian-accented demon in the center of the warehouse he calls home. Dimitri is standing in front of a naked man who is suspended upside down from a rope tied to the ceiling. The man’s body is covered in cuts from the knife Dimitri is holding, which Lucas recognizes immediately as a Watcher knife, a blade made for killing demons. “Now where would you get a knife like that?” Lucas asks Dimitri.

Dimitri runs the edge of the blade across the suspended demon’s chest, causing bright orange light to seep from the wound along with the blood of the human body the demon has possessed. “Where do you think?” he says. “Some time ago, I killed one of those Watcher bastards and stole his knife. It has come in handy since.”

“I can see that,” Lucas says, looking at the demon hanging upside down. “What did this guy do to offend you?”

Dimitri shakes his head. “Motherfucker tried to sell me out to a couple of bounty hunters from the Kill or Capture Sect.” 

The Kill or Capture Sect is an organization that Lucas knows well, as he availed of their services on numerous occasions during his forced residency in Hell. As the name suggests, the sect chases down rouge demons for a price. Captures cost more than killings, though most often the sects clients want their target dead, or at least destroyed and sent to the Body Shop. For a demon like Dimitri, who is on the run from Hell, the sect would be under orders from the King of Hell himself to capture Dimitri and bring him back for punishment. When it comes to deserters, no other outcome will do.

“Okay,” Lucas says. “Any chance you can just put this guy on the down elevator so we can talk?”

Dimitri gives Lucas a look. “Are you crazy? I’m only just getting started with this sludgecock. By the time I’m finished with this piece of shit, he will be begging me to send him back to Hell.”

“Can you at least take a break then?”

“We can talk here. It’s not like I have much of a crew left after you destroyed most of them.”

Lucas looks around the space inside the warehouse, sees only a couple of demons sitting in a sparsely furnished area watching porn on a large screen TV. “I’m sure you will build your crew up again. I’m counting on it in fact.”

After Dimitri cuts the suspended demon again--a long, torturous slice on the demon’s inner thigh, causing the helpless demon to scream so hard Lucas winces at the sound--he says, “Counting on it? Why is that?”

“I have some trouble coming my way soon,” Lucas says. “Mercenaries.”

“Mercenaries? Working for whom?”

If Lucas tells Dimitri the truth, that he is being hunted by Grand Duke Leonard’s personal guards, Dimitri will want nothing to do with Lucas, which would be a wise decision on his part. Leonard is one of the most powerful demons in all of Hell. Crossing the old snake would not be the smartest thing to do, even though that’s exactly what Lucas did. “I made a few enemies in Hell. One of them wants revenge.”

Dimitri nods. “Which one?”

“No one you would know.”

“Try me.” Dimitri approaches Lucas, the Watcher knife in his hand dripping with blood.

“Feroxis.”

“Never heard the name.”

“I didn’t expect you to. He’s a president in one of the lower levels. Not well known, but powerful nonetheless.”

“And what did you do to piss this demon off?”

“Damaged his reputation. Made him look like a fool.” Kind of what he did to Leonard actually.

“I see.” Dimitri goes back to his torture victim and cuts of the penis from off the possessed body. The demon squeals like a stuck pig, causing Lucas to wince again, especially when Dimitri sticks the dismembered penis into the demon’s mouth. “Shut up!”

“Can I count on your support?” Lucas asks.

“That depends,” Dimitri says, licking the blood from the blade. “What do I get in return?”

“What is it you want?”

Dimitri smiles. “A favor, one that I can call in at any time.”

“What kind of favor?” Lucas does not like owing favors to anyone, nor being in debt in any way. It undermines the power of his position. But with little resources available to him at present, Dimitri is the only one who can provide him with much needed support when the time comes. Dimitri may be an arrogant loose cannon, but he is also dangerous and that’s exactly what Lucas needs. 

“You will know when I ask for it.”

Lucas considers for a moment, then says, “Done. Gather up as much cannon fodder as you can. I’ll be in touch.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER ELEVEN

 

 

It is just after noon when Lucas gets another visit from Frank Swanson, the Watcher Lucas is hoping will retrieve him the artifact. Not that Frank knows that, or at least he didn’t before. As Frank waltzes into Lucas’ office in the club, the Watcher’s face bruised where he has obviously taken a beating, Lucas quickly determines from Frank’s countenance that Frank is in possession of information he didn’t have before. Predictably for a human, Frank has expected to walk into Lucas’ office and trip him up somehow with this new information. Only Lucas will not be tripped up by anyone.

“I went to check out your demon gang on the Southside last night,” Frank says, helping himself to a glass of Lucas’ expensive whiskey before sitting on the couch.

“Did you now?” Lucas says.

“Yeah. I met Krakus. Nice guy. Into getting high on human blood and throwing mass demon orgies, not to mention dabbling in torture.”

Lucas sits back in his chair, makes a steeple with his fingers. He has never heard of this Krakus. Probably some mid level demon trying to make a name for himself, though inevitably answering to a higher up. Question was, who? “Rough night, I take it?”

Frank nods. “You could say that.”

“I hope it wasn’t for nothing.”

“I found out some stuff. First, tell me your involvement in all this.”

Lucas affects confusion. “I told you, I’m not involved in any way.”

“Feathers.”

Here we go. I’ll play along, he thinks. “What?”

“Feathers. More specifically, angel feathers.”

“Angel feathers?”

“Archangel feathers.”

Lucas shakes his head, still affecting confusion, but also smiling underneath. The thing he has been searching for all these years is here in the city, within his grasp at last. Frank just confirmed it. “What the hell are you talking about? Are you drunk?”

“Not yet, no.” Frank takes a drink from his glass. “What would a feather like that be worth to you, Lucas?”

More than you know, Frank, Lucas thinks. “I’m not sure I follow.”

“You’re aware of the power in a single feather, right? I’m sure you don’t need me to tell you how useful an item like that could be to a demon such as yourself. I mean, in the right hands, the possibilities could be endless, right? But only in the right hands. You’d have to know how to harness that power, wouldn’t you?”

Lucas listens patiently, then says, “How would you know about the feather?”

“I did my research, or rather a friend of mine did some research. It’s what we do. Anyway, she found out that in order to pull off this ritual to steal souls, you needed an archangel feather, but you already knew that, didn’t you, Lucas?”

Lucas can’t help smiling slightly. “I may have known about the feather, yes, but my first priority is getting this gang stopped.”

“I’d like to believe you, but I don’t.”

“Believe what you want. I want this gang stopped before they cause too much disruption. The feather would just be a nice bonus.” Lucas could care less about the gang and this Krakus demon. All he cares about is getting his hands on that precious feather. After that, he could deal with any miscreants himself without fear of exposure finally.

Frank gets up, refills his glass then sits back down on the couch. He had sex recently. Lucas can smell it on him, which intrigues Lucas that Frank managed to find time in between being beaten up by demons and finding out about the feather. For a Nephilim, Frank is growing on Lucas. Despite the Watcher’s bullish nature, there is a competency about him that Lucas respects. “What’s your interest in the feather? What do you need it for? You seem to be getting along just fine without it.”

“I want the feather for personal reasons,” Lucas says. “Not for any nefarious scheme that you might be thinking of.”

A snort leaves Frank. “What am I supposed to think? You’re a demon.”

“We don’t all want world domination, Frank. Some of us are happy living in peace.” I’ve learned that lesson the hard way, he thinks, and a flash of memory from his time in ancient Egypt flashes across his mind, jarring him for a second, though he doesn’t let it show on his face.

“Whatever the reason, I’m not your fetcher. If I find the feather, it’s going to the Council.”

It was Lucas’ turn to snort. “The Watcher High Council?”

“Well, not the damn city council. Of course the Watcher Council. We have to hand in all artifacts.”

Lucas shakes his head. Hell will freeze over before he lets the feather end up back at the Watcher Facility to be locked in a vault somewhere. “You ever wonder why the Council demands that you hand everything like that in?”

“They lock the shit up,” Frank says. “So demons like you don’t get their hands on it.”

“And what right do they have to do that?”

“Hey, it’s the Council. I don’t make the rules. It’s how it’s always been.”

Lucas leans forward in his seat. “Then ask yourself this, Frank. Where did the feather come from in the first place? Who would most likely be in possession of such a rare item?”

It is pretty obvious to Lucas what is going on. Someone at the Watcher Facility is playing games. The Facility is the reason Lucas came to Mercy City in the first place, because he heard the head of the Watcher High Council had come into possession of an archangel feather. How, Lucas had no idea, because Lucas has spent the last two centuries searching for an archangel feather and has never found one. It was never confirmed to Lucas if the feather actually was locked up in the Facility vaults, at least not until he heard about the gang led by Krakus. And now Frank is confirming it again.

Going by the look on Frank’s face, it has suddenly dawned on him where the feather might have come from. From his own organization. “Shit,” he says.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER TWELVE

 

 

After his visit from Isis, things changed drastically for Lucas. Where once he was content to rule from the shadows, he was now filled with a massive ambition to step out into the light and rule the entire lands of ancient Egypt. And he didn’t just want to stop there. Like Alexander the Great before him, Lucas desired to conquer everywhere. He wanted to go down in the history texts as the greatest of all rulers, the mightiest of all leaders. 

If he was honest with himself, his new desire to be known as a conqueror and leader didn’t just materialize from nothing. Ever since he was a kid, he dreamed one day of sitting on the throne his father occupied, but knew he never would, as he had nine older brothers who would get the throne before him, and that’s even if they managed to outlive his father, who always seemed in abundant good health, even for his advanced age.

At a certain point though, Lucas buried whatever notion he had of one day claiming the throne, admitting to himself that it would never happen. So he turned his attention to other ways to gain power and influence, namely the dark arts he ended up mastering like few ever had.

But when Isis showed up and told him it was possible he could take the throne from his father and rule over the lands, the long buried ambition took the bait and rose up in him once more. According to Isis, if Lucas just handed over his soul to her, his ascension to power would be a foregone conclusion. In return for his soul, Lucas would have the backing of the gods themselves, even more so than his father, the Pharaoh. “You cannot lose, Lucas Rameses,” Isis whispered in his ear after they had finished their lovemaking, and what sweet lovemaking it was. Lucas had never experienced such bliss in his entire life, not with a mortal woman anyway. Afterwards, as he lay on the bed in complete serenity, he felt like a changed man. He felt self-actualized at last, having now become the kind of man that he never even knew he yearned to become until he became it. The kind of man who would rise up and take as much power as he wanted, and oh, there was so much power out there to take.

 

 

After a short and painless ritual that involved Lucas signing his name at the bottom of a parchment scroll, his soul belonged to Isis. “It is done,” she said, standing over him as he lay on the floor trying to decide if he felt any different without a soul. So far, he didn’t. 

“What happens now?” he asked.

“Now,” Isis said, smiling. “Now you begin to fulfill your destiny, Lucas Rameses.”

And that’s exactly what he did.

 

 

It didn’t take long for Lucas to gather up an army big enough to challenge his father, King Rameses II. Even without the backing of the gods, he still would have managed it, given the power and influence he already had at his fingertips.

Then he went to speak to his father.

Lucas hadn’t spoken to his father in over ten years, not since the King banished him from the palace. They met in the King’s private quarters. Two bodyguards stood by the door with swords and long spears. His father sat in a large wooden chair as he drank wine from a gold cup and eyed his son with a modicum of suspicion and barely disguised distaste. The King was too long in the tooth, and too careful, to get misty-eyed over the return of his son. “So what brings you here?” the King asked. “You refused my past invitations. What has changed your mind, my son?”

Lucas stood a few feet from his father, refusing to sit. Despite being nearly sixty years old, Lucas’s father looked good, his dark skin clear and relatively wrinkle free, his musculature still tight under his robes. His dark eyes still held the same look of arrogance that Lucas always remembered, and Lucas promised himself that when he became King, he would not adopt the same arrogant demeanor. “I came to give you a fair warning, father,” Lucas said. He still felt nervous in his fathers presence, despite himself, though he hoped it didn’t show.

“A warning?” The King immediately tensed up as if getting ready admonish Lucas for his arrogance. “What about?”

“I am taking your throne.”

King Rameses II laughed, long and hard. Lucas waited patiently, trying not to be rattled by his father’s reaction. When he finally stopped laughing, Lucas’ father shook his head and said, “My son, you have grown more arrogant than I ever thought you would. You used to be the humble one out of all your brothers. What happened to you?”

Lucas gritted his teeth for a moment, then made himself relax. “I don’t expect you to understand. I just expect you to know that your rule is coming to an end, father. I have the backing of the gods themselves. If you surrender now, you will avoid much bloodshed.”

The King’s face darkened. “The gods? What would you know of the gods, you fool? You know nothing!”

“I know more than you think.”

The King stared hard at Lucas for a long time. “No one challenges me in my own palace,” he said. “Not even my son. Guards!”

Within seconds, Lucas was seized upon by the two bodyguards in the room. They took tight grips on both his arms. “You are making a mistake, father.”

The King rose from his chair, drawing himself up to his full height. “You are the one who made a mistake coming here. Your mistake will cost you your life.”

At that moment, Lucas forced his way inside the heads of the two bodyguards through mental will alone, whereupon he turned their brains to mush inside their skulls. Their grip on his arms loosened immediately and the two guards fell dead to the floor. Lucas stood looking at his father, who was appalled but still defiant as he drew his sword and went to attack Lucas. Lucas put out a hand and the King stopped dead in his tracks like he had run into an invisible brick wall.

“What witchery is this?” the King said. “Release me!”

Lucas did not release his father, but instead exerted a slight pressure in the King’s skull, forcing the King to drop his sword and wince with pain. “I could kill you now in an instant,” Lucas said. “But I will not, father. I will allow you to fight me on the battle field so you can die with honor.”

For the first time, Lucas saw fear in his father’s face and he knew then that his father was regretting ever banishing his youngest son from the palace in the first place.

 

 

On the eve of the planned battle between him and his father, the King, Lucas was pacing around his sparsely furnished room in the heart of Memphes. In no time at all it seemed, he had managed to organize everything it was going to take to dethrone his father and take over Egypt. On all fronts--militarily, politically, religiously--the walls were closing in on King Rameses II. Tomorrow on the battlefield would be the last turn of the vise that would crush the King for good. It had all been almost too easy to set up, but then Lucas had the backing of higher powers, something he should have been happy about but wasn’t.

A few days after willingly handing over his very soul to Isis, Lucas began to have feelings of doubt and regret over his decision. He felt like he had been played by Isis, for his motivation to become ruler of all was not as strong as it was before. He started to think he had made a mistake, and began to check through his vast store of books to see if there was any way to get his soul back. He spent days searching for a solution to his problem, but it seemed that when you hand over your soul, that was it, there was no getting it back unless the power you gave it to handed it back to you.

Two days before his planned battle with the King, Lucas summoned Isis and told her he no longer wanted to go through with the plan. Isis merely smiled and rubbed herself all over him, instantly melting away any doubt he might have had regarding his destiny as he she put it. 

Now the doubt had crept back again, and this time he had no wish to summon Isis for comfort and validation. That wasn’t what he needed. What he needed was his soul back.

But it soon became clear to Lucas that it was far too late to change things, especially when he got a visit from a demon that had the black head of a dog and the body of a human. When Lucas saw the demon, he felt a surge of fear. It wasn’t his first time seeing a demon. In his pursuit of mastery of the dark arts, he had summoned many, even a few high level ones, but always under controlled conditions were they couldn’t hurt him. He had learned his lesson after the incident in his father’s palace long ago.

Now there was a high level demon in the room with him, and he had no means of controlling it. Even the power he had would not be enough against the demon before him. “Why are you here?” Lucas asked the demon.

The demon stood on the edge of the shadows near one wall of the room. It tilted its head slightly as its red eyes gazed upon Lucas. When it spoke, it didn’t do so physically with its large mouth, but psychically, sending its harsh words direct into Lucas’ head. “This is the end of the line for you,” it said. “You are mine now and I am here to collect.”

Confusion added to Lucas’ sense of fear. “What are you talking about?”

The dog-headed demon snarled at Lucas. “Your soul belongs to me now.”

“That’s impossible. I gave my soul to Isis. How…” Lucas trailed off, the gravity of his situation just beginning to sink in, if indeed the demon was telling the truth, which he was sure it was.

“Osirus,” the demon said, letting the name hang inside Lucas’ mind as if it had some heavy significance. Osirus was Isis’ brother, and also her husband. What did he have to do with this?

“I don’t understand.”

The demon barked impatiently. “He did not like the idea of his legacy being overshadowed by yours, Lucas Rameses the Great, as you would no doubt have been known. You also lay with his wife. He was not pleased by that.”

Lucas sat heavily on the edge of the large wooded chair in the center of the room while he struggled to comprehend the sudden drastic shift in his circumstances. How could Isis have let this happen? How could she have let Osirus steal his soul from her? He shook his head. “This cannot be…” he said, although in that moment, he knew it was all true. He also knew this was his punishment for trying to go beyond his station. He had been duped into playing dangerous games with master players, and he had lost. He looked up to see the tall dog-headed demon standing right before him as it looked down at him with burning red eyes. 

The demon snarled. “Time to go.”

Lucas wanted to run, to fight, to sit where he was, to do anything that didn’t involve going with the demon in front of him, for he knew with dreadful certainty exactly where the demon was going to take him.

To the Underworld.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

 

 

Shortly after Frank leaves the club, Lucas teleports to Los Angeles to see the Seer. The Seer lives in a three million dollar house in the Hollywood Hills. Lucas hates LA. It reminds him of Hell too much.

“Lucas Rameses.” The Seer, real name Virginia McIntyre, is lying on a sun lounger by the huge pool at the back of her sprawling, whitewashed house. There is hardly a cloud in the blue sky as the sun sits blazing in it, warming the tanned body of the Seer while she lounges relaxing with a cocktail in her hand. “Long time no see. You still on the run, handsome?”

Lucas sits on the edge of the sun lounger next to her, takes in the Seer’s tight, tanned curves, her long black hair spilling down her chest, stopping just short of her ample breasts, which are barely covered by a red bikini top. Virginia McIntyre is in her late forties, but she still looks in her early twenties. One of the benefits of having so much control over her own mind. Slowing the aging process is a handy side benefit of being a Seer, amongst other things. “Virginia,” Lucas smiles. “Looking delectable as always, I see.”

Virginia takes off her thick rimmed sunglasses to reveal her almost pitch black eyes. Lucas can’t help but be transfixed by them, as he always is every time he sees her. “You should know, Lucas.” She gives him a naughty smile and then laughs. “Relax. I don’t expect you to fuck me again.”

“I’m sorry to hear to that.”

“I’ll bet you are.” She rubs the rim of her cocktail glass over her bare chest, a tiny amount of the liquid inside spilling out and running down between her breasts. “Of course, that all depends on what you want. Some things can only be paid for in one way.”

Virginia McIntyre is a rare kind of human. She is one born with psychic abilities, but also abilities that go above and beyond being able to bend a spoon with her mind or read the occasional thought in some else’s head. Virginia is part of a legacy that stretches back centuries before even Lucas was born. Someone with her gifts only pops up once in a lifetime. No one knows who the next one is going to be until they are born and their abilities manifest in their first year of life. When that happens, the child Seer is taken from its parents. The parents can either shut up and accept a massive payoff, or they can be killed on the spot. Most take the money. Those who take the money and still cause trouble end up killed anyway. Killed by whom is another matter though. The child Seer is taken away by person or persons unknown. No one but the Seer themselves know what happens to them after that. They reappear in their early teens, seemingly in complete control of the huge amount of power they possess. Some refer to the Seers as God’s proxies on Earth. Many of them exhibit God-like abilities. Some can raise the dead. Others can cause natural disasters just by thinking about it. Still others can manifest whatever they want out of thin air. Most of the Seers become quite humble however, almost like whoever brought them up taught them to be that way. Most live like monks in remote places, content to be on their own, living simply. Only the non-humans know of the Seers existence, and the Seers are often consulted on various matters that always remain strictly private. Seers can’t be bought or bribed, but they are sworn to make themselves available to whoever wants to consult with them. It is their earthly duty to serve the non-humans, good or evil, it doesn’t matter. Seers remain neutral in the grand scheme of things. They are sworn to maintain the confidence of those who consult with them. It’s part of the gig. If they renege on that and break that confidence, they quickly disappear, never to be seen again.

Lucas has to give it to Virginia. There is no humble life for her. She lives the high life always, refusing to dwell like a hermit in some mountain cave or dark forest somewhere. She is no fucking Yoda, as she once said to Lucas. Neither does she look like Yoda, thankfully. More like Princess Leia. “I need to avail of that fabulously powerful mind of yours,” Lucas says.

“You need to know where Leonard’s guards are again?”

“Not this time. I already know where they are. I need information on someone. A Watcher.”

“A Watcher? You normally steer clear of the demon hunters, Lucas. What has this one done to arouse you.” A sly smile spreads across her perfectly full lips as she reaches over and puts a hand on his inner thigh.

Lucas shakes his head at her. “You should have been a demon, not a Seer.”

“I’d much rather be a dirty angel.” She gives his thigh a slight squeeze before laughing.

“A dirty angel? That would be a good look on you.”

“Wouldn’t it? Maybe I could try it out. You up for some roleplay, Lucas?”

“Maybe next time.”

Virginia shakes her head. “Relax. I’m just fucking with you. But you knew that anyway, didn’t you?”

Lucas just smiles at her.

“Alright,” she says. “What’s this Watcher’s name?”

“Rachel Swanson.”

Virginia raises her eyebrows. “You fucking this Watcher, Lucas?”

“Not likely. She’s in Hell, as you’ll soon know.”

Virginia frowns at him for a second, then her eyes go glassy and she shifts her stare towards the gently rippling water of the pool. Lucas has watched her do this many times, and every time he wishes he could be inside her mind to see what is going on. The kind of power she has, it intrigues him no end. It is power he would have killed for in a former life. “Okay,” she says, seemingly back out of her mild trance state. “Your girl isn’t doing so well in Hell.”

“Who does?” Lucas says. “What level is she on?”

“Burzum. She’s pit fighting against demons and damned souls. She seems to be a real Gladiator. Not long before one of the big wigs takes notice.”

“Who owns her soul?”

“Some demon called Nephilisk. I didn’t see much, but this demon seems like a piece of work. But then again, aren’t you all?”

“Some more than others.”

“I know, honey. Just fucking with you again. You know this Nephilisk character?”

“Vaguely,” Lucas says. He knows enough to know that Nephilisk is a crossroads demon, though things change so quickly in Hell that that information might be incorrect now. “Can you get me more on this demon?”

“Maybe,” Virginia says, sipping her cocktail. “If I go deeper down the rabbit hole. But you know I don’t like getting so close to demons, present company excluded of course.”

“I know. I’ll be forever in your debt if you do though.”

“Are you sure about that?” Her eyes narrow, a slight smile on her lips. “Could you handle fucking me for that long?”

Lucas smiles. “I’ll certainly try.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER FOURTEEN

 

 

While he was seeing the Seer, Lucas asked her if she could give him the exact location of the guards that are hunting him. He finds out they are across the other side of the city, doing some other work for their handler, Leonard. Lucas doesn’t care what kind of work they are doing, but he is grateful the guards don’t have their entire focus on him, at least not yet. They soon would though, which means Lucas has to get his hands on the archangel feather as soon as possible, or else he will have to confront the Grand Duke’s guards himself. He is confident he can wipe them out, but he knows Leonard will send more to replace them straight away, then Lucas will be back to square one again. If things don’t work out, he will have to run again, which he definitely does not want to do. 

For a time, Lucas considers swooping in and taking the feather from the demon Krakus and his gang of hellish miscreants himself. Before, he was concerned about ending up on the radar of his enemies in Hell. Leonard is already after him, but Leonard is not the only one that wants Lucas back in Hell for retribution. Lucas crossed many demons in Hell, all of whom would love nothing better than to see him destroyed. Crossing paths with Krakus would surely alert other demons to Lucas’ presence. The last thing he wants is more enemies on his tail. The feather will prevent him from being forcibly taken back to Hell, but there are plenty of other ways his enemies could make life difficult for him here on Earth. Once Leonard realizes that Lucas can’t be brought back to Hell, the old demon would back off. That’s what Lucas is hoping for anyway. If Leonard persists with his vendetta, Lucas will cross that bridge when he comes to it.

The other reason he will not risk stealing the feather from Krakus is because he knows who Krakus serves. The Seer told Lucas that Krakus served under a demon named Tolloch. That made Lucas nervous. Tolloch is as evil as evil gets, equally as powerful as Grand Duke Leonard and not to be trifled with. Obviously it was Tolloch who obtained the feather from the Watcher Facility, which meant Tolloch was somehow in league with the Watchers, or at least the High Council. The Seer couldn’t find much detail on that, which meant Tolloch had gone to a great deal of trouble to keep his activities shielded from prying eyes, like those of a Seer like Virgina McIntyre.

So it is basically up to Frank Swanson to get the feather and deliver it to Lucas. Just in case Frank needs some extra motivation, Lucas paid the Watcher a visit, appearing in Frank’s car as he was driving back to the cabin he lives in on a mountainside outside the city. Lucas explained to Frank that he could get him something valuable in return for the feather. That something of value is the name of the demon who stole Rachel Swanson’s soul. That got Frank’s attention, as Lucas knew it would. Needless to say, the Watcher agreed to the deal. The feather for the information. Lucas then left feeling satisfied that Frank would do all he could to obtain the feather and bring it to him.

 

 

A few hours after his meeting with Frank, Lucas is in his suite at the club having just fucked Janice for the second time that day when he gets a phone call from Dimitri.

“To what do I owe the pleasure?” Lucas says, smiling  over at Janice, who is lying naked and sheened in sweat on the bed as she smokes a cigarette.

“Before I tell you that,” Dimitri says. “Let me just say that this phone call isn’t included in that favor you owe me.”

Lucas shakes his head. “What? Why are you calling?”

“I have information, in return for which, you will owe me two favors.”

“I doubt what you have to say is that important, Dimitri, but go on.”

Dimitri chuckles down the line. “Oh, it is.”

A sense of foreboding washes over Lucas. “Go on.”

“It’s Leonard.”

The foreboding turns to anxiety, which isn’t something Lucas normally feels. The only time he ever feels anxious is when his existence is threatened.

“The Grand Duke is here,” Dimitri says, almost seeming to relish the words. “He is here in Mercy City.”

Lucas keeps his cool. “Why should that matter to me?”

“Really? You are going to lie to me again? And here was me thinking we had a good working relationship.”

“We do.”

“So why didn’t you tell me who was after you? Why didn’t you mention it was Leonard?”

“Because I thought if you knew who it was you would refuse to help me.”

“You don’t know me very well, Lucas. This demon is afraid of no one.”

“I’m glad to hear that. So I still have your support when needed?”

“You do. But that big favor you owe me just got bigger.”

The line goes dead and Lucas tosses his phone onto the floor, then slams a fist down on his desk. “Fuck!”

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER FIFTEEN

 

 

The higher up the hierarchy Lucas moved in Hell, the more inevitable it became that he would end up rubbing shoulders with some of the most powerful demons and demigods in the region. Almost as soon as he got the job of running Hell’s intelligence services, Lucas was paid a visit by Grand Duke Leonard. Before that, Lucas had heard of the Grand Duke, but never actually met him in person. It was well known that Leonard liked to reside inside an impenetrable Keep, ruling his particular region of Hell from the shadows, and at a distance. It was also well known that the Grand Duke was once briefly King of Hell until he was dethroned by a craftier demon than him. It tended to work like that in Hell. If you wanted something, you took it, even if you wanted the throne of the King of Hell. As long as you had the power and influence to back you up, you could pretty much do what you wanted. The demon who took the throne from Leonard took a chance, and with a bit of luck on his side, won. If he had lost, that demon would be spending eternity as slime in the pits of Belzaras, which he probably was now doing actually, since he was dethroned himself eventually as well.

When Leonard was dethroned, he fled to Earth with his tail between his legs, mightily pissed off that his reign over Hell was cut so short. When he went to Earth, Leonard set himself up in Romania, calling himself Count Dracul. He lived as royalty, reigning over his lands when he couldn’t do so in Hell. Being a demon, Leonard couldn’t help but bring his own brand of Hell with him. It started with impaling his enemies on the battlefield, earning himself the nickname of Vlad the Impaler. Later, when his bitterness grew even more demented, he decided to take it out on the people of Earth by spreading a vile disease that turned humans into blood craving demons that soon became known as “vampires” by the terrified humans. Leonard himself also became known as Count Dracula. He left Earth to go back to Hell after a few centuries, but not before he had cemented himself in legend and changed the world of Earth forever by leaving his demon spawn behind.

Despite Leonard’s big reputation and the fear he instilled in most Hellions, Lucas remained relaxed when Leonard appeared out of thin air in the room that Lucas worked from at the time, a large room with stone walls, ceiling and floor like almost every room in Hell, the walls lined with yellowing parchments that were inked in blood. In the room’s center there was a black metal desk and chair, piled on top of which were more parchments and a stack of books bound from the skins of damned souls. Lucas was sitting at the desk when Leonard arrived, and would have destroyed a lesser demon for entering the room unannounced the way Leonard did, but as it was Leonard, Lucas merely bowed his head at the dark, cloaked figure. “My Lord Leonard,” Lucas said. “I was not expecting this visit. What can I do for you?”

Leonard pulled his hood back to reveal his face. His skin was milky white and blue veined, his eyes large and glowing an ice blue. The demon’s ears were also large and pointed, his head bald. His two front incisors, long and sharp, pointed down past his lower lip. He stared at Lucas for a long time, his head tilting slightly from side to side, as if he was trying to work out what was inside Lucas. Then Leonard’s facial features seemed to shift and his face took on that of a human man in his sixties, the skin pale and lined, the eyes still blue but no longer glowing, the sharp teeth gone. “Tell me, spy master,” he said eventually in a voice that was used to commanding attention. “What is your name?”

“Lucruceous, my Lord Leonard,” Lucas said, a respectful tone in his voice. Despite the other demon having lost some of his credibility when he was unseated from the throne, he could still wipe Lucas out in the blink of an eye. Lucas knew it would not pay to antagonize him in any way, even though he resented the way Leonard arrogantly swanned into his domain.

“Lucruceous. Are you happy with your station here?”

“Yes.” Lucas wasn’t lying. Given the pain and suffering he went through to get to where he was, he had no complaints.

“So you have no interest in improving your station?”

“What do you mean?” Lucas asked, wondering where Leonard was going with his line of questioning.

A slight smile creased Leonard’s thin lips. Lucas could just imagine the old goat running around Earth, glamoring his victims, spreading his vile disease everywhere he went, like some spoiled child who had had his favorite toy taken away from him. Still, the demon was no different from any other in Hell, nor from Lucas for that matter. Power was the ultimate goal. What else was there?

“Don’t play dumb, demon,” Leonard said. “You know exactly what I’m insinuating.”

Lucas nodded. “You want me to help you get the throne back.”

Leonard glided towards Lucas’ desk so that he was towering over Lucas, his shadow casting down upon him. “I’ll make you a Grand Duke. You would be untouchable.”

“Except from you.”

“Except from me. Do not upset me and you will have nothing to fear.”

Lucas turned the idea over in his head, and even as he did, another idea forced its way in, looming large in his mind, even though he didn’t want it to. “You have a deal,” he said to Leonard.

 

 

Much scheming and conniving took place after that first meeting between Lucas and the Grand Duke. They both used every resource they had to form a conspiracy that would unseat the current King from his throne, after which Leonard would take the throne for himself and Lucas would become a Grand Duke of Hell.

But Lucas being Lucas, had other ideas. Despite the epic failure he experienced in Egypt when he tried to become King, he couldn’t bat down the urge he now felt to “go all the way” in Hell and take the throne for himself. It wouldn’t be hard. Just a few minor adjustments in the plan, that’s all it would take. Then he would have all the power he ever wanted. Connected to the Great Adversary--to the very source of Hell’s power--he would be unstoppable. The reason so many Kings had been so easily unseated--including Leonard--was because they did not know how to wield the awesome power of the Adversary. They merely allowed themselves to be controlled by the Great One, not knowing that the Great One only helped and protected and yielded to one who could exert at least some control over it. Lucas knew the dark wellspring of power that sprang from the Adversary. Even before he got to Hell, he had been wielding its power for most of his life, albeit a tiny fraction of that power, but he controlled and channeled it successfully nonetheless thanks to his training in the dark arts. If he took the throne and made the mandatory bonding with the Adversary, he would become so powerful that no demon or any other being could touch him. Not even God.

So when it came time to execute the plan that would allow Leonard to take the throne, Lucas made his covert adjustments and found himself destroying the current King and bonding with the Adversary before Leonard even knew what was happening. It had been so easy. Lucas wondered why he had waited so long.

Lucruceous, the new King of Hell, had  Leonard cast down to the Depths before the Grand Duke even knew what was happening. The Depths represented the deepest region of Hell. The blackest. The darkest in every respect. Inmates of the Depths are sealed in stone coffins with little more than inch of space all around them. There, they become the plaything of the Adversary, who reaches inside their heads, infecting them with eternal darkness, forcing the inmates to play out their greatest fears over and over again. 

That was Leonard’s fate. 

But it was a fate that was short-lived, much to Lucas’ surprise.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER SIXTEEN

 

 

Lucas is in his office, looking out through the window to the club below. Janice has just left. She wanted to know what to do about the rowdy bunch of suits at the front of the main stage, some of whom were getting a little too hands on with the dancers. The security Lucas hired already warned the suits twice about their behavior. The head bouncer wanted the suits out, but checked with Janice first, as she was manager. Lucas told her to tell the bouncers to continue watching the suits, but they were not to be ejected just yet. They were tipping the girls well. Besides which, the girls could handle a little over exuberance on the part of the clientele. They are well used to it. The suits could stay, for a while at least.

It is difficult for Lucas to get his mind of the fact that Leonard is on Earth and in town. The old goat sure could hold a grudge. So what if Lucas had screwed the Grand Duke over? It happened in Hell. That’s just how things worked there. For such an old demon, Leonard for some reason couldn’t see that. The bastard took everything way too personally.

Still, that didn’t change the fact that he is hunting Lucas and is right on Lucas’ tail at this point. The personal guards, knowing Lucas’ predilection for the sex industry, would likely search every joint in the Perv District looking for him. It wouldn’t be long before they found him. At that point, Lucas will have no choice but to fight, hopefully with Dimitri’s help. Even so, there is still Leonard. Lucas doubts he can take on the Grand Duke, alone or with Dimitri’s help. Lucas’ only hope is the feather. If he has the feather in his possession, Leonard’s power will not work on him. After that, Lucas will either destroy the Grand Duke, or the Grand Duke will flee. Time will tell.

In the meantime, Lucas finds himself thinking about Frank Swanson. He likes the Watcher, even though they are on opposite sides of the eternal war. Frank is an honest man, and Lucas respects that. He shows no fear towards Lucas either, something which Lucas also finds refreshing. More than that, Lucas finds Frank funny in a grumpy sort of way. He hopes they will remain acquaintances, if not friends, after everything is over.

Once thing Lucas has yet to tell Frank is who the Watcher is going up against. He has no doubt Frank has worked out the Watcher High Council is involved in some kind of conspiracy with demons. Frank is also smart. In fact it seemed like Frank had that worked out from the start anyway, as had Lucas. 

Lucas takes his phone from his jacket pocket and dials Frank’s number. “It seems you were right about your friend, Leland Cunningham,” Lucas says. “For some reason he appears to be behind this city’s current meltdown, at least in part.”

“What do you mean?” Franks asks. “Who else is involved?”

“I’m still digging. Details are shady and well hidden.” Lucas pauses. “I am however, aware of one other who is involved.”

“Well don’t keep me in suspense, Lucas. Out with it.”

“A demon. Named Tolloch.”

“Tolloch?” 

“I assume you’re aware of this demon’s reputation?”

“Is this the same Tolloch who likes to influence the country’s elite from the sidelines? Confidant to every sleazy CEO and politician in the country?”

“The very same.”

“What’s a Grand Duke of Hell doing getting involved with the head of the Watcher High Council?” 

“Like I said, the details are hazy at this point,” Lucas says. “But my guess is that Tolloch’s plan to influence the elite into creating a new world order isn’t going fast enough. I think he is playing things a little more directly now.”

“Makes sense,” Frank says, sounding slightly on edge, like he is anticipating something, though Lucas doesn’t know what. “A new world order born out of the chaos, starting right here. Why not in Washington first then?”

“I think they may be testing things out here first, tweaking their methodologies before going global.”

“How do we find this Tolloch? I’m assuming he’s powerful enough to resist a summoning spell?”

Lucas laughs. “Tolloch is powerful enough to resist whatever you throw at him. Should you happen to come across him, be very careful.”

“Let me know when you hear anything else.” Frank lowers his voice. “Any news on the other thing?”

“Not yet,” Lucas lies, almost wincing at the desperation in Frank’s voice. “I’ll keep you informed.”

Lucas hangs up the phone and stands thinking for a moment about the conspiracy that threatens to change everything. If Watchers and demons are working together now to transform this world, where would that leave Lucas? He had no wish to live in some kind of Hell on Earth, nor in some slave-driven society with power mad Nephilim and crazy demons at the top, controlling everything. The freedom this world offers is why Lucas likes it. Almost anyone can come and go as they please, do as they please even. All that would stop if Tolloch succeeded in his plan for a new world order.

Lucas’ phone rings and he answers straight away. “Yes?”

“Thought you might like to know,” a female voice says down the phone, which Lucas recognizes immediately as belonging to one of his newly established contacts. This one is called Jane and she works at the Watcher Facility. Lucas approached her a while back, knowing he would need someone on the inside of the Facility at some point. Jane was hard to get at first. She even tried to kill him. But that was before Lucas invaded her mind and gently encouraged her to think that they were on the same side, which they were in a sense. A gift of money made sure he didn’t have to go too hard on her.

“What is it?” Lucas asks, somehow knowing whatever she is going to say would involve Frank.

“Your boy Frank and his friends just came into the grounds of the Temple. Any minute now, they are in for a shock.”

She is talking about the Masonic Temple. The Watcher Facility is hidden underneath. “Why?”

Jane says nothing as the unmistakable sound of gunfire goes off in the background.

“What’s going on?” Lucas demands.

“Your boy Frank is going to get killed, that’s what’s going on.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

 

 

Lucas teleports immediately to the Masonic Temple. Most demons would normally not get within fifty feet of the Temple, thanks to the warding spell surrounding the underground Watcher Facility. But Lucas is not like most demons, knowing as he does more tricks than most, including how to bypass a warding spell, as powerful as said spell is. Most other demons could probably bypass most of these spells also, if only they did a little research and a lot of reading of the right texts, all of which Lucas did before he even became a demon. It is the reason why he has managed to survive for so long without ending up as a lower form of life in some forgotten sludge pool in Hell somewhere.

He teleports to the front of the Masonic Temple first, appearing by the ornately carved wooden front doors. Apparently the Temple itself is meant to be a sight to behold inside. A place of exquisite beauty. He hasn’t had a chance to check the place out yet, but he told himself that he would, appreciator of beauty that he is.

There is no beauty in the sound of the gunfire coming from the back of the Temple however. Most of it is automatic, the rest semi-automatic. It isn’t hard for Lucas to guess who the heavier gunfire belonged to. It sounds like Frank and his cohorts are in serious trouble, so Lucas teleports again, this time around the back of the Temple to the small cemetery there. 

Immediately upon landing his nostrils are assailed by the smell of gunpowder which hangs thick in the still night air. Green laser sights coming from the outbuildings to the side of the Temple--and from the roof of the Temple itself--cut their way through the darkness, all pointing in one direction--towards two large tombstones at the edge of the cemetery, behind which Lucas sees three crouched figures, whom he assumes are Frank and his friends.

Before Lucas can teleport again, he feels a sharp pain in his upper left arm and looks down to see blood staining his gray suit. “Motherfucker,” he says, annoyed at the fact that his suit has just been ruined.

A man dressed in black military gear is standing not far from Lucas, pointing a gun at him. The man in black, obviously a lackey for Leland Cunningham, the head of the Watcher High Council, gets off another two shots that hit Lucas in the chest and abdomen. Lucas absorbs the impact of the bullets and glares at the man who shot him, noticing another man running up to join his team mate. In seconds, Lucas has invaded both men’s minds, and they scream and drop their guns, clutching at their heads in agony. A slight smile creases Lucas’ lips as the two men’s heads explode like a stick of dynamite has gone off in their skulls. “Fucking ruining my suits,” he says, then turns his attention back to the people he came to rescue from certain death.

One of Frank’s friends is crouched behind a rapidly disintegrating tombstone as bullets fly all around him. Another few seconds and those bullets will start to hit him instead of the tombstone, which has all but disappeared by the time Lucas teleports over and grabs the man’s arm before teleporting out of the cemetery and back to his office at the club, where he drops the shocked man off before vanishing back to the cemetery again to save Frank.

Lucas finds Frank lying on top of some woman on the grass in an effort to protect her from the hail of bullets flying all around them. Frank is hit it seems. So is the woman underneath him. The woman looks startled when she sees Lucas standing over them, bullets slamming into his back that are meant for the two on the ground. He leans over and puts a hand on each of them before teleporting Frank and the woman out of danger, landing back at the club again to join the other guy he just saved.

Frank and the woman land on the carpeted floor in the same position they were in back at the cemetery, with Frank on top of the woman. The woman has dark hair and intoxicating blue eyes that Lucas immediately likes the look of, but he is more concerned with Frank, who is bleeding out of his lower back and leg.

“What the fuck just happened?” asks the other guy, who Lucas sees is bald and Asian and covered in blood and dirt. 

“I just saved you all,” Lucas says, more concerned with the bullets still lodged in his back at this point.

The Asian guy just collapses against the wall, obviously in shock. No doubt two seconds ago he thought he was going to die. Now here he is, alive and in a strange room with a demon. How confusing it must be for him, Lucas thinks.

Lucas looks down to find Frank blinking up at him in confusion. “Lucas?” Frank says, looking like he is still trying to work out what is happening. Much like his Asian friend, no doubt Frank thought he was going to die a few seconds ago as well. The Watcher is deathly pale from his blood loss. He looks down at the woman. “Eva? What-” He stops then as he slumps down unconscious on top of her.

“Oh Jesus, he’s been shot!” the woman says, sliding herself out from under Frank’s weight, glancing briefly at Lucas, still suspicious of him, Lucas being a demon and all.

“He’s been shot in the back,” Lucas says. “Away from the spine it seems. Thankfully. One in the leg also. He has lost a lot of blood.”

“You a doctor, demon?” Eva says sharply as she examines Frank’s prone body.

“No,” Lucas says, putting the woman Watcher’s tone down to the fact that she is still in shock herself. “But I know bodies quite well. Even Nephilim ones.”

“I’m sure you do,” Eva says, then looks around at the Asian guy still slumped in the corner. “Sam? You okay Sam? Where’re you hit?”

Sam shakes his head. “No, but I need hit over the fucking head for going to that place to begin with. Remind me never to listen to either of you motherfuckers again.”

Eva almost smiles like she can see her friend is okay, then she turns her attention back to Lucas. “Who are you, demon?”

“A friend of Frank’s,” Lucas said. “I’m helping him stop your rogue High Council friend, as well as saving you all from getting killed. I may have to get another body to possess now thanks to all the bullets in me. I liked this body as well.”

Eva stares back at Lucas and once again Lucas is taken by the Watcher’s eyes, by how big and smoky they look, even with all the blood and dirt on her fine boned face. “Frank never mentioned you before.”

“That’s okay,” Lucas says, taking his jacket of so he can examine the holes in his body better. If the damage isn’t too bad, he may just be able to patch the holes up. He isn’t worried about internal damage so much. He has spells that will heal most of that. Not that he needs most of the body’s functions anyway. As long as he can still breathe and fuck, that is all that matters. “I know it’s not usual for Watchers to be working with demons, but the rules seem to be changing, don’t they?”

Eva looks down at Frank again. “Can you help me get him to my house? I can heal him there.”

“Yes,” Lucas says. “I almost forgot that you Nephilim can heal yourselves. We wouldn’t want to bring him back a second time, now would we?” He winks at her.

“What? How?…”

“Nevermind. We’ll keep that one between us, don’t worry.” Lucas looks at Sam. “Your friend is passed out as well. Let me take you all home.”

Lucas teleports the three of them to Eva’s house, helping her set Frank up in a hospital bed in a makeshift medical room in the basement. Sam, whose injuries are less severe than they thought--with just a shoulder wound--is settled in one of the bedrooms. Lucas points to Eva’s shoulder. “You’ve been hit as well.”

“I’ll heal,” Eva says as she begins to plug IV drips into Frank’s arms.

“I have no doubt you will.” Lucas stands around for another moment, watching Eva work on Frank. She is obviously experienced in this sort of thing. “Are you and Frank close?”

Eva looks up at him as she hooks a plastic bag full of fluid onto the IV stand. “I’m not sure I trust you, demon-”

“Lucas. My name is Lucas.”

“Lucas then. We generally don’t work so closely with demons.”

“Well, I’m not like most demons. Would most demons save your ass like I did tonight?”

“No,” Eva says.

“There you go then. You will come to trust me, Eva, over time.”

“Don’t bank on it.”

Lucas smiles. “I can see you’re a tough woman, Eva. I like that. A lot actually.”

Eva shook her head. “You can go now…Lucas.”

“Alright. Tell Frank I’ll be in touch. There is still much work to do, I’m afraid to say.”

Lucas is about to teleport back to the club when Eva says, “And Lucas?”

“Yes?”

“Thank you for saving us.”

“Any time,” he says before disappearing out of the room.

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

 

 

When Lucas goes back to his office at the club, Janice is there. Standing in her dark skirt suit, she has her back to him, still unaware that he is in the room with her. “Hello, Janice,” he says.

Janice cries out in shock, her hand going to her heart as she staggers back towards the desk. “What..? Where did..?”

Lucas thinks for a second about reaching into Janice’s mind and making her forget she ever saw him appear out of thin air like he just did, but then he thinks that it might be interesting to see how things will play out if he doesn’t do that. If the situation gets out of hand, he can always wipe her memory. “You don’t have to be afraid, Janice.”

Janice is leaning uncomfortably on the edge of the desk, her face a mask of confusion and fear, especially with all the blood on his shirt, not to mention on the carpeted floor. “What happened to you?” she asks.

“I got shot. Nothing to worry about. Would you like a drink?” Lucas walks past her and goes behind his desk, taking two glasses out of a drawer while Janice backs away slowly, pausing a few feet away. At least she hasn’t run from the room, that is something, Lucas thinks. He pours vodka into the two glasses and pushes one of the glasses across the desk towards her. Janice remains where she is while Lucas sits down in the chair behind the desk, wincing slightly as he does so. The bullet wounds sting like hell.

“What are you?” Janice asks quietly.

“I get it,” Lucas replies. “You see me appear out of thin air, I’m full of bullet holes and I’m still alive and breathing. You’re frightened, confused. But you don’t need to be, Janice. Have I ever harmed you in any way?”

Janice shakes her head. “No.”

“Do you think I would harm you?”

“I…don’t know.”

“I wouldn’t harm you, Janice, not unless you gave me a reason to harm you. That would be a sad day indeed, so let’s hope that never happens. But believe me when I say, you have nothing to fear from me. In fact, as long as you are with me, no one will ever harm you.”

Janice seems to relax a little and she walks forward and takes the glass of vodka from the desk, taking only one step back this time. “What are you?” she asks again after taking a sip of her vodka. “Is your name even Lucas?”

“Yes, my name is Lucas. I have never lied to you, Janice. Not once. I could have made you do whatever I wanted, like I did with Jake, but I didn’t. I respect you too much. You are a strong woman, Janice, and I admire strong women.”

“Tell me what you are, Lucas. You have god knows how many bullets in you and you don’t even look like you are in pain.”

“Surely, Janice, you couldn’t be that blind. You must know there are people in this world--in this city--that are not…human. You must know this as surely as you knew there was something different about me the first time we met. I saw it in your eyes.”

Janice sits down on the couch and cradles her glass in her lap, apparently disturbed by what Lucas just said. “I’ve seen stranger shit than most. In this business, you fucking betcha. I’m come across every weirdo, every psycho, every kind of person it’s possible to come across.” Her dark brown eyes shift from in front of her to Lucas. “Except you.”

“That doesn’t surprise me,” Lucas says. “I’ve always prided myself on being different.”

“Are you an angel, Lucas?”

He can’t help laughing. “My dear, Janice. No. I am not an angel. Quite the opposite in fact.”

“A demon?”

Lucas flashes his deep purple demon eyes at her for a second. Janice flinches, but doesn’t move from the couch.

“You are a demon.”

“I use the term loosely when it comes to describing myself. I like to think I’ve evolved over the centuries into something…less demonic and more…me.”

“Centuries? How old are you?”

“Older than you could fathom.”

“Jesus.” She swallows the rest of her drink.

“Look,” Lucas says. “You don’t have to treat me any different. I certainly will not be treating you any different. You can still go places, Janice. You have an aptitude for business. You could go to business school if you wanted, be a big success. I’d be happy to help you do that.”

Janice’s eyes soften as the trust seems to come back in them again. “I can’t believe you’re a demon. I’ve been sleeping with a demon. My God…” She seems partially amused by this as she puts a hand to her mouth.

“You will have plenty of time to get used to the idea,” Lucas says. “In the meantime, could you do me a favor and help me get these bullets out of this body?”

“This body?” Janice says, standing up. “You mean you…possessed someone? Is he still in there?”

“A kind donor. Don’t worry about him. I made things comfortable for him. You’ve seen The Matrix, right? It’s kind of like that for him. He’s having the time of his life. He’s also lucky it was me who possessed him. A less considerate demon would have the poor soul trapped in misery every second of his existence. I’m over that kind of thing, thankfully. Unless it is required, of course.”

Janice shakes her head as she approaches the desk. Her normal seductive smile is back on her face, Lucas is glad to see. “Show me those eyes again,” she says, staring into his face.

Lucas lets his true demon eyes shine through.

Janice’s smile widens. “Why do I just want to fuck you even more now?”

Lucas can’t help but smile at that.

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER NINETEEN

 

 

Lucas is feeling uncharacteristically nervous. He is sitting at the bar in the Demon Ecstasy club, a glass of vodka beside him on the bar top. The club is completely empty, save for him. At nearly midnight, the club should be buzzing with people, but Lucas closed the doors after Janice did as he instructed and took all of the staff to the Caribbean. It is for their own safety. Lucas can’t have them being caught in the crossfire when Leonard inevitably shows up with his goons in tow. Many demons would have cared less about a bunch of human worker drones, but Lucas feels differently. A soul is a soul, and all souls count, even human ones. 

Despite the magic Lucas is using to try and shield his presence, he knows it will not be long before a demon like Leonard counters that magic with his own. The only thing Lucas has going for him is the few tricks he picked up back in Egypt all those millennia ago, tricks that only he knew about. At the moment, he is invisible to Leonard’s goon squad, which is probably why Leonard is here in person, to help counter the magic that Lucas is using. Leonard will try every location spell under the sun first, and when none of them work, he will realize that in fact he needs to try a different tact. To precisely locate Lucas, Leonard will have to consult the Seer, who will be obliged to tell Leonard what he wants to know. But Leonard has to find the Seer first. Lucas has already told the Seer to expect a visit from Leonard. She will remain cloaked for as long as she can, but Leonard’s magic is powerful and he will find her soon enough. 

There is also the fact Lucas hasn’t been able to contact Frank since he saved the watcher and his friends from certain death the day before. It would seem that Frank isn’t taking calls. Lucas can just picture him sitting in his mountain cabin, drinking and nursing his wounds, feeling sorry for himself, which maddens Lucas for he needs the Watcher now more than ever to get the feather from Krakus. Without the feather, Lucas will have little chance against Leonard, even with Dimitri’s help. Both Lucas and Dimitri would end up as slime in the Swamps of Feces. A fate worse than any death you can think of, especially when you still have full consciousness to enjoy every cursed second of your wretched existence.

Lucas drinks what is left in his glass before picking his cell phone up of the bar top and dialing Frank’s number for the umpteenth time. He nearly chokes when Frank actually answers.

“I’ve been trying to reach you since yesterday,” Lucas says, hearing only silence on the other end of the phone. “Frank?”

“What do you want, Lucas?” Frank says eventually, in a voice that makes him sound like he has given up all hope.

“That’s a nice way to greet someone who saved your ass the other night.”

“What do you want? A fucking medal?”

Lucas tightens his lips together for a second, tramps down the anger that wants to rise up in him. “I’m sorry about your friends, Frank.”

“You’re a fucking demon. How can you be sorry about anything?” 

“Are you drinking, Frank?”

“Fuck off, Lucas.”

Silence descends as Frank hangs up the phone.

Lucas stares at the phone in his hand for a second. “Nephilim,” he says, shaking his head. “I swear to Set they are the most infuriating bunch I’ve ever come across.” 

He redials Frank’s number. Frank answers straight away and says, “Didn’t I just tell you to fuck off?”

“Get a hold of yourself, Frank,” Lucas says. “I was only calling to tell you that I know the whereabouts of the demon who took your friend Rachel’s soul.”

Lucas of course found out the demon’s name when he spoke with the Seer. But the Seer contacted him again shortly after to impart more disturbing news about the woman Watcher’s fate. It isn’t good, but Frank doesn’t need to know about it yet. As long as he thinks Lucas is still playing ball and sticking to the deal, that’s all that matters.

“Where?” Frank asks after a short, intense silence.

“Not so fast, Frank. We had a deal, remember? And considering I also saved you and your friends from certain death, I’d say you owe me first before I give you anything. That’s just business.”

“I still don’t know where Krakus is.”

“You’ll find him at the same factory where you lost him last time, following Tolloch’s orders no doubt. Sticking to the plan, as they say.”

“You’re sure?”

“I’ve had people keep an eye on the factory. The latest batch of humans has been loaded in. The ritual will start soon.”

“Why can’t you just teleport in there and get the feather yourself?”

“I can’t risk Hell hearing about my interference, especially if the Generals are backing Tolloch’s activities here in the city.” That is the truth. Whatever conspiracy is happening between demons and Watchers, the powers that be in Hell surely know about it. Lucas didn’t exactly know if the ruling elite was backing Tolloch or not, but he isn’t about to be stupid and find out by interfering in things directly, and especially when Leonard is already looking for him.

“But you’ll have the feather,” Frank says. “They can’t touch you then.”

“They may not be able to take me back to Hell, but they can certainly make things difficult for me here.”

“Jesus Christ. So am I just supposed to waltz in there on my own, is that it? I’ll get fucking killed. Krakus had vampires backing him up last time.”

“You’re a smart guy, Frank. You’ll find a way. Let me know when it’s done. I’ll tell you what you want to know then.”

Lucas hangs up the phone and sets it on the bar top again, hopeful that Frank will get his act together and get him what he wants. What he needs. He can’t do another tour in Hell. It is unthinkable, going back to that abominable place. Earth is his home now, the only place he belongs in, the only place he wants to be. Without the feather, he will never be able to rest easy.

About to pour himself another drink, Lucas becomes aware of another presence nearby in the club. Every warning and fear signal he has goes off inside him like a series of timed explosions. He jumps of the bar stool and looks around. Sees no one. But he knows there is someone else here.

And he knows who that someone is.

“Lucas Ramses,” a man says as he steps out of the shadows at the back of the club.

Lucas looks at the man and feels sick for the first time in two centuries. “Leonard,” he says helplessly.

“Yes, my old friend,” Grand Duke Leonard says as he walks to the center of the club. “Long time no see.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER TWENTY

 

 

“I don’t think we were ever friends, Leonard,” Lucas says as he stands by the bar, forcing himself to remain calm, even though he knows he is in grave danger, especially with the other figures emerging from the shadows of the club. Maybe a dozen of them. Leonard’s personal guard.

“We might have been, had you not betrayed me,” Leonard says. He walks over and sits on a stool at the bar, gestures for Lucas to do the same. “Pour me a glass.”

Lucas glances at the personal guards that have all but surrounded the bar as they space themselves apart around the club, each of them armed with Soul Killers-large, hefty guns that fire black energy, the energy of the Adversary. Soul Killers, as the name suggests, are designed to do only one thing: to destroy the soul of the demon being fired upon. To wipe them out completely. Lucas figures he is quick enough to avoid the shots before they hit them, but he isn’t sure if he can avoid a dozen guns all firing at once. And it isn’t like he can teleport. He has already tried. The suppressor spell Leonard has cast is preventing him. To escape, Lucas will have to get out of the club first, which won’t be easy.

Lucas suppresses a sigh and sits down at the bar, two empty stools between him and the Grand Duke. He reaches over the bar and gets another glass, then fills it with vodka and slides it down the bar to Leonard, who stops the glass before it shoots past him. “Thank you,” he says, a slight smile on his face for some reason. It is strange for Lucas to see Leonard in the guise he is now in. Lucas is used to seeing the old man who stalked the shadows of Hell, rarely revealing his face. Obviously here on Earth, Leonard preferred a younger guise. His hair is past his shoulders, and jet black. His face is young, not even middle aged, with sharp blue eyes and a thin mustache. He is dressed immaculately in a black suit and long black overcoat.

“I see you dressed up for the occasion,” Lucas says, trying not to appear tense as he pours himself a drink.

“All my own creation. No meat suit here.”

“You must teach me how you do that.” Lucas is aware of the ridiculousness of that statement, but it just slips out. A part of him is always on the hunt for new knowledge, even when he is about to die it seems.

“Rest assured, Lucas. I will teach you plenty when we get back to Hell. How to create a vessel will not be one of those things.”

Lucas smiles, but says nothing. His mind is in a frenzy as he tries to come up with a way out of the situation he is in. If he had the feather, he wouldn’t be worrying right now. But he doesn’t have the feather, so there is no point thinking about it.

“I found it ironic, by the way,” Leonard says.

“What’s that?”

“The fact that you betrayed me to get the throne for yourself, and then the Adversary rejected you. Why did that happen? That still confounds me.”

“Your guess is as good as mine, Leonard. The Great One never gave me a reason.”

“But the Adversary let you go. Why did it not destroy you?”

“I don’t know.”

Lucas is telling the truth. Not long after he took the throne and bonded with the Adversary, the Adversary broke the bond. The only thing the Great One said to Lucas was that Lucas was destined for other things, and being the King of Hell was not one of them. As it happened, Lucas was glad. The second he took the throne he knew he had made a mistake, just like he did when he traded his soul for the promise of greatness. He had let his ego overstep the mark again.

“That has never happened before,” Leonard says. “We all know taking the throne is a risk. If the Adversary rejects the bond, that’s it. You are destroyed. Yet, you still live, Lucas.” Leonard stares intently at him. “That really vexes me, you know. Why are you so special, Lucas, hmm?”

“I guess we’ll never know.” Lucas smiles, despite the impending truth of his words.

“Sadly, no.” Leonard slides himself over to the next stool, so he is closer to Lucas. His ice blue eyes harden, and Lucas sees the evil he knows so well lie behind them. “No one betrays me and gets away with it. Not even you, Lucas.”

“Come on, Leonard. It was Hell. All we did was betray in that place. That was the point.”

 Leonard nods to himself. “Maybe. But I still take it personally. What can I say, I hold a grudge.”

Fucking right you do, Lucas thinks. For over two centuries. “Surely we can work this out like-”

“Like what? Civilized demons?”

“I was going to say businessmen.”

“Like businessmen. Okay. What can you offer me, Lucas?”

Lucas doesn’t really expect Leonard to indulge him, but he throws it out there anyway. “I know you are only interested in one thing. You want the power of the Adversary again. To finish what you started. Am I right?”

Leonard stares back at Lucas. He obviously doesn’t like to be reminded of his prior failure. You see, it was always Leonard’s intention to use the power of the Adversary to transform Hell, to make the place even more hellish than it already is. Lucas could never understand why, until he realized that Leonard is just pure evil, and thus enjoyed evil for evil’s sake. Trouble is, to affect that kind of large scale transformation takes time. It takes time to understand the power of the Adversary. Lucas found out for himself how incredibly complex and unfathomable the power of the Adversary actually is. This is a universal force we are talking about here, infinite in scale and unfathomable in depth. Leonard was dethroned by an upstart before he got the chance to figure out the Adversary’s secrets.

“Take me back to Hell,” Lucas says. “And I will help you get the throne back.” The thoughts of going back to Hell under the servitude of Leonard is abhorrent to Lucas, but it is either that or live as slime for the rest of eternity. At least with the first option, he had a chance.

Leonard seems to consider for a moment, then he shakes his head and smiles. “You always were a slimy bastard, Lucas. Best salesman I ever met. But alas, I will have to decline your offer, as tempting as it sounds to have someone with your skills behind me.” He leans closer to Lucas and lowers his voice. “But I think I’ll just destroy you instead, after I take you back to Hell, of course.” He nods his head towards his drone squad and they start to move in towards the bar.

Every single one of the guards looks the same. Identical in fact. That’s because Leonard cloned them himself in Hell. Each of them is bald, completely hairless in fact. No eyebrows, no lashes, not even a goddamn mole on their pale unblemished skin. Each of the clones wears a dark suit. If they were in Hell, they would look like ice demons, with crowns of ice on their heads. The doll look they currently sport is their way of blending in here on Earth.

Lucas glances at the closing clones. If he is going to make a move, he knows it has to be now. He will have a tiny window in which to act. Another few seconds and he will be hemmed in by Leonard’s soldiers, not to mention by Leonard himself. Truth be told, Leonard hardly needs the clones to apprehend Lucas. The Grand Duke is powerful enough to do that himself, but Leonard is the type who rarely likes to get his hands dirty, for which Lucas is glad. It gives him half a chance.

When Lucas makes his move, he does so at unnatural speed (for this world anyway). He jumps off the stool and darts to the right, towards the encroaching clones, taking two of their heads off before the rest can even react. He makes it through the circle of suited soldiers and runs for the front exit of the club. He gets only half way across when he suddenly finds himself face to face with Leonard again, who bares his twin fangs at Lucas before driving his fist into Lucas’ chest, sending Lucas flying backwards through the air. Lucas lands on the floor with a heavy thump. Before he can even bounce back to his feet, he is surrounded by a gaggle of large barreled, bio-mechanical guns all pointing down at him. His head flits from side to side as he considers what to do. He could jump up, try to run again, but he doubted he would be fast enough to avoid getting a load of black energy shot into him. He might be able to survive the shots, but only if he got the time and resources to expunge the energy from himself before its creeping acidic blackness turned his insides to mush. Black energy traps you like tar. You can’t leave the body you are in. You just have to suffer its agonizing effects before you found yourself transported to a cell in the Depths of Hell, where you would stay a prisoner of the Adversary for eternity. Yep, Soul Killers are a nasty piece of work.

And besides, even if he beat the soldiers and there were not more on the way, there is still Leonard. “Alright,” Lucas says, holding up his hands. “You got me.”

“That’s right.” The gun barrels part to allow Leonard through, where he stands, a smug smile on his face as he looks down at Lucas. “We have you.”

“It only took you two hundred years as well.”

The smile leaves Leonard’s face. “I’m going to enjoy torturing you at my Keep.”

“Great. I hear it’s a nice place.”

“Far from it. For you anyway.”

Fuck, Lucas thinks. This can’t be right. He was so close to getting the feather as well. If he had just had the feather, Leonard wouldn’t have had a leg to stand on, literally, if Lucas so desired to cut them off for him.

Leonard takes a few steps back, looks at the floor and mumbles a few words that Lucas does not have to hear in order to understand. Leonard is reciting a spell that will open a portal to Hell, probably a direct line to his Keep in the snowy wastelands where he resides. When a swirling tunnel of deep orange light opens up in the floor, Lucas feels his heart--or at least the heart of the person he stole the body from--sink in his chest. It is not a nice feeling and it is accompanied by unpleasant memories of Hell and its ever present, muted red light. He will never see sunshine again. He will never taste good vodka again. He will never revel in the sweet pleasures of Janice’s pussy. Such a shame, he thinks. He will miss that more than anything, strangely.

“Stand him up,” Leonard commands his clone soldiers.

Hands with vice like grips clasp on to Lucas’ arms and haul him to his feet. He can’t take his eyes of the burning portal in the floor. In a just a few seconds he will be back in the place he hoped never to see again. The universe can be a cruel place indeed.

“The look on your face is amusing me, Lucas,” Leonard says as the soldiers march Lucas to the edge of the portal, which seems to want to suck Lucas in like a giant mouth, the dancing light particles of the portal itself also seeming to revel in Lucas’ downturn and his soon to be suffering. “I enjoy seeing snakes like you get defanged.”

Lucas can’t help but laugh. “You’re calling me a snake? That’s funny, Leonard. You are the fucking King of Snakes.”

Leonard merely smiles, unaffected by Lucas’ words, practically bursting with anticipation. It is obvious he can’t wait to get Lucas back to Hell so he can go to work on him for the next eternity. “Take one last look at this playground you have become so used to living in. Play time is over, Lucas. Your punishment awaits you with eager, open arms.”

Lucas swallows. This is actually happening. He is going back to Hell. No, no no…

“Throw him into the portal!” Leonard commands.

Lucas closes his eyes.

And then flings them open again when he hears running footsteps coming from the front exit of the club, followed by the clack-clack-clack of automatic gunfire. Lucas is shocked, but oh so damn glad, to see a stream of people come running through the front doors of the club, each one armed with an automatic rifle that they start firing enthusiastically, all except the man-- or rather demon--in front, who holds a massive sword in his hands.

Dimitri.

If Lucas was a God man, he would have thanked the big guy then and there, but as it happens, he doesn’t have time for that anyway. Bullets are flying past him, hitting the clone soldiers beside him, forcing them to loose their grip on his arms. One bullet even slams into Lucas’ shoulder, but he hardly feels it.

He is more concerned with Leonard, who has turned to face the new arrivals. Dimitri stands about ten feet away, staring at Leonard like he doesn’t give a fuck who the Grand Duke is. The mad bastard. Whatever. Lucas is grateful for the distraction. He jumps over the glaring portal in the floor and lands right behind Leonard, driving his fist into the Grand Duke’s back, who hits the floor so hard the carpet and concrete crumple in around him. 

Despite the force of the blow, Lucas knows he only has a second before the Grand Duke is up again, so he bolts to the front exit, Dimitri already ahead of him, wisely not hanging around to see what Leonard does next.

Shiny black gangster cars are waiting outside, three of them, all with drivers with their foot on the gas, ready to gun it as soon as Dimitri, Lucas and the rest are safely inside. Dimitri and Lucas dive into the back seat of the first car and the driver slams on the accelerator before the door can even be pulled shut. The car speeds off at a screech, the back door hanging open for a second before swinging in and slamming shut on its own. 

“Fuck this,” Lucas says sitting up and looking out the back window. “Teleporting is so much easier.”

“You’re welcome,” Dimitri shouts, laughing, loving every second of the mayhem. “I didn’t ask Leonard to put a suppressor spell around the whole fucking block.”

Through the window, the Demon Ecstasy club is drawing further and further away as the car speeds away as fast traffic will allow. A few of Leonard’s clones burst out of the club, followed by Leonard himself, who stands looking at the cars driving away from him. Lucas half expects the old cunt to appear in the car with them until he remembers the suppressor spell applies to Leonard as well. Thank Christ for small mercies, he thinks.

“Relax,” Dimitri says, his massive broad sword clanging on the floor at his feet as the car swerves in and out of traffic. “A few more feet and we can get the fuck out of here to my place. Right about…now actually.” Dimitri smiles at Lucas and vanishes out of the car.

Lucas does the same and a split second later he is standing in Dimitri’s lair. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

 

 

Dimitri is already sitting in his faux Egyptian throne, chugging red wine straight from the bottle when Lucas arrives. “Your meat suit took a bullet,” Dimitri says, offering Lucas the wine bottle. “Sorry about that. I’m sure you’ll survive though.” He smirks to himself.

Lucas declines the wine bottle and touches the bullet hole in his shoulder. “I’ll fix it later. How did you know Leonard and his drones were at the club?”

“You ain’t the only one with contacts. I been in this city a lot longer than you have my new friend. I know everything that goes on.”

Lucas sits down on a wooden crate that is marked fragile. He wonders for a second what is inside it, then decides he doesn’t want to know. He has more pressing things to worry about anyway. “I can’t stay here long. Leonard will locate me again soon enough.”

“That he will, the old bastard.” Dimitri looks hyped up still. Clearly he enjoyed the siege and rescue he mounted at the club. He reminds Lucas of a mad Russian wired to the moon on vodka and cocaine. His tattoos and gold jewelry only add to the look. “I’ll be ready for him if he ever comes here though.”

“You better hope for your sake he doesn’t. Thanks by the way.”

“No need to thank me. You owe me. That’s enough.”

Lucas nods, uncomfortable with owing someone like Dimitri anything. “Sure.”

Dimitri sits back in his ridiculous wooden throne and takes small swallows from the wine bottle he’s still holding, appearing to relax slightly. “I don’t know what you brought with you when you arrived in this town,” he says. “But this whole city is beginning to resemble our former home.”

“So I believe.”

Lucas is well aware of the city’s rapid decent into chaos. The non-human element of the city has decided to go overground, hunting openly on the streets, killing humans and turning the city upside down. Humans being humans are also helping, of course, turning on each other like frightened monkeys in a panic, looting and burning whole neighborhoods to the ground. “Nothing to do with me,” Lucas says. “Somehow our own kind are working with the Nephilim in some conspiracy they planned. Tolloch is leading the charge for the demons. I even hear angels are involved.”

Dimitri snorts and shakes his head. “Fucking angels working with demons to spread evil.” He laughs. “If it wasn’t true I would never fucking believe it. What’s this goddamn universe coming to these days, huh?”

“Maybe it’s the Apocalypse.”

“The Apocalypse? The Four Horsemen and shit. You believe in that bullshit?”

Lucas shrugs and winces at the pain it causes the wound in his shoulder. “I don’t know. I’ve seen enough to know that anything is possible. You think the King is backing Tolloch in all this?”

“I’d be surprised if the King of Hell isn’t involved. If he isn’t, Tolloch will be in trouble.”

“This could be bad for us. Hell could end up running the show here.” Lucas shook his head at the thought. 

“Fuck that,” Dimitri says. “The last thing I need is for some jumped fucking demon aristocrat thinking he’s the boss of me.” He bangs the wine bottle into his chest. “No one is the boss of me.”

Nor me, Lucas thinks, but doesn’t say it. Once he has the feather, then he would worry about the new world order. He stands up. “Time for me to go, before Leonard tracks me here.”

“We make a good team, you and I,” Dimitri says, leaning forward. “Just because we are demons doesn’t mean we can’t work together.”

“I thought we were already.”

Dimitri smiles. “That’s right. We are. And now, you owe me.”

“You said.” Lucas’ stare hardens on Dimitri for a second.

Dimitri’s smile broadens and he sits back in his throne. “Stay safe, Lucas. It’s getting dangerous out there.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

 

 

Lucas ends up in the Caribbean, in a beach side hotel room that he knows Janice is staying in. She happens to be lying on the white sheeted bed when he appears in the room. She is wearing a red bikini and her tanned body is glistening with sun tan oil. She screams when Lucas appears out of thin air. “Fuck you, Lucas!” she shouts, almost throwing the drink she has in her hand at him. “You scared the shit out of me!”

“Apologies,” Lucas says, looking around the sizable room. “Nice place. Why aren’t you on the beach?”

Janice puts her free hand to her chest as if to try and calm herself down. “I drank too much last night. Today I feel ill, so I came in to lie down for a while.” She shakes her head at him. “What are you even doing here?”

“I ran into some problems back home.” He spots the bottle of dark rum on the dressing table, next to all Janice’s jewelry and makeup. He goes and picks up the bottle and takes a large swallow from it.

“What problems? Have you been shot again?” Janice is off the bed, coming up to him. “Jesus, you have. Who shot you this time?”

“Friendly fire.” He takes another mouthful of the rum and places the bottle back on the dressing table.

“Friendly fire?” She shakes her head. “I don’t even want to know.”

“You don’t, believe me.” Lucas stands awkwardly, unsure of what to do next. His only plan had been to get out of Mercy City and away from Leonard and his squad of demon drones. It is just a waiting game now, he realizes, and he hates waiting. He just hopes he doesn’t have to wait too long. If Frank is doing his job right, the feather should nearly be in his possession.

Janice, looking delectable in her bikini, gently touches Lucas’ shoulder. “You want me to see to this?” she asks, referring to the bullet wound. “I could go get some dressing or something.”

“No. I’ll take care it later. It’s not a problem right now.” Although if his body takes any more damage, he would end having to get a new one, and that could take a while because Lucas is fussy about the bodies he possesses. He prefers them to look as he did back in Egypt, which usually entailed going to Egypt itself to find the right one.

“Then what are you doing here?”

“Hiding out, sort of.”

“From who?”

“Bad…people, who want me…dead.”

Janice puffs her cheeks, shakes her head like she doesn’t know what to do with him. “I never met anyone like you, you know that?”

“And you never will again.” He forces a smile and it feels like it hurts his face. He would have to go again soon. He can’t hang around in any one place for too long. If Leonard shows up here, Janice will be dead, and Lucas doesn’t want that. He likes her too much. Maybe even needs her, in a way. He is about to tell her that he isn’t staying when the phone in his jacket pocket rings. His stomach tightens when he takes the phone out and sees that it is Frank calling. “I have to take this,” he tells Janice and he opens the sliding doors in the bedroom and steps out on to the private stretch of beach that cost him a small fortune to rent for the staff vacation.

Outside, the sun glares down from a cloudless blue sky. It feels like walking into an oven after being in the air conditioned room. Dotted down the stretch of beach are other apartments and Lucas can see his other employees living it up in the sun and splashing around in the crystal clear water of the sea.

“It’s me,” Frank says when Lucas accepts the call. “I’ve got what you want.”

Lucas stands stunned for a second, then closes his eyes. Finally, he thinks. After all this time. He adopts a cool, calm voice for Frank. “I’m very glad to hear that.”

“You find out what I need to know?”

“I did. You’ll know everything when I have the feather.”

“Well, I’m afraid you’ll have to wait on that. I have to try and find a way to stop this city from going to hell first.”

Lucas tightens his jaw. Saving the city? That could take a while. “Tell me where you are. We could meet and—”

“No,” Frank says, cutting him off. “The feather stays with me until I’m ready to hand it over.”

Lucas stares hard at the white sand in front of him, then lets a tight sigh escape his lips. “Try not to get killed in the meantime. I don’t fancy another hunting expedition.”

Frank shook his head. “Jesus, to hear you, anyone would think you risked your ass to get the damn thing.”

“Just be careful with it,” Lucas says before the line goes dead.

Lucas stands stock still in the sand, then hears Janice call out from the bedroom. “Everything okay?”

He looks over his shoulder and shows her his demon eyes. Janice visibly flinches and backs off to sit on the bed, the fear in her own eyes plain as day. 

Not a very earthly thing to do, Lucas thinks, but he couldn’t help it. Frank has the feather and the Watcher is refusing to hand it over. Didn’t the stubborn bastard know that Lucas’ fate was hanging in the balance? Lucas supposed he shouldn’t have been such a hard assed business man with the Watcher in the first place, then perhaps Frank would have been more amenable about handing the feather over. 

Lucas walks off down the beach, away from Janice’s apartment and towards a stretch of pristine sand that has no people or other apartments on it. Nothing but white sand and the waves gently lapping at it.

He has no choice but to wait. Again. The Watcher implied that he is going to try and stop the conspiracy that has the city in chaos. Lucas fails to see how Frank can do that, especially alone, if indeed the Watcher is alone. The only thing Frank has going for him is that he is in possession of the feather. The feather will protect him against any demon that tries to harm him, even one as powerful as Tolloch. Frank will be glad to know that when the time comes, if he even gets near Tolloch that is, and whoever else is involved in the conspiracy.

Lucas stops walking when he is forced to consider the very real possibility that Frank will get himself killed. What then? What will happen to the feather? Lucas doesn’t know. He only knows that if Frank fails, not only will the city fall, but also the world, as will Lucas, all the way back to Hell.

With his future looking increasingly bleak, Lucas heads back to Mercy City to find Frank. If the Watcher is not going to give up the feather, then Lucas will have to take it himself. Despite the potentially dire consequences of doing so, he has no other choice.

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE

 

 

By the time Lucas gets back to the city, things have gone bad. People everywhere are running through the streets in a panic, many of the humans being chased down by werewolves and vampires, wraiths and wendigos, and every other non-human species that exists in the city. Buildings and cars are on fire, pouring their thick smoke into an increasingly darkening sky. Lucas can only stand and look around as chaos rages around him. It is only the beginning as well, he thinks. This is just the prelude to whatever Tolloch and his cabal of Watchers and angels have planned. To the humans, it is the apocalypse. To the non-humans, it is play time. To Lucas, the city falling is just a massive inconvenience that he can do without.

When a huge, rumbling roar echoes across every part of the city, people stop dead in their tracks. Even the non-humans stop eating their victims to listen to the unearthly sounds emanating from the center of the city. Lucas has no idea what is causing the sounds, but he does know one thing: whatever monstrosity is making that noise, it could only have come from one place. Hell.

Lucas teleports into main street, which is all but empty thanks to everyone scattering elsewhere, and for good reason.

A giant crater has opened up in the center of the street, reddish orange light pouring forth from it, looking like Hell is about to spill out on to the street. Lucas can only watch as a huge clawed hand grabs the edge of the hole from inside, and then a horned head appears, with leathery skin as black as the tar pits of Hell and eyes as red as blood. The demon pulls itself out of its birth hole and climbs up on to the road where it raises itself up to its full height.

Not much has shocked Lucas the last two centuries. The last time his jaw hung so slack was a hundred years ago in Romania when he witnessed a gypsy woman turn herself into a snake that had both penis and vagina, which she then used to fuck herself. That was some show, but nothing compared to the demon monstrosity that stands only fifty yards away from him now.

The great beast is at least two stories high, every inch of its skin pitch black, its arms and legs and torso rippling with hard muscle and cable-like tendons, and on its back, two massive protrusions that make it look like the worlds biggest manta ray is attached, with great rippling fins that no doubt doubled as wings.

“Tolloch, what have you done?” Lucas says while staring aghast at the giant demon as it snorts smoke from its manhole- sized nostrils. The thing will destroy the city, then every other city in the world after that. What did Tolloch and his co-conspirators hope to gain from unleashing such an unstoppable beast? Lucas thought they wanted to enslave the world, not destroy it.

The great black beast roars into the darkening sky and Lucas feels his body rumbling with the vibrations.

The demon then pushes off its thick legs and takes flight at a shocking speed, shooting into the sky like the world’s scariest fighter plane before stopping and hovering over the city itself like a demonic version of a stealth bomber, roaring down at the terrified inhabitants.

This is bad, Lucas thinks. Really fucking bad.

Then he spots movement to his left and he looks to see two of Leonard’s drone soldiers sprinting towards him with huge curved blades in their hands.

And now things are about to get a whole lot worse.

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR

 

 

Lucas manages to avoid the vicious swipes from the clone’s swords and within an instant, he invades the minds of the two soldiers and causes their heads to explode.

Time to go, he thinks.

But he can’t teleport.

“Fuck!”

Within seconds he is surrounded by more of Leonard’s bald clones, who seem to come from all directions, dozens of them this time, each one hairless and black-suited, most of them carrying the same curved blades, the rest strapped with those huge Soul Killer guns. 

The demon monstrosity still hovering over the city roars again, shaking the foundations of every surface in the city. Despite the monster in the sky, neither Lucas nor the bald drones surrounding him look up.

“Quite the show, isn’t it?” a voice says from behind Lucas, who turns around to see Leonard standing in the middle of the empty road, cars burning on either side of him. The Grand Duke has forsaken his human garb and now looks the way Lucas remembers him from Hell. A tall figure in a dark cloak, a hood over his head, two bright blue eyes shining out of the darkness of the hood. 

“Leonard,” Lucas says, keeping half his awareness on the foes that surround him. “Can’t you take a fucking hint? I’m not going back to Hell.”

The Grand Duke’s voice is a low hiss that still seems to carry loudly into Lucas’ ears, almost as if Leonard is standing right beside him. “I beg to differ, Lucreceous. Hell is exactly where you are going.”

“It’s Lucas you creepy bastard. And fuck you!”

With the giant demon still casting its massive shadow overhead, Lucas makes a dash towards the Grand Duke, knocking down any bald drones that try to get in his way. Just as he reaches Leonard, the Grand Duke raises his hand and somehow manages to stop Lucas in his tracks, just as if Lucas had hit a brick wall. The rest of the drones hang back, happy to allow their master to handle the situation from here on in.

Even though he is having difficulty moving, Lucas summons every ounce of power inside him and makes an attempt to invade Leonard’s mind. The Grand Duke smiles when he feels Lucas’ probing presence trying to enter his mind, seemingly unconcerned over Lucas’ power to hurt him in any way. “I admire your tenacity,” Leonard says, still holding Lucas in his invisible grip. “But we both know who is more powerful here, don’t we?”

The Grand Duke, in his arrogance, is underestimating Lucas. Good, Lucas thinks, and makes a concerted effort to push into Leonard’s twisted mind again, which he manages to do after a moment of straining that almost causes his own head to explode. He sees the Grand Duke’s eyes widen, not really in fear, but more in shock that Lucas is even able to penetrate as much as he is doing.

Lucas feels the invisible grip on him loosen and he is able to raise a hand that helps him direct more destructive energy into the mind of the Grand Duke. Leonard may be one of the most powerful of all demons, but he is also arrogant enough to think that Lucas is still the same demon he met in Hell. “What’s wrong, Leonard?” Lucas asks as he begins to move towards the Grand Duke. “You seem to be struggling.”

Black blood is running out of Leonard’s nose, or rather the two holes in his twisted face that pass for a nose. His fangs are bared as his thin blue lips twist with the strain of trying to resist Lucas’ power.

Lucas has pushed his way in to the core of Leonard’s consciousness, although it feels like his own head is going to explode with the strain. Just a bit further and he can force Leonard’s consciousness to split apart and shatter like glass, scattering it in so many directions that it will take Leonard a long time to recover himself. 

A long scream of effort erupts from Leonard’s mouth as he gives Lucas everything he’s got. Lucas’ own eyes widen in shock as he feels his heart explode inside his chest, quickly followed by the shutdown of his whole human body. Only his demon spirit is keeping his possessed body going, but he can already feel Leonard’s invisible icy fingers tearing away at his spirit, pulling bits off it as the Grand Duke tries to dismantle the core of Lucas’ existence. Lucas knows his spirit will only take so much abuse before it is forced to flee from the human body, and when that happens, Leonard would capture it like a butterfly in a net before transporting Lucas’ spirit back to Hell.

With a last scream of effort, Lucas tries to rip apart Leonard’s mind. The Grand Duke screams in response, the shock on his pig ugly face a sign that he regrets underestimating Lucas.

That’s when Lucas feels the searing pain in his back. Enough pain to cause him to loose his concentration, and his grip on Leonard’s mind slips. Lucas looks down to see a blood stained silver blade sticking out of his chest for a second before it is pulled out again. Then another blade is pushed through his right side, and another through his shoulder blades.

Lucas falls to his knees, his human body all but destroyed, his demon spirit hanging on by a thread at this point.

Leonard moves forward, keeping his invisible grip on Lucas’ spirit. “You are more powerful than I gave you credit for,” he says, the lower half of his face streaked with black blood, drops of it running off the ends of his twin fangs. “But regrettably, it takes more than that to defeat me. Never underestimate the importance of extending your reach through having back up.”

Lucas spits blood on to the road. “Fuck you, Leonard.”

Just then an almighty roar from above captures everyone’s attention. Lucas raises his head to see the monstrous black demon hovering above them, looking down at them with burning red eyes. Some sort of dark orange energy seems to forming in the demon’s chest, accompanied by a high pitched squealing sound that forces even the surrounding drones to flinch and cover their ears.

Leonard is the only one paying the hovering demon little attention as he keeps his piercing blue eyes on Lucas. “Tolloch did a grand job creating that thing,” he says to Lucas. “I hope it destroys this entire rotten world.”

It becomes difficult for Lucas to even hear what Leonard is saying over the ear piercing sound emitting from the demon, a sound that is growing higher in pitch with every passing second. Lucas glances up again to see the ball of energy forming in the demon’s chest get brighter and brighter. Oh shit, he thinks, suddenly realizing what’s coming.

Leonard is still talking, his smug arrogance at finally capturing Lucas blinding him to the impending danger from above. Lucas can’t even hear what the Grand Duke is saying. Nor does he care what the creepy cunt is saying. As the high pitched sound begins to explode the glass in the windows of the buildings surrounding them, Lucas gathers as much energy as he can muster in preparation for what he has to do next.

Still holding Lucas in his invisible grip, Leonard continues speaking, and a few seconds later, a portal to Hell opens up on the road beside him.

He pulls Lucas to his feet and begins to reel him in towards him like a fish on the end of a hook, smiling as he does so, clearly pleased with himself that he has finally captured his allusive prey.

The high-pitched squeal from the demon reaches a crescendo now and Lucas hears the demon roar above them, its huge bulk still casting a deep shadow over everything.

Lucas gathers every last drop of power and energy he has and uses it to break Leonard’s grip, who stupidly relaxed when he thought Lucas was beaten. The invisible grip only breaks for a second, but it is time enough for Lucas to break sideways towards an alley just as a massive ball of dark orange energy comes rocketing out of the sky and impacts Main Street and everything in it like a crashing comet, including Leonard and his army of drones. If the Grand Duke hadn’t of been so wrapped up in his victory over Lucas, he would have seen what was coming and had time to avoid the huge ball of destructive energy. Thankfully for Lucas, Leonard didn’t see what was coming until it was too late.

Lucas runs down the side street as fast as his damaged body and spirit will allow, but he still gets caught on the edge of the blast radius and he is sent hurtling forward through the air like he has been blasted out of a cannon. A dumpster at the end of the side street cuts his Superman act short and he falls in a heap on the ground. The impact from hitting the dented dumpster breaks bones in his arm and torso, but he still manages to get back to his feet and keep running into the next street and then the next one after that, all the while trying to teleport. 

As the shadow of the giant flying demon begins to loom over him again, Lucas finally vanishes himself to safety.

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE

 

 

He doesn’t know why, but Lucas ends up teleporting into his father’s grave. Not literally of course, but inside the pyramid where the sarcophagus of King Rameses II still lies undisturbed by anyone, right at the heart of the pyramid in the desert sands of Egypt. It is the first time Lucas has ever done this. He wasn’t exactly close with his father when they both walked the earth together. His father banished him after all, and all because he feared what his son was becoming, or rather because he was afraid of how powerful his son would one day become. That much was obvious from the last time they spoke. Lucas wonders if his father felt much fear at the prospect of facing his son in battle, even though that event never happened. He imagines his father was relieved in the end. What father wants to fight his own son to the death? Lucas feels almost ashamed as he thinks back to that ancient time. What was he thinking, trying to take over Egypt? Regardless, he paid a heavy price for his stupid insolence.

His father’s sarcophagus lies in the center of a large room in the very heart of the pyramid. The room is as dark as it’s possible to get, but Lucas can still see through his demon vision, like looking through purple tinged infrared goggles. The sarcophagus is large and made from pure gold, intricately cast and surprisingly free from dust considering its underground location. The metal is warm as Lucas runs his hand over it and he tries to picture his father lying inside, mummified and wrapped in oil soaked strips of muslin, his dusty carcass shriveled but still holding its features.

“Surprised to see me, father?” Lucas asks the sarcophagus. When he gets no reply he sits down with his back against the warm metal and closes his eyes for a while. The body he inhabits is greatly damaged. He can still feel the blood running from the stab wounds in his back, chest and abdomen. It also feels weird not to have a heart anymore. He was used to it beating inside his chest. It made him feel…alive. In Hell, his heart did not beat. No heart beats in Hell. Hell is not a place of beating hearts. When he first came to Earth and possessed his first body, he almost felt like crying when he felt that steady dum-dum, dum-dum rhythm inside his chest. It was something he thought he would never experience again and it made him feel almost human once more. Now that his heart no longer beat with its quiet, steady rhythm, he feels strangely stripped of his humanity again. Now he is just a demon spirit inhabiting a body that should not be walking around. He is the walking dead again, just like he was in Hell.

“I was probably a great disappointment to you, father,” he says quietly in the darkness of the dry and dusty room. “It was never my intention to disappoint you. I’m not even sure if you ever had any love for me. Did you, father? Did you love your youngest son the way you seemed to love your other sons? It never seemed like it. I felt like I had to get what I needed from somewhere else. Maybe, if you had loved me the way you were supposed to, I could have been a real help to you. I have gifts, you know, gifts that you could have used when you were King. But you knew that anyway, didn’t you? That’s why you banished me. Not because I was messing with the dark arts. Not because I got two of my brothers killed. But because you were afraid of my potential, isn’t that right, father? You thought if you let me stick around, I would eventually eclipse you like the moon eclipsing the sun.”

The silence in the room is oppressive, but Lucas still feels like his father is somehow listening from somewhere, so he continues with his centuries late admissions.

“I saw the look of fear in your eyes the last time we spoke. Your callous disregard for me came back to bite you in the ass, as they say these days. I would have beaten you in battle, you know that? Of course you do. I’ll bet you were glad when you heard the battle was off. Relieved, no doubt.”

Lucas shifts on the dusty floor and winces at the pain in his back. Despite just being a spirit, he is still connected to his human host, physically anyway. He still feels the pain, but he doesn’t mind it. It is a reminder that he is still alive, still a part of this world.

“I ended up in the Underworld, you know. That probably does not surprise you to hear that. I’m sure you thought that’s where I belonged anyway, dark soul that you thought I was. My soul was not that dark. I have met many dark souls in my time, so I know what they look like. My soul wasn’t—-isn’t—-that dark. Maybe a little.” He pauses, partially out of breath. One of his lungs was pierced with a sword. Coupled with the lack of air in the tomb, it makes it hard to breathe. “My own stupidity got me sent to Hell, nothing more. I overreached, father, but I think you knew that about me anyway. I saw it in your eyes when I went to see you that day. I trusted someone I shouldn’t have. Don’t ever let anyone tell you that the gods are trustworthy. They are as selfish and narcissistic as any mortal, but maybe you know that already. Maybe you sit with them right now. If you do, inform Isis that she is a total bitch and tell her brother slash husband Osiris that he is…a cunt. You probably don’t know that word. It speaks for itself, I think.”

Lucas looks around the empty room, at the huge blocks of stone that form the walls. He is reminded of Hell, of the suffocating stone prison cells in the Depths.

“It won’t surprise you to hear that I am being hunted, father. By one of those dark souls you considered me to be. Perhaps you think I deserve it?” He waited as if for answer and got only silence. “Well, perhaps I do. But I have learned from my mistakes. Soon, I hope to have something in my possession that will make me immune to the vicious whims of such dark souls. And who knows father? Maybe I will even use that object to summon your soul, so we can talk properly. Would you like that father?” More silence. “I didn’t think so.”

Lucas hoists himself up from the dry stone floor and places a hand on the dust covered sarcophagus one last time. “It is time for me to go and see what fate has in store for me, father. I will leave you in peace now.” He stares down at the frozen features on the face of the sarcophagus for a moment, thinking of planting a small kiss on the hard metal, but doesn’t. “Goodbye father. Rest in peace, wherever you are.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX

 

 

Feeling like he doesn’t have a choice, Lucas teleports back to Mercy City to see what fate has in store for him. When he gets there he finds a city that resembles some post-apocalyptic landscape, full of smoking, burning buildings, people walking around in a blood and dust-covered daze, wondering what the hell happened to their once comfortable and monster- free normality. Broken bodies strewn everywhere like so much rubbish. He doesn’t see any sign of the great black demon that haunted the skyline and caused so much destruction before. Either someone has stopped it, which he finds hard to believe, or it has moved on elsewhere to continue spreading its mayhem and destruction. Either way, he should be thanking it. The demon unwittingly saved him from the clutches of Leonard. Where is the old bastard now? Lucas wonders. He would have to be careful, as Leonard and his drones could show up anytime, anywhere. He also wonders where Frank is. Did he get himself killed by Tolloch? If so, where is the archangel feather? Still on Frank’s dead body somewhere inside the impenetrable Watcher Facility? Lucas hopes not.

His eyes go to the sky to a television news helicopter hovering above a burning building and he wonders how the media are going to explain all this to the world. No doubt there is plenty of footage of the giant rampaging demon that destroyed half the city, but Lucas doubts any of it will make it on to the news. The human government drones are not completely in the dark about the supernatural beings that exist in this world, but they go to great lengths to insure that the sheeple they rule over are kept ignorant about it all. Lucas knows the President and his cronies will concoct some ridiculous cover story to explain away everything that has happened, and the sheeple will swallow it all whole without a word of protest. It is easier to think that terrorists caused everything rather than a giant demon from Hell. Most human brains just couldn’t fathom that. They are not built to fathom such things.

When Lucas’ phone rings in his jacket pocket he is surprised. Firstly surprised at the fact that the phone is even still intact after all the battering he has taken. Secondly surprised because it is Frank phoning. “Frank,” Lucas says upon answering. “I didn’t expect to hear from you. I thought you were dead.”

“I don’t die easily,” Frank says, as droll as ever. “Besides, someone had to stop that thing rampaging through the city.”

“You killed the demon?”

“Fucking right I did. And Tolloch.”

Lucas is astounded. “Tolloch? How?”

“Another Watcher killed him, with help from me and Eva.”

Lucas shakes his head. “I should really call you Wonder Watcher from now on.”

“How about not.”

“Sorry, Frank, I’m just…do you have the feather?”

“Yeah. You have what I need?”

“Yes,” Lucas says, but he isn’t looking forward to telling him. “Where do you want to meet?”

 

They meet in the mountains, not far from Frank’s cabin. The Watcher’s car is parked on the grass verge of the dirt road that leads down the mountainside. Obviously Frank had abandoned it in a hurry at some point. Frank himself looks in a worse state than Lucas does. The two of them look at each other and shake their heads. “An eventful few days for both of us, I see,” Lucas says.

“You could say that,” Frank says, leaning against the driver’s side door of his black Chevrolet. He reaches inside his torn jacket and pulls out a long white feather, still gleaming and pristine despite the abuse it must have taken as Frank carried it around with him. “This what you’re looking for?”

Lucas tries not to look too eager, but he can’t help himself and walks over to Frank to take the feather, who says, “Not so fast. You first.”

Shit, Lucas thinks. He was hoping to have the feather in his possession before he delivered the bad news to Frank. “I found what you were looking for, but I don’t think you are going to like it.”

Frank sighs and shakes his head, obviously hoping to be free of anymore bad news. “Tell me,” he says.

“I found out the name of the demon who took your friend’s soul, as you asked.” Lucas pauses, his eye on the feather. Maybe he should just snatch it from Frank right now before he delivers the rest of the information. But then he thinks, No. He has too much respect for Frank to do that, which he realizes has to be a first. Maybe his humanity hasn’t been completely eradicated after all.

“Go on,” Frank says, a dark look in his eyes like he knows what is coming.

“The problem is Frank, that the demon who had her soul no longer has it.”

A deep frown crosses Frank’s face. “What the hell do you mean he no longer has it? Who does then?”

“Mordred. The King of Hell.”

Frank remains perfectly still for a moment as that particular knowledge bomb shatters whatever hopes he had of rescuing his one time sweetheart from the clutches of Hell. Then he does something Lucas doesn’t expect. He rushes forward and punches Lucas hard in the face, sending Lucas reeling back a few steps. “How long?” he demands.

Lucas rubs his jaw, too weary and weak at this point to even be mad at Frank for hitting him. “How long what, Frank?”

“How long have you known?”

“A couple of days. What does it matter?”

“You could have told me sooner.”

“A lot was at stake, Frank. I didn’t want to put you off your game.”

Frank gives a bitter laugh and shakes his head, then he throws the archangel feather on to the gravelly road and turns and walks to his car.

Lucas bends down and picks up the feather, all of his previous worry and anxiety vanishing in an instant the second his fingers touch it. “I hope this doesn’t effect our friendship,” he calls to Frank, though Frank isn’t looking at him. The Watcher guns the engine of his car and does a tight turn on the road, almost hitting Lucas in the process. Lucas watches the black car speed off up the mountain road leaving a cloud of dust in its wake. “He’ll come around,” Lucas says to no one before teleporting to the Demon Ecstasy club with his new prized possession.

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN

 

 

Archangel feathers are one of the rarest things in existence, at least in this world. There hasn’t been an archangel on the earth since the Big Dude flooded the place millennia ago. Archangels prefer to sit up in Heaven, lording it over the lower angels, making them do their bidding on Earth. And even when the archangels were on earth, they were not in the habit of losing too many of their precious feathers. The ones they did lose, they lost in battle as they wiped out hordes of filthy humans in places like Sodom and Gomorrah, before the Big Dude finished the job with all that water. How any of those precious lost feathers even survived to this day, Lucas will never know. In his two hundred year search for one, half the time he went on blind faith that a feather even still existed. It was blind faith that allowed him to keep running from Leonard, that allowed him to keep searching for the “holy grail”. It was only recently that he heard that the Watchers had acquired a feather, validating all those decades of faith he so desperately held on to. And now, here it is, finally in his hands.

Lucas strips naked and kneels in the middle of the carpeted floor in his suite in the upstairs of the club. The feather has many applications when used with the right magic, but the only application Lucas is interested in at the moment is the one that will make him a Divine Being. The spell involves channeling the divine energy within the feather into himself, forging it with his demon spirit. It takes him an hour or so to complete the complicated spell, and once it is done he stands, his human body completely healed, which is a nice side benefit to having all that divine energy running through you. 

Lucas is now something that no other demon has ever been before. Demonic and Divine at the same time. A one of kind. And untouchable to any other demon, even to the King of Hell himself. Even to the Great Adversary…as long as he stayed out of Hell, which he planned on doing for the rest of eternity at least.

 

“I’m sure you are very pleased with yourself.”

Leonard is sitting at the bar in the club, Lucas having summoned the demon only moments before. The two of them are drinking vodka, the bottle on the bar between them.

“That’s one way of putting it,” Lucas says, unable to keep the smile from off his face. “I’m a Divine Being now. You or no other demon can touch me. I could probably destroy you right now.”

Leonard is back to wearing his “handsome face” again. He smiles. “But you won’t, will you? That’s not who you are, Lucas.”

“No, it’s not.”

“You are something of an enigma, for a demon, I mean. Have you always been so?”

Lucas thinks back over his long life for a moment, then nods his head. “Sometimes, I don’t even understand myself.”

“And I was so looking forward to torturing you.”

“Life is full of disappointments, Leonard. You of all demons should know that.” A sly smile crosses Lucas’ lips. It felt good to say that. “But look on the bright side. With all the time you’ll have not chasing after me, you can put all your energy into going after the throne again.”

Leonard drains what is left in his shot glass and slams it down on to the bar. “Mark my words, Lucas. This isn’t over. At some point I will have the power of the Adversary behind me and I will use it to find a way to drag you back to Hell where you belong, Divine Being or not.”

“You mean only if you hold on to the power long enough this time?”

Leonard’s face hardens, anger boiling behind it. Lucas holds his stare.

“Go back to Hell, Leonard. I never want to see your face here again. If I ever do, I won’t hesitate to destroy you utterly next time.”

Leonard stares, but he has nothing left to say. Neither has Lucas, who turns his back and pours himself another shot of vodka. When he turns around again, Leonard is gone.

For good this time.

 

————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————————

 

Thanks for reading! I hope you enjoyed the book as much as I did writing it. If you get a moment, I would greatly appreciate it if you could leave your honest review of the book at Amazon. As an indie author, this would help me out a lot.

Don’t forget, you can also sign up to my Watchers Inner Circle to get two of my other books completely free!

Get Your Free Books Here!

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT

 

 

Hell Is Coming (Watchers Book 1)

Hell Is Here (Watchers Book 2)

Hell And Back (Watchers Book 2.5)

Bad Grace (A Watchers Companion Novel)

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE

 

 

N.P. Martin is the author of a number of bestselling non-fiction books. He loves everything to do with urban fantasy, demons, the occult and kick ass characters. As well as writing, he teaches self defense to private clients and is a blackbelt in Jujitsu. He lives

in N. Ireland with his wife and three daughters.
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