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PROLOGUE

 


“Gaaaaaa!”

Screaming, the bearded man surged against the
straps holding him to the table.

Blinking, his eyes slowly focused on the
smiling face hovering beside him.

Seeing that the other man was now conscious,
the Leader chuckled as he said, “Hello, Mahdi, and welcome back to
the land of the living.”

In his confusion, the Mahdi—the
self-proclaimed reborn Prophet of Allah and former absolute ruler
of the earth—forgot his claim of never speaking any language but
Arabic as he gasped in the same English that he’d been addressed
in, “Wha . . . What happened? I . . .
I was dead?”

The Antichrist, the inhuman result of an
unholy perversion of science that had created a clone of Jesus
Christ himself from DNA taken from the famed Spear Of Destiny,
smiled benevolently as he nodded. “Yep, deader than a doornail, as
they say in America.”

“B-B-But . . .
How . . . ?”

“How is it that you’re back?” The
Antichrist’s grin widened. “Hellloooo! Jesus-Genes!”

He chuckled and raised his arms so that the
sleeves of his shirt fell back from his wrists to show the scars.
“The scientists who created me insisted that I go through EVERY
test to verify that I really was what they thought I was. And,
trust me, some of those tests were, . . . well,
getting crucified might have been the worst, but was hardly the
least of the tests I had to go through.

“But, it’s only since I gained access
to an honest-to . . . Well, I can’t really say God
now, can I? Let’s just say my own working-model of the Ark of the
Covenant. You know, the same one I used to kill you and the last of
your fanatical followers, and destroyed your Holy City of Mecca and
the Kabala Stone, yeah, that Ark. Anyhow, I’ve found that I’ve
gained access to all sorts of powers and abilities.”

Rubbing his hands together he murmured, “The
stuff in the Bible is only the beginning of what I’m discovering I
can do. All I needed was access to the bioelectrical energy from
the Ark.”

Chuckling again, the Antichrist shook his
head. “And I owe it all to—”

The Mahdi had recovered enough of his senses
to snarl, “I know all about your shaitan-spawned witch! That
Frenmen woman.”

The Antichrist grinned. “You’ll find that
your information is a bit dated. In the eight years since the
change in the energy-charge state of the planet, she’s gotten
married Her last name is now Carnigan, and she’s had two great
little kids.”

The Mahdi snarled, “Who, what would marry
such a . . . creature?”

“A pre-change reporter named Bob, um,
Robert Carnigan, of course. They make quite a charming couple. And
he and the kids make excellent hostages of fortune, as it
were.”

The Antichrist shrugged. “Anyhow, so much for
the pleasantries. I need to let you know why I went to so much
trouble to first ensure that your body remained whole and then
managed to sneak it off the field when I wiped out your remaining
followers at Mecca, then resurrecting you.”

The Mahdi shrugged. “Do what you will,
monster! Feed me to the demons that you led against my people! I’ll
never give you the satisfaction of—”

The Antichrist cut in with a laugh, “Oh, you
have no idea what I have in store for you! See, when I wiped
out your believers and the armies that your power depended
on . . . By the way, the Lord Apollyon sends his
thanks for the nice feed you provided for his creatures. Anyhow,
first I wanted to bring you back to life as a test to see if I
could actually do it. And second, unlike you, I have no intention
of taking over the rulership of the Earth. At least not
immediately; I’m not that stupid.”

As the Mahdi blinked at this, the Antichrist
went on, “See, you took over immediately after the disaster of the
change. Now, I can understand the temptation to seize immediate
power, but the fact is that your subjects soon came to resent your
rulership. After all, they never had a chance to find out if they
could rule themselves after the change. And, a dream of liberty
outclasses any imposed rule, no matter how altruistic it might
be.”

He chuckled. “And your rule was far, far from
altruistic. You just had to fulfill your personal petty
perversions, twisting your faith into an abomination, didn’t
you?”

Even strapped down naked on a table, the
Mahdi could still show outrage at the insult to his beliefs, as he
snarled, “How dare you—”

A simple touch of the Antichrist’s hand was
enough to strangle the words in his throat as the Antichrist simply
chuckled. “You took the opportunity to pervert your own beliefs to
satisfy the sickness of your soul.”

The Mahdi did manage to get out a strangled
and rather rude noise before that, too, was choked off.

“Now, now, that’s past. If you really
had been doing God’s, make that Allah’s will, I would never have
been able to destroy you and your empire, whether I led the legions
of Hell or not. Let alone have been able to summon your soul back
to your body. So, you lose. Anyhow, back to how things are going to
work.

“I’ve managed to contact the remaining
world leaders. They’ve been hiding out from you and your fanatics
all this time. I have offered to return to them the rulership of
what’s left of the human race.”

As the Mahdi just blinked at that, the
Antichrist grinned. “Oh, don’t get me wrong. I’m not altruistic or
anything like that. I am going to insist that my new religious
capital in Jerusalem be built for me, with the new temple to house
myself and my Ark of the Covenant—”

The Mahdi started at that. “But, the Dome of
the Rock—”

“Was flattened in one of the first
earthquakes,” the Antichrist cut in. “Anyhow, I need the space for
my new temple. However, don’t feel put upon I’m having the
Christian’s Holy Sepulcher, Jesus’ ”—he couldn’t help the
ironic twist of his mouth at that—“tomb bulldozed. After all, my
new temple will need a parking lot now, won’t it?”

He shrugged. “The new centralized capital of
the Earth is going to be in the newly rebuilt city of Babylon.
Where the other rulers of the earth will congregate to form a
one-world governing council, based on the Babylonian Eurasian
Afro-Americas Security Treaty, or B.E.A.S.T., which all of them
have been more than happy to help write and sign off on.”

The Antichrist cocked an ironic eyebrow at
the Mahdi’s derisive snort. “Don’t make fun. You’re going to be one
of those leaders.”

When the Mahdi blinked at that, he went on,
“See, with the onset of the new Ice Age and all, the old borders
and even the outlines of the continents have changed. So, each
leader will have control of one of the continental areas roughly
matching what existed before the change—Australia, North and South
America, Asia, Europe. I will be responsible for Antarctica, where,
as you know, the gates of Hell are located. Or, at least the gates
that you know about . . .”

The Mahdi shook his head. “No! I will
not—”

“Oh, I think that you will be happy to
be the ruler of what used to be the Middle East, to include being
the governor-general of New Babylon itself. And you will be
properly obedient to me as well. After all, if I’m the returned
Christ, I need somebody to play the role of . . . my
Prophet.”

As the Mahdi started to snarl, the Antichrist
again silenced him with a simple touch of his hand. He motioned for
somebody who had been standing behind him, out of the Mahdi’s view,
to step forward.

The Mahdi blinked when he saw the eye patch
over the burly man’s left eye.

Before he could say anything, the Antichrist
chuckled. “This is Major Jesus Ruiz, one of my most capable
officers. He’s a former U.S. Army Green Beret and was mutilated on
your orders way back at the start of the change. That, and he
watched while everybody he knew and cared for in the whole world
was mutilated and died a horrible death on your whim. You might say
he has a grudge against you. And, I’ve decided to give him a little
present.”

He gave a satisfied nod as he saw the Mahdi
pale at the import of what he was hearing. Touching his own wrist
in illustration, he added, “See, one limitation I have is I can’t
repair or heal lost limbs or scars that have already healed over.
Oh, I could replace a severed ear, no problem. But, I have to have
the ear to do it. Otherwise, like Major Ruiz’s eye, it’s too
late.

“Anyhow, have you ever heard of
something called the Stockholm Syndrome?”

At the Mahdi’s blank look, he chuckled. “Ah,
you really needed to read something other than your religious books
and weapons handbooks. Anyhow, the Stockholm Syndrome is where
people are psychologically damaged by prolonged torture and
mistreatment to the point where their whole personality is
deconstructed and rebuilt in that of a properly dependable follower
of their torturer. I think it was something first observed in that
whole Rape of the Sabine Women thing that the ancient Romans did.
Anyhow, my gift to Major Ruiz is to let him have you. He’s free to
do anything and everything he pleases, for as long as he pleases,
until I’m confident you’ve been properly reprogrammed.”

Heading for the door, he turned back to the
Mahdi. “And by the way, even death won’t save you, because I’ll
just bring you back. And do it as many times as needed to get the
job done.”

As he left, the Mahdi’s gaze fell on the cold
expression in his torturer’s remaining eye.

With a smile, Ruiz rolled a surgical tray
over beside the table where the Mahdi was strapped down. With a
flourish he flipped off the cloth covering the top of the tray,
revealing a pair of needle-nosed pliers, a leather strap, and an
old-fashioned throat-cutter razor.

Smiling, he lifted the razor and held it in
front of the Mahdi’s eyes as he chuckled. “I remember reading about
a technique for flaying or skinning somebody alive, one inch at a
time. I’ve always wondered whether it would actually work or
not.”

As he reached out to adjust the straps so he
could roll the Mahdi over, the shocked former absolute ruler of the
Earth whispered, “Mercy . . . Please.”

Grinning, Ruiz waved a thumb toward his eye
patch. “I used to be a compassionate and merciful
person. . . . Then I took a hot poker to the
eye.”

 



CHAPTER 1

 


“DAMN YOU! DAMN YOU TO HELL!”

Bob’s wild “haymaker” would have killed
anything human, had it landed.

As it was, the muscle-bound,
silver-blond-haired older man simply ducked under the blow, grabbed
the off-center Bob’s wrist and spun him around in a classic
hammerlock hold.

As Bob struggled helpless in his grip, Jordan
snarled into his ear, “Got some news for you. I’ve already been
there done that with that whole damned-by-God thing, and I really
don’t recommend it.”

At Bob’s try at replying, Jordan simply
hitched the other man’s arm up a little higher, turning the snarl
into a gasp of agony.

Jordan nodded. “Now, there are two ways this
can go. One, the easy way, where we all settle down and have a
nice, civilized conversation. Or two, the really easy way, where I
continue to hurt you until you decide to go with number one. Your
choice.”

Tamarah “Tami” Carnigan, the tall,
African-American woman, who had been standing and watching the
macho display with a bit of bemusement, reached out a hand and
gently pressed it against her husband’s free arm. “Bob, let’s hear
what he has to say, okay?”

Jordan released Bob’s arm as the other man
relaxed.

Bob rubbed his abused limb as he snarled to
the older man, “Do you know what you’ve done? Do you know what
that . . . THING is planning to do to Tami? YOU,
you . . .”

Jordan didn’t blink as he simply said, “I
made exactly the same deal with the Antichrist that YOU and Tami
made. I just made it seven years ago. Trading freedom of action for
what you and your family needed to live.”

The other two saw his eyes lose their focus
as his tone got wispy: “It wasn’t the first time I’ve made such a
deal and probably won’t be the last. . . . And I’m
not even sure if it’ll prove to be the worst.”

Coming back to the present, his eyes regained
their focus as he said, “Before the change, I was working for one
of his front-companies as a contractor when I met you. That’s how I
knew about the bunker we hid out in for all those years, and was
able to get the access to his communications and computer
nets.”

He shrugged. “Early on, the Antichrist’s
operative—then Lieutenant Wolf—contacted me when I was on one of
those supply runs I made to get what you two and your kids needed
to survive.

“The deal was simple. The Antichrist
wanted to know what you”—he waved a hand toward Tami—“knew about
what was happening, and what was going to happen from your analysis
of the Bible. My job was to set up the microphones in the bunker
and, . . . um, steer the conversation in that
direction.”

He shrugged. “The trade was that the
Antichrist would make sure that what we needed would be available
at the local trading post. And that we weren’t really threatened by
any of the other groups of survivors and worse who are still
wandering that part of the world.”

With a sigh he gave Bob a slight grin. “Why
do you think I was so insistent on you following the proper
security procedures? Why I taught you how to use weapons and to
defend yourself? By the way, where the HELL did you get that punch
you just tried to throw? I could see you telegraphing your move
from a mile away. That, and you put yourself off balance. You’re
lucky I didn’t break something when I grabbed you.”

Still red-faced with fury, Bob just snarled
as Tami tightened her calming grip on his arm. “Bob, settle down.
He’s right. WE made that same deal when the Antichrist’s troops
captured us. We traded what we knew for safety for us and the
kids.”

She then turned to Jordan, her expression
stone-cold as she hissed, “And what kind of deal have you cut
now?”

She waved a hand toward the surrounding
walls. “You know we’re being constantly monitored and recorded.
That, and we’re guarded night and day. So, how the hell did you get
in here? The only way you could is if you’re still working for the
Antichrist.”

Tilting her head she asked, “What are you
doing here? Making sure he gets his chance to . . .
impregnate me?”

Jordan grinned. “As for the
monitoring, . . . well, that’s my job now. You’re
speaking to the Antichrist’s chief of security, and I’m the one
responsible for monitoring you guys, twenty-four-seven.
I’ve . . . arranged for a set of conversations
recorded earlier to play in a long-period loop. That way we have
some privacy, you might say. And, I can do it whenever I choose.
It’ll hold up unless either of you spill the beans or somebody
actually sits and listens to the recordings too closely.”

Bob blinked. “But why? Why would you do
that?”

Jordan shrugged. “Why not? I made a deal with
the Devil and you two paid for it. The only way I’ll be able to
clear THAT off my soul is if I help get you out of here.”

Bob’s expression was eloquent as he hissed,
“What? And how the HELL do you expect to do that? And, what happens
if you fail? If we get caught? Do you know what he threatened to do
to our kids, to Tami if that happens?”

Jordan nodded. “Yes, and he’s perfectly
capable of doing exactly that. Of—”

Tami interrupted him, “Of lobotomizing me and
raping my body until he gets what he wants: an heir
to . . . sacrifice to seal his deal with Satan.”

Jordan shrugged. “I thought you might want to
at least look into the possibility of getting the hell outta here
and—”

Tami shook her head, her tone final, even
sepulchral as she simply said, “No.”

Bob blinked. “Well, don’t you think we should
at least listen to what he has to say—”

Tami shook her head emphatically. “No. And,
I’m NOT going to commit suicide either. For one thing, I don’t
think it’d work. As we’ve seen with his resurrection of that Mahdi
character, he’d just bring me back to life and do what he’s
threatened to do anyhow. But, we are NOT going to attempt to
escape.”

Bob stammered, “B-But . . .
Why? Why won’t you at least . . . ?”

Now it was Tami’s turn to shrug. “And what?
Let’s assume Jordan here can do exactly what he’s hinting he can
do. We escape, we get away with the kids and all. To a place where
we can all live and the Antichrist and Satan and all the legions of
Hell can’t find us. What do you think the Antichrist will do
then?”

Bob blinked. “I-I never thought about that.
I’m too interested in getting my wife and family the hell away from
him.”

Tami shook her head. Turning to Jordan she
asked, “What would he do? And don’t tell me that you haven’t
thought about it.”

Jordan shrugged. “He’d find
another . . . candidate. Somebody else to give him a
heir, a sacrifice.”

Tami nodded. “And would it be right for me to
shift THAT to another? For me to sacrifice another to save
myself?”

Bob snarled, “Are you’re asking me? I say
YES! YES, it would! He’s got a whole world of sluts and bimbos who
have been prostituting themselves for years to have kids and
improve their lot in life. Kids with a higher ‘beast rating’ than
they have. Let him pick one of them for this honor crap!”

Tami shook her head. “It doesn’t work like
that, does it?”

Jordan shrugged. “Don’t think so. Satan
doesn’t just want the Antichrist to make a sacrifice; he wants the
whole human race to make a sacrifice to him.”

Tami nodded. Turning to Bob, she said, “And
THAT’S why I can’t leave, why I HAVE to do this,
because . . . to escape would make me no better than
he is.”

Jordan nodded. His voice was so low the other
two had to listen hard to hear him mutter, “Tis a far, far better
thing I do than I have ever done. . . .”

Tami snorted. “Really? You had to go there?
A Tale of Two Cities? Don’t you know how much I hate
overblown Victorian melodrama?”

 


* * *

 


Jordan carefully closed and secured the door
to the couple’s quarters before turning and striding down the
hallway beyond to the door to the security monitoring office.

Entering, he stepped over to where the
Antichrist was standing and watching the scene of Tami and Bob
greeting their kids on their return from their daily classes.

Without saying a word, Jordan fished one of
the new ten-credit coins that the Antichrist had
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