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The sweet, refreshing aromas of burning mint, sage and rosemary filled my senses as I, William Tyler, went into my Grand Hall to see what on Earth all my followers were so interested in. I forced out an angelic smile that reached my violet eyes as I saw all of their beautiful, tasty faces.

My followers had thankfully prepared the golden Grand Hall for my arrival. Cute bronze pots of burning herbs filled each of the four corners, a small haze of extreme heat blurred the air just above each one. And refreshing smoke diffused from each of them. 

The golden walls were covered in fresh paintings of myself with a bronze holy aura around myself as I dazzled my followers with my holy light. Of course, I had no power, I had no faith and everything I preached was a lie. 

Yet people liked coming back for more because I promised them paradise, and it gives them hope, happiness and escapism from their everyday life.

Making people happy is all I want. 

There were so many men in crisp, white shirts and jeans coming over to me, just hoping for a breath of wisdom to come out of my angelic mouth. I smiled at everyone and they looked like they were about to have a heart attack. Their wives clung to their arms in their tight black, blue and red dresses that were meant to bring them good luck over the winter months. 

There were even a handful of teenagers with messy black hair, loose white t-shirts and oversized boot-cut jeans that must have been a part of some fashion trend that I seriously didn’t know about. Or even want to know about for that matter.

A small group of tall men in white shirts, trousers and they held boxes of expensive wine for me came forward, knelt and gestured me towards my golden throne.

I hated the damn thing, but I went over to it. The golden throne was simple, solid but it was so cold, so uncomfortable and it killed my back after a few hours.

I know I was only young but you try sitting on a solid gold throne for hours upon hours listening to silly people talk endlessly about their lives. Your entire body would ache too.

“My Lord,” an elderly man said with deep frown lines, “we captured this creature for you this morning. It must be saved, it must have paradise and it must see you,”

I grinned, whipped out some golden, ornate metal fans and pointed them at him. 

“Remember, I am the Chosen One, the Word Bearer and the Paradise Walker. You do not give me orders,”

Three men grabbed the elderly man, brought him forward and I zoomed towards him.

In a flash I slashed his neck, chomped off his head and I was sitting back on my throne.

My followers smiled, gasped and their eyes brightened at my supernatural speed.

“He is free of his mortal body, he is free from the pain of existence and now he is in paradise,”

Everyone cheered, everyone jumped into the air and a man laughed.

Everyone fell silent, my followers stepped to one side and a humanoid creature came forward. I smiled. The man was tall, completely naked and two massive grey wings grew out of his back.

The wings might have been made from fine white angelic features once upon a time, but was clearly a long time ago. The creature’s wings were grey, the features were burning away and even the wings seemed to be crackling as if from old age.

I doubted the creature could even fly. 

I stood up, went close to the creature and he grinned at me. The creature revealed his blackened, cracked teeth and he was missing a good chunk of them too. I doubted any of this creature was still intact.

It was almost like he had been thrown out of heaven, crashed and left for dead.

“Who are you?” I asked. 

The creature took a step closer, he looked into my eyes and I realised for the first time just how tall this creature was. He was easily a foot taller than me, and he had such a strong aura. Even though it was fading.

I forced myself not to bow in front of the creature but I was the Word Bearer and no one told me what to do.

A moment later I noticed some of my followers were starting to stare at the creature, they were smiling, grinning and they were adoring him. Him of all people. He had such an aura of power, authority and divine hope that he had to be an angel.

And he was here trying to take over my religion, my life and my followers.

That was not happening. 

He was a threat I had to deal with, kill and end before he destroyed everything I had built.

That and I really wanted to go back down to my underground chambers so I could continue eating that delicious, juicy, succulent follower of mine. She was so tasty with a splash of rich olive oil sauce, a dash of basil and a hint of sea salt.

Sheer perfection. 

I giggled. “You are so powerful. You are so amazing and you are so gifted,”

My followers grinned at my holy words.

“You must go to paradise because I can see how bad of a state you’re in. It makes me want to cry, hug you and support you. I hate seeing people in pain,”

The angel laughed. “I am not here for your paradise. I am here to kill you and fall even further into damnation,”

My entire body froze, my stomach churned and my heart leapt to my throat.

I actually believed him.

He could certainly kill me and there was nothing I could do to stop him.

Not a single thing.

A moment later, I giggled at the impressive, strong angel standing right in front of me. He looked so strong and powerful with his sagging muscles, his grey and dying wings that were still probably strong enough to kill me with a single swing and his killer smile would disarm any normal person.

I giggled at the angel. I was many things but normal wasn’t one of them. I was a child of Hell’s Place. The former council estate where people died, went missing and other weird and twisted things happened to them every day.

An angel might have been a child of God, but in Hell’s Place, reality meant nothing and that meant God meant nothing here.

I was the God of Hell’s Place and I was going to prove it to him, no matter the damn consequences.

The angel shot out his hands, golden light wrapped round him and his wings healed its stunning white feathers.

My followers shrieked, whipped out knives and they looked at me for holy guidance. 

“Stop this,” I said with as much authority as I could. “I will give you paradise if you leave my followers alone,”

“So you can eat them,” 

The simple words caught me completely off-guard. It was impossible for him to know that I killed, ate and devoured my followers to get rid of all their pain, and it meant they got to live within me forever. They were granted immortality by living inside my body forever.

I was their salvation, their paradise and their only hope for survival. 

My followers frowned, they slowly knelt down in front of him and they hissed in pain as they tried to resist, but they couldn’t. I frowned at the angel. His golden light was so impressive, so divine and I really wanted to kneel down too.

Every fibre in my body was telling me just to submit, kneel down and become his follower. I shook away the silly thought but it returned. He was an angel, he was the son of God and he was everything I was meant to be.

I was a liar, a fraud and I was nothing compared to him.

“Bow,” the angel said looking at me.

I shook my head, forced myself to stand perfectly straight and I flapped my ornate metal fans. Thankfully, a refreshing hint of burning sage, mint and rosemary filled my senses.

“Killing is against your father’s Will,” I said as a matter of fact. I needed more information and this angel was going to give it to me.

The Angel laughed. “I know. That’s the whole point. The more I kill, the more sex I have and more sins I commit the further I fall,”

I forced out a smile that reached my eyes.

“You are so right, so intelligent and you are a gift to humanity,” I said grinning as much as I could. “Humanity is so lucky to have someone as strong, determined and free as you,”

The angel moved uncomfortably, I touched
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