
        
            
                
            
        

    
 

	“I’ve seen the Devil in many of my days,

	Lately I’ve decorated far too many graves”

	36 Crazyfists.

	 

	This book is for Ines, Daniel & Lilly.
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Desmond Is a Demon

	 


Foreword

	I don’t believe in God, I think that that is a place to start, because I want you to understand that I love stories, mythology, I love the concepts of religion and what those concepts try to teach.

	So this book, which draws heavily from religious concepts, ideas, and as much from fantasy and action tropes, may seem like an attack on a religious group.

	It isn’t intended as such.

	When I started writing this story it was, and remains (to me) about identity, about proving you are more than the idea of others.

	Identity is a concept that many of us struggle with, and I hope that this book tells both a compelling supernatural story, and one of hope, love, and redemption.

	I don’t believe in God, but I have always respected, and will always be respectful of those that do.

	Anyway, thank you for reading, and I hope you have as much fun as I have writing.

	 

	Neal.


Prologue

	Redemption

	It is something many of us will never wrestle with, something many of us will never seek, but for those who do, it becomes a cross.

	The weight of our failures drags us, ever backwards, ever more towards an oblivion we yearn to escape.

	But is any man ever wholly redeemable? Can any mistake remain fully unfixed?

	Desmond, was a young man who made mistakes, made decisions that led to his untimely and early death, these mistakes, and decisions, however, do not wholly define him.

	For here we are, gathered here today to mourn him, to mourn his passing and celebrate his life, his friends, his family, old acquaintances, come together to remember the good.

	No man is wholly good, no man is wholly evil, it is the seeking of redemption and love, that of those around us, and our father above, that leads us ultimately, to somewhere better.



	



	00

	Desmond lays on the floor, his breath wheezing, his body racked with pain – the blade was poisoned, he knew it, his veins burned with the effort of moving his arm, but he had to, he could see it, there on the floor before him, the handle of the blade, he didn't know where it had come from, but he knew instinctively what this meant.

	He had to stop this, he had to stand up and fight and stop this. With his veins, his muscles, his very bones burning with the effort he moves his right hand to the knife in his gut and pulls it out.

	The pain that sears through his body does damage, not only physically, but to his very soul, the light grows dimmer at the edge of his eyes, and for a moment he is sure he cannot continue, but he feels the urge to act, the urge to try.

	He reaches out with his left hand and grabs the handle of the blade.

	He can feel the cold of the air around him, the pressure of the wound in his abdomen.

	His legs feel like lead, his arms as rigid as steel. He struggles to his knees; his breathing has become more ragged by the moment. His right-hand presses against the wound in his abdomen, slick with blood.

	His eyes boggle, his mind races, the room is spinning, he stands, sways and falls, like an infant trying to learn to walk.

	The pain is intense enough that he feels a choking sensation in his throat and tears begin to well in his eyes.

	He moves to the hole in the building.

	He hesitates, unsure of what to do, how to proceed. The pain throbs in his abdomen, up into his chest.

	He looks down at the blood welling in his right hand and wonders, what he can really do; he is probably going to die.

	But of course, he died before, so he jumps.
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	Sat at his desk, he sips on bourbon from his glass.

	Being who and what he is, for a long time he had wondered why whiskey soothed the old aches as it does, but now, now he simply accepted it as it is.

	This is, perhaps, the first indicator of a vice, maybe that’s where alcohol abuse always started, within the denial that this is not normal – maybe that was too deep a thought.

	He had often found himself lost in complex and deep thought. So much was his time to think.

	The gentle knock on his door by his receptionist isn’t really required, he sensed his visitor long before they asked for a meeting, it also allowed him to consider the implication of his vice, or at least his sympathetic understanding of vice.

	As the door opens, he smiles, the young receptionist is unaware of the import of this meeting. Even if she knew who the visitor was, could she really comprehend it?

	“Daisy, cancel my lunch appointment” even as he says the words, an inquisitive look falls upon Daisy’s face, she takes a side glance at the unassuming guest, then returns her gaze to Gabe.

	“Yes Gabe” she smiles, turns nods politely to the guest and takes her leave of the room, unaware of quite how important this meeting could be.

	Once Daisy leaves and the door closes, the guest turns to Gabe, having watched Daisy leave the room.

	“Gabe?” he laughs “that’s... cute” the guest nods shrugs “your choice?”

	“Adapt to survive” Gabe smirks “to what do I owe the pleasure?”

	Neither of them had ever considered the other’s company a pleasure before.

	“There has been an incident, her majesty sent me” he holds out his right arm, his forearm is faintly glowing, as if some form of energy is bubbling just under the man’s skin.

	Bemused Gabe replies quizzically “The queen?”

	The guest nods “not often I get a good suit these days” he adjusts his collar.

	“Yes, I was going to comment about the suit Ronove” Gabe gestures vaguely at the appearance of Ronove.

	“Banker, mid 40’s he’s rich” Ronove flicks his left wrist out to reveal an expensive watch “Gabe, you’ve always got good suits, let’s not compare, eh?”

	“So, what does Daeva want?” Gabe stands and walks to the window over-looking the city.

	Ronove’s face becomes more serious, more matter of fact, his jovial and pleasant tone gone in a moment; under his breath he mutters “Your help.”
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	Pain, a swirling mass of green lightning and a searing sensation in his very veins, pain and intense anger and hatred and the pull of something he has felt without feeling.

	He wants to scream but the surging, burning pain robs him of all his power. He cannot think, cannot see, or hear, perhaps this is what being born is like, perhaps this is what dying is like.

	He cannot remember either. He has, of course, experienced both.

	He opens his pitch-black eyes, gasping he looks down, the metal shard is dug deep into his chest, he pushes hard on the car door and pushes it clear from the car, he slumps out and pulls the shard of metal clear from his chest.

	He lies there, with time seemingly moving in a slow, lumbering, gooey liquid state. He can taste his own blood; he thinks it is his. It does taste how blood ought to taste.

	His brain hurts: he can feel the wound with the tips of his fingers.

	He holds his right hand over the wound and a dark red light glistens under his palm. This light healing his chest, knitting the flesh together, he screams, able to feel the pulsing pain of near death in his throat.

	The pain of his nerves and skin knitting themselves back together feels like burning, like how hell had felt.

	His eyes blur, he feels like he has been hit by a truck, or something bigger. In his mouth the bitter, coppery taste of blood keeps him in the here and now.

	The light of the world flickers out and in, he nearly loses consciousness as he fights desperately to swallow the pain and blood.
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	“Two days ago,” Ronove thumbs the ring on his left hand, trying to focus on something to help anchor him to this moment “a lower demon escaped hell.”

	Gabe chuckles “so you come to me” he turns from the window “a demon escapes hell, ask an angel for help?”

	The situation sounded like the set up to a terrible joke, an Englishman, Irishman, and a Scotsman walk into a bar.

	You’d have thought one of them would’ve seen it.

	“The demon isn’t the concern” Ronove adjusts his shirt; Gabe can feel that something bad, significantly bad has happened.

	 “What do you mean?”

	“Yesterday the jailer realised the relic was missing” Ronove sighs.

	“The relic?” Gabe’s face changes from his sullen expression to one of dark concern. This was something unprecedented.

	War was something both sides of the divide had long avoided, but this, this relic could lead to that. 

	Or something far worse.

	Ronove nods “we don’t know this demon’s intent; we don’t know if he was aided, frankly I am surprised the queen hasn’t come to you directly.”

	“Does this demon have a name?”

	“Only his human name, Desmond.”

	Gabe seems to ponder his response for a moment then nods “I will need to seek council, with the other higher angels, I will promise you at least some help. Desmond will be found.”
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	Eyes closed he can see the pulsing red of the searing pain, his veins pumping hard from the adrenaline, he’d been warned that might happen, but this was far more intense than he’d expected.

	He opens his eyes, looks back at the wreck, the car is a total mess, glancing around he struggles to catch his breath. The spell had worked to heal his wound, but being here, knowing what he knows, having seen what he has seen...

	His mind tails off, the world was so simple before, so easy to see as a mesh of things, but now... now he knows the full extent of the truth and his chest is burning as a result.

	He slips his hand into the pocket of the man he has now become, and fishes out a key, his mind is flooded by a million different and opposing flickering images, grey and blurred these images race through his psyche, he knows the one he has become a little more now.

	He had been told that would be the way of it, as he struggles to balance his own memories and those of his host, he realises he cannot respond to his own name, Desmond, which is not the body he is in.

	He had been told to hold his host’s name close, he didn’t at the time know what that meant, but now, now he knew that meant he has to recall that name. He felt it in his mind and grabbed it, thumbing the key he can feel his hosts name, he clutches it in his mind.

	Peter. The man’s name is Peter. He would have to be both Peter and Desmond for as long as redemption takes.
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	Gabe stands at the window, Ronove has gone, the city is quiet, it was highly unusual for demons to come topside.

	Long ago wars were fought over such things, and with the demons losing, it was rare for them to be in the human realm beyond deals.

	Gabe turns to see Daisy is standing in the doorway, he had sensed her concern – this simple ability, empathy was all too easy for him.

	“You wanted to see me sir?”

	Gabe nods “Daisy, do you believe in God?”

	Daisy furrows her brow; Gabe can sense her hesitation “No sir, why do you ask?”

	“No specific reason, but as someone who is, I guess you could call me, religious, I don’t have any issue with those who have no belief or faith... tell me, have you ever believed?”

	“Not really sir, my parents didn’t buy into it” she shrugs “has something bothered you?”

	“You know the story of Lucifer?”

	Daisy walks to the window and looks out at the city, Gabe turns to look out to the city as well, they stand side by side.

	The city is a mass of neon lights, and old buildings, with new tower blocks interspersed, the a-typical developing city of humanity.

	She finally replies, “I know the gist of it from R.S.E., religious and social education, at my school, but you are more than welcome to tell me if something is bothering you.”

	“In the tales you may be familiar with, either Lucifer was the angel Samael, who rebelled against God, because God cherished man above all else, and attempted to overthrow God, but was punished for his actions and cast into hell” Gabe sighs, his sadness and reflective attitude was all his own.

	He could feel her concern, but he was also very much feeling his own trepidation.

	He continues “or perhaps, he was simply Lucifer, the Satan, the deceiver, and was cast out and into hell for his malevolence, the truth is...”

	He looks at Daisy who has a confused look upon her face. Wondering where this is going.

	“My name is Gabriel; I am an Archangel of heaven.”

	Daisy opens her mouth to speak, but in her very bones she knows he is telling the truth. “So” she tries to reply, but words fail her.

	Gabe sighs “Lucifer was not born a demon, he was not born Lucifer and his name before that wasn’t Samael, the truth is much stranger and darker, and I am telling you this, because I need you to go places I cannot, if you do not want to help, simply say no and you will forget this conversation.”

	Daisy considers the choice before her, accept that demons and angels exist and enter their chess match, or step away and never know the truth.

	“I would like to help” Daisy smiles.

	“Then I make you my familiar” Gabe smiles.
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	Desmond opens Peter’s door and enters Peter’s house, he moves through the hall, touching all the little trinkets, taking on Peter’s memories, pulling in Peter’s old world, Desmond comes to a full-length mirror and looks at himself, only it isn’t him.

	Peter is stocky, Desmond recalls a height of 5 feet 8 inches, shorter than Desmond was, he is also slightly heavier, Peter is 15 stone, 4 pounds, and Desmond had been 6 feet, 2 inches tall and 14 stone more or less exactly.

	The other difference was that Desmond had died a white man, but here he stood as a black man.

	He didn’t have an issue with that, as odd as it sounded, he had never identified himself or anyone else as the colour of their skin, but he did know that other people did, and would.

	He may have to deal with prejudice for the first time. A strange sense of dread flushes through him, perhaps another memory he can’t quite intuit.

	He touches the mirror, in his mind he can recall a beautiful woman with caramel skin, and long, braided hair, he couldn’t find a name yet, but he knew he wanted to see more of her.

	Making his way upstairs he touched more of the objects, occasionally glancing more of the beautiful woman.

	He makes his way to the bedroom, there on the bedside cabinet is a small brush, which he touches and sees her in his mind’s eye, Latoya.

	She had dated Peter for some time, on and off, as far as his memories were concerned, they were currently off.

	In his mind he wanted to see more of this woman, but was cautious, at least for now to call her. He stands and walks out of the bedroom. 

	He makes his way through the house, which he can tell is currently empty, and stops in his tracks when the door is knocked. 

	He walks to the hall and makes his way past more family photos and opens the front door, stood before him an older, gruff man in a trench coat.

	“Can I help you?” Desmond asks, it is strange to him, his voice being Peter’s.

	The man shows his ID, he is a police officer “Peter Dabney?” the name rang true, even if it is weird for Desmond to hear it.

	“Yeah” Desmond furrows his brow, genuinely confused.

	The officer smiles, friendly enough “I need to ask you a few questions.”

	“Come in” Desmond moves aside, the officer walks in, Desmond uses the few memories he has mustered to lead the officer to the kitchen, thankfully coffee is on the kitchen side, in a clearly labelled container “Want a coffee?”

	The officer stops shy of the table “this is a nice place you have here.”

	Desmond knows that the officer is assuming drug money has paid for this house; Desmond has no idea but decides to give a retort.

	“Inherited it” he lies, unsure if the officer would care either way, he decides to press the issue “sorry, did you want some coffee?”

	“No, thanks” the officer smiles, apologetically “are you aware your car is not in the drive?”

	“Is it not?” Desmond replies and walks to the front door, opens the door, and looks to the drive, which is empty, he frowns, and returns to the kitchen “I will have to report that, I haven’t driven it.”

	“It was found burnt out with three corpses in it, all unidentifiable, I have a court order to search your premises for evidence and I would like you to submit to a polygraph.”

	“Sorry...” Desmond replies “I didn’t catch your name.”

	“Detective Gossow” he smiles.

	“Okay Detective Gossow, we can go now if you like” Desmond smiles in reply.
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	Daisy opens her eyes as Gabe takes his hand from her brow, and it is like seeing for the first time, seeing everything in a new light, as if the veil of reality itself coated everything in a new glistening paint.

	 In her soul she knew things, impossible but beautiful things, things she could understand and yet not explain, truths far deeper than the reach of her physical self, far beyond her esoteric self.

	“Wow” she mutters, unable to contain the glee from the knowledge she has. 

	Gabe sits at his desk; he has a glow about him she hadn’t noticed before, as if he is wearing a gown of light, but not harsh, warm but not blinding.

	“I know” Gabe smiles “it’s amazing the freedom of the truth, right?”

	Daisy nods “I... I just can’t express how I feel, but it is perfect. What do you need me to do Gabriel?” she smiles, ready to do whatever she could.

	“I need you to go and find a man named Jacob, he is a... specialist, he may take some convincing, but we need him on our side. He is warded from my kind so…”

	She smiles, nods, he can see that his light has filled her with hope and joy and is in its own way giving her a purpose.

	He wonders how lost he had been that this, in turn, gave him a new feeling of hopefulness.
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	Detective Gossow looks at the technician and frowns “he passed?”

	“Yep” the tech shrugs “literally only a small hesitation when asked what his name is, he passed the other questions 100%, the blip likely due to nerves, I mean these things are slightly less than useful as evidence, but I’d guess he was being truthful.”

	“Dismissed” the detective nods, the tech nods in reply and leaves the room, a few seconds later another detective enters the room.

	“No prints or evidence placing him at the scene, he said he was home all night, staff didn’t ID him in our line-up, polygraph pass means...”

	“He wasn’t involved in the robbery; we also know that the driver had been stabbed” Gossow nods “which our buddy here isn’t.”

	“Blood isn’t a match to him” the other detective shrugs “what’s weird is that the blood is tainted.”

	Gossow looks at the second detective “tainted?”

	“Yeah, so the blood doesn’t match anyone on any database, it’s almost...” the second detective hesitates, then explains “when we look at blood it has obvious genetic markers, these seem altered, perhaps some masking compound or something, but our boy has no obvious injuries, to lose that much blood the driver must have been impaled, but then we’d have found a body so I don’t know who our Houdini was.”

	“Tyler, do me a favour” Gossow places his hand on the other detective’s shoulder.

	“What do you need?”

	“Tail him
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