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What would you do with the dichotomous power over life and death? For Chrys, apparently, it was to stay cooped up in the Underworld all her life. She wishes she could leave and see what the human world is all about, but her Father would never allow it, as she was never supposed to be born. If Zeus found out, she would be sent straight to Tartarus. So she has stayed in Hades' palace all her life, her only friends being a punk whom she convinced her father was a genius tutor, and a demigod who she may or may not have almost kissed (father would be so mad if he found out).




After a huge fight with her mother Persephone, Chrys decides she can't take it anymore and has to travel to the human world, since her mother loves it so much more than she seems to care for her own husband. With her two best friends, Chrys travels through Oceanus and finds herself in London, England. Ready to experience what it was like to be human, Chrys decides they can stay for a couple of days before having to return.




Nothing could go wrong in that short of time, right?
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THE CHAINED










CHAPTER 1







CHAOS RAN THROUGH the streets of Paris once again. It had been such a long time since Gwen had witnessed such a revolt, and such bloodshed. People were in a panic throughout the city—smashing windows, fighting neighbors, stealing what was not rightly theirs. She wondered how many of them were still human, or if a lesser demon possessed them. Only time would tell. 


War had begun. Gwen had sensed it a few years back as tension rose higher and higher in many of the more developed countries, or at least what humans thought were developed. Humans were fools as they did not know how truly uncivilized they were compared to the Heavens. Then again, she could never go back to Heaven because of her past choices, so maybe she was the bigger fool. 


Taking one more look around, Gwen stuffed an old knife she had been waiting to use for exactly this moment into her backpack and hurried off toward her black 1940 BMW R75 motorbike that waited outside on the curb. Luckily it hadn’t been damaged in the riot that was going through the city. As she pulled on her helmet, Gwen took a deep breath, her eyes flashing yellow. The smell of blood saturated the air so completely she could taste it. Shaking the desire to feast out of her head, as she couldn’t afford to take any part in the violence that erupted around her, Gwen sped down the street. Motorcycle regulations in France had gotten stricter by the year, but with a riot like this happening, no one would bother doling out any harsh penalties to a person breaking a few minor traffic rules.


As Gwen drove, she watched as crazed men flocked the area with lighters and crowbars in hand. Humans broke into shops that merchants had deserted in this time of crisis, and shattered glass in every direction. Security blocked off roads, and the police shouted at Gwen as she rode past the barriers without a care. They did not understand how much force it would take to truly stop her—a demon who had a mission to finish.


Her mission, which was one she had been trying to complete for the past seventy or so years, was to get a one-on-one talk with a Gargoyle, the one named Erik to be specific. There were only three Gargoyles left, which may or may not have been because of her, but she had no choice at this point. She couldn’t turn back from her mission now—not when she had risked so much to get here.


Gwen knew where Erik would be, as his kind always went to the same place before a battle—the church. It wasn’t the best place for her to enter, but she could manage it. She knew she would be at a disadvantage but she hoped that might allow her to gain even an ounce of his trust.


She knew which church he would be at too—the Saint Clotilda, a cathedral she had seen him attend more than once. Approaching the Cathedral on her motorbike, Gwen got a whiff of a particular scent. It was an aftershave, one that she didn’t believe had been around for a good half of a century. Musky with no hint of sweetness, just like his soul, if he even had one. She cursed under her breath. Jürgen, one of the demon generals she once stood beside. That was before she betrayed them all and ruined their chances of opening the Gates of Hell. Not that they still couldn’t do that, but more that she ruined their chance to do it a little over seventy years ago.


And she knew he would not be happy about seeing her here of all places, and would send her to Hell where Lucifer Himself would punish her for her disobedience. 


She twisted back the throttle.


The tall, double spires and the rose-like stained glass of the cathedral loomed before her. Drifting to a halt, Gwen jumped off her bike and ran up the steps into the church.


“Erik!” Gwen called out as she entered the nave. 


Except for a few candles here and there, only the light filtering in through the colorful windows lit the main area of the cathedral. Rows and rows of pews surrounded her, casting even more shadows. Gwen never cared for dark cathedrals, or light ones for that matter. They were aesthetically pleasing, but the reminder of being on trial in Heaven, having her wings ripped out of her back, and a chain pulling her down to Earth wasn’t something she enjoyed experiencing over again. 


A tall, brown-haired man had his back to her as he lit the last of the candles at the altar—a ritual his Holy kind did before every battle. It was some kind of prayer for the souls that would be lost, if she wasn’t mistaken, from all the times she had spied on him. She considered it a waste of time, but she knew Erik wouldn’t leave before he had completed it, no matter what was chasing him. 


“About time you showed up.” He turned to her and smiled as if war wasn’t being waged all around the city. “I was beginning to think you didn’t have the courage to approach me.”


His eyes were honest, something she wasn’t used to. He had a young face which showed no signs of the weariness associated with someone who had experienced years of warfare. Some would say the same about her. If Gwen didn’t know him as well as she did, she wouldn’t consider him a threat. But she knew better.


Gwen hurried up to him, hands shaking. She needed to get out of this cathedral. Fast. The energy was already affecting her body. Was she really this weak, she thought to herself. She tried to bring her attention away from herself and saw that Erik had fully lit the altar now, candles flickering. While dipping his hands into a bowl of water, she noted that he had made sure no drops were accidentally flung out at her. It was Holy water, after all, and it would burn her worse than the fire. So he didn’t want to hurt her, at least for now.


“I’ve been trying to catch up to you for the past seventy years,” Gwen kept her eyes on his hands, just in case he did decide to fling water on her, so she would be prepared to dodge it. She knew how badly that stuff burned—like hell. She would know. “This is the first time you’ve let me say a word to you, at least in these circumstances.”


“I figured after this long you must have something important to say.” He eyed her as he blew out the match. 


The scent of the burnt wood filled her nostrils. The smell always gave her a sense of calm, contrary to the chaos just outside the cathedral. She shook off the feeling, knowing she couldn’t afford to waste her time with such emotions. There was another battle beginning. 


“And you meeting me here in a cathedral makes me think this isn’t a trap, which your kind likes to try every so often. There are so many things I can use in here to hurt you...” He gestured to the crosses, holy water, and candles that surrounded them.


Gwen glanced around. He was right about that. “I’m not here to set you up,” she added, even though he had just agreed with her. 


“I still wonder, though, why I should believe a demon like you?” 


She ran her fingers through her short, scarlet hair. “Look, I don’t have enough time to explain all of this. One of the Twelve is nearby and we should really be getting out of here. I know a Holy being like you has no reason to believe me, especially after what I have done to your kind… and to you. But please, for this moment, trust me. I want to help.”


Erik examined her for a second longer, then nodded. “Fine. I’m heading to London this afternoon. Come with me and we can finish this little chat. Then I’ll decide if I can trust you or not.”


“London?” she asked, surprised he would leave so early in the game. It took a lot to drive Erik’s kind from a city. “What about Paris?”


He shook his head as his eyes drifted toward the city. “We have lost París, I got here too late. There are too many possessed to restore balance. We need to leave before we won’t be able to.”


His tone made her fear what was in store for them once they stepped outside of the church together. She knew it would only be a matter of time before they figured out what she would do. “How do you know London is the next target?”


“After fighting with you Twelve and your minions for the past two-thousand years, you become a bit predictable.” He gestured toward the exit. “After you.”


Gwen rushed out of the cathedral, shuddering, thankful to finally get out of there. The place gave her the creeps. She stepped down to where her bike waited. 


Erik raised his eyebrow as she handed him a spare helmet. “This is your ride? A little outdated, isn’t it?” 


“I love this bike.” Gwen admired her bike’s metallic beauty as she let her hand slide against the bars. “I’ve had it since the second world war. You have no idea how many scrapes it has gotten me out of.”


“I think I might.” He flipped the helmet in his hand as he started to put it on. “Let me drive, I’d rather know where I’m going than hope you aren’t taking me to that little friend of yours that’s after us.”


“If it makes you feel better.” She gestured to him to get on the bike before her. “Just don’t hurt my baby.” 


He climbed on with a little smirk and she followed suit, wrapping her arms around him. She felt his tight muscles but doubted he ever worked out. Neither of them had to do anything to keep up their physical strength, at least in appearance. She, after all, had to feed on blood to keep from dying, while Erik probably didn’t need anything to keep his body at a hundred percent on Earth. Sure, he might eat mortal food, but it would have had nothing to do with needs, more just to fit in.


The Heavenly aura that Erik gave off made her a little uneasy. She could barely remember having the same aura once, many centuries ago. It was before being condemned, heavenly wings ripped out of her back, and chained down to this world full of pain and suffering. Though at least she had deserved to be sent to this land. She made the choice in the Holy War. Erik, on the other hand, had to endure this world to fight in the battle between Heaven and Hell. 


There wasn’t a point in time where she didn’t want to destroy a Gargoyle until now. It took a lot of restraint not to give in to the temptation at that moment, as she was weaker than she would like to admit. Gargoyle blood surpassed that of any human—almost like a high that was hard to come down from. It was a high she hadn’t relished in for years. She had fought and killed many of the twelve Gargoyles God had sent down to fight those who stood with Lucifer. 


Gwen held on tight as Erik revved the engine and started down the street. The riots hadn’t spread into this area just yet, but she knew it would only be a matter of time. Erik made his way south down the narrow streets, passing rows of shops of all kinds along the way. Gwen took a deep breath and closed her eyes. One of the Twelve still followed—Gwen could smell him, the scent of a demon differing greatly from that of any human, even a possessed one. She and Erik had to get out of there quickly.


“He’s following us,” Gwen shouted into Erik’s ear. She didn’t know if he actually heard her, but knew he understood her worry.


Gwen took in another breath. Not only could she smell the demon following, but she could also smell that old German cologne he always wore. She knew it was Jürgen—one of the remaining five of the Twelve Admirals of Lucifer. Old habits die hard, but who was she to criticize? She bet that he even still had his goatee mustache. The thoughts of him made her shudder. She didn’t want Jürgen to find her, not when she had betrayed their kind and now had her arms wrapped around the enemy. Their enemy.


Snaking through the crowds of people and cars, Gwen realized how far France had really fallen. She could sense minions, humans that had been killed while possessed by a lesser demon, around them flooding the streets. It had happened so fast. It surprised her that the trains to other countries were still running. Then she remembered who had control: The Twelve. 


Gwen cursed under her breath. Jürgen had gained on them. He was only a few car lengths back now, driving a more modern motorcycle, a black Suzuki GSX-S1000F ABS. Just as she started to say something to Erik, she heard shots. Gwen glanced behind her. Jürgen was shooting at them with some kind of handgun. Gwen couldn’t tell what it was from such a distance. He never played fair. 


He kept shooting. Gwen remembered he’d always preferred a .45, so she figured he had a maximum of eight bullets in his gun. Hopefully, that was all he had. He could change magazines, but usually he carried extra weapons instead of extra magazines. So sixteen odd bullets, between two weapons, would be the best estimate.


Speeding up, Erik twisted past citizens and tourists, in order to escape the incoming bullets. People were running every which way due to the sound. She wondered how many of them would survive this war. 


Erik did his best to dodge the bullets, but Jürgen wasn't one to miss all of his shots. Gwen flinched as a bullet hit her back. Biting her lip, she tried to hold in the yelp of pain. Yes, definitely a .45. Blood soaked the back of her jacket. He would pay for that. She loved that damned jacket. 


Gwen held on as Erik drifted into a turn. The Eiffel Tower stood in the distance before them, guarding the city like a sentinel. She felt another bite in her back. Gwen cursed out loud this time. She didn’t like being used as part of Jürgen’s target practice. She knew he would probably have a good laugh about it later. Oh, how she hated him…


A bus pulled out in front of them. Erik swerved the bike into the park, barely missing the bus. People dove out of the way, making Erik almost flip the bike over in an effort to dodge. Jürgen still followed behind them, immune to the fact the street was full of people scrambling out of the way. He had the skill to make it through as well. 


Gwen glanced behind her and was unsurprised to find three more on motorcycles had joined the chase. From their scent, she could tell they were all Jürgen’s minions. 


It could never be easy, Gwen thought, how could it?


“Great, who called in the cavalry?” Gwen mumbled to herself as they opened fire in their direction. 


Bullets rained across the park, clipping trees and railings. Gwen saw a few humans hit in the crossfire. There was nothing she could do, and honestly, would she even try to help them? What were a couple of deaths in the name of stopping many from dying? It was a thought she had been pondering for quite some time now.


Two more bullets dug into her back. Today was really not her day. But, to be honest, was any day really her day?


Getting the motorcycle back onto the street, Erik steered around the roundabout. Gwen knew Jürgen was just warning her with the shots of what was to come. He wouldn’t risk actually capturing her, thankfully. He just wanted to make a point and cause her pain. Mostly the latter. He always liked doing that, even before she left to stop the demons from reigning on Earth. But it still scared her—the thoughts of what he wanted to do.


Erik skidded through a red light, almost colliding with a car. Gwen closed her eyes until she felt the bike regain its steadiness. The impact wouldn’t kill her, but the pain would be a great inconvenience. Not to mention that it might push her over the edge. 


Jürgen still followed, making his way through the pile-up. He hadn’t given up on the chase yet.


Knowing what they must do to get rid of Jürgen, Gwen motioned toward an entrance to the Paris Metro. Erik nodded, understanding what she wanted him to do. Holding on as tight as she could, Gwen braced herself as Erik took the bike down the stairs and into the station. More people screamed as Erik raced down the station platform, trying to lose Jürgen in the chaos. Jürgen followed them down, which surprised Gwen. She didn’t think he would keep following after all of this. He must have been really pissed off at her.


Taking the turn to the platform for line 6, Erik cranked on the gas just as the train roared into the station. Gwen realized he would try to beat the train before it blocked the exit out. There was no way they would make it, Gwen thought. She knew, however, if they came through unscathed, then Jürgen wouldn’t be able to pursue them.


Gwen screamed as the motorcycle jumped off of the platform and into the tunnel leading outside. Screeching brakes echoed through the tunnel behind them. They had done it. Glancing behind them, she didn’t see any trace of Jürgen or the minions, just the lights from the subway. 


Erik took the bike off of the tracks at the next station. Slowing the motorcycle back down to a reasonable speed, Gwen let her body relax. It had been a while since she raced through the streets like that in any city, though the last few times it had been for fun. This time, she felt, it was more about surviving to live another day.


Gwen knew she had to get rid of the bloodstained clothes she had on. Pointing toward an alleyway, she motioned for Erik to stop. He did as she asked.


As he stopped the bike, Gwen jumped off, stumbling a bit due to the rush of adrenaline rushing through her from both the ride and her wounds.


Erik took off his helmet. “I’m surprised you screamed. I didn’t think you feared pain so much.” 


“I don’t. I screamed because I didn’t want you to destroy my bike.” Gwen pulled off her bloodied jacket and opened the dumpster. 


Erik’s eyes widened as he saw the amount of blood still dripping off the jacket. “Are you okay?” 


“I’m fine. I just need to get out of these clothes or they’ll be able to smell me no matter where I am in the city.” Reluctantly, she tossed the jacket into the dumpster.


“Here,” Erik unbuttoned his shirt to get to his undershirt, which he gave her. “You can wear this.”


Gwen pulled off her shirt without hesitation. Erik quickly looked away, still holding his shirt out for her.


She grabbed the outstretched shirt from Eric’s hands and pulled it on, laughing at his reaction. “You’re too modest, Erik.”


“Leave it to a demon to not understand the importance of modesty.” He watched as she threw the rest of the bloody clothes in the dumpster. The shirt was a bit on the baggy side, but Gwen didn’t mind. She tied the loose end in a knot around her waist.


“Oh, I understand it all too well.” She smiled and gestured to the bike. “Shall we?”










CHAPTER 2







JAMES WOKE TO the tune of Before You Accuse Me, an Eric Clapton classic, playing loudly from his ringing cell phone. He opened his eyes. Checking the time, he fumbled out of bed, half-asleep, reaching toward the phone. The clock at his bedside showed it was only a quarter to four in the morning. Why he kept the phone in his bedroom, and over on his dresser, he didn’t know. He supposed it was in case someone important called—not that such a thing ever happened. It was all just for supposed safety measures. 


He picked up the phone, jamming the talk button with his thumb. “This better be damn important, do you have any idea what time it is over here?” 


James heard a slight growl on the other end of the line. “Sorry to wake you, I just thought you would want to know who I ran into.”


It was Jürgen, one of the Twelve Admirals that served Lucifer alongside him. James rubbed the sleep out of his eyes, letting the sentence sink in. “If this is some kind of joke, I am not in the mood.”


“It’s not a joke. I saw her with my own eyes - Guinevere. She was with one of them. Helping him, I think.”


James felt the hair on his neck rise. She wouldn’t help them. She couldn’t. She was his Gwen. “What do you mean you think?”


“All right, I know she is. She was riding with him on that bike of hers.”


“Bike? She still has that thing?”


“Yup, it’s in pretty good shape too, surprisingly.” 


James couldn’t believe she had kept it, after all this time. He used to ride with her on that outdated contraption everywhere. Now she rode on it with the enemy. James squeezed his fist. She had really done it. She had betrayed him. Taking a deep breath, James remembered Jürgen still waited for his response on the other end of the line. “What did you do to her?”


“Just gave her a little warning.” James could hear his smirk.


“What kind of warning?” 


“I just shot her a couple times, that’s all.”


James slammed his fist on the dresser. She was his alone to deal with in any way he saw fit. “How many times have I told you. She. Is. Mine.”


“I couldn’t let her get away with what she did, I’m not like you. My feelings don’t cloud my judgment. She deserves to be punished. This war between Heaven and Hell would have been over if it weren’t for her and you know it.”


The war. The word felt as if it was their life now. A never-ending war had been waged between good and evil for millennia. Every time they got closer to the finish line, the harder everything seemed to get. It didn’t help when Gwen had betrayed them by destroying their chance at killing the last three Heavenly beings by shooting their minion they had used to control WWII. Then everything fell apart, and they had to start all over. James would deal with her soon though.


“What exactly happened?” James sighed.


Jürgen went through the details of the chase. James felt his muscles clench as he told of her stunt in the Metro station. James could just imagine it. She had always liked to make a dramatic exit. 


“You almost killed her?” James said once Jürgen was done telling the story.


“I didn’t make her jump in front of that train.”


James tried to control his temper, but all of it started to become a bit much for him. “You shouldn’t have chased her in the first place!”


“Oh, because you have done such a great job dealing with her so far.”


He ignored the comment. “Where is she now?”


“Heading to London I presume, as am I. I tried following her scent after I shot her since her blood was fresh, but she had already dumped her clothes. I’m keeping her jacket as a souvenir. I want to remember the satisfaction of the moment I shot her. Anyway, it would be in your best interest to come as soon as you can.”


“Oh, you can count on that. The minions here should be able to handle things on their own now. Besides, I’m not going to leave you in the same city as her. I will catch the next available flight over.”


“Good. I have already prepared for the battle in London. We will have to act fast in order to win this one. Everything is in place except for a few minor details.”


“Don’t start anything until I am there.”


“I won’t. Of course we will have to deal with Gwen first. We will need a plan.”


“I’ll work on it before I get there.”


“Just remember she is a master at playing games.”


That was the understatement of the century. James needed more than just simple preparation. He needed a full battle plan. “You don’t have to remind me.”


“Yes, I do. She got past you last time.”


He ran his hands through his short dark hair. He knew he messed up last time, he didn’t need everyone mentioning it over and over again. “As I’ve said before, you need not remind me.”


“We will see about that. Oh, and James?” 


“What?” 


“Should you tell Seth, or should I?” Jürgen let the question linger. He only asked to piss James off even more. 


James pinched the bridge of his nose. He didn’t want to think about Seth at that moment. As their leader for this round of the war, he was in charge of the tactical decisions. James knew he would order for her execution the moment he found out. No, he wouldn’t let him find out.


“Let us wait a bit before we tell him, at least until I talk to her. Okay?” he hoped Jürgen would agree.


“Your choice.” The phone started beeping. End of call. 


James threw the phone and shoved everything off his dresser out of frustration. He couldn’t believe the shit Gwen had gotten herself into this time. James rubbed his face with his rough hands. She had changed after they began the war with Germany as their pawn. Without any prior warning, she began feeling for the humans and destroyed the Twelve’s best chance of winning the war. None of the demons had hearts—they deprived themselves of caring for the humans, causing destruction wherever they went. Yet, for some reason, Gwen decided that humans were worth being tortured in Hell for the rest of eternity for, and sabotaged their plan to take down the remaining three Gargoyles. And now she was riding her bike—their bike—through the city of Paris with one of them. He didn’t know what had changed her mind, but he would find out soon enough.


James looked at the clock again. It hadn’t even struck four yet. It wasn’t the best time to hear that his girl had truly betrayed him after all these years. He already felt irritable, now he was full-on furious. 


Deciding a little cool water may help cool his anger, James went into the tiny closet that was supposedly a bathroom and turned on the faucet. He splashed the water on his face. It didn’t help. He punched the mirror above it, with the force of all the anger stemming from any thought of Gwen’s betrayal. The mirror shattered.


“Damn her,” he whispered as he licked the blood from the cuts on his fist and pulled out the shards of glass sticking out from the wounds. The wound healed in an instant though, as it did for all the Twelve demons. The length of time since he had last fed on blood determined the potency of his healing. He, for example, healed fast with so many meals walking around this part of Washington DC. Though the blood bond he had made with Gwen caused him to be a little weaker than others, as he hadn’t seen her in a while and couldn’t feed on her blood to replenish his strength. 


There was nothing he could do now about Gwen—not until arrived in London. Pulling on his black pants and buttoning up his matching shirt, James figured he would head to the office where his minions awaited him. He wouldn’t be able to fall back asleep with this information about his love rolling around in his head. 


Grabbing his keys, James ventured down the streets of Washington D.C. Not many humans littered the streets at this hour, as they did during the day and early night. He preferred it that way. That meant there would be fewer witnesses around observing his suspect actions.


A man came at him from the opposite direction. James saw it as the perfect opportunity to get out his anger and frustration. Seizing the man by the collar, he shoved him into the alleyway and covered his mouth as he screamed. James sank his fangs into the man’s throat. The man tried to struggle to free himself, but the effort was well wasted. Human strength didn’t compare to that of a demon’s preternatural abilities.


Letting go, James wiped the blood off of his mouth and the lifeless body fell to his feet. The man wore a suit. He figured he must have worked for the government, as most did in the city. Glancing around, he made sure no one saw anything and started back towards his destination.


James never cared for Washington D.C. He could name plenty of cities he’d rather be in. It didn’t have all the history and culture as others did, or at least not much that was still intact. The city was still young, trying to establish its roots. It had nothing compared to London or Rome. 


He couldn’t wait to get out of there. He missed the great food that Europe provided, and the restaurants as well. They didn’t need food, not in the same way that humans did, but every once in a while, they liked to indulge in such pleasures to blend into their human surroundings in a more seamless manner. And some cooks weren’t half bad.


Hurrying up the steps of the building his minions had gained access to, James didn’t show his ID. He didn’t need to as he was their master. James passed through the hall, catching sight of the minions as they worked. They planned, schemed, and caused trouble for any who opposed their conquest. They worked diligently, even though they were easily replaceable, as they were just humans killed by one of the Twelve, then possessed by a lesser demon from Hell, one that couldn’t fully create a body on its own in the mortal world.


“Good morning, sir,” one greeted him as he passed. This minion had a suit on and slicked back brown hair, looking like any other business man in the city. James nodded to him but didn’t return the greeting. He wasn’t in the mood for such formalities.


Arriving to his own office, he grabbed his laptop and searched for the next available flight to London. He found an open seat later that evening at six, and it would arrive in London the next morning. It was a seven-hour flight he didn’t want to take, but he had no other choice. He had to see what trouble Gwen had gotten herself into. 


James clicked the flight he wanted and a window popped up. It asked him if he wanted to book a hotel. He answered no. Another window popped up. James felt his eyes twitch. It wanted to know if he wanted to rent a car, as well. 


“Who rents a car in London?” he mumbled as he clicked no. Another annoying window popped up. James slammed his hand on his desk in exasperation.


“No, I don’t want a return flight, I clicked one-way for a reason!” he yelled at the computer as if it could hear him. Just because it was cheaper to have a return flight didn’t mean he wanted one. 


Finally getting through the mandatory scheduling questions, the website asked for his birthdate. James pulled out his wallet and checked his driver’s license. The date showed him at almost forty. He needed to get a new ID soon. They usually cycled through identities fast. He had been on this mission too long to have reached that age on a license. 


Once he entered all the information the airline needed, James leaned back in his chair and rubbed his face with his hands. After all the things they had done together, the horror they brought onto this world, the lives they had taken, the wars they had made, he had now discovered that she was off gallivanting around with the enemy. No, he would not allow it—he would not let her make a fool of him.


None of the demons knew the exact reason why she had disappeared after her little freak-out in Germany. She just got up and left one day, destroying everything they had accomplished in one fatal blow. Since then, they had to build back up from the bottom. No matter, they could do it all over again. They’ve done it before, and time was not an important factor. James just had to make sure she wouldn’t destroy it all over again. That, he admitted to himself, would take much effort on his part. He was the only one who could stop her from bringing this downward spiral to further disaster. James was the only one who truly loved her and wanted to spare her the inevitable shame of the decision she was making.


Shaking off any further thoughts of her, James went back to his work, finishing things that needed to get done before he left. Any brooding thoughts would have to wait until the lengthy plane ride, where he would have all the time in the world to ponder things.










CHAPTER 3







COLLIN RAN HIS sword directly into the heart of the creature that stood before him. It still reached for him, trying to tear him apart as it drew its last breath, its face twisted, almost unrecognizable as once being human. Collin was glad for that though, as it would have been harder to kill if it resembled one of his own. 


“Bloody minions.” He let the thing die as he pulled his sword out. It squirmed until at last it quit moving. One down, two more to go. Hearing footsteps coming toward him, Collin spun around and sliced the next one through the stomach. Blood sprayed out of its mouth and onto Collin. Another shirt ruined.


The last minion wouldn’t be as easy to take down. It had sat and watched as its two partners died. Collin wondered if it thought about vengeance or if it just responded to orders. It really didn’t matter, he just wanted the creatures dead.


Its skin clung to its body, misshaped in areas where the creature inside moved. Its eyes were always dark, fangs dripping with blood, voice sounding nightmarish as it muttered inaudible words under its breath. Latin, he presumed, just like in the movies. It amazed Collin how they could change from looking like normal humans to turning into nightmarish, disfigured creatures with the craving for human flesh in their mouths. 


The minion lunged, claw-like hand extended. Leaning back, Collin dodged its hand as it swiped at his face. Damned thing almost got him. It kept attacking, driving Collin back. There was no opening for Collin to do anything but defend himself, until finally, there was a split-second opening and Collin swung at the fiend. The minion’s head rolled onto the pavement, as the rest of its body collapsed onto the ground. Collin took a deep breath. After death, the bodies turned back to looking more human. But it wasn’t human, he told himself, it was a minion. It had to die.


Collin dragged all three bodies to the bank of the Thames and threw them into the dark water where they would become just another of the unidentified floating bodies that thronged the deeper depths of the river. Whispers of gang activity had heightened over the past few years as some bodies had risen from the depths and made their way back to the shore. Collin wondered what would happen if they knew the truth that among the mortal bodies being thrown in the river already included some deceptively human-looking minion corpses.


Sitting down to rest, Collin watched as the last body sank into the river. How he got into this situation, he really didn’t know. Five years ago, he had met a girl named Gwen. And sometime after meeting her, two men approached him with an offer to help them fight some sort of war between good and evil. Gwen, or at least the two men said, happened to be a demon, but those he helped now weren’t demons. Rather, they were beings from Heaven, which is what Collin called them. They never gave their real names, always saying words which no one from this world could ever know or recognize.


He often thought about the night his world had changed—when he found the girl he loved, drinking the blood of another demon. Everything after that became a blur. Collin wanted to know what happened to her, but they would never tell him. Now, he spent his nights with Hugo, one of those beings that had come to him after Gwen’s disappearance, hunting minions that terrorized cities. It wasn’t the best job in the world, but it had to be done.


Collin heard the sound of glass crunching under a boot, and he quickly turned to find a minion jumping straight at him, its fangs exposed and eyes narrowed. Drool dripped from its bloodthirsty lips. Collin tried to get out of the way, but he knew he wouldn’t be quick enough to avoid the thing coming at him. Just as the minion’s hot breath touched his skin, it stopped and collapsed. Hugo stood emotionless behind it with a sword dripping in blood.


“Everything alright?” Hugo asked. 


“Yeah.” Collin stood up, feeling stupid for being caught off guard. “Must have missed one. Did you get yours?”


“I got both of the others.” He wiped the blood off his sword on the minion’s shirt. 


Hugo’s brown hair was crusted in blood, his clothes similarly decorated. Collin didn’t understand how at both his pub and during the day, Hugo could appear to be the most carefree person, always with a smile on his face or laughing at life. But during the night, he turned into a completely different person. His face always looked serious and he never caught a sliver of a smile on his lips. Not to mention, an almost… perfect… aura surrounded him. Such pure air hovered over him, even as he was covered in blood.


“I will get rid of this one. You can head back to the pub. Get some rest before you have to open.” Hugo kept his eyes down at the minion.


Looking out toward the rising sun, Collin realized morning had already approached. He would get only a few hours of sleep, before his assistant manager Hywel would come and help him prepare for the day. There never seemed to be enough hours in either the day or the night.


“Sometimes I wonder what’s the point…”


Hugo looked at him for a moment then turned his attention back down to the dead minion, lying at his feet. “You know as well as I do that your job helps us finds these guys. People gossip most when they are intoxicated.”


He was right, they did find these minions through rumors at the bar, but they could have easily found them without that. Minions weren’t the hardest to find. “Yeah, yeah, I know. See you later tonight then?”


“Same time.”


“Aye. Good morning then I suppose.” Collin nodded as he left him behind. He would have to get out of the streets before the early birds started heading for work. 


They hadn’t ventured that far from his pub, which made him happy. They had run a little longer than normal that night. Time became relative when it didn’t matter anymore, especially when in the thick of action. Usually they would get done before dawn, which made it easy for him to go back to the pub in the shadows of night, unnoticed. With the sun just about to come up, it made it that much harder not to get noticed by someone he might know in the area. 


He passed brick building after brick building in the area that was all part of Chelsea. Famous for their football team, he personally was more of a fan of Manchester City, but he never revealed that to any of his customers. He didn’t need to start a fight, especially when the two teams played against each other. There were enough of those already. Though his assistant manager, Hywel, knew he rooted for Manchester City and they took bets on who would win, the loser getting to stay late and clean up the mess the fans left behind. Hywel won more times than not.


Collin’s pub stood just on the outskirts of the city, almost encroaching upon the edge of South Kensington. Hidden deep in the alleyways, people had to know about it to find it. That way fewer tourists would visit and more locals would love it. And locals were more likely to gossip.


He could always spot an American tourist though, when they did come in. They didn’t understand European pubs. They always stood at the door for a moment, as if waiting for someone to seat them. Finally, they would take a seat before realizing they had to order at the bar. Collin and Hywel would also bet on how long it would take them. They played a lot of games like that. Though, at least Americans tipped. Sometimes…


Collin could see the sign now hanging from the pub’s front, marked with the name “Lancelot’s Pub.” It had been an inside joke between him and Gwen, but he had thought the name was clever, so he kept it even though it reminded him of her.


He learned to live with the fact that he may never see Gwen again, although it ate him up inside. Collin had thought she could be the one, and then she left in a hurry. No explanation. No excuses. Just got up and left. 


That’s when Hugo showed up and he had been destroying minions ever since.


Pulling out his keys, he unlocked the door and stepped inside. The only light that filled the space was the fresh light of the dawning sky pouring into the pub, along with a small amount of light spilling from his upstairs bedroom. He locked the door behind him and took a sigh of relief. His work was done for the day, or at least for a couple of hours.


Setting his sword on the bar, Collin decided to postpone its cleaning until after he got a little sleep. Sleep had become sparse these days as more minions seemed to be pouring into the city. He had no idea from where they came from, or even what was the cause of their increased numbers. Hugo had said the start of a war always involved the growth of minion activity, but he didn’t explain any further. A gut instinct, but the more he thought about the future, the more he feared everything was about to change. 


Collin collapsed onto his mattress and stared at his wall. The room didn’t have any knick-knacks, color, or any personality of any kind. He didn’t see the point, not when he could be forced to leave at any time. The only thing that stood out in the room was that one wall had marks all over it. Grabbing a pen, he leaned over and ticked three more notches. He had begun to run out of room for tally marks. He didn’t know if that made him feel good about himself, or if he had seen more than he wanted to admit.


Chucking the pen back onto the floor, Collin closed his eyes to find only blood waiting for him in his dreams.










CHAPTER 4







“YOU DON’T REALLY think they will let you take that bike on the train, do you?” Erik raised his eyebrows as he watched Gwen lift her bike up the steps and into Gare du Nord, the station that led to London. It must have looked odd to see such a petite girl carrying a motorcycle without any effort, but Erik knew the truth of why she was capable of such an impressive physical feat. He knew of all the things she had done throughout the centuries, and this was really nothing compared to those things.


“I’m not leaving it behind—not after all these years.”


Erik couldn’t believe the level of her attachment to this trinket. They were creatures, once angelic, who roamed the earth for centuries, yet she acted like a child who refused to give up her favorite toy.


“And how are you going to get that past security?” He didn’t particularly want to know the answer to that question, but curiosity got the better of him. People began to stare and murmur as they walked by. 


“You could use your Jedi mind trick on the workers and make them think it’s just a regular bicycle or something.”


Erik stopped and tilted his head. He didn’t know if he heard her correctly, he thought she had just said Jedi mind trick. “My what?”


“Your Jedi mind trick. You know, wave your hand like this and say ‘this is not the bike you are looking for.’” Gwen waved her hand in front of his face. “Haven’t you seen Star Wars?”


He couldn’t believe his ears. A demon, an Admiral demon no less, just made a pop culture reference. A reference that wasn’t used to taunt them. Then again, he, having been sent down from Heaven itself, knew exactly what she was talking about. “Yes, I have. Hugo really wanted to see it when it came out.”


“Then why are you looking at me like that?” She looked at him with such innocent eyes. 


Erik didn’t know how to respond. She was different—different than he had ever seen her act. He had run into her before, several times in fact, but never this close to talk in any civilized, conversational way. Either she had changed tremendously, or all of this was just an act with no clear motive guiding it. He didn’t know which theory was more absurd to believe. 


“Just didn’t think you would make a movie reference.”


She grinned as if the comment amused her. “It looked interesting back when it came out so I snuck into the movie theatre. What? Is a creature like me not supposed to have fun?”


“Yes, but your type of fun usually refers to plundering defenseless villages and such. Not watching science fiction dramas.”


“You would be surprised what my kind finds entertaining.”


“Actually, I don’t want to hear what your kind finds entertaining.” Not that he didn’t know already. He had dealt with their destruction for centuries now—all the bloodshed.


“Fair enough. Now, could you please get my bike onboard?” She gave him a look a girl would give to her boyfriend to buy her something cute and fuzzy. 


Erik sighed. She would never give up—her persistence had always made her that much more powerful. “Fine, but once we board, you need to tell me everything. I’ve brought you this far, it’s your turn to hold up your end of the bargain.”


Gwen nodded in agreement. Erik pulled out the two tickets he had purchased ahead of time. He had known she would come with him. He saw Gwen notice the tickets but didn’t say anything. 


As they approached the train, a security guard held out his hand to stop them. “You aren’t supposed to...”


Erik established eye contact. “It’s fine. It’s just a bicycle.” 


Any person would have just given Erik a strange look for believing a motorcycle was just a bicycle, but Erik had his ‘special talent’ as Gwen had pointed out. With eye contact, his kind could get humans to do anything they wanted, which came in handy when battling against the Twelve. They could erase anyone’s mind who had witnessed something supernatural in a second. Or make them leave the area. 


“Alright, move along.” The man motioned toward the train. Erik let out a short sigh. He couldn’t believe he actually said ‘move along.’ 


“Thank you.” Erik passed him and they boarded the train. The workers started blowing their whistles. The train was about to depart.


“You didn’t wave your hand. Looks so much cooler when you wave your hand,” Gwen commented as she placed the motorcycle in the bike rack. People stared, but didn’t say a word.


“I’m not a Jedi,” Erik said with a slightly annoyed tone. 


She shrugged. “I’m just saying it looks cooler. But wouldn’t it be pretty fun to be a Jedi? The lightsabers and powers.”


Erik gave her a suspicious look as they took their seats. “You’re a creature from hell with powers of your own. Why would you want to be a Jedi? Besides, you would be more like a Sith member.”


“Ah, but a member of the Sith can turn back into a Jedi. I cannot do that.”


“But you want to,” Erik added. He presumed that was why she sat before him, she wanted her good status back—that she wanted to return to Heaven and not suffer for an eternity in Hell, as was punishment for turning her back on God.


“I don’t make it a habit of wanting things that I cannot have. Only leads to disappointment, and I hate being disappointed.”


At least she wasn’t lying to herself. Erik appreciated that. But that didn’t answer what he wanted to know. “Then why are you here?”


She sighed as she watched the train begin to pass building after building, making its way out of the city. Not many passengers sat near them, which Erik was thankful for, considering the nature of their discussion


.Gwen started her story, “as you may recall, some higher beings and I fell down to this world after a certain fight in Heaven. The Twelve Admirals were assigned by Lucifer to roam Earth, causing any destruction we could. A simple task, but a fun one nevertheless. 


“We created many legends and myths throughout different cities and cultures. Then His Son came down to Earth and we saw it as our chance to overthrow Him. Our New Order, in a way. But everything we threw at Him, He had no problem in counteracting...” Gwen stopped as all the memories came rushing back to her. Erik heard stories of all that went on at that time, but he didn’t get to witness any of it for himself. He and his fellow comrades didn’t come in until later. 


“Then it happened. We killed Him, at least that was what we thought. Humanity had lost hope in everything and the Gates to the Underworld had been opened. Spirits of the underworld spread across the world for three days.”


“But then He came back,” Erik interjected. 


Gwen nodded, recalling the event. “Indeed, He did and our victory turned into a severe loss. He put everything that escaped back into that dark tomb of hell. Then He left, giving all of Earth reason to believe in Him again while we were stuck back where we started. Humans are much easier to deal with when they don’t have hope.”


Erik watched as Gwen’s lips held back a thin smile. She still craved those human weaknesses, it was apparent on her face.


“So the rest of your kind was put back in its place.” Erik kept the story going. He didn’t like the look Gwen had.


Gwen blinked then nodded. “Precisely. But we knew a door once opened could be opened again.”


Not many in Heaven saw that coming, Erik remembered. It had always been a legend that such a thing could happen. The door to the underworld was supposed to be closed shut forever after that. But then the demons figured out a way, so that’s when Erik and his colleagues were sent down to stop them. “Which is where we come in.”


“Yes. You twelve, the heavenly beings with no name, were sent down to Earth to stop us. Twelve Good Admirals against Twelve Evil Admirals I guess, eh? Only through killing you can we reopen the gate and let the mass of beings come out of the deep pits of hell and take control of this world once more.” She bit her lip. “And here we are. Two thousand years later. Still fighting a war that never seemed to come to an end. Until now.”


“That’s a nice history lesson, but what does that have to do with you changing your mind?”


“In order to stop us you have to destroy each and every one of us. Once that happens ,we will be with the others, forever rotting in the darkness.”


“So you don’t want me to kill you?” Erik questioned slowly, knowing he could never agree to keep her alive in the end. Just because he was letting her take this journey with him didn’t mean he was going to keep her alive when it came down to it.


She shook her head. “No, you have to kill me.”


“I’m still not seeing what you gain then. Why are you here?”


“I know we won’t win this. We lost before and we will lose again. I have done countless things that I regret. Things that I should suffer for and I’m okay with paying that price. All I want is to end on a good note, helping someone instead of trying to cause destruction.”


Erik listened to her confession. He realized she didn’t know what happened after she left the demons. She didn’t realize her kind had the lead now in this war. “Then you think you will have a clearer conscience for the rest of eternity?”


“Exactly. That’s all I’m asking.” She leaned forward and grabbed his hand. “Help me become a better creature. Help me achieve that.”


He couldn’t believe what he was hearing. A demon asking him for help to become a better being. A creature that lived in the darkness wanting to see one last glimpse of light before being sent back into the dark, as if her conscience affected her somehow. The only problem was that her kind didn’t have a conscience, or at least, weren’t supposed to. So all of this made no sense to him. There had to be more to it. 


“How come it wasn’t until recently that you wanted this? Why not before?” he inquired.


She shrugged. “We have lost seven of our Admirals thus far, sent back to Hell where they will never leave unless we succeed and open the doors. When each ane of them was killed, part of me felt as if I too was killed. Over and over again this happened, losing my friends and family, and the more I thought about it, the more I realized that even if we open the doors, will it really be enough? We have been fighting for so long, I began to have doubts.”


“It had been bothering me for quite a while so by the time my control over the second world war had come, I panicked. I saw how many human lives I had destroyed and I couldn’t stand it any longer. The toll had been too great and it was all my fault. So I stopped that hold we had and I have been running away from my kind ever since.”


Which explained why the other demon shot her. “And following me?”


“Yes.” She smiled. “You are one hell of a person to follow, you know that?”


“I do.” He had to be in order to stay alive on Earth this long. Otherwise, he would have been eaten alive long ago. She would have made sure of that, when she was part of their ranks.


“Anyway…” Gwen looked down at her hands and fiddled with her fingers. “That is all I ask. Just let me help you. The next battle in the war is here and I have a feeling it will be the last.”


Erik agreed. This battle felt different from the rest. It felt as if everything depended on it. This would determine who controlled the earth. 


“How do I know you aren’t lying to me? How do I know this isn’t a setup?”


“If you thought this was a setup, you would have killed me by now. It wouldn’t take much effort on your part, not in the state I’m in.” 


Now that she had mentioned it, Erik noticed her sweating. Her hands shook in her lap and she closed her eyes, taking in deep breaths. 


“Your curiosity has gotten the better of you after all these years,” she added. 


Erik smiled at her comment. He had never seen a demon like her. But that wasn’t why he kept her alive. That wasn’t why he let her come this close. He needed her to finish something she started five years earlier. She just didn’t know that yet, and hopefully wouldn’t until he wanted her to. Erik took a look at her twitching body. Something had happened to her in Paris and she didn’t want to tell him anything about it. Deciding to let her keep it in until they reached London, Erik shut his eyes and let the sound of the train fill his mind.








CHAPTER 5





GWEN OPENED HER eyes to find scenes of the English countryside rolling by the train windows. It had been a while since she had seen the gorgeous hills of green grass and trees lining the horizon. Gwen could even see the Shard in the distance. She had missed London dearly, although it had only been a few years since she last visited. 


Shifting in her chair to get a better look of the approaching city, she grimaced. Jürgen’s bullets were still in her, scratching the surface of a couple vital organs—mainly her heart. Every time she moved, she caused more internal bleeding and her body kept trying to heal it. It was an endless cycle, resulting in a slow loss of energy. She hated the person who invented firearms; they had been a nuisance to her ever since their creation. She had lost track of how many times she had been shot.


Gwen really didn’t have the time nor the resources to pry the bullets out either. She could try to dig them out with her nails, but she knew they were just outside her reach, unless she wanted to go through her heart to get them, which she didn’t feel up to doing at this moment. One slipup and she could kill herself by pulling out her own heart, which would be a pretty embarrassing way to go. She would have to get someone else to take them out for her. Possibly Erik, when they got to London. Gwen glanced at him. He had his eyes closed, but she figured he wasn’t asleep. He wouldn’t just leave himself defenseless around her. 


She had told him why she had left her colleagues. She just didn’t want to suffer for eternity. It was the only thing about herself she could control—her conscience. Otherwise, she would have to deal with all the consequential regret that came with the typical actions of a demon, and she couldn’t handle it. Now, she just wanted to help them, to make herself feel better about all the lives she had destroyed over the years. To forgive herself. Forgiveness. The only thing she wanted more than anything in the entire world. Ever since she fell from Heaven, it was the only thing forever out of her reach and it ate at her each and every day.


“What’s wrong?” Erik interrupted her train of thought. She wondered how long he had been watching her.


“It’s nothing.” Gwen shifted again, trying to find the most comfortable position to sit, which seemed impossible with all the anxiety racing through her mind. “We’re almost to London. What’s the plan?”


“I’ll contact my group and we’ll go from there.”


“What will you tell them? I find it hard to believe they would welcome me open-armed, maybe like just armed.”


Erik ran his hands through his light brown hair. “I haven’t figured that part out.”


“Well…” Gwen quickly thought of everything that could go wrong, mostly all ending in her death. “Can’t wait...”


Erik didn’t say anything else as their train came into St. Pancras Station. All lines from France used to go through Waterloo, but the French got mad about England rubbing their defeat in their faces and England had to change stations. Gwen had always found the French and British people’s petty bickering entertaining. Such little things in life brought the best pleasures, especially when she had been alive for so long.


Gwen grabbed her bike and hauled it off the train, garnering a few quizzical stares from passengers leaving the train along with them. They didn’t know how someone could have snuck a motorcycle onto the train and in the station itself. A few people tried to question her about it, but Erik intervened. If the Twelve could influence humans like that, they would have won long ago. 


Although they had other ways, Gwen smiled to herself.


She watched as Erik walked forward with a resolute stride. He had confidence in everything he did. The same confidence she used to have in her former life. “I’m jealous of you, you know that?”


Erik glanced at her through the corner of his eyes, curious what she meant by that statement. “Because I’m not damned?”


Gwen shook her head. “No, because you can get people to listen to you just by eye contact.”


“You just have to bite them to turn them into your minions, destroying the human soul that was inside.”


“Yes, but that is a hassle and if others see, they scream and run in panic, then we have to hunt and chase them down and there’s all that struggling,” she sighed, thinking about how many times she had experienced the problem. “It’s a mess.”


Erik laughed. “And here, I thought your kind liked all the screaming and the blood.”


“We do, but it’s not the most helpful thing in the long run. Lots of planning, lots of time spent figuring out who we need to turn and why. What governments to take over, how it will help us and the like. That is why it has been so long since the Twelve have tried anything. But now they started this new war, and that is why you have to let me talk to you about something else important.”


Erik raised his eyebrow. “Are you trying to say I need you?”


“Yes, I am.” She didn’t want to seem cocky, but with her help, they would be able to locate other demons and minions a lot faster.


“And why is that?” 


“How many of you are left?” A question that had been lingering on her mind for the past seventy-odd years. She had lost count of those left after she ran off. She didn’t have any way of knowing. 


Erik stopped. “So I was right, you don’t know?”


She shrugged. “I’ve been alone for quite some time now.”


He waited a second longer before answering her question. “Three.”


Gwen felt her heart skip a beat. That couldn’t be possible. “Three of you?!” So two had been killed in her absence by her fellow demons.


Four little gargoyles found themselves in a tree, hang one up, and then there were three.


Erik motioned for her to quiet down. People began to give them curious looks, more than they had gotten with the bike. “Yes. We lost two after you left the war in Germany.”


“Do you know how many of the Twelve demons are left?” She knew James still roamed the earth. And Jürgen. But the rest she didn’t know.


“Including you? Still five.”


They hadn’t lost anyone since Germany. Gwen figured as much. “So you do need me then.”


“In a way, yes.”


They stepped out of the station. The busy streets of London were cluttered with people, trying to get to where they needed to go. None knew of the things in store for them, considering the invisible warfare raging all around. Everyone went on with their days, without any recognition that this was the silence before the storm.


Setting her motorcycle down on the street, Erik took the driver’s seat. Even though she missed cruising the streets of London alone, he knew where they needed to go, so he was to drive once again. Gwen took a deep breath and climbed on the
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