
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
 

 

 

 

 

Realms and
Retribution

By

Raven Anxo

~

 

A Hellbound
Chronicles

Novel


 

 

Realms and
Retribution

~*~

This story is entirely a
work of fiction.

The names, places,
characters, and incidents portrayed herein are the products of the
author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or
dead, or localities is entirely coincidental.

Copyright © Raven Anxo
2022

First Edition December 31st,
2022

Published by Raven Anxo
Publications at Smashwords.

 

All rights reserved. This
ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may
not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to
share this book with another person, please purchase an additional
copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not
purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please
return to your favorite ebook seller and purchase your own copy.
Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

 

 

Edited By: R.A

Cover Design: Raven
Anxo.


 

Table of Contents

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter
Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter
Seven

Chapter
Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter
Eleven

Chapter
Twelve

Chapter
Thirteen

Chapter
Fourteen

Chapter
Fifteen

Chapter
Sixteen

Chapter
Seventeen

Chapter
Eighteen

Chapter
Nineteen

Chapter
Twenty

 


Chapter One


 

Due to his powers still in the hit and
miss department it had taken Lucifer several attempts to access his
realms guest chambers. When his perseverance finally paid off he
checked them over then allocated one to Agenta who hadn’t
accompanied the others on their demon hunt. Her unhappy demeanor
when he left her not boding well for a certain fallen on his
return. With that task completed he headed back to the throne room
where he saw Kelsey waiting for him, and while his intention had
been to spend some time in discussion with her regarding what their
next moves should be, one look at the tiredness etched on her face
swiftly changed his mind. After a brief argument, which he won, he
escorted her into their private chambers where he would ensure she
gained some much needed sleep.

Despite renewed objections as she got
settled on the bed, her eyes closed the second her head hit the
pillow. As he looked at her he found himself wishing sleep would
claim him as easily. A wish he knew would remain unfulfilled while
the threat Michael posed continued to hover over them. The mere
thought of his brother created dark clouds within his mind, ones
threatening to sour his mood. Not wanting to disturb Kelsey if that
should happen he left the chamber and discovered Gray, his ass
parked on one of the lower steps of the dais stairs and looking as
happy as a eunuch at an orgy. “I thought you would have sought
Agenta out to spend some time with her?”

“Yeah,” Gray said as he
looked at him. “That was the plan. It took a bit of hunting but I
eventually spotted her in one of the corridors. When I caught up
with her we started talking and everything was going well…until I
happened to mention what I saw as her stupid decision to come down
here. You know, I never realized that under that soft angelic
exterior lurked a fire demon ready to singe my balls.”

Lucifer couldn’t help but chuckle at
the fallen’s situation. It reminded him of the fraught
conversations he’d had with Kelsey. “I’m assuming you approached it
with your usual level of tact?”

“Hey! I have
tact.”

“Really?” he replied with
a hint of amusement. “I’ve never seen you employ it.”

“Har, har, very fucking
funny.”

“All I’m saying…and I
speak with a small level of experience, is that you listen to what
she has to say then respond in a cool and rational
manner.”

“Fine,” he replied as he
stood and shrugged his shoulders. “I’ll try. But don’t blame me if
some part of this place undergoes additional remodeling.” Halfway
towards the large doors, he paused. “Hey,” he called over his
shoulder, “I forgot to ask where I’m parking my ass for the
duration.”

Directions provided to his chambers,
along with instructions on how to access them and those of his
companions, Lucifer added a word of warning as he reached the
doorway. “Be aware my realm does on occasions like to move things
around…a defense mechanism I believe you might call it. Once it
accepts you pose no threat it will make things easier for
you.”

“Thanks for the heads
up.”

Gray’s disgruntled tone sparked a
smile as he left. One that vanished when the silence created by his
departure allowed his thoughts to circle him once more.

“Luc…?”

Her voice chased away the chill those
thoughts sparked. Her presence a warmth he welcomed as she walked
towards him, his arms encircling her waist the second she was close
enough.

“Are you okay?”

A soft kiss placed on her lips; he
pulled back a fraction and nodded. “I am now you are here, but you
should still be resting.”

“When I woke and found you
missing I wanted to know where you were.”

“I –” the question died on
his lips when a realization hit. How had she managed to leave his
private chambers? Only he possessed the power to open and close the
doorway, so her presence in front of him was puzzling. Easing free
of her hold he took a step back. “Kelsey, how did you manage to
leave my chambers?”

“That’s a strange question
to ask.”

“Please, indulge
me.”

O…kay,” she replied with a shrug of
her shoulders. “I got off the bed, walked towards the spot where I
recalled the doorway appearing and there it was.”

It shouldn’t have happened and yet
there she was, standing in front of him, her attention fixed on the
ground. A sight which failed to help him deal with the myriad of
questions circling his brain. “Kelsey,” he said when the
tilt-a-whirl it was on stopped. “You shouldn’t have been able to
leave the chambers without me opening the doorway. Something
strange is going on and I think it might be connected to all that
happened to you. It has me wondering what other surprises might be
in store for us.”

“If there are any, I
really hope they are good ones.”

“So do I, my hell rose. So
do I.”

~

Gray flinched as a demon got a little
too close for comfort. Even though he’d encountered them when he
fell with Lucifer, he hadn’t stuck around long enough to get better
acquainted. He’d made sure his ass was out of there before anyone
had a chance to grab him. For a while he’d been happy bouncing from
place to place, enjoying his freedom. When the novelty of that
started wearing thin, he dropped into Cabis and the place became
home. A place at that exact moment in time he wished to be.
Unfortunately, events had seen to it what he wanted and got were
poles apart.

Lucifer’s directions followed, he took
a quick right turn at the end of the corridor and nearly slammed
into a wall. “Look, you annoying realm, I’m one of the good guys,”
he said, looking up. “I’m helping your boss, so how about playing
nicely with this fallen?” As if in reply a faint tremor travelled
through the ground and up his body, fading just as the wall in
front of him vanished, revealing a doorway. Stepping through it he
discovered a small, inner chamber, and recalling what devil boy
said about gaining access he was about to speak his name so the
relevant doorway would appear when Agenta’s image floated to the
top of his mind. Devil boy also said if he wanted to see one of the
other guests housed within the adjoining chambers all he had to do
was speak their name. Their doorway would appear, but the one
calling their name wouldn’t be able to stroll into their chamber.
They could only gain admittance if the one on the other side
granted it. Lucifer, of course, could override any locks and open
the doors, which wasn’t a particularly comforting
thought.

His courage and resolve
grabbed with both hands; he called out her name. “Agenta.” A brief
shudder traveled through the area, a door appearing in the rock in
front of him as it faded. Unsure of the reception he might receive
given what passed between them, he steeled himself for the worst
then knocked. “Agenta, can we talk?” Silence. He tried again.
“Agenta?” Nothing. Did you seriously
expect anything other than radio silence? Yes, he had. A small part of him clung to the hope she would
have given him a chance to explain, to apologize. When the silence
dragged on he reached the unpleasant conclusion he’d allowed his
mouth to shoot off one time too many. Resolved to matters between
them remaining as they were he turned and headed towards the large
doorway. A move brought to a halt when behind him he heard the door
open and a soft voice call his name. He swallowed, trying to push
past the lump in his throat as he turned back and entered her
chambers.

 The door closed
behind him as he reached the center of the room, his eyes searching
for Agenta who he saw standing in front of a fireplace, her
expression unreadable as he walked over, leaving only an arm’s
length between them when he stopped. No witty or semi-sarcastic
comment left his lips as he looked at her. All he managed to do was
rub at the nape of his neck with his hand as his nerves
jangled.

“Gray? Are you going to
remain silent?”

“What?”

“I asked if you were going
to remain silent.”

Oh, yeah, right. “I’m
sorry.”

“Sorry for
what?”

He stared at the floor for what seemed
like an eternity before raising his head and looking at her. “I’m
sorry for saying you couldn’t defend yourself. For saying you
wouldn’t be a worthy fighter. Agenta,” he said, reaching his hands
out, “I messed up, and not for the first time. I’m just not happy
about you being mixed up in all this.”

“Gray, what happened was
my choice. I wasn’t forced or coerced to do what I have. I followed
my heart and my instincts, and I’m not apologizing for
that.”

“Tell me,” he said, taking
half a step closer. “Did you really weigh up the consequences of
your actions? You are in Michael’s sights now, and with the defeat
he suffered that bats in the belfry archangel is going to become
more unhinged.” He placed his fingers under her chin and lifted it
so he could look directly into her eyes. “Promise me you’ll do
whatever is necessary to stay out of his way.”

“I will do my best…but
that doesn’t mean I’m going to hide away. I’m not a coward,
Gray.”

He moved his hand to caress her cheek.
“I never said you were.”

“Maybe not
directly.”

“Let’s not start another
‘discussion’ and just move forward. Okay?” He fought back a low
sigh as she covered his hand with her own. Warmth travelled through
him, encompassing every part of him so completely he didn’t want it
to end.

“As long as you don’t
doubt me again, then I can do that.”

“You know what I’m like,
but I give you my word I will try my best.” Moving his hand, he
took hold of hers and brought it to his lips, a kiss placed on the
palm. “Now get some rest. Oh, and make sure not to let any
unwelcome visitors in.”

“Would you be jealous if I
did?”

Jealous? While her question caught him
by surprise, it was the internal answer that shook him. One he
failed to stop leaving his lips in time. “Yes.”

“Really?”

He merely nodded before releasing her
hand and leaving. As the doorway sealed itself behind him he
straight armed the black stone wall and stared at it. Deep inside a
small voice warned him he was fucked if he didn’t pull back from
the precipice. The problem was, how could you pull back if you
didn’t want to?


Chapter Two

 


Failure, no matter how small, was rarely
tolerated by Michael, which was why the entire celestial city rang
with the sound of his fury over his defeat at Lucifer’s hands.
Those angels with common sense wisely avoided going anywhere near
the throne room out of fear he might take his wrath out on them.
While closed doors kept angels out, they couldn’t prevent whispers
of his humiliation reaching him. If they gained traction his
reputation as a warrior would be tarnished further and that he
refused to allow. “Metatron!” The angel of death’s name
reverberated around the domed ceiling, before echoing across the
city.

When the archangel arrived, Michael
walked down the long staircase towards him. “Have you heard the
whispers,” he said when he reached him.

“Yes.”

“They dare speak of ego?
Of humiliation? I think it is time they were shown the reward such
treasonable acts receive.”

“What do you intend on
doing?”

“Me?” Michael asked, a
hint of a cold smile dancing across his lips. “Not just me. You
also.”

“No,” Metatron replied,
stepping back. “I have already said I will not be party to any acts
that cause harm to a single one of our brethren.”

“Is that so? You truly
believe you have a choice in the matter? I suggest you think
again…unless you wish a certain female to receive my tender touch?
Mark me well, Metatron. Cross me or fail to do as I ask, and she
will pay the price.”

“She is innocent in all
this!”

“She became a pawn the
moment your lives entwined. So accept that, accept your fate, and
follow my orders without question.”

Loyalty inspired by fear
rarely holds, whispered his mind. Perhaps
that was true, however there were times it required a nudge or an
incentive to ensure it remained in place. “Well?” he said when the
archangel failed to answer. “Do you stand on your principles and
lose the human you say you love? Or do you gain some sense and do
what I want?”

“You know I have no damn
choice.”

“Exactly. Now go and
prepare while I create the list of those who will be used to show
what happens when you speak against me.” The stiff half bow he
gained from him barely cloaked the anger his brother carried before
he strode away. It failed to bother him. He took it as a sign of
the angel of death’s impotence in the matter.

As the doors closed,
Michael looked around the chamber and smiled. Soon his stamp would
be placed on the entire heavenly realm and all within it would bow
to his will. What of the creator?
What of him? Time and events would chip away at
his memory, leaving nothing more than fragments of his existence
behind. Fragments that would crumble into dust when earth and hell
fell under his glorious rule. What of
Lucifer and his friends? They’ve beaten you once, so who is to say
they cannot do so again? He stormed over
to the wall and slammed his fist against the white stone. The
defeat was an aberration, caused in part by those who fought with
him. When next his path crossed with that of his fallen brother and
his cursed companions, they would be dead at his feet and he would
stand victorious. “Soon, Lucifer. Soon you and those who stand with
you will be no more, and when that moment arrives the glorious age
of the archangels will begin.

~

After his “discussion”
with Michael, Metatron returned to his chambers and locked the
door.  He was in no mood to speak with anyone, especially
those who’d gleefully aligned themselves with his brother’s
demented plan. Demented?
The single word echoed in his skull as he walked
over to a dark, high-backed chair and sat down “Yes,” he said as he
looked at the sword hung above the ornamental fire mantle, he was
demented and his plans could force him to use his weapon against
his own kin. He recalled with unwelcomed clarity the last time it
had been wielded in such a way. It had been during the great
rebellion when brother stood against brother. While its kiss
couldn’t be placed on any of his fellow archangels, those lower in
rank were unable to escape its touch. So many celestials fell under
it and he felt no remorse for their loss because their end was
justified due to their betrayal. What Michael now asked of him went
against the code he adhered to, and his every instinct screamed at
him to refuse. Yet he couldn’t, and for one simple yet important
reason; Michael held a human female he loved and for whom he would
do anything to preserve her life. You
would bend to his will? Harm those you see as innocents?
He had no damned choice! Are you so sure of that? Yes. There
was no escape, no one who could aid him.

As if in answer a name rose to the
surface; one unexpected but offering the smallest glimmer of hope.
Dare he take the risk though?  And if he did, would his
request be granted? Backed into a corner and with nothing left to
lose, he decided to roll the dice and hope they gave him what he
wanted.

With his resolve set, he stood and
waved his hand towards his black cloak. The act causing it to float
over and set itself in place on his shoulders, the fine threads of
silver woven through the material catching the light of the candles
as he glanced at his sword, debating whether he should take it with
him. Unsure of the welcome he might receive he erred on the side of
caution and removed it, the act causing its scabbard to appear at
his side for him to set it in. With it in place and his cloak
shifted in such a way it was hidden from view he stepped out of his
chambers then called over one of the younger angels. “Inform the
Archangel Michael I have gone to earth to aid in the collection of
souls.” While the portals were closed to all lower ranks,
archangels could still access them – but only with good reason.
While Michael couldn’t prevent him from undertaking his assigned
task, that didn’t mean his actions might not be observed.
Everything he did needed to be undertaken with care. One mistake,
one misstep, could spell disaster.

The moment he arrived in Black Rock,
those angels who worked under him appeared and bowed. After
acknowledging their obeisance he instructed them to continue with
their duties, then return to the celestial city. He watched them
walk away, their human disguises in place ensuring they drew no
unnecessary attention towards themselves. When they vanished from
sight he set about claiming those souls in his area whose time of
judgement had arrived. His touch brought their end, sending them
either to heaven or hell. He never knew where they ended up. That
wasn’t his concern. He merely knew whose time had come and
performed his duty.

He walked with ease among mortals,
none of them aware death moved close as he drew nearer to his
intended location: hell. And when he stood close enough to not
arouse suspicion within those who might be observing him, he sent a
brief mental message to his fallen brother: Lucifer. The reply
received wasn’t what he would call cordial but given what
transpired between them eons earlier and the fact he had stood with
Michael during the battle, he was relieved to have received any
reply at all.  Thankfully, he agreed to meet with him and
provided directions to a suitable location. With a flame of hope
growing within him, he headed away from hell’s location for a
reunion neither of them could have ever expected would
happen.

His pace slow yet determined he
reached what appeared to be a small, decaying chapel. A strange
place for their meeting to take place. All it took was a brush of
his fingers against the remains of a weather beaten wall to tell
him the place had long since been deconsecrated. Perhaps his fallen
brother’s choice was made out of some small level of perversion or
spite. The reason didn’t matter, only the meeting did.

He walked to the right side of the
building where he located a battered and weather beaten door which
he eased open. The moment he stepped inside the crumbling structure
he picked up on something different, something the lingering
sanctity of the building wasn’t happy about. “Lucifer?” From his
left the feel of a familiar presence reached him, and as he turned
he caught sight of his brother who’d stepped from the shadows, his
frame caught in the rainbows cast by the moon’s glow coming through
the only intact stained glass window. “Is this place
safe?”
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