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The demon. A face can betray an assortment of tales about an individual. Deep frown lines could be evidence of repeated disappointment with what life has served up for the browbeaten, or possibly a result of the endured determination worn on the face of the eternal optimist. The observant eyes frayed around the edges, perhaps testimony to the eternal gaze of a beholder? 

A whole stockpile of tales. Every mark, each crag and crease, a tale in itself. 

The face of the man sitting in an armchair, in the living room of a house in Portland, Maine, could relay a thousand tales. 

His face is that of a middle-aged man. It’s pretty indistinguishable from most other anonymous faces of a similar age. Nothing out of the ordinary. Every bit what you would imagine, with greying stubble on age-weathered cheeks, and loose skin around life-weary eyes, framed by short, black palmed-back hair. Ordinary in every way. 

But this face is hiding something other than the tales of a life lived. This one is hiding a deeper, darker secret. Because, this is the face of a dead man. 

Dead, but very clearly still alive. 

Though 42-year-old Steven Higgis seems to be sitting in the living room of a house in Portland, any remnants of Higgis left this mind a long, long time ago. The mind and the body are now the property of an eidolic form. An imposter. A cerebral parasite. The form of Steven Higgis, as anonymous a figure as any other, now plays host to an immaculately dressed demon eidolon known as Luther.

Currently, the dark-suited Luther is in what looks like a meditative state. His breathing is shallow but regular. His eyes, despite being open, see nothing, and show nothing other than a vacant stare –to any onlookers, Luther would seem to be daydreaming. But he isn’t. He’s very much awake. And he’s waiting; the same thing he’s been doing for the last 8 hours. 

Luther doesn’t know how much longer he’ll have to wait and cares little about how long he’s been waiting already. None of those things are a concern to him. Because, eventually, the disturbances he is sitting in wait for will appear, and when that moment occurs, Luther will be ready. That’s when he’ll carry out the task he’s here to accomplish. 

For now, Luther remains sitting in an armchair, in the living room of the house in Portland, with nothing more than the decomposing corpse of the female occupant of the house for company. A corpse that is now lying face down on the living room floor, a pool of blood surrounding her hammer-caved head, a number of displaced pictures and furniture around her, evidence of the earlier struggle.

Luther suddenly begins to feel the sensation he’s been waiting for –which comes married with the sound of a mobile phone, buzzing and ringing from elsewhere in the house. The phone has rung a good number of times in the 8 hours Luther has been sitting and waiting. He’d managed to block it out previously. But, now, here it is again along with the synapse-tingling emanations that tell Luther his target is nearing.

The demon’s eyes widen. 
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The Light. Henry has been driving all night, and hasn't slept in over 24 hours on account of his late-night flight being cancelled. 

The cancellation had been a major frustration, another pain in the ass he could’ve done without. But, finally, he finds himself a short stretch from home. 

One last time, Henry tries Miranda’s cell, but still only manages to get through to voicemail. A worried –if a tad irate– voice: “Mira, honey? I’m getting a little worried now. I hope you’re okay? Look, I was wrong. Dead wrong. I’m sorry for the way things have been. You were right, it’s time we went our own way. Listen, I spoke to Gerrit and the other Council members. I told them we want to tread our own path... just you, me and the girls. Look, I'll be back soon. It'd be great to see you three...” The cell bleeps and the phone dies, yet again. “Shit!” Henry angrily slams the phone onto the passenger seat, barely missing the crushed bouquet of roses he’d picked up at the gas station moments ago. 

He’d had to put up with the phone rapidly losing its charge throughout the journey. Each time, the phone had paid the price by being bounced around the inside of the rental car. 

Henry pulls the blue Ford Taurus onto Fairborn street and a hundred or so yards later it’s brought to a squeaking halt in front of the mint-green Victorian house Henry, Miranda and the girls, Laura and Lucy, have been staying in for the last few months; since before the troubles began and before Miranda and the girls had temporarily moved out –a move that was for all their safety, Miranda had said. 

Although Henry had hated the thought of Miranda and the girls moving out, he'd agreed to it. The activities he’d been involved in were dangerous, and could have brought any number of the characters from the demon underworld into his life –something he’d refused to consider before the fallouts between he and Miranda had begun. But he knew she was right. Hours of contemplation on the matter brought him to the realisation that he could no longer be involved with such exploits. Fate was something he didn’t want to tempt any longer. It was time to draw a line. 

Henry rubs his eyes. The 7-hour drive has been pretty hard on him. The tired eyes looking back from the rear view mirror are bloodshot and drowsy, a result of the hours he’d been putting in and the frustrations that have been weighing him down –a disturbing detail that exposes all the difficulties and stresses that have begun to take their toll in recent months. 

Looking at his reflection, Henry notices the now prominent wrinkles on his pale, round face. Along with the buzz cut he's sporting, his current appearance makes him look like a battle-weary soldier –showing the type of weariness that could expose a forced smile.

Henry is seriously looking forward to collapsing on his bed, but not before he’s spoken to Miranda. Having left home on an argument, he’d been desperate to get back, to put things right. Miranda had even said that she and the girls would be back at home on his return, which had filled him with a joy that’d been sorely lacking from his life over the last few months. 

Henry and Miranda have been arguing a lot recently. Things have been tough. But, finally, he knows what he has to do. The way he’s been living life has got to change. And change it he will. Things can’t go on like this any longer. Damien, Gerrit and the others will have to carry on without him. He can’t wait to tell this to Miranda. She’d hated knowing what Henry had been doing. It was foolish, and not mention the dangers that came with such endeavours; not just for him, but for Miranda and the girls too. Miranda had been constantly reminding Henry that his actions impacted on all of their lives. Finally, the message had hit home.

The stocky light springs out of the car, pulling the bouquet of roses off the passenger seat as he does, the car door gently closing behind him. He stomps round to the trunk, flipping it open, and grabs at the over-sized suitcase inside, lazily dragging it out, catching the bodywork of the car as he does. 

Despite his strength, Henry lets the heavy suitcase drop to the ground clumsily. He feels drained. A strange sensation comes over him. He begins to feel light-headed and nauseous. Henry closes the trunk and plants a meaty hand firmly on the trunk lid of the car, waiting a second while he regains stability. Maybe the 7-hour drive has taken more out of him than he'd realised? Henry shakes his head and looks towards the house. He can’t see too much with the trees that almost entirely obscure the front windows. There’s a whiff of change in the air; though, the grey sky above is holding on to any rain drops for now.

The front door is pushed open and Henry steps inside the house. He sees Miranda’s brown leather jacket on one of the coat hooks by the door. “Mira, honey? Hey, you wouldn’t believe what I had to go through to get home...” Henry kicks off his shoes and nudges them close to the set of drawers by the wall, closing the door behind him. “The damn flight got cancelled due to the weather –and that was after several pain-in-the-ass delays. Then I literally had to wait hours before the crappiest Taurus they could find became available. I’ll tell ya, there’s a lot to be said about home comforts...”

Henry strides towards the living room, entering through the open arch. And then he sees him, the stranger. And he sees somebody lying face down on the floor. Miranda. The breath is instantly snatched from Henry’s lungs. 

Henry freezes on the spot, his heart beginning to thud heavily in his chest. His gaze shifts slowly to the body of Miranda. The sight of her lying face down on the floor, a pool of coagulated blood around her head shocks him to his core.

“Hello Henry,” Luther says casually. “I’ve been waiting for you.” 

Henry’s eyes are fixed on the body of Miranda, on the floor. He absently pulls the flowers to his chest. His eyes begin to flood with tears, until a single tear begins to run down his face below his left eye.

Luther pushes himself up from the armchair and pats down his creased black suit. But before the demon can say or do anything more, Henry drops the flowers and explodes into a lunge towards Luther, pushing the demon back heavily and into the picture-clad wall behind him.

“Bastard!” 

Both men crash against the wall. Despite the tiredness Henry had been feeling just moments ago, he begins to unload concussive blows on the demon while bellowing out screams of rage. 

The weight of Henry’s punches impact heavily against Luther’s face, instantly creating visible lumps and reddening. Luther manages to push the bigger, burlier Henry away from him and then produces an electrical effect that appears as neon blue sparks in the air close to his hands. The electrical effect instantly hurtles through the air, crashing into Henry, throwing him across the room. Henry hits the back of a sofa on the opposite side of the room heavily and tumbles over the top of it before dropping down onto the floor against the wall-length window.

Luther follows Henry across the room, smoothly gliding onto the sofa before reaching down and grabbing the collar of the recovering light-kind. The demon effortlessly lifts Henry up into the air then throws him back towards the other side of the room, where he impacts against the very same armchair Luther had been sitting in for much of the day.

Henry collapses to the floor at the foot of the armchair. He groggily pushes himself up, shaking his head, his senses scrambled. Across the room, the body of Miranda, a lifeless eye staring towards him. Henry pushes some fingers behind the waist of his jeans.

The demon is upon Henry immediately, and reaches down once more, grabbing the light by the hair and lifting him up again. No time for respite.

As Luther is lifting the light up, Henry produces a small red ball, from inside a pouch he has hidden on the inside of his jeans waistline. But the ball is knocked
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