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      I thought there was only supposed to be one Chosen One.

      But there were two warriors standing in the middle of my hastily made coliseum. So much for tradition. Doesn’t matter. We demons are certainly good at improvising. That and slaughtering Chosen Ones.

      White Shorts appeared inside my battleground out of nowhere, but the other warrior did it the hard way and created a mystic hole of sorts in one of the coliseum’s walls. Both boasted a blade power index of eight. Perhaps higher. I would have to leave my limbo of shadows to be sure.

      They appeared to be bickering.

      “You are most annoying for a warrior,” said White Shorts.

      “Only ‘cause I like you. Feel anything?”

      “Besides ripping out your spinal cord?” White Shorts stuck a finger into the air like he was gauging the direction of the wind. “My instincts tell me that the demon is here, but his presence is completely masked to me.”

      My cue.

      Trumpets. Gloriously loud trumpets. The kind of brass trumpets mandatory for any self-respecting king or conqueror. A bit over-the-top, perhaps, but in my case—quite appropriate since I am so incredibly powerful while still being easy on the eyes. Objectively speaking.

      Invisible sound effects is an easy trick, and it was hard not to envision scores of human peasants folding back into the scenery while white glistening horses galloped all noble like into the coliseum arena, ridden by dashing white knights and gentlemen with costumes even frillier than White Shorts’.

      I left my limbo of shadows and floated gently down from the heavens on top of my golden cudgel. To be honest, my cudgel looks more like a Grecian support column, but it’s a powerful weapon that I won from my battle with that loudmouth god Ares. So incredibly self-absorbed and narcissistic that one.

      The two warriors below craned their necks upward. They probably knew that my cudgel was quite heavy, and that I would have to be pretty damn confident to waste energy on such a lavish entrance that even a rap star would be envious of.

      Well as they say… you never get a second chance to make a great first impression. The trumpets stopped as my cudgel landed softly a good fifteen yards from the warriors.

      And then I disappeared.

      White Shorts and his partner took up kung fu stances, their backs suggestively close but ready for my attack.

      None came.

      I reappeared several feet away from the two warriors with my powerful and well-muscled arms crossed. If I were that vain war god Ares, I would also mention how good I looked in this matador vest and no shirt. I was glad that I didn’t wear long sleeve armor today. It would be a shame to cover up such masculine beauty.

      Well, Lucy… time to get the slaughtering started. I walked calmly toward my foes.

      “And who might you be, dear warriors?” I said.

      “I am Jason Wildfire. The Chosen One,” said White Shorts—and then he flexed. Yeah, Mr. Chosen One actually flexed his right bicep.

      It was hard for me to keep a straight face.

      “Very nice muscle tone, paper tiger,” I said. “And your slightly effeminate costume does your rear quarters justice.”

      “See I told you,” said his partner.

      “Shut up.” White Shorts’ pallid face flushed hot red.

      “What about you?” I turned my haunting black eyes on White Shorts’ partner.

      The warrior winked at me. I suppose to let me know that he wasn’t afraid.

      “Call me Matthew of Halo.”

      “Are you a couple?”

      Matthew of Halo frowned. “Not only are you evil and like to mix Spanish Baroque with Roman architecture,” he said, sweeping a hand at my coliseum. “You’re a joke machine.”

      I adjusted my matador vest and smiled at the fools. “I suppose you are here to rescue this cleverly domed city and to destroy my delicious evil.”

      “Well, at least one of us is,” said Matthew of Halo.

      I flicked my right hand at Matthew of Halo and sent a wave of pure demonic energy crashing into the warrior’s chest. He slammed hard into a wall at least thirty feet back, then slumped obediently to the ground.

      White Shorts wasted no time. He did his disappearing act and reappeared by my right side. But I was ready for him and blocked or deflected every blow that the warrior threw at me.

      Matthew of Halo was back on his feet and racing our way. I needed to time this just right. With what I presumed was a warrior war cry, Matthew of Halo made an impressive leap in my direction. The look of surprise in his eyes when I caught his partner by the arm and slammed the fool right into him was delicious.

      The dynamic duo rolled off of one another—just in time to evade my demonic blast, which left a smoking small crater in its wake. Matthew of Halo performed a perfectly executed flying kick at my face. Ducking it was easy. He landed just short of me—back to me and swung his elbow down and past his body into my spinal cord.

      I stumbled forward two steps. Then slowly turned around to face him.

      “That stung,” I said.

      Matthew of Halo seemed more eager to press his advantage than to see if his partner was alright.

      Oh oh. The warrior had formed a blade energy circle with his fat little fingers. This was going to hurt—a lot.

      I barely had time to form a blade shield when Matthew of Halo let loose with a blast of piercing white light. I willed more energy into my outstretched hands, but we both could see crack after crack sprouting in my shield.

      The warrior was obviously putting his all into this attack. My shield soon dissolved into nothingness, and my body was enveloped in a painful, blinding light.

      I went down. Hard. But thankfully on my back.

      I sensed the warrior kneeling over me, checking for a pulse. Bet he was surprised when I opened my eyes and gave him a face-full of demon breath.

      Matthew of Halo’s scream was delightfully soprano range as he dove to the ground and tried to put out the hellfire consuming his body. His partner had recovered and tried his disappearing routine once again. So predictable.

      White Shorts reappeared at my left flank, as I suspected he might.

      Demon Razor Fist!

      My Demon Razor Fist blow sent the poor human soaring. Bonus points, Lucy, for landing him right next to his fallen buddy.

      “I suppose,” I said, “this is the point where I monologue about my inevitable victory over you fallen heroes and my conquest of your city… and planet.”

      I was so caught up in my own magnificence that I didn’t notice my two playmates disappearing until it was too late.

      Well, this sucks. If the warriors survived, they would no doubt be seeking revenge. Which could be a problem.

      Because if Father finds out, there could literally be hell to pay.
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      McMansion hell.

      And it suited me fine. I scanned my new home. Fuck Father and keeping a low profile. This Los Angeles McMansion was much better than the dump I had first secured, and it suited my station far better. After all, I am a demon prince. One of many, sadly.

      White walls surrounded me. This place was certainly large enough for my purposes. Obnoxiously high ceiling with a faux crystal chandelier, beige curtains—how I despise beige—and a delightful oval glass coffee table, ideal for flowers and cocaine parties. Assorted throw pillows on the floor confirmed my suspicions about this place being a drug den.

      The previous owners should consider themselves fortunate that I sent them to Earth’s version of Hell instead of gnawing on their undeserving bones. Surely, there are worse places than Kansas to be banished to. Oklahoma, perhaps?

      Well at least, the previous owners had the good sense to own a 75-inch flat screen TV. Wonder if I can figure out how to get some cat videos on it.

      I moved quietly to my new stately executive desk. It was almost ornate and pretentious enough for someone like my father. The foolish owners had its front and chair facing the window. Not only is this tactically foolish—it’s bad feng shui.

      I sat down and reclined a bit, knowing that I was only delaying the inevitable. I had to face facts. I allowed the Chosen Ones to escape.

      Lucy, when will you ever learn to stop monologuing?

      Still… fighting those silly Earth warriors was fun, but hardly a challenge for one with my battle skills and immense powers.

      I briefly wondered if that thought was a bit pompous. But is it pompous and braggadocious when what you say or think about yourself is true?

      The fallen heroes did have a high degree of blade power. On Earth, they call it chi. Still… it was unusual for a human to possess it, let alone two of them. Strangely enough, the duo seemed to be more rivals than teammates. If they were still alive, they would no doubt be looking to thwart my evil plans. Well, technically Father’s evil plans, but scheming is easy. It’s all in the execution.

      Should those lackluster warriors show up again, execution is what I plan to do. Regardless, I needed to find out who these heroes are. The Internet!

      What a delightful little toy. Surely, it would be able to give me more information on my adversaries. I swiped a hand over the laptop screen in front of me. Nothing. Cheap machine. I tried pressing a button on the keyboard. A picturesque vision of the Great Wall of China appeared on the screen. Magic. The humans called it technology, but it seemed to work the same way as magic. You press something or say an incantation and voilà—you have your miracle.

      Maybe this Internet could also help me find the special ingredients I need for opening the Gates of Hell. I mean really…. Where the hell am I supposed to find an actual virgin in Los Angeles?

      A strange sound caught my attention. An intruder?

      I slipped quietly to the east window, which was almost as big as the second floor’s front glass wall. Whoever dared interrupt my machinations would pay the price with me feasting on his, her, or its heart.

      There. I sensed a presence behind the wall. In one swift motion, I raised the window and pulled the intruder inside, my razor sharp nails ready to strike.

      It made a strange sound in protest. I immediately let it drop. The creature landed easily on all fours. A cat. A stupid, goddamn, so adorable, cuddly little cat.

      “How are you doing, kitty kitty?”

      The cat, its big eyes emerald green, meowed. So cute.

      Another noise.

      Oh. I think it’s simply the doorbell. I scooped up the cat, who surprisingly didn’t seem to mind. I was down the steps and at the front door in seconds.

      Supermodel is what came to mind when I saw her standing there. At least, I think that’s what they called it when I last visited Earth. Exceptional perky boobs, pearly white teeth, and legs a mile high. Her face was pretty nice, too.

      “Oh, I’m sorry,” she said. “I’m Cassandra. Oh, there you are, Cleo.”

      I allowed her to take the cat away from me.

      “Are you renting from the Radcliffs?” The amber eyes were mesmerizing.

      “Who?”

      “The owners?”

      “Oh, yeah,” I said. “Them. They’re in Kansas or Oklahoma.”

      “What’s your name?”

      “Lucy.”

      The pretty smile grew wider. “There’s something incredibly dark about you, Lucy.”

      “Scared?”

      “Excited.” She shook her dark hair, reminding me of one of those shampoo commercials. “I can usually read a person. But not you.”

      I watched Cassandra’s long fingers stroke her cat. She was actually flirting with me. This could make my job a lot easier—or a lot more fun.

      “Cassandra, you wouldn’t happen to be a virgin, would you?”
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      Ingredient #1 for Opening the Gates of Hell:

      Poison apple.

      Yeah, like in one of those silly fairy tales. But that was the first item on the list, so here I am—at Tom’s Magic Nuts & Candies Company. I opened a shadow portal to enter the premises. Ten human drone workers in sight—six of them female. I allowed my sixth sense to expand a bit. There. Got it. Over fifty souls in the candy factory. I briefly wondered if they were all wearing the same powder beige uniforms and hairnets. Destroying these workers would be a mercy killing. So I let them live.

      I garnered a couple of nervous looks as I ventured further into the factory—no doubt due to the fact that I literally towered over everyone. The fools, however, quickly went back to their oh so tedious job of providing the world with sugary sweetness.

      The owner’s time would have been better spent making cat videos, but not everyone is cut out to be an artist, I suppose.

      I stepped into one drone worker’s way. “Where are your poison apples?”

      The thin woman blinked twice and forced a smile. “You mean our candy apples?”

      I nodded.

      “Over there,” she said. “Row eight.” She scurried away as quickly as her thin legs would carry her.

      Thankfully, the large room had bright orange numerals at the beginning of each aisle. Time to get this over with, so I could collect the other two ingredients.

      Hell. There were dozens of stacked metal trays with countless candy apples on them. Candy apples with nuts. Candy apples that looked like snowmen. Truly a dentist’s wet dream.

      I opted for classic red and plucked an apple from a nearby tray.

      A blade energy dagger knocked the apple from my hand. I spun around to face my attacker.

      Matthew of Halo, muscular and self-righteous at the same time.

      “Now you wasted good food,” I said. “Do you think poison apples grow on trees?”

      “I may not be the brightest of heroes,” said Matthew of Halo, “but I’m pretty sure you’re not going to find a poison apple in a candy factory.”

      “Have you seen these candy apples?” I said. “Truckloads of sugar, gooey caramel and marshmallows. Made in a facility that may or may not include soy and wheat processing.”

      I swept a hand at the trays of candy apples to my right. “If this isn’t poison to the human body, I don’t know what is.”

      Matthew of Halo drew closer. “Get ready to get your butt kicked, demon.”

      I backed away to give my prey a false sense of dominance. “I thought I broke your leg.”

      “I’m a fast healer.”

      Which may or may not be true. More likely—he has a friend who is a healer. A friend that I wanted dead. Playing with this fool might be fun, but it would upset my schedule a bit. Plus, Father—micromanaging little bitch that he is—will undoubtedly be checking in soon.

      I allowed Matthew of Halo to get even closer. One more step and…

      The warrior’s big foot landed in my shadow, and he was instantly ensnared in my cocoon of shadows. Let’s see the fool get out of this trap.

      To my disappointment. The cocoon started to glow.

      “Dragon Piercing Light,” shouted Matthew of Halo as my cocoon disintegrated into nothingness.

      I really didn’t have time for this. Time to get down and dirty.

      “Flame on!” I started throwing fireball after fireball at Halo. Not the best move in retrospect. One—he was ready for such an attack, so his blade shielding was on high as he batted my fireballs to the side. Two—the candy factory was now on fire, and I still hadn’t procured a poison apple.

      The amusing screams of the panicking workers was a little distracting, but I needed to focus on my opponent. Halo gave up on swatting away my fireballs and opted for a frontal assault.

      That attack sent us both crashing through several rows of candy shelving, leaving me on the floor and Halo on top, pounding me repeatedly with his fists—particularly in the face.

      “Not the face,” I managed to say.

      Sadistic pig that he is, Halo simply smiled and punched harder. He was a lot stronger than before, and his punches were pretty solid. Some of them actually hurt. Particularly my pride.

      So I disappeared, then reappeared above and behind Halo, using a shadow portal. Fortunately, I had no compunctions about shooting a man in the back, so I blasted the warrior.

      Matthew of Halo stumbled forward but recovered fast enough to take another swing at me before I disappeared again.

      I reappeared quite promptly. This time—right next to a large copper vat. The factory was getting smoky and hot due to the fire that I started, which made me feel right at home. Revenge in his dark eyes, Halo came after me again.

      I twisted my body at the last possible moment. Matthew of Halo’s own momentum and blade power caused him to crash right through the giant vat. He was immediately engulfed in a tide of heated caramel.

      A delicious end to the warrior—or at least to this so-called battle.

      Time to get my poison apple and continue my mission from Hell.
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      Apparently, Matthew of Halo and White Shorts were part of a new superhero team called the Stardust Warriors. Which sounded more like a cleaning service, but I suppose all of the good superhero team names were already trademarked.

      And these warriors wanted to play.

      Fine. We’ll play. That’s why I was here in Spain. Home of exquisite baroque architecture and picturesque lakes that mirror the Earth’s warm blue skies. During my occasional scouting missions, I also found the food here to be quite tasty. The Flamenco dancing, however, I could do without.

      Thankfully, there weren’t any silly hikers or tourists at this particular Anayet mountain lake. I needed complete privacy to invoke the spell properly.

      I lifted my massive arms to the blue heavens.

      Ancient spirits of evil. Transform this studly body into the Caller—demon summoner!

      Wind gusts came from nowhere. Cries and wails from suffering lost souls filled the air as my entire body was enveloped in a blinding sphere of white light.

      Lady of the Lake, I Lucy Demon Prince 113 command you to rise up!

      The sphere of light surrounding me gradually evaporated into black mist. I watched silently as a tall robed figure slowly rose from the now black lake until she was literally standing on water. Quite the entrance. Her clothes weren’t even wet.

      Technically, the Lady of the Lake wasn’t even a she. For reasons unknown, the demon preferred long gowns and braided wigs to battle armor. To be fair… he did look really good in waterproof makeup.

      “Lady of the Lake,” I said. “I, Lucy, demon prince, have summoned you. Lend me your mighty sword.”

      Dark eyes on mine, the Lady of the Lake pulled back the slit in her dress, displaying an impressive phallus. I did a quick mental check and smiled inwardly. Yes, I was definitely bigger… in girth if not in length.

      “Thank you, kind Lady,” I said. “But I meant your other sword.”

      The Lady of the Lake shrugged her padded shoulders and closed her dress.

      “Your loss,” she said.

      A muscular but graceful arm swept through the air and pointed left. A gem studded sword slowly ascended from the lake’s dark waters, and then shot up like a flying fish. It landed, point first, breaths away from my toes.

      The Lady of the Lake was certainly in a playful mood today.

      I nodded my head respectfully at the Lady of the Lake. “Thank you, dear Lady.”

      She gave me a nod in return and another peek at what was behind her dress as she slowly melted back into the lake.

      Show off.

      But now it was time to get busy.

      I pulled the sword from the ground and placed its glittery hilt against the center of my face.

      “Four Horsemen,” I said. “Come forth—now.”

      An eerie grey mist gradually filled the air. The skies darkened. Nothing was stirring. Not even a mouse. But then I heard it. The sound of mighty horse hooves beating against the dirt. The Four Horsemen of the Apocalypse. Conquest. Pestilence. War. And Henry. But no horses. Guess times are tough everywhere these days.

      “Mighty Horsemen, I have summoned you forth to wreak death and havoc upon the City of Barcelona.” That would keep the Stardust Warriors quite busy while I retrieved the other ingredients, which almost sounded like I was baking a cake instead of opening the Gates of Hell.

      “The Stardust Warriors will no doubt try to curb your slaughtering,” I said. “Destroy them.”

      “You want us to destroy your cleaning service?” said Conquest.

      “No,” I said. “The Stardust Warriors are Earth heroes who wield blade energy.”

      “Sounds like fun,” said Henry, the shortest of the four. “But the Horsemen aren’t your pawns, demon.”

      “True,” I said, “but I did beat you in that game of cards when you—”

      “Alright, alright already,” said Henry. “We’ll ravage Barcelona for you. Then we’re even right?”

      “Yes, half of your debt will be paid.”

      Pestilence pointed a thin finger at me. “You think that’s funny, demon?”

      I shook my head.

      “I think that’s karma.”
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      It would have been wiser and better for my long-term health to leave immediately once I set the Four Horsemen loose on Barcelona. Father was probably pissed at me for not checking in with him since coming to Earth.

      Always in a rush.

      Always telling me about how many other demon prince sons he has, who can take my place.

      The slut.

      Besides… how could I leave this beautiful city without observing and rating the Four Horsemen’s performance? One can always learn something about a villain by the way he kills and destroys, and if you’re lucky, one day you’ll be able to use the same technique to destroy him.

      Furthermore… I wanted to be certain that Part Two of my plan would come to fruition.

      Floating upon my golden cudgel, I watched Conquest’s blue face calmly note the police cars and officers surrounding her. All of them yapping at her to put her hands up. Ignoring them, Conquest withdrew an arrow from her quiver. The human officers fired a barrage of bullets at Conquest as she drew back her bow and fired an arrow high into the sky.

      The arrow exploded. Tiny fiery meteors rained down upon the fleeing peace officers. Ah, such sweet delightful cries of pain and sudden death. Performance rating for Conquest—seven.

      War roared out of a back alley, blasting anyone in sight with his laser rifle as he zipped by on his red hoverboard. I had to admit that the hoverboard was indeed fast, but one demerit for it clashing so terribly with War’s pasty red skin. Poor guy looked like a lobster left out in the sun for too long.

      To be fair… War did have some killer moves. He maneuvered a large group of panicked citizens into a side street. Instead of breaking away from the crowd, each person instinctively chose to stay with the herd. And what happens to frightened herds?

      War adeptly sheathed his laser rifle into his back scabbard with one hand and removed his laser whip from his hip with the other. All while not slowing down one bit. He could have overtaken the fleeing humans if he wanted to, but he was toying with them.

      I was waiting for the obligatory war cry, and the Horseman did not disappoint. The laser whip was a silver blur as War spun it adeptly over his right shoulder. He let loose, and the whip shot out past the running herd, then circled back, snaring the leader’s right foot. The human crashed to the ground with a grunt and several of his companions fell on top of him. The rest kept running.

      Overall, I would say War’s performance was quite good. Eight-point-three.

      A spike of energy nearby caught my attention.

      Ah, to my left was Pestilence approaching a group of humans hiding behind two overturned cars. The group of cowering humans paid her no mind since her cape and cowl hid her lime green skin—nor was she carrying any weapons. Recognizable weapons that is.

      Pestilence raised her left hand to the blackened sky and shouted to the heavens.

      In brightest day, in blackest night, I do evil, and I do it right.

      The humans were so mesmerized by the Horseman’s glowing sequin glove, they forgot to run away. The glove’s green glow grew brighter and brighter as a perky green bubble slowly formed around Pestilence.

      The humans watched in awe as the green bubble gradually lifted into the air while Pestilence rotated her hands like they were the hands of a clock. A bright green light streamed from Pestilence’s bubble and crashed onto the ground next to the transfixed humans. Cones of blue-green ice burst out of the hole that the flash had just left. The tip of the cones looked razor blade sharp and probably were tainted with disease or poison. Maybe both.

      Pestilence made rapid throwing motions with her gloved hand and the cones darted one by one at their targets. One human got iced in the forehead, so screaming wasn’t an option. Two others got shot in the chest. Lovely dark red blood everywhere.

      The survivors ran for it, so they got iced in the back.

      Quite original, but floating swords would’ve been more impressive and induced much larger pools of human blood.

      I briefly wondered if I was being overly critical—like Father. Of course not. But to be sure—I’ll give Pestilence an eight-point-five for such a creative performance.

      This left Henry, perhaps, the most powerful Horseman of them all. Now where was that fool Horseman? Probably waiting to make an overly dramatic entrance, a trait that I find so annoying in everyone but myself.

      A glowing door appeared near the center of burning to dust Barcelona.

      Yes! I was right yet again. The two Stardust Warriors were here. Jason Wildfire and Matthew of Halo—zoomed out of the door like they were banshees who just got kicked in the nuts.

      Took them long enough. The Horseman half destroyed poor Barcelona in under twenty minutes. In retrospect, razing beautiful Spanish Baroque architecture and Picasso museums wasn’t my best idea. But in my defense, the Earth was going to be scorched, anyway. Especially when you have slow to respond heroes like the Stardust Warriors.

      There you go, Lucy—being judgmental again. Still… it was comforting to know that I was right—yet again. The doomed heroes took the bait, and I could watch them die from the comfort of my floating golden cudgel.

      A movement on my right side caught my attention. A scrawny curly headed figure strolled out of the shadows. Horseman Henry. Whistling like he didn’t have a care in the world. Wearing ripped jeans and that same smug smile he had when I offered him some spray-on banana bang shimmer sunscreen to help cover up his bleached complexion and acne scars. The Horseman had unwisely rejected my generous offer.

      Ooh. A collapsing court house building. Oh, no. There was a bus full of singing nuns right in front of it. Let’s see how Jason Wildfire handles this little moral dilemma. Save the nuns or confront Henry, who continued summoning lightning bolts from the sky to energize himself.

      I willed my floating cudgel slash Greek column to lower several feet, so I could get a better view of Jason Wildfire running toward the nuns’ bus. The hero was seconds away from the screaming nuns when he disappeared. Then reappeared several feet shy of a glowing Henry. Before Henry could strike him down with a lightning bolt, the Stardust Warrior zapped him with an impressive blade energy beam.

      Nice move, but what happened to saving the lives of innocents? These heroes are smarter or more selfish than I originally gave them credit for.

      Jason’s buddy, Matthew of Halo, also ignored the suffering masses and barreled into War, knocking the Horseman off of his hoverboard.

      Sadly, it was way past time for me to leave. I still needed to return the Lady of the Lake’s sword—more drama there.

      The Horsemen should be able to keep the heroes busy while I gathered the second magic ingredient.

      Oh, no.

      I forgot the damn list at my new McMansion home. How utterly forgetful of me. Guess, I’ll have to go back and fetch it. And as long as I’m there, I really should finish watching that delightful cat
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