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  Glossary of Terms


Days of the Week- 
Moonsday - Monday
Tyrsday – Tuesday
Odinsday – Wednesday
Thorsday – Thursday
Freyday – Saturday
Sønday – Sunday


Food and Animals- 
Panana – Banana
Chiken- Chicken
Brockalie- Broccoli
Rhineapple – Pineapple
Bakon – Bacon
Mushnooms – Mushrooms
Onyons – Onions
Strausberry – Strawberry
Tommato – Tomato
Garlik – Garlic
Potatot – Potatoe
Carrit – Carrot
Selary – Celery
Skwid – Squid
Razberry – Raspberry
Kabbage – Cabbage
Chakolate – Chocolate
Anits- Ants
Krokadile – Crocodile
Sports-
Sokker – Soccer
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  PROLOGUE


San Sisko, House of the Summons. 8:50 p.m. 

He turned his head when thunder crashed and shook the walls of deep cherry wood and vibrated the floor of brown tile. Another bolt of lightning; illuminated the dim candlelit room for a moment as rain pelted down the ceiling to floor-length window panes. Multiple stone pillars engraved with an incomprehensible—to him and his fellow humans—language of swirling glyphs were spaced every few feet across the floor.
The deep scent of woodsy incense filled his nostrils, making him cough and sputter. He looked around as lightning flashed again, and it only heightened his excitement at what was about to happen. He shot a glance at each corner of the room where monstrous bat-winged beasts with faces belonging only in nightmares stood towering over ten feet tall. The bulking masses of muscle with deadly sharp claws jutting out of the end of their fingertips could tear out throats if provoked. They were dressed in security guard grays that stretched comfortably over each stone-like muscle, and each uniform was complete with a hat. 
Their yellow eyes followed him from left to right before focusing on his wife, who stood in the middle of the cold room, examining the floor’s tiles. Lightning flashed again, and rumbling thunder followed. He shifted focus to the round table surrounded by four iron chairs. An Iron candelabra holding three thick, black, flaming candles sat on the tabletop.
Those security gargoyles watched him and his wife with curiosity. It was common knowledge that gargoyles were perfect for night security. During the day, the big beastlike figures took the form of menacing statues. At night, however, they were as alive as any being— and he knew better than to make any moves that might cause them to strike out at him. 
“Robert, I’m not comfortable with this,” said his wife uncertainly. He turned to her with what he figured was a reassuring smile. She pulled her jacket tighter around her body and hugged herself. 
It was rather cold in the room, but her cheeks were flushed.
“How are you feeling?”
“Sick…as usual. I thought it was only supposed to be during the morning hours when this would hit me.”
Robert crossed the floor to his wife’s side and pressed his palm to her belly, which had not even yet begun to show. He smiled into her eyes. They had only been married a few weeks—much against her parents’ wishes, of course. According to them, he was not good enough for Sarah. Tonight he was going to prove her parents and the rest of the world wrong, that he was worth everything. 
Sarah covered his hand with hers. Her melancholy, silent question burned in her eyes, and Robert flexed his hand over her belly. 
“This is just our first child, and we can have more.”
Sarah squeezed her eyes shut. “I don’t like the idea that our child can easily be replaced by more.”
“I didn’t mean it like that.” He took her hands in his. “We’ll honor our child as a true gif—”
“Just to prove my parents wrong, we’re sacrificing our child?” 
“It’s not just that reason. I’m tired of being pushed around at work. They denied me the promotion…again. Seven years at that damn company and they still make me lick their boots. You couldn’t finish getting your nursing degree; you had to stop going to school because it just got too expensive. Your parents won’t help us because we ran off together and got married.” His eyes expressed his intense anxiety. “We need to get out of that studio apartment that is charging us far too high a rent as it is. We’re about to have a child and we have no room for anything it will need. Do I need to mention we can’t pay our bills on time? Our electricity and water are about to be shut off again. Don’t you want to get off government assistance?”
“I do, but…this doesn’t feel right.”
“It’s the only thing we can do.”
“But, honey…demons? Do you trust them?”
Robert scoffed. “Not at all. Demons as a whole are foul, evil creatures. But still, when the demon Mammon approached me a few weeks ago he made it seem like all our troubles could vanish if we just give them our unborn child. It’s a small price to pay.”
“Is it though?”
He pulled his wife against him and she wrapped her arms tightly about his waist, “We won’t keep this a secret from our child. We’ll explain the moment it’s able to understand. There will be no secrets, no surprises in having to do this for our family—and if we raise it right, it will be glad of what we did and understand it was the right thing to do.”
Sarah nodded and Robert kissed her, a brief meeting of lips before he stepped back and continued to scan the tiles beneath their feet. 
“Robert…” She sighed, the regret still thick in her voice.
“Don’t worry. Everything will work out fine. I know it will, I promise.” Robert was searching the tiled floor for the glyph he knew would call the particular demon he was making his deal with.
He pulled a scrap of paper from his pocket, looking again at the scribbles of the demon’s name. A small smile curved the corner of his mouth when he found it what he was looking for. 
Getting down on one knee, he pressed the three dark-brown tiles and they sank into the floor a bit, lit up a bright green, and then turned red. He rose to his feet and stood back as the walls around them began to shake. 
A stream of light streaked out from the tiles, expanding into a glowing circle of curving glyphs. A flash of multiple lights and fog seemed to breeze up through the floor. When the cloud of moisture and heat faded, standing there in the middle of the circle was a tall, lanky demon with a thin face and pointed nose. He was dressed smartly in a green waistcoat with a white shirt and green bowtie, a pair of dark green slacks. Highly fashionable wing-tip shoes completed his look.
Two pairs of eyes rose to his short black hair, which was gelled and parted down the middle, neatly styled around the two tiny, spiraling horns poking out of his forehead. 
“Mr. Bordaine, how good to see you again,” said the demon. “I can assume you are here to accept my offer.” The demon then cast his glance over at Sarah. “And this must be your lovely wife.” He headed to her extending his hand for a shake with a bright smile on his face. 
She jumped back in alarm her palms raised as if to ward him off should he get too close.
”There is no need to be afraid,” the demon said reassuringly, pressing his palm to his chest. “My name is Mammon, and I am here to broker your deal.” He lifted his briefcase and patted the smooth leather, his friendly smile unfaltering.
Sarah slowly lowered her hands, eyeing him with fearful caution.
Mammon stepped forward with a second attempt in extending his hand to her to shake it. Sarah slowly slid her hand into his and cringed at the touch of his palm. The claws poking out from his fingertips were polished with shimmery yellow. 
He took a long look at her, his eyes wandering and focusing on her belly. “How far along are you again?”
Sarah snapped her hand back, Robert put his arm around her waist and she leaned into him for comfort. “Just a few weeks.”
“Excellent, excellent. We are most pleased. Your husband informed me of the date of possible conception, which is important to us,” Mammon said. “Part of this contract will include monthly visitations from our team. You see, we are going to make your child very special indeed.”
“What are you going to do?” Sarah asked.
“Shh…” Robert said soothingly in her ear. “I’ll explain it to you later.”
Mammon looked between the two of them before setting his case on the table and popping open the brass locks. Lifting the brown leather lid, he pulled out an empty ballpoint pen and a few sheets of parchment. With a fond expression on his face, he sat down. “Let’s talk some business then, shall we?”
Both Robert and Sarah pulled back chairs and sat down across from him, focusing on what he had to say.







  
  
Twenty-one years later…almost.








  
  Chapter one
Gadriel


It was just too damn hot. 
Humidity was thick and heavy like a putrid stew. The bright, colorful birds chirping outside the open stained glass window of a two-story upper-class townhome was more of a taunt to the citizens below. To the average passersby, the cheerful chirp made it seem the bird was not dying of heat stroke in the middle of this gods-awful summer swelter in the small town of Shearjin Falls, a woodsy hidden gem nestled in the Oreagan province on the western side of the country of Amaris. 
The air conditioning was on the fritz again and the heat was unbearable, yes, but it didn’t matter at all to the pair that was enjoying their afternoon together. 
The bed squeaked in rhythm that matched the fervor of the two who were in it, the iron headboard knocking hard against the wall, sounding similar to an army of soldiers that could break through at any moment. 
She gripped him hard, her nails digging, scratching grooves into his shoulders. “Oh gods, I’m almost there!” She panted, thrusting her hips upward, her toes curling.
A devious grin was his only response while his large hands angled her hips and he thrust deep and smooth into her. Her heels dug into his back. Her noises and sounds of pleasure were igniting the passion in him. 
Some of his short, dark-golden hair hung messily over his forehead.
“Yes, Gadriel, that’s it! That’s the spot!” she cried out, convulsing around him and shuddering hard as she clutched him to her. Gadriel—always the gentleman—had waited until she reached her edge first, and then with two more powerful, long deep strokes he arched over her, crying out his release, echoing around them. 
The hot, fiery sensation of his release had him moan deep before collapsing atop her breathless. 
A soundless minute passed as he awaited his heart to slow a spell. 
Gadriel rolled off of her, still panting, and rested his hand against his firm belly as he stared up at the vaulted ceiling. The dark wooden beams overhead lined with diagonal shapes and designs gave him something to focus on. “Once again, Orchida, my Fae lady you have amazing techni—” He was silenced by her lifting on her side and covering his mouth with hers in a mind-numbing kiss. Her hands were stroking down his belly to curve his right hip. Her fingers brushed along the tip of his length before wrapping her hand around his thick shaft, and he moaned. She wanted him again and he was only too happy to oblige. 
Gadriel’s hands went into her hair, entwining the lavender strands between his fingers as he yanked her head back roughly and she groaned in pleasure at his intense handling, his kiss was hard and demanding and he rolled both of them over.
She moaned and stroked him between his legs, her hands working him up into another frenzy that had him thrusting in her hand. He did not release her lips as she pumped him faster. 
In his need for breath he tore his mouth from hers and tossed his head back as a hard climax wracked his whole body. He panted and groaned out at the intensely pleasurable tension that exploded from him. 
Oh, she is really good with those hands of hers…what a delightful summertime partner Orchida is. These were the only thoughts in his head. 
They lay there in the silence of euphoria. The flowery, spicy scent of aphrodisiac blossoms and herbs was light in the air. Her hands and fingers stroked down his back, massaging over two large long scars between his shoulder blades, and he closed his eyes to how glorious her touch was.
A thundering crash and many voices, one enraged, came from downstairs. The pair broke away and Gadriel twisted up and looked over his shoulder, a devious smirk lifting the corner of his mouth. 
“Oh no, my mate is home early from work!” Orchida whispered in panic. 
Gadriel laughed and sprang away from her and her marital bed. He dove for his clothing that had been scattered about the floor, as did Orchida in her haste to help and get him out of there before her furious mate crashed through the door.
She threw a bunched-up clump of brown leather at him and he caught it against his chest. “Pants, hurry!” she whispered. He could hear her heart racing and it only added to his delight in the whole situation.
He dared not speak, for if he did fits of laughter would come spiraling out. He tugged on his pants as quickly as inhumanly possible, then tossed his thin white linen shirt on up over his head with a flourish. His heart was hammering in the excitement of being caught.
Now fully dressed except for his boots. He dove for them where they lay up against the wall underneath the window next to his large leather sack and sheathed sword. On second thought, footwear could come in a moment—it was more imperative that he secure his sword around his waist. 
Orchida stepped up to him with a sheet tied around her bosom. “Same time next week?” she asked. Her cheeks were still red from their recent exertion.
Gadriel looped his hand around the back of her neck and dragged her to him in a hot, fusing kiss. The door burst open and Orchida’s mate, a seven-foot-tall, large, muscular, sea-green humanoid Fae burst through it. The angry Fae paused as the expression of utter betrayal was there on his face and the look in his navy eyes was murderous. Releasing her, Gadriel got one foot up on the windowsill. 
Orchida’s mate charged forward with his waist-length dark blue hair whipping behind him. “I knew it! I knew you were cheating on me with this celestial meatbag!” Orchida’s angry mate lifted a mini crossbow loaded with a bolt. Gadriel recognized the black steel immediately. It would no doubt extinguish his life, and it was aimed at his heart that beat in the right side of his breast. 
“No!” Orchida cried out. As her angry mate snapped back the trigger, she knocked into his arm, throwing his aim toward the floor. The bolt tore through the polished dark wooden planks. Gadriel, embracing the sheer amount of luck on his side, wasted no more time and leaped out the window, two stories down to the ground below. 
He landed with bent knees and his bare feet in the dirt. Pedestrians on the sidewalk jumped back in startled alarm. 
Gadriel rose while tilting his chin up, looking toward the open window, seeing Orchida there grinning down at him. He blew her a dramatic kiss before her mate’s face appeared in the window. Wanting to drive one more insult to the male Fae, along with his devious lift of the corner of his mouth he slowly cinched up his pants and winked at them both.
“I’ll get you!” Orchida’s mate shouted down at him, shaking his fist out the window.
All Gadriel did was laugh hard making it so obvious that he was not the least bit threatened.
“Dirty celestial scum, if I see your face around here again I’ll kill you! Do you hear me? I’ll kill you!” Orchida’s mate then turned and roared into her face “How could you do this to me!?”
“You’re never home, Muslous! What did you expect?!”
“I’m never home ‘cause you have me work myself to the bone to bring home all this money to fuel your damn shopping addiction!” 
Gadriel with how pleased his day had gone and was as happy as a clam burying itself in a warm mess of sand turned away from the strife he caused between the two coupled Fae. He didn’t care one way or another about them, he got what he wanted. 
A spritely whistle was falling from his lips with his bare feet in the dirt while heading to the nearest bar, one he frequented often during his stay here in Shearjin Falls during the summer months. The good old Happy Rooster. This den of iniquity had been around for at least the last two hundred years and what a welcome sight it indeed was - even with its new sign: a ridiculous cartoony grinning rooster. 
The wooden planks felt familiar beneath his feet, like he was home, when he pushed his way through the open door. With a firm purpose, he shoved rowdy men out of his way, heading to his circular booth in the corner. 
The owner knew him well, and Gadriel grinned at the “Reserved” metal plaque on his table. He spied the ripped black leather cushions with some escaping foam and shook his head, amused at the fact the crazy human never bothered to get any of his cushions fixed…ever. 
Gadriel didn’t care about the state of this place, only how cheap it was to drink here, which was another reason why it was so busy all the time. 
Snatching the sign from the table top and tossing it somewhere over his shoulder, he signaled to the owner with a loud whistle that carried over the noisy guests’ conversation and clatter.
The owner waved at him and grabbed a full bottle of amber liquor from beneath the counter along with a glass. Gadriel barely heard the objects clank on the table as he tossed his stuff on the bench and slid into the worn black seat. Planting his heel on the bench he brushed off his dirty foot before slipping on a sock and then shoving his foot into the shin-high boot. 
A melodic tap against the faded tabletop made him turn his head. It took a minute but he recognized the figure standing there in a light brown tweed jacket and matching newsboy cap, white shirt, and shiny pale-blue bowtie. Gadriel’s golden brow arched when he saw the two curved horns pressing up against the rim of the cap. 
“Mammon, what’re you doing Topside looking like a newspaper pusher from the twenties?”
Mammon pulled on the hems of his tweed jacket and looked offended. “I happen to think I look hip. Trendy, in fact.”
Gadriel’s golden brows knitted together, amusement curving the corners of his mouth. 
“That look might have been in fashion seven or eight decades ago.”
“Heh, at least I don’t look like I walked right out of a historical document.” Mammon returned the smirk.
“Oh, whatever,” Gadriel said with a shrug. He liked his classic look. It was simple, durable and, without a doubt, he knew he looked fantastic in it. “What are you doing here is the more important question.”
“I was in the area brokering deals. Since we last spoke it has now become my area of expertise, at least for the last thousand years or so.” He eyed Gadriel with a strange confidence. “I’ve been nosy about you recently and read many a report that puts you in this neck of woods around this time of year. I am not disappointed in my research, for here you are.” He took off his cap and held it against his chest. “May I sit?”
“You’ve always been a bit of a creep, Mammon, which is perfect for brokering deals that just lock humans and mystics into eternal servitude even beyond the grave. I swear you complained far too much over anything physical. Guess all that warring and torturing souls was just too much on your poor old aching bones,” Gadriel said, setting his foot on the floor and lifting his other.
“Old?” Mammon stared blankly at him before blinking with a tilt of his chin, “We might be blessed with eternal youth, but we’re the same age. Anyway, I’m much better when I get to use my brain over my lack of brawn.” Mammon gestured to the bench with his cap. “Surely you agree, my friend.”
“We’re not friends,” Gadriel said, not sparing him a glance while he wiped his hands on his thighs and set his now-booted left foot on the floor. He busied himself with opening the bottle of liquor and pouring himself half a glass. “But go ahead and sit. It looks like you’ve got something to offer me or you wouldn’t be in here with all these humans and mystics who aren’t too keen on your brokering style.” He took a glance past Mammon at the customers, who were throwing him death glares of disgust. 
“I don’t care what they think,” Mammon said, taking a seat and crossing his legs right over left. “The reason I was looking for you is…you’re going to be really interested, I can promise you that much.” 
Gadriel snorted, holding the glass to his lips to sniff appreciatively before taking a healthy drink from it. “Say it fast, I’m busy.” He stared into the bottle with an affectionate smile. “Me and this bottle are getting to know each other, so you’ve got exactly ten seconds to strike my fancy or I’ll throw you out of this bar myself.”
“Always so hostile.” Mammon grinned. “That’s what I’ve always liked about you. And your face. It’s glorious.” 
“Six seconds.” Gadriel’s dry reply was a warning.
Mammon grunted. “All right, all right. Here it is…You know of the Etheriyal Codex, right?”
“Of course. A fairy tale that all tell their offspring to keep them entertained. It doesn’t exist.”
“Oh, it does exist, and it’s here on Areth. The higher powers don’t want us to think it exists. It was smuggled out of Etheriya over four thousand years ago. This codex is so powerful that a demon and an archangel sealed it, locking it away, never to be seen again. It’s got so many deep-held secrets, spells that affects every being including the gods themselves. Gadriel, we would all have something to gain with that power in our hands. It’s worth going for.”
“Sounds like a fool’s errand.” Clanking dishes and annoyed voices caught Gadriel’s attention. He glanced around the bar and saw an attractive female server to the left with a wet tray held under her arm, fending off the drunken hands of a rather boisterous fellow who seemed to not care how uncomfortable he was making her. Gadriel flipped the lid of his bourbon bottle in between his fingers before shooting it like a marble across the room and hitting the drunken fool in the back of the head. The force of the hit knocked the fool to the floor flat on his face, and the man’s buddies all hollered with laughter. Gadriel grinned and tuned back into what Mammon was blabbering on about. 
“How do you know for certain that this legendary myth of a codex exists?” He downed what was in his glass in one gulp and poured himself another.
“Simple. We plied a Fae lord that had been around for at least that long with Hell’s very best and strongest wine and he cried like an infant about the possible whereabouts of both the codex and its key.”
“As if you can trust the Fae, drunken or nay,” Gadriel laughed.
A loud snort burst from Mammon, “One should be able to trust angels, and yet here you are.” 
“Fair point,” Gadriel held the glass to his nose, looking over the rim at him with the grin not leaving his face.
“Gadriel, you’re one of the strongest I’ve ever known, even with your accursed punishment you can still hold your own in a fight, and retrieving this codex has proven a bit difficult for us. We need you. Some of your kind and mine are all on board. Angels and demons together again, who knew?” He shrugged.
“Angels and demons are working together? Do you remember what happened the last time we tried that?” A dark, cold wave passed through Gadriel. “I think I’ll pass on this one. Thanks anyway.” 
“Come on. Is this how you want to spend your time, lost in booze, human women”—he looked a little green in his disgust—“and shady business ventures with no direction?”
Gadriel snickered with a devious smirk. “I enjoy this life. Humans are fun in so many ways. You should get on board.” He leaned into the cushions. “My schemes are brilliant and I make tons of dough. I’m doing just fine here. I have everything I need and desire. There’s nothing you could tempt me with that would have me join this little quest of yours.”
With a dark snicker, Mammon said, “I know there’s something you want more than anything in this long, pointless life of yours.” He leaned in closer, “What if I told you that you could get back your wings? I know they were stripped from you for your part in Lucifer’s little rebellion. With your wings back, Gadriel, you’d be at full strength. Realms upon Realms, multiples of universes, even the world of the gods would be at your mercy.”
“First off Lucifer’s, rebellion wasn’t little,” Gadriel corrected, pointing his finger at him. “Second…you seem to have struck my fancy and more importantly, you have my attention.” He folded his hands, propped his elbows up on the table, and rested his chin on his knuckles with intrigue pulling at his face. “I spend my life telling lies, so how do I know this isn’t one of yours?”
“I wouldn’t lie about something like this.”
Gadriel searched Mammon’s eyes and face for any hint of trickery. He could usually sniff those out, for he was a master of deception himself. Satisfied at not finding it there, he lifted his chin from his knuckles, leaned back comfortably against the shabby cushions, and rested his right ankle on his left knee. “Say I agree to this. In addition to my full power, which my wings returning would grant me, can you offer me another form of compensation for all my trouble? As I see it, this will take up a lot of my time, and I’m a very busy celestial. My cooperation does not come cheap.”
Mammon opened his briefcase and pulled out a sheet of parchment for a contract and his blood-binding pact ballpoint pen. He clicked the pen a few times before handing it off to Gadriel. “Most assuredly. Of course, standard agreements and contracts apply. We can write this together.”
“Oh great, you and your blood contracts.” Gadriel rolled his eyes.
“It’s all perfectly legal and it ensures both parties live up to their ends of the deal.” He then pointed to the pen in Gadriel’s hand, “Go ahead and draw your blood into the pen.”
Gadriel, eyes narrowed, stared at the little torture device with curiosity and distaste.
“Don’t fret over my pen,” Mammon said with positivity. “It is rather unique in its construction and if you must know it was actually Dr. Kasat who helped me fashion it.”
“He’s the Genetics King of Hell, what’s he doing messing around with inventions?” Gadriel didn’t much like the feel of this pen.
“He’s branching out. You can only do the same things for a millennium or two until they become mundane and you look for something else to pique your interests.” Mammon tapped the pen. “Come on now, you’re wasting time. I have an appointment this evening that I can’t be late for.”
Gadriel held the cone of the pen to his wrist and clicked the other end. A long, thin piece of steel pierced his vein and a light suction followed as the pen drew in his dark-green blood. His heart was heavy and for a moment it was difficult to breathe until the pen was full. He pulled it from his wrist, a few stray drops of blood dripping onto the parchment. The tingle of his flesh in its starting to repair itself fuzzed through him as he smeared away the droplets of blood. 
“All right then. You ready?”
“Sure, why not?” Gadriel lifted the glass to his lips and got comfortable in the booth as Mammon began to write.








  
  Chapter two
Azradeaus



A wicked grin of shiny white teeth with two sharp fangs gleamed from his perfect face.
Wild screams pierced the air around him.
Torches flamed, giving off more light than needed. They only added to the ambiance, for the rivers of molten lava provided a good amount of light and divided the floor of black slate and granite. Fire bubbles boiling up out of the hot magma burst up from the rivers and exploded, throwing flames in all directions. 
Another bubble was starting to take shape within the river of fire.
Agonized wails were the typical background music to the demon’s ears as he was busy at work. The strong scent of sulfur was heavy in the stale air, which only added the extra fear to the soul he was torturing. 
“Spin him again, Larky. We’ll see how lucky I get this time.” His voice, deep and husky, added a cruel snicker.
“No, no!” A pitiful moan escaped from the soul, now of flesh and blood, who was being tortured. A naked, portly human man was strapped to a large wooden wheel, on which were drawn several pictures of to what kind of torture would befall the condemned to be subjected to.
The only response to that human soul pleading was a hearty sinister laugh.
Larky, the much smaller bright red demon—a minion with large horns, a pot belly, and a long tail—jumped up and down in excited glee next to him.
“Azradeaus.” A feminine voice broke through the tortured wails of the man and the large humanoid demon turned his head at her call of his name.
Azradeaus looked at her standing beneath the archway. On either side of her, nailed to the walls hung bodies, two on each side. They were human men and women, strung up there, bleeding from glowing hot pokers sticking out of their flesh, low moans escaping their dry, cracked lips.
“Lilith,” he said in greeting before returning his attention to his charge. He crossed bulging muscled arms over his chiseled chest, pressing against the black leather straps and the iron plate that curved over his right pectoral where his heart lay beating beneath it. 
Lilith stood there watching him. She was dressed in a long white gown that curved to her bosom and flowed down a narrow waist and over her thick hips. With long blonde hair and eyes a dangerous blue, she was human in appearance just like him, except his ears came to a point and she had no facial markings like he had.  Azradeaus bore the wide diamond in the middle of his forehead and two dots over each of his dark brows that were unique to his species of demon. Lilith had been made a demon, and she was not blessed with such markings, for she had once been human. Thankfully he had never been; he had been one of the very first demons spawned into existence. 
Larky grabbed hold of the wheel and spun it. Around and around it went, the clacking of its two pointing arrows equally as fast until it started to slow. When it stopped, one arrow rested on an axe and the second arrow landed on the picture for lower belly.
“Oh, it’s my lucky day! Disembowelment with an axe. What a combo, I love it.” Azradeaus reached behind him, flexing his thick-muscled, reddish-copper-hued arm against the black leather bracer was adorned with three large sharp spikes. His large hand with black fingernails curved around the handle of a large battleaxe, and he pulled it from its wooden plank that held an array of sharp-bladed weapons.
With a sly gleam in his dark ruby eyes which met the feared condemned soul’s, he grinned so large that his sharp fangs were visible to the panicked man on the wheel. The man trembled as Azradeaus ran his thumb over the silver razor edge and sliced it to advertise how clean a cut it would make. Azradeaus’s blood, a deep blue, oozed from his wound, and he stuck his thumb into his mouth and licked off his fluids before gripping the handle tight. With a mighty hurl he flung the axe at the man.
That axe spun in the air as it swept toward him at an unreal speed and jammed right into the man’s large belly. Red human blood gushed from the wound as the man screamed his agony at the top of his lungs.
The minion, hopping up and down with excitement, wiggled the axe’s handle from side to side, making the man continue to groan.
Lilith laughed a little bit at the fun and games Larky seemed to be having with the condemned. “Azradeaus,” she said again and he faced her.
“Lilith,” he repeated with a smile of his own. “What brings you to Level Nine?” Azradeaus walked over to the condemned and gripped the handle of his axe, twisting it deeper into the man’s belly. The man’s scream echoed even louder in his sensitive ears before he tugged the axe from his flesh. The man’s blood splashed his black boots and sprinkled some up onto his loose-legged pants that flared out a little to bind just above the ankle. Azradeaus slammed the blade back into the man’s belly, again and again, hacking away.
“I could say the same thing about you. You’re a Level Twelve torturer, Azradeaus, so what are you doing here?” She picked up her clipboard and started making notes and checking off little boxes with a long, multicolored quill.
He shrugged. “Eh, I’m covering Gal’s shift for him and he picked up Squartz’s night shift tonight to spend time with his spawn today. You know how he is, a big family demon. And I figured an easy workload for me today before my three months abroad in Tartarus. I leave at midnight tonight.” He sank the blade deep into the man’s lower belly and left it there. “You know Hades’s torturers have been wanting to observe my work for quite a while.” 
He glanced up at the tall, spindly clock on the black brick wall. “Gal’s about to come and take over the night shift in a little bit though, and if I want to finish with this disembowelment before he gets here to take over I must get back to it. I want to rip the man’s intestines out before Gal gets here.”
“Your trip is what I wanted to talk to you about.” Lilith hugged the clipboard to her chest, trying to not pay any mind to the surprise on his face.
“Oh?” He arched a dark brow.
“We’re going to have to reschedule your Tartarus visit, I’m afraid,” she said with an obviously forced smile.
“Why?” His voice dropped a dark tone.
“Moloch needs you to—”
“Pfft, of course, him,” Azradeaus snorted. “Let’s all drop everything for that trout-faced goat.” A low growl thundered from his throat. “What does that ridiculous politician need and why didn’t he come to me himself?”
“He knows you two have a strained relationship and don’t get on well…at all. He and I are old friends so I told him I would come and break the news to you for him,” Lilith said, sounding rather carefree.
Azradeaus picked up a cloth. Stiff and angry, he yanked the battleaxe from the man’s belly. His fury rose as he began wiping blood from the blade with his towel, “What does he want, then?”
“He wants you to go topside and bring back one of Lucifer’s experimental human soldiers.” She ruffled through the forms secured in her clipboard, looking for the copy of the contract.
The large copper demon threw his axe back with flawless accuracy into its wooden plank, its resting spot, and growled low in his throat, a warning to any in earshot. “They’re making humans warriors of Hell now? I can’t believe this!” 
“See, this is why Moloch sent me to tell you. He knew how you’d react and probably rip off one of his horns in the process.”
He took a deep breath to settle the anger he was blasting at her with. “Is this human hell warrior at least dead and have a right to be here?”
“Not exactly. It’s all in the contract that Mammon arranged.” 
“How can a live human even become a—you guys are calling them Hellions? What in the—this makes no sense.” He scanned the paper. “Did Lucifer really agree to this crazy shit?” 
Lilith pointed to his signature. “There’s his agreement in green and white.” She tucked her clipboard under her arm and grabbed Azradeaus by the upper arms. He cast her a scathing glare which did not deter her. “Look, I know how much you can’t stand humans, but this was on Lucifer’s orders, and you know we cannot go against his commands.”
Shaking out of her hold, Azradeaus huffed. “How many Hellions are there?” He continued to scan the contract, crunching the paper between firm, tight fingers.
“As of right now there are fifty. You’re just responsible for gathering this particular one.” Lilith tucked a loose strand of her golden hair behind her ear. “Look at it this way, you’ll be able to get out for a little bit. See the mortal sights, instill our fear as punishers should they deserve it.”
“That doesn’t make this situation any more appealing. I would much rather avoid anything human outside of work if I can help it.” He shoved the contract roughly back at Lilith who straightened it out and tucked it back under its metal clip. 
“Why don’t you go and relax? Have a drink or something. The Hellion doesn’t turn twenty-one until tonight, after the witching hour.”
“Yeah, I read, at three-fifteen.” He rolled his eyes. 
Lilith went over to the rack of weapons and looked for something in particular. Her face seemed to light up when she spotted a pair of wrist cuffs linked together with several long chain links and locks that moved a little on their own, the cuffs snapping open and shut like a pair of sharp chompers. “Didn’t you receive these from Dae Chan-woo who works for the Soul City Police?”
“Yes.”
“Isn’t he a top-level detective in their retrieval department?”
“One of the best in there since the day he lost his mortal life around five hundred years ago. These chain links and cuffs were a holiday gift from him. He also enclosed a good fortune message and a gift card to my favorite Soul City wine cellar. 
“I was planning a vacation to visit him and Soul City after my visit to Tartarus, and thanks to you and Moloch that’ll have to be postponed as well.” Azradeaus’s eyes narrowed in distaste at the situation he had found himself in. when a low pained moan escaped from the chapped lips of the soul he was tormenting, and he looked over his shoulder at the steady stream of blood running down and pooling on the slate beneath hanging feet.
“Well, he is the best at recapturing escaped vile souls. I’m surprised you don’t work more with him.” She studied Azradeaus with a firm tense, gaze. Of course, she was worried he would leave Hell to join up and work for the soul retrieval department. 
Azradeaus wanted to chuckle at how intense she looked right now but resisted the need. They did after all offer him a hefty pay raise if he accepted their offer, and he would have taken it if it didn’t require traveling Topside. 
Lilith lucked out there. Tort Corp would not lose one of their top torturers because of that fact alone. “He travels to the mortal realm much too often for my tastes, or I would.”
“That explains it then. You might as well use those on the Hellion. I hear from other sources that this particular one was brutal to our trainers and will be resistant to coming back with you, which is why Moloch needed you specifically.”
Azradeaus rolled his eyes.
“You’ll need to bring the Hellion back regardless of what it says or does.” She tossed the chained cuffs to Azradeaus who caught them effortlessly and slung them over his massive shoulder.
“Whatever.” He turned around to head out.
“Hey, what about your charge?” She gestured to his chained-up soul whose blood continued to pour out from his open wound. “Your disembowelment?”
“Just leave him like that until Gal gets here to finish it up. It won’t be long. 
Larky here can stab him with forks if he wants.”
A cheer that reached all ears drew out from Larky and he raced for one of the series of sharp forks on the table and reached for a shiny gold one. He held it up, an evil grin lighting up his sinister face, he twisted around to face the soul who shook his head. The minion took slow, agonizing steps while jabbing the fork at him with each step.
“Here you’ll need this!” Lilith shouted at Azradeaus’s back while pulling a different packet from her clipboard. He glanced at her over his shoulder and she saw the anger there on his face as she handed it to him. “It’ll give you some insight.”
He scanned the cover page: a dossier on the Hellion. He skimmed the information, then picked up his hand blades from off the table and secured them in his red-and-gold sash before leaving.

      [image: image-placeholder]Azradeaus pushed open the door to the dimly lit alehouse, which was packed with customers, and shoved his way through the throngs of demons to a spot at the slate counter. The little bulbs in the electric lamps flickered like candlelight. He slammed his chains down on the bar. Outside the windows, he saw the volcano in the distance, smoke rising from its peak, lava streaming down its mountainous sides, glowing in the dark of night. 
The bartender, a fur-faced yellow demon with tusks pointed to the wall of liquor and dark glasses. “Whatcha drinking, Azradeaus?” He then picked up a glass and a rag.
“Hey, Tach’Fa.” He looked up from his packet of papers. “Is the lava fresh today?” 
“Of course. What kind of magazine-famous tavern owner do you take me for?” Tach’Fa sounded wounded by the question.
“I don’t know about that. Last week it tasted a little stale.” Ruby eyes narrowed while scanning Tach’Fa’s face, which looked guiltier the more Azradeaus studied him.
“I can assure you that it’s fresh. My minion gathered it just a little bit ago.”
Azradeaus was still suspicious. If the lava wasn’t fresh he didn’t want to pay full price for the drink…but he was already irritated and didn’t feel like arguing further. He’d let it slide tonight. “Arr, fine. I’ll have Lava Flow on the rocks.”
“Why don’t you try something different for a change?” Tach’Fa tossed the rag over his shoulder and placed the glass on its shelf.
When the yellow demon turned back around, Azradeaus’s stare was sharp enough to pierce him through both his hearts. The amount of shock that worked its way onto his face was enough to make the other smaller furry demon fidget. 
“Different? Are you mad? Just pour the drink. I’m in a most foul mood this evening.” Azradeaus glanced down at his information packet. Directions to the Demon Gate, and some basic information about the Hellion. He flipped through the photos of battered and bloody demons, some with missing appendages that had been ripped off, leaving only tendons hanging from shoulder sockets, and slices taken out of the body. Some of these demons were friends of his. At least these photos were giving him an idea of what to expect from this particular human.
Perhaps this wouldn’t be a wasted trip after all, if it could put his friends out of commission for a while.
Azradeaus lifted eyes briefly as Tach’Fa pulled a gray stein from the counter behind him and set it in front of the tap. He placed two volcano rocks in the stein and pulled the tap. Bright orange lava mixed with a demon brandy and just a hint of black ginger poured into the stein. Tach’Fa placed the steaming mug right in front of him, and he immediately gripped the handle and brought it to his lips, tipping some back. 
“I take it your shift didn’t go well today?” Tach’Fa leaned forward on the bar top.
“Work is work.” He shrugged, his eyes soaking in the written words. “It’s this little side harpy-shit job that Moloch has me doing.” Azradeaus continued going through the paragraphs on the Hellion’s skills.
“It’s not harpy-shit,” a dark, hoarse voice said from behind him.  Azradeaus set his packet on the bar and turned around, stein held in his hand. 
“Moloch,” he said with contempt. His narrowed eyes were in accordance with the tone of his voice.
Moloch, a goat-headed satyr, wore a navy waistcoat, a burgundy vest and a matching tie, A long golden chain ran from his vest to the stem of a pocket watch that peeked out of its pocket. A goblet of redfire wine, still aglow, was in his right hand. “These Hellions are the way of the future, Azradeaus. It’s time to bring in Kasat’s experiments.”
“Kasat is a crazy scientist. What does he know about warriors and fighting? He’s been stuck in a lab for as long as I’ve known him.” Azradeaus took a swig from his stein. “Humans should not be warriors for Lucifer and Hell. They are fragile and will break. Kasat is a so-called expert in human physicality—he should know that.”
“You know it was Lucifer who was interested in pursuing this new kind of warrior. He’s angered a lot of demonkind, and it’s not just you that sees an issue with this, but like I told my constituents, it’s all in the name of progress.” Moloch took a drink from his goblet. “We are long overdue for an update.”
“The only reason why any human should be here is if they are condemned and to be punished, no exceptions. They don’t deserve the luxuries of being one of Lucifer’s elite, but I wouldn’t expect a political demon such as yourself to understand that and to argue the point with him.” Azradeaus took another large drink, the spicy liquid coating his throat like a warm hug. “Using humans as warriors doesn’t make a lick of sense, but if you all insist on this, then send Mammon for the Hellion. He’s the one that made the deal in the first place.” 
Moloch laughed hard. “Send Mammon? Surely you jest? Although he was one of the demons that brought up the idea of the Hellions to Lucifer to begin with, he’s physically weak, incapable of securing anything.”
“No human is stronger than even the weakest of demons,” Azradeaus said with pride, “and that includes fools like Mammon.” 
“You have yet to witness what the Hellions are capable of. Even you would be surprised with them.” Moloch downed the rest of his wine and set his empty goblet on the bar. His pocket watch chimed and he pulled it out to look at it. “Looks like you better gather what you need and head Topside. It’s nearly time there.” He tucked his watch back into his pocket and patted the fine material. “Be aware, Azradeaus, this Hellion is its namesake.”
“I did notice from the dossier this Hellion could be a challenge,” Azradeaus stroked his smooth chin with thoughtful fingers. “Not many can hold their own against my strength and skill, especially a revolting human.” He scoffed indignantly.
“Only when I see the Hellion here will I believe it. Bring it to Tort Corp’s auditorium once you return with it.” Moloch turned and headed toward the tavern door, then paused, looking back. “Oh, and one more thing. The Hellion you’re going after speaks Inelish.” And he pushed his way out the door and disappeared into the flow of demons on their way to their evening functions.
Azradeaus gave a short nod. “It’s been a while since I’ve had a challenge, Tach’Fa. We’ll see if this Hellion can deliver the challenge I’m in need of,” he said to the bartender without looking back at him and downed the rest of what was in his stein. He put his payment for the drink on the counter and picked up the chains, the cuffs snapping with the chains wiggling all on their own. He slung them over his shoulder, leaving the tavern and making his way to the Demon Gates depot.

      [image: image-placeholder]The depot was loud with demons waiting for the gates to be ready, sitting in chairs and reading newspapers, arguing amongst themselves. He saw demon couples with their spawn looking ready for a vacation, excited chatter raining from their mouths. 
He walked up to the counter and a female demon wearing a blue dress and a matching hat with a scarf around her neck greeted him. “Good evening. Are you traveling for business or pleasure?”
“Business.” He grunted with distaste. “No way in Hell would I ever travel Topside willingly. Nothing in this whole realm would ever make me do that.”
The skeleton-skinny demon simply smiled, “Very good, sar, and where are we heading to this fine evening?”
He read the fare price for his destination on the board behind her over her head. He hadn’t traveled Topside in so long that he’d forgotten he had to pay for his trip. “I need a round-trip ticket and an additional return ticket for a human that I’m bringing back with me, for the Adawar district of the country of Amaris on the planet Areth, city San Sisko.” He showed her the paper. “This is the address.”
“Very good, sar,” she said, typing on her computer.
The clacking of her bony fingers against the keys irritated him more than it should have—and what was more, he was the one paying for this little excursion. “Moloch better reimburse me for this,” he grumbled.
“How are you paying?”
“Thumbprint.” 
She extended a box with a glass plate, and he growled low in his throat before putting his thumb to the plate to wirelessly charge his card.
The ticket agent behind the counter smiled while she printed his passes and handed them to him. “Enjoy your trip,” she said with a smile.
“Not bloody likely.” He grunted and snatched up his tickets. Azradeaus turned away from the counter to head to his gate with his mood darkening even more. He couldn’t imagine a worse way to spend an evening. He should be on his way to Tartarus by now, but no, he had to drop everything and change his plans for a stupid human retrieval. How infuriating.
This human better be worth it, or there will be Hell to pay. 






  
  Chapter three
Allegra


Club Azta, just after midnight.  
“Bostwick!” 
Her voice carried across the den of the booming club. Lights flashing, people dancing in mass clusters across the floor made it difficult to see where one person started and another ended. 
Modernized versions of classic hits, cover artists’ voices combined with a techno beat and instruments, were loud as mystics and humans bumped and moved to each hit that was spun. Colored lights flashed as Allegra’s tall friend, a black man with a head of dyed blonde and streaks of neon purple hair, dressed in all black, turned his head in her direction acknowledging her. He headed to the bar, pushing his way through the dancing crowd of those giving in to the spell of the music. 
The wild lights reflected off the shiny gloss-black counter at the bar where Allegra downed a tumbler of whiskey. She tapped her glass with her knuckle and the club owner grinned, grabbing a bottle of gold liquid from behind him off the rows of glass shelves displaying the many bottles of expensive premium liquors instead of the more affordable well drinks down below the counter.
“This one’s on me. Happy birthday, Allegra,” he said to her before lifting the premium high-end whiskey worth close to five hundred donari a glass. The golden liquid, a waterfall of mind-numbing goodness, filled the tumbler.
With a defeated half-grin, and devoid of any real joy, Allegra grunted. “Yeah, yeah. Whatever.”
“You know, a ‘thank you’ would be appreciated.” He winked, a smirk pulling the corner of his mouth.
“Sorry. I do appreciate it, Raphael. It’s just I have a lot on my mind tonight.” She coughed and cleared her throat, before picking up the glass and staring into the concoction. She so wanted to drown in it, yet she knew it wouldn’t be wise to get totally smashed, at least not tonight of all nights anyway. “Let’s just say I’m not in the greatest mood to be celebrating my twenty-first.” She glared down at the underside of her left arm which sported eight tattoos, a series of glyphs down to the bend of her elbow. Her right arm displayed different ones but in an identical pattern down the length of her forearm. She only knew the left side was a demon language because a half-demon had told her so. She was sure it had something to do with the deal her parents made with demons before she was born, as they had been there ever since she burst forth from the womb like a ravenous creature…well it probably wasn’t quite dramatic like it was in the various movies she had seen. Of course, there was no video proof, so it could have been true. 
“Why not?”
“Because of what’s going to happen to me in a few hours. If I continue to drink at this rate, though, I’ll end up like my mother,” She tucked the strand of long blonde hair with shorter bright pink locks framing her face behind her ear.
“Tonight is not a night to be thinking about that waste of a mother or that father of yours,” Rion, Allegra’s closest friend, said from the stool next to her. 
A hand came down on Allegra’s shoulder and she turned her head to see Bostwick. She cleared five-foot-ten easily; he was taller than she, and all muscle. Of course, he was in top-notch shape just like she was. 
We have to be. 
Her brow furrowed at the long-sleeved black shirt he wore, curving around the thick arms. 
“Dude, what’s with the long sleeves? It’s the middle of summer and it’s hot out tonight.”
Bostwick shrugged. “You know I get cold easily.”
Allegra leaned closer. “I think it’s ‘cause you don’t want anyone to see your tattoos.” She lifted her hands displaying hers about her arms for him.
“You shouldn’t be advertising yours like you do, Allegra.” He took the barstool on her right and glanced up at Raphael with a nod. “I’ll have a Dark Edge Ale, thanks.”
Raphael nodded, reached down a mug, and pulled a pint of the dark, almost black beer. Passing it over, he asked, “Do you want to start a tab?”
“Nah.” Bostwick dug into his back pants pocket and pulled out his wallet. He fished for his donari bills and passed three blue fives to him. Raphael leaned forward on his palms.
“Advertising?” Allegra snorted in her laughter. “No one knows what they are except others like us and Rion here.” She gestured at her friend with her thumb. Rion lifted her glass in salute at her. 
“She’s not advertising anything, Bostwick,” Rion said in an accent that sounded similar to a Brissin one. “Why should she hide what she is?”
Bostwick took a drink from his mug. “You don’t get it, Rion. If others knew that Allegra and I were being groomed as Hell warriors, what kind of panic do you think that would put people into, and how many would attack us for it?” He nudged Allegra with his elbow. “By the way, Lainey and Clay of our Hellion group decided not to come tonight. I think they’re both way too worried about what’s gonna happen in a few short hours.” Bostwick took a long drink from his mug, until only half the ale remained in the glass. 
“It is their birthday too. How can they not celebrate?” Rion complained. “I came to support you, Allegra, on this night.” Rion turned eyes on her and Allegra couldn’t help but smile.
The woman of twenty-seven had long brown hair and eyes of deep amber. She was the closest friend Allegra had despite the age difference. They had become fast friends after Rion had come through the Liyore Gate in the Gateway Plaza, the passageways to other worlds. She had been a refugee from her home world, which was quite violent; she had had to flee for her life.
“How was it at work?” Allegra said, smiling at her friend. She scanned the dance floor and nearby area. “I certainly don’t see Hawke and Piper with you tonight, and they’re always with you, so that’s weird for me.”
Rion sniffed the air. “Those two were not in the celebrating mood and said would meet me back at home.” She looked up at Raphael and sent him a breathtaking smile as he was talking with one of his bartenders, a young woman with long dark hair. “Work was fine, as usual. I asked Fred if I could leave a little earlier tonight since it was your birthday, and he agreed, and here I am.”
A sly smile crossed Allegra’s face. “You ending your set early is a bit unheard of. I mean you do like to stick around and talk to Aureo while he cleans up. It’s always near one in the morning when you do leave and when the two of you get into conversations they can last for-ev-er.” 
“Indeed so. Aureo is a nice man and a gentle soul that I find easy to converse with. And to think he used to nettle me so and I could not in all honesty stand within a yard of him when I first started with you two years ago,” Rion said, staring straight ahead.
“I remember when you poked him in the eye.” The laughter started in Allegra’s throat and rolled out in a fit of chuckles.
“Well, he did grab me.” Rion tossed her head and straightened her posture. “He got what he deserved.”
Allegra scoffed half in laughter. “Come on, there was a flarezard loose in the kitchens and melted a metal beam that would have rained pots and pans down on your head. He saved your neck. It’s called being kind and making sure you don’t die,” Allegra said defensively, “Saving you from a hospital bill that you would have had trouble paying was a noble act and you should have thanked him, not injured the man.” Her laugh was short this time.
“I did thank him…eventually. He has done so much for me that I cannot possibly repay the debt, and that frustrates me.” She waved it off with a quick flick of fingers and a noise of exasperation. “He should not be worrying about one such as I, not when he has a mountain of responsibilities himself. He lost family a few years ago and now has his niece and nephew, twins to care for.” Rion lifted a finger in the air and indeed looked affronted by such a comment, “I respect his position and would not want to impose on such a life as his, savvy?” 
“And just what kind of position would you put him in?” Allegra was grinning, a dirty lift of the corners of her mouth.
“Stop,” Rion said half in laughter. She glanced over to Raphael’s amazing form and Allegra’s gaze followed the same path, admiring the way his tight black T-shirt fitted to and draped over that well-fit body of his. He winked at her. 
“I’d rather put my attention elsewhere.” Rion’s voice tightened in a way that made Allegra figure she needed a water hose to cool her off. “His stamina alone is insane,” Rion freely admitted, turning to Allegra. “How could you not want a pretty celestial piece like that all up in you?” She shivered with a hungry stare.
Raphael was shaking a martini in a metal shaker and he was staring directly at Rion. “If you want to stay after closing tonight, Miss Rion, I will gladly move all up in you.” He poured the contents in the shaker into a martini glass walked to the edge of the bar and dropped it off to the waiting customer and returned to them.
The conversation between Rion and Raphael was no longer one Allegra wanted to be part of, so she took a drink from her glass. She tried to tune them out, she really did, but Rion’s vocal approval of all the things Raphael was capable of was growing in her ears and her eyes swept over the celestial who held this hot grin on that near-perfect face of his. His sun-kissed golden complexion went well with his thick black short hair, styled to poke up in fashionable directions.
It was that penetrating silver gaze, like fire ice, that was intense enough to make anyone looking at him want to drown in exquisite heat with him. If he wanted to try and tempt her, he would turn on his glamour, an ability all celestials possessed. She was sure Rion wasn’t under his effects—she just liked the guy. 
“Do you not agree, Allegra?” Rion’s voice battered through the inner workings of Allegra’s mind.
“Hmm?”
“Do you not find this celestial pretty enough to enjoy a tumble in the sheets with?”
“Not really. Celestials really aren’t my type. I would never know if they are using their glamour on me or if my desires were real—if I even wanted to be on the receiving end of a romance with one.” 
“Celestial glamours do not work on me. This one just tends to fulfill every need I have and I would not want to change it at this time.” Rion said watching Raphael bend over to get a glass beneath the counter, her gaze zeroing in on his rounded, squeezable backside. “I know where your tendencies tend to lie. Didn’t you couple with Hawke? Although he is mated to Piper and the both of them often bring multiples into their union, I was positive the two of you engaged with each other on more than one occasion.”
Allegra lifted her chin and groaned upward with a powerful need, considering the memories her friend just conjured up
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