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Prologue
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(Daemon) 

The sky is a dark bluish grey like it is all the time, the ground is a red sand, both because of the lava not far below the ground and the blood of the battle that we didn’t fare so well in. I live in Hell which may have a bad reputation, but really isn’t so bad, in fact it has beautiful weather all year around. We are having a fight with Heaven which has been ongoing for millions of years if not more. The fight is about territory like every fight, they want more, we want more, and most importantly, neither of us wants the other one on theirs. It started off as a segregation between the angels and the demons. 

The angels which are thought of to be beautiful and kind are just as devious as we are, but at least with us, it’s expected. I wasn’t always a soul sucking SOB, even though I was always a demon. A born one. I didn’t always have the inherent need to suck souls, in fact I wanted to be an angel. When I was in my teens I talked to the angels about joining their ranks. They laughed at me and said they could never accept one like me. I didn’t understand because I have never looked all that much different from them. The angels have a gold ring around the colour of their eyes that shines visibly brighter during strong emotions... mine are red. They have White wings with gold all throughout the feathers, mine are black with red. I found out I was never going to be an angel because I was born to be evil, at least that’s what they told me and at that very young age, I believed them. 

As the millennia have gone by I found those angels were right, I was evil. I found when I sucked a soul, I was stronger, more powerful. The more vibrant the soul, the more power I had. If the soul was corrupt it was like a snack, it did the trick but left me needing more. 

Every soul I stole proved I was the demon those angels said I was. Every soul also made me feel more desolate, the desolation increased until there was nothing inside of me but the desire to hunt, maim, torture and kill.  I did all of the above to the angels who said I was nothing like them. I guess I proved they were right after all. One by one I watched them die in extreme and violent ways that were incredibly creative if I do say so myself.  

I look at the battlefield and I must say my creativity is unmatched and has not diminished with time. Oh the amount of practice I have had at perfecting my technique, especially on angels and yet we battle here again today. They think they can stop us from creating our army, fear that one day we will win the war.

The thing about Heaven and Hell is that we both want to influence the human race. We want them to join our ranks and the only way to do that is to influence them into doing our bidding. To do the deeds that must be done. In my case, I make them do outrageous deeds like kill those they love. Do things that are so atrocious there is no redemption. 

Not all souls go to heaven, or to hell. Most go to what is thought of as purgatory and it is anything but “nothingness” as it is viewed by mankind. It is beautiful by the standards of all creatures whether from Heaven or Hell and we are not allowed inside. We can however view it from the outside, none of us are welcomed.

The souls untouched by us go there and get the chance to be reincarnated over and over again. The humans we recruit are either weak of mind or strong in their desires. It usually doesn’t take much persuasion to do the evil deed that will condemn them to hell. The souls that hold great goodness that I encounter and devour, they are the ones with the most strength. The ones that will help with my power the most. The most evil ones do help with my strength, it’s not nearly as much as the good ones and the reason is unknown, and so the dark souls we make part of our army. 

Thousands of years of this, fighting, claiming, strengthening and manipulating. With it comes thousands of years of maiming my enemies, losing and winning battles, but the truth is, we need more allies. We lost today, the bodies of my men are all around.

“Back to corrupt more souls?” A woman states from behind me. Not just any woman but my on again off again lover, my right hand woman, and my partner in crime, Gwendolyn. She’s beautiful with long blond hair with a slight wave, same colour ring around her eyes as me and a body from any man’s fantasy with curves in all the right places, flat stomach and legs that go on forever. She licks the blood from around her lips and smiles at me as she grabs me around the neck and flashes me to her bed room, sucking my tongue into her mouth and rubbing herself against me like a cat in heat. She moans before saying “Nothing turns me on like a good war, win or lose, I want you now”.

My erection is painful in my pants as she releases it from the confines and strips herself bare. Foreplay is not her thing as she rushes for the main event, plundering herself on me. She is never soft, never gentle and with all the force we can muster we pound into each other trying to get release. She bites my neck and my nipples, but I mostly savour her lust for violence which is as strong as my own. Finally when we reach release she rolls off of me leaving me properly sated. 

“So what are you going to do about what the seer said?” she asks after lying silent for a few minutes. 

“I don’t want to talk about this right now!” and I roll back on top of her, sucking and nipping at her skin, and rubbing my already recovered erection into her. She moans with more pleasure, but before I enter her again she says, “We need to discuss this now so we can save you from your own ruin”.

I sigh into the base of her throat. “The girl and I won’t meet for a few hundred years yet, and when we do, I’ll slaughter her.” We both laugh darkly before I add, “and her entire family.”

“I can’t wait, just the thought of a blood bath and mayhem makes me want to go another round.” she says and we continue where we left off.

***
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I AM OUT STALKING A potential target for our army. He is a belligerent drunk who enjoys to start fights in the local taverns. His name is Brandt and he has a mean streak a mile long but so far he just gets into fights, all I have to do is push him into murder. If I can get him to spill innocent blood, his ass is as good as mine so to speak.

I go over to the bar where he is sitting at and take the stool next to him. I see he is checking out the bar maiden. “She doesn’t look like your type!” I say offhandedly.

He turns to me. “What the hell do you mean?”

I stir the drink in my hand that I ordered before approaching him nonchalantly. “I mean she is beautiful, clearly out of your league and would probably sleep with other men if you were together.”

I hear a gasp. “She would not, she’s too lovely for that!”

“Do you really think you could sate all her needs so she wouldn’t stray?” He doesn’t say anything right away. Minutes pass in silence.

“You could keep her for yourself though.” I say hoping that he’ll take the bait. Luckily he does.

“I’m listening.”

“I wouldn’t listen to this man.” Another voice says from behind me. I turn and a see a tall man, with dark brown hair and bright green eyes. I than notice a gold ring around them, angel. “He will lead you to self-destruction. Just ask the girl on a date, she might say yes.” and he walks away. Damn angel. 
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Chapter One 
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(Siren)

Another dollar, another day working at the flower shop. I have the natural ability to keep them looking beautiful and alive and because of this, I have become the most successful flower shop in town. I have lived here for the last two years and at first when I moved here, I had no idea what I was going to do. Residing here was not a choice that I personally made, I was forced into it. I was forced out of my home because I wouldn’t marry a man that my parents preferred for me and he supposedly wanted me too. I did not want to be forced into a marriage I would not be happy in and that led me to being here where I am now, selling flowers. 

Flowers remind me of a better time, my home was surrounded by their loveliness. The bushes were always the lushest of green and well taken care of, all the plant life strived around us. We all had the ability to keep them healthy and now I use that ability to sell that beauty to someone else. 

I look around my shop and not one flower looks anything but vibrant, there is no wilting in my shop. My clientele always come back for more because they last weeks, sometimes months before even one flower dies. 

It’s the end of my shift so I am going to do what I always enjoy doing when I can manage to find the time. I leave my shop and walk to the forest just at the edge of town, not too far. I wander inside until I get to a clearing where I frequent. For me this is the most beautiful place I know, at least here. I walk to the edge of the river bank and sit on a log that I once dragged to the side so I could sit and enjoy the peace. 

I close my eyes and I focus my energy on the water, the plants and the life around me and can feel the humming in my veins, almost a palpable thing. I feel the energy surging into my veins making me stronger. I look around and all the flowers are healthy looking and the grass is such a vibrant green it looks like it could have come from a fairy tale. Everything within one kilometre of me is renewed and rejuvenated. 

Like all magic, mine is dependent on energy and plants are the epitome of energy because they are vastly accessible.  The thing about magic is that, yes, I steal energy to replenish my own which one would think would end up killing everything around me. It’s more like how a tree gives oxygen for one to breathe and then in return takes the carbon dioxide from all mammal’s breath. With my magic I take the energy to be strong and powerful and in return, I give energy for the plants to feed off of. They are pretty much over dosing in euphoric rays of sunlight and rain without the actual substances. It’s a big win/win.

Feeling refreshed I take off my shoes and most of my clothes, leaving me in only my bra and panties. I step into the water and once I get deep enough in, I dive into the cool depths. This is absolutely my favourite place in this town. It’s really the one thing that keeps me here, this beauty that no one ventures to. A place I know I can be left alone to be the real me, without hiding from the world, pretending to be someone I’m not, and more importantly, something I’m not. 

I close my eyes and revel in the feel of water, and bask in the rays of the sun, taking in all the energy around me. I can only go so long without feeding my magic before I weaken. I have decided since I first arrived here that I would fit in with the mortals around me. In order to do that I had to change my appearance. The world around me sees a young woman, with light blonde hair blue eyes, and sun kissed skin. This is not my true appearance, but that one probably wouldn’t fit in here. It’s not that I’m hideous or scary in my true form, it’s just that, I would probably be seen as something that should be dissected or worse, vivisected. 

It takes a certain amount of magic to maintain this body, so I have to come here as frequently as possible, but since it isn’t always a possibility, it helps that I work in a flower shop. It might only be a small shop, but sometimes that’s all I need, and other times it’s better than nothing. 

I get out of the water and sit back on the log in only my underwear waiting to dry off some. I know that when I leave here I will go back to my small lonely one bedroom apartment in a duplex where I will remain until I get up for work tomorrow. Because of my nature I refuse to create attachments to people that will inevitably become severed with time. I already lost everything and everyone I know and love and I refuse to feel that kind of pain ever again. The only way to avoid that is to never let anyone get too close.

I once had many friends and close family, and never thought that I would one day end up alone far, far away from home. I have been forbidden to return because of the pride of a man who wanted my hand in marriage and worse the pride of my family who decided that having me around was equivalent to having someone with Ebola in their company. As if my “dishonour” would spread rampantly and infect young and old if I wasn’t exiled. Naturally they agreed to it. Not one of those people defended my honour, my right to choose and find love, they tossed me away like waste. Yet I have not only survived but thrived in a place foreign and incredibly frightening   for those who are different. That’s just normal everyday people, never mind someone of my calibre. 

***
[image: ]


GREAT, SOMEONE IS MOVING into the apartment next door. The duplex I live in is a two story house cut in half so we both have two stories on either side. It’s a pretty big house, originally built to have the two apartment’s so both sides are incredibly spacious, which is good because I could never be cramped up. The place next door has been empty for a couple of weeks. The last people that lived there were a couple who were here before I was. They needed more space for a little one so they bought a house and moved on. As much as I enjoyed the silence it will be nice to have someone living in the empty space. I just hope whoever it is can keep things at a reasonable decibel. 

I have a lovely patio that I love to sit at so I get a little snack and some fruit juice, freshly squeezed so to speak, for a person with magic. I go outside and sit on my deck to feel the fresh air blowing in my hair as it hangs loose down my back. I have a great lawn chair that can be put back like a bed so I lie in it where I can enjoy the fresh air.  This is a nightly ritual when the weather permits and today is such a gorgeous day. It would be a shame to be anywhere but enjoying the outdoors. I wonder what my new neighbour would think of all that. Will I be seeing him or her outside on their deck? I sincerely hope not, at least while I am out here. I do not need someone to interrupt my “me time”.

***
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I LIE IN BED AND CAN here moaning from next door and a lot of pounding and oh my, someone really likes to praise the lord. Someone is clearly having a good time. Oh wow, I can hear the slapping of skin clear through the wall, the man is an animal. I grab my pillow and wrap it around my ears while trying block the erotic sounds.

After about twenty five minutes of it I decide to get up and watch some T.V. on the very loud magic box of bullshit as I like to call it. It’s about two in the morning so there is nothing but infomercials on. If you want to buy something for hair removal or to grow excess hair, this is the hour you will find it.  After flipping through the channels I find some old sitcom that hasn’t aired since the 90’s. Luckily for me it is still new.

***
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(DAEMON)

What a night that was, hours and hours of the dirtiest raunchiest sex I have had in a... what’s today? Thursday? Well then I guess since Monday. Man, those were the longest three days. What’s-her-name was beautiful, sexy and lithe, and I loved how her body was so responsive. Too bad she was also a little psychotic, which is always the way with the women I take home. I told her it was time to get the hell out of my house... in of course the nicest way possible and she flipped her lid. She screamed and called me names so volatile, they made me blush. And why, oh, why do they always have to throw things, and always aiming for the face region? By the time I dragged her out of my house, yes, dragged her, I was all too happy to be rid of her. Worth it!

Ah, I lie in bed thinking about the job I have to do. All the souls I have to corrupt, the sex to be had, the people I must maim, and still I have time to relax in bed just like this. It’s the alone time I really have to appreciate. After of course the corruption, the sex and the maiming. 

I have to get my ass out of bed and get a jump on the day. All these delicious malicious deeds won’t get done on their own. I go to my pants pocket and take out a crumpled piece of paper. I open it up and see all the names. Derek Anderson, Melissa McIntosh and Michael Bass. Those are the top three names on the list and first three people I get to seduce to the “dark side”. Star Wars has nothing on the dark side to which I refer to. Melissa will be an easy one, no matter how difficult she tries to be. It’s the other two that might be a little trickier. Well trickier for someone who doesn’t have my experience. Sleep with a wife and that could lead to the best kind of calamity. A single guy can be talked into almost anything, especially when the desire to do something is already there. Talk him into seducing a girl and drugging her, maybe a little abuse, no problem. These people already want to do these things, I just put them on the right path, so to speak. 

Maybe I’ll start with Derek, he’s a married guy, heavy drinker and loves to batter his wife. Broken bones are no stranger to her and neither is his debauchery. Hell, this guy’s already has one foot in, well, Hell. I don’t always get lucky enough that the dirty work can be done for me. This guy makes me look like a saint and I kill for fun, and this guy only aspires too. Today is going to be the day he kills his wife and I won’t even have to be “the other man”. Maybe I’ll just sit at the bar and order him drink after drink and then what? Yes, got it. I will start a fight with him, it shouldn’t take much, seems like the type of guys who is always right.

I have seen his wife before, she doesn’t go out much, but I have my way of stalking my prey. You can see behind the sad eyes that she once was a beauty. I might not have to sleep with her but I can express my admiration for her. This is too easy. I might have to seduce an innocent afterwards just out of sheer boredom. 

Next will be Michael, He’s a drug dealer who has a penchant for lacing his drugs with a stronger much more addictive drug to have his clients come back for more. Talk some punks into ripping him off and BAM... literally. 

Now Melissa, she is in love with her boss. Well love is not the unsavory word I would use. Obsessed on the other hand is right on the money, since I was watching her stalk him and his wife. I was also with her when she was cutting pictures of the couple and placing her own picture next to his. She will also be an overly unchallenging target. 

***
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THE DAY GOES BY RATHER uneventfully. A few blood baths, A little mayhem, but all in all a real disappointment. I was so bored with the whole ordeal I ended up running into a couple kids, one about thirteen and the other about seventeen and talked them into a little petty theft. You get to Hell like anywhere else... one step at a time.

Now I am with a lovely brunette with slightly tanned skin. Her name is Selina, or Serena... or Joan, something like that, by that I mean it was a female name. I bend her over the sofa and pound into her hard and fast. I need to let go of all this tension. I can feel my release is near so I grip her hips in a bruising grip and start to pound harder. Finally I feel the release I was seeking.

***
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(SIREN)

I wake up yet again to yelling, this new neighbour needs to learn to shut up in the middle of the night. I hear him telling some girl to leave and her yelling at him about using her as some easy piece of ass. Well if the shoe fits honey, I mean girl, have some self-respect. I really hope it’s not the same girl as last night. Finally hitting my bullshit threshold I say with all the power within, “Shut up and go home”, and just like that the yelling stops and I hear the door slam. About time, now it’s sleepy time. I lie back down and fall instantly back to sleep. 

***
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(DAEMON)

Another fight with a girl who wouldn’t just get out of my house after I took my pleasure from her. She knew the deal before she came up here. I told her it was going to be quick and then she was out. Then as always there was the yelling and her acting like she didn’t know what was going to happen. Weird thing though, she was yelling at me one minute than all of a sudden, she closed her trap and walked out. 

I thought I felt a humming in the air, almost like an electrical current, one I have never felt before. It’s not that it felt unpleasant, but nevertheless it made my hairs stand on end. 

***
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IT’S THREE THIRTY IN the morning and I’m on my way out the door. It’s not true that there’s no rest for the wicked, it’s true that we seldom do. That means it’s time to hit the club, an underground place demons like to hang out at, which usually means my top three favourite things, chaos, sex and maiming. Okay, so it’s mostly two out of three of those things, maiming at this club is frowned upon although not forbidden. It’s an exclusive club so if you start killing the members it really defeats the purpose. First of all, most of these souls are hell bound so ‘when’ they get there doesn’t really matter. You see demons need to party too, eventually we’ll have to ‘downsize’ and then enlist new clientele. It’s the old “out with the old and in with the new” philosophy.

It’s kind of a strip club, but there is a lot more than just stripping. There are private rooms, some BSDM play, though the term “play” is subjective. A lot of the people who come in here are higher class folk who don’t want to deal with being ridiculed for their tastes which entail, but are not limited to sex play, cheating on a spouse, doing drugs in an environment where many drugs are being done and they are easily accessible and paying for a stripper to tease or to take into the private rooms. Others are crack whores who would do anything to get their next fix and know the clientele will give it to them. It really is a club for the most hedonistic of people who just do things that they feel will make them happy... though happiness itself isn’t going to lead you to hell, many of the ways to achieve it will. That is what our club sells, or more specifically my club. 

I opened it a few years ago because there is still a war going on between good and evil and although both are attracted to a good time, evil is addicted to it. It’s open all night long, but closes about seven in the morning. Seriously, the wicked need to sleep sometime. The place looks like your typical club with dancers on the stage dressed in overly sparkly clothes. If you call it that since I have seen bathing suits showing less flesh. Hell, I have seen people completely naked showing less flesh. Maybe a bit of an exaggeration, but I make my point. 

There is music playing loudly through the speakers and a huge dancefloor for everyone else to use. There is usually a lot of sex that happens out there for the exhibitionists and then you have the voyeurs who find that scene appealing as well. This club brings out all kinds and introduces them to each other, that’s where the chaos comes in. Nothing like mischievous meeting mischievous and evil meeting evil. That’s what makes it a party. Of course we get a lot of the partiers just looking for a good time on a Saturday night. Because of our exclusivity, that doesn’t happen often and the ones who get through usually don’t end up coming back. The ones who do are almost like a success story for me, to turn nice to naughty. 

I look around and the party is in full swing. You would never know that most people would be waking up in a couple of hours to go to their boring old jobs where they will never know the fun they are missing out on.

So many mortals gyrating on the floor, alcohol induced at the very least. I see sweat dripping off brows, hair also slick, but nothing is slowing them down from the beat. The spell of the music is cast, the magic woven with no effort on our parts, all due to the tempo. I feel the beat taking me over, my toe wanting to tap but I resist. I didn’t come here just to party, I have to check up on the place once in a while and make sure human life is valued in the club. What happens when they leave here is none of my concern. I would however prefer if they didn’t kill our toys until everyone is done playing with them.

I walk around the club, the atmosphere never really changes, always charged with promiscuous promise that lures in the hedonistic and innocent looking for a good time. Anyone can be seduced, it just all depends on how far they are willing to go. It’s not all about sex, no, it is about ripping down the walls that people erect after slithering through the crack. It’s about feeling the Id in all of us, with nothing telling them it’s a bad idea. It’s about forgetting about the future, not thinking about those you love or who could be hurt by feeding yourself you’re deepest desire. Desire is what keeps this club in business, it’s what draws them all out here to drink without abandon and trust a stranger’s touch. It’s the crutch of the world I live in and the basis of how I pick my solders. 

I can smell the lust in the air and it makes me want one of these mortal women. I wouldn’t have to bring her home and worry about getting her the hell out. I see one and she is looking at me like a delicious meal. I crook my finger at her and she saunters on over. I point to the hallway leading to the private rooms and her smile widens at me. Game on.

The little vixen has a beautiful body but a soul so corrupt she will definitely have to be added to my army. After our time together in the room I really look into her soul and see her evil deeds. She is a lawyer which is almost bad all by itself, but she didn’t get a head just by being good at her job, to which she is. No she used her womanly wilds and if that didn’t work, manipulation and sheer cunning. She got some of the worse kinds of mortals back on the streets to reoffend over and over again and still she comes out and play. Sleeps well at night too. 

It’s not that she doesn’t know the criminals she defends will do it again, she does, it’s simply that she doesn’t care, as long as she is the best in her profession. To her it’s all about appearances, and she is most definitely seen as a viper, but is something much worse. She hasn’t just won in court by being a great lawyer. No, she has paid off other criminals she defended to dispose of witnesses, and what they can’t do, she does, like dispose of any evidence she can get her hands on. She is very good at being very bad. 

She would be a great asset for our side. She is letting the vile back on the streets. She is getting them to do her dirty work for the most part and even seduces the ones who won’t into being her little puppets. She is an evil genius which is a quality not usually within the fairer sex. I am going to have to get my men to keep an eye on this one. 
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Chapter Two 
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(Siren)

I had what felt like a long day at work. I didn’t sleep well after my sleep was disturbed last night. The presumable male next door is a total pig if the last two nights are anything to go by, and to treat those women like that, I should curse him. Thank the heavens today wasn’t a busy day or it would have been a right off for me. 

A few people came in looking at flowers for an event. My favourite was a young boy who came in here looking for something for his sister because she had been crying at school. He didn’t have any money but the tenderness in him melted my heart so I decided to give him any flower of his choosing for free. He chose one burgundy and white dahlia. “It’s perfect!” he had said with a big toothy smile, I noticed he was missing one in the front.

Just as he was about to leave, his mother came barrelling in with panic written all over her face. “There you are!” she said as her shoulders sagged with relief. “You cannot just run off like that Tommy!” she chastised.

“I’m sorry mom, I had to get Ella a flower because she was sad.” His mother’s eyes softened and it looked like she wanted to cry. 

“Sweetie, how did you buy these flowers?” she asked him.

“The nice woman said I could have it.” He smiles back at me “Thanks!” he says as he takes his mother’s hand. 

His mother smiles at me, “It means a lot that you would do that.” she says as she leads her son out of the store.

“It was my pleasure.”

I look at the clock and realize it is time to close up. I lock the door and walk down a couple of blocks to the homeless shelter. A couple of times a week I try to volunteer there. It’s so heart wrenching seeing mothers and children who have no place to go. It wasn’t that long ago I was in there shoes and I remember how terrifying it was not having a safe haven. 

I go to the kitchen and help the couple of people back there with cooking the daily meal. It isn’t ever anything fancy, but to these people, any food is appreciated. 

A mother comes in who can’t be any older than twenty five and she has a small girl with her who is crying. “Momma, I want the pretty dress, why can’t I have it” 

“We can’t afford it baby girl. Someday, hopefully I will be able to buy it for you.”

I look at the girl and it breaks my heart to see a mother who wants to give her daughter the world but clearly can’t even afford a decent meal. The look on the mothers face is completely stricken. This is the reason I come here. I walk over to the little family and sit next to the little girl. “Hi there, my name is Siren, and what is yours?”

The little girl gives me a watery smile “My name is Taylor.” She sniffs back the tears, “I’m sad, I saw a pretty dress but momma says I can’t have it”. I look at her mother and see repressed tears in her eyes and then I smile at the little girl.

“What did it look like?” I ask her

“It was purple and puffy with lots and lots of sparkles”

“Wow, it sounds beautiful and I think I remember seeing a dress similar to that in the back. Just wait here okay?” I go to the back of the shelter and with my magic a dress materializes in my hands. I don’t know if it’s the exact same style but it fits the bill well enough. I go out to the little girl and hand over the dress. 

“It’s so pretty!” She looks at her mother, “Can I keep it... pleeease?” 

Her mom smiles at her and when she looks back at me, I can see there is no way she would deny her child this one small gift. “Thank you, I don’t know how I can repay you.”

“No worries, it was my pleasure.” I get up and walk back to the kitchen. I end up serving quite a few plates to men and women alike, and when I
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