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Those who read this tale, please-I beg you-do not make the mistakes I have made, for the tale you are about to read is true. I know, I lived it. And now, I regret my ever having lived...more than I could ever imagine. I regret ever being so polluted by desire and aspirations that I do not know where to begin making amends.

I was born to wealth and privilege, but began to have great ambitions long before most children ever know what they want to be when they become adults. Being a voracious reader, I knew well the classics "Dr. Faustus" and "The Devil and Daniel Webster"...and even the classic tale of Caesar and the Ides of March. Much of my youth was spent in my father's library divided between devouring the classics and doing research.

As I read, my ambitions grew. My desires, all so selfish, festered within my soul, eating away at me. My aspirations blinded me so to the realities of life and the world around me. All three caused me to stray from the path of truth, though I believed I was in search of it.

I became so completely enveloped in my ambition and desire that all else was darkened and only my self-created search for 'enlightenment' mattered. But it was not enlightenment that I found. Nor was it the freedom that I craved, nor the power that I thought was rightly mine. Instead, I was to find that my soul was bound to slavery and no longer my own. In haste, I would sign away something that never belonged to me in the first place...and become a vassal of the darkness, owned by the Devil himself.

It all happened on a cold November night, when I was in the midst of my delusional search and at my weakest. I sat in the library, surrounded by the books I hoped would bring me some understanding of the occult world, when he appeared. It wasn't my father, for he ailed upon death's doorstep in one of the rooms above; and my brothers had all left the comforts of the manse for lives of their own. How I envied them all that they had, all they had worked hard for and earned. Their money, their notoriety, their wives, their children, their homes, their cars...ah, but I stray from the story.

He appeared, there in the library, perched high on the wheeled ladder that hung from the furthest shelf—smoke and the smell of Hell itself upon him. His name, though not that of the Dark Prince, was only breathed within the confines of Hell. Yet, he was considered, at least in his own mind and heart,a Lieutenant of Hell's legions and an expert at buying souls. His name, which he gave me to call him, was Belial. And, of course, he knew mine.

My heart thrilled at the sight of such an otherworldly being. And to imagine, he was there to do my bidding! Or so I thought, for we all know that Hell's denizens only do the bidding of one being, the Devil Himself. All of Hell's minions Follow the wishes of but one ruler. Yet, being the master manipulator, the king of liars, the Prince of Darkness, he would make it seem as if all my wishes were being granted. But at a cost so great that I would ultimately lose my soul and my life.

Still, being young and naive, I let my desires override my sensibility and clear thinking. I had no interest in my own soul, though I should have been more astute and defensive and cared most about the well being of my soul. I thought, ah, but what is a soul that I should care one way or the other what happens to it?And so, I signed away the most important piece of me...my soul. And for what? A bit of power otherwise earned by hard work and careful planning? Abilities that are taboo to man for the very reasons I wanted them? A few years' notoriety that I could have gotten by fair means rather than foul? All so selfish of reasons that I rue the day I ever met Belial, though that is not his true name. Nor will I utter it, for to do so is to call upon him and the bargain I made with him.

Oh, if I could but turn back the clock...go back and prevent myself from committing so foolish of an action! But it is to late for such, so I must suffer the pangs of my torments which I bought with my selfishness and decadence. The unquenchable flames which lick my feet, the hellish ravens which peck at my belly, pulling flesh-if, indeed, you can call it flesh-from there and my limbs. The agony! But all of my own making. All the while, the Devil sits with my captive soul mocking it and laughing...leering at me with mocking eyes and false concern. Dear God, forgive me!

But enough about my torments. Let us get back to the tale of how I ended here. As I said, it was a cold November eve and he appeared to me for the first time. And it was at that moment, in my youthful haste, that I signed away my soul. Not that my soul was mine to sign away, mind you, but I thought it was. And he was so convincing of the 'fact' that I believed him. Of course, he also promised me everlasting life, never ending wealth, and powers beyond my wildest dreams among other things-and for a time, I reveled in them all and more. But like all things too good to be true, they never last and all turn out to be nothing but lies and illusions.

The one desire that sealed my fate was for power unimaginable. Some would term such a desire a form of magic, but power over the air and such appealed greatly to me. Powers supernatural were the forbidden fruit that I desired so much that I gave my one chance for Heavenly glory away. Yet, I cared not at the time and willingly signed it all away. And I signed in my own blood from a pin prick made by the hellish knife that hung at my beguiler's belt.

As for money and fame, they were-in my eyes-a plus that were fringe benefits of my bargain. Once signed, the document vanished in a puff of smoke and my soul was taken from me. For the first time in my life, I felt empty. More than empty. I felt as if my life had truly ended. Yet, my new found journey had only begun. My debauchery and ruthlessness, a thing that stood on my horizon. What I was to become, only a shadow on the skyline of the future.

If I thought that I had felt empty when I had a soul, the emptiness I felt after the transaction was endless. What once had been found was forever lost. No matter how much I did, No matter how much I gained, the emptiness would remain. Ah, but I am jumping ahead in my life's story. Let me begin when it all began...
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As I stated before, it started on a cold November eve. In fact, it was November 22nd, just a few days shy of Thanksgiving Day, when everyone would be thankful for all the blessings they'd received that year. Me, I felt as if I had nothing but strife and thwarted ambitions to be thankful for. I never once thought of the things I really had to be thankful for like my family and my friends or my pampered lifestyle. All I could think about were the many times I had been prevented from doing what I wanted.

And suddenly, there he was, sitting atop the library ladder smelling as if he had just arrived from Hell itself. Dark and foreboding, his allure was stronger than any form of sensibility. His Smile hid his agenda.

"Seems you need a friend," he began, his voice mesmerizing and unlike anything I had heard until that point, "maybe I can be of service."

"And what sort of person needs friends," I asked rhetorically, "When friends always betray your plans and keep you from rising to the level in life that you should?"

"Well said, child of man," he hissed, amused, "but not all friends betray your trust. I won't. It is not my place. In fact, my master has sent me to make all your wishes and dreams come true."

"Really?" I asked, with a tinge of sarcasm.

"Indeed," came his reply.

"Then," I began, intrigued, "what must I call you?"

"My true name," he replied, "is far too long and unutterable for your tongue, so you may call me Belial."

"And the price of your friendship?"

"Nothing." He produced a contract from thin air. "But for what I can give you, my master asks only for your soul."

"And what can your master give me? This I must know before I sign anything."

"Very astute, you are,so I shall tell you. Powers supernatural, strength of a thousand men, the wealth of all the world, the reverence of your peers and fame throughout the world. Immortality, agelessness, whatever your heart desires."

"Very well, friend, then give me the contract. I will have this and more." I was ready to sign my soul away.

"Here is the document." He handed me the parchment. "But it has to be signed in your own blood for it is a pact betwixt you and my master. Yet, there are a few restrictions I must make you understand. You must never ask any questions about my master, the workings of our realm, or bring up the name of the High Father or His Son in my presence or even after I am outside your presence. And, Believe me, we will know."

“Then, I have no more use for going to church?"

"None. Continue to go and our agreement would be jeopardized. We wouldn't want that, now, would we?"

"Not at all."

With a prick of my finger upon the unholy blade of the Hellborn knife, I signed my
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